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C.H. SPURGEON’S WORKS


AS PUBLISHED IN HIS MONTHLY MAGAZINE


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


VOLUME ONE:


YEARS 1865, 1866, 1867


In 1865, Spurgeon began publication of The Sword and the Trowel, a
monthly magazine which not only contains valuable materials on the
Scriptures, but also serves as one of the best autobiographical sources on
the life of Spurgeon.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD


OF


COMBAT WITH SIN & LABOR FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H, SPURGEON


1865.


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bear burdens, with those
that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the work, and with
the other hand held a weapon. For the builders, every one had his sword
girded by his side, and so he builded. And he that sounded the trumpet was
by me.”—Nehemiah 4:17,18.


PREFACE.


COURTEOUS READER,
Whoever thinks a magazine worth the reading so soon as the month of its
issue is over? Most people reckon it a waste of money to bind up
magazines. “Every dog has his day,” and every magazine its month. Well,
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friend, we agree with you and the world in general on this point, if it be
conceded that the rule has exceptions, and if in the second place you will
do us the favor to see if this volume is not one of them. The excellent Case
which we have prepared for binding shows that we are vain enough to
hope to outlive the present date. (Cases for binding can be had of the
Publishers for 1s. 3d, or the volume bound for 4s. 6d.)


Our matter, for the most part, belongs not to 1865 alone, but to all time,
and is of the kind which never grows stale; and wherein we chronicle work
peculiar to a certain year, the record may stimulate you to do the like in the
time now current. Read our pages therefore, without prejudice, because
they were issued periodically in a monthly serial.


SUBSCRIBERS AND FRIENDS,
We have striven to do the Lord’s work to the best of our ability, and now
we dedicate the year’s volume to His service. Some good, to our
knowledge, has been already achieved by its monthly issue; sympathy has
been enlisted for Christian enterprises, and assistance has been received for
holy work; saints have been cheered, workers animated, warriors armed,
and learners trained. Foes have felt the sword far more than they would
care to confess, and friends have seen the work of the trowel on the walls
of Zion to their joy and rejoicing. It is little that we can accomplish, but for
that little we are devoutly grateful, and desire to ascribe it all to Him who
works all our works in us.


Thanks are due to able contributors for most valuable aid; to industrious
friends for soliciting new subscribers; to the ten thousand who regularly
support us; and to all who have in any way aided our endeavors. We hope
to improve the magazine next year, so far as our means will allow, but
apart from an increased sale we cannot do this without curtailing the
proceeds which will accrue to the College; which proceeds are all the
smaller because we already give as much for money as can possibly be
afforded. We will do our best if friends will do theirs. We will furbish the
sword and scour the trowel, and use both with our best skill. Meanwhile,
to all friends we wish in the best sense, A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND A
HAPPY NEW YEAR.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY 1865


When Israel sojourned in the wilderness, all the people pitched place their
common center; yet each tribe was distinguished by its own banner, and
marched under the conduct of its own chiefs. Even so in the Church of
God, our Lord Jesus and the common salvation are the central point about
which believers gather, but the standards of peculiar associations of
Christians cannot well be dispensed with. We feel that we need to uplift a
banner because of the truth, and with hopeful heart we do so this day.


Our Magazine is intended to report the efforts of those Churches and
Associations, which are more or less intimately connected with the Lord’s
work at the Metropolitan Tabernacle, and to advocate those views of
doctrine and Church order which are most certainly received among us. It
will address itself to those faithful friends scattered everywhere, who are
our well-wishers and supporters in our work of faith and labor of love. We
feel the want of some organ of communication in which our many plans for
God’s glory may be brought before believers, and commended to their aid.
Our friends are so numerous as to be able to maintain a Magazine, and so
earnest as to require one. Our monthly message will be a supplement to our
weekly sermon and will enable us to say many things which would be out
of place in a discourse. It will inform the general Christian public of our
movements, and show our sympathy with all that is good throughout the
entire Church of God. It will give us an opportunity of urging the claims of
Christ’s cause, of advocating the revival of godliness, of denouncing error,
of bearing witness for truth, and of encouraging the laborers in the Lord’s
vineyard.


We do not pretend to be unsectarian, if by this be meant the absence of all
distinctive principles, and a desire to please parties of all shades of opinion.
We believe and therefore speak. We speak in love, but not in soft words
and trimming sentences. We shall not court controversy, but we shall not
shun it when the cause of God demands it.
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The many ministers who were students in our College will be our helpers in
maintaining a variety and freshness of matter, and their flocks, we trust,
will receive a blessing through their stirring words. It is our first and last
object to do practical service, and to excite others to active exertion.


We shall supply interesting reading upon general topics, but our chief aim
will be to arouse believers to action, and to suggest to them plans by which
the kingdom of Jesus may be extended. To widen the bounds of Zion and
gather together the outcasts of Israel is our heart’s desire. We would sound
the trumpet, and lead our comrades to the fight. We would ply the Trowel
with untiring hand for the building up of Jerusalem’s dilapidated walls, and
wield the Sword with rigor and valor against the enemies of the truth.


We shall issue two one-paged tracts each month, suitable for general
distribution, and so cheap as to be readily purchasable in large quantities.
We shall supply outlines of sermons and Sabbath-school addresses. We
shall give suggestions as to methods of usefulness, and shall labor to assist
all the workers in the Master’s vineyard by every means in our power. May
the Lord of Hosts crown our efforts with success!


WHAT SHALL BE DONE FOR JESUS?


BY C. H. SPURGEON


“What shall be done unto the man whom
the king delighteth to honor.”—Esther 6:6.


THE schemes of Haman were overruled to the honor of Mordecai, to the
safety of the Jewish people, and to the glory of God; and so will the
devices of evil always be turned by the Most High to the promotion of
good God may suffer his enemies to dig pits, but they shall themselves fall
therein; they shall cast stones into the air, but their missiles shall descend
upon their own heads: Satan hath a great scheme in hand for the
dethroning of King Jesus, but as yet, he has only made him to be the more
exalted among men. All the stratagems and subterfuges of the enemy have
been rendered subservient to the greater glory of the Mighty One, and to
the fulfillment of the divine decrees. So will it be to the end of the chapter,
and we shall see, in looking back from the starry heights of heaven, how all
the cruel malice and crafty subtlety of the serpent have been frustrated by
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infinite wisdom, and overruled by divine love. Lucifer shall fall; and in his
fall he shall bear witness to the glory of “the Seed of the woman” through
whom he fell.


Forgetting awhile the story of Haman and Mordecai, the words at the head
of this paper may, without violence, be applied to our Lord Jesus. He alone
of mortal men it is, of whom it may be said, that “the King”— Jehovah,
“delighteth to honor” him. Mordecai had done some service to the Persian
state, but our Jesus has done infinitely more for us; and the Eternal King,
who never slumbers nor sleeps, puts to us this question—”What shall be
done unto the man whom the king delighteth to honor?”


Let us, first, SEE WHAT THE KING HIMSELF HAS DONE.


He has honored him in every work of grace. In the decree of election, the
Eternal Father chose his people, but he chose them “in Christ.” He made
“the man Christ Jesus,” the head of election. Watts has well sung—


“‘Christ be my first elect,’ he said,
Then chose our souls in Christ our Head.”


“According,” says the apostle, “as he hath chosen us in him from before the
foundation of the world.” Every after-manifestation of grace has also been
through the man Christ Jesus. When did Isaiah speak most evangelically?
When did Ezekiel most sweetly comfort the people of God? When did
others of the prophets dart bright flashes of light through the thick
darkness of their times? Surely it was only when they spake of him who
bore our transgressions, and by whose stripes we are healed. In the great
work of redemption, God has honored Christ, by laying our help upon him
alone, as upon “one that is mighty.” He hath “exalted one chosen out of the
people.” In Bozrah’s battle no champion must fight but Jesus, and, covered
with the blood of his foes, no hero must return in stately triumph from
Edom but the lonely one who speaks in righteousness, “mighty to save.”
He trod the wine-press alone, and of the people there was none with him.
In redemption there is but one price, found in one hand, paid by one
Redeemer, that price the precious blood, found in the veins of the Savior,
and paid own by him upon the accursed tree. In every other act of grace
the design of the King is to honor the Lord Jesus. You cannot taste the
sweetness of any doctrine till you have remembered Christ’s connection
with it. You are washed from every sin, but how? Ye have “washed your
robes, and made them white in the blood of the Lamb.” You are
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sumptuously arrayed from head to foot; ye are appareled as the King’s
sons and daughters, but who is this that hath clothed you? Are you not
robed in the righteousness of your Lord Jesus Christ? Up to this moment
you have been preserved, but now? “Preserved in Christ Jesus.” The Holy
Spirit is the author of your sanctification, but what has been the instrument
by which he has purified you? He has cleansed you by the water which
flowed with the blood from the wounds of the expiring Savior. Our eternal
life is sure; because he lives, we shall live also. We shall behold the face of
God with transport and delight, because he has gone up to prepare a place
for us, that where he is, we may be also. The Father has studiously linked
every gospel privilege and every boon of the new covenant with the person
of Jesus Christ, that in blessing you he might at the same time honor his
own dear Son? “Thus shall it be done to the man whom the king delighteth
to honor;” he shall be the king’s almoner to the poor and needy; he shall be
the golden pipe through which streams of mercy shall flow to all his saints;
his head shall be anointed with the holy oil which shall afterwards bedew
the very skirts of his garments with the richest drops of perfume.


The king, Jehovah, has honored the Redeemer by the many offices which
he has conferred upon him. Time would fail us to mention all these, but
the three chief will suffice. He is the prophet of his people. The Lord has
given him “the tongue of the learned;” grace is poured into his lips; upon
him the Spirit resteth without measure, so that “never man spake like this
man.” He is “a prophet mighty in word and in deed.” Isaiah and Jeremy,
and Hoses, were ye ever honored as this man? Stand up, ye seers of old,
and can ye claim such dignity as his? No, with bowed heads the goodly
fellowship of the prophets declare that he is peerless among them. He is
also a priest. God has been pleased to gird him with the Urim and
Thummim, and to put the ephod of his pure mortality upon him. At the
altar he stands to offer up his spotless and acceptable sacrifice. At this
moment he intercedes for us, being “a priest for ever after the order of
Melchizedek.” Why is he a priest, but that he may be honored in his
sacrifice and intercession. He is king by right divine: as man he is “King of
the Jews;” his kingdom shall stretch from shore to shore, and of his
dominion there shall be no end.


“Bring forth the royal diadem
And crown him Lord of all.”
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Angels, prostrate yourselves before him! He was made a little lower than
the angels for the suffering of death, but now is he crowned with glory and
honor. “Thou madest him to have dominion over the works of thy hands;
thou hast put all things under his feet: all sheep and oxen, yea, and the
beasts of the field; the fowl of the air, and the fish of the sea, and
whatsoever passeth through the paths of the seas.” All things are put under
him. “It pleased the Father that in him should all fullness dwell,” and he is
the head over all things to the Church, which is his body.


As the subject is boundless, we may illustrate it for a moment by the
honors of Mordecai. Is not Jesus appareled with the King’s raiment.?
What splendor hath God which Christ hath not? Doth the Lord sit upon his
throne? Christ says, “I have overcome, and have sat down with my, Father
upon his throne.” Is heaven the Court of the Great King? Where else doth
Jesus dwell? Are angels the King’s messengers? Was not Christ seen of
angels even in his shame, and is he not adored by angels now? What can ye
conceive of splendor blazing around the throne of the Most High, which
will not also be seen gleaming with equal refulgence from the seat of him
who is “God over all, blessed for ever?” It is with no trembling lip that we
sing his praise.


“Jesus is worthy to receive,
Honor and power divine,


And blessings more than we can give,
Be Lord, for ever three.”


He is the express image of his Father’s glory, and in him dwelleth all the
fullness of the Godhead bodily.


The chosen man was honored to ride upon the king’s horse, and this is
true of Christ our Lord. Do you not see him as he rides forth in the gospel,
conquering and to conquer? It is the power of the Eternal King whereon
Jesus rides to victory. “Thou shalt send the rod of thy strength out of Zion;
rule thou in the midst of thine enemies.” The preaching of the gospel is not
mere man’s talk; it is Christ riding on his white horse, going forth
conquering and to conquer. Think not because we stammer that Christ
falters. Dream not because we go to our beds lamenting that few have
“believed our report,” that Christ is therefore defeated, or shall lose the
travail of his soul. Ah! set yourselves together, ye kings and princes, and
say as your sires of old, “Let us break his bonds asunder, and cast away his
cords from us!” “He that sitteth in the heavens shall laugh; the Lord shall
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have you in derision!” Wiser were ye if ye would “kiss the Son lest he be
angry, and ye perish from the way when his wrath is kindled but a little.”
All the power with which God went forth in creation and in providence is
given to Christ; yea, all power is given unto him in heaven and in earth,
that he may do as he wills, and may fulfill his own good pleasure.


The honored man was to be crowned with the crown-royal. Jesus Christ is
proclaimed “King of kings, and Lord of Lords.”


“The Head that once was crowned with thorns,
Is crowned with glory now;


A royal diadem adorns
The mighty victor’s brow.”


Before this honored man, proclamation was commanded to be made—”
Thus shall it be done to the man whom the king delighteth to honor.” See
ye not the Lord Jesus riding through the streets of this world this very day?
Albeit that his servants have been persecuted and hunted about like
partridges upon the mountains; albeit, that the catacombs of Rome, the
stakes of Smithfield, the dungeons of the Lollard’s Tower, and the snows
of Switzerland’s Alps, all bear witness to the martyr-host; yet, we see
Christ riding on, despite his enemies, in brave tranquillity, from the day of
his ascension even until now. He has journeyed on in the august pomp of
triumph, while chosen heralds have cried before him, “Bow the knee and
kiss the Son,” and now in this year of grace, one thousand eight hundred
and sixty-five, in triumph he is riding among the crowds of men, and we,
though unworthy of the post, are holding his horse’s bridle, and crying
aloud, “Thus shall it be done to the man whom the king delighteth to
honor.” Bow ye, then, before him, for unto him “every knee shall bow, and
every tongue confess that he is Lord, to the glory of God the Father.”


True hearts have occupied the station of the false-hearted Haman, but
inasmuch as Haman once stood there, here is a lesson of self-examination
lest the preacher of the gospel should think himself secure; for though
Judas preached, he was damned, and so may we be. Let us bow before this
“man whom the King delighteth to honor,” for nothing else can save us in
the day of his wrath. “He must reign till he hath put all enemies under his
feet”


Our heart is now making the practical inquiry, WHAT SHALL WE DO UNTO


THE MAN WHOM THE KING DELIGHTETH TO HONOR?
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I address myself now to all my fellow-helpers, but especially to the
members of my own Church. As a Church, we are peculiarly indebted to
the Lord Jesus Christ. Certainly Haman plotted against us, and was
permitted very terribly to achieve his purpose for the time. It was imagined
on the mournful night of the Surrey Gardens catastrophe, that the cause of
God was put to dishonor, and a total defeat was given to the young
evangelist. But what has been the result? These long years the willing
crowds have waited on the Word! God has made bare his arm, and taught
his adversaries what he can do by the simple preaching of the cross. The
multitudes who have crowded our house of prayer, have been a proof that
the simple gospel has still as much power in it as ever; and throughout
England and the world this protest has been sounded, that it is not by
learning, nor by novel theologies, that men are to be brought from darkness
to light. We have been gratified when brethren have said, “We came to
hear you this morning, and there was nothing whatever in the sermon to
account either for the numbers listening to it, or for their attention, except
that it was the gospel.” This is just the point, and God has in this place
made the world see that the gospel which was preached by Rowland Hill,
Whitfield, Calvin, Augustine, Paul, and our great Lord, is still mighty to
win the ear, and to change the heart.


Almighty grace has done more than this. If crowds had heard the truth, but
had remained hearers only, it were a source of sorrow rather than joy. But
the Lord has given converts. Like doves to their windows, sinners have
fled to Christ, and still they come in unabated numbers. Shall not we do
something for King Jesus? Has he filled our house with hearers, and
increased our Church with converts, and shall we not do something in
gratitude to him?


Nor is this all. Here is the delightful fact which shall be put as the climax to
the whole. Out of the vast numbers who have been added to this Church,
how few, happily, how few has God permitted to fall into gross sin or
outward backsliding! We have not built a wall which the foxes have
broken down. Our ministry has not nourished gourds, which come up in a
night and perish in a night, but in the midst of temptations sore, and trials
many, all the defections which we have had to mourn over have been but as
the small dust of the balance compared with the many who have been kept
by the power of divine grace. If the Lord has done all this for us, shall we
not delight to honor him? The pastor can say it is his heart’s desire to
honor his Master, and the elders and the deacons can say the same. Many
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of you are already engaged in earnest and faithful labors, but there are
some of you who have need to ask yourselves the question— “What shall I
do for that glorious Savior whom the King delighteth to honor? What shall
be my tribute of gratitude to the Son of God for all that he has done for
me?”


We want, especially at the beginning of this year, when we are seeking a
revival of religion in our midst—we want now to answer this question—
What do we intend to do as a Church for Christ Jesus, “whom the king
delighteth to honor?” Let me answer briefly.


Believe him. Christ is always very pleased with his people’s faith. Beloved,
confide in him. Tell him your troubles Pour out your hearts before him.
Trust the merit of his blood, the power of his arm, the love of his heart.
There is no box of precious ointment whose smell will more delight him
than your simple, unwavering faith.


He is a God of love: if you would give him something choice, show him
your love. Let your heart go after him, and with the arms of your love
embrace him. Say in your soul’s silent language, “Let him kiss me with the
kisses of his mouth, for his love is better than wine;” and be this your joyful
song, “I am my Beloved’s, and my Beloved is mine.” Give him, then, the
choice jewel of your heart.


Next to this, love the brethren. He loves the saints; show your love to
them. Forgive any who have offended you; help those who need your aid;
comfort those who are bowed down; lift up the fallen; strengthen the faint-
hearted; do good unto all men, but specially to such as are of the
household of faith. You give to Christ when you give to his poor and
needy people.


Christ has a hunger after souls. He yearns for the souls of men; labor,
therefore, to bring souls to him. You cannot save sinners, but you may be
the instrument of leading them to him. There are no better brilliants which
you can give my Master as a New-Year’s present than your own children
brought in the hands of prayer and faith, to be consecrated to his service.
Nor let love end at home, but seek the good of all among whom you dwell.


Let us make this matter a practical one. London needs to have its spiritual
destitution supplied. We must all give a stone towards erecting new places
of worship. By the united help of friends far and near, could we not build
four new places in the year 1865 The country needs help; let us aid in
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forming Churches Where there are none. The field of work is boundless;
there is no need to pause for spheres of labor. But a voice says, “Begin at
home.” I agree with the suggestion, and will proceed to carry it out. The
penny post is a great tax on our time, but now and then we get a letter
worth the reading; here is one addressed to us by one of the elders of our
Church; it will do all pastors good to read it, and will be of no small service
to Church members also.
“December 1st, 1864.


MY DEAR PASTOR,
The fact that God has pleased of late more than ever to lay on your mind
the necessity for a larger outpouring of the Holy Spirit on our Church and
congregation, should be, and is, I believe, a matter of very solemn interest.
There is, I know, a very general sympathy with you in the minds of the
members of our Church; and to give a practical expression of this
sympathy, I beg to lay before you for your consideration, the following
suggestions:—


1st. That you should call a meeting of the Deacons and Elders of the
Church for special prayer for their own families.


2nd. That you should fix an evening when you would meet the elder
children of the Members of the Church, to urge them to immediate
attention to the salvation of their souls.


3rd. That you should call a Church meeting for special prayer for a still
larger blessing on the ministry, the College, the Sunday School, the Tract
Visitors, the Classes, and the other efforts to extend the knowledge of the
Savior now in operation among us.


4th. That a general meeting of the Church should be held also for
thanksgiving for the blessings we have enjoyed in the past.


5th. That you should invite from the pulpit ALL the Members of our
Church to set apart, in their own homes, one particular day (which you
should name) for special prayer for the outpouring of the Holy Spirit.


6th. That you should invite the Deacons and Elders, and from fifty to one
hundred of the Members of the Church to open their houses from seven to
nine on some particular evening, for special prayer for the same object. The
subjects to be attended to at these meetings, and the list of the houses, to
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be laid before us by yourself in a printed leaflet which should be placed in
every pew in the Tabernacle.


7th. That you should set apart an evening in which yourself, with the
Elders, should meet all those in your congregation who are as yet
undecided, but seekers after salvation. The object of this meeting would be
for special exhortation and prayer with these friends, urging them to
immediate decision for Christ.


8th. That yourself with the Elders of the Church, should meet the Students,
the Sunday School Teachers, the Tract Visitors, and the several Classes,
for special prayer and conference, that their labors may be made more
effectual in the salvation of sinners.


9th. That you would draw up for our consideration as a Church, and have
printed a selection of promises out of the Bible which we might plead
before God on this matter, and so lead us to attend to this object with
understanding, having the mind of the Holy Spirit made clear to us all.


10th. That with a view of gathering in the fruit which I believe such a
course of proceedings as is now suggested would certainly produce, the
Elders should be appointed to see inquirers after every one of the services,
both on Lord’s-days and week-days.


I submit, my dear Sir, these suggestions to you with considerable
reluctance, as I feel if they are carried out, they will involve considerable
labor on you personally, and take up much of your valuable time; but the
importance of the object, and the deep-seated feeling which I know you
have in this matter, induce me to lay them before you; and I pray that God
may guide you in reference to the acceptance or rejection of any or all of
them.


If there is one of more interest than another, I believe it is the One having
reference to our families. There has not been as yet so large a blessing on
many of our families as we could desire, nor so great an ingathering as the
Word of God would lead us to expect, and therefore I feel that this matter
will commend itself to the minds of all our Church members. Excuse
reference to one other subject; it is this, that whilst we have abundant
reason to bless God for the constant tokens of his presence and approving
smile, we have not as yet realized the fullness of the blessing, and I think it
is very desirable that our Monday Evening Prayer-meeting should be even
better attended than it is. Many of our brethren who are standard bearers
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among us, men of worth and influence, both in the Church and the world,
either do not come at all, or are seldom there. If they could be induced to
attend, I feel certain the results to themselves and the Church would be
very gratifying.


Leaving these suggestions in your hands, and praying that the blessing we
desire may come down first and chiefly on yourself, so that you may be still
more greatly honored in the conversion of sinners, and that the largest and
best desires of your heart for a revival of pure and undefiled religion
amongst us, and in the Christian Church generally, may be more than
realized,


I remain, my dear Pastor,
Yours in the bonds of Christian affection,
AN ELDER OF THE CHURCH.”


All these suggestions we will endeavor to follow, and shall be glad to
receive others as good and practical from the same or any other hand. We
have twenty other projects to propose, but time and space forbid. In the
other portions of the Magazine the reader will light upon them; for the
present, let us close by repeating the question, “What will you render unto
the Lord for all his benefits towards you.”


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


FEBRUARY, 1865


HE who wrote this paper prays God to give it his blessing, and begs the
reader to afford it a thoughtful perusal. Mr. Rothwell, surnamed by the
godly of his day the Rough Hewer, from the solemn and powerful manner
in which he opened up the corruptions of the human heart, and delivered
the judgments of God against all iniquity, was, in his early days, a
clergyman without any true sense of religion: he was brought to know the
power of divine things through an admonition given to him by a godly
Puritan. Clarke, in his “Lives,” says, “He was playing at bowls amongst
some Papists and vain gentlemen, upon a Saturday, somewhere about
Rochdale in Lancashire. There came into the green to him one Mr.
Midgley, a grave and godly minister of Rochdale, whose praise is great in
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the gospel, though far inferior to Rothwell in points and learning. He took
him aside, and fell into a large commendation of him; at length told him
what a pity it was that such a man as he should be companion to Papists,
and that upon a Saturday, when he should be preparing for the Sabbath.
Mr. Rothwell slighted his words, and checked him for his meddling. The
good old man left him, went home, and prayed privately for him. Mr.
Rothwell, when he was retired from that company could not rest, Mr.
Midgley’s words stuck so deep in his thoughts. The next day he went to
Rochdale Church to hear Mr. Midgley, where it pleased God so to bless
the Word that he was, by that sermon, brought home to Christ,” The
earnest man who was sent by his Master upon this errand of rebuke, must
have felt that he was well rewarded for his holy courage in the after
usefulness of Mr. Rothwell; but even had the message failed to bless the
person to whom it was delivered, it would not have lacked a recompense
from the Great Taskmaster. We cannot command the winds, but he who
spreads the sails has the consolation that he has done his duty. Duties are
ours: events are God’s. Timely, bold, kind, and wisely-directed rebuke is
often used by the God of all grace as the means of awakening souls from
spiritual death; this is an all-sufficient reason for our being ready to deliver
it when occasion demands it. Can souls be won to God by any means?
theta we will use that means, and- look to God the Holy Ghost to bless our
efforts. It is frequently a hard and self-denying duty to administer
admonition personally either to saints or sinners; but, if we love the souls
of men, and would be clear of our brother’s blood, we must school
ourselves to it, and make as much a conscience of it as of our prayers. A
little drummer-boy writing home from the Crimea, after giving his mother a
description of the hardships of the terrible winter, and the hunger and
nakedness which the army endured, concluded his letter thus: “But,
mother, it is our duty, and for our duty we will die.” The same sentiment.
should reign in every Christian breast, and silence for ever all excuses
which our flesh suggests for neglected service.


If men were not corrupt in heart, they would turn from sin of themselves;
like life-boats, if for a time tossed out of position, they would right
themselves: but, alas! their nature is so depraved that one sin is a prelude
to another, and he who has begun to descend the ladder of iniquity is
impelled to continue his downward career. Men’s consciences should be
sufficient monitors; but, like the dogs upon the Capitol of Rome, the
watchers sleep, and the foes advance. Hence it becomes essential that, by
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agency from without, warning should be given. Brands must be plucked
from the burning, for of themselves they will never leave the fire. Sin
makes men such sots — such madmen — that they are quite beside
themselves, and sharp methods must be used to restrain them from self-
destruction. An ox or an ass in a pit, will struggle to get out; but men are
such silly creatures that they will not move hand or foot to escape, but
rather delight in their own ruin; we music, therefore, as Jude puts it, “pull
them out.”


The Word of God is very plain as to the duty of rebuking sin, although,
from the neglect into which the work has fallen, one might have imagined
that it was left optional, or allowed, rather than commanded. It is a most
weighty observation that, according to God’s law, silence concerning sin is
consent to it.


“And if a soul sin, and hear the voice of swearing, and is a witness,
whether he hath seen or known of it; if he do not utter it, then he
shall bear his iniquity:” (Leviticus 5:1.)


Trapp has pithily said, “By ill silence to leave men in sin is as bad as by ill
speech to draw them to sin. Not to do good, saith our Savior, is to do evil,
and not to save is to destroy”


“And he saith unto them, Is it lawful to do good on the Sabbath
days, or to do evil? to save life, or to kill?” (Mark 3:4.)


To leave others in their sins unreproved is to be “partakers of other men’s
sins.’ Paul teaches us this when he writes, “Have no fellowship with the
unfruitful works of darkness, but rather reprove them “ — as much as to
say if you do not reprove them, you have fellowship with them. If I see a
thief breaking into a house, and give no alarm, am I not, by my silence, an
accessory to the act? Without the aid of my silence the burglar could not
perpetrate the robbery; if I lend him that assistance, am I not, morally, his
accomplice? The same holds good in all cases; but we are not left merely to
infer the fact, for the Lord has told us by the mouth of his prophet Ezekiel,
“If thou dost not speak to warn the wicked from his way, that wicked man
shall die in his iniquity; but his blood will I require at thine hand.” The ruin
and sin of others we shall surely partake in if they perish through want of
our admonition. Eli must break his neck for very grief when his sons are
cut off in their sin; it was not meet that he should outlive those whom he
had not endeavored to preserve from ruin by timely rebuke: had he made
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their ears to tingle with his upbraidings, his ears might never have tingled
with the news of the terrible judgments of God. How few Christians will be
able to say with Paul, “I am pure from the blood of all men”? — none of us
can be in that happy case if we neglect the duty of warning our neighbors
for their good. It is to be feared that in this matter we have superabundant
reason for using Archbishop Usher’s dying prayer, “Lord, in special,
forgive me my sins of OMISSION.”


The law and the gospel with one voice call us to the duty we are now
endeavoring to enforce.


The law:


“Thou shalt not hate thy brother in thine heart:
thou shalt in any wise rebuke thy neighbor,
and not suffer sin upon him.” (Leviticus 19:17.)


The gospel:


“Moreover if thy brother shall trespass against thee, go and tell him
his fault between thee and him alone: if he shall hear thee, thou hast
gained thy brother.” (Matthew 18:15.)


The first Christians were earnestly stirred up to this work, and were some
of them well skilled in it. The Roman saints were full of goodness, filled
with knowledge, able to admonish one another. (Romans 15:14.) The
Colossians were directed to teach and admonish one another; (Colossians.
3:16) and the duty is coupled with sacred song, as if the one were as
needful and acceptable as the other. The believers at Thessalonica were
urged to exhort one another,


“Wherefore comfort one another with these words;”
(1 Thessalonians 4:18)


and the Hebrews were bidden to exhort one another daily, and to consider
one another to pro-yoke to love and good works. (Hebrews 3:13-10:24.)
Those who forget this duty cannot plead that they are not sufficiently
reminded of it, for the Word is very full and clear upon the point; and yet
the most of us are so negligent in it that one might imagine we respected
the foolish and cruel law of the Spartans, that none should tell his neighbor
of any calamity which had befallen him, but every one should be left, by
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process of time, to find out his own troubles for himself. Alas! that sinners
should hardly hear of hell until they come there!


The great usefulness of prudent reproof can be proved by a thousand
instances. Scriptural testimony will have the most force with us; and what
saith it? —


“The rod and reproof give wisdom.” (Proverbs 29:15.)


“Reprove one that hath understanding, and he will understand
knowledge.” (Proverbs 19:25.)


“Let the righteous smite me,” saith David, “it shall be a kindness.”
He calls it “an excellent oil, which shall not break my head.”
(Psalm 141:4.)


Christ styles it “a pear and a holy thing.” (Matthew 7:6.) Solomon prefers
it before silver, gold; and rubies; it is the merchandise of wisdom which is
better than precious treasures. (Proverbs 3:14, 15.) He describes it


“As an earring of gold, and an ornament of fine gold.”
(Proverbs 25:12.)


Our Savior encourages us to this much-forgotten service by the prospect of
success,


“Thou hast gained thy brother.” (Matthew 18:15.)


To gain a soul is better than to win the world, as he has assured us who
knew the worth of souls better than any of us. Holy John Bradford was the
means of preserving both Bishop Farrar and Bishop Ridley sound in their
testimony for Christ by means of letters which he wrote them while they
were lying in prison, and were willing to have made some compromise with
their persecutors. How grateful was David to Abigail for her timely
interposition! she saved his character from a great blot; and how much he
reverenced Nathan whose faithful parable restored him to the paths of
holiness! You cannot do your friend a greater kindness than to admonish
him in the Lord, nor can you wish your enemy a greater injury than to go
unrebuked.


On all sides there is need for the mutual exercise of exhortation. Good men
need it; the royal preacher bids us “Rebuke a wise man, and he will love
thee;” and “Reprove one that hath understanding.” Abimelech had just
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ground for rebuking the friend of God when he suppressed the truth and
almost suffered the king to sin through Ignorance. Peter needed that Paul
should withstand him to the face, for he deserved to be blamed. “The best
of men must sometimes be warned against the worst of faults.” The
greatest are not too high to need an honest rebuke. John dealt very plainly
with Herod; and Nehemiah spared not the nobles and rulers who oppressed
the poor. Naaman’s servants were not so overpowered by the greatness of
their master as to be silent concerning his foolish pride; he would never
have washed in Jordan had it not been for them. Ministers sometimes
require this, stimulus. Paul writes to the brethren at Colosse —


“Say to Archippus, Take heed to the ministry which thou hast
received in the Lord, that thou fulfill it.” (Colossians 4:17.)


To the ungodly our lives should be a standing testimony for God against all
unrighteousness; and, as to the godly, we should constantly watch over one
another, and deal freely, tenderly, and faithfully, one with another, laboring
to amend faults and foster graces. Have we not been guilty here? When we
remember our many opportunities, must we not blush to think how we
have wasted them? Ministers of the gospel, are you clear? The most of us
are not. It is a very solemn word which we remember to have met with in
J. A. James’ works;” The scrutiny which Christ will make at the last day
will not only be into the manner in which we have dealt with the
congregation as a whole, but with the individuals of which it is composed.
It is an alarming idea that our responsibility extends to every single soul.”
Who can receive this truth without a shiver as he remembers his own
omission? Holy Mr. Hieron, who labored most faithfully in his day, when
he lay on his death bed was. heard to say, “I confess that in public I have
been somewhat full in reproof, admonition, instruction — but in private,
my backwardness, my bashfulness, my dastardliness, have been intolerable,
,red I may truly say, that if anything lie as a burden upon my conscience,
this it is.” This acknowledgment full many a pastor might make. O for
grace to feel the sin as a real load upon the heart, and to be rid of it,
through Jesus Christ our Lord. An ancient pastor made this one of his
memoranda — “ I desire to account the commandment of not suffering sin
to lie upon my neighbor, to lie principally upon me; and, therefore, if public
reproof of all, in presence of the offender’ will not affect him, to reckon a
wise and particular reproof in private to be a debt of love I owe him, and to
defer the payment of it no longer than till the providence of God hath made
him fit to receive it: bat specially not to let slip the season of sickness or
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remorse for sin upon any other ground; because then he hath both more
need of it, and it is like to do him more good.”


It were well if people, as well as ministers, would lay to heart the duty of
speaking often one to another by way of admonition. “Exhort one another
daily,” says the apostle, “while it is called to-day, lest any of you be
hardened through the deceitfulness of sin.” We should not then have to
revive the complaint of Bernard concerning the talk of professors — “ not
a word of t, he Scriptures — nothing of the salvation of the soul; but
trifles, and toys, and laughter, and words light as the wind, ‘ eat up the
time.’“ If we were frequently to warn the unconverted, how much good
might we be doing! whereas now we are adding one sin of omission to
another by our unconcern about immortal souls. How many a Naaman
might have been washed from his leprosy if his Christian servants had been
earnest enough to speak with him on soul matters! But, alas! blood-
guiltiness is heart felt to be a sin in these days! Soul-murder is scarcely ever
wept over! A poor wretch dies of starvation, and men cry out because
bread was not given him; but when souls sink into damnation for lack of
knowledge, they who withhold the bread of heaven will not allow their
consciences to trouble them. May the Lord give us tenderness of heart to
repent the neglect of the past, and holy resolution to labor more heartily in
the future.


Do you, earnest reader, feel that you would rush at once into this work?
Stay awhile, and hear another word or two; for it is well for you to know
that it is no child’s play which is before you. Wisdom must guide you, or
you will play the fool. A busy-body who is for ever babbling, is like a
yelping cur which is no more esteemed than a dumb dog that cannot bark,
and is thought to be a far greater nuisance. It has been said that “If a man
were to set out calling everything by its right; name, he would be knocked
down before he got to the corner of the street;” and he who sets himself up
as a general reformer of every other man’s follies, will likely enough
receive the same treatment, and will have nothing to blame but his own
impertinence. Casting pearls before swine has often led to the simpleton’s
discovering the truth of the Savior’s warning, “lest they turn again and
rend you.” Sin may be foolishly rebuked, and so encouraged; it may be
sinfully rebuked, and so multiplied. Much spirituality of mind is needed to
speak for God: hence Paul puts it, “Brethren, if a man be overtaken in a
fault, ye who are spiritual restore such an one in the spirit of meekness.”
Such are fit to be soul-surgeons whose tenderness and faithfulness give
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them a lady’s hand and a lion’s heart. “The art of reproving,” says Rayner,”
is like the husbandman’s skill which his God doth teach him, in respect of
the several kinds of grain, as to beat out cummin and fitches with a staff or
little rod, and to bruise out the bread corn as wheat and rye by the force of
the flail or the cartwheel. So God doth teach the spiritual man whom to
touch with a twig of reproof, whom to smite wit, h a rod, and whom to
thrash with a flail of reproof:” We must consider both the offense and the
offender, the sin and the sinner, so that our words may be fitly spoken, and
prove effectual. It is written of Andrew Fuller, that he could rarely be
faithful without being severe; and, in giving reproof, he was often betrayed
into intemperate zeal. Once, at a meeting of ministers, he took occasion to
correct an erroneous opinion delivered by one of his brethren, and he laid
on his censure so heavily that Ryland called out vehemently, in his own
peculiar tone of voice, “Brother Fuller! brother Fuller! you can never
admonish a mistaken friend, but you must take up a sledge hammer and
knock his brains out.” Gentleness and affection should be evident in all our
remonstrances: if a nail be dipped in oil it will drive the more readily. There
is a medium in our vehemence which discretion will readily suggest: we
must not drown a child in washing it, nor cut off a man’s foot to cure a
corn. Perhaps it will be less tedious to the reader if, instead of a long
enumeration of the qualities required in a successful reprover, we instance
the case of Dr. Waugh. There are two or three anecdotes which are
eminently characteristic of his power: — “At one of the half-yearly
examinations at the Protestant Dissenters’ Grammar School, Mill Hill, the
head master informed the examiners that he had been exceedingly tried by
the misconduct and perverseness of a boy who had done something very
wrong, and who, though he acknowledged the fact, could not be brought
to acknowledge the magnitude of the offense. The examiners were
requested to expostulate with the boy, and try if he could be brought to
feel and deplore it. Dr. Waugh was solicited to undertake the task; and the
boy was, in consequence, brought before him. ‘How long have you been in
the school, my boy?’ asked the doctor. ‘Four months, sir.’ ‘When did you
hear from your father last?’ ‘My father’s dead, sir.’ ‘Ah! alas the day! ‘tis a
great loss, a great loss, that of a father; but God can make it up to you, by
giving you a tender, affectionate mother.’ On this the boy, who had
previously seemed as hard as a flint, began to soften. The doctor
proceeded: ‘Well, laddie, where is your mother?’ ‘On her voyage home
from India, sir.’ ‘Ay! good news for you, my boy: do you love your
mother?’ ‘Yes, sir.’ ‘And do you expect to see her soon? ‘ Yes, sir.’ ‘Do
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you think she loves you?’ ‘ Yes, sir, I am sure of it.’ ‘ Then think, my dear
laddie, think of her feelings when she comes home, and finds that, instead
of your being in favor with everyone, you are in such deep disgrace as to
run the risk of expulsion, and yet are too hardened to acknowledge that,
you have done wrong. Winna ye break your poor mother’s heart, think ye?
Just think o’ that, my lad.’ The little culprit burst into a flood of tears,
acknowledged his fault, and promised amendment. On one occasion, a
young minister having animaverted, in the presence of Dr. Waugh, on the
talents of another minister, in a manner which the doctor thought might
leave an unfavorable impression on the minds of some of the company, Dr.
W. observed, ‘I have known Mr.___ many years, and I never knew him
speak disrespectfully of a brother in my life.’ At another time, in a company
of nearly forty gentlemen, a student for the ministry entertained those
around him with some ungenerous remarks on a popular preacher in
London. Dr. Waugh looked at him for some time, with pity and grief
depicted in his countenance, and when he had thus arrested the attention of
the speaker, he mildly remarked, ‘My friend, there is a saying in a good old
book which I would recommend to your consideration: — The spirit that
dwelleth in us lusteth to envy.’“ Such rare powers of wise remonstrance
may not be easy to acquire, but they are very precious, and should be
greatly coveted.


We have no room to notice particularly more than two out of many
practical suggestions which are now upon our hear.


Personal character is of the utmost moment in the work of admonition.
We must not try to remove motes from the eyes of others while we have
beams in our own. Quarles reminds us that


“He who cleanses a blot with blurred fingers, makes a greater blot.
Even the candle-snuffers of the sanctuary were of pure gold.”
(Exodus 37:23.)


We may not urge others to activity, and lie still like logs ourselves. A
quaint old preacher of the sixteenth century has put this truth into homely,
pungent words: “Beloved in our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ, it is a very
monstrous thing that any man should have more tongues than hands. For
God hath given us two hands and but one tongue, that we might do much
and say but little. Yet many say so much and do so little, as though they
had two tongues and but, one hand; nay, three tongues and never a hand.
Such as these (which do either worse than they teach, or else less than they
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teach teaching others to do well and to do much, but doing no whir
themselves) may be resembled to divers things. To a whetstone, which
being blunt itself, makes a knife sharp. To a painter, which being deformed
himself, makes a fair picture. To a sign, which being weather-beaten, and
hanging without, itself, directs passengers into the inn. To a bell, which
being deaf and hearing not itself, calls the people into the Church to hear.
To a goldsmith, which being beggarly, and having not one piece of plate to
use himself, hath store for others which he shows and sells in his shop.
Lastly, to a ridiculous actor in the city of Smyrna, who pronouncing’ O
coelum,’ O heaven, pointed with his finger Coward the ground. Such are
all they which talk one thing and do another; which teach well and do ill.”


Direction and grace from the Spirit of God must be esteemed as of
paramount importance. So much may depend upon our temper, manner,
and words, that we should never dare to rebuke others until we have
sought divine aid. Take God into your counsel and you will be wise; enlist
his power on your side and you will be strong. A heart full of love to Jesus
will be blessed with an instinctive wisdom with which the cold-hearted
cannot intermeddle. The man who pants to be useful and is a soul-gatherer
by profession, will not need to be informed of opportunities, for he will
never miss them. Does a miser ever forget his moneybags? Will he who
loves souls be unmindful of them? The disciples could not cast out the
demoniac, for they had not exercised the prayer and fasting which were
needful. If we attempt to exorcise the evil spirit in our own strength, he
will laugh at our efforts and cry, “Jesus I know, and Paul I know, but who
are ye?” If we dwell in the mount as Moses did, then shall we be able to
break the golden calves which others worship, and with shining face to
vindicate the cause of God.


Possibly the reader may feel so disheartened by the difficulties which we
have, hinted at, that he may half resolve to let the matter go by default. If
so, we commend to him the speech of a negro preacher, with which we
conclude: “Brethren,” he said, in his broken way,” “whateber de good God
tell me to do in dis blessed book,” holding up at the same time an old and
evidently much-used Bible, I’m gwine to do. If I see in it dat I must jump
troo a stone wall, I’m gwine to jump at it. Going troo it belongs to God —
jumpin at it longs to me.”


C. H. SPURGEON,
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FALL OF JERICHO


BY C. H. SPURGEON, 1852.


THE day is come, the seventh morn
Is usher’d in with blast of horn,


Tremble, ye tow’rs of giant height,
This is the day of Israel’s might.


Six days ye mock’d the silent band,
This hour their shout shall shake your land.


Old Jordan’s floods shall hear the sound,
Yon circling hills with fear shall bound.


Thou palm-tree’d city, at thy gates,
Death in grim form this moment waits;


See, hurrying on the howling blast,
That dreaded hour, thy last, thy last.


Lo at the leader’s well known sign
The tribes their mighty voices join,


With thund’ring noise the heavens are rent,
Down fails the crumbling battlement;
Straight to the prey each soldier goes,
The sword devours his helpless foes.


Now impious! on your idols call;
Prostrate at Baal’s altar fall


In vain your rampart and your pride
Which once ,Jehovah’s pow’r defied.


Now Israel, spare not, strike the blade
In heart of man and breast of maid;


Spare not the old, nor young, nor gay,
Spare not, for justice bids you slay.


Who shall describe that dreadful cry,
These ears shall hear it till they die.
Pale terror shrieks her hideous note,
War bellows from his brazen throat,


Death tears, his prey with many a groan.
Nor earth itself restrains a moan.
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Ho! vultures to the banquet, haste,
Here ye may feast, and glut your taste;


Ho! monsters of the gloomy wood,
Here cool your tongues in seas of blood.


But no; the flames demand the whole,
In blazing sheets they upward roll;


They fire the heavens, and cast their light
Where Gibeon pales with sad affright;


A lurid glare o’er earth is cast,
The nations stand with dread, aghast.


The shepherd on the distant plain
Thinks of old Sodom’s fiery rain;
tie flies a sheltering hill to find,


Nor casts one lingering look behind.


The magian scans his mystic lore,
Fortells the curse on Egypt’s shore;
The Arab checks his frighted horse,


Bends his wild knee, and turns his course.
E’en remote behold the glarer


And hardy sailors raise their prayer.


Now in dim smoke the flames expire
That lit the city’s funeral fire,


The glowing embers cease to burn:
Haste, patriot, fill the golden urn!
In crystal tears her dust embalm.
In distant lands, in strife or calm,
Still press the relic to thy heart,


And in the rapture lose the smart!
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It must not be; her sons are dead,
They with their mother burned or bled;


Not one survives: the vip’rish race
Have perish’d with their lodging-place.


No more lascivious maidens dance,
No youths with lustful step advance,
No drunkard’s bowl, no rite unclean,


No idol mysteries are seen.
A warrior stands in martial state,


And thus proclaims her changeless fate.
“Accursed city, blot her name


“From mind of man, from lip of fame,
“Curs’d be the mail, and curs’d him race,


“Who dares his house on thee to place;
“He founds it on his firstborn’s tomb,


“And crowns it with the brother’s doom.”


Thus God rewards the haughty foe,
Great in their sin and overthrow.


He ever reigns immortal King;
With Israel’s song the mountains ring.


Yet ‘mid the justice dread severe,
Where pity sheds no silv’ry tear,
A gleam of golden mercy strays,


And lights the scene with pleasing rays.


One house escapes, by faith secure,
The scarlet thread a token sure,


Rahab, whose seed in future time
Should bear the virgin’s Son sublime.


Thus when the thund’rer grasps his arms,
And fills our earth with just alarms,


His hand still shields the chosen race,
And ‘midst his wrath remembers grace.
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METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE STATISTICS


AS one object of this Magazine is to give information upon all matters of
general interest connected with the Church and Congregation of the
Metropolitan Tabernacle, it may be needful first of all to give a statistic
outline of their present position. This is not done in a spirit of boasting but
of thankfulness and praise to God that giveth the increase. If it be a duty
individually, it is the duty of a Church collectively, ‘to declare what God
hath done for ‘their souls. When Peter informed the Christian Jews of the
spiritual effects ‘which had accompanied his preaching in ‘the house of
Cornelius, “they glorified God, saying, then hath God also to the Gentiles
granted repentance unto life.” ‘Soon as Paul and Barnabas had returned
from their first preaching tour in Asia Minor to Antioch, they rehearsed all
‘that God had done with them, and how he had opened the door of faith
unto the ,Gentiles. Paul calls upon the Christians at Corinth to show before
the Churches the proof of their love and of his boasting on their behalf.
“Your zeal,” he adds, “hath provoked very many.” Writing to the
Colossians from Rome he says of Tychicus and Onestraus; They shall make
known unto you all things which are done here.” What God is doing for
good in one Church ought therefore to be made known to other Churches,
that thanks may be given by many on its behalf and others may be
provoked to love and good works.


The history of the Church at the Metropolitan Tabernacle, from the time
that Mr. Spurgeon became its Pastor, needs not to be repeated here. It may
suffice to observe that at the commencement of his Pastorate, in Park
Street Chapel, in January, 1854, both the Church and congregation were in
a low and scattered state. The Chapel, which is capable of accommodating
about 1200, was soon filled to overflowing, and Exeter Hall, or the Surrey
Music Hall was engaged for the Sabbath evenings, to meet the increasing
desire for hearing. The continual overflow of these extensive buildings, led
to the erection of a Tabernacle, as large as could be constructed within the
natural compass of the voice of the preacher. This, which seats 5,500, and
holds 6500, has been filled from the day it was first opened, unto the
present time.


These are encouraging circumstances, but that which gives them their
highest interest is, that the Church has proportionately increased. It. has
not been the wisdom of preaching that gratifies the natural man, but the
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foolishness of preaching that saves them. that believe. This work has not
been of man, but of God, and therefore it has not been overthrown. The
work has been so much of God, that it has taken away the thoughts from
man. The man appears only as Paul rejoiced, he had been recognized, when
he says, “They glorified God in me.”


The number of members, when Church removed from Park Street was
1,178. The number at the present time is 2,881. The number of admissions
during the present pastorate, including removals from all causes, is 3,569.
Of these, 47 have become Christian ministers, 7 City missionaries, and 3
Bible women. The officers of the Church consist of an Assistant Teacher,
Deacons, and Elders. There are ten Deacons who are chosen for life, and
whose duty is to attend to the temporal interests of the Church. There are
twenty-three Elders who are annually elected, and whose duty is to attend
to spiritual affairs only. Candidates for Church-membership have an
interview with one of the Elders, some of whom attend at the Tabernacle
for that purpose every Wednesday. evening. A record is made by the Elder
of the result of that interview in what is called the Inquirers’ Book. If
satisfied with the candidate, he gives a card, which qualifies for direct
intercourse with Mr. Spurgeon, who devotes a fixed portion of his time to
that office. If Mr. Spurgeon thinks favorably of the individual, the name is
announced at. a Church meeting, and visitors are appointed to make the
most careful inquiries into the whole circumstances connected with the
application. If this investigation is satisfactory, the candidate appears at a
Church meeting where he is examined by the pastor, after which he retires,
and the visitor gives his report upon the case. It is then proposed to the
Church for its adoption, and if approved, the Pastor gives the right hand of
fellowship. As soon after this as convenient, the candidate is baptized, and
on the next first Sabbath in the month ensuring, unites in the Communion
Service, having first been recognized before the whole Church by again
receiving from the Pastor the right hand of fellowship. Each member on
admission, and at the beginning of each year, receives a ticket
corresponding with the periods of communion. These tickets are collected
by the Deacons just before the communion service commences. The
numbers and dates of the tickets correspond with their names in the Church
books, so that absentees are known and inquiry in due time is made
respecting them.


This form of Church-government has risen out of the peculiar
circumstances of a rapid increase, and is, we believe, in harmony with that
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which in similar circumstances existed in the primitive Churches. It has
resulted spontaneously from the influence of the same truths, and the
gratification of the same desires. It answers at least all the ends of
communion, and discipline, and cooperation contemplated by a Christian
Church. It enables a Church of nearly three thousand members to observe
all its ordinances with order, solemnity, and profit, with entire freedom
from those prodigious evils which have resulted from Churches founded
upon totally different principles, and from those even which have attended
smaller Churches of their own order. The principle here has been to follow,
and not to precede the guidance of Providence, and of the Spirit of God;
and to this principle we hope to show we owe our College and other
institutions which are sustained amongst us. “Now thanks be unto God,
which always causeth us to triumph in Christ, and maketh manifest the
savor of Ms knowledge by us in every place.”


G.R.


BY GRACE ARE YE SAVED


IT is by the grace of God that ungodly men are preserved From instant
death. The sharp ax of justice would soon fell the barren tree if the
interceding voice of Jesus did not cry, “Spare him yet a little.” Many
sinners, when converted to God, have gratefully acknowledged that it was
of the Lord’s mercy that they were not consumed. John Bunyan had three
memorable escapes before his conversion, and mentions them in his “Grace
Abounding” as illustrious instances of long-suffering mercy. Occasionally
such deliverances are made the means of affecting the heart with tender
emotions of love to God, and grief for having offended him. Should it not
be so? Ought we not to account that the longsuffering of God is salvation?
(2 Peter 3:15.) An officer during a battle was struck by a nearly spent ball
near his waistcoat pocket, but he remained uninjured, for a piece of silver
stopped the progress of the deadly missile. The coin. was marked at the
words DEI GRATIA (by the grace of God). This providential circumstance
deeply impressed his mind, and led him to read a tract which a godly sister
had given him when leaving home. God blessed the reading of the tract;
and he became, through the rich :Face of God, a believer in the Lord Jesus.


Reader, are you unsaved? Have you experienced any noteworthy
deliverances? Then adore and admire the free grace of God, and pray that
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it may lead you to repentance! Are you inquiring for the way of life.
Remember the words DEI GRATIA, and never forget that by grace we are
saved. Grace always pre-supposes unworthiness in its object. The province
of grace ceases where merit begins: what a cheering word is this to those
of you who have no worth, no merit, no goodness whatever! Crimes are
forgiven, and follies are cured by our Redeemer out of mere free favor.
The word grace has the same meaning as our common term gratis:
Wickliffe’s prayer was, “Lord save me gratis.” No works can purchase or
procure salvation, but the heavenly Father giveth freely, and upbraideth
not.


Grace comes to us through faith in Jesus. Whosoever believeth on Him is
not condemned. O, sinner, may God give thee grace to look to Jesus and
live. Look now, for to-day is the accepted time!


TWO learned doctors are angrily discussing the nature of food, and
allowing their meal to lie untasted, while a simple countryman is eating as
heartily as he can of that which is set before him. The religious world is fall
of quibblers, critics, and skeptics, who, like the doctors, fight over
Christianity without profit either to themselves or others; those are far
happier who imitate the farmer and feed upon the Word of God, which is
the true food of the soul. Luther’s prayer was, “From nice questions the
Lord deliver us.” Questioning with honesty and candor is not to be
condemned, when the object is to “prove all things:, and hold fast that
which is good ;” but to treat revelation as if it were a football to be kicked
from man to man is irreverence, if not worse. Seek the true faith, by all
manner of means, but do not spend a whole life in finding it, lest you be
like a workman who wastes the whole day in looking for his tools. Hear
the true Word of God; lay hold upon it, and spend your day’s not in raising
hard questions, but in feasting upon precious truth.


It is, no doubt, very important to settle the point of General or Particular
Redemption; but for unconverted men, the chief matter is to look to the
Redeemer on the cross with the eye of faith. Election is a doctrine about
which there is much discussion, but he who has made his election sure,
finds it a very sweet, morsel. Final perseverance has been fought about in
all time; but he who by grace continues to rest in Jesus to the end, knows
the true enjoyment of it. Reader, argue, if you please, but remember that
belching in the Lord Jesus gives infinitely more enjoyment than disputing
can ever afford you. If you are unsaved, your only business is with the
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great command, “Believe!” and even if you have passed from death unto
life, it is better to commune with Jesus than to discuss doubtful questions.
When Melancthon’s mother asked him what she must believe amidst so
many disputes, he, knowing her to be trusting to Jesus in a simple-hearted
manner, replied, “Go on, mother, to believe and pray as you have done,
and do not trouble yourself about controversy.” So say we to all troubled
souls, “Rest in the Lord, and wait patiently for him.”


OUR UNITED MEETINGS DURING
THE WEEK OF PRAYER


BY ONE WHO WAS PRESENT.


A WEEK of prayer. The best possible beginning for a new year. So thought
the ministers associated for prayer and mutual edification, and therefore
they agreed to call their people together for united prayer.


The Central Meeting of the Churches was held at the Metropolitan
Tabernacle, on Monday, January 2nd. The pastors met at three for prayer
and consultation; and they were joined, at five, by about one hundred
elders and deacons, who continued in prayer to God until the hour for the
public meeting. The spirit pervading these devotions gave promise of a
blessed gathering in the evening.


At seven about six thousand persons were assembled in the Tabernacle
probably the largest number of believers ever found together under one
roof for prayer. Fully to characterize this meeting would be impossible. No
pen could express the deep-thrilling power which pervaded the assembly.
We can only present a brief outline of the proceedings.


The meeting was conducted by C. H. Spurgeon. The; guiding hand of the
Holy Ghost was manifest in the wisdom shown in the brief and suggest
there remarks made in reference to the subjects and manner of the prayers.
This must have been evident to all. The brethren, Varley and F. White,
pleaded with deep. and fervent earnestness for blessings to be then and
there vouchsafed by the God of all grace to his people; and for a genuine
revival of all the Churches of God in the land. Simple, direct, earnest,
reiterated, were the desires of these servants of Jesus; and most fervent
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was the response of the thousands of Christian hearts, which united, as the
heart of one man, to bear up those desires to the throne of grace.


Two elders (W. Olney and Bridge) then pleaded with God on behalf of the
pastors and students; the lowly, loving, touching breathings of these
brethren, moved and bowed down the hearts of all the pastors around
them. Old and young alike felt that blessing must descend upon them in
answer to such heartfelt Spirit-wrought desires as those which were being
poured forth on their behalf. Would to God that all elders and deacons
might thus ever deeply feel, and earnestly plead, for the pastors of the
churches that the full power of the Holy Ghost may rest upon them. Those
brethren who were present can testify that they never, felt more solemnly
the need and the value of such intercession. The responsibility, the trials,
the necessities of God’s servants, were made the subjects of most sincere
supplication. Next came a confession of sin, through Brother Offord, the
oldest minister on the platform. For this solemn act the whole assembly
was prepared by the blessing already granted and felt; for all hearts and
spirits were bowed down in deep repentance. Many details of the failures
and sins of ministers were spread before the face of God!in the most
solemn manner. Sins of omission and commission, neglect, and
shortcomings, were acknowledged Solemn, simple, earnest appeal was
made to the eye of the heart-searching God, that his servants might wish to
hide nothing from that all the evil in them might in his sight. And when the
it is I! it is I!” were uttered, many broke forth saying, “It is I! it is I” The
beloved pastor of the Tabernacle Church wept like a child, and sobbed
aloud, while the brethren around could not restrain their weeping and
groaning before God. Nor were the assembled elders less moved when
their sins and shortcomings were solemnly and affectionately confessed
unto the Lord, and when they, as men of like passions with their brethren,
and of like necessities too, were borne into the presence of God, before the
mercy seat, Jesus. But it was when the people, the worldliness, the
deadness, the lack of love to brethren and to souls, and especially the want
of love to Jesus and the consequent grieving of the Holy Ghost; it was
when these were in lowly, broken sentences, named before the great Father
of All, that hearts seemed to be melted into one universal feeling of grief,
and to bow in the dust in one solemn act of self-abasement. It was wont to
be said of old time, that he had never seen sorrow who had not beheld the
sorrow of Israel on the great day of atonement; and, verily, many who
were present on that night, felt that they had never before seen such real,







34


awful, general grief as that which rolled over the spirits of that vast
assembly. God, the Holy God, was there, and his people had a sight of
themselves, and of their ways, in the very light of his holiness; and each
took the place of the patriarch, saying, “I have heard of thee by the hearing
of the ear, but now mine eye seeth thee; wherefore I abhor myself, and
repent in dust and ashes It was a solemn moment when the voice ceased,
and all bowed in the silence of their souls’ agony before the holy God.


Great, indeed, was the relief and calm the peace which followed the sweet
words uttered by Mr. Spurgeon : —


“There is a fountain filled with blood.”


Never were the first two verses of this sung with more genuine and feeling,
or by more grateful hearts. Never were the words,


“I do believe, I will believe,
That Jesus died for me”


more sincerely and earnestly spoken by a multitude of mortal men, than on
that occasion.


The time was now come for a few solemn words to the host of believers
present; and the spirit of the pastor of the Tabernacle Church could no
longer restrain its pent-up feelings. An earnest, loving, impassioned appeal
broke from his lips. He led the hearts of the people into the depths of
God’s everlasting love, and appealed to them as to what sort of persons
men so loved ought to be. He gave forth a few burning words on the
precious redeeming blood of Jesus, inquiring what manner of men they
ought to be who knew themselves to be so redeemed? He pressed upon
every conscience the great truth, that each loved and blood-bought saint is
a temple of the Holy Ghost — the in-dwelling Spirit of God; and earnestly
showed how holiness became the dwelling-place of the Lord; and he
directed the hearts and hopes of God’s children to the home in the Father’s
house, and to the city of the living God, the heavenly Jerusalem, and asked
what manner of men its denizens ought to be? And then came the
searching, thrilling, humbling question, have we, have I, have any of us,
ever lived as it becometh those to live who have been loved of God with a
sovereign and gracious love from eternity? Have any of us ever lived as it
becomes men to live, who have been in very deed redeemed from wrath by
the blood of God’s own Son, as it becomes men to live, in whom the Holy
Ghost doth in very deed dwell, and who are destined to dwell with God
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and his Christ for ever? Many hearts will never forget these questions;
strong men could not restrain the audible “Never! never! have we so live;”
while the deeply-moved heart of the great congregation gave forth the sit
response that each and all were verily guilty before God. The power of the
Almighty Spirit carried home those questions to the inner life of that great
Christian gathering; and the grace of that same Holy One stirred the
heavenly affections of that life with feelings of deepest humiliation before
its great author.


A humble, fervent prayer, by Pastor Cole, for the up-lilting and revival of
all believers, followed this appeal, the Spirit leading the speaker to dwell
upon the precious truths which had been laid upon the hearts of the
meeting, and to supplicate that God would enable his people thenceforth to
realize them in the fullness of their power. The universal response which
followed these pleadings with God told how deeply the blessings sought
were desired by all.


The time had now arrived for an address to the unconverted. At the
suggestion of Mr. Spurgeon, three minutes were spent in silence by
believers in pleadings for their fellow sinners, and that Mr. Offord might be
aided to bear God’s message to them, as directly as he had been enabled to
lay their confessions before God. In answer to prayer, our beloved brother
was enabled to set forth the glories of heaven in a most delightful manner,
so that many who had been hitherto careless, felt a desire after that goodly
land; then came the warning that no defiling thing can enter there, and the
simple, earnest, instructive, and touching story of the way by which the
sinner may be cleansed from all defilement and made to stand accepted in
the Beloved. Every word was clothed with power, we all felt that the
speaker’s lips had been touched with a living altar-coal, and we sat
wondering at the power of God, and expecting great results.


All the Christians present expressed their hearty desire that their fellow-
men might receive God’s mercy in Christ, by singing certain verses each
ending with the words,


“Come and welcome sinner come.”


These words could not but fall with thrilling power upon many hearts.


The earnest work of supplication was ended by Pastors Stott and C. H.
Spurgeon pleading with God for anxious and careless souls present. Each
plea seemed to go straight to the throne of grace, while numbers felt that
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such prayer must be and was accepted. These prayers, like all the others, as
well as the confession, were evidently the result of a resistless power,
moving the hearts of speakers and hearers, animating them with deep and
earnest desire, and working in them a simple and mighty faith, that must
surely prevail with him who said. “According to thy faith be it unto thee,”
and, “all things are possible to him that believeth.” This is the Lord’s doing
and it is marvelous in our eyes Who shall tell what blessing may grow out
of this wonderful display of the grace of our God! May he grant us to see
yet greater things than these!


After an announcement that another central meeting will be held on the
first Monday in February, a number of Christians retired into a room below
with many anxious ones, several of whom received peace with God
through faith in the precious Savior. Many of these have since been seen by
Mr. Spurgeon, who tells us that he conversed personally with no less than
seventy-five inquirers, in one day subsequent to the meeting. We hope
“The Sword and Trowel” will chronicle many blessed items of saving
results.


On Tuesday, at Palace Gardens Chapel, Notting Hill, the results were not
so marked and singular, but still “the Lord was there,” and much wrestling
believing prayer was offered. To some brethren there appeared to be even
more power in the meeting, than on the previous evening; but it wrought in
another manner, and was felt to be rather as the descent of the dove of
peace, than of the tongues of fire and rushing mighty wind. Brother Offord
was again mighty in confession, and seemed to be in a state of conscious
personal humiliation, which, while it may have marred his own comfort, we
felt to be a needful preparation for the other and larger meetings of the
week. C. H. Spurgeon was again zealous with believers, and told the story
of his own conversion as a comfort to seeking sinners. The brethren
pleading were not suffered to approach the Lord alone, the people
evidently went with them.


The meeting, on Wednesday. evening, at Providence Chapel, Shoreditch,
was very full. The prayers offered by the elders of the Churches for the
revival of the Lord’s work amongst them, were most fervent and solemn.
Pastors, elders, and people, were borne upon the hearts of these earnest
men into the presence of God with a lowly, reverential and confiding faith.
Great oneness of spirit, pervaded the assembly as these supplications went
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up to the throne of grace, while very many felt that blessing was already
richly descending amongst the people.


Pastor Russell made a detailed confession of the sins of ministers, elders,
teachers, parents and children, which were acknowledged in a calm,
humble, and earnest spirit of self-abasement before the Lord. A watchful
and holy jealousy as to the inward thoughts, feelings, and motives of the
heart on the part of the ministers of God was evidenced in this heartfelt
confession. No servant of the Lord could fail to lay his spirit in the dust as
he listened to the simple and affecting statements of his fellow-servant,
while thus pouring out the deep feelings of a stricken heart into the bosom
of his God. No one could resist the conviction that he stood in the presence
of the Holy One, and yet of One who was waiting to be gracious, and
ready to forgive. Fervent and importunate supplication for a sense of
pardoning love and the cleansing efficacy of the precious blood, followed
this confession. C. H. Spurgeon earnestly exhorted those who had
accepted Christ as their Savior to come forward amongst his people and
avow their attachment to his person and name. Words of kindly
encouragement and of loving persuasiveness, were addressed to the timid
and retiring ones, who feared to avow themselves to be the Lord’s, lest
they should fall back ‘into sin and dishonor his name. This was followed by
an appeal to those who had confessed the name of Jesus — an appeal of so
stirring and searching a nature, that many must have felt constrained to say,
“Lord what wilt thou have me to do?” Prayer for more earnest living
abiding practical godliness, followed this address. Several brethren having
pleaded with God on behalf of the unconverted, with fervency seldom
equaled, Mr. Offord proceeded to set before them the way of access to
God through the blood of Christ. The Lord gave him the heart of love and
the lip of persuasion. He told of the awful distance and of the divine
method of being made nigh. Substitution and sacrifice were his delightful
theme, and when he closed with a most affecting story of an aged sinner
who laid his finger on the words, “The blood of Jesus Christ, his Son,
cleanseth us from all sin,” and said, “I die in the kith of that verse,” there
were few, if any, who could restrain the flowing tear. This assembly, in
some points, exceeded all the others. It was none other than the house of
God and the very gate of heaven.


The meeting at Abbey-road Chapel, St. John’s-wood, was very large, and
was characterized throughout by m-tense earnestness. A spirit of ardent
gratitude, and reverential adoration burst forth at the opening of the
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service; and most fervent were the supplications for a present and rich
blessing on the meeting. The outpouring of the penitential feelings of the
hearts of the people, in a strain of deep contrition and child-like simplicity
was most solemn, and affecting. The prayers for a revival of spiritual
power, of holy devotedness, and of true practical holiness were, marked,
by intense fervor of soul, and by a genuine, humble confidence in God.
Promises were pleaded, the glory of God and of Christ urged, and the love
and. faithfulness of a covenant God appealed unto, with an energy which
nothing but the power of the Holy Ghost could have wrought in the heart.


These prayers were followed by an address from Mr. Spurgeon, on the
need and desirableness of attaining to a higher condition of practical
spiritual life. Motives, drawn from the depths of eternal love, and the
principles of eternal truth, were urged upon the consciences of God’s
people, to prompt them to strive after this higher life: and most sincerely
did the brethren plead with the God of all grace, that all his people might
be constrained to long for, and grow up into this hallowed state of true
godliness.


After a season of both silent and audible pleading with God for the
salvation of perishing souls, Mr. Offord urged home upon the consciences
of the unsaved the importance of decision, commenting on the words, “The
God that answereth by fire, let him be God.” The fire of wrath which fell
upon the sinner’s substitute, was spoken of in such language as might have
fallen from prophetic lips. We forgot the man, and prayerfully listened to
his sublime descriptions and thrilling appeals feeling that the Lord was
speaking through him.


Pastor Stott, with that superlatively passionate enthusiasm which seems to
be his very element, urged upon church members the importance of a
present and thorough re-consecration of themselves, and all that they were,
and all that they possessed, unto God; to which an instant response was
given by numbers of persons; and with equal force and fervor he implored
exercised souls to take God at his word, and at once to receive Christ as
their only Savior. There were in the assembly those who felt constrained to
follow this counsel and who testified that God had, by his Spirit, drawn
their souls to the cross of his precious Son Christ Jesus that very night.


The final meeting was held on Friday evening, at Vernon. Chapel,
Bagnigge Wells Road, which was crowded to excess. Again did the spirit
of praise and adoration manifest itself. Blessing already so signally
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vouchsafed and spoken of, stirred the hearts of the brethren with true
gratitude. But not less thorough and contrite was the spirit of deep
humiliation, nor less earnest the prayers and entreaties which went up to
the heavenly throne for pardon and healing, for deliverance and full
restoration of soul’


Mr. Spurgeon set before the people the sin of neglecting to watch for
souls. Most lovingly did he seek to lay upon the hearts and consciences of
the saved, the privilege and responsibility of endeavoring to bring the
unsaved to Christ. With glowing thoughts and becoming words he
implored the saints of God to live not unto themselves, but to him that died
and rose again for them. May God, in his rich mercy, long spare this his
servant, and make him yet more devoted, watchful, and successful in the
work of the ministry.


It must be acknowledged that the prayers presented to God, at this
meeting, for the unsaved, were the most pointed and urgent of the
unusually vehement pleadings which had gone up to heaven, during these
services, for lost souls. Verily, the brethren and the people agonized with
strong crying and tears for the salvation of sinners. Cries went up unto
God, like the cries of men who call for help when their friends are ready to
sink in the boiling waves, or to perish in the devouring flame. They seemed
to see their fellow-sinners standing on the verge of the fiery lake, ready to
plunge into its horrible torments; and they called upon God to pluck them
as brands from the fire. We do not recollect ever hearing more awfully
solemn, and thrillingly earnest, and yet more tender pleadings (we had
almost said reasonings) with God, that he would then and there save souls
from the wrath to come.


These passionate yearnings over the deathless spirits of perishing men were
followed by another of those gracious upliftings of the Savior’s cross
which Mr. Offord was enabled to give during this remarkable week. The
words, “Is it nothing to you, all ye that pass by? behold, and see if there be
any sorrow like unto my sorrow, which is done unto me, wherewith
Jehovah hath afflicted me in the day of his fierce anger,” sounded with
most weighty meaning in the ears of the crowded audience; and the loving
appeal to sinners, based upon the griefs of Calvary, was, we feel sure,
sealed to the hearts of many by the Divine Spirit.
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We cannot, by such poor sentences as these, convey to those who were not
present, even the faintest idea of what was felt and enjoyed. May the holy
fire spread until all Churches shall feel its mighty power.







41


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH, 1865.


IN A FOG


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THAT Gog and Magog are legitimate sovereigns of our great city of
London we will not venture to dispute; but there is a third potentate whose
reign is far more real, and whose dominion is vastly more oppressive — his
name is FOG. The other day we rode through London at noonday; through
London, we said; we meant through a mass of vapor looking almost as
thick as melted butter,


“with a sordid stain
Of yellow, like a lion’s mane.”


A stinging savor of smoke made our eyes run with tears, and a most
uncomfortable clinging cobwebby dampness surrounded us like a wet
blanket, and sent a cold chill to the very marrow of our bones. Light had
departed, and darkness, tike a black pall, hung horribly over every street —
a dense gloom which could not be cheered even by the lamps which in all
the shops were burning as if night had set in. The fog sensibly affected all
the organs of our body.


“Vapor importunate and dense,
It was at once with every sense.
The ears escape not. All around


Returns a dull unwonted sound.”


Few were the passengers, and those few flitted before us like shadows, or
passed shivering by us like wet sparrows looking out for shelter in a heavy
rain. It was of no use to be wretched, and therefore we became thoughtful,
and condensed a little of the black mist into drops of meditation.
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Are we not all more or less traveling in a fog through this land of cloud
and gloom? What is life? ‘Tis but a vapor; and that vapor is often a thick,
light-obstructing mist I Of the forms around us in God’s fair universe have
we much more discernment than a fog-picture? To some extent “a formless
grey confusion covers all.” where we see one trace of our glorious God, do
we not fail to perceive a thousand of the divine touches of his pencil? We
may not dare to say even of earthly things that “we see,” or those who
have formed some guess of what true seeing means will soon declare us to
be blind. As to the revelation with which our heavenly Father has so
graciously favored us, how little have we gazed upon it in the clear daylight
of its own glory. Our prejudices, predilections, fancies, infirmities, follies,
iniquities, unbeliefs, and vanities have raised a marsh-mist through which
heaven’s own stars can scarcely dart their cheering rays. There is light
enough abroad if the dense fog would suffer it to reach us, but for want of
the wind of heaven to chase away the obscuring vapors we walk in twilight
and see but glimmerings of truth. We are proud indeed if we dream of
attaining a clear view of heavenly things by our own carnal minds while we
grope under moral, mental, and spiritual glooms, which have made the best
of men cry, “Enlighten our darkness, good Lord.” Well did Paul say, “Here
we know in part,” and “here we see through a glass darkly.” We have not
yet attained to face-to-face vision: happy day shall it be when we escape
from this cloud-land, and come into the true light where they need no
candle, neither light of the sun. We who have believed are not of the night
nor of darkness, but yet the smoke of things terrestrial dims our vision and
clouds our prospect. When we think of the doctrines of grace, of the
person of Christ, of the experimental work of the Spirit — when we think
of these simpler matters — to say nothing of the heaven which is to be
revealed, of the prophetic apocalypse, or of the glorious coming of the Son
of Man, how great does our ignorance appear and how small our
knowledge! Faith believes what her God has told her; but by reason of” the
turbid air” in which we live, how little do we understand of what we
believe! When our fellows boastingly cry, “We see,” how readily may we
detect their blindness. Those men who claim to know all things, — who are
incapable of further enlightenment, — whose creed is made of cast iron
and can never be altered, — these are the most blind of us all, or else they
dwell amidst the thickest and densest mists. Surely, we are in a fog — the
best of us feel the dread shadow of the fall hovering over us. O Sun of
Righteousness shine forth! Remove our darkness; in thy light let us see
light; then will our glad voices ring indeed, when we shall see thee as thou
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art, and shall be like thee! We would not give up what little we do see of
our Beloved for all the world, for though it be but a glimpse, it is,
nevertheless, a vision so blessed that it enables us to wait patiently until we
shall see “the king in his beauty, and the land that is very far off.”


Being once surrounded by a dense mist on the Styhead Pass in the Lake
District, we felt ourselves to be transported into a world of mystery where
everything was swollen to a size and appearance more vast, more terrible
than is usual on this sober planet. A little mountain tarn, scarcely larger
than a farmer’s horse-pond, expanded into a great lake whose distant
shores were leagues beyond the reach of out poor optics; and as we
descended into the valley of Wastwater, the rocks rose on one side like the
battlements of heaven, and the descent on the other hand looked like the
dreadful lips of a yawning abyss; and yet when one looked back again in
the morning’s clear light there was nothing very dangerous in the pathway,
or terrible in the rocks. The road was a safe though sharp descent, devoid
of terrors to ordinary mountain-climbers. In the distance through the fog
the shepherd “stalks gigantic,” and his sheep are full-grown lions. Into such
blunders do we fall in our life-pilgrimage; a little trouble in the distance is,
through our mistiness, magnified into a crushing adversity. We see a lion in
the way, although it is written that no ravenous beast shall go up thereon.
A puny foe is swollen into a Goliath, and the river of death widens into a
shoreless sea. Come, heavenly wind, and blow the mist away, and then the
foe will be despised, and the bright shores On the other side the river will
stand out clear in the light of faith!


Men often mistake friends for foes because of the fog in which they walk.
Mr. Jay tells us of one who saw a monster in the distance. He was greatly
afraid, but having summoned courage enough to meet it, the monster
turned out to be his own brother John. We frequently keep aloof from the
best of people for want of knowing them: if we could see them as they are
we should love them. The fog so marvelously magnifies faults and distorts
peculiarities — we think men dragons if not devils in the distance, when a
closer view assures us that they are saints and brethren. We all need to be
cautioned against misjudging one another.


If the world-fog operates upon Christians who are the children of light, it is
little wonder if it has a far worse influence upon unconverted men. They
wander in a day of gloom and of thick darkness, in a “darkness which may
be felt.” Concerning them we may say that their mists shut out the sun. The
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mercy revealed in the gospel reaches not the sinner’s eyes; his doubts, his
sins, his follies keep it away from him. We have full often held up Christ
crucified before the sinner, but he could not see him. We have preached a
full salvation to the guilty one, but he could not discern it. The beams of
gospel light are obstructed by the dense mist of carnality in which the
sinner lives. Alas for the ungodly! their state is one of such darkness that
they lose their way. In the firm belief that they are traveling to heaven, they
choose the path which leadeth to destruction. They go gaily on, dreaming
that they shall reach the rest which remaineth for the people of God, but
‘they stumble to fall for ever. False teaching, sinful inclination, prejudice
and predilection, east a cloud over the sinner’s reason, so that he chooses
his own damnation. Even when partially convinced of sin he betakes
himself to his own self-righteousness and wanders like a blind man upon a
vast plain, toiling hard to reach his destination but making no progress, for
there is darkness over all his paths.


It is likely that in such a state as this the sinner may be very near the home
where there is rest to be had, and yet he may not know it: in a dense fog it
is no unusual thing for a person to be standing before his own door, in total
ignorance of his own whereabouts. The sinner has heard the gospel
preached, but he does not know it as good news for him. He has been
present when the Spirit of God has been moving over the entire assembly,
but he did not feet its power. When a mother’s tears fell on his forehead he
did not perceive that she was God’s angel of mercy to him. When,
afterwards, affliction came and he was laid on the bed of sickness to
meditate, he did not know that God had designs of love towards him in
bringing him low. Oh, that the Spirit of God would dispel these soul-
destroying clouds, and make the sinner see that the knocker of mercy’s
gate is near his hand, and that if he do but knock the door will surely be
opened, and he shall enter in to be housed, to be welcomed, to be feasted,
to be blessed for ever!


This darkness, if it continue always, will lure the sinner on to his own
destruction. It makes him wretched now, for to walk in spiritual darkness
is misery indeed. Our London fog finds its way through your clothing, your
flesh, and your bones, right into your very marrow, there is hardly anything
more cold and penetrating, and the sinner’s life is very like it; he tries to
keep out the feeling of despondency and fear and apprehension, by a
thousand inventions which the world calls pleasure, but he cannot do it. He
is “without God,” and he is therefore without hope; he is without Christ,
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and he is consequently without rest. He is well-pictured by those poor
shivering, half-clad, hungry creatures whom we see in a foggy night
hurrying on to get a cold seat on the workhouse doorstep. The worst of all
is, that the sinner is hastening to his own destruction. He little knows what
is before him. His last step was on the firm earth, but his foot now hangs
over the jaws of perdition. Beware, O man, whom we seem to see in
yonder fog on the brink of a precipice! Beware! for when that fatal plunge
is once taken, remonstrance’s from friends and remorse from self will be all
in vain!


To change our line of thought. Is there not a darkness which God sends on
men, — not moral darkness, for “God is light, and in him is no darkness at
all,” but the gloom of adversity and affliction? The believer may be in thick
darkness as to his circumstances and as to his soups enjoyment of the
comforts of religion. Some Christians are favored with constant sunlight,
but others like nightingales, sing God’s praises best in the night. How
dense is this fog just now! Well, what about it? We do not recollect ever
thanking God in family prayer for the light of the sun, but we will to-night
right heartily. It may be that we should never value the sun, if he did not
sometimes hide himself behind a cloud. How thankful is the Christian for
peace of mind, when doubts and fears are gone! How grateful to God for
prosperity when adverse days are over!


As one sees the lamps all lit, it strikes us that the darkness makes us value
the means. On foggy nights every twopenny link boy is a jewel. He is of no
use in the day; we drive the urchin away; but when it is very thick and
foggy, we are glad to see the blaze of his torch. When we are high and
lifted up, and are marching on joyously, we are apt to despise the means;
but when we are troubled the throne of grace, the prayer-meeting, and the
preaching of God’s Word are highly prized. Certain professors, who
cannot hear anybody except their favorite minister, would be glad of
consolation from any lip, if soul trouble should overtake them. The candles
of the promise stand us in good stead when we walk in the shades of
sorrow, and the Word becomes a lamp unto our feet, and a light unto our
paths.


When we are seeking our home in a fog, how we prize company. When you
do not know where you are going, and have only half an idea that you are
steering right, how cheerfully you make a friend of any poor laboring man
who is going your way! If it be a rough-looking navvy, it does not matter,
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he is in the same distress, and you salute him. There is a close kinship in
trouble. There are no gentlemen on board sinking ships: every man then is
taken for what he is practically worth. When Christians are in the darkness
of affliction, it is delightful to observe how “they that fear the Lord speak
often one to another.” Some poor old woman who knows the things of
God by experience, becomes of more value to you in your hour of grief
than the dainty gentleman whose company bewitched you aforetime.


We have harped long enough on this string, but we must strike it once
more. When it is dark and misty abroad, the traveler longs the more
earnestly to reach his home; and it is one of the blessings of our heavy
crosses, our sicknesses, and our troubles, that they set us longing for
heaven. When everything goes well with us, we exclaim, like Peter, “Lord,
let us build three tabernacles, for it is good to be here.” But the mists cover
Tabor’s brow, and we fear as we enter into the cloud, and long to be away
where glooms can never come. After a long journey along a dismal, dreary,
beclouded road, how delightful will it be when our Father shall shut to the
door of his house above, and shut out every particle of darkness and
sorrow for ever and ever.


Thus far we have thought of the believer’s trials; but those who are not
saved may yet be caught in a fog of trouble. We think we can see a lost
one as we look into the haze around us. Yes — here is the picture. Up till
lately he has always prospered. He was considered by all about him to be a
knowing man; he knew “what’s what,” as the world says: he felt but little
uneasiness of conscience or trouble of mind. All at once he has come into a
state of doubt and distress. He is enveloped in a fog: he does not know
which way to turn, he is non-plussed; he guided others, he wants a guide
himself now, but dares not trust any man. All the old accustomed land-
marks are gone from sight; whether to go this way or that he cannot tell.
His health fails; he is depressed in spirits and feels broken down. A mighty
one has taken the old lion by his beard, a mysterious influence has cowed
the valor of the boaster. Man in the mist we salute you, and are glad that
you are where you are! Do not think that we rejoice in your sorrow for its
own sake, but we hail it for its after consequences. We are rejoiced that
your wisdom is turned to folly, for God’s wisdom will now be displayed!
Now you are beginning to feel uneasiness in the world we are greatly in
hope that you will give it up, and seek your lasting good elsewhere. O man
in the mist I you have come to a dead stop; prudence has cried, “Halt?
While you are thus perplexed, we pray that you may prayerfully consider
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your ways. You have been in a bad way up till now; for that road is always
bad in which God is forgotten and Jesus slighted! You have had troubles
and sicknesses, these have been mercy’s fog-signals laid down on your
road, and they have startled you with their explosion; but you have gone
on, and on, until you dare not proceed further, for you cannot see an inch
on either side. Stop, poor friend, and listen to the voice of one who careth
for the sons of men, “He that believeth on the Lord Jesus Christ shall be
saved, but he that believeth not is condemned already, because he hath not
believed in the name of the only-begotten Son of God.” When a ship is
enveloped in fog, what can she do better than cast her anchor? But you
have no anchor, for you are without hope in Christ. God give you of his
grace to receive the hope most sure and steadfast, and then your vessel
shall ride at anchor and fear no ill.


MANY a man may see his portrait here! The spendthrift hacks away his
estate and falls into destitution and disgrace. The drunkard cuts at his
health and strength, his family comfort and household peace, and when he
has finished his mad work, he drops into ruin, through his own folly. The
man of low, debauched habits, is chopping, with fearful effect, at his own
body and soul, and will, ere long, rue the lusts which hurl him into disease,
agony, and death. There are other fools beside the man in the woodcut,
who are lopping oft the branch which holds them up. It is base ingratitude
when men are malicious and cruel to those who are their best friends.
Wives and parents often have to feel sharp cuts from those whom they
lovingly support and are anxious to preserve from min. Shame that it
should be so!


Self-righteous reader, you are ready to join with us in any censure which
we may pass upon the madness of the sins we have just hinted at; but
permit us to ask you, whether you yourself are not photographed in our
picture? You are resting upon the bough of good works, and yet, every
day, your faults, imperfections, and sins are rendering it less and less able
to bear your weight. It never was a firm support, and if you know yourself,
and are candid enough to confess your shortcomings, you will at once
perceive that it has become, in the judgment of conscience, a very frail
dependence, quite unworthy of your confidence. Had you never sinned,
and, consequently, never made one gash in the bough, we might tolerate
your trusting to it; but since you have cut at it again and again, and it is
ready even now to snap beneath you, we pray you leave it for a surer
resting-place. All reliance on self in any form or shape is gross folly.
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Feelings works, prayers, alms giving, religious observances, are all too
feeble to support a sinful soul. “Other foundation can no man lay than that
is laid — Jesus Christ the righteous.” “Whosoever believeth in him is not
condemned.” “He is able also to save them to the uttermost who come
unto God by him, seeing he ever liveth to make intercession for them.”
Trust Jesus and he will never fail you.


ROWLAND HILL illustrated the folly of sinners by the story of a butcher
who was followed by the swine right into the slaughterhouse. As pigs are
not usually in the mind to go where they are wanted, it seemed a mystery
how these animals were so eager to follow their executioner; but when it
was seen that he wisely carried a bag of peas and beans with which he
enticed the creatures onward, the riddle was solved at once. Unsuspicious
of impending death the hogs cared only for the passing gratification of their
appetites, and hastened to the slaughter — and in the same manner ungodly
men follow the great enemy of souls down through the jaws of hell, merely
because their depraved passions are pleased with the lusts of the flesh and
the pleasures of sin which the devil gives them by handfuls on the road.
Alas, that there should be such likeness between men and swine!


The joys of sin are so short and so unsatisfactory, that they can never be
thought of for a moment as a fitting inducement for a rational being to lose
his immortal soul. Will a few hours foolery, gambling, drinking, or
wantoning, compensate for eternal fire? Is the momentary indulgence of a
base passion worth the endurance of flames which never can be quenched?
To moan in vain for a drop of water! to be tormented by the never dying
worm! to be shut out from hope for ever! to be eternally cursed of God! Is
any sin worth all this? Can any gain make up for this? O ye who delight in
the poisonous sweets of sin, remember that though pleasant in the mouth
for the moment, sin will be as wormwood and gall in your bowels for ever.
Why will ye swallow the bait when you know that the hook is there? Why
will ye be lured by the Satanic fowler? Surely in vain is the net spread in
the sight of any bird; but you are more foolish than the birds and fly into
the snare when you know it to be there. O that ye were wise, and would
consider your latter end. Let that one word Eternity ring in your ears and
drive out the giddy laughter of worldlings who prefer the present joys of
sense. “The wages of sin is death, but the gift of God is eternal life by Jesus
Christ.” Jesus receiveth sinners. Go to him and he will in no wise cast you
out.”
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MR. SPURGEON AND THE
CHURCH OF ENGLAND IN 1861


SEVERAL of the writers who have endeavored to reply to our strictures
upon the enormities of the Church of England, have, in tones of mimic
sorrow worthy of the first tragedians, lamented our sad fall from our
former liberal, and catholic spirit. If their griefs were not something, worse
than hypocritical, we would let them open the safety-valves of their hearts,
and weep over us till their paroxysm of brotherly lamentation had subsided:
but they know right well, and the world knows too, that love for
themselves and chagrin at the exposure of their falsehoods have far more to
do with their pretended regrets than any love for us. We know the
difference between real tears of sorrow and the drops which glisten in the
eyes of crocodiles. Nothing would give the most of our opponents greater
joy than to hear that we had been left of God to disgrace our profession:
whenever they can find some little blunder they magnify it and report-it far
and wide; and falsehoods they manufacture against us by the gross; and yet
all the while they wet their cheeks with artificial tears and drivel out resets
as if we were the dearest darling of their love. For their sakes, that they
may have a good excuse for changing their tune, and attacking us from
another quarter, we reproduce certain of our utterances in the “Baptist
Magazine.” for the year 1861, which may possibly convince them that their
tears will be better spent upon themselves than upon us; for we are not so
changeable and fickle as they dream.


We commend our words of four years ago to certain honorable men among
our opponents who have through, ignorance brought the same accusation
against us, and we hope that they will not all call us a “masked battery”. If
we had changed, we do not see that it would be to our disgrace to have
grown wiser or bolder. A man may do at one period of his life what he did
not feel called upon to do at another, and yet he may not be guilty of
vacillation. There is a time for gathering stones and a time for casting them
abroad, a time for war and a. time for. peace. We preach the gospel as
much and as earnestly as ever, and if we give. more frequent warning
against the equivocations of religious. teachers, it is only because we feel
more deeply than ever the need of truth in the life, as well as on the lip, of
the minister.
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It has been affirmed, without the slightest foundation, that Churchmen
assisted very materially in building the Tabernacle, and that we have in a
manner broken faith with them. Church people may have given as others
did to our public collections, but these must have been few and far
between; and, although one or two conforming friends subscribed distinct
sums, the amount was inconsiderable, and was given unconditionally and
without pressure. Certain laymen who attend episcopalian places of
worship have been, and are still, our warm friends, and rejoice greatly that
we have stirred the waters of Baptismal Regeneration; but we never made,
nor were expected to make, any compact with them as to what we should
preach or not preach. No sane person ever subscribed a farthing to our
cause under the idea that we were to be bought or bribed. We never asked
help on such a condition, and should have scorned to take it. This is only
one among many calumnies, and we rejoice that. we can so easily refute, it.
Had any Christians, belonging to community, offered us assistance in our
work, we should gladly have received it, and should never have dreamed
that they meant thereby to fetter our future course, or to taunt us with
accepting their proferred kindness. To all who helped us we are deeply
grateful, whether Dissenters, or Church people; but our gratitude to men
shall not make us unfaithful to God. We have labored for chapels, schools,
societies, and charities belonging to all denominations, and still delight to
do so, as we have it in our power; it was therefore no humiliation to us t?
accept any man’s help; but, since the little received from Anglicans is
making so loud a cry, it is a matter of congratulation to us that there is
quite as little wool as in the case recorded in the fable. May the Lord
whom we serve convince all true believers connected with the State
Church of their inconsistency in remaining in it. May the godly clergy
receive the gift of an awakened conscience, and then they will not be
wrathful with those who rebuke them for their great sins, in remaining in
the fellowship of a semi-popish Church, but will join with us in seeking to
obey the commands of Jesus, as he has himself delivered them.


The passages quoted are from our article on the “Nonconformists’ Burial
Bill,” June, 1861. They show clearly that we have long felt what we have
of late expressed, and that our heaviness of soul, when at last we were
constrained to speak out, was no result of hasty passion or caprice. Our
love to the good men in the Church is not less now than it was then, but we
cannot longer spare them, for their equivocation, not to say falsehood, is
ruining souls, and turning this nation to Popery and infidelity.
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“The political leaders of the Established Church have evidently lost their
reason. Proven by the public census to be but a minority of the nation, the
Episcopalian sect can only retain its favored position by the affection or the
forbearance of the majority. Affection has become almost impossible. The
notorious heresies within her bosom are going very far towards the ejection
of the Episcopalian body from the 1st of Churches of Christ; and were it
not for the noble few who maintain inviolate the holy faith of the
Reformers, this fearful consummation would long ago have been reached.
Towards the Evangelicals of the Establishment we cherish the most loving
feelings; we blush for their inconsistency in remaining in communion with
Papists and Infidels (these are plain names for Puseyites and Essayists), but
we heartily rejoice in their vigorous protests and earnest testimonies
against the errors of their denomination. In our very hearts we feel the
sincerest affection for our brethren in Christ, who are the salt of
Episcopacy and the lights of their dark Church. It is for their sake that
many of us have handled too gently a sinful and corrupt corporation. We
have feared to offend against the congregation of God’s people, and
therefore we have kept back our hand from the ax, which we fear it was
our duty to have laid to the root of the tree. The earnest ministry and
eminent piety of many of our Episcopalian brethren have been a wall of fire
around their camp; and many a Dissenting Christian has concealed his
detestation of abuses lest he should provoke his brother to anger, or grieve
one of the Lord’s anointed. Let not the wantonly perverse and cruel
Church- fanatic Ion expect to find water in this well; the day is near when
our affection for the good shall prove itself not by a womanly sparing of
the evil, but by a manly declaration of war against error, its adherents,
and all who give it fellowship. “As to forbearance, this, from the force of
Christian charity, will endure many and serious trials; while the natural
conservatism of the English people will aid their patience, until long-
suffering expires under repeated injuries. This is not the age in which godly
men fight for the wording of a sentence, Or dispute concerning mere forms
of ecclesiastical government- We are disposed to be lenient to all; and the
prestige of the dominant church ensures especial immunity for its mistakes.
Among those who mourn over the solemn iniquities of the Establishment,
there are a large number who would not see her despoiled. “She is our
sister,” say they, “let us not see her shame; we, too, have our own failings,
let us not be too severe.” The day of judgment shall declare how often the
Dissenters of England have silently endured supercilious behavior in a
clergyman when we would have resented it in another; how frequently we
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have winked at priestly assumption and sacerdotal impudence, because we
would not seem to be uncharitable; and how constantly we have borne, in
humble patience, the oppression of parish popes and priest-loving squires,
rather than disturb the quiet of Christian spirits.


“What other Protestant Church has been so lordly among the poor, so
exclusive in her educational charities, so systematic in her denial of all
ministry beside her own, so stubborn in the fast closing of her pulpits to all
other believers? It is a miracle, indeed, that the grace of God has enabled
her sister Churches to acknowledge her as one of the family, despite her
domineering character. This high and haughty carriage is not to be
excused, and it is not blindness to the sin, but love to the cause of Christ,
which has constrained other Protestants to tolerate the impertinent
wickedness.


“To Churchmen who are not so obtusely exclusive as to have become
irrationally bigoted, we would say in honest remonstrance, What right has
your sect to be patronized by the State in preference to all others? Do you
not perceive that the power which has made you the State-Church can
unmake you, and withdraw its golden sanctions? Your Church was
originally fashioned by despotic will, and elected to supremacy by an
arbitrary power; but there are no despots now to whom you can look, no
irresponsible conclaves on whom you can rely. The people of England are
free to cast you off to-morrow if they see fit. Shake off the delusion that
you are never to be moved. Monarchical institutions are endeared to
Englishmen by the wise concessions which the throne has so cheerfully
made; do you not perceive that your strength also must be sought, not in a
haughty rejection of all our demands, but in generous conciliation’s which
shall ensure our esteem? When the throne presumed upon a fancied right
divine, it reeled beneath the weight of its own folly, but since it has
conceded the claims of justice, it has become firm as the ancient mountains,
and like some mighty vessel it rides the waves in peace, having grappled
for its anchorage the heart-love of every Briton. Will you follow another
course, because you imagine you are strong enough to play the despot? In
the name of reason and religion, be not so foolish. For your own sakes be
wise in time, and bethink you of the maxim of him whom you profess to
serve, and do unto others as ye would that they should do to you. Treat
your brethren as you would wish them to deal with you, if they were
supreme in the State, and you were unfavored and unendowed. Remember
that your position requires the free Churches to exercise great forbearance
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towards you; do not. increase the tax. upon their, patience by supercilious
behavior. They consider that your alliance with the State is a spiritual
fornication, wholly unworthy of the honorable virgins who wait in the
Lord’s palace. They lament your unchastity to the only Head of the
Church, but they would not cast you out of the family; they weep over
your sin, and hope that you may yet repent and forsake it. It ill becomes
you to boast over your poorer sisters because you are richly adorned with
the jewels and rings which your earthly alliance has procured you,
ornaments, let us remind you, which your sisters would scorn to wear, if
offered them to-morrow, for they regard them as loathsome badges of
degradation, and shameful tokens of apostacy from the simplicity of Christ.
Do not let that unhallowed union, which is both your weakness and your
shame, excite you to a proud and boastful spirit. Walk humbly with your
God, and kindly towards your neighbor. Or, mark the word (for it is a true
and kind heart which writes it, not in bitterness and wrath, but in full and
reverent charity), if you will, as a Church, lord it over us, and make our
yoke heavy, your end is near to come, and your judgment will not tarry.
Justice may in her magnanimity endure much insult, but repeated wrongs
shall awake the lion spirit, and woe unto the oppressor in that day. We
have been silent, and are willing to be silent still, but do not provoke the
whole body of Dissenters to rise upon you; do not compel the spiritual
Nonconformist to become political; do not extort our cries; do not wring
lamentation from our patient hearts, or you shall know that we can cry
aloud, and spare not. You shall rue the day in which oppression unloosed
our tongues. We will expose your abuses to the very children in the street;
we will teach the peasant at the plough to loathe the inconsistencies of
your prayer-book, and the pauper on the road shall know the history of
your ferocious persecutions in days of yore. We will collect statistics of
your ministers, and let our citizens know how manor or how few are
Evangelicals; we will demand scriptural proof for Confirmation and for
Priestly Absolution; and we will never again permit the nation to subside
into the apathy so favorable to proud pretensions. We court not the
struggle, but we are ready for it if you are ambitious for the combat. We
know your unhealed and unmollified wounds, and our blows will tell upon
your putrefying sores. Our armory is filled with arrows leathered with your
follies and barbed with your backslidings. Provoke not the fray. Let other
counsels sway you; be content sorrowfully to reform within your own
borders, and cheerfully to make concessions wherever a Christian spirit
would suggest them; so shall a true evangelical alliance cover the land, and,
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unmolested, your Church may increase in influence, and advance in purity,
to the heart’s joy of those who are now compelled by stern duty solemnly
to upbraid you.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1865


SERMONS IN CANDLES


BY C. H. SPURGEON


FRIENDS at a distance who have heard of our lecture, entitled, “Sermons in
Candles,” have asked us to give an outline of it in the “Sword and Trowel.”
This is an easy task, since we cannot attempt to present more than the
fleshless inanimate skeleton, for to convey the form and soul of the lecture
is impossible. With the candles lit before the eye to act as illustrations, and
with plenty of time to enlarge upon each. point, and to give interesting
anecdotes, it is far from difficult with a little preparation and animation, at
once to edify and amuse an audience; but the same thing coolly written,
calmly read, without the emblems, must, we fear, necessarily weary the
most patient. However we comply with many requests and offer a digest of
the matter. As a hymn to begin with, we give out one verse of a Scotch
Psalm —


“The Lord will light my candle so
That it shall shine full bright;


The Lord for me shall also turn
My darkness into light.”


The candle among illustrations is one of the most shining, and beams of
truth dart from it on every side. In Scripture, the putting out of a candle is
the chosen figure for the ruin of the wicked. (Job 18:6; 21:7.) The
Patriarch in remembrance of his past prosperity sighs, “O that it were with
me as in months past, when his candle shined about my head;” and the
Psalmist sings in jubilant notes, “Thou Lord wilt light my candle.” Solomon
compares conscience to a candle, in Proverbs 20:27; we rather think that in
some men it can hardly be more than a farthing rush light. Of the virtuous
woman it is said (Proverbs 31:18), to shew that her industry never ceases,
“her candle goeth not out by night.” One sign of utter destruction given in
the denunciations of the prophets is the absence of the light of a candle
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(Jeremiah 25:10); and, searching Jerusalem with candles is the Lord’s
chosen image for his work of judgment when he comes to try the children
of men. (Zephaniah 1:12.) Our Savior declares, “Neither do men light a
candle, and put it under a bushel, but on a candlestick; and it giveth light
unto all that are in the house.” He speaks of the single eye as having light
like the bright shining of a candle (Luke 11:36); and tells us (Luke 15:8) of
a woman who lit a candle and swept her house to find her lost piece of
money. Even with descriptions of heaven itself this household comfort has
a connection, for in the New Jerusalem “they need no candle, neither light
of the sun.” (Revelation 22:5.) The golden candlestick of the old
Tabernacle, and the seven golden candlesticks of the apocalypse, hardly
come into the list, since they were candelabra in which oil was burned, and
so had no connection with candles except in the name given to them by the
translators.


We then proceed to give our emblems, having first honestly stated that we
are much in debt to Robert Farlie, whose emblems, together with those of
Jacob Cats, the Dutchman, are published by the Messrs. Longmans, and
make up a most sumptuous volume.


Emblem 1. Seven candles of different lengths to illustrate seven periods
of human life. The child of ten with great capabilities of usefulness in years
to come is like a candle newly lit; the other stages like candles more and
more burnt away come to a close at seventy with but a small remnant of
existence left. Thus at a glance we learn our own mortality and hear the
voice which cries, “Work while it is called to-day.”


2. Candle-box full of candles. The box well japanned, and of the best
quality, representing a most respectable church containing many talented
and influential members, but as the audience is not enlightened by either the
box or its contents because none of the candles are lighted, so some
churches are of no service to their age and neighborhood for want of
heavenly fire to light them up.


3. A number of fine wax candles in candlesticks of different degrees of
elevation and beauty, none of them alight, and a poor rushlight in a
common stick doing more service than all its fine neighbors put together,
because it has felt the flame, and has therefore power to diffuse light. The
fine gentry look down upon the common plebeian rush with great disdain,
but its only answer to all their sneers is its continuing to shine.
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4. An unlit candle which is placed in candlesticks of all sorts, but gives no
light in any one of them showing how graceless men often lay the blame of
their uselessness upon their position in life, or on the churches where they
happen to be placed, whereas if they had grace they would be useful
everywhere, and having none they are of no service anywhere. Men who
run from denomination to denomination, and complain that their want of
success in the spiritual life is all owing to the people with whom they have
been brought, into association, must be strangely ignorant of their own
hearts. The lighted candle shines in any candlestick.


5. Trying to light a candle with an extinguisher upon it well sets forth the
ill effect of prejudice in preventing a reception of the truth. When Dr.
Taylor declared that he had read the Bible through thirteen times and could
not find the Deity of Christ in it; Newton replied that a man might try to
light a candle thirteen times with an extinguisher on it and fail in his design
every time.


6. A dark lantern is no inapt representation of certain professors with
ability, and we would fain hope with grace too, who do not benefit others,
but keep their light to themselves. Trying to turn on the bull’s eye we burn
our fingers and get an illustration of the bad temper with which these idle
people generally resent the rebukes of those who would make them of use
in the world.


7. A candle protected from the wind in a lantern clear and bright may
picture the believer preserved in Christ Jesus, and surrounded by the care
of a watchful providence. The lecturer lingers on this tempting theme to
tell of God’s perpetual care over his people, and the consequent safety of
the saints.


8. This emblem consists of a lantern much like that in No. 7, but one of the
panes is broken, and therefore the wind enters and blows the light out; thus
teaching that nothing but the perfect work of Jesus can protect us, for if we
rely upon our own strength and righteousness, even if we have but one
flaw, the wind of temptation will find it out, and we shall be ruined for
ever.


9. A dirty, battered lantern, its filthiness rendered conspicuous by the light
within. The faults, falls, and inconsistencies of Christians are all the more
noticed because of their being professed followers of Jesus. The need of a
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clean lantern, or rather of a holy character, is hence insisted upon with
earnestness.


10. Candle in a lantern with cracks in it through which the light gleams
brightly, illustrating the effect of physical weakness and bodily suffering, in
allowing the light of grace to shine through the rifts of our clay tenements.
Many ministers preach far more evangelically and sweetly after periods of
sickness; for through the working of the Holy Spirit, the inner man grows
strong while the outer man decayeth. When the pitcher shall be dashed to
pieces by the rough hand of death then will the lamp shine forth in its true
glory; till then, happy is the frailty which reveals the divine light.


11. Candle under a bushel: this needs no explanation. Putting the candle on
the top Of the bushel suggests the propriety of making our difficulties and
trials a means of spreading rather than concealing the light.


12. Candle covered with a bandbox through which the flame burns its way,
and makes a blaze, teaching that opposition and persecution cannot hide
the true believer’s grace, but are made the unwilling means of enabling him
to produce a greater effect. Grace will not be hidden, but must shine forth.


13. God’s method of instrumentality illustrated by one candle lighting
another, and that one a third, and so on. Thus travels on the holy flame, till
the whole world is girdled with its glory.


14. A small taper lights a large candle, and thus poor simple-minded
Christians have been the means of bringing talented and useful ministers
and missionaries to a knowledge of the truth. Witness Owen blessed under
an unknown country preacher, and John Bunyan cheered and comforted by
the holy women of Bedford as they sat talking in the sun,


15. Acts of indiscreet zeal are checked by the emblem of a candle in a
lantern blown out while trying to light another. Some, with much zeal and
little real grace, have made sad work of their profession through entering
upon paths of usefulness surrounded with peculiar perils to the young and
inexperienced.


16. The night-light beautifully portrays those kind, attentive, generous
women who do good at the bedsides of the sick, and in the homes of the
poor. The night-light burns a certain number of hours, and our sisters are
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immortal till their work is done, Even in this humble employment the water
around the light hints at caution and godly fear.


17. A noble wax candle appears to be yielding nothing but light, but when
a sheet of bright tin is held over it, a jet blackness is very soon deposited,
shewing that those men who in the Bible sense are perfect, are yet not
absolutely so, but God’s matchless holiness soon detects the invisible
sinfulness which is mixed with every action which they perform. It is not,
however, our part to be constantly spying out our brethren’s faults, but
rather to act as bright reflectors to increase their splendor.


18. The audience is not a little amused at the sight of a candle of very.
great thickness with a most insignificant wick, setting forth the minister of
great ability but little zeal whose ministry is a very feeble ray; and the
professor who is very rich but has no heart to use his means for the Lord’s
cause.


19. A thief in the candle is like some besetting sin. The sin runs away with
much of our power for usefulness, just, as the thief makes the candle gutter
and go to waste.


20. A sputtering candle — no inapt representation of the ill-tempered
crotchety man who is for ever railing, muttering, and disagreeing.


21. A candle in a common guard shews the need of watchfulness, for one
unguarded word like a spark may lead to the very worst consequences.


22. Need of the snuffers to take away our” superfluity of haughtiness.” In
the temple there were golden snuffers, but no extinguishers. Rebukes,
exhortations, and afflictions trim the lamps in God’s temple.


23. Small piece of candle on that economical little instrument, “the save-
all.” We should use the last relics of talent and life in the Redeemer’s
cause. Gathering up the fragments is the duty of all imitators of the Lord
Jesus.


24. An hourglass and a candle are a picture of life’s use. The sand runs,
the candle burns, so we are not meant to spare ourselves, but to spend and
be spent. He fulfills his destiny best who lives with all his might, making no
provision for the flesh.
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25. Burning the candle at both ends well sets forth the profligate’s folly.
Body and soul he ruins; principle and interest he spends; and time and
eternity he treats with equal carelessness.


26. Steel filings dropped upon the flame of a candle produce sparklers and
little stars; yet the filings seem the most likely things to put it out.
Afflictions which appear as if they would destroy the Christian, are made
the means of a grander display of the power of divine grace.


27. By placing two candles of different heights upon the table, with the
short one behind the longer one, you have a shadow cast upon your book,
and can scarcely see to read it; but by putting the shorter candle in front
you get the light of both: so if the brother of high degree will but give
honorable preference to the brother of low degree, the result will be most
profitable to the Church at large, but if the poor and lowly be put in the
background, all will suffer loss.


28. Light inside a lantern inscribed with the words TAKE A LIGHT, hinting
at the way in which we ought to communicate all that we know to those
who Unhappily are groping in darkness.


29. We conclude with a chandelier holding a great assemblage of lights of
various colors and sizes, which is a feeble remembrancer of the One
Church, with its unity of luster, and its variety of beauty. All the lights melt
into one illumination, — individuals and parties are forgotten in the one
blaze of light; so shall it be in heaven.


As we could scarcely carry out the rest of our metaphors in actual emblems
we have secured in dissolving-views the following illustrations among
others, they are all taken from Robert Farley’s book.


1. A rushlight and the sun rising, to compare great things with small, and
set forth our own nothingness in the presence of the great Sun of
Righteousness.


2. A candle hanging on the wall till it has grown mouldy and covered with
cobwebs, to show that if we do not bum out in diligence we shall rot away
in our place of idleness.
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3. Blind man for whom the candle shines in vain, a true picture of carnal
minds which see not the light of God, and cannot therefore be expected to
appreciate our feebler beams.


4. Candle painted on black ground, with the motto, “Darkness addeth
glory to me.” The sinfulness of the times will be a foil to the Christian’s
virtues.


5. Mice eating an unlit candle, to show how graceless professors perish,
being eaten up with their sins of covetousness, worldliness, and the like.


6. A maid putting a candle into the hot socket of a candlestick where
another has just burned out, to illustrate the need of patience, and the
mischief of hastiness.


7. A candle held by a hand before the fire with the intent to light it between
the bars; it is melting rapidly, and the motto suitably runs, “Quickly, or I
am consumed.” This metaphor has a loud call to those who are slack in
winning souls, while men are perishing on every hand.


8. A candle dying out while the morning star is shining outside the
window. Motto,” O morning star, bring, the day. This expresses the
earnest longing of our soul towards the coming of the Lord in his glory.


9. The last is a snuff which has just died out as a sign that all is ever, giving
us a hint that it is time to say, “FAREWELL.”
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DIONYSIUS the tyrant king of Syracuse, was pronounced by Damocles the
flatterer, the happiest man on earth. The king, in order to convince him of
his mistake, invited Damocles to a banquet, and caused him to be robed
and treated as a sovereign. During the entertainment, a sword hung
suspended by a single horse-hair from the ceiling, over the head of
Damocles; and thus was typified the happiness of a tyrant.


Unconverted sinner, behold thyself in the above picture. Thou fanciest that
thou art happy. Ah! thou art woefully deceiving thyself. Thy pleasures are
short in duration! Thou art clothed in borrowed garments of vanity, and art
seated at the banquet table of thy pleasures, with the sword of Divine
judgment suspended over thine head by a slender thread. (See Ecclesiastes
11:9, and Luke 12:16, 21.) Any moment then mayest be cut down by the
hand of death, and be hurried all unprepared before the judgment seat of
Christ. Oh! be no longer blinded; but turn thine eyes upward and see thy
danger. Know that thou art a sinner:


“for all have sinned, and come short of the glory of God.”
(Romans 3:23.)


As a sinner thou art already condemned. The curse of God hangs over
thee, and in a moment thou mayest be in hell. Turn off thine eyes from sin
and self, and look unto Jesus, who is now both able and willing to save
even thee if thou believest on him.


When the sinner believes in the Lord Jesus Christ, he is made by sovereign
grace a king and a priest unto God. He is arrayed in “the best robe,” the
imputed righteousness of Christ. He is enabled by faith to sit down at the
King’s “banqueting” table, whereon are spread the daintiest dishes, and a
feast of wine. Instead of the flaming sword of justice, the “banner of Jesus
“love hangs over his head. (Song of Solomon 2:4; Isaiah 25:6; Luke 15:22,
23; Revelation 1:6.) Such is the royal provision made by the Jehovah of
hosts for every or and needy sinner, who by rumple clinging faith, trusts in
his dear Son, whose “precious blood” cleanses the vilest from all sin. May
infinite love glorify itself by admitting you to the marriage-feast of glory.
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SUCH IS LIFE. A bubble, brilliant with rainbow hues, delighting the eye
of mouth for a moment and then gone for ever, leaving not a trace behind.
Man wilt thou risk thine all upon that bubble? Be wise and seek substantial
good, and since this can never be found beneath the skies, cry to the God
of Heaven for his gracious aid.


SUCH IS LIFE. A gourd, like that of Jonah, which cometh up in a night
and dieth in a night. Wilt thou make its leaves thine only shelter? Then
what wilt thou do when the gourd is withered and the hot sun of divine
wrath scorches thee! O that thou wouldst fly to Jesus who is the shadow of
a great rock in a weary land.


SUCH IS LIFE. A meteor blazing its moment and then lost in darkness! If
thou be sane thou wilt desire another and more lasting light than this can
give thee! The Sun of Righteousness shines on for ever.


SUCH IS LIFE. Like the swift ship which skims the deep and soon
disappears beneath the horizon’s line! Shall thy happiness be as fleeting as
this? Dost thou not long for a more enduring joy.


SUCH IS LIFE. As the eagle which hasteth to its prey, so passeth away
thine earthly existence! Whither art thou flying? Immortal Spirit, to what
country art thou bound? Thou canst not pause, but thou mayest think, and
it may be the Lord may turn thee heavenwards!


SUCH IS LIFE. An arrow speeding from a bow, a hart bounding over the
plain. Speed is found in its highest degree in our life; none can outrun it. O
friend, art thou ready for the grave and the judgment, for in a few days
thou must know more of them than now.


SUCH IS LIFE. A flower which bloometh for a little season and then
withereth away. Ye young, ye gay, ye proud, are ye so silly as to dream
that your earthly life will last for ever. Think of your latter end, and seek
that friend, who will be with you in life and in death, even Jesus the
sinner’s Savior.
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METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE STATISTICS


THE Christian Church was designed from the first to be aggressive. It was
not intended to remain stationary at any period, but to advance onward
until its boundaries became commensurate with those of the world. It was
to spread from Jerusalem to all Judea, from Judea to Samaria. and from
Samaria unto the uttermost part of the earth. It was not intended to radiate
from one central point only; but to form numerous centers from which its
influence might spread to the surrounding parts. In this way it was
extended in its first and purest times. The plan upon which the apostles
proceeded, and the great apostle in particular in his mission to the Gentiles,
was to plant Churches in all the great cities and centers of influence in the
known world. The theory of one centralization of authority and action in
human governments, however extensive the empire may become, is not
that which was originally enjoined either by precept or practice in the New-
Testament Church. It was the Church theory of the Jewish dispensation
which was partly political, and adapted for one nation only; but on that
very account could not apply to a-form of government designed for the
whole world. The new wine would have caused that old bottle to burst. We
all know how that Church-theory has been tried, and how, through the
fermentation of the little gospel truth it retained, it swelled until it burst. So
far as the Church has returned to the centralizing influence of separate and
independent Churches, it has regained its original prosperity; its first life
has returned with its first mode of action; and increasing activities in that
direction have generated increase of life. Soon as, after long perseverance
and suffering, it was left free to its original action, those numerous
institutions arose which are now deemed essential appendages to a vital
and flourishing Christian community. The influence of the past had
established a deep-rooted conviction that the officials were the only
authorized agents for Church extension; but gradually the cooperation of
the whole Church was required, and was found to be the appropriate and


healthful exercise of all its gifts and graces. A Church, in which each
member has something to do towards its increase, is in its proper and
normal state. In proportion as it grows, it must seek to grow more,
because growth is necessary to the most healthy state of life; and in
proportion as it blesses others, it is itself blest* “I will make them,” is the
promise, “and the places round about my hill a blessing.” What follows?
“And I will cause the shower to come down in his season; there shall be
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showers of blessing.” There has not only been the shower in its season in
the Church of the Metropolitan Tabernacle, there have been showers of
blessing. Why? Because it has sought a blessing, not upon itself alone, but
upon others. Of the places round about this hill of Zion which have been
made a blessing, we are now to speak. Of the rising and fruitfulness of that
hill, we spoke in a former number; we propose here to do little more than
enumerate the several institutions at the Metropolitan Tabernacle,
reserving the description of each for future occasions.


The chapel in New Park-street is still retained in connection with the
Church at the Tabernacle, but it is hoped that by its sale another building
will be erected in a more eligible locality. Services are regularly held there,
and the Sunday-school is ably sustained. The Sunday-school at the
Tabernacle numbers about 900 scholars and 75 teachers. Other Sunday-
schools, and ragged schools, are sustained and conducted in other districts,
in connection with the Tabernacle. The College, at first, was sustained by
the pastor only. As it rose in usefulness and promise, the assistance of
others was cheerfully rendered. In 1861, it was adopted by the Church as
one of its own institutions; and became united with it at the opening of the
Metropolitan Tabernacle. The number of the students at the present time is
91. Apart from these, there are evening classes for young men for
languages, science, and elementary tuition; the attendants at which number
on the whole about 230. Popular lectures, during the winter months are
delivered on Friday evenings in the lecture-hall to students and the public in
general. Man of the students are engaged in preaching on Sabbath days in
the metropolis and its suburbs, and in distant parts of the country; others
are employed in connection with an Evangelists’ Association which has
numerous preaching- stations in neglected districts, and sends forth a host
of men to proclaim the gospel in the open air. This association is chiefly
sustained by the students at the evening classes. There are numerous Bible-
classes in connection with the Tabernacle. One is held every Monday
evening, after the prayer-meeting, at which Mr. Rogers presides. This class
is for discussion on given topics, for the purpose of practice in
extemporaneous speaking, as well as instruction in Biblical subjects. It is
well attended by all classes, and is particularly beneficial as a test of the
oratorical powers of those who are desirous of entering the College. Bible-
classes are conducted by Mr. Stiff, Mr. Hanks, and Mr. John Olney. All are
efficient and well at- tended. A ladies’ class, conducted by Mrs. Bartlett, is
both the most numerous and most remarkable in its immediate results: it
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numbers nearly 700, and 63 have joined the Church from it during the past
year. There is a Bible-society depot at the Tabernacle, at which Bibles are
sold at cost-price. here is a Tract Society in extensive operation There is a
Jews’ Society which holds its meetings monthly. A Ladies’ Benevolent
Society, a Maternal Association, a Missionary Working and a Sunday
School Working are also in full operation. A Fraternal Association has
lately been established, with the view of promoting more union of heart
and effort amongst pastors and Churches of the same denomination.
Missionary work is not neglected. Two City Missionaries are sustained by
the Church and people; two other missionaries on the Continent, in
Germany; and considerable aid is given to foreign missions. We have here
the rare instance of a Christian Church containing within itself all the varied
appliances of Christian zeal’ in modern times. These have risen
successively, and expanded, as the spontaneous and appropriate expression
of that zeal. This may go far to show that it accords with apostolic times. If
the principles and motives be the same, the fruits, allowing only for the
difference of circumstances, will be the same. Nor is it difficult to see a
similar diversity in the methods of aggression in the primitive Churches,
according to the circumstances of those times. The Church at Jerusalem
had its mission both to the Jews and to the heathen. There it was, says
Paul, that “James, Peter, and John gave to me and Barnabas the right hand
of fellowship; that we should go unto the heathen, and they unto the
circumcision.” The Church at Antioch had its foreign mission; for it sent
forth Paul and Barnabas on a missionary tour into and prayed, and laid
their hands on them, they sent them away.” They had their Pastor’s
College; for Paul says to Timothy, “The things that thou hast heard of me
among many witnesses, the same commit thou to faithful men, who shall be
able to teach others also.” They had their Home Missions; for of the
Church at Thessalonica, it is said, “From you sounded out the word of the
Lord in Macedonia and Achaia.” They had their Tract Societies, as far as
circumstances would allow. — “ When this epistle,” said Paul to the
Church at Colosse, “is read among you, cause that it be read also in the
Church of the Laodiceans.” They had their Bible Classes. “These were
more noble than those in Thessalonica, in that they received the word with
all readiness of mind, and searched the Scriptures daily, whether those
things were so.” There were Mrs. Bartlett’s classes in those times. “Help
those women which labored with me in the Gospel.” They had their
Benevolent Socratics. hath pleased them of Macedona and Achaia to make
a certain contribution for the poor saints which are at Jerusalem.” They had
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their working ladies for the poor. Honorable mention is made of one to
show how honorable it is in all. “There was at Joppa a certain disciple
named Tabitha, which by interpretation is called Dorcas: this woman was
full of good works and alms-deeds which she did.” We are then informed
of what those alms-deeds con-slated. We should have supposed they
consisted in money only; but no she gave her time and her labor. At her
death, “all the widows stood by Peter weeping, and showing the coats and
garments which Dorcas made while she was with them.” If there were no
Sunday-schools in the first Churches, it was simply because they had
neither the learning nor the books required, not even the Scriptures. A
foundation was laid for them by the Master, when he said, “Suffer the little
children to come unto me, and forbid them not: for of such is the kingdom
of heaven.” Although, therefore, all the institutions connected with our
Churches are of recent origin, the germs of them existed in primitive times,
and remained for development when that which hindereth should be taken
out of the way. New as they may be in practice, they are not new in
principle or theory. They are the natural growth of true Church-principles,
which struggle for expansion by event legitimate means and on every side.
Remove the pressure of outward violence and inward formality, and the
Church springs up to this as to its natural state, and breathes its native air.
It is by the great variety of aggressive means that the zeal and efforts of
each and all the members of our Churches are brought to bear upon the
same end. It enables every one to answer the question for himself, “Lord,
what wilt that thou have me to do?”


Such a Church, with its many agencies in incessant operation, becomes a
power, not in this country merely, but in the world Such were the first
Churches in Corinth, in Philippi, in Ephesus, and in Rome. Most of these
arose, as in the case before us, almost entirely from the labors of one man.
Is not this then, we ask, as we appeal to its efficiency, as we appeal to its
spirituality, as we appeal to its internal harmony, as we appeal to its
development of all Christian gifts and graces, and as we appeal to its
freedom from all the evils of secular ecclesiasticism, — Is not this the
fashion after which the Gospel was originally designed to spread, and in
which it can best be extended in any country and in. any age? The
combination of many churches in one system of organization for the
support of missions, both at home and abroad, may be the best thing when
Churches are small and feeble in themselves; but it is second-best only to
the primitive plan. It is more costly, and it creates a power unknown to the
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apostles, and detrimental to the liberty of individual Churches. We admit its
great utility in a transition state from false to genuine Christianity, and are
thankful for its results, but, at the same time, we are persuaded it has its
limits, and is chiefly valuable, as it restores to the Church, and multiplies its
own centers of illumination.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY, 1865


MR. PEPYS’ RELIGION


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WHO has not heard of Mr. Pepys, whose Diary has introduced us to the
court of Charles II, to the every — day life of a seventeenth century
gentleman, and what is far more interesting, to his own proper self, his
foibles, his schemes, and private thoughts, He has left us a chronicle of his
daily doings, written as though he thought aloud and then turned reporter
to himself manifesting all the frank unreserve in which one may safely
indulge in a book of private memoranda written in short-hand; but which
no man would venture upon if he had a presentiment that chiefs in after
days, would decipher the MS. and send it forth to the world, Lord
Braybrooke, in the Life which is prefixed to Bohn’s edition of the Diary,
tells us, that “with respect to the religion of Pepys, these volumes supply
conclusive information. He was educated in the pure faith of the Church of
England. To that he adhered through life, and in that he died.” As we
believe him to be a type of thousands now bearing the Christian name in
our land, we shall hold up his portrait as drawn by himself, that others may
trace the family likeness in themselves, and that all the world may see what
are the heights and depths of grace to which the pure faith of the Church of
England conducted its adherent two hundred years ago. A writer in
Chambers’ Book of Days, calls Pepys “an average Christian;” we suppose
he was; but God grant that our readers may be found far above such an
average. We shall confine our attention to his Sundays, for then his religion
is in its full bloom. His first Sunday’s entry is significant of the manner in
which his religion is performed as a matter of duty, and then laid on one
side to make room for more congenial occupations.


“Jan. 1st. 1659. (Lord’s day.) This morning, I rose, put on my suit with
great skirts, having not lately worn any other clothes but them. Went to
Mr. Gunnin’s chapel at Exeter House, where he made a very good sermon
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upon these words: — ‘That in the fairness of time God sent his Son, made
of a woman,’ etc.; showing, that by ‘made under the law’ is meant the
circumcision, which is solemnized this day, Dined at home in the garret,
where my wife dressed the remains of a turkey, and in the doing of it she
burned her hand. I staid at home the whole afternoon, looking over my
accounts; then went with my wife to my father’s.”


The same mixture of engagements during the day is evident in other
entries: —


“August 5, 1660. After dinner, to St. Margaret’s; the first time I ever
heard Common Prayer in that church. At Westminster stairs a fray between
Mynheer Clinke and a waterman made good sport.”


“May 5, 1661. Mr. Creed and I went to the red-faced parson’s church, and
heard a good sermon of him, better than I looked for. Anon we walked
into the garden, and there played the fool a great while, trying who of Mr.
Creed or I could go best over the edge of an old fountain well, and I won a
quart of sack of him. Then to supper in the banquet-house, and there my
wife and I did talk high, she against and I for Mrs. Pierce till we were both
angry.”


A part of the Sunday is usually given to make up accounts. We read,
“stayed at home the whole afternoon looking over my accounts,” or
“casting up my accounts, I do find myself to be worth £40 more, which I
did not think.” His conscience occasionally pricks him for this, as is plain in
the following entry: — “ All the morning at home, making up my accounts
(God forgive me) to give up to my Lord this afternoon.” And, again,
“Took physic all day and God forgive me, did spend it in reading of some
little french romances.” But his inward monitor was not very exacting, for,
on other occasions without so much as the confession of a single qualm, he
records his trading on Sunday with sailors who were probably smugglers or
thieves.


“Sept. 24, 1665. Waked, and up, and drank; and then, being about Grayes,
and a very calm, curious morning, we took our wherry, and to the
fishermen, and bought a great deal of fine fish, and to Graves end to
White’s, and had part of it dressed; and, in the mean time, we to walk
about a mile from the town, and so back again; and there one of our
watermen told us he had heard of a bargain of cloves for us, and we went
to a blind alehouse at the further end of the town, to a couple of wretched,
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dirty seamen, who, poor wretches! had got together about 37lb. of cloves,
and 10lb. of nutmegs, and we bought them of them — the first at 5s. 6d.
per lb, and the latter at 4s, and paid them in gold; but, Lord! to see how
silly these men are in the selling of it, and easy to be persuaded almost to
anything.”


What his conscience lacked in force, it possessed, in discrimination; for, to
most men, the following note would appear to contain a moral distinction
without a difference. “Jan. 30, 1667. Fast-day for the King’s death. At
night, it being a little moonshine and fair weather, into the garden, and,
with Mercer, sang till my wife put me in mind of its being a fast day; and so
I was sorry for it, and stopped, and home to cards.”


His dress occupied no mean place in his thoughts: “The barber having done
with me I went to church.” “To church, and with my mourning, very
handsome, and new periwig made a great show.” “My Taylor’s man brings
my vest home, and coat to wear with it and belt and silver-limted sword; so
I rose and dressed myself, and I like myself mightily in it, and so do my
wife.” He was greatly agitated at times as to the manner in which any
novelties in his dress might strike others who attended at the same place of
public worship. In November, 1663, he began to wear a peruke, and
writes, “To church, where I found that my coming in a periwig did not
prove so strange as I was afraid it would, for I thought that all the church
would presently cast their eyes upon me, but I found no such thing.”


Desiring to cut a good figure himself, he is not indifferent to the outward
adornment of others; and even goes to churches with the view of seeing the
dress and admiring the beauty of the ladies.


“April 21, 1667. To Hackney church. Sat with Sir G. Viner and his lady —
rich in jewels, but most in beauty — almost the finest woman that ever I
saw. That which I went chiefly to see was the young ladies of the schools,
thereof there is great store.”


“August 11, 1661. To our own church in the forenoon, and in the
afternoon to Clerkenwell church, only to see the two fair Botelers; and I
happened to be placed in the pew where they afterwards came to sit, but
the pew by their coming being too full, I went out into the next, and there
sat, and had my full view of them both, but I am out of conceit now with
them.”
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He takes a look at a lady he calls Peggy Pen, and describes her as very fine
in her new colored silk suit, laced with silver lace.


On another occasion he notes, “There was my pretty black girl;” and, on
December 11, 1664, he jots down, “To church alone in the morning. In the
afternoon to the French church, where much pleased with the three sisters
of the parson — very handsome, especially in their noses, and sing prettily.
I heard a good sermon of the old man, touching duty to parents. Here was
Sir Samuel Morland and his lady very fine, with two footmen, in new
believers, the church taking much notice of them, and going into their
coach after sermon with great gazing.”


Mr. Pepys was not, at Church, the best behaved man in the world, at least
his own report does not accord him a very lofty position. He amuses
himself at times with an opera-glass.


“May 26th, 1667. After dinner I by water alone to Westminster to the
parish church, and there did entertain myself with my perspective glass up
and down the church, by which I had the great pleasure of seeing and
gazing at a great many very fine women; and what with that, and sleeping,
I passed away the time till sermon was done.” He even turns the time of
worship into a season for conversation, and treats the pew as if it were a
counting house: “In the pew both Sir William and I had much talk about
the death of Sir Robert, which troubles me much.” As a man of fashion
may look in at a succession of parties during the London season, so he
drops into various places for a few minutes; observe this memorandum:
“March 16th, 1662. This morning, till churches were done, I spent going
from one church to another, and hearing a bit here, and a bit there.”


Although one would fancy that his own religious fervor might have been
the subject of question, he reserves his suspicions for others, and we find
observations of this kind — “ The winter coming on, many of the parish
ladies are come home, and appear at church again: among others, the three
sisters of the Thornburys, very fine, and the most zealous people that ever I
saw in my life, even to admiration, if it were true zeal


The good man frequently sleeps during the sermon, but usually attributes
his drowsiness to the dullness of the discourse. Surely sleeping was very
excusable in an age when the singing of the psalm occupied an hour, so as
to enable the sexton to make a collection from seat to seat on his own
account. When wide awake he is not always quite certain as to the subject;
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hence he writes one Sunday, “Heard a good sermon upon ‘Teach us the
right way,’ or something like it.” criticizes the preacher’s appearance; in
one instance it is the “red-faced parson,” in another, “the little doctor.” The
discourse is “a good sermon,” “a poor, dry sermon,” “a gracy sermon,”” an
impertinent sermon,” or very frequently “a dull sermon.” He tells us in one
place, “the same idle fellow preached;” and in another, “a stranger
preached like a fool.”


Mr. Mills delivers a lazy sermon upon the devil’s having no right to
anything in this world, which ought to have been a racy discourse, for the
subject is suggestive enough. In St. Margaret’s, Westminster, heard a
young man play the fool about the doctrine of Purgatory; we fear he was
not the last young man who has done so.


At Christ Church, June 17th, 1666, he writes, “I heard a silly sermon.” He
must have grown accustomed to hear the same matter repeated, for he
notes, “I heard a good sermon of Dr. Bucks, one I have never heard
before.”


Now and then he enjoys a laugh during service, as for instance, September
23rd, 1660: “Before sermon I laughed at the reader, who in his prayer
desires of God that he would imprint his words on the thumbs of our right
hands, and on the great toes of our right feet;” but his mirth is suddenly cut
short, for some plaster fell from the top of the Abbey, that made him and
all in his pew afraid, so that he wished himself out.


The Lord’s-day was usually wound up with prayers, at least after the date,
July 22nd, 1660, where we read: “Home, and at night had a chapter read;
and I read prayers out of the Common Prayer Book, the first time that ever
I read prayers in this house. So to bed.” There were, however, exceptions
to the rule, for one evening the Diary has it, “To bed with out prayers, it
being cold, and to-morrow washing-day.” During Sunday, Mr. Pepys
generally contrived to indulge himself with a tolerable share of good eating,
and a sufficiency, at the least, of drinking; on one occasion this last a little
interfered with the prayers: — “29th September, 1661. What at dinner
and at supper I drink, I know not how, of my own accord, so much wine,
that I was even almost foxed, and my head ached all night; so home and to
bed without prayers, which I never did yet, since I came to the house, of a
Sunday night: I being now so out of order that I durst not read prayers, for
fear of being perceived by my servants in what case I was.”
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This portrait of one nourished in the pure faith of the Church of England,
needs not a touch from our pencil, it is so well drawn in every part; neither
will we make further remark upon it, but content ourselves with quoting
the Savior’s warning: “Except your righteousness shall exceed the
righteousness of the Scribes and Pharisees, ye shall in no case enter into the
kingdom of heaven,” Of Mr. Pepys it is sufficient to say in closing, that we
have a certificate of his eternal security, from the hand of one of the
successors of the apostles, and therefore are bound to raise no further
question. What more is needed? He was buried in sure and certain hope of
the resurrection to eternal life. Can the Church mislead us? There are some
who would like to ask, Where was the poor sinner’s faith as to the merit
and the blood of Jesus? Was the promise of God personally applied with
power by the Holy Ghost? Was he a man renewed and sanctified by the
Divine power? Of these things we have no information, but the inquirer
must content himself with the warrant of an Episcopalian divine. If not
satisfied with this, we ask indignantly, What, more can be required?


“June 5th, 1703. “Last night, at 9 o’clock, I did the last office for your
and my good friend, Mr. Pepys, at St. Olaves’s Church, where he was laid
in a vault of his own making, by his wife and brother.


“The greatness of his behavior, in his long and sharp trial before his death,
was in every respect answerable to his great life; and I believe no man ever
went out of this world with greater contempt of it, or a more lively faith in
every thing that was revealed of the world to come. I administered the
Holy Sacrament twice in his illness to him, and had administered it a third
time, but for a sudden fit of illness that happened at the appointed time of
administering it. Twice I gave him the absolution of the Church, which he
desired, and received with all reverence and comfort; and I never attended
any sick or dying person that died with so much Christian greatness of
mind, or a more lively sense of immortality, or so much fortitude and
patience, in so long and sharp a trial, or greater resignation to the will,
which he most devoutly acknowledged to be the wisdom of God; and I
doubt not but he is now a very blessed spirit, according to his motto, MENS


CUJUSQUE IS EST QUISQUE.


“GEORGE HICKES.”
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A CHURCH OF ENGLAND MONK in the costume worn by Father Ignatius,
and his crew! Has it come to this, that monkery is to be revived in a
professedly Protestant Church? Who would have believed it had it been
foretold ten years ago? Can it be true that altars are consecrated by these
monks to the Virgin and to the saints, and that they are still tolerated in the
Establishment? Yes, it is even so. Ignatius was introduced to a congress of
clergy as a minister of the Church, and all his doings are strictly within her
pale. Monkery is therefore reestablished in the Anglican body. We are not
at all surprised at this, nor should we be much astonished if high-mass were
publicly celebrated in our parish Churches, and shrines set up to the Virgin,
and the saints, within the communion-rails. These would be only legitimate
displays of the festering corruption of that part of Antichrist which
dominates over this country. But what we are astounded at above measure
is, the way in which believers in the Lord Jesus and evangelical Christians
continue to countenance all this Popery by remaining in communion with
it! The Popish party sneer at them, the Dissenters denounce their
dishonesty, and many of them feel uneasy in the organs which once were
their consciences, but still they “abide by the stuff” without complaining of
it! Verily some persons can eat a large amount of dirt! We wish we could
say a word kindly but forcibly in the ear of our brethren, who are still in
fellowship with the works of darkness practiced in the Anglican
denomination of Romanists. When will you come out? How far is the
cannot element to prevail before you will separate from it. You are mainly
responsible for the growth of all this Popery, for your piety is the mainstay
and salt of what would otherwise soon become too foul to be endured, and
would then most readily be swept from the earth. You hinder reformation!
You protect these growing upon trees which drip with death to the souls of
men! You foster these vipers beneath your goodly garments! You will be
used as a shield to protect the agents of the devil, until they need you no
longer, and then they will cast you away! For the love you bear to your
Redeemer, be duped no longer, and by your own hatred of monkery and
priestcraft, come ye out from among them, be ye separate, and touch not
the unclean thing.
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MANY a time the shepherd called the sheep, but it would not obey his
voice; at last taking up the lamb he carried it away, and the mother
followed him at once. Full many a woman has been deaf to the Lord’s
gracious Word until the angel of mercy has been sent to bear away her
darling babe, that it might tempt her to the skies. Then, under the divine
leading of the Holy Spirit, the sorrowful parent has looked up to the God
of heaven, and desired that through Jesus Christ she might be taken up to
see her child again in the better land.


Perhaps this little tract may fall into the hand of a bereaved mother. “The
shadow is on the cradle — the little chair is vacant — -the child’s dress is
no more to be worked on. Alas, alas! the cooing, chirping voices, and the
pattering feet, and the eyes of wondering, and the finger-clasping ‘wee’
hands — gone, all gone. Home is very empty, very, very lonely, very still.”
Dear friend, will you not learn God’s lesson? Will you not learn it now? Is
he not evidently beckoning you to the skies by the tiny finger of your own
sweet babe? Why should you be smitten any more? Is not this enough?
Does not this touch you in a tender place and move you to hearken to your
God? Can you not hear your child-angel as it whispers, “Mother follow me
to glory!” Can you bear to be divided from your babe for ever? Have you
no desires after heaven and the dear ones who are gathering there? Will
you make your bed in hell far off from those who are now in the Savior’s
bosom? Jesus crucified must be your hope; turn now your weeping eyes to
him. He is able now to save you, and if now you trust him, you are saved,
and shall meet in glory with those who have gone before.


THE FOLDED LAMBS ARE ALL SAFE — ARE YOU SAVED?


WORK OF THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE


THE College has now become the most important of all the Institutions
connected with the Church at the Metropolitan Tabernacle. The place
which it once held in the heart of the pastor alone, it now holds in the
hearts of the elders and deacons with him. It is indeed a part of the whole
Church. It is not only sustained by it, but its students are chiefly from its
own members, or have subsequently become united with it. The influence
of this one Church upon this and other countries by this means is
incalculable. The effects of its piety, and prayerfulness, and zeal upon the
College, united with the wisdom, and example, and familiar friendship of
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the pastor, comprise one principal part of the educational process, and
supply that practical knowledge of Church discipline and of the whole
compass of pastoral duties which similar institutions have failed to impart.
The interest which the Church takes in its Pastor’s College, could not be
better evinced than in the following address to the students by Mr. John
Olney, after a tea meeting to which they had been invited by the deacons
and elders.


Gentlemen — It gives the deacons and elders of the Church great pleasure
to meet you in this friendly manner. We are by no means unmindful of you,
or indifferent to your welfare. Rather are you like a noble vessel, chartered
and freighted with our hopes and expectations, for which we desire a fair
wind and a prosperous voyage. Called to preach the unsearchable riches of
Christ, we are anxious for your success. One thing less than this will satisfy
our heart’s desire. The burden Of life has been removed from you that you
may bear the burden of souls and the gospel. May this retirement fit you
for service in the Lord’s vineyard. As by keeping the flocks of Jethro for
forty years, Moses was prepared and qualified to bring forth out of Egypt
the chosen people like sheep, so may your studies qualify you as good
pastors, to lead and feed the sheep of Christ May this College prove to you
as Arabia did to Paul, wherein you may more perfectly learn the doctrines
of grace, and be enabled to plant Churches in many cities, We pray this
may prove as Patmos did to the beloved disciple, Wherein you may have
glimpses of glory and visions of God, the revelation of which may be for
the comfort and establishment of the people of your charge.


That you may be successful, “Take heed to yourselves.” The Church
expects much from you. While all are to witness for Christ, ye are to be our
witnesses. Bravery is expected from every soldier, much more from
generals. Christ is willing that you should share with him the honor of
being examples to the flock.


“Be ye holy, who bear the vessels of be Lord.” An unholy minister, neither
the world nor the Church will approve. Emphatically, “for you to live is
Christ.” Yours be it to imbibe his spirit, copy his example as well as preach
his truth, The fish was regarded as an emblem of Christ; among other
reasons, because living in the sea, It contracted none of its saltiness. So
Jesus Contracted none of the sin of this evil world, but remained in heart
and life, as pure as if he had never left the paradise of God. Like the
master, you must be unearthly, heavenly. Leaving the pleasures of the
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world to the worldly, yours must be the joy of communion With God. Like
Patience in The Pilgrims Progress, you must be content to wait, to have
your pleasures last, because then you will have them everlastingly. As
fishes die in foul and muddy waters, but thrive well in the pellucid stream,
so, to be carnally minded, will be death to your piety and Usefulness; while
to be spiritually minded, will prove life to your labors and peace to your
souls. Sin will weaken your powers, grieve the Holy Spirit, mar your
communion, and disappoint your hope. To be holy, then, will prove your
highest philosophy, your truest interest, and your most solemn duty.


“Take heed to your Ministry.” “Aim to become good preachers.” You
serve the best master, advocate the best cause; do so in the best manner.
Be orators. The better speech, like the better wine, is the more preferred
your chief aim and study be the Christian Ministry.


“Do not read your Sermons.” Though some ministers may have decided in
their wisdom that reading is preaching, the people in their simplicity have
decided otherwise. But one instance occurs of large success attending the
reading of a written sermon. The exception in the case of President
Edwards, only proves the rule. It is the extemporary oration, the speaking
from the heart, that God blesses. Written sermons and written prayers, lie
open to the same objection. Both practically ignore, confine, and partially
supersede the free, independent, yet most necessary operations of God the
Holy Spirit. One can hardly imagine Whitfield confining himself within the
bounds of a written discourse. God worked wonders by him. The Spirit
was there and spoke through him. It was rather the Spirit preaching, doing
his own work in calling and converting souls. So be you on the watch for
the Holy Spirit, expect his aid, yield to his influence.


“Be energetic” Buxton has described energy as constituting the chief point
of difference between one man and another. Energy will make a giant of a
man. Almost anything is possible to a determined will. Demosthenes has
described energy to be the chief part of oratory. Preach with energy. Put
on strength. Let your hearers see that you are in earnest, that you fully
believe yourself, and wish they should believe the truth. As an electric
battery when charged will send a shock through a whole assembly, so, if
you have this spark of energy, you will awaken the latest and secure the
attention of your audience. Pray also that the Spirit may make your words
the depository and conductor of that vital spark of grace, by which alone
the spiritually dead are quickened, souls new born, and sinners saved.
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“Be original.” Imitate the spider, who spins her web from herself. Use no
man’s talent as the ladder whereon you may climb. Trust only in the Spirit
and in yourselves. The noblest thoughts of others, will be apt to fall
powerless from. your lips. If oft detected in borrowing, your hearers will
give way to criticizing and appropriating. Thus Henry, Gill, and Scott, will
recover their own, and the works of Baxter and Bunyan be rendered
“complete” by the restoration of borrowed paragraphs. Depend on your
own powers. Men may read like you the same books, but will. hardly think
the same thoughts. Original and independent thought will become easy
when the habit is fully formed.


“Be experimental.” After the example of the Apostles, preach what you
have tasted, handled, and felt of the Word of life. Hahnemann first tested
upon himself the medicine he prescribed for others. What you have fed
upon and experienced in your own soul during the week, that give to your
people on the Sabbath. Thus you will preach less from the head than from
the heart, and be more likely to reach the heart, As the bread that has
nourished you, will nourish others; so, spiritually, what has blessed and
nourished your souls, will benefit your hearers. What has conduced to your
growth in grace, may do so in the experience of your fellow Christians.


TO OUR READERS


WE hope to be able to find interesting matter for a few letters upon our
travels, and if we should succeed, our friends may. hope for the first letter
next month. We take the liberty of adding that the circulation of “The
Sword and the Trowel” is exceedingly encouraging, but by a little effort on
the part of our friends, it might be doubled. We do our best to make it
interesting and practically useful. Will friends aid us by increasing the
company of our readers?







80


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE, 1865


FRAGRANT SPICES FROM
THE MOUNTAINS OF MYRRH


THE FIRST BUNDLE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Thou art all fair, my love; there is no spot in thee.” —
Song of Solomon 4:7.


HOW marvelous are these words! The glorious bridegroom is charmed with
his spouse, and sings soft canticles of admiration. Widen the bride extols
her Lord there is no wonder, for he deserves it well, and in him there is
room for praise without possibility of flattery. But does he who is wiser
than Solomon condescend to praise this sunburnt Shulamite? ‘Tis even so,
for these are his own words, and were uttered by his own sweet lips. Nay,
doubt not, O young believer, for we have more wonders to reveal. There
are greater depths in heavenly things than thou hast at present dared to
hope. The Church not only /s all fair in the eyes of her beloved, but in one
sense she always was so. He delighted in her before she had either a natural
or a spiritual being, and from the beginning could he say,


“My delights were with the sons of men.” (Proverbs 8:31.)


Having covenanted to be the surety of the elect, and having determined to
fulfill every stipulation of that covenant, he from all eternity delighted to
survey the purchase of his blood, and rejoiced to view his Church in the
purpose and decree, as already by him-delivered from sin and exalted to
glory and happiness.


“In God’s decree, her form he view’d;
All beauteous in his eyes she stood,


Presented by th’ eternal name,
Betroth’d in love and free from blame.
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Not as she stood in Adam’s fall,
When guilt and ruin cover’d all;
But as she’ll stand another day,
Fairer than sun’s meridian ray.


Oh glorious grace, mysterious plan
Too great for angel-mind to scan,


Our thoughts are lost, our numbers fail
All hail, redeeming love, all hail!”(KENT.)


Now with joy and gladness let us approach the subject of Christ’s delight in
his Church, as manifested in the text, believing in him whom the Spirit has
sealed in our hearts as the faithful and true witness.


Our first bundle of myrrh lies in the open hand of the text.


I. Christ has a high esteem for his Church. He does not blindly admire her
faults, or even conceal them from himself. He is acquainted with her sin, in
all its heinousness of guilt, and desert of punishment. That sin he does not
shun to reprove. His own words are,


“As many as I love, I rebuke and chasten.” (Revelation 3:19.)


He abhors sin in her as much as in the ungodly world, nay even more, for
he sees in her an evil which is not to be found in the transgressions of
others — sin against love and grace. She is black in her own sight, how
much more so in the eyes of her Omniscient Lord. Yet there it stands,
written by the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, and flowing from the lips. of
the bridegroom, “Thou art all fair, my love; there is no spot in thee.” How
then is this? Is it a mere exaggeration of love, an enthusiastic canticle
which the sober hand of truth must strip of its glowing fables. Oh, no. The
king is full of love, but he is not so overcome with it as to forget his
reason. The words are true, and he means us to understand them as the
honest expression of his unbiased judgment, after having patiently
examined her in every, part. He would not have us diminish aught, but
estimate the gold of his opinions by the bright glittering of his expressions;
and therefore in order that there may be no mistake, he states it positively,
“Thou art all fair, my love,” and confirms it by a negative, “there is no spot
in thee.”


When he speaks positively, how complete is his admiration! She is “fair,”
but that is not a full description; he styles her “all fair.” He views her in
himself, washed in his sin-atoning blood and clothed in his meritorious
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righteousness, and he considers her to be full of comeliness and beauty. No
wonder that such is the case, since it is but his own perfect excellencies
that he admires, seeing that the holiness, glory, and perfection of his
Church are his own garments on the back of his own well-beloved spouse,
and she is “bone of his bone and flesh of his flesh.” She is not simply pure,
or well-proportioned; she is positively lovely and fair! She has actual merit!
Her deformities of sin are removed; but more, she has through her Lord
obtained a meritorious righteousness by which an actual beauty is
conferred upon her. Believers have a positive righteousness given to them
when they become “accepted in the beloved.” (Ephesians 1:6.) nor is the
Church barely lovely, she is superlatively so. Her Lord styles her,


“Thou fairest among women.” (Song of Solomon 1:8.)


She has a real worth and excellence which cannot be rivaled by all the
nobility and royalty of the world. If Jesus could exchange his elect bride for
all the queens and empresses of earth, or even for the angels in heaven, he
would not, for he puts her first and foremost — “fairest among women.”
Nor is this an opinion which he is ashamed of, for he invites all men to hear
it. He puts a “behold” before it, a special note of exclamation, inviting and
arresting attention.


“Behold, thou art fair, my love; behold, thou art fair.”
(Song of Solomon 4:1.)


His opinion he publishes abroad even now, and one day from the throne of
his glory he will avow the truth of it before the assembled universe.


“Come, ye blessed of my Father” (Matthew 25:34),


will be his solemn affirmation of the loveliness of his elect.


Let us mark well the repeated sentences of his approbation. He turns again
to the subject, a second time looks into those dove’s eyes, and listens to
her honey-dropping lips. It is not enough to say, “Behold, thou art fair, my
love;” he rings that golden bell again, and sings again, and again, “Behold,
thou art fair.”


“ Lo thou art fair! lo thou art fair!
Twice fair thou art I say;


My- righteousness, and graces are
Thy double bright array.
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But since thy faith can hardly own
My beauty put on thee;


Behold! behold! twice be it known
Thou art all fair to me(Erskine.)


After having surveyed her whole person with rapturous delight, he cannot
be- satisfied until he takes a second gaze and afresh recounts her beauties.
Making but little difference between his first description and the last, he
adds extraordinary expressions of love to manifest his increased delight.
“Thou art beautiful, O my love, as Tirzah, comely as Jerusalem, terrible as
an army with banners. Turn away thine eyes from me, for they have
overcome me: thy hair is as a flock of goats that appear from Gilead. Thy
teeth are as a flock of sheep which go up from the washing, whereof every
one beareth twins, and there is not one barren among them. As a piece of a
pomegranate are thy temples within thy locks. My dove, my undefiled is
but one; she is the only one of her mother, she is the choice one of her that
bare her.” (Song of Solomon 6:4-9.)


The beauty which he admires is universal, he is as much enchanted with her
temples as with her breasts. All her offices, all her pure devotions, all her
earnest labors, all her constant sufferings are precious to his heart. She is
“all fair.” Her ministry, her psalmody, her intercessions, her alms, her
watching, all are admirable to him, when performed in the Spirit. Her faith,
her love, her patience, her zeal, are alike in his esteem as “rows of jewels,”
and “chains of gold.” (Song of Solomon 1:10.) He loves and admires her
everywhere. In the house of bondage, or in the land of Canaan, she is ever
fair. On the top of Lebanon his heart is ravished with one of her eyes, and
in the fields and villages he joyfully receives her loves. He values her above
gold and silver in the days of his gracious manifestations, but he has an
equal appreciation of her when he withdraws himself, for it is immediately
after he had said,


“Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, I will get me to
the mountains of myrrh, and to the hill of frankincense,”
(Song of Solomon 4:6,)


that he exclaims in the words of our text, “Thou art all fair, my love.” At
all seasons the believer is very near the heart of the Lord Jesus, he is
always as the apple of his eye, and the jewel of his crown. Our name is still
on the breastplate, and our persons are still in his gracious remembrance.
He never thinks lightly of his people; and certainly in all the compass of his
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Word there is not one syllable which looks like contempt of them. They are
the choice treasure and peculiar portion of the Lord of hosts; and what
King will undervalue his own inheritance? what loving husband will despise
his own wife? Let others call the Church what they may, Jesus abides in his
love, and does not differ in his judgment of her, for he still exclaims,


“How fair and how pleasant art thou, O love, for delights!”
(Song of Solomon 7:6.)


Let us remember that he who pronounces the Church and each individual
believer to be “all fair,” is none other than the glorious Son of God, who is
“very God of very God.” Hence his declaration is decisive, since infallibility
has uttered it. There can be no mistake where the all-seeing Jehovah is the
judge. If he has pronounced her to be incomparably fair, she is so, beyond
a doubt; and though hard for our poor puny faith to receive, it is
nevertheless as divine a verity as any of the undoubted doctrines of
revelation.


Having thus pronounced her positively full of beauty, he now confirms his
praise by a precious negative, “There is no spot in thee.” As if the thought
occurred to the Bridegroom that the carping world would insinuate that he
had only mentioned her comely parts, and had purposely omitted those
features which were deformed or defiled, he sums all up by declaring her
universally and entirely fair, and utterly devoid of stain. A spot may soon
be removed, and is the very least thing that can disfigure beauty, but even
from this little blemish the believer is delivered in his Lord’s sight. If he had
said there is no hideous scar, no horrible deformity, no filthy ulcer, we
might even then have marveled; but when he testifies that she is free from
the slightest spot, all these things are included, and the depth of wonder is
increased. If he had but promised to remove all spots, we should have had
eternal reason for joy; but when he speaks of it as already done, who can
restrain the most intense emotions of satisfaction and delight. O my soul,
here is marrow and fatness for thee; eat thy full, and be abundantly glad
therein!


Christ Jesus has no quarrel with his spouse. She often wanders from him,
and grieves his Holy Spirit, but he does not allow her faults to affect his
love. He sometimes chides, but it is always in the tenderest manner, with
the kindest intentions ; — it is “my love” even then. There is no
remembrance of our follies, he does not cherish ill thoughts of us, but he
pardons, and loves as well after the offense as before it. It is well for us it is
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so, for if Jesus were as mindful of injuries as we are, how could he
commune with us. Many a time a believer will put himself out of humor
with the Lord for some slight turn in providence, but our precious Husband
knows our silly hearts too well to take any offense at our ill manners.


If he were as easily provoked as we are, who among us could hope for a
comfortable look, or a kind salutation? but he is “ready to pardon, and
slow to anger.” (Nehemiah 9:17.) He is like Noah’s sons, he goes
backward and throws a cloak over our nakedness; or we may compare him
to Apelies, who when he painted Alexander, put his finger over the scar on
the cheek, that it might not be seen in the picture.


“He hath not beheld iniquity in Jacob, neither hath he seen
perverseness in Israel” (Numbers 23:21;)


and hence he is able to commune with the erring sons. of men, But the
question returns. How is this? Can it be explained, so as not to clash with
the most evident fact that sin remaineth even in the hearts of the
regenerate? Can our own daily bewailings of sin allow of anything like
perfection as a present attainment? The Lord Jesus saith it, and therefore it
must be true; but in what sense is it to be understood? How are we “all
fair?” though we ourselves feel that we are “black, because the sun hath
looked upon us.” (Song of Solomon 1:6.) The answer is ready, if we
consider the analogy of faith.


1. In the matter of justification the saint is complete and without sin. As
Durham says, these words are spoken “in respect of the imputation of
Christ’s righteousness Wherewith they are adorned, and which they have
put on, which makes them very glorious and lovely, so that they are
beautiful beyond all others, through his comeliness put upon them.”


And Dr. Gill excellently expresses the same idea, when he writes, “though
all sin is seen by God, in articulo providentiae, in the matter of
providence, wherein nothing escapes his all-seeing eye; yet in articulo
justifications, in the matter of justification, he sees no sin in his people, so
as to reckon it to them, or condemn them for it; for they all stand


‘holy and unblameable and unreproveable in his sight.’“
(Colossians 1:22.)


The blood of Jesus removes all stain, and his righteousness confers perfect
beauty; and, therefore, in the Beloved, the true believer is at this hour as
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much accepted and approved, in the sight of God, as he will be when he
stands before the throne in heaven. The beauty of justification is at its
fullness the moment a soul is by faith received into the Lord Jesus. This is
righteousness so transcendent that no one can exaggerate its glorious
merit. Since this righteousness is that of Jesus, the Son of God, it is
therefore divine, and like the holiness of God; and, hence, Kent was not
too daring when, in a bold flight of rapture, he sang-


“In thy surety thou art free,
His dear hands were pierc’d for thee;


With his spotless vesture on,
Holy as the Holy One.


O the heights and depths of grace,
Shining with meridian blaze;
Here the sacred records shew


Sinners black, but comely too!”


2. But perhaps it is best to understand this as relating to the design of
Christ concerning them. It is his purpose to present them without “spot, or
wrinkle, or any such thing.” (Ephesians 5:27.) They shall be holy and
unblameable and unreproveable in the sight of the Omniscient God. In
prospect of this, the Church is viewed as being virtually what she is soon to
be actually. Nor is this a frivolous antedating of her excellency; for be it
ever remembered that the representative, in whom she is accepted, is
actually complete in all perfections and glories at this very moment. As the
head of the body is already without sin, being none other than the Lord
from heaven, it is but in keeping that the whole body should be pronounced
comely and fair through the glory of the head. The fact of her future
perfection is so certain that it is spoken of as if it were already
accomplished, and indeed it is so in the mind of him, to whom a thousand
years are but as one day. “Christ often expounds an honest believer, from
his own heart-purpose and design; in which respect they get many titles,
otherwise unsuitable to their present condition.” (Durham.) Let us magnify
the name of our Jesus, who loves us so well that he will overleap the
dividing years of our pilgrimage, that he may give us even now the praise,
which seems to be only fitted for the perfection of Paradise.


“My love, thou seem’st a loathsome worm:
Yet such thy beauties be,


I spoke but half thy comely form;
Thou ‘rt wholly fair to me.
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Whole justified, in perfect dress;
Nor justice, nor the law


Can in thy robe of righteousness
Discern the smallest flaw.


Yea, sanctified in ev’ry part,
Thou’rt perfect in design:


And I judge thee by what thou art
In thy intent and mine.


Fair love, by grace complete in me,
Beyond all beauteous brides;


Each spot that ever sullied thee
My purple vesture hides.”(ERSKINE.)
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THE craggy rocks frown upon the traveler, threatening to fall upon him as
he journeys in their shade, and as he looks down from above upon their
precipitous steeps, his head whirls and he shuns the brink lest he be dashed
to pieces by a fall; yet the little trees and shrubs upon the sides of the
precipice are safe from all fear of failing, because they cling with all their
might to the rock. Down leaps the cataract with roaring fury as if it would
carry all before it; but the flowers and creeping plants fear not its thunder,
for they cling to the rock, and find refreshment in the spray of the foaming
torrent. The storm sweeps over the mountain, the lightning scars the face
of the hoary Alps, the cedars of Lebanon are shivered, and the ships of
Tarshish are broken, but the mosses and ferns on the cliff’s beetling crag
smile on, unharmed by the terrible whirlwind, for they cling to the rock.
The bird which has built its nest in the rifts of the mountain flies abroad and
falls a prey to the fowler, but the tiny wildflower which has no wings with
which to escape from a foe, does not tempt the enemy, but abides
immovable in one place, ever clinging to the rock, and is therefore always
safe, helpless though it be. We read in the book of Job of certain houseless
persons, who are described as clinging to the rock for shelter; this may be
very appropriately applied to every poor needy sinner, who has fled for
refuge to Jesus the Rock of Ages. Such a soul is safe beyond all hazard.
The justice, greatness, truth and perfection of God, which seem to frown
upon others, are all our friends if we know how to cling to them, as they
are set forth in the great atonement of our Lord Jesus Christ. If you can
only cling to Jesus, poor sinner, you are safe. Neither your own weakness,
nor the storms of temptation, nor the hand of justice, can cast you to
destruction while you cling to him. Learn from your heart to say,


“Other trust away I fling,
Only to the rock I Cling.
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THE angel points upwards to glow, where the palm is waved in victory!
The fiend points downward to perdition where the worm undying groans
for ever! Reader, your body will soon be in the coffin, and your soul will
soon be winging its flight to heaven or hell. Angelic spirits will bear you to
Abraham’s bosom, and you will sit down at the marriage supper of the
Lamb, to enjoy for ever the society of the glorified Church, with Christ at
the head of the feast, shedding his glory on all the guests; or you will be
hurled like tares bound in bundles to be burned, into a pit which hath no
bottom, where you will cry in vain for a drop of water to cool your
parched tongue, ,and for ever will have to weep, and wail, and gnash your
teeth in agony unending.


WHICH?


O, which shall it be? There is no middle course; you must be with Jesus,
where he is, to behold his glory, or you must be cast into the lake which’
burneth with fire and brimstone! Jesus will either say to you, “Come ye
blessed!” or, “Depart ye cursed: he will either award you the kingdom, or
condemn yea to the place prepared for the devil and his angels.


WHICH?


O, which, dear reader, of the two shall be your portion? Sin is the easy
road to ruin, you have but to follow it and you will meet your due reward.
Christ is the way to heaven; whosoever believeth in him shall never perish,
neither shall any pluck them out of his hands. Sin and Satan — are these
your choice? Or does the Holy Spirit lead you to lay hold on Christ Jesus
and his salvation? Friend sit down and ask thyself


WHICH?
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FROM ENGLAND TO ITALY


A CHAPTER FROM THE BOOK OF NATURE. WRITTEN AT
LUGANO, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IN a few days we have left our white-cliffed island, crossed the Channel,
traversed France, penetrated the heart of Switzerland, passed the Alps, and
entered sunny Italy; we have seen a thousand things and mused upon ten
thousand more, and our thoughts, like the fishes in the blue lake which
sparkles at our feet, are very many and very restless, and we have no net at
hand in which to bring them to shore. A bird of prey was hovering just now
over the shelving bank where the rippling flood bathes the foot of the
verdant mountains; poising himself in mid-air upon quivering wing; for a
moment he looked eagerly for his prey, saw it, darted upon it, and
doubtless held it with iron grasp; we must in the same fashion seize some
flitting thought, or we shall starve in the land of plenty. Swift and sudden,
without waiting to plume our wings by long consideration, we descend
upon our theme.


The Great Master Author has sent forth several volumes; among the rest is
one called the “Book of Revelation,” and another styled the “Volume of
Creation.” We have been reading the Word-volume and expounding it for
years, we are now perusing the Work-volume, and are engrossed in some
of its most glowing pages. Our love for the sacred book of letters and
words has not diminished but increased our admiration for the
hieroglyphics of the flood and field. That man perversely mistakes folly for
wisdom who persists in undervaluing one glorious poem by a famous
author, in order to show his zeal for a second epic from the same fertile
pen. It is the mark of a feeble mind to despise the wonders of nature
because we prize the treasures of salvation. He who built the lofty skies is
as much our Father as he who hath spoken to us by his own Son, and we
should reverently adore HIM who in creation decketh himself with majesty
and excellency, even as in revelation HE arrayeth himself in glory and
beauty. Modern fanatics who profess to be so absorbed in heavenly things
that they are blind to the most marvelous of Jehovah’s handiwork, should
go to school, with David as the schoolmaster, and learn to “consider the
heavens,” and should sit with Job upon the dunghill of their pride, while the
Lord rehearses the thundering stanzas of creation’s greatness, until they cry
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with the patriarch, “I have heard of thee by the hearing of the ear, but now
mine eye seeth thee; wherefore, I abhor myself and repent in dust and
ashes.” For our part, we feel that what was worth the Lord’s making,
richly deserves the attention of the most cultivated and purified intellect;
and we think it blasphemy against God himself to speak slightingly of his
universe, as if, forsooth, we poor puny mortals were too spiritual to be
interested in that matchless architecture which made the morning stars sing
together and caused the sons of God to shout for joy.


Our hasty perusal of one short chapter of the book of nature has sufficed to
assure us that its author most certainly wrote the Holy Scriptures. Writers
have their own idiomatic expressions and modes of thought; kings of
literature set their image and superscription upon the coinage of their
minds; and therefore you can detect a literary forgery as readily as a
counterfeit bank note. The paintings of the old masters may be cleverly
copied, but the man of taste would soon discover the imposture, if a mere
copy were palmed upon him as the original; a certain indescribable
something would be wanting, and there would be present a tint, a manner,
or an expression quite unknown to the master’s purer style. In the
productions of” the Great Artist,” the rule holds good. Deity has a peculiar
manner which it is quite impossible to imitate with success. In the base
counterfeit of the book of Mormon, a mere child, fresh from the Sunday-
school, can discover marks and lines which are manifestly far from divine,
and in the more commanding imposture of the Koran, the blots of evil
prove that it came not from the hand of the all-pure One. We can boldly
challenge the patient examination of the Holy Scriptures by all candid men,
and we believe that they will be found to establish their claim to be
authentic productions of the hand which wrote the world’s great hymn.
Among many arguments we offer these:-


The Scriptures are distinguished for their variety and unity, they are one,
yet many; the modes are myriad, the matter is the same. Jeremiah weeps;
Isaiah shouts for joy; Ezekiel soars aloft in eloquence; Amos is rugged and
familiar; John is gentle; Peter is bold; Paul reasons; James commands; and
yet, like a silken thread holding a string of pearls, the mind of the Lord
passes through the very center of the words of every prophet, apostle, and
evangelist. We could not destroy a single book of the Old or New
Testament, without marring the design: the whole company of inspired
writers might say, “We being many are one body, and every one members
one of another.” We observe this same quality in nature. How great the







92


difference between yonder granite mountain and the cloud which caps it;
the raging wind, and the bright star which smiles serenely amid the storm;
the cataract which leaps from rock to rock, and the solitude through which
it roars; the boundless ocean, and the grain of sand which lies on its shore!
In a few hours we climbed from fields of corn to slopes of snow, through
which our road was cut at a depth of ten or twenty feet; and before the sun
had set, we were in sultry plains, where figs and grapes grow in rich
profusion, and the lizard and snake bask in the sun. Variety was there
indeed, for no two scenes were the same, yet the unity was equally
conspicuous, for who could fail to see that the floating cloud feeds the
foaming cataract with its descending deluge, that the rivers bind the
mountains to the ocean by silver cords, and that winds, and waves, and
mists, and stars, and Alps, are all wheels of the same great machinery.
From the garden of figs, up through the chestnut grove, to the pine forest,
and yet higher to the fair blue gentian, the modest moss, and the blackened
lichen, and highest of all to the eternal snow, seems a long ascent of infinite
variety; but, as the stones of a geometrical staircase all rest on one another,
so do all the ranks of vegetable life, so that the blue-bells and red
rhododendrons, which blush unseen far up in some sunny crevice, are as
necessary parts of the whole fabric as the golden wheat-sheaf, and the
luxuriant vine. The departments of animate and inanimate nature are but
the various books of the great Bible of Creation, and their teaching is one
and harmonious.


In Scripture one observes the Great Agent ever glorifying himself by the
use of instrumentality; God is there in deeds of greatness, and none the
less great and glorious because he chooses to work by means. Noah is
saved, but not without an ark; the Red Sea is divided, but not without a
rod. David must use a stone, and Shamgar an ox-goad. Paul plants,
Apollos waters, God gives the increase. See here around us, the Lord hath
made the land fruitful, but tillage brings forth its riches; he hath filled the
lakes even to the brim, but the torrents contribute their liquid wealth. Not
without fiery violence were the granite hills upheaved, nor without
earthquakes were the valleys rent through the mountains. Lightning and
frost, wind and sun, water and ice are the servants of him who saith unto
one, “Come, and he cometh;” and to another, “Go, and he goeth.” Our
witness is that, verily Jehovah is not less manifest because of these his
wonder-workers. He sits supreme above flood, and tempest, and fire,
making them the chariot in which he rides. Traversing tremendous defiles
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of grim desolation and awful grandeur, where walls of rock almost exclude
the light of the sun, where the overhanging precipices threaten with
avalanche, and the torrent dashes wildly below, one exclaims in the
presence of the terrible agencies which seem lions couching for their leap,
“Row dreadful is this place, it is none other than the dwelling-place of
God.”


In the Bible the Lord is ever described as great, and yet considering the
lowly. — “ Thus saith the high and lofty One that inhabiteth eternity,
whose name is Holy; I dwell in the high and holy place, with him also that
is of a contrite and humble spirit, to revive the spirit of the humble, and to
revive the heart of the contrite ones.” Who has not noticed the wonderful
contrast, or rather combination, in the eleventh and twelfth verses of the
fortieth chapter of Isaiah? “He shall feed his flock like a shepherd: he shall
gather the lambs with his arm, and carry them in his bosom, and shall
gently lead those that are with young. Who hath measured the waters in the
hollow of his hand, and meted out heaven with the span, and
comprehended the dust of the earth in a measure, and weighed the
mountains in scales, and the hills in a balance?”


Such strange blendings of grandeur and gentleness we have seen all this week.
Amidst a thick fog in crossing the Channel which clothed everything in mystery,
and made us grope our way with anxious tardiness, we heard the cries of sea-birds;
they at least had not lost their way; come mist or rain, the God of the floods had
numbered every one of their feathers, and given them joys far out on the deep of
which the prophet says, “There is sorrow on the sea.” Seeing the jonquil, the
hyacinth, the anemone, and many others of our garden flowers growing wild in the
rallies On the Italian side of the Alps, and hearing the ceaseless chirping of the
innumerable insects which fill the air with their song, and looking up to the snowy
peeks piercing the clouds, one could not help comparing the beauty and perfectness
of the little, with the overwhelming awe and sublimity of the great. He who
launches the thunderbolt guides the fire-fly; he who hurls the falling mass from the
shivering alpine summit controls the descent of the dew-drop; and he, who
covereth heaven and earth with the black wings of tempest, stoops down to cherish
the violet blooming amid the velvet turf.


Stern is the God of the Bible and yet his name is Love. Our God is a
consuming fire, yet is he good to all, and his tender mercies are over all his
works. He showed his fiery law on Sinai, his wrath on Sodom, his power
on Egypt, his anger on Korah, and his justice upon the inhabitants of
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Canaan; yet this same jealous God was as a nursing father unto Israel and,
wonder of wonders, spared not his own Son, but freely delivered him up
for us all! The skirts of the garments of that same God we have seen in our
week’s journey. Crosses set up here and there along the road upon the pass
of the St. Gothard showed where poor travelers had met their doom by
failing stone, or avalanche, or snow-storm; nor are these the only
remembrances of the terrible things of God, for in certain places hard by
our route are to be seen the debris of fallen mountains which have covered
whole villages, and traces of devastating floods are no rare things. As we
were sitting by the Lake of Lucerne, the rugged old Pilatus was suddenly
covered with blackness, forth flashed the forked lightning, followed by
sharp cracks of thunder reverberated in long peals, enough to let us know
that the artillery of heaven had not spent its might, and that the arsenals of
the storm were as fully stored as ever; yet as we looked around and saw
the sun smiling forth again over the glorious hills, his beams flashing
brightly upon the countless wavelets of the lake, vegetation freshened by
the newly fallen shower, glistening with rain drops as with sparkling
diamonds, and man and beast rejoicing in the clear shining and the cool air, we
could not but feel that the stern Lord of Tempests was infinitely kind.


The Book of God in the heights and depths of its teaching shows man his own
insignificance, and the roll of creation impresses him with the same fact.
“What is man that thou art mindful of him?” was an inspired question, but the
stars first suggested it. When John in Patmos saw the Lord, he fell at his feet as
dead, a sense of the glory of his Lord overpowered him; such has been in a
degree our own experience alike in meditating upon Scripture, and in
wandering in the dark gorges of the Alps. Let a man stand on what is called the
Devil’s Bridge on the St. Gothard road where the fury of the Reuss seems
lashed to madness, let him look above, beneath, and around, and as he shivers
into nothingness let him say, “As for man whose breath is in his nostrils,
wherein is he to be accounted of?” Yet the same Bible which sinks the pride of
man teaches him Ms true nobility as creation’s lord and nature’s priest; and
our week’s wanderings have taught us the same. Sing the verses of some fine
old psalm in a pine forest, in a boat on the blue waves, on the summit of an
Alp, in a dark defile, or in the hollow of a great rock, and see if they do not
give a tongue to all around and prove man to be the soul of all things. Mark
how the industry of man reclaims every inch of soil whereon a blade of grass
can grow, see how he builds his chalets high. up on crags where the wild
chamois can scarcely mount, and read how the once virgin snows of apparently
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inaccessible peaks have been trodden by his foot, and see how truly man has
dominion over the works of God’s hands. Perhaps nothing will bring this more
clearly before us than a journey upon those great highways which are most
astounding monuments of human skill and enterprise. Valleys are threaded,
torrent beds are crossed on causeways, the edges of precipices are skirted and
buttresses of rock are tunneled. Where the hard and steep surface of the cliff
had not left an inch of space for a goat to climb upon, the road is conducted
upon a lofty terrace of solid masonry, or along a ledge blasted by gunpowder in
the face of the rock. Neither gorge, nor avalanche, nor granite wall can block
up the way of determined, persevering man.


The falcon, which swooped for its quarry, has long ago flown away, and I
have but begun to grapple with my subject; forgive me, dear readers, if, as
a man seeking rest, I drop the pen, and go forth from my chamber to gaze
and gaze again on loveliness. Would you know what I have gazed upon to-
day and yesterday, these lines which I find in Murray’s Handbook, (and I
quote from it because a travelers library is very small,) will possibly suggest
more that I can write of Italian hills and scenery.


“Sublime, but neither bleak nor bare,
Nor misty are the mountains there,


Softly sublime — profusely fair,
Up to their summits clothed in green,


And fruitful as the vales between,
They lightly rise, And scale the skies,
And groves and gardens still abound;


For where no shoot Could else take root,
The peaks are shelved, and terraced round.


Earthward appear in mingled growth
The mulberry and maize; above,
the tralliv’d vine extends to both


The leafy shade they love.
Looks out the white-walled cottage here,


The lowly chapel rises near;
Far down the foot must roam to reach


The lovely lake and bending beach;
While chestnut green and olive grey


Chequer the steep and winding way.”


Lugano, May 15th, 1865.
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TO OUR READERS AND HEARERS.


DEAR FRIENDS,


I hope the matter of the Chapels is not overlooked. It is much on my heart,
and I should feel it a great privilege to find on my return from long-needed
rest, that the good work had gone on rapidly in my absence. To serve God
is glory, let us not miss the honor. Time is short; Jesus deserves much; let
us labor with might and main for Him.


Yours truly,
Charles H. Spurgeon
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WORK OF THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE


IN the account of the several institutions connected with the Metropolitan
Tabernacle inserted in the April Number of this Magazine, mention was
made of the support of two missionaries in Germany. We hope
occasionally to find room for some extracts from their journals. Our
present object is to relate briefly the circumstances under which these
missionaries were brought under the notice of the Church at thee
Tabernacle, and the manner in which the offer of pecuniary aid was
received by them. The Baptists in Germany have long been exposed to
more reproach and persecution than any other body of Christians. They
have often had the sympathy of their brethren in this country on that
account, and much interest has been excited, and sometimes effectually, on
their behalf. A spirit of revival among them of late years has awakened
fresh interest in them in their friends, and renewed the vigilance of their
foes. Their chief struggle, however, we trust, is past. As their principles
and practices become better known, and liberal sentiments upon all
subjects more extensively prevail, they may reasonably be expected
gradually to survive prejudices, and to obtain greater freedom of action.
The interest of Mr. Spurgeon in the German Baptists was greatly
stimulated by personal intercourse with some of their leading pastors, and
especially with Mr. Oncken, the well-known pastor of Hamburgh, in whose
efforts, by the encouragement of local missionaries to make known a pure
gospel in the city and surrounding villages, and to the sailors at the port
from all countries, Mr. Spurgeon greatly sympathized. This led to the
proffered support of two missionaries whose hearts were in the work, but
were unable to be wholly devoted to it. The names of these missionaries
are Mr. H. Windoll, and Mr. C. A. Kemnitz. They were both adopted by
the friends at the Tabernacle as their missionaries in Germany in 1861. The
former thus wrote in reply on that occasion, which is characterized by such
simplicity and godly sincerity that it well deserves to be here recorded. The
reply of the latter, which is in the same strain, must be deferred to our next
number.
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“Hamburg, November 15th, 1861.


TO THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON,
AND THE MEMBERS OF HIS FLOCK, LONDON.


“‘Grace be to you and peace from God the Father, and from our
Lord Jesus Christ, who gave himself for our sins, that he might
deliver us from this present evil world, according to the will of God
and our Father: to whom be glory for ever and ever. Amen.’
(Galatians 1: 3-5.)


“Having been informed by Brother Oncken that your beloved flock
has really engaged me as their Colporteur, I desire hereby, on the
one hand, to return you my most hearty thanks, and on the other, to
commend myself to your prayers, that I may be truly faithful as a
witness of the free grace of God in Christ, who will have the gospel
preached to every nation; and has promised that whosoever shall
call upon the name of the Lord shall be saved.


“I need, too, special protection from outward perils, as I might very
easily in stepping on board, slip, and in an instant become a prey to
death. I have often been in danger, but the Lord has preserved me
from all injury hitherto. He has now again given me courage to go
out with joy, and proclaim his Word, and proclaim with my mouth
that there is a Savior whose blood cleanses all who believe on it
from their sins. The field I labor in is somewhat extensive. In the
ports of Hamburg and Altona, from four to five thousand ships
arrive yearly, besides the river navigation, which I endeavor
diligently to visit. Besides, I occasionally visit several places and
villages, and disseminate the Lord as widely as possible. Two
evenings in the week I preach regularly, that is, on Wednesday
evening at Harburg, and on Friday, in the suburb of St. George. On
the Sabbath I am generally out at our stations to proclaim the Word
of the Lord. We have hitherto continually had the satisfaction to see
sinners saved at our stations, devote themselves to the Lord, follow
him, and obey him alone. This, and the precious promises of his
dear Word, perpetually renew my courage to plant the banner of
the Cross, and point to the Lamb of God, who taketh away the sins
of the world. I was awakened seventeen years ago in the Baptist
meeting here, and soon became a member of the dear Church. I
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soon after began, with other brethren, regularly to distribute loan-
tracts on the Sabbath, until I was called, after some years, to help in
the Sunday-school. On July 1st, 1852, I entered on my duties as
Colporteur of the Scottish Mission to the Jews, until, on October
1st, 1854, I entered on the office of Colporteur to the Bible
Society. It would be very advantageous to me to possess a
thorough knowledge of the English language. Dear Brother Oncken
has advised me to undertake the study, and I intend to do so. In the
year 1855, I had some lessons with other pupils of the Mission, but
when in spring the season for work recommenced, I was obliged to
desist. I was however enabled, in the year 1859, again to take
lessons, visiting at the same time the ships, where my presence was
most requisite; and my residence in the mission-house rendered this
easier.


May a risen Savior richly reward you, dear Brother, and your
beloved flock, with heavenly blessings, and give you grace and
strength to look to the Lord in your arduous task, who always
gives fresh strength and courage. With hearty greetings, and
commending myself to your intercession,


“I remain,
“Your humble brother and fellow-laborer,
“H. WINDOLF.”


The journal of this missionary for the months of January, February, and
March of this year is before us; it shows a great amount of labor and
records many instances of usefulness, especially amongst soldiers and
sailors. “In this quarter, he writes, I have made 263 visits in families, and
165 on board vessels; I have disposed of 10 bibles, 55 testaments, 50
books, and have exchanged 250 books; I have distributed 1100 tracts and
monthly messengers; conducted 34 meetings and 3 prayer-meetings;
administered the Lord’s Supper 4 times; and given 24 lessons in religion in
our day-school. During the first week of April, I visited 223 ships, and
disposed of 9 Bibles, 35 Testaments, 27 books, and 810 tracts. After the
long winter, navigation is again flourishing Hundreds of vessels are arriving
in one day at Hamburg and Altona. I request, therefore, more particularly
the prayers of the Church which cares for my temporal welfare, that the
Lord would give me great grace conscientiously and faithfully to proclaim
the good news of redeeming love. I require much bodily strength also, and
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the gracious protection of the Lord, having to row about in the boat for six
or eight hours a day, besides mounting one ship after another, in which
there is danger of my foot slipping, and my family being left orphans. But I
comfort myself with the promise that not a hair of our heads shall perish
without the will of our Father. It is precious to know how many dear
children of God pray for me, and for the work in which I am engaged.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY, 1865.


FRAGRANT SPICES FROM
THE MOUNTAINS OF MYRRH.


THE SECOND BUNDLE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Thou art all fair, my love; there is no spot in thee.” Solomon’s Song
4:7.


We return to the delightful topic with which we opened last month’s number of
our Magazine.


Our Lord’s admiration is sweetened by love. He addresses the spouse as “My
love.” The virgins called her “the -fairest among women;” they saw and
admired, but it was reserved for her Lord to love her. Who can fully tell the
excellence of his love? O how his heart goeth forth after his redeemed! As for
the love of David and Jonathan, it is far exceeded in Christ. No tender husband
was ever so fond as he. No figures can completely set his heart’s affection
forth, for it surpasses all the love that man or woman hath heard or thought of.
Our blessed Lord, himself, when he would declare the greatness of it, was
compelled to compare one inconceivable thing with another, in order to
express his own thoughts.


“As the Father hath loved me, so have I loved you.” (John 15: 9.)


All the eternity, fervency, immutability, and infinity which are to be found in the
love of Jehovah the Father, towards Jehovah-Jesus the Son, are copied to the
letter in the love of the Lord Jesus towards his chosen ones. Before the
foundation of the world he loved his people, in all their wanderings he loved
them, and


“unto the end he will abide in his love.” (John 13: 1.)
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He has given them the best proof Of his affection, in that he gave himself to die
for their sins, and hath revealed to them complete pardon as the result of his
death. The willing manner of his death is further confirmation of his boundless
love. How did Christ delight in the work of our redemption!


“Lo, I come: in the volume of the book it is Written of me, I delight to
do thy will, O my God.” (Psalm 11:7, 8.)


When he came into the world to sacrifice his life for us, it was a freewill
offering


“I have a baptism to be baptized with.” (Luke 12;50.)


Christ was to be, as it were, baptized in his own blood, and how did he thirst
for that time! “How am I straitened till it be accomplished.” There was no
hesitation, no desire to be quit of his engagement, lie went to his crucifixion
without once halting by the way to deliberate whether he should complete his
sacrifice. The stupendous mass of our fearful debt he paid at once, asking
neither delay nor diminution. From the moment when he said,


“Not my will, but thine, be done,” (Luke 22: 42,)


his course was swift and unswerving; as if he had been hastening to a crown
rather than to a cross. The fullness of time was his only remembrancer; he was
not driven by bailiffs to discharge the obligations of his Church, but joyously
even when full of sorrow, he met the law, answered its demands, and cried, “It
is finished.”


How hard it is to talk of love so as to convey our meaning with it! How often
have our eyes been full of tears when we have realized the thought that Jesus
loves us! How has our spirit been melted within us at the assurance that he
thinks of us and bears us on his heart! But we cannot kindle the like emotion in
others, nor can we give, by word of mouth, so much as a faint idea of the bliss
which coucheth in that exclamation, “O how he loves!” Come, reader, canst
thou say of thyself, “He loved me?” (Galatians 2:20.) Then look down into this
sea of love, and endeavor to guess its depth. Doth it not stagger thy faith, that
he should love thee? Or, if thou hast strong confidence, say, does it not enfold
thy spirit in a flame of admiring and adoring gratitude? O ye angels! such love
as this ye never knew. Jesus doth not bear your names upon his hands, or call
you his bride. No! this highest fellowship he reserves for worms whose only
return is tearful, hearty thanksgiving and love.
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Let us note that Christ delights to think upon his Church, and to look upon her
beauty. As the bird returneth often to its nest, and as the wayfarer hastens to
his home, so doth the mind continually pursue the object of its choice. We
cannot look too often upon that face which we love; we desire always to have
our precious things in our sight. It is even so with our Lord Jesus. From all
eternity “his delights were with the sons of men;” his thoughts rolled onward to
the time when his elect should be born into the world; he viewed them in the
mirror of his fore-knowledge.


“In thy book he says all my members were written, which in
continuance were fashioned, when as yet there was none of them.”
(Psalm 139:16.)


When the world was set upon its pillars, he was there, and he set the bounds of
the people according to the number of the children of Israel. Many a time
before his incarnation, he descended to this lower earth in the similitude of a
man; on the plains of Mamre, (Genesis 18) by the brook of Jabbok, (Genesis
32:24 — 30,) beneath the walls of Jericho, (Joshua 5:13,) and in the fiery
furnace of Babylon, (Daniel in. 19-25,) the Son of man did visit his people.
Because his soul delighted in them, he could not rest away from them, for his
heart longed after them. Never were they absent from his heart, for he had
written their names upon his hands, and graven them upon his side. As the
breast-plate containing the names of the tribes of Israel was the most brilliant
ornament worn by the high priest, so the names of Christ’s elect were his most
precious jewels, which he ever hung nearest his heart. We may often forget to
meditate upon the perfections of our Lord, but He never ceases to remember
us. He cares not one half so much for any of his most glorious works, as he
does for his children. Although his eye seeth everything that hath beauty and
excellency in it, he never fixes his gaze anywhere with that admiration and
delight, which he spends upon his purchased ones. He charges his angels
concerning them, and calls upon those holy beings to rejoice with him over his
lost sheep. (Luke 15:4-7.) He talked of them to himself, and even on the tree of
doom he did not cease to soliloquize concerning them.
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“That day acute of ignominious woe,
Was, notwithstanding, in a perfect sense,


The day of his heart’s gladness, for the joy
That his redeem’d should be brought home at last,


(Made ready as in robes of bridal white,)
Was set before him vividly, — he look’d; —


And for that happiness anticipate,
Endurance of all torture, all disgrace,


Seem’d light infliction to his heart of love.”(Meditations.)


Like a fond mother, Christ Jesus, our thrice-blessed Lord, sees every dawning
of excellence, and every bud of goodness in us, making much of our littlest,
and rejoicing over the beginnings of our graces. As he is to be our endless
song, so we are his perpetual prayer. When he is absent he thinks of us, and in
the black darkness he has a window through which he looks upon us. When
the sun sets in one part of the earth, he rises in another place beyond our visible
horizon; and even so Jesus, our Sun of Righteousness, is only pouring light
upon his people in a different way, when to our apprehension he seems to have
set in darkness. His eye is ever upon the congregation of the righteous.


“I the Lord do keep it; I Will water it every moment: lest any hurt it, I
will keep it night and day?’ (Isaiah 27:3.)


He will not trust to his angels to do it, for it is his delight to do all with his own
hands. Zion is in the center of his heart, and he cannot forget, for every day his
thoughts are set upon her. When the bride by her neglect of him hath hidden
herself from his sight, he cannot be quiet until again he looks upon her. He calls
her forth with the most wooing words,


“O my dove, that art in the clefts of the rock, in the secret places of the
stairs, let me see thy countenance, let me hear thy voice; for sweet is
thy voice, and thy countenance is comely.” (Song of Solomon 2:14.)


She thinks herself unmeet to have company with such a prince, but he entices
her from her lurking place, and inasmuch as she comes forth trembling, and
bashfully hides her face with her veil, he bids her uncover her face and let her
husband gaze upon her. She is ashamed to do so, for she is black in her own
esteem, and therefore he urges that she is comely to him, Nor is he content
with looking, he must feed his ears as well as his eyes, and therefore he
commends her speech and intreats her to let him hear her voice. See how truly
our Lord rejoiceth in us. Is not this unparalleled love! We have heard of princes
who have been smitten by the beauty of a peasant’s daughter, but what of that?
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Here is the Son of God doting upon a worm, looking with eyes of admiration
upon a poor child of Adam, and listening with joy to the lispings of poor flesh
and blood. Ought we not to be exceedingly charmed by such matchless
condescension? And should not our hearts as much delight in him, as he doth
in us? O surprising truth! Christ Jesus rejoices over his poor, tempted, tried,
and erring people.


It is not to be forgotten that sometimes the Lord Jesus tells his people his love
thoughts. “He does not think it enough behind her back to tell it, but in her
very presence, he says, ‘Thou art all fair my love.’ It is true, this is not his
ordinary method; he is a wise lover, that knows when to keep back the
intimation of love and when to let it out; but there are times when he will make
no secret of it; times when he will put it beyond all dispute in the souls of his
people.” (R. Erskine’s Sermons) The Holy Spirit is often pleased in a most
gracious manner, to witness with our spirits of the love of Jesus. He takes of
the things of Christ and reveals them unto us. No voice is heard from the
clouds and no vision is seen in the night, but we have a testimony more sure
than either of these. If an angel should fly from heaven and inform the saint
personally of the Savior’s love to him, the evidence would not be one whir
more satisfactory than that which is born in the heart by the Holy Ghost. Ask
those of the Lord’s people who have lived the nearest to the gates of heaven,
and they will tell you that they have had seasons when the love of Christ
towards them has been a fact so clear and sure, that they could no more doubt
it than they could question their own existence. Yes, beloved believer, you and
I have had times of refreshing from the presence of the Lord, and then our faith
has mounted to the topmost heights of assurance. We have had confidence to
lean our heads upon the bosom of our Lord, and we have had no more
question about our Master’s affection than John had when in that blessed
posture, nay, nor so much; for the dark question, “Lord is it I that shall betray
thee,” has been put far from us. He has kissed us with the kisses of his love,
and killed our doubts by the closeness of his embrace. His love has been
sweeter than wine to our souls. We felt that we could sing,


“His left hand is under my head and his right hand doth embrace me.”
(Song of Solomon 8:3.)


Then all earthly troubles were light as the chaff of the threshing-floor, and the
pleasures of the world as tasteless as the white of an egg. We would have
welcomed death as the messenger who would introduce us to our Lord to
whom we were in haste to be gone; for his love had stirred us to desire more of
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him, even his immediate and glorious presence. I have sometimes, when the
Lord has assured me of his love, felt as if I could, not contain more joy and
delight. My eyes ran down with tears of gratitude. 1 fell upon my knees to
bless him, but rose again in haste, feeling as if I had nothing more to ask for,
but must stand up and praise him; then have I lifted my hands to heaven
longing to fill my arms with him; panting to talk with him, as a man talketh
with his friend, and to see him in his own person, that I might tell him how
happy he had made his unworthy servant, and might fall on my face and kiss his
feet in unutterable thankfulness and love. Such a banquet have I had upon one
word of my beloved — “thou art mine,” that I wished like Peter to build
tabernacles in that mount and dwell for ever. But alas, we who are young
saints, have not yet learned how to preserve such assurance. We stir up our
beloved and awake him, and then he leaves our unquiet chamber, and we grope
after him in the night and make many a weary journey after him. If we were
wiser and more careful, we might preserve the fragrance of Christ’s words far
longer; for they are not like the ordinary manna which soon rotted, but are
comparable to that omer of it which was put in the golden pot and preserved
for many generations. The sweet Lord Jesus has been known to write his love-
thoughts on the hearts of his people in so clear and deep a manner, that they
have for months and even years enjoyed an abiding sense of his affection. A
few doubts have flitted across their minds like thin clouds before a summer’s
sun, but the warmth of their assurance has remained the same for many a
gladsome day. Their path has been a smooth one, they have fed in the green
pastures beside the still waters, for his rod and staff have comforted them, and
his right hand hath led them. I am inclined to think, that there is more of this in
the Church than some men would allow. We have a goodly number who dwell
upon the hills, and behold the light of the sun. There are giants in these days,
though the times are not such as to allow them room to display their gigantic
strength; in many a humble cot, in many a crowded workshop, in many a
village manse there are to be found men of the house of David, men after
God’s own heart, anointed with the holy oil. It is, however, a mournful truth,
that whole ranks in the army of our Lord are composed of dwarfish Little
faiths. The men of fearful mind, and desponding heart are everywhere to be
seen. Why is this? Is it the Master’s fault, or ours? Surely he cannot be blamed.
Is it not then a matter of inquiry in our own souls. Can I not grow stronger?
Must I be a mourner all my days? How can I get rid of my doubts? The answer
must be: yes, you can be comforted, but only the mouth of the Lord can do it,
for anything less than this will be unsatisfactory. I doubt not, that there are
means, by the use of which, those who are now weak and trembling, may attain
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unto boldness in faith and confidence in hope; but I see not how this can be
done unless the Lord Jesus Christ manifest his love to them, and tell them of
their union to him. This he will do, if we seek it of him. The importunate
pleader shall not lack his reward. Haste thee to him, O timid one, and tell him
that nothing will content thee, but a smile from his own face, and a word from
his own lip. Speak to him and say, “O, my Lord Jesus, I cannot rest unless I
know that thou lovest me. I desire to have proof of thy love under thine own
hand and seal. I cannot live upon guesses and surmises; nothing but certainty
will satisfy my trembling heart. Lord, look upon me, if, indeed, thou lovest me,
and though I be less than the least of all saints, say unto my soul, ‘ I am thy
salvation.’“ When this prayer is heard, the castle of despair must totter, there is
not one stone of it which can remain upon another, if Christ whispers forth his
love. Even Despondency and Much-afraid will dance, and Ready-to-Halt leap
upon his crutches.


O, for more of these Bethel visits, more frequent visitations from the God of
Israel! O, how sweet to hear him say to us, as he did to Abraham,


“Fear not Abram, I am thy shield, thine exceeding great reward.”
(Genesis 15:1.)


To be addressed as Daniel was of old, “Oh man, grealy beloved,” (Daniel
10:19.) is worth a thousand ages of this world’s joy. What more can a creature
want this side of heaven to make him peaceful and happy than a plain avowal
of love from his Lord’s own lips. Let me ever hear thee speak in mercy to my
soul, and O, my Lord, I ask no more while here I dwell in the land of my
pilgrimage. Brethren, let us labor to obtain a confident assurance of the Lord’s
delight in us, for this, as it enables him to commune with us, will be one of the
readiest ways to produce a like feeling in our heart’s towards him. Christ is
well-pleased with us; let us approach him with holy familiarity; let us unbosom
our thoughts to him, for his delight in us will secure us an audience. The child
may stay away from the father, when he is conscious that he has aroused his
father’s displeasure, but why should we keep at a distance, when Christ Jesus is
smiling upon us. No! since his smiles attract us, let us enter into his courts, and
touch his golden scepter. O, Holy Spirit, help us to live in happy fellowship
with him whose soul is knit unto us.
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“O Jesus! let eternal blessings dwell
On thy transporting name. ***


Let me be wholly thine from this blest hour.
Let thy lov’d image be for ever present;


Of thee be all my thoughts, and let my tongue
Be sanctified with the celestial theme.


Dwell on my lips, thou dearest, sweetest name!
Dwell on my lips, ‘till the last parting breath!
Then let me die, and bear the charming sound


In triumph to the skies In other strains,
In language ,-dl divine, I’ll praise thee then;


While all the Godhead opens in the view
Of a redeemer’s love. Here let me gaze,


For ever gaze; the bright variety
Will endless joy and admiration yield.


Let me be wholly thine from this blest hour.
Fly from my soul all images of sense,


Leave me in silence to possess my Lord:
My life, my pleasures, flow from him alone,


My strength, my great salvation, and my hope.
Thy name is all my trust; O name divine!


Be thou engraven on my inmost soul,
And let me own thee with my latest breath,


Confess thee in the face of ev’ry horror,
That threat’ning death or envious hell can raise;
Till all their strength subdu’d, my parting soul


Shall give a challenge to infernal rage,
And sing salvation to the Lamb for ever.”
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THIS huge round earth is sustained in its orbit without prop or pillar, by the
unseen power of the Almighty God. Turning round upon its own axis with
marvelous regularity, and moving through space with inconceivable
rapidity, it performs all its movements without band or wheel; the hand
which causes its revolutions is not to be discerned by mortal eye.
Everywhere in the great, and in the little, the same rule holds good, the
Mighty Worker is himself unseen, yet manifest and majestic is his presence.
We are not to see nor to expect to see the Divine hand with human senses,
but faith discerns it, and admires its doings.


It were well if anxious inquirers could be brought to remember this, for
they too often look for signs and wonders, and cannot be persuaded of the
power of divine grace unless they see or hear some strange thing. Now the
facts of salvation are these: God hath accepted Christ Jesus his own dear
and only Son, in his living and dying righteousness as the substitute for his
chosen people; as their substitute, Christ has finished all that the divine law
required, and so saved his people, and the Lord has revealed to us in his
Word that those who believe in his Son Jesus Christ are the objects of his
choice and heirs of all the boons purchased by the Savior’s blood. The one
question is, Have I faith? Can I trust Jesus? Can I give up seeing my own
works and prayers, and believe that Jesus’ blood and righteousness can
save me? Do I now rest upon an unseen Redeemer, and whether I feel
better, or do not feel better, whether I see an improvement in myself or do
not see a single hopeful sign, do I heartily and entirely rely upon the work
of God’s appointed and accepted Savior?


The world is safe though it hangs upon nothing but God’s word, and
equally secure will that soul be which can dare to have done with feeling
and doing, and can lay hold on the unseen energy of God’s love, working
through the cross of Christ. The clouds fall not, though no great chains
uphold them; and the firmament does not crack, though its arch is without
a pillar. It is a mighty secret, to live upon God alone. Friend, I pray the
Lord teach it to thee this day at Calvary’s foot, for his own name’s sake.
Amen.
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THE ax carried before the Roman consuls was always bound up in a bundle
of rods. An old author tells us, that “The rods were tied up with knotted
cords, and that when an offender was condemned to be punished, the
executioner would untie the knots one by one, and meanwhile, the
magistrate would look the culprit in the face to observe any signs of
repentance, and watch his words to see if he could find a motive for mercy;
and thus justice went to its work deliberately and without passion.” The ax
was enclosed in rods to shew that the extreme penalty was never inflicted
till milder means had failed; first the rod, and the ax only as a terrible
necessity.


Reader, if you are unconverted, I beg you look at the symbol and learn a
lesson. The Lord is gracious and full of compassion towards you. He has
waited lo these years, untying the knots very slowly, and seeing whether
you will, by his longsuffering, be led to repentance. Hither too, few and
feeble have been any tokens for good in you. Beware! for mercy tarries not
for ever, and justice will not long delay. The rods you have already felt.
Those burials of dear ones were all rods to you. That fever, that broken
arm, that loss in business, — all these put together have been warnings to
you, which you cannot despise without committing great sin. Many have
been brought to God by afflictions, but you perhaps have been rather
hardened than otherwise. See to it sinner, for when the rods have had their
turn, the ax must come in for its work. Its edge is sharp, and its blow is
terrible. He who wields it will cut through soul and body, and none can
escape from his wrath. You have found the rod to be very dreadful, but
what will the ax be. Hell is not to be thought of without trembling, but it
will soon be your eternal dwelling-place unless you repent. Can you endure
its endless torments? Trembler, there is hope! Jesus died. Jesus lives. Trust
in him who stood in the sinner’s place and you are saved. O, may the Holy
Ghost now, while you read this little tract, lead you to Jesus and to safety,
for time flies like the weaver’s shuttle, and the thread of life is soon
snapped. “To day if ye will hear his voice harden not your hearts.”
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ANOTHER WEEK’S TRAVEL
AND ANOTHER THEME


LUGANO, VERONA, VENICE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


HAVING before us the two grand volumes by the Divine Author, we are
prepared. To estimate the claims of a third, which professes to be equally
of celestial origin, viz, the Church of Rome, which boasts of an infallible
head. On this occasion we shall not so much enter into a consideration of
her doctrines; this is most fitting work for the student, and we have just
now laid that character aside; it is ours to view her outward manifestations
which thrust themselves in the way of the traveler. Her churches and altars,
her shrines and ceremonies, her priests and processions, are her teaching to
the masses, her living epistle, her image and superscription; by them she
ensnares the minds of the many, they are the locks of her strength, and the
boast of her pride; we shall not do amiss nor be guilty of unfairness, if we
compare their style and manner with that divine peculiarity which we have
seen to be so manifestly conspicuous both in Creation and in the Word.
The inquiry is a narrow, but an interesting one. Would the outer array of
Popish worship strike the candid observer as being in accordance with the
spirit of the New Testament? Does the ceremonialism of Rome accord with
the taste which would be born and nurtured amidst the beauties and
wonders of nature? In our judgment, the answer must be decidedly and
altogether in the negative. We may be warped in our taste by the prejudices
of education and the convictions of belief; but we have not been
intentionally unfair; while considering this subject, we have tried honestly
to distill the pure essence of the outward mode of Romanism, and while
extenuating nothing, nor putting, down ought in malice cur conviction is
that her mode of worship and display are as opposite to the genus of nature
and the style of revelation, as the flaunting finery of a harlot to the modest
apparel of a virtuous woman. Popery was intended by its infernal author to
be a remarkably clever counterfeit of divine workmanship, and his subtle
hand has crazily imitated the celestial style; but the imposture is soon
detected by the observant eye, for the soul and spirit of the sacred artist are
altogether absent. Cathedral domes may emulate the skies, pillars of marble
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may vie with towering cedars, mosaics of gold may glitter as. the stars, and
smoking, incense, may image the clouds of heaven, but imitation is upon
the face of all, and this is fatal to the claim to be the production of Him
whose works are all masterpieces and all originals. Comparisons are always
as obvious as they are numerous when counterfeits are in question, but as
our business is detection, we shall point out contrasts, which in this case, if
not abundant, are singularly striking.


In the great temple of nature the person of the great Worker is unrevealed.
God is everywhere, on the tossing sea, and in the silent wilderness, but
everywhere as a God who hideth himself. Walking through nature we hear
the voice of the Most High, and in his temple doth every one speak of his
glory, but contemplation whispers to us, “Ye saw no similitude.” The
invisible God is neither imaged to us in colossal statuary by the ancient
mountains, nor in glowing tableaux by the starry skies. The whole earth
bears witness that “Clouds and darkness are round about him,” and from
every hill and valley comes the question, “Who is like unto the Lord our
God who dwelleth on high?” In Holy Scripture, we find an express
command against the attempt to set forth Jehovah by outward symbol.


“Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image, or any likeness
of any thing that is in heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath,
or that is in the water under the earth: thou shalt not bow down
thyself unto them, nor serve them: for I the Lord thy God am a
jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children
unto the third and fourth generation. of them that hate me.”
(Exodus 20:4, 6.)


Moses was very earnest upon this point; he solemnly exhorted the people,


“Take ye therefore good heed unto yourselves; for ye saw no
manner of similitude on the day that the Lord spake unto you in
Horeb out of the midst of the fire: lest ye corrupt yourselves, and
make you a graven image, the similitude of any figure, the likeness
of male or female, the likeness of any b-east that is on the earth, the
likeness of any winged fowl that flieth in the air, the likeness of any
thing that creepeth on the ground, the likeness of any fish that is in
the waters beneath the earth Take heed unto yourselves, lest ye for
et the covenant of the Lord your God, which he made with you,
and make you a graven image, or the likeness of any thing, which
the Lord thy God hath forbidden thee. For the Lord thy God is a
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consuming fire, even a Jealous God When thou shalt beget children,
and children’s children, and ye shall have remained long in the land,
and shall corrupt your- selves, and made a graven image, or the
likeness of any thing, and shall do evil in the sight of the Lord thy
God, to provoke him to anger: I call heaven and earth to witness
against you this day, that ye shall soon utterly perish from off the
land whereunto e go over Jordan to possess it ye shall not prolong
your days upon it. but shall be utterly destroyed. And the Lord shall
scatter you among the nations, and ye shall be left few in number
among the heathen, whither the Lord shall lead you. And there ye
shall serve gods, the work of men’s hands, wood and stone, which
neither see, nor hear, nor eat, nor smell.” (Deuteronomy 4:15-28.)


In the New Testament, which is the bringing to light of things unseen by
kings and prophets, there is no violation of the great principle. Its teaching
is explicit and clear when it reminds us that


“God is a Spirit: and they that worship him must worship him in
spirit and in truth.” (John 4:24.)


God was manifest in the flesh, but Godhead was not set forth or
represented to us by the body of Christ Jesus, for so far as he was visible to
human senses he was man; his own lips taught us this when he said,


“Behold my hands and my feet, that it is I myself: handle me, and
see; for a spirit hath not flesh and bones, as ye see me have.”
(Luke 24:39,)


It is true that the descent of the Holy Spirit was represented by a dove, by
tongues of fire, and rushing mighty wind, but these, like the golden
candlestick, the anointing oil and various other symbols of the Old
Testament, did not portray the divine person of the Holy Spirit, but were
merely manifestations of his works and operations. In creation, dashing
billows and steadfast rocks are manifestations of divine working, and just
such were the descending dove and the flames of fire, but the person of
Deity is never manifest, nor attempted to be revealed in Nature or in the
Bible. Especially is Holy Writ explicit concerning that infinitely blessed
One who is revealed to us as the Father. Our Lord said,


“Not that any man hath seen the Father, save he which is of God,
he hath seen the Father.” (John 6:46.)
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The beloved apostle, to whom was given the visions of Parins, yet assures
us that “No man hath seen God at any time.” (1 John 4:12). Paul is not less
indignant than Moses at the sin of worshipping God under a similitude, for
he denounces those who,


“professing themselves to be wise they became fools, and changed
the glory of the uncorruptible God into an image made like to
corruptible man, and to birds, and four-footed beasts, and creeping
things.” (Romans 1:22, 23.)


Thus both the visible universe, and the Old and New-Testament, declare
the Lord to be “the invisible God.” In direct opposition to all this, the
Church of Rome multiplies pictures in which the eternal and most high God
is set forth as an Red and venerable man. We have shuddered at the sight
as we have this week continually seen the Divine Trinity imaged as the
Redeemer, a dove, and an old man; associated often with an equilateral
triangle and the Virgin Mary. Some of the most famous paintings by
eminent masters are thus profane; and it is a proof of the horrible iniquity
of the Church of Rome that, instead of suffering these impieties to rot in
the studios where they were produced, she hangs them up in her Churches,
values them as priceless treasures, and allows her rotaries to bow before
them. On the door of the Church of St. Zeno, at Verona, are reliefs
remarkable for their age, but detestable for their profanity; for Hs before
whom angels veil their faces with their wings, is there imaged in bronze as
a very ugly man drawing Eve out of Adam’s side. In St. Maria Formosa, at
Venice, there are on the dome and above the altar, two portraits of elderly
gentlemen, both intended for the Eternal Father. In St. Georgio Maggiore,
is the same divine person caricatured as a man with a grey beard, dressed in
red, and wearing a black cloak. Instances are unhappily too abundant, and
the subject appears to be a favorite one for artists; and they seem as free
and easy in the blasphemous work of portraying the great God, whose very
name is to be had in honor, as a signpost dauber in sketching the Marquis
of Granby or a Red Lion. From the mention of the horrible idolatry of
Rome, the mind of the believer turns with disgust and trembling to seek the
aid of the Holy Ghost, that it may recover from the impuritv engendered by
the sight of such iniquity. O God of heaven and earth! scatter those who
are seeking to restore Antichrist in our land, and to bring back the
superstition which provoke thy wrath.
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It is further worthy of remark, that neither nature nor revelation set up
rival objects for human worship; they both bid us worship God alone. As
the grandeur of the mountains and the plenty of the valleys are alike due to
the Almighty Lord, so both alike proclaim his praise. Creation has no altars
for creature-worship. Heaven and earth are full of thy glory, O God, and
they have no vacuum to be filled with the glories of Mary, or the honors of
St. Mark! “The heavens declare the glory of God, and the firmament
showeth his handy-work ;” there is not so much as a corner left to declare
the glory of Domenic or Francis. The Inspired Book is equally
monopolizing. It has not a line in which adoration or worship is rightly
offered to any but the one Lord. Gabriel cries to Mary, “Hail thou that art
highly favored!” but beyond this cheerful congratulation of one, who, like
other favored sinners had learned to rejoice in God her Savior, nothing was
uttered which can be forced into the service of Mariolaters. In every
inspired book the Lord only is exalted, and as clear as the sun at noon-day
the truths are that the Lord alone is to be worshipped as the only God, and
that Jesus only is to be sought unto as the propitiation for sin and the
Mediator with God. How different is Popery. We have seen this week,
hundreds of times, big dolls dressed up in tawdry finery, holding smaller
dolls in their hands, actually worshipped as the Virgin and Child; we have
seen rotaries kiss an ebony, ivory, or tortoiseshell cross, and press their lips
to the feet of images supposed to represent the Redeemer. We have been
present when thousands bowed before a wafer, and have seen skeletons,
old bones, and rotten rags exposed as objects of reverence. The most
shameless of all Popish idolatries, practiced everywhere, in the corners of
the streets, by the canal side, on the night way, and in churches and chapels
innumerable, is the worship of Mary. She sits enthroned as the Papist’s
goddess; miracles are professed to be wrought at her shrines; and the many
silver hearts which hang before her altars as votive offerings, show how
numerous are the admirers of this feminine idol. What would the apostles
say to this worship of her to whom the Master said, “Woman, what; have
It do with thee? Mine hour is not yet come?” If Mary had created the
heavens and the earth, and had redeemed men by her blood, she could not
have more reverence and worship paid to her than is given by Papists. To
her they impute, all the glories, which we are wont to ascribe to the Son. of
God; she is their consolation, joy, and hope; the tower of David, the lily
among thorns, the ark of the covenant, the anchor of the soul, the queen of
heaven, and a thousand other things; but time would fail us to utter a tithe
of the sounding praises with which Mary has the misfortune to dishonored
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by Popish idolatry. She. is adored as conceived, without, sin and as caught
up to heaven, neither of which fables have the slightest scriptural
foundation She is pictured as crowned by the Father in heaven, and having
the moon under feet, and the stars about her head, in fact there is no limit
to the honors lavished upon her. Saints and saintesses without number we
observed in our wanderings, many of whom we have not the pleasure of
knowing much about; St. Lucy, St. Pantaleon, St. Rocco, St. Bruno, St.
Costoo, and a host of other ladies and gentlemen have chapels and shrines
to themselves; and there is one female named St. Katherine, who is
infamously represented in the Palace of the Doge, at Venice, as being
married to the infant Jesus, who is named in the act of putting the ring
upon the finger of his bride. If Rome believes in one God, she openly
worships a thousand others with far more visible devotion, Whatever her
creed may be, the spirit of her outward performances and displays strikes
the beholder at once as polytheistic. If Paul were now at Antwerp, or with
us at Lugano, Verona, or Venice, his spirit might be stirred within him as at
Athens; for he would see cities wholly given to idolatry. To us, Romanism
seems as unlike God’s universe, as it is undoubtedly unlike God’s Word.
We think every candid observer might see that it is so. We are content to
leave this question with any man of common sense, and we are mistaken if
he can see any resemblance between the glorious unity of homage paid to
the great and only wise God by his works and his Word, and the adoration
to the many objects of reverence set up by worse than heathen superstition
in Popish lands.


Men of understanding tell us, that God’s universe has in it no superfluities,
no unnecessary existencies which have no purpose but ostentation. For the
tiniest animalculae, as surely as for the eagle and the horse, there is a use
and a purpose France was on the verge of famine because her peasants so
industry murdered the small birds, that hordes of caterpillars and insects
invaded the land, and threatened to devour the crops. When the dodo and
dinoris had been exterminated in the islands of the South Sea, men
wreaked a horrible revenge upon themselves for outraged nature, by
playing the cannibal with one another. The universe wastes nothing upon
mere display; it is ever lovely and sublime, but never showy and
pretentious. Glorious as is the tempest, it has its end and purpose, and is as
much bound to the chariot of utility as the ox to the plough of the
husbandman. The thunder is no mere rolling of drums in the march of the
God of armies, and the lightening is no vain flashing, of heavens word of
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state. The tints of flowers cannot be said to be given only to please the eye,
but that they may enable the flowers to absorb that part of light which is
most useful to them; certainly neither rose nor violet bear any appearance
of having been painted for effect, they wear their charms as part and parcel
of themselves and not as laid upon them by trick of art. Forms of beauty,
varieties of perfume, melodies of sound, and delicacies of taste, have all a
purpose above and beyond that which lies upon the surface; at any rate
they are not like the gilt in the salon of a cafe, intended simply and only to
attract attention. If Judas himself should ask of wisely provident nature, as
he saw her seemingly lavish expenditure, “To what purpose is this waste?”
she could account for ever- farthing, although her sons have not yet
learned to do so for her. The same truth strikes all Bible readers. We have
in Sacred Writ no superfluous miracle, no wonder for mere wondering’s
sake; no language studied for effect of pompous oratory and the glitter of
elocution; no doctrine taught without a practical end and aim. Jesus is ever
the Prince of economists, and when his bounty is largest, he commands his
disciples to gather up the fragments which remain, that nothing may be
lost; he did not create so much as a crust for the purpose of show, there
was a needs-be for all. His honored servant, the apostle of the Gentiles,
could say to the Corinthians,


“And I, brethren, when I came to you, came not with excellency of
speech or of wisdom, declaring unto you the testimony of God. For
I determined not to know any thing among you, save Jesus Christ,
and him crucified. And I was with you in weakness, and in fear, and
in much trembling. And my speech and my preaching was not with
enticing words of man’s wisdom, but in demonstration of the Spirit
and of power: that your faith should not stand in the wisdom of
men, but in the power of God.” (1 Corinthians 2:1-5.)


He could truly say “-Seeing then that we have such hope, we use great
plainness of speech (2 Corinthians in. 12.) A hundred years ago, a learned
lady wrote after traveling in Popish countries: “The glare and foppery and
childishness of the ornaments of the Churches are beyond what anything
but the testimony of my own eyes could have given me any idea of. The
decorations of the altars are much more fit for the toilette of a fine lady,
than for a place dedicated to the solemn service of religion. I am quite sick
of looking at so much tinsel, and such a variety of colifichets. Most of the
images are such mere dolls, that one would think the children would cry for
them. Even the high altars are decorated with such a profusion of silly
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gewgaw finery as one would think better adapted to the amusement of girls
and boys, than to inspire sentiments of devotion.” Her words need no
alteration as a description of the present state of things. Sitting in a Church
at Lugano studying an extraordinary painting, we heard the trampling of
feet and the voice of chanting, and putting aside the curtain, two boys
entered, heading a procession, and bearing each a lamp containing a candle.
The sun shone brightly, and the tallow burned ignominiously. A short time
after, another procession paced the streets, consisting of men and boys,
each holding candies, none of which answered any end in the worship of
God, and could not tend to glorify him. Within the Churches are artificial
flowers, tawdry banners, tinsel decorations, flaming pillars of tallow, etc,
etc.; none of which reminded the beholder of the man whose dress was a
garment without a seam; and could not suggest a remembrance of the
fishermen, and the simplicity of the gospel of Christ, except by way of
contrast. Priests in blue, scarlet, yellow, pink, and all the colors of the
rainbow, wearing lace, embroidery, and jewels, ministering amid clouds of
incense at altars beflowered and bedizened with gewgaws and trickeries, ax
far from congruous with the sublime simplicities of nature, or the plain
teachings of the Son of Man. Sit down upon the mountain’s side, where
blooms sheathery couch for your rest, look beneath upon hillsides clad with
forests, and valleys laughing with plenty; look above upon snowy peak and
sailing cloud, mark the glorious naturalness to all around you; take out
your pocket Testament and read a chapter, note the simple language in
which it arrays its profoundest teaching and the unadorned beauty of its
spirit, and then, closing your book and leaving the prospect, regard {hat
shrine containing a swarthy Mary, or a hideous crucifix, daubed with many
colors and decked with. childish ornaments; or if you will, enter yonder
Church and note the motley in which the performers are clad, the finery
and adornment of the altars, the candles, the censers, the genuflexions, the
bell-ringings, the mummeries and the whole performance, and you will
never forget the diversity and absolute contrariety of the two spirits which
dwell without and within Truth is the atmosphere of God’s world and
Word, and falsehood is the element of Popery. Truth wears no paint upon
her cheek; she is most adorned when unadorned the most; varnish and
tinsel she disdains; her glory is herself, her beauty is her own perfection;
she needs no meretricious charms: but Popery, like Jezebel, must paint her
face and tire her head, for she is haggard and uncomely, therefore is she
well pictured in the Revelation as a woman arrayed in purple and scarlet
color, and decked with gold, and precious stones, and pearls.
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One more thought strikes us. The genius of nature and of the New
Testament is the same as to the universal consecration of all places and
things.


“For the earth is the Lord’s, and the fullness thereof.”
(1 Corinthians 10:26.)


In creation, everything is hallowed unto the Lord by the loving and
sanctified heart. No defile, however dark, is evil; no wilderness, however
dismal, is unholy. Everywhere the Shekinah of God’s presence shines upon
believing eyes. Our Father’s universe is all holy now that the blood has
fallen upon Calvary, and the whole creation waiteth for the result of that
redemption in which it has its share. Those things which once were
unhallowed and forbidden, are now purified to Christian men; the vision of
Peter was not for him alone; four-footed beasts of the earth, and wild
beasts, and creeping things, and fowls of the air, are now no more unclean,
for a voice speaks to us out of heaven, saying, What God hath cleansed,
that call not thou common” (Acts 10:15.) Spiritual ears can hear all things
praising God, and spiritual eyes can see all things clothed in the vestments
of adoration. Those creatures which are least esteemed among men, and
are even objects of terror or abhorrence, are admitted to the chorus of
God’s praise equally with the most admired and cherished. That same
Psalm villages, and village spires, orchards, and vineyards, alps and alpine
snows,” one could not but exclaim, “Here God has been and is.” Nor less
have our souls learned to worship beneath the walls of ancient Bergarno,
or within the shade of the turrets of Verona, or in this “glorious city in the
sea.” Italy, from sea to sea, has bidden us exult in our Jehovah’s name; and
when we gazed upon the Adriatic from the shores of Lido, there came
from the land of the rising sun borne on the rippling waves, whispers of
Him who blesses all the earth. Far from our soul be that base faith which
would cast its spell over us, and drag us from the freedom of the gospel to
be ensnared with its witcheries, and enslaved with its falsehoods.


If the reader would see Rome’s pomp and glory as we have seen it, he will
not need to travel, for he will find her photograph in the chapter which
proceeded her coming and predicts her doom. It is the eighteenth in the
Revelation of John. The evil spirit of Popery ascended not from the depths
without the foresight of prophecy; those who have deceived the people
arose not without observation : —
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“Ere they came,
Their shadows, stretching far and wide, were known;


And, two that looked beyond the visible sphere,
Gave notice of their coming — he who saw


The Apocalypse, and he of elder time,
Who in an awful vision of the night


Saw the four kingdoms. Distant as they were,
Those holy men, well might they faint with fear!”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST, 1865.


TEN THOUSAND SKULLS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE little village of Glys, at the commencement of the famous Simplon
Road, has a Church large enough to hold its inhabitants, should they all
swell into Brobdignags, and occupy a pew each. When we passed the stone
steps which lead up to the porch, they were strewn with boughs and
blocked up with poles — the raw materials of the rustic finery to be
displayed on. the morrow, which was a high fete day. Inside the very clean
and spacious edifice was an image of the Virgin Mary, very sumptuously
arrayed, and placed upon a litter, so as to be carried about the streets in
solemn procession — just as the heathen of old were wont to do with their
gods. “They lavish gold out of the bag, and weigh silver in the balance,
and’ hire a goldsmith; and he maketh it a god: they fall down, yea, they
worship. They bear him upon the shoulder, they carry him, and set him in
his place, and he standeth.” What made the travelers pause and enter the
Church? Certainly it was no respect for the idols or their shrines, but
curiosity, excited by the grim information that here was a charnel house
filled with skulls, ten thousand or more at a rough computation. Now we
had seen skulls and bones at Chiavenna, all clean and white and carefully
placed, so as to form double-headed eagles, crowns and all sorts of fanciful
devices, and we had also passed bone-houses, where the heads of deceased
villagers, all white as pipe-clay were arranged in orderly rows upon
shelves, labeled with their names and the date of their decease; but ten
thousand at once was a novelty of ghastliness not to be resisted. Was the
information correct as to the number? Did it not sound like a gross
exaggeration? It certainly struck us that we might allow a very liberal
discount upon the sum total of horrors, and yet be perfectly competent; but
we had no necessity to make any deduction, for, like the heads of the sons
of Ahab, they lay before us in two heaps, and were there in full number.
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Under a chapel, which was decorated with scenery and flowers, not unlike
a theater, was the dreary home of the departed.


From its unglazed windows, through the iron bars, peered out thigh bones
and skulls — these were the rear ranks of the army of the dead. We
entered the portal, and for a moment could see nothing but a few skulls on
the title; but when our eyes were accustomed to the gloom, we saw plainly
that on each side of a long chamber was a wall of grinning heads, with a
leg bone under the chin of each; here and there they had fallen down, and
the wall was in need of the sexton’s decorating hand, but for the most part
the pile was complete from floor to ceiling, and was from six to eight feet
thick. A kneeling figure, in plaster, stuck up in the corner, half made us
shiver, as it seemed to rise up from the floor of this hall of the dead like a
sheeted ghost. At the far end were the usual appurtenances of Popish
worship, and a comfortable place whereon to kneel amid the many
remembrances of mortality. It was hard to avoid a sickening feeling in the
midst of this mass of decay, but in our case this was overcome by wonder
at the want of human tenderness in the religion which allows such needless
and heartless exposure of the sacred relics of mortality. There they were,
by dozens, on the floor, the skulls of old and young, male and female, and
one could scarce avoid kicking against them; while, by hundreds, the grim
congregation grinned from the wall on either side. Abraham said, “Bury my
dead out of my sight,” and one felt that his desire was natural, decent,
tender, and manlike; but of that horrible collection, open to the bat or the
dog, or to every idle passer-by, what could be said but that they were, an
abomination and an offense.


To what purpose have we brought our reader into this region of
desolation. It is that he may ask, as we did, the question; “Who slew all
these?” These thousands are but as the small dust of the balance,
compared with the mountains of death’s prey. These are but the ashes of
the generations of one small hamlet — -what vast mausoleum could
contain the departed inhabitants of our great cities — the millions of
Nineveh, Babylon, Rome, London, Pekin? What a mighty Alp might be
formed of the corpses of the men of vast and populous empires, who these
thousands of years have been born only to die! Surely the dust, which
daces in the summer’s sun, is never free from atoms once alive and human.
The soil we tread, the water we drink, the food we eat, the air we breathe,
in all these there must, doubtless, be particles once clothing an immortal
soul. In lovely flower, and singing bird, and flitting insect, there may be,
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perhaps, there must be, crumbling elements of mortal flesh and bone, new
moulded by the Master-hand. How perpetually does that question press
itself upon us — Whence came the shafts which so surely reach the heart
of life, and lay humanity in rotting heaps? Men of skeptical views have
appealed to science, and have tried to shew that death is an inevitable law
of nature, and is to be viewed as a matter of course, having no more to do
with sin or holiness than the fall of a stone by gravitation; but we are
content with the divine teaching, that “by man came death.” We confess
that it is more than possible that creatures expired in agony and pain long
before the time of man; but is it quite so clear that what may have occurred
in periods before our age, upon animals alone, can be made to contradict a
statement which relates to man, and to man only? From whatever cause
animals may or may not die, the fact that man dies, as the result of Adam’s
sin, is not affected thereby. For now we know, the law of morality might
have ruled over all non-intellectual creatures, and man made in the image
of his Maker, night have remained immortal evermore. Such a state of
things probably never did exist, but it is enough for our inquiry that it
might have been so, and that the supposition is not irrational.


If it be contended that the condition of the animal creation is bound up
with the state and position of man, — without venturing into speculations,
we are quite willing to accept the statement, and yet we are not at all
perplexed by the fact of death before sin, and the doctrine that death is the
result of sin. He who foresees and foreordains all things, has old
constituted the creation, upon the foresight of that death which he
foreknew would reign, as the result of sin, over man and the creatures
linked with him. Had not sin and death been foreseen, as part of the great
epic of earth’s history, it may be that there had been no brute creation at
all, or else an undying one; but since the existence of evil in man, and his
consequent fall, was a portion of the great scheme of his, cry which was
always present before the divine mind, he made the world a fitting stage for
the triumphs of his redeeming love, by permitting the creation to groan and
travail under subjection to vanity, in solemn harmony with the foreknown
state of fallen man.


We are not disposed to accept all the statements of geologists as facts, but
even if we were credulous to the last degree concerning their discoveries,
we should still hold the Bible, in its every jot and tittle, with unrelaxing
grasp, and should only set our brain to work to find ways of reconciling
fact and revelation, without denying either. We unhesitatingly accept the
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inspired declaration, that “sin, when it is finished, bringeth forth death.”
What a view of the evil and mischief of sin have we here in this charnel-
house! What a murderer is transgression! What a deadly poison is iniquity.
O earth, earth, earth, scarce canst thou cover the slain! Thy caverns reek
with death! And as for thee, O sea, thy waves are glutted with the bodies
of the mariners, whom thou hast swallowed up! Sin is the great man-
slayer! Red-handed, with garments dyed in blood, sin stalks; through the
land, and leaves its awful tracks in tears, and pains, and graves, and
charnel-houses, such as this; would God it were no worse; but, alas, we
must complete the picture, its trail is eternal damnation, it kindles the
flames of Topher, which burn even to the lowest; hell.


A gleam of sunlight strays into the gloomy assembly of the dead, and as
our eye drinks it in, our heart cheerfully hears another question? “Can these
dry bones live?” So dry, so chalklike, so pierced by worms, so broken, so
powdered, so scattered, so mixed up with other existences — blown by the
winds, ground into dust, carried along by streams, lost, forgotten,
unknown, can these dry bones live. As the top of one great mountain may
be seen from another which towers to an equal height, so this one question
may be breasted in all its greatness by another, and as the second, inquiry
deals with a familiar fact, it may ease the difficulties which faith and reason
may find in the first: Have these dry bones lived? Is it possible that out of
those sockets looked merry eyes, sparkling with laughter, or orbs of grief,
flowing with tears? Did that hollow globe hold thought and emotion, love
and hate, judgment and imagination? That yawning mouth, did it ever cry,
“Abba, Father,” or chant the Morning Hymn, or utter discourses which
thrilled the, heart? How can it, have been possible? How could mind be
linked with such poor crumbling matter? How could this earthy substance
which men call bone, be in intimate, sentient, and vital connection with. a
soul which thought and. reasoned? As well tell us that stones have walked,
that rocks have danced, that mountains have fought in battle, as that spirits,
full of intellectual and emotional power, have once quickened this poor
brittle day; nay, more, walking, dancing, and fighting, are actions which
brutes might perform, and involve no exercise of judgment and emotion,
and therefore the wonder would not be so great as this before us, when we
see that hollow circular box made of earth, and know that it was once
essential to intellect and affection. Yet it is certain that these bones once
lived; why not again? It is only because it is usual and common that life
does not strike us as an equal miracle with resurrection. Let the wisest of
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our race attempt to animate the most accurate model which the most
skillful anatomical model could prepare, and he would soon learn his folly.
Omnipotence is needed to produce and maintain one life; granted
omnipotence, and impossibility vanishes, and even difficulty ceases to exist.


Believing that these shall live again, what then? In what body shall they
comer,’ What will be their future, and where? Are these the bones of
saints, and wall they rise all fair and glorious in the image of their exalted
Lord, just as the shriveled seed starts up a lovely flower, begetting and
beautiful? Will they mount from the chrysalis of death into the full imago
of perfection, just as you fly, with rainbow wings, has done? Will they
march, like the ten thousand Greeks, in dense phalanx, from this their
narrow city? And will they know each other in their new condition, and
preserve a manifest identity, even as Moses and Elias did, when they
appeared upon the mount? Many questions, both answerable and
unanswerable, are suggested by these poor relies of humanity. They are
great teachers, these silent sleepers! But it may be more profitable to leave
them all, and our speculations too, and permit one reflection, to abide with
us, as we leave the close and dismal vault for the purer air without; that
reflection is this, “I, too, shall soon be as these are.” It may be, through
the care of kindly survivors, that my body shall rest where no curious
travelers shall gaze thereon; no moralist may muse on death with my skull
in his hand; and yet I must be even as these are. How vain then is life! How
certain is death! Am I ready for eternity? This is the only business worthy
of my care. Go ye vanities to those who are as vain as you are! Thoughtful
men live solemnly, regarding this life as but the robing-room for the next,
the cradle of eternity, the mould wherein their future must be east. If we
rightly think upon this well-known truth, it will haw. been a healthy thing
to visit the chambers of the dead.


On the Sacro Monte, at Varallo, is a supposed imitation of the sepulcher of
the Lord Jesus. It was a singular thing to stoop down and. enter it, of
course finding it empty, like the one which it feebly pictured. What a joyful
word was that of the angel, “He is not here!” Sweet assurance — millions
of the dead are here in the sepulcher, thousands of saints are here in the
grave, but HE is not here. If he had remained there, then all manhood had
been for ever imprisoned in the tomb, but he who died for’ his Church, and
was shut up as her hostage, has risen as her representative, surety and
head, and all his saints; have risen in him, and shall eventually rise like him.
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Farewell, charnel house, thou hast no door now, the imprisoning stone is
rolled away. “O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy victory?”


ACQUA! ACQUA


THE sharp shrill cry of Acqua! Acqua! constantly pierces the ear of the
wanderer in Venice and other towns of sultry Italy. There is the man who
thus invites your attention. Look at him. On his back tie bears a burden of
water, and in his hand a rack of bottles containing essences to flavor the
draught if needed, and glasses to hold the cooling liquid. In the streets of
London he would find but little patronage, but where fountains are few and
the days are hot as an oven, he earns a livelihood and supplies a public
need. The present specimen of water dealers is a poor old man bent
sideways, by the weight of his daily burden. He is worn out in al! but his
voice, which is truly startling in its sharpness and distinctness. At our call
he stops immediately, glad to drop his burden on the ground, and smiling in
prospect of a customer. He washes’, out a glass for us, fills it with
sparkling water, offers us the tincture which we abhor, puts it back into the
rack again when we shake our head, receives half-a-dozen sold with
manifest gratitude, and trudges away across the square, crying still,
“Acqua, Acqua.” That cry, shrill as it is, has sounded sweetly in the ears of
many a thirsty soul, and will for ages yet to come, if throats and thirst
survive so long. How forcibly it calls to our mind the Savior’s favorite
imagery, in which he compares the grace which he bestows on all who
diligently seek it, to ‘:’ living water;” and how much that old man: is like
the faithful preacher of the word, who, having filled his vessel at the well,
wears himself’ out by continually bearing the burden of the Lord, and
crying “Water, Water!” amid crowds of sinners, who must drink or die.
Instead of the poor Italian water-bearer, we see before us the man of God,
whose voice is heard in the chief places of cone, course, proclaiming the
divine invitation, “He, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters!”
until he grows grey in the service, and raven say “Surely those aged limbs
have need of rest”; yet rest he courts not, but pursues his task of mercy;
never laying down his charge till he lays down his body, and never ceasing
to work until he ceases to live.


At the door of Saint Mark’s Cathedral, we bought a glass of what should
have been the pure element, but when we began to drink, a pungent flavor
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of something which had previously been in the glass, made us leave the rest
of our purchase, thirsty though we were. The water was good enough, but
the vessel which held it imparted an evil taste to it; the like has often
happened in the ministry, the gospel preached has been true and divine, but
the unhallowed Savior of an inconsistent life, or a bitter disposition, has
marred the sweetness of the, word. May all of us by whom the Lord hands
out the water of life, see that we are clean and pure in conversation; vessels
fit for the Master’s use. Men who are very thirsty will drink out of any cup,
however dirty; but no conceivable advantage can arise from filth, and
hundreds will turn away from the water because of it, and thus a very
faulty ministry may be useful because of the truth contained in it, but its
sinfulness can do no good, and may serve as an excuse to the ungodly for
refusing the gospel of Christ.


In the square of the Doge’s Palace are two wells, from which the sellers of
water obtain their stock-in-trade, but we can hardly compare either of them
with the overflowing spring from which the preacher of righteousness
draws his supplies. One of the wells is filled artificially and is not much
used for drinking, since the coldness and freshness of water springing
naturally from earth’s deep fountains is lacking. It is to be feared that many
preachers depend for their matter upon theological systems, books and
mere learning, and hence their teaching is devoid of the living power and
refreshing influence which is found in communion with “the spring of all
our joys.” The other well yields most delicious water, but its flow is scanty.
In the morning it is full, but a crowd of eager persons drain it to the
bottom, and during the ,day as it rises by driblets, every drop is contended
for and borne away, long before there is enough below to fill a bucket. In
its excellence, continuance and naturalness, this well might be a fair picture
of the grace of our Lord Jesus, but it fails to set him forth from its poverty
of supply. He has a redundance, an overflow, an infinite fullness, and there
is no possibility of his being exhausted by the draughts made upon him,
even though ten thousand times ten thousand should come with a thirst as
deep as the abyss. We could not help saying “Spring up, a well,” as we
looked over the margin covered with copper, into which, strings and ropes
— continually used by the waiting many — had worn deep channels. Very
little of the coveted liquid was brought; up each time, but the people were
patient, and their tin vessels went up and down as fast as there was a cupful
to be had. O that men were half as diligent in securing the precious gifts of
the Spirit, which are priceless beyond compare. Alas, how few have
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David’s thirst for the well of Bethlehem. The cans sent down had very
broad sides, so that they dropped down fiat upon the bottom of the well,
and were drawn up less than half full; large vessels would have been
useless, and so, indeed, would small ones, if they had not been made to lie
quite down upon their sides, along what we must call the floor of the well,
and had they have been erect they would not have received a drop.
Humility is always a profitable grace; pride is always as useless as it is
Coolish. Only by bowing our minds to the utmost before the Lord, can we
expect to receive his mercy, for he promises grace unto the humble in that
same verse which foretells his resistance of the proud. If there be grace
anywhere, contrite hearts will get it. The lower we can fall, the sooner will
the springing water of grace reach us, and the more completely shall we be
filled with it.


It would be a great misfortune for those who buy their water in the streets,
if the itinerant vendors should begin to fill their casks and bottles from.
muddy streams. At Botzen, in the Tyrol, we saw many fountains running
with a liquid of a very brown color; and a seller of such staff might cry
“Acqua” very long and very loudly before we should partake of his
dainties. Sundry divines in our age have become weary of the old-fashioned
well of which our fathers drank, and would fain have us go to their Abana
and Pharpar, but we are still firm in the belief that the water from the rock
has no rival, and we shall not, we hope, forsake it for any other. May the
Lord send to our happy land more simple gospel, more Christ-exalting
doctrine, more free-grace teaching, more distinct testimony to droning
blood and eternal love. In most of the Swiss villages there are streaming
fountains by the dozen, and the pure liquid is to be had at every corner;
may we yet, see the Word of God as abundantly distributed in every town,
village, and hamlet in England. Meanwhile, having recorded the prayer, we
resolve by divine grace, to cry more loudly than ever,


“Acqua! Acqua!”
C.C.S.


A GENTLE REMINDER.


WE, have felt a vehement desire that in connection with our magazine, we
should accomplish work for the Lord; real, substantial, useful work, which
would make it worth while to have had a magazine at all. The thought
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struck us, that our readers might feel called upon to aid in relieving the
needs of our great and sinful city of London, and that we might achieve the
erection of four places of worship in the year 1865. We are now arrived at
the eighth month of the year, and we are fearful that our project will
scarcely be accomplished. Owing to the generosity and diligence of our
friend Mr. John Olney, we may consider the chapel at Ealing as a fact, for
if the immediate friends of that interest exert themselves as they should do,
they will be able to open the place free of debt. To the second building at
Bermondsey, our friends at the Tabernacle have contributed with their
usual generosity, so that their £500 is waiting for the laying of the stone:
towards our own £500, we have £250 given by one noble donor, and
several contributions from friends at a distance, but added together they
fall short of the mark. However, of this we shall not complain, but must
make an effort to complete the sum we guaranteed, and so we put the
second chapel down as a fact. The third is; to be built at Redhill, near
Reigate, and here again Mr. John Olney has planned the matter with great
skill, and we trust the plan will be carried out. Of the fourth I shall say
nothing, for without the assistance of the many, and especially those at a
distance, we must not venture upon it. Friends at home have done their fair
share and more, the work must now pause, unless others are raised up to
help. Millions in and round London are perishing for lack of the word, and
the great want with us is places in which to preach it. The bazaar is
postponed till Christmas. Many friends may be working for it, but it must
be very secretly, for we have had only one intimation of assistance, and
therefore suppose that friends are otherwise engaged. We shall be glad to
hear from friends who are working, so as to know how to proceed, and we
have yet hope that this will prove a success.


During the months of May and June the treasury of the College was nearly
drained dry. By reference to the monthly report it will be seen that with a
constant outflow of about £80 per week, scarcely more than £40 came in
to supply it. Faith sees in this no discouragement, for the Lord has
provided and will provide for what is proved to be his work by the manifest
blessing resting upon it; but we think it right to let the Lord’s stewards
know the needs of his work, that they may know when to aid it. He who
conducts these works with a single eye to God’s glory, desires to leave
them at the foot of his Master’s throne with the prayer, “ thy kingdom
come, thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven”
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DR. CAMPBELL ON MR. SPURGEON’S
BAPTISMAL REGENERATION SERMONS


WE felt not a little grieved at the indistinct utterances of Dr. Campbell
while the Baptismal Regeneration controversy was raging around us, and
we did not fail to say some very strong things upon the subject. In our
feelings of reset at the doctor’s singular tenderness for the Recordite party,
and his apathy in defense of the truth on that occasion, we know that
thousands of our friends deeply sympathized, and it needed a remembrance
of all the veteran warrior’s former services to the good old cause to
maintain him in the high position of esteem in which the most of us have
held him. For our own part, we felt driven more completely to look to the
strong for strength, and obtained an exceedingly vivid impression of that
text, “Cease ye from man whose breath is in his nostrils, for wherein is he
to be accounted of.” Our friend has now published his letters on Baptismal
Regeneration, and prefaced them with an introduction, which we think it
simple justice to him to reproduce in our pages. We accept it as the
amende honorable, and trust that our friends will do the same. Like the
letters themselves, the introduction is written with a heavy quill, and rather
too much ink is laid on here and there, especially in our own praise and in
excuses for the Evangelical clergy; but it is well and kindly meant, and
though it gives us more than our due, we believe ourselves entitled to some
little interest on account of the long delay, and shall not therefore raise the
question.


The letters themselves, both as prolonging the conflict, and as a memorial
of the struggle, deserve an extensive circulation. We are very far from
agreeing with all the statements and opinions advanced in them, and we do
not think them equal to other productions from the same vigorous pen, but,
still we estimate them very highly, and trust that in certain quarters
inaccessible to us they will work a lasting Food. The volume is published
by Mr. John Snow at a cheap price. Here is the “Introduction:” —


“The present publication originated in the sermon of the Rev. Charles
Haddon Spurgeon on Baptismal Regeneration, which led to an excitement
far exceeding everything of the sort known in our times. One portion of the
Christian public approved, and another condemned the discourse, and both
with equal fervor. The result was the publication of an incredible number of
letters, sermons, and pamphlets, and a large amount of discussion, both in
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the general and in the religious Press. Some of the combatants, were men
of ability and information, but none begirded themselves for a thorough
and yet popular discussion of the subject. All seemed satisfied with an
ephemeral expression of opinion on the one side or the other.


“It was known to many, that between Mr. Spurgeon and myself there had
long been an intimate and cordial friendship, proofs and illustrations of
which, on my part, had from time to time appeared in the columns of the
British Standard, and other publications under my control. :In his early
days I stood by him, when his advocates in the Press were neither
numerous nor, with one or two honorable exceptions, efficient, while his
adversaries were both unscrupulous and powerful. Some surprise
accordingly was felt by our mutual friends, that I was not among the first
to place myself at his side. They were at a loss to account for my seeming
apathy; but in this they were guided by feeling rather than by judgment;
they did not reflect that the state of things was entirely altered. Mr.
Spurgeon was no longer a tender sapling that might receive benefit from
the friendly shade of an elder tree, but an oak of the forest, whose roots
had struck deep in the earth, and whose thick and spreading boughs bade
defiance to the hurricane. They forgot that Mr. Spurgeon alone was more
than a match for all his adversaries. Besides, a passing newspaper article,
however strong or telling, although it might have gratified our mutual
friends, would have been of small importance to the cause which I had so
much at heart — the correction and purification of the Liturgy of the
Established Church. My mind had been familiar with the subject, and often
painfully exercised by it, for a quarter of a century. I had, besides, written
much concerning it in various channels, and in divers forms; and not,
satisfied with these ephemeral efforts, a few years back I embodied my
views at length, in a volume entitled ‘Popery and Puseyism.’ The Spurgeon
controversy, however, led to the determination to deal with the question of
Baptismal Regeneration on a scale more expanded, and in a manner more
multifarious, definite and conclusive. Leaving Mr. Spurgeon, therefore —
who did not want for able and zealous auxiliaries, both in pamphlets and
sermons, although he required them not — I determined to come forth in a
series of Articles in the British Standard, which extended over a period of
seventeen weeks. These articles constitute the present volume.


“Although the series was headed, ‘ The Rev. C. H. Spurgeon and the
Clergy,’ no attempt was made to decide between the contending parties.
conducted the discussion on an independent footing, as much so as if Mr.
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Spurgeon had neither published, nor preached his memorable sermon. I
nevertheless carefully examined everything that appeared, whether for or
against him, as well as a multitude of publications that had been previously
issued. As the chief bulwark of the Evangelical Clergy, I finally betook
myself to the huge work of Dr. Geede, Dean of Ripen, and traveled very
carefully through its six hundred closely-printed pages, in order to obtain a
clear conception of its complex and multifarious contents. Having
completed this part of my task, I next sat down to a thorough reperusal of
Mr. Spurgeon’s celebrated discourses on ‘Baptismal Regeneration,’ ‘ The
Book of Common Prayer Weighed in the Balances of the Sanctuary,’ ‘The
Duty of Going Forth and Bearing Reproach,’ and ‘ True Unity Promoted,’
with the Letters addressed by Mr. Spurgeon to the Evangelical Alliance,
and to the Christian public, respectively. It will thus be seen that I have
gone about the matter with at least some measure of the care and labor
required in a matter so momentous, from its involving interests so
tremendous, alike as affecting both time and eternity. I have now,
therefore, I humbly submit, some right to express an opinion upon the
results of my inquiry; and this I shall do without the slightest regard to sect
or party, friend or foe.


“In my view, then, the statements of Mr. Spurgeon, as to the general
doctrine, in point of accuracy, are unimpeachable; truth has obviously,
from first to last, been the sole object of his inquiry.


“His argument also is, in my view, clear, cogent, and unanswerable. “His
complaints and remonstrances are, I think, well-founded, and such as
deserve the candid and serious consideration of those to whom they are
addressed.


“His appeals and protests are, nevertheless, occasionally marked by an
acritude of spirit, fitted to startle, scandalize, and exasperate.


“His style, too, more especially in the first discourse, is vehement and
trenchant in a manner which has rarely been exceeded. His conceptions of
the enormity of the evil in question are most vivid, and his convictions are
in consequence exceedingly strong. The power Of the discourse, however,
arises less from its logical than from its rhetorical qualities. The error has
been exposed and exploded in a manner the most convincing a thousand
times, but never I believe was it exhibited to the public eye with coloring so
vivid, and never was it pressed home on the clerical conscience with a
force no thrilling, resistless and terrible! But even Mr. Spurgeon’s clinching
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logic, apart from his devastating eloquence, would have left things very
much as it found them. In that case Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster, the
publishers, would not have had to report the unparalleled issue of 350,000
copies of these discourse,;. Mr. Spurgeon’s opponents have been so
dazzled, I might almost say concerning some of them, so infuriated by the
daring drapery, as to lose sight of the subject-matter. They have merged
the essentials in the circumstantial. There has, I think, been a mutual
oversight. Neither party has duly estimated the position of the other Mr.
Spurgeon, in my view, has not made the allowance, which equity and
charity required, and which is made in the following articles, for the
Clergy’; and the Clergy have not made the allowance, the large allowance,
for which we equally contend, on behalf of Mr. Spurgeon, whose training
has been thoroughly scriptural, and in all points and-Romanist. They have
not, moreover, duly estimated the condition of a gentleman still far short of
manhood’s prime, a gentleman endowed with great powers and strong
passions, holding farthing the midst of five thousand hearts beating in
unison with his own, and with ten thousand admiring eyes converged upon
him. The case of such a man is extraordinary, unparalleled, and when
placed in the balances of critical judgment and severe propriety, charity
apart, it is, I contend, but just and fair to make a very large allowance for
strong language, language stronger than I could have used; but,-with his
talents, temperament, views, and convictions, and placed in his
circumstances, I might have spoken as he spake, without at all feeling that I
had violated the strict rules of verity’, justice, and Christian propriety.


“But this is not all. Mr. Spurgeon is, I think, more sinned against than
sinning. The Dean of Ripon, Dr. Goode, has thought it consistent with his
character and office, with truth and decency, to attack Mr. Spurgeon in the
following terms:—


“‘As to that young minister who is now raving against the Evangelical
clergy on this point, it is to be regretted that so much notice has been taken
of his railings. He is to be pitied, because his entire want of acquaintance
with theological literature leaves him utterly unfit for the determination of
such a question, which is a question, not of mere doctrine, but of what may
be called historical theology; and his charges are just a parallel to those
which the Romanists would bring against himself as well as others for the
interpretation of the words, ‘This is my body.’ But were he a wiser man
than he is, he would know better what his qualifications are for passing
judgment on such a point, and be willing to learn from such facts, among
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others, as the Gorham Judgment and the cases of Mr. Maskell and Mr.
Mozley, what ground there is for his charges against the Evangelical
clergy. Let him hold and enforce his own view of doctrine as he pleases;
but when he undertakes to determine what; is the exclusive meaning of the
Book of Coramort Prayer, and brings a charge of dishonesty against those
who take a different view of that meaning from what he does, he only
shows the presumptuous self-confidence with which he is prepared to
pronounce judgment upon matters of which he is profoundly ignorant. To
hold a controversy with him upon the subject would be to as little purpose
as to attempt to hold a logically-constructed argument with a child
unacquainted with logical terms’


Now this I hold to be a very serious matter, and! call upon every man of
sense and candor, whether Churchman or Dissenter, who has carefully read
the discourses of Mr. Spurgeon, to say if he has found there in ought to
demand, or to justify this outburst of arrogance, insolence, and contempt!
The most fervid — and if the reader will so have it — the roast ferocious
utterances of Mr. Spurgeon are polite, and even courtly, compared with
the foregoing. Dean Goode, as a scholar, knows the meaning of the terms’,
“raving” and “railing” and, therefore, cannot plead ignorance. He is,
moreover, a man in the mellow autumn of human life, not carried away by
youthful fire; he also wrote his invective in the calm retreat of his own
deanery, and did not, like Mr. Spurgeon, pour it forth under the exciting
influence of breathless thousands; so that in his case there is not a single
mitigating circumstance. His attack is clearly a studied attempt to wound
the feelings, to stab the character, and to blast the influence of one of the
most useful and honored ministers of the century.


Dr. Goode is so full of the Cathedral, that he cannot see so tiny an object
as the Metropolitan Tabernacle. That fabric, however, with its manifold
adjuncts, is the wonder — I might say the glory — of Christendom. Is Dr.
Goode quite sure that it does not bring more honor to God in the salvation
of men than all the cathedrals of the realm? Is Dr. Goode quite sure that
Charles Haddon Spurgeon does not, in the course of a single year, publish
a larger measure of Gospel truth, and address a greater number of
perishing men, several times over, than all the Deans of England?


“Dr. Goode regrets that so much ‘notice’ has been taken of Mr. Spurgeon.
as if alarmed lest that gentleman should be: lifted up to a celebrity which he
could not otherwise command. The Dean betrays a sad lack of
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acquaintance with the living world around him. Has he let to learn that the
fame of Spurgeon has filled both hemispheres, and that his readers and
admirers are counted by the million? As to ‘pity,’ it is a precious
commodity, and Dr. Goode had better reserve it for those — he knows
them well — who require it more than Mr. Spurgeon. With respect to his
‘acquaintance with theological literature,’ I have no hesitation in declaring
my belief that a portion of the Bishops, with not a few of the dignified
Clergy, might, with special advantage, sit at Mr. Spurgeon’s feet.


“Again, with all respect for Dr. Goode, I submit that Baptismal
Regeneration is a ‘question of doctrine,’ and not of ‘ historical theology.’
Before such a theology was extant or possible, Baptism was perfectly
understood, and it had been administered to millions, It is a question purely
of the New Testament, as interpreted by the grammar and the lexicon — a
question, with the settlement of which “historical theology” has nothing to
do. Dr. Goode is deservedly considered a master of that ‘theology,’ and he
has also written upon it one of: the most elaborate treatises in the English
language — a treatise which, as already stated, I have studied with the
utmost care and candor, but, I must say, with very little benefit. It is the
fruit of much labor, and not a little learning; but nothing has been done,
that I have been able. to perceive, to establish truth, or to correct error,
with respect to the subject of Baptismal Regeneration.


Every sentence of Dr. Goode’s onslaught on Mr. Spurgeon would warrant,
if’ it does not demand, the severest remonstrance; but I for-hear. Still, I
deeply regret that a gentleman of Dean Goode’s character, learning, and
position, should have so completely forgotten what was due to himself, to
his office, to his Church, and to his religion, to say nothing of Mr.
Spurgeon and the great Non-conforming bodies of these Isles. Evolutions
of insult and scorn ill befit the lips. of men who minister at the altars of the
land.


“The Evangelical Alliance was forward to remonstrate with Mr. Spurgeon.
I should like to know if they acted as promptly and as frankly with Dean
Goode; for, certainly, in the latter case, the matter was much more urgent,
because much more flagrant. If the one deserved to be chastised with
whips, the other deserved to be chastised with scorpions! Mr. Spurgeon, in
reply to the Evangelical Alliance, has expressed himself as follow: —


“‘In my censure I did (at least in my own judgment) avoid all rash
groundless imputations. I have waited long and patiently for signs of
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reform in the ecclesiastical conduct of these brethren, and I have not
spoken until my hopes of their spontaneous repentance have expired. Now
that I have felt constrained to break my long silence, I believe that I have
ground most solid, and reasons most ample for all that I have witnessed
concerning them. I have only considered one part of their public position; I
have not denied their many excellencies, or impeached their uprightness in
other transactions; but upon the one point of subscription I have
deliberately and with good cause upbraided them in unmistakable terms,
and I entirely deny that the former part of your rule at all touches my
conduct.’


Mr. Spurgeon did not enter lightly on the subject of which he treats. tie
says: —


“The burden of the Lord is upon me, and I must deliver my soul. I have
been loth enough to undertake the work, but I am forced to it by an awful
and overwhelming sense of solemn duty. As I am soon to appear before my
Master’s bar, I will this day, if ever in my life, bear my testimony for truth,
and run all risk. I am content to be cast out as evil if it must be so, but I
cannot, I dare not, hold my peace.’


“Thus much by way of explaining the origin and object of the following
sheets. My conscience bearing me witness, they are the fruit of a sincere
desire to promote the real welfare of the Established Church, and of the
most disinterested benevolence towards both her ministers and her people,
The subject is vital not only to her real usefulness, but to her very existence
as a Protestant Institution! The universality of the doctrine of Baptismal
Regeneration will be the sure prelude to her overthrow, and the re-
establishment of the Church of Rome, with all her darkness and bondage,
misery and wickedness! Nothing is more to be dreaded on the subject than
stupid apathy and blind confidence. A disposition to ridicule the idea of
danger, and mock the voice of warning, is a sure and certain preparation
for ruin! THE DOCTRINE OF SALVATION BY SACRAMENTS IS A DEADLY


DELUSION, THE OVERTHROW OF THE GOSPEL, THE DESTRUCTION OF


SOULS, AND THE PATH TO PERDITION!”


DIVINE PROMISES. — Every promise is built upon four pillars:-God’s
justice or holiness, which will not suffer him to deceive; his grace or
goodness, which will not suffer him to forget; his truth, which will not
suffer him to change; and his power, which makes him able to accomplish.
— Salter.
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WE are told that when Alexander, the conqueror of the world was dying,
he gave orders that at his burial his hands should be exposed to public view
that all men might see that the mightiest of men could take nothing with
him when called away by death. The same lesson was taught’ us by Job
when he said, “Naked came I out of my mother’s womb, and naked shall I
return thither.” A mouthful of earth will one day stop the cravings of the
most covetous. This makes the hoarding up of wealth so vain an
occupation. He who died the other day worth three millions and a half, is
now as poor as the beggar whom he passed in the street. “I would not
mind dying,” said a miserly farmer, “if I could take my money with me!”
but when he ceased to breathe he left; all behind him. What folly it is to
spend all one’s time in gathering a heap to leave it so soon. “He heapeth up
riches, and knoweth nor who shall gather them.” How much wiser ;are
they who seek an enduring inheritance which shall be theirs when the stars:
have died out in darkness. Blessed are they whose treasure, is stored up,
where time’s moth cannot eat it, where care’s rust cannot corrode it, and
Where misfortune’s thief cannot steal it.


Dear reader, eternity will soon be your dwelling-place; are you not
concerned to be a possessor of wealth which will enrich you there? If you
have been taught of God to know your own poverty, remember that Jesus.
Christ gives. himself freely to all poverty-stricken sinners who will receive
him. Having him, you will be a peer in heave its realm, and though you will
be buried with empty hands, yet shall you rise again to be rich in all that
makes men eternally blessed. Jesus cries, “Riches and honor are with me;
yea, durable riches and righteousness. My fruit is better than gold, yea,
than fine gold; and my revenue than. choice silver.”
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WHO is this gentleman? You guess him to be a Romish priest; and so
indeed he is, but he is not honest enough to avow it. This, with the
exception of the face, is a correct representation of a clerical gentleman,
well known in the south of England, as a notorious clergyman of that
religious association, which is commonly, but erroneously, called “The
Church of England.” We can assure the reader that our artist has faithfully
given the robes and other paraphernalia with which this person makes a
guy of himself. We beg to ask, what difference there is between this style
and the genuine Popish cut? We might surely quite as well have a bona fide
priest at once, with all the certificates of the Vatican! There seems to be an
unlimited license for papistical persons to do as they please in the Anglican
Establishment. How long are these abominations to be borne with, and
how far are they yet to be carried?


Protestant Dissenters, how can you so often truckle to a Church which is
assuming the rags of the old harlot more and more openly every day?
Alliance with true believers is one thing, but union with a Popish sect is
quite another. Be not ye. partakers with them. Protestantism owed much to
you in past ages, will you not now raise your voice and show the ignorant
and the priest-ridden the tendencies of all these mummeries, and the
detestable errors of the Romish Church and of its Anglican sister.


Evangelical Churchmen, lovers of the Lord Jesus, how long will you
remain in alliance with the defilements of High Churchism? You are mainly
responsible for all the Popery of your Church, for you are its salt and its
stay. Your brethren in Christ cannot but wonder how it is that you can
remain where you are. You know better. You are children of light, and yet
you aid and abet a system by which darkness is scattered all over the land.
Beware, lest you be found in union with Antichrist, when the Lord cometh
in his glory. What a future would be yours if you would shake yourselves
from your alliance with’ Papists and semi-Papists. Come out for Christ’s
sake. Be ye separate, touch not the unclean thing!
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER, 1865


BAND OF LOVE: OR, UNION TO CHRIST


BY C. H. SPURGEON


SYSTEMATIC theologians have usually regarded union to Christ under three
aspects, natural, mystical, and federal, and it may be that these three terms
are comprehensive enough to embrace the whole subject, but as our aim in
this article is simplicity, let us be pardoned if we appear diffuse when we
follow a less concise method.


1. The saints were from the beginning joined to Christ by bands of
everlasting love. Before he took on him their nature, or brought them into
a conscious enjoyment of himself, his heart was set upon their persons, and
his soul delighted in them. Long ere the worlds were made, his prescient
eye beheld his chosen, and viewed them with delight. Strong were the
indissoluble bands of love which then united Jesus to the souls whom he
determined to redeem. Not bars of: brass, or triple steel, could have been
more real and effectual bonds. True love, of all things in the universe, has
the greatest cementing force, and will bear the greatest strain, and endure
the heaviest pressure: who shall tell what trials the Savior’s love has borne,
and how well it has sustained them? Never union more true than this. As
the soul of Jonathan was knit to the soul of David so that he loved David
as his own soul, so was our glorious Lord united and joined to us by the
ties of fervent, faithful love. Love has a most potent power in effecting and
sustaining union, but never does it display its force so well as when we see
it bringing the Maker into oneness with the creature, the divine into
alliance with the human. This, then, is to be regarded as the day-spring of
union, — the love of Christ Jesus the Lord embracing in its folds the whole
of the elected family.


2. There is moreover a union of purpose as wen as of love. By the first we
have seen that the elect are made one with Jesus by the act and will of the
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Son, by the second they are joined to him by the ordination and decree of
the Father. These divine acts are co-eternal. The Son loved and chose his
people to be his own bride, the Father made the same choice, and decreed
the chosen ones for ever one with his all-glorious Son. The Son loved
them, and the Father decreed them his portion and inheritance; the Father
ordained them to be what the San himself did make them.


In God’s. purpose they have been eternally associated parts of one design.
Salvation was the fore-ordained scheme whereby God would magnify
himself, and a Savior was in that scheme from necessity associated with the
persons chosen to be saved. The scope of the dispensation of grace
included both; the circle of wisdom comprehended Redeemer and
redeemed in its one circumference. They could not be dissociated in the
mind and will of the all-planning Jehovah.


“Christ be my first elect,’ he said,
Then chose our souls in Christ, our Head”


The same book which contains the names of the heirs of life contains the
name of their Redeemer. He could not be a Redeemer unless souls had
been given him to redeem, nor could they have been called the ransomed of
the Lord, if he had not engaged to purchase them. Redemption when
determined upon by the God of heaven included in it both Christ and his
people; and hence in the decree which fixed it, they were brought into a
near and intimate alliance.


The foresight of the failed the Divine mind to provide for the catastrophe in
which the elect would have perished, had not their ruin been prevented by
gracious interposition. Hence followed as part of the Divine arrangement
other forms of union, which, besides their immediate object in salvation,
had doubtless a further design of illustrating the condescending alliance
which Jesus had formed with his chosen. The next and following points are
of this character.


3. Jesus is one with his elect federally. As in Adam, every heir of flesh and
blood has a personal interest, because he is the covenant head and
representative of the race as considered under the law of works; so under
the law of grace, every redeemed soul is one with the Lord from heaven,
since he is the Second Adam, the Sponsor and Substitute of the elect in the
new covenant of love. The apostle Paul declares that Levi was in the loins
of Abraham when Melchizedek met him: it is a certain truth that the,
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believer was in the loins of Jesus Christ, the Mediator, when in old eternity
the covenant settlements of grace were decreed, ratified, and made sure for
ever. Thus, whatever Christ hath done, he hath wrought for the whole
body of his Church. We were crucified in him and buried with him, (Read
Colossians 2:10 — 13,) and to make it still more: wonderful, we are risen
With him and have even ascended with him to the seats on high. (Ephesians
2:6.) It is thus that the Church has fulfilled the law, and is “accepted in the
beloved” It is thus that she is regarded with complacency by the just
Jehovah, for he views her in Jesus, and does not look upon her as separate
from her covenant head. As the ‘anointed Redeemer of Israel, Christ Jesus
has nothing distinct from his Church, but all that he has he holds for her.
Adam’s righteousness’, was ours as long as he maintained it, and his sin
was ours the moment that he committed it; and in the same manner, all that
the Second Adam is or does, is ours as well as his, seeing that lie is our
representative. Here is the foundation of the covenant of grace. This
gracious system of representation and substitution, which moved Justin
Martyr to cry oat, “O blessed change, O sweet permutation!” this, I say, is
the very groundwork of the gospel of our salvation, and is to be received
with strong faith and rapturous joy. In every place the saints are perfectly
one with Jesus.


“One in the tomb, one when he rose,
One when he triumph’d o’er his foes:
One when in heav’n he took his seat,
While seraphs sung all hell’s defeat.


This sacred tie forbids their fears,
For all he is, or has is theirs;


With him their head, they stand or fall,
Their life, their surety, and their all.”(Kent.)


4. For the accomplishment of the great works of atonement and perfect
obedience, it was needful that the Lord Jesus should take upon him “the
likeness of sinful flesh.” Thus, he became one with us in our nature, for in
Holy Scripture, all partakers of flesh and blood are regarded as of one
family. By the fact of common descent from Adam, all men are of one race,
seeing that “God hath made of one blood all nations that dwell upon the
face of the earth.” Hence, in the Bible, man is spoken of universally as “thy
brother” (Leviticus 19:7; Job 22:6; Matthew 5:23, 24; Luke 17:3; Romans
14:10, etc, etc.); and “thy neighbor,” (Exodus 20:16; Leviticus 19:13 —
18; Matthew 5:43; Romans 13:9; James 2:8), to whom, on account of
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nature and descent, we are required to render kindness and good will. Now
although our great Melchizedek in his divinity is without father, without
mother, without descent, having neither beginning of days nor end of life,
and is both in essence and rank at an infinite remove from fallen manhood;
yet as to his manhood he is to be reckoned as one of ourselves. He was
born of a woman, he hung upon her breasts, and was dandled upon her
knee; he grew from infancy to youth and thence to manhood, and in every
stage he was a true and real partaker of our humanity. He is as certainly of
the race of Adam as he is divine. He is God without fiction or metaphor,
and he is man beyond doubt or dispute. The Godhead was not humanized
and so diluted; and the manhood was not transformed into divinity and so
rendered more than human. Never was any man more a portion of his kind
than was the Son of Man, the Man of sorrows and the acquaintance of
grief. He is man’s brother, for he bore the whole nature of man. “The
Word was made flesh and dwelt among us.” He who was very God of very
God made himself a little lower than the angels, and took upon him the
form of a servant, and was made in the likeness of men. This Was done
with the most excellent design in our redemption, inasmuch as it was
necessary that as man had sinned man should suffer, but doubtless it had a
further motive, the honoring of the Church, and the enabling of her Lord to
sympathize with her. The apostle most sweetly remarks (Hebrews 2:14, 15;
Hebrews 4:15),


“Forasmuch then as the children are partakers of flesh and blood,
he also himself likewise took part of the same, — that through
death he might destroy him that had the power of death, that is, the
devil; and deliver them who through fear of death were all their
lifetime subject to bondage.”


And, again, “For we have not an high-priest which cannot be touched with
the feeling of our infirmities, but was in all points tempted like as we are,
yet’ without sin.” Thug, in ties of blood, Jesus, the Son of Man, is one with
all the heirs of heaven.


“For this cause also he is not ashamed to call them brethren.”
(Hebrews 2:11.)


What reason have we here for the strongest consolation and delight, seeing
that, “Both he that sanctifieth and they who are sanctified are all of one.”
We can say of our Lord as poor Naomi said of bounteous Boaz, “The man
is near of kin unto us, one of our next kinsmen.” Overwhelmed by the







143


liberality of our blessed Lord, we are often led to cry with Ruth, “Why
have I found grace in thine eyes, that thou shouldest take knowledge of me
seeing I am a stranger;” and are we not ready to die with wonder when in
answer to such a question, he tells us that he is our brother, bone of our
bone, and flesh of our flesh. If in all our straits and distresses, we could
bear upon our minds the remembrance of our Redeemers manhood, we
should never bemoan the absence of a sympathizing heart, since we should
always have his abundant compassion for our consolation. He is no
stranger, he is able to enter into the heart’s bitterness, for he has himself
tasted the worm: wood and the gall. Let us never doubt his power to
sympathize with us in our infirmities and sorrows. There is one aspect of
this subject of natural union which it were improper to pass over in silence,
for it is very precious to the believer. ‘While the Lord Jesus takes upon
himself our nature (2 Peter 1:4), he restores in us that image of God
Genesis 1:27), which was blotted and defaced by the fall of Adam. He
raises us from the degradation of sin to the dignity of perfection. So that in
a twofold sense, the head and members are of one nature, and not like that
monstrous image which Nebuchadnezzar saw in his dream. The head was
of fine gold, but the belly and the thighs were of brass, the legs of iron, and
the feet, part of iron and part. of clay. Christ’s mystical body is no absurd
combination of opposites, the head is immortal, and the body is immortal
too, for thus the record stands, Because I live, ye shall live also’ “As is the
heavenly, such are they also that are heavenly.” “As we have borne the
image of the earthy, we shall also bear the image of the heavenly ;” and this
shall in a few more years be more fully manifest to us, for ‘:’ this
corruptible must put on incorruption, and this mortal must put on
immortality.” Such as is the head, such is the body, and every member in
particular. A chosen Head and chosen members; an accepted Head, and
accepted members; a living Head, and living members. If the head be pure
gold, all the parts of the nature body as are basis of fire of gold. also. Thus
is there a double union closest communion. Pause here, devout the of
reader, and see if thou canst without ecstatic amazement, contemplate the
infinite condescension of the Son of God in thus exalting thy wretchedness
into blessed union with his glory. Thou art so mean that in remembrance of
thy mortality, thou mayest say to corruption, Thou art my father,” and to
the worm, Thou art my mater, -and yet in. Christ thou art so honored that
thou canst say to the Almighty, Abba, Father, and to the Incarnate God,
Thou art my brother and my husband.” Surely if relationships to ancient
and name families make men think highly of themselves, we have whereof
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to glory over the heads of them all. Lay hold upon this privilege; let not a
senseless indolence make thee negligent to trace this pedigree, and suffer
no foolish attachment to present vanities to occupy thy thoughts to the
exclusion of this glorious, this heavenly honor of union with Christ.


We must now retrace our steps to the ancient mountains, and centerpiece
this union in one of its earliest forms.


5. Christ Jesus is also joined unto his people in a, mystical union.
Borrowing once more from the story of Ruth, we remark that Boaz,
although one with Ruth by kinship, did not rest until he had entered into a
nearer union still, namely, that of marriage; and in the same manner there
is, super added to the natural union of Christ with his people, a mystical
union by which he assumes the position of Husband, while the Church is
owned as his bride. In love he espoused her to himself, as a chaste virgin,
long before she fell under the yoke of bondage. Full of burning affection,
he toiled like Jacob for Rachel, until the whole of her purchase-money had
been paid, and now, having sought her by his Spirit, and brought her to
know and love him, he awaits the glorious hour when their mutual bliss
shall be consummated at the marriage-supper of the Lamb. Not yet hath
the glorious Bridegroom presented his betrothed perfected and complete,
before the Majesty of heaven, not yet hath she actually entered upon the
enjoyment of her dignities as his wife and queen; she is as yet a wanderer in
a world of woe, a dweller in the tents of Kedar, but she is even now the
bride, the spouse of Jesus, dear to his heart, precious in his sight, written
on his hands, ‘and united with his person. On earth he exercises towards
her all the affectionate offices of Husband. He makes rich provision for her
wants, pays all her debts, allows her to assume his name, and to share in all
his wealth. Nor will he ever act otherwise to her. The word divorce he will
never mention, for “he hateth putting away” Death must sever the conjugal
tie between the most loving mortals, but it cannot divide the links of this
immortal marriage. In heaven they marry not, but are as the angels of God,
yet is there this one marvelous exception to the rule, for in heaven Christ
and his Church shall celebrate their joyous nuptials. And this affinity as it is
more lasting, so is it more near than earthly wedlock. Let the love of
husband be never so pure and fervent, it is but a faint picture of the flame
that burns in the heart of Jesus. Passing all human union is that mystical
cleaving unto the Church, for which Christ did leave his Father, and
become one flesh with her.







145


If this be the union which subsists between our souls and the person of our
Lord, how deep and broad is the channel of our communion. This is no
narrow pipe through which a thread-like stream may wind its way, it is a
channel of amazing depth and breadth, along whose breadth and length a
ponderous volume of living water may roll its strength. Behold he hath set
before us an open door, let us not be slow to enter. ‘This city ,of
communion hath many pearly gates, every several gate is of one pearl, and
each gate is thrown open to the uttermost that we may enter, assured of
welcome. If there were but one small loophole through which to talk with
Jesus, it would be a high privilege to thrust a word of fellowship through
the narrow door; how much we are blessed in having so large an entrance!
Had the Lord Jesus been far away from us, with many a stormy sea
between, we should have longed to send a messenger to him to carry him
our loves, and bring us tidings from his Father’s house; but see his
kindness, he has built Ms house next door to ours, nay, more, he takes
lodging with us, and tabernacles in poor humble hearts, that so he may
have perpetual intercourse with us. O how foolish must:, we be, if we do
not live in habitual communion with him. When the road is long, and
dangerous, and difficult, we need not wonder that friends seldom meet
each other, but when they live together shall Jonathan forget his David? A
wife may when her husband is upon a journey, abide many days without
holding converse with him, but she could never endure to be separated
from him if she knew him to be in one of the chambers of her own house.
Seek thy Lord, for he is near; embrace him, for he is thy Brother. Hold him
fast, for he is thine Husband; and press him to thine heart, for he is of thine
own flesh.


6. As yet we have only considered the acts of Christ for us, whereby he
effects and proves his union to us; we must now come to more personal
and sensible forms of this great truth.


Those who are set apart for the Lord are in due time severed from the
impure mass of fallen humanity, and are by sovereign grace engrafted into
the person of the Lord Jesus. This, which we call vital union is rather a
matter of experience than of doctrine; it must be learned in the heart, and
not by the head. Like every other work of the Spirit, the actual
implantation of the soul into Christ Jesus is a mysterious and secret
operation, and is no more to be understood by carnal reason than the new
birth of which it is an attendant. Nevertheless, the spiritual man discerns it
as a most essential thing in the salvation of the soul, and he clearly sees
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how a living union Christ is the sure consequence o! the quickening
influence of the Holy Spirit, and is indeed, in some respects, identical with
it.


When the Lord in mercy passed by and saw us in our blood, he first of all
said, “Live;” and this he did first, because without life there can be no
spiritual knowledge, feeling, or motion. Life is one of the absolutely
essential things in spiritual matters, and until it be bestowed we are
incapable of partaking in the things of the kingdom. Now the life which
grace confers upon the saints at the moment of their quickening is none
other than the life of Christ, which, like the sap from the stem, runs into us,
the branches, and establishes a living connection between our souls and
Jesus. Faith is the grace which perceives this union, and proceeds from it as
its firstfruit. It is, to use a metaphor from the Cantcles, the neck which
joins the body of the Church to its all-glorious Head.


“O Faith! thou bond of union with the Lord,
Is not this office thine? and thy fit name,


In the economy of gospel types
And symbols apposite — the Church’s neck;


Identifying her in will and work
With him ascended?”


Faith lays hold upon the Lord Jesus with a firm and determined grasp. She
knows his excellence and worth, and no temptation can induce her to
repose her trust elsewhere; and Christ Jesus is so delighted with this
heavenly grace, that he never ceases to strengthen and sustain her by the
loving embrace and. all-sufficient support of his eternal arms. Here then is
established a living, sensible, and delightful union which casts forth streams
of love, confidence, sympathy, complacency, and joy, whereof both the
bride and bridegroom love to drink. When the eye is clear and the soul can
evidently perceive this oneness between the soul and Christ, the pulse may
be felt as beating for both, and the one blood may be known as flowing
through the veins of each. Then is the heart made exceedingly glad, it is as
near heaven as it ever can be on earth, and is prepared for the enjoyment of
the most sublime and spiritual kind of fellowship, This union may be quite
as true when we are troubled with doubts concerning it, but it cannot
afford consolation to the soul unless it be indisputably proven and
assuredly felt; then is it indeed a honeycomb dropping with sweetness, a
precious jewel sparkling with light. Look well to this matter ye saints of the
Most High.
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PRACTICAL LESSONS


FROM THE LIFE OF RICHARD COBDEN.


EARNEST men can always learn from one another. The path of the man
who blessed a nation by cheapening their daily bread, and snapping the
chains of commerce, having devoted the flower of his days to that single
purpose, must be full of instructive teaching to men consecrated to the yet
higher end of glorifying God by spreading abroad the gospel of his Son. It
is not our intention to give even so much as a complete outline of the life
of Mr. Cobden, we only aim at gathering from his memoir such incidents
and reflections as may be made to bear on the service of God so as to
stimulate the zeal of those engaged in it. Mr. Cobden’s success is a
singular proof that early failures ought not to discourage the hope of
future usefulness. His first public address was a signal failure. “He was
nervous, confused, and in fact practically broke down, and the chairman
had to apologize for him” little could those who heard him have dreamed
that his eloquence would command the respectful attention of senates, and
the rapturous applause of thousands, on the other hand those who have
heard him


“Pour the full tide of eloquence along,
Serenely pure, and yet divinely strong,”


would scarcely believe that he could haw ever sat down a blushing man,
longing ‘to hide his head, because his tongue refused to do his bidding.
Young believers must not be daunted if their early efforts should bring
them little but regrets and disappointments; it is good for them that they
bear the yoke in their youth; let them persevere, and they may yet have
many crowns to, lay at their Savior’s feet. God forbid that ‘wounded pride
should so reign in the bosom of a servant of Christ as to deprive him of the
bliss of doing good. What matters it if we are made nothing of, and are
even the theme of laughter, Jesus deserves that we should bear even this
for his sake, and since he scorns us not, but accepts our poor attempts as
being what our motives and wishes would have made them, we may well
press on, hopeful of better days ere long. One talent at interest will speedily
become two, and the two will grow into five; let us do what we can for
Jesus, and we shall soon be able to do more. Stretch thy wings fledging,
and flutter, though it be feebly, for in so doing thou wilt learn to fly.
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One is struck with the way in which Cobden wholly gave himself up to his
one master-idea. From the time when his judgment was convinced of the
truth of that great doctrine so elaborately and conclusively advocated by
Adam Smith as the fundamental principle of the wealth of nations, the
freedom of industry and the unrestricted exchange of the objects and
results of industry, he ceased not for a moment to denounce the system of
protection, and to enlighten the people of England upon a matter so
essential to their country’s prosperity. His generous heart was grieved at
the fearful distress which the Corn Laws brought upon the operatives; he
saw them lying by the sides of hedges and walls seeking a miserable,
shelter, he found them starving while plenty reigned on the other side the
Channel, and was not allowed to send her stores among the hungry
millions; his great heart beat high with sympathy, and swelled with a grand
ambition to slay the monster which wrought his country such widespread
evil, and he gave himself heart and soul to the work. To him all other aims
were merged in this: his business which was at first large and lucrative, was
all but sacrificed upon the altar of Free Trade; wealth was just within his
reach, but the golden apples could not entice him from the race. Political
partisan-ship, so potent over some men, could not sway him for a moment;
he said in iris place in Parliament, “I assure the House that the declarations
I have made were not made with a party spirit.! do not call myself Whig or
Tory. I am a Free-trader opposed to monopoly wherever I find it.” There
lay the secret of tits power, he was given up to the dominion of one great
object, and would not subdivide the kingdom of his manhood by admitting
a second. The life-floods of his soul were not squandered in a thousand
miserable streamlets to feed the marshes of superficiality, but concentrated
in one deep channel so as to gladden the earth with a river of power for
good. What a lesson for believers in Jesus. When will love to the
Redeemer, after the same manner eat us up, and cause us to cry, “One
thing I do?”. Worldly ends rule in many professors, party spirit governs
ethers, self more or less intrudes into all; it were the sure sign of a golden
era if we had among us a host of men of the old apostolic spirit, for whom
to live would be Christ only. Believers, whether you are actively engaged
in business, or in spiritual labors, Strive to do, everything ‘for Jesus; in the
power of the Holy Spirit, living for him alone. Dead as the withered fig-
tree be all other designs and desires save the glory of Jesus, ay, and buried
let them be in the abyss of oblivion. On that cross where died our Savior,
let us crucify self in all its forms, and let us live with the name of Jesus
burned into our very hearts.
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A mightily dominant passion will frequently subdue the griefs of human
life, and bury them in holy ground. John Bright, who married young, lost
hilt wife shortly after marriage. He went to Leamington, where Cobden
visited him, and found him bowed down by grief. “Come with me,” said
Cobden, “and we will never rest until we abolish the Corn Laws.” Bright
arose from his great sorrow, girded his loins to fight side by side with his
friend, and thus found consolation for his terrible loss, How often would
deep despondencies and heavy glooms be chased away if an all-absorbing
love to Jesus, and a fiery zeal for his honor burned within our bosoms. One
fire puts out another, and a grander agony of soul quenches all other grief.
The hands of holy industry pluck the canker of grief from the heart, and
shed a shower of heavenly dew, which makes the believer, like the rose,
pour forth a sweet perfume of holy joy. As quaint old Fuller says, “A divine
benediction is always invisibly breathed on painful and lawful diligence.”
The clappers of sacred industry drive away the evil birds of melancholy and
despair.


Commanding talent seldom achieves much unless it be coupled with
perseverance. The runner wins not the race by making a spurt at first and
loitering afterwards, he who would earn the prize must press on with all his
strength until the is reached. Johnson tells us that human “all the
performances of art, at which we look with praise and wonder, are
instances of the resistless force of perseverance; it is by this that the quarry
becomes a pyramid, and that distant countries are united by canals. If a
man were to compare the effect of a single stroke of the pickax, or of one
impression of the spade with the general design or the last result, he would
be overwhelmed by the sense of their disproportion; yet those petty
operations incessantly continued, in time surmount the greatest difficulties,
and mountains are leveled and oceans bounded by the slender force of
human beings.” The great freetrader’s motto ‘was that of the needle, “I go
through.” Having given himself to the cause, he was no! the man to desert
it; undismayed by reproach and laughter, and undaunted by the tremendous
power of his opponents, he pushed on in his arduous task, clearing the way
foot by foot by dint of clogged resolution and unflagging energy. He had to
deal with men Of ability and skill, whose interests were at stake, and who,
therefore, bestinked themselves; to repel his attacks with the utmost
energy. In the market-place, in the House of Commons, everywhere
indeed, the champion heard “the harsh and boisterous, tongue-of-war;”
contentions fierce, ardent and dire, raved round him, and the weapons used
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were not always, such as the scrupulous would allow, but our hero
Showed no sign of relinquishing the field of battle, or yielding a single inch
to the enemy. Jeers and sneers have often fretted other men into passion, or
broken their spirits into despair, but he passed scuttles though the darts fell
thick as hailstones. “When Mr. Miles, a Protectionist, said that Charles
Bullet had made an appeal to the ‘appetites, as well as the passions of the
people,’ this reference to the horrid starvation then prevailing, was
received with ‘ loud laughter.’ Similar ‘merry descants on a nation’s woe’
greeted Dr. Bowring’s reference to anything so miserably vulgar as the
reduction in the wages of shoemakers and tailors. When he said women
were crying for work, there was more ‘laughter:’ they were making
trousers for sixpence a pair — more ‘loud laughter:’ thousands were
hungry and naked — the founts of laughter proved as prodigal as before;
and ‘peals of loud laughter’ greeted the inquiry, what was to become of the
women of Manchester?” Scorn may be more grievous than the pains of
death, and ridicule more piercing than the pointed sword, but the bold,
good man who, in this instance was the subject’ of it, was clad in armor of
proof and laughed to scorn both scorn and laughter. On, on, on, was the
voice which sounded in his ear, and he was not disobedient to it. He flew
like an eagle to his quarry, and bore others of feebler spirit upon his wings.
In the midst Of the conflict he concluded one of his speeches with these
telling sentences, “We must not relax in our labors, on the contrary, we
must be more zealous, more energetic, more laborious, than we ever yet
have been. When the enemy is wavering then is the time to press upon him.
I call then on all who have any sympathy with our cause, who have any
promptings of humanity, or who feel any interest in the well-being of their
fellow-men, all who have apprehensions of scarcity and privations, to come
forward to avert this horrible destiny, this dreadfully impending visitation.”
This enthusiastic continuance in the path of duty is to be coveted by all
servants of the Lord Jesus Christ. The way of service is not always smooth,
but the constant friend of Jesus puts on the dauntless spirit of resolution
and journeys on come hill or dale, fair or foul, until he reaches the end. Our
purposes, if at all worthy of men of God, will involve much labor and
anxiety; and he alone is worthy of the kingdom who, unmoved by
difficulties and unabashed by rebukes, marches onward with steady step
toward the object of his life. Would to God that we were half as resolute to
establish the reign of Divine truth as others have been to enforce the
domination of a political dogma. The great want of many professed
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Christians is the spirit of continuing in well doing, patiently waiting for the
promised reward.


Shrewd common sense is called to the aid of enthusiasm by the leader of
the Anti-Corn Law League. All means were put in operation. Lecturers
went through the country, mass-meetings were held, funds were
contributed, bazaars were opened, petitions were signed, elections were
contested, and the whole country was kept in a state of perpetual ferment.
That mighty engine, the printing press, was never allowed to rest. Tracts by
the million flooded the country, broadsides and sheets of all sizes covered
the walls, and condensed libraries enriched the patriot’s shelves. Mr.
Cobden spoke of printing a million copies of each of three prize essays, and
of having every press in Manchester in full swing on behalf of Free Trade.
All that ingenuity could devise or liberality procure was brought to bear
upon the one great object. The power of this ceaseless activity so well
directed was felt in all circles: from the palace to the cottage, all classes
became interested in the struggle, nor was that interest ever allowed to
flag. Whigs and Tories were both assailed or petitioned, good harvests and
bad seasons were equally telling arguments, foreigners as well as
Englishmen were made to serve the cause, in fact all the world was
ransacked for allies. The children of light are not always so shrewd in their
methods of procedure, they leave many occasions unimproved, and many
means untried. It were well for our Churches if all the members were
earnestly employing their talents in ravening modes of usefulness, or better
still in working them out. If all were at it with all their hearts, we might yet
make Antichrist tremble and fill the world with the knowledge of the Lord.
To reform the abuses of our national establishment and separate it from the
state were a task worthy of a thousand lives; what shall be said of the even
loftier aim of making the gospel known to the teeming masses of our
increasing popular, ion? O for one tremendous, long continued effort for
London. Our impetuous desire to see the truth of God triumphant, makes
us mourn and even loathe the lethargy of those who come not to the help
of the Lord against the mighty.


The virtue of disinterestness shone very brightly in the character of
Richard Cobden. One who was well qualified to speak for the working
classes thus; truthfully describes him:— “He was one of the few members
of Parliament who thought for the people, and what is more and rarer,
gave himself trouble to promote their interests. He never knew apathy or
selfishness. He cared for principle, not to serve his own ends, but the ends
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of the people. With him, a great principle was a living power of progress,
and not to apply it and produce by it the good which was in it, seemed to
him a crime. To him apathy was sin. A cause might be despised, obscure,
or poor: he not only helped it all the same — he helped it all the more. He
aided it openly and intentionally. Fresh from the honors of great nations,
who were proud to receive him as a guest, he would give an audience to a
deputation of poor men. The day after he arrived from the Court c f an
Emperor, he might be found wending his way to a remote street, to attend
a committee meeting, to give his personal advice to the advancement of
some forlorn hope of progress. In the day of triumph he shrank modestly
on one side, and stood in the common ranks; but in the dark or stormy
days of unfriended truth he was always to the front.”


Mr. Miall testified of him in the Nonconformist, “To do the good he was
qualified to do was the only reward he ever craved. Wealth, ease,
reputation, popularity, social distinction, were all as nothing when he had a
duty to do. When that duty had been done, he was satisfied. He cared not
to claim the merit. He delighted in lavishing it upon those with whom he
had been associated. You might be in his company for days together
without hearing a single expression calculated to remind you of his, own
superiority of position. He seemed to have no self-consciousness save for
what the took to be his defects. He assumed no airs of authority. He
recoiled from the very appearance of acting the great man. His affections
all tended outwards. He was the soul of generosity. But in one respect he
firmly and tenaciously held his own — -he never parted with his
convictions — he would suffer no blandishments to rob him of his self-
respect. There were times when he was beset by temptations that would
have been powerful for other men. None of them moved him. He put them
aside and went on his way, neither caring to deny’ nor glorying in what he
had done.” Preeminently is such high disregard of self to be cultivated in
the Church of God. If a politician could refuse a seat in the cabinet, and
afterwards all the honors of the house of Lords, because he found it
sufficient reward to have served his country and his age, surely those who
are of “the royal priesthood,” should despise all mercenary motives and
sinister aims, and hate all selfishness with perfect hatred.


All of us remember how Mr. Cobden espoused the cause of the Peace
Society, and was not ashamed to be caricatured and ridiculed for its sake.
The war mania carried away with its madness many a good and true man,
but the hero of the Freetrade battle was a man of another mettle. Right in
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the face of the strong current of the war-feeling among us, he declared our
folly and denounced our ferocity. His warmest admirers thought him
unwise, and the verdict of the electors of England was, that he was in
error; but this did not affect his testimony nor muzzle his free speech. He
was the enemy of war just as he had been the enemy of monopoly, and he
made no compromise with his second enemy as he had made no truce with
the first. Manliness in religion is a mark of nobility of soul, such nobility as
grace alone can give. He who wears it is more than a match for ten
thousand slaves of custom who cut their consciences as tailors cut their
cloth according to the fashion. Better not to be, than have to beg
permission to think, and crave allowance to speak one’s thoughts with
bated breath. He who loves God as he should, is no time-server. His flag is
nailed to the masthead, and never will he, like the pirate, run up false colors
to escape attack.


“He holds no parley with unmanly fears;
Where duty’ bids, he confidently steers,
Faces a thousand dangers at her call,


And, trusting in his God, surmounts them all.”


The close of his career cheers us when we observe how he had managed to
win the respect of his enemies, and retain the deep, fervent love of his
friends, lie had spoken severely, but never with personal animosity; he had
triumphed by the strength of reason and not of physical force, and hence
those who had been defeated by his logic owed no grudge to the mart
however much they might rue the day in which they met him in conflict.
Mr. Disraeli paid a most graceful tribute to his memory, declaring him to
have been an honor to the House of Commons, and an honor to England.
On the other hand, his comrade, Mr. Bright, was overwhelmed with
sorrow at his loss, and could scarcely say more than “after twenty years of
most intimate and almost brotherly friendship with him, I little knew how
much I loved him until I found that I had lost him” So to fight is to war a
good warfare. Christians cannot avoid setting men at variance, it is a sad
necessity of fallen nature that truth should provoke hostility; but the spirit
which we breathe has no quarrel with persons, but with sins, or with the
persons only because of the sins. Friends of all men are we, and in some
sense the servants of all; yet we seek no friendship by a trimming policy,
and serve no man by slavishly bowing to his unholy desires. If our spirit
can be one of genuine, manifest, sincere, hearty, fervent love, we may be as
vehement reformers as this age requires, and yet we may command the
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esteem of all with - whom we come in contact, by the awful and almighty
power inherent in holiness and zeal. Those who hate us for the doctrine
which we teach, may yet be made to admire us for the lives we lead; and if
they see not the truths which we believe, they cannot help seeing the fruits
which they bring forth. Actions are strong reasons with the most of men,
and they have a voice far louder than words: let us commend our faith by
our works, and shut the mouths of our enemies by the excellence of our
conversation. May we live for Jesus, die in Jesus, glorify Jesus, and reign
with Jesus.
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MANY persons are greatly disquieted in mind because their experience of
conviction or comfort has not been like that of others. They fancy that they
cannot have come to Christ aright because they have not felt precisely the
same joys or depressions as certain saints of whom they have read. Now,
should these good people be so troubled? We think not. Uniformity is not
God’s rule of working either in nature or in grace. No two human faces
display exactly the same lineaments; sons of the same mother, born at the
same birth, may be as different as Jacob and Esau. Not even in leagues of
forest will two leaves be found in all respects alike. Diversity is the rule of
nature, and let us rest assured that variety is the rule of grace.


Mr. Beecher has given us this truth in a very beautiful form in the following
lines:—”What if God should command the flowers to appear before him,
and the sunflower should come bending low with shame because it was not
a violet, and the violet should come striving to lift itself up to be like a
sunflower, and the lily should seek to gain the bloom of the rose, and the
rose the whiteness of the lily; and so, each one disdaining itself, should
seek: to grow into the likeness of the other?” God would say, ‘ Stop
foolish flowers! I gave you your own forms and hues, and odors, and I
wish you to bring what you have received. O, sunflower, come as a
sunflower; and you sweet violet, come as a violet; let the rose bring the
rose’s bloom, and the lily the lily’s whiteness.’ Perceiving their folly, and
ceasing to long for what they had not, violet and rose, lily and geranium,
mignionette and anemone, and all the floral train would come, each in its
own loveliness, to send up its fragrance as incense, and all wreathe
themselves in a garland of beauty about the throne of God.”


Reader, the saints are one in Christ Jesus, but they are not one in their
peculiarities. Be we who we may, if we rest on the Redeemer our eternal
life is sure; and if not, we are dead while we live. What is Jesus Christ to
me? that is the main question. If he is my all, then all is well; if not, I may
be very like a saint, but a saint I am not.
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“I’LL go down if father will hold the rope,” was the offer of a Highland
lad, when a traveler’ wanted him to reach the eggs of a wild bird which had
built on a rocky ledge. The boy felt that there would be no danger if the
rope was in his father’s hand, for he had a powerful arm, and a loving
heart, and would not leave his own child to perish.


Timid believers are afraid to begin to work for Jesus. To teach in the
Sunday-school, to commence a Tract District, to visit the cottagers, to
preach on the green, an}, of these seem to them to be too arduous and
difficult. Suppose they were to look up to their Heavenly Father, and rely
upon his promised aid, might they not venture? It cannot need much
courage to rely upon Almighty strength. Go, dear friend, to thy work, and
thy Father will hold the rope.


Unbelief is apt to foresee terrible trials as awaiting us upon our road to
heaven. Your position will be, so fear tells you, like that of one hanging
over the raging sea, by the side of a precipitous cliff; but then remember
the eternal love Which will be your unfailing support. You may hang there
without the slightest fear, for lather will hold the rope.


The awakened sinner dreads the wrath of Heaven, and fears that his eternal
ruin is inevitable; but if he has learned to depend alone upon the Lord
Jesus, there is no room for further alarm. The Lord Jehovah has become
the salvation of every soul that has laid hold upon the hope set before him
in the Lord Jesus. The great matter no longer rests with the sinner after he
has believed, the weight of his soups eternal interests hangs upon Jesus the
Savior. The eternal arm which never wearies, will put forth all its power to
uphold the trusting ones; and every believing sinner may sing in joyful
security, though Satan should set all hell boiling beneath him, for the great
Father holds the rope.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


OCTOBER, 1865


TWO EPISODES IN MY LIFE


BY C. H. SPURGEON


SUPERSTITION is to religion what fiction is to history. Not content With the
marvels of providence and grace which truly exist around us, fanaticism
invents wonders and constructs for itself prodigies. Besides being wickedly
mischievous, this fabrication is altogether unnecessary and superfluous, for
as veritable history is often more romantic than romance, so certified divine
interpositions are frequently far more extraordinary than those
extravaganzas which claim fancy and frenzy as. their parents. Every
believing man into whose inner life we have been permitted to gaze without
reserve, has made a revelation to us more or less partaking of the
marvelous, but has generally done so under protest, as though we were to
hold it for ever under the ‘seal of secrecy. Had we not very distinctly been
assured of their trustworthiness, we should have been visited with
incredulity, or have suspected the sanity of our informants, mid such
unbelief would by no means have irritated them, for they themselves
expected no one to believe in their remarkable experiences, and would not
have unveiled their secret to us if they had not hoped against hope that our
eye would view it from a sympathizing point of view. Our personal
pathway has been so frequently directed contrary to our own design and
beyond our own conception by singularly powerful impulses, and
irresistibly suggestive providences, that it were wanton wickedness for us
to deride the doctrine that God occasionally grants to his servants a special
and perceptible manifestation of his will for their guidance, over and above
the strengthening energies of the Holy Spirit, and the sacred teaching of the
inspired Word. ‘We are not likely to adopt the peculiarities of the Quakers,
but in this respect we are heartily agreed with them.


It needs a deliberate and judicious reflection to distinguish between the
actual and apparent in professedly preternatural intimations, and if opposed
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to Scripture and common sense, we must neither believe in them nor obey
them. The precious gift of reason is not to be ignored; we are not to be
drifted hither and thither by every wayward impulse of a fickle mind, nor
are we to be led into evil by suppositions impressions; these are misuses of
a great truth, a murderous use of most useful edged tools. But
notwithstanding all the folly of hair-brained rant, we believe that the unseen
hand may be at times assuredly felt by gracious souls, and the mysterious
power which guided the minds of the seers of old may, even to this day,
sensibly overshadow reverent spirits. We would speak discreetly, but we
dare say no less.


The two following incidents, however, accounted for by others, have but
one explanation to the writer; he sees in them the wisdom of God shaping
his future in a way most strange. The first story needs a little preface to set
it forth; pardon, therefore, gentle reader, trivial allusions. When I was a
very small boy, I was staying at my grandfather’s, where I had afore-time
spent my earliest days, and as the manner was, I read the Scriptures at
family prayer. Once upon a time, when reading the passage in Revelation
which mentions the bottomless pit, I paused, and said, “Grandpa, what can
this mean?” The answer was kind, but unsatisfactory: “Pooh, pooh, child,
go on.” The child, however, intended to have au explanation, and therefore
selected the same chapter morning after morning, and always halted at the
same verse to repeat the inquiry, hoping that he should by that means
importune the good old gentleman into a reply. The process was
successful, for it is by no means the most edifying thing in the world to
hear the history of the Mother of Harlots, and the beast with seven heads,
every morning in the week, Sunday included, with no ;sort of alternation
either of psalm or gospel: the venerable patriarch of the household
therefore capitulated at discretion, with, “Well, dear, what is it that puzzles
you?” Now the child had often seen baskets with but very flail bottoms,
which, in course of wear, became bottomless;’ and allowed the fruit placed
therein to drop upon the ground; here then was the puzzle, — if the pit
aforesaid had no bottom, where would all those people fall to who dropped
out at its lower end? — a puzzle which rather startled the propriety of
family worship, and had to be laid aside, for explanation at some more
convenient season. Queries of the like simple but rather unusual stamp,
would frequently break up into paragraphs of a miscellaneous length the
Bible-reading of the assembled family, and had there not been a world of
love and license allowed to the inquisitive reader, he would very soon have
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been deposed from his office. As it was, the Scriptures were not very badly
rendered, and were probably quite as interesting as if they had not been
interspersed with original and curious inquiries. On one of these occasions,
Mr. Knill, late of Chester, and now of the New Jerusalem, whose name is a
household word, Whose memory is precious to thousands at home and
abroad, stayed at the minister’s house on Friday, in readiness to preach for
the London Missionary Society on the following Sabbath. He never looked
into a young face without yearning to impart some spiritual gift; he was all
love, kindness, earnestness, and warmth, and coveted the souls of men as
misers desire the gold which their hearts pine after. He marked the case
before him, and set to work at, once. The boy’s reading was commended
— a little judicious praise is the sure way to the young heart; and an
agreement made with the lad, that on the next morning, being Saturday, he
would show Mr. Knill over the garden, and take him for a walk before
breakfast; a task so flattering to juvenile self-importance was sure to be
readily entered upon. There was a tap at the door, and the child was soon
out of bed and in the garden with his new friend, who won his heart in no
time by pleasing stories and kind words, and giving him a chance to
communicate in return. The talk was all about Jesus and the pleasantness of
loving him, nor was it mere talk, there was pleading too. Into the great yew
arbor — cut into a sort of sugar loaf — both went, and the soul-winner
knelt down with his arms around the youthful neck, and poured. out
vehement intercession for the salvation of the lad. The next morning
witnessed the same instruction and supplication, and the next also, while all
day long the pair were never far apart, and never out of each others’
thoughts. The Mission sermons were preached in the old Puritan meeting-
house, and the man of God was called to go to the next halting-place in his
tour as a deputation from the. Society, but he did not leave till he had
uttered a most remarkable prophecy. After even more earnest prayer alone
with his little protege, he appeared to have a burden on his mind, and he
could not go till he had eased himself of it. In after years he was heard to
say that he felt a singular interest in me, and an earnest expectation for
which he could not account. Calling the family together, he took me on his
knee, and I distinctly remember his saying, “I do not know how it is, but I
feel a solemn presentiment that this child will preach the gospel to
thousands, and God will bless him to many souls. So sure am I of this, that
when my little man preaches in Rowland Hall’s Chapel, as he will do one
day, I should like him to promise me that he will give out the hymn.
beginning,
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“ God moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform.”


This promise was of course made and was followed by another, that at his
express desire I would learn the hymn in question and think of what he had
said. The, prophetic declaration was fulfilled, and the hymn was sung, both
in Surrey Chapel and in Wooton-under-Edge in redemption of my pledge,
when I had the pleasure of preaching the Word of life in Hr. Hill’s former
pulpit. Did the words of Mr. Knill help to bring about their own
fulfillment? I think so. I believed them, and looked forward to the time
when I should preach the Word: I felt very powerfully that no unconverted
person might dare to enter the ministry; this made me, I doubt not, all the
more intent upon seeking salvation and more hopeful of it, and when by
grace enabled to east myself upon the Savior’s love, it was not long before
ray, mouth began to Speak of his redemption. How came that sober-
minded minister to speak thus of one into whose future God alone could
see? How came it that he lived to rejoice with his young brother in the
truth of all that he had spoken? We think we know the answer; but each
reader has a right to his own: so let it rest, but not; till we have marked one
practical lesson. Would to God that we were all as wise as Richard Knill,
and habitually sowed beside all waters. On the day of his’ death, in his
eightieth year, Elliott, “the apostle of the Indians,” was occupied in
teaching the alphabet to an Indian child at his bedside. A friend said, “Why
not rest from your labors now?” “Because,” replied the man of God, “I
have prayed God to render me useful in my sphere, and he has heard my
prayers; for now that; I am unable to preach, he leaves me strength enough
to teach this poor child his letters.” To despise no opportunity of
usefulness is a leading rule with those who are wise to win souls. Mr. Knill
might very naturally have left the minister’s little grandson on the plea that
he had other duties of more importance than praying with children, and yet
who shall say that he did not effect as much by that act of humble ministry
as by dozens of sermons addressed to crowded audiences. At any rate, to
me his tenderness in considering the little one was fraught with everlasting
consequences, and I must ever feel that his time was well laid out. May we
do good everywhere as we have opportunity, and results will not be
wanting.


Soon after I had begun to preach the Word in the village of Water-beach, I
was strongly advised to enter Stepney, now Regent’s Park College, to
prepare more fully for the ministry. Knowing that solid learning is never an
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encumbrance, and is often a great means of usefulness, I felt inclined to
avail myself of the opportunity of attaining it: although I might be useful
without a College training, I consented to the opinion of friends that I
should be more useful with it. Dr. Angus, the tutor of the College, visited
Cambridge, and it was arranged that we should meet at the house of Mr.
Macmillan, the publisher. Thinking and praying over the matter, I entered
the house exactly at the time appointed, and was shown into a room, where
I waited patiently a couple of hours, feeling too. much impressed with my
own insignificance, and the greatness of the tutor from London, to venture
to ring the bell, and make inquiries as to the unreasonably long delay. At
last patience having had her perfect work, the bell was set in motion, and
on the arrival of the servant, the waiting young man was informed that the
doctor had tarried in another room until he could stay no longer and had
gone off to London by train. The stupid girl had given no information to
the family that any one had called, and had been shown into the drawing-
room, and consequently the meeting never came about, although. designed
by both parties. I was not a little disappointed at the moment, but have a
thousand times thanked the Lord very heartily for the strange providence
which forced my steps into another and far better path.


Still holding to the idea of entering the collegiate institution, I thought of
writing and making an immediate application, but this was ‘not to be, That
afternoon having to preach at one of the village stations, I walked, slowly
in a reed rating frame of mind over Midsummer Common to the little
wooden bridge which leads to Chesterton, and in the midst of the common
I was startled by what seemed a loud voice, but may have been a singular
illusion, which ever it was the impression was most vivid; I seemed very
distinctly to hear the words, “Seekest thou great things for thyself, seek
them not!” This led me to look at my position from another point of view,
and to challenge my motives and intent lot to; I remembered the poor but
loving people to whom I ministered, and the souls which had been given
me in my humble charge, and although at that time I anticipated obscurity
and poverty as the result of the resolve, yet I died there and then solemnly
renounce the offer of collegiate instruction, determining to abide for a
season at least with my people, and to remain preaching the Word so long
as I had strength to do it. Had it not been for those words, in all probability
I had never been where and what I now am.


Waiting upon the Lord for direction will never fail to afford us timely
intimations of his will, for though the ephod is no more worn by a
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ministering priest, the Lord still guides his people by his wisdom, and
orders all their paths in love; and in times of perplexity, byways mysterious
and remarkable, he says to them, “this is the way, walk ye in it.” Probably
if our hearts were more tender, we might be favored with more of these
sacred monitions; but alas, instead thereof, we are like the horse and the
mule, which have no understanding, and therefore, the bit and bridle of
affliction take the place of gentler means, else might that happier method
be more often used, of which the Psalmist speaks in the sentence, “thou
shalt guide me with thine eye.”


The two instances of divine guidance which we have given, are specimens
of those particular providences which are common in religious biographies.
Out of scores which start up in our memory, we shall select one from the
eminently useful life of Peter Bedford, of spiral fields, whose recent death
so many will remember.


“One summer, Mr. Bedford and two of his nephews were staying for a
fortnight at Ramsgate, enjoying the fine weather and the sea breezes. They
had nearly spent their allotted term of holiday, which would expire on the
Monday ensuing. But on the morning of the preceding Saturday Mr.
Bedford woke very early, with a strong impression on his mind that he
must return that day to London. Accordingly he rose at once, and, going to
the bedroom of each of his nephews, informed them that tie should have
occasion to proceed to the city that morning. They at once ordered an early
breakfast, settled accounts, and all went on beard the first packet for the
Metropolis.


“Mr. Bedford did not, however, know the particular object for his return,
beyond the impulse of a strong and clear impression that it was his duty to
do so.


“On arriving at his house in Stewart Street, Spitalfields, he found
everything going on right; and the remainder of the day passed off quietly,
as usual; and with no special occurrence whatever. He now began to feel
suspicious that he had acted under a mistaken impression. Next day,
Sunday, he attended worship as usual; both forenoon and afternoon
passed, and still nothing particular took place. He now feared strongly that
a delusion had actuated him.


“But in the evening, whilst sitting at the supper-table with two
acquaintances, the door-bell rung violently, and a sudden conviction came
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into Mr. Bedford’s mind that he was about to learn the cause of his
impression at Ramsgate. He rose from table, leaving his friends to
themselves, and went to meet his visitor in a private apartment. A tall
young man, pale and agitated, entered and threw himself on a sofa. He was
greatly excited, but presently communicated to Mr. Bedford the
information that a very near relative had just left his home and family under
most painful circumstances, and with the intention of totally deserting them
and at once going off to America. He besought Mr. Bedford to endeavor,
by his personal influence, to prevent the accomplishment of this ruinous
and. desolating resolve.


“After going into the particulars of the case more fully, and ascertaining the
most probable means of effecting the desired object, Mr. Bedford returned
to his friends in the other room, and informed them that circumstances of
urgent necessity compelled him to leave them immediately. He and the
young man accordingly hurried off together to obtain an interview with
another relative of the fugitive. They were able to make arrangements with
this person, of such a nature as to preclude the accomplishment of the
intended flight to America. The delinquent relative was persuaded to
remain in England, and became penitent for what had happened, and
eventually peace was restored to his family. Thus the sudden and
unexpected impression made on Mr. Bedford’s mind at Ramsgate was
entirely justified and confirmed by Mrs. results, the appropriate test of the
nature of such impulses. It is worthy of observation that these special
interpositions of Providence generally appear unexpectedly, and as things
not to be looked for, or waited for, to the interruption of ordinary life and
its reasonable arrangements, but as afforded merely on exceptional
occasions, and by a higher wisdom than any in our possession for daily
use.”


Our ordinary guides are right reason and the Word of God, and we may
never act contrary’ to these, but still we accept it as matter of faith and
experience to us that on exceptional occasions, special interpositions do
come to our aid, so that our steps are ordered of the Lord and made to
subserve his glory. Shepherd of Israel guide thou us evermore.
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PRAYER REQUESTED


Is June last, I spent a Sunday in a small town in Northern Italy. In the
morning things were tolerably quiet, for many were at their usual work,
and others had gone to Church; but in the afternoon and evening, the firing
of guns, the grinding of organs, and the shouts of the people, chased away
all chance of peace, and sickened the soul with vanity. In the center of the
square, two poor fluttering chickens, and sundry red pocket-handkerchiefs,
were elevated upon a tall greasy pole, and amid roars of laughter, boys
climbed to reach the coveted prize; then followed an illumination, bonfire,
and banging of guns: the very semblance of a holy day had departed. The
running of Sunday trains in Scotland, and the partial opening of the Crystal
Palace on Sundays, are signs of a desperate resolve to rob us of the holy
calm of the day of rest, and to conform us to the Continental fashion. The
working man would hardly be so foolish as to join this agitation, if he
remembered that the result of Sunday play is sure to be: Sunday work.
Already thousands have to toil seven days instead of six to furnish the
thoughtless with pleasure; and the end of triumphant Sabbath desecration
will be, as on the Continent, that the great mass will be reduced to
constant, unceasing, ill-requited toil. It seems to me o be of little use to ask
for legislative interference, or to hold public meetings o denounce the evil,
our shortest and surest method is to seek unto the Lord concerning it.
United, earnest prayer is therefore suggested, that a spirit of love to the
day of rest may be imparted to our fellow-countrymen. Our watchword in
all cases should be, “Let us pray,” and in this case we may rest assured that
we shall prevail.
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WHEN we were in Venice we purchased a few curiosities, and finding them
burdensome, we thought of sending them home by one of the English
vessels lying in the Canal. We went out in a gondola with our box, and
having asked for the captain of one of the vessels, we put to him the
question, “Will you take a box for us to London, and what is the charge?”
His reply was very ready, “g can’t say till g know what’s in it, for I don’t
want to get into trouble.” A very common sense answer indeed; we
admired its caution and honesty.


What a pity that men do not exercise as much care in spiritual matters, as
to what they will receive or reject. Dear reader, in these times there are
thousands of bad books published, and herds of bad teachers sent forth to
deceive the unwary; you must be on your guard, lest you be led into error
rake nothing for granted, inquire into things for yourself, and try every new
doctrine, and professedly old doctrine too, by the Word of God. You may
take contraband goods on board before you are aware of it; keep both eyes
open, watch and examine, and when a thing is pressed upon you, find out
what’s in it. Do not believe and man says because he is a clergyman, or
eloquent, or learned, or even because he is kind and generous. Bring all to
the bar of Holy Scripture’s, and if they cannot stand the test, receive them
not, whatever their bold pretenses.


But reader, is your own present religion good for anything? Do you know
what’s in it, and what it is made of? May it not be mischievous and false?
Search thyself, and do not take a hope into thy soul till thou knowest what
it is made of. The devil and his allies will try to trick you into carrying their
wares, but be warned in time, and reject their vile devices. The finished
work of Jesus received by faith, is “a good hope through grace,” and there
is no other. Hast thou it? or art thou foolishly looking to another? The
Lord lead you away from all else to Jesus. Whatever may be the ground of
trust which men may offer you, take care to KNOW WHAT’S IN IT before
you accept it.


WHEN a shepherd has at last overtaken his poor, silly, wandering sheep, he
does not straightway fall to scolding or beating it for having cost him so
much toil and trouble. No; but he observes that it is very weary, that it has
torn itself among thorns, and cut itself among jagged rocks, and therefore
he first tenderly Bees to its wounds, and then bears it back to the fold in his
own arms. Poor trembling sinner, the gospel has at length laid hold upon
you;’ you cannot longer run into the paths of sin, grace has stopped your
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mad career, and made you tremble, at the guilt of sin. You are afraid of
Jesus, for you know how sorely you have grieved him; you fear that he will
chide you severely, and perhaps spurn you from his presence. Oh think not
so of the Good Shepherd! He is already gazing’ on your bleeding wounds,
and pre. paring to bind them up; he will soon take. compassion on your
weakness, and bear you in his arms. Trust to him, poor sinner, just as the
poor sheep trusts the shepherd, A man is more precious than a sheep, and
Jesus is more tender than the most careful shepherd. To coming sinners he
is gentle indeed. When the prodigal returned all ragged, and filthy, his
loving father did not put him in quarantine till he had been cleansed and
purified, but there and then he fell upon his neck and kissed him, without
so much as giving him one upbraiding word. He came straight from the
swine-trough to his parent’s arms. That welcomed prodigal is the type of
such sinners such as you are. You too shall have all kisses and no frowns;
all love, and no wrath; all kindness, and no severity. Oh! if you knew the
Savior, you would not delay. Now, now poor heavy-laden sinner, trust the
Lord Jesus, and live. He has never treated one returning prodigal with
harshness, and he cannot change, and will therefore deal as generously with
you as He has done with others. Whether thou wilt trust him or no — I will
— I do. Poor sinner, may the Holy Spirit lead thee to look to Jesus and
live.


MARRIED LOVE


TO MY WIFE


OVER the space which parts us, my wife,
I’ll cast me a bridge of song,


Our hearts shall meet, O joy of my life,
On its arch unseen but strong.


E’en as the stream forgets not the sea,
But hastes to the ocean’s breast


My constant soul flows onward to thee
And finds in thy love its rest.


The swallows must plume their wings to greet
New summers in lands afar;


But dwelling at home with thee I meet
No winter my year to mar.







167


The wooer his new love’s name may wear
Engraved on a precious stone;


But in my heart thine image I wear
That heart has been long thine own.


The glowing colors on surface laid,
Wash out in a shower of rain,


Thou need’st not be of rivers afraid,
For my love is dyed ingrain.


And as ev’ry drop of Garda’s lake
Is tinged with the sapphire’s blue


So all the powers of my mind partake
Of joy at the thought of you.


The glittering dewdrops of dawning love
Exhale as the day grows old,


And fondness, taking the wings of a dove
Is gone like a tale of old.


But mine for thee from the chambers of joy,
With strength cam forth as the sun,


Nor life nor death shall its force destroy,
For ever its course shall run.


All earthborn love must sleep in the grave,
To its native dust return;


What God hath kindled shall death outbrave
And in heav’n itself shall burn.


Beyond and above the wedlock tie
Our union to Christ we feel,


Uniting bonds which were made on high
Shall hold us when earth shall reel.


Though he who chose us all worlds before,
Must reign in our hearts alone,


We fondly believe that we shall adore,
Together before his throne.
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IN the month of May, 1864, a few friends at Red Hill secured the Town
Hall, and requested Mr. Spurgeon to send them a student to preach the
Word to them. The handful of persons who met at first, has now grown
into a respectable congregation, under the able and earnest ministry of Mr.
J. Smith. In July, 1864, a Church was formed and publicly recognized by
Mr. Spurgeon as a branch of that at the Tabernacle; it then consisted of but
seven members, but has in a few months increased to forty, while others
are coming forward still further to fill the ranks. Sunday-schools and other
evangelistic efforts are in healthy operation, the ministry is sustained, and
all expenses are readily met. The new chapel, of which we give an
engraving, will be a truly handsome, substantial, and neat building. Mr.
Matthew’s, the architect, in addition to a generous donation, has also given
his services gratis. The lowest tender, which the committee have accepted,
amounts to £1237, and if no unforeseen delays occur, the friends hope to
complete the erection soon after Christmas of the present year. The
freehold land in the best part of the town, has cost £350, towards which
£100 was given from Mr. Spurgeon’s fund; £200 more from the same
source is promised, towards the building. Mr. John Olney, beside. giving
£100, has, with his usual tact, so arranged financial matters, that if all the
friends will come forward with their fair proportion of help, this chapel will
not for a moment be burdened with debt. This is our third “Sword and
Trowel” chapel, but what about the fourth? At, few donations have come
in, and we hope to be on the move during this month.


The bazaar to be held in the lecture-hall and school-rooms of the
Metropolitan Tabernacle in the Christmas week needs our friends most
vigorous efforts to make it a thorough success. The ladies who are
working with Mrs. Spurgeon, are greatly in need of materials, and if any of
our drapery friends can find them remnants they will turn them to right
good account. All sorts of useful articles are also urgently asked from
those who can spare them for this good cause. London is perishing, let us
haste to the. rescue; -and since we have the men to preach the Word, let
them not be hindered by the lack of buildings in which to gather theist
willing hearers.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER 1865


THE SPICED WINE OF MY POMEGRANATE


OR, THE COMMUNION OF COMMUNICATION.


THE immovable basis of communion having been laid of old in the eternal
union which subsisted between Christ and His elect, it only needed a fitting
occasion to manifest itself in active development. The Lord Jesus had for
ever delighted Himself with the sons of men, and he ever stood prepared to
reveal and communicate that delight to His people; but they were incapable
of returning His affection or enjoying His fellowship, having fallen into a
state so base and degraded, that they were dead to Him, and careless
concerning Him. It was therefore needful that something should be done
for them, and in them, before they could hold converse with Jesus, or feel
concord with Him. This preparation being a work of grace and a result of
previous union, Jesus determined that, even in the preparation for
communion, there should be communion. If they must be washed before
they could fully converse with Him, He would commune with them in the
washing; and if they must be enriched by gifts before they could have full
access to Him, He would commune with them in the giving. He has
therefore established a fellowship in imparting His grace, and in partaking
of it.


This order of fellowship we have called “The Communion of
Communication,” and we think that a few remarks will prove that we are
not running beyond the warranty of Scripture.


The word koinwnia, or communion, is frequently employed by inspired
writers in the sense of communication or contribution. When, in our
English version, we read,


“For it hath pleased them of Macedonia and Achaia to make a
certain contribution for the poor saints which are at Jerusalem”
(Romans 15:26),
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it is interesting to know that the word koinwnia used, as if to show that
the generous gifts of the Church in Achaia to its sister Church at Jerusalem
was a communion. Calvin would have us notice this, because, saith he,
“The word here employed well expresses the feeling by which it behoves us
to succor the wants of our brethren, even because there is to be a common
and mutual regard on account of the union of the body.” He would not
have strained the text if he had said that there was in the contribution the
very essence of communion. Gill, in his commentary upon the above verse,
most pertinently remarks, “Contribution, or communion, as the word
signifies, it being one part of the communion of churches and of saints to
relieve their poor by communicating to them.” The same word is employed
in Hebrews 13:16, and is there translated by the word “communicate.”


“But to do good, and to communicate, forget not: for with such
sacrifices God is well pleased.”


It occurs again in 2 Corinthians 9:13,


“And for your liberal distribution unto them, and unto all men;”


and in numerous other passages the careful student will observe the word
in various forms, representing the ministering of the saints to one another
as an act of fellowship. Indeed, at the Lord’s supper, which is the
embodiment of communion, we have ever been wont to make a special
contribution for the poor of the flock, and we believe that in the collection
there is as true and real an element of communion as in the partaking of the
bread and wine. The giver holds fellowship with the receiver when he
bestows his benefaction for the Lord’s sake, and because of the
brotherhood existing between him and his needy friends. The teacher holds
communion with the young disciple when he labors to instruct him in the
faith, being moved thereto by a spirit of Christian love. He who intercedes
for a saint because he desires his well-being as a member of the one family,
enters into fellowship with his brother in the offering of prayer. The loving
and mutual service of church-members is fellowship of a high degree. And
let us remember that the recipient communes with the benefactor: the
communion is not confined to the giver, but the heart overflowing with
liberality is met by the heart brimming with gratitude, and the love
manifested in the bestowal is reciprocated in the acceptance. When the
hand feeds the mouth or supports the head, the divers members feel their
union, and sympathize with one another; and so is it with the various
portions of the body of Christ, for they commune in mutual acts of love.
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Now, this meaning of the word communion furnishes us with much
instruction, since it indicates the manner in which recognized fellowship
with Jesus is commenced and maintained, namely, by giving and receiving,
by communication and reception. The Lord’s supper is the divinely-
ordained exhibition of communion, and therefore in it there is the breaking
of bread and the pouring forth of wine, to picture the free gift of the
Savior’s body and blood to us; and there is also the eating of the one and
the drinking of the other, to represent the reception of these priceless gifts
by us. As without bread and wine there could be no Lord’s supper, so
without the gracious bequests of Jesus to us there would have been no
communion between Him and our souls: and as participation is necessary
before the elements truly represent the meaning of the Lord’s ordinance, so
is it needful that we should receive His bounties, and feed upon His person,
before we can commune with Him.


It is one branch of this mutual communication which we have selected as
the subject of this address. “Looking unto Jesus,” who hath delivered us
from our state of enmity, and brought us into fellowship with Himself, we
pray for the rich assistance of the Holy Spirit, that we may be refreshed in
spirit, and encouraged to draw more largely from the covenant storehouse
of Christ Jesus the Lord.


We shall take a text, and proceed at once to our delightful task.


“And of His fullness have all we received, and grace for grace.”
(John 1:16.)


As the life of grace is first begotten in us by the Lord Jesus, so is it
constantly sustained by Him. We are always drawing from this sacred
fountain, always deriving sap from this divine root; and as Jesus communes
with us in the bestowing of mercies, it is our privilege to hold fellowship
with Him in the receiving of them.


There is this difference between Christ and ourselves, He never gives
without manifesting fellowship, but we often receive in so ill a manner that
communion is not reciprocated, and we therefore miss the heavenly
opportunity of its enjoyment. We frequently receive grace insensibly, that is
to say, the sacred oil runs through the pipe, and maintains our lamp, while
we are unmindful of the secret influence. We may also be the partakers of
many mercies which, through our dullness, we do not perceive to be
mercies at all; and at other times well-known blessings are recognized as
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such, but we are backward in tracing them to their source in the covenant
made with Christ Jesus.


Following out the suggestion of our explanatory preface, we can well
believe that when the poor saints received the contribution of their
brethren, many of them did in earnest acknowledge the fellowship which
was illustrated in the generous offering, but it is probable that some of
them merely looked upon the material of the gift, and failed to see the spirit
moving in it. Sensual thoughts in some of the receivers might possibly, at
the season when the contribution was distributed, have mischievously
injured the exercise of spirituality; for it is possible that, after a period of
poverty, they would be apt to give greater prominence to the fact that their
need was removed than to the sentiment of fellowship with their
sympathizing brethren. They would rather rejoice over famine averted than
concerning fellowship manifested. We doubt not that, in many instances,
the mutual benefactions of the Church fail to reveal our fellowship to our
poor brethren, and produce in them no feelings of communion with the
givers.


Now this sad fact is an illustration of the yet more lamentable statement
which we have made. We again assert that, as many of the partakers of the
alms of the Church are not alive to the communion contained therein, so
the Lord’s people are never sufficiently attentive to fellowship with Jesus in
receiving His gifts, but many of them are entirely forgetful of their
privilege, and all of them are too little aware of it. Nay, worse than this,
how often doth the believer pervert the gifts of Jesus into food for his own
sin and wantonness! We are not free from the fickleness of ancient Israel,
and well might our Lord address us in the same language:


“Now when I passed by thee, and looked upon thee, behold, thy
time was the time of love; and I spread My skirt over thee, and
covered thy nakedness: yea, I swear unto thee, and entered into a
covenant with Thee, saith the Lord God, and thou becamest Mine.
Then washed I thee with water; yea, I thoroughly washed away thy
blood from thee, and I anointed thee with oil. I clothed thee also
with broidered work, and shod thee with badgers — skin, and I
girded thee about with fine linen, and I covered thee with silk. I
decked thee also with ornaments, and I put bracelets upon thy
hands, and a chain on thy neck. And I put a jewel on thy forehead,
and earrings in thine ears, and a beautiful crown upon thine head.
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Thus wast thou decked with gold and silver; and thy raiment was of
fine linen, and silk, and broidered work; thou didst eat fine flour,
and honey, and oil: and thou wast exceeding beautiful, and thou
didst prosper into a kingdom. And thy renown went forth among
the heathen for thy beauty: for it was perfect through My
comeliness, which I had put upon thee, saith the Lord God. But
thou didst trust in thine own beauty, and playedst the harlot
because of thy renown.” (Ezekiel 16:8-16.)


Ought not the mass of professors to confess the truth of this accusation?
Have not the bulk of us most sadly departed from the purity of our love?
We rejoice, however, to observe a remnant of choice spirits, who live near
the Lord, and know the sweetness of fellowship. These receive the promise
and the blessing, and so digest them that they become good blood in their
veins, and so do they feed on their Lord that they grow up into Him. Let us
imitate those elevated minds, and obtain their high delights. There is no
reason why the meanest of us should not be as David, and David as the
servant of the Lord. We may now be dwarfs, but growth is possible; let us
therefore aim at a higher stature. Let the succeeding advice be followed,
and, the Holy Spirit helping us, we shall have attained thereto.


Make every time of need a time of embracing thy Lord. Do not leave the
mercy-seat until thou hast clasped Him in thine arms. In every time of need
He has promised to give thee grace to help, and what withholdeth thee
from obtaining sweet fellowship as a precious addition to the promised
assistance? Be not as the beggar who is content with the alms, however
grudgingly it may be cast to him; but, since thou art a near kinsman, seek a
smile and a kiss with every benison He gives thee. Is He not better than His
mercies? What are they without Him? Cry aloud unto Him, and let thy
petition reach His ears, “O my Lord, it is not enough to be a partaker of
Thy bounties, I must have Thyself also; if Thou dost not give me Thyself
with Thy favors, they are but of little use to me! O smile on me, when
Thou blessest me, for else I am still unblest! Thou puttest perfume into all
the flowers of Thy garden, and fragrance into Thy spices; if Thou
withdrawest Thyself, they are no more pleasant to me. Come, then, my
Lord, and give me Thy love with Thy grace.” Take good heed, Christian,
that thine own heart is in right tune, that when the fingers of mercy touch
the strings, they may resound with full notes of communion. How sad is it
to partake of favor without rejoicing in it! Yet such is often the believer’s
case. The Lord casts His lavish bounties at our doors, and we, like churls,
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scarcely look out to thank Him. Our ungrateful hearts and unthankful
tongues mar our fellowship, by causing us to miss a thousand opportunities
for exercising it.


If thou wouldst enjoy communion with the Lord Jesus in the reception of
His grace, endeavor to be always sensibly drawing supplies from Him.
Make thy needs public in the streets of thine heart, and when the supply is
granted, let all the powers of thy soul be present at the reception of it. Let
no mercy come into thine house unsung. Note in thy memory the list of thy
Master’s benefits. Wherefore should the Lord’s bounties be hurried away
in the dark, or buried in forgetfulness? Keep the gates of thy soul ever
open, and sit thou by the wayside to watch the treasures of grace which
God the Spirit hourly conveys into thy heart from Jehovah — Jesus, thy
Lord.


Never let an hour pass without drawing upon the bank of heaven. If all thy
wants seem satisfied, look steadfastly until the next moment brings another
need, and then delay not, but with this warrant of necessity, hasten to thy
treasury again. Thy necessities are so numerous that thou wilt never lack a
reason for applying to the fullness of Jesus; but if ever such an occasion
should arise, enlarge thine heart, and then there will be need of more love
to fill the wider space. But do not allow any supposititious riches of thine
own to suspend thy daily receivings from the Lord Jesus. You have
constant need of Him. You need His intercession, His upholding, His
sanctification; you need that He should work all your works in you, and
that He should preserve you unto the day of His appearing. There is not
one moment of your life in which you can do without Christ. Therefore be
always at His door, and the wants which you bemoan shall be
remembrances to turn your heart unto your Savior. Thirst makes the heart
pant for the waterbrooks, and pain reminds man of the physician. Let your
wants conduct you to Jesus, and may the blessed Spirit reveal Him unto
you while He lovingly affords you the rich supplies of His love! Go, poor
saint, let thy poverty be the cord to draw thee to thy rich Brother. Rejoice
in the infirmity which makes room for grace to rest upon thee, and be glad
that thou hast constant needs which compel thee perpetually to hold
fellowship with thine adorable Redeemer.


Study thyself, seek out thy necessities, as the housewife searches for
chambers where she may bestow her summer fruits. Regard thy wants as
rooms to be filled with more of the grace of Jesus, and suffer no corner to
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be unoccupied. Pant after more of Jesus. Be covetous after Him. Let all the
past incite thee to seek greater things. Sing the song of the enlarged heart,
—


“All this is not enough: methinks I grow
More greedy by fruition; what I get


Serves but to set
An edge upon my appetite;


And all Thy gifts invite
My pray’rs for more.”


Cry out to the Lord Jesus to fill the dry beds of thy rivers until they
overflow, and then empty thou the channels which have hitherto been filled
with thine own self-sufficiency, and beseech Him to fill these also with His
superabundant grace. If thy heavy trials sink thee deeper in the flood of His
consolations, be glad of them; and if thy vessel shall be sunken up to its
very bulwarks, be not afraid. I would be glad to feel the mast-head of my
soul twenty fathoms beneath the surface of such an ocean; for, as
Rutherford said, “Oh, to be over the ears in this well! I would not have
Christ’s love entering into me, but I would enter into it, and be swallowed
up of that love.” Cultivate an insatiable hunger and a quenchless thirst for
this communion with Jesus through His communications. Let thine heart
cry for ever, “Give, give,” until it is filled in Paradise.


“O’ercome with Jesu’s condescending love,
Brought into fellowship with Him and His,


And feasting with Him in His house of wine,
I’m sick of love, — and yet I pant for more


Communications from my loving Lord.
Stay me with flagons full of choicest wine,


Press’d from His heart upon Mount Calvary,
To cheer and comfort my love-conquer’d soul.


* * * Thyself I crave!
Thy presence is my life, my joy, my heav’n,


And all, without Thyself, is dead to me.
Stay me with flagons, Savior, hear my cry,


Let promises, like apples, comfort me;
Apply atoning blood, and cov’nant love,
Until I see Thy face among the guests
Who in Thy Father’s kingdom feast.”


(Nymphas, by JOSEPH IRONS.)
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This is the only covetousness which is allowable: but this is not merely
beyond rebuke, it is worthy of commendation. O saints, be not straitened in
your own bowels, but enlarge your desires, and so receive more of your
Savior’s measureless fullness! I charge thee, my soul, thus to hold
continual fellowship with thy Lord, since He invites and commands thee
thus to partake of His riches.


Rejoice thyself in benefits received. Let the satisfaction of thy spirit
overflow in streams of joy. When the believer reposes all his confidence in
Christ, and delights himself in Him, there is an exercise of communion. If
he forgetteth his psalmbook, and instead of singing is found lamenting, the
mercies of the day will bring no communion. Awake, O music! stir up
thyself, O my soul, be glad in the Lord, and exceedingly rejoice! Behold
His favors, rich, free, and continual; shall they be buried in unthankfulness?
Shall they be covered with a winding-sheet of ingratitude? No! I will praise
Him. I must extol Him. Sweet Lord Jesus, let me kiss the dust of Thy feet,
let me lose myself in thankfulness, for Thy thoughts unto me are precious,
how great is the sum of them! Lo, I embrace Thee in the arms of joy and
gratitude, and herein I find my soul drawn unto Thee!


This is a blessed method of fellowship. It is kissing the divine lip of
benediction with the sanctified lip of affection. Oh, for more rejoicing
grace, more of the songs of the heart, more of the melody of the soul!


Seek to recognize the source of thy mercies as lying alone in Him who is
our Head. Imitate the chicken, which, every time it drinketh of the brook,
lifts up its head to heaven, as if it would return thanks for every drop. If we
have anything that is commendable and gracious, it must come from the
Holy Spirit, and that Spirit is first bestowed on Jesus, and then through
Him on us. The oil was first poured on the head of Aaron, and thence it ran
down upon his garments. Look on the drops of grace, and remember that
they distill from the Head, Christ Jesus. All thy rays are begotten by this
Sun of Righteousness, all thy showers are poured from this heaven, all thy
fountains spring from this great and immeasurable depth. Oh, for grace to
see the hand of Jesus on every favor! So will communion be constantly and
firmly in exercise. May the great Teacher perpetually direct us to Jesus by
making the mercies of the covenant the handposts on the road which
leadeth to Him. Happy is the believer who knows how to find the secret
abode of his Beloved by tracking the footsteps of His loving providence:
herein is wisdom which the casual observer of mere second causes can
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never reach. Labor, O Christian, to follow up every clue which thy
Master’s grace affords thee!


Labor to maintain a sense of thine entire dependence upon His good will
and pleasure for the continuance of thy richest enjoyments. Never try to
live on the old manna, nor seek to find help in Egypt. All must come from
Jesus, or thou art undone for ever. Old anointings will not suffice to impart
unction to our spirit; thine head must have fresh oil poured upon it from
the golden horn of the sanctuary, or it will cease from its glory. Today thou
mayest be upon the summit of the mount of God; but He who has put thee
there must keep thee there, or thou wilt sink far more speedily than thou
dreamest. Thy mountain only stands firm when He settles it in its place; if
He hide His face, thou wilt soon be troubled. If the Savior should see fit,
there is not a window through which thou seest the light of heaven which
he could not darken in an instant. Joshua bade the sun stand still, but Jesus
can shroud it in total darkness. He can withdraw the joy of thine heart, the
light of thine eyes, and the strength of thy life; in His hand thy comforts lie,
and at His will they can depart from thee. Oh! how rich the grace which
supplies us so continually, and doth not refrain itself because of our
ingratitude! O Lord Jesus, we would bow at Thy feet, conscious of our
utter inability to do aught without Thee, and in every favor which we are
privileged to receive, we would adore Thy blessed name, and acknowledge
Thine unexhausted love!


When thou hast received much, admire the all-sufficiency which still
remaineth undiminished, thus shall you commune with Christ, not only in
what you obtain from Him, but also in the superabundance which remains
treasured up in Him. Let us ever remember that giving does not impoverish
our Lord. When the clouds, those wandering cisterns of the skies, have
poured floods upon the dry ground, there remains an abundance in the
storehouse of the rain: so in Christ there is ever an unbounded supply,
though the most liberal showers of grace have fallen ever since the
foundation of the earth. The sun is as bright as ever after all his shining,
and the sea is quite as full after all the clouds have been drawn from it: so
is our Lord Jesus ever the same overflowing fountain of fullness. All this is
ours, and we may make it the subject of rejoicing fellowship. Come,
believer, walk through the length and breadth of the land, for as far as the
eye can reach, the land is thine, and far beyond the utmost range of thine
observation it is thine also, the gracious gift of thy gracious Redeemer and
Friend. Is there not ample space for fellowship here?
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Regard every spiritual mercy as an assurance of the Lord’s communion
with thee. When the young man gives jewels to the virgin to whom he is
affianced, she regards them as tokens of his delight in her. Believer, do the
same with the precious presents of thy Lord. The common bounties of
providence are shared in by all men, for the good Householder provides
water for His swine as well as for His children: such things, therefore, are
no proof of divine complacency. But thou hast richer food to eat; “the
children’s bread” is in thy wallet, and the heritage of the righteous is
reserved for thee. Look, then, on every motion of grace in thine heart as a
pledge and sign of the moving of thy Savior’s heart towards thee. There is
His whole heart in the bowels of every mercy which He sends thee. He has
impressed a kiss of love upon each gift, and He would have thee believe
that every jewel of mercy is a token of His boundless love. Look on thine
adoption, justification, and preservation, as sweet enticements to
fellowship. Let every note of the promise sound in thine ears like the
ringing of the bells of the house of thy Lord, inviting thee to come to the
banquets of His love. Joseph sent to his father asses laden with the good
things of Egypt, and good old Jacob doubtless regarded them as pledges of
the love of his son’s heart: be sure not to think less of the kindnesses of
Jesus.


Study to know the value of His favors. They are no ordinary things, no
paste jewels, no mosaic gold: they are every one of them so costly, that,
had all heaven been drained of treasure, apart from the precious offering of
the Redeemer, it could not have purchased so much as the least of His
benefits. When thou seest thy pardon, consider how great a boon is
contained in it! Bethink thee that hell had been thine eternal portion unless
Christ had plucked thee from the burning! When thou art enabled to see
thyself as clothed in the imputed righteousness of Jesus, admire the
profusion of precious things of which thy robe is made. Think how many
times the Man of sorrows wearied Himself at that loom of obedience in
which He wove that matchless garment; and reckon, if thou canst, how
many worlds of merit were cast into the fabric at every throw of the
shuttle! Remember that all the angels in heaven could not have afforded
Him a single thread which would have been rich enough to weave into the
texture of His perfect righteousness. Consider the cost of thy maintenance
for an hour; remember that thy wants are so large, that all the granaries of
grace that all the saints could fill, could not feed thee for a moment.
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What an expensive dependent thou art! King Solomon made marvelous
provision for his household (1 Kings 4:22), but all his beeves and fine flour
would be as the drop of the bucket compared with thy daily wants. Rivers
of oil, and ten thousand rams or fed beasts, would not provide enough to
supply the necessities of thy hungering soul. Thy least spiritual want
demands infinity to satisfy it, and what must be the amazing aggregate of
thy perpetually repeated draughts upon thy Lord! Arise, then, and bless thy
loving Immanuel for the invaluable riches with which He has endowed
thee. See what a dowry thy Bridegroom has brought to His poor, penniless
spouse. He knows the value of the blessings which He brings thee, for He
has paid for them out of His heart’s richest blood; be not thou so
ungenerous as to pass them over as if they were but of little worth. Poor
men know more of the value of money than those who have always reveled
in abundance of wealth. Ought not thy former poverty to teach thee the
preciousness of the grace which Jesus gives thee? For remember, there was
a time when thou wouldst have given a thousand worlds, if they had been
thine, in order to procure the very least of His abundant mercies.


Remember how impossible it would have been for thee to receive a single
spiritual blessing unless thou hadst been in Jesus. On none of Adam’s race
can the love of God be fixed, unless they are seen to be in union with His
Son. No exception has ever been made to the universal curse on those of
the first Adam’s seed who have no interest in the second Adam. Christ is
the only Zoar in which God’s Lots can find a shelter from the destruction
of Sodom. Out of Him, the withering blast of the fiery furnace of God’s
wrath consumes every green herb, and it is only in Him that the soul can
live. As when the prairie is on fire, men see the heavens wrapped in sheets
of flame, and in hot haste they fly before the devouring element. They have
but one hope. There is in the distance a lake of water. They reach it, they
plunge into it, and are safe. Although the skies are molten with the heat,
the sun darkened with the smoke, and the earth utterly consumed in the
fire, they know that they are secure while the cooling flood embraces them.
Christ Jesus is the only escape for a sinner pursued by the fiery wrath of
God, and we would have the believer remember this. Our own works could
never shelter us, for they have proved but refuges of lies. Had they been a
thousand times more and better, they would have been but as the spider’s
web, too flail to hang eternal interests upon. There was but one name, one
sacrifice, one blood, by which we could escape. All other attempts at
salvation were a grievous failure. For, “though a man could scourge out of
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his body rivers of blood, and in neglect of himself could outlast Moses or
Elias; though he could wear out his knees with prayer, and had his eyes
nailed on heaven; though he could build hospitals for all the poor on earth,
and exhaust the mines of India in alms; though he could walk like an angel
of light, and with the glittering of an outward holiness dazzle the eyes of all
beholders; nay (if it were possible to be conceived) though he should live
for a thousand years in a perfect and perpetual observation of the whole
law of God, if the only exception to his perfection were the very least
deviation from the law, yet such a man as this could no more appear before
the tribunal of God’s justice, than stubble before a consuming fire.” How,
then, with thine innumerable sins, couldst thou escape the damnation of
hell, much less become the recipient of bounties so rich and large? Blessed
window of heaven, sweet Lord Jesus, let Thy Church for ever adore Thee,
as the only channel by which mercies can flow to her. My soul, give Him
continual praise, for without Him thou hadst been poorer than a beggar. Be
thou mindful, O heir of heaven, that thou couldst not have had one ray of
hope, or one word of comfort, if thou hadst not been in union with Christ
Jesus! The crumbs which fall from thy table are more than grace itself
would have given thee, hadst thou not been in Jesus beloved and approved.


All thou hast, thou hast in Him: in Him chosen, in Him redeemed, in Him
justified, in Him accepted. Thou art risen in Him, but without Him thou
hadst died the second death. Thou art in Him raised up to the heavenly
places, but out of Him thou wouldst have been damned eternally. Bless
Him, then. Ask the angels to bless Him. Rouse all ages to a harmony of
praise for His condescending love in taking poor guilty nothings into
oneness with His all-adorable person. This is a blessed means of promoting
communion, if the sacred Comforter is pleased to take of the things of
Christ, and reveal them to us as ours, but only ours as we are in Him.
Thrice-blessed Jesus, let us never forget that we are members of Thy
mystical body, and that it is for this reason that we are blessed and
preserved.


Meditate upon thee gracious acts which procured thy blessings. Consider
the ponderous labors which thy Lord endured for thee, and the stupendous
sufferings by which He purchased the mercies which He bestows. What
human tongue can speak forth the unutterable misery of His heart, or
describe so much as one of the agonies which crowded upon His soul?
How much less shall any finite comprehension arrive at an idea of the vast
total of His woe! But all His sorrows were necessary for thy benefit, and







182


without them not one of thine unnumbered mercies could have been
bestowed. Be not unmindful that —


“There’s ne’er a gift His hand bestows,
But cost His heart a groan.”


Look upon the frozen ground of Gethsemane, and behold the bloody sweat
which stained the soil! Turn to the hall of Gabbatha, and see the victim of
justice pursued by His clamorous foes! Enter the guard-room of the
Praetorians, and view the spitting, and the plucking of the hair! and then
conclude your review upon Golgotha, the mount of doom, where death
consummated His tortures; and if, by divine assistance thou art enabled to
enter, in some humble measure, into the depths of thy Lord’s sufferings,
thou wilt be the better prepared to hold fellowship with Him when next
thou receivest His priceless gifts. In proportion to thy sense of their
costliness will be thy capacity for enjoying the love which is centered in
them.


Above all, and chief of all, never forget that Christ is thine. Amid the
profusion of His gifts, never forget that the chief gift is Himself, and do not
forget that, after all, His gifts are but Himself. He clothes thee, but it is
with Himself, with His own spotless righteousness and character. He
washes thee, but His innermost self, His own heart’s blood, is the stream
with which the fountain overflows. He feeds thee with the bread of heaven,
but be not unmindful that the bread is Himself, His own body which He
gives to be the food of souls. Never be satisfied with a less communication
than a whole Christ. A wife will not be put off with maintenance, jewels,
and attire, all these will be nothing to her unless she can call her husband’s
heart and person her own. It was the Paschal lamb upon which the ancient
Israelite did feast on that night that was never to be forgotten. So do thou
feast on Jesus, and on nothing less than Jesus, for less than this will be food
too light for thy soul’s satisfaction. Oh, be careful to eat His flesh and drink
His blood, and so receive Him into thyself in a real and spiritual manner,
for nothing short of this will be an evidence of eternal life in thy soul!


What more shall we add to the rules which we have here delivered? There
remains but one great exhortation, which must not be omitted. Seek the
abundant assistance of the Holy Spirit to enable you to put into practice the
things which we have said, for without His aid, all that we have spoken will
but be tantalizing the lame with rules to walk, or the dying with regulations
for the preservation of health. O thou Divine Spirit, while we enjoy the
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grace of Jesus, lead us into the secret abode of our Lord, that we may sup
with Him, and He with us, and grant unto us hourly grace that we may
continue in the company of our Lord from the rising to the setting of the
sun! Amen.
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THE Thames at its first tunnel is a tiny rill for a lamb to drink at; no one
would dream of its swelling into a mighty river. The grace of God in its
first commencement in the soul of man is usually a faint and feeble thing.
Jesus is trusted, but the faith is feeble. Love to heavenly things is in the
heart, but it is rather a spark than a flame. All the graces are in the new-
born soul, but they are like seeds, rather than well-grown plants. No one
rails at the river’s humble parentage, and none of us must blame the
littleness of early spiritual life. Thanks be unto God if we are saved at all;
better, far better, to be a rill of grace than a river of sin. The very least
streamlet, or even drop of faith, is more precious than a world of gold.
Young beginner, be encouraged by this thought.


How quiet, calm, and beautiful, is the rustic nook, where the lamb is
nipping a sweet, succulent shoot from the shrub which covers the little
brook! so fair, so calm, is the first season of spiritual existence. The love of
our espousals we shall ever look back upon with grateful recollection.
Though the rill cannot as yet float a navy, or make glad a million-peopled
city, yet it has a peculiar charm and beauty of its own; and even so has
youthful piety. Remember this; newly-converted friend, and be glad.


Yet the stream grows and swells in volume as it advances. The lamb will
not always be its fit playmate; it will ere long consort with giant oaks,
towering castles, huge galleons, and crowded cities, and will not rest till it
communes with the far-sounding ocean. Even so grace grows, strengthens,
increases. From the day of small things it sweeps on to weeks of service,
years of patience, and ages of perfection. Seek this progress, O young
believer, and be not content without it. Looking unto Jesus, speed along
the channel of his will. His merit has saved you if you have believed; let his
example animate you, and his love encourage you. May your peace be as a
river, and your righteousness as the waves of the sea.
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IN the frequent quarrels between the priests and monks of the Church of
Rome, the two parties of rogues were silly enough to expose each other’s
villainies. On the edifices belonging to monasteries, priests were
caricatured in the stonework; and on the churches built by priests, the
monks and friars were held up to ridicule. A great deal of real truth was
thus brought out by their mutual recriminations. The ancient carving above
is a specimen of a common caricature representing the clergy as foxes with
geese in their hoods; a very admirable picture whether monks or priests
were intended. Popery, with its secret confessional and priestly interference
at dying beds, is essentially a fox. Puseyism, pretending to be Protestant,
and gradually bringing in all the foolery of Rome, is a deep fox indeed. Yet
there are geese silly enough to be deceived by priests in this nineteenth
century; and so long as the supply of such geese is kept up, the foxes will
never cease to prowl.


Reader, do you believe that men like yourself have priestly power? Do you
think that they can regenerate infants by sprinkling them, and turn bread
and wine into the very body and blood of Jesus Christ? Do you think that a
bishop can bestow the Holy Ghost, and that a parish clergyman can forgive
sins? If so, your head can be seen in the picture peeping out from the cowl
of the fox. You are the victim of crafty deceivers. Your soul will be their
prey in life and in death. They cajole you with soft words, fine vestments,
loud pretensions, and cunning smiles, but they will conduct you down to
the chambers of death, and lead you to the gates of hell. Silly goose, may
grace make thee wise!


Jesus Christ is the true Priest who can forgive all your sins; go to him at
once, without the intervention of these pretenders. Make confession to
him! Seek absolution from him! The Holy Ghost alone can cause you to be
born again, and the grace of God alone can bring you to glory. Avoid
Puseyite and Romish foxes, for they seek to make a gain of you, and lead
you not to Jesus, but to their Church and all its mummeries. Believe in the
Lord Jesus Christ, and not in these deceivers.
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A RUNABOUT PAPER


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IT was my ambition to make this month’s magazine the best of this year’s
issue. Since our subscribers have sustained our circulation so constantly, I
hoped to have shown them that we mean to sustain the quality of the
periodical, and go on to something better still. Moreover, the many new
monthlies which are announced, make an editor rub his forehead, and cry,
“Woe is me if I do not bestir myself;” and I must confess to a degree of the
same feeling, although my friends are so singularly endowed with
faithfulness that they will not readily desert their unworthy but most willing
and earnest editor. Now so it fell out, as God would have it, that instead of
meditating in the study, I have had to smart and mourn upon the bed of
pain. Instead of going forth with the hosts to battle, I have been in the
infirmary, among the sick. I would have worked on, and like the warrior
with both his legs shot away, I would have fought on my stumps, but the
head was my wounded part, and thinking was out of the question; a man
may fight without legs, but cannot very well write without his head, at least
not in such style as to suit our pages. If anything should be wrong in the
magazine this month, pray excuse it, because of the editor’s disability, The
last day, up to which Mr. Printer can wait, is just arrived, and I am
considerably better, so although I cannot leave my bedroom, I must sit up
in the easy chair and ramble by short stages from topic to topic, penning a
few sentences upon certain matters which I had selected as subjects for
articles, which might have edified or might have wearied my ten thousand
gentle readers.


The Nonconformist newspaper has done good service to all sections of the
Christian Church, by the issue of a statistical statement as to the religious
condition of London. It cannot be too much regretted that the Government
did not collect at the last census religious statistics in the same fashion as
ten years before; but as this was omitted, the Nonconformist does well to
supply the deficiency. The destitution of the metropolis is appalling, but
there are some cheering signs, and Baptists especially should take heart,
and gird themselves afresh for the battle. The tabular statement of the
general position of the various religious bodies, and the note upon it, we
quote with pleasure, giving glory to God that our loving friends have
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enabled us to make some small discernible mark upon the mass of
ignorance and sin around us.


There is however no time to pause for the slightest congratulation, for
perishing souls are wading in our ears, and their blood will be upon us all,
unless we arouse ourselves to send them the gospel of Jesus Christ, which
alone can save them from everlasting burnings. In the year 1851, the
National Census acted as a mighty stimulus to zeal, by revealing the terrible
truth that in London there was a deficiency of accommodation in places of
worship for 669,514 souls; at the present moment, after all the church and
chapel building, there is an increased deficiency of 161,873, bringing, up
the awful total to 831,387 souls, for whom there would be no room in a
place of worship, should they choose to attend. Let it be remembered that
this is including every form of worship, from Jews to Mormonites, from
Romanists to Southcottians, so that the need is beyond all measure
unspeakably vast, if we only calculate the provision made for hearing the
true gospel of the Blessed God. Meanwhile, having arrived at three
millions, our population increases at such a rate that it will cost much zeal
and’ self-sacrifice to keep pace with it. The Nonconformist report has this
significant paragraph:


“To meet the case, even as it was in 1851, there ought to be, nearly two
hundred more places of worship in the metropolis than have been erected
during the intervening, fourteen years; to keep pace with the annual
increase of its population it would require some fifty new churches of very
large capacity to be erected every year.”


President Lincoln, during the late war, said in his rough man, “We cannot
do all we would, but we keep on pegging away ;” and this is just what we
hope to be able to do by the means of our College and Chapel building
schemes, which have proved their efficiency so thoroughly. Help from
heaven we crave, and help from heaven’s friends we expect.


It is singular to observe the strength of Dissent around the Tabernacle,
would to God that every other pare of London were as saturated with it.
Here is the table for our district of NEWINGTON; it may be as well to notice
that the Free Church of England which we suppose to be Mr. Lincoln’s is
virtually Baptist, though the brother who ministers there declines to be
numbered as such.
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It is changing the topic with a vengeance if we turn from considering the
Christ-like work of feeding the millions of London, to notice the buying,
selling, and bartering of the souls of men which goes on un-blushingly in
that den of all abominations, the Church of England. What a longsuffering
being is that God who bears with men, who profess to be his ambassadors,
and traffic in the holy calling of the ministry. Some one has sent us “the
Church and School Gazette,” a monthly newspaper, price Threepence,
through which the clergy negotiate the sale or exchange of their livings. By
the dozen these sons of Simon Magus advertise their wares. Take a sample


LIVINGS FOR SALE


713. “A Rectory in the Midland Counties, offering a most important sphere
of duty combined with position. Great educational and other advantages.
Net income £350. No house. Price moderate. Life in possession 71. Might
resign.


714. An Incumbency on the South Coast. Charming little retreat for an
invalid or gentleman wishing retirement. Duty nominal, most beautiful
church. Good house. Net income £90. Price with possession £600.


716. Two Consolidated Rectories producing £350. net. Good house. One
Church. Price £4,500. In consequence of the precarious state of the
Incumbent’s health it is requisite to sell immediately, but arrangements can
be made for the money to be paid when possession is given.”


LIVINGS FOR EXCHANGE.


“The Clergy are kindly requested from time to time to send a few stamps
for postage to save positive loss, as the correspondence under this head is
very heavy. 302. The Rectory of two consolidated parishes in an Eastern
County. Income from globe and tithe £500 with an excellent house, very
beautifully situated, and in pretty neighborhood. Good society. Population
100. Almost a. sincere. Suitable for a clergyman wishing light duty. A large
parish desired with an increase of income.


These fellows will all swear that they gave no filthy lucre to obtain their
beneficies, but as this is only one of many falsehoods which they find
themselves called upon to utter, we do not suppose that this profitable
perjury will trouble them much. Every churchman is morally responsible for
all this iniquity, for by his connection and support he countenances the
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system under which such things are tolerated. It is quite as solemn a
reflection that since the Anglican Establishment is a National Church, we
are all guilty of its iniquities unless to our utmost we express our dissent
and discharge ourselves from the responsibility.


Dr. Livingstone has favored us-with an early copy of his new book of
travels — a tempting joint for our editorial table—we must, as soon as
possible, give a summary of the volume. We do not like to cavil at the
utterances of so good and eminent a man, but we are not much pleased
with the way in which he awards unmitigated honors to the Jesuit
missionaries, whose establishments have happily crumbled into ruins all
along the African coast. We would give a Jesuit his due, but that does not
amount to speaking of him as, a good man engaged in perpetuating the
faith. Nor do we admire the Doctor’s mode of treating the Lord’s day,
upon page twenty-three: “This was the time, too, for the feeble minded to
make a demand for their Sundays of rest and full meal-hours, which even
our crew of twelve Kroomen, though tampered with, had more sense and
good feeling than to endorse. It is a pity that some people cannot see that
the true and honest discharge of the common duties of every, day life is
divine service.” The last sentence we feel half inclined to call Jesuitical, for
its apparent force is a mere play upon words, and the Doctor right well
knows that the best performance of the duties of every-day life is not the
divine service which the great Christian day of rest requires. So long away
from the land of Sabbaths, we excuse such language from a traveler, but
we regret it from a missionary. These are, we hope, minor blemishes in a
valuable volume. Dr. Livingstone’s noble achievement in opening up the
terra incognita of Africa, is prophetic of such blessings to the sons of
Ham, that we never think of him without devout thankfulness for his past
success, and prayer that nothing may tarnish the luster of his reward. Upon
the question of the conversion of the Africans, we need no testimony from
man, for the inspired Word suffices us; but yet it is pleasing to find one
who is so well qualified to on so speak, delivering himself so confidently:
We have be often asked whether the Africans were capable of embracing
the Christian religion, that we venture to make the following observations,
although our doing so may appear to be a work of supererogation to all
who have witnessed the effects already produced in West and South Africa
by teaching supplied entirely by private benevolence, or who have watched
the Missionary movements of various Christian Churches during the last
quarter of a century. - The question seems to imply a belief on the part of
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those who put it, that the reception of the Gospel involves a high
development and exercise of the reasoning powers. Some men, indeed, are
constitutionally prone to reason out every subject as fox as their intellects
can lead them, but those who are led through life by pure reason, constitute
a very small minority of any race. To quote from one of Sir James
Stephen’s excellent Historical Essay:—’The Apostles assume in all men the
existence of a spiritual discernment, enabling the mind, when unclouded
by, appetite or passion, to recognize and distinguish the divine voice,
whether uttered from within by the intimations of conscience, or speaking
from without in the language of the inspired oracles; they presuppose that
vigor of reason may consist with feebleness of understanding; and that the
power of discriminating between religious truth and error does not chiefly
depend on the culture or on the exercise of the merely argumentative
faculty. The Gospel, the especial patrimony of the poor and the illiterate,
has been the stay of millions who never framed a syllogism. Of the great
multitudes who, before and since the birth of Grotius, have lived in the
peace and died in the consolations of our faith, how incomparably few are
they whose convictions have been de. rived from argumentative works like
his!’


We prefer to use the words of this able writer rather than our own, to
express the belief that our divine religion suits the lowest as well as the
highest of our race. But in dealing with the different, classes of the human
family, the teaching must be adapted to the individual circumstances. The
stately ceremonial, the ritual observances, the sedative sermon, and the
austere look of those who think it right to indulge in a little spiritual pride,
may suit some minds; but the degraded of our race in every land, must be
treated in somewhat the same man. her as is adopted in dealing with the
outcasts of London. Whether we approach the downtrodden victims of the
slave-trade in sultry Africa, or our poor brethren in the streets, who have
neither warmth, shelter, nor home, we must employ the same agency to
secure their confidence— the magic power of kindness—a charm which
may be said to be one of the discoveries of modern days. This charm may
not act at once, nor may its effects always be permanent; the first feeling of
the wretched, of whatever color, may be that of distrust; or a suspicion that
kindness is a proof of weakness; but the feelings which the severity of their
lot has withered, will in time spring up like the tender grass after rain.”


One trait in the character of the inquiring natives much gratifies us, viz,
their longing for testimony rather than argument, as evidenced in the







191


following : — “On the last occasion of our holding Divine service at
Sesheke, the men were invited to converse on the subject on which they
had been addressed, So many of them had died since we were here before,
that not much probability existed of our all meeting again, and this had
naturally led to the subject of a future state. They replied that they did not
wish to offend the speaker, but they could not believe that all the dead
would rise again: ‘Can those who have been killed in the field and
devoured by the vultures; or those who have been eaten by the hyenas or
lions; or those who have been tossed in the river, and eaten by more than
one crocodile—can they all be raised again to life?’ They were told that
men could take a leaden bullet, change it into a salt (acetate of lead), which
could be dissolved as completely in water, as our bodies in the stomachs of
animals, and then reconvert it into lead; or that the bullet could be
transformed into the red and white paint of our wagons, and again be
reconverted into the original lead; and that if men exactly like themselves
could do so much, how much more could He do, who had made the eye to
see and the ear to hear! We added, however, that we believed in a
resurrection, not because we understood how it would be brought about,
but because our Heavenly Father assured us of it in His Book. The
reference to the truth of the Book and its Author seems always to have
more influence on the native mind than the cleverness of the illustration.
The knowledge of the people is scanty, but their reasoning is generally
clear as far as their information goes.”


Returning to home matters. Our day of meeting for the Baptist ministers of
London, so overjoyed my heart, that the excitement materially assisted in
sending me to a sick-bed; but at the retrospect, and in prospect of glory to
God to be achieved by this Association, I rejoice, yea, and will rejoice. The
whole day, holy love and perfect concord reigned among us. The utmost
liberty of discussion was by loving hearts made consistent with the
tenderest unity of soul. Important questions were raised and settled, and
differences were overcome by mutual concessions and agreements. I was
sometimes reminded of the entry in the journal of a Quakers’ society,
“Dorcas Fysche, a visitor, craved to know whether Friends, not being
members, were permitted to speak on the subject, and was replied to in the
affirmative, where. upon she held her prate.” Our friends were far more
careful to have liberty, than to be for ever using it to the marring of
practical union. I suppose that an account of the meeting, and a copy of the
resolutions, will appear somewhere else in the Magazine, and therefore
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shall leave the subject, when I have very earnestly entreated the prayers of
the Lord’s people, that this union may work the lasting good of immortal
souls.


The old cry of treason has been raised against us in connection with a riot
in Jamaica, provoked by the intolerable oppressions of the graceless
legislature of the island. Much as we deplore the outbreak, we do not
believe all that is said about the blacks; and we scorn the libellous
insinuations of the Times against the sainted Win. Knibb, and the Baptists
both of the past and of the present. It is the old tale against Jerusalem,
“This city of old time hath made insurrection against kings, and rebellion
and sedition have been made therein.” Sanballat would have made a fine
writer for the Times; we think we are reading a letter from an old planter
as we glance at Nehemiah 6:6: “It is reported, and Gashmu saith it, that
thou and the Jews think to rebel.” There does not appear to be the
remotest evidence of any organized conspiracy, much less of one planned
and excited by Baptist missionaries, nor has any body of men been met in
armed rebellion; but the governor has gone on shooting, hanging, and
flogging, after the fashion of the Russians in Poland-making very little
account of either law or justice, so long as he might but gratify the old
planter thirst for cruelty and blood. Our missionaries, and Dr. Underhill,
our secretary, deserve eternal honor for espousing the cause of the
oppressed; and if this unhappy riot be the pretext for a cry against them,
we must give them our warmest sympathy, and wait for the time when
their integrity and excellence shall be confessed even by their enemies. Our
brethren did, we doubt not, make very bad chaplains for slave-owners,
forty years ago, and now they are not the men to hold their tongues when
the poor negro needs an advocate; it is not among us that courage in
denouncing tyranny is reckoned to be a crime. Episcopalian priests are
much at home in teaching ignorant rustics to order themselves lowly and
reverently to all their betters; our teaching is of another character, for while
none more earnestly exhort men to honor the king, we forget not that the
same word bids us honor all men, and that God hath made of one blood all
nations of men. So far as the free spirit of the gospel renders it imperative
upon us to seek the liberty of all, by diffusing independent and manly
principles, so far are our missionaries guilty; but we hesitate not to assure
all whom it may concern, that beyond this point none of them have gone.
Their accusers will have much to answer for at the bar of God.
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Dr. Pusey’s new book, “An Eirenicon, in a letter to the Author of the
Christian Year,” must be regarded as one of the signs of the times. The
object of the Tractarians does not seem to be absorption into the Church of
Rome, but the formation of an Anglican Church, which, with the Greek
and Latin Churches, shall make up one all-dominant Catholic body. Dr.
Pusey shows very clearly that the Anglican Church is, in almost all
respects, one with the Romish; and among other things he says, “We use
the selfsame prayers in Baptism, and thank God, in the same words, that he
has been pleased to regenerate our children therein. We both confess ‘one
Baptism for the remission of sins.’ After confession, the church directs the
selfsame words to be used in absolving from sin, etc.” Thus far Pusey
pilots men to Rome; but he does good service in the other part of his work,
in which he exposes the -points of Popery from which he and other
Tractarians at present shrink. He is very forcible in denouncing the
infallibility of the Pope, and upbraiding the idolatrous worship paid to the
Virgin Mary, upon which latter abomination he has collected a mass of
most amazing blasphemy and absurdity, with which all Protestants should
be acquainted; next month, if spared, an abstract shall be forthcoming.


I have almost completed a volume of Readings for every morning in the
year, which will (D.V.) be ready by the New Year. By this means I hope to
commune with thousands of families all over the world every morning at
the family altar. Much labor have I spent upon it, and if the Lord shall bless
it to his people, my toil will be well rewarded. I have written much of it out
of my own experience of the Lord’s sustaining hand in trouble, sickness,
and depression of spirit, and therefore hope it may meet the cases of the
Lord’s tried people; yet my life has been a very cheerful one, and therefore
the joyous will not find it sicklied o’er with melancholy.


To conclude, let our subscribers accept our hearty thanks for their
cooperation in our works of faith and labors of love, and let us pray them
to continue to help as aforetime. God is with us and we must go on, let
none keep back from the help of the Lord against the mighty. We hope to
make next year’s Sword and Trowel more attractive than ever, although we
can honestly say we have already done our best; may we hope that present
subscribers will enlist new ones, for there are hundreds of families that
would take in our periodical if they knew of its issue, and had the loan of a
copy to stimulate their curiosity. May 1866 be a year of stronger faith,
more vehement prayer, and more extended success, and so should the Lord
himself descend he Would find us ready for his appearing.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD


OF


COMBAT WITH SIN & LABOR FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1866.


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.”—Nehemiah 4: 17, 18.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1866


SIMON THE PEDDLER


ANNO 1553


ABOUT the year 1553, at Bergen op Zoom, in Brabant, there was a peddler
named Simon, standing in the market selling his wares. The priests with
their idol passing by, the said Simon dared not show the counterfeit god
any divine honor; but following the testimony or God in the holy Scripture,
he worshipped the Lord his God only, and Him alone served. He was
therefore seized by the advocates of the Romish Antichrist, and examined
as to his faith. This he boldly confessed. He rejected infant baptism as a
mere human invention, with all the commandments of men, holding fast the
testimony of the word of God — he was therefore condemned to death by
the enemies or the truth. They led him outside the town, and for the
testimony of Jesus committed him to the flames. The astonishment of the
bystanders was greatly excited when they saw the remarkable boldness and
steadfastness of this pious witness of God, who, through grace, thus
obtained the crown Of everlasting life.


“The bailiff, who procured his condemnation, on his return home from the
execution fell mortally sick, and was confined to his bed. In his suffering
and sorrow he continually exclaimed, Oh Simon, Simon! The priests and
monks sought to absolve him; but he would not be comforted. He speedily
expired in despair, an instructive and memorable example to all tyrants and
persecutors.”


Such is the brief story of Simon the Baptist peddler as we find it in the
grand old folio volume of Baptist Martyrology, a copy of which we
brought home with us from Amsterdam. It is well to review the memory of
the brave days of old that we may be inspired with the like
uncompromising Spirit. Not a nod of the head or a bend of the knee will
the solitary champion concede to the idol before which, others prostrate
themselves. His life must answer for his daring, but no entreaties or threats
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can move him; he can burn but he cannot turn; he can yield his body to the
tormentors, but not his soul to the tempters. Things invisible have nerved
his heart against all visible terrors, and the fear of the most holy God has
banished from him all fear of man. He sought not the conflict, but he dared
not shun it, and now that the hour is come for witness-bearing, peddler
though he be, he bears him. self in a right princely manner, and proves
himself one of the nobility of heaven. Pie might have lived and died in
obscurity, a humble number of the band who have not bowed their knees to
Baal, but now the test is put before him, and he will not quail; at all hazards
he will be true to his conscience and his God.


“He lived unknown
Till persecution dragged him into fame,


And chased him up to heaven.”


Short and-sharp was the action of the persecutor, swift and sure was the
transformation of the peddler into one of the white-robed throng before the
throne. That calm face was lit up for a few moments with the lurid glare of
blazing faggots, and an on that upright frame fell in ashes about the stake.
Think not that he threw, himself away for the Lord, and was lost to the
Church by his decision, far from it; his death was more useful than his life;
for through the page of history speaking from the stake he is to this day
right eloquent, and being dead yet speaketh. He was sown like good seed
corn in fertile soil, and the harvest is not all reaped as yet; the year of the
redeemed has not yet reached the full feast of ingatherings.


“The blood of martyrs, living still,
Makes the ground pregnant where it flows,


And tot their temporary ill
Thereon eternal triumph grows.”


All compliance with that which we know to be erroneous and un scriptural
is a form of bowing the knee to Antichrist, and should be loathed by every
follower of the Lord Jesus. Union with unsound churches, and compliance
with unscriptural ceremonies stain the in-terrify of many. In many shapes,
in our own land, we are tempted to yield-up the completeness of our faith,
or withhold our testimony against error; but in any form and from any
quarter, this temptation is always to be resisted as we would resist Satan
himself. We have no more right to give up truth than to give away our
master’s property. Trimming and temporizing, amiable silence, and
unfaithful compromises are treason to God, and are devices of the devil to
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obtain space. and place for the propagation of falsehood; of which he is the
father, but decision for truth sees through the enemy’s craft, and disdains
to yield him so much as a single inch of vantage ground. Charity is a virtue,
and so also is decision; and the one must never override the other, or it
ceases to be true charity. When believers are steadfast in the truth they
impress their age with a respect for their faith, but when they vacillate and
yield up their principles the world neither respects them nor their religion.
Men look at weathercocks, but never steer by them. To the sinful pleasures
of the world the believer must not yield; to its carnal customs he must not
bow, and into its spirit he must not drink, or it will be all over with the
power, and probably with the very existence of his testimony. When
dancing parties, cards, novels, and such-like things are delighted in, grace
has no more reigning power. The idol is set up and God is dishonored.
From the world’s religion we must keep at an equal distance; although
bound to love all the people of God into whatsoever error they may have
fallen, we must by no means connect ourselves with Antichrist in any of her
branches, lest we be partakers of her plagues. Our nonconformity must be
a daily protest against Popery both Romish and Anglican, doctrinal or
ceremonial. Nor is it enough for us as believers in the Lord Jesus to be
separate from false churches; we must bear our witness for the doctrines of
the Word of God; we must cry aloud and spare not, for the times are full of
danger, and need bold and living testimonies for the kingship of Jesus and
the simplicity of his gospel. He who turns his back on Christ is a coward of
the basest sort. He who minces matters to please a flattering world is
unworthy of the kingdom! Speak out, act honestly, and if need be suffer for
so doing, but never in jot or tittle sell the truth or prove traitor to
conscience. The Holy Spirit is to be sought unto to inspire in us the
courage which endures unto the end.
C. H. S.


UNWELCOME VISITORS AT THE BEGINNING OF
THE NEW YEAR


“The bands of the Moabites invaded the land at the coming in of the
year,” 2 Kings 13:20.


SCARCELY have we had space to praise the God of mercy for sparing us
through the past year, before we ate beset with new enemies; Unasked,
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unexpected, and unwelcome guests, pour into the house, while yet our
friends are wishing us a happy New Year. A little breathing space would
have been delightful; to down and sing of faithfulness and truth, would
have been refreshing, but the trumpet sounds, the foe is mustering, and
therefore we must lay aside the dulcimer of peace for of unsanctified
nature; the Old Adam is their father, sin is their mother; unbelief their
nurse, and self their captain. For number they are legion, and they prowl in
bands, each band doing its best to make havoc of every good thing. They
break down the carved work of our graces with axes and hammers, they fill
up the wells of our comfort, and mar every piece of the -good -ground of
our usefulness with stones; Doubts of our calling, election, and
perseverance, like packs of hounds, hunt for their prey. Suspicions of the
love, truth, wisdom, and faithfulness of God, march in troops, devastating
the land wherever they obtain an entrance. Worldly cares, fretfulness,
murmuring, and despondency, with fierce looks cast fire upon all the
goodly houses of our delight and hope. Temptations of all shapes, but
chiefly suggestions of an unbelieving character, barbarously ravage out’
‘hearts. Before one has finished his terrible work, another is at hand. Like
the frogs of Egypt, these invaders go up into our bedchamber and disturb
our sleep; they leap into our kneading troughs and embitter the bread we
eat, and even enter the king’s house and defile our devotions. Behind our
business they entrench themselves, and in our evil hearts they find
munitions of war; our increasing families, our health, our trade, our work
for God, our unanswered prayers, and above all, our sins, seem all of them
to be as ladders by Which they scale the ramparts of our soul. Alas, for us,
that these Moabites thus cruelly invade the land.


What is their errand? It is the thief’s business. They come to kill and to
destroy. Doubts are ruthless robbers, and spare nothing upon which they
can lay their mischievous hands. Unbelief ravins as a wolf; in the morning it
devours the prey, and in the evening it divides the spoil. Distrust of the
God of providence and grace is cruel as death, and insatiable as the grave.
To suppose that we can ever be profited by harboring such visitors, is as
foolish as to dream of carrying coals in our bosom, and escape burning.
Doubts spoil our comfort, impede our progress-injure our usefulness,
dishonor the Lord, and vex his Spirit. Faith enriches, suspicion
impoverishes; trust fills the garner, fear empties the storehouse, confidence
trades with Ophir, mistrust wrecks the vessels; believing feeds the fat kine,
but doubts are the lean kine which devour the fat kine. We shall never
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overcome trouble by fretting, or lighten care by dark forebodings. These
bands of the Moabites are enemies, and are bent on ill designs.


How shall we receive them.* The edge of the sword of faith must give
them a sharp reception, and the weapons of our holy warfare must all be
plied with vigor, to make the land too hot to hold them. Believers in the
Lord Jesus, rally your forces around the standard of the cross; unsheath the
invincible weapon of all-prayer; put Captain Credence at the head of the
troops, and march vigorously against the band of cares, the host of doubts,
the legion of suspicions, and the army of temptations. No truce or parley
may be talked of. To submit tameless even though it were but for an hour
would involve the ruin of our joy for many a day, for these foes in a
moment perpetrate mischief which years cannot amend. “Get thee behind
me, Satan,” must be our answer to any dark thought of God which may
crave a hiding-place in our bosoms. The wonderful dealings of the Lord
with his people in ancient times, his faithfulness as proved in our own
experience, the immutability of his counsels, the power of his arm, the love
of his heart, the veracity of the promise, the prevalence of the precious
blood, all these should furnish us with artillery against the Moabitish bands.
God is on our side, why should we fear? He has given us deliverance
aforetime, let us rely upon him now. Our hope is in heaven, and our boast
in Jesus, and therefore with courage we advance to preserve our borders
and expel the foe.


Are there no other visitors? Did not a host of angels meet Jacob at
Mahanaim? Are there not still watchers, and holy ones who have
commerce with the heirs of salvation? Is the King himself a stranger to his
blood-bought ones? Is there no Melchizedek to refresh conflicting believers
with bread and wine? Is there no goodly fellowship of saints on earth, and
no noble army of martyrs in heaven? Let us seek communion with heaven
and heavenly things, and fill our house with the friends of Jesus, that there
may be no room in our inn to entertain worldly cares. Let us dedicate our
days to Christian service among the Lord’s people. To wait upon God is to
bless ourselves. Can we not wish the poor a happy New Year practically by
relieving their wants? Can we not visit some sick brother to-day and cheer
his lonely bed? Can we not do something for King Jesus by feeding his
sheep or lambs. Surely we can find a band of godly Workers to unite with,
that like those of old who feared the Lord, we may speak often one with
another. While thus engaged the enemy will find less occasion against us,
and being in holy employment, we may hope for heavenly protection. If
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bands of hallowed desires, gracious endeavors, fervent supplications, and
devout meditations shall garrison our souls, we need not fear that the
bands of the Moabites will invade the land at the coming in of the year.


Can we not invade the enemy’s territories? There is yet very much land to
be possessed. Districts lie unvisited, towns unevangelized, sinners unsaved.
War must rage, then let us be the invaders, and carry the battle into the
enemy’s camp. Oh for one great, energetic, earnest, persevering onslaught
all along the line! England expects every man to do his duty; what does the
Church expect? What does our Lord expect and deserve at our hands? By
the love we bear him let us seek to snatch the souls of men from rum, by
telling them of the love of Jesus to sinners. Rouse us, O Lord, at the
coming in of the year, and make 1866 to be blessed in the annals of our
race.


C. H. S.


DIVINE KNOWLEDGE


LO every individual man,
And plant, and insect, in his plan,


Hath shared his thought ere worlds began.
To him was every being known,


Before it could a being own,
When self-involved he dwelt alone,


Companioned but by schemes sublime,
Before Creation’s morning prime,


Before the birth of eldest Time.
But ‘twould avail thee nought to know


He loved thy world so long ago,
Or e’en thyself, if thou couldst show


That he neglected and forgot,
When it had gained existence, what


He knew when it existed not.
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One after one, thought’s motley train
Goes filing through thy groove like brain,


Length without breadth,—a line-like chain,
And canst thou hope to comprehend,
How thought and love of God extend,
From right to left, and’ end to end?


Synoptically in his eye,
Past, present, future, equal lie;


Nought is to come, and nought gone by.
His thoughts can never turn away;


Once known to him is known to-day;
Once loved by him is loved for aye.


From Poem entitled “Spes Super Sidera,” in “Angel Visits,”


DR PUSEY ON THE WORSHIP OF
MARY IN THE CHURCH OF ROME


ACCORDING to promise, we have summarized the detailed account of the
idolatrous worship of Mary by the Papists as exposed in full by Dr. Pusey
in his new work. As his statements are not made at random, but are
supported by quotations from Romish writers of recognized authority, they
will be valuable to those who are met by the crafty denials of Romanists
whenever they expose the genuine doctrines of Popish faith. Amid all the
mischief which Pusey has done, it is well to note and acknowledge
whatever service he may in this case render to truth. The headings of the
paragraphs are ours; the quotations are given as they stand.


Blessings said to be obtained through Mary.—” So, then, it is taught in
authorized books, that ‘it is morally impossible for those to be saved who
neglect the devotion to the Blessed Virgin ;’ that ‘ it is the will of God that
all graces should pass through her hands ;’ that ‘ no creature obtained any
grace from God, save according to the dispensation of His holy Mother; ‘
that Jesus has, in fact, said, ‘no one shall be partaker of My Blood, unless
through the intercession of MY Mother ;’ that ‘we can only hope to obtain
perseverance through her;’ that ‘God granted all the pardons in the Old
Testament absolutely for the reverence and love of this Blessed Virgin; ‘
that ‘ our salvation is in her hand;’ that ‘ it is impossible for any to be
saved, who turns away from her, or is disregarded by her; or to be lost,
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who turns to her, or is regarded by her; ‘ that ‘ whom the justice of God
saves not, the infinite mercy of Mary saves by her intercession ;’ that God
is ‘ subject to the command of Mary;’ that ‘God has resigned into her
hands (if one might say so) His omnipotence in the sphere of grace;’ that ‘it
is safer to seek salvation through her than directly from Jesus.’”


Mary worship held up as a cure for trouble.— “F. Faber, in Ms popular
books, is always bringing in the devotion to the Blessed Virgin. He believes
that the shortcomings of English Roman Catholics are owing to the
inadequacy of their devotion to her. After instancing people’s failures in
overcoming their faults, want of devotion, unsubmission to God’s special
Providence for them, feeling domestic troubles almost-incompatible with
salvation, and that ‘ for all these things prayer appears to bring so little
remedy,’ he asks, ‘ What is the remedy that is wanted? what is the remedy
indicated by God himself? If we may rely on the disclosures of the saints, it
is an immense increase of devotion to our Blessed Lady, but remember,
nothing short of an immense one. Here, in England, Mary is not haft
enough preached. Devotion to her is low and thin and poor. It is frightened
out of its wits by the sneers of heresy. It is always invoking human respect
and carnal prudence, wishing to make Mary so little of a Mary, that
Protestants may feel at ease about her. Its ignorance of theology makes it
unsubstantial and unworthy. It is not the prominent characteristic of our
religion which it ought to be. It has no faith in itself. Hence it is, that Jesus
is not loved, that heretics are not converted, that the Church is not exalted;
that souls, which might be saints, wither and dwindle; that the sacraments
are not rightly frequented, or souls enthusiastically evangelized. Jesus is
obscured, because Mary is kept in the background. Thousands of souls
perish, because Mary. is withheld from them. It is the miserable unworthy
shadow which we call our devotion to the Blessed Virgin, that is the cause
of all these wants and blights; these evils and omissions and declines. Yet,
if we are to believe the revelations of the saints, God is pressing for a
greater, wider, a stronger, quite another devotion to His Blessed Mother’“


Pope’s whole reliance on the Virgin.—In his Encyclical Letter of 1849,
Pius IX. wrote: “On this hope we chiefly rely, that the most Blessed Virgin
— who raised the height of merits above all the choirs of Angels to the
throne of the Deity, and by the foot of Virtue ‘ bruised the serpent’s head,’
and who, being constituted between Christ and His Church, and, being
wholly sweet and full of graces, hath ever delivered the Christian people
from calamities of all sorts and from the snares and assaults of all enemies
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and hath rescued them from destruction, and, commiserating our most sad
and most sorrowful vicissitudes and our most severe straits, toils,
necessities with that most large feeling of her motherly mind—will, by her
most present and most powerful patronage with God, both turn away the
scourges of Divine wrath wherewith we are afflicted for our sins, and will
allay, dissipate the most turbulent storms of ills, wherewith, to the
incredible sorrow of our mind, the Church everywhere is tossed, and will
turn our sorrow into joy. For ye know very well, Ven. Brethren, that the
whole of our confidence is placed in the most Holy Virgin, since God has
placed in Mary the fullness of all good, that accordingly we may know that
if there is any hope in as, if any grace, if any salvation, it redounds to us
from her, because such is His will presented by the Apostolic See with the
honor of this most illustrious mystery: Spain, the Bishop of Almeria
justified the attribute by appeal to the service of the Conception. ‘ The
Church, adapting to the Mother of God in the Office of the Conception
that text, ‘Let Us make a help like unto Him,’ assures us of it. and confirms
those most ancient traditions, ‘Companion of the Redeemer,’ ‘ Co-
Redemptress,’ ‘Authoress of everlasting salvation. ‘‘ The Bishops refer to.
these as ancient, well-known, traditionary titles, at least in their Churches
in North and South Italy, Sicily, Sardinia, Spain.”


A Parallel infamously drawn between Jesus and Mary.—-” As our
Redemption gained its sufficiency and might from Jesus, so, they say, did it
gain its beauty and loveliness from the aid of Mary. As we are clothed with
the merits of Christ, so also, they say, with the merits of Mary. As Jesus
rose again the third day without seeing corruption, so they speak of her
Resurrection so as to anticipate corruption, in some three days ;’ as He was
the first-fruits of them that slept, so is she; as He was taken up into heaven
in the body so, they say, was she; as He sits at the Right Hand of God, so
she at His Right Hand; as He is there our perpetual Intercessor with the
Father, so she with Him; as ‘ no man cometh to the Father.’ Jesus saith,
‘but by Me ;’ so ‘no man cometh to Jesus’, they say, ‘but by her;’ as He is
our High Priest, so she, they say, a so, they say, did she, ‘her will
conspiring with the will of her Son to the making of the ‘Eucharist, and
assenting to her Son so giving and offering Himself for food and drink,
since we confess that the sacrifice and gifts, given, to us under the form of
bread and wine, are truly hers and appertain unto her. As in the Eucharist
He is present and We receive Him, so she, they say, is present an received
in that same sacrament. The priest is ‘minister of Christ,’ and ‘ minister of
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Mary.’ They seem to assign to her an office, like that of God the Holy
Ghost, in dwelling in the soul. They speak of ‘souls born not of blood, nor
of flesh, nor of the will of man, but of God and Mary ;’ that ‘the Holy
Ghost chose to make use of our Blessed Lady to bring His fruitfulness into
action by producing in her and by her Jesus Christ in His members ;’ that ‘
according to that word, ‘ the kingdom of God is within you,’ in like
manner the kingdom of our Blessed Lady is. principally in the interior of a
man, his soul; that ‘when Mary has struck her roots in the soul, she
produces there marvels of grace, which she alone can produce, because she
alone is the fruitful Virgin, who never has had, and never will have, her
equal in purity and fruitfulness.’“


Shameless declaration that Mary is in the Eucharist.—(Oswald.) “‘ We
maintain a (co-)presence of Mary in the Eucharist. This is a necessary
inference from our Marian theory, and we shrink back from no
consequence.’ ‘We are much inclined,’ he says afterwards, ‘to believe an
essential co-presence of Mary in her whole person, with body and soul,
under the sacred species. Certainly to such a presence in the Eucharist, 1.
there is required a glorious mode of being of the Virgin body of the Holy
Mother. We are not only justified in holding this as to Mary, but we have
well-nigh proved it. 2. The assumption of a bodily presence of Mary in the
Eucharist compels self-evidently the assumption of a multi-location (i.e. a
contemporaneous presence in different portions of space) of Mary,
according to her flesh too. 3. One who would receive this must be ready to
admit a compenetration of the Body of Christ and of that of the Virgin in
the same portion of space, i.e. under the sacred species.’ The writer
subsequently explains that ‘ the ‘lac virginale” must be looked upon as that
of Mary, which is primarily present in the Eucharist, whereto, in further
consequence, the whole Christ the Head, the Blessed Virgin is, after her
Assumption, as it were, the neck of the Church, so that all grace whatever
flows to the Body through her, that is, through her prayers, it might be
argued, that, for such as have this belief to ask anything of or through her,
is identical in sense, but in point of form better, than to ask it directly of
Christ, in like manner as to ask anything of or through Christ, is identical in
sense, but clearer and fuller in point of form, than to ask it directly of the
Father. And hence, it might seem that it would bean improvement, if,
reserving only the use of the appointed forms for the making of the
Sacraments, and an occasional use of the Lord’s Prayer (and this rather
from respect to the letter of their outward institution than from any inward
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necessity or propriety), every prayer, both of individuals and of the Church,
were addressed to or through Blessed Mary, a form beginning, ‘Our Lady,
which art in heaven,’ etc, being preferred for general use to the original
letter of the Lord’s Prayer; and the Psalter, the Te Deum, and all the daily
Offices, being used in preference with similar accommodation.’“


Horrid ravings of Faber, whose writings are very popular among Papists.
— “There is some portion of the Precious Blood which once was Mary’s
own blood, and which remains still in our Blessed Lord, incredibly exalted
by its union with His Divine Person, yet still the-same. This portion of
Himself, it is piously believed, has not been allowed to undergo the usual
changes of human substance. At this moment, in heaven, He retains
something which was once His Mother’s, and which is, possibly, visible, as
such, to the saints and angels. He vouchsafed at mass to show to S.
Ignatius the very part of the Host which had once belonged to the
substance of Mary. It may have a distinct and singular beauty in heaven,
where, by His compassion, it may one day be our blessed lot to see it and
adore it. But with the exception of this portion of it, the Precious Blood
was a growing thing,’” etc.


Enough! enough! every one of our readers will cry out, and therefore we
stay our hand. Surely “for this cause, God shall send them strong delusion,
that they should believe a lie: that they all might be damned who believed
not the truth, but had pleasure in unrighteousness:’


THE LONDON ASSOCIATION


ON the 10th of November Special Meetings were held at the Metropolitan
Tabernacle for promoting the union of Baptist Ministers and Churches. In
the morning the pastors met to the number of eighty. Mr. Brock presided,
and Mr. Lewis acted as Secretary. After some devotional exercises, rules
for a proposed union were read, and considered seriatim. Mr. Spurgeon,
Mr. Landels, Mr. Stayel, Mr. Stent, Mr. Bloomfield, Mr. Lewis, Dr.
Angus, Mr. J. Spurgeon, Mr. Tucker, Mr. Hobson, Dr. Burns, and Dr.
Underhill, took part in the discussion. The rules as agreed upon were—


“1. That an Association be formed, to be called ‘ The London Association
of Baptist Ministers holding Evangelical Sentiments, and the Churches
under their care.’ 2. That the objects contemplated by this Association
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be—the co-operation of the Associated Churches in efforts to advance the
kingdom of Christ in connection with the Baptist denomination in London
and its suburbs ;—the promotion of Christian union amongst their officers
and members; rather erection of at least one chapel in each year in the
metropolis or its suburbs ;— and the adoption of such measures as shall
from time to time be deemed conducive to the prosperity and consolidation
of the Associated Churches. 3. That, for the purpose of carrying out the
objects contemplated by this Association, a meeting be held every quarter
of a year in one of the chapels of the Associated Churches. The pastors of
the Associated Churches to be convened at eleven o’clock a.m, for the
purposes of united prayer and conference. The pastors and delegates to
meet at four p.m. for the despatch of business, and the proceedings of the
day to terminate with a public prayer-meeting or a sermon, or in such other
way as shall be determined upon at the meeting of the members and
delegates, held three months previously. 4. That the first quarterly meeting
in each year shall be called the annual meeting, when, in addition to the
ordinary business, the report of the proceedings for the past year shall be
presented to the members and delegates, and they shall proceed to the
election of officers for the ensuing year, and the appointment of the time
and place for each of the quarterly meetings which shall be held indifferent
districts of the metropolis. 5. That each of the churches included in the
Association be entitled to send one member as a delegate to the quarterly
meetings; that churches having 250 members be entitled to send two
delegates; and churches having more than 250 members be entitled to send
one delegate for each additional 250 members. 6. That tutors of
denominational colleges, and secretaries of denominational societies, being
Baptists, be eligible our election to membership. 7. That the business of
this Association be carried out by a President, who shall act as Chairman of
all meetings of the Association during his term of office, a Treasurer, an
Executive Committee of eleven, and a Secretary, —all to be elected
annually, by the members and delegates, by ballot. In case of the
unavoidable absence of the President of the Association, the meeting to
have power to choose a Chairman. The Committee to meet not less
frequently than once in each month,—five to form a quorum,—and its
minutes to be read at each quarterly meeting. The Committee to have the
power of calling special meetings of the members and delegates. 8. That
the working expenses of the Association be defrayed by a proportionate
contribution from each church. 9. That in order to certify the genuineness
of chapel cases, and similar extraordinary appeals for pecuniary help, the
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signatures of the President, Treasurer, and Secretary, be appended to all
cases which have received the approval of the Executive Committee. 10.
That churches, pastors, and officers of societies, applying for admission to
this Association, be proposed at one quarterly meeting, and voted for, by
ballot, at the next—the votes of three-fourths of the members and
delegates present being necessary for admission. 11. That no alteration be
made in these rules until three months’ notice has been given, and the
consent of three-fourths of the members and delegates present obtained to
such alteration. 12. That the pastors and representatives of the churches
present at this meeting be requested to submit this plan to their respective
churches, and that the wish to join the Association be communicated to
Mr. Lewis, Secretary (pro tem.). on or before the 1st of January, 1866;
together with the names and addresses of the pastors and delegates. 13.
That the following gentlemen have power to convene the First Meeting of
the Associated Churches, as soon after the 1st of January, 1866, as may be
convenient—Messrs. Brock, Landels, C. H. Spurgeon.” Dinner was
provided by the deacons of the Tabernacle, after which the pastors were
joined by about 150 deacons of Baptist Churches; Mr. Brock again
presided, and prayer and praise having been offered, the rules were read
and received the sanction of the church officers. In the evening a fourth of
the Great United Prayer Meetings was held at the Metropolitan
Tabernacle, when the building was completely filled in every part. numbers
being unable to obtain seats. There was an additional interest and
importance attached to this meeting from the fact, that it was held in
connection with the Conference, having for its object the promotion of
unity, and the extension of the Redeemers kingdom. Mr. C. H, Spurgeon
presided as on former occasions, and in introducing the objects for which
they were gathered together said, “It may be well just to tell you, that your
prayers may be with understanding why, and what it is we have met
together for This morning eighty of us, pastors of Baptist Churches—
consider what cause for’ thankfulness in the number — met together to lay
down a certain basis upon which we might ,mite in an association.-This
afternoon many church officers assembled, and it is proposed to each
church represented by them, that they should send us word by the 1st of
January, how far they will be able to join with us; so that the union once
formed may not be marred by future emendations. Now, you see, beloved
friends, that since God has been with us we want to have his manifest smile
upon us to-night, and I cannot conceive of a better stamp or seal put upon
it than that we should all feel a spirit of united desire that sinners may be
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converted to God. I take the position of leading this meeting, having led
similar large gatherings before; and permit me to ask our friends to be all of
them very brief; no need for length when there are so many to address the
throne. God make us all come to the throne and ask for what we want, and
leave off when we have done. Now, it will be well to commence the
meeting with a song of praise; after we have sung a few verses of praise, I
shall ask our dear friend, Mr. Brock, to pray for the unity and revival of
our churches: what can we better sing than the One Hundredth Psalm, to
the Old Hundredth tune?” Psalm One Hundredth, verses 4, 5, and
Doxology were then sung, after which Mr. Brock engaged in prayer. Mr.
Spurgeon: “Let us sing this verse asking to be taught how to pray :—


‘O thou, by whom we come to God,
The Life, the Truth, the Way!


The path of prayer thyself hast trod
Lord! teach us how to pray.’


and then we will have two brief prayers, asking for the revival of our
churches, and the manifest work of the Holy Ghost. Our brothers, Frank
White, and Varley will kindly try to lay hold of the Angel of the covenant.”
After which, Mr. Spurgeon said, “We all of us know that the revival of the
whole must be by the revival of each one. Perhaps now will be the time to
have a few minutes of silent prayer, in which each heart should seek to
draw near to God, and make its own petition known, whispering in the ear
of the Lord Jesus Christ. Before doing so, a verse setting forth our position
at the foot of the cross may well be sung.


‘Nothing in my hand I bring,
Simply to thy cross I cling;


Naked come to thee for dress;
Helpless, look to thee for grace J


Black, I to the fountain fly;
Wash me, Savior, or I die!’


Now, dear friend, let the next two or three minutes be between God and
thy own soul. Peradventure thou art not converted; it will be well that thou
shouldst ask thyself what thou doest here to-night, in the midst of this
people; and while the question is being asked, may the Lord lead thee to
see his great love in Jesus Christ, and may the time of silence be the time
when thou shalt find the Savior. To the believer I suggest these thoughts.
We meet for unity; think of what thou mayst have done in the past to put
the brethren at variance; of the hard thought’s thou hast had; of the unkind
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words; think of thine own want of diligence in God’s work; thy want of
perfect love to Christ Jesus, and humble thyself, and pray that from
henceforth thou mayest contribute to the good of the church of which thou
art a member, and to the benefit of other churches, and to the unity of all
churches of which Christ is the head. I do aver, God the Holy Ghost being
our witness, that we have met together to seek union; seek union with each
church of Jesus Christ, and with the Master himself. Let these two or three
minutes be occupied with penitence for former disunion, and earnest cries
that God may knit us together as one man, and give us such a blessing that
there may not be room enough to receive it. Let us pray.” After two or
three minutes spent in silent prayer, Mr. Spurgeon led the assembly in
devotion.


Mr. Spurgeon: “I will now call upon our dear brother Mr. Landels to say a
word or two, as he may be moved; pray for him, that every word may be
blessed to those who hear.”


Mr. Landels: “Dear brethren, we know that the Lord has been here in
answer to prayer; we may surely expect some blessed answer, as so many
Christian hearts are united in common supplication at the throng of grace.
We know what prayers have done in days-of old; how, when the disciples
were met together with one accord the Spirit came down like a rushing
mighty wind, sitting on the brethren like tongues of fire, firing all hearts
with love, and nerving them all with power to go forth and work, -We
know that God changes not, and as of old so now he will fulfill his
promise; may we not expect, therefore, in answer to our prayers, a large
outpouring of the Divine Spirit? Many of us feel, too, that it is a blessed
thing when so many have been brought together from scores of churches,
to seek unitedly the divine blessing upon the efforts which are being put
forth. That union, as Mr. Spurgeon has said, has been pointed at in the
wishes of many for some time past: to-day there seemed so earnest a desire
for it, that all little objections were speedily overborne. Surely that is a
token for good. I think our past disunion has been our disgrace; many good
works have languished for want of the help that we might have afforded
had we been united; reproach has been brought on the cause of Christ. I
feel we are all verily guilty in this matter, and had we forgotten self more,
and sought the advancement of the cause of Christ, there would not have
been these obstructions. It is a matter of thankfulness that these are
removed. Men and women who have access unto the Father, bought by the
blood of the Son, inspired by the same Spirit, should ever be one in heart.
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It seems to me to have been a happy inspiration coming from the Author of
all good, to lead to so many ministers to come together to-day; it is a
matter of devout thankfulness that a spirit of love has presided over our
assembly, and guided us not only unanimously but heartily it is the
provision of a gracious-Providence that we have this spacious place to
assemble in, where so many can come together in prayer; not often have so
many united together as have united now in offering prayer to Almighty
God, so many prayers going up with one voice: all this, I think, is an
earnest for good, an intimation that God will do great things for us yet,
take away our reproach, and send down his blessing upon us for evermore,
We know that our union will tend to nothing Without the divine blessing;
but then all good will come in answer to united prayer; we have only to ask
that we may receive, to seek that we may find, to knock that it may be
opened to us; and when our divisions are healed, at least one great obstacle
has been taken away. If we do not grieve the Holy Ghost, if we put away
all bitterness, and wrath, and clamor, and evil speaking, and cherish that
love which flows from the Spirit, then we may expect to see a mighty
result, But, dear brethren, as you have heard to-night, very much of the
result for which we look depends really on individual religious life; if our
churches are to be better, we must be better, we must rise above our
selfishness; and you members, too, must seek to rise above yourselves, and
enter into the Master’s work with greater consecration: we must have our
business engaged in with the conviction that all our gains are to be
consecrated to Christ’s service, and we are to glorify God by our daily
occupation: we must feel that the work of winning souls is the great work
unto which we are called, and that end must be sought in all we do. I
believe that great good may result from our meeting together time after
time for common supplication, and to deliberate upon the means to be
adopted for our Savior’s cause; but it will all depend on the spirit in which
we come together, each of us bringing so much of the divine fire in our
own souls that we can kindle it in others, and making all our energies in
sacrifice to our Master cause. How many souls around us are perishing!
How little we have done to rescue them! to set before them the Savior in
all his fullness, and freeness, and sufficiency! We must take a more
decided, part in the great work of winning souls. Let us now, as we appear
before God throne, think of the sin of the past and confess it: in the
moments of silent devotion, let us pour out our hearts, and where there is
any consciousness of being wrong, there let us say, ‘ I have been, wrong
here. I have been wrong there, in fact I have been wrong altogether.’ Let
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us humble ourselves before the Lord, humbly seeking divine help that in
time to come we may render nobler service, may realize blessings to
ourselves and be the means of imparting them to others. Oh that the Divine
Spirit in all the plenitude of his power may rest upon this people, and grant
that our prayers may return in showers of blessing on our head! Oh that
those who may still present our prayers may be more earnest that God may
lift up the light of his countenance upon us, and give us peace.”


Mr. Spurgeon: “Beloved friends, I think we must say, ‘Hitherto hath the
Lord helped us.’ I shall call upon Brother William Olney to pray for us
ministers, and as I ask him, I call upon every faithful soul here, and I speak
the language of our brethren here, do I not, my brethren? when I say, ‘pray
for us”


Mr. Olney prayed.


Mr. Spurgeon: “We must now give up the rest of the meeting to the one
great prayer for the conversion of sinners; may the Lord guide our brethren
to draw close to the throne, for after all we shall not think we have a
blessing, unless we see the increase of the Church. We will sing a verse of
that hymn, ‘There is a fountain fill’d with blood.’ God bless it to those who
sing it. Now to the work of prayer; may I ask special brevity? I will call
upon Mr. Bloomfield and Mr. Stott to pray, and then I shall be thankful if
our brother Brock Will read a few verses of God Word, and if he should be
moved, perhaps he will say a word or two to sinners.”


When Mr. Bloomfield and Mr. Stott had engaged in supplication for the
conversion of sinners, Mr. Brock read Romans 10:1-13.


Mr. Spurgeon: “All who know the Lord will sing an invitation to sinners. I
have read of a son who ran away from home, and when he came back he
was afraid to enter into his father’s house. It was evening, and he listened
outside the door, and he heard the family within singing a hymn, which had
in it a reference to their hope that he might return; this encouraged him to
enter the house. Now, sinner, outside mercy’s door, shivering in the
darkness to-night, thank God it is not the outer darkness for ever yet; now
be comforted while you hear your brethren sing these words :—
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‘From the Mount of Calvary,
Where the Savior deignd to die,
What melodious sounds I hear,
Bursting on my ravish’d ear!—


“Love’s redeeming work is done!
Come and welcome, sinner, come!


Again let us unite in player. Our dear friend Mr. Tucker will plead first, and
Mr. Offord will follow him.” When Mr. Tucker had prayed, Mr. Offord
said, “Before I further lead your devotions I shall recite One Scripture; ‘
Thus saith the high and lofty One that inhabiteth eternity, whose name is
Holy; I dwell in the high and holy place, with him also that is of a contrite
and humble spirit, to revive the spirit of the humble, and to revive the heart
of the contrite ones.’ I feel led to say one word on that, and it is, that we
may humble ourselves and pray for sinners at one and the same time.”


Prayer having been offered, Mr. Spurgeon said: “I think we have felt the
sprat of prayer; sinner, do you not feel in the atmosphere of hope? Hast
thou no prayer for thy soul? Are eternal burnings such as thou canst bear
without trying to escape from them? Is Christ so little esteemed that there
is no desire in thee toward him? May he bring thee to trust him now. We
will solemnly sing, one verse, and then I shall ask two more friends to pray.
Mr. Clifford and Mr. Lewis then wrestled in prayer after the congregation
had sung,


“Just as I am, without one plea,
Save that thy blood was shed for me,
And that thou bid’st me come to thee,


O Lamb of God, I come.”


When the two prayers were finished, Mr. Spurgeon again said, “I could not
let you go without a manifestation that we intend unity. I should like an
audible Amen from the ministers. We do desire to unite as pastors who
love each other in the Lord; as many of us as do will say, Amen.” This was
responded to by the ministers. “And, Christian brethren, down below
church officers, we can all say, I trust, we love one another; if so, say,
Amen.” The elders and deacons answered to this appeal. “And then, you
who love the Lord, members of our churches, do we-agree in this matter?
As many of you as feel that you love each other in Christ say , Amen” The
people responded most solemnly, AMEN. Although past the time we must
stag thin verse :—
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‘ The head that once was crown’d with thorns
Is crown’d with glory now;


A royal diadem adorns
The mighty Victor’s brow.’“


The benediction was then pronounced, and the assembly dispersed.


WORK OF THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE


SOON as the Metropolitan Tabernacle College began to assume a definite
form, and promised to become a permanent institution, prejudices arose in
certain quarters, and objections were urged against it. The Baptist
denomination, it was alleged, had already made sufficient provision for the
Collegiate training of its ministers; its colleges were capable of enlargement
if required; but even in their present state they were with much difficulty
sustained. The formation of a new college would excite jealousies and
divisions in the denomination. A different class of preachers would arise
both in sentiment and acquirements that would introduce new elements of
counsel and of action that might tend to weakness and decay. Would it not
be better, therefore, for Mr. Spurgeon to send his students to one or more
of the existing colleges, either to pass through the usual course of training?
or with such modifications as he might suggest? These considerations were
plausible, but did not harmonize with the peculiar character of the new
institution. They savored more of the wisdom of man than of the power of
God. The same circumstances, it was felt, which had forced this institution
into being, should be left to guide its future course. It was a child both of
Providence and grace, and upon these it should be cast its future support.
It was expressly designed, moreover, to meet a certain demand which other
colleges were unable to supply; and to which they could not well be
adapted without interfering with their original constitution and design.
Many young men full of zeal to make known to others what they had
tasted and felt of the Word of life, and who needed only a certain course of
training in order to accomplish their purpose with comfort to themselves
and profit to others, were precluded from institutions which had been
professedly established for that end, either because they had not the
preliminary education required, or because neither they nor their friends
were able to contribute to their support. Thus encouragement was given to
some aspire to the office of the Christian ministry, and a prohibition was
laid upon others. The educational and pecuniary qualifications, if not the
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first consideration, were essential to success. The men of burning zeal, and
ready utterance, must stand aside to allow the men of less substantial, but
of more circumstantial, acquirements, to enter in. Upon what grounds had
the opinion been founded that men of education and fortune alone
possessed the gifts and graces that are needful for the Christian ministry?
Might it not be that even to this work not many wise men after the flesh,
not many mighty, not many noble are called. Certainly we have no right to
impose human restrictions upon an office which the Head of the Church
has left free to all ranks and gradations of men. We do not hold that
uneducated men should be encouraged at once to enter the Christian
ministry, but that it is possible to furnish them with an education solely for
that end, and that within a comparatively short period of time. We hold,
too, that, provided they have a little more piety, prayerfulness, and zeal,
such teachers will become more effective for all the great purposes of
preaching, than those who far exceed them in literary attainments. This was
the experiment to be tried. Collegiate training had hitherto been limited to a
particular class of candidates, and to a particular kind and amount of
education; and the tendency has recently been to restrict the preliminary
qualifications within still narrower bounds, and to bring our Dissenting
colleges into nearer approximation with the ancient Universities of our
land. The literary attainments, of our ministers, it has been said, mast
advance with the literature of the age. They must be prepared to stand in
the. ford. most ranks of the scholars and critics of their day; and must have
earned some literary degree, if they would secure the public confidence in
their teaching. A strong current, not of public opinion, but of effort on the
part of the tutors and directors of our colleges, has of late years been
accumulating in that direction. What has the result been? Have the students
that have passed through the new method of training been better preachers,
more earnest, more eloquent, more adapted to the tastes and circumstances
of their hearers, than those who preceded them? Have they taken more
commanding positions, and been more effective in their ministrations?
Have they more clearly and consistently interpreted and enforced the truths
of God’s Word? We unhesitatingly answer, No! The men who are the most
effective preachers of our day, as a rule, are not the men of high scholastic
attainments; but look among them for the rationalistic perverters of the
simplicity that is in Christ, and you will not look in vain. This effect, we
grant, is not to be attributed to literature itself, but to the undue influence
assigned it as a needful and primary element in the Christian teacher, to the
undue authority claimed for it in the exposition of divine truth, and
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consequently to a diminished reliance upon a prayerful and experimental
discernment of spiritual things. Such a state of things might well lead us to
pause, and to begin to think of retracing our steps, or at feast to adopt
some new method of collegiate training, better adapted to the real wants of
the age. This has been done for us by God himself, in raising up, sustaining,
and accompanying with many signal tokens of his favor the Metropolitan
Tabernacle College. Stimulated by its example, other institutions, similar in
their principle and design, have been formed with encouraging prospects
amongst the Independents; and. the. whole, subject of collegiate training is
undergoing revision amongst the principal bodies of Dissenters: The
College at the Tabernacle is no longer an experiment; it is an established
fact. Numbers have gone from it, of whose success in the direct object of a
preached gospel, we shall be able to give a very favorable account. Many
have succeeded, where others had failed. In many parts, where for want of
sympathy with the condition of the people, and adaptation to their habits of
thought and feeling, a Christian Pastor could not be sustained, the Church
has been revived, and provision has been made for the minister’s support.
Some of the students have risen to considerable eminence, and have
occupied important stations in their, denomination; and others have
established new and flourishing Churches. In both these respects the results
have been equal to those of other colleges, which make them their sole
aim. Facts have clearly shown there was ample room for this college, and
that it has become increasingly needful. What it may become we cannot
tell. For what it has been, and what it now is, we are thankful. The great
Head of the Church has called it to do a great work, and until that is
accomplished it must remain. “The Master is come, and calleth for thee.”


G.R.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


FEBRUARY 1866


A SPUR FOR A FREE HORSE


“PLOUGH WITH AN OX WHICH WILL NOT MISS A FURROW.”


IT is the desire of every right-minded believer in the Lord Jesus, not only to
be useful, but to be more useful than ever. There is a Six in the date of this
year instead of a five, and therefore we should all make an advance in our
work for our blessed Master. There are a few of us who could scarcely do
more than we are doing of our own regular order of work, but there may
yet be spare moments for little extra efforts of another sort which in the
aggregate, ha the run of a year, might produce a great total of real practical
result. We must, like goldsmiths, carefully sweep our shops, and gather up
the filings of the gold which God has given us in the shape of time. Select a
large box and place in it as many cannon-balls as it will hold, it is after a
fashion full, but it will hold more if smaller matters be found. Bring a
quantity of marbles, very many of these may be packed in the spaces
between the larger globes; the box is full now, but only full in a sense, it
will contain more yet. There are interstices in abundance into which you
may shake a considers the quantity of small shot, and now the chest is filled
beyond all question, but yet there is room. You cannot put in another shot
or marble, much less another cannon-ball, but you will find that several
pounds of sand will slide down between the larger materials, and even then
between the granules of sand, if you empty pondering there will be space
for all the water, and for the same quantity several times repeated. When
there is no space for the great there may be room for the little; where the
little cannot enter the less can make its way; and where the less is shut out,
the least of all may find ample room and verge enough. Now the diligent
preacher may not be able to preach more sermons; his engagement book is
crowded. He may not be able to offer more public prayers, or to search the
Word of God more constantly; there is as much time occupied with these
things as could well be given to them. Still there must be stray moments,
occasional intervals and snatches, which might hold a vast amount of little
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usefulness in the course of months and years. What a wealth of minor
good, as we may think it to be, might be shaken clown into the interstices
of ten years’ work, which might prove to be as precious in result, by the
grace of God, as the greater works of the same period. Little fishes are
sweet, and these little works might possess in blessing what they lacked in
bulk.


In Switzerland, where land is very precious because rock abounds and the
rugged soil is chary in its yieldings, you see the husbandman looking after a
little tuft of grass growing on one of the edges of a lofty cliff. From the
valley he had caught a sight of it and thought of clambering up to where it
grew, but the rock was all too steep. From a ledge nearer the top of the
precipitous wall he looked down, but could see no pathway to the coveted
morsel of green. That arm-full of grass would feed his goat, or help to fill
the cottage left with winter fodder for the cow. Every armful is an item,
and he cannot forego that tempting clump. He looks, and looks, and looks
again, but looks in vain. By-and-bye, he fetches his bold boy who can
follow wherever a chamois can climb, but the boy after a hard scramble
comes back with the tidings, “Father, it cannot be done.” Father’s answer
is, “Boy, it must be done.” It is only an arm-full, and would not be worth a
farthing to us, but to the poor mountaineer even a farthing or a farthing’s
worth is precious. The grass waves its flowers in the breeze and scorns the
daring climbers from below; but where there is a will, there is a way; and
what cannot be reached from below may be gained from above. With a
rope slung round him, or firmly grasped in his accustomed hand, with a
stout stake or tree to hold it up above, the Switzer is let down till he gets
to the jutting crag, there he stands with his sickle, reaps the grass, ties it
into a bundle, puts it under his arm, and climbing back again, joyfully
returns with his little harvest. Poor pay, you think, for such dangerous toil;
but, fellow-worker for Jesus, I wish we were as venturesome for souls, and
as careful of them, as these poor peasants are concerning miserable bundles
of grass. I wish that we sometimes looked up or down upon apparently
inaccessible spots, and resolved to reach immortal souls who are to be
found there; and pined to bring them to Christ. Do you catch my thought?
For fear you have not, I will enlarge. In my own case I have a broad field
to work in; I can go on reaping, reaping, reaping from morning to night,
and I shall never reach the end of it. Constantly addressing vast assemblies,
I have a great work to do for God in the public preaching of the gospel;
but there are certain little spots where the reaper in the great field never
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comes, for his work ties him to the many, and prevents him in a great
degree from looking after the twos and threes. There are servants in
families who cannot get out at the them when public services are held, and
the preacher therefore does not touch them. There are persons living down
back courts, or in narrow alleys, who never wear a Sunday suit, and do not
know what the inside of a place of worship is like: half-clad, hunger-bitten
relics of humanity, they are’ very seldom visible along the wider streets:,
except when the Princess Alexandra rides through them in state, or some
other grand show draws even the dwellers in the depths of poverty to the
surface for an hour; these receive but little benefit from the preaching of
the Word, for they never hear it. It is mournfully interesting now and then,
when a thief is caught; or a fire occurs, to see what a turn-out there is from
our courts and slums—alas! the preacher’s heart is sick as he sees that the
influence of the gospel has never reached these. Now and then I see men
and women glide along the pavement like ghosts, wearing clothing which
even the rag-merchant would not buy; poor, broken-spirited:, begrimed,
gin-cursed beings, who have not even spirit enough left to beg, but flit
along the street, looking like owls in the daylight, as if they were out of
their haunts, and were uneasy till they were back again. Give them a
sixpence, and they look at you with surprise, and almost with alarm; and
before you can say a word, they vanish as mysteriously as if they had
descended through the pavement. Even City missionaries cannot always
get at these people. There are depths so low, that some of you have no
more idea of them than you have of the holes of the rats in the great
sewers’; and yet in these depths lie God’s pearls: who can get at them?


I have been wondering whether some of us are not so situated in business
that in spare moments we might manage to reach these out-of-the-way
people, and others in the same apparently inaccessible condition. When
your merchant sends home your coals in sacks; an economical Paterfamilias
likes to count the sacks; a grimy fellow comes to bring in the coals; cannot’
you have a word with that man about Jesus as well as about coals? Perhaps
you have a printed sermons, or a tract, lying by on the shelf which the man
might like to read. Fetch it down, hand it to him, and have a little talk upon
the best things, for perhaps, he has never heard the message-of salvation
before in all his life. Mind you give him the expected coppers as well as the
good Word, for a little liberality will help his memory wonderfully. At
another time you may run under an archway in a shower, and the crossing
sweeper is there too; it will not waste your time to tell him of Jesus till the
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rain is over. Even a breakdown in a cab, or a railway accident, may bring
you into contact with somebody you never saw or dreamed of before, and
so afford you an unusual opportunity which may never occur again either
to you or the person thrown in your way. In going along our busy streets,
we frequently notice a crowd gathered round a fallen horse or a wagon
with a broken wheel. It is odd how soon a crowd gathers when there is an
attraction; there may not have been a dozen people in the street before, but
there will be scores if not hundreds within five minutes if a couple of boys
are fighting. Only stand and stare at a smoking chimney-pot yourself for a
few minutes, and see if twenty other simpletons will not come and gaze
their eyes out with curiosity to know what you can be looking at. Might
not stoppages in a crowd give us rare chances Of reaching strange people?
As you are surrounded by the mob you readily discover that the rascal on
your right greatly admires your watch. Well, as you see that he is evidently
much interested in your valuables, why should you not be sufficiently
interested in him both to prevent his thieving, and to give him a precious
jewel or two from the old treasury of heaven? It would be so novel a thing
that it might never be forgotten if you were to deal out to the thief a little
gospel truth. The gospel is of such a plastic character that it can be molded
in a form to suit everybody, and be in keeping with all sorts of
circumstances. If you acquire the happy art of using choice opportunities,
you will often find yourselves drifting into a position in which God’s
minister, the Bible woman, or the City missionary never comes, and you
will be sent of God just at that particular moment of time to be made a
blessing to some soul.


We are not wide enough awake in doing good. Pardon the reference, but
remember the lesson I would teach; it shall be borrowed from Dr.
Marigold’s cart. When a Cheap-Jack has a little knot of people round his
van, he eyes them all, and feels sure that the man who is standing over
there is a butcher, and that yonder young lad has more money than brains,
and that the girl near him is out with her sweetheart and is soon to ‘be
married; now mark, he will hold up the exact articles which are likely to
attract these customers, and in his harangue, he will have jokes and telling
sentences which will turn butcher, and lad, and lass into purchasers. He
cares not a jot for elegance, but very much for force. He knows that his
trade will be better pushed by homely remarks and cutting sentences than
by the protest preciseness which were ever delivered; and he gains his end,
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which is more than those of you will do who talk to people about their
souls with as much richness of diction as —


“The girl who at each pretty phrase let drop
A ruby comma, or pearl full-stop,


Or an emerald semicolon.”


Dr. Marigold is sharp and shrewd:, because self-interest makes him so, and
his extemporary observations are so partly uttered and adroitly arranged
that he wins the attention of all, and the custom of many. Would to God
that preachers and other workers for God had a tithe as much. common-
sense as Cheap-Jack, and were half as earnest to bring men to Jesus Christ
as Cheap-Jack is to bring them to buy that tea-tray and set of real china!
Oh! that we were as wise to win the ear anal heart of the particular case
with which we have to deal, as he is in extorting a laugh and compelling
the attention of the passer-by! For this there is required not merely tact and
energy, but a humble willingness of mind to condescend, if need be, to men
of low estate. No Christian work should be too menial for the follower of
the Lamb. It were well if we were as willing to labor for the Lord in any
way as some of our poor countrymen are to toil for us, in any form or
shape, so that they may but earn their bread. I recommend “The Lay of the
Laborer” as a song for each of us to sing in a spiritual sense.


“A spade! a rake! a hoe!
A pick-ax, or a bill!


A hook to reap, or a scythe to mow,
A flail, or what ye will—
And here’s a ready hand
To ply the needful tool,


And willing enough, for lessons rough,
In Labor’s rugged school.”


“I do not think I could ever be useful for anybody,” says one. Now, dear
friend, let me venture a little personal inquiry and admonition, or perhaps I
may put myself into your place, and speak as I think you should do. “I do
not know what I have left undone, but I walk a mile to work every
morning, and a mile back every night; now supposing I resolve in my mind
that every time I do this I will drop down a kitchen, or carry into a Shop, a
silent testimony for Christ Jesus; I will give away some little tracts, which I
can afford to buy, for I can get a hundred of one page for sixpence; but
they shall be good ones, or I will not distribute them; they shall have the
simple gospel in them, and I will pray God to bless every one.” Have you
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ever thought how many you might thus give away in the course Of the
year? Supposing you left only one each time you went to and fro your
labor, that would be two a day, which would make over seven hundred
during the year! If God should only give his blessing to one, it would be an
eternal reward, and would surely be worth the winning.


This is a very common and easy method of doing good, it will be better if
you resolve, “God helping me as I go to work, I will speak out for Jesus. I
trudge along to the workshop, or ride in an omnibus to the city with
somebody or other; sometimes I walk with So-and-so, who is a thoroughly
irreligious man; I will try to-morrow morning if I cannot twist the
conversation round and say something to him about the way of peace.”
Perhaps you will scarcely know how to begin, but do not be very much
alarmed about that. You may if you like first observe, “Our minister said a
very odd thing the other day,” and you will be pretty certain to ensure a
conversation. Almost any preface will do, as for instance, “Have you ever
heard Mr. So-and-so? Have you seen that new book ‘? And so poor old
Smith is dead!” etc, etc. If you were to address in a personal manner one
individual every day, that would be three hundred and sixty-five in the year,
and in eleven years you would have spoken to four thousand souls. I will
be held to bail for what I am about to say till this day next year. I do not
believe that you will speak to one person every day during this year
affectionately and prayerfully without having a reward in the conversion of
one at least. I do not believe that you will labor so constantly in vain. A
man may throw the net once, twice, thrice, and catch nothing, but he will
hardly do so three hundred and sixty-five times in vain. We may toil all the
night and take no fish, but not all the year. The Master will in that time
guide us to cast the net on the right side and we shall find. At any rate it is
ours to speak for Jesus whether we succeed or no, and we may do well to
reflect upon the weighty saying of Ambrose, that as we shall have to
account for idle words:, so shall we also for idle silence.


“And with whom would you have me begin?” Begin with the next person,
you see. We frequently dream that we could do things so much better if we
were in a different position. All! friend, if you cannot do good where you
are you will do good nowhere. Some of our young members get the idea
into their heads that they would make most noble missionaries in India,
Madagascar, or Central Africa. They picture themselves standing under a
banyan tree, emulating Carey or’ Moffat, the admired of all admirers,
addressing black people adown whose cheeks the tears are streaming,
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while they listen meekly to the proclamation of the gospel. The picture
quite enchants them! When they come to me under the influence of this
delightful vision, I have no wish to discourage them, but a great desire to
try the genuineness of the call. I therefore say, “Yes, there is an excellent
street-corner down ‘the Old Kent Road, or away by Finsbury Square; go
and try our abilities next Sunday.” Very frequently the task is declined. Do
you believe that a crowd of Hindoos are more accessible to the gospel than
a company of Englishmen? You are very greatly mistaken if you do. There
is no sphere of usefulness in the world superior to that which our large
cities offer to zealous laborers. If you want to work for God, you need not
wait till you have learned Hindostance and eaten curry; you need not tarry
for black faces, for you will find black hearts enough, even though the
faces may be white. Do not fall into a spiritual Don Quixotism, and neglect
usefulness within your reach in. order to dream, over imaginary wonders of
heroism. If you feel a call to India; seek to prove it by working successfully
at home first, for India stands in no need of men who would be useless in
England.


We must come back to our point, which is not to urge all of you to give
yourselves up to mission-work, but to serve God more and more in
connection with your daily calling. I have heard that a woman who has a
mission makes a poor wife and a bad mother; this is very possible, and at
the same time very lamentable; but the mission I would urge is not of this
Sort. Dirty rooms, slatternly gowns, and children with unwashed faces are
swift witnesses against the sincerity of those who keep others’ vineyards
and neglect their own. I have no faith in that woman who talks of grace
and glory abroad, and uses no soap and water at home. Let the buttons be
on the shirts, let the children’s socks be mended, let the roast mutton be
done to a turn, let the house be as neat as a new pin, and the home be
happy as home can be; and then when the cannon balls, and the marbles,
and the shots, and even the grains of sand are all in the box, even then
there will be room for those little deeds of love and faith, which in my
Master’s name I seek of you who look for his appearing. Serve God by
doing common actions in a heavenly spirit, and then if your daily calling
only leaves you cracks and crevices of time, fill these up with holy service.
To use the Apostle Paul’s words — “As we have opportunity, let us do
good unto all men.”


Let it be added, that it is well, if we can, to do good in all ways. We can
help the poor, the needy, the fatherless, and widow. It is wonderful how
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well a tract is read when it is wrapped up with a loaf of bread. It is really
marvelous how much better you find a word about Jesus Christ go down
when there is a little soup with it. Dorcas was a wise woman to blend grace
and garments together. The old clothes in your wardrobes must be looked
out, and given to the naked; bread and coeds must be forthcoming from
those who have gold and silver which is running the risk of cankering. It is
true we ought not to hold out loaves and fishes in the way of bribery to
make proselytes, but we may still remember that the Master used them, and
they gathered. the people round about him, some of whom, doubtless,
would not otherwise have come, and might not have had the blessing if it
had not been first true — “Ye seek me, not because ye saw the miracles,
but because ye did eat of the loaves, and were filled.” Use every means,
any means, and all means; be at it, all at it, and always at it.


Again, I would plead for the forgotten and unremembered classes of whom
I spoke. They may be few, but for this very reason they escape attention. If
there should be a large class of any one sort, it is sure to become the object
of some society of good people. When true religion was revived, the street
Arabs of London very soon had ragged-schools provided for them, and
though they are not half sufficient, still those schools offer much assistance
to the little sinners in tatters. The soldiers, the sailors, the cabmen, the
policemen, and others have those who care for them. Harlots and thieves
have their earnest friends and advocates, because they constitute classes
large enough to make their fields inviting to reapers; but who will care for
the small knots, half-dozens and tens? These are as the grass growing on
the rocky ledge. Who reap these? Who will gather up the fragments, that
nothing may be lost? Who will look after the waifs and strays, the odds and
ends of humanity? Ye who will espouse this work shall meet a reward for
which you looked not. Bright jewels have been found on dunghills ere
now. Still is it true that


“Full many a gem of purest ray serene,
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear.”


Cannot we try this year to gather in yonder waving grass on the jutting
crag? Will we not cull the handful and win the few? Bold hearts and clear
heads to the rescue! He ye who have been crying “Excelsior” till we almost
wish that Longfellow had never been born, here is a spot on which to plant
“that banner with the strange device, Excelsior”! Up let your untiring
energy conduct you! Up where dying souls invite you to their aid! Climb
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up those rocky ledges which promise so little, and may the Master grant
that you, my brethren, may come again rejoicing, bringing your sheaves
with you. Anna Shipton’s “Whispers in the Paints” give me a verse to close
with, and then the Lord help you to practice what you have learned.


“Work while the daylight lasteth,
Ere the shades of night come on;


Ere the Lord of the vineyard cometh,
And the laborer’s work is done.
Work in the wild waste places,


Though none thy love may own;
God marks the down of the thistle
The wandering wind hath sown.


On! with thy heart in heaven,
Thy strength—thy Master’s might,
Till the wild waste places blossom


In the warmth of a Savior’s light.” *


* This address by Mr. Spurgeon will be reprinted as a little book, with a
cover, price 1d.
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REVIVAL OF THE LORD’S WORK IN 1866


TO MY BELOVED CHURCH AND CONGREGATION.


DEAR FRIENDS,
MY brethren, the Deacons and Elders unite with me in an intense desire to
promote your spiritual good. As a rule, the love and zeal of the members of
the Church is most cheering to witness; we desire to meet the earnest;
workers, and tell them how heartily our souls are one with them in all their
efforts. Your children lie very’ near your hearts, and we would unite with
you in importunate, prayer that all our little ones may be the Lord’s. There
are some who flag in the heavenly race, for whom we solemnly fear that
they have a name to live and are dead; we must plead for such, that they
may yet be delivered from impending destruction. Our great house is
crowded Sabbath after Sabbath by a vast host of immortals; we would
excite your increasing compassion by reminding you of their sad state by
nature, and their terrible doom unless the grace of God shall pluck them as
brands from the burning. We have need of renewed intercessions. It is by
mighty prayer that the cause of God has been maintained in its rigor among
us so long, and only by the same vehement pleading will the Divine
blessing be retained. He who worketh all our works in us first teaches us to
pray, and then grants us the desire of our hearts. With the view of raising
the glow of our fervor to a greater heat, and in the hope that the Lord
Jesus will work through our humble means, we have arranged the
following meetings, and hope to receive your most cordial cooperation in
carrying them out, so far as you feel that in any one or all of them you eau
be of service. May the Holy Spirit, without whom we can do nothing,
assure our beloved Church, and the great congregation among whom we
labor, of his abiding presence among us, by giving gracious tokens of his
power.


Yours for Christ’s sake,
C. H. SPURGEON.
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LIST OF MEETINGS.


Lord’s-day, February 4th.—The Pastor will endeavor to preach upon
some subject, having a direct tendency, ‘by God’s grace, to arouse the
slumbering, whether saints or sinners. Come up to worship with much
prayer for a blessing.


Monday, February 5th.—The Church Officers will meet at five, to seek a
blessing upon their own souls, that they may be prepared for the shower of
mercy which they trust is coming. At seven, we shall hold a prayer-
meeting, at which we trust you will make a point of being present yourself,
and it will greatly cheer us if you will bring a party of friends with you. It
would be a hopeful beginning if the house could be filled at this meeting by
ourselves, just as on former occasions it has been filled by the United
Churches. As perhaps your friends will be more willing to come if assured
of getting in, we stroll issue tickets, which you can obtain on application at
the close of the usual services.


Tuesday, February 6th.—The Deacons and Elders invite the unconverted,
of the congregation to meet them at seven. Whether under concern of soul
or not, we pray you come, and let us talk to you of the things which make
for your peace.


Wednesday, February 7th.—The Pastor and Officers invite the young
people of the congregation to tea at five o’clock, that they may afterwards
hear-a loving invitation to look to the Lord Jesus, that they may be saved.
This is a meeting not for young members, but for the unsaved! Tickets will
be distributed by the elders and deacons at their discretion. To them
application can be made by parents and friends interested in the rising race.


Lords Day, February 11th.—Deputations from the Church Officers desire
to visit in the afternoon the class conducted by our friend, Mrs. Bartlett,
and those classes presided over by Mr. Dransfield, and Mr. Croker. The
Lord has given prosperity to these works of love, and we trust a good
word may be attended with a blessing.


Monday, February 12th.—The Church will meet for thanksgiving,
breaking of bread, and prayer, in /;he area of the Tabernacle at seven o
clock: and the congregation Who are the objects of our anxious care are
invited to fill the galleries. We desire, as a Church, to let our united and
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importunate cry go up to heaven. Should members of other Churches
desire to commune with us on that occasion they can correspond with our
friend Mr. Thomas Cook, Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington, S. The
members will kindly show their Communion cards.


Tuesday, -February 13th.—The Deacons and Elders a second time invite
the unconverted, that they may again uplift the Lord Jesus Christ before
them. This meeting will commence at seven o’clock.


Wednesday, February 14th.—The Pastor and Officers invite the Sunday
School Teachers to tea, including in the invitation not only the Teachers at
Tabernacle and New Park Street, but all Members of the Church who are
at present engaged in Sabbath school or Ragged school work. Tea ready at
half-past five o’clock. Meeting afterwards for fellowship in prayer and
exhortation. Tickets from Messrs. Thomas Olney and William Olney,
Tabernacle.


Friday, February 16th.—At five o’clock, the Pastors and Officers will
meet the Tutors and Students of the College to tea, hoping that the
Ministers who were once Students and are now laboring in or near
London, will also join them. Much prayer is requested that this important
class of laborers may receive good from our visit.


Lord’s Day, February 18th.—Deputation from the Elders Will meet with
the class conducted by our friend Mr. Hanks, and with the senior classes of
the Sunday school.


Monday, February 19th.—Prayer meeting at seven, for the unconverted,
with brief exhortations by the Pastor, Deacons, and Elders.


Tuesday, February 20th.—Tea at half-past five for Tract Distributors,
Evangelists, Missionaries, Bible women, and other workers, who are
members of the Church, not included in the meeting on the 14th. Tickets to
be had of Mr. Cook, Tabernacle.


Wednesday, February 21st.—Prayer meetings at the various houses of the
members, which will be open for the occasion at seven. Lists will be issued
of all the houses so soon as we have received the names. Meanwhile, we
ask those friends who have rooms large enough for meetings of twenty or
more, and are willing to open them for the evening, to write to Mr. W.
Olney, Tabernacle, who will prepare the lists and answer inquiries. We pant
for a great blessing on these household assemblies.
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The series will close on Monday, February 26th, with a meeting for praise,
for mercies which faith now anticipates, but which will ‘then be actually
received. O Lord, send now prosperity.


This notice is published in “The Sword and the Trowel” as a request for
the prayers of believers everywhere, and with the design of suggesting to
others to follow similar plans.


OUR MORNING READINGS


WE have had our new work entitled “MORNING BY MORNING” most
elegantly bound that it may be attractive, and we have issued it at a price
so low that the booksellers in the “Row” complain of its being too cheap,
our desire being to do good among many rather than to make a profit for
ourselves. We beg to call the attention of our readers to the following kind
notice from the pen of Dr. Angus, of Regent’s Park College:—


“Morning by Morning: or, Daily Readings for the Family or the Closet.
By C. H. SPURGEON. 3S. 6d. Passmore and Alabaster, 23, Paternoster
Row.


“It augurs for us a day of grace when we begin betimes with God: the
sanctifying influence of the season spent upon the mount operates upon
each succeeding hour. Morning devotion anchors the soul so that it will not
very readily drift far away from God during the day; it perfumes the heart
so that it smells fragrant with piety until nightfall; it girds up the soul’s
garments so that it is less apt to stumble, mad feeds all its powers so that it
is not permitted to faint. The morning is the gate of the day, and should be
well guarded with prayer. He who rushes from his bed to his business and
waiteth not to worship, is as foolish as though he had not put on his
clothes, or cleansed his face, and as unwise as though he dashed into battle
without arms or armor.’ “Such are the weighty words with which the
Author of these Readings defends morning devotion—Reading, Prayer,
and Praise. Nor is there a thoughtful Christian who will scruple to say
Amen to them all.


‘True hearts spread and heave
Unto their God as flowers do to the sun;


Give him thy first thoughts then, so shalt thou keep
Him company all day, and in him sleep.’
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“Those who have learnt the value of morning devotion will highly prize
these helps. The volume contains three hundred and sixty-six Morning
Readings, each founded on a verse of sacred Scripture.’ The texts are
striking and suggestive; the comments pithy and varied. The writer
evidently holds that duty without doctrine is like morality without
principle, unstable and valueless; and that doctrine without duty is practical
antinomianism. He, therefore, gives us both, and enforces both with
sympathies ever quick and, strong for God’s truth, and for human
weakness. It is in short the old-fashioned Puritan teaching, which must be
in substance the teaching of all who would do Christ’s work on earth,
however the form or language may change.


“Appended to the Readings are short three-verse hymns for week days and
Sundays. The Prayers are wisely left to the promptings of devout hearts,
and of that blessed Spirit who is ever ready to help our infirmities.


“All who love a full-orbed gospel, vigorous, varied thought, and a racy
style, will appreciate this volume, which is to be followed, we are glad to
see, by a similar one for Evening Reading. May God speed them both! “J.
ANGUS.”


THE BAZAAR


“BLESS the Lord, O ray soul, and all that is within me bless his holy name.”
This is the text which is uppermost in our mind. Goods poured in. for the
bazaar from every quarter, and when, the stalls were all arranged in the
School-room and Lecture Hall, such a sight was presented to the beholder
as is seldom seen. The area of the stalls was so immense as to be equal, at
least, to four or five very respectable bazaars, such as we have seen
elsewhere. Good and useful things, at moderate prices, found customers all
the week; red at the end so much was left, that the sale was continued in
the Lecture Hall only for another week. During the whole time’ we saw
nothing of which the most fastidious should complain. The grand total of
money taken amounted to 1,860, from which, however, very considerable
expenses must be deducted. We hope next month to announce the net
proceeds. The sum is large, very large, but when compared with London’s
needs, it is so little as to be a mere drop of the bucket. Thanks a thousand
times to friends, ours and our Master’s. The Lord reward them all. Into
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their own bosoms may the blessing return most richly. As we spend the
money in houses of prayer for London, we will report progress.


REVIEWS


Nichols Series of Commentaries. Edinburgh: James Nichol. London: James
Nisbet and Co. Dublin: G. Herbert.


These volumes, of which six have already appeared, deserve a more
extended notice than our limits will allow. We may, however, express our
admiration of them in few words; and this we do most cordially. All that
tends to bring the vast stores of the good old Puritan theology within the
reach of men of ordinary means, comes so closely home to us who take
special interest in students for the Christian ministry, that it has our hearty
concurrence and cooperation. We hail all who are making best efforts for
this purpose as helpers with us in our College-work. There is little amongst
all the: theological productions of modern times that we can put into the
hands of students when they leave the College as stores of thought,
examples of pointed illustration, or incitements to devotional fervor, for
future use. We are glad, therefore, to be able to give them access to the
more ancient fountains. Never perhaps could it be more significantly said
than in recent times, “The fathers, where are they? and the prophets, do
they live for ever?” Where are they? They are in their writings, we reply,
and in these they do live for ever. Modern interpreters have not superseded
them, nor will they be altogether superseded to the end of time. Every age
has its own. peculiarities in relation to theological as well as other pursuits.
The Puritan age was one of great erudition, unwearied application, deep-
felt experience, and unbounded veneration for the authority of the Divine
Word. It wanted the generalizations and disfusiveness of modern times;
and wanted them, simply because the opportunities were denied. But if
without us could not be made per-much less could we without them.
Without them, we lose in depth what we gain -in breadth; with them, we
shall have both breadth and depth, and our theology, however much
extended, will still be the deep, deep, sea.


Commentaries may be used too much, but they may also be used too little.
Many speak against the commentaries of others merely to recommend their
own. What are sermons but commentaries? At least, they ought so to be.
To understand the Bible thoroughly, we must thoroughly understand each
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book at a time. The close, critical, exhaustive investigation of one part best
qualify: for a similar examination of another and thus the labor is
continually diminishing, and the pleasure continually increasing. To a
young minister such a course of study is indispensable; and in this the
commentaries before us provide him with the most valuable help and
stimulus. We reset to say so little upon a subject on which volumes might
be written.


Puseyism the, School of the Infidels, or “Broad Church” the offspring of
“High Church,” with a few Words to the Evangelicals. By A LAYMAN of
the Established Church. One Shilling. A. Miall, Bouverie-street, Fleet-
street.


THIS pamphlet is from one within the Church of England, who knows and
loves the truth, and at the same time clings to the venerable ecclesiastical
Mother with the sincere affection of a child. We are rejoiced to read such
frank, daring, and clear utterances as these from an Episcopalian. There is
hope among the laity that hone? Protestantism will still live in England.
Dissenters could not do better than distribute this treatise, for it may do
noble service in clerical circles where Non- conforming writers would not
win a hearing. Our battle is not against, but for all true Evangelicals in the
Church; and when we speak severely of their inconsistent position, it is that
they may be nerved to leave it, or roused to demand alterations, which will
make it honestly tenable. The spirit of the pamphlet before us may be
gathered from the following extract :— “I love the Church of England as
she is by law established, not as I see her commonly now in practice. I
entered her as the Tractarians would say, ‘at the font,’ have well-nigh
traversed the nave of life, and hope to rest under her shadow at last; but if
she or her Prayer-book, or any other thing becomes her watchword instead
of Christ, that thing becomes a hindrance and not a help towards God, and
ought to be pulled down and called ‘Nehushtan ‘ a mere little bit of brass,’
or ‘a mere little book of man’s making,’ or any other mere man’s
arrangement, which can never claim to have a place beside that which is
Divine.”


Spiritual Songs from the Canticles, from the German of Gustav Jahn.
Translated by ANNA M. MAy Morgan and Chase.


Books which truly breathe the spirit of the Song of Loves we never
criticize, but pray over them, and thank the Bridegroom that virgin souls
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still love him. We are grateful for every warbling note which reminds us of
him, and earnestly pray that by souls enamored of our Beloved the voice of
the turtle may be heard in our land by means of this beautiful little volume.


Old Jonathan. W. H. Collingridge, City Press, 117 to 119, Aldersgate
Street.


Few periodicals are better adapted to the times. It is suitable in every
respect for the reading populace. The benevolent who are able would do
well to purchase it for circulation amongst their poorer neighbors.


Old Merry’s Annual Jackson, Walford, & Hodder, 27, Paternoster Row.


FOR attractiveness of art and composition, of instruction and entertain-
merit combined, and of external appearance, this may rank among the
foremost of the Annuals for 1866. It is too romantic for our taste, but we
commend it for the end it has in view.


The British Workman. 9, Paternoster Row.


‘The Annual Part of this -periodical for 1865 is very attractive. Its
engravings show the wonderful improvements in that art in modern times.
Both in sentiment and good writing it is highly commendable. In its annual
form it is fit for the tables of the rich as well as of the poor.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH, 1886.


BELLS FOR THE HORSES.


“In that day shall there be upon the bells of the horses, Holiness
unto the Lord.” Zechariah 14:20.


“BELLS on the horses! Unnecessary! Very unnecessary, indeed,” says my
neigh-hour, Dr. Dull; “very needless, trivial, and absurd. Horses do not
derive a particle of strength from wearing a set of jingling nuisances which
can be of no possible service, and only spoil the quiet, so sweet to
melancholy.” Well, well, most judicious doctor, we will not dispute with
you, for it is very much a matter of taste, and therefore, not to be quarreled
over; as saith the old rule, De gustibus non est disputandum. You delight
in comfortable misery, and I delight in overflowing joy. Your portion is
quite safe from my envy, and if you do not care for mine, you have only to
let me enjoy it, and we shall agree right well. Nevertheless, I am most
decidedly for bells as well as horses, for the bells ring in my ears, and do
not jingle on my tympanum as they do on yours. I hear their sweet silvery
notes with far too much satisfaction to think them a nuisance, or to wish to
silence their busy tongues. You shall do as you please with your hacks; I
have an appointment under the great King, and I am bound to see to it that.
the royal horses shall not lack for bells. So, here, according to my ability, I
seek to hang his Majesty’s own bells about the necks of those goodly
steeds who draw his chariot.


Cheerfulness, that compound of many excellencies, comparable unto “the
powders of the merchant,” may scarcely claim to be called’ a virtue; but it
is the friend and helper of all good graces, and the absence of it is certainly
a vice. If cheerfulness be not health, assuredly melancholy is disease.
Practically’, cheerfulness occupies a very high position, and without it the
Christian laborer is destitute of a very considerable element of strength. All
wise workers for the Lord Jesus desire to preserve their tools in the best
condition; their common sense teaches them that the tool-chest within
themselves must not be left uncured for, since holy working with depressed
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spirits and gloomy views is as difficult as for the artist to paint with worn-
out brushes, or the sculptor to fashion his marble with broken chisels.
Cheerfulness sharpens the edge, and removes the rust from the mind. A
joyous heart supplies oil to our inward machinery, and makes the whole of
our powers work with ease and. efficiency; hence it is of the utmost
importance that we maintain a contented, cheerful, genial! disposition. The
longer I am engaged in my Master’s service, the more am I confident that
the joy of the Lord is and must be our strength, and that discontent and
moroseness are fatal to usefulness. With all my heart would I say to my
fellow-servants, “rejoice in the Lord always,” not only for your own sakes,
but for the sake of the work which is so dear to you. Whoever may
advocate dreary dullness, I cannot and dare not do other than impeach it as
art enemy of true religion. The deadening gloom and murderous chilliness
of certain religionists is guilty of the blood of souls, and is to be avoided as
men shun the death damps of malarious swamps. The Puritans were never
accused of too much hilarity, but they were, as a rule, happy men; and one
of them shall speak from the grave in support of the duty which I am now
urging upon you. He, Master Thomas Watson, let us hear thy voice from
thy sepulcher! These are the words which my ear drinks in from him who
discoursed so sweetly upon “Divine Contentment:” “Cheerfulness honors
religion; it proclaims to the world that we serve a good Master;
cheerfulness is a friend to grace; it puts the heart in tune to serve God.
Uncheerful Christians, like the spies, bring an evil report on the good land;
others suspect there is something unpleasant in religion, that they who
profess it hang their harps upon the willows, and walk so dejectedly. Be
serious, yet cheerful. Rejoice in the Lord always.” Well said, Master
Watson, may we all have grace to practice thy good counsel!


Among professed Christians there lurks an undefined and unexpressed
idea, that cheerfulness, if not absolutely sinful in itself, is very dangerous;
and to be kept like gunpowder in small quantities only, and always under
lock and key, for fear of mischief. Mr. Timbs might have included in his list
of “Popular Errors,” the tradition that true piety lives at the sign of the
long face, and he might have added to his “Things not generally known,”
the fact that holiness and happiness are blood relations. I have remarked
that many apparently good people put certain lively and sparkling Saxon
words under a ban, because of their expressive joyousness; as for instance,
that innocent and even scriptural word, “merry.” Sundry of my friends
were just going to wish me “A Merry Christmas,” but they suddenly
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stopped, like a spiritless huntsman at a five-barred gate, and backed out of
it. They even looked solemnly penitent, as if they had committed the
beginning of a sin, and felt that their feet had well nigh slipped. I looked
them full in the face, and said, “Why don’t you out with it? Why should I
not be merry at Christmas, and all the year round beside?” God says of
himself as the great Father, and of his holy angels as his friends and
neighbors, “It was meet that we should make merry, and be glad, for this
thy brother was dead and is alive again.” “They began to be merry,” is the
Holy Ghost’s own expression of Christian joy over converted sinners, and
if you will use it in a holy sense, there is not a more gracious, and blessed
word in all our language than that word “merry.” We do not seek worldly
merriment, but we do love such holy mirth as James alludes to, when he
says,


“Is any merry? let him sing psalms,” James 5:13.


Solomon sent away’ the people at the opening of the temple


“glad and merry in heart:, for all the goodness that the Lord had
shewed unto David, and to Solomon, and to Israel his people,”


2 Chronicles 7:10;


and he tells us that


“a merry heart doeth good like a medicine,” Proverbs 17:22.


I decline, therefore, to be robbed of such a rich, bell-ringing, festive word
as that “merry,” which so shocks a spurious propriety. I have heard of
being merry and wise, and I believe in being merry and holy. The bells must
be holiness unto the Lord, but they must be bells, and we cannot afford to
have them melted down and turned into coffin-plates. Working Christians
should, as far as possible, be cheerful of countenance, happy in manner,
and merry in heart; and there are several reasons why I think so.


They should be happy, BECAUSE THEY SERGE A HAPPY GOD.


It enters into the essential idea of God that he is superlatively blessed. We
cannot conceive of a God who should be infinitely miserable. Our written
role and guide speaks of him whom we adore as “God over all, blessed it
or over.” Good Mr. Knibb used to employ, instead of the term “the blessed
God,” what, I believe, is an equally accurate translation, “the happy God.”
As it is true that “God is love,” so is it equally true that God is happiness.
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Now it would be an exceedingly strange thing if, in proportion as we
became like a happy God, we grew more and more miserable. It would be
a singular and unaccountable thing indeed it, by acting like the Giver of all
good, whose bliss is perfect, we should increase in wretchedness. The
livery of kings should be bright and lavish with gold lace, and the livery of
the King of kings, the Lord of blessedness, must not be of somber hue. If a
black ray should cry, “I come, from the sun,” who would believe it? and
who will credit our credentials as coming from heaven if we look like souls
fore-doomed to hell? Congruity is to be studied everywhere, and it seems
not meet that the ambassadors of the Prince of light should wear a
perpetual shadow over their faces. The priests of old were not to sully
themselves with sorrow when they performed their functions, and saints
who are of a higher priesthood should show forth delight in their
approaches to their God. Angels sing, and why not God’s other servants
who are a little -lower and yet far higher? David danced before the ark,
which was but a symbol of Divinity; what ails us that our heart so seldom
dances before the Lord himself? The old creation has its sunshine and
flowers; its lowing herds and bleating flocks; its heaven-mounting larks and
warbling nightingales; its rivers laughing, and its seas clapping hands; is the
new creation of grace to render less happy worship to God our exceeding
joy? Nay, rather let us come into his presence with thanksgiving, and show
ourselves glad in him with psalms. Most of the English versions alter the
Old Hundredth Psalm into “Him serve with fear;” but for my’ part, by
God’s grace, I mean to sing it as it used to be, and still is sung in Scotland-


“All people, that on earth do dwell,
Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice,


Him serve WITH MIRTH, his praise forth tell
Come ye before him and rejoice.”


I know you will tell me that, the gold must be thrust into the fire, that
believer’s must pass through much tribulation. I answer, Truly it must be
so, but when the gold knows why and wherefore it is in the fire, when it
understands who placed it there, who watches it while amid the coals, who
is sworn to bring it out unhurt, and in what matchless purity it will soon
appear, the gold, if it be gold indeed, will thank the Refiner for putting it
into the crucible, and will find a sweet satisfaction even in the flames. “And
not only so, but we glory in tribulation also, knowing that. tribulation
worketh patience, and patience experience, and experience hope.” “Let the
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saints be joyful in glory; let them sing aloud upon their beds.” God himself
in our worst condition is an unfailing source of joy.


“A Deity believed is joy begun;
A Deity adored is joy advanced;
A Deity beloved is joy matured,


Each branch of piety delight inspires.”


Heaven is happiness, and it is scarcely conceivable that those who possess
the “earnest of the inheritance,” can find that” earnest” to be unlike the”
inheritance” itself. “An earnest” is a part of the possession; the earnest of
heaven must, surely, be joyful and blissful like heaven, of which it is the
foretaste.


Furthermore, (as preachers say,) IS NOT THE GOSPEL CALCULATED TO


MAKE MEN HAPPY WHEN IT IS REALLY UNDERSTOOD, BELIEVED,
ENJOYED? You believe that Jesus Christ is man in our nature; that the
Word was made flesh. Did not this grand truth set all heaven on a blaze
with splendor on the night of the nativity, while angels chanted midnight
chorales;, and should it not also set your heart a-glow with sacred joy
every night and every day, while all your powers an(1 passions sing with
gratitude? You believe that Jesus died for sinners. The doctrine of the
atonement is earth’s heaven-given light, by which the dark despair of
humanity is chased away. Do you believe yourself to be forgiven and
washed in the precious blood, and does your heart never say,


“I will praise thee every day,
Now thine anger’s turned away “?


Do you derive no comfort “from the bleeding sacrifice”? Shall the praises
of Jesus never be your pleasant song? It seems to me that if one had to
conceive beforehand, without observation, what state of mind that heart
would be in which had thoroughly received the gospel of peace, one would
be constrained to mention, together with other sacred effects, happiness as
a most prominent result. Surely, I should say, a soul elect of God, bought
with blood, called by the Spirit, made a partaker of heavenly banquets, and
ordained unto eternal life, must have a new song put into its mouth. We
have fellowship with a Savior whose joys were as deep though not so
apparent as his agonies; and we may find peace where he found his,
namely, in a contemplation of the glory which the Father receives in the
work of his dear Son.
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“Christ had his joys, but they were not
The joys the son of pleasure boasts—
O, no! ‘twas when his spirit sought
Thy will, thy glory, God of Hosts!


“Christ had his joys, and so hath he
Who feels the Spirit in his heart;


Who yields, O God, his all to thee,
And loves thy name for what thou art.”


More, over, rest assured, dear friends, that, AS A WORKER,
CHEERFULNESS WILL BE ONE OF THE VERY BEST ASSISTANTS YOU CAN


HAVE. That grim sage, Thomas Carlyle, hits this nail on the head, when he
says, “Give us, oh give us the man than; sings at his work! Be his
occupation what it may, he is equal to any of those who follow the same
pursuit in silent sullenest. He will do more in the same time—he will do it
better—he will persevere longer. One is scarcely sensible of fatigue while
he marches to music. The very stars are said to make harmony as they
revolve in their spheres. Wondrous is the strength of cheerfulness,
altogether past calculation its powers of endurance. Efforts to be
permanently useful must be uniformly joyous—a spirit of all sunshine —
graceful from very gladness—beautiful because bright.” Cheerfulness
readily carries burdens which despondency dares not touch. “A merry heart
goes all the day, a sad heart tires in a mile.” Despondency whispers, “Who
shall roll us away the stone from the door of the sepulcher?” But
cheerfulness points to the risen Savior, and the stone already moved.
Despondency scarcely entertains as possible the plan which cheerfulness
readily works out. Despondency gives up the work at the very first
discouragement; but cheerfulness sings of success yet to come.
Despondency is broken-hearted, because of the hardness of men’s hearts;
but cheerfulness remembers the might of the eternal hammer which can
break the rock in pieces. A sad heart goes mourning to its loneliness,
sullenly murmuring at its hard lot, but the stout heart repairs to the throne
of grace, and opens its mouth wide that God may fill it. You can work for
God at a great rate when you can praise him whilst you are working for
him. Have you never noticed in the morning how much the aspect of the
day will depend upon the spirit and temper in which you leave your bed?
Suppose yourself tortured with headache; then all nature has the headache
too, and the streets and houses are throbbing with it. To a poor soul
troubled with indigestion a wet morning is horrible, the roads are rivers of
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malicious ‘mud, the heartless rain-drops come pattering down most cruelly,
every one of them bitterly chilling your marrow and spitefully shivering
your bones, while the grim clouds are piled one upon the other as though
Some celestial upholsterer, of most diabolical disposition, were furnishing
an unlimited supply of funeral palls to be placed over the coffins of your
joys. “All these things are against me!” say you, as you look to the
threatening heavens above and to the slushy earth beneath. But how very
different it is when your heart is glad! “Here come,” say you, “the silver
drops from ‘heaven again;, those blessed clouds of God are still
bounteously bestowing the soil-enriching rain! God intends a · blessing on
the earth in all this, and I will. rejoice in the rain-drops as so many
sparkling love-tokens from the hand of my Father, who for, gets not to
moisten the earth when it needs it.” So you walk along cheerfully to your
work, splashing up stars from the pavement and hearing the rain playing on
your umbrella almost as sweet a tune as if it were the music of the spheres,
a music to which your heart keeps tune as you go on marching through
Immanuel’s ground to fairer worlds on high. ‘Everything depends on how
you keep the inward man; if’ the immortal tenant be happy, the
surroundings of his house are of very small account. Monarchs have been
miserable in palaces, and peasants have been happy in cottages. I am sure
that I am right in saying that the happiest Christians are able to work the
best for their Lord. Sorrow doubtless tends to sharpen the soul, as the hard
grindstone does the knife; but no cutler sends home the knife till he has
used the polishing leather, and so should we shine with a bright polish of
thankful joy, even though we have felt the hard grindstone of affliction.


The main reason why I advocate cheerfulness is, that IT ALWAYS


RECOMMENDS THE TRUTH TO THOSE WHOM YOU WISH TO IMPRESS WITH


IT.


If you stand up and say, with a miserable face and a whining voice, it is a
most blessed thing to be in Christ Jesus, observers will form their judgment
rather by your face than by your words; and after you have been.
commending the religion of Jesus, they will mentally make this note—”
And a blessed specimen of it you are! From what we see in you, its ways
are not the ways of pleasantness, and its paths are’ not the paths of peace.”
The story goes, that two naughty youngsters. were warned by their mother
that they would never go to heaven, if they continued to be such bad boys;
whereupon the saucy young sinners replied that they did not want to go to
heaven at all. When their. mother very sadly wanted to know why they did
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not wish to go to heaven, they said—“Ma, won’t grandpa go to heaven?”
“Yes, dears; your dear grandpapa is a very holy man.” “Then, please, we
don’t want to go to heaven if grandpa is to be there; for he would begin to
scold us, and say — ‘There’s those horrid boys again,’“ I will be bound to
say that such a grandpa’s teaching would not be very effective with his
grandchildren; but when a kin. d, cheerful grandpapa—and there are many
such—takes the little one on his knee, and begins to talk of Jesus in gentle
words and with loving glances, Master Johnny never forgets it. The gospel
tunnels its way into the heart with kindness as its boring rod. No matter
what good truths you have to teach, no one will thank you if you do not
speak kindly. Mrs. Prosser’s parable of the east wind sets this forth
admirably; I must tell it you. “Why do you shrink from me?” said the east
wind, angrily, to the flowers. The primrose, for answer, crept under its
leaves; the snow- drop, bending lower, laid her head sadly on the earth; the
opening buds closed again, and the young and tender green leaves curled
up, looking dry and withered. “Why do you fly from me?” said the east
wind, reproachfully, to the birds. For answer, the chaffinch fluttered into a
bush; the warblers kept close to their half-made nests; the robin hid under
the window-sill; and the sparrows huddled into their holes. “Ungrateful!”
howled the east wind. “Do I not fill the sails of treasure-ships, that bring
balmy spices, shining merchandise, and all the precious gifts of far-off
lands? The gold, the silver, the gems of earth and of ocean, are they not
wafted by me to these shores? Yet love never greets me. I find a barren
land and a reproachful silence wherever I come.” “Ah, my stern brother,”
replied the sun, struggling for a moment through a leaden sky, “read aright
the reason of your reception. Who brings the piercing blast and destructive
blight? who hides the azure of the heavens, and dims the beauty of the
earth? who tries to veil me with impenetrable gloom, so that I can no
longer bid the world rejoice? Is not this your work? Riches you may bring,
but the gifts of your hand cannot atone for your harsh voice and unloving
nature. Your presence inspires terror and spreads unhappiness, and where
fear is love is never seen.” When. you have to distribute your tracts, or visit
from house to house, or to teach a class of boys or girls, prefer sugar to
vinegar for your breakfast. Vinegar did, according to very doubtful history,
soften’ the rocks for Hannibal, but it will not soften hearts for you. There
are more flies caught with honey than with vinegar. Better to go forth with
a sweet smile upon your face and with gentleness written across your
countenance than to be morose, stern, and uncivil; for if you are the latter,
you belie with your face what you say with your tongue. My friend, the late
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Judge Haliburton, once invited me to visit him, saying in his humorous
way, that if my clock was out of order, a few days with the clockmaker
might be good for me. Now he is gone from among us, but I shall venture’
to give a little bit of his Yankee talk to help to set some of your clocks in
order. Under the name of Sam Slick he gave us a ‘great deal of very useful
truth, in a form perhaps a little too broad, but never lacking in vigor. I must
repeat to you very much in Slick’s own style the story of the Rev. Joshua
Hopewell’s apple trees, which nobody ever meddled with, and I shall
hardly need to make an application. “The old minister had an orchard of
most particular good. fruit, for he was a great hand at buddin, graftin, and
what not, and the orchard stretched right up to the road. Well, there were
some trees hung over the fence. I never see such bearers, the apples hung
in ropes, for all the world like strings of onions, and the fruit was beautiful.
Nobody touched the minister’s apples, and when other folks lost their from
the boys, his as always hung there like bait to a hook; but there never was
so much as a nibbling at ‘era. So I said to him, one day, ‘ Minister,’ said I,
‘ How on earth do you manage to keep your fruit that’s so exposed, when
no one else can’t do it no how?’ ‘Why,’ says he, ‘They are dreadful pretty
fruit, aren’t they?’ ‘I guess,’ said I, ‘There aren’t the like on ‘em in all
Connecticut.’ ‘Well,’ says he, ‘I’ll tell you the secret, but you needn’t let
on to no one about it. That are row next the fence I grafted in myself, I
took great pains to get the right kind, I sent clean up to Rexberry, and
away down to Squaw-neck Creek.’ (I was afeer’d he was agoin for to give
me day and date for every graft, being a terrible long-winded man in his
stories.) ‘So,’ says I, ‘ I know that, minister, but how do you preserve
them?’ ‘Why, I was agoin to tell you,’ said he, ‘ when you stopped me.’ ‘
That are outward row I grafted. myself, with the choicest I could find, and
I succeeded. They are beautiful, but so dreadful sour no human soul can
eat them. Well, the boys think the old minister’s graftin has all succeeded
about as well as that row, and they search no farther. They snicker at my
griffin, and I laugh in my sleeve, I guess, at their penetration.’“ It would
seem as if certain sour professors had taken a leaf out of the old minister a
book, and had planted the garden of the Lord all round with the sharpest
fruit to prevent the young from tasting the goodly fruit of the tree of life; if
such be their aim they succeed admirably, but as it is our desire to bring
many to feed upon the blessed fruit, let our trees near the road bear as
pleasant apples as an earthly garden can yield. And now I can fancy some
of you saying, “Yes, it is very easy to tell us to be cheerful; but how can we
be so when we have so many difficulties, so many crooks in our lot, so
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many crying children at home and bad debts abroad.;:” May I escape your
anger if I observe that I have often noticed that; many of the most cheerful
people are those who have the most trials and troubles; while, on the other
hand, many who are dull and heavy are those who, in the judgment of all
but themselves, might well be envied. When children cry who have nothing
to cry for, one could almost wish they had. There are tradesmen who save
money, and yet never own to prosperity. God increases their wealth, but
they still moan over their supposed poverty. I have known some who hive
grown rich enough to retire, and yet they have been, according to their
own account, losing money ever since they began business, although they
started with nothing! They calculate their balance on a most amusing
theory; they say they ought to have gained a certain sum, and then they set
down what falls short of their expectations as so much loss, and with this
they worry themselves and torment others! If we could get all our brethren
out of a murmuring spirit,—and methinks they ought to abjure it at
once,—they would very soon find that, resting upon God, looking to
Christ, and being sustained by the Holy Spirit, their troubles would teach
them patience, and they would praise God even in the worst periods of life,
if “worst preludes” indeed there be to those for whom “all things work
together for good.”


Bells for the horses, then, and there is no lack of metal to make them with!
Turn to your own experience, and to God’s Word. Think of the goodness
of God in the past, and of the promises of God as to the future. remember
that you are still a child in the divine family; that the mercy-seat is open
still; that Christ’s precious blood is still able to cleanse; that the Holy Spirit
still worketh in us, to will and to do of the Master’s good pleasure; that
there is, beyond this little life, a world to come, brimming with happiness
and blessedness. Surely these bells will ring in your ears with a holy
melody. Get every now and then a season of quiet; and sometimes enjoy
the stillness of some rural retreat. You country people are highly favored to
have quiet haunts so near you; but you citizens should spend your holidays
less in fashionable mobs, and more in communion with nature. You must
get out of the world’s din if you would renew our cheerfulness. I have had
an empty seat set for you in my engraving by the side of a rill, which
ripples among the stones in the midst of a grove. Such places are my
hospital, my oratory, my armory, my observatory, my earthly heaven.
Beyond all medicine, stimulant, cordial, or lecturing, I commend quiet
hours in calm retreats to God’s hardworking servants in order to help their
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spirits up to the mark. That blessed Spirit who led his servant Paul into
Arabia, and Moses into the ,desert, is frequently pleased to bless retirement
to the restoration of the believer’s joy and strength. Now, ye workers, as I
cease my exhortation, I must repeat the words, “Serve the Lord with joy.”
Imitate the angels “who do his commandment, hearkening unto the voice
of his word,” and at the same time, “with songs and choral symphonies,
day without night circle his throne *” rejoicing. Let your every service be a
song, and every act of teaching others be a thanksgiving unto God; so shall
your own life be blessed, God be honored, and souls be saved.
—C. H. S.


SWIMMING IRON AND SINKING PETER


“The iron did swim.”—2 Kings 6:9.


THE, ax-head seemed hopelessly lost, and as it was borrowed, the honor of
the prophetic band was likely to be imperiled, and so the name of their God
to be compromised. Contrary to all expectation, the iron was made to
mount from the depth of the stream and to swim; for things impossible
with man are possible with God. I knew a man in Christ but a few years
ago who was called to undertake a work far exceeding his strength. I;
appeared so difficult as to involve absurdity in the bare idea of attempting
it. Yet he was called thereto, and his faith rose With the occasion; God
honored his faith, unlooked. for aid was sent, and the iron did swim.
Another of the Lord’s family was in grievous financial straits, he was able
to meet all claims and much more if he could have realized a certain
portion of his estate, but he was overtaken with a sudden pressure; he
sought to friends in vain, but faith led him to the unfailing Helper, and lo,
the trouble was averted, his footsteps were enlarged, and the iron did
swim. A third had a sorrowful case of depravity to deal with. He had
taught, reproved, warned, invited and interceded, but all in vain. Old Adam
was too strong for young Melancthon, the stubborn spirit would not relent.
Then came an agony of prayer, and before long a blessed answer was sent
from heaven. The hard heart was broken, the iron did swim. Beloved
reader, what is thy desperate case? What heavy matter hast; thou in hand?
Bring it hither. The God of the prophets lives, and lives to help his saints.
Believe thou in the Lord of hosts! Approach him pleading the name of
Jesus, and the iron shall swim; thou too shalt see the finger of God working
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marvels for his people. According to, thy faith shall it be unto thee, and yet
again the iron shall swim.


“Beginning to sink, he cried, saying, Lord, save me.” —
Matthew 14:30.


Sinking times are praying times with the Lords servants. Peter neglected
prayer at starting upon his venturous journey, but when he began to sink
his danger made him a suppliant, and his cry though late was not too late.
In our hours of bodily pain and mental anguish, we find ourselves as
naturally driven to prayer, as the wreck is driven upon the shore by the
waves. The fox hides to its hole for protection; the bird flies to the wood
for shelter; and even so the tried believer hastens to the mercy seat for
safety. Heaven’s great harbor of refuge is All-prayer; thousands of
weather-beaten vessels have found a haven there, and the moment a storm
comes on, it is wise for us to make for it with all sail.


Short prayers are long enough. There were but three words in the petition
which Peter gasped out, but they were sufficient for his purpose, they
reached the ear of Jesus and his heart too. Not length but strength is
desirable. A sense of need is a mighty teacher, of brevity. If our, prayer;
had less of the tail feathers of pride and more wing they would be all the
better. Verbiage is to devotion as chaff to the wheat. Precious things lie in
small compass, and all that is real prayer in many a long address might have
been uttered in a sentence as short as that which burst from the soul of the
sinking apostle.


Our extremities are the Lord’s opportunities. Immediately a keen sense of
danger forces an anxious cry from us the ear of Jesus hears, and with him
car and heart go together, and the hand does not long linger. At the last
moment we appeal to our Master, but his swift hand makes up for our
delays by instant and effectual action. Are we nearly engulfed by the
boisterous waters of affliction? let us then lift up our souls unto our Savior,
and we may rest assured that he will not suffer us to perish. When we can
do nothing Jesus can do all things; let us enlist his powerful aid upon our
side, and all will be well.


C. H. S.
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LIFE is frequently called a maze, and rightly so. Its many twistings,
windings, changes, and mysteries, entitle it to be classed among the most
complicated of labyrinths. To find the center of true bliss is the object of
every man, but few are happy enough to enter it. They journey for a little
season in a way which seems to be right, and on a sudden they are brought
to a dead halt, and are sorrow. fully compelled to retrace their steps.
Thousands waste all their lives in useless wanderings, and die disappointed
men, to be for ever shut out from buss, and shut in with misery and
despair.’ There is a clue, a sure and simple clue, but the most of men
despise it and run on, proudly relying on their own wit to lead them aright;
while those who regard it, though their way is full of windings, yet obtain a
sure entrance into the place of their desires. Reader, do you know the clue?
God himself has spoken the great secret. It is one word, “FAITH,”—faith in
Jesus for pardon, faith in the Father for providential provision, faith in the
Holy Spirit for all grace. In ordinary pathways men walk by sight; but in
the way of life, if we would prosper, we must walk by faith. God is unseen,
but he is ever near to those who trust him. His promises are sure, and he is
ever ready to fulfill them. He hears and answers the prayers of believing
souls. There is reality in his presence, and true support in his comforts. In
sorrow for sin, though no priest is heard and no cleansing blood is seen, yet
Jesus is at the right hand of all who rest their souls upon him, and he gives
complete remission and perfect peace. In times of great distress, no arm is
visible to the eye of the body, but the mighty hand of God is certainly
present working out deliverance for his own people. It is hard for flesh and
blood to trust in an unseen God; so hard, that it is impossible, until God the
Holy Spirit works true faith in us; but where the soul in simplicity believes
in God, as he has revealed himself in the Word, joy, peace, safety, and
eternal happiness, are the sure results. God’s seeing unseen is no cause for
doubt, for the greatest powers in nature, such as gravity and electricity, are
equally unseen. Men believe in multitudes of mysteries, about which eye
and ear give us no information. Faith in God is, however, most consistent
with the soundest reason. In whom should we trust so readily as in the
Judge of all the earth, who must do right? Where should a creature be so
safe as under ,its Creator’s care? Where so. happy as resting in his love?
Where so accepted as, in God’s own righteousness?: Reader, as a little
child, follow the clue of faith without leaning to thine own understanding,
and thou shalt thread the maze of life, and reach the center of supreme
delight.
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PAUL tells us that the weapons of our warfare are not carnal, but mighty
through God, to the pulling down of strongholds. He probably had in his
mind’s eye the corvus, which the Romans employed in destroying
fortifications, and certainly it aptly sets forth the work of Christians when
attacking the citadels of error. We must sharply grapple the false doctrine,
driving the sharp hook of truth between its joints; we must clearly
understand the error, and study the Word of God, so as to be able to
controvert it. The great corvus of Scripture is a mighty puller down. Then
unitedly with earnest tug of prayer and faithful testimony, We must throw
down piece by piece the mischievous system of falsehood, be it never so
great or high. Stone by stone the wall comes down, it is long and arduous
work to destroy error; many hands and hearts must unite, and then with
perseverance all must labor and wait. Tracts, sermons, lectures, speeches,
prayers, all must be ropes with which to drag the bulwarks down. God’s
blessing rests on the faithful endeavors of those who overturn the castles of
error, and though their work may not speedily succeed, the great result is
sure. A Reformation is as much needed now as in Luther’s day, and by
God’s grace we shall have it, if we trust in him and publish his truth. The
cry is, “Overturn, overturn, overturn, till He shall come whose right it is.”
Reader, are you doing service in the Lord’s war, which he is now waging?
You know the errors of Rome, are you doing anything to withstand them?
You see the Popery and iniquity of the National Establishment, are you in
your measure exposing it? Infidelity is still mighty:, do you contend for
God and for his Word? Sin still reigns over millions, do you seek: their
salvation? If not, why not? Are you yourself on the Lord’s side? Oh may
the grace of God lead you to trust in the great bloodshedding of Jesus, by
which he has put away sin; and then may his love constrain you to aid in
dragging down the ramparts of evil.


WORK OF THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE


HAVING in our January Number spoken of the Pastor’s College in general
terms, we proceed to specify what may be regarded as its principal
features. These will be found in some respects to harmonize with other
institutions of a similar tendency, and in other respects to be essentially
different from them.
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1. Its object is not to make scholars, but preachers of the gospel. Literary
attainments are not undervalued, nor discouraged, but opportunities and
means are furnished for their acquirement. Instead, however, of being
regarded as the chief object of ambition, they are pursued as means to an
infinitely higher end. They are not considered even to be indispensable. The
great end as a rule may be better secured with them; but in some instances,
without them. We have illustrations of both these in the earliest history of
the Church, and in all subsequent ages. The present age we consider to be
one that demands earnest and faithful preachers of the gospel, irrespective
of literary titles and qualifications.


2. The instruction and maintenance of the students while in the College,
with very few exceptions, is gratuitously supplied. Lodgings are provided
in families approved for that purpose.


3. The selection of candidates for admission is principally determined by
evidences of eminent piety, of adaptation for public teaching, of great zeal
for the salvation of souls, and of instances of actual usefulness, so far as
upon the best accredited testimony can be ascertained. As many of the
applicants are from the Church at the Tabernacle, greater facilities in these
instances are afforded, for this purpose.


4. The course of study, as a general rule, is limited to two years. In some
eases, where favorable openings for usefulness occur, and suitable
qualifications are possessed, this term is shortened; in others, in which
studious habits predominate, it is prolonged. The recess from study during
each year is less than at other colleges, so that the difference in the period
of training is not so great as it appears. The method of instruction too
accomplishes more within a given time. There: are advantages in a much
longer course of study, but it has also its disadvantages; and the latter tend
so powerfully to cool the first ardor for ministerial usefulness and to
substitute human learning for Christianity, that they often far outweigh the
former.


5. The course of studies is greatly diversified. This will afterwards be
described. We mention the fact here as one of the peculiarities of this
College. There is scarcely any department of theology, of literature, or of
science, that is not more or less brought under notice. Should it be thought
that the acquirements upon all these subjects must of necessity, on this
account, be very elementary, we hesitate not to say that facts prove it to be
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otherwise. A larger amount of information may be taken in within a given
time, with less fatigue, and with an agreeable variety than without it. It best
harmonizes with the laws of the hunt mind, which in their first operation
tend to generalization rather than abstraction The habit of concentrating its
powers may be too early formed. It has to expand with knowledge before it
is contracted and compressed into one long and limited pursuit; or it may
never afterwards regain its proper elasticity and breadth. One great evil of
collegiate education has been to require an abstracted attention for a long
period to one particular subject, before the mind, by general knowledge
and the free exercise of thought, has acquired its proper elasticity and
force. The consequence has often been, eminence in one department of
learning and ignorance in every other. There has been too an incapacity and
disinclination, from the effect of premature exhaustion, for every other
mental pursuit Such a mental training enfeebles and disheartens the young
minister at the very time that he most needs to be strengthened and
animated for his work. The highest scholarly attainments were never
intended to be reached in youth. It is enough if the foundation be laid for
their acquirement in after years. The mind like the tree is formed to put
forth its branches before it is laden with fruit; like the bird to learn to fold
and unfold its wings, to soar higher and higher, and by degrees to sustain
itself long at its highest flight; and like the race-horse to try all its paces on
different ground and not in one unvaried course. Let minds be trained for
great things at college rather than accomplish them. Let them be inured to
all paces for after pursuits, and all uses of the wing for after flight. Let their
powers be chiefly exercised and become pliant in that which is to be the
chief study of after life, and to which all other studies should be
subservient. Let theology, in a word, be the principal study of the professed
teacher of theology, and all other sources of information and mental
improvement as may become subservient to this, placed within their reach.
Thus much we have said, and much more we think might be added, to
vindicate the course of studies adopted at the Metropolitan Tabernacle
College from its supposed disadvantages in comparison with that which is
time-honored in institutions of a similar kind We appeal not to reason
merely, but to facts in relation to the practical working of the two systems.
We have become daily more and more impressed with the conviction that
theology should be the principal subject for instruction in a Theological
College, and that a diversified course, of all. other studies, prepares the
young minister to enter upon his office in the full vigor of his mental
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powers, and with a capacity for continuing his research into all subjects
that may at any time contribute to his own principal design


6. Calvinistic theology is dogmatically taught. We mean not dogmatic in
the offensive sense or’ that term; but as the undoubted teaching of the
Word of God. “Without controversy great is the mystery of godliness.” We
hold to the Calvinism of the Bible. Extreme views on either side are
repudiated by us. The cross is the center of our system. “To this I hold, and
by this I am upheld.” is our motto. This is our stand-point from which we
judge all things. We have no sympathy with any modern concealment or
perversion of great gospel truths. We prefer the Puritan to modern divinity.
From our inmost souls we loathe all mystic and rationalistic obstructions of
the plain and full-orbed doctrines of grace, and foremost of all of
justification by the righteousness of Christ and atonement by his blood. We
say to every man, “Is thy heart right in this matter as my heart? If it be,
give me thine hand” We think it right to be informed of the ground and
tactics of the adversaries of these main truths, in order to defend them
when it may be absolutely required, but not to be diverted from them. We
believe one of the secrets of the success that has hitherto attended the
students from this College to be the doctrines they teach, and the manner in
which they enunciate them, as though they believed what they say and
wished others to believe them too.


7. The manner of tuition is not formal and dictatorial, but familiar and
fraternal. The dry syllabus, technical phraseology, laborious writing from
dictation, and the necessity of consulting numerous authors upon each
subject in hand are avoided, Lectures are delivered in a popular and
illustrative, rather than in a scholastic form. Encouragement is given to free
inquiry; and discussion within reasonable bounds is permitted. In
preparation for the classical and mathematical classes, some close study in
private is demanded; but beyond these no severe efforts are required,
except such as may be needful for special and individual exercises in the
College, or for continued preaching meaning, in their controversial aspect,
and in all their practical bearings, in a lively and agreeable manner, and
this:, to say the leash is our aim.


8. Extemporaneous speaking is encouraged and required. Great efforts are.
made and opportunities are furnished for the improvement of this faculty. It
is often called into exercise in the College training, and in public services.
Many stations are provided in the vicinity for this purpose. The reading of
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sermons is denounced. When Paul said to Timothy, “give attendance to
reading,” we do not suppose him to refer to reading sermons. We incline
rather to the opinion that they only who preach the Gospel in a free and
extemporaneous manner should live of the Gospel. The most natural
method of public speaking is that which nature teaches in conversation, in
the harangues of savages, in the senate and at the bar. That which is least
artificial is surely the most natural; and the proper use of art is to improve,
not to violate nature. Subjects require to be studied as much and even more
for extemporaneous delivery, only less mechanical labor and less ‘verbal
accuracy are needed. We do not want sermons to be books, nor books to
be sermons. Greater freedom of speech is allowable from the lips than the
pen, and is more desirable too. Extemporaneous speaking with ease and
correctness may be acquired by most men with study and practice. For this
there is naturally a greater aptitude in some, which is one important pre-
requisite for the Christian ministry. We confess we shall willingly resign to
others the psalm of scholastic attainments and classic elegance, if we can
but outlive them in extemporaneous preaching.


9. The Students have access to a large and a well-selected library of both
ancient and modern books; and are frequently directed to those which best
supply the information they require. Facilities are afforded of laying a good
Foundation for libraries of their own at a cheap rate; and loan parcels of
such books as are adapted to their work. are periodically provided for them
in the stations they occupy.


10. The connection of ;Students with the College after they have left it,
and with each other is preserved, as far as circumstances will allow. A
College Union embracing all who are and have been its accredited Students
has been formed for this purpose; and periodical communications have
been established between them. By these means a home feeling with the
College is ever afterwards retained, and sympathy, counsel, and hope, in
seasons of great difficulty and trial are secured.


11. A devotional spirit is carefully cherished, and many opportunities are
afforded for its exercise. The engagements of each day are commenced and
concluded with prayer. A Prayer-meeting is held one afternoon in the
week, in which particular cases of Students in the College and of those
who have left it are specially noticed. To the element of devotion we are
much indebted for the internal prosperity of the College, and for the
support it derives from those who are without. It is our chief’ defense front
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disagreements, from envy and jealousy, from the evil effects of adverse
criticism, and from that levity of spirit and conduct which has often
embittered the recollections of College life in others


12. The relation of the College to a large and active Church, by which it is
principally sustained, and which takes a lively interest in its welfare is one
special means of its prosperity. The intercourse of the Students with the
Members of the Church contributes much to their social and their spiritual
welfare. The officers of the Church cheer them by their kindness and aid
them by their counsel. A familiarity with Church discipline is acquired, and
with all the appliances by which a flourishing Church is sustained and
enlarged, which is treasured up for future use, and supplies what has
hitherto often proved to be a serious deficiency in a College education for
the pastoral office.


13. To the superintendence of the Pastor, who is also the President of the
College, with whom it originated and upon whose responsibility it is
sustained, the prosperity of the College, so far as human instrumentality is
concerned, is mainly to be attributed. Much as he has been honored in
other respects, he looks upon this as his greatest work. It has demanded his
greatest faith and most earnest prayers, and they have been amply repaid.
The care of its maintenance and direction of its honor and usefulness
sometimes presses heavily upon him, but as his trials on its account
abound, his consolation abounds also. He sees in it his commission to win
souls to Christ extended far beyond his own personal ministry, or the
influence of his printed discourses. His counsels and example are a
continual stimulus to activity and zeal both to the Students and Tutors. He
is the personal and familiar friend of each one. No dissension between
Tutors and Students or principals and dependents is known. No deference
is required by any that. is, not spontaneously given. From the highest ‘to
the lowest all are ruled by love. These are the principal features of our
College. We shall next, as opportunity occurs, give some account of the
course of studies that is regularly pursued.
G.R.
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SPURGEONISM


A MR. M. COIT TYLER writes to the New York Independent as follows :—
“One word about Spurgeonism in general. Silently, but. rapidly, within. the
pale of thin great Baptist sect in England, and covering all the land with its
network of moral power, there is being formed a distinct body of
Spurgeonite preachers,—energetic young men trained in Spurgeon’s
college, imbued with it Spurgeon’s intense spirit, copying with an
unconscious but ludicrous fidelity even the minutiae of Spurgeon’s manner
of speech, proud of their connection with Spurgeon’s name, and in
constant communication with the ‘Head Center’ in London. More and
more is Spurgeon separating himself, from the general organization of the
religious world, and even of the Baptist denomination, and concentrating
his work upon his immense Church, his College, and the Churches
throughout the kingdom that have taken his pupils for pastors. If this goes
on another twenty years, Spurgeonism will be a vast organic and
wondrously vitalized, body; and, should circumstances, warrant, this body
may, as many intelligent Baptist ministers think probable, assume the name
of its founder, and Spurgeon follow the example of Wesley, by founding a
sect. He is certainly showing much of Wesley’s executive and organizing
capacity.” The paragraph shows how little Mr. Tyler knows of us, and how
greatly “many intelligent Baptist ministers” defame us. There is no word in
the world so hateful to our heart as that word Spurgeonism, and no
thought further from our soul than that of forming a new sect. Our course
has been, and we hope ever will be. an independent one; but to charge us
with it from the general organization of the religious world, and even of the
Baptist denomination, is to perpetrate an unfounded libel. We. preach no
new gospel, we. desire no new objects, and follow them in no novel spirit.
We love Christ better than a sect, and truth better than a party, and so far
are not denominational, but we are in open union with the Baptists for the
very reason that we cannot endure isolation, lie who searches all hearts
knows that our aim and object is not to gather a band around self, but to
unite a company around the Savior. “Let my name perish, but let Christ’s
name last for ever,” said George Whitfield, and so has Charles Spurgeon
said a hundred times. We aid and assist the Baptist Churches to the full
extent of our power, although we do not restrict our energies to them
alone, and in this those Churches ax far enough from blaming us. Our joy
and rejoicing is great in the fellowship of all believers, laid the forming of a
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fresh sect; is work which we leave to the devil, whom it befits far more
than ourselves. It is true that it has long been in our power to commence a
new denomination but it is not true that it has ever been contemplated by
us or our friends. We desire as much as possible to work with the existing
agencies, and when we commence new ones our friends must believe that it
is with no idea of organizing a fresh community.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1866.


THE MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW


NOT until the day of universal restitution will the infamous atrocity
perpetrated on the eve of St. Bartholomew, 1572, by o ‘ the Roman
Catholics on the unoffending Huguenots or Protestants of France, cease to
be remembered with the most intense horror. The coolness of the
proceedings which instigated such a carnage, and the devilish passions
which led Catholic nobles and statesmen to burst the bounds of humanity
by heading the massacre, make the event unparalleled in the history of
gigantic crimes. There, is no shadow of doubt as to who the originators of
the plot were. The Roman Catholics had conceived the bitterest hatred to
the Huguenots, and were determined that the land should be rid of them.
Catherine de Medicis, whose furious enmity to Protestantism made her an
admirable mover in the dreadful design, controlled her son, Charles IX.
sufficiently to make him a mere puppet in her hands. Admiral Coligny, one
of the most prominent advisers of the King of Navarre, who was then at
the head of the Huguenots, was invited to attend the Parisian court.
Coligny was the especial object of the Catholics’ resentment, and an
unsuccessful attempt was therefore made upon his life. The Queen-mother,
finding that this part of her scheme had failed, represented to the king that
the Huguenots were clamorous for revenge upon the nobles of the court
‘for the attack upon Coligny. These representations had the effect, of
frightening the weak- minded king, who at once authorized the massacre of
the offending Protestants. Our illustration represents the first attack of the
murderous Catholics in the streets of Paris. Charles IX. is in the act of
giving the first signal by firing a gun from the window of his palace.
Coligny with his household was murdered, and his body thrown out to the
mob. Everywhere the cry was heard, “Kill every man of them! Kill the
Huguenots!” The streets were reeking with the blood of men, women, and
children. Not an individual suspected of a leaning towards the Reformed
religion was suffered to escape. While this scene was going on, the
Protestants of Lyons, Rouen, and other cities, fell victims to the savage
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fury of the Catholics. The massacre was carefully planned so as to break
out at the same hour in various cities and in their suburbs. By some it is
supposed that at least 100,000 persons suffered death. The estimate given
by Sully at 70,000, has, however, been adopted. It is pretty certain that at
least 10,000 were destroyed in Paris alone, and this estimate does not
include the 500 who belonged to the higher orders. It is said that “the
roads were rendered almost impassable, from the corpses of men, women,
and children,—a new and appalling barricade:


The monstrous deed received the high approval of the Pope and his
Cardinal and thanks were impiously made to Heaven for the distinguished
favor that had been rendered to the Church. The then head of the English
Church by law established (Queen Elizabeth) seemed to take the matter
equally well; for we find her immediately afterwards receiving the French
Ambassador, and accepting thankfully a love-letter front the Duke of
Alencon; and, in a few months, standing at the font as godmother to the
child of the murderous King of France. By the side of these facts we ought
to place a few computations which will show that the unexampled outrage
on St. Bartholomew’s Eve is only a part of a line of policy which the
Church on the Seven Hills has; carried out during the twelve hundred years
of its existence. Mr. D. A. Doudney, the incumbent of Bedminster, near
Bristol, recently mentioned at a public meeting that at least fifty millions
have been put to death by the Romish Church. That estimate gives us the
number of martyrs annually at 40,000, or more than 100 a day for the last
twelve hundred years. Spain especially has had her share in the
responsibility of this iniquity, for under forty-five Inquisition trials, between
the years 11481 and 1808, 31,658 were burnt alive, 18,049 were burnt in
effigy, and 225,214 were condemned to galleys or imprisonment. It must
not be supposed that in consequence of the respectable appearance which
Catholicism is now necessitated to put on that the nature of Popery is
changed. It is, and from its organization must continue to be, ambitious of
supremacy. Even the Times, which looks upon the proselytizing schemes of
the Romanists with cynical indifference, believes that it is impossible not to
recognize in the recent complaints of English priests and dignitaries
“something of that perverse ambition which has always been the bane of
Roman Catholicism. A purely religious power the Roman Catholic Church
never has been, is not now, and it seems to have made up its mind that it
never will be. Though it still embraces half Europe in its spiritual sway, it
laments the loss of a few petty provinces in Italy with a bitterness far
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keener than that of the exiled dukes.” That this ever-increasing ambition
will not rest satisfied until England ,shall bow before the Beast may be
readily believed; and that all the efforts now being put forth to weaken the
progress of Protestantism in this country have as their central object the
humiliation of a liberty-loving people is too plain a fact to withstand. To
obtain its ends Popery would not despise the most atrocious and
abominable means. If our Savior’s words, “By their fruits shall ye know
them,” have any significance whatever, they may be appropriately used in
reference to this insidious Church. What have been the fruits of this fearful
heresy during the period of ifs almost unlimited sway, but spiritual and
political oppression as well as persecution in its grossest and most
multifarious forms? Looking at the atrocities of this Church, one would
feel tempted to question whether its character of being “Drunken with the
blood of the saints” is not too mildly drawn. The only defense of God’s
true Church is in God. By the constant preaching of his Word, and by the
uplifting of the cross, we hope the day will come when no invectives will
be required to denounce the gross imposture which has for so long a time
“made the people to sin.”


QUICK must be the hand if an impression is to be made upon the wax. Once
let the wax cool and you will press the seal in vain. Cold and hard it will be
in a few moments, therefore let the work be quickly done. When men’s
hearts are melted under the preaching of the Word, or by sickness, or the
loss of friends, believers should be very eager to stamp the truth upon the
prepared mind. Such opportunities are to be seized with holy eagerness.
Reader, do you know of such? If you be a lover of the Lord Jesus hasten
with the seal before the wax is cold. Perhaps, dear reader, you are yourself
unsaved; then look at the woodcut, and remember that such is your life. It
is like the flame upon the stick of wax, and your soul is like the wax which
drops upon the envelope, capable of receiving an impression while you are
alive, but soon hardened and made unalterable by the cold breath of death.
If the stamp of eternal life is to be set upon your soul it must be now, for
When once this life is over change is impossible.


TO-DAY—THERE IS HOPE.


The divine hand can even now set the seal of sacred love upon your heart;
but your breath is in your nostrils, and to-morrow may find you where the
stamp of grace can never be impressed.
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TO-MORROW—YOU MAY BE IN HELL.


No acts of pardon are ever passed on the other side of the grave, but
pardons are plentiful on earth. Jesus suffered for the sins of all who trust
him; so suffered that they can never be condemned, since Jesus was
punished in their stead. He that believeth on Jesus hath set to his seal that
God is true, and he shall receive God’s seal, setting him apart as a choice
and chosen spirit. Oh that the seal would fall upon you now, and impress
the image of Jesus upon your heart for ever!
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY, 1866.


THE WAR-HORSE


“His goodly horse in the battle.” — Zechariah 10:3.


The Lord’s description of the wax-horse in the book of Job, dwells with
unrivaled sublimity upon his fearlessness and eagerness for the fray.


“Canst thou make him afraid as a grasshopper? the glory of his
nostrils is terrible. He paweth in the valley, and rejoiceth in his
strength; he goeth on to meet the armed men. He mocketh at fear,
and is not affrighted; neither turneth he back from the sword.” (Job
39:20-22.)


This martial characteristic it were Well for the Lord’s people to possess in
their spiritual conflict with powers of darkness. Dauntless as Elijah, bold as
Esaias, courageous as Nehemiah, faithful as Caleb, and valiant as David,
should every ;servant of the Lord seek to be. Feeling that this is not the
general character of God’s people in these days, we will labor to stir them
up to greater daring and more confident courage. Is not timidity a common
vice among Christian workers? Is not the sin so common as to have gained
the countenance, or at least the sufferance of Christian society? Do not
those ministers miss their mark, who in. their love of modesty busy
themselves in exalting cowardice into a virtue? Is it not a sin to educate
God’s people into habits which unfit, them. for Christian warfare? Are not
these such times as to demand a more mayfly bearing from believers than
the most of them as yet exhibit? From my watchbox I have noticed with
much sorrow several tokens of a fearfulness which, so far from praising, I
do most heartly condemn, The outward and visible signs of this inward and
spiritual wickedness I see on every hand, thick as the buds upon the trees
in this opening spring. Vain were the attempt to catalogue the whole of
these tracks of mischief, but a few may serve our turn. There is a great
alarm amongst many professors at the suggestion of anything new. A
novel method of serving God and winning souls, even though it should
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commend itself to sound judgment, would yet be discarded by these
trembling souls because it might possibly be unsuccessful, and, being new,
might involve responsibility and risk, and perhaps graver mischief. They
like the old broad-wheeled wagon, and do not know where the world is
going to with its screaming steam engines and flashing expresses.
Originality, progress, and zeal are dreaded by these spiritual Tories as most
radical, revolutionary principles, to be suppressed by all possible means.
The exercise of faith in God in the carrying out of a divine impulse is by
them looked upon as recklessness coming to the aid of insanity. Their
favorite form of marching for the soldiers of King Jesus is the goose step,
in which every foot comes down again upon the same spot from which it
was lifted. Admirable petrifaction of humanity, we would cheerfully
prepare for you well-deserved niches in the Nobody Corner of Restminster
Abbey, where your somnolent obstructiveness should receive its due
recompense of reward!


There is abroad among us a very solemn and silly dread of anything done
upon a large scale, or with the faintest show of risk. A niggardly policy
stints our efforts, and pleads as its excuse a prudence which is equally
inexcusable. Well might the man of God be angry with Joash for shooting
so few of the arrows of the Lord’s deliverance, and we should do well to
be angry with many Christians for the Same timorous mode of action. If
King Joash had shot more arrows, Syria- would have been quite overcome
and cut in pieces; but because he was slack in this, Syria waved her proud
banner over captive maids, and sorrowing widows wept in the streets of
Samaria. “If the devil can feel a sense of the ludicrous,” said a friend of
ours the other day, ,’ he must laugh in his sleeve at the timorousness and
niggardliness of modern Christians, when contrasted with their professions
and avowed beliefs.” Slackhanded Christians must be the admiration and
the scorn of the princes of the pit. The world laughs audibly at professors
now-a-days, because of their satisfaction with small attempts and
imperceptible successes. Oh for broader views of our work, larger labors,
and a mightier faith! Let us spare no arrows. May we have grace to empty
our quiver upon the foe, drawing our bow with our full force. May our
trading for heaven be; conducted upon the noblest scale of enterprise· may
our sowing of truth be carried on in the most ample style of liberality. Let
us look for a hundredfold harvest, and we shall see it, for according to our
faith it shall be done unto us.
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Cowardice shows itself in a horror of every method of commanding public
attention. The site selected by some persons for the throne of Jesus is the
coalhole, because of its delightful quiet and retirement; for our part we
would cry “Hosanna” in the streets, and in the temple, and praise Him
aloud of whose marvelous death and resurrection it is written, “these things
were not done in a corner.” Publicity for gospel truth we must not shun but
court. Our venerated sires thought that all places of worship ought to be
built in undiscoverable courts in the dirtiest parts of the most squalid of
back streets; and that they should never be too wide for people to shake
hands from the opposite fronts of the galleries. Certain of the sons of these
happily glorified saints are, unable to grasp the idea of going out into the
highways and hedges, or of preaching in the streets; and as to venturing
into a theater to proclaim the gospel, or attempting to build a large
meeting-house in a great thoroughfare where the many may come and hear,
these excellent timidities feel a cold shiver at the daring dream. Sobriety
held up its hands, and prudence prophesied a thousand-and-one mischiefs
at. the least, when zeal first broached her rash theories and injudicious
plans. Alas for us, O sobriety! when thou art deified, and faith is turned
adrift! Worse still is it for the church when craven cowardice and dead
formality sit upon it like the old man on Sinbad’s back in the nursery story,
and burden even unto death the energies of the people of God, Yet these
evils are, most hospitably entertained among us, and held in high repute. In
all Christian churches there are venerable Conservatives who will not
permit us to leave the time-honored rut. “As it was in the beginning, is
now, and ever shall be, world without end, Amen,” might serve them as a
motto. the same brethren will venture upon very dubious speculations in
business, and will practice inconsistencies in common life, which holy
caution would have disallowed; but when they come to deal with God’s
work, their caution bump attains a marvelous development, and reversing
Nehemiah’s question, they inquire with fear and trembling, “Should not
such men as we are flee directly?” For my part I am inclined to answer,
“Yes, flee as fast as you like, and get out of the way, that bolder men may
fill your places.”


This hole-and-corner quality shows itself in certain circles in a constant
excusing and apologizing for the gospel. At one period most sermons
were apologies for the existence of Christianity! Ministers modestly
essayed to prove that there was a God, and with profound respect for
unbelief begged to be permitted to prove the authority of Scripture.
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Revealed truth was proved so often that nobody believed it. A spice of this
traitorous modesty flavors our ministry still, and some palates crave for
more of it. We are expected to appear before our hearers with a sweet
bashfulness which disclaims all dogmatism, and sues for a hearing as a
beggar for an alms. God’s ambassadors, forsooth, are to lick the dust, and
to deliver their Master’s message as though he borrowed leave, to be. God
forbid that our Great Monarch’s honor should so suffer at our hands; we
are nothing in ourselves, but our office we will magnify, and claim an
audience for our Lord’s word, which, with no bated breath, we deliver in
his name.


You remind me that modesty is a great virtue; I believe it, but I ,also
believe that there are other virtues equally necessary to a soldier. The
modesty which keeps a soldier in the rear in the day of battle will earn him
few laurels; and that retiring disposition which makes him retreat when the
order is given to advance is called by another name by men of courage.
Perhaps the modest guardsman felt himself scarcely competent to obey the
command, “To the front;” and was humbly conscious of his unworthiness
to be the selected object of the amiable intentions of the gunners on the
other side, and therefore he retired with delightful bashfulness among the
baggage wagons. Charming modesty! Refreshing humility! How
uncharitable the court-martial which will not accept this admirable version
of the affair! Inexcusable is the barbarity which exposes so modest a soldier
to ignominious degradation.


Among private Christians there exists a more than sufficient dread of
intruding religion into their conversation. Any other topic is well ,enough.
You may talk about anything else, from the cattle plague to the new island
in the Greek Archipelago; and the system of common sewage, Puseyism,
the smallpox, or any other disgusting subject may be discussed, but you
must not talk about Jesus Christ, or you will be censured for intrusiveness,
and I know not what. Colton, in his day, said that men would wrangle for
religion; write for it; fight for it; die for it; anything but — live for it: and
we may now add, anything but discourse upon it to their friends and
acquaintances. May a revival of go(illness drive this unhallowed etiquette
from all Christian company, and may mouths, so lately gagged, be opened
to tell to others the most blessed and interesting of good news. There are
some who never dare to speak to others at all in an earnest and impressive
style, lest they should be thought to be canting and hypocritical. I once
thought the birds very silly for being frightened by Scarecrows, but what
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shall we say of those exquisites who are alarmed at being called cants?
Men are perishing, and if it be unpolite to tell them so, it can only be so
where the devil is the master of the ceremonies. Out upon your soul-
destroying politeness; the Lord give us a little honest love to souls, and this
superficial gentility will soon vanish.


I could with considerable refreshment to myself pour sarcasm after sarcasm
upon religious cowardice. I would cheerfully sharpen my knife and dash it
into the heart of this mean vice. There is nothing to be said in its favor. It is
not even humble; it is only pride of too beggarly a sort to own itself.
Instead, however, of going to war with this miserable, cringing, servile
quality, I shall commend the opposite virtue, and offer a few words of
encouragement to those who are ‘working for Jesus Christ, aiming to
excite in them a spirit of holy boldness and. humble confidence.


HOLY BOLDNESS makes work for God a happy exercise. If I go about a
work laboring under the fear of man I shall do it badly, and feel no joy in it;
but when I know that I am sent of God, and that he is with me, my soul
takes fire, and I work with satisfaction and pleasure. As a landsman, I
should be wretched, if compelled to steer a steam-boat from Dover to
Calais, because, never having handled the helm before, I should feel afraid
of landing the passengers rather too suddenly at a point for which they
never booked themselves; but I can suppose that the helm’s-man, who is
always traversing the channel, sings as he stands at the wheel. He is well up
to his work; he has his certificate as a  pilot; and feels so much. in his
proper place, that uneasiness and dissatisfaction do not becloud him. Pray
make the application. It is well to work happily, for wheels wanting oil
make a music which most ears had rather miss, and unhappy hearts do
God’s work in an equally unpleasant manner. To be happy, however, you
must be confident in your call, and this soon makes an end of timidity.


Genuine courage leads people to believe in your sincerity. You may-
sometimes, if you are very confident, do a great many things which you
would not be allowed to do if you Were not so bold. I have sometimes
seen persons entering into places where they really had no right to be, by
coolly marching up to the door as if they were upon business, and feared
no interruptions. The man has been so cool, and such a believer in himself,
that everybody has believed in him. With a good lump of salt this is also
true in ‘God’s work, only our courage must not be assumed, or be based
upon a mere official dignity. Courage wins respect, and fearfulness invites
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attack. Begin by excusing yourself, and the person whom you are
addressing naturally supposes that there is something which needs to be
excused. You apologize, and it is not usual for persons to apologize
without some reason; the man, therefore, perceives that you have
something to apologize for. When you talk to him about his soul, you
speak with such bated breath that he says, “Oh, I see, he has no very great
confidence in the theme himself.” But when you speak with that child-like
simplicity and courage which marks one who really believes, then you
command the respect of men so far as your sincerity can go, and that, mark
you, is a long way. It is something to get the person upon whom you are
working to believe that you are really sincere. Holy boldness and a holy life
are two great arguments in reasoning with men concerning righteousness
and judgment to come. When they go together they will seldom be
defeated.


Sanctified courage issues a caution to enemies to look at their foe before
they set upon him, and thus preserves its owner from many attacks. He
who fears men will soon have them like hornets buzzing and stinging all
day long; but he who cares nothing for their snarls will soon be let alone. A
dauntless bearing is as valuable as a battery of guns, and administers a very
instructive hint to the foe to keep his proper distance. Pugnacity is folly,
but fortitude is wisdom; wisdom which even a coward may admire, since it
prevents many a conflict. The brave man deserves the portrait which a
master hand has sketched : —


“He bore him in the thickest troop,
As doth a lion in a herd of neat:


Or as a bear, encompassed round with dogs;
Who having pinch’d a few, and made them cry,


The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him.”


Why should the sacramental host of God’s elect be less brave than the
legions of Caesar, or the battalions of Wellington? Pusillanimity is
unworthy of the man who serves the King of kings. The rank and the of the
Lord’s hosts should be Valiant-for-truths and Great-hearts, and the leaders
should be Dauntless and Courageous.


Boldness possesses wonderful influence. One bold man is like a shield of
brass to a host Of others who are trembling and afraid.
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“He stopp’d the fliers:
And, by his rare example, made the coward


Turn terror into sport;; as waves before
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d,


And fell below his stem.”


Do you not feel that well-established and confirmed believers stand like
rocks in our midst? The weak and trembling enjoy a sense of safety in their
society. It is no terror to meet with cavilers when these warriors are in the
camp; we rather rejoice at the coming of the foe, because feats of arms will
be witnessed. But why should this be true of a mere handful? Why should
we not attain to their valor? Why should we not aim at a higher degree of
sanctification, that by holy boldness and stability we also may command the
same influence in the church as they do? The world also bows before the
majesty of courage. He never moved the world who suffered the world to
move him. You will never make a man believe if you even seem to doubt
for yourself. The reason why Luther could shake the nations was because
all the nations put together could not stir him. Archimedes wanted but a
place whereon to set his machinery, and then he declared that he could lift
the universe. Here is the labor and the difficulty, the finding of that solid
standpoint; a doctrine of which we feel infallibly and unconquerably
assured, which we have tasted and handled of the good word of life: here
and here alone we get the fulcrum for our leverage, and without it we can
only like Archimedes talk of what we could do if — , and what we hope to
accomplish if — , and there it ends.


Going to work with holy confidence honors the gospel. In the olden times,
when Oriental despots had things pretty much their own way, they
expected all ambassadors from the West to lay their mouths in the dust if
permitted to appear before his Celestial Brightness, the Brother of the Sun
and the, Cousin of the Moon. Certain money-loving traders agreed to all
this, and ate dust as readily as reptiles; but, by the bye, when England sent
her ambassadors abroad, the daring islanders stood bolt-upright. They were
told that they could not be indulged with a vision of the Brother of the Sun
and Cousin of the Moon without going down on their hands and knees.
“Very well,” said the Englishmen, “we will dispense with the luxury; but
tell iris Celestial Splendor, that it is very likely that his Serenity will hear
our cannon at his palace gates before long, and that their booming is not
quite so harmless as the cooing of his Sublimity’s doves.” When it was
seen that ambassadors of the British Crown were no cringing petitioners,
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ore: empire rose in the respect of Oriental tyrants. It must be just so with
the cross of Christ. It strikes ,he that our cowardice has subjected the
gospel to contempt. Jesus was humble, ‘and his servants must not be
proud; but Jesus was never mean or cowardly, nor must his servants be.
You never find him trucking. There was no braver man than Christ upon
earth, and he was brave because he was humble. He could stoop to save a
soul, but he would stoop to nothing by which his character might be
compromised, or truth and righteousness insulted. So must it be with us.
Poverty we would rejoice to endure for Jesus. Meanness and sin are the
only things we abominate. To preach the gospel boldly is to deliver it as
such a message ought to be delivered. Blush to preach of a dying Savior?
Apologize for talking of the Son of God condescending to be made man,
that he might redeem us from all iniquity? Never! Oh! by the grace of God
let us purpose, with Paul, “to be yet more bold, that the gospel may be yet
more fully preached throughout all ranks of mankind.”


“I’ll preach Try Word though kings should hear,
Nor yield to sinful shame.”


Another excellence of holy boldness is this, that it will be sure to lead us to
further attempts for Christ. It would be almost amusing to observe some of
you tract-distributors when first you go out with your tracts. How difficult
it seems to you to give anybody that inoffensive piece of paper! It is not a
very wonderful thing to distribute tracts — some people do it wholesale,
and take a delight in it — but at first it appears to you a Herculean task,
needing most extraordinary grace. You must get over this fearfulness. You
cannot expect, if you give the tract timidly, that people will receive it
joyfully. You who visit a district, think for whom you do it, and in whose
name you do it, and who is with you, and you will have few fears. I can
very well understand that there is a court in your district which you have
never visited, because you are afraid to go into a place of such ill repute; or
a house where you have never called, because the people are so
respectable. Now look this in the face and see if your conduct is defensible,
as in the light of conscience and duty! That young man who preached the
other night was told before he went into the pulpit, that Dr. Classic was in
the congregation, and he felt a great flutter of fear as to what the learned
gentleman might think. It is to be feared that he thought a great deal more
of the doctor than of the Lord Jesus Christ, and yet the doctor was not his
master, nor did his opinion matter a straw, while the favor of the Lord
Jesus was important in the very highest degree. We must get over all this







266


sort of thing, or we shall be kept back where we might have served the
glorious cause. We shall neither in the morning sow our seed, nor in the
evening stretch out our hand, if we tarry the pleasure of the sons of men.
“He that observeth the wind shall not sow; and he that regardeth the clouds
shall not reap.” If we fall into the habit of regarding this person and that
person; being afraid of this district, and of that house; and of looking
suspiciously upon this talkative woman, or that fine gentleman, we shall
soon find ourselves poor slaves, miserable cringers, pitiful cowards, and
anything but bold soldiers of the cross.


Once more. Holy courage should be cultivated because it incites others to
the fight. Your determined march forward may lead the whole host. I grant
you that those who are hindmost may have a service to perform, as the
tribe of Dan had in the wilderness; but the post of honor, and frequently the
post of the greatest usefulness, is that Which Judah occupied, for Judah’s
Lion led the way. May God make you lion-like in courage for the Savior!
May you be humble before him, but bold before your fellow-creatures!
May you lie in the dust when you approach God, saying with Abraham, “I
have taken upon me to speak to thee, I who am but dust and ashes ;” but
when you speak to men, may you hear the voice which saith, “Be not
dismayed at their faces, lest I confound thee before them. For, behold, I
have made thee this day a defensed city, and an iron pillar, and brasen walls
against the whole land, against the kings of Judah, against the princes
thereof, against the priests thereof, and against the people of the land.”
There is a curse resting upon him who trusts in man, and a present curse
torments him who is afraid of man. “Who art thou, that thou shouldest be
afraid of a man that shall die, and of the son of man which shall be made as
grass?”


Be bold, then, for the Master, for all these reasons, each one of you, and
every one of you! Oh that the whole church had more courage! Oh that she
were once again clear as the sun, and fair as the moon, and would uplift her
standard, and become terrible as an army with banners! Victory and
conquest will be ours, when we dare to claim them. Our want of courage
alone withholds us from taking the prey from the mighty. Right is with us,
and might too, if we have but faith. We are no interlopers in this land; this
world is ours, and our Lord’s. This Canaan is given to us by lot, and we
must drive out these Hivites and Amalekites, who usurp its dominion. We
must win it for our Lord. It is not for Christ’s church to be pushed up into
a corner, and to pay respect to the Babylonish harlot, and to all manner of
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idolatries. Be it ours to claim her true place for the Church of God. She is
Christ’s bride. Imperial blood is in her veins. The crowns of all kingdoms
must yet be upon her Husband’s head, and upon hers, and when he shall
come she shall reign with him. Let her sons feel the coming glory, and let
each one ask himself, “Shall such a man as I flee?”


SPURGEONISM AGAIN!


IT was in our heart to imagine that “Spurgeonism” either in an offensive or
inoffensive sense would no more be heard of; but the ghost it seems is not
laid, it haunts unquiet minds and frets them sorely. A very few months ago
we were somewhat sharply upbraided for want of union with the Baptists,
and were charged with the sin of sect-making, or at least, of desiring to
head a party. With considerable warmth, and we hope sufficient plainness,
we rebutted the charge in words, and have done our best to disprove it by
actions; and now we find ourselves in hot water in precisely the opposite
direction, having in the eyes of some been guilty of exercising too
preponderating an influence upon the Baptist body. The old fable of the
Old Man, his Boy, and his Ass, might receive a very practical illustration
from our career, if we were at all inclined to listen to the remarks of the
many who interest themselves in our doings; but our desire to please our
brethren is we trust subordinate to a far higher aim, and therefore we shall
give their expressions as candid and patient a hearing as we can afford, and
shall then seek direction from a less discordant authority. It was never our
wish to appear to be alienated from our esteemed Baptist brethren, for
whom in proportion to our personal knowledge of them our affectionate
esteem increases; but far less have we it in our mind to compass any
grasping of the whole system of the denomination; or to obtain or exercise
any predominating influence in it. If we have advanced any forgotten truths
which command the consent of our brethren we cannot ‘but be glad; but
we are not aware that even in this we have any ground for rejoicing; we
have tried to swim side by side with the brethren in the direction of
progress, but have always, seen certain strong swimmers ahead of us; and
have felt right happy to do our best not to be among the last. If our
brethren feel that during the few months that we have been seen more
manifestly among them we have been at all burdensome, we have been very
much misled by their hearty manner towards us; and if we have usurped in
any way an influence to which we have no right we very sincerely regret it,
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and declare that we had no intention to violate any man’s liberty, or to
force our ideas upon the brotherhood in an intolerant or uncourteous
fashion. So long as we can all of us live for Christ, and as a community
maintain the purity of the gospel-of Jesus, and a hallowed practical zeal for
the Master’s glory, it can little matter to any-man among us whose
influence, may be most helpful to promote our prosperity, and when, the
position of any one of our number shall be thought to be too prominent for
the good of the whole, it becomes his, privilege to hold himself is the
background and to let others lead the van. So long as we may but; do all
we can for the promotion of the Master’s kingdom, we are content to work
with others or, without them, and denominationally, we desire to be
influential or retired exactly as shall be most’ for the benefit of the great
cause. Our own conviction is, that never were our Baptist brethren more
vigorous in spiritual life; and that our present unity and zeal is no more due
to any one man than this delightful springtime is due to the birds Whose
songs proclaim it; our only fear is lest the personal references which we are
about to quote should excite an evil spirit of jealousy which may mar our
present hearty oneness and stay the advance which we hope is being made.
It were better for us not to exist than to be a stumbling-block to servants of
Jesus who are finding their way into a condition of closer fellowship than
aforetime has been among them.


The Rev. Edward White, of Camden Town, once a Baptist minister, has
expressed his desire to be united with the Congregational Union, and has
registered his fervent prayer for “the downfall and abolition of the Baptist
denomination, so far as its Baptist character is concerned” The prayer will
probably return into the place from which it came, and if it be Of God, will
doubtless be answered; but the desire to be united with the Congregational
Union is a legitimate’ subject.’ for consideration, especially as the. reasons,
are appended one. of which intimately concerns ourselves. Mr. White
writes: — Besides, there is, I confess, something in the present condition
of the Baptist denomination in England which makes it less attractive than
ever to persons of a certain constitution of mind. The sect is very small,
derives its chief glory from the repute of its foreign missions (which,
however, do not derive their efficacy from their baptismal peculiarity), and
above all, has latterly proved itself too weak at the center to resist the
predominating influence of a single powerful element. It is no secret that
Mr. Spurgeon is at present the presiding genius of the denomination. Now,
while ready to admit that ‘Spurgeonism’ (I use the word in no offensive
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sense), with all its peculiarities of culture, taste, and doctrine, is entitled to
a considerable place as a planet, I deny that its light is of a quality or
magnitude which fits it to!be either a center or a sun. It is, nevertheless,
notorious that this heavenly body has grasped, by the singular power of its
attraction, the whole system of the Baptist denomination, and carried along
with it, I do not exactly know whither, even the most considerable
luminaries.”


This might not seem so very weighty a reason for leaving one
denomination for another to persons who are ordinarily constituted, but
persons of a certain constitution of mind,” (which we take to mean persons
very uncertain in mind upon important doctrines) cannot be supposed to
act like common mortals. Why not meet this monster of Spurgeonism, and
rescue the victims of its terrible power? Why not support that center which
is unable to resist the single powerful element? If Mr. White had risen in
any meeting of our own Union to express his views he would have been
heard with respect, and if he believes his own views to be so much better
than our own, he might surely have allowed to the brethren whom he
professes to esteem, as fair a share of ability to perceive their force as he
possesses himself. It may be discreet, but it is only in that sense valorous to
leave good company’ because one’s own influence is-not supreme in it, and
because we have muddled and worried ourselves into the belief that
somebody else is too big by half. We do not think so much of Mr. White’s
courage as we did, though even. after this diminution we retain, a thorough
admiration of his independence of mind, and wish he had shown it in ways
other than those which he has selected.


There is, however, we suspect, a deeper cause’, for Mr. White’s secession
than may appear at first sight. He compares us to a planet, and with a most
complimentary generosity calls us a heavenly body; we shall be happy to
retain the compliment, as it might be thought sarcastic on our part if we
returned it; and the metaphor of a planet so aptly pictures what we desire
to. be in relation to the heavenly sun, that we must reserve it for personal
edification; but we beg to suggest that there are erratic bodies in the sky far
less fitted to become centers than even the planets are, and when they rush
off into the outer realms of space with or without their tails we wish them a
kindly farewell, and having no desire to follow, hope they will enjoy their
wild excursion. We are content to be the steady planet, revolving in the
old-fashioned orbit of orthodoxy, and have no ambition to become a center
or a sun; but we confess we are not anxious to enter into the cloud which
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composes the peculiar glory of the Camden Town luminary, and are not
vexed to have a little wider space between our orbit and his own, yet as we
never felt any alarm when in his neighborhood, our satisfaction at his
departure is not excessive,


We have not so much as a shade of sympathy with Broad Church views,
and It. White knows this; he knows also that we do not bend the knee to
the modern liberalism which is just now so popular, and viewing us as in
some measure representatives of the so-called orthodoxy which it is
fashionable to depreciate, he feels all his aversions so much aroused, that
one of the freest of all denominations has not room enough in it to hold us
both. How is it that he can live in the same city? Will he escape from the
influence which he dreads by residing among the Independents? We can
give him no promise that the terrible shadow may not reach him even
there? There is an omnipresence in truth which is not to be avoided, and
even influence is not bounded by walls. Will the Independents openly avow
latitudinarian principles by opening their doors to receive the furtive from
what is called by the ugly name of “Spurgeonism, but is really in the main
the faith of their fathers! If so, it is their own concern, and we shall perhaps
be believed if we say that we shall regret the additions which they obtain in
such a way far more for their sakes than our own. The Adullamites in
politics have their representatives in theology, and they are so uncertain in
the use of their weapons that their friends have more reason than their foes
to be afraid of them. Our Independent brethren have thought it possible, it
seems, that the Baptist body will be merged in theirs, and the “Patriot”
appears quite angry that we should think of continuing our separate
existence; it will subserve the purposes of practical union if our friends will
dismiss all notion of our amalgamation from their minds as a mere dream,
and regard us as they have done in former days, as brethren who honestly
believe that the points in dispute are assuredly not frivolous, though they
may be thought to be vexatious: but if the Pseudo-Baptist
Congregationalists will still anticipate the ultimate absorption of the
Baptists into their ‘body and are really anxious for it, let them not treat
truth as though it were indifferent in order to smooth their pathway, for so
far as we know our Baptist brethren, this is the most effectual method of
shutting the door. We have among us some who incline to the broad
theology, who may possibly follow Mr. White’s example, but none of her
stauncher brethren will be likely to leave our camp, and then the bridge will
be broken down, and the two bodies will have doctrinal questions to divide
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them as well as the question of ordinances, for the body welcoming a
certain party cannot but be viewed as affording a more congenial sphere
for their peculiarities, and as so far sharing in them. In the interests Of
Catholicity, such a line of demarcation is scarcely desirable, but it may be
overruled to answer the divine purpose with regard to truth. When,
without either side having dogmatically laid down any creed, it shall come
to pass that in the main on the one side there is the old form of evangelism,
and on the other side an abundant portion of the vagaries of modern
thought, a new character will be given to the differences between the two
bodies, and instead of being a friendly discussion concerning ordinances, it
will become a life and death struggle for. vital godliness. We are suspected
of bigotry, but we do not leave a denomination because all do not swear by
our Shibboleth, nor are we so unkind as to wish another body of Christians
to become a receptacle and refuge for men who leave a free community,
which has never tried to fetter them, because, forsooth, another man’s
influence offends them! The old faith is evidently safe without the
safeguard of test ;. for the mere presence of. one of its preachers renders
the place too hot for men of” a certain constitution of. mind.” We accept
the hint given us by Mr. White as to our position, and shall feel less than
ever inclined to be silent, while on all hands the vaunted Liberalism is so
clamorous. It behoves those whose convictions are conservative of the
received faith to stand firm and fast, and it becomes them more and more
to rely upon the celestial arm. May God defend the right!


Whether we are officially in the Baptist body or out of it, is small care to us
so long as we can advance the gospel of our Lord Jesus; but if those who
leave the body on our account are only such as Mr. White, we shall feel
wedded to it more and. more, not only for its own sake, but in the hope
that in its ranks will be found the faithful and true witnesses who “hold fast
the form of sound words.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY, 1866.


THE DROPPING WELL OF KNARESBOROUGH


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WHAT the guide-books have to say upon that most remarkable natural
curiosity, called the Dropping Well of Knaresborough, we do not know;
into the geology and chemistry of the wonder we have not inquired; we’
have only looked at it with the eyes of an ordinary sightseer Of a
meditative turn of mind, and have been well repaid. A huge mass of rock
has fallen from the face of the cliff, and seems ready to take a still further
lean into the stream beneath. A constant drip of water flows over: the’
front of this rocky fragment, whose face it polishes as smooth as marble.
The water apparently rises out of the rock itself and does not percolate
from the cliff above, for between it and the rock there is a wide crack into
which the visit for may easily pass. A perpetual shower of the coolest
crystal descends into a little pool below, and looks as if nature had
determined to outdo all artificial shower-baths with one of her own.
Depending from the rock are miscellaneous articles enduring the full force
of the drip; hats, shoes, toys houses, birds, birds-nests, and other objects
both elegant and uncouth, are hanging, in the midst of the rainfall; they are
all enduring the process of petrifaction, which the water accomplishes for
them in a few months. Drop by drop the liquid fails, and leaves a. minute
deposit of stony matter every time; and thus slowly, but surely, the whole
substance ‘becomes coated and covered with him, and absolutely
transformed to stone. The old fable of the foes of Perseus turned into stone
might have been actually accomplished here, if the hero’s enemies could
have been induced to remain long enough in the, shower-bath. We have
heard of a certain damsel who Wishful to be considered a fine ‘lady, and
declared herself, Upon some great occasion, to have been quite putrefied
with astonishment; she might here have putrefied in the most wholesome
manner. A little museum in the, inn contains a special selection of
petrifaction’s; these curiosities appear to command a rapid sale:, for there
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were none to be disposed of, and many bespoken. It will amply repay any
one going north, to break his journey at York, and take a run to
Knaresborough, where, in addition to this marvelous well, and the cave
where Eugene Aram hid his victim, there is a view from the castle which is
scarcely to be excelled in England.


If there be sermons in stones, surely there must be discourses in a stone-
making well. Lot’s wife, who. may be said to have been petrified by a
saline or bituminous shower, has been a standing illustration of the sad
results of looking back to the sins and follies of a condemned world; she is
God’s great petrifaction, preaching ever-more a divinely eloquent sermon.
The reverse of this transformation, namely, the turning of stubborn
senseless stone into sensitive and tender flesh is the Lord’s enduring
miracle of grace, by which he shows at once his wisdom and his power. To
make flesh into stone is but a natural process, as this dropping well
testifies, but to change stone into flesh is a divine act known to none but
the Holy Spirit. May every one of us know by personal experience what
the transformation means!


The method of moral and spiritual petrifaction is most instructively imaged
by the objects at Knaresborough. Men and women are quite as capable of
petrifaction as birds’-nests and old shoes, and they petrify in very much the
same manner, with no other differences than those essential distinctions
which must exist between a mental and a material operation. Let the world
‘with its temptations, pleasures, and cares, represent the spring, and. the
specimens’ of consciences, energies, affections, emotions, and a hundred
matters petrified in it are endless, and to be met with everywhere.
Everything lifeless within range feels the stone-making influence of the
world. Men with consciences utterly impervious to truth, and hearts
entirely unaffected by noble sentiments to of plentiful. Are, alas! all
Ministers whose lifeless performances of Heaven’s work mercy prove that
their souls are passionless, and hearers who hear as with “the dull, cold ear
of death,” are far from rarities. The current of the customs and pursuits Of
the world favors religious insensibility , and creates it on all sides. As
everything beneath the dropping well feels the influence of the shower, so
all men in all their faculties are more or less affected by the hardening
influences of the world. Spiritual life alone effectually throws off the slimy
encrustation’s of the earthy drip, but were it not for frequent removals
from the evil element, life itself would be unable to bear up against it. Drip,
drip, drip! the soul for ever in it, and never alone with God in prayer,
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would sooner or later, according to circumstances, become a melancholy
proof that friendship with the world is enmity against God. Preserving;
grace at frequent intervals withdraws the favorites of Heaven out of the
deadly shower, and so prevents their ruin, or else Martha’s being cumbered
with much serving is clear evidence that even true lovers of Jesus in their
very desire to serve him may get their thoughts sadly earth-bound.


The work is wry gradual but wry constant. A day’s deposit would scarcely
be perceptible, and weeks would not complete the work; petrifaction is the
achievement of innumerable drops following each other with unrelaxing
perseverance. It could not be said of any one day’s work that it petrified,
or of any particular portion of the water that it wrought the change, but the
whole together, throughout a long period, combined to effect the ultimate
end. No one glaring sin may be adduced against the man whose heart is
hardened, there may be no special season when he became incapable of
feeling; but the whole course and tenor of his life in the world, and
submission to its influence, must bear the blame of rendering his brow as
brass, and his heart as a flint.


At the same time the action of the world is never suspended, and all its
customs, fashions, cares, and pleasures are but a continuance of the same
hardening operation under varying forms. The ever-falling shower, which
rustles amid the leafy groves upon the river’s brink. pours forth its
descending drops in unwearied armies, each drop bearing and depositing its
burden of stone, and thus unceasingly petrifying everything within its
range. Stars and sun alike see the well at its work. So both by night and by
day, without fail or pause, carnal associations, and earth-born attractions
stultify the mind, and render it unfit for the sacred sensibilities of fellowship
with God. Until we shall find the well of Knaresborough ceasing to petrify,
we must not expect this present evil world to pause in its evil operations.
The bands of Orion may be loosed, and the sweet influence of the Pleiades
may be suspended, but the baleful effect of the world’s evil eye can. neither
change nor cease. We need to watch against the honesties and graces of
the world as well as against its rogueries and vices. Its influence is evil,
only evil and that continually; and it has a power to penetrate the very soul
of man and turn each bowel of compassion, each nerve of holy sensibility,
each muscle of heroic energy into cold, cold stone; leaving the, natural
fashion and shape of manhood, but driving out from it everything warm
and loveable; making the human form a sarcophagus for ‘the true man, and
so bringing him back to the earth from which he came by a worse method
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than even death itself; and all this by degrees so slow that the victim is
almost and sometimes altogether unable to perceive the change through
which he is passing.


When accomplished the, work is exceedingly thorough and unmistakable.
The substance is stone, clearly stone, and stone throughout, whatever it
may have been before. We saw a raven whose glossy wings had often
shone in the sunlight as he flew through the air, and there he was, a hard
lump, utterly incapable of flight, although the wings were surely there, the
very wings which, once could mount so readily. Alas! for the heavenward
aspirations which once bid fair to elevate the youth to holiness; that earth-
bound money-hunter knows nothing of them, and yet he is the same man,
and none of his faculties are absent. A hare which had been under the
spring had become so grotesque an object that one could hardly see in it
the swift-footed creature which drinks the dew. Evil are the days which
bring the zealous servant of God, who once ran in his ways, to become a
mere stolid official, occupying a place which he cares not to use for its true
ends. Asahel was fleet as a roe, how comes he to be slower than
Mephibosheth? Has the world turned the man into a statue? Has the child
of Abraham been east down and deadened into a stone? All that was raven
and hare, had become stone, and even so some men who once ‘possessed
hopeful qualities and redeeming characteristics,’ have become all
worldliness, and money-grubbing hardness, till there is not a soft place in
them, nor could a soul, as large as a pin’s head, find a fleshy cavity in
which to enshrine itself. It were better to grow poorer than Lazarus, and
more full of sores than he, than to be the willing subject of the tyranny of
worldliness. Rich, famous, learned, powerful, a man may be, but he is an
object for the deepest pity, if he has sacrificed the tenderness of his
conscience, and the refined sensibilities of his heart. It is death above
ground; it is the curse before hell, to be reduced to a mere lump of clay, or
a senseless block of stone.


This curse of death in life has fallen upon whole families; hard maxims have
stagnated the blood of a race, and made a house notorious for its grim
worldliness. Nabal’s heart became like a stone writing him, but he appears
to have died childless; other churls have unhappily left; their like behind
them, and a race of stone men has cursed generation after generation. A
bird’s-nest with petrified eggs, and the mother-bird lying’ in stone upon it,
was a far more pleasant sight, than a family tutored in selfishness, and
educated in the unhallowed wisdom of greed.
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Nor is the petrifying power of the world exercised only upon men
themselves, but matters which pertain to them are subject to the same
power. loves, stockings, and divers articles of apparel were shown us, no
longer comfortable garments fulfilling a most useful purpose, but stone; as
much stone as if they had been carved from a rock. Who has not seen
petrified sermons? Hard, dry, lifeless, cold masses of doctrine cut into the
orthodox shape, but utterly unfit for food for the children of God. Who has
not heard petrified prayers? Mere blocks of granite in which warmth and
life were the last things to be looked for. Have not gospel ordinances
themselves in the land of for-realists become rather the gravestones of
religious enthusiasm, than firebrands to kindle its sacred flame? Charity
herself cannot deny that the world’s great stumbling-block is a lifeless
church, a powerless ministry, and formal ordinances. Life and its
sensibilities of the highest spiritual order, are the mysterious powers by
which true religion overcomes the world; take these away and it is not
enough to say that the church is injured, it is destroyed outright. A worldly
Church makes sport for hell, wins scorn from the world, and is an
abomination in the sight of heaven; and yet churches like individuals, may
in course of time succumb to the dangerous influences of worldliness, and
religion may become a mere thing of stone, stately and tasteful, fixed and
conservative, accurate and permanent, but inanimate and powerless; a
record of the past rather than a power for the present.


It strikes the observer as he drinks of the apparently pure water of the
Dropping Well, that its actual operation is not one which would
apparently have resulted from it. Your usual experience of water leads you
to look for softening rather than hardening, and in the case before you this
is the immediate result, and indeed, the real result too, for it is not the
water which petrifies, but the substance which it holds in partial solution
and deposits upon the object suspended. The water must not be blamed, it
is softening enough in itself, but the foreign ingredient does the petrifying
business. The world’s trials ought to soften the heart and lead to holy
sensibility; and its joys should evoke the tenderness of gratitude and
hallowed sensibility of love; but sin is abroad, and the world is polluted
thereby, and hence its outward circumstances operate far otherwise upon
us than they would have done had transgression never entered. It is not the
scenery of this fair earth which is defiling, as some ultra-spiritual
simpletons would have us believe; neither is there anything in a lawful
calling which necessarily interferes with communion with the Lord Jesus;
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from man proceeds the vileness, it comes neither from full nor dale, nor
streaming river, nor even from the din of machinery and the hum of
crowds; moral evil is the strange substance which poisons and pollutes, else
earth might be the vestibule of heaven, and the labors of time a preparation
for the engagements of eternity. Our gardens are still fair as Eden, and our
rivers bright as the ancient Hiddekel; the same sun shines over the selfsame
mountains, and the same heavenly blue canopies the earth, but the trail of
the serpent is upon all things, and this is it which the spiritual have hourly
cause to dread. The roses of Paradise are still with us, but we must beware
of the thorns which sin has added to them.


Among the curiosities we did not see petrified hearts, but our anatomical
museums frequently contain them, and the disease of a literal hardening of
the heart is by no means rare. Spiritually, the petrifying of the heart by the
removal of restraining grace is a most terrible judgment from God, and is
the precursor of eternal destruction. Pharaoh is the type of a class who are
given up to hardness of heart; the stubborn rebellion of their life rolebodes
their endurance of overwhelming wrath throughout eternity. A tender heart
which trembles at God’s word, is, on the other hand, a token for good; let
those who have it go to Jesus with it, and trust in his blood to make them
still more sensitive under the hand of God; and let those who have it not,
go to Jesus to obtain it, for the awakened conscience and the tender heart
are as much HIS gifts as pardon and eternal life. It is doubtful whether
Hannibal melted rocks with vinegar, it is certain that Jesus dissolves them
with vinegar and gall. The dropping well of Calvary softens all upon whom
it rains its precious floods; happy those who leave the world’s shower, and
sit beneath the atoning drops, they shall feel the tenderness which is
acceptable to God by Jesus Christ.


Leaving the well of Knaresborough we fell to rhyming, and here is the
result : —


Though this well hath virtues rare,
And excites a just surprise;
There is yet a well more fair


And more wondrous in mine eyes.


Blessed well on Calvary’s mount,
Where the side of Jesus slain,
Mercy’s own peculiar fount,
Pours a stone-removing rain.







278


See the heavenly blood-drops fall
On a heart as stern as steel;


Though ‘twas hard and stony all,
Lo, it now begins to feel.


Legal hammers failed to break
Flames of wrath could not dissolve,


None the stolid soul could shake,
Fixed in fatal firm resolve.


But the blood performs the deed,
Softens all the heart of stone,
Makes the rock itself to bleed,


Bleed for him who bled t’atone.


As the crimson shower descends
All the stone is washed away;
Stubbornness in sorrow ends,
And rebellious powers obey.


Hewn from out the pit of hell,
And in Calvary’s fountain laid;


By that sacred dropping-well
Be my soul more tender made.


Till my heart contains no more
Of the stone by which it fell,


But on Canaan’s happy shore
Sings the sacred dropping-well.


SHEEP-WASHING — A FRAGMENT


SITTING the other day at a window which overlooked the lake of
Windermere, I saw a sight which greatly amused me while it lasted, and set
me thinking when it was over. A wooden pier ran out a little way into the
lake, and upon this, with barking of dogs and shouting of men, and
somewhat rough use of sticks, a number of sheep were driven much
against their own tastes and desires. When the whole company were fairly
at the end of the jetty, they were seized one by one and most
unceremoniously pitched head foremost into deep water. When they rose
they swam to the nearest shore of course, making a baahing of a very gulpy
kind as if the water had spoiled the music of their voices, and looking







279


altogether amazed and bewildered. Meanwhile, men in boats, with their
oars, submerged again and again such of the swimmers as they could reach,
and others drove back into the depths those poor creatures which had
landed on the side of the jetty and avoided the longer route to the shore.
The water bore sure evidence in its color of the need there was that the
flock should feel the cleansing flood. Great congratulations were offered by
the little family groups when the lambs and their mothers had all passed the
watery ordeal and were, shaking; their dripping fleeces; but those
congratulations were premature, for the flock was a second time driven to
the plaice of afflict, ion, and each of the sheep had again to be immersed in
the troubled waters. It was a day of sore perplexity and multiplied trial
such as the lambs had never expected, and the oldest sheep could scarcely
remember; they’ came up all of them out of the flood like those whose
tribulation is greater than they can bear, who are driven to their wit’s end.
The shepherd took the whole affair quietly enough, seeming’ to treat the
matter rather joyously than otherwise, and yet ,I have no reason to doubt
his tenderness, but on the contrary thought, I saw much of it in his way of
handling his charge, and especially in his sparing the lambs the second
plunge: which they needed less than those whose longer fleeces showed a
greater familiarity with dirt and dust. Certainly he was not just then making
his flock to lie down in green pastures, and the waters to which he led them
were far from still, yet was he a true shepherd, and as much playing the
shepherd’s part as when he carried the lambs in his bosom, or folded the
flock for the night. It was a sheep-washing which I saw, and it typified the
sanctified afflictions of believers. The same strife and turmoil, and hurrying
and tugging have we felt, and the barking of far fiercer dogs has been in
our ears. We, too, are hurled headlong into a sea of sorrows, and find it
hard to keep our head above water. Harder still is it when we are pushed
under and thrust down by new adversities, which cause the waves to go
over us, while we sink into the depths. It is stern toil to swim to land with
the heavy fleeces of our cares about us, and the waters of grief in our
throats. When with much labor we pass from the present sorrow and begin
to rejoice in our escape, we often find to our dismay that the process is to
be repeated, and that once again we must stem the flood. Our hearts might
fail us if we did not know that the good Shepherd would not subject us to
unnecessary trials but sees a needs-be for them all. We are not like sheep,
ignorant of the design of trouble, let us not therefore struggle against the
afflicting hand; we can see the natural perverseness of our nature, and how
much of chastisement is required to bring it out of us; let us therefore
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rejoice in tribulation, and pray that it may be divinely sanctified to us.
Swimming to shore, may we leave our pride, our worldliness, our sloth,
our evil habits all Behind, and by the grace of God the Holy Spirit may we
be, as a flock of sheep which come up from the washing. Child of God,
struggling in the depth of affliction, look not to the present grievousness of
thine adversity but to the future benefit thereof’, when tribulation shall
have wrought “patience; and patience, experience; and experience, hope;
and hope maketh not ashamed; because the love of God is shed abroad in
our hearts by the Holy Ghost which is given unto us.” — C. H. S.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST, 1866.


THE HOLY WAS OF THE PRESENT HOUR


BY C. H. SPURGEON


EVERY period is, on some account or other, a crisis. The conflict between
the powers of darkness and the Spirit of truth concerns such vital interests,
and is conducted with such unceasing energy, that each moment is big with
importance, and every instant is the hinge of destiny. We may be held
excusable, therefore, if we should be mistaken in the assertion that the
present hour is one of extreme peril, and demands the utmost zeal of the
servants of the living God. In addition to the stolid mass of heathenism
which crowds our great cities and rusticates in the sparser populations,
over and beyond the terrible indifference to divine things which covers the
nation we have in England to stand foot to foot with a Romanism of the
most fascinating form, and with’ an infidelity of the most cunning
character. The rapid growth of Tractarianism is astounding to all but those
who know the adaptation of the system to the depraved heart; but to such
it is as easily accounted for as the kindling of a conflagration when fire falls
among hay and stubble. While men’s hearts are tinder-boxes it: Will never
be a wonder that the devil should be able to light a fire. The master-piece
of Satan is popery. Just as the gospel of the grace of God is the noblest
display of the divine attributes, so is the Popish system the most subtle of
all the works of Satan, wherein he manifests his utmost skill :; and as the
energy of Omnipotence is prepared to consummate the triumph of the
Lord’s Christ, so is all the might of hell engaged to secure the supremacy
of Antichrist. There can be little doubt that in the Church of England the
Tractarian party is by far the most powerful, and that out of that church its
ill savior is doing much serious mischief. It has been called a brilliant
fungus growing upon the church; we believe it to be, to a great extent, the
legitimate form of that community, sanctioned by its past history, and
prescribed by its Liturgy and catechism. We are quite unable to agree with
those who think Puseyism to be a departure from the Church of England,
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for the fact that its adherents ask for no revision of the liturgy is a proof
that they feel it to be on their side. Those who remember the Puseyism of
ten years ago will have observed the tremendous strides with. which it has
advanced, and will have been equally struck with the development which it
has undergone; its plumage was modesty itself then, compared with its
splendor now, and its tone was indistinct as the famous roaring of sucking
doves, compared with its present thunderings. No longer can we say that
Puseyism is Romanism disguised; it has removed the mask, and is now
openly and avowedly what it has always been — ritualism,
sacramentarianism, priestcraft, Antichrist. Puseyism has clothed herself
with the beggarly rags worn by the Romish harlot in the dark ages, and
thrown upon the dunghill because they were too full of leprosy to be any
longer endured by intelligent beings; these rags she has put on one by one
with daily increasing hardihood, until at last her likeness to the Apocalyptic
sketch of the woman on the scarlet-colored beast is as clear as noonday;
but all this has not opened the eyes of the boasted “No Popery” England,
and multitudes in our nation are as much enamored with priest-craft today
as their fathers were in the days of Thomas of Canterbury. Meanwhile,
skeptics in canonicals are debauching thoughtful minds with their
speculations and insinuations, and so with a double cord the people are
dragged downward to destruction.


Is nothing to ‘be done? Can nothing be attempted? Shall all the zeal,
energy, wit, and perseverance in the world go to the wrong side? Is there
no demand made upon believers now to vindicate the truth? Our fathers
held their own against all comers, and even turned to flight the, armies of
the aliens; are we tamely to sit still? Let a crusade against Puseyism and all
other error ‘be proclaimed, and let all faithful seeds enlist in the great war.
In the name of the Lord we will set up ore: banners and join in the fray.
The gospel of Jesus is assailed by its ancient enemies, let every’ true man
come to the front and face the foe. Oh for the God of Gideon to be with
the few whom he may make worthy to smite the great lost who have
covered the land! The Puritans erred in using carnal weapons, and hence
their victory, was short-lived; our conflict now is not with flesh and blood,
and if the Lord speed us, the triumph once gained will be perpetual.


The well. known story of Arnold you Winkelried occurs to us as admirably
illustrating our present position. The tale shall be told, and then we will
append its moral. The Austrian duke, determined to make vassals of the
Swiss cantons, had marched an army of well-armed knights and nobles to
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attack the city of Lucerne, against which the giant Swiss could only send
into the field a few ill-accoutered warriors, Armor was scarce among the
Swiss; some had only boards fastened on their arms by way of shields,
some had halberts which had been used by their sires at the battle of
Morgarten, and others wielded two-handed swords and battle-axes; they
formed themselves into a wedge, and strove with useless valor to break the
bristling line of spears presented by the Austrian knights, whose gay skids
and polished impenetrable armor stood like a glittering wall quite out of the
Switzer’s reach. Nothing availed against the Austrian phalanx, while death
thinned the ranks of the patriots. It was a moment when some unusual deed
was needed, and the deed was done. Winkelried saw at a glance the only
means of saving his country, and promptly made himself a sacrifice to
secure her liberties. Sir Walter Scott, in a worthy translation of the poem of
Albert Tchudi, sings of the here’s valiant self-sacrifice : —


“‘I have a virtuous wife at home,
A wife and infant son


I leave them to my country’s care,—
This field shall soon be won.


‘These nobles lay their spears right thick,
And keep full firm array,


Yet shall my charge their order break,
And make my brethren way.’


He rush’d against the Austrian band
In desperate career,


And with his body, breast, and hand,
Bore down each hostile spear.


Four lances splinter’d on his crest,
Six shiver’d in his side;


Still on the serried files the press’d —
He broke their ranks, and died.


This patriot’s self-devoted deed
First tamed the Lion’s mood,


And the four forest cantons freed
From thraldom by his blood.


Right where his charge had made a lane,
His valiant comrades burst,


With sword, and ax, and partisan,
And hack, and stab, and thrust.”
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When fairly mingled in the fray, the unwieldy length of their weapons and
cumbrous weight of their defensive armor rendered the Austrian men-at-
arms a very unequal match for the valiant mountaineers, and. the liberties
of Switzerland were secured by the slaughter of her foes.


All great movements need the entire self-sacrifice of some one man who,
careless of consequences, will throw himself upon the spears of the enemy.
Providence has usually raised up such a one just when he was, needed, and
we may look for such a person to come suddenly to the front now.
Meanwhile, is there not a man of the sort to be found in our churches ‘?
We believe there are many, and to aid in identifying them we will sketch
the man required. He must be simple-minded, outspoken, bold and fearless
of consequences. To him courage must be instead of prudence, and faith
instead of policy. He must be prepared to be apparently despised and really
hated, because intensely dreaded, tie must reckon upon having every
sentence he utters distorted, and every action misrepresented, but in this he
must rejoice so long as his blows tell and his utterances win a hearing.
Ease, reputation, comfort, he must renounce, and be content so long as he
lives to dwell without the world’s camp. Standing at the point of the wedge
he must be ambitious to bury as many spears as possible in his own bosom
that others may win the victory. Now who is the man who should naturally
take up this position? Who in our churches is most called to it? Is it not the
minister of Christ? Who should lead the, van of the Lord’s host but the
preacher of the Word? In our measure, such being’ our calling, we are
willing so to act as the Lord may enable us, for such is well becoming in a
soldier of Jesus Christ. A constant, unmistakable, and uncompromising
testimony against Puseyite idolatry we desire to bear; let every one of the
pastors of our churches be of the same mind.


It is a circumstance which should cause-the pro-roundest joy to our
comrades in the holy war that there is no lack of earnest men who devote
themselves to the ministry from pure and ardent love of Jesus. Often do the
tears ‘burst unbidden from our eyes when having set before young men the
poverty which they must expect if they become Baptist ministers, they
reply like men who have counted the cost, “Sir, we ‘would sooner have on
bread and water and preach the gospel than become the richest men on
earth.” When men are earning in another vocation three or four times as
much as niggardly churches are likely to give them, it is no mean test of
their fitness for leadership when they throw up hopeful prospects of
competence with alacrity, and even count it all joy to suffer loss for the,
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Master’s sake. Our College never needs to look about for such men, they
crowd upon us, and we have only to select and test them, and in no manner
directly or indirectly to invite them. Blessed be God, the old heroic spirit is
not extinct among us! The church must take care that she does not
discourage it, but rather foster it by all the means in her power. When God
sends us men, there should never be any deficiency of means for educating
them, and maintaining them when fully equipped.


Is it needful to remained private Christians that when Arnold broke the
ranks of the Austrians it would have been a useless waste of life if his
fellow-Swiss had not followed up the advantage? There was the gap in that
dreadful thorn-hedge of spears; his corpse had split the phalanx, and now
over his body his grateful countrymen must dash to victory. Suppose they
had all shrunk back; imagine that they had begun to criticize his action in
the usual style, — “ a very imprudent, rash man, very He has acted very
indiscreetly; we should have done so and so.” Of course such critics would
have done nothing at all; everybody knows that; but people who do not
mean to do a thing, and who could not do it, are always saying, after it is
done, that it should have been far better managed. But no, instead of
wasting time in empty discussion the Swiss patriots asked no questions,
but, seeing the opportunity made for them, they took immediate advantage
of it. We do not doubt but; that many a time the Christian church might
have won great victories if it had been prepared to dash into the gap which
some brave man, by God’s grace, had been enabled to make. If it be
inquired in the present instance, What can private Christians do in cases
where such bold leadership has been granted them? our reply is, Let every
spiritual weapon be used, let mighty prayer be kept ever waving like a two-
edged sword, and let holy earnestness in teaching the word prove the
sincerity of the supplication. God is with us, and will manifest his power
when we are all thoroughly intent upon stirring up his strength. We do not
cry unto him as we should, nor feel enough the imminence of our peril; else
should we soon see the making, bare of his arm. Let united prayer be put
up by all believers concerning the present state of religion in England, and
we shall not ‘be many months before a change shall pass over the land.


Personal effort must also be used to propagate the truth upon the matters
now assailed. There must be no time-serving, no vacillation; we must let all
around us know what we believe, and why we believe it. Not alone the first
rudimentary truths of the gospel must be taught, but the whole circle of
revelation; we must conceal no distinctive doctrine, and withhold no
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unpalatable dogma. In the parlor and the kitchen, in the shop and in the
field, we must lift up the cross and abase. the crucifix, magnify the gospel
and ridicule superstition, glorify the Lord Jesus and expose priest-craft. If
England expects every man to do his duty, much more does God expect it
at the hands of his people.


In connection with our own work we would commend to our readers our
effort in the College. ‘We are, by means of our young brethren, testifying
in numerous districts the old-fashioned gospel, the gospel of Bunyan and of
Owen, the gospel of our Lord Jesus. We have had the divine approval in a
marked manner, but we long to see far greater things than these. The,
sending forth of laborers into the vineyard is not only a theme for prayer
but for earnest effort also. We beseech our brethren to assist us with their
prayers, and, when they feel moved to do so, with their substance in our
beloved life-work; but our confidence is in God that the work will never
suffer want. Next to this we would urge the propriety of a very large
distribution of religious literature bearing upon the Puseyitc controversy.
Very little has been done in this respect. Tractarianism owed its origin to
tracts, as its name implies; why may not its downfall come from the same
means, if well used? If several millions of copies of forcible, Scriptural
testimonies could be scattered over the land, the results might far exceed
all expectation. Of course, controversy would arise out of such a
distribution; but this is most desirable, since it is only error which could
suffer by the question being everywhere discussed. We should like to see
the country flooded, and even the walls placards with bold exposures of
error and plain expositions of truth. We will take our own share in the
effort if any friends should be moved to work with us; at the same time we
shall be equally glad if they will do the work alone, only let it be done, and
done well, and at once. If the expense of the tracts should involve a
sacrifice, it will be sweet to the true heart to serve the Lord with his
substance, and none will desire to offer to Him that which cost him
nothing.


Further, it is on our heart very heavily to stir up our friends to rescue some
of the scholastic influence of our adversaries out of their hands. In the
common schools of England church influence is out of all proportion with
the number of the Episcopal body and the proportion of the
Nonconforming churches. We have too much given up our children to the
enemy, and if the clergy had possessed the skill to hold them, the mischief
might have been terrible; as it is, our Sabbath schools have neutralized the
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evil to a large extent, but it ought not to be suffered to exist any longer; a
great effort should be made to multiply our day schools, and to render
them distinctly religious, by teaching the gospel in them, and by laboring to
bring the children as children to the Lord Jesus. The silly cry of
“Nonsectarian” is duping many into the establishment of schools in which
the most important part of wisdom, namely, the fear of the Lord, is
altogether ignored; we trust this folly will soon be given up, and that we
shall see schools in which all that we believe and hold. dear shall be taught
to the ‘children of our poorer adherents.


Middle-class education of a high. order is sedulously cared for among the
Romanizers. They have numerous self-supporting schools where the
payments are low, and the education superior, and they thus obtain a hold
upon many families with limited means who are anxious to give their sons a
first-class education, and therefore allow them to enter these hotbeds of
Popery. Could not we who hold’ certain views of truth establish at once a
grammar school of the highest order, where the payments should be as
moderate as possible, and where the truths which we hold should be most
distinctly taught? If we should meet with encouragement in the project,
although we have already enough labor for twenty men, we would
commence such an institution under our own eye within a short distance of
the Tabernacle, under the direction of our own church officers, whose
assistance’ would enable us to care for the souls of the boys who might be
sent to us. A considerable subscribed capital would be required to
commence with, and a good deal of counsel might be necessary before the
plan was ready to work, but meanwhile it would materially clear the way if
we had communications from friends in answer to the following query:
“Supposing that a really first-class school, in a healthy position, could be
founded, at which the charge for boarders should be not more than £30
per annum, and in which the principles advocated by Mr. Spurgeon
should be a recognized part of the teaching, would you send your sons to
it?” There would remain nothing but minor difficulties if there should be a
largo response to this query. Our great Puritan authors usually came from
foundation-schools, and if we would have a race of eminent divines, we
shall probably obtain them from men who from their youth up have learned
the Scriptures. The importance of such a school as we desire to see, we
cannot, we think, over-estimate. We inserted our own name in the query to
make the question as definite as possible; not because we think that this
one school would be enough, but because if one could be established we
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hope other ministers would be led to do something of a similar kind. There
are already in operation several admirable institutions of the kind
suggested, but there is no great Baptist public school, and we have no
doubt but that one is needed. We have no sort of Object; in suggesting its
commencement in connection. with ourselves, but the hope that with our
large connection we may be able to carry it out, where others might fail. If
it cannot be done in the best possible manner, it shall not be attempted by
us; but we feel so much its importance that, by God’s graces it shall be no
fault of ours if it do not, succeed. “Church principles,” as they are called,
are drilled into youth by the troublers of our Israel; why should we not
meet them by training our sons in the true church principles, and by
surrounding them with hallowed influences, which, under the divine
blessing, might lead them to Jesus, and introduce them into his’ service.
With the aid of our deacons and elders we could, by God’s grace, maintain
a constant effort for the conversion of the lads, and who knows how much
of holy result might come of it? These two projects we have mooted, and
must leave to God and to his people to consider them. Brethren in Christ,
by the love you bear to the gospel of Jesus, be up and doing for the Lord’s
cause in the land. If not in these ways, yet by some other methods do meet
the enemy of souls, and seek to tear the prey from between his jaws. If
every hair of our head were a man, and every man had a thousand tongues,
every one should cry out against the Anglican Antichrist. No greater
plague can break forth among our people than the plague of Puseyism! If
there be any’ human means unused by which the flood of Popery may be
stemmed, let us use it, and meanwhile, with heart and soul let us approach
the throne of grace, and cry unto the Lord to maintain his own truth, and
put his enemies to confusion.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1866.


GOD’S JEWELS


A SHORT SERMON. BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“And they shall be mine, saith the Lord of hosts, in that day when I
make up my jewels.” — Malachi 3:17.


THESE words were spoken in a very graceless age, when religion was
peculiarly distasteful to men; when they scoffed at God’s altar and said of
his service, “What a weariness it is! What profit is it that we should fear
the Lord?” Yet, even these dark nights were not uncheered by bright stars.
Though the great congregations of God’s house were but a mockery, yet
there were smaller assemblies which God gazed upon with delight; though
tike house of national worship was deserted, there were secret conventicles
of those who “feared the Lord,” and who “spake often one to another,”
and our God, who regards quality more than quantity, had respect to these
elect twos and threes. Tie “hearkened and heard,” and he so approved of
that which he heard that he took notes of it, and declared that he would
publish it. “A book of remembrance was written before him for them that
feared the Lord, and that thought upon his name.” Yea, and he valued so
much these hidden ones — “faithful among the faithless found,” that he
called them his “jewels ;” and he declared that in the great day when he
should gather together his regalia, the peculiar treasure of kings, he would
look upon these hidden ones as being more priceless than emeralds, rubies,
or pearls; and, “They shall be mine,” said he, “in the day when I gather up
jewels into my casket to be there for ever.”


We will try to work out this metaphor of jewels. Our first point Shall be
that God’s people are jewels; our second, the making up of the jewels; and
our third, the privilege of being found among them.


I. THE LORD COMPARES HIS PEOPLE TO JEWELS.
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From the remotest antiquity men have thought much of precious stones.
Almost fabulous prices have been paid for them, and there have been
instances in which most bloody wars have been waged for the possession
of a certain jewel renowned for its brilliance and size. Men hunt after gold,
but the diamond they pursue with even greater eagerness. Five hundred
men will work for a whole twelvemonth in the diamond mines of Brazil
when the entire produce of the year might be held in the hollow of your
hand: and princes will give whole principalities, or barter the estates of half
a nation in order to possess one peculiar brilliant of rare excellence. ‘We
wonder not, therefore, that the God who elsewhere likens the precious
sons of Zion to fine gold should here compare them to jewels. However
little they may be esteemed by men, the great Jewel-Valuer, the Lord Jesus
Christ, esteems them as precious beyond all price. His life was as dear to
him as life is to us, and yet all that he had, even his life, did he give for his
elect ones. He counted down the price of his jewels in drops of bloody
sweat in the gloomy garden of Gethsemane. His very heart was set
approach, streaming with priceless blood in order that he might redeem his
people. We may compare our Lord to that merchantman seeking goodly
pearls, who when he had found the one pearl of his church, for the joy
thereof went and sold all that he had that he might make it his own. Our
God sets great value upon those whom he cars his jewels, as we may
gather not only from theft costly redemption, but from the fact that all
providence is but a wheel upon which to polish and perfect them. That
great wheel which Ezekiel saw; and which was so stupendous that he cried
out in astonishment, “O wheel!” is nothing but a part of the machinery of
the great Lapidary by which he cuts the facets of his true brilliants and
makes his diamonds ready for his crown, for is it not written that “All
things work together for good to them that love God:, to them that are the
called according to his purpose”? The Lord values his people very highly;
not the rich among them only, not the most gracious among them alone,
but the very least and most unworthy among believers are Jehovah’s
jewels. To fear the Lord and think upon his name are very simple
indications of piety, and yet if we only come up to the standard which these
evidences indicate we are dear to God. ‘What though we may possess no
singular gifts or eminent graces; what though our voice may never be heard
among the crowds of populous cities, yet still, if we “think upon his name,”
and our hearts are set towards the Lord Jesus, we are precious to him.
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Jewels well portray the Christian, because they are extremely hard and
durable. Most jewels will scratch glass; some of them will cut it, while they
themselves will not be cut by the sharpest file, and many of them will be
uninjured by the most potent acids. The Christian is such a one. He has
within him a principle which is incorruptible, undefiled, and destined to
endure for ever. In Pompeii and Herculaneum diggers have discovered
gems in an excellent state of preservation, while statuary and implements of
iron have been destroyed. Jewels will last out the world’s lifetime, and
glitter on as long as the sun shines; the rust doth not corrupt them, nor
doth the moth devour them, though the thief may break through and steal
them. The Christian is born of an incorruptible seed which liveth and
abideth for ever. The world has often tried to crush or consume God’s
diamonds, but an the attempts of malicious fury have failed. All that enmity
has ever accomplished has only been in the hands of God the means of
displaying the preciousness and brilliance of his jewels. The sham Christian,
who is but a paste gem, soon yields to trim; he evaporates into a little
noxious gas of self-conceit, and it is all over with him. A little heat of
persecution and the man-made Christian — where is he? But the genuine
Christian, the true gem, the choice jewel of God, will survive the fires of
time, and when. the last dissolving day shall arrive, he shall come forth
from the furnace without a flaw.


The jewel is prized for its luster. It is the brilliance of the gem which in a
great measure is the evidence and test of its value. It is said that the colors
of jewels are the brightest known, and are the nearest approaches to the
rays of the solar spectrum that have yet been discovered. Certainly there is
no light like that which is reflected from the sincere Christian. The renewed
heart catches the beams of the Sun of Righteousness and reflects them, not
without some refraction, for we are mortal; but still with much of glory, for
we are immortal, and ,God dwelleth in us. See how the diamond flashes
and sparkles! It is of the first water when, with certain other conditions, it
is also without cloudiness and without spots. And oh! when a Christian
man is truly what a saint should be, what a luster, what a brilliance there is
about him! He is like the Lord Jesus Christ, humble ;yet bold, teachable yet
firm, gentle yet courageous; like his Master, he goes about doing the will
of him that sent him, and though the wicked world may not love him, it
cannot but perceive his brightness. Look at Richard Baxter, in
Kidderminster, what a flashing diamond was he! he had some spots no
doubt, but his brightness was most surprising; even swearers on the Me-
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bench coma not but know that he was a heaven-born spirit. We might
quote honored names out of all Christian churches, which would be at once
discerned by you as God’s flashing brilliants, because there is about them
so little of the cloudiness of nature and so much of the brightness of grace
that he must be blind indeed who does not admire them. Precious stones
are the flowers of the mineral world, the blossoms of the mines, the roses
and lilies of earth’s caverns. Scarcely has the eye ever seen a more beautiful
object than the, breast-plate of the high-priest, studded with the twelve
gems, each with its own separate ray melting into a harmony of splendor;
and, albeit that the trickeries of pomp have but little influence over men of
sober mind, I scarce believe that there exists a single person who is
altogether impervious to the influence of a crown bedight; with ruby, and
pearl, and emerald, and a bright array of other costly gems. There is a
beauty, a divine and superhuman beauty, about a Christian. He may be,
humbly dad and miserably housed, he may be poor, and his name may
never be mentioned among the great; but jewelers value a rare stone none
the less because of its ill-setting. Beloved, nothing so delights God, next to
the person of his own dear Son, as the sight of one of those whom he has
made like unto the Lord Jesus. Know ye not that Christ’s delights are With
the sons of men, and that the holiness, the patience, the devotion, the zeal,
the love, and the. faith of his people are precious to him? The whole
creation affords no fairer sight to the Most High than an assembly of his
sanctified people, in whom he sees the beauty of his own character
reflected. May you and I have much of the “beauty of holiness” given us
by the Holy Spirit! May the Lord look upon us with divine complacency,
because he sees in as the rays of the solar spectrum of his own ineffable
perfection!


Christians are comparable to jewels because of their rarity. There are not
many precious stones abroad in the world. Of the smaller sorts there may
be many, but of the rarer gems there are so few that a little child might
write them, only six very large diamonds (called paragons) are known in
the world; and so God’s people are but few compared with the
unregenerate multitude who are as the pebbles in the brook. The Christian
belongs, like the ruby, the diamond, and the emerald, to the choicest of
created things. These stones are the aristocracy of minerals, and Christians
are the aristocracy of men. They are God’s nobles. The roll of Battle
Abbey — have you ever looked it through? Well, it is of little consequence.
There is a better roll by far, and if your name is written there it will be of
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infinitely more consequence to you. Domesday Book — is there a name
there at all like yours? Never mind whether there be or not. There is a
doom’s-day book which will be of more value in the day of doom than
Domesday Book has over been among the sons of men. Not many wise,
not many great and noble are there; but all who are written in heaven are,
in another sense, both wise, and great, and noble, for God has made them
so through his own grace. Not many are the gems which enrich the nations,
and not many are the saints which shine among men. The gate of heaven is
strait, and the Savior says sorrow- fully, “Few there be that find it.” There
is a city where pearl, and jasper, and carbuncle, and emerald are as
common things. O fair Jerusalem, when shall these eyes behold thy turrets
and thy pinnacles? It is worthy of observation, too, that a jewel is the
production of God. Diamonds have been burned, and other jewels have
been resolved into their elements; but after the most laborious attempts no
chemist has yet been able to make a diamond. Men can cut the Gordian
knot, but they cannot tie it again. Lives have been wasted in attempts to
produce precious stones, but the discovery is still unto and; they are the
secret productions of God’s own skill, and chemists fail to tell how they
were produced, even though they know their elements. So the world thinks
it knows what a Christian is, but it cannot make one. All the wit in the
world put together could not find out the secret of the heaven-born life;
and all the sacraments, vestments, priests, prayers, and paraphernalia of
Popery cannot create a Christian. “Yes,” says one, “we take a little water,
and we make an ‘infant ‘a member of Christ, a child of God, and an
inheritor of the kingdom of heaven.’“ Sir, you make yourself a liar and
nothing better when you so speak, for it is neither in your power nor in the
power of any man to regenerate a soul by any performance of yours, either
with or without water. You may wash a flint long enough before you can
wash it into a diamond. To make, jewels for Christ’s crown is God’s work,
and God’s work alone. ‘We might preach until our tongues grow dumb
and men’s ears grew’ deaf, but not a living soul would over receive divine
grace by our talk; the Spirit must go with the word, or it is so much wasted
breath. The Lord alone can create a child of grace, and a Christian is as
much a miracle as was Lazarus when he rose from the tomb. It is as great a
work of Deity to create a believer as it is to create a ‘world. It is worthy of
remark, too, that jewels are of many kinds. Perhaps there is not a single ray
in the spectrum which is not represented amongst them, from the purest
white of the diamond, the red of the ruby, the bright green of the emerald,
to the blue of the sapphire. So is it with God’s people. They are not all
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alike, and they never will be; all attempts at uniformity must fail, and it is
very proper that they should. We need not wish to be one in the sense of
uniformity, but only in the sense of unity; not all one jewel, but many gems
set in one crown. It little matters whether we shine with the sapphire’s
blue, or the emerald’s green, or the ruby’s red, or the diamond’s white, so
long as we are the Lord’s in the day when he makes up his jewels. Jewels
are of all sizes, and yet they are all jewels. One is a Koh-i-noor, a very
mountain of light; but it is not any more a diamond because it is large,
though it is more precious. The smallest dust of the diamond that comes
from the lapidary’s wheel is made of the same material as the richest jewel
that sparkles in the monarch’s crown; and even so, those Christians who
have but little faith and little grace are still as much the divine workmanship
as the brightest and most precious in the believing family, and what is
more, they shall be in the casket when the others are there, for it is said of
them all, “They shall be mine in the day when I make up my jewels.”


Once more, jewels are found all over tar world. In the most frozen
regions, on the tops of mountains, and in the depths of mines, jewels have
been discovered; but they are said to be most numerous in tropical regions.
So Christians are to be found everywhere. Blessed be the name of God, the
Esquimaux have sung the praises of Immanuel in the regions of eternal ice,
and the Children of the Sun have learned to adore the Sun of
Righteousness in the midst of the torrid zone; but in England, which is the
tropical region of divine grace, the land where the gospel is preached in our
streets, we find the most of believers, as also in a few other happy lands
which, like our own fair island, lie upon the Equinoctial line of gospel
privilege, where the grace of God has given the gospel in. its greatest
purity. ‘Wherever the jewels have been found, though they differ in some
respects, yet they are still alike in others, and kings delight in them, and
are glad to use them as regal ornaments. So, wherever the Lord finds his
precious ones, east or west, or north or south, he sees something in them in
which they all agree, and he delights in them. Our Lord Jesus counts them
to be his true ornaments with which he array of himself as a bridegroom
adorneth himself with ornaments, and as a bride decketh herself with
jewels. God delights in Christians, come from whatever part they may.
Although they may be of many tongues, and though the colors of their
skins may vary, yet are they still very, very precious in his sight, and they
shall be his in that day when he makes up his jewels.


II. In the second place, let us consider THE MAKING UP OF THE JEWELS.







295


All the jewels mentioned in the text are God’s own property, and he has
not lost sight of them, for “the Lord knoweth them that are his;” but there
is a day coming when they shall all be brought together into one place
before the King, and shall all glitter in his crown. That day has not yet
arrived. The jewels are at present scattered in all corners of the earth. The
King has not yet read the schedule to see whether the list exactly tallies
‘with the brilliants that are before him. We have not come to the day of the
making up of the jewels, for some of them are at this hour hidden and
undiscovered. There is no doubt that many precious stones will be found
out yet. Diamond-hunters are at this moment looking after them in the
caverns of the earth, and washing the soil of the mines to find them. Many
of the chosen of God are not yet manifested. The missionaries in heathen
lands are toiling to discover them amid the mire of idolatry. My daily
business and calling is that of a jewel-hunter, and this pulpit is the place
where I try to separate the precious from the vile. Sunday-school teachers
and other workers are diamond-hunters too, they deal with gems far more
precious than millions of gold and silver. Oh that all Christians were
seekers of souls:, for there is much need of all hands, and it is a work
which well rewards the laborer. All the chosen are not saved yet. Blood
bought multitudes remain to be ingathered. Oh for grace to seek them
diligently! Because of the absence of so many of the Lord’s gems the
“making up” of the jewels has not yet taken place, but the time is hastening
on.


Many jewels are found, but they. are not yet polished. They are precious
gems, but it is only lately that they have been uplifted from the mine. When
the diamond is first discovered it glitters but little; you can see that it is a
precious gem, but perhaps one-half of it will have to be cut away before it
sparkles with fullest splendor. The lapidary must torment it upon his wheel,
and many hundreds of pounds must be spent before perfection is reached.
In some cases two or thee thousands of rounds have been expended before
the diamond has been brought to its full excellence. So it will be with many
of the Lord’s people; they are justified, but they are not completely
sanctified. Corruption has to be subdued, ignorance removed, unbelief cut
away, worldliness taken off, before they can be set in the crown of the
great King; for this also the King tarries, and his jewels are not “made up.”


Many of the Lord’s gems are but partly polished; indeed there are none on
earth perfect yet. This is not the land of perfection. Some persons dream of
it; their pretensions are but a dream. We have heard some say that they
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were perfect, but they were not perfect in the virtue of humility, or they
would not have boasted after so vainglorious a fashion. The saints are still
in the Lapidary’s hand. The Master is taking off first one and then another,
and rending away much which we have foolishly cherished; but through
this cutting process we shall sparkle gloriously ere long, so that those who
knew us on earth will wonder to see the difference in heaven. Perhaps it
will be part of the joy of heaven to perceive our conquest over sin, to see
how the divine hand has shed a glory and beauty upon the poor dull stones
of earth.


The making up is delayed, because certain of the gems which have been
partly perished are missing. “Oh!” say you, “does the Lord ever lose any
of his gems?” No, not for ever, but for a time they may be missing. A
certain blue diamond that was very greatly renowned was by some means
lost at the time of the French revolution, and has never been heard of since.
It; is somewhere, however, and God knows where it is, and it is a diamond
still; and so there are some of his people who go astray, and we cannot tell
Where they are; but still “the Lord knoweth them ‘“ that are hid, and “the
Son of Man is come to seek and to save that which was lost.” Backslider,
you were once a jewel in the church; you were put down in the book as a
church member, but from the casket of the church Satan stole you. All, but
you did not be, long to him, and he cannot keep you. You have agreed to
be his, but your agreement does not stand for anything. You did not belong
to yourself, and so you. could not give yourself away. Christ has the first
and only valid claim to you, and will yet obtain his rights by the
omnipotence of his grace. Because of these missing jewels the
longsuffering of God waiteth; but the day is-coming, its axles are hot with
speed, when sardius, and topaz, and. carbuncle, shall glisten in the sane
crown with emerald, and sapphire, and diamond nor shall ligure, agate,
amethyst, beryl, onyx, or jasper be wanting; they shall all be, “set in gold in
their inclosings.”


III. Upon THE HONORABLE PRIVILEGE of being numbered with the crown
jewels of Jehovah we will utter hardly more than a few. sentences, and we
will preface them with words of self-examination. “They shall be mine.”
This does not include all men, but only “them that feared the Lord, and that
thought upon, his, name. Standing in the midst of this immense assembly,
and: remembering that a very large proportion of my hearer sire professors
of faith in Christ, I am. happy to be in such a. great jewel house; but when I
reflect that it is a very easy thing indeed to imitate a jewel so that the







297


counterfeit cannot be detected except by the most skillful jeweler, I feel
solemnly impressed with the desire that none of you may be deceived. It is
not very long ago that a lady possessed a sapphire supposed to be worth
£’10,000. Without informing her relatives she sold it, and procured an
imitation of it so cleverly fashioned that when she died it was valued by a
jeweler in order that the probate duty’ might ‘be paid upon it and the
trustees of the estate actually paid probate duty upon it to’ our government
on £10,000 for what was not really worth more than a few pence, for they
imagined that it was the real sapphire. Now, if in examining material jewels
men well skilled have been thus deceived, you will not wonder if in
connection with the jewels of mind and spirit it is so difficult to detect an
imposition. ‘You may deceive the minister, the deacons, and, the church;
nay, you may easily deceive yourselves and even pay the probate duty; you
may be making sacrifices and discharging duties on account of true religion
as you think, but really for something which is not worth the name.
Beloved in the Lord, be zealous for vital godliness, hate hypocrisy, shun
deception, and watch against formality. I will make a pause and give you
time in a few minutes of silence to pray that ancient, and needful prayer,
“Search me, O God, and know my heart, try me, and’ know my thoughts:,
and see if ‘there be any wicked way. in me, and lead me in the way
everlasting.” All paste gems, and all the glass imitations, will surely be
detected in, the day which will burn again oven. May we be found among
the jewels in that dread testing day! If we shall be the Lord’s, then What
privileges are ,ours? Then are we safe. If we. really pass the scales at the
last there will. be no more questionings, suspicions, testings, weighings, or
cuttings. the Great Valuer accepts us as being genuine, then we shall be
secure for ever’ Nor is this all, beloved; we shall be honored. Remember
where the ‘jewels are to shine for ever. Jesus himself shall wear them as his
glory and joy. Believers will be unrivaled illustrations of the glory of divine
grace throughout all ages. Can you see our glorious Well-Beloved? There
he sits; the adored of angels and admired of men! But what are the
ornaments he wears? Worlds were too small to be signets upon his fingers,
and the zodiac too poor a thing to bind the sandals of his feet. But oh!
how’ bright he is, how glorious! And what are the jewels which display his
beauty? They are souls redeemed by his death from going down into the
pit! Blood-washed sinners! Men and women who but for him would have
been tormented for ever in the flame, but who now rejoice to sing — “
Unto him that loved us and washed us from our sins in his own blood, unto
him be glory for ever and ever.” So that, once acknowledged to be
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Christ’s, you are not only safe, but you will be in the closest communion
with Christ throughout eternity. It is a bliss the thought of which may well
flash with vehement flame through your hearts even now, that you are one
day to display the glory of Immanuel; that unto the principalities and
powers shall be made known, through the church, the manifold wisdom of
God. You are to be his “gold rings set with the beryl ;” with you as his
reward his person will be “as bright ivory overlaid with sapphires.” You are
so dear to him that he bought you with his own blood because you could
not be “gotten for gold, neither could silver be weighed for the price
thereof.” Your redemption by his death proves that your soul could not be
valued with the gold of Ophir, with the precious onyx or the sapphire, and
when the ever-glorious God shall exhibit your sanctified spirit as an
illustration of his glorious character and work, no mention shall be made of
coral or of pearls, for your worth will be above rubies; the topaz of
Ethiopia shall not equal you, nor shall the precious crystal be compared to
you.


But I hear a mournful voice crying, “All this is concerning the precious
ones, but there is nothing for me; I was in hopes that there would have
been something for a sinner like me.” Well, what are you then? Are you not
a jewel? “No,” you cry, “I am not a jewel; I am only a common stone; I am
not worth the picking up; I am just one of the many pebbles on the shore of
life, and the tide of death will soon wash me into the great ocean of
eternity; I am not worthy of God’s thoughts; I am not even worth his
treading upon; I shall with multitudes be swallowed up in the great deep of
wrath and never heard ,of more!” Soul, didst thou never hear this text? “I
say unto you ‘that God is able of these stones to raise up children unto
Abraham?” ‘What stones were they? They were ordinary loose stones in
Jordan’s bed. John was standing in the river baptizing, and pointing to
those worthless pebbles, not worth the picking up, he said, “God is able of
these to raise up children unto Abraham.” Even so this night God is able of
these stones around me in this vast throng to make gems which shall be his
treasure in the day when he makes up his jewels. You cannot thus exalt
yourselves, nor can I do it for you, but there is a secret and mysterious
process by which by divine art the common stone is transmuted into the
diamond, and though you are a stone black with sin, or blood-red with
crime, though, you are a flinty stone with jagged edges of blasphemy;
though you are such a stone as Satan delights to throw at the truth, yet
God can new create you into a jewel. He can do it to-night, he can do it in
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an instant. And do you know the way? There is a wondrous red with which
he works matchless transformations; that rod is the cross. Jesus Christ
suffered that sinners might not suffer. Jesus Christ died that sinners might
not die, but that “whosoever believeth in him should not perish but have
everlasting life.” Sinner though you be, if you come beneath the cross, and
trustingly look up to the sorrows of God’s dear Son, you shall be saved,
and that salvation includes a complete change of nature, by which you shall
fear the Lord and think upon his name, and mingle with those who speak
often one to another, with the certainty of being the Lord’s when he makes
up his jewels.


MORNING, NOON AND NIGHT


OR


THREE COURSES AT THE BANQUET OF MEDITATION.


MORNING


“I am the Lord, I change not.” — Malachi 3:6.


THIS day before I venture into the world I would listen to the voice of my
Lord. While the dew is on the grass I would ask for dew upon my soul. I
must look for changes, for I am in a world where nothing is fixed and
certain. My outward circumstances, my bodily health, my home comforts,
all these may undergo an entire change during the fleeting hours of this
day. My spiritual experience will, in like manner, be sure to vary; I may this
hour awake rejoicing in Christ and when I have for a little while mingled
with the busy world, I may lose my joy and sink into doubts and fears. I am
a poor fickle creature; the colors of a chameleon are not more changeable
than the feelings of my unstable soul. Let me then listen with awe to the
words of the Lord, my God. How far is he beyond my comprehension! his
immutability is high; I cannot attain unto it. Teach me, 0 Holy Spirit, ever-
more to reverence the great and unchangeable Jehovah. But my soul sees
an amazing beauty in these words, and I am filled with delight in reading
them, especially when I mark the concluding sentence, “therefore ye sons
of Jacob are not consumed.” Here is something for my hopes to rest upon;
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oh that I may have grace to stay myself upon it! The Lord Jehovah is the
same in essence, for from everlasting to everlasting he is God. In his
attributes, he suffers no shadow of a turning; he is ever full of wisdom,
power, justice, love, and truth, and in none of these can there be a
variation. If he loved me yesterday, I may rely upon him to-day; I need not
fear that his power or truth shall fail me, for he is like the great mountains
and abideth fast for ever. God of my past days, thou hast been my help. and
since thou art ever the same, I securely trust in thee for days to come. My
Lord is also unchanging in his plans. His mind hath from eternity settled
the predestined order in which his purposes shall ripen, and the great result
which they shall produce; from his intention he will never swerve, but
perseveringly pursue his one undeviating course. And now, my soul,
refresh thyself with another thought, which is sweeter than the droppings
of the honeycomb; his promises abide sure. Are not all his promises, yea
and Amen in Christ Jesus


Which of them hath he broken? Blessed be his name, not one good thing
hath failed, and. from this I encourage my faith, for since he is the same,
none of them ever shall be violated; but all shall be fulfilled. And now I
close my morning’s meditation with one more precious thought; he is not
mutable in the objects of his love. He does not love to-day and hate to-
morrow: “he hates to put away.” His beloved church shall never cease to
dwell in the center of his heart, and never shall the least of her members be
allowed to perish. Oh what consolation! I cast my anchor of faith into the
depth of this doctrine, and let everything earthly rock beneath my feet, this
truth applied by the Holy Spirit shall hold me fast in the trying hour. May
this be my sweet portion all the day — truly it is like “wafers made with
honey” —


“Unchangeable his will,
Though dark may be my frame;


His loving heart is still
Eternally the same:


My soul through many changes goes,
His love no variation knows.”
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NOON.


“I am my beloved’s, and my beloved is mine.” — Song of Solomon
6:3.


OH! for grace to remember in the midst of this day that I am my Beloved’s.
Blessed be the name of my adorable Lord, he is the beloved of my soul. I
dare not deny that my heart is enamored of his beauties and enchanted by
his glories. He is better unto me than all things in the world beside. Father,
mother, wife or husband, children and friends, all these are dear, but Jesus
is dearer far than these. He is my best beloved, the chief one of my heart.
How precious is that little word my how delightful to repeat it with the
confidence which the gracious Spirit hath fostered in my soul! Yes, he is
mine, by his own loving gift. “He loved me, and gave himself for me.” And
I have taken him to be mine, my hope, my trust, my aim, my strength, my
comfort, my heaven, and my all. Thou art my beloved, O thou lovely Jesus,
and as such, my heart cleaveth fast unto thee.


The text reminds me, that not only is be mine, but I am his, and to this
truth I give my hearty assent. I am his by his father’s gift, by his own
bloody purchase, by his triumphant conquest of my heart, and by my own
surrender to him. Remember, my soul, the solemn dedication which thou
hast made, for thou hast publicly avouched thyself to be the Lord’s. Look
back to the solemn hour when thou didst give thyself unreservedly to him,
and confess how ill thou hast fulfilled thy promise and covenant. Adored be
the grace which has had patience with an unworthy servant whose false
heart has so continually violated the most solemn engagements, and
forgotten the most pressing obligations. And now let me remind myself of
the purport of my vow, or rather the measure of my duty. I am to be Christ
wholly without any reserve. All that I am, and all I have, belong only to my
Lord Jesus. I must not rob him of his righteous due, or defraud the king’s
exchequer of the little reverence it claims from me. Then again, I am
Christ’s alone. To one else can share with him, he is the sole owner of my
entire being. Rivals he will not endure; let me therefore beware of setting
up any idol in my heart, and let me daily pray that! rosy be preserved as a
chaste virgin, having neither love nor look for any but my espoused
Husband, Emmanuel, my Beloved. It will, under the divine influence of the
Holy Spirit, be very useful for me to recollect that I am always the rightful
property of my Redeemer. I pray that this day, I may acknowledge this
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truth in the shop, the market, the counting-house, the family, or wherever
Providence may call me. My dedication must not end here, I must carry it
further than my chamber and my closet. Whatsoever I d% whether! eat or
drink, I must do all to his glory.


Have grace to acknowledge one more fact, I am his absolutely, without
conditions or. limitations? Whatsoever he pleases to do with me! must not
murmur, for I am so entirely his that if he slay me he has a right to do what
he wills with his own.


Oh that I may henceforth live out these weighty truths, etc, especially let
me seek to do so during the remainder of this day! What shall! do for him
to prove my love? How much can I afford to, offer to him of my substance
before the sun goes down? I will at this time pay a quit-rent-to my liege
Lord as an acknowledgment, that; all my stock belongs to him and not to
myself. If he be pleased to take away some of my treasures ere nightfall, I
must endeavor to be resigned, for he does but take of his own, which he
had graciously lent unto his servant, yea, if he removes all my comforts
from me, it is my business to yield without a murmuring word, for only by
so doing can I prove that I am my Beloved’s.


My soul, is this painful to thee? then chide thyself and remember who it is
to whom thou resignest thyself. Does a wife weep because-she is her
husband’s 1 Is it not her joy and delight! Surely, when the Spirit enables
me to feel aright, I can. say, Jesus, I am thine, and it is my honor to be so, I
would not be mine own if I could, for my heart’s highest ambition is to be
thine, entirely thine for ever.


NIGHT


“Say to them that are of a fearful heart, Be strong, fear not.”
— Isaiah 35:4.


Oh how precious is the Word of God! for it contains a cordial for every
sickness, a balm for every wound, and here at the close of the day let me
console myself with it. How often does a fearful heart weaken and vex the
people of God! how well it is that the Holy Spirit has given this word to
cheer them in their distresses!
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Sometimes GREAT TROUBLES cause the heir of heaven to be much cast
down. But why is it so? Are not our’ fears groundless? Do not our
troubles work our lasting good? Why need we fear the issue when it is in
Jehovah’s hands? Our fears grieve us more than our afflictions. Our
greatest pains spring from our unbelief, not from our trials, for if we had
more faith our trials could not make us afraid. Besides this, such fears
weaken us, they cut the girdle of our loins and take away the staff of our
support. We shall have need of all the strength we have; it is neither
prudent nor right to allow the life-blood of that strength to flow away from
the wounds of our fears.’ Do not our anxieties dishonor God, and cast a
reflection upon his power, his wisdom, or his grace? Away with that which
casts a slur upon the attributes of God, it is not fit that such a thing should
be harbored by a Christian. Once more, Are not such fears very useless
things? Who ever derived any advantage from them? Can fears fill an
empty cupboard, or restore the health of a dying child? There is something
reasonable in strong prayer and earnest activity, but of What value are our
fears? When we can prove that they benefit us, we may be almost excused
for indulging them, but till then, let us be strong and fear not.


GREAT DUTIES also have a tendency to alarm our poor timorous flesh and
blood, but let us remember that the work is the Lord’s, we do not go a
warfare at our own charges. Our Master will never set us upon a work
which is too hard for us. When’ we have his command we are sure to have
his assistance.


BE STRONG, FEAR NOT.


C. H. S.


THE UNION MEETINGS


THE gatherings of our brethren in Liverpool were unspeakably delightful. It
The hospitalities of the Liverpool friends were beyond all praise. Nothing
could exceed the cordial spirit of brotherly love which reigned among us.
There was about the whole affair a life of loving earnestness, which
augured the happiest future for the Baptist body. It is our assured
conviction that the time to favor us, yea the set time is come. Our days of
bickering and jealousy have been repented of and left behind; we abjure all
petty animosities and self-seekings, and by God’s grace we are banded
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together to build up for the Lord Jesus a firm bulwark for the defense of
the truth. One felt when listening to the prayers and addresses of our
brethren that it was no mean thing to be one of them; and when: the Holy
Spirit’s presence, was distinctly manifest, one had hope for the future and
joy for the present. We must now determine, as far as possible, to get all
our churches into associations, and to stir up all the associations to labor
both for home and foreign missions with greater zeal. If every one of our
churches could endeavor to be the parent of another, it would itself be
strengthened by the very process Which perhaps it dreads as the means of
weakness. We ought to double our numbers in the next ten years, and by
God’s blessing it may be done, and England’s needs require that it should
be done. At home our principles are growing, and if we were more bold in
proclaiming them, we might soon bring candid minds to decision upon
them; abroad we have been honored in the past with most cheering
success; let us put our hand a second time to the work, and expect a
renewed blessing. True we are, little in Israel, but our time is coming, and
as Neander once said, “there is a future for you, Baptists,” a future for
which we only care because we believe that the, spread of our views would
promote the purity of the churches, and the glory of our Lord Jesus Christ.


DAY OF FASTING AND PRAYER


A MOST remarkable blessing was vouchsafed by the great Head of the
church upon a day of fasting and prayer which was solemnly kept by about
120 ministers and students at the Tabernacle in the month of September. It
was such a season as few present, had ever enjoyed before — a time of
melting penitence, and intensely earnest wrestling with God. The result has
been felt by those present in the increased power of their ministry, and in a
larger measure of success attending their labors. It gave the brethren so
distinct an accession of spiritual strength that they long for such another
season. Fasting was found to be a great help to prayer; and the devotions
being unbroken by the necessary distractions occasioned by taking
refreshment, grew more and more fervent, till around the table of the Lord
all hearts appeared to glow. with love most vehement.


At a meeting of the London Baptist Association this great blessing was
spoken of by several who had partaken in it, and the ministers and deacons
of the Association were all intent upon setting apart another day, and
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meeting in a similar manner. The day fixed is one memorable in the history
of British Christendom — the fifth of November, and the place selected is
in the very heart of London teeming myriads, viz, Commercial Street,
Whitechapel. From eleven to six is to be the season of prayer. The meeting
is not public, but is purposely restricted, that only those believed, to be in
harmony with the engagement and with ,each other may be present. The
constant incoming and outgoing of strangers would mar the quiet
solemnity so much desired. It is hoped that believers everywhere, who are
aware of the meeting, will, at the appointed hour, as far as possible, join
their prayers with ours, that a remarkable blessing may descend upon the
whole church of our Lord Jesus Christ. A singular blessing is just, now
resting upon many, if not most of the Baptist churches in London, and if
the auspicious season be earnestly improved, who knows what may come
of it? If the Lord would vouchsafe a real and lasting revival of vital
godliness;, and not allow us to be satisfied with a delusive excitement, we
should have new reasons for praising him to all eternity.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER. 1866.


WHAT IS A REVIVAL


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE word “revival” is as familiar in our mouths as a household word. We
are constantly speaking about and’ raying for a “revival ;” would it not be
as well to know “Ye worship ye know not what,” let him not have to say
to us, “Ye know not what ye ask.” The word “revive” wears its meaning
upon its forehead; it is from the Latin, and may be interpreted thus — to
live again, to receive again a life Which has almost expired; to rekindle into
a flame the vital spark which was nearly extinguished.


When a person has been dragged out of a pond nearly drowned, the
bystanders are afraid that he is dead, and are anxious to ascertain if life still
lingers. The proper means are used to restore animation; the body is
rubbed, stimulants are administered, and if by God’s providence life still
tarries in the poor clay, the rescued man opens his eyes, sits up, and
speaks, and those around him rejoice that he has revived. A young girl is in
a fainting fit, but after a while she returns to consciousness, and we say,
“she revives.” ‘The flickering lamp of life in dying men suddenly flames up
with unusual brightness at intervals, and those who are watching around
the sick bed say of the patient. “he revives.”


In these days, when the dead are not miraculously restored, we do not
expect to see the revival of a person who is totally dead, and we could not
speak of the re-rival of a thing which never lived before. It is clear that the,
term “revival” can only be applied to a living soul, or to that which/once
lived. To be revived is a blessing which can only be enjoyed by those who
have some degree of life. Those who have no. spiritual! life are not, and
cannot be, in the strictest sense of the term, the subjects of a revival. Many
blessings may come to the unconverted in con sequence of a revival among
Christians, but the revival itself has to do only with those who already
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possess spiritual life. There must be vitality in some degree before there
can be a quickening of vitality, or, in other words, a revival.


A true revival is to be looked for in the church of God. Only in the river of
gracious life can the pearl of revival be found. It has been said that; a
revival must begin with God’s people; this is very true, but it is not all the
truth, for the revival itself must end as well as begin there. The results of
the revival will extend to the outside world, but the revival, strictly
speaking, must be. within the circle of life, and must therefore essentially
be enjoyed by the possessors of vital godliness, and by them only. Is not
this quite a different view of revival from that; which is common in society;
but is it not manifestly the correct one? —


It is a sorrowful fact that many who are spiritually alive greatly need
reviving. It is sorrowful because it is a proof of the existence of much
spiritual evil. A man in sound health with every part of his body in a
vigorous condition does not need reviving. He requires daily sustenance,
but reviving would be quite out of place. If he has not yet attained maturity
growth will be most desirable, but a halo hearty young man wants no
reviving, it would be thrown away upon him. Who thinks of reviving the
noonday sun, the ocean at its flood, or the year at its prime? The tree
planted by the rivers of water loaded with fruit needs not excite our anxiety
for its revival, for its fruitfulness and beauty charm every one. Such should
be the constant condition of the sons of God. Feeding and lying down in
green pastures and led by the still waters they ought not always to be
crying, “my leanness, my leanness, woe unto you.” Sustained by gracious
promises and ,enriched out of the fullness which God has treasured up in
his dear Son, their souls should prosper and be in health, and their piety
ought to need no reviving. They should aspire to a higher blessing, a richer
mercy, than a mere revival. They have the nether springs already; they
should earnestly cover the upper springs. They should be asking for growth
in grace, for increase of strength, for greater success; they should have out-
climbed and out-soared the period in which they need to be constantly
crying, “Wilt thou not revive us again?” for a church to be constantly
needing revival is the indication of much sin, for if it were sound before the
lord it would remain in the condition into which a revival would uplift its
members. A church should be a camp of soldiers, not an hospital of
invalids. But there is exceedingly much difference between what ought be
and what is, and consequently many of God’s people are in so sad a state
that the, very fittest prayer for them is for revival. Some Christians are,
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spiritually, but barely alive. When a man has been let down into a vat or
into a well full of bad air, yea do not wonder when he is drawn up again
that he is half-dead, and urgently requires to be revived. Some Christians
— to their shame be it spoken! — descend into such worldly company, not
upon such unhallowed principles, and become so carnal, that when they are
drawn up by God’s grace from their backsliding position they want
reviving, and. even need. that. their spiritual breath should as it were be
breathed into their nostrils afresh by God’s Spirit.


When a man starves himself, continuing for a long time without food, when
he is day after day without a morsel of bread between his lips, we do not
marvel that the surgeon, finding him in extremities, says, “This man has
weakened his system, he is too low, and wants reviving.” Of course he
does, for he has brought himself by low diet into a state of weakness. Are
there not hundreds of Christians — shame that it should be so! — who live
day after clay without feeding upon Bible truth? shall it be added without
real spiritual communion with God? they do not even attend the week-
night services, and they are indifferent hearers on the Lord’s day. Is it
remarkable that they want reviving? Is not the fact that they close greatly
need it most dishonorable to themselves and distressing to their truly
spiritual brethren?


There is, a condition of mind which is even more sad than either of the two
above mentioned; it is a thorough, gradual, but certain decline of all the
spiritual powers. Look at that consumptive man whose lungs are decaying,
and in whom the vital energy is ebbing; it is painful to see the faintness
which suffuses him after exertion, and the general languor which over-
spreads his weakened frame. Far more sad to the spiritual eye is the
spectacle presented by spiritual consumptives who in some quarters meet
us on all hands. The eye of faith is dim and overcast, and seldom flashes
with holy joy; the spiritual countenance is hollow and sunken with doubts
and fears; the tongue of praise is partially paralyzed, and has little to say
for Jesus; the spiritual frame is lethargic, and its movements are far from
vigorous; the man is not anxious to be doing anything for Christ; a horrible
numbness, a dreadful insensibility has come over him; he is in soul like a
sluggard in the dog-days, who finds it hard labor to lie in bed and brush
away the flies from his face. If these spiritual consumptives hate sin they do
it so weakly that one might fear that they loved it still. If they love Jesus, it
is so coldly that it is a point of question whether they love at all. If they
sing Jehovah’s praises it is very sadly, as if hallelujahs were dirges. If they
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mourn for sin it is only ‘with half-broken hearts, and their grief is shallow
and unpractical. If they hear the Word of God they are never stirred by it;
enthusiasm is an unknown luxury. If they come across a precious truth they
perceive nothing particular in it, any more than the cock in the fable, in the
jewel which he found in the farmyard. They throw themselves back upon
the enchanted couch of sloth, and while they are covered with rags they
dream of riches and great increase of goods. It is a sad, sad thing when
Christians fall into this state; then indeed they need reviving, and they must
have it, for “the whole head is sick and the whole heart faint.” Every lover
of souls should intercede for declining professors that the visitations of
God may restore them; that the Sun of righteousness may arise upon them
with healing beneath his wings.


When. revival comes to a people who are in the state thus briefly
described, it simply brings them to the condition in which they ought
always to have been; it quickens them, gives them new life, stirs the coals
of the expiring fire, and puts heavenly breath into the languid lungs. The
sickly soul which before was insensible, weak, and sorrowful, grows
earnest, vigorous, and happy in the Lord. This is the immediate fruit of
revival, and it becomes all of us who are believers to seek this blessing for
backsliders, and for ourselves if we are declining in grace.


If revival is confined to living men we may further notice that it must result
from the proclamation and the receiving of living truth. We speak of “vital
godliness,” and vital godliness must subsist upon vital truth. ‘Vital
godliness is not revived in Christians by mere excitement, by crowded
meeting’s, by the stamping of the foot, or the knocking of the pulpit
cushion, or the delirious bawlings of ignorant zeal; these are the stock in
trade of revivals among dead souls, but to revive living saints other means
are needed. Intense excitement may produce a revival of the animal, but
how can it operate upon the spiritual, for the spiritual demands other food
than that which stews in the fleshpots of mere carnal enthusiasm. The Holy
Ghost must come into the living heart through living truth, and so bring
nutriment and stimulant to the pining spirit, for so only can it be revived.


This, then, leads us to the conclusion that if we are to obtain a revival we
must go directly to the Holy Ghost for it, and not resort to the machinery
of the professional revival-maker. The true vital spark of heavenly flame
comes from the Holy Ghost, and the priests of the Lord must beware of
strange fire. There is no spiritual vitality in anything except as the Holy
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Spirit is all in all in the work; and if our vitality has fallen near to zero, we
can only have it renewed by him who first kindled it in us. We must go to
the cross and look up to the dying Savior, and expect that the Holy Spirit
will renew our faith and quicken all our graces. We must feed anew by
faith upon the flesh and blood of the Lord Jesus, and so the Holy Ghost
will recruit our strength and give us a revival. When men in India sicken in
the plains, they climb the hills and breathe the more bracing air of the upper
regions; we need to get nearer to God, and to bathe ourselves in heaven,
and revived piety will be the sure result.


When a minister obtains this revival he preaches very differently from his
former manner. It is very hard work to-preach when the head aches and
when the body is languid, but it is a much harder task when the soul is
unfeeling and lifeless. It is sad, sad work — painfully, dolorously, horribly’
sad, but saddest of all if we do not feel!it to be sad, if we can go on
preaching and remain careless concerning the truths we preach, indifferent
as to whether men are saved or lost! May God deliver every minister from
abiding in such a state! Can there be a more wretched object than a man
who preaches in God’s name truths which he does not feel, and which he is
conscious have never impressed his own heart? To be a mere sign-post,
pointing out the road but never moving in it, is a lot against which every
tame heart may plead night and day,


Should this revival be granted to deacons and elders what different men. it
would make of them! Lifeless, lukewarm church officers are of no more
value to a church, than a crew’ of sailors would be to a vessel if they were
all. fainting and if in their berths when they were wanted to hoist the sails
or lower the boats. Church officers who need reviving must be fearful dead
weights upon a Christian community. It is incumbent upon all Christians to
be thoroughly awake to the interests of Zion, but upon the leaders most of
all. Special supplication should be made for beloved brethren in office that
they may be full of the Holy Ghost.


Workers in the Sunday-schools, tract distributors, and other laborers for
Christ, what different people they become when grace is vigorous from
what they are when their life flickers in the socket! Like sickly vegetation
in a cellar, all blanched and unhealthy, are workers who have little grace;
like willows by the water-courses, like grease with reeds and trashes in
well-’watered valleys, are the servants of God who live in his presence. It
is no wonder that our Lord said, “Because thou art neither cold nor hot, I
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will spue thee out of my mouth,” for when the earnest Christian’s heart is
full of fire it is sickening to talk with lukewarm people. Have not warm-
hearted lovers of Jesus felt when they have been discouraged by doubtful
sluggish people, who could see a lion in the way, as if they could put on
express speed and run over them? Every earnest minister has known times
when he has felt cold hearts to be as intolerable as the drones in the hive
are to the working bees. Careless professors are as much out of place as
snow in harvest among truly living Christians. As vinegar to the teeth and
smoke to the eyes are these sluggards. As well be bound to a dead body as
forced into union ‘with lifeless professors; they are a burden, a plague, and
an abomination. You turn to one of these cold brethren after a graciously
earnest prayer-meeting, and say with holy joy, “What a delightful meeting
we have had!” “Yes,” he says carelessly and deliberately, as if it were an
effort to say so much, “there was a good number of people.” How his
frostbitten words grate on one’s ear! You ask yourself, “Where has the
man been? Is he not conscious that the Holy Ghost has been with us?”
Does not our Lord speak of these people as being cast out of his mouth,
just because he himself is altogether in earnest, and consequently, when he
meets with lukewarm people he will not endure them? He says, “I would
thou wert cold or hot,” either utterly averse to good or in earnest
concerning it. It is easy to see his meaning. If you heard an ungodly man
blaspheme after an earnest meeting, you would lament it, but you would
feel that from such a man it was not a thing to make you vexed, for he has
only spoken after his kind, but when you meet with a child of God who is
lukewarm, how can you stand that? it is sickening, and makes the inmost
spirit feel the horrors of mental nausea.


While a true revival in its essence belongs only to God’s people, it always
brings with it a blessing for the other sheep who are not yet of the fold. If
you drop a stone into a lake the ring widens continually, till the farthest
corner of the lake feels the influence. Let the Lord revive a believer and
very soon his family, his friends, his neighbors, receive a share of the
benefit; for when a Christian is revived, he prays more fervently for sinners.
Longing, loving prayer for sinners, is one of the marks of a revival in the
renewed heart. Since the blessing is asked for sinners, the blessing comes
from him who hears the prayers of his people; and thus the world gains by
revival. Soon the revived Christian speaks concerning Jesus and the gospel;
he sows good seed, and God’s good seed is never lost, for he has said, “It
shall not return unto me void.” The good seed is sown in the furrows, and
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in some sinners’ hearts God prepares the soil, so that the seed springs up in
a glorious harvest. Thus by the zealous conversation of believers another
door of mercy opens to men.


When Christians are revived they live more consistently, they make their
homes more holy and more happy, and this leads the ungodly to envy them,
and to inquire after their secret. Sinners by God’s grace long to be like
such cheerful happy saints; their mouths water to feast with them upon
their hidden manna, and this is another blessing, for it leads men to seek the
Savior. If an ungodly man steps into a congregation where all the saints are
revived he does not go to sleep under the sermon. The minister will not let
him do that, for the hearer perceives that the preacher feels what he is
preaching, and has a right to be heard. This is a clear gain, for now the man
listens with deep emotion; and above all, the Holy Spirit’s power, which
the preacher has received in answer to prayer comes upon the hearer’s
mind; he is convinced of sin, of righteousness, and of judgment to come,
and Christians who are on the watch around him hasten to tell him of the
Savior, and point him to the redeeming blood, so that though the revival,
strictly speaking, is with the people of God, yet the result of it no man can
limit. Brethren, let us seek a revival during the present month, that the year
may close with showers of blessing, and that the new year may open with
abundant benediction. Let us pledge ourselves to form a prayer-union, a
sacred band of suppliants, and may God. do unto us according to our faith.


“Father, for thy promised blessing,
Still we plead before thy throne;
For the time of sweet refreshing


Which can come from thee alone.


“Blessed earnests thou hast given,
But in these we would not rest,


Blessings still with thee are hidden,
Pour them forth, and make us blest.


“Wake thy slumbering children, wake them,
Bid them to thy harvest go;


Blessings, O our Father, make them;
Round their steps let blessing flow.
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“Let no hamlet be forgotten,
Let thy showers on all descend;


That in one loud blessed anthem,
Myriads may in triumph blend.”


AMONG THE QUAKERS


SOME time ago we felt an intense desire to speak to the Society of Friends,
hoping that it might be the Lord’s will to arouse that most respectable
community to greater energy and zeal. Our belief was, and still is, that it is
the bounden duty of Friends in these perilous times to renew more
distinctly their testimony against formalism, ritualism, and unspiritual
worship in its many forms, and we hoped that a respectful brotherly
admonition might be accepted by them and owned of God. Our doctrinal
views widely differ, but on the vital point we are one. After the lapse of
some months a door of utterance was opened, and on the evening of
November 6th, with very great thankfulness, but bowed down under our
responsibility, we found ourselves in the midst of a most cordial company
of about twelve hundred Friends in their meeting-house at Bishops gate
Street. The great kindness of the brethren who met us made us feel at
home at once, and although suffering much physical pain it was one of the
happiest seasons of our life when we stood up in the crowded assembly to
speak for Jesus to those who love his name. Our object was not to moot
points of difference, but to stimulate brethren to strive for those precious
things wherein we agree. We did not feel that we had any right to
controvert, nor indeed does our spirit move in that direction; we felt full of
love to the Lord’s living people, and desired in tenderness and humbleness
of mind to exhort them to more fervor and boldness. Oh that the Holy
Ghost may seal our testimony! It was delivered with great solemnity of
soul, and was attended with many cries to God; surely it will not be in vain.
We only wanted one thing mores viz, the permission to have poured out
our soul in prayer upon the spot, but are our esteemed friend, Mr. Gilpin,
seemed to indicate that silence would be preferable, we did not feel at
liberty to do so. However, there was much heart-prayer in the assembly,
and we humbly but eagerly look for results. We have been favored by a
copy of remarks sent to “The Friend” newspaper from one of the most
eminent ministers among the Friends, whose name is dear to all who know
his labors, our friend Jonathan Grubb; and we print his remarks in the
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“Sword and Trowel” because we think they will gratify our readers, and
perhaps lead them to bear the Friends upon their hearts in prayer. The
lecture has been issued by our publishers, Messrs. Pass more and
Alabaster, and can be purchased for twopence. The following are the
remarks of Jonathan Grubb which most singularly in the matter of the vocal
prayer echo our own feelings : —


“TO THE EDITORS OF THE FRIEND’ AND ‘ BRITISH FRIEND.’“


“It was my privilege to attend C. H. Spurgeon’s lecture on George Fox, at
Devonshire House, on the 6th inst. It is almost superfluous for me to say
how cordially I united with his powerful, truthful, and loving appeal to our
Society. Indeed his address altogether seemed to be an embodiment of
what has been my own concern for years past, and which I have
endeavored, with far less ability, to impress upon my fellow-professors in
religion.


“I cannot but view the whole thing as a message of mercy from the
Almighty, and I am sure it will add greatly to our responsibility, as well as
to our condemnation, if much fruit does not follow this renewed evidence
of divine regard.


“I could really’ say in my heart, while listening to the earnest, simple
pleading of this dear servant of Christ, ‘It is the truth, the very truth, and
nothing but the truth,’ so entirely did my feelings and my judgment go with
it all.


“One thing caused me sorrow, however, I do not think our views and our
practice on the subjects of prayer and of worship were correctly
represented on this deeply interesting occasion.


“No doubt there was a jealousy in some minds lest these views should in
any way be compromised, and I apprehend that these honest, though
groundless fears were the cause of their being, to a certain extent,
misrepresented.


“Our worthy chairman told us, at the beginning and at the end, that it was
to be a silent approach to the throne of grace. Now, if I know anything of
Quaker principles we have no more right to enforce silence than to enforce
a vocal offering. Either way, I believe the work of the Spirit upon or in the
heart should be left; unfettered.
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“I am sure the spirit of prayer was over the meeting at the beginning, and
still more evident was the spirit of thanksgiving at the end; and I believe
there was a call from the Lord for vocal utterance, which was prevented by
human interference.


“Surely we might have safely trusted our dear brother, the lecturer, to
follow his own convictions of duty in this matter; and I know that if he had
not felt called upon to address the Almighty there were other lips that
would have been opened had liberty been granted; and I think- such an end
to such a meeting · would have been altogether in accordance with Gospel
order, and with our own belief on the subject of divine worship.


“In conclusion, I venture to express a hope that should we be favored with
mother visit from one who is clearly prepared to appreciate and to approve
our leading views of gospel truth, he rosy be left at liberty to do his
Master’s work in his own way, a condition to which he is fairly entitled,
and which we claim for ourselves when similarly circumstanced.”


“J. G.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD OF COMBAT WITH SIN & LABOR
FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1867.


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.”--Nehemiah 4:17, 18.


PREFACE.


COURTEOUS READER,


As we sit down to pen a few words of preface for another volume of “The
Sword and the Trowel,” reflections upon the rapid flight of time east
somber shadows over our mind,’ and fill us with an awe akin to trembling.
Like its predecessors, the year of grace, 1867, is now “with the years
‘beyond the flood, bearing its witness concerning us,” and we pilgrims of
earth are one year’s journey nearer to the solemn beach of that dread ocean
in which all streams of time will finally merge themselves. Whether we live
well or ill, it is Certain that the one life in which we must work out our
time-labor will not wait for us; even while we ponder on its responsibilities,
it is flying with more than eagle wing, leaving us each moment somewhat
less of space in which to work for God, if through his grace we are enlisted
in the divine service-leaving us. moreover, narrower space for repentance if
we are still unreconciled with heaven. Truly, it is no trifle to live in time--
what will it be to dwell in eternity? Time is not a thing to be killed as fools
have dreamed, or to hang heavy on one’s hands, as idiots have maundered;
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it is as priceless as it is fleeting, and is alas! all too short for zeal and love,
passionate and laborious, all too hurried for peace and rest, and all too
uncertain for high design and lofty enterprise. If anything is to be done at
all by us, we must do it now. To purpose is to play the fool, to do t. he
deed of piety or charity is wisdom. Energy is true, existence, sloth is the
image of death. Would to God we could snap the bonds which restrain our
souls, as Samson tore asunder the green withes, or we shall have the
Philistines of remorse upon us, mocking us because of our lost strength,
stolen from us while we slept in the lap of ease. May the eternal God
condescend to teach us the art of living, lest by’ making one failure here
below we involve ourselves in an everlasting bankruptcy, all the more
unmitigated in its misery because we. once hoped to be heirs of a wealth of
bliss, and missed the celestial heritage. O that we who are saved, and dread
no fatal shipwreck could but learn the science of spending and being spent,
laying out all we have to the most profitable ends, constantly and without
pause pushing right and left for room for the great salvation to work and
win its way among the multitudes of the fallen; straining, toiling;, panting,
sighing, wearying to answer to the utmost the end of our being by
glorifying God, and making known the dear and wondrous love of the
Well-beloved who was crucified. To breathe out zeal for Jesus, just as Saul
of Tarsus breathed out threatenings against the saints, is a desire Which
should be realized, and not doted upon as a rare attainment, to high for
mortal men. By God’s grace, we do not mean to rot ignobly in a dreamy
death-sleep, or to doze out a semi-torpid existence; but we intend (and may
the intent become a fact) to live to the extremest bound of our capacity,
looking up to him who is able to fill us with all the fullness of God. Reader,
say you so? — then so be it by the love of the Spirit.


FRIENDS AND SUBSCRIBERS, Our roll of readers was never so large as now.
We have, during the last few months, perceived most encouraging
accessions to the list, of our readers, for which we are truly thankful. We
have done all in our power to make our magazine worthy of our
constituency, and in return have been greatly gratified by expressions of
generous approbation, and by a widening circulation. Nor is this all; we
have aimed at doing real service to the cause of Christ, and we know that
our labor has not been in vain. Never let it be forgotten that in the
mysterious arrangements of providence, “The Sword and the Trowel” led
to the founding of
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THE STOCKPILE ORPHANAGE.


This is no mean result if it were all; for in that happy home we hope to
house a portion of England’s orphaned for many a year to come, receiving
the fatherless by an easier door than that which only opens to clamorous
competition and laborious canvassing. Moreover, our magazine is the
organ and foster-parent of


OUR COLLEGE,


and of the Colportage association, institutions which will yet bless the land
with plead of benediction. As we have given publicity to good works of all
kinds, we have also evidence that several of them have been greatly helped
as the result. Minds have been enlightened, hearts have been quickened,
and herein we rejoice. “The Sword and the Trowel” takes its share in battle
and in building, and our labor is not in vain in the Lord.


We: earnestly request the assistance of our readers to extend yet more our
circulation, for by this means our power for good will be much increased.
Further, with pressing entreaty we plead for practical sympathy for our
works, especially the College. Of late, many have forgotten us, and
although our Father who is in heaven has not failed us and never will, we
have had sharp trials for our faith. Still his grace has been sufficient and
ever will be. God is true. Heaven and earth shall pass away, but his
faithfulness, like the great mountains, stands fast for ever and ever. We
have several most important fields of labor waiting to be cultivated, but we
have not the pecuniary means to enable us to enter upon them. Crowded
populations are perishing for lack of knowledge, large rooms are
obtainable, the College is full of men equipped for service, and we are
unable to go further, because many of those to whom wealth is entrusted
are false to their stewardship. When will the God of Israel appear and
move the hearts of his people to consecrate themselves? Our heart bleeds
for perishing myriads. Come over and help us, ye who can help, for men
die by hundreds every hour for whose souls no man careth.


Our space is spent, and therefore we lay down the pen, wishing you, dear
readers, every blessing from the Lord our God.


Yours in thorough earnest, C.H. Spurgeon
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1867.


COLUMBUS BEFORE THE COUNCIL AT
SALAMANCA


OUR frontispiece represents an interesting scene in the life of the discoverer
of the New World. A plainly-attired, earnest-looking mariner, with that
steady determination which characterizes all true men whose convictions
are strong and whose faith is steady, is meeting the objections of a number
of learned professors of the sciences, dignitaries of the Romish Church, and
learned friars, and defending the theory of the rotundity of the earth. An
obscure navigator, strong in his belief, scouted by the illiterate, seeks in the
Dominican convent in Salamanca, the great seat of learning in Spain, the
sympathy and cooperation of the most erudite assembly his country can
muster. Does he gain either sympathy, or help? History answers, No. In the
first place, anything new, however true, was stigmatized as heresy in those
Inquisition times, and Columbus might well fear the consequences of
indulging any thought that savored of heresy. Priestcraft, that great curse
of mankind, was sure to oppose a new theory which overturned the
testimony and traditions of the Church. Then, too, the scholastic body had
too much learned ride to yield to a simple navigator. “It was requisite,”
says Las Casas, “before Columbus could make his solutions and reasonings
understood, that he should remove from his auditors those erroneous
principles on which, their objections were founded ;” which Columbus
could not do, as the Ptolemaic plan had not yet been reversed, Copernicus
not having at that time discovered the true theory of the solar system. Very
small hope for Columbus to convert so stubborn an audience!


It is noteworthy how admirably Columbus replied to his objectors. He
combated the fancies of the philosophical world with great ability. “Las
Casas,” says Irving, “and others of his contemporaries have spoken of his
commanding person, his elevated demeanor, his air of authority, his
kindling eye, and the persuasive intonations of his voice. How they must
have given majesty and force to his words, as, casting aside his maps and
charts, and discarding for a time his practical and scientific lore, his
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visionary spirit took fire at the doctrinal objections of his opponents, and
he met them upon their own ground, pouring forth those magnificent texts
of Scripture, and those mysterious predictions of the prophets, which, in
his enthusiastic moments, he considered as types and annunciations of the
sublime discovery which he proposed.” Notwithstanding the dense bigotry
and stupidity of his audience, a few were convinced of the reasonableness
of the new theory, and these converts, doubtless, shielded Columbus from
the ecclesiastical censures of the prejudiced. But the greater number
doggedly persevered in their old opinions, and the poor navigator, as our
readers well know, had to fight an uphill battle for years, and had to
conquer many adverse circumstances before he saw the “Land of the
Free.”


The nobility Of genius is often best seen under the most disadvantageous
circumstances, and with the spiritual life the same thing holds good.
Columbus braves the ridicule of the learned and the bigotry of the
ecclesiastics, because he is convinced of the truthfulness of his position. So
the jeers, taunts and reasonings of an ungodly world, though unpleasant
and grievous, are to the Christian things to be borne with calmness and
magnanimity, because his faith is in the ultimate realization of the hopes
which the world derides. The deep convictions of his heart are not to be
disturbed or uprooted because others will not be convinced of the
superiority of the future life to that in which they now grovel. Whoever
prefers to follow the theories and practices of the “old man,” the godly
man aspires after a perfect knowledge of the “new life.” With him old
fancies have passed away, and behold all things have become new. The
enmity and ridicule created by this antagonism between the
conventionalities of life and the earnestness and devotion to the prospects
of the more glorious future are intensely strong. A teetotaler was struck
down a few days ago and killed merely because he would not treat some
rascals to a drop of beer; and many a man has been slandered simply
because of the distinguished purity of his character and. life. Nevertheless,
if we believe in the world to come, and feel its power, we must not be slow
to declare our convictions at all hazards, and, like Columbus, play the man.


That which many learned philosophers may not perceive, the simplest
Christian may discover. True, it takes a wise man to be a Christian;
nevertheless, the most advanced in worldly wisdom are dull in spiritual
things. Columbus ultimately gained the object of his ambition, and his name
continues to be honored as one of the greatest benefactors of his race,
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while for his opposers naught is reserved but the ridicule which ‘their own
foolishness has heaped upon their memories. And the man possessed of
even the mustard-seed of divine grace shall yet find his way to the kingdom
above, where honor and renown shall through the eternal ages attend him;
while those who sympathized not with the aspirations of his heart, but
scoffed and ridiculed his godliness, shall yet learn the emptiness for good
of everything that is not based upon the truth of God. Courage, persecuted
comrade, truth’s victories are slow but sure.


THE PASTORS’ ADVOCATE


AN EPISTLE TO THE MEMBERS OF THE BAPTIZED
CHURCHES OF JESUS CHRIST.


BELOVED BRETHREN As exceedingly great and bitter cry has gone up unto
heaven concerning many of us. It is not a cry from the world which hates
us, nor from our fellow-members whom we may have offended, but, (alas
that it should be so!)it is wrung from hundreds of poor, but faithful
ministers of Christ Jesus who labor in our midst in word and doctrine, and
are daily oppressed by the niggardliness of churls among us. Many of our
churches honorably discharge towards their pastors the duty of ministering
to them in temporal things, but by far the larger number dole out; to them a
pittance upon which they do not live but barely exist. Brethren of abundant
liberality are among us, but those of an opposite disposition abound. I
should be very sorry to be compelled to add ace the many cases in which
the hire of the spiritual laborer who has reaped down our fields is wickedly
kept back; but this 1 know full well--that at the cries of them which have
reaped have entered into the ears of the Lord God of Sabaoth, and it is
high time that a voice should be lifted up to warn the churches of their sin,
and of the consequences which will surely fellow unless there be a speedy
amendment, Having no end to serve but the glory of God, and having no
pecuniary gain to seek, and having personally seen and lamented the
affliction and poverty of my fellow-servants in the ministry, I feel bound
with all affection, but much earnestness, to press the matter upon the hearts
of the faithful in Christ Jesus.


Hundreds of our ministers would improve their circumstances if they were
to follow the commonest handicrafts. The earnings of artisans of but







322


ordinary skill are far above the stipends of those among us who are
considered to be comfortably maintained. Is this the way in which we show
our appreciation of their spiritual gifts, their fervent prayers, their earnest
labors, their watchings for souls? In thousands of cases church members do
to give so much as one penny a week towards the maintenance of the man
whom they call their “beloved pastor,” and if they pay the mean and paltry
pittance of a shilling for a quarter of a year they reckon themselves to have
done liberally, and as becometh saints. Is this the manner in which we show
our gratitude to the great Head of the church for sending us pastors after
his own heart to feed us with knowledge and understanding? Worthy
devoted men are obliged to sue for alms at the hand of our charitable Fund
in London, in order to eke out the scanty portions which their people allot
to them; while in many cases there are those connected with their churches
who dwell in sumptuous houses, own farms of many acres, and ride in their
carriages. Is the Lord well pleased with those professors who thus
constrain others to maintain a ministry of which they enjoy the fruit, and
which they are therefore bound in common honesty to support by their
own gifts? Do not many of the wealthy and of those who are thriving in
business need to blush when they see themselves giving towards their
pastor’s maintenance no more than is given by domestic servants and day
laborers? Is it not a thing to be wept over that men’s consciences should,
allow them to speak of being consecrated to Christ, while the servant of
Christ pines in poverty, and they of their abundance do not minister to
Mat? “If,” says the apostle, “we have sown unto you spiritual things, is it a
great thing if we reap your carnal things?” 1 Corinthians 9:11. But is, it not
in these days thought to be a very great thing if the preacher be properly
sustained, and if he be left to be humiliated by debt or to be pinched by
want, is it not thought to be a trifling grievance? The last great day alone
will reveal the secret sorrows, the bitter anguish through which many a
servant of the Lord has had to pass because of the niggardliness of the
people who professed to be his loving and faithful flock. “Do ye not know
that they which minister about holy things, live of the things of the temple?
and they which wait at the altar, are partakers with the altar? Even so hath
the Lord ordained that they which preach the gospel should live of the
gospel.” 1 Corinthians 9:13, 14. Is not this ordinance of God greatly trifled
with? Might it not even be conceived that the churches feel it to be a yoke
of bondage, or think it to be better that men should starve of the gospel
than live of it? If it be our conscientious belief that the pastors of the
churches should give their whole time gratuitously:, let us say so, and be
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consistent. If the laborer be not in our esteem worthy of his hire, let us tell
him so, and bid him go about his business. Those who deny the right of the
ministers to temporal support fly in the teeth of Scripture, but they are at
least consistent in withholding their money; but; to hold with a paid
ministry, to make even more than commendable stir about electing a
pastor, to expect him to, be instant in season and out of season, in the
pulpit, and from house to house, and then to deny him even enough of
bread to eat, and raiment; to put on, is shameful. One would imagine from
the excitement frequently attending the choice of a minister that the office
was held in the most eminent esteem, but alas! the wretched contributions
prove the reverse. For this there is no excuse. If you will have the man, be
honest enough to pay him. What right-minded man would wish another
even to do, the work of his scullery for nought? Who would consent to be
pauperized by receiving another man’s labor without; returning him a
recompense? How is it with your consciences, ye non-subscribing church-
members, or have ye no consciences at all?


Some hearers appear, to imagine that all their duty towards their ministers
lies in criticizing them, and they judge themselves to have done the
preacher a great service if they speak a good word of his discourses. They
use the preacher as the old carriers did their pack-horses, when they
heaped heavy burdens upon their backs, and afterwards hung bells at their
ears to make them music. As an old writer says, “ministers empty their
books, empty their veins, and empty their brains, but they must feed upon
turnips and leave their posterity beggars.” The world maintains its players
and fiddlers far better than the Christian church remunerates its ministers;
and a dancer or an actor will receive more than the most learned and
edifying divine. Many farmers spend more on their clogs than upon their
minister, and one dinner will cost some traders as much as a year’s gospel;
and yet these persons would be in a fine fever if their piety were doubted.
The lives of many professors so far as their gifts to the Lord’s cause are
concerned, would, if’ fairly written out, read like a libel upon human
nature, and would be a mere burlesque of Christianity. Many, it is to be
hoped, have never thought upon this matter carefully. Would to God it
were in my power to let those who withhold from thoughtlessness see the
sorrow which they inflict upon those whom they respect. The ambassadors
of peace do indeed weep bitterly with a weeping which is neither profitable
to themselves nor convenient for us. At the present moment the great
advance in the price of all the necessaries of life is very keenly felt in the
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pastor’s house; but has the fact been taken into consideration by the
churches? The wages of workmen have advanced, but not the incomes of
the workers for God. Bricklayers, carpenters, printers, all draw their extra
pay at the week’s end, but there is no increase to the scanty quarterage of
the poor preacher, Even kind friends forget this, and unkind ones only
remember it to make cruel remarks thereon. Meanwhile the evil recoils; the
poverty of the minister is visible in the flock. He is meanly fed temporally,
and they are scantily fed spiritually. They give unto the Lord scant
measure, and even so is it measured unto them again. Want of books must
impoverish the hearer quite as much as the preacher; debt must distract the
thoughts, and so impair the discourse; children poorly clad, and rent
unpaid:, must injure the mind and so the sermon. I do not ask luxuries for
my brethren, although many of them might claim eyed these; but I would,
with all my heart and soul say, “Deacons of churches, stir up the members,
and set the example yourselves of giving our preachers at least a generous
supply of necessaries.” You, the deacons of our churches, know from your
own experience, that £100 per annum, for a man with a wife and children,
is not wealth, but far from it, and yet how many ministers would be; happy
if their incomes came near to this moderate sum. We are asked repeatedly
to send students to spheres where £40 is mentioned as if it were
competence, if not more, and those who so write are not always farm-
laborers, but frequently tradesmen, who must know what penury £40
implies. A church contributing £70, frequently counts itself munificent, but
many of its members must I know that such a sum is not respectability, nor
much less than hard, I pinching, but covert want. I heard the other day of a
minister whose congregation would be shocked to know it, and I hope
ashamed also, who very seldom sees a joint of meat, except on other
people’s tables, and!is indebted to gifts from friends in other denominations
for parcels of left-off clothing, which are made up for his otherwise ragged
children. With desperate self-denial alone is he kept from debt; comfort he
never knows. If these things needed to be so, it were a theme of rejoicing
that our brethren are honored to endure hardness for Christ’s sake, but
these are in many cases needless hardships, and should not be inflicted
upon our honored brethren. If their Master called them to it, well and
good, ‘but it is not the Master, it is the thoughtless fellow-servant who
puts them to so severe a trial. Persuaded that a great reform is needed, I
propose to publish such cases of deep necessity as may be supplied to me
by Baptist ministers and are well authenticated. The names and addresses
shall be sacredly kept secret, but the facts shall be published that holy
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shame may induce a speed)’ amendment. Any person can reprint this
article, and the more widely it is distributed the better. I speak not without
abundant cause. I am no retailer of baseless scandal. I am no advocate for
an idle and ill-deserving ministry. I open my mouth for a really earnest,
godly, laborious, gracious body of men, who are men of God, and
approved of his church. Are these for ever to be starved? Shall the ox that
treadeth out; the corn be always muzzled? Shall he who planteth the
vineyard eat none of its fruit? It is our shame as Baptists


to be mean towards our pastors. Brethren, help to roll away this reproach
at once and for ever.
C. H. SPURGEON.


PLYMOUTH BRETHREN


We have been requested to reply to a small tract which has been given
away at the door of the Tabernacle, by one of the “Plymouth Brethren,”
but’ it is so devoid of all sense, Scripture and reason, that it needs no reply.
We: have not learned the art of beating the air, or replying to nonsense.
The only meaning we could gather from the rambling writer’s remarks was
a confirmation of our accusation, and a wonderful discovery that a long
controverted point is now settled; the unpardonable sin is declared to be
speaking against the Darbyites. Our portion must. be something terrible if
this be correct, but we have so little faith in the spirit ‘which inspires the
Brethren, that we endure their thunderbolts as calmly as we would those of
the other infallible gentleman who occupies the Vatican. Another of this
amiable community, having detected an error in one of our printed
sermons, has most industriously spread the tidings that Mr. Spurgeon is a
blasphemer. At the doors of their meetings and by enclosures in letters this
sweet specimen of Christian charity is abundantly distributed; more to their
shame than to our injury. ‘We are persuaded that neither the writer of that
cowardly anonymous fly-sheet, nor any other Plymouthist, believes in his
heart that Mr. Spurgeon would knowingly blaspheme the glorious name of
Jesus, and therefore the issue of the pamphlet is, we fear, a, wickedly
malicious act, dictated by revenge on account of our remarks upon their
party. Our name and character are in too good a keeping to be injured by
these dastardly anonymous attacks. Neither Mr. Newton nor Mr. Muller
would sanction such action; it is only from one clique that we receive this
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treatment. It is worthy of note that even the printer was ashamed or afraid
to put his name to the printed paper. Our error was rectified as soon as
ever we knew of it, and being fallible we could do no more; but these men,
who pretend to be so marvelously led of the Spirit, have in this case
deliberately, and in the most unmanly manner, sought to injure the
character of one who has committed the great sin of mortifying their pride,
and openly exposing their false doctrine.


NOTES OF A LATE VISIT TO PARIS


LAST Christmas-day we crossed the Channel to seek a little rest on the
opposite shore. Smooth water below, a clear sky above, a merry heart
within, and good company at hand, are a fair portion for a day of joy. The
boat was decked with holly and mistletoe as became the festive season, and
nature in her best attire was all in tune with the general gladness. We: left
Dover’s giant cliffs, and entered Calais harbor without a thought of the
chops of the Channel, or any other of the disagreeable of life. Yet for all
this who cares to be traveling on Christmas-day? to not all the memories
appeal, against it? It goes against the grain to be showing tickets, changing
carriages, and shivering on landing-stages on a day sacred to plum-pudding
and roast beef, family festivities, blazing fires, and household joys. One
feels like a barbarian violating the proprieties of civilized life, or a prodigal
running away from the fatted calf, and the feasting of the old house at
home. Never mind, here we are, with six and twenty miles of brine between
us and the old English Christmas logs, and we must catch the train for
Paris, or be left among the runaway bankrupts. It is a long and weary
journey from Calais to Paris, just a dreary drag over a huge flat;
monotonous as the clergy an s tones at Droneton-in-the-Marsh, and two-
thirds as dull as his of repeated sermons; but Paris itself is even in winter a
full reward for all the tedium of the way. Having from preference visited
the gay capital several time’s in winter, When by the way it is not gay but
remarkably quiet, we do not hesitate to say that we know of no other place
where in winter rest and instructive recreation can be so easily blended. As
an educational city Paris is complete; it has large and well-arranged
museums of every science and art; and within a small radius it contains a
wealth of illustration which all Europe besides could not excel. Here the
thoughtful observer may study in different museums, zoology, anatomy,
comparative anatomy, diseased pathology, conchology, entomology,
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geology, botany, hydrostatics, agriculture, mining, horology, electricity,
and indeed every branch of knowledge; and his studies may be diversified
with wanderings among miles of pictures and acres of statuary. The vain
may very easily find in Paris a feast for their vanity, but the intelligent may
be: equally content with the feast of knowledge ‘which it, splendid
collections afford them. Our readers would not care to hear in detail of the
many marvels of a city which they have no doubt superficially seen for
themselves; we only suggest that upon their next ‘visit they should become
scholars for once instead of mere sightseers, and the? will find new
pleasure in the very pleasant trip.


On the last Sabbath of the year we were agreeably surprised to find so
many shops closed compared with the state of things five or six years ago.
We noticed this to a friend well acquainted with the city, and he coincided
in the observation. It seemed to us on former occasions as!if no shops were
closed at all, and workmen were certainly toiling as on ,ordinary days, but
now there is just the shade of a Sabbath, for which ‘,step in the right
direction one is heartily thankful. We cannot vouch for it that this Sabbatic
improvement is general, but it was certainly very marked in the streets
which we traversed. We visited our French Baptist brethren in their
obscure, out-of-the-way, and dirty room at the back of the church of St.
Roch. We sincerely wish that they would come out of that cave of
Adullam: We have no objection to worship ‘with them, even if they select a
stable, but some people maintain the dangerous luxury of a nose, and
others have a fastidious liking for fresh air, and these pardonable
refinements will be quite out of place in that miserable school-room. The
number of worshippers was about the same as when we were there last,
something under one hundred; but their zeal and spirit were all that we
could wish. A heart conscious of the love of Jesus would soon discover
that the Lord is there. A really living church tenants that humble room. Not
enterprising and bold, but; humbly earnest and stedfast in the faith are these
men. So gracious and zealous are they that we can scarcely tell how it is
that they do not, for the sake of the good cause, thrust themselves into a
position of more publicity. It was with extreme difficulty that we found
them out at all upon a former visit, for there was not even a notice-board
outside, and one had to turn into a little courtyard and up a winding pair of
stairs before the little written notice which tells the hour of worship could
be seen. It is as if a tradesman should advertise ibis wares upon a piece of
paper wafered on a pane of the back-kitchen window, where no one would
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ever see it but his own family: verily the children of this world are in their
generation wiser than the, children of light. The church of God in this case
is not a city set upon a hill, but a hamlet hidden in a hole. We imagine that
a sense of dwelling under a despotism haunts our French friends, and
makes them fear to attempt anything which might bring down the rough
hand of authority upon them; yet as we doubt not, if the hand did fall, they
would bear it like true heroes, and derive great good therefrom, they have
no cause to be alarmed. The same number of members of our church in the
Tabernacle would have hired a large hall, or preached out in the Champs
Elysees by now, throwing themselves upon the cheveux-de-frise if they
could not scale the wall of difficulties, but our French brethren are content
to go on worshipping in dinginess and singing their unmelodious cantiques
in peaceful obscurity. We wish they had a little more of the fire, as well as
the clew from heaven. They are admirable examples of all the virtues, but
courageous enterprise is not their most prominent feature. The pastors and
evangelists are indefatigable in their visitations and ministrations, but it
would give us unfeigned satisfaction to see a portion of the tremendous
energy of our brother Oncken, of Hamburg, infused into them. The
American society ‘by which they’ are Sustained should get them a better
room, in as public a place as possible, make them known among Americans
and English:. and push the cause to a success. By God’s help, there is the
nucleus of a great movement in that handful of people, but the £50 a year
expended for a dirty chamber is so much money wasted; if four times the
money were spent in rent, or better still, a good plain chapel erected, the
larger sum would be by far the more economical investment. Under God,
the people are worth spending the money upon, and would abundantly
reward the society, and this is more than can be said of every sphere
occupied by our American and English societies upon the Continent.


It does not appear clear that the large sums expended by the
Congregationalists and Wesleyans are producing an adequate return
although their generous efforts are laudable in the extreme. We are
informed that the annual expense of the Independent mission is not far
short of £25 per head per annum for every member of the church; if they
are not first-rate members at that cost they certainly ought to be. English
Christianity in Paris in its collective capacity must probably always be a
struggling plant, needing much foreign aid, and bearing slender fruit; the
majority of our countrymen leave their religion behind them when they go
abroad, and those who retain a profession find themselves weakened by the
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ungenial atmosphere of Vanity Fair. If French churches can be formed of
each denomination, and English services be held as adjuncts, there will be a
far greater probability of vitality and success; and this is what we anxiously
long to see accomplished in the ease of our very worthy friends of the Rue
St. Roch. Certain funds are in hand for a chapel for them, but the amount is
scarcely a fourth of what will be required; meanwhile Pastor Dez is very
unwell, and cannot carry on the work of collecting; and the other pastor,
M. Le Poids, is fully occupied with the good work among his own flock.
Unless a gracious Providence shall interpose, a most hopeful people will
linger on in forced obscurity and powerlessness; whereas, if brought out
into the light, their progress in all probability would be rapid. They are
nearly all converts from Popery, and know how to converse with those
who are under that yoke of bondage; their teachings are heard with
respect, and the prejudice against them is almost as much to be rejoiced in
as to be regretted, since it excites curiosity, and so brings hearers under the
sound of the truth. There appears to be among the French working classes
a considerable amount of religiousness of a hopeful kind. They do not
much frequent the churches or reverence the priests; they make a
distinction between the church and religion, and prefer to be religious in
their own way. The story of the love of Jesus is generally received with
respectful tenderness, and evangelical truth, if not distinctly styled
“Protestantism,” usually commands a hearing. The pastor, M. Le Poids,
had just returned from a funeral ,rhea we saw him, and had been preaching
the glorious gospel of immortality and eternal life at the grave, around
which a large company gathered, and many Romanists and others came
forward at the close to press his hand and thank him for the good word
which he had spoken to them. There is a grand field for the gospel in
France, but the limited amount of money allotted to the work by those who
foster’ it is the great drawback at present. We are neither requested nor
authorized to say this by friends in Paris, but this is our own deliberate
judgment, and so assured are we o£ its correctness that if it were in our
power we would remove the difficulty at once.


We traversed the enormous circles of the Great Exhibition. At a distance
the erection has at present the appearance of a monster gasometer, but as
far as one could judge from walking through it is well adapted for its
purpose, and will be the great wonder of the year 1867. When we went to
Paris our heart was set upon obtaining a larger room for our French
Baptist friends, in which, during the Exhibition the best; known of our
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English ministers might have held a service for friends of our own
denomination. Into this project the committee or the London Association
entered most heartily, hoping to be made a blessing to the thousands who
will visit Paris to inspect the. World’s Fair. Finding, however, that the
wants of the English will be very well provided for by other denominations,
and perceiving no likelihood of drawing our St. Roch friends out of their
upper room, we have for the time let the matter drop, unless the
providence of God should open a door and clear the path for the further
carrying out of the scheme. May the Lord look upon the country which his
faithful servants in olden times stained with their blood, and send forth his
salvation upon the land! May France rejoice in the Lord Jesus and his
salvation!


C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE trees of the world’s forest are all marked for the ax; let us not build
our nests upon them. They will come down ere long beneath the strokes of
time and death, and we shall share their fall if we seek our comfort in them.


Dear reader, set not your affection upon the fleeting things of time, but
seek an everlasting’ portion, which shall be yours when sun and moon
grow dim. Jesus, the Son of God, saves all those who trust their souls in
his hands. His death upon the cross has made a great atonement for the sins
of all those who believe in him. If you have never looked to him for life and
pardon, LOOK NOW. Tarry not, for time is short.


In my lonely meditations I heard a voice, as of one that spake in the name
of the Lord. I bowed my head to receive the message, and the voice said,
“Cry,” and when I said, “What shall I cry?” the answer came to me as to
Isaiah of old, “All flesh is grass, and all the goodliness thereof!is as the
flower of the field: the grass withereth, the flower fadeth: because the spirit
of the Lord bloweth upon it; surely the people is grass.” Then I thought I
saw before me a great meadow wide and far reaching, and it was like to a
rainbow for its many colors, for the flowers of summer were in their
beauty. In the midst thereof I marked a mower of dark and cruel aspect,
who with a scythe most sharp and glittering, was clearing mighty stretches
of the field at each sweep, and laying the fair flowers in withering heaps.
He advanced with huge strides c f leagues at once, leaving desolation
behind him, and I understood that the mower’s name was Death. As I
looked I was afraid for my house, and my children, for my kinsfolk and
acquaintance, and for myself also; for the mower drew nearer and nearer,
and as he came onward a voice was heard as of a trumpet, and it said in my
ear what I trust, dear reader, it may say in thine,


“PREPARE TO MEET THY GOD.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH, 1867.


HOW TO RAISE THE DEAD


AN ADDRESS DELIVERED TO THE TEACHERS OF THE
SOUTH LONDON AUXILIARY OF THE SUNDAY SCHOOL


UNION, AT THEIR ANNUAL PRAYER MEETING,


Held in the Metropolitan Tabernacle, on Monday Evening, Jan. 28, 1867.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


FELLOW-LABORERS in the vineyard of the Lord, let me call your attention
to a most instructive miracle wrought by the prophet Elisha, as recorded in
the fourth chapter of the Second Book of Kings. The hospitality of the
Shunammite woman had been rewarded by the gift of a son; but, alas! all
earthly mercies are of uncertain tenure, and after certain days the child fell
sick and died.


The distressed but believing mother hastened at once to the man of God;
through him God had spoken the promise which fulfilled her heart’s desire,
and she resolved to plead her case with him, that he might lay it before his
divine Master, and obtain for her an answer of peace. Elisha’s action is
recorded in the following verses :—


Then said he to Gehazi, Gird up thy loins, and take my staff in thine
hand, and go thy way if thou meet any man, salute him not; and if
any salute thee, answer him not again: and lay my staff upon the
face of the child. And the mother of the child said, As the Lord
liveth, and as thy soul liveth, I will not leave thee. And he arose and
followed her. And Gehazi passed on before them, and laid the staff
upon the face of the child; but there ‘was neither voice, nor hearing.
Wherefore he went again to meet him, and told him, saying, The
child is not awaked. And when Elisha was come into the house,
behold, the child was dead, and laid upon his bed. He went in
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therefore, and shut the door upon them twain, and prayed unto the
Lord. And he went up, and lay upon the child, and put his mouth
upon his mouth, and his eyes upon his eyes, and his hands upon his
hands: and stretched himself upon the child; and the flesh of the
child waxed warm. Then he returned, and walked in the house to
and fro; and wen up, and stretched himself upon him: and the child
sneezed seven times, and the-child opened his eyes. And he called
Gehazi, and said, Call this Shuneremite. So-he called her. And
when she was come in unto him, he said, Take up thy son. Then she
went in, and fell at his feet, and bowed herself to the ground, and
took up her son, slid went out.”—2 Kings 4:29-37.


The position of Elisha in this case is exactly your position, brethren, in
relation to your work for Christ. Elisha had to deal with a dead child. It is
true that, in his instance, it was natural death; but the death with which you
have to come in contact is not the less real death because it is spiritual. The
boys and girls in your classes are as surely as grown-up people, “dead in
trespasses and sins.” May none of you fail fully to reveal the state in which
all human beings are naturally found. Unless you have a very clear sense of
the utter ruin and spiritual death of your children, you will be incapable of
being made a blessing to them. Go to them, I pray you, not as to sleepers
whom you can by your own power awaken from their slumber, but as to
spiritual corpses who can only be quickened by a power divine. Elisha’s.
great object was not to cleanse the dead body, or embalm it with spices, or
wrap it in fine linen, or place it in an appropriate posture, and then leave it
still a corpse: he aimed at nothing less than the restoration of the child to
life. Beloved teachers, may you never be content with aligning at secondary
benefits, or even with realizing them; may you strive for the grandest of all
ends, the salvation of immortal souls. Your business is not merely to teach
the children in your classes to read the Bible, not barely to inculcate the
duties of morality, nor even to instruct, them in the mere letter of the
gospel, but your high calling is to be the means, in the hands of God, of
bringing life from heaven to dead souls. Your teaching on the Lord’s-day
will have been a failure if your children remain dead in sin. In the case of
the secular teacher, the child’s fair proficiency in knowledge will prove that
the instructor has not lost his pains, but in your case, even though your
youthful charge should grow up to be respectable members of society,
though they should become regular attendants upon the means: of grace,
you will not feel that your petitions to Heaven have been answered, nor
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your desires granted to you, nor your highest ends attained, unless
something more is done—unless, in fact, it can be-said of your children,
“The Lord hath quickened them together with Christ.”


Resurrection, then, is our aim! To raise the dead is our mission! We are
like Peter at Joppa, or Paul at Troas, we have a young Dorcas or Eutychus
to bring to life. How is so strange a work to be achieved? If we yield to
unbelief we shall be staggered by the evident fact that the work to which
the Lord has called us is quite beyond our own personal power. We cannot
raise the dead. If asked to do so we might each one of us, like the king of
Israel, rend our clothes and say, “Am I God to kill, and to make alive?” We
are, however, no more powerless than Elisha, for he of himself could not
restore the Shunammite’s son. It is true that we by ourselves cannot bring
the dead hearts of our scholars to palpitate with spiritual life, but, a Paul or
an Apollos would have been equally as powerless. Need this fact
discourage us? Does it not rather direct us to our true power by shutting us
out from our own fancied might? I trust we are all of us already aware that
the man who lives in the region of faith dwells in the realm of miracles.
Faith trades in marvels, and her merchandise is with wonders.


“Faith, mighty faith, the promise sees,
And looks to that alone;
Laughs at impossibility,


And cries, ‘It shall be done.’”


Elisha was no common man now that God’s Spirit was upon him, calling
him to God’s work, and aiding him in it. And you devoted, anxious.
prayerful teacher, remain no longer a common being, you have become, ill
a special manner, the temple of the Holy Ghost; God dwelleth in you, and
you by faith have entered upon the career of a ‘wonder-worker. You are
sent into the world not to do the things which are possible to man, but
those impossibilities which God worketh by his Spirit, by the means of his
believing people. You are to work miracles, to do marvels. You are not,
therefore, to look upon the restoration of these dead children, which in
God’s name you are called to bring about, as being a thing unlikely or
difficult when you remember who it is that works by your feeble
instrumentality. “Why should it seem a thing impossible with you that God
should raise the dead?:” Unbelief will whisper to you as you mark the
wicked giddiness and early obstinacy of your children, “Can these dry
bones live?” But your answer must be, “O Lord, thou linguist.”
Committing all cases to the Almighty hand, it is yours to prophesy to the
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dry bones and to the heavenly wind, and ere long you too shall see in the
valley of your vision the signal triumph of life over death. Let us take up at
this moment our true position, and let us realize it. We have dead children
before us, and our souls yearn to bring them to life. We confess that all
quickening must be wrought by the Lord alone, and our humble petition is
that, if the Lord will use us in connection with his miracles of grace, he
would now show us what he would have us to do.


It would have been well if Elisha had recollected that he was once ,the
servant of Elijah, and had so studied his master’s example as to have
imitated it. If so, he would not have sent Gehazi with a staff, but have done
at once what at last he was constrained to do. In the First look of Kings, at
the seventeenth chapter, you will find the story of Elijah’s raising a dead
child, and you will there see that Elijah, the master, had left a complete
example to his. servant; and it was not till Elisha followed it in all respects
that the miraculous power was manifested. It had been wise, I say, if Elisha
had at the outset imitated the example of the master whose mantle he
wore. With far more force may I say to you, my fellow servants, that it will
be well for us if, as teachers, we imitate our Master—if we study the
modes and methods of our glorified Master, and learn at his feet the art of
winning souls. Just as he came in deepest sympathy into the nearest
contact; with our wretched humanity, and condescended to stoop to our
sorrowful condition, so must we come near to the souls with whom we
have to deal, yearn over them with his yearning, and weep over them with
his tears, if we would see them raised from the state of sin. Only by
imitating the spirit and manner of the Lord Jesus shall we become wise to
win souls. Forgetting this, however, Elijah would fain strike out a course
for himself, which would more clearly display his own prophetic dignity.
He gave his staff into the hand of Gehazi, his servant, and bade him lay it
upon the child, as if he felt that the divine power was so plenteously upon
him that it would work in any way, and consequently his own personal
presence and efforts might be dispensed with. The Lord’s thoughts were
not so. I am afraid that very often the truth which we deliver from the
pulpit—and doubtless it is much the same in your classes—is a thing which
is extraneous and out of ourselves; like a staff which we hold in our hand,
but which is not a part of ourselves. We take doctrinal or practical truth as
Gehazi did the staff, and we lay it; upon the face of the child, but we
ourselves do not agonize for its soul. We try this doctrine and that truth,
this anecdote and the other illustration, this way of teaching a lesson and
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that manner of delivering an address; but so long as ever the truth which
we deliver is a matter apart from ourselves and unconnected with our
innermost being, so long it will have no more effect upon a dead soul than
Elishe’s staff had upon the dead child. Alas! I fear I have frequently
preached the gospel in this place, I have been sure that it was my Master’s
gospel, the true prophetic staff, and yet it has had no result, because I fear I
have not preached it with the vehemence, and earnestness, and heartiness
which ,ought to have gone with it! And will you not make the same
confession, that sometimes you have taught the truth—it was the truth, you
know it was- the very truth which you found in the Bible, and which has at
times been precious to your own soul, and yet no good result has followed
from it, because ‘while you taught the truth you did not feel the truth, nor
feel for the child to whom the truth was addressed, but were just like
Gehazi placing with indifferent hand the prophetic staff upon the face of
the child. It was no wonder that you had to say with Gehazi, “The child is
not awkward,” for the true awakening power found no appropriate
medium in your lifeless teaching. We are not sure that Gehazi was
convinced that the child was really dead; he spoke as if it were only asleep,
and needed waking. God will not bless those teachers who do not grasp in
their hearts the really fallen estate of their children. If you think the child is
not really depraved, if you indulge foolish notions about the innocence of
childhood and the dignity of human nature, it should not surprise you if
you remain barren and unfruitful. How can God bless you to work a
resurrection, when if he did work it by you, you are incapable of perceiving
its glorious nature? If the lad had awaked, it would not have surprised
Gehazi; he would have thought that he was only startled from an unusually
sound sleep. If God were to bless to the conversion of souls; the testimony
of those who do not believe in the total depravity of man, they would
merely say, “The gospel is very moralizing, and exerts a most beneficial
influence!” but they would never bless and magnify the regenerating grace
by which he who sitteth on the throne maketh all things new.


Observe carefully what Elisha did when thus foiled in his first effort. When
we fail in one attempt, we must not therefore give up our work. If you
have been unsuccessful, my dear brother or sister, until now, you must not
infer that you are not called to the work, any more than Elisha might have
concluded that the child could not be restored. The lesson of your non-
success is not—cease the work, but—change the method. It is not the
person who is out of place, it is the plan which is unwise, ill you have not
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been able to accomplish what you wished, remember the schoolboy’s
song—


“If at first you don’t succeed,
Try, try, try again.”


Do not, however, try in the same way unless you are sure that it is the best
one. If your first method has been unsuccessful, you must improve upon it.
Examine wherein you have failed, and then, by changing yore: mode, or
your spirit, the Lord may prepare you for a degree of usefulness far beyond
your expectation. Elisha, instead of being dispirited when he found that the
child was not awake, girded up his loins, and hastened with greater vigor
to the work before him.


Notice where the dead. child was placed: “And when Elisha was come into
the house, behold, the child was dead, and laid upon his bed.” This was the
bed which the hospitality of the Shunammite had prepared for Elisha, the
famous bed which, with the table, the stool, and the candlestick, will never
be forgotten in the church of God. That famous bed had to be used for a
purpose which the good woman little thought of when out of love to the
prophet’s God she prepared it for the prophet’s rest. I like to think of the
dead child lying on that bed. because it symbolizes the place where our
unconverted children must lie if we would have them saved. If we are to be
a blessing to them they must lie in our hearts—they must be our daily and
nightly charge. We must take the cases of our children to our silent couch
with us; we must think of them in the watches of the night, and when we
cannot sleep because of care, they must share in those midnight anxieties.
Our beds must witness to our cries—” O that Ishmael might live before
thee! O that the dear boys and girls in my class might become the Children
of the living God I” Elijah and Elisha both teach us that we must not place
the child far from us, out of doors, or down below us in a vault; of cold
forgetfulness, but, if we would have him raised to life, we must place him
in the warmest sympathies of our hearts.


In reading on we find “He went in, therefore, and shut the door upon them
twain, and prayed unto the Lord.” Now the prophet is at his work in right
earnest, and we have a noble opportunity of learning from him the secret of
raising children from the dead. If you turn to the narrative of Elijah, you
will find that Elisha adopted the orthodox method of proceeding, the
method of his master Elijah. You will read there, “And he said unto her,
Give me thy son. And he took him out of her bosom, and carried him up
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into a loft, where he abode, and laid him upon his own bed. And he cried
unto the Lord, and said, O Lord, my God, hast thou also brought evil upon
the woman with whom I sojourn, by slaying her son? And he stretched
himself upon the child three times, and cried unto the Lord, and said, O
Lord, my God, I pray thee, let this child’s soul come into him again. And
the Lord heard the voice of Elijah, and the soul of the child came into him
again, and he revived.” The great secret lies in a large measure in powerful
supplication. “He shut the door upon them twain, and prayed unto the
Lord.” The old proverb is, “Every true pulpit; is set up in heaven,” by
which is meant that the true preacher is much with God. If we do not pray
to God for a blessing, if the foundation of the pulpit be not laid in private
prayer, our open ministry will not be a success. So it is with you; every real
teacher’s power must; come from on high. If you never enter your closet
and shut to the door, if you never plead at the mercy-seat for your. child,
how can you expect that God will honor you in its conversion? It is a very
excellent; method, I think, actually to take the children one by one into
your room alone and pray with them. You will see your children converted
when God gives you to individualize their cases, to agonize for them, and
to take them one by one, and with the door closed to, pray both with them
and for them. There is much more influence in prayer privately offered with
one than in prayer publicly uttered in the class—not more influence with
God, of course, but more influence with the child. Such prayer will often
be made its own answer; for God may while you are pouring out your soul
make your prayer to be a hammer to break the heart which mere addresses
had never touched. Pray with your children separately, and it will surely be
the means of a great blessing. If this cannot be done, at any rate there must
be prayer, much prayer, constant prayer, vehement prayer, the kind of
prayer which will not take a denial, like Luther’s prayer, which he called
the bombarding of heaven; that is to say, the planting a cannon at heaven’s
gates to blow them open—for, after this fashion fervent men prevail in
prayer; they will not come from the mercy seat until they can cry with
Luther — “Vici” — “I have conquered, I have gained the blessing for
which I strove.” “The kingdom of heaven suffereth violence, and the
violent tike it by force.” May we offer such violent, God-constraining,
heaven-compelling prayers, and the Lord will not permit us to seek his face
in vain! After praying Elisha adopted the means. Prayer and means must go
together. Means ‘without prayer—presumption! Prayer without means—
hypocrisy! There. lay the child, and there stood the venerable man of God!
Watch his singular proceeding, he stoops over the corpse and puts his
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mouth upon the child’s mouth. The cold dead mouth of the child was
touched by the warm living lips of the prophet, and a vital stream of fresh
hot breath was sent down into the chill, stone-like passages of the dead
month and throat and lungs. Next the holy mart, with loving ardor of
hopefulness, placed his eyes upon the child’s eyes, and his hands upon the
child’s hands; the warm hands of the old man covered the cold palms of the
departed child. Then he stretched himself upon the child, and covered him
with his whole body, as though he would transfer his own life into the-
lifeless frame, and would either die with him, or would make him live. We
have heard of the chamois hunter acting as to a fearful traveler, who, when
they came to a very dangerous part of the road, strapped the traveler firmly
to himself, and said, “Both of us or neither,” that is to say, “Both of us
shall live, or neither of us, we are one.” So did the prophet effect a
mysterious union between himself and the lad, and in his own mind it was
resolved that he would either be chilled with the child’s death, or warm. the
child with his life. What does this teach us? The, lessons are many and
obvious. We see here as in a picture that if we would bring spiritual life to
a child, we must most vividly realize that child’s state. It is dead, dead.
God will have you feel that the child is as dead in trespasses and sins as you
once were. God would have you, dear teacher, come into contact with that
death by painful, crushing, humbling sympathy. I told you that in soul-
winning, we should observe how our Master worked; now how did he
work? When he would raise us from death, what did it behove him to do?
He must needs die himself: there was no other way. So is it with you. If
you would raise that dead child, you must feel the chill and horror of that
child’s death yourself. A dying man is needed to raise dying men. I cannot
believe that you will ever pluck a brand from the burning, without putting
your hand near enough to feel the heat of the fire. You must have, more or
less, a distinct sense of the dreadful wrath of God and of the terrors of the
judgment to come, or you will lack energy in your work, and so lack one
of the essentials of success. I do not think the preacher ever speaks well
upon such topics until he feels them pressing upon him as a personal
burden from the Lord. “I did preach in chains,” said John Bunyan, “to men
in chains.” Depend upon it, when the death that is in your children alarms,
depresses, and overwhelms you, then it is that God is about to bless you.
Thus realizing the child’s state, and putting your mouth upon the child’s
mouth, and your hands upon its hands, you must next strive to adapt
yourself, as far as possible to, the nature, and habits, and temperament of
the child. Your mouth must find out the child’s words, so that the child
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may know what you mean; you must see things with a child’s eyes; your
heart must feel a child’s feelings, so as to be his companion and friend; you
must be a student of juvenile sin; you must be a sympathizer in juvenile
trials; you must, so far as possible, enter into childhood’s joys and griefs,
you must not fret at the difficulty of this matter, or feel it to be humiliating;
for if you count anything to be a hardship, or a condescension, you have no
business in the Sunday School. If anything difficult be required of you, you
must do it, and not think it difficult. God will not raise a dead child by you,
if you are not willing to become all things to that child, if by any possibility
you may win its. Soul.


The prophet, it is written, “stricken himself upon the child.” One would
have thought it should be written “‘ he contracted himself!” He was a full-
grown man, and the other a mere lad. Should it not be “he contracted
himself”? No, “he stretched himself;” and, mark you, no stretching is
harder than for a man to stretch himself to a child. He is no fool who can
talk to children; a simpleton is much mistaken if he thinks that his folly can
interest boys and girls. it needs our best wits, our most industrious studies,
our most earnest thoughts, our ripest powers, to teach our little ones. You
will not quicken the child until you have “stretched” yourself; and, though
it seems-a strange thing, yet it is so. The wisest man will need to exercise
all his abilities if he would become a successful teacher of the young.


We see, then, in Elisha, a sense of the child’s death and an adaptation of
himself to his work, but above all, we see sympathy. While Elisha himself
felt the chill of the corpse, his personal warmth was entering into the dead
body. This of itself did not raise the child; but God worked through it—the
old man’s heat of body passed into the child, and became the medium of
quickening. Let every teacher weigh these words of Paul, “But we were
gentle among you, even as a nurse cherisheth her children: so being
affectionately desirous of you, we ‘were willing to have imparted unto you,
not the gospel of God only, but also our own souls, because ye were dear
unto us.” The genuine soul-winner knows what this means. For my own
part when the Lord helps me to preach, after I have delivered all my
matter, and have fired off my shot so fast that my gun has grown hot, I
have often rammed my very soul into the gun, and fired my heart at the
congregation, and this discharge has, under God, won the victory. God will
bless by his Spirit our hearty sympathy with his own truth, and make it do
that which the truth alone coldly spoken would not accomplish. Here, then,
is the secret. You must, dear teacher, impart to the young your own soul;







341


you must feel as if the ruin of that child would be your own ruin. You must
feel that if the child remains under the wrath of God, it is to you as true a
grief as if you were under that wrath yourself. You must confess the child’s
sins before God as if they were your own, and. stand as a priest before the
Lord pleading on its behalf. The child was covered by Elishe’s body, and
you must cover your class with your compassion, with the agonizing
stretching: forth of yourself before the Lord on its behalf. Behold in this
miracle the modus operandi of raising the dead; the Holy Spirit remains
mysterious in his operations, but the way of the outward means is here
clearly revealed.


The result of the prophet’s work soon appeared, “The flesh of the Child
waxed warm.” How pleased Elisha must have been; but I do not find that
ails pleasure and satisfaction caused him to relax his exertions. Never be
satisfied, dear friends, with finding your children in a barely hopeful state.
Did a girl come to you and cry, “Teacher, pray for me?” Be glad for this is
a fair token; but look for more. Did you observe to years in a boy’s eyes
when you. were speaking of the love of Christ? Be thankful for it that the
flesh is waxing warm, but do not stop there. Can you relax your exertions
now? Bethink you, you have not yet gained your end! It is life you want,
not warmth alone. What you want, dear teacher, in your beloved charge, is
not mere conviction, but conversion; you desire not only impression, but
regeneration. Life, life from God, the life of Jesus. This your scholars need,
and nothing less must content you.


Again I must bid you watch Elisha. There was now a little pause. “Then he
returned and walked in the house to and fro.” Notice, the restlessness of
the man of God; he cannot be easy. The child waxes warm (blessed be God
for that, but he does not live yet); so, instead of sitting down in his chair by
the table, the prophet walks to and fro with restless foot, disquieted,
groaning, panting, longing, and ill at ease. He could not, bear to look upon
the disconsolate mother, or to hear her ask, ‘“ Is the child restored?:” but
he continued pacing the house as if his body could not, rest because his
soul was not satisfied. Imitate this consecrated restlessness. When you see
a boy getting somewhat affected; do not sit down and say, “The child is
very hopeful, thank God; I am perfectly satisfied.” You will never win the
priceless gem of a saved soul in that way; you must feel sad, restless,
troubled, if you ever become a parent in the church. Paul’s expression is
not to be explained in words, but you must know its meaning in your
hearts; “I travail in birth again until Christ be formed in you” Oh! may the
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Holy Ghost give you such inward travail, such unrest, disquietude, and
sacred u,:-easiness, until you see your hopeful scholars savingly converted.


After a short period of walking to and fro, the prophet again “went up, and
stretched himself upon the child.” What it is well to do once it is proper to
do a second time. What is good twice, is good seven times. There must, be
perseverance and patience. You were very earnest last Sabbath, do not be
slothful next Sabbath. tow easy it is to pluck down on any one day what
we have built up the day before. If by one Sabbath’s work God enables me
to convince a child that I was in earnest, let me not convince the child next
Sunday that I am not in earnest. If my past warmth has made the child’s
flesh wax warm, God forbid that my future chilliness should make the
child’s heart cold again. As surely as warmth went from Elisha to the child,
so may cold go from you to your class unless you are in an earnest state of
mind.


Elisha stretched himself on the bed again with many a prayer, and many a
sigh, and much believing, and at last his desire was granted him. “The child
sneezed seven times, and the child opened his eyes.” Any form of action
would indicate life, and content the prophet. The child “sneezed,” some say
because he died with a disease of the head, for he said to his father “My
head! my head!” and the sneeze cleared the passages of life which had been
blocked up. This we do not know. The fresh air entering afresh into the
lungs might well compel a sneeze. The sound was nothing very articulate
or musical, but it betokened life. This is all we should expect from young
children when God gives them spiritual life. Some church members expect
a great deal more, but for my part I am satisfied if the children sneeze—if
they give any true sign of grace, however feeble or indistinct. If the dear
child does but feel its lost estate and rest upon the finished work of Jesus,
though we only find out the fact by a very indistinct statement, not such as
we should accept from a doctor of divinity, or expect from a grown-up
person, should we not thank God and receive the child and nurse it for the
Lord!


Perhaps if Gehazi had been there he would not have thought much of this
sneezing, because he had never stretched himself upon the child, but Elisha
was content with it. Even so, if you and I have really agonized in prayer for
souls, we shall be very quick of eye to catch the first sign of grace, and
shall be thankful to God if the token be but a sneeze.
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Then the child opened its eye, and we will venture to say Elisha thought he
had never seen such lovely eyes before. I know not what kind of eyes they
were, the hazel or the blue, but this I know, that any eye which God helps
you to open will be a beautiful eye to you. 1 heard a teacher talking the
other day about “a fine lad” who had been saved in his class, and another
spoke of “a dear girl” in her class who loved the Lord. No doubt of it
would be a wonder if they were not “fine” and “dear” in the eyes of you
who have brought them to Jesus, for to Jesus Christ they are finer and
clearer still. Beloved friends, may you often gaze into opened eyes which,
but for divine grace owning your teaching, would have been dark with the
film of spiritual death. Then will you be favored indeed.


One word of caution. In this meeting is there a Gehazi? If there be among
this host of Sunday School Teachers one who can do no more than carry
the staff, I pity him. Ah! my friend, may God in his mercy give you life, for
how else can you expect to be the means of quickening others? If Elisha
had been a corpse himself it would have been a hopeless task to expect life
to be communicated through placing one corpse upon another. It is vain
for that little class of dead souls to gather around another dead soul such as
you are. A dead mother frostbitten and cold cannot cherish her little one.
What warmth, what comfort can come to those who shiver before an
empty grate? And such are you. May you have a work of grace in your
own soul first, and then may the blessed and Eternal Spirit, who alone can
quicken souls, make you to be the means of quickening many to the glory
of his grace.


Accept, dear friends, my fraternal salutations, and believe that my fervent
prayers are with you that you may be blessed and be made a blessing.


THERE BE SOME THAT TROUBLE YOU


THE early history of the Christian church bears a remarkable witness to the
profound reverence with which Gentile believers honored the names of the
venerable fathers of the Jewish people. These grafts from an alien stock
into the true vine felt peculiarly sensitive on the question of pedigree. The
argument so plentifully employed by the apostle Paul to prove that in
Christ Jesus; there is no difference, sufficed not to disabuse their minds of
inferiority. Just as we can now suppose that generations must elapse before
the, negro, not only liberated, but enfranchised, will cease to feel that his
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sable skin betrays a debased ancestry; so then, there was; a sense of shame
when, reflecting on themselves, and a sense of envy when regarding their
Jewish brethren, which prompted the converts of the gospel—whether
Greeks or barbarians—to seek out and establish some points of alliance
with the blessed patriarchs and prophets of the Israelitish faith. Their very
credulity is instructive. You might easily persuade them to submit in ripe
years to the ordinance of circumcision; they would willingly observe any
fasts or feasts, undertake long and tedious journeys to Jerusalem, or
conform to any Judaical usages, lured by the tempting bait of association
with the favored race “to whom pertaineth the adoption, and the glory, and
the covenants, and the giving of the law, and the service of God, and the
promises; whose are the fathers, and of whom as concerning the flesh
Christ came, who is over all, God blessed for ever.”


The epistle to the Galatians was -written with an express purpose to check
the Judaizing tendencies of those churches. In prosecuting this object, the
apostle used extraordinary severity while denouncing the false teachers.
But his tender sympathy towards the weak consciences of disciples is no
less conspicuous. He gives and repeats assurance after assurance that their
apprehensions of disability were’ groundless. They possessed an
indefeasible title to all patrimonial and federal blessings. This was sealed by
the Spirit of God, and would rather be compromised than confirmed by any
carnal acts.


“IF YE. BE. CHRIST’S, THEN ARE YE ABRAHAM’S SEED, AND HEIRS


ACCORDING TO THE PROMISE?’


An error of an opposite kind has attained some notoriety in our day. The
Gentile element is predominant almost to exclusiveness in the Christian
Church. Occupying a place of privilege which our forefathers knew not,
there have arisen among us certain brethren who stealthily at first, and
afterwards more boldly, have disparaged the Jewish patriarchs, and
vaunted for themselves a superior claim to the love of God, and a higher
place in the destinies of. heaven than they deem it possible for the saints of
the pre-Christian era to inherit. Profane rivalry! not more pretentious than
unwarranted; not more audacious than unscriptural. Does the proposition
admit of debate, or is it necessary to do more; than refer every inquirer to
the plain, unequivocal testimony of the New Testament? So we thought at
first, as our spiritual instincts revolted at the heresy. In obedience to the
divine counsel—” foolish and unlearned questions avoid, knowing that they
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do gender strife “—we would have contented ourselves with warning the
flock we delight to feed. For divers reasons, the obligation of another
article is forced upon us. We give place to no one in the intense sympathy
we feel with the honest scruples of every soul that conscientiously seeks
the light of truth. It’ he be a penitent who has stumbled on the very
threshold of revelation, or if he be a believer who has fallen into the hands
of unsafe guides, and become embarrassed in the effort to find his way into
the deeper mysteries of its inner courts, we would offer our prayer to God
for the Spirit of wisdom that shall enable us to direct him aright.


From the tenor of the correspondence we have received, we infer that there
are not a few such sincere believers in Christ, who have had their minds
unhinged by the various tracts and publications which have been, for the
most part, anonymously put into circulation. Their question is—” In view
of the various dispensations under which it has pleased God to gather an
elect and faithful people out of the world, has it not been reserved to the
Christian dispensation to furnish the privileged company which, in their
unity, is called · the Church,’ ‘ the bride of Jesus,’ the Lamb’s wife?’“ We
have already refuted this notion. Still it appears that stumbling-blocks have
been laid in the path of those who diligently search the Scriptures, which,
by the grace of God, we will endeavor to remove.


And first of all, do not, we beseech you, be cajoled by any appeal to
“God’s dispensational arrangements,” knowing that, however various they
may have been, his covenant has endured the same through them all. It is a
mere trust- that Abel was not circumcised, that Noah did not observe the
passover, and Abraham was not baptized.


Difference of dispensation does not involve a difference of covenant; and it
is according to the covenant; of grace that all spiritual blessings are
bestowed. So far as dispensations reach they indicate degrees of
knowledge, degrees of privilege, and variety in the ordinances of worship.
The unity of the faith is not affected by these, as we are taught in the
eleventh chapter of the epistle to the Hebrews. The faithful of every age
concur in looking for one city, and that city is identically- the same with the
New Jerusalem described in the Apocalypse as “a bride adorned for her
husband.” Surely, beloved brethren, you ought not. to stumble at the
anachronism of comprising Abraham, David, and others, in the fellowship
of the Church! If you can understand how we, who live under the present
economy, and unlike those Jews have never been circumcised, are
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nevertheless accounted the true circumcision, who worship God in the
Spirit, and not in the flesh—you Can have very little difficulty in perceiving
that those Old Testament saints, who were participators in ;he faith of
Christ’s death and resurrection, were verily baptized into him according to
the Spirit. Neither time nor circumstance bounded the faith of Abraham.
‘He rejoiced to see Messiah’s day; and he saw it, and was glad. He
believed in God who “called those things that be not as though they were.”
It were well for us to walk in the footsteps of this same faith. Dispensations
are not like individuals, the day of whose birth and the day of whose death
can be accurately chronicled; they are rather like generations which are
gradually dissolved; they do not terminate abruptly, but one melts and fuses
into another. Would you tell us when the Abrahamic dispensation began
and when it closed?—we had rather you did not attempt to guess for fear
of a fresh strife. If you were to say it began on the day that Abraham
received the sign in h;-s flesh, we should remind you that it was not
imposed on Lot, though he was a believer. Or would you tell us when that
same dispensation closed, equal differences of opinion might arise? Only
one dispensation was like a walled city; and our Lord Jesus Christ broke
down the partition-wall of that, in order to unite Jews and. Gentiles in one
body.


It was doubtless with an advance of knowledge, privilege and worship,
beyond measure bright, that the Christian dispensation, like the kingdom of
heaven upon earth, was ushered in. We may regard it as inaugurated by the
personal ministry of our Lord Jesus Christ himself, attested by his
resurrection, and unfolded by the Spirit of God. But who among us will
venture to think that this economy, under which we are called, in contrast
with the economies that preceded it is perfect? Perfect in what? Are we
perfect in knowledge? We know in part, we prophesy in part; when that
which is perfect is come, then that which is in part shall be done away. Are
we perfect in privilege? Alas! the great majority of believers walk in
bondage, failing to enjoy, a clear assurance of their pardon, a thorough
immunity from the fear of death, or a joyful anticipation c f the glory that is
yet to be revealed. Would you dream that we are perfect in organization?
In how few instances are all the component offices of fellowship filled by
men who are moved and actuated by the Holy Spirit! Is there in any one of
the churches, that claim allegiance to the commandment of our Lord and
Savior Jesus Christ, such a complete presence of true believers and such a
complete exclusion of all unholy persons, as to warrant our supposing that
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that particular church represents the bride of Christ? Was it anticipated in
the parables of “the kingdom of heaven,” that there ever would be?


Let the Plymouth Brethren define “the church” from which, by injunction
or consent of their leaders, Abraham, Moses, David, and others, “as
individual servants,” are to be kept aloof. Their “plain papers” will tell us,
“it is the actual living unity with Christ and with each other of those who,
since Christ’s resurrection, are formed into this unity by the Holy Ghost
come down from heaven.” Turn aside now and see this great sight. Where
is it to be beheld? In the oecumenical church of Rome! In the Episcopal
church of England, by law established! In the sections of Presbyterianism!
Among the Methodist societies! Among the Congregationalists! Or is it,
after all, among the Plymouth Brethren themselves, whose diversities and
disunion are so notorious? We venture to suggest that the church, which is
the bride, has not her counterpart on this earth. While Christ who is our life
is: absent, the life of the saints is hidden—hid with Christ in God. The new
Jerusalem is out of sight The Epiphany of the church is a feast yet to be
celebrated. That fair damsel has not yet (in the language Of courtly
fashion) come out. She has not been introduced. Her appearance will be
the signal for nuptial festivities Not all who claim to be church-members on
earth, because they live under this dispensation, will be acknowledged in
the day of the Lord. Nor will the accident or circumstance of having lived
before this dispensation, preclude the recognition of any saints in living
unity with Christ at his appearing.


Who hath bewitched you, ye simple-hearted Christians, that ye should
depart from the faith, giving heed to seducing spirits? There be some that
trouble you. Do not these crudities proceed from individual professors of
an unincorporated society, which has not at present sufficient development
to be reckoned in law, in equity, or in reason among the sects or sections
of the: visible church? If they have any organization, is. it not of the lowest
type—based upon the incipient pre-Pentecostal model of discipleship? Had
they received the gifts of the Spirit, would they not fill those offices in the
body which they not only neglect but ignore?


It is high time we asked these specious agitators to declare themselves. Are
they phantoms flirting across our path? They come in such a questionable
share. In simplicity and godly sincerity, let a statement of their principles,
and, if need be, a register of their individual names. and acknowledged
communities, be published. For their own welfare. it should be done
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without delay, Why do they not say with the apostle, “We write none other
things unto you than what ye read or acknowledge, and I trust ye shall
acknowledge even unto the end?” A “so-called brother,” is an untangable
style of subscription; it savors neither of flesh nor spirit. Yet the folly of
some in this matter does not pertain to all who have, attempted to foist this
novelty upon our churches. We extract the following note from the January
number of “Things New and Old,” the editor of whom is a gentleman to be
easily recognized by his initials as well as his name :—


‘M. G.’ Your kind communication did not reach us in time for our
December issue. The difficulty of your friend arises, very much, we should
say, from not seeing that the church, as such, is not before the apostle’s
mind in Galatians or Romans. He is speaking of believers, and the ground
on which they are individually justified before God. They are justified by
faith, as Abraham was, and, hence, are morally the children of Abraham.
And, further, though Abraham did not and could not belong to a body
which had no existence, save in the purpose of God, until, the Head
ascended into the heavens, still, most assuredly, Abraham and all the Old
Testament saints will share in the heavenly glory. Very many, we doubt
not, are perplexed as to this point, because, they make it a question of
comparing individuals one with another If it be a question of personal
worthiness, holiness, or devotedness, Abraham might stand above the most
holy and devoted amongst us. But it is not so at all, but simply’ a question
of God’s disensational arrangements; and if any be disposed to find fault
with these, we are not at all disposed to argue with them. Some, now-a-
days, have a way of turning the subject into ridicule, which savors far more
of wit than of spirituality or acquaintance with the Word of God. But we
trust that we shall never surrender the truth of God in order to escape the
shafts of human ridicule.” Here is the very gist of the matter. But as for the
remark that the apostle Paul was handling “simply a question of God’s
dispensational arrangements,” this view is so contrary to that which he
has himself put forth in his “Notes on Genesis,” that we need only refer
out’ readers to his own commentary on the sixteenth and twenty-second
chapters of Genesis for a candid admission that Paul’s allegory drawn from
the history of Hagar and Sarah referred to the covenants, and not the
dispensations. We may, however, still be allowed to express our profound
astonishment at the declaration that the church is not before the apostle’s
mind in either the epistle to the Galatians or that; to the Romans. If
“Jerusalem which is above which is free,” does not mean “the church,”
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what does it mean? We are aware that some annotators have interpreted it
of the church militant, and others of the church triumphant. The news had
yet to. reach us that “individuals justified before God” were alluded to in
this maternity. Supposing that ‘“ the church” is not the mother of us all, the
inference stands transparently forth, “Abraham is the father of the faithful,
but each justified man is his own mother :” q. e. ducens ad absurdum.


Let this suffice. We have no intention to open the pages of this magazine to
vain jangling. An earnest study of those Scriptures which disclose “the
everlasting covenant” as it was gradually but distinctly-revealed, will do
more than any arguments of ours to dissipate the mist of those strange
doctrines we have referred to. That covenant was declared to Noah; it was
still further opened to Abraham and Isaac; it was confirmed to David;
Isaiah rejoiced, in its sure mercies; Jeremiah was privileged to relate many
of its special provisions; and Paul avers in his epistle to the Hebrews that
this is the covenant, under the provisions of which the precious blood of
Christ; was shed: it is the blood of the-new covenant. The priesthood of
Christ is declared to be after the order of Melchizedec; it was, therefore,
revealed in the days of Abraham. The word of the oath by which he was
consecrated is communicated to us in the 110th Psalm; and so it was well
known to David. In like manner, the gift of the Holy Spirit, though not
bestowed till after the ascension of Christ, was explained by the apostle
Peter, on the day of Pentecost, to be a fulfillment of prophecy that was
spoken before the incarnation. The dispensational succession of events
does not affect the covenant. If it did, then Abraham could have no more
interest in the Jewish than in the-Christian economy, Canaan not having
come into possession of his posterity till centuries after the patriarch’s
sojourn on earth had terminated. Had none of those believers any interest
in the death of Christ, they must have died in their sins; but if they were
interested in his death, why not in all the blessings that ensued? Is it
pretended that though their welfare was deeply involved in the fact that
“Jesus should die for-that nation, and not for that nation only,” they are
wittingly excluded from participating in the immediate consequence—-”
that also he should gather together in one the children of God that were
scattered abroad”? According to the terms of the everlasting covenant, and
not according: to the law, nor yet according to the tenor of any transient
dispensations, the Old Testament saints were justified by faith and accepted
of God.
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The testimony to the bride is not peculiar to the New Testament. Her
praise and her destiny were sung by those who went before. And it does
appear to us that the whole discussion that has been raised should excite a
sigh deep and solemn in our breasts. Where has humility fled? Has it ceased
to be a cardinal virtue among the followers of the Lamb?


When our readers lay down this magazine, let them take. up the gospel of
Matthew and read at the eighth chapter, and the eleventh verse: “And I say
unto you, that many shall come from the east and west, and shall sit down
with Abraham and Isaac and Jacob in the kingdom of heaven.” Mark the
words “kingdom of heaven” so often used by Christ to signify the gospel
dispensation. The next words make this construct, ion more obvious: “But
the children of the kingdom shall be east out into outer darkness: there
shall be weeping and gnashing of teeth.”


Let us implore you. to invert the question you have propounded to us.
Those blessed patriarchs are undoubtedly heirs of the promises. Christ has
acknowledged them. You need not ask whether they shall sit down with
you, but your inquiry may well be whether you shall sit down with them in
the kingdom of heaven.


THE PASTOR’S ALMSHOUSES AND SCHOOLS


BY the good providence of God one of the schemes laid before our readers
a few months ago is now fairly on the way to actual execution. About l,000
more is wanted, and the buildings can be completed without debt.
Provision will be made in the buildings, of which we give an engraving in
this number, for 18 alms women, poor members of our church, above the
age of 60. May the last days of many of the Lord’s poor be happily spent in
these little rooms. We have not the means to endow them all, but doubt not
that Christian friends will be found in the course of time who will do so.
The schools on the right will be large airy rooms for two hundred or more
children, and will be used as day schools and Sabbath schools; the house on
the left is for the schoolmaster; and there are small playgrounds behind.
May the rising race be here instructed in heavenly wisdom. Mr. Thomas
Olney, our venerable deacon, will soon lay the first stone, and we expect
that the works will proceed at once; the contract being accepted for
£4,500. It is no small joy to the pastor to see such, an institution springing
up, which, will remain to bless the church when we have long dent with
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our fathers: it is our only regret that we cannot make it as large again’.
May the eyes and heart of God be towards the place.


MR. NEWTON AND THE “BRETHREN”


TO THE EDITOR OF THE “SWORD AND TROWEL.”


DEAR SIR,—I have read with much satisfaction, your able remarks in the
February number of the” Sword and Trowel,” on the dastardly attack
which has been made upon you by some of the “Brethren.” They richly
deserve the castigation you have given to them. It will, I hope, have the
effect of putting a stop, in some measure, to the false charges and
unfounded accusations which they have been in the habit of making against
those who faithfully expose the dangerous tendency of their peculiar and
novel doctrines. No one has ‘done this more effectually than Mr. Newton,
and, consequently, no one has suffered as he has from their systematic
persecution and unprincipled statements. They have, to a great extent,
succeeded in getting the brand-mark of heresy attached to his name and
writings. In one of their widely circulated and calumnious pamphlets his
views are described as “deep, damnable, fundamental denial of Christ;”
“strange and poisonous doctrine about our Lord;” “blasphemous and “and
he is stigmatized as “the here in, “teacher of heretical statements;
blasphemy;” “the false teacher;” “the evil doer.” The Darbyites have been
for the past eighteen years zealously engaged in carrying out a decree of
their leader, in accordance with which, they labor to oppose Mr. Newton in
every possible way, and perpetuate the false charges of heresy and
blasphemy which have been maliciously brought against him. The case is, I
believe, without a parallel. One who has recently left the Darbyites says,
that his heart ‘has been withered in this work, and that he cannot any
longer pursue it.


Any one who reads Mr. Newton’s writings, soon discovers how grossly he
has been misrepresented and maligned, but many implicitly believe the false
statements, and are prejudiced against him and his work. Unfortunately,
too, for Mr. Newton, he is generally supposed still to belong to the
“Brethren,” but this is altogether a mistake. Nearly twenty years ago he
entirely disconnected himself from them, in consequence of the
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introduction of the novel views and doctrines which now peculiarly
characterize them, and against which he has always strongly protested.


I have thus referred to Mr. Newton. because you have mentioned his name
in your remarks in such a way as may lead to the impression that he is a
leader of one party of the “Brethren.” The fact is, that on almost every
important point, he is altogether opposed to their views and practices.
Your love of truth and righteousness will, I feel sure, readily lead you to
correct the wrong impression which may thus have been formed in the
minds of many of your readers.


I remain, dear Sir, yours faithfully,


JOHN COX, JUN.


17, Palace Gardens Villas, Kensington,
24th January, 1867.


SLIPPERY PLACES


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IT was as much as we could do to keep our feet upon the splendid mosaic
floor of the Palace Giovanelli, at Venice: we found no such difficulty in the
cottage of the poor glassblower in the rear. Is it one of the advantages of
wealth to have one’s abode polished till all comfort vanishes, and the very
floor is as smooth and dangerous as a sheet of ice, or is this merely an
accidental circumstance typical of the dangers of abundance? Observation
shows us that there is a fascination in wealth which renders it extremely
difficult for the possessors of it to maintain their equilibrium; and this is
more especially the case where money is suddenly acquired; then, unless
grace prevent, pride, affectation, and other mean vices stupefy the brain
with their sickening fumes, and he who was respectable in poverty,
becomes despicable in prosperity. Pride may lurk under a threadbare cloak,
but it prefers the comely broadcloth of the merchant’s coat: moths will eat
any of our garments but they seem to fly first to the costly furs. It is so
much the easier for men to fall when walking on wealth sea of glass,
because all men aid them to do so. Flatterers haunt not cottages: the poor
may hear an honest word from his neighbor, but etiquette forbids that the
rich man should enjoy the like privilege; for is it not a maxim in Babylon,
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that rich men have no faults, or only such as their money like charity
covereth with a mantle? What man can help slipping when every body is
intent upon greasing his ways, so that the smallest chance of standing may
be denied him? The world’s proverb is, “God help the poor, for the rich
can help themselves;” but to our mind, it is just the rich who have most
need of heaven’s help. Dives in scarlet is worse off than Lazarus in rags,
unless divine love shall uphold him.


Nor is wealth the only slippery pathway—the road to honor is quite as
dangerous, if not more so. Ambition, a good enough thing within
reasonable bounds, is a very Apollyon among men, when it gets the
mastery over them. Have you ever seen boys climbing a greasy pole to
reach a hat or a handkerchief? If so, you will have noticed that the aspiring
youths for the most part adopt; plans and tricks quite as slimy as the pole
one covers his hands with sand, another twists a knotted cord, and scarcely
one climbs fairly, and he is the one boy whose chance is smallest, How
plainly see we the politician’s course in these young rascals; the Right
Honorable Member for the town of Corruption vies with the equally Right
Honorable representative for the county of Bribery; the most noble
Conservative place-hunter will not be outdone by the Liberal office-lover; a
man must have clone a world of planing and shaving, chopping and
chiseling, before he can reach the Treasury Bench. Nor less so is it in the
path of trade. Small dealers and great contractors eager to rise are each in
their measure to Satan what a covey of partridges are to a sportsman, fair
game if he can but reach them. The hasty desire to rise is the cause of many
a fall. Those who see the glittering heaps of gold before them are
frequently in so much haste to thrust their arms in up to the elbow among
the treasure that they take short cuts, leave the beaten road of honest labor,
break through hedges, and find themselves ere long in a ditch. It is hard to
keep great riches without sin, and we have heard that it is harder still to get
them. Walk warily, successful friend! Growing wealth will prove no
blessing to thee unless thou gettest growing grace. Prosperity destroys a
fool and endangers a wise man; be on thy guard, good friend, for whether
thou be the one or the other, thy testing hour is come.


After crossing the Grimsel, on the way down towards Handeck, the
traveler traverses a road cut in red marble, so smoothly polished that, even
when it is divested of its usual thin coating of snow, it is dangerous in the
extreme. Notwithstanding that steps are hewn, and rough marks made
across the granite, he would be foolhardy who should try to ride along the
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slippery way, which is called Helle Platte, or Hell Place, for reasons ‘which
glisten on its surface. “Dismount,” is the word, and none are slow to obey
it. There are many such Hell Places on the road to the celestial city—
smooth places of pleasure, ease, flattery, solar, content, and the like; and it
will be the wisest course if any pilgrim has been fond of riding the high
horse, for him to dismount at once and walk humbly with his God. That
enchanted ground of which Bunsan tells us that the air naturally tended to
make one drowsy, is just the spot to which we refer; men had need be
watchful whose path lies through that deceitful country.


It has been said that in a calm sea every man is a pilot, but we take leave to
doubt it; calms have dangers quite unknown to storms, and rocks and
quicksands are none the less perilous because the deceitful sea which
covers them smiles softly on the mariner. Not to be tempted is a great
temptation. Safety breeds carelessness, and carelessness is the mother of
ruin. When Mansoul was at peace, Mr. Carnal-security invited her citizens
to his fatal feasts, and the Prince Immanuel withdrew himself; let the result
warn us against a repetition of the evil.


When cast by providence among sinful persons who respect us, we ought
to be peculiarly watchful. The hatred of the ungodly when poured upon
Christians in the form of persecution, is seldom harmful to their spiritual
nature, but the friendship of the world is always to be suspected. When the
servants of the high priest allowed Peter to warm his hands at the fire, had
Peter been a wise man, he would have been afraid that evil would come of
it. We are disarmed by kindness, but it is never safe to be disarmed in an
enemy’s country. “Who,” saith the old proverb, “could live in Rome and
yet be at war with the Pope?” Who can have much to do with sinners and
not have something to do with their sins? The smiling daughters of Moab
did more mischief to Israel than all Balak’s frowning warriors. All Philistia
could not have blinded Samson if Delilah’s charms had not deluded him.
Our worst foes will be found among our ungodly friends, for they who are
false to God, are not likely to be true to us. Walk carefully, believer, if thy
way lie by the sinner’s door, and especially if that sinner hath acted a
friendly part to thee.


Yet should such smooth places lie directly in the road to our eternal
mansions, we have no cause to be timid at the prospect of passing over
them—caution we must cultivate, but courage we must cherish. We have a
guide who is well able to secure us from fatal slips: with him for our
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companion the way grows safe; should he conduct us over mountains of
ice, he will cut steps for our feet, and give us his stout arm to lean upon;
and he who leans on that never falls. We have the alpenstock of faith shod
with never-failing promises, Which will often give us a hold and a stay in
the most slippery places. He who knows how to use this staff aright, shall
walk uprightly where others fall. Looking to the road immediately beneath
us, satisfied with the sufficient evil of the present day, we need not make
our heads to swim by gazing down terrific precipices, or enormous
crevasses, but may advance step by step, until we reach our journey’s end.
Hundreds have trodden the way before us—from the celestial hills we may
hear them singing; let us press forward till we gain their blissful seats.
“Search the Scriptures.”


PRIESTISM BROUGHT TO THE TOUCHSTONE


1. No person in the Christian church, whether he be an apostle, an elder, or
an evangelist, is ever spoken of in the New Testament as a priest; nor do
we find the most distant allusion to the appointment of an order of
priesthood.


2. For the work of the. ministry, Christ “gave some, apostles; and some,
prophets; and some, evangelists; and some, pastors and teachers ;” but
never do we read of his giving priests.


3. The apostle wrote Timothy and Titus particular directions relative to the
appointment of bishops, deacons, etc.; but no mention is made of priests.


4. And why this silence of Scripture? Simply because the office of priests
was unknown in the primitive church; and, moreover, in no way needed,
for the weakest and humblest believer may now enter with boldness, even
into the holiest, by the blood of Jesus.


5. Having so great a High Priest as Jesus the Son of God, who is “touched
with the feeling of our infirmities,” and “ever liveth to make intercession
for us,” what; need we, of any earthly priest?


6. Priestly confession is not needed; for if we confess our sins to the Lord,
“He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all
unrighteousness.” 1 John 1:9.
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7. Priestly absolution is not needed; because the blood of Jesus Christ, red
that alone, “cleanseth us from all sin.”


8. Priestly intercession is not needed; for “if any man sin, we have an
advocate with the Father, Jesus Christ the righteous.”


9. “No me an taketh this honor unto himself, but he that is called of God,
as was Aaron;” but this cannot be said of any humanly-appointed priest.


10. Every priest under the law was ordained to offer gifts and sacrifices for
sin, and. “without shedding of blood is no remission;” but no such
sacrifices are now offered, nor are they needed, Christ “hath appeared to
put away sin by the sacrifice of himself,” and “by one offering he hath
perfected for ever them that are sanctified.”


11. But the Scriptures distinctly teach, that all believers, by virtue of their
union with the Lord Jesus Christ, are made kings and priests unto God, a
holy and a royal priesthood, “to offer up spiritual sacrifices, acceptable to
God by Jesus Christ.” 1 Peter 2:5, 9; Revelation 1:6.


12. From all this it; clearly follows, that a humanly-appointed order of
priesthood is a deceptive invention of man, and directly opposed to the
teaching of Holy Scripture.


“To the law and to the testimony: if they speak not according to this word,
it is because there is no light in them.” Isaiah 8:20.


THE JOY OF THE LORD IS YOUR STRENGTH


(NEHEMIAH 8:10.)


JOY in our labor, whether physical, mental, or spiritual, is the best
guarantee that all the available powers we possess will be cheerfully
thrown into our labor, and joy thus becomes one of the chief elements of
success in work of any kind. The world, which is wise in its generation,
knows perfectly well the power of this element, and it has become a
proverb, that it is useless to put a boy to an occupation he dislikes; and the
great aim is first to impress youth With the necessity of labor, and then find
the occupation which is most likely to be agreeable to his tastes, and
therefore the one which is best calculated to enlist all his energy and secure
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success. Experience teaches us the same thing, for often with a light and
cheerful heart we have been able to perform, with ease and comfort, what,
at other times, with a sad and heavy heart, we have not dared to attempt.


Of all laborers, he who labors in the spiritual field stands in the greatest
need of joy in his work, because of all labor it is that which brings the
greatest amount of care, disappointment, trial and suffering. He who labors
in the merely intellectual field finds little to retard, his steady progress; his
is certainly an ascending path requiring patience and hard toil to master its
difficulties, but it is a decidedly pleasant path, and free from ruggedness
and pitfalls, and every ascent gives a more extended view, and stimulates to
further progress; and he who travels it, generally meets with
encouragement from fellow-laborers and applause from the world, and the
higher he ascends the more honorable and distinguished does his position
become. But it is very different with the laborer in the spiritual field—
disappointment, opposition, trial and persecution from without, and
temptations, weakness, fears, doubts and troubles from within, are what is
expected by him who labors earnestly in the Lord’s vineyard; but as the
sufferings of Christ abound in him, so his consolations also abound by
Christ, so that after all, the Christian laborer ought to be the most joyful in
the whole world. The joy of the spiritual man in the exercise of the power
of the Spirit which has been imparted by God, is far higher and diviner than
that which results from the acquisition and exercise of intellectual
knowledge and power, even as that is superior to the joy (if it may be
called such), which is produced in some minds by the display of mere brute
force; for as the soul is the highest and noblest part of man’s being, and
that which is destined to live for ever, he only who has been raised to
spiritual life, knows the joy which is unspeakable and full of glory, for he
only knows what it is to live in the highest and noblest sense of that term.


But while we assert that of all men the ‘Christian should be the most joyful,
we feel there is ground for the charge often brought against us, that we are
the most melancholy, It is too often the case that when we come together
for worship, for prayer, or for breaking of bread, there is very little joy and
rejoicing amongst us; thankfulness, gratitude, and a certain degree of joy
no doubt; exist, but our meetings are rarely joyful meetings; there is more
generally’ a mourning the absence of the Lord, rather than a rejoicing at his
presence. That God would not have his children destitute of this joy ‘of the
purest, highest and most invigorating kind, we are assured by his Word;
and being such an important element in the success of those who labor for
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him, we do well to ascertain from the scriptures; how we may each strive
to promote this joy in the hearts of our fellow-believers, and especially in
the hearts of those who watch for our souls, that they may do it with joy
and not with grief, for that, is unprofitable for us, for the joy of the Lord is
their strength.


There was once a marriage-feast where they wanted wine which maketh
glad the heart of man, and we nave an account of the manner in which that
want was supplied. Christ was there, and we have his promise “where two
or three are gathered together in my name, there am I in the midst of
them.” The mother of Jesus was there, who could claim a closer
relationship to Christ than any other being, yet he says, “Whosoever shall
do the will of my Father which is in heaven, the same is my brother and
sister and mother ;” so that where there is a company of believers with but
one thoroughly earnest soul who lives near’ to God and enjoys much
communion with Christ, there is hope for that church, for it is in no worse
condition than the company at Cana of Galilee. The mother of Jesus
evidently believed in the power of Christ to supply the want of the
assembled, guests and she as evidently believed in his. willingness. for
when he said, “My hour is not yet come,” she did what she could to hasten
the hour; and as she felt she could not go. to the governor of the feast nor
to the guests, she went to the servants and exhorted them to look to Christ,
and not to look only, but “whatsoever he saith unto you, do it.” Too much
stress cannot be laid on the points contained in this exhortation, it is a
perfect model for our guidance and imitation,” Whatsoever he saith unto
you, do it.” The eyes of the servants ‘were then directed to Christ, and they
had not to wait long for instructions; they being desirous to learn, his hour
was come to teach; and his telling them first to fill the waterpots with
water, teaches us the necessity of first seeking the outpouring of the Holy
Spirit. The picture given us of the servants (most likely their number was
very small), in obedience to Christ, filling the waterpots with water, is a
great encouragement to God’s people to meet together, if they be but few
and of humble position, to seek the outpouring of the Spirit into their own
souls, that they may have faith to pray prevailingly that the blessing of God
might descend on the preacher and the preaching of the Word, that in
God’s own appointed way, the whole company of believers might be
blessed and made to rejoice. Perhaps when God often blesses the preaching
of the Word, to the astonishment of the preacher himself, the last day will
reveal the fact, that two or three humble disciples, having faith in God’s
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promises, had long met together for prayer and supplication—and although
the ruler of the feast knew not whence the good wine came, the servants
who drew the water knew-and so did they know and rejoice in the fact that
God had answered their prayer, and revealed himself to them as a faithful
and promise-keeping God, and perhaps it will be said of such as it was of
the poor widow, “Verily I say unto you, this poor widow hath cast more
in, than all they which have cast into the treasury.”


There is encouragement here for every believer, who feels that the hearts
of God’s people are too much set on worldly things, and that God’s cause,
therefore, is in a low and feeble state; for until believers are led to joy and
rejoice in Christ and in doing his will, work for Christ and for his church
will never be done in a manner either pleasing to God or profitable to men;
for God loveth a cheerful giver and cheerfully-rendered service, and that
can never proceed from a divided heart. As the company at Cana had good
wine ministered to them through the instrumentality of one individual, the
Word of God teaches us how by faith in Christ, we may one and all seek to
do the same service to the church, however poor and humble we may be in
this world’s goods, and this world’s estimation.


OUR FEBRUARY MEETINGS


IN our last number, we promised to give an account of the remarkable
Meetings which were held at the Tabernacle during the month of February.
The Lord God of Israel be praised that; we have such a record to present
to our readers. The meetings commenced on the 8th of that month, when
the pastor, deacons, and elders, spent the evening together in prayer and
conference, and many earnest supplications were offered for the
bestowment of the Divine blessing upon the special services that were
about to be held. An interesting feature of this gathering was the
presentation by Mr. Olney, sent, to the pastor, of a handsome time-piece,
which had been subscribed for by the deacons and elders. The pastor, who
had no idea that such a presentation was intended, was deeply affected by
this generous token of the affection of his fellow-laborers, of whom he
said, “No man had a better staff of helpers or a firmer band of friends.”
May other churches be blessed with officers as affectionate and devoted as
these brethren.
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On the 11th, the church officers met the pastor for supplication to God,
preparatory to the special prayer-meeting. Two deacons from the church at
Waterbeach were also with the brethren, and the presence and power of
the Holy Ghost were felt in the little assembly. As we announced last
month, the Tabernacle was well attended at the prayer-meeting, and the
prayers offered by Mr. Spurgeon and the various brethren, were most
fervent and solemn. Many ‘were savingly ‘impressed on that solemn
occasion.


On the following day (Tuesday), the deacons and elders, having previously
met for one hour’s prayer, assembled with the undecided of the
congregation. Many persons were moved to tears during this solemn
service, and the deacons devoted one hour to personal conversation with
those who remained behind. Mrs. Bartlett, with her usual holy zeal, was
occupied with a room full of trembling seekers. Much fruit was seen on
this occasion. On Wednesday, the young people of the congregation met
Mr. Spurgeon and the officers for tea, after which, the lecture-hall was
filled with a most attentive audience of young people, who were deeply
impressed with the remarks made; some have since come forward and
offered themselves to the church. It is pleasing to record that the deacons
and elders have had a blessing upon their own families. On Sunday, the
17th, deputations from the church officers visited the classes presided over
by Mrs. Bartlett, Mr. McGregor, and Mr. Croker. The addresses at these
prosperous classes, were marked by great earnestness and pointedness, and
it is hoped that the: good done on this occasion will be recorded in heaven.


Monday, the 18th, was set apart for fasting and prayer. From seven in the
morning: till nine at night;, the flame of devotion burned on steadily and
vehemently. There was no pause, no breaking up for meals, no idle talk,
but a whole day of prayer; a blessed day indeed! Those who shared its deep
convulsions of sorrow, and bursts of joy, will never forget it while memory
holds her place. There were of course comers and goers all day long, but
this created no disturbance; and those who came in but for one hour were
so in tune with the rest, that it was evident that all the members, whether in
the meeting or at their several callings, were in a spirit of prayer
Throughout the day it was felt that the presence of the Lord God of Hosts
overshadowed the place. The evening meeting in the Tabernacle was a
most remarkable one. The prayers for the conversion of souls were
unusually fervent, and the Lord was pleased to grant the request of his
servants, even as he always does listen to the desires of believing hearts, in
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the salvation of precious souls. Of this there were happy proofs on the
succeeding night, when the unconverted were invited to meet the officers
for exhortation. The marked, devout, and eager attention of those present
was very gratifying, and the tears that were visible told the tale of soul-
sorrow and soul-joy. Broken-hearted ones were led to the Lamb c f God,
who taketh away the sin of the world, and Mr. Spurgeon has seen several
who are anxious to find peace, and others who wish to join the church.


There was an interesting gathering of the parents of Sabbath-school
children on the 20th, when the pastor and deacons, with the teachers, gave
special addresses in the lecture-hall, which were well calculated to arrest
the attention and impress the hearts of those present. The tutors and
students had tea with the pastor on the 22nd, when addresses were given
by a number of friends, the object being to excite in the college the same
zeal which glows in all the other branches of the church. On the following
Sabbath, two deacons visited Mr. Hanks’s classes, and also the senior
classes of the Sabbath-school, with the view of arousing souls and urging
an immediate decision for Christ. On the 25th, the ordinary prayer-meeting
assumed a very solemn character, all the addresses being directed to the
unconverted, and being delivered by our elders, were more novel and
interesting than if they had come from ministers.


On the 26th, the Evangelists, Lean Tract Distributors, Missionaries, and
Bible-women, connected with the church, took tea together. After tea,
about 250 assembled in the lecture-room. The pastor presided, and
expressed the pleasure he felt in seeing so many of the members of his
church voluntarily engaged in evangelistic work:. He hoped that wherever
they pushed the gospel-plough, they would make deep furrows in the hard
soil; and that they would sow nothing else but the seed of divine truth. He
was delighted to find that many of the present members of the church had
been converted through the instrumentality of the evangelists, lie believed
the Metropolitan Tabernacle owed much of its prosperity to the self-
denying efforts of its. members who were engaged in carrying the gospel to
the poor in the streets and byways of this great metropolis. He hoped that
those who were not in earnest in their work would follow Mr. Orsman’s
example, in his noble mission which his friend Mr. Leach had aptly
denominated “A Golden Work in Golden Lane.” Addresses of an
encouraging and stimulating character were then delivered by Mr. W. J.
Orsman, lion. Sec. of the Evangelists’. Association; Mr. Stringer Mr.
Carpenter City Missionary, Mr. Cooper, elder, Mr. W. Olney, Mr.
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Aldbury, who related some rough encounters he had had with the
bargemen at his open air services by the river’s-side, and a gentleman from
New York.


On the; 1st elm arch, the Sunday-school and Ragged-school teachers
assembled together at tea, when most encouraging addresses were
delivered by the pastor and others. The meetings were concluded on
Monday, the 4th, by breaking of bread and thanksgiving, and those who
were present found the opportunity one of great spiritual enjoyment. The
king himself was there, and we said in our hearts, “He brought me into the
banqueting house, and his banner over me was love.”


We feel thankful at the remembrance of the various joyful and refreshing
influences which clustered around the above gatherings. The blessing
which has already attended these special efforts is but a foretaste of what
we may expect. We know and are persuaded that a mighty blessing is in
reserve for a praying people.


MR. SPURGEON AMONG THE
COSTERMONGERS


ON Tuesday, the 12th of March, Mr. Spurgeon preached a sermon to the
street vendors of Golden-lane and its vicinity, in the Evangelists’
Tabernacle, where Mr. Orsman conducts his mission. On the previous
Sunday morning, tickets of admission were distributed among the street
dealers of Whitecross-street, and the result was, that by far the majority of
those who attended were of this class. A goodly number of the regular
attendants at the Mission-hall were absent, as they denied themselves for
the sake of others. Some of the dealers came with unwashed faces and
uncombed hair, but the majority were dressed in their best clothes; and
those who could not recognize them, would hardly think that some were
costermongers’ wives. There were several in “the fried fish line,” two or
three “pickled whelks” merchants, a number of cabbage and vegetable
dealers, coke sellers, wood-choppers, picture dealers, etc, and some
representatives of street-sweepers. The bell was rung as usual to let the
neighbor’s know that the time for service was come; for Golden-lane
Tabernacle has its bell with a fine clear throat, and rivals the parish church
in this respect; this seemed much to amuse Mr. Spurgeon, who said in the
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vestry that he had no idea that he was among such aristocratic people, who
made so much noise in the world. At seven o’clock, Mr. Spurgeon
ascended the platform and opened with prayer. Then a hymn was heartily
sung, and a chapter read and expounded. The preacher’s prayer was
frequently responded to; and when reference was made to the bodily aches
and pains which so many suffered, and the poverty experienced by others,
there were many deep sighs. Of course, Mr. Spurgeon arrested their
attention, nor did he find any difficulty in making his audience understand
what he had to tell them. Street vendors are very much like other people,
only’ they are more acute than most persons will give them credit for. Our
honored friend’s easy delivery, rapid flow of words, masculine thought,
earnestness and directness, were thoroughly appreciated; and the little
anecdotes, homely illustrations, and forcible “hits,” were much enjoyed:.
The text was St. John’s Gospel, 4:15; and having briefly and plainly stated
what the gospel was, the preacher showed how it might be compared to
water. Water satisfied the thirst of man; often saved his life; took away
filth; put out fire—the fire of temper, lust, etc.; it softened things, etc. He
then encouraged them to believe that if they desired this grace, they would
have it, and lastly, concluded by showing how he himself had found this
“living water.” One or two illustrations were evidently much liked.
Referring to the satisfaction which the soul felt when convinced that all its
sins were atoned for, Mr. Spurgeon remarked that he saw a long the of
bills at home the other day, but when he was told they were all paid ones,
he did not care how many they were. Again, there was a certain fire that
was felt early in the morning in the throats of some persons, who had to go
to a neighboring fire-shop to get it quenched, and that fire seemed to burn
most furiously on Saturday nights when the wages were just received—an
allusion to their social habits which made many laugh. Sacramental efficacy
had a blow. Water could go up as high as the source from whence it came,
and so could God’s grace; but any grace they fancied they might get from a
priest or minister, could only go up as high ms its source—which was the
height of the priest and a number of other illustrations were so much
admired as to make many give a friendly nod of approbation to those
sitting by their side. The appeal to their consciences made a deep
impression. After Mr. Spurgeon had concluded, over two hundred
remained for the purpose of prayer. For an hour and, a quarter earnest
supplications were offered. Some begged that the brethren would pray
especially for them, others, who had never made supplication in their lives
before, expressed their wants in deep sighs; or in gentle, solemn responses.
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It is believed that several were convinced of sin during the services, and
certainly Mr. Spurgeon’s appeals will never be forgotten by many who had
been unaccustomed to sympathetic, earnest entreaty.


One curious bit of criticism we heard from several costermongers. A
coster’s living depends largely upon his “woice.” He, therefore, knows the
value of good lungs, and is a connoisseur in voices. The preacher’s voice
was eulogized as “wonderful,” “Stunning,” “I never,” and other equally
significant phrases. One coster had lost his voice, and probably he envied
the preacher’s gift. Another poor fellow—a follower of Joanna
Southcott—retired from the hall expressing great disappointment because
no reference had been made to his own people—the Jews; and nothing had
been said about the millennium, the teaching, of which, he declared with
much earnestness, always led the way to conversion!


The writer takes the present opportunity of personally thanking those
readers who so generously responded to his appeal in the February number
of this Magazine, on behalf’ of Mr. Orsman’s mission. He hopes that other
friends may be led to assist Mr. O. in carrying on and extending this noble
and much-needed work.


E.L.


THE LORD’S WORK IN CANADA


WE have been much refreshed by reading the various reports of those of
our Baptist brethren in Canada who are devotedly, and with great self-
denial, laboring in home missionary spheres. The church’s work in Canada
is essentially of an aggressive Character. Although highly favored as the
land where the gospel is faithfully preached, Canada is yet a wide field for
missionary effort. Tens of thousands are living without God, while, as the
“Canadian Baptist Register” states, “We have rationalists and skeptics
here; infidels from France, and neologists from Germany; priest-ridden
Papists and worshippers of Mammon; heretics of almost every name, and
even within a day’s sail from Owen Sound, Indians on the Great Mountain
Island, who are the sincere and devout worshippers of the Devil.” Our
Baptist brethren are fully alive to their responsibilities, and are increasingly
desirous of entering the mission-field with greater zeal than ever. While
they feel pain arising from the want of greater results, and pleasure because
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the work of the Lord has prospered during a year of unusual religious
drought, they are not content to rest upon past successes—and this alone is
an omen for good in any living church. The Baptist Missionary Convention
of Canada West has 28 missionaries, who have preached the gospel at, 94
stations, to congregations averaging in all, 5,994 persons. The missionaries
report having made 5,320 pastoral visits to the families connected with ‘the
mission churches and congregations; and, it is to be understood, that by a
pastoral visit is meant a visit during which the missionary bus conversed
with the family on religious subjects, read the Word of God to the family,
and offered prayer to God on its behalf—not a mere call. In the discharge
of their various duties they have traveled 31,308 miles, to a very great;
extent, too, over very rough roads and amidst the darkness of the night,
exposed to those storms which all have seen and felt the effects of, to some
extent at least, during the past year. The number of persons baptized into
the fellowship of the churches, on a credible profession of faith, during the
year, has been one hundred and thirteen.


We find that there are in all 183 pastors of regular Baptist churches in
Canada; 275 churches, and 15,091 church members, while there are of
course a number of ministers without pastoral charges. Still, there is a great
dearth of pastors, owing, it is believed, mainly to the rapid increase of the
churches. Few ministers go to Canada from Great Britain; and the churches
are therefore desirous of raising up a native Canadian ministry. It is
pleasant to find in looking over the reports of the missionaries, that most of
the churches, even the most youthful, are struggling to become self-
supporting, and that efforts are made in many stations to enlarge their
borders. We regret, however, to observe that so many ministers find it
necessary to change their spheres of labor, and that consequently the
churches suffer from the want of a settled ministry. Judging from our
brethren’s own testimony, we should say that the present crisis in the
history of the Baptist denomination in Canada West, is an important one —
since “one year’s faithful labor now expended upon the population of our
rising towns and villages, and rural districts, will accomplish more for the
establishment of churches formed after the primitive and apostolic model,
than could be accomplished by five years’ labor in the same localities ten
years hence.” We are glad to see this fact recognized, and that a spirit of
zeal for the Lord of Hosts is animating the Lord’s people in the province.
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Our readers will be glad to learn that the “Sword and Trowel” is being.
circulated in Canada, and that already there is a growing demand for our
Magazine.


MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA.


CHINA has at length become familiar to Europeans. No longer does it wear
the hue of mystery!it wore before the eyes of the world of the Caesars
when its silks were purchased for their weight in gold by the noble matrons
of Rome. Descriptions of its wide provinces, their products, and their
people, no longer wield the power to amaze possessed by the recital of
Marco Polo’s travels in the thirteenth century. Yet at no former period has
China exhibited features of greater interest to the world at large and
especially to the friends of Jesus than at present. Rents and fissures may be
detected here and there in the old policy of isolation pursued by the natives
towards foreigners. The ports have been thrown open to merchants, and
missionaries have traveled far into the interior. The good seed of the
kingdom, long sown with but scanty signs of fruit, is now beginning to
yield a cheering harvest to the later laborers in the field. The “Narrative of
the Mission to China of the English Presbyterian Church might be brought
forward as a striking example of this, whilst it reveals also a scale of
economy perhaps without a parallel in the management of modern
missions. It may be as well to at once give the figures. In the year 1854,
with an income of 3,748, the society maintained nine European
missionaries and twenty native. Evangelists, defrayed expenses for gospel
boats, traveling, and chapels, besides £101 of home charges, and had 101
in hand at the close of the year. Twenty years have elapsed since William
C. Burns, the first missionary of the society, set sail for China. His name
will be well remembered by many from his zealous labors during the revival
at Kilsyth, and other parts ‘of Scot- land. The island of Amoy was
ultimately fixed upon as the basis of his operations. For seven years he
preached the Word of Life incessantly, and only “the blossoms and
buddings of the spiritual vintage” were seen. Then the Spirit of God began
manifestly to work. “What I see here,” he writes, “makes me call to mind
former days of the Lord’s power in my native land. In my own circle, I
have hardly seen the same promising appearance of the coming of God’s
kingdom since I carne to China.” These remarkable awakenings took place
at Pechuia and Baypay. “The meetings were crowded, and the desire to
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hear the Word not easily satisfied.” “Yesterday,” again he writes, “we had
a good day here. It was one of the market days.. and the people came in, as
usual, in numbers to hear. Most of those interested in the truth were also
present The work of preaching all devolved on myself, and I felt supported
more than usually. In the afternoon, I went alone to visit a village in the
neighborhood; and in my absence a number of the inquirers, etc, met. here
for worship of their own accord. When I returned, they were joyfully
engaged in singing hymns, studying the Scriptures, etc, and continued so
during the most of the evening. I have not witnessed the same state of
things in China before. It is said among the people that we have some
mode of enchanting those who come to us. In no other way can the blind
world account for the impressions made on some of those who are
receiving the truth.” Several young persons were brought to the Savior at
this time. One was a youth of twenty, named Lain San, who afterwards
became a medical missionary. “On the occasion of the birthday of the god
of the furnace, he took the god and put it; in a pot boiling on the fire. The
idol having been thus defaced was afterwards found by his mother, and
both parents beat their son unmercifully for his conduct. Some of the other
inquirers going to comfort the son under this treatment, so reasoned with
the parents, showing that if the idol could not take care of itself, it surely
did not deserve their protection, that their views underwent a sudden and
entire change, and in a day or two afterwards they, with their four sons,
brought all their idols and ancestral tablets, and publicly destroyed them in
the view of the people.” “Another family, consisting of an old father, the
mother, He-Se, and their three sons, Gongdo, Kwai-a, and Som-a, all
became Christians. Even before their conversion, there was much real
union and affection between then. When the old father was going to Amoy
to be baptized, Son a asked to be allowed to accompany him for the same
purpose. He was told lie was too young, and that he might fall back if he
made a profession when tie was only a little boy. To this he made the
touching reply, ‘Jesus has promised to carry the lambs in his arms. As I am
only a little boy, it will be easier for Jesus to carry me.’“ In four months
after this awakening, twenty persons were baptized. The new converts
carried the knowledge of the One Mediator wherever they went, and
spread in their simple way the doctrines of salvation. A singular instance is
given by Mr. Douglas of the way in which the Lord sends his truth to find
out his people. “We found,” he says, “also another old man, a cloth
peddler, who heard the gospel in a very singular manner. He heard it not
from a Christian, but from one of the vegetarian Buddhists, and that man
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also had not heard it from a Christian, but; only from a strolling story-
teller—a class of men who make a living: by reading old stories, or telling
exciting stories in the streets— who had been going to the chapel at Amoy.
These two men, through the return of whom the account of God’s truth
had reached the peddler, were never even specially interested, and cared
nothing about the gospel But he from the time he heard it, about ten years
ago, had been endeavoring to pray to the living God. At last, a few weeks
ago, he met with the men of the river gospel-boat, who instructed him
more thoroughly. All the Sabbaths that we were there, he spent with us. He
seems quite decided.”


These simple extracts may be taken as outlines of the leading phases of the
results of evangelistic labors in China; perhaps if a few glimpses of. the
Converts’ faith in its trials, and triumphs were introduced, it would make
the outlines more complete. These, however, must be passed by. It will
have been noticed that progress has been represented as very gradual. The
pace of the gospel in China has been uniformly slow; seldom has it run;
seldom has it taken long strides; but seldom has it retraced its footsteps.
From the days that Zavier breathed his last sigh from Sanclan towards the
Chinese coast and then expired to the days of Morrison and Milne, and
Medhurst, and to the days of Burns. the glad tidings of salvation have been
steadily winning their way, and piercing the very foundations of the
superstitions and idolatries of the proud Chinese. Still, little progress, you
say, has been made. Little progress! There can be no little progress of the
gospel in China; any progress there is great. Look at the perplexities and
impediments, of a kind peculiarly their own, that crowd around and fain
would paralyze the efforts of the missionary.


Glance at the character of the Chinaman, comprising traits seemingly
destructive of each other. To a civilization more refined than that of
Greece or Rome, he unites the stolidity of the Esquimaux; capable as the
South Sea Islanders, of violence and plunder, he is complete master of his
passions; professing a religious creed the purest of heathen nations, he is
found the victim of vices the foulest of depraved humanity. Viewed at a
distance, his careful training, his love of order, his reverence for virtue
appear as so many shining inlets to the light of truth; but examined more
closely, they shine with the brightness of the brazen door that repels, and
not with the transparency of the crystal that admits, the doctrine of the
cross. He listens to high moral precepts, but in nothing is their spirit akin to
the spirit of the gospel. He is educated, but his education enchains instead
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of liberating the mind; it fixes finality upon the intellect; instead of sowing
the seeds of independent thought. He lives in a land where men are mere
embodiments of custom, the frigid impersonations of technicality and rule;
‘where the religion of the present generation consists in extolling and
worshipping the worthies of the past; where antiquity is the only ruling
god, on whose altar mental and material treasures are alike laid; where,
instead of the Athenian thirst for something new, the cry ever is, who will
show us some old thing; where precedents petrified by thirty centuries defy
innovations, and laugh at change,; in a word, the Chinaman is yoked to the
machinery of a society so cumbrous that to move it onward means to break
it. I say, then, that to make any headway against such gigantic powers of
resistance and repulsion as Chinese manners and customs present, is to
achieve a great success; and it appears all the greater, when we bear in
mind that but a handful of men labor amongst a population verging on four
hundred millions. It is a token for good that the missionary band increases.
Mr. and Mrs. Taylor, who sailed for Ningpolis May last, with their family
‘red their fifteen male and female missionary helpers, are still fresh in our
memories. Are there no others whose hearts the Lord has touched with a
similar desire to win the Chinese for our Savior God? To bring about the
prediction, “Behold these shall come from tar; and, lo, these from the
north, and from the west; and these from the land of Sinim?”


There can be no sin offering where there is no imputation of sin. Had not
sin been charged upon the ‘Victim, it would have been an act of wanton
cruelty to put it to death; there would have been no reason for it. True
justice can no more punish one who ‘is legally innocent, than it can acquit
one who is legally :,guilty.


If there is one truth more precious than another, it is this—The
unpurchased and the unpurchaseable love of God.—Vintage Gleanings.
the aforesaid days the penitent ought to fast, and to abstain from
communion and celebration. However, when the circumstances of the fault
and person have been weighed, the aforesaid penance can be diminished or
increased according to the judgment of a discreet confessor. But this is to
be observed, that wherever the species of the sacrament are found in their
integrity, they are severally to be consumed; but it’ this cannot be done
without risk, they are still to be reserved for relics.” *


There is more of the same order, but I forbear. Is this, I ask you, a true
Christianity, or a degrading superstition?’ Where shall we find its parallel?
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Not in the minutest directions of the Levitical Rubric, far less in the simple
worship of the New Testament. Some parallel may be found to it in that
intolerable pharisaism on which our Lord pronounced His severest
anathema. But a complete parallel to it is to be found only in the lowest
superstitions of the middle ages. It is in fact but a reproduction of these
superstitions. No wonder that the men who do these things yearn for re-
union with Rome. Their proper place is in the Church of Rome, and not in
the Church of England. May God deliver our country from their evil
influence, and from what their own Articles call “blasphemous fables and
dangerous deceits.”


THE COLLEGE ANNUAL FESTIVAL


THE annual supper, so generously provided by one of the deacons, Mr. T.
Phillips, was held on the 19th of March, in the Lecture-hall of the
Tabernacle. There was a large company of the friends of the College
present, and the meeting held prior to the supper was of a most
enthusiastic description. Mr. Samuel Morley (we wish we could add M.P.),
presided. Mr. H. Varley, of Nottinghill, offered up prayer, and Mr.
Spurgeon followed with an interesting address. Mr. Rogers, the theological
tutor, referred to his connection with the College during the past ten years,
expressed his intense satisfaction with its present mode of working, and
gave an interesting and cheering account of the work done by those
students who had settled in various spheres of use-fullness. Mr. J. A.
Spurgeon, as one of the tutors, spoke to the same effect. Mr. C. B. Sawday
gave an account of his work at Vernon Chapel, Pentonville. The chapel
which, three years and a half ago, was almost empty, was now over-
crowded, and more accommodation was greatly required. He did not think
a single week, or a single service passed away without its conversions: 650
persons had applied for membership since he commenced his labors, and
the conversions were found to be genuine. Mr. Wright, of Brabourne,
followed with an equally interesting account of the progress of the work in
his chapel; and Mr. Cuff gave a racy description of the way in which he be-
carne a minister and the pastor of the church at Ridgmount; Mr. Crouch, of
Paisley, and Mr. Griffin, of Sandhurst, followed. The chairman then
expressed his thankfulness for the invitation which had been sent him to
take the chair on the present occasion. He congratulated Mr. Spurgeon on
the work that had been done by the College, and said he felt that Mr. S.
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had discovered, to some extent at least, the solution to one of the most
important but difficult problems of the day; namely, how to get at the
masses. Mr. Fowler, of the Society of Friends, also expressed his
gratification at being present, and rejoiced in the work of the College. After
an interesting speech by Mr. Spurgeon, the company adjourned to the
Lecture-hall, where the cloth was laid for 400 persons. After supper, Mr.
W. Landels made an interesting speech, and addresses were given by Mr.
Morley, Mr. W. Lewis, of Bayswater, and Mr. Henry Allon, of Union
Chapel, Islington. The collecting papers showed that the large sum of over
£1,100 had been collected during the evening.


MR. SPURGEON AT THE AGRICULTURAL HALL


ON Sunday, March 24th, the first of the five special services to be held at
the Agricultural Hall, Islington, during the rep. airs of. the Tabernacle,
took place. I he area of the large building was provided with seats for
about ten thousand persons, and there were between eleven and twelve
thousand persons present—a number far greater than has ever listened to a
Christian minister under one roof. The sight was, we need hardly say, most
imposing. The arrangement of seats was admirable, and the ease with
which everything was managed was creditable to all concerned. There was
no collision between the public and the friends who conducted them to
their seats; and when the great crowd surged in at ten minutes to eleven
o’clock, the anxiety for first places did not manifest itself in a disorderly
manner. An orchestra for the singers had been fitted up in the center of the
baildine, at the north side. and the singing throughout was almost perfect.
Upon the entrance of Mr. Spurgeon, the buzz of excitement was
immediately hushed, hats were doffed, seats were occupied, umbrellas that
had been ‘up to shield the owners from the rays of the sun which we, re
streaming in at the glass roof were shut up, coughing suppressed, and
when the words were emphatically pronounced, “Let us pray,” the
dropping of a pin might almost have been heard. Throughout the attention
was kept up, and we believe that nearly every word was distinctly heard in
all parts of the building. Mr. Spurgeon’s delivery was of course slow,
measured, and emphatic; but nothing seemed labored, nor did the voice
lose any of its accustomed music. It was clear as a bell, and from where we
sat, which was three parts of the way down the building, it sounded: with
peculiar mellowness and sweetness. The 103rd Psalm was read, and
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suitable comments were made. The prayer which followed the reading of
the lesson, was peculiarly fervent and solemn, and at the time Mr.
Spurgeon was earnestly pleading for a blessing upon the neighboring
ministers, most of them were engaged in praying that strength might be
given him who was addressing so mighty a concourse close by. The text
was taken from the 21st chapter of Matthew, 28th-31st verses, and the
discourse, which was of a most impressive character, was specially
addressed to the un-converted. The Sermon has been published by Messrs.
Passmore and Alabaster.


In the evening, two services were conducted in the lecture hall and
schoolrooms of the Tabernacle:, by Mr. George Rogers, and Mr. Wildon
Carr, of Newcastle. Through the kindness of Mr. Newman Hall, Surrey
Chapel has been opened for the use of the congregation on Thursday
evenings.
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MASTER HENRY SMITH


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE noble army of Smiths may almost be likened to the company of
Criesrials, whom no man cart number. Smith is not the name of a person,
but of a clan, a nation, a race. Ever since Tubal Cain first smote the anvil,
Smiths have swarmed in every quarter; and though many of them have
been ashamed of the honest title, and have twisted it into Smythe and
Smithers, and other transparent degradation of the fine old name, yet
Smiths there are and Smiths there will be till the world’s axle-tree breaks
down for ever — blacksmiths and white-smiths, silver smiths and
goldsmiths, a host able to hold their own against all comers. The Henry
Smith of whom we now write was a workman that needed not to be
ashamed, a master of assemblies whose hammer fastened many nails, and
dashed to pieces many brittle wares, tie lived in the golden age of religion
in England, that is to say, the Puritanic. Scarcely to be numbered with the
Puritans in one respect, he was in others not a whir behind the very chiefest
of them; and, in a peculiar vein of eloquence, he was richer than any one of
that goodly fellowship, lie was not so much a. theologian as the preacher
of his day. Fuller says of him, “He was commonly called the Silver.
tongued preacher, and that was but one metal below St. Chrysostom
himself. His church was so crowded with auditors, that persons of good
quality brought their own pews with them,! mean their legs, to stand
thereupon in the alleys. Their ears did so attend to his lips, their hearts to
their ears, that he held the rudder of their affections in his hands, so that he
could steer them whither he was pleased; and he was pleased to steer them
only to God’s glory and their own good.”


His sermons appear to have been surreptitiously issues from the press from
notes taken by his hearers; and as these unauthorized productions were full
of errors, the preacher was compelled to issue his own true copy, a
necessity for which thousands have been grateful. Had we been among his
hearers, we would certainly have preserved all that we could have taken
down, and have published them if the law permitted; for such sermons
were, never intended by God to be monopolized by any one generation. As
well allow the harvest to rot unhoused, as such marvelous discourses to
remain unprinted. They were sermons, sermons of the highest order, gems
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of the first water, rare jewels, fit for kings. When preached, they crowded
the churches, and when issued from the press, they cheered many a
household; in fact, they were so relished, that some whose manner it was
to forsake the assembling of themselves together, pleaded as an excuse-


“Smith’s dainty sermons have in plenty storm me
With better stuff than pulpits can afford me.”


Henry Smith, except in his public capacity ass preacher, has no history; the
pulpit is his entrance and his exit. Having borne his testimony like another
Elijah, ‘he is taken up, but leaves no mantle behind him, or no, Elisha to
inherit it. No stirring incidents of patient suffering or heroic service are
recorded of him: like Thomas Adams, he is a great unknown; his sermons
are at once his portrait and his life. “He being dead, yet speaketh;” and
speaketh none the less powerfully because his personal self is so little
known to us. One or two of the great painters have left the world their
own likenesses, and we have thought that we could see Smith and his
congregation too, sketched by himself as with Hogarth’s pencil, in his
second sermon upon the art of hearing: “As the little birds perk up their
heads when t-heir dam comes with meat, and prepare their beaks to take it,
striving who shall catch most (now this looks to be served, and now that
looks for a bit, so every mouth is open till it be filled); so you are here like
birds, and we the dam, and the word the food; therefore you must prepare
a mouth to take it.”


He must have been a very diligent student, for no extemporaneous or
unstudied effusions could have been so sententious, so accurate, so
complete as these peerless discourses. He was a simple preacher even to
homeliness, but he was no ranting ‘declaimer trying to make up for
emptiness by giving forth all the loutlet sound. Smith was not like those
untrained dogs which give most tongue when there is least game, but when
he bayed you might be sure there was good reason for it. His own advice
on this point we commend to those who confound the foolishness of
preaching, which God honors, with foolish preaching, which is to be
abhorred. “If you must take heed how you hear, then we must take heed
how we preach; for you hear that which we preach. Therefore Paul putteth
none among the number of preachers, but they which ‘ cut the word
aright,’ 2 Timothy 2:15; that is, in right words, in right sense, and in right
method; and because none can do this without study and meditation,
therefore he teacheth Timothy to ‘ give attendance to doctrine; that is, to
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make a study and labor of it; for as Saint Peter saith, that in Paul’s epistles,
‘there be many things hard to understand,’ 2 Peter in. 16; so in Peter’s
epistles, and John’s epistles, and James’s epistle, there be many things too
which David before called, ‘ the wonders of the law,’ Psalm 119:18, and
Paul calleth, ‘ the mystery of salvation,’ Ephesians 3:8, and Christ calleth, ‘
a treasure hid in the ground.’ Therefore Solomon confesseth that he
studied for his doctrines, Ecclesiastes 12:10. Although he was the wisest
and learndest man that ever was, yet he thought that without study he
could not do so much good. Daniel was a prophet, and yet he desired
respite to interpret Nebuchadnezzar’s dream, Daniel 3:16. Is the Scripture
lighter than a dream, that we should interpret it without meditation? It
seems that Solomon and Daniel would not count them sermons which
come forth, like untimely births, from uncircumcised lips, and unwashen
hands, as though they had the Spirit at commandment. Wheat is good, but
they which sell the refuse thereof are reproved, Amos 8:6. So preaching is
good, but this refuse of preaching is but like swearing; for one takes the
name of God in vain, and the other takes the word of God in vain. As every
sound is not music, so every sermon is not preaching, but worse than if he
should read an homily. For if James would have us consider what we ask
before we come to pray, much more should we consider before we come
to preach; for it is harder to speak God’s word, than to speak to God; yet
there are preachers risen lately up, which shroud every absurd sermon
under the name of the simple kind of teaching, like the popish priests,
which made ignorance the mother of devotion: but, indeed, to preach
simply, is not to preach unlearnedly, nor confusedly, but plainly and
perspicuously, that the simplest which doth hear, may understand what is
taught, as if he did hear his name.”


Our author was lecturer for awhile at St. Clement Danes, without Temple
Bar, but being by repute an unsound churchmen as to subscription to the
Book of Common Prayer, he was a lecturer rather by sufferance than
otherwise; indeed, at one time, he was suspended altogether, but the
influence of some powerful relative seems to have screened him from the
storm. ‘We have sometimes thought that both Henry Smith and Adams
have been denied a history because they were not more decided against the
abominations of the Anglican Establishment. They evidently endured much
sorrow of heart, and found out probably that when the Master calls his
servants to go without the camp, it is sorry policy to try to stay within. No
doubt they had their reasons, but it might have been better for them if those
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reasons had made room for more ,complete avowal of truth by a bolder
Noncomformity. Master Henry Smith had one mark said to belong to many
of those whom God loves, for he died young, and so entered early into his
rest.


Mr. Nichol has just issued in two handsome and cheap volumes a full
edition of the works of Henry Smith; and although we trust the pre sent
article may be interesting in itself, we must confess that we were led to
write it very much with the view of inducing our readers to procure the
treasure for themselves. No minister can fail, with God’s blessing, to be
improved as a preacher by carefully reading these renowned productions.
He will learn at. the least this one thing, namely, our need of having
something to say when we preach, for Smith always gives us weight of
matter, and therefore (strange freak of language.) is never heavy. Ode
admirable quality which Smith pre-eminently displays is that of using
Scriptural illustrations, a practice which cannot be too much commended.
He is not so apt in quoting ancient history as Master Brooks, neither is he
so rich in figures culled from nature as Gurnal or Charnook, but his baskets
of silver, in which he places his apples of gold, are mainly of Scriptural
workmanship. Take, as an admirable instance, his proofs that many make
most deceivable shows of holiness who are yet strangers to it. “You have
Pilate washing his hands in hypocrisy, as well as you have David washing
his hands in innocency. You have the Shechemites with their circumcision,
as well as the Israelites with their circumcision. You have the Sadducees
with their doctrine, as well as the apostles with their doctrine. You have
the Pharisee with his prayer, as well as the publican with his prayer. You
have the Pythonist with her confession, as well as Peter with his
confession. You have the exorcists with their Jesus, Acts 19:13, as well as
Paul with his ,Jesus. You have Satan with his Scripture, Matthew iv, as
well as Christ with his Scripture. You have Judas with his kiss, as well as
Jonathan with his kiss. You have Cain with his sacrifice, as well as Abel
with his sacrifice. You have :Esau with his tears, as well as Mary with her
tears. You have Ahithophel with his wisdom, as well as Solomon with his
wisdom. You have Zedekiah with his spirit, as well as Elijah with his spirit.
You have Jezebel with her fasts, as well as Anna with her fasts. You have
the harlot; with her vows, as well as Jacob with his vow.” Master Smith
was so full of the Word of God that his hearers could scarcely have failed
to become good biblical scholars; his very divisions and lines of thought
appear to have been suggested by the Scriptures which he brought to bear
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upon his topic. We were greatly struck with this in his sermon upon the
wedding garment; his text is, “Put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ;” and in the
course of his exposition, he pours forth the following flood of scriptural
allusions — “ There be many fashions of apparel, but they are too light, or
too heavy, or too coarse, or too stale, and all wear out. At last the apostle
found a fashion that surpassed them all; it is never out of fashion, meet for
all seasons, fit for all persons, and such a profitable weed, that the more it
is worn the fresher it is. What fashion have you seen comparable to this? It
is not like the clothes of David’s ambassadors, which covered their upper
parts, 2 Samuel 10:4; nor like Saul’s armor, which tired David when he
should fight with it, 1 Samuel 17:39; nor like the counterfeit Jeroboam’s
wigs, which disguised herself to go unknown, 1 Kings 14:2; nor like the
old rags of the Gibeonites, which deceived Joshua, Joshua 9:4, 5; nor like
the paltry suit of Micah, which he gave once a year to his Levite, Judges
21;10; nor like the glutton’s flaunt, which jetted in purple every day; nor
like the light clothes which Christ said are in kings’ courts, and make them
lighter that wear them, Matthew 11:8. But it is like the garment of the high
priest, which had all the names of the tribes of Israel written upon his
breast, Exodus 28:21; so all the names of the faithful are written in the
breast of Christ, and registered in the book of his merits, Malachi 3:16. It is
like Elias’s mantle, which divided the waters, 2 Kings 2:8: so he divided
our sins and punishments, that they which are clothed with Christ, are
armed both against sin and death. It is like the garments of the Israelites in
the wilderness, which did not wear out; forty years together they wandered
in the desert, and yet, saith Moses, their shoes were not worn, but their
apparel was as when they came out of Egypt:. Deuteronomy 29:5; so the
righteousness of Christ doth last for ever, and his merits are never worn
out. As Mordecai shined in the king’s robes before the people, Esther 6:11;
so and more glorious are the faithful in the robes of Christ before God.
When Christ was transfigured upon the mount, Matthew earth that his face
shined like the sun, and his clothes were as white as the light:, Matthew
17:2; so when we are transfigured into the image of Christ, we shall shine
before other men like lights! and therefore Christ’s disciples are called
lights, because they, were clothed with light, and shined to the world,
Matthew 5:14. Solomon was not so glorious in all his royalty, nor the lilies,
which are braver than Solomon, Matthew 6:29, as he which is clothed with
Christ, because the apparel upon him is better than all the world about him.
There fore, if David said,’ Weep, ye daughters of Israel, for Saul which
clothed you in purple,’ 2 Samuel 1:24; I may say,’ Rejoice, ye daughters of
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Israel, for Christ which hath clothed you with righteousness, as it were
with a vesture, before you come to the banquet.’“ Would that all ministers
would after this fashion familiarize their hearers with the holy histories of
the inspired volume, there would then be such an esteem for the sacred
records that the attacks of skeptics upon the historical books would be
harmless. Show the people the true use of the historical books, and they
will laugh to scorn the sneering flippancies of superficial critics. If the
pulpit does not honor Scripture more, the day will come when the people
will honor it less, and that may God forbid. With all the earnestness of our
heart we would press it upon all young preachers to be biblical preachers,
gathering not only their doctrine but their illustrations from the
inexhaustible mines of the Word of God. “I adore the plenitude of
Scripture,” said one of the fathers: he who complains of any lack of variety
and interest in the inspired Book, may rest assured that if he had something
to draw with, he would not find the well to be dry.


Henry Smith was not led away by the whimsies of Fifth Monarchy men as
to the millennium and the prophetic beasts, neither did he waste the time of
dying men by fiddling the tune of sublapsarian, or supralapsarian
controversy, to set men’s wits a dancing; but he went straight to the
conscience, and dealt with it upon plain matters of duty and important
gospel doctrine. If our crotchety Plymouthites, and others who are almost
insane upon points of which they know nothing, could but ‘be persuaded to
take an hour a week with some such preacher as the silver-tongued lecturer
at Temple Bar, little as they would relish it, the medicine might be of good
service to them. Let those who need reforming in this respect stand awhile
before his “Looking-glass for Christians,” and see if there be not a few
blots to remove from their faces. He is advising his hearers not to be
curious in searching mysteries, and he remarks, “The star, when it came to
Christ, stood still, and went no farther; so when we come to the knowledge
of Christ, we should stand still, and go no farther; for Paul was content ‘to
know nothing but Christ crucified.’ It is not necessary to know that which
God hath not revealed; and the well of God’s secrets is so deep that no
bucket of man can sound it; therefore we must row in shallow waters,
because our boats are light, and small, and soon overturned. They which
have such crotchets and circumstances in their brain, I have marked this in
them, that they seldom find any room for that which they should know, but
go to and fro, seeking and seeking, like them which sought Elias’s body,
and found it not. Let men desire knowledge of God as Solomon did; but
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not desire knowledge as Eve did. For these aspiring wits fall again like
Babel, and run into doubts, while they seek for resolutions. As the Jews,*
when they heard the apostle preach, burnt their curious books, and had no
more delight to study such toys: so when men come to the truth, they are
content to leave these fancies, and say with Paul, ‘ I know nothing but
Christ crucified.’ Curious questions and vain speculations are like a plume
of feathers, which some will give anything for, and some will give nothing
for. Paul rebuked them which troubled their heads about genealogies; how
would he reprove men and women of our days, if he did see how they busy
their heads about vain questions, tracing upon the pinnacles, where they
may fall, while they might walk upon the pavement without danger! Some
have a great, deal more desire to learn where hell is, than to know any way
how they may escape it; to hear what God did purpose before the world
began, rather than to learn what he will do when the, world is ended; to
understand whether they shall know one another in heaven, than to know
whether they belong to heaven. This rock hath made many shipwrecks, that
men search mysteries before they know principles; like the Bethshemites,
which were not content to see the ark, but they must pry into it, and finger
‘it. Commonly the simplest men busy their heads about the highest matters;
so that if they meet with a rough and crabbed question like a knob in the
tree, and while they hack and hew at it with their own wits to make it plain,
their saw sticks fast in the cleft, and cannot get out again; at last in wrath
they become like malcontents with God, as though the Scripture were not
perfect, and either fall into despair, or into contempt of all. Therefore it is
good to leave off learning where God hath left off teaching; for they which
have an ear where God hath no tongue, hearken not unto God, but to the
tempter, as Eve did to the serpent.” This age needs just such a warning; but
who shall utter it so that it may be noticed? It is difficult, if not impossible,
to reach the heart of men who are besotted with the intoxication of curious
questions, for foolish as they are, and plain as their folly is to all the world
besides, they are, in their own conceit, wiser than seven men that can
render a reason. If one of the old Fifth Monarchy fanatics should rise from
the dead, he would find himself among brethren in many quarters. In those
days, when swords and pikes gave ugly cracks to men’s craniums, this
nonsense was excusable to old soldiers who had fought the Philistines at
Naseby and Edgehill, and had returned from the fray with huge gashes
across their foreheads; but nowadays our madmen are born, not made; or,
if made, are manufactured by idleness rather than by warfare, and deserve
less patience than those who came by their madness in honorable battle.
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Why, in these times, men who care not for positive precepts, are downright
zealots for the toes of the image, and the little horn of the beast; we have
elaborate charts of the new world as it is to be after the advent of our
Lord; and telegrams from futurity as to the fate of Turkey, Russia, and
every other nationality. The prophetic fever is at its height, and Bedlam is
expounding the Apocalypse. Oh, for a little love to the souls of men, and a
grain of common sense to set professing Christians upon more profitable
work than this guessing at religious conundrums, and forecasting of
national nativities!


Henry Smith’s doctrine was searching and sound; he was very clear in the
gospel, and in dealing with the experience of a renewed soul. Especially
was he very bold in denouncing all confidence in mere reformation, in
which too many often rest, and so fall short of the new birth. “As ye may
read, Psalm 51:10, David prayeth the Lord to ‘ create him a new heart ;’
not to correct his old heart, but to create him a new heart; Showing that his
heart was like an old garment, so rotten and tattered that he could make no
good of it by patching or piecing, but even must cut it off, and take a new.
Therefore Paul saith, ‘cast off the old man ;’ not pick him and wash him till
he be clean, but cast him off, and begin anew, as David did.”


Perhaps no better instance can be given of his forcible way of impressing
truth upon the memory and conscience than the famous extract from “The
Dialogue between Paul and Agrippa.” It is Smith at his best, simple as
Bunyan, sound as Owen, interesting as Brooks, quaint as Adams, earnest
as Baxter, but aptly scriptural in his illustrations as none but himself; in that
one respect he appears as a bright particular star shining apart and alone.
Before we close with the extract, we must record our. ever-growing
delight in this author; we read his works, some years ago, in a neat copy
dated we think, 1656, and heartily agreed with Thomas Fuller’s epithet,
“this useful and desired volume,” and rejoiced with him that it had not been
smothered, but brought into notice through the press; since then, we have
read Henry Smith very frequently, till he has become our own familiar
friend, whose words of wisdom quicken meditation as iron sharpeneth iron.


We hope that the extracts we have given will whet the appetites of our
readers, and that the closing piece may be blessed to the undecided. “Now
if we be almost Christians, let us see what it is to be almost a Christian.
Almost a son, is a bastard; almost sweet, is unsavory; almost hot, is
lukewarm, which God spueth out of his mouth, Revelation 3:16; so, almost
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a Christian is not a Christian, but that which God spueth out of his mouth.
A Christian almost is like a woman which dieth in travail; almost she
brought forth a son, but that almost killed the mother and the son too.
Almost a Christian is like Jeroboam, which said,’ It is too far to go to
Jerusalem to worship,’ and therefore chose rather to worship calves at
home. Almost a Christian is like Micah, which thought himself religious
enough because he had gotten a priest into his house. Almost a Christian is
like the Ephraimites, which could not pronounce Shibboleth, but Sibboleth.
Almost a Christian is like Ananias, which brought a part, but left a part
behind. Almost a Christian is like Eli’s sons, which polled the sacrifices;
like the fig-tree, which deceived Christ with leaves; like the virgins, which
carried lamps without oil; like the willing and unwilling son, which said he
would come and came not. What is it to be born almost? If the new man be
but ‘born almost, he!is not born. What is it to be married almost unto
Christ? He which is married but almost, is not married. What is it to offer
sacrifice almost? The sacrifice must be killed ere ever it can be sacrificed.
He which gives almost, gives not, buff denieth. He which believeth almost,
believeth not, but doubteth. Can the door which is but almost shut keep
out the thief? Can the cup which is but almost whole hold any wine? Can
the ship which is but almost sound keep out the water? The soldier which
doth but almost fight, is a coward. The physician which doth but almost
cure, is but a slubberer. The servant which doth but almost labor, is a
loiterer. I can not tell. what to make of these defectives, nor where to place
them, nor how to call them, nor unto what to liken them. They are like
unto children which sit in the market place, where is mourning and piping,
and they neither weep nor dance, but keep a note between them both; they
weep almost, and dance almost. Believest thou almost? ‘ Be it unto thee,’
saith Christ, ‘as thou believest.’ Therefore if thou believest, thou shalt ‘be
saved; if thou believest almost, thou shalt be saved almost. As when a
pardon comes while the thief hangs upon the gallows, he is almost saved,
but the pardon doth him no good; so he which is almost a Christian, almost
zealous, almost righteous, Which doth almost love, almost; believe, shall be
almost saved; that is, if he had been a Christian altogether, he should not be
damned.”


OUT WITH TOBIAH


“And I came to Jerusalem, and understood of the evil that Elijah
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did for Tobiah, in preparing him a chamber in the courts of the
house of God. And it grieved me sore: therefore I cast forth all the
household staff of Tobiah out of the chamber, —
Nehemiah 13:7, 8.


THE story of stern old Nehemiah, and his struggles with Sanballat’s
traitorous crew, deserves our best attention. The spirit of decision met the
foes of Zion at every turn, but watchfulness was always needed. Our case
is very similar, let us gather wisdom from this ancient record,


Our enemies will not readily renounce their hold upon our souls When
Tobiah could not prevent the restoration of Jerusalem, he plotted to obtain
quarters within it; and when sin can no longer have dominion over us, it
artfully contrives to dwell within our flesh. Inside the wall a foe is far more
dangerous than without, and thus inbred sin is much more to be dreaded
than outward temptation. It behoves us to keep a strict watch, for in some
secret chamber of our nature sin will find a lurking-place. They say there is
a skeleton in every house, certainly, there is a body of death in every saint.


Our enemies have allies within us. If it had not been for Eliasbib, the priest
Tobiah had never obtained the great chamber, nor been able to introduce
his household stuff. Alas! for us that our weaker passions should. so soon
consent to sin, and that appetites which are in them selves but natural,
should so easily become inflamed into furious, sinful passions. If traitors
within did not open to enemies without, Mansoul would not so readily be
taken.


Our holiest dispositions need careful watching. In the’ house of the Lord,
Tobiah gained a lodging, in the very chamber “where aforetime they laid
the meat offerings and the frankincense.” Spiritual pride will find a hiding-
place in our devotions, unbelief will lurk amid our self-examination, and
anger will conceal itself under the skirts of our zeal. In seasons of the
highest spiritual enjoyment, it behoves us to exercise double vigilance
against our great enemy, who so often transforms himself into an angel of
light. The sweet flowers blooming in our window attract the buzzing bees,
and so do our sweet graces draw the notice of the enemy to us. Thieves
waylay men known to have full purses, and pirates watch for loaded
galleons. Nehemiah tells us, “All this time was not I at Jerusalem:” his
watchful eye was gone, or Tobiah would not have dared to intrude. Watch,
believer, watch always! Watch most when least in apparent need of it,
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It will be our wisdom to shout no quarter to our foe. “Cast forth all his
goods,” was stern Nehemiah’s. order; and then, having carefully purged the
chamber, he filled it anew with the Lord’s stores. He did not leave him
even a chest in which to store a few trifles, but turned out the whole. It
should grieve us sore if we have given allowance to sin, and in the power
of the Spirit of holiness, we should strive to make a clean riddance of the
evil. Woe unto us if we make provision for the flesh. have we none of the
household stuff of Tobiah to cast forth from the sanctuary of our heart? Is
there no vacant space to fill with frankincense for the Lord our God?


This incident gives us the true history of backsliding, and of restoration
from it. The process is simple and is seen in the narrative. At the outset of
the evil, the heart becomes vacant, the precious stores of the Lord vanish
one by one, and there is room for something else. Heavenly-mindedness is
gone, and then the heart is ready to mind earthly things. Then comes the
suggestion and allowance from the traitor within, and straightway the
lumber of Tobiah is introduced by degrees, and the soul becomes a
wholesale warehouse for the household stuff of sin. Behold the mischief
when at its full: the heart, which should be the house of God, becomes a
receptacle for the has gotten booty of thieves. If by God’s grace a decided
sin-hating faith shall act the part of stern old Nehemiah, there will be a
returning to a gracious condition, which will be reached step by step until
there is a complete re-dedication of the now haunted chamber. Out will be
thrown the cherished evils, out of doors and. windows with muck dust and
breakage all will be hurled, and a riddance will be made as thoroughly as
grace shall enable penitence to do the business. Next shall follow a
cleansing, scouring, and purifying of no ordinary kind, in which, with many
penitential tears and bewailings, the heart shall cry to be purged with
hyssop, and cleansed from all its secret faults. To this the Holy Spirit will
give an answer of peace, and the precious blood of Jesus shall purify the
heart by a renewed experience of its cleansing power. Then, as the
crowning mercy, the vessel of the Lord and: all the dedicated goods, shall
be once again set in their places, and so by restoration to its proper use, the
chamber of the heart shall be preserved from becoming again a receiving
house for thieves. Emptiness and idleness of mind is a very dangerous
condition; Satan never sees a vacant heart without resolving to fill it with
the treasures of mischief. When the measure is full of wheat, there is no
room for if; when the soul is fully occupied with Jesus, the enemy may look
in yam for an entrance; but a heart usually thoughtless, indevout, and
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inactive, is an inn upon the devil’s highway, and shall be thronged with evil
guests.


Dear reader, may this short sermon set thee Upon self-searching, and if
Tobiah’s baggage be stowed away in thy heart, may thy conscience, like
Nehemiah, make short work with it, and may the Lord Jesus reign alone
over all the powers of thy soul.


“Soon as faith the Lord can see
Bleeding on a cross for me,
Quick my idols all depart,


Jesus gets and falls my heart.”


OUR ORPHANAGE


AS we intimated in our last number, the property so generously given by
one honor has been invested in trust, the number of trustees being twelve.
We have also completed the purchase of the land at Stockwell, and the
orphan- age will henceforth be known as “The Stockwell Orphanage.” It is
now time to commit this enterprise to the care of the Lord’s people, and to
ask of them the exercise of prayer for the success of the work, and of
liberality in aiding it. Our position is just this : — We did not seek this
work, but it was by a most singular providence cast upon us; at first we.
felt inclined to avoid its onerous responsibilities, and pressed our friend to
give the money to Mr. Miller, but being, upon fuller reflection, unable to
refuse her request, we have gone forward in humble dependence upon the
will of God, and expect to See his mighty power revealed. To found an
orphan house in London into which children should be received without
requiring from their friends the labor and expense of canvassing for votes,
is: an object worthy of the aid of generous persons; and that the orphans
when received will be under the care of Christian persons, and directly
associated with a flourishing Christian church, should commend the project
to the confidence of the lovers of the Lord Jesus. If the Lord shall be
pleased to bless our efforts in future years to the conversion of the boys in
the school, it may so happen that ministers and missionaries will be found
for our churches among these children of our care, whose souls will be our
first and highest concern. We entreat the Lord our God who has for several
years provided so bountifully for our College, to stretch out his hand to
help us in this new and untried work; and in order that his people may be
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fully aware of the needs of the work, we must mention the following facts:
— The sum of 20,000 transferred to the trustees is almost all!in the shape
of Railway Debentures, or other forms of investment which cannot at the
present time be realized without serious loss. As these: bonds nearly all
mature within the next two years, we feel that it would be folly to attempt
to part with them at the present juncture, and in the hope (not altogether
without Fear), that these securities will be redeemed according to
agreement, we must wait with patience tilt the full time shall come. Thus
our Friends will see that the funds in hand are not available for present use,
and that we are comparatively at a standstill. In order to complete the
purchase of the ground which we thought it of the highest importance to
secure, we have had to borrow £3,000 upon the security of a portion of
our bonds. We confess that this necessary transaction is not to our taste,
and we earnestly wish that we had the means to pay off that sum, and leave
the bonds alone until they can be realized. Now the ground is in our
possession, and the season is come for building operations, but we have no
money to go on with unless we effect another loan, and this we do not
think wise. It is true we can wait, but then the ground is lying idle, and the
cause of charity will be losing, so long as we wait, £150 a year in the form
of interest upon unused property; and, mean- while, many orphan children
are seeking admittance for whom we can do nothing. It may be also well to
mention that the law of mountain operates in our case in such a way, that
should our generous friend be removed by death within the next twelve
months, the heir-at-law can claim the properties which have been handed
over to the trust. We firmly believe and earnestly pray, that the Lord who
has spared her to see this great work commenced, will graciously preserve
her for many years to come to see the growth and prosperity of the
institution; but still there is the matter of fact as to the law, and it is not
encouraging. What is needed, as far as shortsighted creatures can judge, is
this-that the sum given by the first donor should be left altogether
untouched, and remain for ever as an endowment fund, and that the
Christian public should find the means to pay for the ground and erect the
buildings. The fact that the gift is in a sense tied up and bound by
providential circumstances, seems in some measure to indicate that this is
the path which the Lord would have us pursue; and if he shall further move
his people spontaneously to send the means. It will be to us a source of
unutterable comfort.
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Our plan is to build schoolroom, chapel, and other offices in the centure of
the ground, and to erect as the funds may come in, houses in which the
boys may live in groups, like families. This plan is certainly convenient for
our circumstances, as it will permit of our building by degrees, and we
think that its practical working will be of the most useful kind. This mode
of building enables us to enlist and to use the aid of all our friends, whether
able to con tribute little or much. Many small, sums may build the schools,
and larger gifts may erect the houses. Are there not within our circle of
fellow-laborers, persons of wealth who might give enough money to build
one of the dwelling-houses which, according to the size selected, might
cost either £250, £S00, or £1,000? We know some who contribute very
largely to orphans, would they not be investing their money profitably by
enabling us to get this institution into working order? Could not many
collect for the Building Fund among their friends? Might we not have a
“Sword and Trowel” house built by our readers? W ill not the friends at the
Tabernacle make it a point of honor to have a Tabernacle House? The
workmen of one firm in the building trade have agreed to build a house in
their spare time, and the head of the land has promised to give the
materials. Are there no other workers of a like mind? We have, as our
friends need not to be told, no personal interest to promote, and therefore
we are bold to push the matter: the claims of the fatherless and the orphan
will not, ‘we trust, need any very earnest pleas from us to pros them upon
the followers of Jesus; and the opportunity now offered is one which must
peculiarly commend itself to those whose views of divine truth are similar
to our own.


It may be asked, What then is the amount which you ask for? Our answer
is, that before the work can be thoroughly done, we shall need £10,000 to
be laid out in building, and this amount we ask for’ it is but a small sum for
God to give, and if it be his divine will he will send it. If this is not sent to
us at once we must do the best with what the Lord is pleased to entrust to
us, and wait upon him for more are our needs arise. Will each reader of
“The Sword and Trowel” who has power in prayer, send up to the Infinite
Majesty a prayer for our success in this benevolent enterprise?
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REVIEWS


NOTICE. — In our Review department we may be somewhat singular in
our modes of procedure, but those who object to, our doings have a very
simple remedy, namely, not to send us theft’ books. We say, then, very
respectfully, but very plainly, that we do not intend to enter into any
controversy with authors about our notices of their works. They send their
books that they may have the benefit of such publicity as our notice of
them may afford; if that publicity should be attended with our censure
rather than our commendation, they must put up with it, or find such other
redress as may be available. Our opinion may be right or wrong, but if we
give it when asked for, as far as our pages are concerned, there must be an
end of the matter. Moreover, to all whom it may concern, we give
information that we do not pledge ourselves to notice all the books sent to
us, and especially controversial pamphlets, teeming with personalities,
prophetical catch-pennies, or catch-shillings, insane maunderings, half
heresy, half egotism, and rubbishing rhymes of the “poet Close” order:
these may be advertised by the authors at their own expense, we shall not
give them even so much encouragement as our public ridicule, unless
indeed the ends of truth, or the interests of the public may be served
thereby. Nor will we be drawn into privately expressing an opinion when
we have been publicly silent. Her Majesty’s revenue is much increased by
letters sent to us requesting our views upon matters wherein we have no
views, and by abuse of us for our silence. The Post Office profit is not
increased by our answers, for we send none. This is a sad want of courtesy!
Very likely, but if tiresome correspondents would be courteous enough to
remember that they have no claim upon our time, we should not need to be
so uncourteous as to tell them so. Courtesy or no courtesy, we give real
gold instead of doubtful silver — the gold of silence instead of the silver of
speech.
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ON RETURNING TO THE
RENOVATED TABERNACLE


A MONDAY EVENING ADDRESS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IT strikes me that this building, so thoroughly cleansed and chastely
beautified, has a lesson for us. The prophet Habakkuk spoke of stones
citing out of the wall, and beams out of the timber answering thereto;
surely this roof and these pillars have long enough heard the voices of our
solemn assemblies, to be able to echo to us thoughts of truth and
soberness. If there be indeed —


“Tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
Sermons in stones, and good in e eryt rag,


rest assured there is a lesson for us in the cleaning and reparation of the
house in which we delight to meet for the united worship of God.


Do we not all need in our own souls, every now and then, just what this
balloting required, namely, restoration and renovation? In this our smoky
city the most careful housekeepers find cleanliness to be difficult; do what
they will, dingyness will get the upper hand. Gilt grows dim, gloss departs,
the purest whiteness is discolored, and dust and dirt are apparent
everywhere, because our atmosphere is heavily laden with elements
opposed to purity. Even so in this crooked and perverse generation, the
best of believers will find it difficult to maintain the freshness and beauty of
their piety, the closeness of their fellowship with Jesus, and the
heavenliness of their conversation. Our first love all too soon grows cold,
and much of its fair promise perishes, for the influence of the world is, to
renewed souls, as the night wind of winter to tender plants, pinching them
with biting frosts. Heavenly-mindedness is subject to secret, unceasing, and
most powerful assaults; like a vessel floating in equatorial seas, it is
assailed by innumerable minute enemies which seek to pierce its timbers of
strength, and turn its solidity to rottenness. Holy zeal, like a sacred fire,
seems burns low, unless fed by the unseen hand of our Well-beloved, for
the forests of earth yield no fuel for its flame. Even under the ordinary
circumstances of spiritual life, it is the easiest thing in the world to lose our
first heat of love, and to decline into a lukewarm and sickly state; but under
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certain conditions it becomes almost inevitable. “Facilis decensus averni”
— easy is the descent to hell; down, down, down. It is easy work to slide
imperceptibly down; and he must be watchful to the highest degree who
does not find himself descending by the mere force of fallen nature into
backsliding of heart, and active departure from his God.


In order that declensions may not continue, that blessed Spirit who has
been pleased to make us the temples in which he dwells, gives us, at fitting
periods, seasons of complete restoration, renewing us in the spirit of our
minds. I am not referring now to those daily cleansings and quickenings
which are the result of his indwelling; nor do I speak of that one great and
perfect purification bestowed upon us when we believed in Jesus at the
first; but my mind dwells upon that mercy of which David sang: “He
restoreth my soul;” “He satisfieth thy mouth with good things, so that thy
youth is renewed like the eagle’s;” that been for which he pleaded in the
plaintive words of the fifty-first Psalm: “Create in me a clean heart, O God;
and renew a right spirit within me.” Concerning such visitations of grace,
let us speak in few words, drawing a comparison between this building and
our souls. As soon as we left this Tabernacle, the workpeople busied
themselves in unsettling everything, creating clouds of dust, dragging in
timbers and ladders, and manufacturing confusion by wholesale. Scaffolds
sprung up as quickly as Jonah’s gourd; and, instead of the place looking
grave and sober as a place of worship should do, from top to bottom it
bristled with timber, like a forest, abounded in crossbeams and yards, like a
fleet of ships; and was as full of bustle and noise as a market or a factory.
They that turn the world upside down, had come hither also. Then great
havoc was made of everything which seemed passeth and decent; where
there was a tolerable show of paint the ruthless spoilers scrape it off, and
then picked out every flaw they could find in the ceiling, and made the
cracks gape twice as wide as before, till the house was stripped and peeled,
and made to put on sackcloth, and to be covered with dust and ashes,
because its glory had departed. You who love this house for the sake of
happy hours spent within it, might well have taken up a weeping and a
lamentation for it. Yet these workmen needed not to be ashamed, for their
work has been executed to perfection; and had it not been for the scraping
and the pulling down, the whole business would have been very badly
finished in the long run. Now, herein is an analogy as to God’s dealings
with the souls of his saints when he is about to bless them; for his gracious
renewings frequently commence with strippings and humblings of no
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ordinary kind. “When thou with rebukes dost correct man for his iniquity,
then makest his beauty to consume away like a moth,” and all this with a
view of putting upon the humbled soul the beauty of the Lord, and the
glory of the God of Israel. Job thus describes the dealings of the Lord
when he brings down the high looks of pride: “I was at ease, but he hath
broken me asunder: he hath also taken me by my neck, and shaken me to
pieces, and set me up for his mark. His archers compass me round about,
he cleaveth my reins asunder, and doth not spare; he poureth out my gall
upon the ground. He breaketh me with breach upon breach, he runneth
upon me like a giant I have sewed sackcloth upon my skin, and defiled my
horn in the dust. My face is foul with weeping, and on my eyelids is the
shadow of death.” This is severe usage, but when viewed as a preparation
for future blessedness, wisdom teaches us to see the hand of love in it all. If
the current were always smooth, might it not be a token of our gliding
towards the gulf of destruction? Depend upon it, the most of us cannot
endure great prosperity long together. As some constitutions cannot bear
certain meats, so a long run of spiritual ease is much too strong a thing for
the constitution of average Christians. The pools of our heart are apt to
grow stagnant unless stirred by affliction. Peace and quietness are hotbeds
for shams and superficialities; but when sharp troubles and keen
temptations assail us, nothing will stand but that which is real and lasting.
We should be very grateful to our gracious Lord for sending his rough
providences to despoil us of our supposed excellency, and lay bare the
poverty and nakedness of our natural estate. Traders with rotten
establishments are afraid to have their books overhauled, but judicious men
long to know their true position; and if they are shown by a wise
accountant that supposed gains are real losses, they are thankful for the
information, and change their mode of business at once. Soul trouble does
this for our spiritual trading; it finds out the bad debts, the windy
speculations, the worthless paper, the spurious securities which the soul
has been: dealing in, and sets our spiritual efforts upon a less cheering, but
much more certain footing.


This painful but truthful work within the heart is a preparation for
manifestations of the Lord Jesus’ sweetest love. The saintly Rutherford has
written, “I never find myself nearer Christ, that royal and princely One,
than after a great weight and sense of deadness and gracelessness. I think
that the sense of our wants when withal we have a restlessness and a sort
of spiritual impatience under them, and can cry out because we want him
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whom our soul loveth, is that which maketh an open door for Christ. When
we think we are going backward, because we feel deadness, we are going
forward; for the more sense the more life, and no sense argueth no life.
There is no sweeter fellowship with Christ than to bring our wounds and
our sores to him.” Our own experience, after its fashion, comes to the
same result; it is only as we are brought low in self, that we are lifted up in
the ways of the Lord. A harsh-faced providence, although sternly breaking
up our false refuges, has proved itself to be a good friend, by constraining
us to flee into the inner chambers of the Redeemer’s love, for comfort.
How sweet is the warm bosom of the Savior, when wintry blasts sweep
over us and make our bones to quiver! then do we, like newborn lambs,
rejoice in the Shepherd’s bosom, and cling closely to it as for life itself. For
ever blessed be the hand which covers me with wonders and bruises, and
so leads me to seek to the Physician of my soul. Glorious is the poverty
which endows me with the riches of Christ; happy is the shipwreck which
casts me helplessly upon the shore of divine love. Thus, out of the lion we
gather honey, and the flinty rock drips with oil.


After all the defacing work had been done, the workpeople passed on to
something more satisfactory, and first one, then another, busied him self
according to his trade, until the house became fair to look upon, as we see
it now. Your eye sees nothing of the scraping and the peeling, but you see
the result, and are content with it; believe that it shall be so with your heart
after you have fully known and felt the evil of sin. All the undoing is
necessary to the renewal; all the laying bare of filthiness is necessary to the
complete purification of the spirit. Farmers leave their fields fallow for a
season that the earth may gather strength for a richer crop, and so we may
be under the Lord’s desertions for awhile for our lasting profit; and, as
after awhile the farmer returns to plough and sow and reap in that field, so
will our blessed Master turn to us in mercy, and we shall know the Lord.
Our house was not deserted altogether because we left it for a season, and
we had no ill will towards it when we gave it over to the workmen’s hands;
and the temples of the Holy Spirit shall have no cause in the end to accuse
him of forsaking his own, or turning away his love from his chosen.


In the day when all the saints shall glitter like palaces of gold, and be pure
as temples of alabaster, they shall adore the infinite wisdom which defiled
their fancied purity that they might be made truly holy, and stained their
imaginary glory that they might shine in a splendor altogether divine. My
friends, beloved of ray soul, more dear than ever as years roll on, I do not







392


ask trouble for any of you; but if there be no other way of renovating your
spirits, you may on your own account cheerfully welcome the severest
trials, when sent by heaven, to visit your house. Come they will, whether
we welcome them or no, for the promise is sure to all the seed, “In the
world ye shall have tribulation.” Let us most devoutly praise God that he
does not consult our whims, or our fancies, as to how he should deal with
us; we have a Father who does not spare the rod for our crying, knowing
better than we do what is good for us. He does not ask us in which path
we will go; he directs our steps’, according to his own wisdom, and not
according to our folly. Surely we poor shortsighted creatures can even now
feel that it is good for us to have infallible wisdom to direct us, and that it
is our duty to give up our unbelief, and all our questionings, and submit
ourselves absolutely to the will of the unerring Father. All our misery
springs out of our self-will. Self-love is the nest out of which the hornets
fly in their armies; would to God it were utterly destroyed. If self-will were
slain, sorrow would lose its sting. The daily cross in itself is not heavy —
as Jesus’ yoke, it is easy; but self-will makes our shoulders raw, and then
the cross becomes very heavy to bear. Sweetly does Madame Guyon sing
—


Long plunged in sorrow, I resin.
My soul to that dear hand of thine,


Without reserve, or fear;
That hand shall wipe my streaming eyes,


Or into smiles of glad surprise
Transform the falling tear.”


When the spirit gets into a condition of perfect acquiescence with the
divine with, it flourishes equally in sunshine or shade. I pray God that we
may be made willing to receive from him, with equal satisfaction, both that
which seems to be evil, and that which is apparently good, and this may be
an argument of which even our selfishness may feel the weight, that the
time for casting away stones is followed by. a time for gathering them
together, and the period of humiliation is certainly succeeded by a deep and
lasting exaltation of soul, and therefore we may complacently endure the
first for the sake of the second. The heart in disorder of grief shall be but a
prelude for the spirit in fullness of joy and peace; therefore let us be of
good courage, and trust in the Lord, and wait patiently for him. In our out-
door campaigns, to drown the oaths and sallies of the enemy.” You my
brother,” saith he to a spiritually skillful recruit, “can serve us well by using
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the weapon of all-prayer.” “You, my friend,” saith he to one of bright
countenance, and quick, intelligent eye, “can wield the sword of the Spirit
against the furious attacks of our flocks.” In this way, he surveys his
troops, keeping a sharp eye upon that slovenly, backsliding recruit, who
has lost some military ardor by coming’ into too close contact with the
opposite ranks, charging him to keep his regimentals in good order, lest the
Great Captain should disband him from the army, or put him under sore
discipline. “Valiant comrades,” saith he, cheerfully. “ours is a glorious
conflict. Victory must be won, since we shall overcome in the strength of
our great Warrior Master. Be firm, comrades, for our enemy goeth about
like a roaring lion, seeking whom he may devour. Enlist all you can into
this service. Remember the wages are good, the pay sure, the inheritance
certain, and the final reward glorious. We shall be crowned by Royalty, and
shall reign with our King for ever and ever.” “Ah!” addeth he, “is not all
this worth working for? And there arises a responsive hearty shout, from
thankful, joyous hearts, “Ay, sir, it is!” Where this earnest soldier’ of the
cross discerneth an aptness for higher work, he promotes to nobler service;
and thus he converts the most useful soldiers. into recruiting sergeants for
Jesus. In this way, bands of men are quartered in various stations, until
what were once the strongholds of Satan become garrisons of King
Immanuel. “Every valley shall be exalted, and every mountain and hill shall
be made low: and the crooked shall be made straight, and the rough places
plain: and the glory of the Lord shall be revealed, and all flesh shall see it
together: for the mouth of the Lord hath spoken/t.”


OUR ORPHANAGE


THE Lord is beginning to appear for us in the matter of the Orphanage; but,
as yet, he has not opened the windows of heaven as we desire and expect.
We wait in prayer and faith. We need not less than £10,000 to erect the
buildings, and it will come, for the Lord will answer the prayer of faith.
One esteemed friend, Mr. George Moore, of Bow Church-yard, has, with
spontaneous generosity, sent £250 towards one of the dwelling- houses,
for which we are very grateful Perhaps other great merchants may be
moved to do likewise. Three friends have offered £50 each in the hope that
seventeen more will give the same, and so make up another thousand
pounds;
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this ought not to be a very great difficulty. One of these donations is
already paid. We have received one or two small sums towards a Sword
and Trowel


Cottage, and if others think well of the plan, one might be built for £500.
The best project of all, to be carried out upon a large scale, is probably the
suggestion of a friend, that ten thousand persons should give a guinea’
each; and as we have considerably more than that number of readers of this
magazine, and twice as many readers of the sermons, if the Lord do but so
move his people’s hearts, there can ‘be no difficulty about it. We have
received fifty guinea subscriptions at the moment of writing, though the
plan hash not been made public. Cannot every reader either give or collect
one guinea? We have also received £2 2s. from a Sabbath-school in a small
country town, thus setting a good example to our friends in that
department. What more fitting than that children should help us to provide
for children? Will none cooperate in building a house to be called the
Sunday-school House for the Orphans? Many poor orphan children could
be comfortably housed, if every one of our friends would do his best. It is
the Lord’s own work to care for the fatherless, but we do not think we are
showing any distrust in his providence when we tell his own children our
position and projects, for we are sure that he will provide by some means,
even if our plans all fail. What, dear reader, ought you to do? Consider and
act, and let your action be prompt.
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WHAT IS THE ORIGIN OF EVIL? How is it that the Almighty God permitted
it to enter into the world? This perplexing question is raised by many when
they are hard pressed in their consciences, and want a convenient corner in
which to hide. They are ashamed of their sins but like them too well to give
them up, and therefore they raise a great dust over this question, so as to
hide themselves from the attacks of their conscience. Our somewhat rustic
woodcut may suggest a far more profitable mode of procedure. The
bullocks are in the field doing a world of mischief, and the boys are all
squabbling as to how they got in, whether through a gap in the hedge, or
because the gate was left open, or by crossing over the brook; but Farmer
Brown is calling out to them, ‘;Come along, boys, and get them out; don’t
stand talking about how they got in, while the wheat is being spoiled.”
Wisely said, friend Brown; and just so our business with evil is rather how
to get it out of ourselves, than to inquire how it came to be permitted in
‘God’s world. Nice questions about specific gravity will not save a man
who-is drowning, nor will doctrinal disputes save our souls.


Reader, Jesus who gave his life for sinners, has power to save us from: our
sins. The blood and water which flowed from his wounded side are sin’s
perfect and certain cure:; he who by faith rests in these is no longer under
bondage to evil. Jesus, by his Spirit, can drive out the evil of our hearts,
however deep-seated and powerful it may be; and if we seek him by prayer
and faith, he will do it. Leave, then, all critical questions, and be in earnest
to obtain an interest in him. This text is plain enough, “He that believeth
and is baptized shall be saved; but he that believeth not shall be damned.”
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OUR engraving represents the Hospice of St. Bernard, and the wild scenery
surrounding it. The place is so cold that fish will not live in the lake, and
we have seen the snow lying knee-deep at mid summer. The Hospice is a
refuge from the storm in which many travelers have rested securely, who
otherwise might have been lost in the snow. This noble, institution receives
all passers freely, whoever they may be, without money and without price;
and in this respect it is like the salvation of our Lord Jesus, for Jesus gives
freely of his grace to those who have nothing to offer in return. Reader,
whoever you may be, your soul is in danger unless you find rest for it in the
atonement of Jesus Christ; we pray you trust in him, and enter into peace.
He asks neither money, merit, nor preparation from you. whosoever casts
himself unreservedly upon the Mediator’s merits is saved, even though he
may not be able to see in himself so much as a single grain of merit. Jesus
gives himself gratis to every willing soul. He will not refuse himself to you,
dear reader. Try him at once! Let not your pride refuse his salvation
because it is free, but the rather let your heart adore the generous grace of
the Redeemer.


We have met in the Hospice persons of all nations and ranks, for none are
excluded who knock at its doors. O dear reader, may we have the joy of
meeting you in the home of Jesus, for he casts out none that come to him.
Rich and poor, learned and uneducated, are equally welcome. May the
Holy Spirit sweetly compel you to come into Christ’s Refuge. ‘Trust Jesus,
and you are saved.


STOCKPILE ORPHANAGE.


WE have been waiting upon the Lord in faith and prayer concerning our
Orphanage, but he is’ pleased at present to try our faith by making us
exercise patience; however, the work is so evidently of the Lord, that no
doubts or fears have crossed our mind as to its ultimate success. As we
have no object in view but the glory of God, by the instruction of fatherless
boys in the ways of the Lord, having a special view to their souls’
salvation, we had hoped that many of the Lord’s people would at once
have seen the usefulness and practical character of the enterprise, and have
sent us substantial aid, so as to enable us to accomplish the work
immediately. We felt that. the same divine power which moved one sister
to give £20,000, could easily move others to contribute according to their
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ability, and that thus another £20,000 would readily be sent in. The Lord’s
way, however, is always the best, and we rejoice in it, let it be what it may;
if the work is to be one of time and. long. effort, so let it be, if so God is
magnified. In all, we have received up to this hour, the sum of £650, and in
the strength of this earnest of the Lord’s gracious help, believing that
money will come in as need arises, we have resolved to erect two houses,
each house to cost rather: more than £600, and to hold fifteen or sixteen
orphans. There will necessarily be a considerable expense!involved in the
drainage, which must be ,done at once, and which, from the distance to the
main sewer, will be large. We have also thought it necessary at once to
erect a large covered shed, in which we can occasionally hold public
meetings and tea meeting? upon the spot, in aid of the Orphanage, and
which will also form a play-ground for the boys in wet weather. This, our
friend, Mr. Higgs, will erect for us with, all speed, that we may hold a great
meeting on the ground early in the month of September, when we hope the
first stone of the houses will be laid. We have also engaged a sister to
receive the first four orphans into her own hired house until the
Orphanages are ready. Our beloved friend, the original donor, has given
her plaice to be sold for this object, and in so doing has set an example to
all believers who have surplus and unused gold and silver which ought to
be put to better use than lying wrapped up in a box. We shall probably take
two more children, and are ready to receive aid in the form of clothing for
these first -six orphans. Half-worn cloth garments will be useful to make
up. Thus a first step is taken; but we lay it heavily to heart, that we have
borrowed £3,000 to pay for the ground, and that thus the original
endowment is burdened: we pray that this loan may not need to be
renewed. No one has come forward to meet the request that three persons
should give £250, and so crown the gift of Mr. G. Moore, by making it
into £1,000. Two sums of £50 are also waiting until seventeen others shall
give the like sum to make up another thousand, one fifty having already
been paid. We have had four sums from Sabbath-schools towards a
Sunday-school house, and we hope these are four drops indicating a
coming shower. The school at the Tabernacle is about to move vigorously,
and to ask: the cooperation of other schools: when a circular is issued to
superintendent’s, we bespeak for it a kindly consideration. We purpose
holding a great bazaar at Christmas, and shall be glad if friends everywhere
will cooperate to make it; a success. Collecting boxes and collecting cards
will be forwarded to friends who desire them. It is ours to work according
to our best judgment, and then to look up in faith to our heavenly Father
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for his help, which we know will surely come, for he is the Father of the
fatherless.


Donations of clothing or money can be sent to C. H. Spurgeon,
Metropolitan Tabernacle, London.


OURSELVES AND THE ANNEXATIONISTS


THERE is no bigotry in the world equal to the bigotry of modern liberalism.
Sectarianism may be bitter, but latitudinarianism is wormwood and gall.
We have been most ferociously denounced for tersely and accurately
designating the action of the Congregational Union, in reference to Union
Churches, as “a little dodge.” Viewing it in connection with the party who
agitated the question, a little dodge we believed it to be, and at this
moment we can find no better name for it; in fact, the tall talk which our
description has evoked, has showed us how exactly we managed to hit the
nail on the head. We have at all times endeavored to prove our hearty
brotherhood with all the people of God, not by words merely, but by
deeds. Oar Independent friends know that our heart is always warm
towards them, and that when it has been in our power to serve them, we
have needed no pressing to make us do so; on the other hand, we have no
truer friends than many among the Congregationalists, with whom we
enjoy the dearest fellowship, and who have again and again practically
helped us in our schemes. We hope that this brotherly love may continue
and increase, and we trust there will never be any emulation between the
Independent and the Baptist bodies, but that of holy desire to be foremost
in promoting the cause of Christ. For either body to endeavor to increase
its numbers by offering facilities for transfer to its own ranks, and
inaugurating a policy, of annexation is unwise and unbrotherly. To attempt
to convert men to our views is our duty, but to draft them without
conversion into our body is no gain in any sense, either to truth or good
fellowship. A certain company of would-be extra super- fine liberals, made
up of Independents and Baptists, good enough men in their way, but
thoroughly wrongheaded on this and some other points, are resolved to
amalgamate the two bodies, and their first action, inoffensive and
insignificant in itself,: we judge, from what we know of them, to be merely
the beginning of the end, a stepping-stone to something more, getting in
the thin end of the wedge — in plain Saxon, a little dodge. They would
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form churches and found a denomination in which Christ’s ordinance of
baptism would be left optional; some of them would even haw; a font and a
baptistery in each place of worship, which to our mind, is to form churches
on the principle of despising the command of Christ, and counting it to be
an utterly insignificant matter what the ordinance may be, and whether it be
obeyed or not. “Whichever you please, dear friends; pay your money and
take your choice. Sprinkle the infant or immerse the believer, our church
does not care a farthing which;” this is the witness of the model Union
Churches, and would be the witness of a United Baptized and Unbaptized
Congregationalism. We quite understand the testimony of our friends who
hold infant baptism, as they also understand ours; but to form a
denomination which regards all baptisms with equal indifference, seems to
us to be a scheme traitorous to Christ and his Word. ‘This is what has been
for some time, more or less covertly aimed at, and is now the darling object
of those who were at the bottom of the Congregational Union resolution,
and of others who looked on approvingly, biding their time. There was
much more aimed at by some than was meant by all; and we judge not only
by what was publicly said, but by what is privately done. We tell these
gentlemen who are so set upon fusing the Paedobaptists, and the Baptists,
that we hope all who think with them will avail themselves of the plank so
conveniently and temptingly offered to them, but we take liberty to say
again that there is one Baptist at least who will never be absorbed into the
projected unity, and we believe that with the exception of a score or so
whom we could well spare, there are none among the Baptists who would
consider for a moment the question of breaking up an ancient and useful
Christian community, for the mere sake of gratifying a morbid craving for
nominal union, or an ambitious desire to form a large and influential
congregationalism. We call upon our honest Paedobaptist friends to give
an unmistakable utterance as to their views, for we believe that the
ambitious designs of those who would swallow us up alive, are foreign to
the mass of the Independents. We can go on in holy unity of spirit as two
denominations, but the project of annexation is a serious injury to brotherly
love, and should be dropped at. once or carried, on by a public and explicit
overture. What should we think of our Wesleyans if they indulged visions
of annexing the. Independents, and thought those to be uncharitable who
opposed such fond desires of aggrandizement? What if the Presbyterians
should come to the conclusion that the Baptists should unite with them,
and grow enraged because any refused to endorse their magnanimous idea?
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The cases are as nearly parallel as can be, for our affinities are about the
same.


Some of the letters written upon the question show a very proud and
overbearing spirit; mention has even been made of the word “schism,” as
though the Congregational Union is to be considered as the true church,
and the Baptists are to be looked upon as a set of schismatics. We take
leave to say that men would not use such language if they remembered
how often it has been cast at us all in turn, and how easy it is to retort.
Such talk naturally emanates from gentlemen. who sorely long to add.
Naboth’s vineyard to their possessions, but it will cause a revulsion of
feeling among the great majority of our liberty-loving brethren, the
Independents, who are entirely guiltless of the present conspiracy, and have
always shown the manliness to accord to others the liberty of association
which they so worthily exercise on their own account. The Baptist body
will never be absorbed into any other; why should it be? What an
infinitesimal benefit would such an absorption be, and at what an expense
would it be procured? In the interest of brotherly love, we hope we shall
either have this matter fairly out, or never hear it mentioned again. The
agitation of the scheme will create ill feelings, and its consummation, if it
were possible, would create a new denomination, and so multiply sects.
There would be the stanch Paedobaptists, who would adhere to their own
views, the true Baptists’ holding to theirs, and the Unionists, with their
views or no views, vacillating to their heart’s content alone in their glory.
We frankly confess and publicly promise, that in every way we will oppose
this annexation scheme, in the bud. as well as in the flower, in its first as
well as its last phase; not because we love union less than other men, but
love it more, and believe that the evil leaven which we see at work is as
hostile to true union as it is to truth itself. Not a word have we ever said
against the fullest and heartiest love to our Paedobaptist brethren, but we
differ from them in a point which seems to us to be very important, and we
feel that we can get on better in Christian love as we are than as it is
proposed that we should be. We have as much right to Baptist Union as
they have to a Congregational Union; and as we see good reason for
maintaining our separate organization, surely our friends need not be
angry, with us for doing, so; especially as they can at any time put an end.
To their own separate existence, and unite with us if they think their infant
baptism to be so unimportant that they can give it up, and follow our view
of the Lord’s command. If we should ever leave the Baptists we should







401


quite as soon join the Free Church of Scotland, or the Quakers, as the
Congregationalists; but our anchor is down, and not at all likely to be
drawn up. When we mean a change, however, we hope we shall be honest
enough to avow it. We should feel ashamed to be a member of the Baptist
denomination, and harbor the design of carrying it over in whole, or in
part, to another body. When ministers get a footing in Baptist churches,
and first disown strict discipline as to baptism, and then inoculate their
people with hostility to their denomination, and coquette with Paedobaptist
bodies, they present to our churches a reason for inquiry into the
advisability’ of the very first step in the descent; and they also raise the
question as to the honesty of those who gain an inch with the covert view
of getting an ell, when they know very well that no inch would be given if
their ultimate design were known. We have, been open and above board in
our expressions, upon this business, and we wish others would be. The
anonymous letters in which we have been assailed we look upon as the
weapons of cowards; we cannot write or speak without being known, and
do not wish to do so; we believe the whole system of anonymous writing
to be meanness itself when directed against public men who are mentioned
by name. Put off your cloak sir, when your adversary wears none, or you
will be scouted as one of the assassin’s breed. Our friend, Mr. Brock, who
has been even more savagely assailed than ourselves, is quite able to take
care of himself, and could no doubt answer most crushingly if he cared to
do so; but we blush for those who dared most falsely to say that under any
circumstances the Baptist denomination could be ashamed of him — of
him, a man whom to know is to love, whose genial spirit makes him
incapable, of returning the bitterness which has assailed him and whose
personal weight far exceeds that of all his critics put together. Most
heavenly Christian union, we mourn that under shelter of thy hallowed
name, there should be carried on a war against truth, which is thy best ally
and surest foundation! That no one may make a mistake as to the writer of
this article, ‘although the editorial we is a plain enough indication of
authorship, we append our name that it may be coupled with all the
reproach which any may care to heap upon it for our plain speech in this
matter. C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST, 1867.


THE CHRISTIAN AT THE SEASIDE


BY C. H. SPURGEON,


AT this season many seek rest and recreation at the seaside, or in some
rural retreat: not a word can be said against this, but a few gentle
reminders may be seasonable. Ought not Christians to be consistent abroad
as well as at home? Are they always so? We have no more license to sin at
Margate, or Brighton, or Scarboro, or Dunoon, than we have at home; and
though the Same eyes may not watch us, there is one all-observing eye for
which we should feel the utmost regard. Cheerful, genial, unrestrained, and
at ease, we may be — the holiday is useless without: it; but even when out
of harness, a good servant of Jesus Christ will let his ,conversation be such.
as becometh the gospel of Christ. Our liberty is not license when, without
care, we are not careless. We should not be without salt when sojourning
by the sea, nor barren as the sands when walking on the beach.


Can we not do something for Jesus on the sands? If so, let us not miss such
a happiness. What situation and surroundings can be better for earnest,
loving conversation with our young friends concerning their soul’.? best
interests? A few words about the sea of eternity and its great deeps, a
sentence or two upon the broken shells and our frailty, upon the Rock of
Ages and the sands of time, may never be forgotten, especially if they be
but few, and those pleasant, solemn, and congruous with the occasion. A
good book lent to a lounger may also prove a blessing. A handful of
interesting pamphlets scattered discreetly may prove to be fruitful seed.
Souls are to be caught by the seashore and in the boat: gospel fisherman,
take your net with you.


Believers should not go to the worldly fashionable churches when they are
away from home, but should seek out faithful pastors of their own faith,
and cheer them with their presence and with an extra contribution. It is a
shame that the members of our churches should be seen frequenting the
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places where the world’s religion flaunts its meretricious finery. Our friends
laboring at watering places have much reason to complain that they do not
meet with the sympathy from Christian visitors which they have a right to
expect. Let not these loud and long complaints be aroused by the conduct
of any reader of “The Sword and the Trowel.” Drop in at the prayer-
meeting if you can, but any rate on the Lord’s-day worship with your own
people, and have a good word for the minister.


Godly lodging-house keepers complain that Christian families are not so
thoughtful as they might be in the matter of allowing them to get out to
worship on the Sabbath. Cooking is sometimes expected to be done, and
other labors are required of them for which no necessity can be pleaded.
Surely a hint will be sufficient to remedy this evil. We would not detain our
own servants from public worship: upon what principle are we justified in
making other people’s servants slave on the Sabbath for our conveniences
or whims? A Christian household should leave a sweet savor behind, even
after the shortest sojourn; and how can this be, when both mistress and
servants are kept at home all day on the Lord’s-day to oblige us?


Dear reader, living near to God during the season of rest will make it a
double blessing, a recreation for both soul and body. Aim at this, and the
Lord send you your desire. Purely the calm and beauty of all around you
should assist you to be devoutly happy, serenely holy, sacredly at ease.
You have had the yoke taken from your neck, and have left the exhausting
cares of the world at home, will you not return unto your rest and rejoice
in the Well-beloved who has dealt so bountifully with you? Seek the sweet
society of your soul’s Lord and King. Bathe in the sea of Jesus’ love, pray
for those healing winds which come from the wings of the Son of
Righteousness, rest in your Father’s bosom, and so be filled with heavenly
peace.


The editor will be on his way to Hamburg to preach the Word soon after
this number reaches his readers; he asks their prayers that he may have fruit
in that city also, and that his brief respite from toil may refresh him to
endure the unusual responsibilities of his position.
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THE WORD OF GOD AT THE PARIS EXHIBITION


TO THE EDITOR OF” THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL.”


The Lord Jesus having laid upon our hearts the desire to distribute
gratuitously the “Word of God” at the Paris Exhibition, we feel sure you
will rejoice with us that from April 1st to the present time very nearly One
Million Gospels or other portions of the New Testament have been given
away in the following fifteen languages : — French, English, German,
Italian, Spanish, Hebrew, Greek, Danish, Dutch, Swedish, Polish,
Portuguese, Russian, Arabic, and Turkish; and 25,000 of these have been
circulated amongst the French ,army, including an Arab regiment, to whom
250 Gospels of St. Matthew in Arabic were given.


Thus saith the Lord, “My Word shall not return unto me void: the entrance
of my Word giveth light.” And as we know from Scripture that souls are
born of God by the incorruptible seed of the Word, and sanctified through
the truth, let us work with all our might in spreading abroad these little
lamps of God’s truth.


Hear also what Martin Luther said, “God does more by his Word alone
than you and I, and all the world besides.” Therefore, with these precious
truths before us, is it not the duty and privilege of every child of God to do
he can in help in; forward this work which our’ loving God, and Father has,
for the sake of his dear Son, opened up to us? not only having disposed the
hearts of the Imperial Commissioners, but also of the police authorities of
Paris, to grant us all we desired, and we are now permitted to work
without the slightest opposition or hindrance in any way.


We rejoice also to tell you that, in answer to the prayer, “That God would,
for the sake of Jesus, move upon the hearts of his people by the Holy
Spirit, and cause them to give liberally and cheerfully to this, ‘his work,’ he
has inclined more than 5,000 Christian people to give more than 5,000; but
yet we want more (about £8,500), and we look to the Lord to send us this
also. At one time imaginary persecutions and want of funds nearly deterred
one of the undersigned from entering on this glorious work; but he cried
unto the Lord, and the Lord he believed heard him, for upon opening the
Bible after prayer, the first words which caught his eye were these, “Yea,
the Almighty shall be thy defense, and thou shalt have plenty of silver.”
This at once determined him to proceed, and God has stood by us,
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blessing, we hope, the work which he has permitted us to do, “That the
Father may be glorified in the Son.”


The cost of the separate Gospels is 2 10s. per thousand, and any amount
will be received with Christian thanks by Messrs. Barclay, Beyan, & Co,
54, Lombard Street, or by either of the undersigned.


We are enclose a description of the work by an eye-witness and fellow
laborer in the Lord’s vineyard at Paris.


“On that eastern corner of the triangle of the ‘Missions’ section,’ you will
observe the kiosk appropriated to the Bible-stand. It seems like a large
hive, and within it are the true working bees. At that window stands a
young German, at the next an Englishman, highly honored as the chief
promoter of this great enterprise. At the, third, a Frenchman, whose work
is more constant than that of his coadjutors, and needs all his energy —
bodily, mental, and spiritual. At the next a Russian gentleman, counting it
all honor to devote his time is such a cause. At the next, an Italian
Christian, ready for a word of welcome to his compatriots; and, at the
neighboring window, a Spaniard, fellow prisoner of Matsmoros, rejoicing
in liberty to give to his countrymen those Scriptures which have been the
joy of his own soul; and then a Christian man at the next window, skilled in
Oriental languages, and still another whose mission is to his own people, to
whom once were entrusted the oracles of God. These are the workers
within the hive, and outside it will gladden your hearts to see flocking, as if
with eager haste, a hungry throng around, the hive; but they come, unlike
the swarm of bees of which they have often reminded me forcibly, not
with, but for, that which is sweeter than the honey and the honeycomb. As
you look upon that sight, enough to make your heart dance for joy, you
will, perhaps, be reminded of the inquiry of the prophet in olden, times, as
you trace in that kiosk no fanciful resemblance to an eastern dove cote — ‘
Who are these that fly as a cloud and as doves to their windows?’ O
Christians, pray for this band of men whose hearts God has touched and
inclined to this noble work. It is one of the greatest marvels of this
exhibition that they are here at all; and Should their work, by any
opposition of the enemy, even now be stopped, it would not be in vain. But
it is of God, and if he be for us, who can be against us? Christians, as you
pass by that kiosk, give a kindly word of sympathy and love to those who
are bearing the burden and heat of the day. They need it, and they deserve
it. There have been opposers that have tried to prevent the work — and
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shame upon them! Englishmen, from the land of Bibles, have looked coldly
and with a passing sneer upon the workers. But I need not tell you of the
opposition from those who fight against God in this matter, and of
journalists in London or in Paris who would rejoice to hinder this
unprecedented circulation of his truth. Nor do I dare to tell you of the
encouragements that have cheered our brethren on. It would not be well to
publish names, of those, however exalted and influential they. may be, who
have thus received the Word of life, nor the numbers of the priesthood of
the Romish communion that have accepted these portions of truth, and
asked for more. We can but rejoice that the incorruptible seed is scattered
with the full assurance that it must germinate, and that it will bring fruit for
the great harvest-tide.”


The following is an extract from a letter just received from Paris : —


“To day a battalion of Algerian soldiers consisting of 630 men have
received Gospels in Arabic. When these men saw the gospels in their own
language, they surrounded us, and the officers were not able to keep them
in line.


WILLIAM HAWKE,
JOHN M’ CALL.


There is no room for two opinions concerning this unrivaled work. It is the
direct dissemination of God’s own word, and about its usefulness or
success tee doubt can be admitted. Glory be to God that suck a work has
been found possible! What would Paul have thought if he could have
foreseen that such a door would be opened for the word? Our eyes are
ready to overflow with tears as we think of the golden opportunity, and the
courageous manner in which our brethren have grasped it: for once we
wish we were rich, for then we would just write a cheque for £3,500, and
think it the best expenditure that we ever made. The brave leaders of this
enterprise must not be left in the lurch ; those who are favored with wealth
must aid them, aid them at once and without stint. Our own ‘works of faith
at the present moment more than absorb the energies of our own friends,
or we would urge upon them publicly the claims of this movement. If the
above letter should find for the writers a friend able and willing to help
them, we shall be glad indeed. — C. H. S.
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METROPOLITAN COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION


OUR readers have, in previous numbers, been made acquainted with the
work of the Colportage Association formed at the Metropolitan
Tabernacle. The society has only been in active work for eight months, but
during that time it has been the means of circulating large numbers of good
books. On Monday, June 24, the usual prayer-meeting at the Tabernacle
was made special for the purpose or bringing under the notice of the
congregation the work of Colportage, and of soliciting an interest in their
prayers. During the evening, Mr. Goodwin, the secretary, reported that
seven colporteurs were now employed by the society. The first was started
in November last, in the East of London; another commenced in
December, in Cambridgeshire, and others in East Kent, Wiltshire,
Oxfordshire, and Leicestershire. The character and progress of the work
may be judged from the fact that already in East Kent, the agency is one-
half self-supporting; that 210 Bibles, 463 Testaments, 278 portions of
Scripture, 1,280 Mr. Spurgeon’s Sermons, 253 “Pilgrim’s Progress,” 29
“Morning by Morning” etc, etc.; and 1,000 miscellaneous works of pure
religious literature, and about 300 magazines and periodicals monthly.


The meeting was commenced by a happy speech from the pastor, Mr.
Spurgeon, who referred to the use the Reformers made of the printing
press in spreading the truth. Before the Reformation, he said, Wycliffe used
to give portions of the Scriptures, as fast as they were translated, to the
young men of Lutterworth, and then would start them off to various towns
to read publicly in the market-place, so that, though copies could not be
readily increased, yet care was taken to read the one copy there might be in
a town in the open street, and at the market cross, and thus the people
became acquainted with the Bible. In Luther’s time, the world declared the
words of the great reformer were carried on the wings of angels — the
angels being “printers’ devils,” who ought much more felicitously to have
been designated “printers’ angels.” Mr. Spurgeon then gave a sketch of the
colporteur of the age of persecution. He said : —


“But we find that the Word of God was sold in those days in places which
it was not likely to reach through the shop of the common bookseller, and
this was done by means of persons who took the Book and carried it
secretly, hoping to meet with a sale. Very frequently in foreign countries
the colporteur might be seen with a box of trinkets on his back, containing
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jewels for fair ears, rings for my ladyfinger, and such like; and when he got
my lady at the castle-gate, fully attentive, and looking over the trinkets, he
would say that he carried with him a treasure better than all he was
showing to her ladyship; but he would have to trust his life in her hands if
he showed it to her. If she showed signs of displeasure, very likely nothing
more was said, but very probably, when the lady heard of the dangerous
secret, particularly wished to see it, and was especially curious about it —
as we all are in such ‘a case — she would tell the good man that he might
safely trust his life with her — what was it he had to show her? Then, by-
and-by there came out a copy of the Word of God, which he offered to,
sell. She would ask the price of it, and if she bought it, the purchase would
be quite a secret between the two; for if any one heard of it, their lives
might be called to account. So the priceless treasure soon changed hands,
and the Book was read; and her ladyship did not long read the Book alone,
but it got into the hands of the servants, who perceiving that her Ladyship
read a Book which she always popped away when anybody came in,
wanted to know what it could be. So the truth spread throughout the
household; and Rome, with all its power, was unable to check the sale Of
the Word of God. If the Book was not sold, still, perhaps, the good man,
before he went away, asked if they would accept a little tract; and just a
little leaf was left which contained some words of truth, which, even if it
were burnt, might yet burn its own way into the heart before the hand had
committed it to the flames. In that way, too, the truth was spread all
through England. Mr. Spurgeon said that, “The word ‘ colporteur’ was a
horribly ugly name, he had heard people call it ‘coal-porter ;’ and they have
thought that a Colportage Society was a society for carrying coals. Now,
that is very nearly correct. It is a society for carrying live coals about; and
those live coals,  believe, set many a place on fire. In our own country,
since those times, the sale of religious books has always been a main help
to the cause of truth, and I may add a potent means for spreading error
too. This day Romanists scatter those little books of Dr. Challoner against
Protestantism amongst young people, and on the cover it is stated, and
very properly stated, by the author, that we ought not to wonder at
Romanists giving away their little blue books, because we Protestants
delight in doing the same. They say that the whole Reformation was got up
through the secret distribution of books:, and why should not they adopt
the same means for the spread of their views? When good men think of the
infidel publications of England, and, what is worse, the silly trashy novels
which debauch the minds of the young, they feel the greater necessity for
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meeting this evil by scattering good books all over the land. There are
many large districts where the ordinary bookseller is not within reach, and
here the ‘colporteur’ has fine opportunities for disposing of his books. In
Scotland there is a similar society, which was started about twelve years
ago by three men, and which, under the blessing of God, has so grown that
they have now more than a hundred and fifty agents, who go over
Scotland, scattering the truth as it is in Jesus. He believed the committee of
their own society were ambitious to do for England what the other society
had done for Scotland, and he wished them success, since it was the right
kind of thing to take up. There were many earnest brethren who were not
adapted for preachers, but who were the right sort of men to sell a book, to
pray with the sick, to comfort the desponding, to guide the anxious, and to
lead sinners to the cross of Christ.”


An interesting address was also delivered by Mr. Young, the agent in East
Kent.


This society languishes for want of funds but it is one which, under God,
would be a mighty weapon if it were well used. We intend in future
numbers to keep it before the mind of our readers. Let it be remembered
that the committee will send a man into any district in which £30 per
annum is raised. Already one colporteur has been the means of raising a
new church, and much of this higher work would grow out of colportage if
it could be thoroughly carried out. We are overworked, and have in hand
enterprises beyond our means ; but God’s work must be gone, and we may
soon be dead, therefore, O Lord, send help to thine own cause. — C. H. S.


NOTES OF VISIT TO HAMBURG.


ON board the good ship “Granton,” at an early hour on Wednesday
morning, we found more than half a score friends waiting for us, all bound
for Hamburg, to share in the joy of our German brethren in the opening of
the new chapel for Mr. Oneken, and to take part in the triennial conference
of the Continental Baptists. We dropped down the river in the best style,
left Her Majesty custom house officers at Gravesend, steamed past the
Nore, the Mouse, the Swin Middle, the Gunfleet, and the Sunk Lights in
rapid succession, and were soon fairly out at sea, with fine weather and
smooth water. Shoals and sands were behind us, and the deep blue waters
were around us. A few, who thought that it would be a pity not to be
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squeamish, seeing they were at sea. retired to amuse themselves in the
unpleasant exercises of sea-sickness; but it was an unpardonable weakness,
for if not quite a sea of glass, the ocean was in its best of tempers. On
board we had a Babel of tongues — English, of course, dear mother-
tongue, German in abundance, joy of the fatherland, Spanish, French, and a
spice of everything else. With the exception of a few showers, all went
“merry as a marriage bell.” Night came with its heavy dews, and warned
the wise to seek their narrow couch, leaving the restless to tramp the deck,
or talk soft nothings by the moonlight. During the night there may have
been some tossings to and fro, and heavings of the uneasy billows; but
sleep brought us blissful ignorance, and we awoke to find the watery way
in as good condition as when we fell asleep. Passing every now and then
vessels of all sizes, and experiencing rapid changes of cloud and sunshine,
we soon after noon on Thursday were on the look out for the rocky shores
of little Heligoland, the sentinel of the Elbe, over whose narrow islet waves
Britannia’s flag. That seen ‘red passed upon our left, we soon saw the long
sandy island of Neuwerk, and then passing the town of Cuxhaven, we were
floating in the noble river Elbe, whose shores on either side sometimes
reminded us of Holland, and then again of our own Thames, and the
marshes upon the Essex shore. The increasing number of ships told us that
we were nearing some important seat of commerce; but it was like seeking
a miser’s money at the bottom of a very long purse, for Hamburg is some
seven hours or more from the river’s mouth, and we did not cast anchor till
nearly eleven o’clock. Just outside a long fleet of ships we were moored,
some distance from the shore. It was too late to hunt out our friends on
shore, and therefore we spent a second night in our cabins, and took our
breakfast on board on Friday morning. After breakfast we were conducted
by a brother in the Lord, who acted as messenger, to the hospitable abode
of the venerated apostle of Germany, our beloved Mr. Oncken, who
resides in an excellent house in a fine situation within the boundary of the
city of Altona. Mr. Oncken’s residence is, during the conference, an open
house for all comers; and if he is not altogether eaten out of house and
home, it is not for want of visitors. Brethren came in from Scotland by the
boat which leaves Leith, from Suffolk via Grimshy, from New York, from
Switzerland, Denmark, Poland, Norway, Holland, and from nearly every
other country where scions of the old Baptist stock have taken root. As the
various arrivals were announced, and all rejoiced to welcome the new
comers, we were reminded of that heavenly assembly to which many shall
come from the east and from the west, and we anticipated the joy of the







411


celestials as they receive fresh companies of the redeemed within the gates
of pearl. On Friday, our beloved brother Oneken escorted us round the
city, a city of no mean dimensions, containing about 200,000 inhabitants,
who are evidently lovers of pleasure more than lovers of God, since on any
one Sabbath in the year there will not be found 5,000 of them in all the
churches of Hamburg. With all the sin of London we have a Sabbath; and
our houses of prayer, though not so well attended as they should be, do
nevertheless receive within their doors an exceeding great army. We saw
the prison where, in years not long past, Mr. Oneken had been confined for
preaching the gospel; and while looking up to its windows overlooking a
canal, we thought of Bunyan’s damp moss-grown cell by the river Ouse,
and were glad that in this degenerate age, a Baptist could still suffer and
vanquish his enemies by his sufferings. It is gratifying’ to know that, in the
very city which a few years ago persecuted a Baptist minister for preaching
the word, public sentiment has now made such advances, that not only is
religious liberty complete, but there is now no state church at all; and
therefore the great reason and incentive to persecution is abolished When
will our own country have enlightenment enough to follow the example of
Hamburg? It makes one breathe more freely to know that the soil is
uncursed by a state church. We saw the room in which the first Baptist
church was formed, and the larger places to which it emigrated as it grew
in numbers. More interesting still was the consecrated spot upon the
ramparts, looking down upon the city w here, in lonely solitude, the young
apostle was wont, early in the morning, to plead with God for the people.
We understood the secret of Mr. Oncken’s success when we saw the
source of his strength in secret wrestlings with the angel of the covenant.
Hamburg little knew that a man was gazing upon it from the ramparts and
invoking with many tears the mercy of God upon its ungodly thousands.
Mr. Oncken also indicated to us the various spots where in secret, beneath
the cover of night, he had baptized his first converts. On the banks of the
Elbe, and along the shore of the low island opposite Hamburg, believers,
hunted by their enemies, have gathered silently to celebrate the immersion
of the faithful into the Sacred Three. large fresh water lake, called the
Alster, is the glory and beauty of Hamburg; and there also, away from
human habitations, has the pastor immersed believers, until his secret was
discovered, and the annoyances of violent enemies drove him to yet more
secluded spots. These places are historical, and will find their record in the
annals of eternity. That silver lake, the Alster, as we glided over its glassy
surface, which glittered in the sun, appeared to us to glow with another
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radiance than earth could give it as we saw, before our mind’s-eye, the
faithful and obedient disciples closely following their Lord.


Hamburg owes very much to the great fire which consumed its old
decaying habitations, and left space for a new city of palaces. Our
afflictions are among our choicest mercies’ the fires which consume our
earthly joys, often leave room for far more enduring heavenly delights. The
ramparts, no longer needed for purposes of war, are partly thrown down,
and form delightful walks all round the city, so that Hamburg looks like a
huge pearl set in a ring of emerald; alas! that the pearl should be so clouded
with abounding sin.


On Saturday, we went to see that remarkable institution, the Rough House,
which forms an asylum for the protection and reclaiming of the neglected
children of the streets of Hamburg. For lack of comprehending the German
tongue, we were not able to learn much by our visit; but our impressions
we will give more at length another time. We were very kindly received by
Dr. Wichern, his lady, and his daughter, to whom be all honor for founding
and carrying on so good a work. The lands of this institution contain about
fifty acres, which are gardened to perfection by the boys, every inch being
well cropped. The family principle is carried out, and hence there are many
houses scattered over the grounds, all picturesquely placed and prettily
planned, the Old Rough House, in which the work commenced, being the
most romantic: of all. We expected to see, at least, a thousand children,
judging from the abundance of buildings, and were not a little surprised
that the whole number was about 190. The printing presses, the bookstore,
the bakery, the farmyard and such like places we suppose, account, for the
quantity of erections, but the thought which pressed upon our mind was,
that if some one would give us fifty acres of such land, and we could put
such buildings upon it, we would have a thousand children there, if not
more. Our own George Muller would soon make more result out of so
much plant and space. However, we may be quite wrong, and a passing
visitor must not place much reliance on impressions so hastily formed. The
place is a paradise for situation and beauty; the whole effect produced
upon the eye is delightful, while the singing of the girls under the spreading
boughs of the trees, was all that could be desired to charm the ear. Our
heart was away at that little plot of ground at Stockwell, and we were
counting the hours until we should see our new houses built and occupied
by dear children whose voices should ring merrily along the greensward.
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Our shrine of pilgrimage was, however, the new chapel. This is a very
noble building, striking and well built; not at all the modest, plain structure
which we like to associate with our English Dissent, but a Gothic erection,
and therefore not to our taste, and yet, despite our judgment, a building to
be pronounced externally beautiful and internally imposing. Built altogether
of white brick, very lofty, with long windows, a platform and open
baptistery at one end, and a gallery at the other — roof groined, and, like
the walls, all of plain unplastered brick — the place is as true as the
principles advocated in it — not a particle of paint, plaster, or stucco being
tolerated; but — and sorry but — it is Gothic, which is fatal to begin with;
that one word, so far.’is preaching-houses are concerned, is the
condensation of all possible faults. The echoes, except when the house is
crowded, are countless, and jangle with each other like; brawling women in
a fish-market, and (misery of miseries!) not a window opens, nor is there
any ventilation beyond whole or two pricked in the roof, about half as
useful as nothing at all. When will architects remember that there are other
things to be considered in building a chapel besides merely satisfying the
rules of an antique architecture, which ought long ago to have been
superseded by something better? We would have a rule made by authority,
and enforced by the heaviest penalties, that every window, great or small,
in every place of worship, should be made to open, for we are sure that
close, unventilated, cave-like churches and chapels, are accountable for
more fevers, consumptions, and deaths, than most men dream of. We are
open to receive donations towards setting these windows to rights; we
have offered a five-pound note ourselves, and have the promise from the
pastor that the matter shall be seen to. With these exceptions, the chapel is,
as we have already said, a right noble structure, leaving nothing to be
desired but money to pay for it, and remove a debt of about £2,000.


The opening services of the Lord’s-day commenced early in the morning,
at eight o’clock, for our German friends are up betimes. We were out of
bed by half-past six, for we had a long walk to the chapel, which we found
full, and even crowded — echo therefore all gone for the time being. We
had singing up to our heart’s desire, and beyond it;. The choir sung, and
sung, and sung again, and the congregation sang about, as often — in fact,
the order of the day was, “O come let us sing unto the Lord.” Programs
were printed and scattered among the people, and the spiritual bill of fare
was long and varied. Many fervent prayers, were offered, to which the
congregation earnestly said, “Amen.” Mr. Oneken gave an outline of the
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history of the church, and magnified the grace of God in all that had been
brought to pass. The chief feature, however, was the exceedingly sweet but
exceedingly abundant singing. The chapel was very tastefully decorated
with wreaths of evergreens and flowers, the baptistery had flowers and
wreaths floating in it, and at the head of the steps stood two large orange
trees. It was Germanic altogether, and withal very pretty. Although the
service was all dumb show to us, for it was in German, yet our heart
entered into it; and so fax as the great heat, and the heavy air would allow,
we rose into fellowship with God — -the aforesaid obstructions being very
powerful for though the spirit indeed is willing, the flesh is weak.


Our own service in the evening was equally crowded and equally hot; if’
possible, more so. There was much song in German, and two little hymns
in English, and we hope that it was a good time, altogether. We intended
to have described the communion service on Sabbath evening, the love
feast on Monday, and the conferences of Tuesday, but having made a
pause on Monday, we have not been able to proceed further, although this
is the evening of Thursday; for alas! hours of pain and weariness have been
appointed us, and our hospitable host has found his guest turned into a
patient, and his house into an hospital. The great heat of the weather and
other causes have quite prostrated us; but no amount of pain can make us
forget the unalloyed delight which we have experienced in communion
with our German friends. God has done a great work in this land, and has
much more in store for it. Every Christian in England, especially every
Baptist, ought to aid the work to the utmost. To have seen and shaken
hands with earnest laborers from many lands, and to have received the kiss
of charity from them, is a privilege never to be forgotten. We bless God at
every remembrance of our honored brother Oncken, and pray that long life
and growing success may be with him.


Next month, if spared, we will finish this paper, so abruptly and so
painfully Shortened by unexpected richness, from which, by the Lord’s
will, we hope to have recovered long before these lines are issued from the
press. The printer needs to have this article at once, and therefore it must
go forth in its present fragmentary state.


HAMBURG, AUGUST 15TH. C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


OCTOBER, 1867.


PENNY READINGS;


OR, A SNAKE IN THE GRASS.


IN the name of God all manner of mischief is perpetrated. The great moral
truth, that we must not do evil that good may come, appears to be still
unknown or ignored among masses of professors. Things which Christian
men, as individuals, would scorn to invent or commit, when they once
become a fashion, and are varnished over with the pretext of doing good,
are run after with greediness; and when committees are formed, and
emulation excited, matters are even pushed to extremes from which
decorous non-professors had abstained. Given a dozen worldly professors,
an ungodly society to please, and the pretense of serving the interests of
religion as a cloak, and no one can guess to what length they will proceed;
if they had but the means they would not only, like the witch of Endor,
bring up Samuel from the tomb, but raise the arch-fiend himself to entertain
the public: the interests of morality and decency would be far safer in the
hands of decent deists than under the management of vainglorious
Christian professors, who have the name to live, and are dead. We are led
to these remarks by reviewing the many disgraceful facts which have been
brought under our notice in connection with Penny Reading’s, and their
association, not only with church clergymen and curates, but with our own
places of worship. We have blushed for our common Christianity when we
have observed the silly nonsense, the senseless foolery, the abominable
absurdity, the loose and all but lascivious sing-song, the moon-struck
sentimentality, which have been read, rehearsed, or sung, to congregations
of our people in schoolrooms and lecture hails, with at least the implied
sanction of the church, and its pastor and deacons, and sometimes with the
evident sanction of them all. Manhood alone ought to have kept the
performers and their admirers from sinking to the level of bathos which
they have occasionally reached. What would not be tolerated at a second-
rate theater, should hardly have gone down with men esteemed, at least by
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themselves, to be persons of position and education: there are amusements
allowable in the nursery, which we should hardly have expected to have
seen entertaining’ an assembly in which men of forty took a leading part.
We are among those who would defend and advocate the Penny Reading
system, by itself and rightly conducted as a valuable means of educating
our popularity, and making them acquainted with the great writers of our
and; we even believe that a higher end might be answered if choice, tender,
poetic, telling extracts from our devotional writers were read with
accompanying anecdotes and illustrations; we do not therefore run a tilt
against the whole thing as such, but we feel bound to say that the abuse of
it is in many places so serious that it would be far better to give up the
entire business than perpetuate its evils. Very far are we from decrying
popular lectures upon subjects scientific, historical, moral, or political — -a
good course of such lectures should, if possible, be provided by our
religious societies in every town — and if the lectures maintain a Christian
tone, much good will come of them; but lecturing and getting up courses
of lectures for mere amusement sake, without end or purpose, is not to be
tolerated by Christians. As to lecturers of known unsound views, who seize
every opportunity to sneer at the gospel, their employment by Christian
men, merely because of their cleverness, is a sin against the Lord. Penny
Readings, or Popular Lectures, cannot be judged in the mass; they’ may,
like Jeremiah’s figs, be very bad or very good; our lament is that in many
places they have been “evil, very evil, they cannot be eaten, they are so
evil.” We heard a wise and experienced father say, the other day, that in his
town, if he designed to ruin his children’s souls, he should first give them a
penny each to go to the readings, and then they would be quite ready to
enjoy six-penny-worth of wickedness at the low music-hall, and the next
step would be the play-house. Knowing what we do know, we thought him
right. When the Penny Reading, or the lecture, is elevating in moral tone,
let every right-minded man be thankful for it; but when it is a broad farce, a
coarse comedy, a silly love-song, or worse, it is altogether out of place in
connection with Christian men, their schools and associations. Let the
church enter into rivalry with the theater, and we know which will get the
better of it: on our side, such a contention would be all gain and no loss.
We would by no means interdict the use of wit and humor; far otherwise,
we hold that their plentiful use is frequently justifiable and advisable; we
should like to see a more abundant spice of them, not only in lectures, but
in sermons and in religious books; but there must be an end and a purpose
in the humor, or it becomes idle jesting, which is not convenient. To make
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men laugh at folly, at superstition, at meanness — -to pour ridicule upon
contemptible motives and actions until men laugh them to scorn — is one
thing; to keep an audience in a roar by a series of empty witticisms without
moral purport is quite another. Against the cheerful, the genial, the
humorous, there is no law; for the frivolous, foolish, and indelicate, there is
no excuse. Between the moroseness which will not allow a smile, and the
lawless levity which would turn our Zion into Vanity Fair, there is a wide
difference. Will not all the managers of those societies which cater for the
Christian public, look well to ‘this matter, and act upon the rules of Christi,
an prudence in arranging their programs? Shall the world be allowed to
entrench itself within the church itself? Shall folly deliver its delusive
teachings from the chairs of our own prophets? Let the mischief die at
once, and as the lecturing season now commences, let sweeping reforms be
accomplished forthwith wherever they may be required, before the plague
spreads further in the camp.


In some places great ,dissatisfaction is felt concerning past proceedings,
and this smothered fire will break into a flame of discord if fresh fuel be put
upon it; in others old heart-burnings have already led to divisions through
this offense; before such ills shall fall upon other churches, let the accursed
thing be sought for and put away. Honest, innocent, instructive, interesting
entertainment’s are not so difficult to get up, that we are driven to ribaldry
to help us; let us try again, and show the world henceforth that, even in
their recreations, Israelites are not Egyptians, Christians are not men of the
world.


JAMES HENDERSON, M.D. THE MISSIONARY
PHYSICIAN


AN EXAMPLE FOR YOUNG MEN.


THE home of James Henderson’s childhood was a little cottage, situated on
the bleak muir of Rhynie, in the north of Scotland,’ and distant a mile and
more from any other dwelling. There, on a dark day in the middle of the
December of 1832, while a violent snowstorm was exhausting its fury, he
was left an orphan when scarcely three years old. His father had been an
honest and industrious laboring man, had married young, and his brief life
had been a hard struggle to obtain a scanty subsistence for this family. Ten
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weeks before, he ruptured a blood-vessel in the lung, and the loss of blood
then and on subsequent occasions, brought him to the brink of the grave.
At four in the afternoon of the day mentioned, the good man rallied a little;
but as the darkness displaced the daylight, amid the last outbursts of the
storm, his spirit took its flight to another world in peace. He had no riches
beside his blessing to leave to his three little ones, and no legacy to his wife
but the assurance that God, who feeds the young ravens when they cry,
would take care of her, and provide her and her children with bread. The
tender years of the orphan boy prevented him from realizing his great and
irreparable loss; and while his two sisters sat silently near the fire, but
faintly understanding the sad scene around them, he crept to a quiet corner,
and slept as soundly as if joy were beaming on all within and without the
lonely cottage. Wearied with the discharge of the last offices of affection to
her husband, the new-made widow having sat herself down to rest, her
eyes wandered to her sleeping son; and, as they rested on his happy
countenance, wept for the first time at the prospect of that heritage of
sorrow, and care, and toil, upon which she had entered. She turned to the
Book of God and read its cheering promises, and spread her distress
before-the Most High in prayer. From midnight to morning she prolonged
these devout exercises, and as the day revealed the stern difficulties of her
situation, she faced them with a calm and courageous heart.


In the succeeding March she removed to a small cottage offered by a
farmer in the neighborhood, and there, by doing such work as she could
find on the farms around, kept herself and her children. Her evenings were
spent in teaching her two girls and their little brother to read, and in
hearing them repeat the portions of Scripture and questions in the “Shorter
Catechism” assigned during the day. This pious custom she never set aside,
though she often returned jaded and worn out, after working from six in
the morning, to go supperless to bed; or had to begin her labor on no better
breakfast than a crust and cup. of cold water. Two years of her life thus
rolled slowly away, embittered by many hardships and privations.


Her own and her children’s lot became more easy and comfortable when
she went, after her mother’s death, to live with her father, who rented a
small croft in the district. The old man was rude and rigid in his manners,
yet bore a ‘warm and tender heart, in whose affections his grandchildren
largely shared. His superior intelligence raised him in the esteem of his
neighbors, and a plentiful supply of stories, gathered in his travels through
the Highlands, rendered his company particularly entertaining in the long
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winter’s evenings. He loved the Bible, and often made little James, before
he was seven years old, read whole evenings to him in the books of the
Kings, and Chronicles, and Proverbs. At other times he would bring the
boy to his side, and tell him to sing some ballad of the clans; and, as a
daring exploit of the clan to which he belonged was sung with a deeper
emphasis, his dim eye would kindle again with the clans-man wonted fire.


In a little while the old man was gathered to his fathers, and the widow was
left in possession of the small farm. James was sent into the fields to lend
his slender assistance in their cultivation. The summer kept him busily
occupied, but the winter was a kind of long vacation, in which he roamed
over the hills, and mightily terrified the timid rabbits and hares with an old
gun, which only condescended to go off on certain occasions. His
education was considered by his relatives complete with the ability to read
the Bible and the” Shorter Catechism.” Writing and arithmetic were
deemed superfluous accomplishments, and their necessity in that part of the
country was never imagined. :For generations past his fathers, all honest
and simple-minded men, had lived and died without a knowledge of these
things, and why should the rising race seek to be wiser than they? Until he
had gone half way through his teens, the only eminent and respectable
literary characters whose acquaintance he had made were “Jack the Giant
Killer,” and “The Forty Thieves.” It was only in his sixteenth year that he
heard there existed such a country as China, or discovered how his own
nation was governed. His faith was almost equally divided between the
gospels and the current superstitions of the district; and it is duly
authenticated that the most absurd story about the power of witchcraft was
nothing more to the credulity of the people in. those parts than a shrimp to
a hungry whale. From earliest infancy his mother trained him to keep holy
the Sabbath. On the afternoon of that day, his chief enjoyment was to
repair to the bank of some rivulet or mountain spring, where he would sit
for hours reading and correcting to memory many portions from Genesis,
the Gospels, or the Book of Revelation. At a little distance lay his constant
attendant, a fine collie dog, who, when he saw his young master weep —
which he often did over the tale of the Savior’s suffering and death —
would come with great concern in his looks, and lick Ms hand, and try to
comfort him.


From scenes like these, and with his mother’s dying words, ringing in his
ears — “ Never forsake God, and he will never forsake you “ — young
Henderson went to the feeling market to hire himself to, the farmer who
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would make the best offer for his services. He engaged for six months at a
wage of twenty-five shillings, for which he had to tend fifteen herd of
cattle, and do other work besides; “and, in fact,” he adds. “I had so much
to do, that, at the end of six months, I was so thin and changed in my
appearance that my old friends scarcely knew me. It was a hard-earned
twenty-five shillings; but it was the first I had ever won. I had never been
so rich before; for the largest sum I ever had was fourteen-pence, and this
was all I possessed when I first left home, with one suit of half-worn
clothes.”


His next situation, where he remained eighteen months, afforded him
greater advantages, though it at first brought him less remuneration. He
became groom to the village surgeon, who treated him with the utmost
kindness, and obtained the services of the schoolmaster to instruct him in
writing, spelling, and arithmetic. Instructive books were within his reach,
and he: learned to lay aside his erroneous conceptions of the world in
which he lived, and to think of other lands and people than the narrow spot
and slender few to which both his thoughts and observations had hitherto
been confined. Yet the reminiscences of the last twelve months spent in this
place were the saddest that he gathered from any season of his life, not
because of any suffering endured, for that only lends a zest to present
enjoyment, but because of the sins and youthful follies into which he was
led. His time not being fully occupied, he gave way to habits of idleness,
and soon became the companion of those of whom, he says, he ought to
have been ashamed. But for all these things conscience exacted a heavy
penalty from him in his moments of retirement and, stimulated by the
faithful sermons of Mr. Nichol, brought him every Sabbath evening in
terror to his knees.


The scale was not yet turned in favor of the Savior; and he longed for
gayer scenes and wider scope for pleasure. At this crisis of his rife, he was
directed to the service of a gentleman under whose roof religion dwelt and
flourished. The whole management of the establishment was in the hands
of a pious butler, who, daring a period of twelve years, had proved his
fidelity to his master; this man was, by education, far above his present
sphere; by humility and benevolence of heart, prepared for any undertaking
that would benefit his fellow men or glorify the Savior. So brightly did the
beauty of the gospel shine in his light, that Dr. Henderson says of him in
after years, “Among all the devoted and excellent men I have known. I
never saw a finer or purer example of the follower of Christ.” The reign of
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undefiled religion was not altogether unpleasant to the boisterous stripling
from the country. It fostered those desires of reformation which he had
often secretly felt, and at the same time put a firm restraint upon those
follies to which he was prone. The consistent daily life and pure
conversation of James England prepared the way, and in a little while led
to an entire change of heart and life.


What can I do, he anxiously asked, to extend the kingdom of Jesus? A
voice: from within replied, endeavor to become a minister of the
Established Church of Scotland, break through the barriers in the way, for
whatever has once been done by man, may be done by man again. Not so,
answered a multitude of voices from without, and more loudly than the
others, the voices of those when held the sacred office. To them it seemed
next to impossible for him to climb from his present poor and rude
condition, over the extended difficulties of an eight years’ curriculum, to
that high point of education fixed for her ministers by the Presbyterian
church. As if the project had originated in some frenzied mind bordering on
insanity, each counselor in succession strove to take its life away, by
pelting it with the sad tales of the miscarriages of others who had made a
similar attempt. One told him of several excellent young men who gave up
their occupations in order to study, but it would not do, and they were
obliged to return to their old work and position, having lost health, time,
and money, and, worse than all, were so disheartened that they could never
hold up their heads again. Another mentioned one or two instances he had
known of young men who, by dogged perseverance, coupled with an iron
constitution, had succeeded in gaining educations; but they had to subject
themselves to the most trying privations, such as living upon three penny
rolls a day, taking in a garret at eighteen-pence a-week, and working
twenty hours out of the twenty-four. No one appeared to have the most
distant idea of the preparation necessary for the classes of the University,
of the best way to prepare, or the probable expense of a University
education. Yet, none of these things moved him: he meant to advance: only
the direction of his progress was changed by this churlish treatment. After
clinging for five years to his original purpose of becoming a minister, he
abandoned it, and decided on devoting his energies to the study of
medicine.


As we see the young man of twenty-five enter Surgeons all, Edinburgh,
and take rank among the leading spirits of the classes, we are constrained
to inquire how he has obtained the necessary means, and the educational
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qualifications for entering upon the higher branches of study. A few
sentences will suffice to answer both these queries, and bring!into the
foreground the rugged path by which he reached the position he occupies
at this stage of our brief narrative. Under the instruction of James England,
he acquired a fair knowledge of the English tongue, and attempted the
elements of Latin. When his friend’s stock of Latin was exhausted, he
applied to the parish schoolmaster:, who gave him periodical lessons till the
close of the five years which he remained in Mr. Grant Duff’s service.
Dissatisfied with the pace at which he was progressing, he resolved to give
himself up exclusively to study as long as his previous savings would last.
For this purpose he went to live at the small town of Macduff. Every
evening he received lessons in mathematics, Latin, etc, and from morning
to midnight toiled daily over his studies. In five months he removed to
Edinburgh, and obtained employment from a lady who in every possible
way helped forward his designs. His duties being slight, he could freely
spend a large portion of each day in supplying the defects of his education;
and so abundantly were his diligence and self-denial re- warded, that he
could afterwards say, “Before I was twenty-five years old, I could write
Latin more correctly than I could write English when I was eighteen.” His
scale of living during these years is a curious specimen of economy and
frugality:- “For nine months before I left Mr. Grant Duff’ I had subjected
myself to take only two meals a day, and had enjoyed excellent health; this
plan I carried on at Macduff, and I had now been accustomed to it for
fifteen months; I determined to continue it, and every month when I
received my wages and board wages, I deposited all in the bank except ten
shillings — namely, two shillings and six- pence per week for my food. But
for the benefit of others, I may say that it is not easy to live on half-a-
crown a week in Edinburgh, and I should not like to go through the same
course of regimen again; but like some other men I have heard of, in
leading a forlorn hope, I was determined to carry out what I had view, or
perish in the attempt. My motto was, ‘ If I perish, I perish.’ It may seem
rather strange too, that, on entering college I took comfortable lodgings,
and began to live like other people, and this after submitting myself to
comparative fasting for three years.” It was about the middle of his
curriculum when he resolved, in twenty-four hours after hearing at a public
meeting of the good done by medical missions, to join the Edinburgh
Medical Missionary Society. He was unanimously accepted, and soon
became distinguished both by his industry in study, and deep interest in the
spiritual welfare of his fellows. After the close of his studies, he practiced
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for awhile at Rhynie, waiting for an opportunity to go abroad. In 1859, the
London Missionary Society engaged him as one of their medical agents in
China, and after spending six months in reading theology with the Rev.
S.S. England, at Walthamstow, and having obtained his degree of M.D. at
St. Andrew’s, Dr. Henderson set sail in the Heroes of Alma for Shanghai.
On his arrival, he immediately took the superintendence, of the Chinese
Hospital at that port. This was the work for which Dr. Henderson had
hitherto lived and labored; and by this work he was speedily cut down. His
own words best describe its varied character and extent, and prove the
wisdom of uniting in the same mission the skill that can alleviate man’s
bodily sufferings with the truth that can restore to his spirit the life divine.
Dr. Henderson says:—


“Although China has reached what some are pleased to call the
highest deuce of civilization of which a nation is capable without
the gospel, it presents, I believe, more physical mitering, for want
of medical knowledge, than any other nation on the face of the
earth. The multitudes of sick, and lame, and blind, which crowd the
streets of this and other cities, are ample evidence of her deplorable
condition in this respect. In an institution like this, a good surgeon
may almost every day of his life make the blind receive their sight,
the lame walk, the deaf hear, and the paralytic whole; besides
brining hundreds together under the most favorable circumstances,
to have the gospel preached to them. I might be allowed to give
one example of the influence which even one successful case exerts,
not only upon an individual or a family, but upon a locality or
neighborhood. Last spring I operated on a been able to distinguish
day from night, light from darkness. Three days after the operation
he was able to read the ordinary character, and on the fifth day he
left the hospital, He was a boatman, and lives about half-way to
Blankin, on the Northern bank of Yang-tsze river. Two months
afterwards he arrived again in Shanghai with his boat, and brought
six blind people to the hospital, five men and one woman, from his
own neighborhood, and they not only wanted to have their sight
restored, but made inquiries about the Christian religion, which they
said their friend who brought them had told them about One man,”
continues the doctor in another report, “a shopkeeper, who had
been blind for three years, readily submitted to the operation for
cataract. I need not say that he was much delighted when, on the
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twelfth day after it, he was able to read the New Testament
character with facility. This man left the hospital in very high’
sprats,’ ‘declaring that he would make known the gospel doctrine
to all has friends and neighbors.


The method pursued in the discharge of the daily work of the hospital:, is
thus described by Dr. Henderson, in his first report:-


“At half-past eleven o’clock the hospital bell begins to ring for
patients to assemble; at a quarter-past twelve the native preacher,
belonging to the hospital, begins the religious services in the hall
where the patients meet; he reads the Scriptures, and preaches till
one o’clock, concluding with prayer. I begin to examine the eases
at one o’clock, by taking first ten women into the dispensary,
where they sit down, and each is prescribed for separately; ten men
are then admitted in like manner: thus ten women and ten men are
admitted successively until all are seen. Any case requiring a
surgical operation is put aside till all the others are prescribed for.
Cases of accident are admitted at all hours.”


Then, having bestowed high praise upon the character of Chin Foo, his
apothecary and house surgeon, Dr. Henderson proceeds: —


“Chin Foo’s brother, Keih Foo, is the native preacher at the
hospital, and is very attentive to all his duties. After I begin to see
the patients in the dispensary, he commences to distribute tracts to
all who can read, and to converse with those who are waiting on
the all-important truths of Christianity. Soon after my arrival here, I
had fifteen thousand copies of a small tract printed in Chinese,
containing within a short space an epitome of the gospel; each
patient who can read, and very many can, receives a copy of this:
and thus, during the past year, large numbers from different parts of
the country have heard the glad tidings of salvation through the
Redeemer.”


If to this I add an abstract of the numbers so treated, it may serve to
suggest an idea, perhaps a very vague one, of the wide range which the
influence of the hospital might be supposed to take. In one day the patients
have numbered 217; the monthly attendance has fluctuated between 1,716,
3,512, and 4,701, according to the changes of the seasons, while in a year
the astonishing number of 38,069 have been prescribed for. Dr.
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Henderson’s influence for good was not bounded by the precincts of the
hospital. The reports of his work spread, interested the surrounding
merchants, and secured their active sympathy. With all his native energy,
he investigated every subject coming within the reach of his science that
affected the well-being of the Chinaman. His papers on “Climate,” and the
“Medicine and Medical Practice of the Chinese,” enjoyed a wide
popularity; and by his “Shanghai Hygiene; or, Flints for the Preservation
of! Health in Shanghai, he conferred a lasting boon upon the inhabitants of
that city. A pure motive and single aim directed and sustained his varied
undertakings. When asked were the Chinese grateful for what, was done
for them, how high the principle revealed in his reply! “I never came to
China to gain the people’s gratitude, but to try to do them good, and the
man who expects gratitude from the Chinese will be woefully
disappointed.” His genial manners won the esteem of the English settlers;
and often when a clergyman dare not name religion, he could say a good
word for his heavenly Master. With the young merchants from England he
lived’ on the terms of the closest intimacy. Beyond the observation of
friends and the restraints of Christian society, they were exposed unarmed
to the vilest and most seductive practices of a heathen city. He brought
them to his own home. On Sunday afternoons he read with them the
Scriptures, and not a few owed their first serious thoughts about the Savior
to his kind and faithful conversation. But while the widest waves of his
usefulness were spreading, when to human eye he seemed most needed
upon earth, the divine voice called him away. It is not ours to murmur, but
our hearts were very cold did we not mourn over so sudden a termination
of a life so ardently active, so actively good. On the third of June, 1865, he
was utterly prostrated with a slow fever of a typhoid character, and though
removed to Nagasaki, he returned not to convalescence, but gradually sank
till the 30th July, when he peacefully fell asleep in Jesus. The elder of his
two little ones had gone before — the younger in a little while after
followed to the better land. So universally diffused was the fame of his
good deeds and stainless character, that when the news of his death
reached Shanghai, the city lamented the loss of a public benefactor, and its
inhabitants a beloved friend. Belonging to-a short-lived race, and knowing
that he could not extend the duration of his days, he had endeavored to
expand their compass by a multiplicity of labor utterly destructive of the
strongest constitution. He had fought too fiercely the battle of life to
continue the struggle long; but the great achievements of his brief career
will form powerful persuasives to similar devotedness, and throw a bright







426


and cheering ray around those who toil and well nigh faint along the
upward way to usefulness.


Among the readers of “The Sword and the Trowel,” are there no believing
young men who, by God’s grace, will solemnly resolve to hew their way to
positions of usefulness? They need not have the early difficulties of James
Henderson to contend with, for the Pastor’s College will gratuitously assist
them in their education if they are really called to the ministry; but would it
not be a noble thing to take rank as a good soldier of Jesus Christ, doing
valiantly for the Lord? Surely, among the heather, or the cornfields, or the
coal-pits, or the factories, or the marts of Britain, the Lord has hidden
friends; let them come forth, for the Lord’s cause, hath need of them.


HELIGOLAND


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


HER Majesty’s smallest foreign possession is the is and of Heligoland. this
little jewel in the British crown sparkles in a setting of liquid emerald, at
the foot of Denmark, out in the North Sea, between the mouths of the two
great German rivers, the Elbe and the Weser. Three or four hours’ steam
from Cuxhaven, or eight from Hamburg, brought us off this remarkable
triangular rock, and twelve Hamburg shillings, value one shilling English,
given to one of the sturdy boatmen, secured each of us a landing on the
shingly beach which forms the lower part of the island. There lies our
steamer in the channel to the right, and our landing-place is opposite to the
building with a wooden tower, and a flag-staff, which the reader sees in the
engraving. What a landing for a poor limping invalid longing for quiet, and
come to sea to find it! All the visitors and half the population stood staring,
up. on the new comers with all their eyes, and some of them with quizzing
glasses in addition. Between two lines of more than ordinarily curious and
inquisitive observers, all new arrivals had to run the gauntlet, the whole of
the two clouds of witnesses gazing as intently as if they had never seen one
of Adam’s race in all their lives before. Well-bred ladies and gentlemen, no
doubt, these staring humanities esteemed themselves to be, but another
opinion found a supporter in one of the victims, who growled inwardly at
the whole mob, and would have growled more savagely if he had not
remembered that this is after the manner of all seaside societies, whether
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German or English; the sea-side being the licensed arena for the display of
the natural boorishness of those pitiful superficialities whose gentility lies in
their apparel, and not in their nature. The humble cottager, Whose
unaffected modesty would shrink from staring into a stranger’s face, is a
far truer lady than the girl with a truss of somebody else’s hair at the back
of her head, whose forward manners betray the absence of genuine good
breeding. The world’s politeness is at its best a dancing master’s postures,
but when its citizens follow their natural modes and manners, it is a
barbarous world, or little better. Jesus of Nazareth is the teacher of the true
gentle life, and those who know him and receive his meek and quiet spirit
are, without learning rules of etiquette, from mere: force of nature, the true
gentlemen; but with all their Lord Chesterfields and dancing academies,
and calisthenics, many of the fashionable classes remain essentially and in
their inmost souls vulgar, and low, and brutish. Something after this sort
our thoughts foamed and raged within us as we paraded ourselves before
the crowd: hundreds of miles away from the place, we think our grumbling
were very nearly correct, and therefore set them down in print. Happily we
are out of the thick of the crowd, but where are we going? It is ascertained
in a minute or two that all the hotels are full; our’ friend and counselor Mr.
Oncken is equally well informed that lodgings are few and far between. He
is off to the top of the rock to the upper town, while our friend Mr.
Passmore is scouring the lower regions, and we too lame and ill for
locomotion, sit down with our best earthly companion upon a bench,
thinking of the traveler at Gibeah, of whom it is written, “And when he
went in, he sat him down in a street of the city; for there was no man that
took him into his house to lodging.” The boys of Heligoland ought to
remember us if we visit the island fifty years hence, for they gathered
around us, and for half an hour or more interested and amused themselves
with minute observations upon the two unfortunates who had not where,
to lay their heads. Their interest in us, however, was eminently practical;
they were evidently most willing to give us all the help they could, with a
view to the shillings which might be forth- coming, addressing us
alternately in German, in Frisian, and in something pretended to be
English, expressing most unmistakable desires to carry our luggage off to
the utmost verge of their green isle, if we would but tell them in which
direction to move. At last a good clear voice with the accent of the sea,
delighted us with the inquiry, “Do you want lodgings?” “Yes, Mr.
Bluejacket, that is the one desire of our hearts; let us see what your
accommodation is like.” Glad enough we were when the said lodgings
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were found to be clean as a new pin, and so situated that if we had been
allowed the choice of every place in the is and, we could not have bettered’
ourselves. Blessings on those bare-legged urchins and their never-ceasing
tongues; they had no doubt spread the information of our desolate position,
and brought tidings to the good man of the house that wayfarers were
abiding in the street. Down in the lower town close to the sea, with our
windows looking upon the wide ocean, we took up our abode for the next
week with the most kind, attentive, clean, and good-tempered people that
it was ever our lot to see. Our little trivial discomfort this occasion was a
gentle reminder to our hearts that there is always some good thing
provided for us if we will but wait and watch; God will not leave us out in
the cold; he will be. better to us than our fears, and after brief’ intervals of
trial we shall sing of goodness and mercy. The style of living on, what a
writer in “Household Words,” calls this very tight little island, is a great
improvement upon the lodging-house system of English watering-places:
you do not feel called upon to have your food spoiled by’ the people of the
house; but you adjourn for breakfast, dinner, or tea, to a restaurant, where
you can feed at discretion at your own hours. The particular restaurant
which we patronized provided us viands of every variety, of the best
quality, cooked in the best style, at the most moderate prices; we should
like to seen similar establishment at every seaside resort. In this one
respect, if not in some others, Heligoland is quite up to the mark in the race
of progress.


We get up early on the island, Germans generally do; and out here in mid
ocean, except under certain circumstances, the air is so delicious that it
wakes you up and keeps you awake. Then when breakfast is over, or if you
like before, the boats are ready to take you over to Sandy Island, where
everybody goes to bathe. The long sandy islet about half a tulle off, which
the natives call the Dune, is the faithful satellite of Heligoland, and helps to
fill the pockets of the islanders. The boats carry from twenty to thirty
passengers each, and with oars or sails, and sometimes with both, the
bather skims over a sea which for clearness must surely be unrivaled, since
in fine weather stones and sea plants, and zoophytes, may be clearly seen
upon the ocean’s bottom far below. Never was there such a sand to bathe
upon, or a bath so pellucid; never more obliging servants to minister to
your comfort, while using those neat little bathing machines. If you did not
get your breakfast before your plunge, Sandy has one habitation which is a
restaurant, and in the company of scores of sea nymphs, fresh from the
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brine, you may feast upon the fat of the land. The landlord has lived in
America, and will understand you well, even though you call say no more
German than “yah, yah.” Sweet is: it to the weary in mind and body to
wander over the sand island, and to find at last a corner out of the sun,
where one can lie down in the sand and listen to the deep mysterious
murmur of the main. When all the visitors and boatmen have returned to
their homes, solitude may be enjoyed in all its charms, and silence with all
its solemnity. Walk round the islet, and you remark tokens of frequent
wrecks — shore blessings as they were called in the old barbarous days: in
one place lies a bark breaking up at every tide, and in another almost a
mountain of spoiled grain, once the freight of some good Baltic vessel.
Saddest of all is a little enclosure in the sand, for the islet is all sand and
pebbles, in which are three graves of nameless individuals, one grave being
marked by a black cross, bearing the initials J.P, which were found upon
the lady’s linen, and the motto, “The earth is everywhere the Lord’s.”
Better theology this than that uncivilized, unchristian, infamous teaching
which walls off a bit of land, calls it consecrated, and then forbids the burial
of the unbaptized within the select enclosure. How far more like the free
spirit of the gospel, to believe that the whole earth is consecrated by the
Lord’s presence, than to imagine that some peculiar holiness belongs to
plots of soil, dedicated by superstitious rites for the interment of ourselves
and our fellow secretaries! He who sleeps amid the soft sand of the Divine,
having his requiem sung by winds and waves, rests as blessedly as any one
of all the company over whom priests have muttered, and consecrated
clods have been laid. Returning to the mother island, we will give the
reader in a few words an idea of it. Imagine a sand-bank lying under a red
cliff, said sand-bank covered with houses, almost every one of which is
either a shop, an inn or a lodging-house; forenamed houses arranged in two
or three streets, the chief of which are paved with wooden planks — this is
the Unterland, the lower town. Here is the Regent Street of the island, and
here also is the Grand Parade in front of the sea, but upon the same scale
as St. Paul’s Cathedral carved out of a cherry-stone; and lastly, here also is
the Conversations-haus, with its balls and concerts, and worse; so that
though lower geographically, the Unterland is by no means the inferior part
of the island. Walk on the planks in the evening, and see if our lower town
cannot show as much foppery and frivolity as any place of its size. Observe
the dresses such as Chinese and Japanese artists depict upon rice paper
with glowing colors, and note especially the heads of the ladies, some of
them growing out behind like double potatoes, and others piled aloft with
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heaps of hay or horsehair, till they become like pyramids! Now, who shall
dare to insinuate that our little town on the lowland cannot be as insanely
fashionable as Brighton itself? Let us not, however, do the natives of the
island so great a wrong as to let it be imagined that we are describing their
apparel, for there is nothing to complain of in their neat attire, in which,
indeed, the only conspicuous item is the bright red petticoat, bound with a
broad band of still brighter yellow.


Up the stairs we must now ascend to the Oberland; there are nearly two
hundred broad steps, with a needlessly small rise; two at a time is a trifle
too much, but one is too little for a nimble foot. In the “Transatlantic
Review,” we read,” when the summit is reached one stands upon the real
island, for the sand bank below is an accident and an intruder. Heligoland
proper may be described as a precipice-plateau, containing a small cluster
of houses, a lighthouse, various pole-nets, springes, and other contrivances
for catching woodcocks in their migratory flights, and a few miniature
potato and corn fields. The extent. ,of this plateau is not quite equal to that
of Hyde Park.” Of course, the inhabitants have no need of railways or stage
coaches, when ten minutes’ walk takes them from one end of the land to
the other; indeed, there are no beasts of burden, no roads, and nothing
upon wheels except, perhaps, a barrow or two. There is a legend that the
governor keeps a cow, or did keep one, but we were never fortunate
enough to see so much as a born of the animal: as an Irishman would say,
all the cows we saw were sheep, which are tethered each one to its
owner’s scanty plot, and milked three times a day; although sheep’s milk is
but poor stuff, it is doubtless far better than none. Potatoes are the staple
production of the rural part of our island, and exceedingly good they are,
though seldom larger than a pigeon’s egg, so small indeed that we should
never cook them at all. A German friend told us that he wondered at the
English eating such large, coarse potatoes, and that in his country they
gave the large potatoes to the pigs; but upon watching the turning up of
several hills of potatoes on the island, we thought the pigs must receive but
a very small share of the produce, for we did not see so much as one root
which could by exaggeration have been accused of being large. Every one
to his taste, we make small potatoes the measure of what we think of a
man who’s very low in our esteem, and our neighbors on the other hand,
count the smallest of their earth apples to be the. best.


The narrow alleys which form the streets of the upper town might be
pleasant, if it were not that on. either side the filthy drainage flows along,
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reeking with abominable odors, exposing its foulness both to eye and nose.
The glorious sea breezes which God sends to make us all healthy and
happy, might turn away in disgust from the laziness or stupidity which
allows the sewage of so. small a population to become a gigantic nuisance,
not only to be smelled by those who walk in the narrow paths between its
double streams, but constituting the source of a horrible effluvium, which
taints the air of the lower town, and. is discernible and. Loathe some even
out at, sea. When the wind blows from that corner of, the island over
which the sewage is poured, it, is difficult to conceive of the rank and
sickening odor. Fortunately, the visitors for the most part accept the
declaration of the natives that it. is the seaweed, a declaration, to which
they all adhere most unanimously, adding that it is good for the health.
Poor seaweed, what an action for slander might be raised on thy account,
and every unsophisticated nostril would be thy witness, that such a stink
(reader, we cannot help it, there is no other name for it), never’ came from
any growth-of Neptune’s dominions, where “every prospect pleases and
only man is vile!” To call the reek of sewage seaweed, is a specimen of
man’s craft, which he uses in every place wherein it is unprofitable to call
things by their right name all the world over verbal aprons of fig-leaves are
manufactured to cover the nakedness of human wrong doing; sin is
imprudence, rebellion against God is a fine high spirit, and lasciviousness is
the pardonable sowing of wild oats. Mephistophiles must surely smile as he
sees how thoroughly his pupil, man, has become master of the art of
shuffling words. We did not find in the case in. hand that by the sweeter
name the noxious exhalation smelled one whit the sweetest; and glad
enough were we when the colors on the flagstaff blew in another direction,
and real seaweed-sniffs and whiffs from the pure blue ocean came in at the
window with the west wind. O men of Heligoland, have ye any noses? Are
ye afraid that, the air will be too fresh and pure for fallen humanity? It may
be true that as the fox is not killed by the foulness of his own hole, so you
are not hurt by the effluvia of your own drains; but as ye value the good
red gold of English visitors, and would fain tempt them to your lovely islet,
reform, purge, purify! Set up a Sanitary Board, and knock it. down again if
it does not drain your he uses within a month.


The school-house is the largest structure in the place, and reflects a credit
upon the public spirit of the island. We inspected the school vicariously
through a lady friend well versed in scholastic matters, and speaking
German to boot, and upon her report we award the schools most
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honorable mention. The bigger children were necessarily away, as the
parents needed them during the visiting season; but all the long winter the
children are regular in their work, and make good progress, although they
labor under the unusual disadvantage that all the teaching is in German,
which is not their mother-tongue; and the little ones have to pick up the
language from their schoolfellows before they can understand the teacher.


The church externally looks as though it required some one to take pity
upon it; it stands much in need of a frequent replenishment of the box for
repairs, which is placed at the gate, with a reminder- that the spire points to
heaven, and that it would be well to keep in order the house where men
meet to worship God. Inside it is quaint enough, the gallery front being
enriched with paintings by Van Daub, or some other rustic notability. The
font, like nearly all ancient specimens, is large enough for immersion; the
ancient candlesticks upon the altar are the gift of Gustavus Vusa; the seats
are adorned upon their backs with the names of the owners of the pew
behind, painted in all the colors of the rainbow: from the ceiling hangs a
ship with three masts, in full sail, a votive offering from a grateful mariner;
and, as for the pulpit, it is right glorious to behold: so huge is the screen in
which it is set, and so elaborate is the whole concern, that the minister
looks like a fly in amber, or a miniature portrait in oil, set in a frame of
mahogany, six feet deep all round. We suppose the natives go to church in
winter, but we can bear personal witness that they do not overcrowd the
edifice in summer; there was enough to form a quorum, truly, and the
minister was not quite reduced to Sydney Smith’s small assembly, which he
addressed as “Dearly beloved Roger? but the worshippers were few and far
between. It was sadly odd to see the young men when they entered, put
their hats over their noses and stare about to see who was there; all the
while, we suppose, professing to be seeking a blessing in silent prayer.
Query: Is not that putting the hat over the eyes one of the present ensigns
of hypocrisy which genuine believers should utterly renounce? “Ms, why
does Mr. Black always smell his hat when he comes into church?” was the
very natural question of a youngster not yet trained in the fashions of
Phariseeism. Where there is least of the kernel there is usually most of the
shell.


Lutheran worship is plain and unpretentious, and would have reminded us
of the conforming Puritans, if ‘the specimen before us had not been rather
too grotesque. We sung more than twenty verses to the same tune (if a
tune at all), accompanied by the organ and some boys, one of the boys
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having a voice which, for screeching power, excelled all the curlews and
seams in the universe; this was an accident, and to be borne with, but the
semen was an evil not to be remembered without sorrowful indignation.
By-the-way, the minister gave us a specimen or two of intoning, solo
singing, nasal whining, or whatever may be the proper name of the noise
which is now so popular among the High Church brethren; whether he was
praying or singing we do not know, but upon the whole, ‘we should say it
was a successful attempt, if he intended it to be funny; if he aimed at
solemnity, it was as dead a failure as if he had read us one of “Ingoldsby’s
Legends.” Not that there was any lack of solemnity in the gentleman’s
face, and hands, and prayer-book, and gown, and bands, and bowing, and
lifting of the eyes and hands, of this there was enough leaven to leaven a
thousand German miles, of clergy, but it was the masquerading solemnity
which, takes. in the superstitious and ignorant, but makes manly revolt into
laughter or scorn. When will preachers lay aside attempts to look devout?
Why can they not serve God in truth, and not give themselves holy airs and
make sanctimonious faces? When men take bitter physic, they screw up
their physiognomies as much as to say, “We don’t like it;” but no one has
to set his countenance in order when he takes a draught of the clear crystal,
and is refreshed thereby; it is because men- do not enjoy religion that they
make pious faces, and try to be anything but themselves. All faults of
manner, however, are pardonable; but the matter of the sermon was
beyond all bearing from a Lutheran. The theme was the young man whom
Jesus loved, who claimed to have kept the commandments from his youth,
but could not bear the crucial test of giving up all to follow Jesus; and the
strain of the preacher was to the effect that many go a long way in religion,
and stop short somewhere; but that; if we would be saved we, must go still
further; we must be perfect — we could be perfect, and that was the way
of salvation. Nothing’ about the sin-cleansing blood of Jesus, or the power
of the Holy Spirit, or the value of precious faith, but much crying up of the
creature and his perfection. Alas! for a people doomed to hear such
unscriptural teaching. Well may they stay away from church when such
husks are poured from the pulpit. Happy they who sit under a ministry
which deals with gospel truth honestly and with heavenly unction; let such
be very grateful, and do their utmost to help every earnest effort to educate
sound preachers, praying that the Master may send forth many such into
his harvest. We wished heartily that Martin Luther could have risen from
the dead, and come into that church, he would not have heard the priest
read half his sermon before he would have shouted to him to come down,
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and then the burly old reformer might have repeated his memorable protest
upon the article of justification : — -


“I, Martin Luther, an unworthy preacher of the gospel of our Lord Jesus
Christ, thus profess and thus believe: that this article, THAT FAITH ALONE


WITHOUT WORKS, CAN JUSTIFY BEFORE GOD, shall never be overthrown
neither by the emperor, nor by the Turk, nor by the Tartar, nor by. the
Persian, nor by the Pope, with all his cardinals, bishops, sacrificers, monks,
nuns, kings, princes, powers of the world, nor yet by all the devils in hell.
This article shall stand fast whether they will or no. This is the true gospel.
Jesus Christ redeemed us from our sins, and. he only. This most firm and
certain truth is the voice of Scripture, though the world and all the devils
rage and roar. If Christ alone take away our sins, we cannot do this with
our works: and as it is impossible to embrace Christ but by faith, it is,
therefore, equally impossible to apprehend him by works. If, then, faith
alone must apprehend Christ, before works can follow, the conclusion is
infragable, that faith alone apprehends him, before and without the
consideration of works; and this is our justification and deliverance from
sin. Then, and not till then, good works follow faith, as its necessary and
inseparable fruit. This is the doctrine! teach; and this the Holy Spirit and
church of ,the faithful haw delivered. In this will I abide. Amen.”


Dismissing the thought of the spiritual barrenness of the land with a fervent
prayer for a reformation, and the hope that our friend Mr. Outken may be
able to send an evangelist there for a season, we are reminded by our
churchgoing of the abundant fish which enrich the surrounding sea: lovers
of fish will find a perfect paradise in Heligoland. By the way, the
inhabitants, pronounce it Helgoland, and they ought to know the name of
their own country. Turbot, haddock, brill, lobsters, all sorts of good sea
creatures beside, reward the venturous fisherman. But why did the church
service remind us of the finny tribes? Answer. Because they were prayed
for by name. First came her Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria, the Prince
of Wales, the Princess Alexandra, and all the Royal Family, then the
Governor and then four sorts of fish. “God bless them and multiply them
exceedingly, and send a good catch of them to our bold fishers;” that was,
we suppose, the spirit of the petition; and a very proper petition too, and
one in which we should, be all likely to agree. far’ more so than if the
prayer had been about the weather. “I recollect,” says Mr. Cradock, in his
“Memoirs,” “a very worthy rector, possessed of a great living in one of the
Midland Counties, who informed; me that, on his induction to it, he had
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met with a particular difficulty; for an enclosure had just taken place, and
half of his parish petitioned that he would, pray for rain, that their quickset
hedges might grow; and the other half that he would intercede for fair
weather, as they were in, the. midst of their hay harvest.”


Fish is frequently brought to the. island for sale by English fishing boats
belonging to Hull, Yarmouth, and other ports; and in connection with this
business we learned a most saddening fact. There are six English soldiers
upon the island, and in conversation with them we learned that they are
stationed there because of the drunkenness and consequent riotous conduct
of our fellow countrymen, who come on shore from the fishing smacks.
Riots had been caused by them, and once the whole place was likely to
have been in flames; hence an order has been made that there shall be only
six on shore at the same time, and each of these is attended by a soldier
armed with a cutlass. We were thoroughly ashamed to hear the drunken
maudlin song of a poor intoxicated fellow countryman, who staggered
along with a soldier at his side; and we felt the more heart-sick, because the
noble appearance of the fine hardy fellow when he landed in the morning,
called forth expressions of admiration. What must be the estimate formed
of Englishmen when our representatives abroad are so addicted to
drunkenness, that they must be shut out from an island over which the
Union Jack proudly waves? Should any laborers for the Lord in our eastern
ports read this article, we wish they would take note of it, and inquire how
it is that the fishing boats are left in such a state. Our friend Mr. Passmore
gave his own Bible to one man, who said that in the ten boats with which
he sailed, there was not a single copy of the word of God. Believers of
Hull, Grimsby, Lowestoft, London, is there no method of evangelizing this
bold race of men? Is there no method of redeeming them from the
disgraceful drunkenness which makes them a terror where they land? All
are not so. “There are bad and good of all classes,” said one honest Jack:
to us, and his face bespoke him one of the good; but what a pity that so
many should belong to the bad! The place has many temptations doubtless,
for since everything is untaxed, wines, spirits, and tobacco, are marvelously
cheap; but for all this, since we do not hear of Germans, or Danes, or
Frenchmen, needing to be watched over by a military escort, this
indulgence in drink is a special disgrace to us as a nation, and this
particular case calls for the vigilant and vigorous efforts of earnest
Christians in our ports. There are some, we know, in the port of Hall who
will look after this.
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Another evil also requires speedy rectifying. At the Conversations-haus the
roulette table and rouge-et-noir are in fall operation. When the German
princes are many of them putting down the gambling tables, why is
gambling allowed and sanctioned in our only German possession? We are
loud talkers of morality, but in this instance our example speaks very loudly
in contradiction of our words. Cowper argued, “We have no slaves at
home, then why abroad?” and the reasoning is to the point here. A
gambling saloon would not be tolerated in London, then why in
Heligoland? Voices will not be wanted in the House of Commons to ask
why the evil is not abolished. England cannot afford to give gambling
shelter beneath her flag when even petty German princelets are washing
their hands of it. The Heligolanders have their own motives for desiring to
see the tables permitted, but their reasons cannot have enough weight to
exonerate our authorities, if they defer to so unrighteous a demand. Down
with licensed gambling, even though the islanders should then have to pay
a trifle to raise the interest of their debt, or discharge necessary expenses.
The home government should be always just and generous, but it should
not tolerate a known evil, even to please three thousand Heligolanders.


Our readers scarcely care to hear of the politics of this little state. The
governor is surrounded by two assemblies of constitutional representatives,
and the regime is liberty itself. For all that, there are conservatives and
reformers, and party spirits, and diplomacies, and policies, and all the other
inventions of governments; in fact, a man may be as eminent a politician in
Heligoland as in England, if he aspires to become master of the science. It
suffices us to know that if the people are not satisfied, they ought to be,
and that in no respect could they expect to be better treated, should the
Claw of the Prussian eagle tear them from the Brittanic grip. In the old
French wars, the place was exceedingly valuable as a depot for our’
manufacturers, which were smuggled from hence into Europe, in defiance
of the old Napoleon; and even now it may be valuable as an out station, but
there is room for difference of opinion upon that matter; it is to be hoped
that it may never become a bone of contention between us and Prussia, and
if it ever should, it might be well to yield so small a bone at once. Whoever
may be its master, let us hope that the red, white, and green flag will
always wave over a free and happy people.
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Red is the strand,
White is the sand,


Green is the band —
These are the colors of Heligoland.


There is a telegraph station on the island, but much cannot be said for it,
when we are told that the cable is broken both ways, so that you can
neither communicate with England nor Germany. It will hardly pay to send
a message to the sea-serpent, for his address is uncertain; but we may at
least get a moral from the useless telegraph station, if it remind us of the
utter uselessness of mere formal prayer, unless the communication be
maintained between our soul and heaven, no result is achieved.


Before we take our leave, we must row round the red island, to note its
giant caves, its huge rifts, its enormous detached rocks, its many-colored
hands, and its pure sea waves. Echo answers to-our joyous shouts. Let us
sing a hymn, and what can be more appropriate than “Rock of Ages, cleft
for me”? How sweetly blended voices sound upon the water! even the our-
plash is in tune, and all around and above are is unison with the praises of
the Son of God.


Grand old rock, farewell! The beams which flash from thy towering
lighthouse have saved many a good ship, while thy sunken rocks have sent
many a shipwrecked mariner to his watery grave. Evil and good blend in
thee as in us all. May the good become supreme. Sentinel of the Elbe,
stand fast for ever. Peace be to thy sons and daughters, and grace from the
God of peace. God send thee his best blessing, the gospel of his Son, and
his Holy Spirit to give power thereto.


A SHORT AND SIMPLE SERMON UPON A HYMN


BY. C. H. SPURGEON.


“Jesus, the sinner’s Friend, to thee,
Lost and undone, for aid I flee;
Weary of earth, myself, and sin,
Open thine arms and take me in.
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Pity and heal my sin-sick soul;
‘Tis thou alone canst make me whole;
Fallen, till in me thine image shine,


And lost I am till thou art mine.


At last I own it cannot be
That I should fit myself for thee:
Here, then, to thee I all resign;


Thine is the work, and only thine.


What shall I say thy grace to move?
Lord, I am sin, but thou art love:


I give up every plea beside,
Lord, I am lost — but thou hast died!”


MR. CHARLES WESLEY was a true poet, and one of the best of hymn-
writers, more especially from an experimental point of view. He has, in his
many sacred odes, pictured the human mind in all its phases, from the first
stage of spiritual life in the lowly vale of penitence right up to the most
elevated point upon the glorious mountains of communion with Jesus. The
hymn before us very sweetly and exactly describes the emotions of most
converts when they come to Christ; and I should very gravely question
whether any man has passed from death unto life if he cannot, to a great
degree, join in the words before us, and feel their spirit to be such as he
longs to possess.


Observe, dear friends, the choice title by which the penitent sinner is here
supposed to address the Savior:


“Jesus, the sinner’s Friend.”


“Jesus” is, of all his names, the most encouraging to the lost, to the sinful,
to those; who desire salvation, since that golden title, like a costly casket,
encloses within itself all the comfort which they need. Here is a door of
hope for the most hopeless, since a Savior is come into the world with
power to deliver: “Thou shalt call his name Jesus, for he shall save his
people from their sins.” Despair has become sinful since God has provided
a Savior; away then with rebellious despondency’s. What pensioner need
despair when the King has appointed an almoner, and laid a charge upon
him to seek out and relieve the destitute? You desire to be saved from your
sins; this heavenly Joshua is commissioned by God to save you. It is his
business and his life-work, his meat and drink to save. It is the will of him
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that sent him; it is his own will that sinners should live; let the name, Jesus,
ring the death-knell of your fears.


“The sinner’s Friend!” Here is another silver bell ringing forth a wealth of
consolation to sinners; hear it, my friends, and rejoice in its celestial music.
“This man receiveth stoners” was thrown at our Lord as a reproach; it is at
once his brightest, glory and our richest consolation. Jesus has befriended
the vilest of sinners; he, still befriends all sinners who come to him: “Him
that cometh unto me I w. ill in nowise cast out” is his promise,’ and to
accept all who come to him is his habit. Men say that there is no rule
without an exception; but herein they err, for’ this rule has no exception
whatsoever, and never shall have. Will there be no one who shall in after
days read these lines whom this hymn will give a gleam of comfort? Fair
title of SINNERS’ FRIEND, thou ‘wilt surely woo and win some hearts to the
bosom of the faith! Eternal Spirit! cause the Star of Bethlehem to dart its,
cheering rays upon some benighted mariner, tempest-tossed and ready to
perish in the thick darkness of despair; and may the words before us be his
guide and his light to conduct him to the port of peace. “Jesus, the sinner’s
Friend:” the sinners only friend, who alone can give the needed help; the
sinner’s faithful Friend, who never breaks his word; the sinner’s able
Friend, “able to save to the uttermost them that come unto God by him ;”
the sinner’s tender Friend, who upbraideth not; the sinner’s meek and lowly
Friend, who tenderly carries the lambs in his bosom; the sinner’s
everlasting Friend, who will uphold him in the hour of death, and defend
him at the bar of judgment; the sinner’s present Friend, waiting to he
gracious at this moment to thee, even to thee, thou trembling seeker.


“Jesus the sinner’s Friend, to thee,
Lost and undone, for aid I flee.”


Here is the sinners’ description of himself. He is lost. He has lost his God,
and therefore be is himself lost; he has lost his way; he hast lost his life; he
has lost the truth; he has lost happiness; he has lost hope; he has last all; he
has lost himself; and, unless grace prevent, he will be lost for ever, beyond
all hope of restoration. Lost!, That is a terrible word! It makes the ear to
tingle! lit curdles the blood in the veins. We think of the lone raft at sea, the
child in the wood, the traveler upon Sahara’s strand, the miner in the
closed-up pit. Lost! lost! lost! A castaway! A forlorn, forsaken, hopeless
waft, for whom no man cares. O lost one, join in the verse before us and
take heart, for is it not written, “The Son of Man is come to seek and to
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save that which was lost?” Your case is exactly the case of those whom
Jesus, the sinner’s Friend came to succor; trust in him at once and you
cannot die. Then the sinner owns that he is “undone”. We say of some ruler
when they prosper in the world, that they are “made” their success has
made men of them.” But here is one who is “undone” like a piece of woven
stuff unraveled, untwisted, rent, and undone; or like some work of the
seamstress over which she has been toiling for weary hours, but the thread
has broken and her work is undone. The man’s heart is woe-begone; his
hope is perished; his good works are gone to tatters; his confidence is
swept away like a spider’s web; in every respect he is undone! O piteous
spectacle of disappointed hopes and withered joys! and yet even here free
grace can work a transformation more wonderful than a dream. Friend, do
you feel this to be your case? Do you bemoan yourself as one who is
altogether lost and undone? Then repeat the lines softly, solemnly, and
from your heart —


“Jesus, the sinner’s Friend, to thee,
Lost and undone for aid I flee.”


“I never should have fled to thee if I had not been lost; I should not have
come to thee unless I had been undone; but now that the power of thy
Spirit has shown me my nakedness, my poverty, my ruin, under a deep
sense of unworthiness, I come to thee.”


The next lines are beautifully descriptive : —
“Weary of earth, myself, and sin,
Open thine arms and take me in.”


“Weary of earth ;” weary of earth’s joys — finding no content where once
there was so much satisfaction; weary of earth’s sorrows — broken down
under them, feeling that God’s curse comes ‘with them; weary of earth’s
vanities — finding them to be nothing but mere froth, with nothing solid at
the bottom, mere husks, on which the soul cannot feed. The awakened
heart is weary of earth in all its shapes. Reader, do you feel this uneasiness
and spiritual discontent, this unrest and disquiet? Do you turn away from
earth and say, “Ah! it will not do for me; at once could build my nest here,
but I cannot now, for I am ‘ weary of this changing world’“? Then you will
also add, “I am weary of myself;” I am: aweary, I am aweary, I am a weary
of my sinful, false, and feeble self.” :Does it not sometimes seem too much
weight to live, a burden to exist, because of fears within, tremblings
without, a sense of coming woe, and a remembrance of the iniquity which
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is past, which God has sealed up as in a bag? Have you come to this, to be
weary of yourself — weary of that righteous and amiable self which once
promised so much content? weary of your knowledge? weary of your own
good sense and wisdom? weary of your self-righteousness sick of it, feeling
it to be the greatest of all shams, the most miserable of lies? If it be so, I
rejoice that you are being taught of God. Then comes the other word —
weary of “sin.” O that many more of my fellow men were weary of sin!
Alas! they are wearying God with their transgressions, so that the Lord
might say as in the days of Amos, “I am pressed down under you-as a cart
that is loaded with sheaves. O that all my readers would become weary of
their sins, then should we see a harvest of souls indeed. Would to God that
all who shall read my words were tired of every form of sin, whether gross
or refined; sick of the pleasures of sin as well as alarmed at its penalties.
What a mercy it is to be thus weary, because Jesus Christ has bidden all
those who ‘labor and are heavy-laden to come to him! When, like Noah’s
dove, we grow so weary that we can hardly enter into the ark, Christ will
do with us as Noah did with the dove, he will put out his hand and pull us
into, the ark and place us in the bosom of his love.


“Open thine arms and take me in.”


That is what the sinner says, and what he thinks, but it is not quite correct,
for the arms of Jesus are always open. Our Lord Jesus might well reply, “O
sinner, my heart is not closed; open thy heart, and take me in by being
willing to be saved by me; let thy heart yield itself up to me — it is not my
opening my’ arms that is wanted; I opened them upon the tree, and to
show thee how wide open they were, I had them nailed so far apart that
they could not be opened wider; my very heart ‘was pierced until it ran
with streams of blood, to show that my whole self is open to every guilty,
needy, weary sinner that shall come to me for rest.” The prayer is good,
but its wording arises from unbelief. Pray it, however, if’ it rises from your
heart, and may the Lord hear it. Please go back to the hymn, and quietly,
word by word, repeat it as a prayer to the Lord Jesus, the sinner’s Friend.


Pass on to the second verse : —


“Pity and heal my sin-sick soul,
‘Tis thou alone canst make me whole.”


Observe that the seal is conscious of its sickness, it desires restoration, and
it clearly perceives that there is but one Physician who can heal it. That
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man is not far from eternal life who feels that none but Jesus Christ can
help him. When all other hopes are cast down, then our hope in Jesus shall
lift us up. It is a great thing when the mind is clean divorced from every
ground of confidence except the Lord Jesus Christ;. I would admonish
every soul that is seeking mercy to be quite clear about this second line : —


“‘Tis thou alone canst make me whole.”


You cannot heal yourself, nor can your fellow creature help you; your tears
are insufficient, your prayers cannot of themselves avail; Jesus alone must
be the physician of your sin-sick soul; he, and he only, can restore a soul
from going down to the pit.


Follow now with the next two lines : —


-” Fallen, till in me thine image shine,
And lost I am kill thou art mine.”


We were ,born in the image of our first father Adam, which is a debased
and fallen image; fallen we are, and fallen we must be until the first image
shall be taken from us, and the image of the second Adam shall he put
upon us. May the apostle’s words be fulfilled in us, “As we have borne the
image of the earthly, we shall also bear the image of the heavenly.” Our
redemption will not be completed in us until we shall bear upon our hearts
the glorious image of Christ, and shall be like him, seeing him as he is.
Meanwhile, awakened, troubled soul, you can never’ be restored from the
ruins of the fall except though bearing the image of the second Adam: that
you wants that you shall receive as a rich gift of grace. Seek it and be not
afraid.


“And I lost I am till thou art mine:’


Lost you are indeed, quite lost, completely lost, finally lost, eternally lost,
unless you lay hold upon Christ Jesus. No matter what else you have,
though you even feel a sense of sin, yet” lost you are till you look alone to
the crucified One.” Though! pray, though repent after a sort, yet “lost I am
till thou art mine.” Though I attend a place of worship; though I give up all
my outward sins; though I amend my life, yet “lost I am till thou art mine’
You must distinctly confess, my dear brethren, that Jesus is your only he,
and if you do know and feel him to be so, I congratulate you. ‘I thank God
that you have learned this heavenly wisdom. Once again I would lovingly
request you to read this second verse over calmly and deliberately, and
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make its confession year own. The third verse is singularly full of meaning :
—


“At last I own it cannot be
That I should fit myself for thee.”


I could scarcely desire a more suggestive text for a sermon. Notice the
words, ‘“ At last,’ as if the soul did not acknowledge its helplessness until
fairly driven to it. We fight long and hard against the truth of our own utter
powerlessness and unworthiness. We will have at least a finger in the
business of our own salvation if we can. Granted that Jesus must save us,
yet we dream of fitting ourselves to be saved. We are very loath to come to
Jesus with our smutty faces and our black hands; and, therefore, we try to
wash ourselves a little, and so grow blacker than ever. We want to enter
mercy’s door as respectable sinners. But this is not the way to come to
Jesus.


“‘Tis perfect poverty alone
That sets the soul at large;


While we can call one mite our own,
We have no full discharge.”


We must come just as we are, precisely as we stand in our condemned
state. Before men can be brought to this, they need much hewing with
God’s word, and ploughing by his Spirit. Like the feel of whom Solomon
speaks, we need to be brayed in a mortar among wheat with a pestle,
before our foolishness will depart from. us. The hymn says, “At last,” as
though God had struck many blows at our pride, and yet it was only killed
at last by his putting forth the full power of his grace.


“At last I own it cannot be
That I should fit myself for thee.”


I thought I must make myself a sensible sinner; I thought I must be
awakened; I thought I must be prepared; I thought I must have horrible
dreams; I thought I must see visions, and that I must put myself through a
sort of purgatory, to wait a little, and grow somewhat better; but, Lord, I
see it all now. know now that it cannot be that I should fit myself for thee.
And now, Lord, help us to feel the next two blessed lines : —


“Here, then, I all to thee resign;
Thine is the work, and only thine.”
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When the sinner gives up all hope in self, and rests in Jesus only, then he is
saved. When he sees despair written across the brow of self, and beholds
all his carnal hopes to be struck with mortal disease, and finds that now he
cannot so much as lift a finger in the matter of his own salvation, then it is
that he has eternal life. We must confess at the feet of Jesus that he is all
our salvation. “Jesus, it is thine to wash me, thine to clothe me, thine to
keep me, thine to bring me safe from heaven.” Take care, young converts,
that you do this work thoroughly; I mean this work of doing no work.
Take care that you are clean swept out of all confidence in self.


“Till to Jesus’ work you cling
By a. simple faith,


‘Doing ‘ is a deadly thing,
‘ Doing’ ends in death.


Cast your deadly ‘ doing ‘ down,
Down at Jesus’ feet,


Stand in Him, in Him alone,
Gloriously complete!”


I am afraid many who are converted need further light upon this point, for
they do not appear to have given up self-confidence in every shape, shade,
form, and degree. Our friends who entertain constantly the fear that they
shall not persevere to the end, and think that their perseverance is a thing
depending upon themselves, have not made so clean a riddance as we
could wish of all self-confidence.! do believe that our holding out to the
end no more depends upon our own power than did cur- first salvation by
Jesus; for every step to heaven we must take through Jesus’ merit, and not
in our own strength. Jesus is Alpha and Omega, Jesus is not to be Alpha,
and then self to be Beta, then Jesus Gamma, and self Delta, and so turn and
turn about right on through the alphabet to Omega. The A of the gospel
alphabet must be Jesus Christ, and Jesus Christ next, and Jesus Christ next;
and as for me, where am I to be? I am to be less than nothing. To feel
myself to be nothing is my happiest, my safest, my best possible position;
to be in complete subservience to my Lord’s will — to work out my own
sanction with fear and trembling — not because I can do anything at all in
the effectual working of it, but because God himself most gloriously
worketh in me to will and to do of his own good pleasure, this is my joy. If
the Lord works it in us we can well work it out, but unless he works it in,
no man living can work out what is not within. Dear friend, carefully and
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prayerfully repeat the words of this verse, and if your heart enters into
item, you are saved.


Now we come to the last verse. The sinner inquires —


“What shall I say thy grace to move?”


Have you never felt this want of argument, this unutterable longing, when
you have been in prayer? “O Lord, if I knew what would touch thine heart,
I would plead it! Oh! if I did but know what sort of knocking opens
heaven’s gate! O that I could so implore and beseech the God of heaven
that the infinite mind would have compassion towards me, a worthless,
weary sinner!” You perceive that the seeking sinner is shut up on every
side, he has no way of escape, he has nothing to plead bat the one thing,
and being driven to that one thing, he pleads it before God. Oh! it is a
blessed thing to be thus shut up to God’s one way of mercy : —


“Lord I am sin but thou art love.”


Here is the whole matter in a nutshell. “I have nothing of my own but sin,
hell-deserving sin, which might well destroy me for ever and ever, and
divine justice might have been magnified in my destruction; I am sin
essentially; I am not only sinful, but I am a great black lump of sin through
and through; I am nothing else but sin; but, Lord, thou art nothing else but
love; and oh! when love and sin come into contact through a Mediator’s
blood, how sin departs! Even love itself cannot tolerate sin; but when love
looks with her dove’s eyes through the red glass of the sacrifice of Christ,
then she sees “no sin in Jacob, neither iniquity in Israel.” “Blessed is the
man whose transgression is forgiven, whose sin is covered, unto whom the
Lord doth not impute sin.”


“Lord, I am sin, but thou art love.”


Cast yourself, then, sinner, upon the love of God in Christ Jesus, feeling
your sin, and coming as a sinner. Do not come in any other shape or way,
but as an unworthy, undone, worthless, sinful rebel, whose only plea is
mercy. O come to your God, for God is love. Make this your only plea: —


“I give up every plea beside,
Lord, I am lost, but thou hast died”


If I ever had any other plea, I renounce it. There is a legal process in which
a person pleads before the court in what is called informa pauperis, that is,
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he pleads as a poor man, he pleads his poverty; and there are certain
privileges allowed to those who thus plead in forma pauperis which are
not accorded to the wealthiest persons in the land. This is the only
successful way in which to plead with God: we must come as paupers,
having nothing of our own; giving up every pretense of right or claim of
deserving. We must cry, “Lord, I am lost.! I am lost! I am lost! but thou
hast lived and thou hast died; thy life, thy sufferings, thy griefs, thy groans,
thy death, all these were for those who needed such a sin-atoning sacrifice,
and on that sacrifice by blood I rest; I cast myself, lost and ruined, upon the
work which Jesus Christ has done for me!”


I would to God that some who have been wandering up and down, trying
to find reset for the sole of their foot, would make a full surrender of
themselves to Jesus at this moment. Why do they delay? They may come
now. No preparation is needed. O that you who are needy would come at
once.


“Let not conscience make you linger,
Nor of fitness fondly dream;
All the fitness he requireth.
Is to feel your need of Him;


This he gives you;
‘Tis his Spirit’s rising beam-”


For the last few weeks there has been one or two men in London whom I
do not know, but whom have constantly seen, and thought much about.
How I carne to see them is this: whenever I look out of the little window
of my vestry I almost always see them or their work. I first saw them about
a month ago, when I noticed something rising above the houses which
looked to me like a noble obelisk, but now it has changed its shape, and
has developed into a very tall chimney. These men are working at the top
of it. I do not know what the men is like; they are too far off for me to
judge, but I have thought of them, and have even prayed for them as I have
seen them looking down upon us all from their elevated position. There has
been no communication between us, but as I have noticed the whole thing
going up to the sky, and the builders getting daily nearer the sky, I have
thought to myself, “Ah! my dear fellows, you must come down before
long; I am sure you must, you cannot stop up there; if you want ,rest and
comfort, you will not find it on the top of your towering handiwork.’ How
wonderfully like this is to some of you. You continue building up your
good works and prayers, and so on, and you think perhaps that your
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Babel-tower will reach to heaven, but be assured that if ever you are to
find joy and peace, you will have to come down. You will never obtain a
place of rest by all your building, you will need a better ground of
acceptance than anything which you can do. ‘When you have done your
best, you will only build a chimney which will pour forth the foul smoke of
your proud self-righteousness, and you yourself will have to come down to
the foot of the cross for salvation. Come down now, and rest upon the
solid ground of that foundation which God has laid in Zion, namely, the
work, the finished work of the Son of God, which he performed for us
when he said, “It is finished,” and gave up the ghost.


THE STOCKPILE ORPHANAGE.


THIS month we report further progress. On Monday afternoon, August 9th,
the first stones of three of the houses of the Orphanage were laid, under
most auspicious circumstances, and as most of the daily and weekly
newspapers have given full accounts of the proceedings, ours will be no
more than a mere epitome. The grounds, which are situated in the Clapham
Road, were opened at three o clock, and in a short time between three and
four thousand persons had passed under the banner of Welcome, along a
splendid avenue of flags and standards, waving merrily from lofty
tricolored masts. All of these had either collected for the Orphanage or had
purchased a ticket. The scene presented at the commencement of the
ceremony of laying the stones was an exceedingly picturesque one. A
number of men climbed the trees, in order to gain a good view of the
proceedings, and we noticed that some of these persons sang with as much
gusto as the congregation below, while balancing themselves on what
seemed at; the distance to be rather weak branches. Fears were entertained
of the satiety of some of the more venturesome, and one man especially
seemed in a most dangerous position, as he hung like a monkey with his
two arms on a branch, and his legs dangling against the trunk of the tree.
Everything passed off well, however, excepting when Mr. Spurgeon was
commencing his address, numbers of persons, were standings, on a
temporary fragile structure, which gave ay, and precipitated several young
men. No one was hurt, however, and Mr. Spurgeon remarked, amidst
considerable laughter, “Our friends Were told not to go there. They did not
come down of their own will, and therefore providence arranged it.” A
hymn was sung, and Mr. Spurgeon gave, an account of the origin of the
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undertaking, and announced, what had before been unknown, amidst
vociferous cheers, that the donor of the £20,000, was Mrs. Hillyard, who
would lay the stone of one of the houses. The tackle having been placed to
the wrong house, Mr. Spurgeon was obliged to begin. This house is to be
called the Silver Wedding House,” and the circumstances which led to the
noble gift were detailed in’-the last number of our magazine. The stone of
the second house was laid by Mrs. Hillyard, amidst great applause. This
house is given by a merchant in the city “Whose name,” said Mr.
Spurgeon, “is not to be mentioned now nor at any other time.” It will be
called the “Merchant’s House.” The third house will be known as the
“Workman’s House.” The workmen in the employment of Mr. Higgs,
agreed at a meeting to build a house, the materials being found by Mr.
Higgs. The workmen will no doubt faithfully redeem their pledge, but
thinking it would be a long time before they could work their, money out,
Mr. Higgs has advanced the whole in the shape of a commodious and
elegant wooden shed, which will be occasionally reed for public meetings,
and as a covered playground for the boys. It was also mentioned that the
beloved family of the Olneys had given a cheque for 500 for another house
to commemorate the memory of their sainted mother, to be called “Unity
House: At each stone, appropriate verses were sung, and a prayer offered.
The afternoon proceedings terminated with singing of the doxology. At
capital band of the boys of Lambeth Workhouse enlivened the company
with their cheerful music Tea was then served at a monster table, 330 feet
in length, and was partaken of in a picnic fashion. We took it as a very
gracious token of the bountiful’ providence of God, that a friend unknown
to us before, Mr. Trotman, of Southwark Bridge Road, came forward
spontaneously, and at his own cost manufactured for us a boiler and
cistern, by which 300 gallons of boiling water could be supplied every
quarter of an hour; without this kind assistance the work could scarcely
have been accomplished. God has indeed raised up many able friends for
the orphan, and it is not their desire that all the names should be
mentioned, or we could say much more. The long table and the awning
above it were most elegantly decorated by the aid of Mr. Dillon, the
decorator, Mr. Fowle, the florist, and Mr. Donne of the city. Our esteemed
friends, Messrs. Phillips and Murrell, did their part of the work in a right
masterly style, sad the display excelled anything ever seen by us on any
similar occasion. It was a festal day indeed. Unfortunately, the sunshine
which gilded the pleasant scene gave way to black clouds, and tea was
scarcely finished when a gentle shower betokened a heavier downpour of
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rain. The rain soon came down handsomely, and the people ran into the
shed and marquee for shelter. Hundreds were unable to gain an entrance,
and had to assemble in the refreshment shed, or to return home. The public
meeting was held soon after six o’clock. Mr. Spurgeon was the first
speaker. He referred to the enterprise they had publicly commenced that
day as ‘being thrust upon him in the name of God, and upon them also. Did
they not all feel that if any Christian sister could give the major part of her
property to such a work, they could not refuse to give their help? To this
the audience answered with loud and prolonged cheering. He referred to
the other works of the church — the College, which under no
circumstances must be allowed to suffer, and their provision for widows in
the almshouses at the Elephant and Castle. In a church numbering-so many
members, there must be a large number of fatherless children, and it had
become absolutely necessary to make some provision for them, and they
ought to be thankful to their sister for enabling them to make it, and at the
same time to offer the same boon to others. They would require £80,000 to
finish and permanently to endow an Orphanage for 200 boys, but there
Was no absolute need that it should be endowed in full, as annual
subscriptions would be always forthcoming. Mr. Archibald Brown, of
Stepney, Mr. Wilkinson, the curate of St. Michael’s, Stockwell, Mr. J. A.
Spurgeon, Mr. John Spurgeon, sent, Dr. Hugh Allen, Mr. W. Olney, Mr.
Murphy, and other gentlemen also addressed the meeting: Mr. J. A.
Spurgeon, observing that the lady who had given the £20,000, though a
widow of a Church of England clergyman, was now a Baptist, and had
been for many years separated from the Establishment. It would be
understood that though the Orphanage was to be conducted by Baptists, it
would not be a denominational institution, since the trustees did not care to
what denomination the parents belonged, when they considered the cases
brought before them. Our valuable and indefatigable brother, Mr. W.
Olney, announced that the sum of :6’2,200 had been brought in that day,
by collecting cards and subscriptions, and that the whole of the £3,000
required for the payment of the freehold land was now in hand; the land
had been purchased, and four houses would be built without touching
either principal or interest of Mrs. Hillyard’s :620,000. Our actual financial
position roughly stated, is as follows: we have received about 5,500 in
donations, and after paying for land, the houses, and other matters, have
about £220 to keep house with, and to act as a nest-egg for the school-
house fund.
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The houses of which the stones have been laid, are the three fast of a
terrace to consist of eight houses. Each house contains a large sitting-room
and lofty bed rooms for the boys, and a sitting-room, kitchen, and bed-
room for-the persons in charge of: the house. :Each house will average
about fifteen boys he exterior will have scarcely any ornament except that
arising from simple and picturesque arrangement of parts. May the Lord
send his blessing upon the whole enterprise. Thanks to every donor,
worker, collector, and thanks above all to the great Giver of all good.


We do not wish to humid more houses just at present, our next work must
be the school-house, and the general cooking and dining establishment. We
shall have sixty children in the four houses when they are complete, and we
shall have no school accommodation for them unless we prudently get
ready our plans, and our heavenly Father graciously sends us the means.
Moreover, we have the drainage to arrange, architect to pay, roads to
make, furniture to purchase, and seven children to maintain, which will
absorb a considerable sum. It will be best, therefore, if the liberality of
friends should run rather in the direction Of our general funds and he
school-house, than to any more new houses for the next few months. There
is one exception however to this remark, our Sabbath-school children are
raising money for a Sunday-school house, and have already paid in 150,
and as that’s, a special. and delightful design, we hope all our schools will
without fall have a hand in it.


BISHOPS! BISHOPS! BISHOPS!


IF bishops be, as certain ecclesiastics appear to think, the panacea for all
the ills of the church, the church in London ought to be in the soundest
condition, for the town swarms with bishops as Egypt once swarmed with
frogs. English, Scotch, Irish, Colonial, American, all the varieties are
abundant, and make their appearance in public too, in processions, and
sermons; indulging humanity with beatific visions of lawn and ‘black silk.
Now that they are all here, there is one question which we should like to
ask them. Dr. Watts asks the youthful catechumen, “Can you tell me, child,
who made you?” Now, your grace of Oxford, Nassau, Quebec, Graham’s
Town, never mind which, can you tell me who made you? Who made you
bishops? Who gave you prelatical power over the ministers of the gospel?
Who anointed you to be lords where Jesus says that all are brethren? That
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the Holy Spirit did it, is impossible, for much as sanction anything like a
prelate; indeed, the office lives in defiance of all inspired canons.
Moreover, my lords, to make short work of a long story, you know as well
as any of us, that Lord Palmers on and other prime ministers, made the
most of you; indeed, they created all of your Britannic graces; axed you
‘know equally well, that election by your brethren, and your special call ‘by
the Spirit, were all a matter of course, after Caesar’s representative had
resolved to frock you. ‘You cannot say with the apostle that your office is
“not of man, neither by man;” you are the creatures of the civil power, and
owe your crowns, of. rejoicing, in other words, your pontifical miters, to a
decree, of the. rulers of this world. Another questions. we might also
trouble you with. We have ‘heard of your being enthroned, in fact, in
cathedrals we have seen your thrones; can you tell us where the apostles,
pastors, or evangelists appointed by Jesus of Nazareth, were ever
enthroned upon is earth’? My lords, these men who were not lords, nor
prelates, waited for their thrones in heaven, but rested upon far other seats
on earth. Your throne is here below, as your dominion is of the earth
earthy, but they looked for another kingdom, invisible and eternal. Did it
ever strike you what Bible-reading Christians must think of you and your
claims, or what the great Judge of all will say to your: pretensions at the
last great day? “Right Reverend Fathers in God,” when you have to stand
like common mortals before the judgment-seat, how will those infamous
words of flattery grate, in your ears! It will be a dread scene indeed, if the
great mercy of God does not forgive you for your arrogance, when your
graces will have to give an account for having tolerated such titles as
addressed to your sinful selves. You have lived long enough in your sinful
dignities, lay them down, drop your titles of pride, go on with your work
wherein it may be good, walk humbly before men, and then you may hope
to rest in peace.


This is far too much to expect from their lordships, and we do but hint at
the path of duty, knowing that; it will not be followed. We have a great
respect for same of these dignitaries personally, although their office we
hold in utter abhorrence, but we must confess to some little amusement,
when we found one of them, last Sunday, September 15, magnifying his
office at a rate the most surprising, and in a manner the most novel. It is a
fact not generally, known, that the revolt of the American states from
British rule was-mainly caused by the absence of bishops in America, in
those benighted times; ands, moreover, the United States as a nation, is not
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at all what it might have been if bishops had been there from the very
dawn, of colonization If any should doubt this new historical fact, ‘we refer
them to the infallible testimony of a bishop, and who can ask for more
convincing evidence?” The Bishop of Louisiana, according to the daily
paper, ‘“spoke of the manner in which the work: of the church was
advancing, in the colonies and dependencies of the British crown, a matter
in which he said he had much experience. If the same had been done for
America in days gone by, it might have been a greater and a better country
than it was now. For a hundred years there existed in America an Episcopal
church without bishops, and the church which had government protection
was that which° was left without any organization. In vain that church
pleaded with the government of England for redress. Archbishops and
bishops pressed the matter upon the attention of the crown, and year after
year the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel made strenuous efforts
to remedy the evils; but while it was allowed to the Roman Catholic
Church to have what bishops she pleased in her discretion, the sons and
daughters of the Church of England were left without the ministrations
which were pledged to them at their baptism. Nothing so much as this
strengthened the Americans for their struggle against this country; nothing
induced them more than this to look with interest upon the struggle for
independence, and to delight in seeing the secular power scattered into
fragments, until at length it entirely disappeared.”


He who doubts must be a heretic indeed. Receiving the episcopal statement
for truth, we see the proper method of securing our colonies to us for ever.
Should Australia grow perverse, or Canada become restive, our
government cannot do better than double or treble the dose of bishops- We
shall heartily concur in the plan of sending off Oxford, and Salisbury, and
others, to Botany Bay, and hope they may prove a blessing abroad, for
they are the reverse at home. But no, we are supposing what cannot
possibly occur; these colonies never can grow rebellious, for they have
imbibed the specific, they are blessed with bishops; even Natal has its
Colenso.


We venture to predict that when the Christian church” returns to her
pristine purity, it will be difficult for her young members to believe the
profane history in which the existence of officers, such as those meeting at
Lambeth, will be recorded. The unsophisticated mind of an enlightened
Christendom in another two or three centuries, if time keeps on its axles so
long, will tie staggered at the possibility of the past existence of many
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things in our professedly. Protestant church, but at nothing more than at
the creation of prelates, and the reverence given to such unscriptural
lordlings by avowed believers in the lowly Jesus. If all Christians will at this
present, search the word of God as to the true position and office of a
Christian bishop, the present swarm of bishops may not have come
together in vain. Otherwise, we can only repeat the answer which we gave
the other day to the question, “What will be the end of this synod of
bishops?” We ventured to predict that it boded no good to anybody, and
was only one wheel in the machinery by which it is hoped to re-establish a
universal popedom, under certain modifications. First the fusion of all
Anglican episcopacy, then union with the Greek church, and then with the
Roman; this we suspect to be the full program, not perhaps endorsed by
all, but clearly in the minds of those who pull the strings, that is to say, the
Ritualists, to the music of whose pipes of Pan the broad church, and many
of the evangelicals, are made to dance. May the Lord deal with them and
their maneuvers according to his wisdom.


THE UNCERTAINTY OF RICHES.


THOUGH thy crooked heart is not willing to yield, yet thy judgment cannot
choose but be convinced of this, that great riches are unprofitable, and not;
worth a rush. Wealth is uncertain. It is like a run agate servant, a fugitive, a
plain vagrant, which, though he be big boned and strong and skillful, and
able to work, yet no man greatly cares for, because he will be gone when a
man hath most need of him, and, perhaps, also take something away with
him that was worth more than all his service. So wealth will take its heels
when a man hath most use for it, and carry contentment away, too, which
is more precious than all the false happiness that, it could procure whilst it
remained with us. This wealth hops from man to man, and place to place,
as a light-winged bird from tree to tree. And no man can say where it will
roost at night. The Holy Ghost hath compared it to a wild fowl, most swift
of wing and strong in flight, saying, “Riches takes to itself Wings, and flies
away,” not like a cock or hen, or some tame house-bird that a man may
follow and catch again, no, nor like a hawk that wilt show where ,;he is by
her bells, and be called again with a lure; but like an eagle that mounts aloft
past sight, and is carried away with so much haste that nothing will recall
her. And where is the man that can clip the wings of an eagle, when it is in
his own custody, that it shall not be gone from him when he thinks least of
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it? If it could procure any benefit to your lives, you see it were not yet
worth your wishes, your toil for it, it departs when you Should use it, and
that without taking leave; and then, as he that riseth from a stool and
thinketh to sit Clown again, the stool being removed, takes the more
dangerous knock, so the mind that relies on wealth, when it misseth it, is
more tormented with vexation by the untrustiness thereof. The Holy Ghost
calleth it a lie, because it will play him such slippery pranks, that hath
confidence in it (as every man hath in that measure he desires it), and a
shadow because every cloud that flies over the sun may irrecoverably cut it
off. — A Sermon preached at St. Paul’s Cross by Mr. Wheatie, 1589.


REVIEWS.


Short Arguments about the Millennium; or, plain proofs for plain
Christians that the coming of Christ will not be pre-millennial : that his


reign will not be personal. By B.C. Young. Second thousand. Elliot Stock.


Those who wish to see the arguments upon the unpopular side of the great
question at issue, will find them here; this is probably one of the ablest of
the accessible treatises from that point of view. We cannot agree with Mr.
Young, neither can we refute him. It might tax the ingenuity of the ablest
prophetical writers to solve all the difficulties here started, and perhaps it
would be unprofitable to attempt me task; yet me perusal of this work
might be very useful to those dogmatical prophets who think that they are
masters of the whole matter, when in fact there are great mysteries
surrounding it on every hand. Only fools and madmen are positive in their
interpretations of the Apocalypse.


Essays and Discourses on Popular and Standard Themes. By T. W.
Tozer. Elliot Stock, 62, Paternoster Row.


Tar. subjects of this book are various, and for the most part, with no direct
connection with each other. Some are of social and others of religious
interest.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1867


A MEMORABLE HYMN.


A SACRAMENTAL DISCOURSE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“And when they had sung an hymn, they went out into the Mount
of Olives.” — -Matthew 26:30.


THE occasion on which these words were spoken, was the last meal of
which Jesus partook in company with his disciples before he went from
them to his shameful trial and his ignominious death. It was his farewell
supper before a bitter parting, and yet they needs must sing. He -was on
the brink of that great depth of misery into which he was about to plunge,
and yet he would have them sing “an hymn.” It is wonderful that HE sang,
and in a second degree it is remarkable that THEY sang. We will consider
both singular facts.


Let us dwell awhile on THE FACT THAT JESUS SANG AT SUCH A AS THIS.
What does he teach us by it? Does he not say to each of us, his followers,
“My religion is one of happiness and joy; I, your Master, by my example
would instruct you to sing even when the last solemn hour is come, and all
the glooms of death are gathering around you. Here, at the table, I am your
singing-master, and set you lessons in music, in which my dying voice shall
lead you: notwithstanding all the griefs which overwhelm my heart, I will
play the chief musician, and be to you the sweet singer of Israel”? If ever
there was a time when it would have been natural and consistent with the
solemnities of the occasion for the Savior to have bowed his head upon the
table, bursting into a flood of tears; or, if ever there was a season when he
might have fittingly retired from all company, and have bewailed his
coming convict in sighs and groans, it was just then. But no, that brave
heart will slug an hymn. Our glorious Jesus plays the man beyond all other
men! Boldest of the sons of men, he quails not in the hour of battle, but
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tunes his voice to loftiest psalmody. The genius of that Christianity of
which Jesus is the head and founder, its object, spirit, and design, are
happiness and joy, and they who receive it sing in the very jaws of death.


This remark, however, is quite a secondary one to the next: our Lord’s
complete fulfillment of the law is even more worthy of our attention. It
was customary when the passover was held, to sing, and this is the main
reason why the Savior did so. During the passover, it was usual to sing the
hundred and thirteenth, and five following psalms, which were called the
“Hallel.” They commence, you will observe, in our version, with “Praise ye
the Lord!” or, “Hallelujah!” The hundred and fifteenth, and the three
following, were usually sung as the closing song of the passover. Now, our
Savior would not diminish the splendor of the great Jewish rite, although it
was the last time that he would celebrate it. No; there shall be the holy
beauty and delight of psalmody; none of it shall be stinted; the “Hallel”
shall be full and complete. We may safely believe that the Savior sang
through, or probably chanted, the whole of these six psalms; and my heart
tells me that there was no one at the table who sang more devoutly or more
cheerfully than did our blessed Lord. There are some parts of the hundred
and eighteenth psalm, especially, which strike us as having sounded
singularly grand, as they flowed from his blessed lips. Note verses 22, 23,
24. Especially observe those words, near the end of the psalm, and think
you hear the Lord himself singing them, “God is the Lord, which hath
showed us light: bind the sacrifice with cords, even unto the horns of the
altar. Thou art my God, and I will praise thee: thou art my God, I will exalt
thee. O give thanks unto the Lord; for he is good: for his mercy endureth
for ever.” Because, then, it was the settled custom of Israel to recite these
psalms, our Lord Jesus Christ did the same; for he would leave nothing
unfinished. Just as when he went down into the waters of baptism, he said,
“Thus it becometh us to fulfill all righteousness,” so he seemed to say when
sitting at the table, “Thus it becometh us to fulfill all righteousness;
therefore let us sing unto the Lord, as God’s people in past ages have
done.” Beloved, let us view with holy wonder the strictness of the Savior’s
obedience to his Father’s will, and let us endeavor to follow in his steps, in
all things, seeking to be obedient to the Lord’s word in the little as well as
in the great.


May we not venture to suggest another and deeper reason? Did. not this
singing of “an hymn” at the supper, show the holy absorption of the
Savior’s soul in his Father’s will? If, beloved, you knew that at — say ten
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o’clock to-night — you would be led away to be mocked, and despised,
and scourged, and that to-morrow’s sun would see you falsely accused,
hanging, a convicted criminal, to die upon a cross, do you think that you
could sing to-night, after your last meal? I am sure you could not, unless
with more than earthborn courage and resignation your soul could say,
“Bind the sacrifice with cords, even unto the horns of the altar.” You
would sing if your spirit were like the Savior’s spirit; if, like him, you could
exclaim, “Not as I will, but as thou wilt;” but if there should remain in you
any selfishness, any desire to be spared the bitterness of death, you would
not be able to chant the “Hallel” with the Master. Blessed Jesus, how
wholly wert thou given up! how perfectly consecrated! so that whereas
other men stag when they are marching to them joys, thou didst sing on the
way to death; whereas other men lift up their cheerful voices when honor
awaits them, thou hadst a brave and holy sonnet on thy lips when shame,
and spitting, and death were to be thy portion.


This singing of the Savior also teaches us the whole-heartedness of the
Master in the work which ha was about to do. The patriot warrior sings as
he hastens to battle; to the strains of martial music he advances to meet the
foreman; and even thus the heart of our all-glorious champion supplies him
with song even in the dreadful hour of his solitary agony. He views the
battle, but he dreads it not; though in the contest his soul will be
“exceeding sorrowful even unto death,” yet before it he is like Job’s war-
horse, “He saith among the trumpets, Ha, ha; and he smelleth the battle
afar off.” He has “a baptism to be baptized with, and he is straitened until it
be accomplished.” The Master does not go forth to the agony in the garden
with a cowed and trembling spirit, all bowed and crushed in the dust; but
he advances to the conflict like a man who has his full strength about him
— taken out to be a victim (if I may use such a figure) not as a worn-out
ox that has long borne the yoke, but as the firstling of the bullock, in the
fullness of his strength. He goes forth to the slaughter, with his glorious
undaunted spirit fast and firm within him, glad to suffer for his people’s
sake, and for his Father’s glory.
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“For as at first thine all-pervading look
Saw from thy Father’s bosom to th’ abyss,


Measuring in calm presage
The infinite descent;


So to the end, though now of mortal pangs
Made heir, and emptied of thy glory awhile,


With unaverted eye
Thou meetest all the storm.”


Let us, O fellow heirs of salvation, learn to sing when our suffering time
comes, when our season for stern labor approaches; ay, let us pour forth a
canticle of deep mysterious melody of bliss, when our dying hour is near at
hand. Courage, brother! The waters are chilly; but fear will not by any
means diminish the terrors of the river. Courage, brother! Death is solemn
work; but playing the coward will not make it less so. Bring hither the
harp; let thy lips remember the long-loved music, and let the notes be clear
and shrill as thou dippest thy feet in the Jordan: “Yea, though I walk
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art
with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.” Dear friends, let the
remembrance of the melodies of that upper room go with you to-morrow
into business; and if you expect a great trial, and are afraid you will not be
able to sing after it, then sing before it comes. Get your holy praise-work
done before affliction mars the tune. Fill the air with music while you can.
While yet there is bread upon the table, sing, though famine may threaten;
while yet the child runs laughing about the house, while yet the flush of
health is in your own cheek, while yet your goods are spared, while yet
your heart is whole and sound, lift up your song of praise to the Most High
God; and let your Master, the singing Savior, be in this your goodly and
comfortable example.


There is much more that might be said concerning our Lord’s sweet
swansong, but there is no need to crowd one thought out with another;
your leisure will be well spent in mediation upon so fruitful a theme. We
will now consider THE SINGING OF THE DISCIPLES. They united in the
“Hallel” — like true Jews, they joined in the national song. Israel had good
cause to sing at the passover, for God had wrought for his people what he
had done for no other nation on the face of the earth. Every Hebrew must
have felt his soul elevated and rejoiced on the paschal night. He was “a
citizen of no mean city,” and the pedigree which he could look Back upon
was one, compared with which kings and princes were but of yesterday.
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Remembering the fact commemorated by the Supper, well might Israel
rejoice. They sang of their nation in bondage, trodden beneath the
tyrannical foot of Pharaoh; they began the psalm right sorrowfully, as they
thought of the bricks made without straw, and of the iron furnace; but the
strain soon mounted from the deep bass, and began to climb the scale, as
they sang of Hoses the servant of God, and of the Lord appearing to him in
the burning bush; they remembered the mystic rod, which became a
serpent, and which swallowed up the rods of the magicians; their music
told of the plagues and wonders which God had wrought upon Zoan; and
of that dread night when the firstborn of Egypt fell Before the avenging
sword of the angel of death, while they themselves, feeding on the lamb
which had been slain for them, and whose Blood was sprinkled upon the
lintel and upon the side-posts of the door, had Been graciously preserved.
Then the song went up concerning the hour in which all Egypt was
humbled at the feet of Jehovah, whilst as for his people, “He led them forth
like sheep,” by the hands of Hoses and Aaron, and they went by the way of
the sea, even of the Red Sea. The strain rose higher still as they tuned the
song of Moses, the servant of God, and of the Lamb. Jubilantly they sang
of the Red Sea, and of the chariots of Pharaoh which went down into the
midst thereof, and the depths covered them till there was not one of them
left. It was a glorious chant indeed when they sang of Rahab cut in pieces,
and of the dragon wounded at the sea, by the right hand of the Host High,
for the deliverance of the chosen people!


But, beloved, if I have said that Israel could so properly sing, what shall I
say of those of us who are the Lord’s spiritualist redeemed? We have been
emancipated from a slavery worse than that of Egypt: “ With a high hand
and with an outstretched arm” hath God delivered us. The blood of Jesus
Christ, the Lamb of God’s passover, has been sprinkled on our hearts and
consciences. By faith we keep the passover, for we have been spared; we
have been brought out of Egypt — and though our sins did once oppose
us, they have all been drowned in the Red Sea of the atoning Blood of
Jesus: “the depths have covered them, there is not one of them left.” If the
Jew could sing a “great Hallel,” our “Hallel” ought to be more glowing
still; and if every house in “Judea’s happy land” was full of music when the
people ate the paschal feast, much more reason have we for filling every
heart with sacred harmony to-night, while we feast upon Jesus Christ, who
was slain, and has redeemed us to God by his blood.
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The time has now come for me to say HOW EARNESTLY I DESIRE YOU TO


“SING AN HYMN.” I do not mean to ask you to use your voices just now,
but let your hearts be brimming with the essence of praise. Whenever we
repair to the Lord’s table, which represents to us the passover, we ought
not to come to it as to a funeral. Let us select solemn hymns, but not
dirges. Let us sing softly, but none the less joyfully. These are no burial
feasts; those are not funeral cakes which lie upon this table, and yonder fair
white linen cloth is no winding sheet. “This is my body,” said Jesus, but the
Body so represented was no corpse; we feed upon a living Christ. The
blood set forth by yonder wine is the fresh life-blood of our immortal King.
We view not our Lord’s body as clay-cold flesh, pierced with wounds but
as glorified at the right hand of the Father. We hold a happy festival when
we break bread on the first day of the week. We come not hither trembling.
like bondsmen, cringing on our knees as wrenched serfs condemned to eat
on their knees; we approach as freemen, to our Lord banquet, like his
apostles, to recline at length or sit at ease; not merely to eat bread which
may belong to the most sorrowful, but to drink wine which belongs to men
whose souls are glad. Let us recognize the rightness, yea, the duty of
cheerfulness at this commemorative Supper; and, therefore, let us “sing an
hymn.”


Being satisfied on this point, perhaps you ask, “What hymn shall too sing?”
Many sorts of hymns were sung in the olden time: look down the list, and
you will scarce find one which may not suit us now.


One of the earliest of earthly songs was the war-song. They sang of old a
song to the conqueror, when he returned from the battle. “Saul hath slain
his thousands, and David his ten thousands.” Women took their timbrels
and rejoiced in the dance when the hero returned from the war. Even thus
of old did the people of God extol him for his mighty acts, singing aloud
with the high-sounding cymbals: “Sing unto the Lord, for he hath
triumphed gloriously The Lord is a man of war: the Lord is his name.” My
brethren, let us lift up a war-song to-night! Why not? “Who is this that
cometh from Edom, with dyed garments from Bozrah? this that is glorious
in his apparel, traveling in the greatness of his strength? I that speak in
righteousness, mighty to save.” Come, let us praise our Emanuel, as we see
the head of our foe in his right hand; as we behold him “leading captivity
captive,” ascending up on high, with trumpets’ joyful sound. Let us chant
the paean; let us shout the war-song, “To Triumphs!” Behold, he comes,
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all glorious from the war: as we gather at the table, let us salute him with a
psalm of gladsome triumph.


Another early form of song was the pastoral. When the shepherds sat down
amongst the sheep, they tuned their pipes, and warbled forth molt and
sweet airs in harmony with rustic quietude. All around was calm and still;
the sun was brightly shining, and the birds were making melody among the
leafy branches. Shall I seem fanciful if I say, let us unite in a pastoral to-
night? Sitting round the table, why should we not sing, “The Lord is my
shepherd; I shall not want, He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he
leadeth me beside the still waters”? If there be a place beneath the stars
where one might feel perfectly at rest and ease, surely it is at the table of
the Lord. Here, then, let us sing to our great Shepherd a pastoral of
delight. Let the bleating of sheep be in our ears as we remember the Good
Shepherd who laid down his life for his flock.


You need not to be reminded that the ancients were very fond of festive
songs. When they assembled at their great festivals, led by their chosen
minstrels, they sang right joyously, with boisterous mirth. Let those who
will speak to the praise of wine, my soul shall extol the precious blood of
Jesus; let who will laud corn and oil, the rich produce of the harvest, my
heart shall sing of the bread which came down from heaven, whereof if a
man eateth, he shall never hunger. Speak ye of royal banquets, and
minstrelsy fit for a monarch’s ear! ours is a nobler festival, and our song is
sweeter far. Here is room at this table tonight for all earth’s poesy and
music, for the place deserves songs more lustrous with delight, more
sparkling with gems of holy mirth, than any of which the ancients could
conceive.


“Now for a tune of lofty praise
To great Jehovah’s equal Son!


Awake, my voice, in heavenly lays
Tell the loud wonders he hath done!”


The love-song we must not forget, for that is peculiarly the song of this
evening. “Now will I sin unto my well-beloved a song” His love to us is an
immortal theme; and as our love fanned by the breath of heaven, breaks
into a vehement flame, we may sing, yea, and we will sing among the lilies,
a song of loves.
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In the Old Testament we find many psalms called by the title, “A Song of
Degrees.” This “Song of Degrees” is supposed by some to have been sung
as the people ascended the temple steps, or made pilgrimages to the Holy
Place. The strain often changes — sometimes it is dolorous, and anon it is
gladsome; at one season the notes are long drawn out and heavy, at
another they are cheerful and jubilant. We will sing a “Song of Degrees”
to-night. We will mourn that we pierced the Lord, and we will rejoice in
pardon bought with blood. Our strain must vary as we talk of sin, feeling
its bitterness and lamenting it, and then of pardon, rejoicing in its glorious
fullness.


David wrote a considerable number of psalms which he entitled
“Maschil,” which may be called in English, “instructive psalms.” Where,
beloved, can we find richer instruction than at the table of our Lord? He
who understands the mystery of incarnation and of substitution, is a master
in scriptural theology. There is more teaching in the Savior’s body and in
the Savior’s blood than in all the world besides. O ye who wish to learn the
way to comfort, and how to tread the royal road to heavenly wisdom,
come ye to the cross, and see the Savior suffer, and pour out his heart’s
blood for human sin.


Some of David’s psalms are called “Michtam,” which means “golden
psalms.” Surely we must sing one of these. Our psalms must be golden
when we speak of the Head of the church, who is as much free gold. More
precious than silver or gold is the inestimable price which he has paid for
our ransom. Yes, ye sons of harmony, bring your most melodious anthems
here, and let your Savior have your golden psalms.


Certain psalms in the Old Testament are entitled” Upon Shoshannim,” that
is, “Upon the lilies.” O ye virgin souls, whose hearts have been washed in
blood, and have been made white and pure, bring forth your instruments of
song : —


“Hither, then, your music bring,
Strike aloud each joyful string!”


Let your hearts, when they are in their best state, when they are purest, and
most cleansed from earthly dross, give to Jesus their glory and their
excellence.


Then there other psalms which are dedicated “To the Sons of Korah.” If
the guess be right, the reason why we get the title “To the Sons of Korah “
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— “a song of loves “ — must be this: that when Korah, Dathan, and
Abiram were swallowed up, the sons of Dathan and Abiram were
swallowed up too; but the sons of Korah perished not. Why they were not
destroyed we cannot tell. Perhaps it was that sovereign grace spared those
whom justice might have doomed; and “the sons of Korah” were ever after
made the sweet singers of the sanctuary; and whenever there was a special
“song of loves,” it was always dedicated to them. Ah! we will have one of
those songs of love to-night, around the table, for we too are saved by
distinguishing grace. We will sing of the heavenly lover, and the many
waters which could not quench his love.


“Love, so vast that nought can bound;
Love, too deep for thought to sound;


Love, which made the Lord of all
Drink the wormwood and the gall.


Love, which led him to the cross,
Bearing there unutter’d loss;


Love, which brought him to the gloom
Of the cold and darksome tomb.


Love, which made him hence arise
Far above the starry skies,


There with tender, loving care,
All his people’s griefs to share.


Love, which will not let him rest
Till his chosen all are blest;


Till they all for whom he died
Live rejoicing by his side.”


We have not half exhausted the list, but it is clear that, sitting at the Lord’s
Table, we shall have no lack of suitable psalmody. Perhaps no one hymn
will quite meet the sentiments of all; and while we would not write a hymn
for you, we would pray the Holy Spirit to write now the spirit of praise
upon your hearts, that sitting here, you may “after supper sing an hymn.”


For one or two minutes let us ask, “WHAT SHALL THE TUNE BE? It must be
a strange one, for if we are to sing “an hymn” to-night, around the table,
the tune must have all the parts of music. Yonder believer is heavy of heart
through manifold sorrows, bereavements, and watchings by the sick. He
loves his Lord, and would fain praise him, but his soul refuses to use her
wings. Brother, we win have a tune in which you can join, and you shall
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lead the bass. You shall sing of your. fellowship with your Beloved in his
sufferings; how he, too, lost a friend; how he spent whole nights in
sleeplessness; how his soul was exceeding sorrowful. But the tune must not
be all bass, or it would not suit some of us to-night, for we can reach the
highest key. We have seen the Lord, and our spirit has rejoiced in God our
Savior.


We want to lift the chorus high; yea, there are some true hearts here who
are at times so full of joy that they will want special music written for them.
Whether in the body, I cannot tell; or whether out of the body, I cannot
tell:” said Paul, and so have said others since, when Christ has been with
them. Ah! then they have been obliged to mount to the alto notes, to the
very loftiest range of song.


Remember, beloved, that the same Savior who will accept the joyful
shoutings of the strong, will also receive the plaintive notes of the weak
and weeping. You little ones, you babes in grace, may cry, “Hosanna,” and
the King will not silence you; and you strong men, with all your power of
faith, may shout, “Hallelujah!” and your notes shall be accepted too. Come,
then, let us have a tune in which we can all unite; but ah! we cannot make
one which will suit the dead — the dead, I mean, “in trespasses and sins”
— and there are some such here. O may God open their mouths and
unloose their tongues; but as for those of us who are alive unto God, let us,
as we come to the table, each contribute our own share of the music, and
so make up a song of blended harmony, with many parts, one great united
song of praise to Jesus our Lord!


We should not choose a tune for the communion table which is not very
soft. These are no boisterous themes with which we have to deal when we
tarry here. A bleeding Savior, robed in a vesture dyed with blood — this is
a theme which you must treat with loving gentleness, for everything that is
coarse is out of place. While the tune is soft, it must also be sweet. Silence,
ye doubts; be dumb, ye fears; be hushed, ye cares! Why come ye here? My
music must be sweet and soft when I sing of him. But oh! it must also be
strong; there must be a full swell in my praise. Draw out the stops, and let
the organ swell the diapason! In fullness let its roll of thundering harmony
go up to heaven; let every note be sounded at its loudest. “Praise ye him
upon the cymbals, upon the high-sounding cymbals; upon the harp with a
solemn sound.” Soft, sweet, and strong, let the music be.
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Alas! you complain that your soul is out of tune. Then ask the Master to
tune the heart strings. Those “Selahs” which we find so often in the
Psalms, are supposed by many scholars to mean, “Put the harp strings in
tune :” truly we require many “Selahs,” for our hearts are constantly
unstrung. O that to-night the Master would


“Teach us some melodious sonnet
Sung by flaming tongues above!”


We close by inquiring WHO SHALL SING THIS HYMN?


Sitting around the Father’s board, we will raise a joyful song, but who shall
do it? “I will,” saith one; “and we will,” say others. What is the reason why
so many are willing to join? The reason is to be found in the verse we were
singing just now —


“When He’s the subject of the song,
Who can refuse to sing?”


What! a Christian silent when others are praising his Master? No; he must
join in the song. Satan tries to make God’s people dumb, but he cannot, for
the Lord has not a tongue-tied child in all the family. They can all speak,
and they can all cry, even if they cannot all sing, and I think there are times
when they can all sing; yea, they must, for you know the promise, “Then
shall the tongue of the dumb sing.” Surely, when Jesus leads the tune, if
there should be any silent ones in the Lord’s family, they must begin to
praise the name of the Lord. After Giant Despair’s head had been cut off,
Christiana and Mr. Great-heart, and all the rest of them, brought out the
best of their provisions and made a feast, and Mr. Bunyan says, that after
they had feasted, they danced. In the dance there was one remarkable
dancer, namely, Mr. Ready-to-Halt. Now, Mr. Ready-to-Halt usually went
upon crutches, but for once he laid them aside. “And,” says Bunyan, “I
warrant you he footed it well!’ This is quaintly showing us that sometimes
the very sorrowful ones, the Ready-to-Halts, when they see Giant
Despair’s head cut off, when they see death, hell, and sin led in triumphant
captivity at the wheels of Christ’s victorious chariot, feel that even they
must for once indulge in a song of gladness. So, when I put the question
to-night, “Who will sing?” I trust that Ready-to-Halt will promise, “I will.”


You have not much comfort at home, perhaps; by very hard worst you
earn that little. Sunday is to you a day of true rest, for you are worked very
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cruelly all the week. Those cheeks of yours, poor girl, are getting very
pale, and who knows but what it may be true of you : —


“Stitch, stitch, stitch,
In poverty, hunger, and dirt,


Sewing at once, with a double thread,
A shroud as well as a shirt.”


But, my sister, you may surely rejoice to-night in spite of all this: There
may be little on earth, But there is much in heaven. There may Be but little
comfort for you here apart from Christ, But oh! when, by faith, you mount
into his glory, your soul is glad. You shall be as rich as the richest to-night
if the Holy Spirit shall but Bring you to the table, and enable you to feed
upon your Lord and Master. Perhaps you have come here to-night when
you ought not to have done so. The physician would have told you to keep
to your bed, but you persisted in coming up to the house where the Lord
has so often met with you. I trust that we shall hear your voice in the song.
There appear to have Been in David’s day many things to silence the praise
of God, but David was one who would sing. I like that expression of his,
where the devil seems to come up and put his hand on his mouth and say,
“Be quiet.” “No,” says David, “I will sing.” Again the devil tries to quiet
him, But David is not to be silenced, for three times he puts it, “I will sing,
yea, I will sing praises unto the Lord.” May the Lord make you resolve this
night that you will praise the Lord Jesus with all your heart.


Alas! there are many of you here to-night whom I could not invite to this
feast of song, and who could not truly come if you were invited. Your sins
are not forgiven; your souls are not saved; you have not trusted Christ; you
are still in nature’s darkness, still in the gall of Bitterness, and in the bonds
of iniquity. Why must it always Be so? Will you destroy yourselves? Have
you made a league with death, and a covenant with hell? Mercy lingers!
Longsuffering continues! Jesus waits! Remember that he hung upon the
cross for sinners such as you are, and that if you believe in him now, you
shall be saved. One act of faith, and all the sin you have committed is
blotted out. A single glance of faith’s eye to the wounds of the Messiah,
and your lead of iniquity is rolled into the depths of the sea, and you are
forgiven in a moment!


“Oh!” says one, “would God I could believe!” Poor soul, may God help
thee to believe now. God took upon himself flesh. Christ was born here
among men, and suffered on account of human guilt, being made to suffer
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“the just for the unjust, that he might bring us to God.” Christ was
punished in the room, place, and stead of every man and woman, who will
believe on him. If you believe on him, he was punished for you; and you
will never be punished. Your debts are paid, your sins are forgiven. God
cannot punish you, for he has punished Christ instead of you, and he will
never punish twice for one offense. To believe is to trust. If you will now
trust your soul entirely with him, you are saved, for he loved you, and gave
himself for you. When you know this, and feel it to be true, then come to
the Lord’s Table, and join with us, when, “after supper we SING HYMN?


THESE lads to gain the fruit must shake the tree,
Good reader, mark the lesson writ for thee!


If from the tree of promis’d mercy thou
Wouldst win the good which loadeth every bough,
Then urge the promise well with pleading cries,


Move heaven itself with vehemence of sighs;
Soon shall celestial fruit thy toil repay —


‘Tis ripe, and waits for him who loves to pray.
What if thou fail at first, yet give not o’er,


Bestir thyself to labor more and more:
Enlist a brother’s sympathetic knee,


The tree will drop its fruit when two agree:
Entreat the Holy Ghost to give thee power,


Then shall the fruit descend in joyful shower.


PLEASE TO TAKE NOTICE


WE have already received no less than one hundred applications for
admission into the Stockwell Orphanage, and they are still pouring in. As
the trustees can only hope to admit thirty-six boys at the end of next
March, it is obvious that friends of orphans had better look to other
orphanages, since ours may be considered full for some time to come.


The bazaar which we spoke of for Christmas, we have resolved to
postpone till next June, when, God willing, we can hold it, if the weather
be fine, upon the Orphanage ground. We shall esteem it as a great favor if,
between now and then, our friends will work hard, that we may have a
most extensive stock for sale. Let not those who can give little withhold
from fear, and let not those who can do much restrain their bounty. I’m the
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name of poor orphans, whose heartrending cases of distress might well
dissolve the adamant, we ask for aid. Our God will supply all our need.


REVIEWS


The Religion of Redemption: a contribution to the Preliminaries of
Christian Apology. By R. W. MONSELL, B.A, late pastor of the


Congregational Church, Neufchatel, Switzerland. Wm. Hunt & Co, Holles
Street, Cavendish Square.


WE have been very tardy in reviewing this learned and thoughtful work,
which is evidently the production of a deep student and a profound scholar,
and therefore worthy of the careful perusal of the reviewer. We have now
read it with patience, and our conclusion is, that as a whole we do not like
it: there are fine thoughts, able reasonings, and valuable observations in it;
but the general tendency of its teaching is to dilute the gospel, and rob it of
its strength. We have not so learned Christ. The great fact of our Lord’s
actual and literal substitution for sinners we cannot give up; and the
doctrines of sovereign grace we ever must maintain, and therefore, when
we see new renderings given to them, and their names retained while their
true meaning is lost, we are not able to withhold our protest.


Demonologia Sacra; or, a Treatise on Satan’s Temptations. In three parts.
By RICHARD GILPIN, M.D. Edited with Memoir by ALEXANDER BALLOCH


GROSART. Edinburgh: James Nichol. London: Nisbet & Co.


THUS is another of Nichol’s valuable series, of which we cannot speak too
highly. James Nichol, the father, did good service to the church of God,
before he was removed to a better world, by commencing and continuing
the issue of reprints of the works of Puritanic divines, under much difficulty
and discouragement. We knew him well, and esteemed him highly; and
now we thank God that James Nichol, the son, does not relinquish the
good work: God speed and prosper the enterprise. The present volume we
have read many times; it is the treatise upon the subject, and the subject is
one of the most important in the whole range of theology. e remember that
in a conversation with the late Earl of Carlisle, he asked us to recommend
him a book upon the temptations of Satan, and we at once mentioned
Gilpin as the best writer upon the subject. John Ryland once said, “If ever
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there was a man that was clearly acquainted with the cabinet councils of
hell, this author is the man.” His work was held in high repute in days when
there were men upon earth worthy to give an opinion; it has been once or
twice reprinted, and remains to this day unrivaled in its own sphere. There
are a few queer passages, in. it upon witchcraft, and the devil carrying men
through the air, and other marvels, but these are as the small dust of the
balance; indeed, they give a spice of antique interest which one would be
sorry to miss. It is the pastor’s book, sagacious and full of insight into
human hearts; it is equally the people’s book, experimental and
sympathetic, instructing the ignorant and confirming the weak. No
minister, however poor, can afford to do without it. The reprint now
offered to the public will make this once rare book accessible to all. We
gave many shillings for our old copy, and now, in good type and excellent
binding, it is to be had for a very few. Wealthy believer, buy it for your
minister. Order it at once.


Remarkable Facts, illustrative and confirmatory of different portions of
Holy Scripture. By the REV. J. LEIFCHILD, D.D. With a preface by his Son.


Jackson, Walford, & Hodder, 27, Paternoster Row.


As might be expected from the great age of the author, the illustrations
here collected are not such as dazzle by their novelty, but such as edify by
their sober earnestness. To compile this book was Dr. Leifchild’s last work
on earth, and it is one of his best memorials now that he has passed into the
skies. We were favored to obtain a copy of this interesting work some six
years ago, when a small edition was issued by subscription; and we felt
sure at the time that the public would one day call for a wider circulation of
it. Our octogenarian friend did well to leave us these mellow fruits from the
garden of his experience. He was one of- a noble band of Congregational
ministers, whose generation should be as well acquainted with the genial,
wise, and holy writings of Old Humphrey, as we were in our boyhood,
when we read them with great zest, and not a little benefit. The writer has,
after a useful life, gone over to the majority, but no one has arisen to fill his
place; in his own style he remains without a successor.


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL. Our volume for 1867, bound in the usual
handsome case, will be ready on the first of December, and we believe it is,
as a whole, a volume of such permanent interest, that it will be read with
satisfaction in years to come. Those who have the numbers, can procure
cases for binding of the publishers.
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SPURGEON’S ILLUSTRATED ALMANAC, FOR 1868, price one penny, is now
ready. In the chamber of slackness we have put our little Almanac together,
and hope that it may prove acceptable and useful. We have heretofore sold
about fifty thousand each year; but by the aid of our zealous friends we
might send forth a hundred thousand. Those who think well of it, will do us
the favor to spread it. A specimen of the engravings and the articles we
have placed elsewhere.


WE have received, besides the usual copies of our contemporaries, such as
Good Words, Sunday at Home, Christian Work, Happy Hours, Christian
World Magazine, Baptist Messenger, Old Jonathan, British Workman,
Baptist Missionary Herald, Missing Link, etc, the following :-


FORWARD, a monthly magazine for the promotion of a liberal evangelical
Theology. This is a serial for the promotion of ultra-Arminianism and the
overthrow of Calvinism. In our view, it would have been more
appropriately named BACKWARD. Calvinism will probably survive the
onslaughts of the writers of this monthly, which seem to us to be less
forcible than usual, and a little more self-confident.


THE GOSPEL MAGAZINE. The October number is a rich spiritual feast, with
just a sprinkling of bitter herbs; a fine corrective for any noxious effect
produced by reading Forward. If the two editors would give their candid
opinions of each other’s theology, the result might be edifying to
combative believers. If any one will calmly read a number of each serial, he
will find the Gospel Magazine full of heavenly unction; and the other, as to
spiritual savor, as dry as the desert of Sahara.


PLYMOUTH BROTHER TRACTS, and pamphlets hailing from that party, when
forwarded to us, are disposed of so as to do no further mischief. We shall
not assist their dissemination by special notice.


NOTICES


MR. Spurgeon, at the invitation of the Baptist Missionary Society, has
consented to sit on the Committee of that society.


Our readers will be glad to learn that, although the new chapel at Upper
Holloway, built by the London Baptist Association, was only opened a few
weeks ago, it is already crowded with attentive congregations on the
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Sunday evening. The same success has attended the newly-opened chapel
in the Grove-road, and we are glad to be informed that some thirty or forty
persons have already expressed their desire to form the nucleus of a church
there. The Association is doing a glorious work, and we hope its influence
upon the churches will be increasingly great. A site is wanted for the third
chapel. We should like to hear of some wealthy brother giving a site to the
Lord, for this new undertaking for his glory.


Those who participated in the blessing that attended the day set apart for
fasting and prayer last year, will rejoice to know that the London Baptist
Association at its meeting at Cross-street, on October 15, agreed
unanimously to appoint the 5th of November for special prayer. The
meeting will be held in Bloomsbury chapel, from two to six o’clock, and
the prayers will be followed by the administration of the Lord’s Supper.
We believe the brethren throughout the country will adopt thus plan, so
that we all may supplicate the Lord on behalf of our churches, their
pastors, and members.


On September 24, the Evangelists’ Association, at the Metropolitan
Tabernacle, held a soiree in the school-room. After tea, a meeting was
held, at which Mr. Edward Leach, a member of the committee, was called
to the chair. Prayer having been offered, the chairman stated the objects of
the meeting, and suggested various plans by which the work of the
association might be extended and promoted. The secretary (Mr. W. J.
Orsman), gave some interesting particulars relative to the work of the
association. Mr. Cooper spoke of the necessity for preaching in the
lodging-houses of Westminster. Already there were twenty good-sized
rooms in connection with these houses in which they were at liberty to
preach, and he was told that that number could be readily doubled, were a
sufficient staff of preachers provided. Mr. Garrett said that every Sunday
evening during the summer, about forty or fifty young men met at the
Tabernacle before the service, and after a hymn had been sung and prayer
offered up, they proceeded to various open-air stations, where they
preached the gospel. Their out-door campaign had been very successful.
As the winter-was drawing nigh, the members of the association would
have to find some in-door work. Mr. J. D. Cox gave a remarkable account
of services held in Lambeth Workhouse. He had preached to about sixty
young girls there who were out of situations; and he believed good
impressions had been made. He also gave an account of several remarkable
conversions, as the result of open-air preaching during the summer. Mr.
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Conquest mentioned the case of a remarkable conversion, which was the
result of the divine blessing upon their open-air preachers. Mr. Marshall
spoke amusingly sad eloquently of his work in the New Cut, where he had
preached on a Sunday morning to congregations varying from 200 to 400
persons. Mr. Lardner referred to the open-air services of Lock’s Fields,
Walworth, of how the brethren had been threatened and insulted by the
Irish, and protected by the English, and of the anxiety of-the people living
in back streets to hear the gospel preached at their own dwellings. Mr. A.
Chamberlain agreed with the chairman when he said he was proud of the
Evangelists connected with the association. Men who would go into filthy
dens, low lodging-houses, and preach amid so many difficulties in the
comers of the worst streets in the metropolis, were men o! whom they
might well be proud. He was glad to learn that there were sixty members
connected with the association, who preached in the open air every
Sunday. The chairman concluded the meeting by urging the brethren to
seek to improve their gifts, and to make the association worthy of the
church, and of their beloved pastor, whose sympathy they knew was with
them in this work.


The Baptist church at Bridestone, Suffolk, having applied, on the
resignation of Mr. D. Thompson, to Mr. Spurgeon’s College, Mr. A. H.
Knell, after supplying the place for several Sundays, was invited to the
pastorate. He commenced his stated labors there in January, 1865. Since
that period both the church and congregation have considerably increased,
which has rendered the erection of galleries needful for the accommodation
of the hearers. The re-opening of the place, after the erection of the
galleries and other improvements, was celebrated by a public meeting, on
Wednesday, 25th ult. In the afternoon of that day, Mr. J. Spurgeon, of
Cranbrook, preached. A public meeting was held in the evening, at which
Mr. J. Spurgeon presided, and addresses were delivered by Messrs. E.
Spurrier, of Colchester; A. Smith, of Boxford, Underwood, Gibbons, Bull.
and A. H. Knell, the minister of the place. On the following Sunday,
sermons were preached, in the morning and afternoon by Mr. G. Rogers,
of the Metropolitan Tabernacle College; and one in the evening by Mr. A.
Smith, of Boxford. The attendance at all the meetings was good; and the
collections towards the expenses amounted to the sum of £31.
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THE EDITOR’S ILLNESS


A LETTER TO OUR READERS AND OTHERS.


DEAR FRIENDS, — I have spent two months in ill health, and much of the
time in severe pain, but, by the good hand of God upon me, I am now
much better, and hope to resume my home work very speedily. It is due to
many friends to make the following communications; and I beg them to
receive them with their customary kindness.


1. MANY THANKS are hereby tendered to the scores of thoughtful friends
who have sent me prescriptions of eminent physicians, medical works, and
advice as to homeopathy, hydropathy, animal magnetism, galvanism,
Turkish baths, patent medicines, cotton wool, hot fomentations, cold
compresses, etc, etc. I can assure my friends that I have had
communications concerning all these, and more. It has been a great
pleasure to receive such a vast number and variety of evidences that Warm
sympathy towards me abounds, and an additional comfort to discover that
there are at least hundreds of ways in which rheumatism and rheumatic
gout may be cured, in periods varying from an hour to a week. My
gratitude is doubly due to those who not only gave me advice and
prescriptions, but were so generous as to purchase the medicines and send
them to my house. I have received boxes of pills, bottles of liniment, and
phials of physic in super- abundance; I am most truly grateful for the kind
feeling which prompted the gifts, but I have been so utterly bewildered as
to which out of such a number should have the first trial, that I have fallen
back upon my kind friend and tried physician, Dr. Palfrey, of Finsbury
Place, and I feel quite content with the result of having followed his
directions. Will friends be so good as to cut off the medical supplies, now
that all need for them is, I trust, over for the present! While some of the
prescriptions are more amusing than valuable, there are little incidents
connected with some of these well-meant gifts which much pleased me; it
would not be right to print them, but they proved most clearly that the
poorest persons can show their sympathy with as much tenderness and
delicacy as the best educated and the most refined.


2. APOLOGIES are offered to those friends who have been disappointed of
services which I had promised to render; the act of God in laying me low is
a sufficient exoneration from all engagements. These apologies are the
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more needed, because it will not be in my power, at any future period near
at hand, to fulfill those engagements; for, although to a great degree
recovered, the limb is weak, and standing upon it in preaching, or wearying
it in traveling, will be likely to lay me up again. I have resolved, for twelve
months at least, to refuse almost all work away from home, and I now
earnestly beg friends not to distress me with importunate requests to
preach here, there, and everywhere. For years I have preached from eight
to ten times a week, besides issuing the weekly sermon, editing the
magazine, overseeing the church, superintending the college, directing the
orphanage, founding new churches, attending committees, and a thousand
other things; but many signs indicate that there must be a pause. I am not
less willing, but I am far less able than I was, to serve the church by
preaching. My excellent secretary and myself are very hardly wrought in
the matter of correspondence, and the more so because, after having given
one refusal, friends often write three or four times, and put us to much
trouble and expense. I would refuse no one if I could comply, and
therefore a refusal is always meant when given. If friends are unreasonable
enough to write two or three times when they. have once been answered,
they must not wonder if they get no further reply. During the year 1868, I
must crave for mercy from the Christian public, and a little lightening of my
burdens, or otherwise I shall have to lay them down altogether.


3. AN URGENT REQUEST I would, in closing, offer to my friends in Christ,
namely, that as they have so fervently prayed for me of late, they would
continue those supplications, beseeching the Lord to bless my ministry to
my church and congregation, and to the many thousands who weekly read
the sermons; to prosper me in the college, giving much grace to all who are
trained in it; and to sustain our colportage, and orphanage, and other
works. No kindness can be more effectual than that which leads us to pray
for our friends. Brethren, pray for
Your affectionate friend, C. H. SPURGEON.


P.S. Mr. J. A. Spurgeon, my dear and valued brother, being about to
become more closely my fellow laborer in serving our vast church, earnest
prayer is requested for a rich blessing upon this most auspicious accession
to my strength.
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ON MY BACK


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


ALPHONSE KARR, in his inimitable work, “A Tour round my Garden,” has
a chapter headed, “On my Back,” and a most interesting chapter it is,
detailing his observations among the insect and vegetable world from a
position by no means the most advantageous for the naturalist. “On my
back,” in a painfully literal and involuntary sense, is our position while
writing at this moment, and in addition we are not altogether free from a
mental prostration, which, in a still more bitter sense, throws us on our
back. How long we shall be made to lie prone upon the ever-hardening
couch, the great Healer of diseased bodies and souls only knows; our term
of chastisement will be exactly as protracted as the divine purpose requires
for its benign design, but not a moment longer we are sure. It has already
been long enough for nature, but faith makes it none too long for grace.
We are the Lord’s prisoner, bound in fetters of pain and manacles of
weakness, waiting till the emancipating word shall restore us to the liberty
of service. He in this case shutteth, and no man openeth; and when he
openeth, no disease can shut. The sorest part of our captivity, which is
sweetened by multiplied mercies, is our Sabbath silence. As the king of
Sodom said to Abraham, “Give me the persons, and take the goods to
thyself,” so say we to sickness; give us our Sabbaths, and let the week-days
be as they may. How we envy the birds which fly around the house of
prayer, and above all, the poorest occupants of the remotest seats or
standing places in the tabernacles of the Lord. Dumb Sabbaths are a heavy
trial to an active minister: to be kept out of market on the market day is a
sad loss to those who are covetous of doing good to men and bringing
glory to God. The trumpet sounds for the battle, and the hosts are
marshaling at the call, but our sword rusts idly upon the wall, and our
shield is laid aside. O for a day’s renewal of strength to serve the Lord as
our wont has been, by dealing out our heaviest blows against the enemies
of his crown and cause! If it must not be, then, good Master, renew our
cruse of patience and our barrel of resignation! Six week-days of pain
would be a cheap exchange for one heavenly soul-refreshing Sabbath spent
in preaching in the power of the Spirit. A silent preacher is like a monarch
uncrowned, or a vessel laid up to perish by dry rot in the dock, or an eagle
penned in a narrow cage, forbidden to soar into its element. “I am weary
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with refraining,” said the seer of old: his experience is ours; the word is like
fire in our bones; we long for a door of utterance, or our soul will melt for
heaviness. Finding, however, that we cannot march to the wars, but must
needs remain a prostrate soldier in the hospital, we must imitate those
riflemen who can strike the target while lying upon their backs; if we
cannot preach at length, we may at least write an outline discourse, and so
let loose a remark or two, which may kindle a holy thought here and there,
and perhaps set others preaching. Those who cannot fire the guns, may at
least hand out the ammunition to the gunners. He who cannot go to the
field to hunt with Esau, may find his savory meat nearer home. Reader,
silver of learning and gold of eloquence have I none, but such as I have
give I thee; not precious fruit, brought forth by the sun of prosperity, but a
few clusters put forth by the moon of adversity. The Puritans sometimes
called a laborious divine, “a painful preacher;” here is our brief sermon,
and for once we also claim the title of “a painful preacher.”


“This sickness is not unto death, but for the glory of God,
that the Son of God might be glorified thereby.” — John 11:4.


THIS was a very comforting answer to the messenger sent to our Lord, by
the anxious sisters, with the mournful tidings, “Lord, behold, he whom
thou lovest is sick.” Jesus was sure to send the best cordial he had to
mourners whom he loved so well. To be infallibly assured that all will end
well is one of the best possible supports under heavy trials. Such comfort
have all the saints. From our Lord’s words we learn —


I. THAT THERE IS A LIMIT TO SICKNESS.


Here is an “unto” within which its ultimate end is restrained, and beyond
which it cannot go. Lazarus might pass through death, but death was not
to be the ultimatum of his sickness. In all sickness, the Lord saith to the
waves of pain, “Hitherto shall ye go, but no further,” while his fixed
purpose is not the destruction, but the instruction of his people. Satan was
permitted to worry Job up to a certain point — further he must not go. As
the porter at the house Beautiful told the pilgrim, “The lions are chained,”
even so are our pains and griefs. When God wills it, sickness will hear us
unto deep decline, but not unto death; unto weariness of body, but not
unto weakness of soul; unto restlessness, but not unto wretchedness; unto
moaning, but not unto murmuring; unto depression, but not unto despair.
There are bounds about this mount of fire. Wisdom hangs up the
thermometer at the furnace mouth and regulates the heat. Gideon taught
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the men of Succoth with thorns and briers, till they died under the lesson:
our Instructor deals with us far more tenderly; his aim is not to kill, but to
cure. We are in the hands of Jehovah, not Nebuchadnezzar; the furnace
may be heated seven times hotter, but there is no rage and fury in the King
who casts us into it, as is very evident, since he intends himself to be with
us in the midst of the flames. Noah’s flood rose not an inch higher than
God’s decree allowed, and it began to assuage at the very moment when
the divine mandate was issued. If the Lord ordains our trials ten, they
cannot be eleven.


1. The limit is encouragingly comprehensive. The God of providence has
limited the time, manner, intensity, repetition, and effects of all our
sicknesses; each throb is decreed, each sleepless hour predestinated, each
relapse ordained, each depression of spirit foreknown, and each sanctifying
result eternally purposed. If the minutiae were not in the decree, we might
fret over little things; but now we dare not, lest we murmur against the
Lord: if our great pains were not regulated by wisdom, we might be
alarmed at them, but now we need not be afraid. Nothing great or small
escapes the ordaining hand of him who numbers the hairs of our head, and
keeps the paths of our feet.


2. This limit is wisely adjusted to our strength, to the end designed, and to
the grace apportioned. Affliction comes not at haphazard; the weight of
every stroke of the rod is accurately measured. He who made no mistakes
in balancing the clouds and meting out the heavens, commits no errors in
measuring out the ingredients which-compose the medicine of souls. We
cannot suffer too much nor be relieved too late. The wind is tempered to
the shorn lamb; the load is fitted to the weak shoulder.


3. The limit is tenderly appointed. The knife of the heavenly Surgeon
never cuts deeper than is absolutely necessary. A father smites no harder
than duty constrains. “He doth not afflict willingly, nor grieve the children
of men.” A mother’s heart cries, “Spare my child;” but no mother is more
compassionate than our gracious God. When we consider how hard-
mouthed we are, it is a wonder that we are not driven with a sharper bit.
So much rust requires much of the file; but love is gentle of hand. The
thought is full of consolation, that he who has fixed the bounds of our
habitation, has also fixed the bounds of our tribulation.


II. THAT JESUS KNOWS ALL ABOUT IT.
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He gave the sisters infallible information, for he knew all things. This
knowledge he possesses as the only wise God and our Savior: because he
is divine, he has knowledge and foreknowledge; sight, insight, and
foresight; perfect, minute, universal, continual, immediate acquaintance
with all that concerns his people. The child is cheered as he sings, “This my
father knows ;” and shall not we be comforted as we discern that our dear
Friend and tender soul-husband knows all about us?


1. He is the Physician, and, if he knows all, there is no need that the
patient should know. Hush, thou silly, fluttering heart; prying peeping, and
suspecting! What thou knowest not now, thou shalt know hereafter, and,
meanwhile, Jesus, the beloved physician, knows thy soul in adversities.
Why need the patient analyze all the medicine, or estimate all the
symptoms? This is the Physician’s work, not mine; it is my business to
trust, and his to prescribe. If he shall write out his prescription in uncouth
characters which I cannot read, I will not be uneasy on that account, but
rely upon his unfailing skill to make all plain in the result, however
mysterious it may be in the working.


2. He is the Master, and his knowledge is to serve us, instead of our own;
we are to obey, not to judge. In some respects we, as servants, must
remember that “the servant knoweth not what his Lord doeth.” Shall the
architect explain all his plans to every hodman on the works? If he knows
his own intent, is it not enough? The vessel on the wheel cannot guess to
what pattern it shall be conformed, but, if the potter has a clear eye to the
ultimate result, what matters the ignorance of the dull clay? My Lord must
not be cross-questioned any more by one so ignorant as I am.


3. He is the Head. All understanding centers there. What does the finger
know? What judgment has the arm? What comprehension has the foot? All
the power to know lies in the head. Why should the members be so anxious
to inquire and question, when the head is already fully acquainted with
everything? Why should the foot have a brain of its own, when the head
fulfills for it every intellectual office? Here, then, must the believer rest his
comfort in sickness, not that he himself can see the end, but that Jesus
knows all. Sweet Lord, be thou for ever eye, and soul, and head for us, and
let us be content to know only what thou choosest to tell us.
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The tree of knowledge brought no good to man, but in Jesus we see the
tree of knowledge united with the tree of life: the second Adam by his
knowledge saves us; let us be content to have it so.


III. Jesus assures us THAT THE DESIGN OF SICKNESS IS DIVINELY GOOD:
“Not unto death, but for the glory of God, that the Son of God might be
glorified thereby.”


Sickness is by no means destructive, but aims at that which every
regenerated mind considers to be the highest good, the chief end for which
man was created, namely, the glory of God. Negatively: sickness works us
no real ill. It is not unto the death of our joy, though it may annihilate all
physical enjoyment, for the believer’s heart-joy flows from springs which
are not affected by the frosts of outward circumstances. Neither does
sickness Work the death of our peace — we can be calm in heart when
racked in body; our peace is not a thing for flesh and blood to reign over.
Nor is our usefulness put to death by our illness; blessed be God a weak
hand can sow good seed, and a couch may be a pulpit: besides, the
experience gained in the chamber of affliction may enrich us for future
work, as lying fallow fattens the soil for future crops. Our usefulness is
suspended, and this frets us no little, but we shall do all the more by-and-
by, and this may cheer us. Sickness is unto the death of no Christian virtue;
like a rough wind, it shakes down a great deal of rotten fruit, but the living
fruit of grace is uninjured, nay, it is mellowed and sweetened by it. Oh!
how foolish are we to fear and dread bodily suffering, when it hath no
killing hand, but two hands fall of blessings. We fear our mercies and
tremble at our soul-enrichments; we cry out against a friend as though he
were an enemy, and chase away an. angel as though he were a devil. If we
could but see the words, “Not unto death,” emblazoned upon the
escutcheon of our afflictions, we should receive them with more willing
mind.


Positively: sickness in the believer is intended for the glory of God, and in
part this design is answered during the trial. It is to be feared that the Lord
gets but a small revenue of glory from some of us; we defraud the royal
exchequer of many dues: much conscience-money might we all send into
court on account of our long and heavy arrears of thankfulness. Sickness
takes out a warrant against ingratitude, and surcharges us for our
defalcations, by bringing our negligences to remembrance. God gets many
a song from his caged birds which might never be heard if they had
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strength to wanton on the wing. Psalms and hymns, like music on the
water, sound sweetly from the deeps of suffering. Moreover, God is
glorified in the after results of sanctified pain, by the gentleness, meekness,
quietness, and unction which adorn the spirit of the experienced believer.
Until the oyster is sick it yields no pearls. Heavy damps of adversity make
souls verdant. Saints, unlike the plants of earth, grow fastest in the sharpest
weather. We make most progress in our voyage heavenward when the
wind is rough: calms are more pleasant than profitable; better for comfort
than for commerce; fairer in the present than in the retrospect. Affliction
cuts the facets of the Lord’s diamonds, and so they shine with a greater
luster to his honor. What the church owes to the file and the hammer no
tongue can tell. Would the church triumphant have been so glorious as it
now is, if its members had been spared the great tribulation Out of which
they passed to their crowns? Would half the grace which now beautifies the
church militant have been discernible at all, if severe trials had not
developed it? Would the Lord have had honor among us if the chastening
rod had been laid aside? For the world to see how a Christian can endure
hardness, is a great glory to God. The great hospital of saintly suffering is a
grand exposition in which the choice works of the Holy Spirit are exhibited
to all who have eyes to see. Our covenant God is magnified by the virtues
peculiar to tried believers, quite as much as by those which adorn his active
servants. True religion has for its choicest ornaments the patience of the
sick, the triumphs of the dying. Lazarus had made small figure in the book
of the Lord’s mighty acts had it not been for the sickness which so grieved
his sisters; but through that affliction, and that which came of it, the name
of Jesus became famous, crowds flocked together, and many believed on
him. If we could but hope that in any way the Son of God would be
glorified in our pains, we would fall on our knees and bless the Lord for
them with joyful tears. But why should it not be so? It shall be so through
the supply of the Spirit; for whose sacred power let us pray with increasing
fervor.


This is enough for a man on his back to write, and perhaps as much as our
readers may care to peruse, for we fear that our thoughts must be very
prosy, since the mind from which they come is far from being in a lively
state. We shall, therefore, draw to a close by quoting the following quaint
lines from “Quarles’ Divine Fancies,” written upon “The change of
weather;” they argue well the sweet uses of adversity, and therefore suit
our state and theme.
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And were it for thy profit to obtain
All sunshine? No vicissitude of rain?


 Thinkest thou that thy laborious plough requires
Not winter frosts, as well as summer fires?


There must be both: sometimes these hearts of ours
Must have the sweet, the seasonable showers
Of tears; sometimes, the frost of chill despair
Makes our desired sunshine seem more fair:


Weathers that most oppose to flesh and blood,
Are such as help to make our harvest good;
We may not choose, great God; it is thy task:
We know not what to have, nor how to ask.”


ALABASTER PILLARS.


IN the Cathedral of St. Mark, in Venice — a marvelous building, lustrous
with an Oriental splendor far beyond description there are pillars said to
have been brought from Solomon’s Temple; these are of alabaster, a
substance firm and durable as granite, and yet transparent, so that the light
glows through them. Behold an emblem of what all true pillars of the
church should be — firm in their faith, and transparent in their character;
men of simple mould, ignorant of tortuous and deceptive ways, and yet
men of strong will, not readily to be led aside, or bent from their
uprightness! A few such alabaster men we know; may the great Master
Builder place more of them in his temple l — From the Note Book of my
Travels. C. H. S.


EDITOR’S HEALTH


STRANGE rumors having been set afloat as to our death, we beg to assure
all the world who care about us that we are alive, and hope, by God grace,
to be fully at our work in a few days. We consider that we are off the sick
list, although not quite entered among the able-bodied soldiers. God be
thanked that we, in writing the last part of the magazine, are no longer “on
our back,’ as we were at the beginning. O for a renewal and increase of the
divine blessing upon the work to which we are now restored.
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SPECIAL NOTICE.


AS it is most probable that our esteemed brother, Mr. J. A. Spurgeon, will
become wholly engaged as our Assistant Pastor, he will have frequent
Sabbaths to spare. Ministerial well-wishers to the College, and other
church officers, will much aid us if they will invite him to occupy their
pulpits on the Sabbath, and make Collections for the Pastor College. Thus
substantial aid might be rendered to our work without inconvenience to the
donors, and, we trust, with abundant profit to the churches. Our brother
cannot preach for any other object, but for this he cheerfully offers himself;
and we as willingly spare him. Will friends make this known, and so oblige
us P


· Next month we intend giving a large engraving of the Orphanage, as it is
to be when completed; and we shall then take the liberty of pressing the
bazaar, and urging upon our readers the plan of becoming collectors for
the work. We greatly need help for erecting the school-house and dining-
hall. We shall have four houses built very soon, and four more will follow,
but we have no school for the boys; this will very much embarrass us, and
prevent our proceeding as we would. May the God of Israel help us, for
we are in this and in the College business in great straits. The very small
amount of donations to the Orphanage announced this month is very far
from encouraging, and apart from the Weekly Offering, the College fund
would be worse. Jehovah-Jireh is, however, asure word.
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BATTLING AND BUILDING


BY ERIC W. HAYDEN


DONNINGTON WOOD, SHROPSHIRE, ENGLAND


On the first day of January, 1865, there appeared in England a new
religious monthly magazine. It was soon to become well known on the
other side of the Atlantic and in many other countries of the world. The
Sword and the Trowel was the title given by Charles Haddon Spurgeon to his
new venture (soon to be nicknamed “The Soap and Towel” by his college
students!). The subtitle was: “A Record of Combat with Sin and labor for
the Lord.” Referring to Nehemiah 4:17,18, Spurgeon aimed at a magazine
that would provide material for working and ammunition for warring
(battling and building with sword and trowel).


Spurgeon saw the magazine as “an extension of his pulpit ministry” and an
opportunity of “urging the claims of Christ’s cause, of advocating the
revival of godliness, of denouncing error, of bearing witness for truth, and
of encouraging the laborers in the Lord’s vineyard.”


The magazine was used to inform interested friends of the work and
witness of The Metropolitan Tabernacle, London, and also other
Spurgeonic institutions: college, orphanage, almshouse, colportage
association, and the many mission stations connected with the Tabernacle.
But primarily it was “to supplement our weekly sermon.”


The Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit sermons have been reprinted on several
occasions, although not in their entirety as a set as at present by Pilgrim
Publications. The Sword and the Trowel contents, however, have never been
reprinted, yet they contain a wealth of biographical material about
Spurgeon, sermons not included in The Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit
volumes, interesting book reviews, and many rare and choice contributions
about many subjects by Spurgeon himself. Many of his published works
first saw the light of day in his magazine: The Treasury of David, Lectures to
My Students, John Ploughman’s Talks, The Bible and the Newspaper, Eccentric
Preachers. to name but a few.
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The extracts from these volumes will show the reader the kind of
comments on then current events, fashions, theological trends, the state of
the Baptist denomination and the Christian church at large. Some of the
book reviews are examples for reviewers today, they are so honest. No
wonder Spurgeon’s son, Thomas, said that it would be “better for the
Sword to rust in its scabbard, and the Trowel to be buried beneath a
mountain of rubbish, than. for the magazine established by C. H. Spurgeon
ever to be disloyal to him.”


The author of this capsule history had the privilege of occupying the
editorial chair of the magazine for several years while Pastor of the
Metropolitan Tabernacle. Some years later a notice appeared by his
successor to the Pastorate, declaring: “It is with much sorrow that we
announce that we are having to cease publication of The Sword and the
Trowel.” The last issue was December 1968.


The magazine has been restarted by the present Pastor of the Tabernacle
but is only a shadow of its former self. It is now described as “a tract for
the times” and contains a sermon by the Tabernacle minister. Domestic
news of the Tabernacle is issued separately. Gone are the book reviews,
news of other Spurgeonic institutions and other articles of interest to
admirers of C. H. Spurgeon.


It is splendid that Pilgrim Publications is re-issuing the works of Spurgeon
from the original volumes of The Sword and the Trowel, allowing the Christian
public a view of Spurgeon as an editor for thirty-six years.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD


OF


COMBAT WITH SIN & LABOR FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1868.


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one With one of his hands wrought in the
work,’ and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17, 18.
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PREFACE.


ESTEEMED READER,


Take thought of mortality from the gliding away of the years. It seems but
yesterday that the bells rang in the young 1868, and now in the sere ,and
yellow leaf, shivering with old age, we must lay it in its tomb. What a rapid
wing has life!


Time’s an band’s breadth; ‘tis a talc;
‘Tis a vessel under sail;
‘Tis an eagle in its way,


Darting down upon its prey;
‘Tis an arrow in its flight,


Mocking the pursuing sight;
‘Tis a short-lived fading flower;


‘Tis a rainbow on a shower;
‘Tis a momentary ray,


Smiling in a winter’s day;
‘Tis a shadow; ‘tis a dream;


‘Tis the closing watch of night,
Dying at the rising light;
‘Tis a bubble; ‘tis a sigh;


Be prepared, O man, to die!


The gentleness of the Lord has brought us to another halting-place in the
pilgrimage of life, and as we conclude another volume of our Magazine, it
is well to sit down on the milestone to consider many things of the past,
and debate with one’s self on matters which dimly shadow themselves in
the future. It is of little use idly to regret what ]night have been done in that
period which is now numbered “with the years beyond the flood;” but to
shame ourselves into increased activity by the painful remembrance of
neglects and lethargies may be of lasting benefit To weep over the
sepulchers of dead days will bless no one, unless the tears are salted with
holy repentance, and help the eyes which shed them to see the duties which
are crowding all around. That we have not done what we ought to have
done is certain: to sin again after the same fashion is easy; to gird up our
loins for the future is a pressing necessity. It is a sweet mercy from the God
of grace when we can honestly feel that our days have not been absolutely
barren. If some glory has redounded from us to our Redeemer, and some
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benefit to his church, let the Spirit of God have all the praise. From the
sovereign grace of God we derive our spiritual life itself, that which comes
of it is therefore not ours to glory in; by the everflowing bounty of heaven
we are daily renewed in strength, all therefore which is wrought by that
strength, must be ascribed unto the Lord our helper.


What more can be attempted for our Lord in the remaining portion of our
lives? If there be a possibility of more, let us search it out. Wise husbandry
and greater diligence may yet increase the harvest of the Great Owner of
the vineyard. Cannot each of us pray more, give more, work more, love
more? — that last word will be the insurance of all that went before it. This
being settled, what matters it what strange apparitions rise amid the mists
of craning years! New trials await us, doubtless, but if our Beloved is ours
and we are his, and are daily proving the double fact, by our consecrated
lives, what cause is there for anxiety? All must be well if the heart be right
with heaven. It is true we know not the future, and it has been well
observed that “we can become familiar with a landscape; we know where
to find the waterfall, and the shady ledge where the violets grow in spring,
and the sassafras gives forth its odors; but we can never become familiar
with our life-scape; we can never tell where we shall come upon the shady
dell, or where the fountains will gush and the birds sing.” Yet one thing’
we know, yonder stand the everlasting hills of divine faithfulness, and if
heaven and earth shall pass away, these are among the things which cannot
be shaken. There they stand in solemn majesty: and we will lift up our eyes
to the hills whence cometh our help.


SUBSCRIBERS AND FRIENDS,


We are glad that we have won your lenient judgments during
another year. It certainly has not been by any reticence of our
peculiar views. We have waged determined war with Popery, for
ours is pro-eminently


A PROTESTANT MAGAZINE,


But we fight against doctrinal Popery, not in Rome alone, but at Oxford
too. To us the sacramentarianism of the English Church is not a thing to be
winked at. We hold that he who hates Popery because of its antichristian
teaching, will never stay his hand because it assumes a Protestant dress.
The English Church is so Popish in its catechism, its baptismal service, and
much of its ritualism, that it must not so much be reformed as transformed.
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These are not times to keep this matter in the background, and we have not
done so.


In all ways we have sought to aid honest Christian work wherever we have
seen it. Our desire is to stimulate the zeal of believers and lead them on in
the aggressive policy which is bound up with true religious life. The
Magazine has fostered the young movement of English Colportage,
destined in some more earnest day to be one of our mightiest agencies.
Thanks to unflagging friends, the College remains in unabated vigor, and
derives no little aid from the Sword and Trowel, which brings it before so
many minds and hearts. Last but not least, the Stockwell Orphanage, the
child of the Magazine, bearing the Sword and Trowel over its entrance,
owes a large amount of its contributions to our generous readers. That
work as to the building’s, will be completed in a few weeks, but the dear
children must be supported, and we cannot do better than close our preface
by reminding our readers that it will make Christmas all the merrier if in
every household a portion is set apart for our orphans.


The Lord bless and keep all his people. Brethren, pray for


Your willing servant,
C. H. Spurgeon
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1868.


A HAPPY NEW YEAR


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


SOUTHEY, in his “Solemn Thoughts for New Year’s-day,” bids the
melancholy moralizer gather a dark and wintry wreath to engarland the
sepulcher of time, “for” saith he,


“I pour the dirge of the departed days —
For well the funeral song
Befits this solemn hour.”


His muse is, however, interrupted in its somber meditations by the
delightful peals which hail “the consecrated, day,” and the poet exclaims —


“But hark! even now the merry bells ring round
With clamorous joy to welcome in this day.”


The interruption was most opportune: “the dark-stoical maid of
melancholy, with stern and frowning front,” may very fitly be dismissed
until a more convenient season, for there is much that is cheery and
exhilarating in the advent of “that blithe morn which ushers in the year.”
Hope, earth’s one abiding angel, whispers of happiness now arriving, and
makes our sluggish blood leap in our veins at the thought of the good new
year. We feel like sailors who have finished one voyage and are
commencing another amidst-hurrahs and joyous shoutings: we are full of
anticipation of the future, and are relieved by the departure of the past. The
kindly salutation, “I wish you a happy new year,” rings sweetly with
lingering chimes of Christmas, and harmonizes well with the merry peals
which bid adieu to the departed, and welcome the coming Son of Time.
The vision of thought in which we see “the skirts of the departing, year,”
‘is viewed with sober cheerfulness, and the foresight of .better days to
come fills the house with social glee. Human nature is so fascinated with
the bare idea of novelty, that although time runs on like a river in whose







13


current there is an unbroken monotony, yet the arbitrary landmarks which
man has erected upon the shore, exercise a bewitching power over the
imagination, and make us dream that on a New Year’s morning the waves
of time roll onward with a froster force, and flash with a brighter sheen.
There is no real difference between the first of January and any other day in
the calendar — the first of May is lovelier far — and yet because of its
association with a new period, it is a day of days, the day of the year, first
among three hundred and more of comrades. Evermore let it be so. If it be
a foible to observe the season, then long live the weakness. We prize the
pensive song in its season, but we are not among those “to whom all
sounds of mirth are dissonant.” The steaming flagon which our ancestors
loved so well to drain, the lambs’ wool, and the wassail bowl are as well
forgotten, and other of their ancient New Year’s customs are more
honored in the breach than in the observance; but not so the cheerful
greetings and warm good wishes so suitable to the hour. We feel jubilant at
the prospect of the coming day, and are half inclined to sing a verso or two
of the old wassail ballad, and pass our hat round for our Orphan House.


“God bless the master of this house,
Likewise the mistress too,
And all the little children
That round the table go.


Good master and mistress, .
While you’re sitting by the fire,


Pray think of those poor children
Who are wandering in the mire.”


English life has too little of cheerful observance and festive anniversary to
relieve its dullness; there are but two real breaks in the form of holidays in
the whole twelve months of toil; birth-days and new-year’s-days are at
least semi-festivals, let them be kept up by all means, and celebrated by
every family. Strew the path of labor with at least a few roses, for thorns
are plentiful enough. Never may we cease to hail with pleasure the first day
of the first month, which is the beginning of months unto us. Let not old
Time turn over another page of eternity and truth, and find his children
indifferent to the solemnity, or ungrateful for the longsuffering which
permits them to enjoy their little span of life. If others decline to unite with
us, we are, nevertheless, not ashamed to confess that we adhere to the
cheerful custom, and find it not inconsistent with the spirit of the church of
God. We meet together at the last hour of the year, and prayerfully await
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the stroke of midnight, that we may consecrate the first moment of the new
year with notes of holy song; then, having dropped each one of us his
offering into the treasury of the Lord, we return to our homes in the clear
frosty air, blessing the Preserver of men that we have shared in the
devotions of one more watchnight, and have witnessed the birth of another
year of grace. If we do not hasten to the houses of our friends with
presents and congratulations, as our lively French neighbors are wont to
do, yet, with many an honest grip of the hand and cordial greeting, we
utter our good wishes and renew our friendships; and then in our private
devotions we “breathe low the secret prayer, that God would shed his
blessing on the head of all.” Nor does the influence of our midnight
worship end with the motion of our minds towards friendly well-wishing,
for the devout are quickened in the way of godly meditation, and led to
prepare for that day of days for which all other days were made. Returning
from the solemn meeting we have felt as he did who wrote —


“The middle watch is past! Another year
Dawns on the human race with hope and fear:
The last has gone with mingled sigh and song’,


To join for ever its ancestral throng;
And time reveals
As past it steals,


The potent hand of God, the Everlasting,
Guiding the sun, with all his blazing peers,


And filling up the measure of our years,
Until Messiah, Prince, to judgment hasting,


Shall roll the darkness from this world of sin,
And bid a bright eternity begin.”


Wisdom is not content with sentiment and compliment, but would fain
gather solid instruction: she admires the flowers but she garners the wheat,
and therefore she proposes the inquiry, “What is the message of the New
Year to the watchers who listen so silently for the bell which strikes the
twelfth hour of the night?” O thou newly-sent prophet, hearken to the
question of the wise, and tell us what is the burden of thy prophecy! We
are all waiting; teach us, and we will learn! We discern not thy form as
thou passest before our faces, but there is silence, and we hear thy voice,
suing, “Mortals, before ye grow weary of me, and call me old and long, as
ye did the year which has passed, I will deliver to you my tidings. As a new
year, I bring with me the promise of new mercies, like a golden casket stored
with jewels. God will not forget you. The rock of your salvation changes
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not; your Father who is in heaven will still be gracious to you. Think not
because the present is wintry, that the sun will never shine, for I have in
store for you both the lovely flowers of spring and the ripe fruits of
summer, while autumn’s golden sheaves shall follow in their season. The
black wing of the raven shall vanish, and the voice of the turtle shall be
heard in your land. Providence has prepared surprises of gladness for the
sorrowful; unexpected boons will it east into the lap of the needy; therefore
let hope, like a dove, bear to the mourner the olive branch of peace, for the
waters of grief shall be assuaged. Fresh springs shall bubble up amid the
wastes, and new-lit stars shall cheer the gloom; the angel of Jehovah’s
presence goes before you, and makes the desert blossom as the rose. He
who makes all things new will send his mercies new every morning, and
fresh every evening, for great is his faithfulness. Yet boast not yourselves
of to-morrow, nor even make sure of to-day, for I forewarn you of new
trials and novel difficulties. In the unknown future, the days of darkness
shall be many; rains will descend, floods will arise, and winds will blow,
and blessed shall he be whose house is built upon a rock. Crosses will be
laid upon you for every hour, and cares will molest every day. Pilgrims of
earth, ye must hold yourselves ready to traverse thorny ways, which your
feet have not trodden heretofore; have your loins well girt about you, lest
the trials of the wilderness should come upon you unawares. Your road
leads o’er the barren mountain’s storm-vex’d height, and anon it dives into
the swampy sunless valleys, and along it all you must bear more or less of
affliction’s heavy load; arm yourselves with patience and faith, for you will
need them every step of the march to “Jerusalem the Golden.” So surely as
“the wintry wind moans deep and hollow o’er the leafless grove,”
tribulation will await you frequently, for man is born to trouble as the
sparks fly upward. Adversity is an estate entailed upon the sons of Adam.
Learn this before it come to pass, that when it is come to pass, ye may not
be surprised with any amazement. Be not, O children of God, dismayed at
my message, neither let your harps be hung upon the willows, for I bring
you tidings of new grace, proportionate to all your needs. Great is the
strength which your covenant God will give you in the hour of your
weakness, so great indeed that if all the afflictions of all mankind should
meet upon the head of any one of you, he should yet be more than a
conqueror through the mighty Lord who hath loved him. Onward, soldiers
of the cross, where Jesus has led the way. The eternal God is your refuge,
and underneath you are the everlasting arms. You are not called upon to
go a warfare at your own charges, neither are you left alone in the battle:
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the banner which waves over you bears the soul-assuring motto, ‘Jehovah-
Jireh, the Lord will provide.’ Laborer in the vineyard of the Lord Jesus, I
bring to thee new opportunities for usefulness; I introduce thee to fresh fields
of service. Many great and effectual doors shall be opened during the
twelve months of my sojourn, and they who are wise to win souls shall
have grace to enter. The moments as they fly, if taken upon the wing, shall
yield a wealth, of sacred opportunity: the frivolous shall ruin himself by
suffering them to pass unheeded, while the watchful shall earn unto himself
a good degree, by regarding the signs of the times and improving every
occasion for promoting his Master’s glory. Therefore, with earnest tones, I
warn you that I bring new responsibilities, from which none of you can
escape. For every golden moment you will be held responsible. O stewards
of the manifold gifts of God, waste not your strength upon trifles, cast not
away your priceless opportunities, fritter not away your precious hours: by
the remembrance of eternity, I charge you live with an ardor of industry
which will be worthy of remembrance in another world. O child of time, lay
not up for thyself misery in the remembrance of misspent years, but live as
in the presence of the all-seeing God. Believer in Jesus, gather jewels for
his crown, and irradiate his name with glowing honors, so, as I pass away,
thy record shall be on high, and thy reward in heaven. FAREWELL.”


HEARD BUT NOT SEEN


THERE is a spot on the Lago Lugano, where the song of the nightingale
swells sweetly from the thickets on the shore in matchless rush of music, so
that the our Has motionless and the listener is hushed into silent
entrancement; yet I did not see a single bird, the orchestra was as hidden as
the notes were clear. Such is a virtuous life, and such the influence of
modest holiness; the voice of excellence is heard when the excellent
themselves are not seen. — From my Note Book. C. H. S.


THE ATTRACTIVE STATUE


YES, the people gathered in crowds around the statue, and looked at it
again and again. It was not the finest work of art in the city, nor the most
intrinsically attractive. Why, then, did the citizens of Verona stand in such
clusters around the effigy of Dante on that summer’s evening? Do you
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guess the reason? It was a fete in honor of the poet? No, you are mistaken:
it was but an ordinary evening, and there was nothing peculiar in the date
or the events of the day. You shall not be kept in suspense, the reason was
very simple, the statue was new, it had, in fact, only been unveiled the day
before. Every one passes Dante now, having other things to think of; the
citizens are well used to his solemn visage, and scarcely care that he stands
among them. Is not this the way of men? I am sure it is their way with us
ministers. New brooms sweep clean. What crowds follow a new man! how
they tread upon one another to hear him, not became he is so very wise or
eloquent, much less became he is eminently holy, but he is a new man, and
curiosity must gratify itself! In a few short months, the idol of the hour is
stale, flat, and unprofitable; he is a mediocrity; there are scores as good as
he; indeed, another new man, at the end of the town, is far better. Away go
the wonder-hunters! Folly brought them, folly removes them: babies must
have new toys. — From the Note Book of my Travels. C. H. S.


EXTREME UNCTION
AND THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.


CARLYLE, the male Cassandra of the age, assures us that the straps which
our ancestors invented to bind THE DEVIL, have one by one been cut, and
that now hardly any limb of the great enemy has a tatter of rope or leather
left upon it; in fact, he has become an emancipated gentleman, lithe of limb
as in Adam and Eve’s time, and scarcely a toe or finger of him tied any
more. We are very much of Carlyle’s opinion, at least, so far as
ecclesiastical affairs are concerned, for it appears to us that the fiend has
taken up his lodging in the Anglican establishment, with hoofs, horns, and
tail complete, as of old; and yet, if we or others speak of things as they
really are, all the sham charity and inert blockheadism, and pious cant of
the nation are by-and-by offended, and cry, “Shocking, how fearfully
uncharitable!” The dire fact that priestcraft grows bolder every hour, and
gathers adherents daily, is undeniable; and a still more melancholy fact is
quite as evident, namely, that the professors of evangelism within the
establishment, evince more and more clearly their boundless capacity for
dirt-eating, and their utter want of all capacity of every other sort. The
Tractarian hunters have fairly chased the Evangelic hares out of their wits;
they are bewildered, divided, powerless; and yet, if they would but dissever
themselves from ecclesiastical connection with those whom they so much
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detest, their march to victory would be plain before them. If they would
but come out of Babylon, they would not be partakers of her plagues: they
ought to do so; they sin against God and the souls of men every hour they
delay. It may help to nerve the timorous and arouse the indolent, if in a few
pages, we give a specimen of Ritualism as it now is; we will present it with
as little note and comment of our own as may be consistent, and it shall
speak for itself. Two series of essays on questions of the day have been
issued under the editorship of Rev. Orby Shipley, M.A.; most of them
written by eminent Ritualists, and commanding the highest commendations
of the “Union Review,” and other high-church organs; a third series is now
in course of issue, and may be had of Messrs. Longmans. We have read
No. 7, upon “Unction of the Sick,” and it is of this tract that we are about
to give a resume. The titles are our own: —


Unction of the Sick, its spiritual position. — “The personal union which we, the
children of Jesus, contract with our Father, who is in heaven, by means of
the ‘sacramental system ‘ of the church, may be broken. The sacrament of
penance has been ordained to meet the contingency of our falling into
mortal sin during the course of our lives on earth. Hence, our blessed. Lord
seats himself, in the person of his priests, on the tribunal of mercy.


“But, at the approach of our last moments, our union with Jesus Christ is
exposed to danger more than ever. On the one side the tenors of death, the
remembrance of past sins, and the fearful anticipation of the judgment of
God, unite to shroud the soul in trouble, impatience, and discouragement
— it may be, to drive it to despair. On the other side, the demons profit by
these wretched dispositions, and aggravate the soul’s peril. Knowing that
he has but a few moments more during which he may fight, and lead
captive and slay, the great enemy of mankind redoubles his efforts, and
multiplies his artifices to attract or to frighten the parting soul into mortal
sin, and so to separate it for ever from its Maker. Hence, another extension
of the incarnation, in the sacraments of the church, is needful for the soul
to meet this contingency also…


“There has existed in the church of God, from apostolic days, an usage of
applying to the baptized, when grievously sick, and in danger of death, an
anointing with oil, accompanied by prayers, in order to efface their sins
past, and to strengthen them to endue the pains of sickness and the anguish
of death. That this usage has so existed, and that it produces this effect, are
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the two main propositions which it is the end of our essay to establish and
make plain.”


The matter of the rite. — “As to its matter. Following the apostolic precept to
which we have already so often referred, the church has always regarded
sanctified oil as the matter of the sacrament. And by oil, oil of olives is
meant, other liquors being called oil simply from their resemblance to it,
from which they derive their name But the matter of this sacrament is
sanctified oil — sanctification being essential in order to its effect St.
Thomas observe, ‘ As in other anointings, the matter is consecrated by a
bishop, so ought it to be also in this: in this, as in them, to make manifest
that the sacerdotal power is derived from the episcopal. The efficacy of the
sacraments descends from Christ, in whom it primarily resides, to his
people in a due order. It descends to them by means, that is, through the
mediation of his ministers who dispense his sacraments, and to his inferior
ministers through the mediation of their rulers whom he has set over them,
and who sanctify the matter. In all sacraments, therefore, which require
sanctified matter, its first sanctification is effected by the bishop, although
its use be in some of them committed to the priest, and this to show that
the sacerdotal power is derived from the episcopal, according to the psalm:
— It is like the precious ointment upon the Head, that is, Christ, that (first)
ran down unto the beard, even unto Aaron’s beard, that is, the episcopate,
and went down to the skirts of his clothing, that is, the priesthood.’


“One of the most solemn, most magnificent, and most instructive of the
ceremonies of the Latin church is the benediction of the holy oils, which
takes place daring the mass on Maundy Thursday, and may be traced up to
the seventh century. The bishop officiating is seated before a table placed
in the middle of the sanctuary. The deacons and subdeacons bring and
place upon it vessels filled with the oils which are to be sanctified and
blessed. There are the oils which are destined for the newborn infants, and
there are those which are intended for the sick and dying; oils for anointing
priests when they are vowed to God; and oils for anointing kings when
they are consecrated and crowned. The bishop blesses them, praying that
there may descend on them the Holy Spirit of God. He ought to be assisted
by twelve priests, if possible all pastors, that is, having cure of souls, in
order the better to represent the twelve apostles, and seven deacons, in
order to recall the time when the college of sacred ministers was composed
of twelve priests and seven deacons. After their consecration, the bishop
and priests, in order, salute the holy oils, adoring thereby the Holy Ghost,
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the great Sanctifier of all God’s creatures. Venerable in itself, this function
is yet more venerable by reason of its high antiquity. It is mentioned in the
sacramentary of S. Gregory the Great.”


The effect of the rite. — “ Its principal effect, and that for which it was
primarily instituted, was to relieve the soul from the remains of sin.


“Every sacrament has been instituted with one principal end in view, that
is, to produce one special effect, although it may produce, as
consequences, other effects besides. The principal effect of a sacrament
may be learned by observing what is symbolized in its administration; for
the sacraments both signify what they effect, and effect what they signify.
Thus, from their signification is to be ascertained their principal effect.
Now, this sacrament is administered by way of medicine, as baptism is by
way of washing, and as communion is by way of food. But medicine is
intended for the removal of infirmity. And so, this spiritual medicine has
been ordained and prescribed principally in order to heal the infirmity of sin.
Hence, as baptism is a spiritual regeneration, and confirmation a spiritual
strengthening, and communion a spiritual feeding, and penance a spiritual
resuscitation from the spiritual sleep or death of sin, so is unction a
spiritual curing of the wounds which sin has left in the soul The principal
effect, then, of unction, is the removal of the relics of sin; its consequential
effect, the remission of the guilt of any sin it may find in the soul.


The practice of our Anglo-Saxon ancestors. — “ At the first appearance of
danger from sickness or accident, notice was forwarded to the parish
priest. It was his duty to obey the summons. No plea but that of inability
could justify refusal or hesitation. The following is the order of proceeding
marked out for him in the Anglo-Saxon pontificals: — Attended by his
inferior clergy in the habits of their orders, he was to repair to the home of
the sick man, to offer to him the aid of his ministry, to admonish him of the
necessity of ‘putting his house in order’ before he was summoned to the
tribunal of God. He then called upon him to give proof of his belief in
Christ, by repeating the Apostles’ Creed, and of his charity towards man,
by declaring that he forgave all his enemies, as fully as he hoped to be
forgiven. After these preliminaries, he received the confession of the
penitent, suggested to him sentiments of repentance and resignation, and
having exacted from him a second declaration that he would die in peace
with all mankind, pronounced over him the prayer of reconciliation. The
sacrament of ‘Extreme Unction’ followed. The eyelids of the dying man,
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his ears, nostrils, lips, neck, shoulders, breast, hands and feet, and the parts
principally affected with pain, were successively anointed in the form of a
cross; each separate unction was accompanied with an appropriate prayer
and followed by a psalm; and the promise in the Epistle of S. James was
read to him: — ‘ That the prayer of faith should save the sick man, that the
Lord should raise him up, and that, if he were in sins, they should be
forgiven.’ The whole of this religious ceremony closed with the
administration of the Eucharist, under the name of the Viaticum, or
‘Wayness,’ the support of the soul on its way to another world… When all
these rites had been performed, the friends and relatives ranged themselves
round the bed of the dying man, received from him small presents, as
memorials of his affection, gave to him the kiss of peace, and bade him a
last farewell. He was not, however, left even now without spiritual aid. In
parishes the priest, or some of the clergy, in monasteries some of the
monks repeatedly visited him, consoled him, prayed with him, cited or
chanted the canonical hours in his presence, read to him the Passion of
Christ from one of the Evangelists, and made it their care that he should
again receive the holy house when the moment of his departure was
manifestly approaching. The moment he expired, the bell was tolled. Its
solemn voice announced to the neighborhood that a Christian brother was
departed, and called on those who heard it to recommend his soul to the
mercy of his Creator. All were expected to join, privately at least, in this
charitable office; and in monasteries, even if it were the dead of night, the
inmates hastened from their beds to the church, and sang a solemn dirge.


“Such is an account of a religious death-bed in the early days of Christianity
in this country, in the details of which the last anointing occupies an
important .and conspicuous place. The words that rise to one’s lips on
reading it, expressing the desire of one’s heart, are those of Balaam, ‘May I
die the death of the righteous, and may my last end be like his.’“ F1


Extreme Unction not wholly discontinued among Anglicans, — “ While we admit
with shame and sorrow, before our brethren of the Latin and Greek
Communions, that the administration of this sacrament which is within
their reach, cannot be compelled in our own; we yet maintain that its use has
never been wholly discontinued in the church of England, and still less in
another church — a church in visible and full communion with the See of
Canterbury — the church of Scotland. We are informed that in that church
the tradition of anointing has been continued in more than a single diocese,
and that oil has been consecrated and used in unction within the last few
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years. The late Bishop Jolly of Moray, remembered for his saintly
asceticism, and maintenance, according to the light of his day, of the
Catholic faith as well as for his adherence to what he believed to be
primitive and apostolic practice, was wont to anoint the sick. And he is
said to be not without successors in the present day. It has been stated, on
good authority, that ‘there are two bishops, at least, in the Anglican
Communion, who have consecrated oil for this purpose.’ For this we are
thankful; but we are by no means satisfied.”


How to obtain the oil — “We want to know how we may obtain the holy oil,
and when, and where. True, a bishop of one diocese has no right to
consecrate oil for the parish priests of another: but he has every right to do
so for those of his own. And there is nothing to prevent a priest who has
received consecrated oil from his bishop, giving a share of it to. another
priest or priests of his acquaintance in any diocese whatsoever. So that the
oil has been blessed by a bishop, it does not matter by what bishop.
Further, the consecration of oil for the sick, as has been stated, is not
essentially confined to the episcopate. In the Eastern church seven priests
assemble for the purpose. Therefore, if the English bishops resist all
demands, there is an easy remedy at hand in the adoption of the rule which
prevails amongst seventy millions of orthodox Christians.”


How to restore the rite. — “ But how is its restoration to be begun, and when,
and where? When? At once. Where? Clearly in religious houses.


Distribution of the oil and spread of the rite. — “ A large supply of oil
consecrated by a bishop could certainly be obtained by one of the
recognized houses. The Mother House and its various branches would
form so many depots where it might be obtained by parish priests, who
were associates of the order, or any, in fact, who desired it. f2


“Again, the confraternities, and associations, and third orders, connected
with these religious houses, would cause the practice to spread with ever-
increasing rapidity.


“Then a demand far its administration would arise among the members of
our better instructed and more advanced congregations. The demand
would, in the nature of things, produce the supply; and the supply,
according to the ordinary law of action and re-action, would produce the
demand.
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“By-and-by, as the practice spread, and threatened to become general, it
would attract the notice of the world. Through the newspapers the world
would abuse it, and condemn it, and laugh at it. At the same time, this very
process would advertise it, and bring the subject before men’s minds. In the
language of the newspapers themselves, it would be well ‘ventilated.’ And
of course, as to the issue, there is only one event possible: it would be
accepted and valued by all who accept and value the sacramental system
which Jesus Christ instituted and revealed.”


The Office to be used at the Unction of the Sick has been reprinted by Mr.
Masters, and may be had at his publishing house. As we are not anxious
that any of our readers should waste their money on such precious rubbish,
it will content them to know that with sundry psalms and collects, and
antiphons, the main business consists in touching the sick person with the
holy oil in the sign of a cross on the different parts of his body. First he is
anointed upon each eye, beginning with the right (mind that, or you spoil
all!) while the priest says, “Through this anointing, and his most loving
mercy, the Lord pardon thee whatever thou hast sinned by sight. Amen.”
Then the priest oils the man’s ears, lips, nostrils, hands, and feet, uttering
the same sentences with the alteration of the name of the member; and,
finally, “then the priest rising, washes his hands with salt and water, in the
vessel wherein the cottons for the oil were placed, which are to be burned,
and buried in the cemetery. F3 “Afterwards the priest shall say the blessing
over the sick person in this wise: — . ‘In the name of the Father, the Son,
and the Holy Ghost; let this anointing of oil be to thee tot the purifying of
soul and body, and for a bulwark and defense against the darts of unclean
spirits. Amen.’“


What say our readers to this? Is not this fully developed popery? Have we
ever been too severe against such treason to truth? Could any one be too
severe in denouncing such wicked superstition? Will the Judge of all the
earth hold those guiltless who, knowing better, yet support a church which
allows its ministers to mislead the people? And the nation upon whose
substance these traitors are sustained, is it to sit still and see its children
deluded, and never raise a voice against the priestly miscreants? If ever
there was a time for vehement protest and the casting aside of kid-gloved
charities, and milk-and-water gentlenesses, it is now. Souls are being
damned by thousands by the false teachers of the Anglican church, and in
God’s name let every honest man speak out, and speak often.
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LAMPS PITCHERS AND TRUMPETS.


OF treatises upon preachers and preaching, we have enough of the dry-as-
dust order, but we still have need of a masterly work on Homiletics,
interesting and yet solid. Clande’s essay, with the extraordinary notes of
Robinson will never be worn out, but it is fragmentary; Bridges is holy, but
heavy; Sturtevant is heavier still; Porter’s lectures are the best we know of,
but there is not enough of them; the Wykehamist’s papers are capital, but
brief: a volume is wanted combining the excellencies of each, and making
up for the deficiencies of all. Mr. Hood’s remarkable production does not
supply this desideratum, but meanwhile it helps to relieve the manifest
want, and leads us to hope for great things should he fulfill his half promise
to produce a more complete course of lectures. It was, indeed, a treat to
listen to Mr. Hood when delivering the addresses of which this volume is
mainly composed — the audience of young and ardent spirits appreciated
him to the highest point, and he himself feeling at home to the fullest
degree, poured out his wit and wisdom in perfect cataracts: personally, we
felt after: each lecture as if we had been whirled through the whole empire
of literature by express train, and had in the course of a single hour enjoyed
a glimpse at everything in the entire range of pulpit history. We should say
Mr. Hood has read almost every book in the English language, good, bad,
and indifferent, and we have caught him levying black mail upon the French
authors, by poking about in the Parisian bookshops: he has a voracious
appetite for rare bits of sarcasm, wit, and eloquence, and his own larder is
stored with such dainties; he is an irresistible story-teller always ready with
anecdotes pat to the point, and he possesses powers of mimicry seldom
equaled, in addition to which, he takes such a manly, bold, unsqueamish
view of Christian work, that he cannot fail to edify and instruct our rising
ministry when he touches upon a theme like that in hand. The volume so
quaintly entitled, “Lamps, Pitchers, and Trumpets,” is a wealthy treasury of
wisdom, a museum of curiosities, a warehouse of anecdotes, and we may
add a menagerie of oddities. Some of the most outrageous things ever said
or done, or said to have been done, are here recorded, and recorded in
language which we fear will make kid-gloved critics go into fits. This is no
can-de-Cologne or rose-water book, but a plain, homely, outspoken,
dashaway talk of a bold man to men who can bear to hear, ay, and like to
hear a man speak his mind without mincing his words. We do not agree
with all that Mr. Hood says, but it does us good to hear him say it whether
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we like it or no. We do not claim any high degree of spirituality for these
utterances, the deep things were not aimed at, the book deals with the
human side of preaching, not the divine. Believing that it will aid in
fetching some older brethren out of the old, deep-worn rut of routine
ministry, and will go far to keep our younger brethren from letting their
chariot wheels slip into it, we wish for this volume a very’ large circulation.
Giving as it does a very complete outline of the history of preaching, it will
guide the student into new fields of research. We confess that many of the
facts concerning mediaeval preaching were quite new to us, and we may
also acknowledge our comparative ignorance of the modern French pulpit
with which Mr. Hood seems to be well acquainted; and we suppose that to
the mass of ministers much in the volume will be as new as it has been to
us. The price of the book is half-a-sovereign, but any young man who is
aspiring to the ministry, and cannot afford so much as that, shall be helped by means
of our College to half the price if he writes for the volume to Mr. Blackshaw, at the
Tabernacle, enclosing a note from his pastor, or some other officer of a Christian
church. We subjoin a few out of the countless anecdotes with which this
volume teems.


“Old Kruber was greatly averse to read sermons — for even in those days
there were readers of sermons in the pulpit. Once a youthful
congregational minister read before him; Jacob had also to follow the
young man in preaching, and it was expected he would give the young
brother a thrust for the use of his notes. He finished, however, without
saying a word that looked towards the manuscript; but, in his concluding
prayer, he uttered these strange petitions: — ‘ Lord, bless the man who has
read to us to-day; let his heart be as soft as his head, and then he will do us
some good.’ ‘How do you make your preachers?’ was once said to one of
these fine old preachers of the woods. ‘Why, we old ones tell the young
ones all we know, and they try to tell the people all they can, and they keep
on trying till they can — that’s our college.’ One was asked, ‘:Do you
belong to the standing order?’ No,’ he said, ‘ I belong to the kneeling
order.’“


“You have heard many sermons preached upon the publican and pharisee;
but did you ever hear that preached in St. Giles-in-the-Fields? ‘ It was sad,’
said the able and eloquent preacher, ‘ that any of our fellow creatures
should so fall, as to stand in need of such a degrading confession as the
publican’s; but he besought his hearers to be upon their guard, lest by
drawing too favorable a contrast between such outcasts and themselves,







26


they incurred the censure pronounced on that otherwise most amiable
character, the pharisee.’ And James Haldane mentions, in one of his
missionary tours in Scotland, that he heard a minister solemnly warn his
people, and he was a minister of the Scotch Establishment, against putting
any trust, while they continued sinners, in the blood of Christ. ‘Repent,’
said he, ‘ become righteous, atone for your sins by probity, and virtue, and
then if you please, you may look to that blood, but not before.’“


“It may be sixty, years since there frequently, came to Bristol a well-
known. Calvinistic Methodist preacher of that day — in a day when
flattering titles were not very lavishly distributed — called Sammy Breeze
by the multitudes who delighted in his ministry. He came periodically from
the mountains of Cardiganshire, and spoke with tolerable efficiency in
English. Our friend was in the chapel when, as was not unusual, two
ministers, Sammy Breeze and another, were to preach. The other took the
first place — a young man with some tints of academical training, and
some of the livid lights of a then only incipient Rationalism on his mind. He
took for his text, ‘ He that believeth shall be saved, and he that believeth
not shall be damned;’ but he condoned the heavy condemnation, and, in an
affected manner, shaded off the darkness of the doom of unbelief, very
much in the style of another preacher, who told his hearers that he’ feared
‘lest they should be doomed to a place which good manners forbade him
from mentioning. The young man also grew sentimental, and begged pardon
of an audience, rather more polite than usual, for the sad statement made in
the text. ‘But, indeed,’ said he, ‘he that believeth shall be saved, and ‘he
that believeth not — indeed, I regret to say, I beg your pardon ‘for uttering
the terrible truth — but indeed he shall be sentenced to a place which
‘here! dare not mention.’ Then rose Sammy Breeze. He began, ‘.I shall
take the same text to-night which you have just heard; our young friend has
been fery foine to-night, he has told you some very polite things. I am not
fery foine, and I am not polite, but I will preach a little bit of gospel to
.you, which is this — ’ He that believeth shall be saved, and he that
believeth not shall be tamned,’ and I begs no pardons.’ He continued, ‘ I do
look round on this chapel; and I do see people all fery learned and
intellectual. You do read books, and you do study studies; and fery likely
you do think that you can mend God’s Book, and are fery sure that you
can mend me. You bare great — what you call thoughts — and poetries.
But I will tell you one little word, and you must not try to mend that, but if
you do it will be all the same. It is this, look you — ‘ He that believeth
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shall be saved, and he that believeth not shall be tamned,’ and I begs no
pardons. And then I do look round your chapel, and I do see your fine
people, well-dressed people, well-to-do people. You are not only pious,
but you have ferry fine hymn-books and cushions, and some red curtains,
for I do see you are ferry rich, and you have got your monies, and are
getting very proud. But I will tell you it does not matter at all, and I do not
mind it at all — not one little bit — for I must tell you the truth, and the
truth is — ‘ He that believeth shall be saved, and he that believeth not shall
be tamned,’ and 1 begs no pardons.’ ‘ And now,’ continued the preacher, ‘
you will say to me, ‘ What do you mean by talking to us in this way? who
are you, Sir?’ And now I will tell you, I am Pilly Preeze. I have come from
the mountains of Cardiganshire on my Master’s business, and his message I
must deliver. If you will never hear me again, I shall not matter much; but
while you shall hear me, you shall hear me, and this is his word to me, and
in me to you — ‘He that believeth shall be saved, and he that believeth not
shall be tamned,’ and I begs no pardons.” But the scene in the pulpit was a
trifle to the scene in the vestry. There the deacons were in a state of great
anger with the blunt teacher; and one, the relative — we believe the
ancestor — of a well-known religious man in Bristol, exclaimed. ‘Mr.
Breeze, you have strangely forgotten yourself to-night, Sir. We did not
expect that you would have behaved in this way. We have always been
very glad to see you in our pulpit; but your sermon to-night, Sir, has been
most insolent, shameful.’ He wound up a pretty smart condemnation by
saying, ‘ In short, I don’t understand you.’ ‘He! he! What! you say you
don’t understand me? Eh! look you then, [will tell you I do understand you.
Up in our mountains, we have one man there we do call him exciseman. He
comes along to our shops and stores, and says, ‘What have you here?
anything contraband here?’ And if it is all right, the good man says, ‘Step
in, Mr. Exciseman; come in, look you.’ He is all fair, and open, and above
board. But if he has anything secreted there, he does draw back surprised,
and he makes a fine face, and says, ‘ Sir, I don’t understand you.’ Now you
do tell me you don’t understand me; but I do understand you, gentlemen: I
do, and I do fear you have something contraband here; and now I will say
good-night to you; but I must tell you one little word, that is — ‘He that
believeth shall be saved, and he that believeth not shall be tamned,’ and I
begs no pardons.”
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STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE


BEING called, in the order of divine providence, to found and preside over
an institution for the relief of poor fatherless children, we are anxious with
all our co-trustees to be faithful and good stewards, using all means within
our power to carry out the enterprise successfully. Trusting alone in the
living God, we put forth all our efforts in reliance upon his name, and we
have already before us conclusive evidence that our Lord accepts our
service, and intends still further to bless our endeavors. In March, 1867,
the deed of incorporation, transferring the original gift of £20,000 in
railway debentures, bonds, etc., to trustees, was signed and executed. Soon
after, by the Lord’s good hand upon the hearts of his people, money began
to flow in, so that when the first stones of three houses were laid in
September (the three on the left of the engraving), we were able to say that
the freehold ground was our own, the cost of £3,000 having been paid,
and, moreover, we had the happiness to announce that the three houses
had each been given by generous donors. One house commemorates the
twenty-fifth year of the married life of two friends who are always
bountiful to us in all our works, upon whom we pray that a rich
benediction may abide; another is the offering of a brother beloved in the
Lord, whose name is, at his own desire, to be left unknown; and the third is
the noble gift of Mr. Higgs and his workmen. A fourth house (next in plan)
was on the day of the stone-laying, given by the Messrs. Olney, to bear the
beloved name of “Unity,” and the four are now advancing towards
completion, so that in about April next we shall hope to house about sixty
boys. About three weeks ago, the noble sum of £l,000 was brought to us
by an unknown gentleman towards the erection of two other houses; and
we understand that by a resolution of the Baptist Union, the Baptist
churches are endeavoring to raise a sum sufficient for two more. This fills
our heart with grateful gladness, for thus the whole block represented in
the engraving can be erected; only as two of the houses are to be larger
than the others (see plan), they may require £700 each instead of £500. We
will hope that the contribution of the churches will be as near £1,400 as
possible, and, if it fails short, we must make it up by extra gifts. At the
contemplation of all this success, we are lost in adoring wonder, and can
only say, “What hath God wrought?” He has done for us exceeding
abundantly above what we asked or even thought.
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When the whole eight houses are completed, we shall be able to lodge
about 150 children; but we cannot venture upon this unless we have at the
same time provided a proper school room, dining hall, master’s house,
lodge gate, and other needful accommodation. All the work may therefore
be brought to a standstill in a few months for want of the needful school
buildings; but, no, this can never be — He who has led us onward will not
leave us for a moment, but will be ever near at hand. We must, however,
do all we possibly can, for to trust in providence and to use no means, in
our cause would be presumption, and therefore we have prepared
collecting cards for our friends, to be returned on March 25, and we also
beg for assistance towards a bazaar, to be held upon the Orphanage ground
in June next; not a bazaar with objectionable frivolities and gamblings, but
a solid sale of goods against which none but mere carpers can bring a
complaint. Will not our lady friends come forward to the rescue? We ought
to raise between this and next June stone £4,000 at least, and then building
operations may be suspended until the Sunday School House and the
Students’ House shall have all the funds ready for their erection. Be it
remembered that 150 children will require about £3,000 a year to keep
them, and educate them, so that it will be well to get the building business
done with, that we may put forth our strength in providing for the little
ones. God will surely give a willing mind to his people, for he is the father
of the fatherless; and he will assuredly help, seeing that we have no object
in view but his glory, and the good of immortal souls. Some 200 children
have already applied for entrance, and in April we can only take rift}’, so
that there is no present use in friends making further applications. Many of
the cases which we must refuse are quite heartrending in their deep
distress, but as it is impossible to accept all, we have selected those whose
needs appeared to be even greater. We mean to invite, next month, gifts
towards furnishing the first four houses, the expense of which will be a
heavy draw upon our funds, but might be done easily by many hands,
especially if some friends in trade gave the articles themselves. We do not
ask any more friends to give houses for the orphans to live in, as we have
enough in prospect for the present; but if any one would give £500 for the
master’s house, or a smaller sum for the lodge gate, it would be a great
assistance. He who has raised up so many helpers, will not suffer the
enterprise to flag: of this we are most sure.


Collecting cards can be had by our friends on application to our Secretary,
Mr. Chas. Blackshaw, Metropolitan Tabernacle.
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SEVEN SEASONABLE QUESTIONS
FOR ALL BELIEVERS.


I. Cannot I do more for Jesus this year than I have done in the past? Have
I no wasted time or rusting talents?


II. What shall I do? What form shall my extra effort take? I must not be
long in selecting, for time speeds; but, without neglecting my old work,
what new labor shall I enter upon at once?


III. Can I give more to the work of Jesus? Ought I not to practice weekly
storing? Am I a faithful steward with my substance? Am I really returning
to my Lord in proportion as he has given to me? How much shall I give at
orate?


IV. Ought I not, in the power of the Holy Spirit, to become more
Christlike this year? I am certainly older in years, should I not grow in
grace in proportion? Shall I not seek more grace at once?


V. Shall not my prayers be more constant and fervent during this year?
Might not my whole life be more forceful for good if I had more power in
secret prayer? Shall I be content to go on as I have done in this matter?


VI. Must I not labor after nearer communion to Jesus? Why should I not
walk in the light of his countenance? Why should I cleave so much to
worldly things? Shall there not, by God’s grace, be an improvement in this
respect? Is there not grievous room for it?


VII. Can I not this very day aim personally at the conversion of at least
one soul? Might I not go at once and talk with some unconverted relative
or neighbor about his soul? O Lord, go with me! O Lord, use me in thy
service!
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


FEBRUARY, 1868.


GLORY IN TRIBULATION.


LOOKING from the little wooden bridge which passes over the brow of the
beautiful waterfall of Hahdeck, on the Grimsel, one will be surprised to see
a rainbow making an entire circle surrounding the fall, like a coronet of
gems, or a ring set with all the brilliants of the jeweler. Every hue is there


“In fair proportion, running groin the red
To where the violet fades into the sky.”


We saw two such bows, one within the other, and we fancied that we
discovered traces of a third. We had only seen such a sight but once before,
and were greatly delighted with “that arch of light, born of the spray, and
colored by the sun.” It was a fair vision to gaze upon, and reminded us of
the mystic rainbow, which the seer of Patmos beheld, which was round
about the throne, for it strikes us that it was seen by John as a complete
circle, of which we see but the half on earth; the upper arch of manifest
glory we rejoice to gaze upon, but the lower and foundation arch of the
eternal purpose, upon which the visible display of grace is founded, is
reserved for our contemplation in another world. When we read in the first
verse of the tenth chapter of Revelation, “I saw another mighty angel come
down from heaven, clothed with a cloud: and a rainbow was upon his
head,” it greatly assists the imagination to conceive of a many-colored
circlet, rather than a semicircle. We lingered long watching the flashing
crystal; dashed and broken upon a hundred craggy rocks, and tossed into
the air in sheets of foam, to fall in wreaths of spray; we should not have
tired for hours if we could have tarried to admire the harmonious hues of
that wheel within a wheel,


“Of colors changing from the splendid rose,
To the pale violet’s dejected hue;”
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but we were on a journey, and were summoned to advance. As we
mounted our mule and rode silently down the pass, amid the pine forests
and the over-hanging mountains, we compared the little stream to the
church of God, which in peaceful times flows on like a village brook, quiet
and obscure, blessed and blessing others, but yet little known or considered
by the sons of men. Abana and Pharpar, rivers of Damascus, are Heater
than all the waters of Israel, and the proud ones of earth despise that brook
which flows “hard by the oracle of God,” because her waters go softly and
in solitary places; but when the church advances over the steeps of
opposition, and is dashed adown the crags of persecution, ‘then, in her hour
of sorrow, her glory is revealed. Then she lifts up her voice, like the sea,
and roars as a boiling torrent, quickening her pace till that mighty river, the
river Kishon, sweeps not with such vehemence of power. Her sons and
daughters are led to the slaughter, and her blood is cast abroad, like the
foam of the waters, but onward she dashes with irresistible energy, fearing
no leap of peril, and then it is that the eternal God glorifies her with the
rainbow of his everlasting grace, makes the beauty of her holiness to shine
forth, and, in the patience of the saints, reveals a heavenly radiance, which
all men behold with astonishment. The golden age of true religion is the
martyr period; war breeds heroes, and suffering unto blood in striving
against sin draws forth men of whom the world is not worthy. So far from
enduring loss by opposition, it is then that the cause of God receives its
coronation. The rainbow of the divine presence in the fullness of majesty:
encircles the chosen people when tribulation, affliction, and distress break
them, as the stream is broken by the precipitous rocks adown which it
boldly casts itself that its current may advance in its predestined channel.


When, at any time, our forebodings foretell the coming of evil times for the
church, let us remember that before the Sprit revealed to the beloved
disciple the terrible beasts, the thundering trumpets, the falling stars, and
the dreadful vials, he bade him mark with attention that the covenant
rainbow was round about the throne. All is well, for God is true. — C. H.
SPURGEON.
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COMMON SENSE AND FAITH;


OR,


REMARKS UPON G. MULLER’S REPORT.


BY. J. A. SPURGEON.


WE have read in our youth the marvelous stories with which childhood is
supposed to be amused and instructed, and mysteries and wonders not a
few have come under our notice since then, but beyond them all, in point of
marvel, we place the sober record of facts contained in the yearly reports
of George Muller, of Bristol. No wonders of romance can rival the plain
unvarnished statement of God’s dealings with his servant engaged in the
Orphanage at Ashley Down. “Facts are stranger than fiction.” If we had
been told that in one year 1,150 orphans would be maintained in comfort,
and be educated and fitted for lives of usefulness in society, at an expense
of £13,500, all of which should be raised without any endowment,
subscription list, or personal application for money, we should have said,
“If the Lord were to open windows in heaven, might such a thing be?” But
there is the fact in all its sublime significance. Our hearts are moved with
adoring gratitude to the Giver of all good as we say, “This is the Lord’s
doing, and it is marvelous in our eyes.” Let us turn aside and view this
great sight, for surely it will repay a careful investigation.


As we have frequently found this beneficent work seriously misunderstood,
and made to conduce to evil rather than good, our present brief paper is
meant to be a practical lesson in prudence for hot-headed enthusiasts,
whose rashness, unless stayed in time, may involve a noble principle in
much obloquy.


Mr. Muller plies in the fore-front of his service for the Lord the clear
declaration that, as it is God’s work, he expects the divine help whenever
he needs it and’ asks for it. No refer of his reports can escape the clear
conviction that faith in God and prayer to Him are the fundamental
principles upon which the gigantic work is based: These are the two main
pillars of the enterprise, but to rest satisfied with them as an answer to the
question, What are the elements of success in this worker the Lord? Would
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be to neglect some of the vital points in the case. It is well known that
many persons engage in earnest prayer for what does not succeed, and that
faith of a certain kind is exercised in connection with matters which signally
fail. Many cases will suggest themselves to the minds of all, illustrative of
this point; indeed they am so common that Mr. Muller feels bound to say,
“I add here again my solemn caution that none should act in this way for
the sake of imitating me; otherwise he will learn, to his bitter cost, what it
is to do such things in the way of imitation?’ We distinctly remember a
tradesman who endeavored to apply this to his business. He was a well-to-
do butcher, but all at once conceived that a life of faith and prayer would
answer behar than his old-fashioned way of plodding for a living. Our
readers will anticipate the result. He was soon a bank-rapt, and his children
in the streets. Such cases are beacons warning us to combine the exercise
of other graces with the principles of “‘faith and prayer” if we wish for
success. Any one can see that in the case we quote, nothing but a miracle
could have prevented the ruin of that man’s trade; there are certain
principles at work in the world which lead inevitably to that end, and there
is no promise on which to rely when pleading with God to suspend laws
which he has himself ordained.


What is clear, however, in this tradesman’s case, is considered doubtful
when applied to the work of the Lord. We remember hearing a very
excellent brother announce that he and his friends had spent all the
preceding night in prayer to God that he would send them money to pay
off their chapel debt of £1,500 by the end of that month. The good man
came from the place of prayer to assert his full conviction that the money
would come before that fixed period. We took the liberty of questioning it
most decidedly, and of doubting the propriety of making the assertion. Was
there any promise to that effect in the Bible? Was it necessary to God’s
glory? Did it not rather savor of dictation to God to fix the time and tie him
down to the exact day they had selected? Who is Lord and Master if we are
thus to insist on our times and seasons being rigidly adhered to by God? If
the place were to be sold away from them, and no other way of
worshipping God could be found, they might appeal to God to appear for
them and grant relief, but to pray for the immediate extinction of a debt
simply because it was a grievous burden, was, in our opinion, a pious
blunder, rather than an act of faith. We believe that the midnight prayers
were not lost, for a most remarkable blessing descended upon the ministry
of our most esteemed friend; and, moreover, the chapel debt will be paid in







35


due time, by dint of persevering labor, but it was unreasonable to look for
its discharge as the result of prayer alone. It is well that God does not
answer our requests by doing for us what we can do for ourselves, for if
we were all to live by faith without labor, all human effort would be
paralyzed, since every Christian would have a right to follow the same rule;
if all were to do so, it must resolve itself into a dead-lock, with everybody
believing and nobody acting, or else the strange spectacle would be seen of
a lazy church living on the efforts of the ungodly world, and relying upon it for all
support in the form of funds — an absurd result, which no one could for one
moment contemplate. No; we must go beyond the two first principles, and
seek further light. We make one extract from Mr. Muller’s annual report,
which contains, to our mind, the additional essential principles to which the
success of his whole work may, under the divine blessing, be attributed,
namely, the exercise of sound discretion, unremitting diligence, and
constant vigilance: —


“The signing of the contract for this fifth house having been, by
agreement between the contractors and myself, made to stand over
till Jan. 1, 1867, I might have signed the contract for No. 5, without
having the whole amount of the money in hand, and said to myself,
that the Lord would send me the means! before what I had in hand
(£34,000) was actually expended on the buildings, which would be
enough for about 18 months; but I adhered to the principle on
which I had always acted in reference to this institution, namely,
never to go in debt, even for the work of God. I had, on the
contrary, always said this to myself, Just because it is the work of
God, if indeed I am the person who has to do this work and if His
own time is come, I may expect to be supplied with means; but if for
the time being, I have not the needed means, it is plain, that I am
either not the person to do the work, or the Lord’s time is not yet
come on this ground I did not sign the contract for No. 5, but
preferred, to the honor of the Lord, to wait yet further on Him in
patient, believing, and expecting prayer, until He should be pleased
to give me all I required, that thus I might honor Him in this
particular. And now see, dear reader, how abundantly the Lord
recompensed my quiet, patient waiting!”


Now, we can see here clearly the exercise of strong common sense in
keeping clear of liabilities. No debt for the Lord even. How many of our
institutions would be all the better if arrangements were made to avoid







36


debt? I know that the answer is, it cannot be helped. We reply, it ought to
be helped, and if we are not very much mistaken, there is a great fault some
where whenever debt is incurred. To say the least, there is a great lack of
financial ability and economy. Owe no man anything, means not only pay
your debts, but have no debts to pay. To run into debt, and then talk of faith in
God to get our liabilities removed, is to ask God to countenance our
neglect of a very salutary law which he has himself enjoined upon us.
Nothing is likely to hinder the progress of God’s work so much as our
undue haste. To go before we are sent, is as bad as going without being
sent: in either case we must expect to go at our own charges. We are
pained to find the work of God at Ashley Down used to countenance rash
expenditure and burdensome debts in connection with our societies and
churches; its weight is thrown quite into the other scale, and its example
condemns debt most completely. Mr. Muller is an instance of prudent
finance, not of reckless borrowing under the pretense of faith.


We would call attention to the further fact, that common sense has been used
in the gradual development of the whole enterprise. 2,263 orphans have been
received since April 11th, 1836; £259,089 have been given for their
support, and nearly £96,000 for other objects. A truly noble sum total; but
amidst it all, a firm hand has held the out-goings in check, and kept income
and expenditure in proper limits. While difficulties have never daunted,
success has never elated our brother, and led him on to any rash launching
out, trusting, as it is called, to the course of events to make it, all square at
last. This has ensured for our friend public confidence, and has contributed
towards his pecuniary prosperity.


Sanctified shrewdness and tact are to be seen in every item of building, internal
government, and public management. The visitor, passing through the houses in
which so large a number of orphans are housed, will be struck with the
neatness, order, symmetry and regularity, in fact, with the almost, perfect
arrangement of everything. The administrative faculty dwells so largely in
the head of the institution, that he could have managed the commissariat of
an army, or ruled an empire, had he been called to it. God has not chosen a
fool in this case to do a work which needs profound wisdom, but he has
qualified the man of his choice pro-eminently and beyond all others for the
post assigned him. No other institution is carried on so cheaply; the cost of
each orphan is so small that, in the Stockwell Orphanage, owing to our
smaller number, we cannot hope to come anything near it. In printing
forms of application, etc., for our own Orphanage, we collected specimens
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from five or six orphanages, but none were equal to Mr. Muller’s for
cheapness, brevity, and completeness. He has more practical sagacity in his
little finger than a dozen committees could muster between them. If all the
bishops died we could fill their places with ease. but Mr. Muller’s death
would be a national calamity; we know not Who could wear his mantle.
The man acts as calmly anal prudently as if all depended upon human
judgment, and then trusts in his God as if he had done nothing. Let all
workers for the Lord learn from his history to serve the Lord with
understanding as well as with faith and zeal.


We have read Mr. Muller’s extracts from his diary of donations with great
interest, and we are struck with the ability shown in selecting those short pithy
pieces which are best adapted to stir up the friends of this charily to afford practical
help: —


“June 7, 1866. From Scotland, £20 from a lady, ‘as a thank-
offering to the Lord for his gracious preservation of her cattle
during the prevalence of the plague throughout the land.’ Aug. 16.
£5 from London, with the following letter: ‘My dear Sir, I herewith
send you a cheque for fire pounds, towards your building fund. On
Thursday last, I went to the railway station, to see a friend off to
Paris; and at parting I promised to meet him in Paris on Monday, to
witness the great sights of that city during this week. On my road
home from the railway [saw your report. I bought one, and on
Sunday determined to forego my visit and send you the above stun
which I had intended to haw .spent. It is my first donation, but I do
hope and trust it will not be the last.’ Oct. 6. ‘From a farmer’s
wife,’ £1, being a penny for every pound of butter sold during the
last year. Oct. 8. From a shipowner, £100, with £100 for missions,
instead of insuring his shins Oct 23 From Kent £100 Received also,
today, 3s. 0 1/2d. from a Christian grocer, being one penny in the
pound of his takings during the past week. Ever since, this grocer
has continued to send me, week by week, one penny in the pound
on all his taking being generally from 3s. 2d. to 3s. 6d. per week.
The 240th part of what there has been received in his shop, you
would say, is a little item; and vet here, again, is another proof how
much, by systematic giving, even on the smallest scale, may be
accomplished; for I think I have received thus from this donor
about ten times more than during any previous year.”
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We might multiply these express at great length, but they would all tend to
prove the sound judgment which has been brought to bear on the whole
selection contained in this report. We venture to say that Mr. Muller had to
wade through acres of prosy matter during the year, but he does not inflict
this weariness upon the readers of his annual report; to this, it seems to us,
is to be traced no little of the success which has attended the issue of these
yearly narratives of facts and figures. It is quite a means of grace to read
through the book now before us, and any careful and intelligent Christian
reader will rise from its perusal, refreshed and strengthened for future
service and faith in the Lord. It is one of the best sermons we know, on
faith and works, on common sense and Christian principle combined in
active operation.


We add to these suggestions the further considerations, that in the ease of
the Bristol Orphanage, any one can see that the work is not only God’s
work, but one which is imperatively called for. That Mr. Muller is the best man
to do it, and that he is doing it well With these facts before us, we see the side
which appeals to man as well as to God; and we at once comprehend the
causes of success. We believe that God blesses, but we believe in divine
methods of action, and they are always on the side of sanctified prudence
and common sense.


THE SILVER INHORN;
OR TAKING NOTES ON SERMONS.


THOUSANDS have been greatly edited by the sermons of holy Mr.
M’Cheyne, which we have had the great pleasure of inserting in this
magazine; they are real gems of priceless worth. We trust the kind friend
who has given us the use of them will see it right to issue them in a volume
when he has increased the number. Now, it will be observed that some of
these precious things are from the notes of a hearer — a diligent,
appreciating, instructed hearer we may be sure. What a benefit has that
hearer with his note book conferred upon hundreds! Thanks, good sir,
most hearty thanks. Might not other hearers, whose privilege it is to hear
good and great men do equally efficient service by taking careful and
judicious notes? To attempt to take very much, spoils the present result of
the ministry, and is an injury to spiritually profitable hearing, but to jot
down outlines, main thought, and remarkable illustrations, is rather an
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assistance than otherwise to that holy act of worship, the devout hearing of
the word. If such sketches and jottings are filled up upon returning home,
the exercise will assist sacred meditation, which is the true digestion of
truth; and if such completed notes be preserved, they will frequently revive
in the mind the savor of truth heard in years gone by. Mere writing for the
sake of it is useless, but we can see many good ends which may be served
if the more intelligent of our hearers made memoranda of the sermons
addressed to them. Of course, in cases where everything spoken is issued
from the press, the rule may not apply; but these are exceedingly few. The
good custom of bidding the children take notes of the sermon, will be
followed by all parents who would have their children wise unto salvation;
the youngsters should be pleasantly questioned as to what they remember,
and encouraged to treasure up the good things in their memories. It should
be the aim of the preacher to assist the memories of both young and old,
and to this end he shoed arrange his thoughts in a portable manner, that
they may be carried away, and season them with so much suit that they will
be preserved in the recollection. Philip Henry would often contrive the
heads of his sermon, to begin with the same letter; or oftener two and two
of a letter. This he did not out of affectation, but from condescension to
the younger sort. He would say, that his chief reason for doing it was
because frequently the method is followed in the Scriptures, particularly in
the book of Psalms in the original. “This,” said he, “is my plea. If it be not
a fashionable ornament, it is a scriptural ornament, and this is sufficient to
recommend it, at least to justify it against the imputation of childishness.”
Of some of his subjects when he had finished them, he made short
memoranda in rhyme, a verse or two to record each Sabbath’s work, and
these he gave out to the young people, who wrote them, and leaned them,
and profited by them. All preachers may not see fit to use the same
methods, but all should drive towards the same end, and parents should
help them by stimulating the attrition of their families.


Should it be objected, “our children cannot comprehend our minister,” our
reply is, the more is the pity, hear another minister as soon as you can; for
a gospel preacher who does not speak plainly enough to be for the most
part understood by children of ten or twelve, had better go to school to
learn what gospel simplicity means. Try it, parents, and you will find John
and Ellen understanding much more than you thought; and if it be not so,
there is all the more reason for you to make it clear to them by an hour’s
conversation and explanation.
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In most respects, we cannot do better than follow our grand old
predecessors the Puritans, who were so much given to the habit of note-
taking, that a scurrillous writer in a lampoon, entitled, “The Loyal Satirist;
or, Hudibras in prose,” finds mater for ridicule in it. He writes afar this
fashion,” Oh! what a gracious sight is a silver inkhorn. How blessed a gift
is it to write short-hand! What necessary implements for a saint are cotton
wool and blotting paper! These dabblers turn the church into a scrivener’s
shop. A country fellow, last term mistook it for the Six Courts’ Office. The
parson looks like an offender upon the scaffold, and they penning his
confession, or a spirit conjured up by their uncouth characters.” In a squib
upon the expenditure of the committee of safety, during the
Commonwealth, among the items wittily charged to Lord Fleetwood’s use,
is one “for a silver inkhorn, and ten gilt paper books, covered with green
plush and Turkey leather, for his lady to write in at church — seven
pounds, three shilings, and three pence.” These godly people could well
afford to be laughed at while they were enriching themselves with the
choice jewels which the preachers of their age scattered so plenteously.
Henry Smith has a good passage in his sermon on the “Art of Hearing,”
with which this word to the wise shall close.


“But before this you must use another help, that is, record every note in thy
mind, as the preacher goeth; and after, before thou dost eat, or drink, or
talk, or do anything else, repeat all to thyself. I do know some in the
university, which did never hear a good sermon, but as soon as they were
gone they rehearsed it thus, and learned more by this (as they said) than by
their reading and study; for recording that which they had heard when it
was fresh, they could remember all, and hereby got a better facility in
preaching than they could learn in books. The like profit I remember 1
gained, when I was a scholar, by the like practice.


The philosophers and orators that have written such volumes, have left in
their writings, that this was the keeper of their learning, like the bag which
beareth the treasures. Therefore I may say with Christ, that the wicked are
wiser than Christians; for the orators and philosophers used this help in
hearing of earthly things, and we;;’ill not use it in hearing of heavenly
things. The only case why you forget so fast as you hear, and of all the
sermons which you have heard, have scarce the substance of one in your
heart, to comfort or counsel you when you have need, is because you went
from sermon to dinner, and never thought any more of the matter; as
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though it were enough to hear, like sieves which hold water no longer than
they are in a river.


What a shame is this, to remember every clause in your lease, and every
point in your father’s will; nay. to remember an old tale as long as you live,
though it be long since you heard it; and the lessons which ye hear now will
be gone within this hour, that you may ask, What hath stolen my sermon
from me? Therefore, that you may not hear us in vain, as you have heard
others, my exhortation to you is, to record when you are gone that which
you have heard. If I could each you a better way, I would; but Christ’s
disciples used this way when their thoughts ran upon his speech, and made
them come again to him to ask the meaning; the virgin, his mother, used
this way when she pondered his sayings, and laid them up in her heart; the
good hearers of Berea used this way, when they carried Paul’s sermon
home with them, that they might examine it by the Scripture. This
difference is noted between Jacob and his sons: when Joseph uttered his
dream, his brethren gave no regard to it; but it is said that father Jacob
noted the saying, Genesis 37:11. Therefore this must needs be an excellent
way. For if Joseph and Mary, and Christ’s disciples, should speak unto you
as I do, and show you a way to hear, they would show you the same way
that they used themselves. You cannot tell how much it will profit you until
you practice it; do you try it one month, and if you love knowledge, I am
sure you will use it while you live; but if you will not use it for all that can
be said, truly you shall be like the old women which St. Paul speaks of,
which were ‘always learning and never the wiser.’ 2 Timothy 2:7.”


CHURCHIANITY VERSUS CHRISTIANITY


WHEN a genuine Christian happens to find himself settled down as a
clergyman of the church of England in addition to the troublesome
memories of the inconvenient declarations by which he reached his
position, he must frequently be the victim of mental nausea at the sight of
the motley squadron in which he is enrolled. There is good Mr. Ryle, an
indefatigable Tractarian, who hates Romish Tractarianism, and preaches
the gospel thoroughly and there are many like him the excellent of the
earth, distinguished for piety who would be an honor to any denomination
of Christians: a believer in Jesus feels much comfort in such company; but
who are those spirits in red, white, and blue? Aliens from the
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commonwealth of Israel, in their dress at any rate. Their voice is
Babylonian even as their apparel; they hail from Rome, and are
affectionately attached to the Mother of Harlots. Can the lover of truth go
with these? Can the believer in the Lord Jesus Christ’s pure gospel sit in
the same congress with these priests? Bow at the same altar? Unite in
church fellowship with them? Surely the more gracious a man is the more
irksome must such fellowship become. That searching question, “What
concord hath Christ with Belial?” if it ever intrudes itself into rectories,
must torture any evangelical clergyman who keeps a tender conscience.
Moreover, on the other side of the quadrangle of the Establishment one
sees a Philistine regiment of skeptics, with a bishop to head them, and all
sorts of dignitaries to make up the battalion. Can the spiritual mind find
peace in an affinity with these? Can it be to the evangelical clergyman, who
is truly converted, a fact to sleep quietly upon, that he is in full communion
with these unbelievers? The apostolical inquiry, “What part hath he that
believeth with an infidel?” must surely at times ring through the manse, and
startle the quiet of the vicarage library. How our brethren manage to read
the burial service over ungodly men, how they can subscribe to the
catechism, and many other enormities of the Book of Common Prayer,
remains to us an enigma towards the solution of which we have not
advanced a hair’s breadth since the day when we provoked so much
indication by our sermon on “Baptismal Regeneration;” but the first bitter
draught of subscription, and the subsequent doses of catchism and rubric,
are not all the annoyances of conforming Purlins, for many of them are so
sorely vexed with davy ecclesiastical troubles, that they might almost say
with David, “All the day long have I been plied, and chastened every
morning” We would pity them for being placed in so unenviable a position
were they not free to get out of it whenever they please: lacking room for
commiseration, we adopt another form of good wishing, and pray that their
yoke may become heavier day by day, and their surroundings more and
more intolerable, until they are driven forth from their self-chosen bonds.
We are the best friend of the Evangelicals, because we do not delude them
into the notion that their ecclesiastical union with Puseysim and
Rationalism is justifiable, but honestly urge them to quit their indefensible
and dishonorable position, and come out decidedly from all communion
with the monster evils of the Establishment. None will welcome them more
heartily or help them more industriously than he whom they adjudged to be
unkind because of his outspoken rebukes. Disapproving of Episcopacy as a
form of church government, many Dissenters would nevertheless rejoice to
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assist a free evangelical epicopal community formed by a great secession
from the state church, and freed from its glaring errors; and such a church
would be vexed by no special bickerings and jealousies between itself and
the other members of the great evangelical family, it would most probably
enjoy a place of more than ordinary prestige, and might possibly become
the largest religious community in England. A little Scotch backbone and
wonders would be wrought. Alas! we fear that the Record school teaches
no lessons which can educate heroes, and we are afraid the evangelicals
will continue to be what the Puseyites call them, “the jellies,” to the end of
the chapter.


In their work for the Lord, our Christian brethren in the Establishment of
the — bolder stamp frequently find Churchianity a sad incumbrance to
them. In favored regions, where the gospel has long been preached, a circle
of believers has been formed, who form a church within the church, and
contribute greatly to the success and comfort of the clergyman; but in other
cases the Churchmen of the parish are a terrible nuisance to the Christian
incumbent. Laying aside for a moment our opinion of the inconsistency of
his official position, we cannot help sympathizing deeply with the minister
who, hampered and bound by his ecclesiastical connections, is nevertheless
struggling, as manfully as his condition allows, to preserve a gospel
testimony in the land. We wish God-speed to all such, as ministers of our
Lord Jesus, although we anxiously desire that their membership with the
corrupt church of England may, at any cost, speedily come to an end. We
know that hundreds of the excellent of the earth are preaching the pure
word of truth every Sabbath within the bounds of Episcopalianism, with
hearts breaking for heaviness because their parishioners loathe the gospel,
and hate them for the gospel’s Sake. “Ah,” said a clergyman to us a few
months ago, “your people love you, and if you are ill they are all praying to
have you restored, but as for me, they would set the bells ringing in my
parish if I were dead, for gospel truth is abominable in the esteem of most
of them, and they hate me for keeping ritualism out of my church.” This
was, probably, an extreme case, but there are many of a similar kind,
though not so intense in degree. May such brethren be upheld by their
great Master to war a good warfare, and to remain faithful to the faith once
committed to the saints. Inconsistent as they are, we cannot deliberate for a
single moment as to which side to take in the contest between them and
Ritualists and worldlings; they are our brethren notwithstanding their
shortcoming, their cause is the cause of truth and righteousness, so far as
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they preach the gospel of Jesus, and may it triumph beyond their own
expectation, even to the’ destruction of the union between church and
state. They deserve to be driven out of the Establishment, in which they are
intruders, towards which they are Dissenters, for which they have defiled
their reputations among their Nonconforming brethren, but, as men
fighting in a wicked world against deadly errors, they deserve the prayers
of all believers, and the best assistance that can be rendered by all
Christians.


In the Bucks Herald a serious complaint is laid against the zealous Vicar of
Winslow, by a Churchman, which we shall use as an illustration of the
quarrel between Christianity and Churchianity. The allegations appear to us
to be very justly brought by the writer from his Churchianity point of view;
the vicar is a Christian, and has no right in the Anglican church, and when
his vestry condemns him, it is simply the voice of the church with which he
has unhappily allied himself protesting against the religion of Jesus, which
shines in his course of action. If an honest Englishman enlists in the French
army in time of war, he must not wonder if his British manners are
offensive to his Gallic connections; he should not put himself in so false a
position, but range himself on the side to which, by lineage and loyalty, he
belongs. It is curious to note that the great sins which the Vicar of
Winslow has committed against Churchianity, are precisely the very acts
which, under Christianity, are accounted as virtues. His good before the
Lord of hosts is evil in the judgment of perverse men. “In Winslow,” says
the Churchman, “there is a most decided church feeling. Many’ of us, with
the greatest regret, leave our parish church, who have never done so
before; others, who from circumstances are unable to do so, feel the want
of good services, but submit to what they get. Our vicar,! believe, thinks
himself sincere and right; but he forgets that other persons may (as in this
instance they’ do) hold contrary views to his, to which views he will not
yield in the slightest degree, although it would be for the benefit of the
church of which he is a priest, and of which we are the true and loving
people.” Of course he is a priest, and his own prayer book calls him so, and
yet we venture to guess that he disowns the title. HIS parishioners are right
enough in murmuring at his want of churchmanship, but he is more right
still, though very inconsistent, in putting Christ before the church.


Now for the gross transgressions of the vicar, which are chiefly threefold.
Item the first. He has been guilty of Christian love. He has committed against
Churchianity the high crime and misdemeanor of loving his brethren in the
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faith, whereas he ought to have denounced them all as schismatics and
heretics. The charge needs no comment from us, all sound judges will see
that the case is parallel to that against Paul and Silas, at Philippi, “these
men, being Christians, do exceedingly trouble our city, and teach customs
which it is not lawful for us to receive, being Churchmen.” Here are the
very words of the accusation — “ the holding of prayer meetings, at which
all denominations of Christians were invited to attend, and to offer up
prayer in alphabetical order, regardless of sect, and under the presidency of
the vicar.” Horrible! is it not, O bitter bigot! Lovely! is it not, disciple of
Jesus?


Item second. He has vindicated, as well as he could, a weak point in his teaching, and
has been anxious to win over those who differ. He ‘is accused of preaching
“special sermons upon such subjects as Holy Baptism, and inviting the Baptists to
attend, when that denomination of Christians had just established a new place of
worship.” Churchianity does not think those vile Baptists to be worth
powder and shot. To preach to them is as bad as Paul preaching among the
uncircumcised Gentiles. It is useless to try to convert them, and it is
dangerous to ventilate the subject of Baptism, because the church is so
very fond of Infant Baptism, and the matter is so exceedingly doubtful, that
it is better not to stir in it. The Baptists, mark you, reader, do not
complain; they are glad that every Paedobaptist should declare his own
views, and they feel so safe in their own entrenchments that they look for
converts whenever the subject is brought before the public mind; but the
churchman complains grievously because Baptists are even bidden to come
and be rectified by the vicar; let them alone, they are heretics and arch
enemies of Churchianity; let them go to their own place, both here and
hereafter.


Item third. The vicar has had the impertinence to be faithful as a pastor. This is a
very serious business, and, .we should imagine, is at the bottom of the
whole complaint. He has trodden on some people’s gouty toes, and
touched their besetting sins with too rough a hand. “Thus,” saith the
church-scribe, “the preaching of sermons upon such subjects as balls and
concerts, when such private and public entertainments were about to be
given; I say that, in my belief, these things have been calculated to send
church-goers elsewhere, such sermons as I have mentioned coming under
the head of personal ones, which should always be avoided.” Christianity
approves of. holy boldness in reproof, and integrity in declaring the whole
counsel of God, but Churchianity loves gaiety and frivolity, and would
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have a dumb dog in the pulpit, who will not rebuke it. Whenever
Churchianity has ruled, revelry and wantonness have been winked at, so
long as saints’ days, sacraments, and priests have been regarded. God’s law
is nothing to the high church, so long as church forms are scrupulously and
ostentatiously observed. We should see maypoles erected and danced
around on a Sunday afternoon within a year, if Churchianity had its way;
the Book of Sports would be revived, and the evening of the Lord’s day
would be dedicated to the devil. Leave the church open, observe saints’
days, decorate the altar, sing “Hymns Ancient and Modern,” put on
tagrags, and all goes smoothly with Churchianity: preach the gospel, and
denounce sin, and straightway .there is no small stir.


Well, good Mr. Vicar, may you be yet more vile in these men’s sight, until
they cast you out of the national church as your Master was driven forth
before you. May you please God more and more, and make the devil and
all his allies heartily sick of you. Saving your vicarage, and professed
churchmanship, about which we can see nothing desirable, we esteem you
.highly, and hope that you and the like of you may evermore be sustained
by the abounding mercy of the great Head of the one only true church,
which is the remnant according to the election of grace: May Christianity
rule and Churchianity be cast to the moles and to the bats.


OUR COLPORTEURS.


CONVINCED that the sale of religious books in the lonely cottages of our
villages and hamlets, and among the crowds of the uninstructed poor of
our great cities, is one of the best methods of reaching the hearts of
perishing men, about a year ago we committed to some of our young
brethren at the Tabernacle the care of an enterprise of the kind, hoping that
it would grow into a great society. Under the superintendence of our
friends, seven men have been laboring with very considerable success in
different parts of England, and have by their experience proved that the
field is large and the work much needed. Nearly one thousand pounds’
worth of books have been sold, and large districts have thus been sown
with the truth; but we regret to say that the work is in danger of coming to
a termination for lack of funds, all our means being now exhausted. It
grieves us to the heart to go back a single step; like the English trumpeter
we have not learned to sound a retreat: we had far rather speak to the
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children of Israel that they go forward; yet backward we must go, unless
the Lord shall send us funds, for debt is of all things our greatest
abhorrence, and even for the truth’s sake we dare not incur it. It remains
very much with our readers whether we shall discharge our colporteurs or
not, for although we are willing to lead in holy activity, we cannot stand
alone, and when deserted by our fellow soldiers, we have no alternative but
to stay our action. Dear friends, do you know what the colporteur does,
and how cheap an agent he is? If not, let us tell you a few things about him.
He must be a strong man, for he has to carry a heavy pack; he must be a
patient laborer, for he has to toil most arduously; and he must be an
intelligent worker, for he has to battle with all sorts of opinions. He
journeys many miles in a day over hill and dale to remote country houses,
and there tries to sell a Bible, or a Pilgrim’s Progress, or some other good
book; he has pennyworths for the poor, elegant volumes for the rich, and
picture books for the children, all full of the gospel of Jesus. When he
cannot make a sale, he leaves a tract, and says a few words about the great
salvation; and, if there be any sick in the house, he reads a chapter and
offers prayer, and points the dying sinner to the living Savior. Wet and dry,
winter and summer, he is at his work; his district is large, and he tries to go
round the whole of it at least once in every month, so that he may sell the
monthly periodicals; hence he has no waste time on his hands, but is at
work from morning till night. Frowned upon by Popish clergy and ridiculed
by ungodly men, he is sustained by zeal for his Master’s glory, and looks
for his reward in heaven. He finds in many places as complete an ignorance
of the gospel as if he were in India; even the name of Jesus is sometimes
unknown, and that in Christian England; but, on the other hand, he sees
Popish prints on the walls, which have been sold by hawkers, and bought
because they were cheap and showy, and he meets with profane Songs, vile
newspapers, polluting novels, and obscene literature, and has to do his best
to put something better in their place. Where there is no gospel minister or
missionary he is hailed as the only light which the darkened villagers have
within reach, and frequently he is the herald of the preacher, and the.
founder of a Christian church For all his toils, the good man only gets sixty
pounds a year, the half of which, at least, he is bound to earn by the sales
which he effects; he is therefore no hireling lustful for gain, but a self
denying worker toiling for love of souls. To turn him adrift is cruelty to
souls, and treason to truth, shall it be done! We thought that three hundred
pounds a year would have been readily subscribed, instead of which, our
friends hardly sent us fifty pounds during last year, and we have been
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greatly discouraged. The Lord knows how ardently we desire his glory,
and how readily we would give our last penny to spread the gospel, but all
are not of this mind, and hence our college and colportage are forgotten by
the bulk of our readers. Thanks, .a thousand thanks to a loving and faithful
few who bring tears of rejoicing to our eyes by their thoughtful and
continual liberality; when will the Lord touch the hearts of others, and
make them willing to come to the help of the Lord against the mighty?
Scotland has a noble society of colporteurs, numbering one hundred and
fifty; shall England be left without such a necessary body of evangelists? If it be
so, the fault is not at our door. The Lord will require the blood of souls at
the hand of those who see men perish for lack of knowledge, and refuse to
send them light.


Our woodcut shows the colporteur in a cold winter’s day talking with the
children of a lone farmhouse, and selling them some of the many excellent
magazines of the present day, for he is always the children’s friend, with a
word and perhaps a little book to give them, or a hymn to teach them.
Bands of hope spring up around him in the villages, for he is usually a
temperance man, and zealous in every good word and work. He is. a very
welcome visitor, for he generally goes where there are no book shops, and
where apart from him no good magazines and books would ever be seen.
God speed him in his labors, and God grant that so far from recalling him,
we may be able to send out more. The matter is now left with the Lord and
with his people: we will report progress hereafter. — C. H. Spurgeon.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


MARCH, 1868.


ACCIDENTS IN THE LORD’S WORK.


“And the sons of the prophets said unto Elisha, Behold now, the
pinaco where we. dwell with thee is too strait for us. Let us go, we
pray thee, unto, Jordan, and take thence every man a beam, and let
us make us a place there,, where we may dwell. And he answered,
Go ye. And one said, Be content, I pray thee, and go with thy
servants. And he answered, I will go. So he went with them, And
when they came to Jordan, they cut down wood. But as one was
lolling a beam, the ax head fell into the water: and he cried, and
said, Alas, master! for it was borrowed. And the man of God said,
Where fell it? And he showed him the place. And he cut down a
stick, and cast it in thither; and the iron did swim. Therefore said
he, Take it up to thee. And he put out his hand, and took it.” — 2
Kings 6:1 — 7.


HERE was an instance of a college for the training of men of God. The
young teachers, who are called “sons of the prophets,” lived in the society
of Elisha, that great master in Israel, and so far from imagining that it was
wrong to instruct those who were moved of the Spirit to speak, the
venerable prophet encouraged them to provide further accommodation,
that others might share in his teachings. The whimsies of certain good
people with regard to seminaries for ministers are founded in a
misapprehension: it is both a good and a necessary work to educate those
whom the Lord has called. Schools of the prophets there always have been,
and always must be. Humanly speaking, the Reformation could never have
spread over Europe, had it not been that both Luther and Calvin lectured
to large classes of young men, who were attracted by their fame, and being
filled with their spirit, went everywhere proclaiming the truth. Our Lord’s
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twelve apostles were his college of preachers, and .each of these
committed the gospel to faithful men, who taught others also.


This passage also gives a hint to those excessively spiritual people who
object to building places for God’s worship, and whenever an enlargement,
or a new structure is projected, cry out about hearing so much about bricks
and mortar. Their wisest way is to give their immediate help to the
enterprise, and. get the building done with, that they may never hear of it
again. Young prophets must have houses, and as these will not grow of
themselves, like mushrooms, there must be ‘some little talk about the
matter, and earnest labor too. Elisha did not say, “There, there, do not
trouble me about buildings; I desire to walk with God and think of
heavenly things; I cannot possibly give attention to your carnal
arrangements about building houses; no, he listened to their story, and
when he saw them resolved upon the business, he went with them to afford
them his countenance and company. Our personal experience of superfinely
spiritual people who cannot endure the ordinary work of Christian
churches, is just this — they are either lackadaisical, sentimental images of
affectation, or mean, stingy hypocrites, who want an excuse for tightening
their purse-strings’. While we are in this body, we shall want houses to
meet in for public worship, almsrooms and orphanages for the relief of the
poor, and schools for the instruction of the young; and it is as much a holy
work to build these in our times, as it was for Bezaleel to fashion the
tabernacle, or Solomon to erect the temple. Those excessively heavenly
people who cannot condescend to such worldly work, ought not to eat
their dinners, for that is a very fleshly operation; nor ought they to sleep as
do others, or to array themselves in coats and waistcoats, for that is a very
carnal fashion; they should rig themselves out with wings, and imitate the
angelic in all things. Bah! One needs a great deal of patience to endure the
nonsense of a certain class of very pretentious, but useless people.


Our chief reason for noticing the incident before us, was to make an
observation appropriate to our late trial, that in the best work for the Lord
we have no guarantee against accidents, and the losses which they
occasion. The young prophet was most landably engaged, and yet the head
of his ax flew off, and fell into the water. Those who conclude that every
successful work has the smile of God upon it, should remember that
Babylon was mistress among the nations, and none could stand against her,
yet was she abhorred of the Lord. Those, on the other hand, who see in
every temporary calamity a proof that an enterprise is not according to the
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Lord’s mind, might condemn the preaching of the gospel itself, since in its
very infancy it subjected so many to persecution and to cruel death. Whom
the Lord loveth he chasteneth, and the works which he approves he often
renders difficult. When the preacher at the Surrey Music Hall saw his
congregation scattered by the uproar of wicked men, and mourned over
precious life which was so suddenly sacrificed, there were friends who read
in that shocking disaster an omen that the work was not of God, and that
the preacher must desist; but the young man did not believe in omens, but
in duty, and therefore, as soon as he could, he reappeared in his pulpit, and
as the result of his after ministry in that place, it is not too much to say that
thousands found Christ by his direct teaching, while the preaching of the
word in cathedrals, abbeys, music halls, and theaters, became a tolerated
agency, and even a popular method of evangelisation. During the last few
days an unusually strong wind has demolished about six hundred pounds’
worth of property at the Stockwell Orphanage; will the conductor of that
work be at all discouraged, and dream that the Lord’s hand is against him?
Not for a moment. The same event happeneth alike to all. Winds and
tempests blow upon the good as well as the evil. When a storm is abroad, it
shows no partialities, and is as likely to overturn an orphanage as a theater,
to wreck a missionary ship as a pirate’s craft. Does this perplex the
observer? It should not do so. God would have us serve him under trials
and difficulties; to screen us from them would be to make babies of us, and
not to develop the manly qualities of patience, courage, and perseverance.
In this world and under its ordinary laws the Great Master would have us
labor, not under a glass case of miracles and wonders, but under the cloudy
skies which look down upon a fallen world: he trains us to work not as a
race of amateurs protected from all the dust and sweat of ordinary life, and
laid up in lavender by supernatural exemptions from hardships, but as real
workmen, to whom things are as they are, who find trees hard to fell, and
the heads of whose axes fly off unless they are well fastened on to their
handles. Of course, if trust in providence be a guarantee against flood,
wind, fire, and hail, it is clear that all who meet with such calamities are
great sinners, and their works obnoxious to the Ruler of all things, but this
can hardly be true, when we frequently see those called to suffer who are
the very cream of the church of Christ. Paul was engaged upon no ill
errand when he suffered shipwreck; his soul was fired with the noblest
ambition of which sanctified humanity is capable, and yet the vessel was
dashed to pieces. The fact is, that the same events may be curses to some
and blessings to others, and thus a judgment which overwhelms the
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ungodly may be a gracious visitation to the saint. Our business is to learn
the lessons which adversities are meant to teach us, and they’ are not
difficult to discover. The case of the man with the lost are is to the point.


When accident impedes us in the work of the Lord, we may expect a divine
interposition, for, in the name ‘of his Master, the prophet caused the iron to
swim. Our trials are often the shadows of coming mercies. We are made to
draw back a little that we may with the more energy leap forward. We lose
silver to find gold. God will appear at the ebb of the tide. He will turn the
year at the shortest winter’s day. When he has shown us our entire
dependence t/pen himself, he will stretch out his glorious arm and work
deliverance. Such gracious help we believingly look for at the Orphanage.
The Lord who is the Father of the orphans, will not destroy his own
property wantonly — he has some good thing in store. The are may be in
the water, but the prophet’s God can raise it, it shall not be lost.


We may also feel deep gratitude that it is no worse. The are might have split some
one’s head when it flew off, or it might have severely wounded the young
workman himself. He was probably little used to felling trees, he was not a
regular woodman certainly, for he had to borrow his are; he went to work
eagerly but clumsily, and flourished his weapon at such a rate that it was a
mercy when the dangerous implement was out of his unskillful hand. We
have felt glad with regard to the building which we have lost, that it fell in
good time before any children were on the premises. In all human
probability they would have sought shelter during the gale under the very
structure which is now a ruin, and many might have been crushed beneath
the massive timbers. Thanks be to God that no worse mishap has occurred;
nothing indeed but what may be replaced with a little exertion. We have
not to say, “Alas, Master! it was borrowed,” for it was a free gift to us, and
he whose generosity prompted the present has already offered to bear a
share of the loss.


No doubt the slipping of the are head taught the worker to ram it on more tightly
next time. He would be more careful before he went to his chopping again,
and in like manner we are now admonished to build in the most substantial
manner, so that, so far as men can judge, no furious wind may damage our
edifice again. The young man found it necessary to put out his hand to
reach his are from the river, and thus he learned that divine help gave him
no dispensation from exerting himself. Even so while we know that God
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will come to the rescue, we dare not be idle, but stir up all our friends to
do their best, and the Lord being with us, all will be well.


Thus learning from adversity, we set our face steadfastly to our work,
forasmuch as we know that our labor is not in vain in the Lord. We have
resolved to proceed at once with four more houses, the school, the
master’s house, the dining hall, and the skeletons of three more houses,
which will answer the purpose of the building which the wind has removed.
May the Lord make the iron to swim.


ZIGZAG


FIRST to the right, then to the left, the road was ever ascending but always
twisting, and thus, by easy marches, we were able to reach the summit of
the pass; a straight line would have. been shorter for the eagle’s wing, but
no human foot could have followed it. Nobody called us inconsistent for
thus facing about; we kept the road, and no one could complain. If we
honestly desire to gain the heights of divine truth, we shall find many
zigzags in the road: here our face will front divine sovereignty with all its
lofty grandeur, and anon we shall turn in the. opposite direction, towards
the frowning peaks of human responsibility. What matters it if we appear to
be inconsistent, so long as we keep to the highway of Scripture, which is
our only safe road to knowledge! Angels may, perhaps, be systematic
divines; for men it should be enough to follow the word of God, let its
teachings wind as they may. — From the Note Book of my Travels.


HOLY WATER.


HOLY water, indeed! a vile mixture, neither fit for man nor beast. You see
this liquid virtue at the doors of all the churches, ready for the brows of the
faithful, but what is far more curious, you observe it in little pots placed for
us in the cemeteries; and that the passer-by may give the dead a showery
benediction, there are little sprinkling brushes in the pots with which to
scatter the precious mixture. A mother’s tears over her dead babe are far
more in place than such foolery. Holy water! bah! See how the rain pours
down from yonder black cloud Which that sort of holy water is infinitely
more likely to moisten the clay of the defunct, and bring plenteous blessing
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to the living, than all the hogsheads of aqueous fired that priests ever
mumbled over.: Holy water, indeed. If there be such a thing, it trickest from
the eye of penitence, bedews the cheek of gratitude, and falls upon the
page of holy Scripture when the word is with power. Standing where,
when the rain is over, one can see the fair Lake of Lucerne brimming with
crystal, and the clouds among the Alpine peaks all charged with moisture,
rendered golden by the sun’s clear shining, one feels indignant at the idea
that the little driblets of nastiness in yonder· pots and shells should be
generated, and all nature’s reservoirs accounted common or unclean. It
needs no small measure of prudence to restrain a man from tumbling pots
and pans and holy liquids headlong to the ground. Human folly, how far
wilt thou not go when priests lead thee by the nose! — From the Note Book
of my Travels. C. H. S.


MUSINGS BY THE WAY


“For this child I prayed.” — 1 Samuel 1:27.


DEVOUT souls delight to look upon those mercies which they have
obtained in answer to their supplications, for they can see God’s especial
love in them. When we can name our blessings Samuel, that is, “asked of
God,” they will be as dear to us as her child was to Hannah. How sweet
was that water to Samson which he found at “the well of him that prayed.”
Quassia cups turn all waters bitter, but the cup of prayer puts a sweetness
into the draughts it brings. Did we pray for the conversion of our children?
How doubly sweet, when they are saved, to see in them our own petitions
fulfilled! Better to rejoice over them as the fruit of our pleadings than as
the fruit of our bodies. Have we sought of the Lord some choice spiritual
gift? When it comes to us it will be wrapped up in the gold cloth of his
faithfulness and truth, and so be doubly precious. Have we petitioned for
success in the Lord’s work? How joyful is the prosperity which comes
flying upon the wings of prayer! It is always best to get blessings into our
house in the legitimate way, by the door of prayer; then they are blessings
indeed, and not temptations. Even when prayer for a time speeds not, the
blessings grow all the richer for the delay: the child Jesus was all the more
lovely in the eyes of Mary when she found him after having sought him
sorrowing.
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That which we win by prayer we should dedicate to God as Hannah
dedicated Samuel. The gift came from heaven, let it go to heaven. Prayer
brought it, gratitude sang over it, let devotion consecrate it. Here will be a
special occasion for saying, “Of thine own have I given unto thee.”


Reader, is prayer your element or your weariness? Which?


“A living dog is better than a dead lion.” — Ecclesiastes 9:4.


Life is a precious thing, and in its humblest form it is superior to death.
This truth is eminently certain in spiritual things. It is better to be the least
in the kingdom of heaven than the greatest out of it. The lowest degree of
grace is superior to the noblest development of unregenerate nature. Where
the Holy Ghost implants divine life in the soul there is a precious deposit
which all the refinements of education and the ennoblings of philosophy
cannot match. The thief on the cross excels Caesar on his throne; Lazarus
among the dogs is better than Cicero among the senators; and the most
unlettered Christian is, in the sight of God, superior to Plato. Life is the
badge of nobility in the realm of spiritual things, and men without it are
only courser or finer specimens of the same lifeless material, needing to be
quickened, for they are dead in trespasses and sins.


A living, loving, gospel sermon, however unlearned in matter and uncouth
in style, is better than the finest discourse devoid of unction and power. A
living dog keeps better watch than a dead lion, and is of more service to his
master; and so the poorest spiritual preacher is infinitely to be preferred to
the exquisite orator who has no wisdom but that of words, no energy but
that of sound. The like holds good of our prayers and other religious
exercises; if we are quickened in them by the Holy Spirit, they are
acceptable to God through Jesus Christ, though we may think them to be
poor and worthless things; while our grand performances in which our
heart is absent, like dead lions, are mere carrion in the sight of the living
God. Oh for living groans, living sighs, living despondencies, rather than
lifeless songs and dead cairns! Better anything than death. The snarlings of
the dog of hell will at least keep us awake, but dead faith and dead
profession — what greater curses can a man have? Quicken us, quicken us,
O Lord!
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SPENCER’S THINGS NEW AND OLD.


TO read everything would be impossible. Some hooks it is unwise to read
at all and of others a little may suffice. If somebody would boil down
modern literature into the essence of knowledge, and sell it out in
shilling’s-worths, he would deserve the heartiest commendations; for as
things now are, what with the hone of platitude, the gristle of verbosity,
and the suet of fine writing, our largest masses of literary provender hardly
afford a man a breakfast of really nutritious mental food. It seems that two
hundred years ago from this very date, John Spencer, who was not a
scholar by profession, but humbly calls himself a lover of learning and
learned men, issued a goodly tome, in which he presented his readers with
extracts from all the authors within his reach: extracts metaphorical and
curious, and for the most part judicious and valuable, lie must have been a
marvel of industry, for his quotations number 2283, and are taken from the
classical, patristic, puritan, and every other school of authorship. To every
paragraph he has appended “the names of those at whose torch he bas
lighted his taper,” and thus as quaint Thomas Fuller says. “he hath revived
the memories of many worthies, and of their speeches which otherwise had
utterly been lost.” lie took care to place an appropriate heading over every
extract, and to furnish an excellent index. Having, like the her, sucked
honey from ten thousand flowers, he stored it with the greatest diligence in
well-arranged cells, and having lived out his hour like the rest of us poor
working bees, he died. leaving his dripping honeycombs to us, his heirs. Up
till the present year, “Spencer’s Things New and Old” have been a cabinet
whitebait dinner for the few, rather than a banquet for the many, but now
his dainties are brought to every man’s door, and all the world may
purchase them. Mr. Dickinson and Mr. Tegg have each issued an edition of
this valuable work, and we fear there is more fear of a glut in the market
than of a scarcity. In this case, too many cooks will not spoil the broth, nor
will they cause, damage to the company, but we are half afraid the worthy
men may stall themselves, or lind their viands growing moldy in the
cupboard. It is a thousand pities that by some mutual arrangement they had
not avoided the loss, which, unless the public be very discerning, must
accrue to one or both of the publishers, it is not possible for us to have a
preference for either of the editions. How happy could we be with either.
The portly volume of Mr. Dickinson is just the book for shelves which are
enriched with Puritanic folios, for which we must ever feel a reverence and
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love. Of course, such a book is heavy, but then we do not hold it up, but
the table bears the weight, and then the type and the large page are
delightful. Moreover, in this volume, we have Cawdray’s remarkable
compilation, and so have two treasures in one. As for Mr. Tegg’s two
volumes, they are of a convenient and usable size, and one ran turn round
to the fire with a copy in one’s hand. The volumes are well got up, and will
he preferred by many, though we, ourselves personally, cannot see a pin to
choose between the two editions, they are both so exceedingly good. As a
cluster from Eshcol made men long for the vineyards of Canaan, perhaps a
specimen or two will make our readers desirous to purchase the work.


1266. Idleness the cory inlet to all temptations. — It was the speech of Mr.
Greenham (some time a painful preacher of this nation) that when the devil
tempted a poor soul, she came to him for advice, how she might resist the
temptation, and he gave her this answer: Never be idle, but be always well
employed; for in my own experience I have found it, when the devil came
to tempt me, I told him that I was not at leisure to hearken to his
temptation, and by this means I resisted all his assaults. Thus must all of us
do, when the devil comes to tempt any of us, say: I am not at leisure to
lend an ear to thy temptations, I am otherwise employed, I am in the work
of my God, busied in the work of my lawful calling, and taken up with the
thoughts of God’s blessings thereupon, then he will never be able to fasten
upon thee; for so it is, that he never gets advantage of any man or woman,
but either when they are out of God’s way, or idle, or have their hands in
some sinful action, then it is that they do even tempt the tempter to tempt
them, and lay themselves open to a world of sin and wickedness.”


“1323. How it is that Faith challengeth the superiority over other graces. — Take a
piece of wax and a piece of gold of the same magnitude, the wax is not
valuable with the gold; but as the wax hangs at the label of some will, by
virtue of which some great estate is confirmed and conveyed, so it may be
worth many hundred pounds. So faith considered purely in itself, doth
challenge nothing more than other graces, nay, in some sense it is inferior,
it being an empty hand; but as this hand receives the precious alms of
Christ’s merits, and is an instrument or channel through which the blessed
streams of life flow to us from Him, so it doth challenge a superiority over,
and is more excellent than, all other graces whatsoever.”


“1349. Conscience spoils the wicked man’s mirth. — There is a story of one who
undertook in a few days to make a fast sheep lean, and yet was to allow
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him a daily and large provision of meat, soft and easy 1odging, with
security from all danger, that nothing should hurt him. This he effected, by
putting him into an iron grate, and placing a ravenous wolf hard by in
another, always howling, fighting, scenting, scratching, to come at the poor
sheep; which, affrighted with this sad sold and worse sight, had little joy to
eat, less to sleep, whereby his flesh was suddenly abated. And thus it is that
all wicked men have the terrors of an affrighted conscience constantly, not
only barking at them, but biting them, which spoil all their mirth, dis-
sweetens their most delicious pleasures with the sad consideration of the
sins they have committed and punishment they must undergo when, in
another world, they shall be called to an account for what they have done
here in the flesh.”


“1367. Complete Christian Duty. — It was the speech of Mr. Bradford, that
he could not leave a duty till he had found communion with Christ in the
duty, till he had brought his heart into a duty-frame. He could not leave
confession till he had found his heart touched, broken and humbled for sin;
nor petition, till he had found his heart taken with the beauties of the things
desired, and carried out after them; nor could he leave thanksgiving, till he
had found his spirit enlarged, and his soul quickened in the return of
proses: just like that of St. Bernard, who found God in every duty, and
communion with him in every prayer; this was true, sincere, complete
Christian duty. And thus it is that the soul taken with Christ desires
converse with him in prayer, in hearing, and in meditation, on, Isaiah 58:9.
And such too is the genius of a soul taken up with Christ, that duty doth
not content it, if it find not Christ in the duty; so that, if the end of a duty
hath not left it on this side Christ, it hath left it so far short of true
comfort.”


“1417. Riches, the danger of them being not well used. — In an artichoke, there is
a little picking meat, not so wholesome as delicious, and nothing to that it
shows for; more than the tenth part is unprofitable leaves; and besides,
there is a core in the midst of it which will choke a man if he take not good
heed. Such a thing is wealth that men so covetously desire; it is like some
kind of fish, so full of bones and unseen, that no man can eat of them
without great danger. The rich man’s wealth is very troublesome to the
outward man, like a long garment that is too wide, if he tread upon it, he
may chance to catch a fall a fall into much discontent and envy of the
world; but to the soul, riches if not well employed, prove very pernicious,
making a man vainly confident; thinking that he is so walled and moated
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about, that he is out of all gunshot when he is more open to danger than a
poorer man, then they make him proud: and pride, saith St. Bernard, is the
rich man’s cozen, it blows him up like a bladder with a quill; then he grows
secure, and so falls into sudden ruin.


SENTRIES.


WHILE the Austrian general was staying at the Hotel de Ville, upon the
Grand Canal, at Venice, we lodged at the same house, and so often as we
passed his rooms, whether by day or night, we encountered two sentries on
guard at the door. Our heart said to itself, whenever the King of kings
deigns to make a chamber of our spirit, let us set holiness and devotion to
be sentries at the entrance. When our Beloved visits us he must not be
disturbed; ill thoughts must be repulsed, and carnal desires kept at a
distance. With drawn swords let watchfulness preserve the sanctity of
Immanuel’s rest. “I charge you, O ye daughters of Jerusalem, by the roes
and by the hinds of the field, that ye stir not up, nor awake my love, till he
please.” — From the Note Book of my Travels. C. H. S.


REVIEWS.


Retrospect and Forecast in Relation to Missionary Enterprise. Two sermons
preached in Fuller Chapel, Kettering. By JAMES MURSELL. London: Elliot
Stock, 62, Paternoster Row.


VOICES from Kettering deserve attention; Mr. Mursell does no discredit to
the pulpit of Andrew Fuller; his two sermons are affectionate, bold, and
seasonable. The Baptist Missionary Society must be revived and reformed,
or it will pine like a fading flower: such judicious suggestions as those of
Mr. Mursell deserve the gravest attention of all its friends, and we urge
every missionary spirit to ponder them well. Eighteenpence or one shilling
is, we suppose, the price, but publishers forget to inform us.


Moyley and Tyndall on Miracles. An Essay. By Wm. Fowler, LL.B. London:
Longmans.


WHEN our merchant princes are valiant for the truth, the fact is refreshing
to the Christian heart, and tends to break the gloom which a survey of the
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present age is sure to cast upon the reflecting. Mr. Fowler has a clear,
calm, logical mind; he readily finds out the weak place in his opponent’s
argument, and he handles the spiritual rapier with such dexterity, that all
his thrusts cut and kill. Among philosophical doubters Mr. Fowler will do
wonders.


The Desert and the Holy Land By ALEXANDER WALLACE, D.D., Author of”
The Bible and Working People,” “Poems and Sketches,” etc. Edinburgh:
William Oliphant & Co.


IT is not easy, after the many books that have been published of recent
years on Palestine, to write a work on so popular a subject, with any claims
to orginality, either or matter or style. Yet Dr. Wallace has succeeded in
both beyond his pretensions. He has told us what he saw and felt in visiting
the land teeming with so many hallowed associations; his descriptions of
Eastern’ scenes are graphic and interesting, the incidents of his travels are
humorous and illustrative of Oriental life and manners; while the account of
his journey through the desert is vividly presented to the reader, who, if
already acquainted with current books on the subject, will find match here
that will strike him with special interest and peculiar freshness. Dr.
Wallace’s book is one that may be profitably read and re-read, which is
more than we can say of many works on the same subject, of far higher
pretensions.


The Nonsuch Professor in his Meridian Splendor; or, The Singular Actions of
Sanctified Christians. By Wm. Secker. London: R. Dickinson, Farringdon
Street.


THIS is a nonsuch work, sparkling with wit weighty with wisdom and rich
with unction. It would be superfluous to criticize a treatise upon which
succeeding ages of divines have set the seal of their approval.


The Sunday Scholars’ Annual: containing Stories and Ballads for Sunday
Scholars. Third Series. Elliot Stock, 62, Paternoster Row.


THESE stories and ballads, so pleasantly told and so capitally illustrated,
will be sure to gain great favor with our young folk. The little volume is
cheap, tasteful, and elegant.


The Hero of the Desert; or, Facts more wonderful than Fiction. By the Rev. James
Spong. The Book Society, 28, Paternoster Row.
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A SERIES of discourses upon the life of Moses. Excellent family reading,
earnest, impressive, and interesting. Not a book for suggesting new
thought, or opening up deep mysteries; but good, useful, practical
reflections, suitable to the many. We should not quite coincide in some of
Mr. Spong’s modes of putting the truths which touch upon Sovereignty
and Responsibility, but still we are surprised to find that we so nearly
agree, where there is so much room for difference. The hardening of
Pharaoh’s heart is not so easily disposed of as some may think; it would be
far easier to measure the sun’s surface with a two-foot rule than to fathom
the depth of this great mystery.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


APRIL, 1868.


CAN NOTHING MORE BE DONE FOR THE
YOUNG?


ARE we to regard Sabbath-schools as the climax of all Christian effort for
the young? May we settle it in our hearts that Robert Raikes reached the
utmost bounds of religious enterprise, in the juvenile direction, and that
now, henceforth, and for ever, we may rest and be thankful? Beyond I the
pillars of Hercules, what mariner shall sail? We have Tories in religion as
well as in politics, who will be greatly scandalized when we say that the
landable labors of our tens of thousands of Sunday-school teachers are a
mere installment of the debt which is due from the church of Christ to the
little ones around us; the giving of a mere handful of grass instead of the
large provender demanded by the injunction, “Feed my lambs.” As some of
these Sabbath seminaries are conducted, their benefit is doubtful, in others
microscopic, and in very many superficial and temporary. The system is a
noble one, and its beneficial results are incalculable, but the manner in
which it is sometimes worked out is deplorable. Taking it at its best, and
rating it at its highest supposable value, we are Radical enough to assert
that it is not all that the children of this age require, nay, nor one half of
what might be, and must be, done for them if England is to become a
Christian country. Education of a secular sort has been too long withheld
by the bickering of rival sects; the nation is now in such a humor that it will
have no more of such unenlightened bigotry, but will insist upon it, that
every child shall be taught to read and write. Since the sectarian system has
in England most evidently failed to reach the needs of the millions, a purely
secular system will be established, and will be thrust upon us whether we
will or no. There will be a great outcry about the divorcing of religion from
education, but we shall not join in it, partly because it is useless to cry over
spilt milk — the thing must be, and there is no preventing it; and yet more,
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because we think we see our way to a great real gain out of a small
apparent loss. Children are to lose the religious training which they
received in National and British schools: we admit that there may be cases
in which the loss will be appreciable, but we think they are few and far
between. The lads of the village might generally carry in a hollow tooth all
the religion they receive at the charity school. Do not they learn .the church
catechism? Yes, but that is not religion, it begins with an assertion of
Baptismal Regeneration, maunders about behaving one’s-self lowly .and
reverently to-one’s betters in a manner suitable for an American negro
previous to the late war, and’ has not a fraction of the simple gospel of
Jesus in it from end to end. It will be highly beneficial to the morality of
youth to dispense with this miserable farrago, in which the false of
superstition and the true of law are hopelessly jumbled. The present
religious teachings of our week-day schools is as we believe as nearly as
possible a sham, and a most mischievous sham too, since it satisfies the
Christian conscience, and lulls to sleep energies which need to be aroused
to the performance of a much-neglected Christian duty. Concerning that
duty we now offer a few hints preliminary we hope to other suggestions by
abler hands; we invite such suggestions, and shall be only too glad to
publish them.


Should the Christian church ordinarily expect the week-day schoolmaster
to do her work of instructing the young in the fear of the Lord? Will her
expectations be fulfilled? The duty rests primarily with;he parent, and then
with the schoolmaster, so far as he stands in the parent’s stead; but who
will say that the general run of day-school ‘teachers, with from one to two
hundred children around them, can act as parents to the boys and girls?
The fact is, that for the five or six hours in the day in which the children are
at school, it is quite as much as ‘the master can do to keep order and instil
the elements of useful knowledge; he cannot, even if he thinks of such a
thing, talk personally and affectionately with each child, and labor for its
conversion; and yet this is, to our mind, the only true religious education.
The godly schoolmaster may, and doubtless does, attempt this, but piety is
not always found in schoolmasters, nor, indeed, is it the main qualification
for the office. The fact is, that the church Of God had better herself see to
the work which, we hold, is only occasionally, by a happy chance, within
the province of the ordinary day-school teacher. Let the teacher of
arithmetic keep to his figures, and if he can sow the good seed at the same
time, by all means let him do it, but let not lovers of souls depend much
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upon the likelihood of his doing so. It is the duty of every tradesman in his
business to promote the interests of religion, so far as he has Opportunity,
but if there were no especial exhorters and teachers of the gospel, it is to
be feared that the stray warnings administered by our grocers and tailors,
however praiseworthy, would .not fulfill the lack of ministerial services; in
the same way, it is the duty of the pious secular teacher to propagate the
faith, but the faith .will soon ‘be in a poor way if it ‘expects much from his
exertions, and its votaries slacken their direct and special efforts. There
must be means used for the religious education of the young above and
apart from any good work done in the ordinary day schools, and the sooner
such ‘means are instituted and in vigorous operation the better. To the
teachers ‘of our Sunday schools of the true sort, zealous, intelligent, and
hardworking, we look for the supply of a great, and growing deficiency.


We think it was an Irish man who recommended the holding of Sunday
schools on week-days. The Hibernian has very accurately thrown our
suggestion into shape. We have our week-evening services for adults, and
these are so valuable that Whitfield said, “When week-day services are
given up, farewell to the life of godliness .” can we not have week-day
gatherings for the little ones as well? These have long been in operation in
our more flourishing and well-conducted schools; could they not become
universal and systematic? Why not come to the understanding that the
reading, writing, and arithmetic should be the work of the day school, and
the word of God the delightful study of. the evening? Might there not be
one or two evenings every wed; given by the devoted teacher to his class? Could not
all the school meet on such occasions in full force as it does on the
Sabbath, names being marked in the attendance book, and the gathering
being looked upon as a part of the program of the school? One hour might
be long enough, and would neither be burdensome to the teachers nor
wearisome to the children. If not practicable in the summer, the winter
months might be found in every way suitable. Would it not be well to have
courses of lectures, illustrated with diagrams and dissolving views — lectures
full of holy truth and godly precept, open freely or at a nominal charge to
all the young? This would give the charm of variety and be an admirable
plan of fastening truth in the mind. Should there not be more frequent services
and meetings for the young, specially aiming at their decision for Christ? With
a warm-hearted minister in the chair, two or three lively, earnest adult
speakers, and one or two gracious lads to talk a little to their companions,
it is marvelous how pleasant and how intensely spiritual such a meeting
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may become. Prosy talkers, who run on by the half-hour about nothing,
being denied the luxury of spoiling the meeting, and the interstices between
the addresses being filled up with a few lively revival tunes, the children
will be delighted, and with the liberty of clapping their hands and cheering
every now and then, there will be no fear of their going to sleep. Prayer
meetings for boys and girls, judiciously conducted, will be of abundant
service. There should always be an experienced lover of children at their
head, and then the fewer grown-up persons tolerated in the room the
better. When there are half-a-dozen praying children present, their earnest
prayers and tears will be with those of their own age the most potent
instrumentality imaginable, Never fear precocity, there is much more
danger of indifference and levity. Let wisdom and love preside. The fact of
not being able to pray will often, by the blessing of the Holy Spirit, force
home conviction upon the young conscience and lead to the best results.
Nor is this all; young people may get good by being enabled to do good. We
know classes where the young believers have multiplied till they have
become the majority, and then they have, of their own accord, formed a
sort of religious society for bringing in others of their playmates and
relatives, for looking after absentees, for writing to the unsaved, and for
generally seeking the glory of God within the bounds of the class. Fine
education, this, for future church members. These young people, have in
addition to looking after one another, instituted weekly subscriptions to
religious agencies, and formed themselves into a society for giving away
tracts, governing all their operations by their own officers, who have been
as diligent and vigorous in their duties as the officers of the church. Here,
again, unconsciously, the young believers were tutoring themselves as
recruits for the army of the Lord. To have a nucleus of godly youths is. the
main thing, to foster the idea that youth is the very best time to serve the
Lord is the next, but to give frequent occasions for the exercise and
fostering of youthful religious principle and feeling is absolutely necessary
if much is to be done. We want Bands of Hope, and Life-boat Crews for
other purposes besides Total Abstinence. We have never developed the
capabilities of youth as we should have done. We have been afraid of
encouraging too much, and have discouraged. We have been dubious of
the depth and sincerity of children’s graces, and consequently have seen
comparatively few young converts. It is partly our pride, the pride of our
superior age and knowledge, and partly our unbelief which has deprived us
of a great blessing: delivering ourselves from these, we may hope yet to see
our churches increased and blessed by bands of Timothies and Samuels,
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who shall not only be saved from the evils of the age, but shall grow up to
be the future strength and glory of our Israel. The Prophet of Nazareth
confines not his grace to gray heads and maturity, but he says to-day, as in
the days of his flesh,


“SUFFER THE LITTLE CHILDREN TO COME UNTO ME.”


In obeying the spirit of his gracious words, we shall discover the balm for
England’s ills. Politicians may safely keep to their own proper sphere and
educate the brain — no harm will come from the tree of knowledge if the
church of God by educating the heart shall furnish the rising generation
with fruit from the tree of life; but the matter presses, it is a problem for
immediate solution, a work which our hand findeth to do, and which it
behooves us to do a; once with all our might, seeing there is no work nor
device in the grave whither we are all hastening. C.H. Spurgeon.


SATAN DROPPING THE STONE.


THERE is a huge rock upon the Swiss side of the St. Gothard road, about
which an old legend is told by the natives of the neighboring village. The
devil was whisking this enormous stone along very merrily at early dawn of
day, when he was met by a devout old woman, who, being somewhat
alarmed, uttered a prayer at the sight of the unexpected traveler. Such was
the power of her prayer, that the demon dropped his burden at once and
there it lies, an indisputable proof that the devil is no match for old ladies
who know how to invoke the aid of heaven. Mother church has sanctioned
many a worse legend than this, for a truthful moral lies upon the surface.
let interceding believers make the fiend to tremble always by praying
without ceasing. The weakest saint upon his knees is victorious over tall
the powers of hell — From the Note Book of my Travels. C. It. S.


VENICE AND THE AUSTRIANS


WHEN, years ago, we saw Venice swarming with the hated Austrians, and
heard the tramp of the German iron heel in the square of St. Mark, we
mourned over the misery of the people, as they pined beneath the
oppressor’s yoke. Venice would have been quit, of every one of her lordly
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matters if she could, but her fetters were not, then to be snapped. Even
thus does the believer lament the power of indwelling sin within him; he
would fain be rid of every evil desire; to his new nature sin is an alien, and
its yoke is heavy, but the set time for the complete deliverance of his soul is
not, yet, come. Sweet liberty of holiness, when shall we enjoy thee without
molestation from the body of this death? — From the Note/Book of my Travels.
C. H. S.


KITTO AND BIBLICAL LITERATURE.


WE have never read a more striking romance than the life of John Kitto,
the pauper, shoemaker, traveler, and author. From beginning to end, his life
was full of interesting incidents. Nor less striking are the lessons which that
life conveys. The writer owes to the records of Kitto’s perseverance the
first impetus to literary study; to his biographer, Mr. J. E. Ryland, the first
word of encouragement to literary pursuits; and to the teachings of both
the early determinations of boyhood to conquer no small difficulties in the
paths to which inclination led him. Kitto’s early life was one of sorrow. He
was a poor sickly infant. His first personal recollection was a headache,
from which he suffered throughout life. His father was a drunkard. His
amiable and tender mother was delicate. The father would not support his
child, and the mother could not. He was transferred to his grandmother,
who lived in a garret in Plymouth. Here he learnt marvelous tales of fairies
and giants. In those old days, when slimy grandmothers considered lying
tales to be the swaddling clothes of learning, men with a hundred eyes and
ten thousand arms, who could pocket unruly children, and gorge by the
dozen wicked men, were the heroes of whom the little world of children’s
hearts were found worthy. “Bogie” was a comparatively harmless creature
to Kitto. He daily lived, in childhood, in a world of gigantic marvels, which
would amuse him when awake, and wriggle and writhe in’ his brains when
asleep. From reading eight-page books that were strongly illuminated
outside by red and green daubs (oh, horrid combination!) and illustrated
inside by patches of blue and’ yellow figures, he took to reading all the
books he could borrow. He soon exhausted all the libraries of the poor
neighborhood in which he lived, and worried everyone by his passionate
desire to borrow more. At twelve years of age, an event occurred which
undoubtedly gave a turn to his life. His father was a jobbing mason, and his
employment was as precarious as was his sobriety. The young lades
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assistance was deemed to be indispensable; and at that early age he learned
to carry slates to the roofs of houses. In doing this, one day, he lost his
presence of mind, and fell from the top of a ladder, into a paved court
below. For a fortnight he remained insensible; and when he awoke one
morning, he asked for a book. He heard no reply; he observed only a sad,
quiet melancholy shake of the head. “Why not speak?” asked the boy in
agitated tones. Still he heard nothing: their talking was, to him, a
dumbshow. A bystander took a slate, and relieved the boy’s anxiety, by
writing words which might have been the means of driving him mad, “You
are deaf.”


At fifteen years of age, he was bundled into that hard school — Poverty’s
College — the workhouse. And yet, thank God for the workhouse; it has
saved many from the prison and Calcraft. While poverty pinches and the
streets tempt, better the workhouse full than the prison crammed. Here he
was inducted into the arts and mysteries of awl and wax, clamps and
lapstones. Then he was apprenticed to a cobbler. His master was cruel, and
employed — what shoemakers were once in the frequent habit of using —
the strap. At last he appealed to the magistrates. His simple tale was
believed, his indentures were canceled, and he was received again into the
workhouse: The master of the house took an interest in the lad. Here Kitto
kept a diary, which is full of interest and pathetic touches. F4 His intelligent
enthusiasm for knowledge burned at red heat. He knew no hindrances; he
regarded mountains of difficulties as but winding passages to the valley of
success. Poverty made him hardy, disadvantages made him resolute.
Subsequently he became librarian at an institute in Plymouth; then a
dentist’s assistant at Exeter. Here he was fully brought to a knowledge of
the Savior, and determined to occupy his life and use his literary talents for
the advancement of the Redeemer’s kingdom. His first publication
consisted of a volume of essays. The Church Missionary Society employed
him as printer, at Islington; but he had a quarrel with the head printer about
asserting what is known by them as “pie.” The crust was too hard, and he
fought against it. Then he went to Malta, to set up Maltese types.
Returning to England, after the lapse of eighteen months, he was asked by
his old Quaker friend, Mr. Groves, the dentist of Exeter, whether he would
accompany him to the East as tutor to his boys. Without a moment’s
hesitation, he replied, “Yes.” This firm, sudden, impulsive resolve shaped
his future course. By his travels in Oriental lands he was fitted to occupy







69


the honored position for which God was training him — namely, that of an
illustrator of the sacred volume.


We do not purpose to refer to his travels in Persia and other countries. The
results of his observations while sojourning there are to be found scattered
throughout his works. Arrived at home, he was immediately engaged by
the Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge — a society which did
great good in its day, and to which we owe that remarkable publication,
“The Penny Magazine,” to which nothing in its line had, or has since,
appeared comparable for interest and healthy tone. The public owe not a
little to the late Mr. Charles Knight for his efforts to diffuse useful
wholesome literature. To him we owe the first conception of “The Pictorial
Bible,” a work which the best scholars have acknowledged, formed, in its
conception and execution, a marked era in Biblical literature. Mr. Knight
having suggested the preparation of, this work, Kitto at once set about the
task with an alacrity and earnestness that ever characterized his literary
efforts. He became a constant visitor to the British. Museum. His working
day consisted of sixteen hours — six too many. Yet some one in the world
must work hard: for there is plenty to do, and the laborers are few. He
refused all assistance, .save the help which his devoted wife always gave
him. He called her his “hod-man,” for she day by day went to the Museum,
“to collect,” as she herself tells us,” from all the various authorities pointed
out by him, such materials as he needed’.” So diffident was Kitto, that
when the first few monthly parts of his Bible were published, he was almost
afraid to read the reviews that appeared in the public press. His desire was
to make this work an acquisition to a poor minister with limited means, and
a scanty library: and. we need hardly add how inestimable a boon “The
Pictorial Bible” has been to others than ministers, At first Kitto did not
place his name on the title page, but when in 1847 a revised edition was
called for, this was done. His next prominent work was “The Cyclopaedia
of Biblical Literature,” a book which met a great want, but which was not
so well edited as it should have been, owing, it is said, to his too delicate
conduct towards contributors, He also started and superintended, “The
Journal of Sacred Literature,” a magazine which through want of sufficient
support, has recently closed its career.


But Kitto’s greatest work, that which brought him most fame, and that
which has perhaps done most good, was his last. His idea was originally to
prepare a series of popular works, written in a conversational way, on the
narrative portions of divine writ. Had he attempted writing in this style, we
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feel sure he would have failed, and his final work would have become the
least popular. The publishers, Messrs. Oliphant, however, very wisely
amended the plan, and as the result, “. The Daily Bible Illustrations,”
consisting of eight volumes, were produced. It might seem almost too late
in the day to say much of a work that has met with such high approval, but
the issue of a new, improved, and enlarged edition f5 calls for a few
observations upon a work which deserves the utmost degree of
commendation. The new edition is splendidly got up; the pages are large
and handsome, and the type clear and beautiful. The notes of Dr. Porter we
have carefully examined, and we feel sure that they are just the additions
which Kitto would have made had he been alive. So well did the author
execute his work that comparatively few corrections have been required;
and as all these notes have been placed in smaller type, at the end of each
chapter, the reader cannot unconsciously mistake the editor for the author
of the work. We are glad to have this opportunity of recommending an old
favorite book — one which we have read with an enthusiasm that few
works can inspire — to the attention of all who love the sacred volume.
Had every intelligent church member and Sunday-school teacher a copy of
this valuable work, preachers would be far happier in their work, for they
would not need to impart information’ which a-little effort on the week-
day might enable people to gain, and might proceed to those deeper
spiritual truths which should be the principal, subjects of the Christian
teacher.


Kitto was a reverent student of the Bible. He did not go to it as a literary
man would to a purely literary book. He did not criticize it as do those
Rationalistic writers who are wise above what is written. He had a tender,
perception of the hidden beauties of Scripture, and derived great spiritual
benefit from its constant perusal; loving the Savior revealed in its pages, he
was qualified to give his opinion on the higher matters of revelation. He
never trifled with the word of God No theme was too insignificant for him.
His illustrations are seldom fanciful. There is sometimes a lack of
smoothness of expression, but the earnestness of a devout mind is always
apparent. We do not agree with all his interpretations, nor do we think that
his view of Job 19:25-27, which Barnes has popularised, meets the plain
grammatical sense of the context and argument. We observe that Dr.
Porter adds a note to this chapter, in which he shows plainly enough that
Job in those famous words of triumph, declares his firm belief in the
“Deliverer” whom with the eye of faith the old patriarch sees standing “at
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the latter day upon the earth.” f6 Some of Kitto’s illustrations are too
ingenious. His chivalrous defense of the women of the Bible, is
characteristic of a man whose appreciation of the delicate nature of the fair
sex was intensely keen. He devotes one chapter of his “Daily Bible
Illustrations” to a favorable view of Job’s wife’s conduct in his affliction, in
which good sense and extreme special pleading are combined the latter
element rendering it needful to read with independent judgment. Yet the
book is generally trustworthy. “He writes,” Dr. Eadie very truthfully says,
“with earnestness and living power, and the results of his travels,
experience, and research, suffer no deterioration from being moulded anew
in the fire of a devout soul, and set in the framework of an ingenuous and
healthful piety.”


Poor Kitto’s last days were full of trouble. His want of exercise, his close
application to work, the large family for which he had to labor, and the
unfriendly headache which ever accompanied him through life, produced
the expected evils. Good friends sent him to Germany, but he felt
convinced his end was nigh. He was ready for the change, for he was
assured that for him a place was prepared in the land of rest.:He died in the
year 1854, at the early age of fifty, his last words which were addressed to
his wife being, “Pray God take me soon.”


The great lesson of Kitto’s useful life is conveyed in the motto placed in
the title-page of his biography, “Per Ardua.” There is a proverb which says,
“Resolve never to be poor’.” It is easy to say it — infinitely harder to carry
it out.’ Abject poverty may have advantages to graceless, stupid people,
but to intelligent minds burning with noble aspirations of service for God, it
is not often a blessing. Samuel Johnson, when walking about London
streets, penniless, was a great arguer for the advantages of poverty: but
then, he says, “I was at the same time very sorry to be poor.” Kitto was at
times very poor. On one occasion, he gave his children a slice of bread, and
taking them to the window, he observed, “Well, we must look to the
butcher’s shop opposite to get the right relish for our bread.” Kitto’s spirit
of energy and perseverance has been eulogised elsewhere on many
occasions; we need not, therefore, dwell on that particular phase of his
character. What pre-eminently characterized Kitto was his robust good
sense, and his readiness ever to use it. It is something for a man to attain
his ambition: it is a still greater accomplishment for him to be able to
consecrate ‘his abilities to the cause of truth; and nothing sweetens labor
more than the consciousness of working, however humbly, for the cause of
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the Savior who suffered and died for us. Kitto had this gratification. Would
that other literary men had it likewise!


THE SUNNY SIDE.


NO sooner do you pass the brow of the St. Gothard pass, on your way to
Italy, than you perceive that beyond all question, you are on the sunny side
of the Alps. The snow is nothing in comparison to the vast accumulation
upon the Swiss side of the summit, the wind ceases to be sharp and cutting,
and a very few minutes’ ride. brings you into a balmy air which makes you
forget that you are so greatly elevated above the sea level. There is a very
manifest difference between the southern side and the bleak northern
aspect. He who climbs above the cares of the world and turns his face to
his God, has found the sunny side of life. The world’s side of the hill is chill
and freezing to a spiritual mind, but the Lord’s presence gives a warmth of
joy which turns winter into summer. Some pilgrims to heaven appear never
to have passed the summit of religious difficulty; they are still toiling over
the Devil’s bridge, or loitering at Andermatt, or plunging into the deep
snowdrifts of their own personal unworthiness, ever learning but never
coming to a full knowledge of the truth; they have not attained to a
comfortable perception of the glory, preciousness, and all-sufficiency of the
Lord Jesus, and therefore abide amid the winter of their doubts and fears.
If they had but faith to surmount their spiritual impediments, how changed
would everything become. It is fair traveling with a sunny land smiling
before your eyes, especially when you retain a grateful remembrance of the
bleak and wintry road which you have traversed; but it is sorry work to be
always stopping on the Swiss side of the mountain. How is it that so many
do this? — From the Note Book of my Travels. C.H. Spurgeon.


THE GREAT TUN OF HEIDELBERG.


MONSTROUS vat certainly. It might hold eight hundred hogsheads of wine
at the least; but what is the use of such wasted capacity, since for nearly a
hundred years them has not been a drop of liquor in it? Hollow and
sounding, empty and void and waste, vintages come and go, and find it
perishing of dry rot. An empty cask is not so great a speckle after all, let its
size be what it may, though old travelers called this monster one of the







73


wonders of the world. What a thousand pities it is that many men of genius
and of learning are, in respect of usefulness, no better than this huge but
empty tun of Heidelberg! Very captious are their minds, but very
unpractical. Better be a poor household kilderkin and give forth one’s little
freely, than exist as a useless prodigy, capable of much and available for
nothing. — From the Note Book of my Travels. C. H. S.


JOHN CAIRD ON THE DECLINING INFLUENCE
OF THE PULPIT.


TO complain that the former days were better than now is a common
diversion and a frequent infirmity, a diversion for sour spirits, and an
infirmity of impatient minds. It may be harmless if confined to the
complainant’s own bosom, and according as it may be true or false it may
be beneficial or baneful when proclaimed abroad. The spirit of the
utterance wilt have much to do with its value, and the remedies which the
prophet of woe prescribes for the evil which he deplores must in a great
measure apportion the judgment due to his lamentation. Vain is the cry if
the evil be not there; equally vain if [here be no balm in Gilead, no
physician for the disease of Israel. In the March number of Good Words, a
dirge who has, before now, taken up his parable in the presence of royalty,
comes forth as a wailing prophet of the exceeding great and bitter cry,
“The pulpit is fallen, the glory weep between the porch and the altar, and
proclaim a fast, and gather a solemn assembly, since the excellency has
departed` from Zion and the majesty out of the midst of Judah. “How is the
gold become dim? How is the most fine gold changed? The precious runs
of Zion, comparable to fine gold, how are they esteemed as earthen
pitchers, the work of the hands of the potter?” Not that our present
prophet bids us humble ourselves, or seek the Lord by prayer, or invoke
the energy of the Holy Ghost, or wait upon the great Head of the Church
for deliverance; far from it; he has no burden from the Lord as to such
“archaic” and “conventions” instructions; his message to this enlightened
and thoughtful age is far better adapted to the present times and the
existing phases of society. He sees no need to warn ministers to cultivate
fellowship with God, but much more cause to bid them keep abreast of the
culture of the age and know something of what its deepest speculators
have said and its sweetest poets have sung. He is not afraid lest the cross of
Christ and the doctrines of the gospel should be obscured by human
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wisdom, but he is very severe upon those “who insist upon our identifying
divine truth with the historic accidents and archaic forms in which it has
been couched, with the literal interpretation of the language of allegory and
symbol, with statements, which true and beautiful as poetry, lose their
reality and beauty when construed as literal fact.” What that fine jargon
means, those who are acquainted with Broad School innuendoes very well
know. Sermons am not recommended to be baptized with power from on
high, but it is said to be of the first importance that they should bear traces
of careful thought, logical arrangement, cosecution of argument
conclusiveness of result; they must contain novel and interesting
interpretations of Scripture, and sparkle with imagery: lacking these the
anditor goes away discontented, and reads with entire assent a sneering
article in the next Times, or Saturday Review, on the decline of the pulpit in
modern times.


Now we are prepared to endorse any man’s opinion who shall say that it is
most desirable that our ministers should be well educated; and should
command respect by their substantial attainments, but we are indignant
when we find these secondary matters thrust into the first place, and the
weightiest of all considerations, compared with which these are light as
feathers, thrust into oblivion. Moreover we are not prepared to allow that
the school of preaching which the writer of the Good Words article would
desiderate would be any gain to the church or to the world if it could be
called forth from our universities and theological schools; on the contrary,
we believe that no greater calamity could befall mankind than to be
preached to by such men as “the highly cultured and fastidiously critical
class” would patronize. The high culture of a mortal man! Bah! How
ludicrous it must seem to the Eternal mind! Vain man would be wise,
though he be born like a wild ass’s colt. Refinement of intellect to be the
guide of gospel ministrations! What then means the apostle when he says,
“And I, brethren, when I came to you, came not with excellency of speech
or of wisdom, declaring unto you the testimony of God, for I determined
not to know any thing among you, save Jesus Christ, and him crucified.
And I was with you in weakness, and in fear, and in much trembling, and
my speech and my preaching was not with enticing words of man’s
wisdom, but in demonstration of the Spirit and of power: that your faith
should not stand in the wisdom of men, but in the power of God. 1
Corinthians 2.
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When men who imagine themselves to have great genius, and to be
qualified judges of pulpit excellence condescend to descant upon their
brethren, they have generally a superabundance of sneers at hand. While
they themselves may never have won for Jesus a dozen hearts in all their
lives, those earnest evangelists who are instant in season and out of season,
and whom their Master honors with his Spirit’s approbation, are ridiculed
as “showy, ready-tongued, loud-voiced, shallow declaimers,” whose
dogmatism is rigid in proportion to its feebleness. Saul, because he is head
and shoulders taller than others, despises the shepherd, forgetting whose
hand it was that slew Goliath, or perhaps hating him the more because he
had wrought a service of which the monarch was incapable. Indifferent
themselves to the very fundamentals of truth, craving always a liberty to
depart from the standards of the faith, and yet to eat the bread of the
church, the gentlemen of the superfine, cream-laid order, hang up before
men’s eyes a caricature of the “faithful” minister who adheres steadfastly to
the once-delivered faith, and point at him the finger of scorn. To preach the
gospel as it is revealed, is to these men to be servile; to mutilate it is
independence of mind; to be simple and fervent is to adopt conventional
verbiage and conventional solemnity. Yes, conventional, that is the word,
which is over and over again dealt out judicially, as though it meant
something criminal. Scattered all over England and Scotland are self-
educated men who have been called of God to be soul-winners, who care
not a jot for what Darwin or Colenso, or even the great Scotch
Latitudinarians may have to say for themselves who are doing their work
all the better because they have eschewed the refinements of modern
skepticism, and have not come into the secret of the new liberalism. These
may be pooh-poohed as much behind their times, but we are persuaded
that they have contributed far more to maintain the power of the pulpit
than anything which has been achieved by the “deep-thinking” and free-
thinking doctors and professors with all their boasts. If the pulpit be
declining in power, it is due in a great measure to the men who mistake
error for freshness, self-conceit for culture, and a determination to go
astray for nobility of mind. So far from despising brethren of small literary
accomplishments who excel in spiritual power and life, it is our duty to
have them in abundant honor, to cheer them under their difficulties, and
imitate them in their industrious use of their few talents. They can arouse a
conscience though they cannot elucidate a problem; they can stir the
affections, though they cannot revel in poetic imagery; they can reclaim
sinners, though they cannot mystify with subtleties. If the fields of literature
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and science do not entice them, have they not enough of understanding if
they are mighty in the Scriptures? If they are devoid of the fear of “creating
an aversion in men of taste to evangelical religion,” may it not suffice them
to have a holy fear of being unfaithful to the consciences of men? Suppose
that they do not quote from learned authorities, does not the word of God
possess a superlative authority in its authorship and truth? What if they
never attempt to prove a doctrine of revelation by an appeal to so-called
“natural religion,” have not the truths themselves a self-evidencing power?
They have not denounced their more learned brethren, or laid the supposed
decline of the pulpit at their door, where then is the politeness and
refinement so much vaunted? Is it needful to say where is the Christian
spirit which allows the” intellectual” and “cultured” to talk so lightly of men
whom the Lord has chosen? Are supercilious arrogance and censorious
uncharitableness the choice fruits of “thorough culture”? Then, thank
heaven, there are a few who have escaped the privilege, and can yet believe
that whether learned or unlearned, gracious men may do good service for
Christ.


The fact is that the cant which dins into our ears such ungenerous phrases
as “superficial culture, and narrowness of thought,” “shallow dogmatism
and merest platitudes,” and smirkingly boasts its own intellectual
superiority, is known to be cant by all thoughtful men, and is treated as
such. When the celebrated Cobbler How, with much learning, proved the
uselessness of all learning, men smiled, and went on their way, but when
professors A, B, or C, with much scorn, traduce their less philosophical
brethren, some men think it time to rebuke them sharply for their own sake
and for others. There is no truth whatever in the cry of the fastidious
school; the world will no more be saved by carnal wisdom now than in
times gone by. When our Lord selected his apostles they were evidently
chosen not on account of their intellectual endowments or scientific
acquisitions, but on account of their religious character. John was perhaps
accustomed to better society than Peter. Luke may have enjoyed a good
education; Paul was skilled in the learning of the schools; but the rest were
men of little scholarship. It would seem that our Lord chose as the first
preachers of the gospel men of every variety of attainment and grade of
intellectual culture, neither repudiating nor glorifying intellect, but using it
and everything else that is human for his own glory. “But,” says Dr.
Wayland, “It will be said, of course, that our circumstances at the present
day are very different from those at the time of the apostles. This is more
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easily said than proved. The whole world of heathenism was then arrayed
against the church of Christ. Never was the cultivation of the intellect and
the taste carried to higher perfection. The poets, and orators, the
historians, sculptors, and architects of this heathen world, are, to the
present day, our acknowledged masters. The church of Christ was sent
forth to subdue this cultivated and intellectual world, and the masses
associated with it. And what was the class of men of whom this church and
its leaders were composed? They were stigmatized as unlearned and
ignorant. The intellectual difference between them and the men whom they
were called to meet, was as great in the times of the apostles as it has ever
been since. Yet God chose the weak things of the world to confound the
mighty. When men of more disciplined mind were wanting, they were
called by the Head of the church; but even here, the greatest of them all
declared that he made no use of excellency of speech, or of wisdom, in
declaring the testimony of God; that he determined to know nothing but
Jesus Christ and him crucified. There is nothing really in the relative
condition of the parties which would render a rule inapplicable now which
was applicable then.”


We greatly doubt whether the Christian pulpit was ever more generally
powerful than at the present moment; certainly congregations were never
larger, nor religious effort as a rule more abundant. Far enough are we
from being satisfied, but still there is much to rejoice over as well as much
to deplore. We could rehearse the names of a score of active, useful,
attractive, spiritually-minded evangelists, all exceedingly popular and
powerful, and this we the more rejoice in because this class has only of late
been called into existence. In our own denomination alone we have pastors
whose churches from year to year increase at a ratio altogether
unprecedented, in modern times. Bad as things are they are not worse, but
much better than formerly, and this is owing mainly to the growing power
of the pulpit. We do not believe that our educated people care an atom for
the brilliant sermons which Mr. Caird would prescribe for them. The
thoughtful and intellectual men with whom we are acquainted, tell us that
they do not want that kind of refreshment on the Sabbath; being eminent in
their professions they find enough of the intellectual in their daily work,
and are just the men above all others who delight in the simple, earnest
appeal to the heart and conscience. Preach Christ to them with the Holy
Ghost sent down from heaven, and they will be content, but try. to dazzle







78


them with the fireworks of intellectual display, and they will tell you that
the articles in a respectable review are far preferable.


If, indeed, the ministry be declining in power, let us betake ourselves to the
grand resource of prayer; let us invoke the Holy Spirit’s aid; let us pray the
Lord of the harvest to send forth laborers into his harvest. Then as matters
of detail let us purge our colleges of skeptical professors, let us make the
training more homiletical and less metaphysical, let us seek after unction
rather than intellect, and encourage our young men in pursuits of practical
evangelism rather than speculative theorizing. In opposition to learned
men, who by elaborate essays cry up the Diana or Minerva of their idolatry,
let us look to the heavenly Comforter, and have respect unto that
Scripture, “Not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the Lord.” C. H.
Spurgeon


OUR PERSONAL TESTIMONY
TO A FAITHFUL GOD.


YEARS ago, when we first opened our College, and waited upon the Lord
in prayer for the means, he suddenly sent us £200 when our funds were at
the lowest ebb. Who the friend was from whom the money came we were
never able to guess, but little can that bountiful heart, know how the timely
gift cheered a heavy heart, and probably kept in existence an institution
which otherwise, humanly speaking, must have come to an untimely end.
No one but the Lord knows the searchings of heart we have had since then,
for times of depression have occurred in which we have been tried with the
question, “Is it the Lord’s work, or is it only a whim of your own? If his
work, of course he will carry it on, but if not you will run into debt and be
ruined.” Frequently have we looked the matter in the face and said, “Even
so, .if it be not his work let it cease, and cease at once; but it is his work,
and be will support it, and that without our dreaming of debt. Every penny
we have in the world we will spend, and then if no assistance comes, the
students must go, and the Lord’s will be done.” Always at these junctures
we have experienced remarkable deliverances, one of which we recorded
last month. Our stores were not quite exhausted, but still funds were not
coming in with regularity, and therefore unbelief reminded us that our late
illness, and our present inability to travel, would inevitably cripple our
resources; before we could answer the evil suggestion, the large sum of
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£1,000 which we mentioned last month, came to hand, and we could but
see the hand of God in it. To walk by faith is the gift of God, and is a path
as full of joys and trials as the sea is full of waves. Our College is our daily
anxiety and delight. It sends us often to our knees in prayer, and as often to
our God in praise. Our college is doing a very remarkable work which the
Lord is singularly blessing; but its secret history, full of struggle and labor,
hope, disappointment, and success, is intertwisted with the very roots of
our heart. We cannot expect others to feel the interest in it that we do; but
we wish they did, for the effort is not for our profit, but for the good of the
Lord’s church in which every member of Christ has a share. The loving
words which we have received with donations, small or great, have been a
sweet reward for much labor, and have often lifted up our drooping hands.
The Lord reward abundantly those of his servants who have thus cheered a
willing worker, who sighs and groans daily because he cannot do more for
his Lord, but who witnesses joyfully to the fact that the Lord is good, and
suffers not those who wait on him to be ashamed. He is ready to help the
faithful — even their little faith he does not despise; he comes to the rescue
of Peter when he is beginning to sink, and enables him yet to walk the
waves. Blessed are all they who put their trust in him. Tremblers, be of
good courage, ye weary ones, take heart, for while Jehovah lives the
faithful shall never be confounded.


THE THREE PRIESTS


THIS is no fancy sketch, but is the faithful representation of three
clergymen of the church of England while performing some of their
favorite devotional exercises. They are presented to the reader that he may
be duly impressed with the fact that the church of England IS THE GREAT


BULWARK OF PROTESTANTISM! Behold before you three of the goodly
buttresses of that bulwark! Disestablish and disendow the church of
England, and we are told that Popery will find nothing left to stay its
onward rush. It is well for us to know our benefactors; look then, gentle
reader, and look again at three of the many clerical breakwaters which
prevent our being deluged by the abominations of Rome! Those birettas,
and copes, and girdles, are the bonds and rivets of religious liberty, the
emblems of Protestant simplicity, the safeguards of the State! Unless
England keeps these gentlemen and their church in its pay and patronage, it
will cease to be a Christian country, and will become the unhappy victim of
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the Pope! The watchword is given, “No Popery!” Defend the church, whose
precious priests so elegantly adorn their persons, and perfume themselves
with incense, and then Protestantism will be safe! Disestablish their church,
or even a branch of it, and the deluge has arrived In truth, this fooling
about Protestantism is too transparent to deceive any but the most idiotic.
The church of England has done and is doing very much- to lead back this
nation to that reverence of priests and sacraments from which our martyred
forefathers delivered us. The evangelical clergy dare not deny this; and the
Tractarians glory in it. The distinction between the Popery of Rome and
the Popery of Oxford is only the difference between prussic acid and
arsenic: they are both equally deadly, and are equally to be abhorred. It is
undeniable that some of the most eminent divines in the Anglican church
are straining their utmost to effect the union of their community with
Rome, and their admiration for everything Popish is undisguised. As a rule
they are bold, outspoken men, and are acting upon earnest convictions
when they oppose Protestantism. Yet we are to recognize this English
Popery as the great bulwark of Protestantism! We will believe it when we
believe wolves to be the guardians of sheepfolds, felons to be the defenders
of property, and fallen angels to be the bodyguard of heaven — and not till
then. Many of the clergy avowedly reject the very name of Protestant, and
yet we are to accept them as its defenders! Protestantism has been
wounded and betrayed by the church of England, and has found within its
walls its most skilled and energetic foes. Bulwark of Protestantism indeed!
Twin sister of Rome is nearer the mark. Look on the three graces in the
woodcut, and see whether the sons of the Anglican mother do not bear a
strong family likeness to those of the renowned scarlet lady of the seven
hills! Indeed, so far from being scandalized at this remark, the gentlemen
would own the soft impeachment with a smile, and think it a deserved
commendation, for whatever other parties in the church may be, the men of
this school are not cowards, and do not conceal their Romanising
tendencies. Yet a church abounding with undisguised Romanisers is the
bulwark of Prostestantism! Who believes it?


The fact is, that a strong and purely evangelical Episcopalian church never
will be seen in this country again till the church is set free from the state.
Then those hundreds of godly men who now remain in communion with
Romanisers will form themselves into a truly Protestant church, and will in
brotherly union with the other free churches form the true bulwark of
Protestantism, against which, by God’s grace, the gates of hell shall not
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prevail. It is a great misfortune that those who know and preach the
gospel, do not come out voluntarily from the Anglican Papacy, but if they
will not, every true Protestant should labor to separate the church and state
so as to drive them out, that they may no longer be a shield to Romanisers,
and partakers of their sins. The union of church and state is the nest for the
Romish crows, down with it at once and for ever. Not one of its truths or
its gospel ministers would be hurt thereby, but the truths would be
separated from error, and the ministers of the word loosed from the
bondage of their present connection with sacramentarianism. If Evangelical
churchmen were wise they would see that the separation of the church
from the state would be the birth of a pure church, the resurrection of
spiritual life, the purging out of the old leaven, and by God’s grace the best
event that could possibly happen for Protestantism.


Reader, believe us, faith in Jesus brings salvation, not faith in priests; the
church of Christ is not a state-made corporation, but a body of believers in
Jesus. Take sides with Christ and his truth, and do not be duped by the
clap-trap cries of the moribund state church, which will say anything to
postpone its inevitable doom.


NO. 30. — From C. H. Spurgeon’s “Sword and Trowel,” published
monthly, price 3d.; post free 4d. Tracts, 6d. per 100 post free 8 stamps. —
Passmore and Alabaster, Paternoster Row,


THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND AND THE
BULWARK OF OUR LIBERTIES (?)


WE have been very courteously admonished in the “Standard” Newspaper
for taking any part in the agitation for disestablishing and disendowing the
Irish church, and for expressing the hope that the like justice might, ere
long, be measured out to the Establishment in England. We are thankful for
the advice, but can assure our friend that it does not strike us as valuable.
Our friend evidently thinks that if we and other Dissenters were better
advised we should rally round the present Establishment, since its existence
has been and is the great security for religious liberty; and if it were
removed the Romanists would soon be in the ascendant, and persecution
would follow. To this our reply is ready — we do not believe that the
church of England is any more the protector of our liberties than are the
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Beef-eaters at the Tower, or the cream-colored horses in the royal stable.
There is no sort of connection between the two by way of promotion, but
very much in the way of hindrance. Historically, it will hardly be contended
that Episcopacy, which hanged and imprisoned our forefathers in
Elizabeth’s day, was then the bulwark of Dissenting liberty; nor can it be
pretended that, under James I. and Charles I., it guarded sacredly the
freedom of consciences. Clipped ears, slit noses, and branded cheeks were
not very convincing proofs that an established church was tender and
tolerant, and careful to give freedom to Dissenters. Nonconformists would
hardly have dealt out such severe measures to Episcopacy in the time of
Cromwell, if they had found it to be their shield and bulwark. Did the Act
of Uniformity tenderly respect the liberty of Dissenters, or the Five Mile
Act, and other such edicts? Were Claverhouse, and other butchers, the
advocates and promoters of liberty? Does Scotland owe her liberty to
Episcopacy or to the Covenanters? Was the act of Catholic emancipation
the work of bishops and deans? The fact is that the existence of a sect,
fondled by the state and supported by its wealth, in proportion as it
dignifies the favored church, is an insult to the honor of all other, and a
shackle to their freedom. It is an idle tale that the Episcopal sect guards our
liberties as a body; in its midst are many noble and liberal men, who are
always on the people’s side, but the bulk of its adherents incline in an
opposite direction, and, as a church, it is almost always obstructive and
disinclined to reform. Dissenters do not owe it, in political matters, the turn
of a brass farthing, and have long enough been duped by the pretension
that it is their friend and guardian.


At the present moment we also fail to discover how the Establishment is
the fortress under whose guns we dwell in safety. Our notion is, that, under
God, our liberties are in the hands of the people of the United Kingdom,
and that they know too well the value of them to let them slip. The sons of
the Ironsides are not yet departed from among us, and we who could not
use the carnal weapon have yet our free press, our unfettered pulpit, and
our open Bibles, and feel safe enough while these are our munitions of war.
While the freely chosen representatives of the people are our rulers, and a
limited monarchy our form of government, we do not see how it can be
said that our freedom rests with an which has no power to legislate for
itself, much less for the nation. As well might the mistletoe pretend that its
parasitical verdure is the true security of the oak, or the fox that its
existence is the guarantee of the fertility of the land. We are at a loss to
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conceive where our friends see the connection. Is it in the fact that the
bishops sit in the House, of Lords, and always vote for every measure of a
broad and liberal character? Or is it that the payment of tithes makes every
man a lover of the constitution which enforces them? There may possibly
be some recondite connection between a state-church and liberty, but we
cannot see it. We are asked to go to Spain and Rome, but we prefer
traveling to America, and there, without a state-church, we find a freedom
certainly not less unlimited than our own. What can be done across the
ocean can be done here. Americans can maintain their freedom without a
state-church, and Englishmen are not less liberty-loving and not less able to
take care of themselves. If, indeed, the state-church be such a bulwark of
the constitution, why deprive the colonies of the blessing? Why act upon a
wrong policy abroad, and save up all the good things for home? The case
does not bear half a moment’s investigation.


But the Catholics will be in the ascendant as soon as the church is disestablished.
WHY? In the name of reason, why? Will they become the majority of the
nation and of the House of Commons? Are we to believe that the
Episcopal body .is only pretendedly Protestant, and will go over to the
Catholics as soon as their, state pay is stopped? Then the nation will be the
better for being rid of such mercenary defenders of her Protestantism. But,
on the other hand, if the Protestant section of the church remains firm,
what difference will be made? How will the numerical power .of
Protestantism be affected? Does the spiritual efficiency of the church in
keeping back Popery depended upon tithes? Would not the Evangelical
clergy pray and preach if they were disestablished? We are puzzled to
know what is the foundation upon which the assertion rests as to this
supposed hindrance of Catholic dominancy. We have no doubt Popery
would like to mount the throne, and we could not trust its priests for an
instant with power, but all the influence which now really operates to
restrain their pro- tendons would remain still, and would gain
immeasurably by the change. The church of England has in it a horde of
Papists, and is doing Rome’s work daily, and yet it is set up before us as
the bulwark against Rome: disestablish the church, and it would purify
itself at once. The true church will prevail against the gates of hell without
the state’s patronage. The issue is with God,:and he needs no injustice to
be perpetrated that his cause may be maintained. If the worst came to the
worst, and the people of God were called to suffer, by God’s grace they
could do it triumphantly, and would rather do so than be found guilty of
forgetting that Christ’s kingdom is not of this world. Take away a state-
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church, and we are ready to bear the blame of all the consequences
necessarily arising out of it; but we are not ready to aid and abet so glaring
an act of oppression as compelling the many among the people of Ireland
to support a religion in which scarcely one-in ten of them believes. .


No. 31 — From C. H. Spurgeon’s “Sword and Trowel,” published
monthly, price 3d.; post free 4d. Tracts, 6d. per l00; post free 8 stamps. —
Passmore and Alabaster, Paternoster Row.


THE COLLEGE ANNUAL CONFERENCE
AND FESTIVAL.


THE Annual Conference of ministers educated at the Pastors’ College, was
held during the week commencing March 23rd. About 140 ministers were
present, making up, with students who have been with us six months, the
number of 180. As we saw the noble host of worthy preachers of the word,
our heart greatly rejoiced, and we were forced to cry, “What hath God
wrought!”


The Prayer-meetings at the Tabernacle on Monday afternoon and evening
were earnest and spiritual. The business of the session opened at Trinity
Chapel, John Street, Edgware Road. After the usual devotional exercises,
C. H. Spurgeon, the President, gave the opening address on
“Perseverance,” which was greatly blessed to all, and tended to give the
key-note to the succeeding meetings. In the course of general business the
following resolution was passed: — “ That this conference earnestly
deprecates the evil of brother going to law with brother, and bringing the
business of the church of God before civil courts, as expressly contrary to
the law of Chest. Resolved further, that each member of this conference
pledges himself that whenever cases of dispute shall arise between himself
and his church and congregation, he will, in order to avoid all legal
proceedings, endeavor to his utmost to have the matter arbitrated by such
brethren as the President may appoint; the election of such arbitrators
being left with the President alone, in order to prevent any unnecessary
publicity, since it is hoped by this brotherly arrangement petty disputes may
be settled before any public scandal is caused.” Most earnestly do we
desire to see all cases of difference and dispute settled by an appeal to
some such committee of reference, that we may thus prevent the divisions
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and bitternesses which have at times sorely troubled our denomination. A
discussion ensued on the best way (by the interchange of pulpit, and other
methods) to-help ‘each other, and to strengthen especially the weakest
positions, and those churches most needing help.


In the afternoon conference, J. A. Spurgeon, the Vice-President, gave an
address on “Our Lord’s view of ministerial work,” based on the fifteenth
chapter of Luke, ‘followed by a paper from Pastor Marchant, on “The joy
of the Lord our strength,’ which our readers will have the pleasure of
perusing for themselves. In the evening, meetings were held in eight
chapels in and around London, with a view to the extension of the Lord’s
kingdom, and the directing of the attention of Christians to the Stockwell
Orphanage, and its claims upon their benevolence.


On the following day, the session was held in the school-room of the
Metropolitan Tabernacle Almshouses, and papers were read, followed by
discussions, of much interest. Pastor Chamberlain reading a paper on “Our
Mission as a denomination.” Pastor Speed, on “Temptations and trials
peculiar to the minute.” J.A. Spurgeon called attention to our
Denominational Home and Foreign Mission, supplying information thereon
in reply to several questions; after dinner Pastor Bunning read a paper on
“Sunday Schools.” The evening was occupied with the festival, and the
whole day was one of richest blessing.


Mr. Phillips’ Annual Supper for the College was this year the greatest
success with which we have been favored, although we have always been
remarkably encouraged by these marvelous gatherings. George Moore,
Esq., of Bow Churchyard, presided in the ablest manner, and by his great
liberality gave a tone to the mooing. He is one of those churchmen who
love Christ and his truth wherever they find them, and who, while loving
their own community, desire to see it greatly reformed. We were favored
with the elite of all denominations. It was a goodly vision to see Thomas
Binney, William Brock, and Samuel Martin, sitting side by side, and it was
a thing to be remembered to hear them one after the other speak so
lovingly and eloquently, with such a genial warmth towards the President
of the College and his work. The rooms all which the meetings were held
were most tastefully decorated, and the supper, which was most elegantly
and sumptuously spread, was such a scene as seldom beheld. The sum of
£1,400 was spontaneously subscribed around that hospitable board.
Thanks be to God for such mercy. The students and tutors of the College
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availed themselves of the opportunity of presenting to Mr. Phillips a
testimonial engrossed on vellum, expressive of their high appreciation of
his great kindness and generosity at these annual gatherings. The Lord
bless him and his for ever.


On Thursday, the 26th, the President opened the business part of the
meeting in Kingsgate Street Chapel, by calling attention to an article in
which a Paedobaptist quarterly review advanced the theory that baptized
children did not need conversion, and thereupon ensued some very
appropriate remarks from himself and the brethren. Papers were read and
discussed by Pastor Tessier, on “The maintenance of peace in churches.”
Pastor Jackson, on “Freshness in preaching, how to obtain and how to
maintain it.”


In the afternoon, the pastor of the place, Brother Burton, gave a most
powerful address on the “Secret of success in winning souls,” which, at the
unanimous request of the brethren, he consented to allow to be printed,
and we trust that all our readers will soon avail themselves of the
opportunity of reading it, as it will certainly do them good.


A meeting was then held by the members of the Temperance Society, and
Dr. McAll was present and gave an address.


In the evening, after a monster tea meeting, the Tabernacle was filled to
hear the Pastor’s lecture (illustrated by dissolving views), entitled, “Our
history and work.” Sheriff McArthur presided, and several of the former
students gave admirable and interesting statements of the work of the Lord
in their respective spheres of labor. The presidents, tutors, and students, in
the course of the evening, expressed their sense of obligation to Mr.
Murrell for his unwearied attention in connection with the weekly offerings
and the funds of the College, and presented him with a suitable testimonial
elegantly framed and engrossed on vellum.


The closing day of the session was also one of much refreshment. The
brethren met early for prayer; and in the course of the meeting, which was
again held at the Almshouses, Professor Rogers spoke on “Our College, its
character and aim.” Professor Gracey, on “Our dependency upon the
power of the Holy Spirit.” After the Lord’s Supper, which was an hour of
much enjoyment, all present joined hands and sang a hymn expressive of
mutual love and united praise; and thus, in our usual spirit of thanksgiving
for more than ordinary blessings, we parted refreshed and cheered for
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further labor, and closed the most enjoyable and profitable of all our
conferences.


At the meeting before the supper, £301 were presented by the students and
ministers to Mr. Spurgeon as an installment of the whole cost of a house at
the Stockwell Orphanage to be called the College House. This spontaneous
token of affection made our President’s heart very glad, and he thanked the
friends in the warmest manner.


NARROW ROAD, NARROW CART.


MAKING a day’s excursion from Botzen, in the Tyrol, we went along the
very narrowest of reads, mere alleys, to which our country lanes would be
turnpike. roads. Well, you may be sure we did not engage an ordinary
broad carriage, for that would have found the passage as difficult as the
needleeye to the camel; but our landlord had a very narrow chaise for us,
just the very things for threading those four-feet passages. Now I must
make you hear the moral of it, you fretful little gentleman; when you have a
small estate, you must have small wants, and by contentment suit your
carriage to your road. “Not so easy,” say you; “Very necessary to a
Christian,, I say. — From the Note Book of my Travels. C. H. S.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


JUNE, 1868.


THE GOOD DEACON.


IF late years we have heard a great deal against deacons, and have read
discussions as to their office, evidently suggested by no idolatrous
reverence for their persons. Many of our ministering brethren bitterly rate
them, others tremble at the mention of their very name, and a few put on
their armor and prepare to do battle with them wherever they go, as if they
were the dragons of ministerial life. We ourselves are charged with having
said that “a deacon is worse than a devil, for if you resist the devil he will
flee from you, but if you resist a deacon he will fly at you.” This is no saying
of ours, we never had any cause to speak so severely, and although in some
oases it is undoubtedly true, we have never had any experimental proof of
it. Not one in a hundred of all the sayings fathered upon us are ours at all,
and as to this one it was in vogue before we were born. Our observation of
deacons leads us to observe that, as a rule, they are quite as good men as
the pastors, and the bad and good in the ministry and the deaconate are to
be found in very much the same proportions. If there are lordly deacons,
are their not lordly pastors? If there be ignorant, crotchety men among
deacons, are their not their rivals in our pulpits? The church owes an
immeasurable debt of gratitude to those thousands of godly men who study
her interests day and night, contribute largely of their substance, care for
her poor, cheer her ministers, and in timers of trouble as well as prosperity,
remain faithfully at their posts. Whatever there may be here and there of
mistake, infirmity, and even wrong, we are assured from wide and close
observation, that the greater number of our deacons are an honor to our
faith, and we may style them as the apostle did his brethren, the “glory of
Christ’s,’“ Heaviest censure is occasionally deserved, but affectionate
esteem is usually clue. Deprive the church of her deacons, and she would
be bereaved of her most valiant sons; their loss would be the shaking of the
pillars of our spiritual house, and would cause a desolation on every side.
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Thanks be to God such a ca1amity is not likely to befall us, for the great,
Head of the church in mercy to her, will always raise up a succession of
faithful men, who will use the office well, and earn unto themselves a good
degree and much boldness in the faith. Much ought to be taken into
consideration in estimating the character of men sustaining office in the
church, for many difficulties may be incidental to the position, and this may
mitigate the severity with which we ought to judge the men. Our brethren
in the deacon’s work are not so migratory as our ministers; they are
frequently born to Christ in the churches in which they live and die; they
cannot readily remove when evil days becloud the church, but remain
chained to the our to bear the odium of discontent and the sorrow of
decay. No frequent removal secures for them a renewal of popularity
elsewhere; their whole career for bad or good is remembered by one and
the same constituency, and hence false steps are with great difficulty
retrieved, and awkward disagreements are painfully remembered. With new
ministers come new ways, and men in office, especially elderly men, cannot
so easily learn and unlearn as young and fresh comers might desire; perhaps
cherished methods are crossed, and hallowed ideas overthrown, and this is
not the smallest trial of a good man’s life. We almost think it needs a better
man to make a good deacon than a good minister. We who preach the word
go first, and this pleases human nature; grace is needed to make older,
wealthier, and often wiser men go second and keep their place without
envyings and bickering’s: thousands do this, and are to be honored for it.


We did not, however, take up our pen to eulogize deacons as a class, but
simply to record our own happy experience, believing that one fact is better
than a thousand theories. The deacons of our first village ministry were in
our esteem the excellent of the earth, in whom we took great delight.
Hard-working men on the week-day, they spared no toil for their Lord on
the Sabbath; we loved them sincerely, and do love them still, though
another minister speaks of them with a severity never exceeded. In our idea
they were as nearly the perfection of deacons of a country church as the
kingdom could afford, and we wonder that the present occupant of the
pulpit could have found out faults and vices of which we never saw a trace.
Since our sojourn in London we have seen the burial of the fag-end of a
race of deacons of whom only one survives, beloved and revered by us all.
A fine gentlemanly race, rather stiff and unmanageable, not quite to our
mind, but honorable, respectable, prudent grandees of dissent the last
generation of deacons were; men to be spoken of with reverence in all
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places where holy memories are cherished. Our own growth of brethren are
peculiarly lovable, active, energetic, warm-hearted generous men; but as
we may have to live with them for another quarter of a century, we will
only say of them that we could not exaggerate in speaking of our love to
them as our generous-hearted fellow soldiers and true yoke-fellows. Of the
one beloved father of the older school, who shares in all its excellencies
and none of its grandiose stiffness, we give the best portrait that the best
wood engraver in London could produce. Converted in early youth,
Thomas Olney joined the church at Carter-lane in his youth, and for fifty-
eight years has remained in membership with the same people. For thirty
years he has been a deacon. A dear lover of his departed pastor, Dr.
Rippen, he mourned his decease very deeply, and thought that the glory
was departed. He served the church under depressing changes of the
pastorate, and then gave his heart to us without reserve, with very much of
the juvenile ardor of a young man. He never acted as a drag to the wheels,
or a dead weight to the chariot. His purse was ready, and his heart and
energy forced him with it to the front of the battle. In our great works of
building the Tabernacle, the College, Orphanage, Almhouses, he never
lagged or so much as thought of holding back. Ten thousand blessings be
upon him, and others of the same household, for the Lord’s sake, and for
the sake of the church of God. Flattery be far from us, but truth we must
speak; we wish that every church had several such honorable men. The
poor among us call him blessed, and all of us hold him in our highest
esteem. We speak thus of men generally when they are dead; but it is a
miserable policy which robs the living servant of Jesus of the little love-
word which might have cheered declining years — it is more, it is an
unworthy dishonest)’ which withholds the well-earned need of praise. Paul
was not afraid to commend the living, nor need we be; and Paul never saw
a warmer lover of the church of God than we see in our friend. May his last
days be bright with the dawn of heaven, and as his children and his
children’s children already walk in the truth, may he when gathered to his
fathers amid their tears, be rejoiced over as a shock of corn fully ripe
gathered into the garner. Meanwhile may he enjoy in his own heart an
overflowing anticipation of the “Well done, good and faithful servant,”
which grace reserves for him.
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HONEYWOOD PARK; OR, A STORY OF MY
GRANDFATHER.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE recurrence of the name of a village, a house, or a spot in one’s family
annals, interwoven with its most important events, is curious to observe.
The superstitious imagine that a strange influence upon human destiny may
be connected with peculiar places; we reject their theory, but all the more
wonder at the facts upon which it is based. There is a spot in Essex, the
name of which is as much associated with the life of my grandfather, now
in heaven, as if providence had rooted him to it, and constrained him to live
and die within its bounds. What I am about to write is as nearly as my
recollection served me the story as I had it from himself. I had been
preaching within twenty miles of Stambourne, where the good old man
proclaimed the gospel for about sixty years; and I received a pressing letter
from him, saying, that as he was now eighty-eight years of age, if I did not
drive across country to see him, we might never meet again in this world.
Little did the grandson need urging to so pleasant a duty. Starting early I
arrived the village at eight in the morning, and found the venerable man on
the look-out for his boy. He was remarkably cheerful and communicative,
talking of his tutor at Hackney College, of his early life, his trials and his
deliverances, the good men who had gone before him, and the occasions
upon which he had met them. He then touched on what was evidently a
favorite topic, and remarked that there was formerly a wood in what I
think he called Honeywood Park, which was a very memorable place to
him. In theft wood he had groaned and wept before the Lord while under
the burden of sin, and under a tree, an oak, then only a sapling, he had
received the grace of faith, and entered upon the enjoyment of peace with
God. It was a lonely spot, but henceforth it was to him no other than the
house of God, and the very gate of heaven. Often he resorted thither and
praised the name of the Lord.


Some time after this happy event, having to go from Coggeshall to
Halstead, his route was over the hallowed spot. On the night previous he
dreamed very vividly that the devil appeared to him, and threatened to tear
him in pieces if he dared to go along that footpath and pray under the oak
as he had been wont to do. The evil one reminded him that there was
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another way through the farm yard, and that if he took the farmyard path
all would go well with him. When my grandfather awoke, the impression
on his mind was overpowering, and he reasoned thus with himself:
Whether it be a dream or really a temptation from Satan I cannot tell, but
anyhow I will not yield to it, but will show the devil that I will not do his
bidding in anything, but will defy him to his face. This was the good man
all over. Like Luther he had a vivid impression of the reality and
personality of the great enemy, and was accustomed to make short work
with his suggestions. One day when in the pulpit it came into his head that
the place where the sand was kept for sanding the brick floor of his manse
ought to. be boarded in. His next thought was what business had the devil
to make me think about the sand closet on a Sunday and in the pulpit too,
it shall not be hoarded in at all. I will let him see that he shall not hove his
way with me. But to return to the story, my grandfather, then a young
man, went on cheerily enough till he came to the stile where the two path
diverged, then a horrible fear came upon him, and he felt his heart beat fast.
Suppose he really should meet the archfiend, and should find him too
strong for him, what then? Better take the farmyard path. No, that would
be yielding to Satan, and he would not do that for ten thousand worlds. He
plucked up courage and tremblingly pressed on. The stile was leaped, the
narrow tract through the wood was trodden with resolution mingled with
forebodings. The oak was in sight, the sweat was on his face, the pace was
quickened, a dash was made, and the tree was grasped, but there was no
Satan there. Taking breath a moment, the young man uttered aloud the
exclamation, “Ah, cowardly devil, you threatened to tear me in pieces, and
now you do not dare show your face.” Then followed a fervent prayer and
a song of praise, and the young man was about to go on his way, when his
eye was caught by something shining on the ground. It was a ring, a very
large ring, he told me nearly as large as a curtain ring, and it was solid
gold; how it came there it would be hard to guess. Inquiries were made,
but no claimant ever appeared, and my grandfather had it made into my
grandmother’s wedding ring, in memory of the spot so dear to him. Year
by year he continued to visit the oak tree on the day of his conversion to
pour out his soul. before the Lord. The sapling had spread abroad its
branches, and the man had become the parent of a numerous family, but
the song of gratitude was not forgotten, nor the prayer that he and his
offspring might for ever be the Lord’s; the angels of God, we doubt not,
watched those consecrated seasons with delightful interest.
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To add to the solemnity of the secluded wood, his father, while passing by
the spot, was touched by the hand of God, and suddenly fell dead. He
could then feel even more deeply how awful — in this place! This made the
annual visitations to the tree more deeply impressive, and we believe
beneficial. They would have been continued till my grand father’s last year,
were it not that the hand of modern improvement ruthlessly swept away
tree and wood, and every relic of the past. His last prayer upon the dear
spot was most ludicrously interrupted — as the wood was almost all felled,
he judged by the pathway as nearly as possible where the long-remembered
oak had stood; the place was covered with growing wheat, but he kneeled
down in it and began to bless the name of the Lord, when suddenly he
heard a rough voice from over the hedge crying out, “Master, there be a
creazy man a saying his prayers down in the wheat over thay’re.” This
startled the suppliant and made him beat a hasty retreat. Jacob must wrestle
somewhere else; the man of God looked at the spot and went his way, but
in spirit he still raised an altar in that Bethel, and praised the God of his
salvation. He has gone to his rest after having fought a good fight, but the
prayers of Honeywood Park are blessing his children and his children’s
children, to the third generation at this very hour. To them and all the
world his testimony is,” Resist the devil, and he will flee from you,” and
equally does he instruct us to “Bless the Lord and forget not all his
benefits.” It were well if all of us were as decided to overcome temptation,
let it come as it may. To indulge in that which may even seem to be sin is
evil — to strive against its very appearance is safety. Forgive, gentle
reader, the egotism which made me think this odd story might have an
interest beyond my own family-circle; it is no small pleasure to remember
such a grandsire, and to recall an incident in his life is pardonable.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


JULY, 1868.


AN AFTERNOON IN A BLIND SCHOOL.


AT the corner of one of the most important thoroughfares in a densely
crowded part of South London, in what still bears the name of St.
George’s Fields, is a range of gray buildings erected in the most
unpicturesque style of Gothic architecture. At the corner is a small shop, in
the windows of which may be seen displayed a variety of door mats and
rugs, of varied sizes, combinations, and prices. There are also ropes and
brushes, baskets for trinkets, and bassinets for living toys. Into this shop
we enter, .and beg the favor of a “tour of inspection” through the
establishment. This application is most cordially acceded to; and
accompanied by an intelligent and courteous assistant we are introduced
into the Institution at once. The building, which stretches over nearly two
acres of land, which has probably doubled its value since it was purchased
for the Blind School, is divided into two distinct wings. One wing is
entirely used for the males, and the other for females. Whether out of that
high chivalrous consideration that still gives the sex the preference in
attentions, or from the more sordid motive of convenience, we decline to
say, we first enter the wing for the gentler sex. In a long, pleasant, well
lighted, admirably ventilated and beautifully clean room we meet with a
number of blind girls, of various sizes and ages. Some are engaged at
needle-work, others are walking to and fro with steady steps and slow,
conversing confidentially and earnestly: while some are seated at forms
writing. Writing. did we say? Well, it seemed to us a queer method. We
had heard of writing with broom sticks — have some dismal recollection of
some such, by no means playful effort at sarcasm by our pedagogue in
years gone by. But this was to us quite a new idea. The slate is a board
about fourteen inches long, by eight wide, covered on one side with a thick
layer of flannel or velvet, and the other of a plain flame-work of horizontal
bars about half an inch apart; the two, it appears, being connected by
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hinges which join them together as a slip of leather does the two covers of
a book. The writing paper is placed between the two boards, and the girl
takes a peg or pin, which pressed on the paper pricks a letter, just as
children prick a pattern in paper, save that each peg pricks one letter. The
operation somewhat resembles setting up type, and all the “writing” is in
Roman capital letters. Of course, the process is a slow one; but the
document is precious to the poor heart far away that beats with affection at
the sight of her child’s epistle. What gratitude the sight of every printed
page and written sheet should raise in our minds, for truly it .is a pleasant
thing to behold the sun, and no inventions can fully recompense the blind
for the toss of the sweet light.


It is holiday afternoon with the girls, so we do not see them at work, but
we see the tools they use, and have the modus operandi explained to us.
Well, we shall not describe it all, for that would be difficult, and feminine
accomplishments are beyond the descriptive powers of man. So we pass
into the male wing. The first large lofty room is devoted to basket-making.
Ranged .on each side of this long apartment are a number of boys and men,
all blind, save the two teachers; some are kneeling, some bending over
unfinished baskets, others seated tailor-fashion, and a few are conveying
osiers on then’ backs across the room, depositing them with the utmost
precision in the very spot where they are required; while one or two are
lounging and conversing pretty loudly with each other. Indeed, one
noteworthy feature of the whole arrangements is that conversation is
unchecked. In every room there is a hum of voices, tune-whistling, or
beating the work with a bar of iron. It is a scene of noisy life. But there is
not a single unhappy face; everyone, even the most silent, is cheerful. “It
would be a pity,” remarked our guide, “to keep them quiet: it would
irritate them beyond measure.” And looking at those sightless eyeballs,
who could not admire the elasticity of the society’s rule? Let them chat,
and sing, and shout, since the gratification of seeing, one of God’s greatest
boons, is denied to them! Gentleness towards all sufferers is a pressing
Christian duty. There is enough of sorrow without our adding to it by hard
restrictions or thoughtless neglects.


Our inquiries of our guide were spoken in a whisper. We knew how
sensitive the blind were with reference to their affliction. Some years ago,
we were in the company of a blind person, for days together, without
mentioning, or indicating by remote reference, her blindness; and what we
frequently observed was the singular way in which her affliction was
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ignored by herself. Like most blind persons, if they understand anything,
they observe, “I see it.” “I have looked at it;” and their mental vision is
certainly wonderful. We were glad, therefore, to notice, on our leaving the
place, a printed card, requesting visitors not to put questions to the inmates
directly referring to their unfortunate deprivation. Of course we obeyed the
rule. A slight reference to the matter has often made them unhappy and
despondent for hours. In answer to a question, as to how far the blindness
of the boys and men was partial or total, we were told that no one was
admitted into the school who could distinguish objects by the sight. ‘ They
could tell, most of them, the difference between light and darkness, and
their perceptions were acute. They know a stranger’s walk, although they
are not always able to keep clear of his path. Sometimes in parading the
room, they will come across a form somewhat disagreeably; but, then,
experience, as in other cases, teaches most persons wisdom; and the same
instinct that guides a burnt child to dread the fire, makes these blind boys
and girls careful not to knock themselves unnecessarily against objects
harder than themselves. The chaplain of the school, whose interesting book
on the blind was quoted in our previous paper,* very truly observes, “The
blind boy educates his senses of touch and hearing into a state of exceeding
acuteness, till they almost begin to atone to him for that which is denied,
though, after all, they cannot do for him what a single ray of vision would
do by one swift glance. ‘ It’s a long time before you learn to be blind,’ said
a shrewd old blind woman.’“ Some learn it more perfectly than others. A
blind woman in a strange house will soon learn the whereabouts of every
domestic appointment. There was a blind bell-ringer in Dumfries, who,
early every motoring, visited the belfry, tripping up the stone steps as
nimbly as if possessed of the keenest sight, and rarely missed the key-hole
at the firs; trial. An old story is told of a blind messenger, a canny Scot, at
Edinburgh, by Mr. Anderson. He says: “I had occasion to send out one of
two blind men with a mattress; I gave him the bill with it, that he might
receive payment; but, to my surprise, he returned with the account and the
mattress too. ‘I’ve brought back baith, ye see, sir,’ said he. ‘How so?’ *
Indeed, sir, I didna’ like to leave it yonder, else I’m sure we wad ne’er see
the siller; there’s nae a stick of furniture within the door.’ ‘How do you
come to know that? O sir, twa taps on the floor wi’ my stick soon tell’t me
that.’“ It was a shrewd guess.


One of the young men, conversing by the side of another blind man,
engaged at basket-work, was pointed out to us as a remarkable instance of
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the powers of memory. This man, we were informed, was gifted with a
most wonderfully retentive memory. Some time ago, charmed with
Milton’s noble poem, “Paradise Lost,” he had it read over to him, a few
lines at a time, and learnt the whole of the poem in fewer hours than any
ordinary person like ourselves would require to commit to memory one of
the twelve books into which it is divided. He has also managed to learn the
whole of the hundred and fifty Prayer-book Psalms, and a large number of
metrical psalms and hymns, as well as a considerable number of modern
poems. Everything seems fish that comes to the net of his memory. “What,
this man, whose name is Daniel Brown, has achieved,” remarks the
chaplain, “may, to a certain extent, be done, and is done, by his fellow
sufferers elsewhere. It must be remembered, too, that the blind youth is
compelled to derive nearly all his knowledge from books that are read to
him (his embossed books being very. few in number, very expensive, and
almost entirely on religious subjects). While his friend reads, he listens
most intently: he is now all ear; not a word, not a syllable, escapes him. He
cuts off every channel of communication with the outer world, and opens
but the one inlet to the wave of sound. Much depends, of course, on the
fluency and distinctness of his teacher, but far more on his own habit of
fixed and undivided attention. Here, in the mere task of learning by heart,
he bas to listen acutely and patiently to all — even to every word — and
this by dint of practice becomes comparatively easy.”


A very large number of the blind inmates know most of the Psalms. Indeed,
so well do they commit the word of God to memory, that the chaplain
would be readily detected in any misquotation: and while we are on this
point, we may add, that to attempt to teach such shrewd intellects, which
are so well trained, and are always ready to detect a blunder, a man must
have no small acquaintance with the subjects on which he speaks, and a
facility of expression, combined with literal accuracy. Such men are not to
be put off with a merely superficial teacher. “They know how to reason,”
said my guide,” and they can reason most logically;” and so prodigious is
their memory, that they never require to be told twice; figures seem to
enter their heads, and find a permanent lodging there without the smallest
difficulty. We heard our guide give orders as to the precise breadth and
length of some various sized baskets that were to be made, and the figures
were at once received into the memory. “You have to be careful what you
say before them,” he shrewdly observed to us; “and especially when you
promise them anything, they will never forget it, nor forget to remind you
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that they still remember it. This sometimes may place you in awkward
fixes.”


We have not chosen to interrupt any description of the various industrial
handicrafts in which the blind were engaged on the afternoon of our visit.
One employment much interested us, and deserves a notice. Seated on a
high stool, a blind weaver was working, with an ordinary loom, a colored
rug. One’s first question is, naturally enough, How can he discern the
colors? There is a popular idea abroad, that a keen-witted and sensitive
blind person has the power of detecting’ colors by the touch; but this
notion is against the experience of all who know anything of the blind, and
is disbelieved by the blind themselves. The blind weaver at the loom
informed us frankly, that he knew the difference of color only in two wax’s
— by a difference in substance, or because the red and maroon were each
put in a certain place, which he remembered. One of the colored wools was
stiffer than the other, and so he knew that was red wool. That was the only
method by which he could distinguish them. Colors, too, are sometimes
distinguished by their being placed to the tongue.


We also saw some brush-making, and it was interesting to observe how
perfectly every brush was turned out of hand. Of course there is, in each
department, a seeing man, who finishes off when necessary, and always
inspects all the goods. Ascending a flight of steps, we entered the chapel.
The religious services conducted here are according to the forms and
usages of the Episcopal church. Some few of the inmates are Dissenters;
two boys, indeed, are members of Mr. Spurgeon’s church, and are always
permitted to worship at the Tabernacle; but the Institution belongs, as far
as a benevolent institution can be said to belong, to the “Church of
England.” The chapel is a neat, simple affair, with a plain reading desk, and
but for the organ, and, if we remember rightly, a useless table of
commandments, etc.; it might be taken for a mission-room. At this organ, a
blind man was playing a per, ion of Handel’s famous undying oratorio, “the
Messiah;” and never did we hear the Hallelujah Chorus rendered more
perfectly. Blind people, all the world over, seem to have a distinguishing
passion for music. Few attain great eminence in this art, but few who are
educated to it, and have a quick ear for sounds, fail to gain ordinary
success. “Music,” a blind tramper, once observed, “is our only enjoyment;
we all likes it.” Music, indeed, supplies to the blind the place of light;
consequently it forms no insignificant portion of the teaching at the Blind
School. They frequently give public concerts, to which the friends of the
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institution are invited. There is a large blind choir; and sacred music, vocal
and instrumental, of the highest class, is performed by the choristers. The
chaplain complains, however, that few churchwardens and trustees, in want
of an organist, care about employing a blind man; “and in no[a few eases,
though his love for it still continues deep and unbroken as ever, once
outside the school gates, his practical acquaintance with good music is
over; or, possibly, limited to such wooden strains as can be pomaded out of
some excruciating instrument which Mozart himself could not make
endurable.” Still, there are many blind organists scattered throughout the
country, and their services are, in many eases, preferred to those who have
the girl of sight, but less passion for music.


We cannot conclude our somewhat rambling sketch of some few things we
saw in this commodious institution, without expressing our indebtedness to
our guide, Mr. Midwinter, and the pleasure which we felt in witnessing the
comfortable home in which one hundred and sixty inmates are placed.
Nothing could exceed the neatness and simplicity, of the arrangements. For
cleanliness, the building would have done credit to the most scrupulous
Quaker, whose hatred of a spot is proverbial. The dormitories were
excessively clean; and we may add, that at the head of each bed a portion
of the Scriptures was placed. At an early hour of the morning, as soon as
they are awake, the Word is read individually at pleasure. And he who has
habituated himself to reading the Scriptures in early morn will have
understood the freshness which belongs to them in a way that others can
never know. No wonder that the pupils should be young Timothys. We
were pleased to observe a shop, opened for out-dour workers, chiefly old
pupils of good character; where they obtain decent and fairly remunerative
employment. Still, how to find such labor for the blind is one of the most
difficult problems which have been presented to the philanthropist’s mind.
To our mind, the blind schools only meet the difficulty up to a certain
point. We are inclined to believe that a vast majority of blind persons will
always be comprehended within the divine Master’s legacy to his church —
“The poor you have with you always.” The following paragraph from the
last report of the Society, refers in very modest terms to the good done by
the School for the Indigent Blind:—


“It is a cause of great satisfaction that a very large majority of those
pupils who have left us during the last few years are now working
steadily at their trades, and doing what they can, though it may not
be much, towards their own support. It must not be forgotten that
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it is far better for a blind girl or youth, to earn a shilling or even
sixpence per week, than to do nothing. Idleness is a positive curse,
and always bears a bitter harvest; and if the poorer class of blind
can be taught to believe this, and to put their belief into practice,
the gain to themselves will be a great one.


“The Committee will have done a great and lasting good if only’
they succeed in teaching a large number of blind persons, for the
most part ignorant and indigent, habits of patience, care, and
industry to prefer work to idleness; to be anxious to do what they
can, be it ever so little, to avoid becoming a burden to their friends;
to be cleanly and well-behaved, faithful and honest; to read their
Bibles with some understanding of their duty to God and to man.
And this much the Committee can most fully claim to be doing.


“The harvest may not be so abundant as they could wish, but it is a
harvest of the right kind, and, by God’s blessing, well worth the
reaping.”


RIZPAH.


“And Rizpah the daughter of Aiah took sackcloth, and spread it for
her upon the rock, from the beginning of harvest until water
dropped upon them out of heaven, and suffered neither the birds of
the air to rest on them by day, nor the beasts of the field by night.”
— 2 Samuel 21:10.


YOU must read the whole story, or the text will be a fragment without
meaning. When the tribes entered Palestine, the Gibeonites with their old
shoes and clonted deceived then,, and Israel made a covenant with them
that they should not be destroyed with the inhabitants of the land. Although
that oath had been obtained by craft, yet it held good, for the Lord would
have his people men of honor. The Gibeonites were therefore spared, but
justly adjudged to be hewers of wood and drawers of water all their days.
No one appears to have injured the Gibeonites till Saul became king, and
then the very man who spared the Amalekites, whom God had bidden him
destroy, fell remorselessly upon the unoffending Gibeonites, who were
under the protection of a solemn compact. To that unhappy race Saul and
his family were known as “a bloody house.” In the days of David, some
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years after, a great famine came upon the land, and David was divinely
informed that this visitation was sent from God as a punishment on account
of the wrong done to the Gibeonites. The Gibeonites were brought before
the king; they were asked what atonement they would accept for their
former wrongs, and they replied that they would accept neither gold nor
silver, nor did they wish any one to be put, to death except the children of
the guilty person, but they demanded that seven persons of the house of
Saul should be given to them, that they might hang them upon as many
trees, on an elevated spot near what was once Saul’s palace at Gibeah.
Accordingly seven persons were surrendered to their vengeance, and
among them the three children of Rizpah, the heroine of the text. Those
seven persons were first hanged, and then, though the Jewish law
commanded that a person who was hanged should be buried at the going
down of the sun, this was a case beyond and out of the law, and therefore
the bodies remained upon the trees month after month, just as the criminals
in the much vaunted good old times among ourselves were suspended in
chains, and left to rot in the face of the sun. The seven corpses were thus
uplifted as a dreadful memorial of the justice of God, and the vengeance of
Gibeon for the broken covenant.


This woman Rizpah, though a word is used in connection with her which is
full of shame, for she was but Saul’s “concubine,” was yet a woman of
noble spirit, for when she found her three sons thus put to death, she took
sackcloth, making a little tent of it on the brow of the hill, just underneath
the seven gallows-trees, and there she watched all through the burning
summer, and the fierce autumn heats, till the Lord’s mercy sent the rain to
cool the sun-burnt earth. The carrion birds came to feed upon the corpses,
but she chased them away with her wild shrieks and cries; and when the
jackals and the bears came by night, she, as if she were some fabled
destroyer of dragons, and not a poor timid woman. drove them all away.
Neither by night nor by day did she cease from her dreadful task of love
until at last, when the scant harvest was sorrowfully housed, the Lord
accepted the atonement made, and made the blessed rain to drop from
heaven — the rain which had been withheld so long because sin had bound
up the bottles of heaven. Until it was clear that God’s wrath was removed,
Rizpah stood to her po-t, protecting as best she could the unburied relics of
those who were so dear to her. It is a ghastly picture. It is worthy of the
pencil of Gustave Dore, or some artist with a grimmer pencil: the seven
corpses hanging up in the pale moonbeams; the wolf howling at the
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woman’s feet, and the gray-haired mother all alone (for she must have been
of great age), battling with the beasts and birds, out of love, unconquerable
love to her dear children. We cannot paint, but we can meditate, and it
maybe we shall be the better for the lessons which Rizpah shall teach us.


We are led to reflect upon THE TENDER LOVE WHICH WE SHOULD HAVE


TOWARDS OUR CHILDREN, AND HOW THAT LOVE SHOULD MANIFEST


ITSELF.


This woman protected her offspring even after they were dead; she would
not suffer their remains to be mutilated by ravenous birds and beasts; much
more should we watch with anxious tenderness over our children while yet
they live. Their bodies are not exposed to any devouring monster, but their
souls are. There is one who goeth about like a roaring lion seeking whom
he may devour, and when a little of the good seed of truth is sown in those
young hearts, birds of the air hasten to devour it. O parents, how should
you guard your children against temptation! How should you seek to
strengthen them for the battle of life into which they must so soon be
thrust! By your prayers, and your teaching, and your example, should you
endeavor to the utmost to preserve them from the paths of the destroyer,
so that if they perish their blood may not be upon their parents’ skirts, but
the rather may the promise be fulfilled to you, “Believe in the Lord Jesus
Christ, and thou shalt be saved and thy house.”


I am afraid we do not all feel the responsibility of parents as we should do.
Who amongst; us can say, “I am quite clear as to the bringing up of my
sons and daughters”? May you never live to see them become your curse!
May you never nourish in your bosom the viper that shall sting you! If you
lead them to the throne of grace, if you put their little hands upon the horns
of the all. at of the atonement, if’ it be your earnest endeavor to train them
up in the fear of God, and to dedicate them while they are yet children to
the cause of Christ, you may expect with all confidence that when they are
old they shall not depart frown the way in which you have trained them up;
nay, they shall succeed you in the ways of truth, and instead of the fathers
shall be the children.


I am very thankful that our heavenly Father has saved so many of the
children of this church. We rejoice that


“Many dear children are gathering here,
For of such is the kingdom of heaven.”
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May the Lord plant in his garden many more of those sweet flowers whose
buds and blossoms he loves so well. Ah, mothers! you have not to keep a
mournful vigil beneath your sons hanging upon the tree: do not grow
weary, then, when you are called diligently to watch against your children’s
follies and failings. Have patience with them! Have compassion for them!
What a mercy it is that they are yours! Notwithstanding the trouble they
cost you, you would not for all the world lose the prattle of their little
tongues, and the music of their merry feet; and as you remember — for
perhaps you have already experienced it — how briny are those tears
which fall upon little coffin-lids, thank God that you are indulged with the
trouble of bringing up your babes; bless God that you have so sweet a
weariness as that of caring for their souls. That lesson needs but a hint, for
sanctified nature teaches us this.


There are points in Rizpah’s case worthy of the Christian’s imitation. Her
case, in certain aspects, runs parallel with our own. She sat. beneath the
gibbet, and we watch beneath the cross: she guarded her slain sons. we
who love the Lord Jesus defend him from his foes.


NOTICE THIS WOMAN IN THE CONSTANCY OF HER WATCHING.


As, in my solitude, I read of Rizpah’s watchfulness, I felt ashamed of
myself — so thoroughly ashamed that I thought I heard my Master say to
me, “What, could ye not watch with me one hour?” Here is a woman who
watches with the dead, not one hour, nor one day, but weeks and mouths,
while we are so unspiritual and so carnal that a little watching with our
Lord soon tires us out! Even when we draw near to the Master’s table our
thoughts wander. When our minds should concentrate all their faculties
upon the one topic of the well beloved’s flowing wounds and purple sweat,
his bleeding head, and hands, and feet, our imaginations wickedly ramble
abroad, and we cease to keep watch with Jesus; yet here is Rizpah, with
undivided heart, faithful to her charge from month to month.


This sorrowful mother’s watch was a very ghastly one. Marvellous must have
been her courage and affection. Few women could have endured the
dreadful scene, especially at night. Think of it — a lone woman with those
seven corpses swinging in the breeze! Brave hearts, would ye be quite so
bold in such a case? Every time they creaked to and fro, or the wolf
howled, or the owl hooted from the ruined palace, we should have started
and been ready to take to our heels; but there she sat watching, sleeplessly
watching, mournfully watching, on, on, oil, while the stars and the sun kept
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guard by turns in heaven! None relieved her at cock-crowing, or took her
place at sundown; her ratch was ceaseless and unbroken. Ah, grim and
ghastly spectacle for a tender woman’s eye! How different is our watch at
the foot of the cross! for there is nothing ghastly there. If’ you had ever
seen a sickening picture of Christ upon the cross, you have turned away
with abhorrence, for the crucified Savior is never a hideous though ever a
saddening sight. In riding through the Tyrol, I saw a long succession of
horrible images of our Lord by the roadside, and I felt as if I could fain get
out of the carriage and break them all in godly indignation. My conceptions
of Christ on his cross bring before me a very painful and awe-inspiring’
scene, but still there is nothing of the hideous and the ghastly there. No, the
sight was such that angels, amazed and astounded, might have lingered
long and gazed admiringly —


“See from his head, his hands, his feet,
Sorrow and love flow mingled down!
Did e’er such love and sorrow meet,


Or thorns compose so rich a crown!”


The fair lily of the valley on the cross became red as the rose of Sharon,
but his loveliness was all unmarred. No awful tremor and dread seize our
souls beneath the tree of Calvary, but rather


“Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,
Which before the cross 1 spend.”


Though Jesus sighs, and cries, and gasps, and dies, yet is the sight
delightful to the humbled heart as it reads there the jubilee, the mercy, the
love, the pity of the bleeding’ Sou of God.


Poor Rizpah’s watch again was a most miserable one.


She lodged upon the hare rock; her sackcloth was but a scant and wretched
shelter, but it was all the protection she had from the heavy night dews or
the burning sunbeams. But see where we sit at the foot of Jesus’ cross! we
are housed in a pavilion of divine love, fairer than the silken curtains of
Solomon. Look up, ye lovers of Christ, and see the purple canopy of the
atonement which covers you from the night dews of worldly sorrow, and
from the fierce heats of almighty justice. None dwell so royally as those
who abide hard by the cross. Though as to our human surroundings, we
may dwell in the black tents of Kedar, when we approach the Crucified
One, we are introduced to the ivory palaces, wherein our garments are
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made to smell of aloes and cassia. Let me invite you, then, to come to the
foot of the cross, because your vigil will be so much more blessed than that
which Rizpah kept. The vision of Calvary is fair, the suffering person is
divinely attractive, and even his death surpassingly lovely. Come ye, then,
and watch, and wonder, and adore.


Emulate Rizpah’s watching, emulate it in this, that she was an abiding
watcher. She did not watch for some few minutes, and then depart, but she
made her abode beneath the gallows. She meant to live there till those
bodies should be taken down. “Abide in me,” saith Christ, “and I in you,”
but ahs! we flit and fir from bough to bough, inconstant in our communion
with our best friend, We are too much like the bird we read of in the old
Saxon story. When the first missionary was preaching in the royal hall, he
told of the peace which the gospel brings to sinners, and the rest which
souls find in Jesus. After his sermon, an ancient chieftain spake his mind,
and compared himself and his countrymen in their unrest to the bird which
just then, attracted by the light, flew into the bright hall through the open
window, flitted through the warmth and light, and passed out again into the
darkness and the cold by a window on the other side of the banqueting hall.
The simile might well apply to our transient fellowship; we have brief
communings and then away we pass into worldliness and indifference. Oh,
would it not be blessed if we could abide with Jesus for ever, building our
nest in his palace! How heavenly our life if we could walk with him, as
Enoch did, in our business, in our families, in all places and at all hours! If
instead of now and then climbing the sunny peak of fellowship, and
standing near to heaven, and conversing with the Son of God, we could for
ever dwell in the heavenly places in Christ Jesus, how much more noble a
life to lead! Imitate Rizpah, the daughter of Aiah, in her abiding
unmovingly near her beloved ones — abide with Jesus evermore.


Emulate Rizpah again, and like her make your WATCH A LOVING ONE. If
any compassionate traveler had saluted her, he might have said, “Woman
with the gray hair, have pity on thyself, and go thy way! Why tarries; thou
here alone, on the bleak side of Gibeah’s hill? Why lingerest thou amidst
these putrid corpses, which pollute the air? Go, unhappy woman, where
there are friends to shelter thee! The night-dews will chill thy marrow, and
the fierce sun will parch thy soul; have pity on thyself, and leave the dead,
lest thou too soon be one of them. Go home to kinsfolk, who will comfort
thee! there are still some left that love thee. The fame of thy deed of love,
hath;win thee hearts that will yield respectful homage to thy grief’s. Go
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home, thou venerable woman; though like Naomi, thou shouldst say, ‘ Call
me Mara! Tot the Almighty hath dealt bitterly with me; go thy way, and
peace be with thee.’“ Do you not hear her firm reply, “I will not; by the
love of God, I will not leave them! for they are my children, my children —
the offspring of my bowels. Wherefore bid me leave them? Shall you
vultures tear their flesh, which is my flesh as much as theirs. Stroll the grim
wolf devour those who once lay on this bosom? Wherefore bid me go? Ye
see nothing but ghastliness there, but I see myself in my children yonder.
Would God I had died for them; that I had died for them, and given up this
wrinkled form, that their young lives might, have been spared to them! I
cannot and I will not]cave them. Till the soft bosom of their mother earth
shall give them shelter, their mother’s hand shall defend them.” O love,
what canst thou not do? Beloved of the Lord, love is the great force which
will keep you dose to Jesus. lf you love him with a deep, passionate love,
you will abide with him. If the mere love of nature could keep a woman
watching thus, what ought the love of grace to do? for grace should
conquer nature, and gratitude, for countless blessings, should create in us a
love more deep and impetuous than the love of women — a love which
many waters cannot quench, and which the floods cannot drown.


Admire the great love of this afflicted woman; admire her affectionate
constancy, and pray for such love to Jesus, that you may resolve and keep
the resolution, “I will not leave my Savior: I will hold him and will not let
him go. Neither life nor death shall divide me from him.”


“Love and grief my heart dividing,
With my tears his feet I’ll bathe;
Constant still in faith abiding.
Life deriving from his death.”


We will now shift, the kaleidoscope a little, and view the matter from
another point. As we have commended to you this woman Rizpah in the
constancy of her watching, so we now exhort you to imitate her in THE


ZEAL WITH WHICH SHE GUARDED HER CHILDREN.


As we have already observed, all the day long she chased away the carrion
crows, the kites, and vultures, and eagles — no small employment that! —
and when the night set in, and fierce eyes glared from the thickets on the
hillside, and the bark of the jackal and the howl of the wolf were heard,
there still was she to be seen, valiant as a man of war, chasing-away, with
lamentable cries, the beasts flint fain would have given her children a living
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grave. That woman’s love was grand! No classic legend ever stood out
more sublimely! I do not believe a man could have loved so much. A man
might have taken down the corpses, and by a desperate deed of courage
have buried them, in defiance of God and man; but only a woman could
have bowed to the stem decree and then have kept up that long night-and-
day watch for the protection of the bones of her children. I pray that each
one of us may guard our blessed Lord against the attacks, the slanders, and
blasphemies, and heresies of his enemies. Jesus reigns in our hearts; let us
expel from our spirits those foul thoughts which seek a lodging there. Do
you tell me that you have none? Oh, if you speak the truth I envy you!
What would I give if I could be rid of every foul and offensive thought!
But alas! they seem to abound within my heart like midges in the evening’s
sunbeams. They fly as a cloud, and who can chase them away! The sins
which we hate the most we are often the most temtped to, and the
mischief’s which we would avoid most anxiously thrust themselves upon us
as though they would take our hearts by storm. Watch, then, Christian,
watch, watch, watch. “What I say unto you I say unto all — Watch.” Let
no foul bird enter your soul to pollute the temple of the Holy Ghost, and
destroy your fellowship with Jesus. What do I see? I spoke of wolves just
now. Ah! wolfish passions would fain roam in our souls and rend our love
to Jesus. Do you never find yourselves near the wolves in your business? I
know you do, for I do in mine, and mine, methinks, is more sacred work
than yours, yet temptation’s wolves howl in my study, and in the
Tabernacle, and in the vestries; they waylay me everywhere. Oh, watch
against the attacks of sin! You who are professors of Christ, I beseech you
guard carefully your lives. Give up your profession or else sustain it
honorably. My brethren and sisters, I speak the truth in God, I lie not; my
conscience also bearing me witness in the Holy Ghost, that I would fain go
down upon my knees to you, and say to you, “If you do not mean to be
holy, leave off your profession, do not bring dishonor upon my Master’s
name. Why should you? What harm has he done you? Oh! if you must be
lost, why add to all your other sins that of hypocrisy? If you must be
Satan’s servant, are there no other ways of doing him a turn except by
playing the Judas? Keep out of your hearts, by the Spirit’s power,
everything that would dishonor Christ. I pray you, by the blood of Jesus,
chase away the beasts of prey. Whether they come by night or day, do not
suffer them to form their lairs within your affections. Jesus deserves to be
adored, no; to be dishonored, He deserves that we should live and die for
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him, not that we should put him to Glen shame, and wound him in the
house of his friends.”


Guard your Savior, my brethren, by your holy lives. Beloved friends, we
cannot protect our Lord from the blasphemies and injuries which are done
him by the world. I wish we could; but there is one thing we can do, we
can weep over the dishonor done him, and there is a wonderful power in
tears as a guard to our Master’s honor. I cannot stop thy wicked tongue,
but I can pray for thee. I cannot prevent thy blasphemy, but my heart shall
break because thou wilt blaspheme. I cannot keep thee back, O woman,
from giving thyself up to sin; I cannot hold thee back, O man, from bowing
before that demon-god, the drink; but I can plead with God on thy behalf,
and I can vex my soul because of thy sin. Should not this be the daily
occupation of a lover of Immanuel, to keep men back from grieving the
Lord; and then, to weep and mourn for the unkindness shown to the Lord
of love by those who will not be persuaded to better things? O ye soldiers
of the cross, be brave in the day of battle to speak a word }’or Christ in the
blasphemer’s teeth. Never hesitate to censure sin, even in the greatest or
the proudest of the land. Speak the truth, and fear not. Publish the gospel,
and be not afraid. in the midst of the adversaries of Christ lift high the
banner of the cross, and defy all the hosts of hell to tear it down. But when
ye can do no more, and the malignity of human depravity prevents your
staying the hand of man from attacking the crucified One, then sit ye down,
and wash his feet with tears, and wipe them with the hairs of your head,
and in this way prove how, like Rizpah, ye would guard your Lord even to
the death.


Finally, WE COMMEND TO YOU THIS REMARKABLE WOMAN AS AN


INSTANCE OF PATIENCE IN SUFFERING.


Out of love to those slain children of hers, she bore the heat of the sun, and
all the inconveniences of the situation, until the rain dropped from heaven.
Oh! what ought we not to suffer for cur Lord! I feel as though I could
blush scarlet that! should have to say a word to any of you about suffering
for Christ, because what is it. what is it that we have to suffer? Pshaw! It is
not to be talked of! Those were sufferings when women like Blandina were
set in the red hot chair, or enveloped in a net, and tossed upon the horns of
bulls. Those were sufferings when they scraped the flesh from off the
martyrs’ bones. Those were sufferings when every bone was dislocated,
and every sinew stretched upon the rack; or when, like the martyrs at
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Smithfield, men stood upon the burning fagot till each finger blazed like a
candle, and vet shouted, “None but Christ.” Yes, those were tribulations
indeed! But we are poor feather-bed soldiers. We have comparatively
nothing to endure, and yet, young man, last week you were ashamed to
own that you are a Christian because — yes, because they chaffed you in
the shop! And you, young woman, blushed to own that you had avowed
your Lord in the despised ordinance of baptism when your friends were
jeering you. O men and women, how little is your faith! And vet my Master
is not angry with you. You little ones, he will comfort you, and strengthen
you, and give you more faith, but still do you not feel ashamed to think you
should ever have been ashamed of him?


Many of you are working in the Ragged-school, others in the Sunday-
school. You are trying to do good in different ways, but you are growing
weary of well doing. At this hem’, ye drooping ones, remember Rizpah,
and continue in all the inconveniences of the work, since you do it unto the
Lord, and not unto men. My brother minister, you who have been
disappointed in your work, and are ready to give it up, and shun the
arduous labor of ministry, hear thou the Word of the Lord. Wilt then play
the Jonah? if so, thou mayst be east overboard and find no whale! Go back
to thy work, hasten at once to Nineveh. Behold how Rizpah suffered for
her dead children’s sake. and take heed that thou learn to endure as seeing
him who is invisible. Brethren, if all the world at once should point the
finger of seem at us, if all the devils in hell should hiss at us from their
mouths of flame, if God himself for awhile should hide success from us, yet
for the wounds of Christ, and for the bloody sweat, and for the precious
death of Jesus, we ought still to press on in service and in sacrifice, since
Jesus’ sacrifice deserves of us all we are, and more than all; deserves our
whole being in its most intensely energetic condition; deserves us evermore
toiling at the utmost possibility of diligence, or suffering at the highest
imaginable degree of resignation. O come, ye lovers of my Master, come to
his cross, and ask him to nail you there, to crucify you with himself. Ask
him that he would make your hearts wholly his. Ask to be consecrated,
spirit, soul, and body, and henceforth to reckon yourselves not your own,
but bought, with a price.


O Holy Spirit, press these truths upon thy people’s hearts, and help them to
watch and worship, to watch and suffer, to watch and serve with Jesus, till
the rain shall drop from heaven, and thou shalt take them up to dwell with
thyself, where they shall see the despised One exalted, the crucified One
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enthroned, and the buried One for ever living, King of kings, and Lord of
Lords.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


AUGUST, 1868.


BETWEEN TWO.


“And they came unto the brook of Eshcol, and cut down from
thence a branch with Free cluster of grapes, and they bare it
between two upon a staff.” — Numbers 13:23.


The cluster of Eshcol is famous among fruits of the earth. Divines have
delighted to find in it a symbol of those superlative delights which afford to
believers on earth a foretaste of their future bliss. Our readers do not need
to traverse that well-worn path, nor did we take up our pen to write of
that; “earnest of the Spirit” which is the pledge of the rest of heaven. The
carrying of the notable cluster between two is the one point which has
caught our eye and set our mind in motion. Why was I carried on a staff in
that fashion? Surely not principally because of its weight, for the hugest
bunch of grapes imaginable would be an easy burden for a man. Was it no;
to preserve the beauty, freshness, and bloom of the luxuriant cluster that
the spies rims bore it to the camp? One bearer alone could not have kept
the luscious fruit uncrushed and unbruised, but two with a little care
carried it in safety. Among all;he proofs of Canaan’s plenty, none was more
overwhelming than the cluster which two must bear between them; reader,
among the joys of believers, none are more sweet that those which require
Christian fellowship to develop them.


How sweet it is when friend with friend
In holy fellowship can walk!


When thoughts and sympathies may blend,
And hearts be open as their talk!
Such will the preparation prove


For lasting fellowship above.


The joy which we gratefully tell to another is doubled to ourselves and
preserved far longer in the soul. The prayer in which two agree is prevalent
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beyond and above all solitary devotion, for it hath a special promise of a
sure result. The praise which streams from brotherly hearts and voices,
each helping to swell the strain, has the richness of the first ripe knit about
it. To forsake the assembling of ourselves together would involve the loss
of one of the dearest Christian privileges, for the worship of the church
below is the vestibule of the adoration of heaven. If ever heaven comes
down to earth it is in the communion of saints. Our Lord’s table is
oftentimes glory anticipated. The prayer meeting often seems to be held
close to Jerusalem’s city wall; it stands in a sort of border land between the
celestial and the terrestrial; it is a house and yet a gate, fruition and
expectation in one, the ‘house of God and the very gate of heaven. Church-
fellowship is meant by our Lord Jesus to be the table upon which the
daintiest meats of the banquet of grace are served up; those who neglect it
crush their grapes for want of a friend to help them carry the cluster.


Are there none among us whose solitude is a solemn injury to their joys?
Might not many a downcast one take good heart if he would but associate
with a Christian companion? Friendship might prove like a David’s harp to
cheer away the despondency of a soul distressed. Hearts would burn with
fire of joy if disciples would commune together by the way. Holy
intercourse is the. soul-enriching trade which wise believers carry on to
their lasting benefit. In Paradise it was not good for man to be alone, it can
scarcely be better now. David n as all the better and happier because of the
friendship of Jonathan. Peter found his restoration all the easier because of
John. Lover of retirement, eat not then, thy morsel alone, or if thou have
no morsel, starve not in secret. “O my dove, that art in the clefts of the
rock, in the secret places of the stairs, let me see thy countenance, let me
hear thy voice.” Come forth, lonely one,. follow the footsteps of the flock,
and find rest.


Jesus sent out his disciples by twos, for he knew that each would cheer his
fellow. Service is usually best in companionship: he who works altogether
alone will be in his temper either too high or too low, censorious or
desponding. Two are better far than one; they no; only accomplish twice
the work, as we might have expected, but the.;’ frequently multiply their
power seven times by their cooperation. Happy are those wedded souls
whose life of love to their Lord and one another is like the cluster on the
staff, which they joyfully bear along! Happy those Christian companions
who share each other’s joys and sorrows, and so pass onward to the skies
knit together as one man. Communication enriches, reticence impoverishes.
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Communion is strength, solitude is weakness. Alone, the fine old beech
yields to the blast, and lies prone upon the sward: in the forest, supporting
each other, the trees laugh at the hurricane. The sheep of Jesus flock
together; the social element is the genius of Christianity. To find a brother
is to find a pearl of great price; to retain a friend is to treasure up the purest
gold. BETWEEN TWO UPON A STAFF we find happiness. The monastic or
hermit death-life is not our Master’s beau ideal, but holy companionship is
his chosen means for affording us help in service and advance in joy.


Reader, be not a carping critic, separating from everybody. There is surely
something common to thee and another which thou and he may work for
or rejoice in. Be the friend of men, and not the reviler of thy kind. Be a
bond in the church, not a separating knife. Little children, love one another,


THE INQUISITION


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE union of the church with the state renders persecution possible; and
hitherto churches have not been slow to avail themselves of the secular arm
that they might confound all dissent with arguments which come home to
the bone and the flesh. All churches, who-: they lose the spirit of Christ,
are very prone to persecute; but a horrible pre-eminence must be awarded
to the scarlet harlot of the seven hills, for no church on earth except that of
Rome has had a separate institution for hunting out and destroying
heretics. Whether it may be traced to wang of will or wan; of inclination on
the part of other establishments. it is certain that the Popish Antichrist
alone has been able to drink of the overflowing blood-cup tilled by
familiars and tormentors. Long pampered by the state, she came to be its
lord and tyrant, using fire and sword, prison and rack, to work her
accursed will. The Inquisition was the masterpiece of infernal craft and
malice, and its deeds were far more worthy of fiends than men. If the
church of Rome could at!his moment change its. Ethiopian skin for ever,
lay aside its leopard’s spots, and become a pure community, ten thousand
years of immaculate holiness and self-denying philanthropy could not avail
to blot out the remembrance of the enormous crimes with which the
Inquisition has loaded it. There is a deep and indelible sentence of
damnation written upon the apostate church by avenging justice for its
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more than infernal cruelties, and the curse is registered in heaven; nor can
any pretences to present, liberality reverse the condemnation which
outraged humanity has pronounced against it; its infamy is engraved in the
rock for ever. Centuries of the most liberal policy would not convince
mankind that Popery had become tolerant at heart; she wallowed so
greedily in oppression, torture, and murder in her palmy days, that the
foam of human gore hangs around her wolfish hugs, and men will not
believe her to be a gentle lamb, let her bleat as she may. Against her
common humanity is up in arms as much as evangelical religion. Her
confessional is as dangerous to the mere moralist as to the Christian; her
inquisition would be as ruinous to mercantile prosperity as to spiritual
activity. Men of all religions and of no religion should deprecate the
growth of a system which rendered the Inquisition possible; while
followers of Jesus, for their own sake as nell as for their Lord’s, should
oppose with all their might.


Rome made the worst possible use of the weapon which the state gave her,
but the radical evil was the state’s entering into alliance with the church,
and lending its power to fulfill her purposes, Had true church principles
prevailed, the crimes which make us shudder would have been impossible.
Disarm and disestablish every sect, and leave each religion to its own moral
and spiritual power, and no inquisition can be dreamed of; but put forward
the doctrine that a state should propagate or maintain religion, and you
have uncaged the lion; no one knows how much he may rend and devour.
Modern Romanists would, many of them, lament the cruelties of former
ages, but they ought to see that these were but the ripe fruits of their system
Mien plentifully irrigated with royal favor, and planted in a soil rank with
ignorance and superstition; a principle which, among Protestants with far
less scope, has nevertheless produced most horrible results. Anglican
churchmen who persist in upholding church and state, if they will but
carefully think the matter over, will see that the Inquisition is but a grosser
exposition of their principles; it is-not the outgrowth of either one creed or
another, but the result of a paternal government protecting its espoused
faith with all its power. The argument flint a state ought to have a religion,
and support it by national funds, when like a meddler fully ripe and rotten,
lands us at Smithfield’s stakes or the Lollard’s Tower. Whether Papists or
so-called Protestants hold it, its results are the same in substance though
not in measure. Rome has made a diabolical use of Jr, but no priests are to
be trusted, even Protestants eau persecute if they have the opportunity.
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Principles do not stop short at a hard and fast line, though their practice
may be compelled to-do so; and it is clear to every thinking man that,
although state-churchmen would shrink from setting up an inquisition, the
full development of their views would logically require it: the path of
prudence is to return to the true principle, and leave the kingdom of Christ
to be as at the first, not of this world. The same spirit which blazed up at
an auto-da-fe smoulders in an imprisonment for church-rates, and the same
principle which in its manhood dyed the Netherlands with blood in order to
thrust in the Papacy, is that which thrusts in the Irish church upon an
unwilling people. We Protestants who are really so, must fight zealously
against the essential Popery which would lead us to use the secular arm in
spiritual matters, and would tempt us to employ compulsion where
everything to be acceptable must be voluntary. We must insist upon it that
no shade of coercion or degree of patronage shall be exercised towards any
religion; all must be fully tolerated, nay, more, all protected in their natural
liberty, and all secured an absolute equality before the law. To act as Rome
has acted is to unprotestantise ourselves. To deny Roman Catholics the
fullest civil and religious equality is to degrade ourselves to their level by
handling their weapons. Faction suggests reprisals, and fear demands
precautions, and none can wonder, for the Papistical party is cunning and
bigoted to the last degree; but Christianity scorns to sin in order to avenge
a wrong, or avert an evil. If we treat our antagonists as they treated our
fathers, we cannot convert them, for they have already perverted us. A
people boasting of their Protestantism as the English do, should be
ashamed to support Popery in the Anglican establishment, or to bow before
the dogma of union between church and state, which is the essence of
Antichrist and the germ of persecution: an injustice to man, and an
impertinence to God. The inmost soul of Protestantism is the responsibility of
the conscience to God alone, the spiritual nature of true religion, and the freedom of
faith from the rule of earthly lords. State-churchism is antichristian, and always
ripens into oppression and tyranny wherever opportunity is given it. “No
Popery” is our cry, and therefore laying the ax at the root of the system,
we demand the abolition of every union between church and state, and the
disallowance of every form of interference On the part of Caesar with
things which belong alone to God.


We have been led to these remarks through reading a most thrilling work
by Dr. W. H. Rule, a solid volume of sober history, written without the
slightest tinge of sensationalism, and yet more stirring by far than any
romance. Dr. Rule has, by this book, contributed to the standard library of







116


Christendom — every one should read it, and see what state-religion leads
to when it has nothing to hinder it. Truly in the case of the Romish church
it makes one loathe the very name of Romanist, and shake himself, lest the
plague of intolerance should by any means linger in his own garments. To
Rome it seems to be essential to rend and devour. “‘Blessed Father,’ said
Baronius to Paul V., ‘the ministry of Peter is twofold — to feed and to kill.’
For the Lord said to him, ‘ Feed my sheep; ‘ and he also heard a voice from
heaven, saying, ‘ Kill and eat.’ To feed sheep is to take care of obedient,
faithful Christians, who in meekness, humility, and piety, show themselves
to be sheep and lambs. But when he has no longer to do with sheep and
lambs, but with lions, and other wild, refractory, and troublesome beasts,
Peter is commanded to kill them; that is to say, to attack, fight, and
slaughter them, until there be none such left.’“ This notion of killing (eating
is another matter) — has been fully carried out by the Papacy, as our long
rolls of martyrology can prove. It is the duty of all Protestants to be well
read in our martyr annals, that our detestation of Popery and all that leads
to intolerance may be renewed and confirmed.


Dr. Rule commences with a paragraph which shows that persecution
commenced as soon as ever the church was affiliated with the state. “The
first imperial patron of Christians, Constantine the Great, cannot be fairly
described as a persecutor, but rather as benevolent and liberal; yet,
educated in heathenism, he thought it quite right to employ repressive
measures for the extinction of idolatry, measures which the Pagans
complained of as unjust, but could not regard as cruel in comparison with
the ancient hostilities waged against each other by the votaries of hostile
gods. Constantine, as a matter of course, discouraged freedom of
utterance, where such freedom seemed inexpedient, and denied liberty of
worship to idolaters and heretics. His edicts, or constitutions, became part
of the civil law of Christian Europe. No fewer than seventy-two such laws,
made by Constantine and his successors, against controversialists and
heretics, with many more against Jews, Samaritans, and Pagans, may be
found in the Theodosian Code, and show how diversities of religious
opinion were to be prevented, and the teachers crushed. Confiscation,
banishment, death, were the penalties to be inflicted for breach of what
Romanists are pleased to call ‘Catholic unity.’“ Every reader of this
paragraph who is not an and-state churchman should carefully note it, and
meditate within himself as to what the tact here stated most surely
indicates.
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The powers of the Inquisition when in its palmy days were very extensive.
A Romish writer says, “The tribunal claims right of jurisdiction over the
following persons: — All heretics without exception. All who blaspheme
God and the saints. They who utter words of blasphemy when extremely
drunk are not to be condemned at once, but watched. If half drunk, they
are entirely guilty. They who speak blasphemously or heretically in their
sleep are to be watched; for it is likely that their lips betrayed the heresy
that was lurking in their hearts. All who speak jestingly of sacred things.
Wizards and fortune-tellers. Worshippers of the devil: and it seems that
while the Inquisition was in its glory, when the Reformation had scarcely
dawned, or where its light had scarcely penetrated, people were known to
offer sacrifices to the evil one, kneel down to him, sing hymns to him,
observe ‘ chastity’ and fast in honor of him, illuminate and tense his
images, insert names of devils in the litanies of saints, and ask them to
intercede with God. Such was the condition of many who had known no
other church but that of Rome. All who harbor, or show kindness to
heretics, being themselves orthodox; very near relatives, however, having
slight indulgence allowed them, in some cases, if the inquisitors please. All
who look ill on an inquisitor — those ugly looks being indications of
heresy, and injurious to the holy office. Persons in civil office who hinder
the inquisition and its agents, or who refuse to help them, or allow an
accused person to conceal himself or to escape. Any one who gives food to
a heretic, unless he be actually dying of hunger: for in this case it is
allowable to feed him, that he may live to take his trial, and, haply, to be
converted. Experienced inquisitors could detect a heretic by a
characteristic unsightliness about the eyes and nostrils.”


The terrible burnings of the faithful witnesses of the Lord at the autos-da-fe
of the Inquisition are painted to the life by our author, so that one shudders
to read the description. “At Lisbon, the place of execution was at the
water-side. For each person to be burnt, whether dead or alive, a thick
stake, or spar, was erected, not less than twelve feet above ground; and
within about eighteen inches of the top there was a thick cross-piece, to
serve for a seat, and to receive the tops of two ladders. Between those
ladders, which were for the use of two Jesuits, there was one for the
condemned person, whom they compelled to mount, sit on the transverse
piece, and there be chained fast. The Jesuits then went up, delivered a hasty
exhortation to repentance, and, that failing, declared that they left him to
the devil, who was waiting to receive his soul. On perceiving this, the mob
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shouted, ‘Let the dog’s heard be trimmed;’ that is to say, let his face be
scorched. This was done by tying pieces of furze to the end of a long pole,
and holding the flaming bush to his face, until it was burnt black. The
disfiguration of countenance, and his cries for ‘mercy for the love of God,’
furnished great part of the amusement for the crowd, who, if he had been
suffering death in a less barbarous way for any criminal offense, would
have manifested every appearance of compassion. When ‘the beard’ was
trimmed, they lit the heap of furze at the foot of the stake, and, if there
were was no wind, the flame would envelop the seat, and begin to burn
their legs; but, as there generally is a breeze on the banks of the Tagus, it
seldom reached so high. If there was no wind, he would be dead in an half
an hour; but the victim generally retained entire consciousness for an hour
and a-half, or two hours, in dire torment, which the spectators witnessed
with such delight as could never be produced by any other spectacle. In
short, the burning, or rather roasting to death, was so contrived that the
sufferer should be exposed to every spectator, and that his cries from that
elevation should be distinctly audible all round.” Occasionally a poor
wretch would recant, and indeed every cunning device was used to induce
such recantation. One of their own order coolly says, “And while fulfilling
its office, a few upright men, zealous for the faith, may go to the criminal,
and exhort him to return to the Catholic faith, and renounce his errors. And
if, after the sentence is passed, and he is given over to the secular court,
while they are taking him away to be burnt, or when he is tied to the stake,
or when he feels the fire, he say that he is willing to turn and repent, and
abjure his heresy, I should think that he might in mercy be received as a
heretic penitent, and immured for life, according to some passages in the
Decretals” (which are cited), “although I imagine this would not be found
very justifiable, nor is great faith to be placed in conversions of this sort.
Indeed, such an occurrence did take place in Barcelona, where three
heretics impenitent, but not relapsed, were delivered to the secular arm,
and when one of them, a priest, had the fire lit round him, and was already
half burnt on one side, he begged to be taken out, and promised to abjure
and repent. He was taken out, abjured. But whether we did right or not, I
cannot say. One firing I know, that fourteen years afterwards he was
accused, and found to have persisted in his heresy all the time, and infected
many He then refused to be converted, and, as one impenitent and
relapsed, was again delivered to the secular arm, and consumed in fire.”
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Frequently, a refinement of cruelty was displayed which unassisted mortals
could hardly have thought of, the direct suggestion of Satan is evident in
many a passage in the Inquisitorial history. Incarnate fiends trod those
bloodstained halls. “Gaspar de Santa Cruz escaped to Toulouse, where he
died, and was buried, after his effigy had been burnt in Zaragoza. In this
city lived a son of his, who, as in duty bound, had helped him to make
good his retreat. This son was detained as an impeder of the holy office,
arrested, brought out at an act of faith, made to read a condemnation of his
deceased father, and then sent to the inquisitor at Toulouse, who took him
to his father’s grave, and compelled him to dig up the corpse, and burn it
with his own hands. Whether the inquisitors were most barbarous, or the
young man most vile, it may be difficult to say.”


We trust, for the sake of our common nature, that there is some mistake in
the description which Gavazzi gives of the Roman Inquisitorial edifice,
when laid bare during the short-lived Roman republic. He says, “So short
was the time that it remained open to the public, so great the crowd of
persons that pressed to catch a sight of it, and so intense the horror
inspired by that accursed place, that I could not obtain a more exact and
particular impression.


“I found no instruments of torture, for they were destroyed at the first
French invasion, and because such instruments were not used afterwards
by the modern Inquisition. I did, however, find in one of the prisons of the
second court a furnace, and the remains of a woman’s dress. I shall never
be able to believe float that furnace was used for the living, it not being in
such a place, or of such a kind, as to be of service to them. Every thing, on
the contrary, combines to persuade me that it was made use of for horrible
deaths, and to consume the remains of victims of inquisitorial executions.
Another object of horror I found between the great hall of judgment and
the luxurious apartment of the chief jailer, the Dominican friar who
presides over this diabolical establishment. This was a deep tray, a shaft
opening into the vaults under the Inquisition. As soon as the so-called
criminal had confessed his offense, the second keeper, who is always a
Dominican friar, sent him to the father commissary to receive a relaxation
of his punishment. With hope of pardon, the confessed culprit would go
towards the apartment of the holy inquisitor; but in the act of setting foot
at its entrance, the trap opened, and the world of the living heard no more
of him. I examined some of the earth found in the pit below this trap; it was
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a compost of common earth, rottenness, ashes, and human hair, fetid to the
smell, and horrible to the sight and thought of the beholder.


“But where popular fury reached its highest pitch was in the vaults of St.
Pius V. I am anxious that you should note well that this Pope was
canonized by the Roman Church especially for his zeal against heretics. I
will now describe to you the manner how, and the place where, those
vicars of Jesus Christ handled the living members of Jesus Christ, and show
you how they proceeded for their healing. You descend into the vaults by
very narrow stairs. A narrow corridor leads you to the several cells, which,
for smallness and for stench, are a hundred times more horrible then the
dens of lions and tigers in the Coliseum.


“Wandering in this labyrinth of most fearful prisons, which may be called ‘
graves for the living,’ I came to a cell full of skeletons without skulls,
buried in lime. The skulls, detached from the bodies, had been collected in
a hamper by the first visitors. Whose were these skeletons? And why were
they buried in that place and in that manner?


“The following is a most probable opinion, if it be not rather the history of a
fact: — The condemned were immersed in a bath of slaked lime, gradually
filled up to their necks. The lime, by little and little, enclosed the sufferers,
or walled them up all alive. The torment was extreme, but slow. As the
lime rose higher and higher, the respiration of the victims became more
painful, because more difficult. So that what with the suffocation of the
smoke, and the anguish of a compressed breathing they died in a manner
most horrible and desperate. Some time after their death, the heads would
naturally separate from the bodies, and roll away into the hollows left by
the shrinking of the lime. Any other explanation of the fact that may be
attempted will be found improbable and unnatural.”


The modes by which confessions were extracted by the inquisitors, it
would be difficult to condemn too severely. Take a specimen: — A wife of
a physician was accused with her three unmarried daughters. “One of these
daughters was imprisoned first, but made no disclosure. The inquisitor then
tried a novel and horrible method. He had her brought into the audience-
chamber, sent his subordinates out of the room, and professed that he had
fallen in love with her — that he was resolved to save her life. Day after
day he repeated the declaration, and at length persuaded the poor girl that
he was indeed her lover. He then told her that, although she knew it not,
her mother and sisters were accused of heresy by many witnesses, and that,
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for the love he bore to her, he desired to save them; but that, in order to
effect his object, he must be fully informed of their case, under secrecy,
that he might so proceed as to save them all from death. She fell into the
snare, and told him all. His point was gained. Their conversation ended.
The very next day he called her to another audience, and made her declare,
judicially, what she had revealed to him in the assumed character lover.
That was enough. The mother and her daughters were sent together to the
flames. And the fiend saw his victims burnt.” Shall not God be avenged on
such a people as this?


Our author has not condescended to defile his pages with details of the
lasciviousness of the holy fathers of the sacred office, otherwise he might
have told a tale of the kind which blanches raven locks, and makes men’s
flesh creep on their bones. Pandemonium was Paradise itself compared
with the Inquisition. He does not even dwell upon the horrible cruelties
enacted more than is barely sufficient for his purpose, but the whole history
is nevertheless harrowing to the last degree.


Even while these wretches crushed Choir victims, they evidently feared
their testimony, and found it needful to cheek their holy witnessing. The
gag, in its most cruel form was always ready. One instance we must not
omit: — “Dr. Michael Geddes, when a prisoner was brought out who had
been several years shut up in a dungeon where clever daylight never
penetrated, saw the poor man raise his eyes towards the sun, and heard him
exclaim in rapture, as if overwhelmed with majesty of the object, ‘ How
can people that behold that glorious body worship any other being than
Him that created it?’ Instantly the gag was thrust into his mouth, and the
Jesuits who attended him to the Terreiro de Paco were not troubled with any
more of his reflections.”


Which shall we wonder at most, the endurance of the faithful or the cruelty
of their tormentors? Is it not proven beyond all dispute that there is no limit
to the enormities which men will commit when they are once persuaded
that they are keepers of other men’s consciences? To spread religion by any
means, and to crush heresy by all means is the practical inference from the
doctrine that one man may control another’s religion. Given the duty of a
state to foster some one form of faith, and by the sure inductions of our
nature slowly but certainly persecution will occur. To prevent for ever the
possibility of Papists roasting Protestants, Anglicaus hanging Romish
priests, and Puritans flogging Quakers, let every form of state-churchism
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be utterly abolished, and the remembrance of the long curse which it has
cast upon the world be blotted out for ever.


ON BAZAARS


BAZAARS in connection with benevolent or religious institutions are of
modern date; such things were unknown half a century ago, and would
have been regarded as inconsistent and profane. Both Churchmen and
Dissenters would have condemned them as sacrilegious; the one as an
innovation upon consecrated usage, and the other as incompatible with
unsullied devotion. We think we see the awful frown upon the brow of
Andrew Fuller, the curling lip of contempt in Gill or Ripon, or hear the
sarcastic reproof of Robert Hall should a proposal have been made to them
to endeavor to raise funds for religious purposes by means of a bazaar.
Many think that in this respect the former times were better than these.
Many, and especially of the elder sort, think the world is going backward,
but we are more disposed to conclude that it is going forward They sigh
for the good old times, but we should sigh to see them return. Every age
has its faults, but it has its advantages too; and we should not he disposed
to make an exchange with any that has preceded. We have never heard of a
period since the time when men began to multiply in the earth in which we
could have wished the world to stand still. Let it go on, we say, in its
appointed course as fast as it can roll. Its glory is in the future, and not in
the past.


We meet with numerous objections to bazaars, as that they injure trade;
that they encourage vanity and finery in furniture and dress; that they bring
young persons into familiar intercourse with each other; that they promote
a needless and injurious admixture of secular with spiritual things; and that
they appeal to a false principle of charity. These objections are plausible,
and are often conscientiously maintained. They are such, in fact, as would
suggest themselves at first to nearly every Christian mind. Nor can it be
denied that bazaars have their temptations to evil, and that they are for the
most part such as have been named. It may be questioned, however,
whether those temptations are not of nearly equal force without them, and
whether there be not on the whole a considerable preponderance of good.
They have now been extensively tried. and what have been the actual
results? Have they injured trade? It would be difficult, we think, to find
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instances of this, while tomy in which they have proved beneficial to trade
might be discovered. Have they encouraged finery in furniture and dress?
That is a taste which is likely to prevail quite as much without them. How
can that be increased which is already carried to its utmost extent? As to
young people meeting together at bazaars, they are sure to meet
somewhere, and better meet amongst the friends of the church than of the
world. And as for the secularizing influence of bazaars, they are usually
held at times in which those who are occupied in them would have been in
other secular employments, so that they turn not religion to a secular, so
ranch as secularity to a religions use. But what shall we say of the appeal to
a false principle of charity? Would it not be better to give money without
any equivalent? Would not that be real charity? Unquestionably it would:
and it is done in a far larger extent. But why not supplement the direct by
indirect means? Men may buy in charity as well as give in charity. It is
sometimes greater charity to buy than to give. As direct charity is not
always true, so indirect charity is not always false. Men like to exercise
their benevolence in different ways, some in giving direct to the object,
others in giving to those who can make more of it, and others by obtaining
a memorial of their bounty. Our charity should allow others to exercise
their charity as they please. We are disposed to think that real charity
towards the object for which bazaars are held is the predominant motive
both in those by whom they are provided and in those by whom they are
patronized.


Let us look now at the considerations that might be positively advanced in
their favor. They increase the funds of our benevolent and religious
institutions. Thus far their end is good; and the means, if not positively evil,
are sanctioned by the end. We are not to do evil that good may come; but
when the evil is imaginary and the good is real and abiding, the case is
altered. Let those who complain of this method of raising money, show us
not a more excellent merely, but a more practicable way. Of two evils,
having a bazaar and being in debt, we should be disposed to choose the
former.


There may be some good in a bazaar, in itself considered. It evokes much
latent talent, and calls forth energies that may result in useful habits. It
enables many to say, “Silver and gold have I none, but such as I have, give
I thee.” I have no money to give, but I have time, I have a tongue, I have
eyes and ears, I have hands and feet, I have ingenuity and labor I will give
these to the work. If to such five talents are given in direct charity, or two,
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or one; and the five talents become ten in their hands; and the two, four;
and the one. two; ingenuity has been exercised, industry has been
encouraged, and capital has been increased, Interest too has been taken in
the object by those who have been thus employed which otherwise would
not have been felt. And more than this, young people by this means have
learned the secret of their own strength; that they have a power for good of
which they never dreamt; and that instead of playing with toys, their fingers
may be turned to good account. A young engineer may be in that little
contrivance, a young artist in that little decoration, a young mechanic in
that little production, and a young merchant in that little transaction.
Diligent habits have been formed, and preparing for a bazaar has been a
school of industry to many. Knowledge too of the art of buying and selling
has been acquired. Thus many, by giving their tithe and labor to others,
have learned to use them profitably for themselves.


Where, it may be said, have we any Scripture authority for bazaars? The
first tabernacle, we reply, with all its furniture, was erected from the
produce of a bazaar. In the twenty-fifth chapter of Exodus we thus read,
“Speak unto the children of Israel, that they bring me an offering: of every
man that giveth it willingly with his heart ye shall take my offering. And
this is the offering which ye shall take of them; gold, and silver, and brass,
and blue, and purple, anal scarlet, and fine linen, and goat’s hair, and ram’s
skins dyed red, and badgers’ skins and shittim wood, oil for the light,
spices for anointing oil, and for sweet incense; onyx stones and stones to
be set in the ephod, and in the breastplate. And let them make me a
sanctuary; that I may dwell among them.” This was the notice given of a
bazaar to be held in the wilderness at the foot of Mount Sinai. In the thirty-
fifth chapter of the same book we have an account of the bazaar being
held, which is too long for insertion here. Some points of resemblance with
modern bazaars may be noticed. The object there was religions; it was for
the erection of a house for God. That house was more externally sacred
than any now erected for divine worship. If a bazaar might be held for a
house of God then, why not now? and if a house of God of any kind, why
not for an orphanage or any other benevolent purpose? The offerings of
old were of various kinds. There were articles of gold and silver and brass.
There were jewels and precious stones. There were blue and purple and
scarlet and fine linen. There were pins and cords and garments. There were
curtains and trimmings and lamps and vases and spices. There was all the
variety and profusion of our modern bazaars. The women, as now, took a
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prominent part. “They came, both men and women. and all the women that
were wise-hearted did spin with their hands, and brought that which they
bad spun, both of blue and of purple and of scarlet, and of fine linen.” All
gifts, whether of goods or of labor, were gratuitously bestowed. There
were no drawbacks upon the articles presented. “They came every one
whose heart stirred him up, and every one whom his spirit made willing,
and they brought the Lord’s offering to the work of the tabernacle of the
congregation.” Some were inspired by God with special ingenuity on that
occasion, and why should we not acknowledge the stone hand in the
talents called forth on our behalf? “Them hath he filled with wisdom of
heart, to work all manner of work, of the engraver and of the cunning
workman, and of the embroiderer, in blue, and in purple, and in scarlet, and
in fine linen, and of the weaver, even of them that do any work, and of
those that devise cunning work.” In the original, as in all modern bazaars,
there were more articles than could be disposed of. “They spake unto
Moses, saying, The people bring much more than enough. And Moses gave
commandment, and they caused it to be proclaimed throughout the camp,
saying, Let neither man nor woman make any more work for the offering
of the sanctuary. So the people were restrained from bringing. For the stuff
they had was sufficient for all the work to make it, and too much.”


Although we have said thus much in favor of bazaar, we see the need of
much caution that lotteries and gambling and other indications of a spirit
that is of the world and not of God, be not associated with them. We
accept them as one of the means peculiar to the present age of advancing
its social and moral and religious welfare; to give place to the superior
requirements of a more enlightened age, which, in its turn, must yield to
that which is more spiritual, until the church and the world part company
for ever, each gathers to itself all that is its own, and goes to its own place.
G. Rogers.


A HISTORY OF THE BAPTISTS.


ALL w he know much of the Baptist denomination must have regretted that
so few are acquainted with its early history. We are not surprised that those
who do not admit the scripturalness of our principles should be thus
ignorant; nor can we be surprised that those who have superciliously
looked upon our comparative feebleness shou1d have put us down as of
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latter-day growth; but it remains a matter of great surprise that our own
congregations should be, for the most part, uninstructed in the past doings
of our body. We certainly can boast of godly defenders of the faith, of
noble men persecuted and contemned, who have sacrificed position,
wealth, and life, for the truth: we can tell of able preachers and learned
divines, and we can rejoice in the spirit of enterprise and heroism which has
existed among Baptists of all ages. Why therefore should there be so much
ignorance abroad as to the ecclesiastical history of the denomination? Why
should so few know anything, and so many care nothing for the early
Baptists, when their history is beyond measure instructive and interesting?
We think there are several reasons to be found for this apathy to our own
history. We are not sure, in the first place, that Baptists have ever been
passionate lovers of ecclesiastical history. Indeed, we have a notion — how
far it is true we leave our readers to judge — that religious communities
which indulge too much in these investigations, are apt to trust to the past,
which in view of present necessities is about the worst thing a religious
body could do. Baptists, too, in past days, being peculiarly obnoxious to all
state-churchmen, have had enough to do to fight for very existence, and
have been too much intent upon taking their part in the controversies of the
times, and, upon seeking present edification, to spend much thought upon
presenting in the foreground the past history of their body. Then, too, that
history has been, for the most part, obscure and scanty, and even now, as
Dr. Angus confesses, the history of baptism in the early church and in the
middle ages is still to be written. The few books that have been compiled
have been too expensive for ordinary readers, and a condensed and graphic
abstract of Baptist records has been much wanted. We are glad therefore
to find that Dr. Cramp, the able president of a Baptist College in Nova
Scotia, has endeavored to meet this want. Dr. Cramp has long been a
laborious, painstaking student of ecclesiastical history, and his works have
been distinguished by some of the higher qualities of an historian. His book
on Baptist history f7 is not intended for students; at least, it is thrown into a
popular mold, and will be more acceptable to general readers, to whom we
most heartily recommend it. All Baptists should possess a copy, and even
those of our readers who do not sympathize with our view of the ordinance
of baptism, will probably be glad to know what the immersionists have to
say about themselves. The time is past, we hope, when religious rancor
forbids one body of believers to take an interest in another. The work is so
pleasantly written, and so tastefully produced, that it would form an
acceptable gift to our young men and maidens. It traces the history of
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Baptists from the foundation of the Christian church, when he whose right
it was to give the mandate commanded his disciples to baptize in the name
of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, to the close of the last century;
adding a chapter — which to our minds is the least satisfactory part of the
work — on the extension of the denomination and the peculiarities of the
present period.


The primitive period is remarkable only — so far as the point in band is
concerned — for two things: viz., the absence during the first two hundred
years of any reference in “The Fathers” to infant baptism; and the
introduction, with other heresies, of baptismal regeneration and children’s
baptism. Tertullian, at the in-coming of the third century openly declared
that remission from sins, deliverance from death, regeneration and
participation in the Holy Spirit, were spiritual blessings consequent upon
baptism. The two things — the sacramental theory and the baptism of
children (not infants) — probably came in at the same time; for we find
Tertullian indignantly reproving those who had begun the practice of
administering the ordinance to children, on the ground that they were not
old enough to repent and believe. Chevalier Bunsen distinctly points out
that “Tertullian’s opposition is to the baptism of young growing children:
he does not say a word about newborn infants.” The same must be said of
Origen. But the seeds of the evil had been sown. Children’s baptism was
clearly originated by the sacramentarians, who considered that it was
necessary to salvation. But infant baptism was instituted by a bishop of
Northern Africa, in the middle of the third century, who confounded
Christian baptism with circumcision — a blunder frequent enough
nowadays. It must be remembered that the body of the infant was
immersed, not sprinkled. Sprinkling sick persons confined to their beds
was, however, a contemporaneous innovation.


We next enter upon the transition period, when the new system was quietly
working its way. As Neander puts it, “among the Christians of the East,
infant-baptism, though acknowledged in theory to be necessary, yet
entered rarely and with much difficulty into the church-life during the first
half of this period.” Novelty needed extraneous power to bolster it up, and
infant-baptism was promulgated by men who accepted state aid, and who
were backed by a royal command that all infants should be baptized. The
church allied to the state, the tide of persecution inevitably set in. The
state-church people were the “orthodox,” and as such were recognized; all
others were heretics. A controversy sprang up with regard to those who
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apostatized during the Decian persecution, but who on the return of
tranquillity, sought re-admission into the churches. Novation held that
apostacy was a sin which disqualified them from again entering into church
fellowship, and to secure a pure community, he formed a separate church,
which elected him for its pastor. These purer churches multiplied, and
continued in existence for more than three centuries, the members being
everywhere looked upon as Puritans and Dissenters. They were
Anabaptists, baptizing again all who had been immersed by the orthodox
and corrupt church. The Novations, then, were Baptists.


Then follows the obscure period — a period of mistiness, doubtfulness, and
difficulty. What Dr. Cramp terms “The Revival Period,” which extended
from A.D. 1073 to A.D. 1517, includes the Crusades, the martyrdom of
Huss, and the invention of printing. Peter of Bruys, who suffered
martyrdom in 1124, was a Baptist minister, who maintained that the church
should be composed alone of believers, that all believers should be
baptized, and that baptism was of no use unless connected with personal
faith. Others followed him in the advocacy of the same principles, giving a
great deal of trouble to the Baptists by their denunciations of ecclesiastical
corruptions. “The terrible storm which fell upon Southern France in the
crusade against the Albigenses, doubtless swept away many of the Baptist
churches, and scattered their surviving members. Notwithstanding the
vigilance of the persecutors, great numbers escaped. Italy, Germany, and
the Eastern countries of Europe received them.” It is clear that “the
Morning Star of the Reformation,” John Wycliffe, believed that faith was
required by those who were baptized, and those who held that infants
dying without baptism could not be saved, were regarded by him as
“presumptuous and foolish.” It is also certain that many of the Lollards,
perhaps the majority of them, strongly opposed infant baptism. They were
persecuted for this by the Paedobaptists, for it was held to be a grievous
departure from the truth to believe that infants could be saved if
unbaptized. There has been considerable diversity of opinion among
historians as to the Waldenses, and both by those who assert that they were
Baptists and by those who maintain that they were not, it has been
forgotten that they were not distinguished by any uniformity of belief. “If,”
says Dr. Cramp, “the question relate to the Waldenses in the strict and
modern sense of the term, that is, to the inhabitants of the valleys of
Piedmont, there is reason to believe that, originally, the majority of them
were Baptists, although there were varieties of opinion among them, as
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well as among other seceders from the Romish church.” One of their
earlier confessions, has this distinguishing belief, that it is proper and even
necessary that believers should use the sacraments of baptism and the
Lord’s Supper, but that believers may be saved without either. Immersion
in any case was still the mode, and incontrovertible facts, which no one has
ventured to dispute, go to prove that it was the universal practice.


Baptists were always equally prepared for conflict and for persecution. At
the rise of the Reformation they openly declared themselves, coming out of
their obscure positions, where they had long worshipped their Master in
quiet, seclusion. They were prepared to enlist themselves under the banners
of the Reformers. They looked upon the defiant daring men of God whom
no ecclesiastical tyranny could tame, no Papal fulmination’s could awe, no
threatenings could silence, as their brothers — bone of their bone, and flesh
of their flesh. It is much to be regretted that they should have been so
bitterly disappointed. The Reformers were not as yet sufficiently wide in
their sympathies, nor sufficiently clear in their Protestantism, to extend the
right hand of friendship, and loving communion to the despised Baptists.
As now, so then, Baptists were a go-a-head race, always prepared to travel
beyond others. They were persecuted, destroyed, forsaken, had their
possessions confiscated, and were reduced to the lowest depths of poverty.
In spite of the Reformers who were bemisted by Popery, they maintained
that the church of Christ should be kept as pure as possible; that there must
be no indiscriminate mixing of wheat and tares, as though both were so
much akin that there was no difference between them; that believers only
were the proper subjects of baptism; that Scripture and Scripture alone was
the sole arbiter in all theological disputes; and that civil magistrates and
earthly potentates had no control over God’s free girl; to man —
conscience. We, as Baptists of the present day, have precisely the same
principles to defend, and in demanding the disestablishment and
disendowment of the Irish church, that embodiment of injustice and
bulwark against the progress of Protestantism in the sister country, we do
but propagate opinions and principles which were tenaciously held by the
Anabaptists of Reformation days — principles which find their source and
authority in Holy Writ.


No one disputes, that the conduct of the Baptists of this era was marked at
times by folly. Yet it has been the habit too much to magnify their wrong-
doings, and to stigmatize all for the acts of some. The Reformers
themselves chose out of their vocabulary all the offensive epithets they
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could, and flung them at their brethren — the Baptists. Latimer denounced
them as “pernicious,” ‘and their opinions as “devilish.” Hooper regarded
them as “damnable;” while other and equally mild aspersions were made
upon their zeal, their honesty, and even common decency. The Baptists
declared their sympathy with Luther in throwing off the Pope’s authority,
and carried out their principles to their legitimate conclusion, by
proclaiming themselves free from Luther’s, or any other man’s, authority.
Then came the Peasant’s War, in which Munzer joined, and for which he
paid by the forfeiture of his life. Occasion was taken by his connection with
the insurgents, to load all Baptists with obloquy and reproach. They were
persecuted and hunted down, obliged to worship in woods, far removed
from the hot fierce hand of their enemies. An historian of these times,
Sebastian Franck, affirms that within a few years no fewer than ‘:two
thousand Baptists had testified their faith by imprisonment or martyrdom.”
Yet despite the odium cast upon them, and the laws of repression enforced
against them, they continued to spread in Germany, in Italy, in Switzerland,
Austria, and Bavaria. They were hunted like sheep and compelled to
emigrate in large numbers to Moravia, and to the Netherlands, where they
were not free from the oppressor’s yoke. The records of Baptist
martyrology are very voluminous. Our readers should be acquainted with
the doings and the sufferings of these brethren, who were singled out for
unsparing manifestations of cruelty and vengeance. We recommend them
carefully to read Dr. Cramp’s admirable condensation of their trials during
this long and suffering period. One man, by name Jeronimus Segerson,
who boldly declared that he would rather be tortured ten times every day,
and then finally be roasted on a gridiron, than renounce the faith, was
burned at Antwerp. His wife, Lysken, was drowned in a sack — a fitting
death it was thought for a Baptist. The account given in the work entitled
“Baptist Martyrology,” written in Dutch, is very affecting. “She very
boldly,” we are told,” and undisguisedly confessed her faith at the tribunal,
before the magistrates and the multitude. They first asked her concerning
baptism. She said, ‘ I acknowledge but one baptism, even that which was
used by Christ and his disciples, and left to us.’ ‘What do you hold
concerning infant baptism?’ asked the sheriff. To which Lysken answered,
‘Nothing but a mere infant’s baptism, and a human institution.’ On this the
bench stood up, and consulted together, while Lysken, in the mean time,
confessed, and explained clearly to the people the ground of her belief.
They then pronounced sentence upon her. Lysken spoke in the following
manner to the bench: ‘Ye are now judges; but the time will come when ye
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will wish that ye had been keepers of sheep, for there is a Judge and Lord
who is above all; he shall in his own time judge you. But we have not to
wrestle against flesh and blood, but against the principalities, powers, and
rulers of the darkness of this world.’“ Two monks visited her in prison, but
could not move her from her confidence. “On Saturday morning we rose
early, some before day, some with the daylight, to see the nuptials which
we thought would then be celebrated; but the crafty murderers outran us.
We had slept too long, for they had finished their murderous work between
.three and four o’clock. They had taken that sheep to the Scheldt, and had
put her into a sack, and drowned her before the people arrived, so that few
persons saw it. Some, however, saw it. She went courageously to death,
and spoke bravely, ‘ Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit.’ Thus she
was delivered up, and it came to pass, to the honor of the Lord, that by the
grace of God many were moved thereby.”


The history of English Baptists is full of interest. From the first they were
peculiarly offensive to” the powers that be.” Henry the Eighth — who did
so much for the Anglican Establishmentarians that he ought to be regarded
by them as a pet saint, even as he was befooled and belarded by the
intriguing Cranmer — when he assumed the headship of the Anglican
church which never acknowledged Christ to be its only Head, proclaimed
against two kinds of heretics, viz., those who disputed about baptism and
the Lord’s Supper; and such as were re-baptized. These Anabaptists were
commanded to withdraw from the country at once. Cranmer ordered some
to be burnt, and burnt they were. Mr. Kenworthy, the present pastor of the
Baptist church at Hill Cliffe, in Cheshire, has stated that if the traditions of
the place are to be trusted, the church is five hundred years old. “A
tombstone has been lately dug up in the burial ground belonging to that
church, bearing date 1357. The origin of the church is assigned to the year
1523. It is evident that there were Baptist communities in this country in
the reign of Edward VI., since Ridley, who was martyred in the following
reign, had the following among his “Articles of Visitation:” “Whether any
of the Anabaptists’ sect or other, use notoriously any unlawful or private
conventicles, wherein they do use doctrines or administration of
sacraments, separating themselves from the rest of the parish?” A fearful
crime which many Anglicans of the present day would be as ready to
punish were it not that other notions of religious liberty exist and
powerfully influence public opinion. We can trace the same spirit, though
in embryo perhaps, in the ritualistic prints of the present age, and indeed in
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the two delightfully amiable Evangelical newspapers whose unbounded
hatred of all outside the pale of their theology and clique is as relentless
and unscrupulous as the bitterest feelings of Papal days. All history teaches
that state-churchism means persecution, in one form or another, according
to the sentiments of the age; and the only cure for the evil is to put all
religions on an equality.


Elizabeth, like her father, found it needful for the peace and quiet of the
Anglicans, to banish Baptists from her realm. This she did so effectually
that Bishop Jewel congratulated his brethren, in 1560, in the following
terms: — “We found at the beginning of the reign of Elizabeth a large and
inauspicious corps of Arians, Anabaptists, and other pests, which I know
not how, but as mushrooms spring up in the night and in darkness, so these
sprang up in that darkness and unhappy night of the Marian times. These I
am informed, and I hope it is the fact, have retreated before the light of
purer doctrine, like owls at the sight of the sun, and are now nowhere to be
found; or at least, if anywhere, they are no longer troublesome to our
churches.” With all this system of repression and persecution, and
notwithstanding the emigration of large numbers, many remained in the
country, and soon made their appearance, as history attests, in what Dr.
Cramp has denominated “the troublous period,” which extended from A.D.
1567 to A.D. 1688 — from the days especially of James I. to the period
when Benjamin Keach suffered in the pillory. For an interesting abstract of
the history of our denomination during those times and during the quieter
period which followed, with its peculiarities of controversy, and
conscientious differences, we must refer our reader to the book which we
have already warmly commended to their favor.


GEORGE MULLER’S REPORT FOR 1867-68.


WE bless God that his servant George Muller is led every year to publish a
brief narrative of facts connected with the Lord’s providential dealings with
his Orphan-houses and other enterprises. We feel refreshed and encouraged
in our own work, and at the same time ashamed of our own little faith and
slender attainments. Every believer ought to read this blessed
sixpennyworth of experimental testimony to the living God. Our own
modes of action are distinct from those of this revered man of God; it
would be vain presumption to try to imitate him, each man must walk as he
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feels led in the service of his Master. For him his plans are beyond all
criticism, they are clearly of the Lord, and his Lord approves them by signs
following. We too have endeavored, after our small ability, to follow the
leadings of our Lord, and have had a most abundant recompense, and shall
have in the future yet more. We cull a few extracts from the present, report
to induce our readers to purchase it. Thus this good steward begins his
story:—


“My soul does magnify the Lord for the help which he has so
graciously been pleased to grant to me during another year!
Difficulties, greater than ever I had them for the previous thirty-
three years, have been overcome during the past year, by prayer
and faith; work, which is increasing with every year more and
,more, has not been allowed to overwhelm me, and expenses
greater than during any previous year, amounting altogether, from
May 27, 1867, to May 26, 1868, to £41,310 16s. 8½d., have been
met without my ever being unable to satisfy to the full at once all
demands, though sometimes amounting to more than £3,000 at a
time. We are now going on in the thirty-fifth year of this Institution,
proving, day by day, that the living God of the Bible is still the
living God. Elijah has long since been taken up into heaven, but the
God of Elijah lives; and all who truly depend upon him will find him
ever ready to help them.”


Among the donations acknowledged are notable cases such as these:—


“From Scotland, £22, with the following letter: ‘Dear Sir, enclosed
is £20, which I send to you as a thank-offering, to the Lord, to be
disposed of by you as you may deem most proper. Last year I sent
you £10, this year I feel satisfied it is my duty to send )’on £’20,
being persuaded there is a withholding more than is meet, which
tendeth to poverty,’ etc. July 24. From the neighborhood of Bath,
£500, from a gentleman who had in May also sent me £500. I have
never seen this kind donor, as is the case with perhaps 19 out of 20
of the donors; but the Lord spoke to him, thus to help me to
accomplish this enlargement of the Orphan work. May 23. — All
the glass, needed for the New Orphan Houses No. 4 and No. 5,
was given gratuitously. The glass for No. 4 was kindly given by the
senior partner of a large firm, and the glass for No. 5 by the same
firm conjointly. The promise to do so had been given nearly two
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years since: but now I learnt from the clerk of the works, that all
the glass had been actually supplied. The greatness of the gift will
be seen, by its being remembered that there are above 700 large
windows in these two houses.


“June 3. Received to-day £51 5s., with the following letter: ‘My
dear Sir, I enclose my cheque, value £51 5s., to be applied £20 for
missions, £20 for the dear children under your care, and the balance
for yourself, £11 5s. I send this in acknowledgment of God’s
mercies, having had great losses in business, and feeling truly
thankful that I am in a position to bear them, and still to carry on
my business as usual, with the prayer that God may keep me
humble at the toot of the cross of Christ,’ etc. One or the other of
the readers of this report may derive benefit from this letter,
Observe: 1. The donor takes his losses out of the hand of God. So
should all do, under similar circumstances. It is deeply important to
his own hand in all that befalls us. 2. He is grateful that not all is
taken from him, as might have been the case. In this the donor
should be imitated by all under similar circumstances. We are
entirely dependent upon God, and therefore not only a part of what
we have might be taken, but all. 3. The writer of the letter brings
his thank-offering to God. For what?:Not for a large increase of his
means, but that the Lord has not taken all from him, and that,
notwithstanding great losses, he is able to carry on his business as
usual. Think of this, esteemed reader. In this many Christians in
business fall When difficulties and losses come, instead of cleaving
the more to God, and being the more grateful to him that they are
even as well of/as they are, he is rather less remembered; and as to
being the more faithful in the stewardship, while it is continued, the
losses are only dwelt on, and nothing, or but exceedingly little, can
now be afforded for the poor or the work of God. Well, and what is
the result? The losses increase yet more and more. O that the saints
would be wise, and learn! but they frequently act so as to oblige
God, in very love to them, to take by thousands and tens of
thousands that from them of which they were unwilling to give to
him in tens or hundreds.


“March 21. To-day I received from Belgium £1 13sfor Missions,
with 14s. 6d. for the Orphans. ‘ Of this amount, 18 francs 57
cents,’ the missionary who sends the money writes, ‘ come from the
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box of our brother the tinker. This box is in a dark corner of a very
small shop, crowded with broken pots and pans, etc. When I broke
the box this morning to take out the money (for it must be broken),
this money was so covered with dust and damp that it needed to be
washed; but it is not less precious on that account, for it comes
from a heart which sincerely loves the Lord.’“


Mr. Muller’s daily dependence upon God, anal the Lord’s daily
remembrance of his servant, are illustrated by his statement that he prays
every day, and many times a day, for help in his benevolent work of feeding
1,299 children and building houses for more, making in all 2,050 orphans,
and are set in dear relief by the details of the first five days of his financial
year:—


We began the year on May 27, 1867, with £90 3s. 1 1/2d. in hand
for these objects, which was indeed little for our requirements; but
we called upon the Lord, and before this balance was expended, we
received far more than the amount with which we began the year.
On May 27, came in £2 5s. On May 28, altogether in ten donations,
£9 8s. 5d, One of these ten donations was from a Christian
shopkeeper, who sent 3s. 5d., being one penny in the pound of the
sum which he had taken during the previous week. In like manner
has this donor sent, week by week, about the same sum. One penny
in the pound seems little, and yet, little as it appears, even this little,
because it was systematically given, amounted in the end to about
£8 during the year. I refer to this to show how important it is to
give as the Lord prospers us, even though we are only able to give
according to a very low rate. On May 29th we received from
London £50, and £2 0s. 4d. besides. On May 30th, £11 14s. 6d. Of
this amount £10 was sent by a Christian mercantile gentleman,
who, month after month, during the whole year, sent £10, or £15, or
£20, I suppose just as God was pleased to prosper him. On May
31st, from Kent, £100, and £5 14s. 10d. besides. And as it pleased
God to supply our need during the first five days of the year, so did
he also during the whole period, for the sake of our Lord Jesus,
listen to our supplications, and give unto us continually the needed
help.”


The new houses required £58,000 to build and furnish; and we rejoice to
notice the following paragraph: —
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“When the last year commenced on May 27, 1867, I needed yet
about 326,000, to meet, as far as I could see, all the expenses
connected with fitting up and furnishing the two new houses; but
the Lord was pleased to give me, altogether for this object, £6,633
17s. 5 1/4d. during the year. I have, therefore, reason to believe, as
far as at present the expenses can be calculated, that the amount
required is in hand.


What hath God wrought? And this God is our God also. Therefore by faith
we commit to him our far smaller work at the Stockwell Orphanage, at our
College, and -in the Colportage, saying with Abraham, JEHOVAH-JIREH. Our
work was not of our seeking, but was laid on our shoulder even as the
cross was placed upon Simon: will not the Lord give us strength to carry
it? Hitherto we have received great and memorable help, and usually in
large sums; surely he who has done so much will not leave us. now!
“Because thou hast been my help, therefore in the shadow of thy wings will
I rejoice.”


ADVICE TO YOUNG PREACHERS.


TAKE care not to fall into the habitual and common affectation of the present day.
Scarcely one man in a dozen in the pulpit talks like a man. This affectation
is not confined to Protestants for the Abbe Mullois remarks, “Everywhere
else, men speak: they speak at the bar and the tribune; but they no longer
speak in the pulpit, for there we only meet with a factitious and artificial
language, and a false tone. This style of speaking is only tolerated in the
church, because, unfortunately, it is so general there; elsewhere it would
not be endured. What would be thought of a man who should converse in a
similar way in a drawing-room? He would certainly provoke many a smile.
Some time ago there was a warder at the Pantheon — a good sort of
fellow in his way — who, in enumerating the beauties of the monument,
adopted precisely the tone of many of our preachers, and never failed
thereby to excite the hilarity of the visitors, who were as much amused
with his style of address as with the objects of interest which he pointed
out to them. A man who has not a natural and true delivery, should not be
allowed to occupy the pulpit; from thence, at least, everything that is false
should be summarily banished In these days of mistrust everything that is
false should be set aside; and the best way of correcting one’s self in that
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respect, as regards preaching, is frequently to listen to certain monotonous
and vehement preachers. We shall come away in disgust, and with such a
horror of their delivery, that we shall prefer condemning ourselves to
silence rather than imitate them. The instant you abandon the natural and
the true, you forego the right to be believed, as well as the right of being
listened to.” You may go all round, to church and chapel alike, and you
will find that by far the larger majority of our preachers have a holy tone
for Sundays. They have one voice for the parlor and the bed-room, and
quite another tone for the pulpit; so that, if not double-tongued sinful]y,
they certainly are so literally. The moment some men shut the pulpit door,
they leave their own personal manhood behind them, and become as
official as the parish beadle. There they might almost boast with the
Pharisee, that they are not as other men are, although it would be
blasphemy to thank God for it. No longer are they carnal and speak as
men, but a whine, a broken hum-haw, an ore rotundo, or some other
graceless mode of noise-making, is adopted, to prevent all suspicion of
being natural and speaking out of the abundance of the heart. When that
gown is once on, how often does it prove to be the shroud of the man’s
true self, and the effeminate emblem of officialism! — From a course of
lectures by C. H. SPURGEON, now preparing for the press.


Prayer is not a winter garment meant for trouble alone: it is then to be
worn indeed, but not to be left off in the summer of prosperity. If you
would find some at prayer, you must stay till it thunders and lightens, and
not go to them except it be in a storm. These are like certain birds which
are never heard to cry or make a noise, but in or against foul weather. This
is not to pray always, not to serve God, but to serve ourselves. Reader,
how about thy prayers? Are they selfish, and brought forth by fear, or do
they spring from love to God?


TO THE PROTESTANT MEMBERS OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.


A FABLE:THE RITUALIST PRIEST AND THE ASS


A RITUALIST PRIEST meeting an ass, thus accosted her — “How durst thou
presume to wear ‘the sign. of the holy rood, seeing that thou art an
unbaptized and unregenerate ass?”
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The meek-spirited beast replied — “ Brother! God placed the cross on my
back but I know not who placed it on thine.”


Moral. — Self-imposed crosses occasion arrogancy.


FREDERICK JAMES BROWN.


NO. 32. — From C. H. SPURGEON’S “Sword and Trowel,” published
monthly, price 3d.; post free, 4d. Tracts, 6d. per 100; post free for 8
stamps. — Passmore and Alabaster, 18, Paternoster Row.


A FABLE FOR THE TIMES


FABLE


A CERTAIN MAN bad long accustomed himself to eat out of the same
trough with a beast, and being rebuked for such unclean feeding, he replied
that he did not object to it, and that by long-established custom he had
acquired a right to eat in that fashion, for his fathers had so fed before him
for many generations. As there was no other way of curing him of his
degrading habit, his friends began to remove the trough, whereat he
struggled and raved like a madman, calling them robbers and villains, and
many other bad names. Meanwhile the beast at the other end of the trough
patiently submitted to lose its provender.


FACT.


State support of religion, by tithes and other forced payments, is the
trough. ‘The Irish Church feeds out of the same trough with the Church
which it is wont to call the Romish beast, only it stands at the fullest end of
it. The beast only gets a few handfuls of Maynooth Grant, but the Irish
clergy are fed with tithes to the full. We want to see Protestants act like
men who have faith in God and their own doctrines, and then they will
maintain their own religion voluntarily; but, alas! it seems as if nothing but
force will get them away from the degradation of state pay. How true it is
that slavery deprives many men of the desire to be free! Wait a little, and
when the trough is broken altogether, perhaps the man will play the man.
Let every true Protestant help to deliver the Irish Church from her present;
condition; and may God defend the right.
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NO 33. — From C. H. Spurgeon’s” Sword and Trowel,” published
monthly, price 3d.; post free, 4d. Tracts, 6d. per 100; post free for 8
stamps. — Passmore and Alabaster, 18, Paternoster Row.


SOUL PROSPERITY.


(NOTES OF A SERMON BY C.H. SPURGEON.)


“Beloved, I wish above all things that thou mayest prosper and be
in health, even as thy soul prospereth.” — 3 John 2.


WHAT a change the gospel made in John! He was one who could call fire
front heaven on opposers, but now, having received the Holy Ghost, how
full of love he is! He had been often with his Master, he had leaned on his
bosom, and, like men who have lain in beds of spices, he had the perfume
of delight upon him. I do not say that grace will work so visibly in all —
for some retain their natural temperament, only it is turned in a new
channel — but sometimes the change is remarkably evident: the morose
become cheerful; the gay, serious; the revengeful, loving. John, having
experienced a change, we see love in him at all times, he is the mirror of
love. Whether he receives penitent Peter, or writes to the churches, all is
love.


A man’s private letters often let you into the secrets of his heart. Read
Ratherford’s letters, and you see the man at once; or those of Kirke White,
or Newton. A man’s writing desk should be used to make his biography.
Here we have one of John’s private letters to Gaius, and it is a letter just
like him: it has the postmark of charity on it; it is scented with love. Note,
he calls himself simply “the elder.” Great men can afford to stoop. He uses
no proud title: humility is ever the sweet companion of love. In this letter
he wishes Gains every blessing, and commences with an earnest desire for
his better health. Gains, it would seem, was ill; like many of the Lord’s
favorites, he was sickly in body. Some of God’s choicest plants are kept
earthed up by troubles, but, blessed be his name, it whitens them and
prepares them for his use. John desired that his friend might recover; and
we are allowed, with submission to the Lord’s will, to pray for our own
health and that of our friends.







140


Health is an invaluable mercy, and, like every other, never properly valued
till it is lost. But we notice that John puts soul prosperity side by side with
it. Man has two parts: the one corporeal and earthy, the other immaterial
and spiritual. How foolish is the man who thinks of his body and forgets his
soul; prizes the vessel and despises the treasure; repairs the house, but
allows the tenant to languish; keeps the garment whole, but neglects the
wearer.


First, we will examine the words of our text more carefully; secondly, describe the
symptoms of ill health of soul; thirdly, mention the means of recovery; fourthly, a
practical exhortation.


I. THE TEXT.


“I wish,” says John to his “beloved” brother. But the word wish is not
strong enough to express the force of the original; the Greek word is
generally interpreted, as the margin has it, “to pray.” Prayer is a wish
sanctified. A wish is but a chariot: prayer yokes coursers to it. Good
wishes are bullion: prayers are stamped money. Wishes are seeds] prayers
are flowers. Let us plant our wishes in the garden of devotion, that they
may blossom into fruit. “Above all things.” Not that John desired bodily
health above all things for his friend, but the phrase means “in all respects.”
Our wishes for temporal things should never get into the throne, but keep
on the footstool. “That thou mayest prosper.” This is one mercy he prays for,
namely, prosperity. We may ask it for our friends, and especially if, like
Gaius, they spend their substance in promoting the interests of religion.
Some seem to suppose that religion makes men haters of their kind — no
such thing: I can most sincerely pray for you all that you may prosper, and
have what you require of worldly goods. “And be in health.” This second
mercy requires no remark, it is a necessary ingredient in the cup if we are
to enjoy prosperity. But, my friends, I am startled at the closing thought. I
am sure Gains was a wonderful man — very unlike some of you. Why,
look again: can you believe it? John wishes to have his spiritual health
made the standard of his natural prosperity. Suppose I were to kneel down
in my pulpit and ask God to make your bodies, in point of health, just like
your souls. Suppose he should grant the petition. Half of you would drop
down dead, for you have no spiritual life at all; you are dead in sin: this
chapel would be a charnel house of corruption and death. Then as for those
of you who have spiritual life, I should be afraid to pray this prayer for you.
Many of you would begin to shake with cold, and I am afraid some of you
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would be in a decline, if not in a rapid consumption. Shall I pray the
prayer? then some of you would become weak in the knee, your hands
would be palsied, and your eyes dim. How many would have their hearts
affected? and I fear none of us would be entirely free from sickness. Oh!
bless God that the body is not the index of the soul. But, still, if the picture
be horrible, if we cannot endure a lazar-house of sick bodies, what must an
hospital of sick and dead souls be, if we could only see within! The
spiritual anatomist ought, however, to look beneath the surface, and
penetrate between the joints and marrow of the soul. May God help us to
deal honestly with ourselves. And this brings us to —


II. SYMPTOMS OF ILL HEALTH. THESE ARE MANY: I SHALL BUT HAVE


TIME TO MENTION THE MOST PROMINENT.


1. Lukewarmness. This is mentioned by our Lord to. Laodicea as a very
dangerous symptom. A man lukewarm in business or politics will make but
little way, but a man lukewarm in religion is worst of all. Do we not see
this often the case? The place may be full or empty, what cares this man?
Sinners may be converted or not, he does not mind, or, at any rate, he
never bestirs himself to win souls himself. His prayers at the prayer
meeting, if he ever comes, are cold as marble; his words seemed to have
been packed in ice. His neighbors he cares no more about than Cain, who
said, “Am I my brother’s keeper?” Or perhaps he is a man of a little better
stamp — he does give, he likes to see the cause go on; but still he is not
heart and soul in it. As for the truth, he does not care whether his minister
be heterodox or orthodox; he does not trouble himself much; he is cold; he
leaves his heart in his shop, puts his soul in his cash box, and brings us the
empty chrysalis of what ought to have been a heart. This is bad. If the man
be a true son of God, he will be healed before death overtake him, but be
careful — it may be he is a mere professor.


2. A narrow mind. This is far from uncommon. While some run into one
extreme, and think no one doctrine truer than another, and are
latitudinarians, others run to the other pole, and call all men reprobates but
their own little selves and the sect they belong to. Be sure that if you do
not love the brethren something is out of order: If you kill all who cannot
say Shibboleth, you will have to put many of the Lord’s little ones to death.
I love baptism and the doctrines of grace, but I do not wish to look with a
frown on all who differ from me. Cheerer talks of putting his things into a
spring box, and then putting the key inside and shutting it. So some men
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try to put all truth, and the key too, into their own heads; but if you have a
chest as large as St. Paul’s, you will not know how to put all truth in it.
Love the brethren, love ALL the brethren, but if not, be sure all is not quite
healthy within.


3. A bad appetite — by which I mean a want of desire after the word. Some
say: “I cannot hear;” they go elsewhere while the place is crowded; they
hear a little while, but soon the rolling stone has another turn, and they
cannot hear again, while some good souls think it marrow and fatness. Let
the minister utter one opinion they cannot agree with, they could not enjoy
the sermon. Ah, you require some bark from the tree of affliction, or a
draught of Jeremiah’s wormwood! You think it wisdom, but it is a disease
— you are out of order.


4. A forsaken closet. This is the cause as well as the chief symptom of all ills
to the soul. Oh! if the beam out of the wall testify against thee; if the moldy
air tells that thou bast seldom opened the door; if few angels ascend the
ladder to heaven — then thou art sick indeed. Boast not of thine activity
and zeal, I tell thee thou art sick if thy closet be unvisited. O critic, turn
thine eye on thyself! thou hast often dragged the church like a bull to the
altar, and driven thy knife into her flesh: stay thy fury; turn it on thyself.
Thou lovest to lash Christendom as if she were a colossal culprit, and thou
rendest off thongfull after thongfull of her quivering flesh; now; spare her
motes till thou hast purged thine own beams: let thy reformations begin at
home, and that thou mayst be recovered, hear the


III. MEANS OF RECOVERY.


I speak not now of the means God uses, though he is the great Physician. I
know he cuts away the suckers, and prunes the superfluous branches from
the trees of his garden, but I speak of a regimen we may use ourselves,
May the Lord help you to practice it.


1. Seek good food. Hear a gospel preacher and search the Bible. Many
diseases arise from insufficient or unwholesome food. Live on the finest of
the wheat; eat ye that which is good.


2. Breathe freely. Let not prayer be restrained. Inhale the air of heaven by
fervent supplication, and breathe it out again in grateful songs. Open the
closet of prayer; climb up to the throne and live.
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3. Exercise thyself unto godliness. labor for God. Fold not thine hands in
apathy, but be up and doing while it is called to-day. This will circulate thy
blood and warm thee if cold.


4. If these things fail, I will give you a good old prescription, and as it must
be in Latin it shall be “carnis et sanguinis Christi,” taken several times a day
in a draught of the tears of repentance. Those who have tried this declare
that it cannot fail: it is health to the spirit and marrow to the bones. God
the Holy Ghost helping you to practice the rules of the heavenly Physician,
you will soon become fat and flourishing in the courts of the Lord. Turn to
the old book called the Bible, and see what is the path of rectitude, for be
sure that is the way of safety.


IV. I WOULD CONCLUDE, IF THE LORD ENABLE ME, WITH AN


EXHORTATION.


O my brother Christian, is it a small matter to be weak and feeble? Amid all
thy contests thou wilt need all the vigor thou canst gain. Wilt thou let thy
heart be untended, thine infirmities unregarded? Surely no. Wilt thou not
go to Calvary with weeping, and cry to him who giveth more grace?


And now, sinner, a word with thee. I also am a man as thou art; suffer me
to address thee lovingly. Thou art dead — I insult thee not — thou art
dead in sin, and thou knowest it not; but the dead are ever senseless. Thou
art dead, and dost thou think there will be corpses in heaven? In Egypt we
are told they sometimes sat a skeleton at a feast, to remind the guests of
death; but. there shall be none such in heaven. It is the land of life. Thou
canst not enter there: thou wilt be cast out as worthless carrion, to be fed
on by the worm that never dies. Yet hear me. There is life in Christ: there is
balm in Gilead. May God help thee now to seek it of him who gives freely
to all applicants. Help, O Lord.


THE COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION.


ALMOST forcibly pressed into the service by one of our most earnest and
generous friends, we some time ago set on foot a Colportage Association,
which, from want of funds, is still a small affair, but deserves to became a
wide-spread agency. The gentlemen Who hare managed the society for us
are striving with all their might to extend its bounds. The longer the agency
is employed, the more clearly we see the need for it, and the economy with







144


which it may be worked; hence we feel growingly that this form of
evangelizing ought not to languish, but to be pushed on with vigor.
Laborers are not lacking, but the great need is for friends who would give
guarantees of £30, so that a man could be sent to their district Where this
cannot be done by friends in a district, smaller donations will aid the work.
The engraving will bring the worker in this form of service the more vividly
before the reader’s eye, and perhaps suggest a prayer for’ the success of
the enterprise. With these few words we ask an attentive reading for the
first report, of the Colportage Association.


Our Colportage movement was originated by a member of the church at
the Metropolitan Tabernacle, who had became acquainted with the great
success of the Religious Tract and Book Society of Scotland, which from a
small beginning has in ten years so much increased that it now employs in
Scotland and the North of England about 160 Colporteurs. Our friend was
willing to contribute freely towards the support of a similar agency in the
south of England, and requested Mr. Spurgeon to organize an Association
for the purpose of spreading good wholesome literature, and, as far as
possible, counteracting the influence of the pernicious trash so prevalent on
every hand, and so injurious to the moral and spiritual condition of our
countrymen. Mr. Spurgeon, recognizing the importance o£ such a work,
notwithstanding his existing heavy responsibilities, at once sought the
cooperation of brethren who would be ready to undertake the management
of a society; and they, having formed themselves into a committee, held
their first meeting on September 4th, 1866, and proceeded to obtain all
possible information relative to the nature and requirements of the work.


After carefully arranging their plans (in which they were materially assisted
by the Scotch Society), the first agent was appointed, and commenced his
labors in the East of London, on 1st November 1866. In the district there
has been so much poverty that the people, in many cases longing to
purchase of the Colporteur, have been unable to do so, being in want of the
commonest necessaries of life Notwithstanding this, there have been
circulated monthly (besides Bibles and other good books), about 500
periodicals all of a sound moral, and most of them of a religious character.
This being the case, the committee have been loath to remove their agent,
although his sales have contributed little towards his support, as they
cannot but believe that his efforts must result in a great blessing to the
people, many of whom, there is much reason to fear, would never have
sought this class of literature for themselves The total sales amount to
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100pounds 5s. 5d. for the fourteen months, and the cost of the agency,
after allowing for profit, on sale, was 57pounds 12s. 6d.


On the 1st December, 1866, and 1st January, 1867, agents were started in
Cambridgeshire and East Kent, and their experience goes to show that
while the rural districts are most in need of our help, they at the same time
afford the best prospect of success; at least, in a pecuniary point of view. In
Cambridgeshire the total amount of sales during thirteen months was 149
14s. 7d., and the cost to the society 34 15s. 6d., and in East Kent the sales
for twelve months amounted to 189 2s. 5d., and the cost to the agency was
27 18s. 7d. It will be observed that the maintenance of these agents has
been met, to a large extent, by profits on their sales. These two localities
have afforded the greatest encouragement to the committee, and the
success which has resulted proves that with zealous indefatigable men as
Colporteurs, away may be found into the homes and hearts of those who
are too often destitute of spiritual advantages, whose knowledge of the
present life is con- fined to hard work and harder living, and whose sense
of duty to God and man is fulfilled, they think, by a respectful bow or
courtesy to the squire and the parson.


On the 1st February, 1867, three Colporteurs commenced to work in
Wilts, Leicestershire, and Oxford respectively. The two first have been
continued, not so successfully as those last alluded to, but there is re,on to
believe that much good has been done. In Wilts the villages are at
considerable distances from each other, and the time taken in traversing the
country doubtless accounts for smallness of sales, the total amount of
which for eleven months was 78 4s. 2d., and the cost of agency 37 10s.
7d.; 20 of this amount has been contributed by friends in the neighborhood,
through Mr. Toore, of Warminster, to whom the committee are much
indebted for hearty sympathy and cooperation. In Leicester the sales have
not been satisfactory, having amounted to only 68 17s. 3d., and the coat of
the agency was 43 17s. The work was discontinued in Oxford after a five
months’ trial, but the indirect results of it remain to this day, and will
continue, we trust for many years to come.


On 1st June another agent was appointed in Manchester, his sales for the
seven months have amounted to 51 2s. 9d., and the agency has cost 25 6s.
7d. In making this appointment the committee acted upon information that
there was a good field for their operations in Manchester, but their opinion,
based upon the result of their first year’s experience, is that the efforts of
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the society should in future be directed chiefly to the villages and hamlets,
and not to the cities and large towns.


The aggregate results of our business operations are as follows: 114,193
house-to-house visits have been paid; the agents have sold 1,670 Bibles,
1,806 Testaments, 657 portions of Scripture, 6,117 Mr. Spurgeon’s
Sermons, 1,326 “Pilgrim’s Progress,” 696 “Sword and Trowel,” 1,613
Religions Tract Society’s works, 2,504 copies of the “British Workman,”
and 6,125 Children’s Magazines, which, with other books and periodicals,
make a total of 39,270 publications. This has been done at a gross outlay
of 507 9s. 1d., and the receipts have been — By profits on sales, 190 2s.
0d.; by subscriptions and donations, 335 17s. 0d.


The Committee rejoice that, while their ostensible purpose has been to sell
good books, they have, at the same time, been privileged to send out men
of n missionary spirit, ever eager to point the sinner to the only source of
salvation and eternal life; and several instances have been brought to notice
in which the word spoken has brought forth fruit to God’s glory.


The following extracts from the agents’ journals will speak for themselves.
An agent from the North of Scotland commences his .journal thus: —


“I left Portsay (Scotland) for London, and arrived 17th December. I was so
sick on board the steamboat I was only able to distribute a few tracts; hand
a book to a man. and tell a soldier that he had a soul to be’ saved’ or lost.
While in London, I distributed six hundred and fifty tracts, and attended the
Tabernacle services.


“Sometimes there are many discouragements, and I feel that it needs the
grace of God to uphold one in such a work as this.


“To-day I know what it is to be hopeful and cast down. Another anxious
soul I found thirsting for the-water of life. O that I was always in a right
frame of mind to deal with such.


“I had thirteen hours’ hard work to-day, besides indoor work. After getting
my calls through, I felt completely tired. The appearances of a spiritual
harvest more than makes up. for my tiredness.


“Today I went to E.— , and enjoyed the Lord’s presence all day. At night,
I addressed a large cottage meeting.
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“To-day I am ready to ascribe glory, praise, and honor to our God for his
blessing on the work until now; this month far better than I had expected
have been my sales and engagements.”


As to the need for such men let the following extracts speak: —


“A family of eight persons without a Bible for two years — gave them one,
then almost next door an old man said, ‘ It’s no use ‘to talk to me, I don’t
understand anything about it.’ In answer to my question,’ Are you
converted?’ he said, ‘I have never been converted to the chapel.’ I then
explained to him that he was a sinner, and must perish without Christ;
when he said, ‘ I never heard that before!’


“The clergyman is a Romanist out-and-out, and so ,’we some of his flock.


“The clergyman is quite indifferent to his flock.


“Light reading very common.”


With regard to the reception of agents they say: —


“The people gave a hearty welcome.


“The day,. has been wet and rather discouraging; again I am cheered by the
welcome given me on my rounds.


“One man accused me of insulting him because I left the tract, ‘Young
man, who is the foot?’ at his house, and threatens violence if I call again.
Another says that my tracts are the thing, and he learns more from them
than by going to his church for twelve months.


“The clergyman is not favorable.


“At L— I had an interview with the clergyman, who is much offended with
my visits.


“I called at a house, and it happened to be the clergyman’s; he purchased a
Bible and several texts.


“I sold a few books to a drunken squire.


“I called on the squire again, and he bought a few more books.


“The squire had another deal.
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“Here is an old man paralyzed, so that he cannot speak; prayed with him —
whilst doing so the old man and his wire sobbed aloud; never shall I forget
it. When I rose from my knees to wish him ‘Good-bye,’ the old man took
my hand and squeezed it with his own, so that it was with difficulty I got
him to let me go. He could not speak, but the woman said ‘ Come again,
no one comes to talk to us.’


“In my rounds I find the people much more willing to converse than when I
first went amount them, they then seemed suspicious of me; but now I find
them very different; but this winter they have been very poor, so that I
could not sell many books among them. My great desire is to do all the
good here for my Savior. seeing there is a great deal to do. and little time
to do it in.”


The spiritual results are thus spoken of by the different agents: —


“In my rounds, I met a young man who was ill with consumption; I read to
him the fifty-third Psalm, and pointed him to Jesus as the friend of sinners.
I thought he was very indifferent about his soul, very anxious to get better.
I tried to show him that to get ready to die was in reality getting ready ‘to
live; for if we put our sours into the hands of Jesus, we have peace, and
then the medicine has every chance of benefiting the body; therefore, both
body and soul were safe in the hands of Christ. He kindly asked me to
come again. I continued to visit him until he died; every time I visited him,
he wished my visits to he more frequent, and often said he would sooner
that I should come to talk to him than anybody else. His end was peace,
trusting in Jesus.


“All through last summer on Sunday afternoons, and Wednesday evenings,
I had the pleasure, in conjunction with two or three young men, to hold an
open-air service at the corner of the police station, on a piece of ground
which is always at our disposal just opposite the rector’s house. He very
cordially wishes me good success, and if sinners are saved, he cares not
whether they are Baptists or church people, if they but love the Savior —
that is the principal thing with him. The result of my services there is that I
have sold several Bibles to policemen, who would not otherwise have
bought them.”


The committee think that, upon the whole, there is much cause to thank
God and take courage. The first period has been necessarily one of much
anxiety, as the work was commenced without any practical acquaintance
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with its nature; and all the Colporteurs have had to break up fresh ground,
to familiarize themselves with the people, and to overcome the jealousies
of some who have regarded them as intruders. This having been to a very
great extent accomplished, the way has been cleared for future action, and
with God’s blessing, and the largely increased support of his people, the
committee hope that a grand and noble future is in store for the Society.


Various plans have from time to time been suggested, with a view to
augment our funds, so that more laborers may be sent into the vineyard. An
officer of the church has recently offered ten shillings a year, per man, for
any number not exceeding twenty, and suggests this plan to the committee
as a practical and efficient means of promoting the interests of the Society.
The committee commend the work as one worthy of the sympathy,
prayers, and cooperation of all who are anxious for the extension of the
Master’s kingdom, and they trust that such material aid will be speedily
forthcoming, as will enable them to multiply the number of their agents,
until they shall be found in every part of our land.


ROUGH WORDS FOR GREAT EVILS.


WE fear that our two pictures of last month greatly shocked a few of our
good reader’s whose souls are tender of the Establishment; but we do not
in any degree apologize to them because the shock, like that of a cold bath
early in the morning, will do them good, and strengthen their constitutions.
We. can assure them that they cannot be one-half’ so much shocked by our
ridicule of error as we are by the error itself’. We do not make the evil, we
only expose it; and if’ we use words and symbols which strike and stick,
and’ even offend, we believe that they are necessary, and ought to be used
far more frequently. We are not going to handle the abominations of the
present American establishment with kid gloves; and if’ we judge sarcasm
and ridicule to be deserved, we shall give the Lord’s enemies their full
quota of scorn. We have lately met with a Hudibrastic tractate, written by a
Fen countryman, which has the right ring about it, and in order that our
good friends may have another healthy shock, we have culled a few lines
from it, descriptive of Anglican baptismal regeneration and confirmation,
The author is dealing with Mother Church, and says: —


“She takes an infant in her arms,
Mutters her cabalistic charms,
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Sprinkles some water on its face,
Hight presto! ‘tis a child of grace;
Regenerated from that hour —
Needing no other saving power —
Made by the parson’s magic rod,
An heir of heaven and child of God!
Oh, what a very wondrous man
The priest must be indeed, who can
Accomplish in so shot; a space
The highest act of Sovereign Grace!
And on such cheap and easy refills,
Confer that gift on mortal worms,
Which (in some simple people’s view).
No one but God himself can do.
What wonder that he feels so proud,
And claims such homage from the crowd;
Assumes such consequential airs,
And something “more than mortal stares”?.
While the poor sponsors standing by
Pronounce the customary lie,
Repeated o’er and o’er for years,
Till all its grossness disappears,
As if a falsehood was no crime
When told the hundredth thousandth time;
Or that the sternest, strongest vows,


The language of the land allows,
Made to our Maker and our Judge,
Were all mere moonshine, flash, and fudge.
Their sanctions of as little away
As old wives’ chat, or children a play;
Their sanctity a Cheap Jack’s joke,
Just “made like pie-crust to be broke;”
Though promising to God and man.
What mortal never did, or can;
With neither strength nor wish, nor will,
Their stern engagements to fulfill
As reckless oft of right and wrong
As it they hummed a come song;
While, if not blasphemy, their sin
Is something very near akin
A fact, which matters not a straw.
While countenanced by Prayer-book law;.
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The outrage is no consequence
On Scripture truth, or common sense.
Nor ought the parson to be freed;
As an accomplice in the deed.
Tis right that those who set the snare,
The culprit’s punishment should share;
And God will surely in this way.
Deal with the case some future day;
Though his long-suffering patience still
Spares those who thus transgress his will
And when that Child in after years
Before his Catecni t appears,
The simple, unsuspecting youth
Is taught t’ insult the God of truth;
When to the question, “cut and dried,”
The lying answer is supplied,
Bearing upon its front, the sin
Of falsehood “burnt and branded in”
Combining in its impious claims
The highest and the holiest names;
Forging the work of the Most High,.
To countenance the daring lie,
Which rises at a single stretch
As high as finite sin can reach;
Ascending to the throne of God
Through paths by common sins untrod —
Like Titans, in their fury driven,
It scales the battlements of heaven,
By mountains, in confusion wild,
Of falsehood upon falsehood piled;
Asserting things already done
Which never yet have been begun,
And surely never will unless
A greater power than priests possess;
Does for the glory of his name
What they so arrogantly claim.
Next comes the confirmation day,
With one more wicked farce to play
For which good Mother Church prepares.
To show her most imposing airs,
Decked out in all her best array
To celebrate the gala day.
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Her proudest trappings — alter all
Picked up on some old Pagan stall,
On which both Jew and Gentile bags
Have poured their second-handed rags —
Brought out to dramatize again,
The ancient scenes of Dura’s plain;
While organs peal, and bells ring out,
And white-smocked urchins scream and shout;
And parsons gather “smart and slick”
As “leaves in Vallombrosa thick,”
From rectors in their plumpest trim,
To leanest curates, spare and slim.
Which altogether form a band
Just as contemptible as grand,
When ‘tis considered how much brass
And lead are molten in the mass;
Which makes the little gold, in fact,
Scarce worth the trouble to extract;
Or to remunerate their toil
Who pale the “precious from the vile.”


All joint performers in the play
When Mother Church gets up to-day.
When sponsors are to have their backs
Eased of their self-inflicted packs;
From those engagements set at large
They ne’er attempted to discharge,
Which those on whose account they “stood
Have made as heavy as they could.
Who now are told that they with zeal
Must put their “shoulder to the wheel;”
Avoid all Satan’s sinful snares,
And come to church and say their prayers,
Since all those sins which heretofore
Were placed at their, God-parents’ door,
Stand henceforth to their own account.
However awful the amount.
Advice which they will doubtless rate
At its own proper estimate
And now with all the pomp dud show
That pride and priest craft can bestow,.
Forth comes the bishop to review
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His regiment ranked in order due,
Who at the signal of command
Are taught to bow, to kneel, or stand,.
To catch what grace, by rule of art,
Prelatic fingers can impart;
Which, if results are any test,
Is a small modicum at best.
The blind, unconscious dupes and tools
Of blinder dupes, and. guiltier fools;
Some mere uncultivated dolts;
Some wilder than wild asses’ colts;
Some as fit fuel for the fire,
As Satan can himself desire:
Though young in yearn. mature in sin;
Steeped in transgression to the church,
All which, compounded in the lump,
Are held at one conclusive jump.
Without inquiry or research,
True genuine chickens of the church —
Whom how their careful parent brings
Beneath her fond maternal wings,
And strews a feast of poisonous food
Before her thankless, careless brood.
When haunt led the graceless blades —
Through all probationary grades,
Relieved the sponsors of their vows,
As far as Prayer-book law allows —
A yoke, it must be owned, whose touch
Has never oiled their shoulders much —
And thanking God for having done
A work that never was beau.
And blandly complimented heaven
For having all their sins forgiven.


The church her finished sons invites
To join and share her holier rites —
Howe’er “unworthy,” or unfit,
Of course it matters not a bit —
So they but at her “altar” meet
And make the mockery complete;
Their own “damnation” to secure,
And make perdition doubly sure.
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So ends the confirmation day,
An empty show and vain display,
Which every truth taught Christian must
Contemplate with confirmed disgust.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1868.


THE CHRISTIAN MINISTER’S PRIVATE PRAYER.


ONE OF A COURSE OF LECTURES TO STUDENTS AND
YOUNG PASTORS.


BY C. H SPURGEON.


OF course the preacher is above all others distinguished as a man of prayer.
He prays as an ordinary Christian, else he were a hypocrite. He prays more
than ordinary Christians, else he were disqualified for the office which he
has under- taken. “It would be wholly monstrous,” says Bernard, “for a
man to be highest in office and lowest in soul; first in station and last in
life.” Over all his other relationships the pre-eminence of the pastor’s
responsibility casts a halo, and if true to his Master, he becomes
distinguished for his prayerfulness in them all. As a citizen, his country has
the advantage of his intercession; as a neighbor, those under his shadow
are remembered in supplication. He prays as a husband and as a father; he
strives to make his family devotions a model for his flock; and if the fire on
the altar of God should burn low anywhere else, it is well tended in the
house of the Lord’s chosen servant — for he takes care that the morning
and evening sacrifice shall sanctify his dwelling. But there are some of his
prayers which concern his office, and of those our plan in these lectures
leads us to speak most. He offers peculiar supplications as a minister, and he
draws near to God in this respect, over and above all his approaches in his
other relationships.


I take it that as a minister he is always praying. Whenever his mind turns to
his work, whether he is in it or out of it, he ejaculates a petition, sending up
his holy desires as well-directed arrows to the skies. He is not always in the
act of prayer, but he lives in the spirit of it. If his heart be in his work, he
cannot eat or drink, or take recreation, or go to his bed, or rise in the
morning, without evermore feeling a fervency of desire, a weight of
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anxiety, and a simplicity of dependence upon God; thus, in one form or
other he continues in prayer. If there be any man under heaven, who is
compelled to carry out the precept — “ Pray without ceasing,” surely it is
the Christian minister. He has peculiar temptations, special trials, singular
difficulties, and remarkable duties, he has to deal with God in awful
relationships, and with men in mysterious interests; he therefore needs
much more grace than common men, and as he knows this, he is led
constantly to cry to the strong for strength, and say, “I will lift up mine
eves unto the hills, from whence cometh my help.” Alleine once wrote to a
dear friend, “Though I am apt to be unsettled and quickly set off the
hinges, yet, methinks, I am like a bird out of the nest, I am never quiet till I
am in ray old way of communion with God; like the needle in the compass,
that is restless till it be turned towards the pole. I can say, through grace
with the church, ‘ With my soul have I desired thee in the night, and with
my spirit within me have I sought thee early.’ My heart is early and late
with God; ‘tis the business and delight of my ]ire to seek him.” Such must
be the even tenor of your way, O men of God. If you as ministers are not
very prayerful, you are much to be pitied. If, in the future, you shall be
called to sustain pastorates, large or small, if you become lax in secret
devotion, not only will you need to be pitied, but your people also; and, in
addition to that, you shall be blamed, and the day cometh in which you
shall be ashamed and confounded.


It may scarcely be needful to commend to you the sweet uses of private
devotion, and yet I cannot forbear. 2?o you, as the ambassadors of God,
the mercy-seat has a virtue beyond all estimate; the more familiar you are
with the court of heaven the better shall you discharge your heavenly trust.
Among all the formative influences which go to make up a man honored of
God in the ministry, I know of none more mighty than his own familiarity
with the mercy-seat. All that a college course can do for a student is coarse
and external compared with the spiritual and delicate refinement obtained
by communion with God. While the unformed minister is revolving upon
the wheel of preparation, prayer is the tool of the great potter by which he
molds the vessel. All our libraries and studies are mere emptiness compared
with our closets. We grow, we wax mighty, we prevail in private prayer.
That we may be strong to labor, tender to sympathize, and wise to direct,
let us pray. If study makes men of us, prayer will make saints of us. Our
sacred furniture for our holy office can only be found in the arsenal of
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supplication; and after we have entered upon our consecrated warfare,
prayer alone can keep our armor bright.


Among other most notable uses of supplication, your prayers will be your
tender assistants while your discourses are yet upon the anvil. While other men,
like Esau, are hunting for their portion, you by the aid of prayer, will find
the savory meat near at home, and may say in truth what Jacob said so
falsely, “The Lord brought it to me.” If you can dip your pens into your
hearts, appealing in earnestness to the Lord, you will write well; and if you
can gather your matter on your knees at the gate of heaven, you will not
fail to speak well. Prayer, as a mental exercise, will bring many subjects
before the mind, and so help in the selection of a topic; white as a high
spiritual engagement; it will cleanse your inner eye that you may see truth
in the light of God. Texts will often refuse to reveal their treasures till you
open them with the key of prayer. How wonderfully were the books
opened to Daniel when he was in supplication’. How much Peter learned
upon the housetop! The closet is the best study. The commentators are
good instructors, but the author himself is far better, and prayer makes a
direct appeal to him and enlists him in our cause. It is a great thing to pray
one’s self into the spirit and marrow of a text; working into it by sacred
feeding thereon, even as the woven bores its way into the kernel of the nut.


Prayer supplies a leverage for the uplifting of ponderous truths. One
marvels how the stones of Stonehenge could have been set in their places;
it is even more to be inquired after whence some men obtained such
admirable knowledge of mysterious doctrines: was not prayer the potent
machinery which wrought the wonder? Waiting upon God often rufus
darkness into light. Persevering inquiry at the sacred oracle uplifts the veil
and gives grace to look into the deep things of God. A certain Puritan
divine at a debate was observed frequently to write upon the paper before
him; upon others curiously seeking to read his notes, they found nothing
upon the page but the words, “More light, Lord,” “More light, Lord,”
repeated scores of times: a most suitable prayer for the student of the
Word when preparing his discourse.


You will frequently find fresh streams of thought; leaping up from the
passage before you, as if the rock had been struck by Moses’ rod; new
reins of precious ore will be revealed to your astonished gaze as you quarry
God’s Word, and use diligently the hammer of prayer. You will sometimes
feel as if you were entirely shut up, and then suddenly a new road will open
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before you. He who hath the key of David openeth, and no man shutteth. If
you have ever sailed down the Rhine, the water-scenery of that majestic
river will have struck you as being- very like in effect to a series of lakes.
Before and behind, the vessel appears to be enclosed in massive walls of
rock, or circles of vine-clad terraces, till on a sudden you turn a corner, and
before you the rejoicing and abounding river flows onward in its strength.
So the laborious student often finds it with a text; it appears to be fast
closed against you, but prayer propels your vessel, and turns its prow into
fresh waters, and you behold the broad and deep stream of sacred truth
flowing in its fullness, and you feel that it is bearing you with it. Is not this
a convincing reason four abiding in supplication? Use prayer as a boring
rod, and wells of living water will leap up from the bowels of the Word.
Who will be content to thirst when living waters are so readily to be
obtained?


The best; and holiest men have ever made prayer the most important; part
Of pulpit preparation. It is said of M’Cheyne, f8 “Anxious to give his people
on the Sabbath what bad cost him somewhat, he never, without an urgent
reason, went before them without; much previous meditation and prayer.
His principle on this subject was embodied in a remark he made to some of
us who were conversing on the matter. Being asked his view of diligent
preparation for the pulpit, he reminded us of Exodus 27:20: ‘Beaten oil —
healed oil for the lamps of the sane-using/.’ and yet his prayerfulness was greater
still. Indeed, he could not neglect fellowship with God before entering the
congregation. He needed to be bathed in the love of God. His ministry was
so much a bringing out of views that had first sanctified his own soul, that
the healthiness of his soul was absolutely needful to the vigor and power of
his ministrations.” “With him the commencement of all labor invariably
consisted in the preparation of his own soul. The walls of his chamber were
witnesses of his prayerfulness and of his tears, as well as of his cries.”


Prayer will singularly assist you in the delivery of your sermon; in fact, nothing
can so gloriously fit you to preach as descending fresh from the mount of
communion with God to speak with men. None are so able to plead with
men as those who have been wrestling with God on their behalf. It is said
of Alleine, “He poured out his very heart in prayer and preaching, His
supplications and his exhortations were so affectionate, so full of holy zeal,
life and vigor, that they quite overcame his hearers; he melted over them,
so that he thawed and mollified, and sometimes dissolved the hardest
hearts.” There could have been none of this sacred dissolving of heart if his
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mind had not been previously exposed to the tropical rays of the Sun of
Righteousness by private fellowship with the risen Lord. A truly pathetic
delivery, in which there is no affectation, but much affection, can only be
the offspring of prayer. There is no rhetoric like that of the heart, and no
school for learning it like the foot of the cross. It were better that you
never learned a rule of human oratory, but were fall of the power of
heavenborn love, than that you should master Quintilian, Cicero, and
Aristotle, and remain without the apostolic anointing.


Prayer may not make you eloquent after the human mode, but it will make
you truly so, for you will speak out of the heart; and is not that the
meaning of the word eloquence? It will bring fire from heaven upon your
sacrifice, and thus prove it to be accepted of the Lord.


As fresh springs of thought will frequently break up during preparation in
answer to prayer, so will it be in the delivery of the sermon. Most
preachers who depend upon God’s Spirit will tell you that their freshest
and best thoughts are not those which are premeditated, but ideas which
come to them, flying as on the wings of angels; unexpected treasures
brought on a sudden by celestial hands, seeds of the flowers of paradise
wafted from the mountains of myrrh. Often and often when I have felt
hampered both in thought and expression, my secret groaning of heart has
brought me relief, and I have enjoyed more than usual liberty. But how
dare we pray in the battle if we never cried to the Lord while buckling on
the harness. The remembrance of his wrestlings at home comforts the
fettered preacher when in the pulpit: God will not desert us unless we have
deserted him. You, brethren, will find that prayer before preaching will
ensure you strength equal to your day.


As the tongues of fire came upon the apostles, when they sat watching and
praying, even so will they come upon you. You will find yourselves, when
you might perhaps have flagged, suddenly upborne, as by a seraph’s
power. Wheels of fire will be fastened to your chariot, which had begun to
drag right heavily, and steeds angelic will be in a moment harnessed to
your fiery ear, till you climb the heavens like Elijah, in a rapture of flaming
inspiration.


After the sermon, how would a conscientious preacher give vent to his
feelings, and find solace for his soul, if access to the mercy-seat were
denied him? Elevated to the highest pitch of excitement, how can we
relieve our souls but in importunate pleadings. Or depressed by a fear of
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failure, how shall we be comforted but in moaning out our complaint
before our God? How often have some of us tossed to and fro upon our
couch half the night because of conscious shortcomings in our testimony!
How frequently have we longed to rush back to the pulpit again to say
over again more vehemently, what we have uttered in so cold a manner!
Where could we find rest for our spirits but in confession of sin, and
passionate entreaty that our infirmity or folly might in no way hinder the
Spirit of God! It is not possible in a public assembly to pour out all our
heart’s love to our flock. Like Joseph, the affectionate minister will seek
where to weep; his emotions, however freely he may express himself, will
be pent up in the pulpit, and only in private prayer can he draw up the
sluices and bid them flow forth. If we cannot prevail with men for God, we
will, at least, endeavor to prevail with God for men. We cannot save;hem,
or even persuade them to be saved, but we can at least bewail their
madness and entreat the interference of the Lord. Like Jeremiah, we can
make it our resolve, “If ye will not hear, it, my soul shall weep in secret
places for your pride, and mine eyes shall weep sore and run down with
tears.” To such pathetic appeals the Lord’s heart can never be indifferent;
in due time the weeping intercessor will become the rejoicing winner of
souls. There is a distinct connection between importunate agonizing and
true success, even as between the travail and the birth, the sowing in tears
and the reaping in joy. “How is it that your seed comes up so soon?” said
one gardener to another. “Because I steep it,” was the reply. We must
steep all our teachings in tear’s, “when none but God is nigh,” and their
growth will surprise and delight us. Could any one wonder at Brainerd’s
success, when his diary contains such notes as this: “Lord’s Day, April
25th. — This morning spent about two hours in sacred duties, and was
enabled, more than ordinarily to agonize for immortal souls; though it was
carry in the morning, and the sun scarcely shone at all, yet my body was
quite wet with sweat”? The secret of Luther’s power lay in the same
direction. Theodorus said of him: “I overheard him in prayer, but, good
God, with what life and spirit did he pray! It was with so much reverence,
as if he were speaking to God, yet with so much confidence as if he were
speaking to his friend.” My brethren, let me beseech you to be men of
prayer. Great talents you may never have, but you will do well enough
without them if you abound in intercession. If you do not pray over what
you have sown, God’s sovereignty may possibly ordain that it may be
blessed, but. you have no right to expect it, and if it comes it will bring no
comfort to your own heart. I was reading yesterday a book by Father
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Faber, late of the Oratory, at Brompton, a marvelous compound of truth
and error. In it he relates a legend to this effect. A certain preacher, whose
sermons converted men by scores, received a revelation from heaven that
not one of the conversions was owing to his talents or eloquence, but all to
the prayers of an illiterate lay brother, who sat on the pulpit steps, pleading
all the time for the success of the sermon. It may in the all-revealing day be
so with us. We may discover, after having labored long and wearily in
preaching, that all the honor belongs to another builder, whose prayers
were gold, silver, and precious stones, while our sermonizing being apart
from prayer, were but hay and stubble.


When we have done with preaching, we shall not, if we are true ministers
of God, have done with praying, because the whole church, with many
tongues, will be crying, in the language of the Macedonian, “Come over and
help us” in prayer. If you are enabled to prevail in prayer you will have
many requests to offer for others who will flock to you, and beg a share in
your intercessions, and so you will find yourselves commissioned with
errands to the mercy-seat for friends and hearers. Such is always my lot,
and I feel it a pleasure to have such requests to present before my Lord.
Never can you be short of themes for prayer, even if no one should suggest
them to you. Look at your congregation. There are always sick folk among
them, and many more who are soul-sick. Some are unsaved, others are
seeking and cannot find. Many are desponding, and not a few believers are
backsliding or mourning. There are widows’ tears and orphans’ sighs to be
put into our bottle, and poured out before the Lord. If you are a genuine
minister of God, you will stand as a priest before the Lord, spiritually
wearing the ephod and the breastplate whereon you bear the names of the
children of Israel, pleading for them within the veil. I have known brethren
who have kept a list of persons for whom they felt bound especially to
pray, and I doubt not such a record often reminded them of what might
otherwise have slipped their memory. Nor will your people wholly engross
you; the nation and the world will claim their share. The man who is
mighty in prayer may be a wall of fire around his country, her guardian
angel and her shield. We have all heard how the enemies of the Protestant
cause dreaded the prayers of Knox more than they feared armies of ten
thousand men. The Greens Welch was also a great intercessor for his
country; he used to say, “he wondered how a Christian could lie in his bed
all night and not rise to pray.” When his wife, fearing that he would take
cold, followed him into the room to which he had withdrawn, she heard
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him pleading in broken sentences, “Lord, wilt thou not grant me
Scotland?” O that we were thus wrestling at midnight, crying, “Lord, wilt
thou not grant us our hearers’ souls?”


The minister who does not earnestly pray over his work must surely be a
vain and conceited man. He acts as if he thought himself sufficient of
himself, and therefore needed not to appeal to God. Yet what a baseless
pride to conceive that our preaching can ever be in itself so powerful that it
can turn men from their sins, and bring them to God without the working
of the Holy Ghost! If we are truly humble-minded we shall not venture
down to the fight until the Lord of Hosts has clothed us with all power,
and said to us, “Go in this thy might.” Satan’s kingdom fears not our
rhetoric, our literature, or our orthodoxy; prayer is the master weapon, and
the enemy quails before it. Vain are our words till the word of the King
comes with power to the con, science in answer to Our prayers.


The preacher who neglects to pray much as an habitual practice, must be
very careless about his ministry. He cannot have comprehended his calling.
He cannot have computed the value of a soul, or estimated the meaning of
eternity. He must be a mere official, tempted into a pulpit because the piece
of bread which belongs to the priest’s office is very necessary to him, or a
detestable hypocrite who loves the praise of men, and cares not for the
praise of God. He will surely become a more superficial talker, best
approved where grace is least valued and a vain show most admired. He
cannot be one of those who plough deep and reap abundant harvests. He is
a mere loiterer, not a laborer. As a preacher he has a name to live and is
dead. He limps in his life like the lame man in the Proverbs, whose legs
were not equal, for his praying is shorter than his preaching.


I am afraid that, more or less, most of us need self-examination as to this
matter. If there be a man here who dares say that he prays as much as he
ought as a student, I shall gravely question his .statement; and if there be a
minister, deacon, or elder present who can declare that he is occupied with
Goal ill prayer to the full extent to which he might be and ought to be, I
should be pleased to know him. I can only say, that if he can claim this
excellence, he leaves me far behind, for I can make no such affirmation: I
wish I could. I make the confession with no small degree of shame-
needness and confusion, but I am obliged to make it. If we are not more
negligent than others, this is no consolation to us; the shortcomings of
others are no excuses for ourselves. How few of us could compare
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ourselves with Mr. Joseph Alleine, whose character I have mentioned
before? “‘ At the time of his health,’ writes his wife, ‘ he did rise constantly
at or before four of the clock, and would be much troubled if he heard
smiths or other craftsmen at their trades before he was at communion with
God; saying to me often, ‘How this noise shames me! Does not my Master
deserve more than theirs? ‘ From four till eight he spent in prayer, holy
contemplation, and singing of psalms, in which he much delighted, and did
daily practise alone, as well as in the family.’ Sometimes he would suspend
the routine of parochial engagements, and devote whole days to these
secret exercises, in order to which, he would contrive to be alone in some
void house, or else in some sequestered spot in the open valley. Here there
would be much prayer and medication on God and heaven.” F9 Could we
read Jonathan Edwards’ description of David Brainerd and not blush? “His
life,” says Edwards, “shows the right way to success in the works of the
ministry. He sought it as a resolute soldier seeks victory in a siege or battle;
or as a man that runs a race for a great prize. Animated with love to Christ
and souls, how did he labor always fervently, not only in word and
doctrine, in public and private, but in prayers day and night, wrestling with
God in secret, and travailing in birth, with unutterable groans and agonies,
until Christ were formed in the hearts of the people, to whom he was sent!
How did he thirst for a blessing upon his ministry; and watch for souls as
one that must give account! How did he go forth in the strength of the
Lord God, seeking and depending on the special influence of the Spirit to
assist and. succeed him! And what was the happy fruit at last, after long
waiting and many dark and discouraging appearances? Like a true son of
Jacob, he persevered in wrestling through all the darkness of the night,
until the breaking of the day.” F10


Might not Henry Martyn’s journal shame us, where we find such entries as
these: “Sept. 24th. — The determination with which I went to bed last
night, of devoting this day to prayer and fasting, I was enabled to put into
execution. In my first prayer for deliverance from worldly thoughts,
depending on the power and promises of God, for fixing my soul while I
prayed, I was helped to enjoy much abstinence from the world, for nearly
an hour. Then read the history of Abraham, to see how familiarly God had
revealed himself to mortal men of old. Afterwards, in prayer for my own
sanctification, my soul breathed freely and ardently after the holiness of
God, and this was the best season of the day”? f11 We might perhaps more
truly join with him in his lament after the first year of his ministry, that “he
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judged he had dedicated too much time to public ministrations, and too
little to private communion with God.”


How much of blessing we may have missed through remissness in
supplication we can scarcely guess, and none of us can know how poor we
are in comparison with what we might have been if we had lived habitually
nearer to God in prayer. Vain regrets and surmises are useless, but an
earnest determination to amend will be far more useful. We not only ought
to pray more, but we must. The fact is, the secret of all ministerial success
lies in prevalence at the mercy-seat.


One bright benison which private prayer brings down upon the ministry is
an indescribable and inimitable something, better under- stood than named;
it is a dew from the Lord, a divine presence which you will recognize at
once when I say it is “an unction from the holy One.” What is it? I wonder
how long we might beat our brains before we could plainly lint into words
what is meant by preaching unction! yet he who preaches knows its presence,
and he who hears, soon detects its absence; Samaria, in famine, typifies a
discourse without it; Jerusalem, with her feasts of fat things, full of
marrow, may represent a sermon enriched with it. Everyone knows what
the freshness of the morning is when orient pearls abound on every blade
of grass, but who can describe it. much less produce it of himself? Such is
the mystery of spiritual anointing; we know but we cannot tell to others
what it is. It is as easy as it is foolish to counterfeit it, as some do who use
expressions which are meant to betoken fervent love, but oftener indicate
sickly sentimentalism or mere cant. “Dear Lord! Sweet Jesus! Precious
Christ!” are by them poured out wholesale, till one is nauseated. These
familiarities may have been not only tolerable, but even beautiful when they
first fell from a saint of God, speaking as it were, out of the excellent glory,
but when repeated flippantly they are not only intolerable, but indecent, if
not profane. Some have tried to imitate unction by unnatural tones and
whines; by turning up the whites of their eyes, and lifting their hands in a
most ridiculous manner. M’Cheyne’s tone and rhythm one hears from
Scotchmen continually: we-much prefer his spirit to his mannerism; and all
mere mannerism without power is as foul carrion of all life bereft,
obnoxious, mischievous. Certain brethren aim at inspiration through
exertion and loud shouting; but it does not come: stone we have known to
stop the discourse and exclaim, “God bless you,” and others gesticulate
wildly, and drive their finger nails into the palms of their hands as if they
were in convulsions of celestial ardor. Bah! The whole thing smells of the
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green-room and the stage. The getting-up of fervor in hearers by the
simulation of it in the preacher is a loathsome deceit, to be scorned by
honest men. “To affect feeling’,” says Richard Cecil, “is nauseous and soon
detected, but to feel is the readiest way to the hearts of others.” Unction is
a thing which you cannot manufacture, and its counterfeits are worse than
worthless; yet it is in itself priceless, and beyond measure needful if you
would edify believers and bring sinners to Jesus. To the secret pleader with
God this secret is committed; upon him rests the dew of the Lord, about
him is the perfume which makes glad the heart. If the anointing which we
bear come not from the Lord of Hosts we are deceivers; and since only in
prayer can we obtain it, let us continue instant., constant, fervent in
supplication. Let your fleece lie on the threshing-floor of supplication, till it
is wet with the dew of heaven. Go not to minister in the temple till You
have washed in the laver. Think not to be a messenger of grace to others
till you have seen the God of grace for yourselves, and received the word
from his mouth.


Time spent in quiet prostration of soul before the Lord is most
invigorating. David “sat before the Lord;” it is a great thing to hold these
sacred sittings; the mind being receptive, like an open flower drinking in
the sunbeams, or the sensitive photographic plate accepting the image
before it. Quietude, which some men cannot abide, because it reveals their
inward poverty, is as a palace of cedar to the wise, for along its hallowed
courts the King in his beauty deigns to walk.


“Sacred silence! thou that art
Floodgate of the deeper heart,
Offspring of a heavenly kind;


Frost o’ the mouth, and thaw o’ the mind.” F12


Priceless as the gift of utterance may be, the practice of silence in some
aspects far excels it. Do you think me a Quaker? Well, be it so. Herein I
follow George Fox most lovingly; for I am persuaded that we most of us
think too much of speech, which after all is but the shell of thought. Quiet
contemplation, still worship, unuttered rapture, these are mine when my
best jewels are before me. Brethren, rob not your heart of the deep-sea
joys; miss not the far-down life by for ever Dabbling among the broken
shells and foaming surges of the shore.


I would seriously recommend to you, when settled in the ministry, the
celebration of extraordinary seasons of devotion. If your ordinary prayers
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do not keep up the freshness and vigor of your souls, and you feel that you
are flagging, get alone for a week, or even a month, if possible. We have
occasional holidays, why not frequent holy days? We hear of our richer
brethren finding time for a journey to Jerusalem; could we not spare time
for the less difficult and far more profitable journey to the heavenly city?
Isaac Ambrose, once pastor at Preston, who wrote that famous book,
“Looking unto Jesus,” always set apart one month in the .year for seclusion
in a hut in a wood at Garstang. No wonder that he was so mighty a divine,
when he could regularly spend so long a time in the mount with God. I
notice that the Romanists have what they call “Retreats,” where a number
of priests will retire for a season into perfect quietude, to spend the whole
of the time in fasting and prayer, so as to inflame their souls with ardor.
We may learn from our adversaries. It would be a great thing every now
and then for brethren to spend a day or two with each other in real burning
agony of prayer. Our seasons of fasting and prayer at the Tabernacle have
been high days indeed; never has heaven-gate stood wider; never have our
hearts been nearer the central glory. Even if our public work were laid
aside to give us the space for special prayer, it might be a great gain to our
churches. Our silence might be better than our voices if our solitude were
spent with God. That was a grand action of old Jerome, when he laid all his
pressing engagements aside to achieve a purpose to which he felt a call
from heaven. He had a large congregation, as large a one as any of us need
want; but he said to his people, “Now, it is of necessity that the New
Testament should be translated:you must find another preacher — the
translation must be made; I am bound for the wilderness, and shall not
return till my task is finished.” Away he went with his manuscripts, and
prayed and labored, and produced a work — the Latin Vulgate — which
will last as long as the world stands; on the whole, a most wonderful
translation of Holy Scripture. If learning and prayerful retirement together
could thus produce an immortal work, if we also were sometimes to say to
our people when we felt moved to do so, “Dear friends, we really must be
gone for a little while to refresh our souls in solitude,” our profiting’ would
soon be apparent, and if we did not write Latin Vulgates, yet we should
accomplish enduring work, such as would abide the fire.
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BE JUST AND FEAR NOT.


A TRACT FOR THE ELECTIONS.


THE question in debate at the forthcoming election lies in a nutshell. It is a
question of right and wrong which any honest man may decide without the
help of lawyers, orators, or divines. Ought not every man to support his
own religion? Has any church a right to tax those who hate it, or to compel
its opponents to support it? In Ireland, nine persons of one religion are
forced to pay their share towards the support of the religion of the tenth
man, whose faith they detest. Is this just? Whether the nine men are
Mahometans or Jews does not enter into the essence of the question, and if
the tenth man be or be not the most orthodox of Christians, the inquiry is
not at all affected, for it stands thus: — Ought the tenth man to force the
other nine to ease him in the personal duty of supporting his religion, and
has he any right to make them submit to the establishment of his church as
the church of the whole ten? In the present case, the nine (who are mostly
poor men) first support their own clergyman, and then are required to pay
their quota towards the minister of the tenth, who is usually rich. Is this
justice? If the nine were Protestants, and the tenth a Romanist, what would
Protestants think of the case? Candid Protestants will own that they would
not deliberate for a moment, but would be most resolute in sweeping away
so glaring an oppression without a moment’s needless delay. But if the
victims in this case are Romanists, is it any the less wrong to do them an
injustice? Is it more right for a Protestant to be an oppressor titan for any
other man? Does our superior light entitle us to do wrong? Ought it not
rather to forbid our dealing ungenerously? Honorable minds would rather
be oppressed than oppressing, and candid persons think a wrong done by
Protestants, who boast their love of liberty, to be more lamentable than one
perpetrated by Catholics prejudiced by long ages of superstition. Better far
to be persecuted for righteousness’ sake than to do violence to other men’s
consciences under the notion of upholding the truth. In the name of our
reformed faith, let no Romanist suffer injustice at our hands, lest our good
cause be defiled.


The case is too simple for our opponents to meet it on its own merits, they
therefore try to bamboozle the public mind by raising party cries and
agitating other questions. We are told that Protestantism will be
endangered by disendowing the Irish church! As if Episcopalianism and
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Protestantism were one and the same thing. Look around, electors, and see
if the Episcopal Church is not doing more to bring back Popery into
England than any other agency in existence. What are these Ritualists but
Papists almost undisguised? Are they not all but avowed Romanists? The
cry of “No Popery” ill becomes the mouth of a Church of England
clergyman, when it is by men of his cloth that the ceremonies of Rome are
being forced upon us: the fox, with the hen in his mouth, might almost as
well cry out, “No robbing of hen roosts!’ Are not the Dissenting churches
the most thorough Protestant communities in the land? Is it not a fact that
very few of their ministers, or members, ever go over to Rome? Do they
not, almost without a single exception advocate justice to Ireland? Are not
these sound Protestants very well able to judge what will injure
Protestantism? Are they not quite as much in earnest to maintain religious
liberty and the reformed faith as any set of men living? They have suffered
long; their roll of martyrs is all but endless; depend upon it they are not the
men to lift; a finger to bring back Popery or even to aid its growth. Yet
they all demand the disestablishment of the Irish Church, because they
believe that injustice weakens the cause which is guilty of it, and that error
is strengthened by oppression. They believe that it is for the best interests
of Protestantism that everything like religious ascendancy should vanish.
Truth they conceive to be most likely to conquer when unattended by
anything like force and injustice. They hope that the day’ when religious
equality is fully established will be the beginning of the end in which
superstitions of all sorts will be utterly vanquished amid the songs of an
educated and Christian people. Even if this hope did not cheer the honest
man, even if he felt that his true faith might for awhile suffer loss, he dares
not do evil that good may come; he leaves results with the eternal Patron
of right, and commands that justice be done if the heavens fall.


The extreme age of the endowments of the Irish church is urged in their
defense, but no lapse of time can make wrong right, or give immunity to
robbery. Slavery was an ancient system, but it was right to abolish it, and
the same holds good of state-churchism. The government has in past ages
transferred ecclesiastical property from one sect to another by the same
paramount right which now justifies it, while respecting all existing
interests, in using church property for the general good. No one proposes
to touch the private property of any church, it is only with its public
endowments that the State will deal; they are now the source of continual
irritation and abiding injustice. That noble statesman, Mr. Gladstone, is to
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be honored for proclaiming that funds so long a curse to Ireland shall
henceforth be employed for the benefit of the commonwealth.


Let every Christian vote for the proposed deed of justice as devoutly as he
would pray, and feel as earnest in promoting it as in living righteously in his
private life. Let Churchmen rise to disinterested nobility, as some of their
clergy have done, and think more of right and of the national good than of
party and power. Let Dissenters remember how long their fathers were
oppressed, and show their gratitude to God for their present liberties by
demanding the same justice for others which they hope to receive
themselves. The sin of a national establishment founded in wrong belongs
to us all as citizens until by voice and vote we have protested against its
continuance. We must not be partakers of other men’s sins, as .we shall be
if our inaction gives assent to them. We must do to others as we would
that they should do to us; and as we would ourselves be free from
oppression, we must aid our fellow subjects in dashing to the ground the
galling yoke. Even if we avoid political discussions at other times, on this
occasion we must act vigorously and promptly, and MAY GOD DEFEND


THE RIGHT!


SPECIAL TRACT. — From C. H SPURGEON’S “Sword and Trowel,”
published monthly, price 3d.; post free 4d. tracts, 64 pox 100; post free 8
stamps. — passmore and Alabaster, 15, Paternoster Row.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER, 1868.


THE MINISTER’S FAINTING FITS.


ONE OF A COURSE OF LECTURES TO STUDENTS
AND YOUNG PASTORS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


AS it is recorded that David, in the heat of battle, waxed faint so may it be
written of all the servants of the Lord. Fits of depression come over the
most of us. Usually cheerful as we may be, we must at intervals be cast
down. The strong are not always vigorous, the wise not always ready, the
brave not always courageous, and the joyous not always happy. There may
be here and there men of iron, to whom wear and tear work no perceptible
detriment, but surely the rust frets even these; and as for ordinary men, the
Lord knows, and makes them to know, that they are but dust. Knowing by
most painful experience what deep depression of spirit means, being visited
therewith at seasons by no means few or far between, I thought it might be
consolatory to some of my brethren if I gave my thoughts thereon, that
younger men might not fancy that some strange thing had happened to
them when they became for a season possessed by melancholy; and that
sadder men might know that one upon whom the sun has shone right
joyously did not always walk in the light.


It is not necessary by quotations from the biographies of eminent ministers
to prove that seasons of fearful prostration have fallen to the lot of most, if
not all of them. The life of Luther might suffice to give a thousand
instances, and he was by no means of the weaker sort. His great spirit was
often in the seventh heaven of exultation, and as frequently on the borders
of despair. His very death-bed was not free from tempests, and he sobbed
himself into his last sleep like a great wearied child. Instead of multiplying
cases, let us dwell upon the reasons why these things are permitted; why it
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is that the children of light sometimes walk in the thick darkness; why the
heralds of the daybreak find themselves at times in tenfold night.


Is it not first that they are men? Being men, they are compassed with
infirmity, and heirs of sorrow. Well said the wise man in the Apocrypha, f13


“Great travail is created for all men, and a heavy yoke on the sons of
Adam, from the day that they go out of their mother’s womb unto that day
that they return to the mother of all things — namely, their thoughts and
fear of their hearts, and their imagination of things that they wail for, and
the day of death. From him that sitteth in the glorious throne, to him that
sitteth beneath in the earth and ashes: from him that is clothed in blue silk,
and weareth a crown, to him’ that is clothed in simple linen — wrath, envy,
trouble, and unquietness, and fear of death and rigor, and such things come
to both man and beast, but sevenfold to the ungodly.” Grace guards us
from much of this, hut because we have not more of grace we still suffer
even from ills preventable. Even under the economy of redemption it is
most clear that we are to endure infirmities, otherwise there were no need
of the promised Spirit to help us in them. It is of need be that we are
sometimes in heaviness. Good men are promised tribulation in this world,
and ministers may expect a larger share than others, that they may learn
sympathy with the Lord’s suffering people, and so may be fitting shepherds
of an ailing flock. Disembodied spirits might have been sent to proclaim the
word, but they could not have entered into the feelings of those who, being
in this body, do groan, being burdened; angels might have been ordained
evangelists, but their celestial attributes would have disqualified them from
having compassion on the ignorant; men of marble might have been
fashioned, but their impassive natures would have been a sarcasm upon our
feebleness, and a mockery of our wants. Men, and men subject to human
passions, the all-wise God has chosen to be his vessels of grace; hence
these tears, hence these perplexities and castings down.


Moreover, most of us are in some way or other unsound physically. Here and
there we meet with an old man who could not remember that he was ever
laid aside for a day; but the great mass of us labor under some form or
other of infirmity, either in body or mind. Certain bodily maladies,
especially those connected with the digestive organs, the liver, and the
spleen, are the fruitful fountains of despondency; and let a man strive as he
may against their influence, there will be hours and circumstances in which
they will for awhile overcome him. As to mental maladies, is any man
altogether sane? Are we not all a little off the balance? Some minds appear
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to have a gloomy tinge essential to their very individuality; of them it may
be said,’ “Melancholy marked the for her own;” fine minds withal, and
ruled by noblest principles, but yet most prone to forget the silver lining,
and to remember only the cloud. Such men may sing with the old poet”


Our hearts are broke, our harps unstringed be,
Our only music’s sighs and groans:


Our songs are to the tune of lachryraee,


W’ are fretted all to skin and bones.” F14


These infirmities may be no detriment to a man’s career of special
usefulness; they may even have been imposed upon him by divine wisdom
as necessary qualifications for his peculiar course of service. Some plants
owe their medicinal qualities to the marsh in which they grow; others to the
shades in which alone they flourish. There are precious fruits put forth by
the moon as well as by the sun. Boats need ballast as well as sail; a drag on
the carriage wheel is no hindrance when the road runs downhill. Pain has,
probably, in some cases developed genius; hunting out the soul which
otherwise might have slept like a lion in its den. Had It not been in the
broken wing, some might have lost themselves in the clouds — some even
of those choice doves who now bear the olive-branch in their mouths and
show the way to the ark. But where in body and mind there are
predisposing causes a lowness of spirit, it is no marvel if in dark moments
the heart succumbs to them: the wonder in many cases is — and if inner
lives could be written, men would see it so how some ministers keep at
their work a all, and still wear a smile upon their countenances. Grace has
its triumphs still, and patience has its martyrs; martyrs none the less to be
honored because the flames kindle about their spirits rather than their
bodies, and their burning is unseen of human eyes. The ministries of
Jeremiah are as acceptable as those of Isaiahs, and even the sullen Jonah is
a true prophet of the Lord, as Nineveh felt full well. Despise not the lame,
for it is written that they take the prey; but honor those who, being faint,
are yet pursuing. The tender-eyed Leah was more fruitful than the beautiful
Rachel, dud the griefs of Hannah were more divine than the boastings of
Peninnah. “Blessed are they that mourn,” said the Man of Sorrows, and let
none account them otherwise when their tears are salted with grace. We
have the treasure of the gospel in earthen vessels, and if there be a flaw in
the vessel here and there, let none wonder.


Our work, when;, earliest undertaken, lays is open to attacks in the direction of
depression Who can bear the weigh of souls without sometimes sinking’ to
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the dust? Passionate longings after men’s conversion, if no[fully satisfied
(and when are they?), consume the soul with anxiety and disappointment.
To see the hopeful turn aside, the godly grow cold, professors abusing
their privileges, and sinners waxing more bold in sincere not these sights
enough to crush us to the earth. The kingdom comes not as we would, the
reverend name is not hallowed as we desire, and for this we must weep.
How can we be otherwise than sorrowful, while men believe not our
report, and the divine arm is not revealed? All mental work tends to weary
and depress, for much study is a weariness of the flesh; but ours is more
than mental work it is hearing work, the labor of our inmost soul. How
often, on Lord’s-day evenings, do we feel as if life were completely washed
out of us! After pouring out; our souls over our congregations, we feel like
empty earthen pitchers which a child might break. Probably, if we were
more like Paul, and watched for souls of a nobler rate, we should know
more of what[it is to be eaten up by the zeal of the Lord’s house. I is our
duty and our privilege to exchange our lives for Jesus. We are not to be
living specimens of men in fine preservation, but living sacrifices, whose lot
is to be consumed; we are to spend and be spent, not o lay ourselves up in
lavender, and nurse our flesh. Such soul dravail as what of a faithful
minister will bring on occasional seasons of exhaustion, when heart and
flesh will fail. Moses’ hands grew heavy in intercession, and Paul cries out,
“Who is sufficient for these things?” Even John the Baptist is thought to
have had his hining fits, and the apostles were once amazed and were sore
afraid.


Our position in the church, will also condotee to this. A minister fitly equipped
for his work, will usually be a spirit by himself, above, beyond, and apart
from others. The most loving of his people cannot enter into his peculiar
thoughts, cares, and temptations. In the ranks, men walk shoulder to
shoulder, with many comrades, but as the officer rises in rank, men of his
standing are fewer in number. There are many soldiers, few captains, fewer
colonels, but only one commander-in-chief. So, in our churches, the man
whom the Lord raises as a leader becomes, in the same degree in which he
is a superior man, a solitary man. The mountain-tops stand solemnly apart,
and talk only with God as he visits their terrible solitudes. Men of God who
rise above their fellows into nearer communion with heavenly things, in
their weaker moments feel the lack of human sympathy. Like their Lord in
Gethsemane, they look in vain for comfort to the disciples sleepin around
them; they are shocked at the apathy of their little band of brethren, and
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return to their secret agony with all the heavier burden pressing upon them,
because they have found their dearest companions slumbering. No one
knows, but he who has endured it, the solitude of a soul which has
outstripped its fellows in zeal for the Lord of hosts: it dares not reveal
itself, lest men count it mad; it cannot conceal itself, for a fire burns within
its bones: only before the Lord does it find rest. Our Lord’s sending out his
disciples by two and two manifested that he knew what was man; but for
such a man as Paul, it seems to me that no helpmeet was found; Barnabas,
or Silas, or Luke, were hills too low to hold high converse with such a
Himalayan summit as the apostle of the Gentiles. This loneliness, which I
mistake not, is felt by many of my brethren, is a fertile source of
depression, and our ministers’ fraternal meetings, and the. cultivation of
holy intercourse with kindred minds will, with God’s blessing, help us
greatly to escape the snare. There can be little doubt that sedentary habits
have a tendency to create despondency in some constitutions. Burton, in
his “Anatomy of melancholy,” has a chapter upon this cause of sadness,
and quoting from one of the myriad authors whom he lays under
contribution, he says, “Students are negligent of their bodies. Other men
look to their tools; a painter will wash his pencils; a smith will look to his
hammer, anvil, and forge; a husbandman will mend his plough-irons, and
grind his hatchet if it’s dull; a falconer or huntsman will have an especial
care of his hawks, hounds, horses, dogs, etc.; a musician will string and
unstring his lute; only scholars neglect that instrument (their brain and
spirits I mean) which they daily use.” “Well,” saith Luean,” see thou twist
not the rope so hard that it break.” To sit long in one posture, poring over
a book, or driving a quill, is in itself a taxing of nature; but add to this a
badly-ventilated chamber, a body which has long been without muscular
exercise, and a heart burdened with many cares, and we have all the
elements for preparing a seething cauldron of despair, especially in the dim
months of fog —


“When a blanket wraps the day
When the rotten woodland drips,
And the leaf is stamped in clay.”


Let a man be naturally as blithe as a bird, he will hardly be able to bear up
year after year against such a suicidal process; he will make his study a
prison and his books the warders of a goal, while nature lies outside his
window calling him to health and beckoning him to joy. He who forgets the
humming of the bees among the heather, the cooing of the wood-pigeons
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in the forest, the song of birds in the woods, the rippling of rills among the
rushes, and the sighing of the wind among the pines, needs not wonder if
his heart forgets to sing and his soul grows heavy. A day’s breathing of
fresh air upon the hills, or a few hours’ ramble in the beech woods’
umbrageous calm, would sweep the cobwebs out of the brain of scores of
our toiling ministers who are now but half alive. A mouthful of sea air, or a
stiff walk in the wind’s face, would not give grace to the soul, but it would
yield oxygen to the body, which is next best. ,


“Heaviest the heart is in a heavy air,
Ev’ry wind that rises blows away despair.”


The ferns and the rabbits, the streams and the trouts, the fir trees and the
squirrels, the primroses and the violets, the farm-yard, the new-mown hay,
and the fragrant hops — these are the best medicines for hypochondriacs,
the surest tonics for the declining, the best refreshments for the weary. For
lack of opportunity, or inclination, these great remedies are neglected, and
the student becomes a self-immolated victim.


The times most favorable to fits of depression, so far as I have
experienced, may be summed up in a brief catalogue. First among them I
must mention the hour of great success. When at last a long-cherished desire
is fulfilled, when God has been greatly glorified by our means, and a great
triumph achieved, then we are apt to faint. It might be imagined that amid
special favors our soul would soar to heights of ecstasy and rejoice with
joy unspeakable, but it is generally the reverse. The Lord seldom excludes
his warriors to the perils of exultation over victory; he knows that few of
them can endure such a test, and therefore dashes their cup with bitterness.
See Elias after the fire has fallen from heaven, after Baal’s priests have
been slaughtered and the rain has deluged the barren land. For him no
notes of self-complacent music, no strutting like a conqueror in robes of
triumph; he flees from Jezebel, and feeling the revulsion of his intense
excitement, he prays that he may die. He who must never see death, yearns
after the rest of the grave, even as Caesar, the world’s monarch, in his
moments of pain, cried like a sick girl. Poor human nature cannot bear such
strains as heavenly triumphs bring to it; there must come a reaction. Excess
of joy or excitement must be paid for by subsequent depressions. While the
trial lasts, the strength is equal to the emergency; but when it is over,
natural weakness claims the right to show itself. Secretly sustained, Jacob
can wrestle all night; but he must limp in the morning, when the contest is
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over, lest he boast himself beyond measure. Paul may be caught up to the
third heaven, and hear unspeakable things, but a thorn in the flesh, a
messenger of Satan to buffet him, must be the inevitable sequel. Men
cannot bear unalloyed happiness; even good men are not vet fit to have
“their brows with laurel and with myrtle bound,” without enduring secret
humiliation to keep them in their proper place. Would from off our feet by
a revival, carried aloft by popularity, exalted by success in soul-winning’,
we should be as the chaft which the wind driveth away, were it not that the
gracious discipline of mercy breaks the ships of our vainglory with a strong
east wind, and casts us shipwrecked, naked and forlorn, upon the Rock of
Ages.


Before any great achievement, some measure of the same depression is very,
usual. Surveying the difficulties before us, our hearts sink within us. The
sons of Anak stalk before us, and we are as grasshoppers in our own sight
in their presence. The cities of Canaan are walled up to heaven, and who
are we that we should hope to capture them? We are ready to east down
our weapons and take to our heels. Nineveh is a great city, and we would
flee unto Tarshish sooner than encounter its noisy crowds. Already we
look for a ship which may bear us quietly away from the terrible scene, and
only a dread of tempest restrains our recreant footsteps. Such was my
experience when I first became a pastor in London. by success appalled
me; and the thought of the career which in seemed to open up, so fir from
elating me, case me into the lowest depth, out of which I uttered my
sincerer and found no room for a _____. Who was I that I should continue
to lead so great a multitude? I would betake me to my village obscurity, or
emigrate to America, and find a solitary nest in the backwoods, where I
might be sufficient for the things which would be demanded of me. I was
just then that the curtain was rising upon my life-work, end I dreaded what
it might reveal. I hope I was no faithless, but I was honorous and filled
with a sense of my own unfitness. I dreaded the work which a gracious
providence had prepared for me. I felt myself a mere child, and trembled as
I heard the voice which said, “Arise, and thresh the mountains, and make
them as chaff.” This depression comes over me whenever the Lord is
preparing a larger blessing for my ministry; the cloud is black before it
breaks, and overshadows before it yields its deluge of mercy. Depression
has now become to me as a prophet in rough clothing, a John the Baptist,
heralding the master coming of my Lord’s richer benison. So have far
better men found it. The scouring of the vessel has fitted it for the Master’s
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use. in suffering has preceded the baptism of the Holy Ghost. Fasting gives
an appetite for the banquet. The Lord is revealed in the backside of the
desert, while his servant keepeth the sheep and waits in solitary awe. The
wilderness is the way to Canaan. The low valley leads to the towering
mountain. Defeat prepares for victory. The raven is set forth before the
dove. The darkest hour of the night transcends the day-dawn. The mariners
go down to the depths, but the next wave makes them mount to the
heaven, and their soul is melted because of trouble before he bringeth them
to their desired haven.


In the midst of a long stretch of unbroken labor, the same affliction may be looked
for. The bow cannot be always bent without fear of breaking. Repose is as
needful to the mind as sleep to the body. Our Sabbaths are our days of toil,
and if we do not rest upon some other day we shall break down. Even the
earth must lie fallow and have her Sabbaths, and so must we. Hence the
wisdom and compassion of our Lord, when he said to his disciples, “Let us
go into the desert and rest awhile.” What! when the people are fainting?
When the multitudes are like sheep upon the mountains without a
shepherd? Does Jesus talk of rest? When Scribes and Pharisees, like
grievous wolves, are rending the flock, does he take his followers on an
excursion into a quiet, resting-place? Does some red-hot zealot denounce
such atrocious forgetfulness of present and pressing demands? Let him
rave in his folly. The Master knows better than to exhaust his servants and
quench the light of Israel. Rest time is not waste time. It is economy to
gather fresh strength. Look at the mower in the summer’s day, with so
much to cut down ere the sun sets. He pauses in his labor — is tie a
singuard? He looks for his stone, and begins to draw it up and down his
scythe, with “rink-a-tink — rink-a-tink — rink-a-rink.” Is that idle music
— is he wasting precious moments? How much he might have mown while
he has been ringing out those notes on his scythe! But lie is sharpening his
tool, and he will do far more when once again he gives his strength to
those long sweeps which lay the grass prostrate in rows before him. Even
thus a little pause prepares the mind for greater service in the good cause.
Fishermen must mend their nets, and we must every now and then repair
our mental waste and set our machinery in order for future service. To tug
the our from day to day, like a galley-slave who knows no holidays, suits
not mortal men. Mill-streams go on and on for ever, but we must have our
pauses and our intervals. Who can help being’ out of breath when the race
is continued without intermission? Even beasts of burden must be turned
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out to grass occasionally; the very sea pauses at ebb and flood; earth keeps
the Sabbath of the wintry months; and man, even when exalted to be God’s
ambassador, must rest; must trim his lamp or let it burn low; must recruit
his Vigour or grow prematurely old. It is wisdom to take occasional
furlough. In the long run, we shall do more by sometimes doing less. On,
on, on for ever, without recreation, may suit spirits emancipated from this
“heavy clay,” but while we are in this tabernacle, we must every now and
then cry halt, and serve the Lord by holy inaction and consecrated leisure.
Let no tender conscience doubt the lawfulness of going out of harness for
awhile, but learn from the experience of others the necessity and duty of
taking timely rest


One crushing stroke has sometimes laid the minister very low. The brother most
relied upon becomes a traitor. Judas lifts up his heel against the man who
trusted him, and the preacher’s heart for the moment thils him. We are all
too apt to look to an arm of flesh, and from that propensity many of our
sorrows arise. Equally overwhelming is the blow when an honored and
beloved member yields to temptation, and disgraces the holy name with
which he was named. Anything is better than this. This makes the preacher
long for a lodge in some vast wilderness, where he may hide his head for
ever, and hear no more the blasphemous .jeers of the ungodly. Ten years of
toil do not take so much life out, of us as we lose in a few hours by
Ahithophel the traitor, or Demas the apostate. Strife, also, and division,
and slander, and foolish censures, have often laid holy men prostrate, and
made them go “as with a sword in their bones.” Hard words wound some
delicate minds very keenly, Many of the best of ministers, from the very
spirituality of their character, are exceedingly sensitive — too sensitive for
such a world as this. “A kick that scarce would move a horse would kill a
sound divine.” By experience the soul is hardened to the rough blows
which are inevitable in our warfare;’ but at first these things utterly stagger
us, and send us to our homes wrapped in a horror of great darkness. The
trials of a true minister are not few, and such as are caused by ungrateful
professors are harder to bear than the coarsest attacks of avowed enemies.
Let no man who looks for ease of mind and seeks the quietude of life enter
the ministry; if he does so he will flee from it in disgust.


To the lot of few does it fall to pass through such a horror of great
darkness as that which fell upon me after the deplorable accident at the
Surrey Music Hall. I was pressed beyond measure and out of bounds with
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an enormous weight of misery. The tumult, thepanic, the deaths, were day
and night before me, and made life a burden. Then I sang in my sorrow —


The tumult of my thoughts
Doth but increase my woe,


My spirit languisheth, my heart
Is desolate and low.”


From that dream of horror I was awakened in a moment by the gracious
application to my soul of the text, “Him hath God the Father exalted.” The
fact that Jesus is still great, let his servants suffer as they may, piloted me
back to calm reason and peace. Should so terrible a calamity overtake any
of my brethren, let them both patiently hope and quietly wait for the
salvation of God.


When troubles mutliply, and discouragements follow each other in long
succession, like Job’s messengers, then, too, amid the perturbation of soul
occasioned by evil tidings, despondency despoils the heart of all its peace.
Constant dropping wears away stones, and the bravest minds feel the fret
of repeated afflictions. If a scanty cupboard is rendered a severer trial by
the sickness of a wife, or the loss of a child, and if ungenerous remarks of
hearers are followed by the opposition of deacons and the coolness of
members, then, like Jacob, we are apt to cry, “All these things are against
me.” When David returned to Ziklag and found the city burned, goods
stolen, wives carried off, and his troops ready to stone him, we read, “He
encouraged himself in his God;” and well was it for him that he could do
so, for he would then have fainted if he had not believed to see the
goodness of the Lord in the land of the living. Accumulated distresses
increase each other’s weight; they play into each other’s hands, and, like
bands of robbers, ruthlessly destroy our comfort. Wave upon wave is
severe work for the strongest swimmer. The place where two seas meet
strains the most seaworthy keel. If there were a regulated pause between
the buffetings of adversity, the spirit would stand prepared; but when they
come suddenly and heavily, like the battering of great hailstones, the
pilgrim may well be amazed. The last ounce breaks the camel’s back, and
when that hast ounce is laid upon as, what. wonder if we for awhile are
ready to give up the ghost


This evil will also come upon us, we know not why, and then it is all the more
difficult to drive it away. Causeless depression is not to be reasoned with,
nor can David’s harp charm it away by sweet discoursings. As;veil fight
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with the mist as with this shapeless, undefinable, yet all-beclouding
hopelessness. One affords himself no pity when in this case, because it
seems so unreasonable, and even sinful to be troubled without manifest
cause; and yet troubled the man is, even in the very depths of his spirit. If
those who laugh at such melancholy did but feel the grief of it for one
hour, their laughter would be sobered into compassion. Resolution might,
perhaps, shake it off, but where are we to find the resolution when the
whole man is unstrung? The physician and the divine may unite their skill in
such cases, and both find their hands full, and more than full. The iron bolt
which so mysterious fastens the door of hope and holds our spirits in
gloomy prison, must is a heavenly hand to push it back; and when that
hand is seen we cry with the apostle,” Blessed be God, even the Father of
our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of mercies and the God of all comfort,
who comforted us in all our tribulation, that we may be able to comfort;
them which are in any trouble, by the comfort wherewith we ourselves are
comforted of God.” 2 Corinthians 1:3, 4. It is the God of all consolation
who can —


“With sweet oblivious antidote
Cleanse our poor bosoms of that perilous stuff


Which weighs upon the heart.”


Simon sinks till Jesus takes him by the hand. The devil within rends and
tears the poor child till the word of authority commands him to come out
of him. When we are ridden with horrible fears, and weighed down with an
intolerable incubus, we need but the Sun of Righteousness to rise, and the
evils generated of our darkness are driven away, blot nothing short of this
will chase away the nightmare of the soul. Timothy Rogers, the author of a
treatise on Melancholy, and Simon Browne, the writer of some remarkably
sweet hymns, proved in their own cases how unavailing is the help of man
if the Lord withdraw the light from the soul.


If it be enquired why the Valley of the Shadow of Death must so often be
traversed by the servants of King Jesus, the answer is not far to find. All
this is promotive of the Lord’s mode of working, which is summed up in
these words — “ Not by might nor by power, but by my Spirit, saith the
Lord.” Instruments shall be used, but their intrinsic weakness shall be
clearly manifested; there shall be no division of the glory, no diminishing
the honor due to the Great Worker. the man shall be emptied of self’, and
then filled with the Holy Ghost. In his own apprehension he shall be like a
sere leaf driven of the tempest, and then shall be strengthened into a brazen
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wall against the enemies truth. To hide pride from the worker is the great
dirtlenity. Uninterrupted success and unfading joy in it would be more than
our weak heads could bear. Our wine must needs be mixed with water, lest
it turn our brains. My witness is, that those who are honored of their Lord
in public, have usually to endure a secret chastening, or to carry a peculiar
cross, lest by any means they exalt themselves, and fall into the snare of the
devil. How constantly the Lord calls Ezekiel “Son of man.” Amid his
sourings into the superlative splendours, just when with eye undimmed he
is strengthened to gaze into the excellent glory, the word “Son of man”
falls on his ears, sobering the heart which else might have been intoxicated
with the honor conferred upon it. Such humbling but salutary messages our
depressions whisper in our ears; they tell us in a manner not to be mistaken
that we are but men, frail, feeble, apt to faint.


By all the castings down of his servants God is glorified, for they are led to
magnify him when again he sets them on their feet, and even while
prostrate in the dust their faith yields Him praise. They speak all the more
sweetly of his faithfulness, and are the more firmly established in his love.
Such mature men as some elderly preachers are, could, scarcely have been
produced if they had not been emptied from vessel to vessel, and made to
see their own emptiness and the vanity of all things round about them.
Glory be to God for the furnace, the hammer, and the file. Heaven shat1 be
all the fuller of bliss because we have been filled with anguish here below,
and earth shall be better tilled because of our training in the school of
adversity.


The lesson of wisdom is, be not dismayed by soul-trouble. Count it no strange
thing, but a part of ordinary ministerial experience. Should the power of
depression be more than ordinary, think not that all is over with your
usefulness. Cast not away your confidence, for it hath great recompense of
reward. Even if the enemy’s foot be on your neck, expect to rise and
overthrow him. Cast the burden of the present, along with the sin of the
past and the fear of the future, upon the Lord, who forsaketh not his saints.
Live by the day — ay, by the hour. Put no trust in frames and feelings.
Care more for a grain of faith than a ton of excitement. Trust in God alone,
and lean not on the reeds of human help. Be not surprised when friends fail
you; it is a failing’ world, Never count upon immutability in man:
inconstancy you may reckon upon without fear of disappointment. The
disciples of Jesus forsook him: be not amazed if your adherents wander
away to other teachers — as they were not your all when with you, all is
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not gone from you with their departure.” Serve God with all four might
while the candle is burning, and then when it goes out for a season, you
will have the less to regret. Be content to be nothing, for that is what you
are. When four own emptiness is painfully forced upon your consciousness,
child yourself that you ever dreamed of being full, except in the Lord. Set
small store by present r. e wards, be grateful for earnests by the way, but
look for the recompensing joy hereafter. Continue, with double earnestness
to serve four Lord when no visible result is before you. Any simpleton can
follow the narrow path in the light: faith’s rare wisdom enables us to march
on in the dark with infallible accuracy, since she places her hand in the of
her Great Guide. Between this and heaven there may be rougher weather
yet, but it is all provided for by our covenant Head. In nothing let us be
turned aside from the path which the divine call has urged us to pursue.
Come fair or come foul, the pulpit is our watch-tower, and the ministry our
warfare; be it ours, when we cannot see the face of our God, to trust under
THE SHADOW OF HIS WINGS.
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“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one With one of his hands wrought in the
work,’ and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17, 18.
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PREFACE.


COURTEOUS READER,


For the fifth time we offer you a complete volume of our magazine, which
we trust may retain sufficient interest to be worthy of perusal in future
years. Accept it with our most hearty good wishes, and we may add with
our cordial congratulations that you find yourself a member of this present
generation, for no age was ever more propitious. Amid much of evil, this
present era is certainly the nursing mother of much that is good. Although
it seems but yesterday since the first number of our serial was issued, we
are less impressed with the rapid flight of time than with the mighty rush of
events which have crowded these last five years with gratifying incident.
We are most of all amazed with the world’s progress. What changws have
been wrought within this year 1869! Struggling principles have leaped to
victory, truths despised have been enshrined, and landmarks supposed to
have been far ahead have been left behind. Our fathers and their sires
through a long succession battled for the eternal principles of right, but
there seemed to be an impenetrable barrier in their way; to us also the
inherited conflict was hopeless to every eye but that of our faith. We were
content to fight on, for it had grown to be our normal condition, to fight in
a minority, and wait. But to our surprise all was changed; new succours
arose from unexpected quarters, circumstances combined to enlighten
those whom truth had not aforetime reached, folly in the camp of our foes
befriended us by stultifying; all their opposition, and victories were
achieved for us as splendid as they were sudden. Nor is this all, the impetus
which has already shaken the ramparts of time-honored errors, is at work
with undiminished energy, testing all things, and dooming to destruction all
that is not founded on the rock of truth and righteousness. No
circumstances could be more encouraging to the champion of truth, than
those which now surround us. The stars in their coarses are contending for
the cause of God. The great current of events sets towards the end desired.
How soon the most gigantic falsehood may fall, or the most ancient abuse
may be abrogated, we can hardly guess, but the overturning of things
which may be shaken is clearly inevitable. The Judge of all the earth is now
bestirring himself. He bids time, the great Iconoclast, beat in pieces the
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images of the world’s idolatry, and he slowly and surely establishes the
throne of Jesus above the hills.


While time thus appears to have accelerated his pace, there is a loud
demand upon each of us to redouble our exertions to make the pulse of our
being keep pace with the pulse of time. When providence makes forced
marches, we must not be laggards. To crawl, in an age of lightning, cannot
be excused. God’s servants must keep time in their praise with the music of
events. /tear ye not the mighty songster of providence? let, not your notes
drag behind, while his voice leaps on from bar to bar. If ever a man might
wish to be ten met], and each of those. men a legion, it is now, when men’s
minds are awake, and things are on their trial. To idle now, is treason to
God and man. The church of God expects every man to do his duty, and
woe unto him by whom that duty shall be neglected.


Our magazine has maintained and even improved its circulation during this
year, for which we thank God, and are grateful to our’ readers. We have
not borne the sword in vain, for with all our might we have waged war
with spiritual wickedness, and have not spared the-errors of the times. Yet
we hope we have no; neglected the trowel but have laid ourselves out to
promote every enterprise by which the church of God may be built up. By
means of these pages, the Pastors’ College and the Stockwell Orphanage
have derived a measure of hell,. so that our work has produced tangible
practical result. Other good works we are happy to say have derived
pecuniary assistance from our articles, and in this we greatly rejoice.


During the next year we hope to continue the Exposition of the Psalms; we
hate also reason to believe that a relative of John Ploughman will send us
contributions of the proverbial character, and we hare other good things in
store. Upon our work during another year our Lord condescend to smile.


Meanwhile, one word with the courteous reader, and we have done. We
often commune together on other matters, reader, permit the question, Is your
heart right with God? Have you believed in the Lord Jesus Christ? Are you a
regenerate to soul: If not, dear reader, be not at rest till in secret earnest prayer,
you have sought and found a Savior. Consciences compels the asking of this
question by us, may your conscience constrain you to answer it.


Yours, in this matter, anxiously,


C. H. SPURGEON







186


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1869.


“BLESS THE LORD O MY SOUL.”


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE Orphanage at Stockwell was not of our designing, but a work given us
by our Great Taskmaster, whom it is joy to serve. Entering upon the work
at his bidding, we felt sure of his help; we prayed for it, and at ‘once
received delightful earnests or what the Lord intended to bestow. Month
by month the hand of the All-sufficient God has sent a goodly portion of
the sum required to erect the buildings, until on this first month of 1869,
we are able to record that when the students have paid all their amount,
and Messrs. WINNER & GOODALL have finished the two houses given by
the Baptist churches (and both these amounts are sure to be made up ere
long), the whole of the Orphanage buildings will be paid for. -In fact, the
whole amount needed may be said to be raised. Blessed, for ever blessed be the
name of the Lord.


In the month of December there still remained £1,500 to be raised, and
much prayer was offered by me both day and night distinctly for this
amount. The Lord began to answer, and stayed not has hand till he had
given all. A beloved sister in the Lord called with £100, half of which she
gave to the College, and the other £50 to the Orphanage. Here was a
commencement. A day or two afterwards, a legacy left by Mr. Doodle, of
Long Crendon, which amounted net to £225, was paid. Two days after,
our dear brother and deacon, MR. Hands, volunteered £200 to furnish the
house which he had already given, and then to crown all, we received by
post from some generous friend unknown to us, two Bank of England
notes for £500 each: we believe it to be from the same hand which sent
large sums before. The Lord abundantly bless all these donors, and
especially that unknown steward of his house who so bounteously and
secretly helps the orphan’s cause. We sang “Praise God from whom all
blessings flow” with the family in which we reside, and then retired to rest
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with a heart full of gratitude, magnifying the faithfulness of the Lord. On
the next service night we held a special meeting to the Lord that heareth
prayer, and thus we set up our Ebenezer to his name.


Under our heavy domestic trial, which is now we trust much alleviated, the
Lord in infinite pity has spared us all anxiety about the Orphanage and
College. “He stayeth his rough wind in the day of his east wind.” Blessed
be his name!


To all donors, great and small, to all who helped the Bazaar, whether as
sellers or buyers, to all collectors, to all who have prayed for us, we tender
loving acknowledgments, and ask them to join with us in praise.


Thus encouraged, we set forward to the daily task of managing the
Orphanage, and seeking from our heavenly Father the needed supplies.
According to the amount of funds sent will be the number which the
houses will contain. We shall begin with fifty, and proceed to receive fresh
accessions as the houses are finished and fit for occupation, by which time
we shall hope to have two hundred and fifty boys under our care. “The
Lord will provide” is the motto which we have engraved upon the pillars of
the entrance arch, and in confidence in that truth, we already rejoice with
exceeding great joy at the misery which will be relieved, and the benefit
which will be bestowed, by THE STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE.


THE APOSTOLIC WORK IN CHINA.


NO mission now existing has so gully our confidence and good wishes as
the work of Mr. Hudson Taylor in China. It is conducted on those
principles of faith in God which most dearly commend themselves to our
innermost soul. The man at the head is “a vessel fit for the Master’s use.”
His methods of procedure command our veneration — by which we mean
more than our judgment or our admiration; and the success attending the
whole is such as cheers our heart and reveals the divine seal upon the entire
enterprise. Now comes lastly, the only thing wanted, the growl of the devil,
the surest mark that his kingdom is in danger. At the risk, which we hope is
a great one, that the readers of the Sword and Trowel have read” China
Inland Mission, Occasional Paper, Number 15,” we give lengthy extracts
from the narrative of the great trial and peril of Hr. Taylor, and the
brethren in the city of Yang-chau; upon which we take leave to say, that
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only weak-minded believers will be moved by the criticisms of newspapers,
who revile, firstly, all evangelization, and secondly, the method adopted by
Mr. Taylor of naturalizing his fellow-laborers and himself by the adoption
of the Chinese dress and habits. This is the right if not the only way. Let
these devoted men and women persevere in it. As to these missionaries
causing strife, is it not always so where the true faith is in active exercise?
Did not our Lord foretell that it should be so? A gun-boat has been sent,
but Mr. Taylor never asked for it; if it be needed, it is not of his seeking.
He has not resisted evil, but suffered it like the lowly Lamb who was dumb
before his shearers. As an Englishman, he has a right to protection; as a
Christian, he has not clamored for it. we question if a more wonderful
instance of the patience of the saints has been exhibited since the days of
Stephen. The whole matter is a loud call in providence to the Christian
church in England. Friends mush help who never helped before, and all
must pray, and good will come one of evil.


“Yang-chau is a city of 360,000 inhabitants, some fifteen miles up the
northern branch of the Grand Canal. We arrived there in our boats on the
1st of June, and went ashore to an hotel in the city on the 8th. After a
tedious battle with difficulties, the narration of which within reasonable
limits is impossible, and after fruitless negotiations for, perhaps, thirty
different houses, we succeeded in renting one on the 17th of July, the
Prefect having given us a proclamation; and some of my family moved into
the house on the 20th. When the fact of our having been baffled in Chin-
kiang became noised abroad at Yang-chau, it suggested the idea that it
would not be very difficult to eject us from that city; and, while the mass of
the people were quite friendly, the literary classes were looking on our
arrival with great jealousy, and commencing those efforts which resulted in
the attacks on us on the 22nd and 23rd of August.


“More than a fortnight before the attack on us I was informed that there
had been a meeting of stone of the literary and military Bachelors, at which
it was determined to stir up the people by ‘agitating reports,’ and thus to
eject us from Yang-chau. I endeavored to quiet the fears of my informant,
one of the agents who had assisted us in renting the house there; but from
that time we were frequently annoyed, and sometimes endangered, by the
throwing of stones at and into our windows.


“Ere long small anonymous handbills in manuscript were posted up,
containing absurd charges against us, and threatening us, the landlord, and
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the house-agents; and the people began to be very troublesome; but by
patiently endeavoring to pacify them then we succeeded in avoiding any
outbreak. These handbills proving insufficient to effect the malignant
purpose of. their authors, larger ones, nearly a yard long, were posted up,
calling us ‘ Brigands of the Religion of Jesus,’ stating that we scooped out
the eves of the dying, opened foundling hospitals to eat the children, etc.,
etc. This roused the people so much that though we were able to prevent a
riot by taking our stand at the door of the premises, and arguing all day
with them as they assembled, I felt it incumbent on me to write to the
Prefect, and request him to take such steps as should appear to him
requisite. This! did on Friday, August 14th, but on the following day I only
received an evasive reply from him.


“On Saturday, August 15th, some of the better disposed people
forewarned us that a riot might be expected on the morrow, and advised
our adopting every precaution to avoid collision with the people. We at
once built up as many entrances to the house as possible, and on Saturday
afternoon, placing two large chairs across the narrow passage which leads
from the street to the house, two of us seated ourselves in them, and so
closed the way. A crowd of from one hundred to two hundred persons
were assembled, and from time to time we addressed them, with the effect
of preventing any actual breach of the peace.


“On Sunday, August 16th, a new placard was freely posted about, more
vile and irritating than the previous ones. It concluded with a notification
that on the examination day the graduates and the people would come to
our house and burn it down; when all, natives and foreigners, would be
destroyed indiscriminately.


“On Saturday, August 22nd, I first became aware of imminent danger
about four p.m., when one of the servants came running into the house and
asked me to come out at once, as both the inner and outer gates had been
burst open, and a crowd was already on the premises. Losing no time, I
went and found it was indeed so, but succeeded in getting them out, and in
stationing two of our number at the end of the entrance lane, as before,
while the gates were repaired by the carpenters then working on the
premises. A little later the people began to pelt those sitting at the door —
a thing not attempted before; and at dark, instead of going home, the
rioters only became more uproarious. We sent messengers at intervals to
the Prefect; but they neither returned themselves nor did any help come.
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The attack became general; some of the shutters of the upstairs rooms of
the house were dashed in from behind, part of the garden wall was being
pulled down, and it was evident that without help we could not long keep
the people out. Mr. Duncan and I. therefore, determined to endeavor to
make our way through the mob to the Prefect, as there was now no hope
of Chinese messengers reaching him. Commending ourselves to the care of
our Father, and asking the needed graceif’a violent death were awaiting us
(we had previously in the house commended those we were leaving behind
to God’s care), we assayed to set out. We saw at once that it was
impossible to pass through the mob in front of the house, who now also
occupied the rooms at the entrance and the end of the passage; but by
passing through a neighbor’s house we succeeded in eluding the rioters
immediately about the door. We had not proceeded far, however, when we
were recognized, and the cry was raised, ‘the foreign devils are fleeing.’
Happily I knew a by-way leading through some fields, by taking which we
eluded most of those following us, while our rapid pace soon distanced
those who still pursued us, and the thick darkness favored us much.
Moreover, the path we had taken misled many of the people, who thought
we were fleeing to the East Gate to escape from the city; and,
consequently, many persons ran off by a short cut, expecting to meet us
there. All this was .providential, as it gave us a few minutes at a time when
every moment was precious. But when we turned into the main street we
were assaulted with stones, and a mob gathered behind us, increasing at
every step. Our rapid strides still kept a clear space between us and them,
but we were nearly exhausted, and our legs so hurt with the stones and
bricks thrown at us that we were almost failing, when we reached the door
of the Ya-mun. But for the protection afforded us by the darkness, we
should have scarcely reached it alive. The gale-keepers were just closing
the doors as we approached, alarmed by the yells of the people behind us;
but the momentary delay gave time for the crowd to come up and close
upon us; the as vet unbarred gates gave way to the pressure, and we were
precipitated into the entrance-hall. I am convinced that had the gates been
barred they would not have been opened for us, and we should have been
torn in pieces by the enraged mob. We rushed into the judgment-hall and
cried, ‘Save life, save life,’ a cry which a Chinese mandarin is bound to
attend to at any hour of day or night, We were taken to the room of the
secretary and kept waiting for about three-quarters of an hour before we
had an audience with the Prefect, all the time hearing the yells of the mob
destroying, for aught we knew, not only the property, but possibly the
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lives, of those so dear to us. And at last, when we did get au audience, it
was almost more than we could bear with composure, to be asked as to
what we really did with the babies? Whether it was true we had bought
them, and how many? What was really the cause of all this rioting? etc.,
etc. At last [told his excellency that the real cause of all this trouble was his
own neglect in not taking measures when the matter was small and
manageable; that I must now request him first to take steps to repress the
riot, and save any of our friends who might still be alive, and afterwards
make such inquiries as he might wish, or I would not answer for the result.
‘Ah,’ said he, ‘very true, very true; first quiet the people, and then inquire.
Sit still, and I will go to see what can be done.’


“He went out, telling us to remain, as the only chance of his effecting
anything depended on our keeping out of sight; for by this time the number
of rioters amounted to eight or ten thousand. (The natives estimated them
at twenty thousand.)


“We were kept in the torture of suspense for two hours, when the Prefect
returned with the governor of the military forces of the city — some 3,000
men, and told us that all was quiet now; that they had seized several of
those who were plundering the premises, and would have them punished.
We returned under escort. On the way back we were told that all the
foreigners we had left in the house were killed. We had to cry to God to
support us. though we hoped this might prove exaggerated or untrue.


“When we reached the house, the scene was such as baffles all description.
Here, a pile of half-burned reeds showed where one of the attempts to set
the house on fire had been made; there, debris of a broken-down wall was
to be seen; and strewn about everywhere were the remains of boxes and
furniture, scattered papers and letters, broken work-boxes, writing-desks,
dressing-cases, and surgical-instrument cases; smouldering remains of
valuable books, etc., etc.; but no trace of inhabitants within.


“It was sometime ere I was able to learn that they had escaped, and then it
was not easy to ascertain where they were. At last I found them in the
house of one of the neighbors, under the care of an officer. On learning
from him that he considered it safe to remove them into the house, I took
them back again, and was then informed of what transpired during our
absence.
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“After we left, Messrs. Reid and Rudland kept the doors and entrance as
long as possible, determined only to retire from point to point as actually
compelled, and hoping to retard the progress of the rioters until help
arrived. While they were keeping the people out at the front door, a wall
that had been built to close u a side door was pulled down, and they had to
retire to a nearer point. Now all the teachers’ and servants’ things were at
the mercy of the mob, by whom they were all removed or destroyed, save a
few which one or two had previously managed to secrete elsewhere. In the
meantime the windows in the main building continued to be assailed with
showers of stones; and the walls at the hack were broken through. Mr.
Rudland therefore went to try anal keep the people at bay there. The hope
of plunder being evidently more promising behind the house, and the means
of defense being absent there, the mob concentrated their efforts in that
direction, and the front of the premises was left comparatively open. When
Mr. Rid became aware of this, he left the servants in charge at the front
and joined Mr. Rudland in the main building: the latter going upstairs while
Mr. Reid remained below.


“Instead of attempting to describe what followed, I will simply transcribe
an account written by Miss Blatchley. It commences with the departure of
Mr. Duncan and myself to the Prefect’s : —


“‘The next four or five terrible hours it is difficult to describe, we were
separated now; and to personal danger was added the tenfold more painful
suspense as to the fate of those away from us. Mr. Taylor and Mr. Duncan
were out in the streets, exposed to the fury of the mob; Messrs. Reid and
Rudland, with the servants, were endeavoring still to guard the entrance;
and we, ladies and children, were alone in the upper story of the house. It
was unsafe to remain in any of the bedrooms, on account of the stones and
bricks which were being showered in at the windows; so we brought the
children into Mrs. Taylor’s room — the middle of the three front
apartments — and gathered there ourselves to plead with God to protect
and save us, and especially to take care of our brothers, who were in the
fore-front of the danger. Sometimes a fresh outburst among the rioters
made our hearts chill for a moment, but we preserved our calmness and
sustained our courage by wrestling in prayer.


“‘Presently Mr. Rudland came up so exhausted that he could hardly stand,
and with his clothes all stained with mud. He said that the people had
already broken through, and were in the premises.
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“‘We could hear that the rioters were already in the house, and were
expecting every moment to see them come up the stairs, when Mr. Reid
called out for, the court below, in a hollow, hoarse voice, as if utterly
exhausted. ‘ Mrs. Taylor! come down if you can. They’re setting the house
on fire, and I can’t help you.” We dragged the sheets and blankets off the
bed, and Mr. Rudland got out upon the projecting roof under the window,
and let down Mrs. Rudland, our head printer’s young wife, and Bertie. Mr.
Reid hurried them away, and concealed them in the well-house, and then
.returned for others. But, in the meantime, a tall, strong man, naked to the
waist, came into the room: and we could see others carrying off boxes
from the adjoining rooms. Mrs. Taylor kept him parleying for a few
minutes: but he soon began to lay hands upon us, and search our persons
for money, etc. Mrs. Taylor had advised me to get a few dollars, in case we
should need to escape by boat from the city, and I had tied a small bag with
seven or eight dollars in it upon the sidefastening of my dress. The man
snatched this from me, and asked for more threatening to cut my head off if
I didn’t comply; but the threat was a very vain one, as he had no weapon to
carry it unto execution. (We heard afterwards that the men downstairs
were armed with clubs, spears, knives, etc.) He next tore off Miss
Desgraz’s pocket, and took away her hair-ornament; and then being soon
satisfied that nothing was concealed about the thin summer clothing we
wore, he turned to the boxes and drawers.


“‘Somewhere about this time nurse escaped with baby by going down-
stairs. after a man who was carrying off a box, behind which she screened
baby from the stones and brickbats. She rushed through the fire and the
bottom of the stairs and so got to the front, and took refuge in the well-
house. At the same time, Mr. Rudland was letting down by the blankets
Freddy and Samuel, and the little Chinese girl whom Miss Desgraz had
adopted, while the man in our room was still busy searching re,’ money
and other small valuables which he could conceal in his waistband. Mrs.
Taylor was speaking to him, with her hand raised, when he caught sight of
her wedding-ring shining in the candlelight and tore it from her finger:
remonstrance was, of course, vain.


“‘Mr. Reid was again calling to us to hasten, and the smoke was by this
time becoming oppressive; while the noise of falling walls, and the almost
fiendish yelling of. the mob, warned us that no time must be lost. Miss
Desgraz was just safely down when the men below cast a heap of burning
materials immediately under the window, and cut off escape for us who
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remained — that is, Mrs. Taylor, Mr. Rudland, and myself. But just then
our attention was directed, not to the means of escape, but to the
immediate safety of Mr. Rudland, The man who searched us had now
turned to him as he stood upon the roof. and reaching over the low wall
caught him by the tail, and dragged him down upon the tiles. He felt about
his person and discovered his watch, and struggled to get possession of it.
But Mr. Rudland, determined that he should not have it, took it himself
from his bosom and threw it out into the darkness, thinking it just possible
that the man might leave us to seek it. This so enraged his assailant that he
attempted to thrust Mr. Rudland off the roof, but Mrs. Taylor and I
together caught hold of him and dragged him into the room. The man was
becoming more and more exasperated; he snatched an immense brick from
the wall, which had been partly broken down in the scuffle, and lifted his
arm to dash it at Mr. Rudland’s head. Again we saw his intention, and
caught hold, of the raised arm in time to prevent what mast have been a
death-blow. Why the man did not attempt to resist or do us violence, I
cannot tell. Except that God restrained him.


“‘Seeing Mr. Rudland on an equal footing with himself (for he was now
inside the room), and in a position for fair play, the man, like a true
Chinaman, preferred not to face his opponent under these circumstances,
and with all haste climbing over the wall, made his way across the trees
into the adjoining room, crying to his fellows below, “Come up, come up!”
We were anxious now to make our own escape. One of us proposed trying
the windows of the side rooms, but if we got out of these we should be
outside our own premises, and, more over-separated from those who had
got out at the front. To go down by the staircase was out of the question:
at the bottom was a large fire, by the light of which several men were
breaking open and ransacking boxes. Not knowing what to do, we
returned to the front room, and found that the fire below had been dragged
away by Mr. Reid, who had by this time returned after being many times
obliged to hide among the rockery from his assailants. He said there was
not a moment to lose; re must jump down and he would catch, us. Mrs.
Taylor went to the edge of the roof, and jumped from it — a height. of
from twelve to fifteen feet. I saw her fall upon her side, partially .caught by
Mr. Reid; and saw that Mr. Reid was ready to receive me. I let myself fall
from the edge, but at t-he same time a brickbat struck Mr. Reid in the eye,
and rendered him blind and almost insensible. Consequently, I fell upon the
stones ,upon my back. For the instant I felt that I was either dying or
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stunned; but to lie there was certain death. Somehow I got upon my feet
and then fell again: I got up and fell three or four times berate I was able to
keep up. Then I saw that Mr. Rudland, who had dropped himself from the
roof uninjured, was assisting Mrs. Taylor: she could hardly stand. He had
been attacked by a man with a club, but had escaped with a slight bruise.
Mr. Reid, who was almost stunned by the blow he had received, and nearly
fainting with pain, entreated that some one would ]end him away: and the
showers of bricks which were flying about us made us exert to the utmost
what little ‘strength we had remaining. The night was very dark, and the
glare of. the fire we were leaving made the darkness seem still more dense.
With what haste we could we stumbled over the broken rocks towards the
entrance, but finding one of the doors by which we must pass closed and
barred, we were brought to a standstill. We waited here while Mr. Rudland
went to fetch those who were in the well-house, and when we were
altogether — the poor children only half dressed and with bare feet, for
they had been taken out of bed — we made our way as quietly as possible
round by an opening where the rioters had knocked down the wall, and so
got into one of our neighbor’s houses by a doorway. We were conducted
first to one room, then to another, for concealment, as the danger of
discovery seemed to increase; and were finally taken to the innermost
apartments of the house. We sat there in the darkness — such a long, long
time it seemed — hoping and fearing, as to what had become of Mr.
Taylor and Mr. Duncan Mr. Reid lay groaning with pain; the poor tired
children wanted to sleep, and: we dared: not let them, as we might have. to
flee again at any moment. Mr. Taylor was almost fainting from loss of
blood; and I now found out that my arm was bleeding from a bad cut, and
it was so painful I could not move it: while many of us were stiff and sore
with bruises.


“‘One of our teachers had joined us in our place of refuge, and from time
to time he acquainted us with what was going on outside. From him we
learned: that the Prefect had: come with his soldiers, and was driving away
the rioters; and was guarding the house in which we were concealed. But
still no word of Mr. Taylor.


“‘At last, after the sounds of yelling and fighting had subsided, we received
the joyful tidings that he and Mr. Duncan had come; and soon Mr. Taylor’s
own voice confirmed: the report. He was not even wounded seriously, only
somewhat famed by a severe blow from a stone which had struck him in
the hollow of the knee, on his way to the Ya-mun.
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“‘We were now once more all together, and all living; and our-first thought
was to lift our hearts to God in thanksgiving. At that moment we thought
little of the destruction of our property, the loss amounting as we have
since estimated, to above ~500. Moreover, we found that our house had
not been burnt down, as have been reported to us, for the neighbors had
interfered and helped to put the fires out, for fear their own dwellings
should be consumed. Mr. Taylor having called in the Che-hian to see Mr.
Reid’s condition, and having previously ascertained from him that it was
safe to return to our own quarters, the wounded were removed as soon as
possible, and we once more entered the house.’ [Here Mr. Taylor
resumes.]


“It was past midnight when we returned to the house. A guard of soldiers
and some men from the Mandarin’s kept watch till dawn: then they left us,
and it appeared that none were appointed to take their place. The people
soon began to re-collect; and again commenced four or five long and
anxious hours. After a short but ineffectual attempt to keep them out, they
were able to make their way into the open ground, and it was evident that
the plunder of the preceding evening had whetted the appetite of the
people. Once more commending all to the care of our covenant-keeping
God, who had so mercifully preserved us through the preceding night, I left
them and went to the Prefect’s for aid.


“Another long and anxious delay here awaited me. The Prefect had not
risen, had not bathed, had not breakfasted:. I sent a. message in that [did
not wish for an interview, but that the riotous proceedings had again
commenced, and that there was no one there to repress the mob. After a
time I was told that the Prefect had dispersed the mob.


“To those I had left behind the time had been one of peculiarly painful
suspense;: indeed, it had seemed a climax of the anxieties and dangers of
the night. As I “have before remarked, many were already injured.. Now,
there was no darkness to favor an escape, and the front of the house was
surrounded as well as the back. When the wall had been broken through
Messrs. Duncan and Rudland took their seats at the entrance, the front
garden and rockery being covered by a crowd which every moment
increased. A few stones were thrown in at the open front of the upstairs
rooms, but the Lord graciously restrained the crowd from doing much in
this way: and just as anxiety was at its acme, and the impossibility of much
longer keeping back the crowd from before and behind was evident, God
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sent help; the soldiers began to disperse the. people, and the grounds were
gradually cleared; and ere long the soldiers had the undivided privilege of
looting to themselves — a privilege they did not fail to improve.


“In the afternoon, the magistrate engaged four boats, and procured sedan-
chairs, and coolies for the luggage, and. sent us to the South Gate. Next
morning we were escorted as far as Kwa-chau — the point of juncture of
the northern branch of the Grand Canal with the Yang-tse-kiang — and
proceeded to Chin-kiang.


“On our arrival in Chin-Kiang, we were received by the foreign residents
with the utmost sympathy, and all seemed to vie with each other in their
kindness and hospitality. Though most of us were perfect strangers to
them, they opened their houses to us, and did everything in their power ~o
assist us Their kindness we can never forget.”
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL,


FEBRUARY, 1869.


DISCIPLINE OF THE CHURCH AT THE
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE.


BY J. A. SPURGEON.


THE object of this paper is to direct attention to the discipline of our
churches as distinguished from their creeds and constitution, thus
contributing, it may be hoped, some assistance to the discussion of the best
methods for securing and maintaining purity and pete within the gates of
our Zion.


The subject of the paper is the discipline of the church at the Metropolitan
Tabernacle. This particular example has been selected because with it the
writer is more familiar than with any other. It is moreover the discipline of
one of our oldest churches, and not the least successful of them, and it has
been thought that there are elements of peculiar interest connected with it
which it would be superfluous to enumerate.


We are anxious to disclaim, at the outset, any pretensions to perfection in
our methods of action — we have found them work best for ourselves
hitherto, but we are always anxious to find out a more excellent way. Our
plans have been the outgrowth of necessity, not of theory; they were not
sketched on paper and then carried out as an experiment, but the
circumstances of the church drove us to our present methods, and we hope
we have seen a line of scriptural precedent justifying our obedience to
providential indications. We should regret exceedingly if for a moment it
were supposed that we would recommend absolute uniformity in the
methods of discipline adopted by churches; but to our minds thus much is
clear, that the congregational churches both Baptist and Paedobaptist, have
gone as far in the direction of diversity as possible, and weakness rather
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than strength has been the result. That no room should be left for the
different peculiarities of pastor and people, but all be bound to one
undeviating standard of action, would be to cramp, and not to benefit; but,
on the other hand, that so few points of agreement should be accepted as a
common basis of action, sustaining a sense of confidence in each 6ther’s
discipline, is little short of a calamity, Mutual confidence arising from
known adequate, though it may be at times dissimilar courses of action,
leading up to one result, must be a source of blessing to any denomination;
and at present we frankly admit, as the result of a somewhat wide
observation of the methods of receiving’, and the all but uniform want of
method in removing names from our church rolls, we have but small faith
in ecclesiastical statistics, and what is worse, a limited confidence in letters
of commendation from our churches. That we may all find room for
improvement is undoubted, and that we may at once make the discovery
and act upon it, is the object and prayer of the writer of this paper.


We remark at once that at the Tabernacle we have no written code of laws but
the Book of Inspiration, and we unhesitatingly assert that all such printed rules
as some have desired, and others adopted, are only ferrets at the best of
times, and snares and traps in periods of dispute and difficulty. We have
faith in sanctified common sense, resulting from an application to the
source of all wisdom by prayer and reading of the word. If churches would
only act with the prudence of any assembly of mercantile men, much evil
would be averted, and more good secured. Acting in things temporal after
a truly business principle, and in things spiritual as God’s word and Spirit
dictate, no formal system of rules, in our opinion, will ever be required.
Certain recognized courses of procedure, from which, without cause
assigned, no deviation shall be made, are certainly necessary for mutual
cooperation and peace in any church; but for emergencies, special action
should be adopted to suit the exigencies of the case, and no rules or
traditions must forbid the course which wisdom suggests, even though it
should be contrary to all the precedents of the previous history of the
church. A general understanding of leading principles, and an elastic
interpretation of them as cases may require, will be all the rule outside of
the Scripture required in churches where confidence abounds between
pastors, officers, and members; if this be wanting, no rules, human or
divine, can make them work harmoniously together. We must have faith in
each other’s intentions and integrity, or we shall loosen the pins of church
action, and all will lapse into confusion and conflict.
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I. CHURCH OFFICERS


Principles of action however clear, and methods of procedure however
established by custom, will be of little avail if they be not sustained by a
vigorous executive. Amongst the officers of the church, foremost stands
the pastor, who, though its servant, is so to rule, guide, and discipline it as
God shall help and direct by his Holy Spirit. In connection with the church
at the Tabernacle two such officers are now laboring. It is a trite remark
that if two men ride a horse one must sit behind, and he who is in the front
must hold the reins and drive. Co-pastorships have been sources of
discomfort or blessing as this principle has been understood. Wherever it
may have been disregarded, it is not (by the grace of God) likely to be so in
the case in hand. Where one of the two brothers has been so instrumental
in creating the necessity for additional help, from the very fullness of
blessing resulting from his labors; and is, moreover, so superior in talent,
influence, and power, f15 it is a privilege to follow in the order of nature and
birth which God, from the first, had evidently designed. The discipline of
the church thus emanates from a common center, acting through
recognized division of labor. All meetings and institutions are subject to the
influence, and when required, to the action of the Pastorate. It would be, at
least, unseemly to have a hydra-headed band of Christians. Sunday-school,
college, orphanage, almshouses, psalmody, are all under the supervision of
a common headship, so as to prevent almost inevitable confusion, if not
conflict, as the result of divided action. The leader of the church should
surely lead the church’s work. Strife without measure has arisen from rival
authorities disputing about the boundaries of their little empires. The spirit
of peace has kept us from this evil, but a judicious arrangement has been
helpful in producing the result. There are still Diotrephes in the present age
— men loving to have the pre-eminence — but it is the duty of the minister
to magnify his office, and rule even these, which is best done not by
assertions of power or complaints of want of influence, but by possessing
such personal weight of piety and prudence, zeal, godliness, gentleness,
and forbearance, as will inevitably place him in the front in course of time.
In the long run, the measure of any man’s power and influence is the
measure in which he deserves to possess them; and no man is entitled to
expect any more. It is quite certain that no efforts to assert official dignity,
when sound judgment and weight of character are wanting, will ever result
in anything short of failure and contempt. We have known some whose
claims for deference and respect were in the inverse ratio to their deserts;
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and the only outgrowth of their priestlyism was to ruin and break up every
church they attempted to guide and control. How much we need the
wisdom of the serpent with the harmlessness of the dove! How gently, as a
nurse among her children, should the pastor behave himself! With what
unassuming brotherly love, and paternal wisdom, should he hold
intercourse with his people! True pastors must be both made and born; and
day by day must they be sustained, or their office will be a shame to
themselves and a burden to their flocks. From this may the Lord keep his
servants evermore.


Deacons and Elders. — After the pastor, and laboring by his side, we need
brethren qualified of God to be helpers of our joy. In this church, two
offices distinct in main points, though often coincident in others, are
recognized, and as we think, with both Scripture and common sense upon
our side. It may and does often happen that the man of judgment, prudent
in counsel, and skilled in money matters, is not gifted with speech so as to
lead devotional exercises in the church or prayer-meeting, or beside the bed
of sickness, or in the house of mourning. A good man for things temporal,
in dealing with worldly matters, may not be an elder apt to teach and to
exhort. On the other hand, a man may have all the qualifications of an
elder, but be lacking in such abilities as are required for the serving of
tables, the disposing of finances, and the securing of needed funds for the
church.


Our deacons, nine in number, are elected by the church, at the suggestion
of the pastor, after consultation with the previously elected deacons. It is
open to any member to nominate whom he pleases at such an election, but
in no case has the recommendation of the pastor and deacons been
dissented from, for the brethren nominated were in every way called and
qualified of the Lord. They are chosen for life; this having been the usual
custom in such cases; and there being no strong reason for a change in the
rule. Their duties are to care for the ministry, and help the poor of the
church, to regulate the finances and take charge of the church’s property,
seeing to the order and comfort of all worshipping in the place. The work-
is divided so as to secure the services of all, and prevent the neglect of
anything through uncertainty as to the person responsible for its
performance. One honored brother is general treasurer, and has been so for
many years — long may he be spared to us; another takes all out-door
work, repairs of the exterior, keeping the gates, appointing doorkeepers,
etc.; another has all indoor repairs; while others watch over the interests of
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the new churches which are springing from our loins; and one brother as a
good steward sees to the arrangement and provision of the weekly
communion, and the elements required for the Lord’s table; thus with a
common council we have separate duties. At every remembrance of these
brethren we thank God. Some ministers have found their trials in their
deacons; it is but right to say that we find in them our greatest comfort,
and we earnestly desire that every church should share in an equal blessing.


Elders. — Our eldership, now sustained by twenty-six brethren, is a source
of much blessing to our church. Without the efficient and self-denying
labors of the elders, we should never be able to supervise our huge church,
containing at the close of the year 1868, 3,860 members; and from which,
under the present pastor, about an equal number have gone to the church
triumphant, or to other parts of the church militant.


The elders are re-elected annually, but usually continue for life in their
office; fresh elders are proposed by the pastor to the already elected elders,
and after some time has been given for thought, the subject of the propriety
of their election is discussed at an elders’ meeting, and if recommended
with general unanimity, the names are then laid before the church by the
pastor, and after opportunity given for the expression of opinion, the vote
of the church is taken. We offer no opinion here as to other methods of
electing church officers, but we will add that no other plan commends itself
so much to our judgment; no other plan is so safe for our church, or so
likely to procure good officers. No other plan is so helpful to the pastor,
who is most concerned in the choice, having to work with those selected;
and no other plan as we can see will enable him so faithfully to discharge
his office of guide and shepherd, in one of the most critical periods of the
church’s history. Timidity here is a crime, and the affectation of modesty in
not wishing to influence the church is to our mind a dereliction of duty. A
church possessed of unlimited liberty of action, needs, for the sake of its
junior and less instructed members, to be directed in its choice of officers
— the best men to do it are the pastor and officers already tried and
proved, and the fear of giving offense seems to us but the fear of man
which bringeth a snare.


To the elders is committed the spiritual oversight of the church, and such
of its concerns as are not assigned to the deacons nor belong to the
preacher. The seeing of inquirers, the visiting of candidates for church
membership, the seeking out of absentees, the caring for the sick and
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troubled, the conducting of prayer-meetings, catechumen and Bible-classes
for .the young men — these and other needed offices our brethren the
elders discharge for the church. One elder is maintained by the church for
the especial purpose of visiting our sick poor, and looking after the church-
roll, that this may be done regularly and efficiently. As a whole we
cheerfully bear our testimony to the beneficial working of the system of
deaconate and eldership as distinct offices. Both works are in a few cases
performed by the same person, but the existence of the two bodies of men
is in a thousand ways a great assistance to good government.


CHURCH MEMBERSHIP


All persons anxious to join our church are requested to apply personally
upon any Wednesday evening, between six and nine o’clock, to the elders,
two or more of whom attend in rotation every week for the purpose of
seeing inquirers. When satisfied, the case is entered by the elder in one of a
set of books provided for the purpose, and a card is given bearing a
corresponding number to the page of the book in which particulars of the
candidate’s experience are recorded. Once a month, or oftener when
required, the junior pastor appoints a day to see the persons thus approved
of by the elders. If the pastor is satisfied, he nominates an elder or church
member as visitor, and at the next church meeting asks the church to send
him to enquire as to the moral character and repute of the candidate. If the
visitor be satisfied he requests the candidate to attend with him at the
following or next convenient church meeting, to come before the church
and reply to such questions as may be put from the chair, mainly with a
view to elicit expressions of his trust in the Lord Jesus, and hope of
salvation through his blood, and any such facts of his spiritual history as
may convince the church of the genuineness of the case. We have found
this a means of grace and a rich blessing. None need apprehend that
modesty is outraged, or timidity appalled by the test thus applied. We have
never yet found it tend to keep members out of our midst, while we have
known it of service in detecting a mistake or satisfying a doubt previously
entertained. We deny that it keeps away any worth having. Surely if their
Christianity cannot stand before a body of believers, and speak amongst
loving sympathizing hearts, it is as well to ask if it be the cross-bearing
public confessing faith of the Bible? This is no matter of flesh and blood,
but of faith and grace, and we should be sorry to give place to the
weakness and shrinking of the flesh, so as to insult the omnipotence of
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grace, by deeming it unable to endure so much as the telling in the gates of
Zion what great things God has done for the soul. Of course, the system
may be, and has been, abused, but we decline to recognize any argument
drawn from the abuse of what we use lawfully. It need not be an offense to
any, and it will be an immense blessing to that church which watches for
souls, and rejoices over one repenting sinner more than over ninety and
nine just persons which need no repentance. After the statement before the
church, the candidate withdraws, the visitor gives in his report, and the
vote of the church is taken; when the candidate has professed his faith by
immersion, which is administered by the junior pastor after a week-day
service, he is received by the pastor at the first monthly communion, when
the right hand of fellowship is given to him in the name of the church, and
his name is entered on the roll of members. A communion card is
furnished, divided by perforation into twelve numbered parts, one of which
is to be delivered every month at the communion, which is held every
Lord’s-day; the tickets are checked upon the register, and thus show the
attendance of each member at the communion. If a member is absent more
than three months without any known cause, the elder in whose district he
resides is requested to visit him, and send in a report on a printed form
which is given him; or if the residence be distant, a letter is written, a
record of such visit or letter being retained. When a case for discipline
presents itself, it is brought before the elders, who appoint one of their
number to visit and report; if the matter demands action beyond caution
and advice, we lay it before the church, and recommend the course of
procedure to be adopted, whether censure or excommunication.


In dealing with such as are members of other churches, we have been by
sad experience compelled to exercise more caution than at first seemed
needful. The plan we adopt is to have the person seen by an elder, who
enters particulars in the transfer book. If there appears to be any difficulty,
an interview is arranged with one of the pastors, who investigates the case
on its own merits, as alas! he has discovered that membership with some
churches is not always a guarantee even of morality. Some churches retain
a name upon their books for years after the person has ceased to commune;
and frequently when he has passed away from all know]edge of or
connection with the church, it will nevertheless grant a transfer as if all
were satisfactory. We record this with mingled shame and sorrow. When
the individual has thus given evidence of fitness, so far as we can judge, a
dismissal is applied for in the usual way on a form prepared — the reply is
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laid before the church, any information necessary is added, and the vote of
the church taken.


When, in the order of God’s providence, any of our number are removed
from us, and are not able to attend, a certificate is given for three, six, or
twelve months, which must then be renewed, and a report of the reason for
renewal given, or the membership will lapse, unless in special cases. We
much prefer commending our brethren to the fellowship of other churches,
where they may be of service, than to have them linger out a merely
nominal connection with us. We have thus sent from us 166 in the course
of last year, we hope to the strengthening of the churches and the spread of
the truth.


On receipt of application from any church for a transfer, the letter is read
to the church, with the detailed account from our books, giving a brief but
complete history of the case, when and how received, the attendance of the
person while a member with us, and reasons for seeking removal. The
church is then advised to authorize the usual letter of dismission to be sent.


In all our business the aim is to have everything done openly and above-
board, so that no one may complain of the existence of a clique, or the
suppression of the true state of affairs. We occasionally ask the
unquestioning confidence of the church in its officers in cases delicate and
undesirable to be published, but otherwise we consult the church in
everything, and report progress as often as possible in all matters still
pending and unsettled. Nothing, we are persuaded, is so sure to create
suspicion and destroy confidence as attempts at secret diplomacy, or mere
official action.


When details of cases under discipline are kept from the church, the fact is
openly stated, and leave asked for the maintenance of such public
reticence; while any member is informed, that if dissatisfied, the pastor will
give him the reasons why the elders have advised the removal of the
offender, and their motive in not giving details of the sin. When it would be
for the injury of good morals, or expose the pastor to a suit-at-law, the
officers ask the confidence of the church, and request it to adopt their
verdict in the case without hearing detailed information; this is cheerfully
accorded in every case, and much evil thus averted.
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All money matters are audited by unofficial brethren selected by the
church, and the accounts read and books produced at the annual church
meeting, when all the members endeavor to be present.


All minutes of church meetings, deacons’ and elders’ courts, are entered,
and confirmed at the following meeting. Unless notice is previously given,
no business, as a rule, is entertained but what emanates from the chair, or is
sent up from an elders’ or deacons’ session; though this custom is departed
from if any manifest benefit is to be derived from so doing, and no one
challenges the motion as irregular.


WORK


The discipline of service is one element of highest importance. The best
officers and the wisest mode of government will only result in feebleness
and discord if the church sits still with folded hands. A lazy people must, by
a law of necessity, become a corrupt people. Purest water stagnating must
putrify.


“Satan finds some mischief still
For idle hands to do.”


It would lengthen out our paper, already too long, beyond all reasonable
bounds, if we were to enter into details concerning the work at the
Tabernacle. In general terms, we remark that our Sunday-school contains
1,077 children, under the tuition of 96 teachers; besides another band, in
the almshouses, containing 180 children, with 20 teachers; a third, at
Manchester Hall and Richmond Street, with 320 children and 25 teachers;
and many schools connected with rooms and preaching stations too
numerous to be mentioned in this outline.


We have an elders’ class for the children of the officers of the church; a
young woman’s Bible-class, containing from 500 to 600 members,
conducted by Mrs. Bartlett; and two young men’s catechumen classes,
averaging upwards of 100 each. We have no means of judging the amount
of work done by our members in ragged schools and Sunday-schools apart
from our own place, but we know of more than a dozen schools which
depend mainly, and some of them entirely, upon our help.


Meetings for prayer are held every day in connection with the church; in
the morning at seven, and in the evening, generally, at half-past seven. Two
prayer meetings are held every Sabbath, besides some dozens of others,
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held in the houses of friends, both in the week and on the Lord’s-day. We
are constantly hearing of these, and they are a source of great strength to
the church. Railway porters, letter sorters, and others who cannot get to
evening meetings, meet for prayer in the middle of the day. In several large
houses of business, we have Bible-classes, etc, A number of our members
have connected themselves with the Rescue Society, and have for some
time visited the Homes regularly, and helped in this work with great
success.


Our Evangelist’s Society keeps in active operation the preaching of the
gospel in the streets every Lord’s-day, weather permitting, and in small
rooms and preaching stations.


Our Tract Society, with 69 districts, has circulated 2,336 copies of
sermons every week in the last year, which, when they have gone round the
districts, are given away at the workhouses which are visited. Two
brethren are maintained in connection with Mr. Oncken’s work on the
Continent.


Our sisters are not wanting in their efforts to do good. We have our
Dorcas, our Benevolent, our Working meetings, our Maternal Society, and
our Mothers’ Meetings, all in full activity. Seventeen of our poor and aged
sisters are maintained in our almshouses.


Nor are the young ones behind. We have a juvenile Sabbath-school
Working Society, and prayer meetings amongst the scholars. A special
service for the young is held every Sunday at the almshouses at 6.30. A
large Band of Hope is also doing a good work.


Our College, with its heavy responsibilities and innumerable outgrowths,
and the growing care of the Orphanage, we cannot dilate upon. These are
well known.


Our Colportage Society employs eight colporteurs, who have visited
during the year 1868, 91,528 families, and regularly visit two hundred
villages every month.


Some of our brethren work amongst the police, and visit the government
stores; while others call at shops open on the Lord’s-day, to try and speak
a word for the sanctity of the Sabbath.
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Several of our elders have regular preaching stations, with all the
organizations for worship and service, which are usually connected with
separate churches. These will some of them develop into distinct interests
in due season, to our nominal decrease, but to the increase of the general
church, which is our ultimate end and object for God’s glory. Among such
are, our dear friend Field, at the Rosemary Branch; Friend Dunn, at
Manchester Hall, with its Sunday, Day, and Ragged Schools, and many
charitable societies; and Elder Perkins, at Gospel Hall, South Street,
Camberwell, where a building has been secured for home mission work;
and regular preaching is carried on both during the week and on the
Lord’s-day.


Our evening classes are, moreover, a fruitful source of blessing. A good
education is given to all young men of moral character who will attend
regularly. Two singing classes on the tonic sol-fa system are held, and one
for choral music of a superior class. A Bible-class for the young on
Wednesdays, and a public Bibles-class presided over by Mr. Rogers on
Mondays at 8.30. We have also a flourishing day-school under a most
efficient master. Popular and scientific lectures are given during the winter
months by Professor Solway and others, to which the public are admitted
on a merely nominal payment, so as to provide interesting and instructive
pastime for our young people, and at the same time connect them with our
work.


Many of our friends help in the raising of new churches, four of which have
been formed this year.


We must not omit to mention our Loan Fund for Chapel Building, which
lends out money without interest, on the principle of the Baptist Building
Fund. This sum, which we hope before long to increase to £5,000, forms a
reserve for the College in case of an emergency.


In conclusion, we feel bound to acknowledge that our dependence for
prosperity and peace is solely upon the God who commands the dew of his
grace to descend upon his church. All our springs are in him; no under
shepherd’s care, not the best built and guarded fold can ever keep out the
wolf in sheep’s clothing, nor the enemy so watchful and relentless, who
goeth about as a roaring lion, seeking whom he may devour. Our help
cometh from the Lord who made heaven and earth. The discipline of the
closet and the prayer meeting, of close fellowship with God in secret, will
bring the reward openly. Nothing in the shape of rules or customs, no, not
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even the devoted services of apostles themselves, can compensate for low-
toned piety on the part of the members. Whence come wars and rightings
— is it not because many professors are still carnal, and walk not after the
Spirit? Drawing nearer and nearer to the center and source of all grace and
blessing will inevitably result in our being “one” to the glory of God the
Father. We must raise our standard of individual and personal piety, and to
that extent we shall destroy elements of evil. If thorns can spring up and
choke the good seed, the same law may, if rightly turned upon the foe,
destroy roots of bitterness which, springing up, would trouble us, by
occupying the ground with the “fruits of the Spirit, which are love, joy,
peace, longsuffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, temperance —
against such there is no law.”


Now unto him that is able to keep you from falling, and to present you
faultless before the presence of his glory with exceeding joy, to the only
wise God our Savior, be glory and majesty, dominion and power, both now
and ever. Amen.


CITY ARABS


IN a little pamphlet, published, for threepence, by Mr. Nisbet, of Berners
Street, Mr. W. Burns Thomson gives a most amusing and delightful
account of his labors among the wild lads of Edinburgh. We envy the man
of God who can do such good service, endure such discouragements, and
persevere so undauntedly. Great will be the reward of those who love their
Lord so well that the offscouring of men are precious in their eyes for his
sake. The lower the strata the more precious the ore, in moral mining.
Jesus is glorified greatly when his gospel lifts the beggars from the dunghill
and sets them among princes. The Medical Mission of Edinburgh is
honored by having such a man as Dr. Thomson in connection with it: may
it prosper richly. Being much pleased with the simple narrative, we take the
liberty of giving our f16 readers copious extracts, believing that our
selections will not hinder, but rather suggest the purchase of the little
record.


The odd experiences of those who go upon soul-hunting expeditions
among the ragged city pariahs, are illustrated by the following
embarrassing predicament: —
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“One afternoon, when discharging the usual class duties, we found
ourselves in a moment in midnight darkness, The shutter of the only
window was suddenly closed and fastened outside. As some of my
scholars were not quite orthodox in their views respecting the
distinction between Mine and Thine, I hastily planted myself, with
outstretched arms, between them and the movables, and sent them
to open the door, but that was found to be fastened outside. The
stronger amongst us exerted ourselves to effect deliverance, but in
vain. At length we thundered at the door and attracted the attention
of the people opposite, but they brought no help. It was discovered
afterwards that the handle of our door was tied by a rope to the
handle of that fronting us, so that the harder we pulled, striving to
get out, the more effectually we shut our neighbors in, and
prevented their coming to the rescue. It was a clever trick, and I
longed to make the acquaintance of its author.”


The hero of this practical joke was met with and subdued by love; there
was found to be a tender, affectionate heart beneath the young rascal’s
rough exterior.


“After a free and full forgiveness, he promised to come to my Bible
Class, at least for once, to see how he should like it. He came
regularly afterwards, and I was sometimes able to comfort him. At
the end of several months I was called to leave that district, and
went one afternoon to bid good-bye to some of those with whom I
had become acquainted. When passing along Downie Place on my
way home, I received a gentle tap on the arm, and turning round,
saw my young Arab friend. ‘I hear you’re gaun awe’, he said, and
the tears filled his eyes. ‘Yes,’ I replied, as kindly as possible, and
tried to cheer him; but it wouldn’t do. He fairly broke down,
weeping like a child, and ejaculated betwixt his sobs, ‘ I’ll hae nae
freen’ noo to tak care o’ me.’ This exhibition was as unexpected as
it was impressive. These tears have never been forgotten. This was
the first real Arab I had ever encountered, and I discovered that he
had not only a humam but a tender heart.”


Mr. Thomson’s endeavors to form a decent Ragged School were for a long
time utterly baffled by the depravity of the young sinners who to his room,
apparently for no earthly purpose but to plague their teacher.
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“Plenty of boys came, but we could not manage them. It is difficult
to imagine, and impossible to describe, the scenes we witnessed on
these occasions. A boy looks you in the face as innocently as if
mischief were a stranger to him, and perhaps addresses some
interesting question to you, whilst his toes are drumming the front
of the pew. If he detects a suspicious glance flitting across your
eye, on account of the quarter whence the noise proceeds, be gives
a punch to his neighbor, tells him to be quiet, and rebukes him for
his wickedness in hindering him from learning the truth. In this, our
first attempt, we never got the correct name and address of a single
boy. ‘What is your name, my man?’ ‘John Russell, sir.’ ‘Ah! that’s
an honorable name.’ ‘That it is, sir.’ ‘Where do you live, my boy?’
‘At Moray Place, sir’ f17 On expressing astonishment, and hinting
that his garments were scarcely in keeping with ribands the sleeve
of his jacket, he exclaims —’Many, many a time our Bible Class
seemed transformed into a menagerie. The singing was marred by
the intermixture of every discordant sound the ingenuity of the lads
could invent. The cries of animals were ever and anon issuing from
sonic quarter of the building. The mewing of the cat was
particularly in request. The mya-a-oo was always prolonged into a
dismal wail, and wound up with an energetic ‘fizz.’ ‘Talk,’ says Dr.
Davidson, ‘of the gross darkness and depravity of heathenism! I can
honestly say that I have never met in heathen countries ignorance
more complete, and depravity more deep and hopeless, than I have
seen in this Cowgate of Edinburgh. Certainly I should a thousand
times rather deal with the poor ignorant Malagasy, whose
depravity, great as it is, has not grown up under the sun of
Christianity and civilization, than I would with your young
Cowgate Arabs.’“


Such is the frequent lot of Ragged School teachers in London, and they
deserve, and ought to have, our daily prayers that they be not faint and
weary in their work. Ordinary workers know nothing of the self-denials of
those who gather together the outcasts; they bear the brunt of the battle,
and should have our heartiest sympathy and aid.


Undismayed by difficulties, our friend persevered, and having a
considerable taste for singing, he was led to adopt a somewhat singular
mode of laying hold upon his savage proteges.
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“Whether I clung to these boys from pride or from piety — from a mere
unwillingness to be beaten in my undertaking, or from an affectionate,
prayer-fill interest in their soul’s welfare, or perhaps from a blending of
both — I shall not stay to inquire; certain it is, I could never live in peace
whilst they wandered around me uncared for. I longed and prayed, and
worked for the opportunity of telling them, in quietness, of the love of God
in Christ, and I could not resist the conviction, that, though Satan might be
allowed to thwart, perplex, and baffle me in this precious and interesting
work, the Lord would give the desire of my heart. During the remainder of
the session I tried to keep up as much personal friendly intercourse as
possible with the lads, that I might not fall out of acquaintance with them.
Next winter I began an experiment of a kind entirely different from any
hitherto attempted, mainly with the view of keeping the youths in contact
with me. I engaged a professional singer, with whom Miss Mercer joyfully
associated herself, to teach them music and singing. They assembled twice
a week in the school-room at Cowgate-head in great numbers. I tried to
prepare the teacher for rough work, but it was with him, as I doubt not it is
with many of my readers — he had no conception of what I had been
speaking about. Five minutes in the school-room opened his eyes, and
when I entered shortly after I found him bewildered, helpless, and actually
pale with fright. And little wonder — the youngsters had rushed in with
feelings of jubilation as if this were the jolliest plan I had ever tried with
them, when as many as pleased might come together for a rompus, which
was the only idea they had of a singing class. To speak to them was out of
the question, even roaring would not have been heard; but a song,
beautifully sung, gained a gradually enlarging circle of attentive listeners,
till the room was quiet. Oft that winter were we struck with the power of
music. When the boys themselves sung, which they soon learned to do
pretty well, and in parts, they were not at all subdued; the last note was
frequently converted into a bray or shriek, whilst a companion got a poke
in the ribs, or was toppled over the form, or received some other little
courtesy of that nature; but when a duet was sung by the teachers, the
pupils were fairly spell-bound by it; and even after the applause there was a
season of quiet, in which they would listen to a word of advice. During the
first half-hour songs were sung; and during the second, sacred melodies. In
this way they became acquainted with the words and music of many of our
most precious hymns, such as ‘ Rock of Ages,’ ‘There is a fountain,’ etc.,
etc.; and truly it was not easy to survey the group and listen unmoved,
whilst they poured forth with a real heartiness the glorious truths of the
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gospel. The behavior improved on the whole as the session advanced; but
from first to last the management of them was an arduous and exhausting
duty. In addition to what might be called the normal stream of annoyance
and worry, episodes of every, type and complexion were introduced to
diversify the proceedings. One night a youth came in with a lighted coal in
his jacket pocket. As he entered late, and I knew him to be a thorough
rogue, he was kept so constantly covered with my eye, that he found it
impossible to carry out the glorious exploit with which he no doubt
expected to dazzle his companions; and in a short time my attention was
drawn to an intolerable smell of singeing, followed soon after by a pretty
dense cloud of smoke, in the midst of which the culprit rushed from the
room. The burning coal had set fire to his jacket.”


On the occasion of a tea and treat given to these young hopefuls, their
incorrigible kleptomania displayed itself, and was the source of an amusing
anecdote: —


“One of the juveniles, true to his Ishmaelitish instincts, slipped a
saucer into his pocket, and no doubt chuckled over his success, as
no notice was taken at the time of what he had done, although he
had been observed. But before pronouncing the benediction I made
the following intimation: — ‘There is a boy here who imagines
himself clever enough to put a saucer in his pocket without my
knowing it. The joke is all spoiled, for the boy was seen. You can
place the saucer on the lobby table as you go out.” To our
astonishment we found five saucers. There were more culprits than
one; but each, supposing himself the individual addressed, delivered
up his article as he went out.’“


The plan of giving free breakfasts was at last hit upon, and turned out to be
the right method of reaching the poor lads. The respected writer tells us —


“We have got excellent classes this winter, and a fine description of
boys to labor amongst; and, if these hasty sketches have been of
any use in exciting an interest in their behalf in the minds of
Christian readers, we trust you will hold up our hands in the good
work by your sympathy and prayers. We should rejoice were you
encouraged to do a little amongst them yourselves. If you live in a
district less depraved than ours, and where fewer difficulties would
beset your efforts, thank God and begin. Let me remind you the
boys must be taught. Though we should foolishly leave them alone,
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still they must be taught, and taught too at our expense. It is a
costly thing to pay police officers to hunt the youths from crime to
crime, judges to condemn them, drunken drum-majors to flog them,
governors and warders to guard them, not to mention chaplains,
teachers, food, and clothing, all paid for out of our pockets. A little
kindness, suitably administered, might at least help to make good
citizens of them, and what a saving to our pockets, not to speak of
the comfort to our hearts. Today, when coming down Anderson’s
Close, I met one of our wildest quondam Arabs, well dressed and
respectable looking in his appearance, with the mallet under his
arm, going to his work. He is now a journeyman mason, and doing
well: and this is not a solitary case.”


If a gentleman incessantly engaged in medical and educational pursuits
could render such service to the church of God, what might not gentlemen
of leisure accomplish! Our beloved friend and brother, Mr. Orsman, is
another case in point. He toils all day at the Post Office, and then begins a
second day’s work among the costermongers and crossing sweepers of
Golden Lane, and all for love of his Lord. Such men shame us; especially
do they shame the race of Christian loungers, who go from meeting to
meeting in search of pious dissipation, but never buckle down to hard
work. Let those who are great at religious tea-drinkings, soirees, and public
meetings, but very little in actual service, hide their diminished heads in the
presence of the apostles of the Cowgate and Seven Dials. All honor to the
excavators of souls buried under accumulated mounds of ignorance and
poverty. May such men be multiplied. Not to help them with funds would
be an outrage upon all the instincts of our new-born nature; not to pray for
them would be to prove ourselves graceless. He who pens these lines
would cheerfully resign all the honors of a most popular ministry to have
the singular grace of being counted worthy of the matchless glory of
bringing the outcasts into the kingdom of Christ.


C. H. SPURGEON.
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“OH, YOU WRETCH!”


A PRAYER-MEETING TALK. BY C. H. SPURGEON.


I QUITE agree with the remark made by a cheerful believer, that the
Christian life may be described as “good, better, best” — “the shining light,
which shineth more and more unto the perfect day;” but close researches
into our own heart lead us to apply very different adjectives to our own
carnal nature, of which we feel far more inclined to say that, to our
apprehension, it is bad, worse, worst. All is light in the Lord, but all is
darkness in self; in the Lord Jehovah have we righteousness and strength;
in ourselves nothing but sin and weakness.


“In him is only good,
In me is only ill;


My ill but draws his goodness forth,
And me he loveth still.”


I heard today from a friend an odd story, which has much amused me and
something more. He kept a parrot of loquacious habits, and next door to
him there lived a minister, who called upon him one morning and asked
him to be so good as to remove the talkative bird, for it worried him
exceedingly. It was not its noise, but what it said, which was the cause of
annoyance. It did not swear like a trooper, or scream like a termagant, but
still it disturbed the divine beyond all bearing. Its voice had not vexed his
ears one-tenth so much as its utterance had rent and torn his conscience.
My friend was anxious to know what dreadful words those might be which
had thus turned poor harmless Poll into a tormenting spirit, a very accuser
of the brethren. It turned out that the bird, when he was hanging outside
the window near to the preacher’s study, had screamed out with all his
might, “Oh, you wretch! Oh, you wretch! “Just,” said the minister, “when I
am trying to prevail with God in prayer, or am endeavoring to confess my
sins, a voice seems to mock me and sarcastically cry, ‘Oh, you wretch!’
And,” said the good man, “it is so true; I feel it is so; it comes home to me;
it makes me remember that I am not praying as I ought, nor laying hold
upon the promise as I should, and it causes me to feel deeply ashamed of
myself. When I am writing my sermon, and preparing for the Sabbath, and
am perhaps mourning over my cold-hearted and dilatory studies, the parrot
calls out, ‘Oh, you wretch!’ and I think within myself, that is really just
what I am. That parrot deeply distresses me by so continually bringing
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before my mind my shortcomings and unworthiness. It was all very well for
a time, but it is now a perpetual blister to me.” My friend was very fond of
his parrot, though he must have sadly neglected its education; but he parted
with it to relieve his neighbor, hoping thus that he had given a cup of cold
water to one of the Master’s little ones.


I thought, when I heard the story, that I should like to have that parrot
hung up in my study, but perhaps a little bird which lodges in my breast
will do as well. My conscience softly moans to me like a turtle dove, “Oh,
wretched man that I am!” and the note is so true, that my heart repeats it
again and again: the shadow of my infirmities is ever upon me. I dare not
hold my head on high, for I am deeply conscious of the evil within my
bosom. Nor do I desire to feel other than ashamed of myself, for I never
pray better than when the mournful, note of self-accusation is heard, and I
never love Jesus more than when I feel my great need of his cleansing
blood. So far as I can judge, I never quicken my pace so well in the
spiritual pilgrimage as when my heart cries with all her might, “God be
merciful to me, a sinner.” They run fastest home who most fear the storm;
hence, “Blessed is the man that feareth always.” They carry most of Christ
who have least of self, hence the richness of spiritual poverty.


As once a message from God came from the mouth of an ass, I shall
borrow a text from a parrot, and use the words, “Oh, you wretch!” as a
peg on which to hang a brief homily.


These words might be applied to some of us at sundry times and in divers
places. For instance. Our Lord has been very gracious to us, and he has
answered our prayers and fulfilled his promises times beyond number; he
has brought us through six troubles, and in seven there has no evil touched
us; we have been through fire and through water, and been divinely
shielded from every ill. If, in fresh trials, we grow unbelieving and
desponding, what excuse can be made for us? Some of you have been
preserved sixty or seventy years; others of us have been kept by all
sufficient grace, and have known the Lord now these twenty years, and
have proved his faithfulness every moment during that long time. Now,
when we begin to distrust and suspect the goodness of our God, our
conscience might well say, “Oh, you wretch! Oh, you wretch!” What
wretched creatures we must be so to dishonor our God, to question his
immutable love, to doubt the veracity of his word, and suppose that he can
change in his affection, or forget his people! How much more saintly to
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sing, “Away, distrust, my God hath promised: he is just!” Nothing
degrades us more than unbelief. Nor is there any sin over which we ought
to grieve with deeper anguish of repentance than mistrust of God. Oh, it is
a high crime and misdemeanor to impute unfaithfulness to him who cannot
lie! Wretch that I am, that I should thus insult my God! What fountains of
evil must be in me when the streams are so polluted with unbelief of my
faithful God!


To bring to remembrance another evil, let us reflect how often during the
day we wander from God in heart; our love is fixed on an earthly creature,
and images of jealousy are set up in opposition to the Well-beloved of our
souls. Dagon is elevated hard by the ark. If it were not for grace, we
should forsake our Lord, and as it is, it almost comes to that; idolatry well
nigh supplants our worship of God, and our love to the creature leads us to
undervalue our Creator’s goodness, and even to repine if the object of our
overweening affection is removed. Then may we well chide ourselves —


“Wretch that I am to wander thus,
In chase of false delights!”


We have been deceived so often by the dried-up brooks of earthly joy, why
fly we to them again? We have been to the broken cisterns so many times,
and found no water in them, why do we leave the everlasting spring to
trust the leaking creatures?


So too, dear friends, such a word as that might be spoken to us by our
conscience when we have been angry under provocation, so as to have
spoken rashly with our lips. That may not be the temptation with some of
you, but it is the besetting sin of not a few. Some believers soon lose their
balance; they speak hard and biting words, and think very unholy things.
How hardly and sharply may conscience cry, “Oh, you wretch!” When
Christ has forgiven you all sin, to be so easily enraged and to find it so hard
to forgive your offending brother! When the Great Creditor frankly forgave
you ten thousand talents, what a wretch are you to think it so difficult to
let your brother go who only owes you the hundred pence! What a wretch
to have your hand upon your neighbor’s throat with “Pay me what thou
owest.” May we learn the mischief of an angry spirit, hate ourselves for
ever yielding to it; and by the softening power of the Holy Ghost, be
preserved in patience and meekness in imitation of our gentle Lord.
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I need not mention the many, many times during the day in which such a
cry as that of the poor imitating bird might be a needful reminder to us if a
tender heart would but let us feel its power. O Savior in heaven, when we
think of what we are in ourselves, we would lie in the very dust before
thee. What is there in us that can recommend us to thee? How is it thou
canst love us at all? It is a Wonder of wonders that ever thy august and
ennobling love should have been set upon us. We cannot see anything
lovely in ourselves; what is there of attraction that thy far more observant
eye can by any possibility discover? We are but wretched men, as the
apostle saith, in ourselves, and yet for all that, such is the exceeding
greatness and abounding fullness of the love and mercy of God, that we are
as surely dear to Jesus as if we were perfect in the flesh, and as much
beloved of him as if we had never sinned; yea, our sins have given
opportunities for matchless and amazing displays of his love, which
otherwise, so far as we can judge, had not been exhibited to the wondering
gaze of principalities and powers. Loathsome as sin is, I am almost ready
to agree with Augustine when speaking of the fall, he said, “Oh, beata
culpa!” — “Oh, happy fault!” — because it opened such room for
redeeming love and divine compassion. Disastrous as was our first parents’
sin, yet inasmuch as it made room for the wonderful display of the divine
love to such sinners as we are, we can only magnify the depth of the
wisdom and the height of the grace, and the breadth of the love of God, in
the way in which eternal mercy overcomes the evil which was permitted,
doubtless, for that very end.


It is essential that we should always maintain in our inmost hearts, a deep
sense of the humbling truth that we are in ourselves nothing but dust and
ashes, sin and defilement; wretches in the worst sense if it were not for
grace. When a man begins to think, “Well, there is something praiseworthy
in my flesh after all,” depend upon it, there is nothing in him of any real
worth. I remember a friend of mine who, one morning met in the market a
deacon for whom up to that hour he had entertained the highest respect.
This deacon said to my friend, “Friend So-and-So, I want you to do me a
good turn.” “Well,” he replied, “I am sure I will if it is at all reasonable.”
Then said the other, “I want you to lend me a hundred pounds.” My friend
had it on his tongue to say, “Yes, I will write you a cheque at once,” when
the deacon said, “You can trust me, you know, I am perfectly safe; I am
not like a young man, who may be led into doing wrong; I have been in the
ways of the Lord for so many years, and have had so much experience that
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I am past temptation.” “Past temptation!” muttered my friend. “Past
temptation! I would not lend you the value of a sixpence.” “Why not?” said
the man with surprise. “Because I would not trust you with any money of
mine.” “But why not?” “Because you say you are past temptation, and man
who is so confident in himself is one I have no confidence in.” That deacon
knew right well that he had committed himself most grossly in pecuniary
matters, and when he was talking so proudly he was consciously playing
the hypocrite in the vilest manner. I was gratified at the shrewd common-
sense of my friend, and glad that he saved himself from losing one hundred
pounds, for the boaster went to pieces and was in prison within a month of
that time. Whenever we allow our hearts to dream that we are beyond the
region of indwelling sin, we are encircled by its coils. When we imagine
that we are resplendent with a thousand virtues, we are besmeared and
bespattered with defilement. Our congratulatory addresses to ourselves are
the sure evidences of spiritual unsoundness. All trust in our own
experience, or acquired wisdom, is a sandy foundation. No slippery
morass, or all-devouring bog, is more treacherous than a self-flattering
estimate of human nature. Quaint Herbert says:


“Surely, if each one saw another’s heart,
There would be no commerce,


No sale, or bargain pass; all would disperse
And live apart.”


The poet does not tell us what a man would do if he could see his own
naked self in the glass of truth. It will not be an exaggeration if we say that
it would be enough to drive him mad. Whenever we censoriously exclaim,
“See how others behave! If I were in their position, how much better I
should be than they are,” we are already well nigh gone and ready to slip
with our feet. Ah! we do not know ourselves, my brethren, or instead of
hearing laudatory words with pleasure, we should often shiver at the sound
of a still small voice crying out, “Oh, you wretch!”


If you have a bird which cries, “Good master,” wring its neck; but if it
shrieks, “You wretch,” be thankful that if neither your own heart nor your
neighbors are honest to you, there remains yet one truth-telling creature
upon the earth.


The Lord keep us empty in ourselves and full of himself, so that though we
may mournfully confess, as David did, “So foolish was I and ignorant, I
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was as a beast before thee;” yet with him we may add, “Nevertheless I am
continually with thee; thou hast holden me by thy right hand.”


SERVICE OF JESUS IN LITTLE THINGS.


To turn every opportunity to account for Jesus is an art which all believers
should learn. All cannot be eminent in the ministry of the pulpit; but the
path to distinguished usefulness in the walks of every-day-life lies open to
every Christian. Fish are not only taken in nets which surround them by
hundreds, but they are captured by anglers, who concentrate their attention
upon a single individual; soul fishery may be conducted in the like manner.
In reading the life of John Milne, f18 which has just been compiled by that
man of God, Dr. Horatius Bonar, we have been struck with Mr. Milne’s
power in dealing with souls one by one. His life lacks those stirring
incidents which make a biography popular, but for this reason it will be all
the more useful to those of whom it may be written.


“Along the cool sequest’red vale of life
They keep the even tenor of their way.”


He was associated with M’Cheyne and Burns, and other honored brethren,
by whom the Lord worked mightily. Together with their soft and sweet
radiance they made up a bright and lovely constellation, comparable to the
Pleiades, and he was one of the brightest of the stars. Alas! that so many of
them should shine no more for earth. The one thing, however, which has
struck us in his life has been his readiness to catch at the slightest
opportunity for saying a word in season; while the whole of his life was
such as to shed a sacred influence all around, and to make his memoir
precious to those who value grace and truth. This peculiar trait of
character, which his biographer has perhaps unconsciously illustrated most
lavishly, gave a * Life of the Rev. John Milne, of Perth. By Horatius
Bonar, D.D. London: James Nisbet & Co., Berners-street tone to his life
which we fail to note in many other good men. As our readers peruse the
following interesting instances, let them earnestly pray that they may be
filled with the same spirit. On his way to India, to labor in Calcutta, “He
was not idle on board, though unable to do so much as he wished. He
found opportunities, from day to day, of doing or speaking something for
eternity. His light could not but shine during that voyage, and of this there
were found some traces on the vessel’s return. A gentleman coming from
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India in that same year (1853) was surprised to find tracts and little books
lying about the steamer. He asked how and by whom this had been done.
He was told that, last voyage a ‘curious gentleman’ had been on board,
going to India. Every evening he used to go among the sailors, talking to
them and listening to their stories. When they had done with their talk, he
would take out his Bible from his pocket, and read a portion to them. Then
he prayed with them. It was he who had given the tracts and books. There
was no difficulty in discovering who this ‘curious gentleman’ was.


“On the same voyage, he went about among the cabin-boys, getting hold of
them whenever he could. He used to promise them a sixpence or a shilling
if they would learn a certain psalm or chapter, and repeat it to him. This
was his practice on shore as well as at sea; and his card would frequently
be handed in to Mrs. Milne by some boy, with this penciled on it, ‘Give the
bearer sixpence [or a shilling as it might be] if he repeats the 53rd of Isaiah,
or 55th, as the case might be. His devices for getting hold of people, or
getting a word spoken to them, were as various as his zeal was unflagging.
In Perth, or on the road, he might be seen helping a baker to carry his
board or basket, or a man with a wheelbarrow, that he might get an
opportunity of speaking to them. A Roman Catholic woman, who went
about as a hawker, selling plates and dishes, tells that, meeting him once as
he was coming down a long stair, he said to her, ‘You are looking weak;’
and then he insisted on carrying her basket down to the street, dropping a
word as he went. These were frequent occurrences; and he would say on
such occasions, ‘You know we should bear one another’s burdens,’ or
some such word. Some would have thought it beneath his dignity to hand
his coat to a poor man who complained that he could not get to church for
want of clothes; or to give chase to three boys who ran off when he was
trying to persuade them to come to the Sabbath-school; or to rush out of
his house one snowy day to the Inch (or public green) to help a poor
woman to get down her washing-ropes; but he never thought of his own
comfort or dignity when he could assist another. Whether on shore or on
ship-board, in Scotland or in India, his benevolence and obligingness was
the same. In one pocket you might find a bottle of wine for some sick
person, in another a bunch of grapes, and in another a packet of tracts or
books. He was ‘ready, aye ready,’ for every good word and work. He
‘called nothing common or unclean’ whereby he could serve the Master, or
comfort a disciple, or arrest a wanderer.
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Mr. Bonar says of him in 1855 — “Of this date is the following sentence,
so expressive of the man, reminding us of Paul’s ‘This one thing I do.’ It is
a word for all, especially for ministers. ‘Let us try to say something to every one
we meet.’ I have been trying it today. When in London, among some
Government officials, he astonished them by speaking personally to them
about eternity, especially one venerable gentleman, who, not at all
offended, simply made the remark, ‘I was never spoken to in that way
before.’ It was most pleasant, but somewhat perilous, to have a walk with
him. The stoppages were many; — Words to be dropped; tracts to be
given; kind deeds to be done to passers-by.”


“Traveling in a train (1864), he writes afterwards: — ‘A news-boy was
sorting his papers; I said, I have a newspaper that never grows old. He
looked up with such an amazed, inquiring face, ‘What’s that?’ I took out
my little Bible, and the poor boy felt it.”


“During a visit to London, at one of the metropolitan railway stations,
while waiting for a train, he was interested with a fine little boy, whose
father was pretending he would throw the child on the rails, much to the
little fellow’s amusement. At last Mr. Milne said to the boy, ‘Why are you
not afraid? If he throws you down, you will be killed.’ ‘Oh!’ said the child,
with a shout of laughter, ‘he’s my papa.’ Mr. Milne paused a moment, and
then turning to the gentleman, said, ‘What a lesson your boy has taught us,
that, under all circumstances, we should trust our heavenly Father that he
wi1I not hurt us!’ and then walked on. In a few minutes the gentleman
followed and said, ‘It is very remarkable that you should have made that
remark to me just now. I am now on my way to visit my own father, who
is in a lunatic asylum, and I am afraid I have had hard thoughts of my
heavenly Father; but’ — at that moment his train came up, and all he could
add was, ‘Thank you, thank you.’“


“Coming from church one afternoon he saw three women, in a humble rank
of life, going out to walk on the Inch. One said to the others, ‘Stop, I have
lost something.’ ‘Yes,’ said Mr. Milne, ‘stop; for though I do not know
what you have lost, I know what you are losing.’ They looked amazed.
‘Yes,’ he continued, ‘you are losing your Sabbath; and if you lose your
Sabbaths now, you will lose your souls by-and-by.’ The women did stop
and turned back to their house.


“Walking in the country, near Bridge of Allan, he met a woman, to whom
he offered a tract. She seemed most willing to take it, and he added, ‘I
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hope you can say, Christ is mine.’ She hesitated; so holding out the tract,
he said, ‘I offer you this, is it yours?’ She said, ‘Not till I have taken it.’
‘Well,’ he said, ‘it is the same with Christ. God, by his ministers, offers him
to you. Accept of him, and then you can say, Christ is mine.’“


“He had preached one Sabbath on ‘The harvest is passed, the summer is
ended, and we are not saved;’ and during the course of the following week
he saw one of his people walking along with a companion. He went up,
and putting his hand on his friend’s shoulder, said, “ ‘The harvest is passed,
the summer is ended, and we are not saved” — are You saved?’ and
immediately passed. His friend’s companion said, ‘Was not that very
forward and uncalled for?’ ‘No,’ said the other, ‘it is a most important
question.’ That question led to a true conversion.”


Reader, go and do thou likewise. C. H. SPURGEON.


POPERY IN THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.


THIS IS NO FANCY PICTURE, but a tolerably correct representation of a
clergyman of the church of England, occupied in the performance of some
part of his ritual; we confess we know not which, but we vouch for the
accuracy of the sketch. It was time that such foolery was stopped, but if
the symbo1 be forbidden, the doctrinal Popery remains in the church. That
many clergymen preach the gospel of Jesus right well and earnestly we
joyfully admit, and we heartily wish that all did so; but how does this
excuse the Establishment for teaching baptismal regeneration in her prayer-
book, and so inviting the uprowth of Popery in her pale? Some of her
physicians prescribe the balm of Gilead for dying men: does this justify her
in speaking so ambiguously in her prayer-book that men are poisoned with
abominable and idolatrous nostrums borrowed from the old destroyer at
Rome? It is said that the Ritualists will one day be turned out of the church
by the exercise of her discipline: we sincerely hope so; but believe that so
long as the prayer-book is unrevised, the church will remain but half
reformed. The prayer-book is for the Ritualist in much of its teaching. The
mere snuffing out of a few candles is nothing, the evil lies deeper than
courts of law can reach. The only cure is for all true Evangelicals to come
out of the church, and no longer bear the sin of fellowship with an
Anglican Papacy: if they have not the courage to do this, let them agitate
for the separation of the church from the state, in which case they would
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reform their church at once. Something ought to be done, and done soon,
for as matters now stand the established church is the recruiting sergeant
for Rome, and the pope’s work is being better done by our state-paid
clergy than by his Jesuits or Cardinals. It is intolerable that a Protestant
nation like England should much longer be saddled with the support of a
church which is a nursery for Papists. Every Christian should shake himself
free from all complicity with the Popery which is insidiously covering the
land. How can he do this if he remains in fellowship with Ritualists? Come
ye out from among them; be ye separate; touch not the unclean thing.


NO. 34 — From C. H. SPURGEON’S “Sword and Trowel,” published
monthly, price 3d.; post free 4d Tracts, 6d. per 100; post free 8 stamps. —
Passmore and Alabaster, 18, Paternoster Row.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL — 1869


THE FLORENTINE MONK


IN the month of May this year it is proposed to hold a conference of Italian
Christians in the fine old city of Florence. Gavazzi, whose evangelistic
work among his countrymen has inspired new hopes in English breasts, as
to the future of Protestantism in that land of olives and cypresses, has, with
the assistance of those who are equally enthusiastic for the cause of God
and truth, formed an Evangelical Alliance in Italy, for the purpose of
unitedly combating “the two great enemies of the divine religion of Christ
— Popery and Rationalism.” They thus hope to “present a compact
phalanx against the expected assaults of the Coming Ecumenical Council.”
Florence has not inaptly been chosen as the scene of this Protestant
demonstration. Exactly four centuries ago, it witnessed the martyrdom of a
Florentine monk, who, ere the Reformation dawned, and while, indeed,
Martin Luther was a youth of six years of age, had aroused the enmity of
one of the vilest miscreants of all the debased wretches that wore the triple
crown, and had struck a blow at the pretensions of the Papacy, which was
only the precursor of that mightier onslaught which staggered the see of
Rome, and ushered in the Reformation. It is worth while to run over the
incidents of that short but eventful life, since its lessons are as useful today
as ever.


Savonarola was born in 1452, of respectable parents, at Ferrara. From his
grandfather, a physician to a noble duke, he gained his first acquaintance
with learned pursuits; from his mother he obtained those lessons of
goodness and piety which influenced his heart and molded his character.
Designed for the medical profession, he soon evinced a passionate longing
for other pursuits. Thoughtful, earnest, high-souled, his heart guided his
head, and both became devoted to the inner world of spiritual life, into
which he withdrew, bidding adieu to the scenes of greedy lust and worldly
pleasures by which he was surrounded. He was not the first, we suppose,
who sought to relieve his young burning heart by rhyming. We have very
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little left of his youthful effusions, but they indicate the great struggles of
his soul, and foretell the thoughts of a riper and more matured experienced
and observation. Thus early, he seemed to have gained a profound sense of
the deep-seated corruptions of the apostate church. The profligate
sensuous age moved him to write in terms of just severity; and it is
noticeable how emphatically he lays the are at the root of the upas-tree —


“The earth so staggers under every vice,
That never will it lift its head again;


Rome is that head, so bowed with wickedness,
That ended now for ever is her reign.”


Deeply did he lament the corruptions of the church. Bitterly did he bewail
its abandonment of the high mission to which he believed it had been
called. And yet, when he saw the outside world, he viewed it with intense
disgust. For him it had no attractions. He despised its allurements; he
detested its vanities; and so, with a moral determination, and a stern self-
denial, worthy of a nobler consummation, he retired into a Dominican
cloister. At first a lay-brother, mending the garments and keeping the
garden of the convent he became, after a year of probation, a monk. He
was an enthusiastic student. As he himself confesses, he strove after truth
with all his powers. Truth was the empress of his soul. He loved her for her
own sake. “She illumines,” he says, “the soul with divine light, and leads it
to communion with God, who is himself truth” Fortunately, he obtained,
like his successor of the convent of Erfurt, a copy of the Holy Scriptures.
How earnestly did he apply himself to a thorough investigation of its
teachings! Here, in his solitary cell, shut out from the galeties and
fascinations of Italian life, isolated from others by his very earnestness and
heart-yearnings, like a panting hart braying for the water-brooks, he
thirsted for the translucent purity of God’s all-satisfying truth. It is true, he
read the Scriptures in the light — always a “dim, religious” one — of the
church, but he could not shut his eyes to the awful revelations it gave of
the abomination of desolations. His soul luxuriated in the peace-infusing
teachings of the Word; but his heart was stirred up within him as he
compared the church as it was with its ideal state. “Where,” he asks, “are
the precious stones — where the pure diamonds, the bright lamps, the
sapphires, the white robes, and white roses of the church?” It was thus that
fourteen years of retirement were spent; the fires of suffering purifying his
nature, and leading him to that higher renunciation and nobler consecration
so needed for the work of the future.
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Called from the seclusion of his cell, at the age of thirty-seven, to active
labor in the city of Florence, Savonarola journeyed thither on foot — a
dark, mysterious providence overhanging him; a disturbed world of
conflicting thoughts within him; and an atmosphere of disquietude and
gloom around. To what had his God called him? What meant those
ceaseless agitations which electrified his soul, and burdened him as with a
message from the Lord, crushing him to the earth? Subsequent events
developed the foreshadowings.


Just at this time, Florence was at the dizzying height of its renown. It
possessed nearly a thousand fortified positions. Its beauty of situation, its
rich lands, its luxuriance, its wealth, its treasures of art, its libraries, its
seats of learning, magnificent palaces, unrivaled advantages and
commercial prosperity, with its gaieties and worldly attractions, made it
one of the wonders of Europe. If England be, as the keen satire of
Napoleon has represented, a nation of shopkeepers, Florence was well-nigh
a city of bankers and merchants. Being the great banking-place of the
Continent, its wealth was enormous. As Corinth, under the fostering care
of Augustus, and in the zenith of its commercial glory, grew licentious, and
proud, and reckless, so Florence, under the luxurious sway of Lorenzo di
Medici the Magnificent, became heathenish and viciously immoral.
Savonarola’s voice was soon heard in the church of St. Mark, censuring
the tendencies of the age, and laying bare, with merciless severity, the
corruptions of the church. It must have been a strange sight to see the
spare, haggard form of this pale-faced, keen-eyed, Roman-nosed monk,
exciting the crowds of listeners, and overpowering them with his vigorous
eloquence. There was nothing in his voice to allure attention. It was thin
and weak. Nor was there anything in his manner, for he was unpracticed in
speaking; but his words carried weight, and each had a flaming fire-dart
which pierced its way, and carried conviction. His denunciations of the
paganism of Florence, and the gross abominations of the church, stirred the
city to its depths. The friar’s popularity grew and spread like living fire.
Men listened and shuddered. Priests heard, trembled, and hated. The
people grew enthusiastic. Salvation by faith, not by works — forgiveness
of sin, not by absolution, but by Christ; these were unheard of truths from
such a pulpit, and were as welcome as they were strange. With sternness of
manner he denounced the prevailing sins of the time, and with affectionate
entreaty besought men, like another John the Baptist, to “repent, for the
kingdom of heaven was at hand.” Indeed, his prophetic utterances of a
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visitation from God were listened to with much dismay. His extraordinary
faithfulness in rebuking those current sins of the wealthy to which they
thought they had a prescriptive right; his personal form of address, without
which no minister or reformer can hope to be successful in soul-winning;
his clear evangelic utterances as to the natural state of the soul, its need of
redemption, and the suitability of the free gospel of God’s grace to meet
that need, told upon the people. They wept. They were silenced. Men who
took down his discourses, were known to drop the pens from their hands.
Country people walked miles to hear the great preacher; came, indeed, the
night before the Sunday, and besieged the church doors at early morn, that
they might be sure of a seat. Rich burghers gave them victuals, and even
acted as doorkeepers. The convent church was too small; nor could the
cathedral accommodate more than the three thousand persons who flocked
to hear the friar.


As prior of St. Mark, Savonarola was expected to pay homage to Lorenzo
di Medici. He refused. In vain did Lorenzo seek to win the stern friar’s
confidence; he would loiter in the garden to attract his attention; money
was given most royally to the poor; the sermons were heard; but all
Lorenzo got in return was unsparing denunciation. Five men were sent to
induce the friar to moderate his stinging criticisms, and to cease his
prophetic utterances. “Go,” was the stern answer, “and tell Lorenzo that he
must repent of his sins, for God is about to punish him and his. He
threatens me with banishment. Well, I am a foreigner, and he a citizen, and
the first in the city; but know that I shall stay, and that he will soon be
forced to quit.” Strange to say, this declaration came true. Lorenzo the
Magnificent lay on his death-bed. Anxious to be absolved from his sins, he
sent for the monk, whom he had feared. Savonarola imposed three
conditions. He was first to believe in God’s ability and willingness to
forgive; this the sick man confessed. Then he was to restore that which he
had unrighteously gained. This duty he promised to perform by his heir.
Thirdly, said Savonarola, “Give back to Florence her ancient liberty;” but
Lorenzo turned his head away, and Savonarola departed.


After Lorenzo’s death he addressed himself to the work of reformation.
Beginning where reformation, as well as charity, should begin, at home, he
renovated his convent, induced the monks to reform, to live higher lives, to
study, and to preach. Next, he sought the reformation of the Florentine
State. Henceforth he must become a politician. It is useless to criticize and
condemn: he may have been fanatical, unwise, foolish. He, at least, did not
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think so. He had his dreams of an ideal government, and he lived to see
them come true, though they hastened his fate. He preached on the
downfall of the State; declared that soon the Lord’s vengeance would
come upon the Florentines; announced the termination of the great house
of Medici; and predicted that “Over the Alps one is coming sword in hand
against Italy to chastise her tyrants. His coming will be in the storm and in
the whirlwind, like that of Cyrus.” At the time, no one believed the warning
voice of the strange prophet. The city was at peace; people were married
and given in marriage, and the end came not. But lo! the King of France
came over the Alps, with an immense army, took Naples, and marched into
Florence. Then believed they the message of the friar. The Medici were
expelled. Savonarola appeared before the King of France, secured peace,
obtained milder terms; and the Florentines were allowed to choose their
own mode of government. On the friar, however, was devolved this task.
He chose the democratic form; but Jesus Christ was to be King of the city.
A general amnesty was proclaimed, and the streets of Florence were thus
saved from the deluge of blood which seemed inevitable. A contemporary
writer states that “Apart from the Father’s preaching, streams of blood
would have been seen to flow in the city; but his words and his authority,
which stood at that time very high, appeased the storm, and hindered the
carrying out of revengeful thoughts.”


It was marvelous how his power was felt. He was looked upon as a
deliverer and a prophet. His words were treasured up, and were held as
coming from God himself. His holy ascendancy was such that men
everywhere saw it, felt it, were cowed under it, and not a few wished to be
delivered from it. He waged relentless war against the sins of the rich, and
denounced the vices of the poor. He changed for a time the character of
society in the city. Dr. Seibert, in his biography, “Savonarola der
Reformator von Florenz,” describes the wondrous effect of the friar’s
teaching: — “Mortal enemies fell into each other’s arms and became
reconciled; the rich spontaneously restored ill-gotten gains: one citizen in
particular made restitution of 3,000 ducats, the possession of which
disquieted his conscience. Women renounced of their own accord their
pride of dress, and went about in modest garments of drab. Ballads and
love songs were heard no longer in the country, and religious singing took
their place. In the city the theaters and taverns soon became empty and
desolate, and in a short time cards and dice were no longer to be seen, vain
pomp disappeared, and moral earnestness, and a wonderful degree of love
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and devotion to eternal things laid hold of the people.” As one of his
opponents said, “The people seemed to become fools from love to Christ.”
At the season of carnival men delivered up their dice, cards, and card-
boards, scandalous images, and immoral novels, and women their rouge,
scented waters, veils, false hair, mirrors — indeed, never before, and we
fear never since, were women more self-sacrificing — all these luxuries
were collected in the marketplace and burnt, youths singing in procession,
round what has been called this “auto-da-fe” of sin and worldly pleasures.”


Besides improving the social condition of the poor, he endeavored to
reform the church. He never spared the priests — they were “the devil’s
midwives.” Referring to the primitive church, he once said, “In those days
they had a golden priest and wooden vessels, but now we have golden
vessels and a wooden priest.” But especially was he emphatic in his
testimony to the preciousness of the Scriptures. “The ruin of the church,”
he said, “is to be traced to this, that Christians no longer read the
Scriptures; it is owing to this that thick darkness broods over the Christian
people, and that impiety gets so much the upper hand.” He very
imperfectly understood the Scriptures, but he was alone in demanding that
they should be read, and their lessons taught to the people.


A man like Savonarola, it is needless to remark, must soon have aroused
the enmity of the Papacy. It was no difficulty for him to find foes; they
compassed him about like bees. They were principally of the order of the
Franciscans, who always hated the order of which Savonarola was a
member — the Dominican. News reached Rome of the terrible power and
popularity of the friar. The Pope’s first thought was to conciliate so
dangerous a foe. He, therefore, offered him a cardinal’s hat. But it was
declined. “I wish,” he said, “for no other red hat than that of a martyr, dyed
with my own blood.” It was equally in the power of the Pope to grant him
that favor — for which, indeed, he felt most inclined. He was then
respectfully and in a most fatherly way invited to show himself at Rome.
“Beloved son! Health to thee, and apostolic benediction.” But, as everyone
knows, the Pope’s blessing was always a curse, and in this case the blessing
concealed — or only partly concealed — a power that would by penance,
prison, or poison, reduce the friar to everlasting silence. Savonarola was
not to be caught. He knew the man with whom he was dealing. The Pope
was the incarnation of all the devilry that ever escaped from hell. An
abandoned wretch, guilty of scandalous crimes — who could trust him?
And so, wisely, the friar refused to go. He did not refuse, however, to
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fulminate against the Pope. He, too — like most of us — could issue his
little bull from his diminutive Vatican. At last the Pope prohibited his
preaching, and ordered that the congregation of St. Mark should be
dissolved. Such elements were, however, not readily dissolved. Savonarola
for a time maintained silence, but was stung into action by the Pope’s
Breve. “I cannot forbear preaching,” he declared; “the word of God is as a
fire in my heart; unless I speak it, it burns my marrow and bones.” “It is
now time,” he said, “to open the den; we will turn the key; such a stench
and so much filth will be vomited forth by Rome as will overspread all
Christendom, and everybody will be tainted with it.” At last the Pope
applied to the Signori to deliver up this heretic; but it was in vain.
Franciscan monks were sent to preach him down; but his preaching went
up. Then it was, with his customary politeness, that the Pope sent a
gracious message, hurling his curse at his head, cutting him off as a rotten
member from the church’s body, and giving him over to the powers of hell.
Savonarola had his defenders in Florence, and those were among the
wealthy as well as among the poor; but a host of circumstances were
combining to ruin him. His friends were injudicious. His new state
constitution was, as might be expected, a failure. His alliance with the King
of France, who had done nothing for the church, damaged his popularity.
Plague and famine irritated the people; and, as no miracle was wrought on
their behalf, Savonarola was disliked. One of his friends foolishly put a
controversy with the Franciscans upon the issue of a trial by the ordeal of
fire. The fire was prepared in the marketplace of Florence; the citizens
expected to behold a notable spectacle; but the Signori and a shower of
rain interfered and dispersed the crowd. The mob then turned upon
Savonarola; the monastery was assailed; the once popular monk was made
a prisoner; and the Pope was communicated with. Overcome with joy, “His
Holiness” granted permission for the monk to be tortured. A recantation
was demanded of him, but he refused. He was then stretched seven times
during the week upon the rack. In the height of his sufferings he cried,
“Lord, take my spirit,” and, worn out by the tortures, he agreed to confess.
When, however,. he had rested awhile, he withdrew his recantation, and
boldly avowed all that he bad previously taught. Between the day of his
trial and the day of his execution he wrote an exposition of the fifty-first
Psalm which Luther highly prized, and published in Germany.


He was burnt, with two friends, on the 22nd of May, 1498. The bishop
deprived him of his priestly garments, saying, “Thus I exclude thee from
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the militant and triumphant church.” “From the church militant thou
mayst,” exclaimed Savonarola, “but from the church triumphant thou canst
not.” He died blessing the people who had deserted him, and clinging to
the Christ whose love had never departed from him.


The question has often been asked, How far was Savonarola the herald of
Protestantism? The best answer to that question is, we think, furnished in
his admirable work — far ahead of the times in which it was written—
“The Triumph of the Cross.” We are glad that those enterprising
publishers, Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton have brought, it out in a cheap
and handsome form. F18 For the sake of the memory of the martyr, it should
be read; for the sake of the truths it so luminously sets forth, it deserves a
wide circulation. Mr. Travers Hill, beside writing an interesting sketch of
the Italian Reformer’s life, has ably translated the work. At a time when the
church held every one in bondage, when the Scriptures were hid from
view, and the masses were ignorant of the way of salvation — when
darkness covered the earth and gross darkness the people — when the
church to which every one bowed in lowly, submission was so corrupt as
to allow a pope stained with every crime to preside over it — and when
Luther’s shrill testimony had not as yet been given — it is pleasant to find
words of such evangelic power written in the cloister of a monastery. And
though Savonarola was wedded to many of the errors of the church, yet his
testimony in favor of justification by faith and not by works, the
forgiveness of sins by Christ and not by man, was clear and decisive. His
object was undoubtedly to purify the church of Rome, not to destroy it; but
it is evident that throughout his life he was, if loyal to his church, far more
loyal to Christ.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY — 1869


EAR-MUFFS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON


IN a Canadian paper we observe an advertisement of Ear-muffs, which are
recommended to all who would not have their ears frostbitten. What sort
of things these must be we have tried to imagine, but have so badly
succeeded that we half hope some generous Canadian reader will make us
a present of a pair, that we may no longer puzzle our brains about them.
The climate must surely be sufficiently cool where men’s auricles stand in
such danger of mortal refrigeration. We half congratulate ourselves in the
midst of London’s fogs and constant droppings of rain, that at least we are
not likely to lose a “piece of an ear,” bitten off by the teeth of frost. Our
good friends of the New Dominion we should think would hardly choose
to be photographed while wearing such doubtful adornments as ear-muffs
must be, and yet their heads are probably not put more out of shape by
them than are those of our own fair friends in this tight little island by the
muffs which they now wear on the summits of their craniums; besides, they
have a substantial reason for the lateral extensions in the desire to save
their ears, which cannot be urged for the perpendicular developments of
our own community, which are neither of use nor ornament.


What reason, upon the earth or above it, can make the editor of the Sword
and Trowel put pen to paper on such a trivial subject? Why, there are one or
two excuses for our trifling. The first is the idea that ear-muffs might be of
some service to those individuals who have itching ears, which can only
hear while an excitement attends the ministry of some fresh popular
favorite. After a few months, or even weeks, the flying camp who crowd
the meeting-house of Mr. Newcomer find his sermons growing flat, stale,
and unprofitable, their ears are frostbitten, and they raise the murmur that
they cannot hear the preacher. Away they fly, like a flock of starlings, to
light on some other field where their lingering will be about as temporary.
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Poor souls! their ears are delicate; they need constant change, and a
temperature of the conservatory order, or they become dull of hearing. The
least decline in the heat of enthusiasm surrounding a newly-discovered
luminary they feel at once; the preaching which could for any reasonable
time content them must be like Nebuchadnezzar’s furnace, heated seven
times hotter; and even then their ears would freeze from a constitutional
tendency supreme and unconquerable. Here, then, is a discovery for them.
Here is an invention which, if it does not make both their ears to tingle, will
at least make them comfortable in those precious organs. Such fine ears for
pulpit music would be satisfactorily protected by ear-muffs, and their
preservation is so vitally important in the critical department of ministerial
eloquence, that the largest expense should not be spared. When ears are so
remarkable for accurate taste and Athenian love of novelty, it is of the
utmost moment to keep them well warned, for what would the church do if
it should lose such infallible oracles as to the excellence, the improvement,
or the decline of the gospel ministry? Diogenes, that cruel cynic, would
probably hint that some ears are long enough already, without muffs
appended, but such severity is foreign to our gentler nature, although even
we are compelled to admit that in some rare cases, when a man has been
charmed and wearied by half-a-dozen ministers in turn, there may be room
for the suspicion that the hearer was a little fickle, and probably more nice
than wise. Our spiritual ramblers, whose ears are not so much avenues to
their hearts as passages to their superfine brains, will, we hope, thank us
for the tender consideration which has led us to inform them of the little
invention so suited to conserve their remarkably discerning conchoidal
cartilages; we may not win equal gratitude if we quote, with some slight
turn, the words of a standard author who says, “The critic, as he is
currently termed, who is discerning in nothing but faults, and is evermore
craving after novelties, may care little to be told that this is the mark of un-
amiable and vacillating dispositions; but he might not feel equally easy were
he convinced that he thus gives the most absolute proofs of ignorance,
want of taste, and absence of stability.”


We have in our eye another class of persons to whom ear-muffs should
seem to be utterly unnecessary, for they appear to possess them as a gift of
nature. Their ear is muffed and muffled up to such an extent, that no mode
of earnest speech has any real or even apparent effect upon them. In vain
we cry —


“Friends, Britons, countrymen, lend us your ears;”
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they sit gazing upon us like so many statues, and no appeals arouse them.
A poet has told us that in the ear, lest sounds should pierce too violently.


They are delay’d with turns and windings oft;
For, should the voice directly strike the brain,


It would astonish and confuse it much;
Therefore these plaits and folds the sound restrain,


45That it the organ may more gently touch.”


All very true, no doubt, but for some people it would surely be a grand
thing if the turns and windings could be dispensed with for once, and if the
word could go right straight down upon the brain like a pistol-shot, for
there seems no other human chance for the great truths which we deliver to
them. Why, the men are half asleep when we speak, in broken accents, of
the love which on Calvary proved itself stronger than death! They are
stolid when our souls, in awful vehemence, thunder and lighten, and pour
forth showers of tears over their perishing souls! Deaf adders are as
desirable an audience. Adamant itself softens as soon as they. Have they no
souls, or have they gone to grass, like Babel’s king in his derangement,
when he became as the cattle and the fowls of the air? Why, in some ears
even the wind awakens emotions —


“There is in souls a sympathy with sounds,
And as the wind is pitched the ear is pleased,
With melting airs or martial, brisk or grave;
Some chord, in unison with what we hear,


Is touched within us, and the heart replies;” —


yet our glad tidings, which are no wind from the wilderness, or wandering
blasts from the mountains of vanity, pass in and out of these dull ears, and
find the mind asleep, and like the sluggard in the Proverbs, disinclined to be
awakened. Their heart is waxen gross, their ears are dull of hearing, and
the celestial message comes to them like those “undescribed sounds” which
Keats speaks of —


“That come a-swooning over hollow grounds,
And wither drearily on barren moors.”


Another class of hearers who cannot be blamed for inattention, are armed
with mental ear-muffs, which effectually prevent the entrance of the truth.
They listen to commend our style, and applaud our boldness, but the
bearing of the truth upon their own case is not a matter for inquiry with
them. It is beyond measure saddening to a preacher to know that he is
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viewed as an artistse, and is being peered at through mental opera glasses;
his person, voice, gestures, idioms and mannerisms, being all noted down,
while the message which he delivers is disregarded. What folly to throw
away the priceless gem, and preserve the mere setting on account of its
peculiar workmanship! To preserve the rind, and cast the fruit upon the
dunghill! A very curious scene occurred some years ago in a Methodist
chapel, exactly illustrative of our meaning. The village was famous for
drunkenness, and the schoolmaster was one of the most guilty. Mr. Collins
was the preacher, and during sermon the old dominie diligently and
ostentatiously took notes of the discourse. At last, in a state of semi-
intoxication, he leaped up, and began loudly to applaud. “Friend,” said the
preacher, “it saddens me to see your gray hairs thus publicly shamed; leave
off this drinking, or it will surely drown your soul in perdition.” “Hear
him,” cried the pedagogue! “What a gift he has! What language! What
composition!” “Repent,” was the reply, “and forsake your sins, lest they
prove your eternal ruin.” To which the drunken Critic responded with
enthusiasm, “Choice words! So suitable! I assure all of you that I am a
judge of composition, and I declare that it is wonderful.” In distress, the
preacher cried out, “Old man, be still, and listen, with prayer that God in
his mercy may not suffer your heart to be for ever hardened by the
deceitfulness of sin.” “Ay, jewel,” said the old man, determined to have the
last word, “you are modest, but it was, I tell you, weel put together, very
.weel — very weel indeed!” Every rebuke was capped by a compliment, and
the useless dialogue came to an end. Not often so publicly, but yet with
equal pertinacity, our hearers applaud the sermons which condemn them,
and find gratification in that which will increase their everlasting
wretchedness. Like the sheep in Landseer’s “Peace” picture, they thrust
their heads into the cannon’s month to reach a mouthful of herbage; they
view the sword of the Lord as if it were a presentation weapon, about to be
given to some hero by the Corporation at Guildhall; they gaze on the plains
of heaven with the eye of connoisseurs; they speak of hell as a Dantesque
imagining, and treat the unparalleled wonder of Calvary as if it were a fine
artistic spectacle. Alas! for the poor preacher, when these are the stony
materials out of which he seeks to raise up children unto Abraham.


We began this brief page with comedy, but we have arrived at tragedy, and
our heart fails us as we think of the thousands whose ears seem closed with
a Satanic wax. Alas! how constantly is Ear-gate barricaded! Immanuel
alone can carry it by storm, and find a highway to the citadel of the heart.
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“Who hath believed our report, and to whom is the arm of the Lord
revealed?” May he speak whose voice awakened echoes even in the grave,
and may the dead hear the voice of the Lord, for they that hear shall live.
“He that hath ears to hear, let him hear.” “Incline your ear and come unto
me: hear, and your soul shall live.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE — 1869.


ORDER IS HEAVEN’S FIRST LAW


A SERMON BY C. H. SPURGEON


“Neither shall one thrust another;
they shall walk everyone in his path.” — Joel 2:8


Those who have been able to observe the marching of an army of locusts,
have been amazed beyond measure with the marvelous regularity of their
advance. Solomon, who must surely have seen them, says, “The locusts
have no king, yet go they forth all of them by bands.” The wonder is, that
creatures comparatively so insignificant in size, and so low down in the
scale of intelligence, should maintain such more than martial order, both in
their long flights and in their devouring marches. The ablest commanding
officers would be at their wits’ end if ordered to marshal a multitude
numbering even a thousandth, or perhaps a millionth part of the countless
hordes of these destructive marauders; and yet by instinct, the locust
soldiery can and do, keep rank better than the most veteran regiments of
the line, as I can personally testify, from having seen miles of them in one
of the Italian valleys. “They shall march every one on his ways,” says the
prophet, and they shall not break their ranks; neither shall one thrust
another; they shall walk every one in his path.”


As I considered this remarkable fact in insect life, my meditations led me to
note the order which reigns, not amongst locusts only, but throughout the
whole of God’s world; and then I said within myself, after this fashion
should there be order and arrangement in the Christian church. God has
trained his great insect army, and among them order reigns; but this is no
exception to the general rule, for all the hosts of God are marshaled in rank
and file, and are never left to be a disorganized mob of forces. From the
most minute to the most magnificent, all creatures feel the sway of order,
and they well observe the laws imposed by their Creator.”
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“The very law that molds a tear,
And bids it trickle from its source,


That law preserves the earth a sphere,
And guides the planets in their course.”


Look up lo the heavens, and observe the innumerable stars that glisten there so
plenteously, that numeration fails. Looked at through the telescope, stars are
so abundant that the heavens appear to be covered with dust of gold; and
yet we have no record that one of these bodies has ever interfered with the
orbit of its fellow sphere, or if such a catastrophe has ever been permitted,
it has been part of the all-comprehending scheme. The majestic orbs move,
each one in its own orbit, and all in perfect harmony. Even the aberrations,
as we call them, are nothing but the result of regular law, and the
astronomer finds that he can calculate them with the greatest possible
accuracy. There are no irregularities, discords, or failures among the
constellations; and if to the student of the heavens such should appear to be
the case, he has but more fully to master the universal law, and he
discovers with astonishment, that every eccentricity is a necessary incident
in a system grander than he had thought. Mere tyros in astronomy talked of
irregularities, but Newton and Kepler found a mathematical precision
manifest in all. At no point need we be afraid that the universe will be
thrown out of gear. If a man had placed innumerable wheels in a machine,
there would be in due time a break down somewhere. Oil would be wanted
here, a cog would be broken there, a band would be snapped in this place,
or a piston would be immovable there; but God’s great machine of the
universe, whose wheels are so high that the sublime Ezekiel, when he saw
them, felt that they were terrible, has continued to revolve these many
thousands, perhaps millions of years, and has never yet been stopped for
cleaning or repair, because God has impressed upon every atom of it the
most docile spirit of submission, and his powerful hand is at work every
instant amidst the machinery giving force to his laws.


Nor is it so in the coarser inanimate forms of matter only, but the same law
holds good with the whole animal creation. Not locusts alone, but the fish of the
sea, and the birds of the air, all observe their Maker’s bidding, and both
live and move according to rule and order, all forming portions of the
perfect circle struck out by the divine compasses. What a wonderful thing
it is that mighty streams of fish should come during certain seasons from
the North, and swarm near enough to our coasts to afford our fellow
citizens so large a portion of their daily food! If there be complaining in our
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streets, there need not be, for extended fisheries would supply all the
inhabitants of Britain, even if they were multiplied a hundred times; and yet
there would be no perceptible diminution in the teeming population of the
sea; for God has so arranged it that there shall be most of those kinds
which are most required for food. But what a marvel that at the fixed
period the unguided fish should migrate in such countless shoals, and
should return again in due season to their old abodes among the Arctic
waves! Mark, too, how every tribe of animals is needful to all the rest. So
beautiful is the order of nature, that we cannot wantonly destroy a race of
little birds without suffering from their removal. When the small birds were
killed in France by the peasantry, who supposed that they ate the corn, the
caterpillars came and devoured the crops. Man made a defect in an
otherwise perfect circle, he took away one of the wheels which God had
made, and the machine did not work perfectly; but let it alone, and no jars
or grindings will occur, for all animals know their time and place, and fulfill
the end of their being. You spoil the harmony of nature’s concert if even
the sparrow’s chirrup is unheard. The stork and the crane fly at God’s
bidding, the swallow and the marten know their pathway; the prowling
beasts and rapacious birds, as well as the domestic cattle, all hold their own
in nature’s arrangements. Like the bejeweled breastplate of the high priest,
nature is full of gems, each one in its setting, and the glory is marred if one
be wanting. Be assured that the wild ass and coney, leviathan and
behemoth, eagle and dove, gnat and lizard, are all arranged for the highest
good, and are beautiful in their season. “Neither shall one thrust another;
they shall walk every one in his path.”


Rising a little higher, there is also order in the providence of God. When you
view the great world of human history, it looks like a skein of thread much
twisted and tangled. When you study it, you see nations rise and fall, like
boiling waves of a foaming sea. You read of horrible wars, wantonly
commenced and wickedly continued. The human race seems to have
destroyed its sons without a motive. Men rush upon each other with all the
fury of fiends, and tear each other like wolves, and yet they eat not that
which they have killed. The history of mankind appears at first sight to
argue the absence of God. We say, How is this? We expected to find, if
God were in providence, something more orderly and regular than we see
here. Instead of a grand volume from a master pen, we see words flung
together without apparent connection. We expected to find a sublime
poem, such as angels might love to read; but all this is confusion, void and
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unintelligible — strokes and dashes to us without meaning. Ay, my
brethren, and so it is, but we are little children, and do not yet understand
God’s hieroglyphics; we write in large text, and have not the cipher of the
celestial shorthand. Our limited field of vision only lets us see a brick or
two of the great house, and straightway we begin to criticize the infinite
Architect and his work. After all, supposing this world to have existed six
thousand years! What is that? In God’s sight it is but as a day, or as
yesterday when it has passed: we see but one thread of history, a raveling
of life, and then we vainly fancy that we can form a fair judgment of the
tapestry curiously fashioned by the finger of the Lord.


If we shall be privileged to sit; down, in some age yet to come, and look at
all God’s wondrous works, and see the end from the beginning, we shall
lift up our hands in astonishment, as we perceive the perfect symmetry of
providence, the consummate wisdom reflected in every event. The history
of the world will astonish principalities and powers in the ages yet to come.
How apt we are to think that our own corner of human history is the major
part, if not the whole! The prophets, not of Scripture, but of fancy, lately
foretold that the world was coming to an end in 1866, and yet we have
survived the fatal year, as perhaps we may yet; survive another such silly
scare, and yet another. Our Lord comes quickly, but many thousands of
years may come and go in the meantime. We should expect him constantly,
but his promise will be well kept, even if he tarry till both saints and sinners
cry out in weariness, “Where is the promise of his coming?” If the history
of the world should have ended in 1866, it were hard to have seen its
completeness; but if there are to be long centuries in which God shall
gather in his elect, it is easier to understand the recompense of the
Redeemer’s sufferings. If there are to be seasons of refreshing in which the
called ones shall come from the east and from the west, from the north and
the south, we can more readily perceive the grandeur of the cross, and its
surroundings, and the magnitude of the great work which God laid upon
Christ in redeeming “a number that no man can number.” The wicked have
had the predominance up till now, and Satan has been triumphant; but what
if this should only be the beginning of brighter days, and what if all the rest
of history should continue to increase in light and brightness till the light of
the sun shall be as the light of seven days! then may we begin to rejoice in
the glory of history as it is written by the finger of God. But, let the era of
the church militant be long & short — and we may not speculate, for we
know nothing at all about it — we shall find in the consummation of it all,
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that none of the events of history did thrust another, but that they
proceeded every one in his own path, all tending to one sublime result,
namely, the glory of God.


Coming down from these great things to our own selves, depend upon it that
all the events in our own little lives are marching straight on to a gracious
consummation. You, child of God, sometimes say, “What can be the design
of this cross? What can be meant by that bereavement? Why am I
perplexed by this dilemma? Why is this difficulty piled like a barricade
across my path? “Well, you know not now, but you shall know hereafter;
meanwhile settle it firmly in your faith that “all things work together for
good to them that love God, to them that are the called according to his
purpose.” Your affliction does not jostle your prosperity, but promotes it.
Your losses do not cause your loss, they really increase your true riches.
Onward still, laden with untold blessings, every event is marching for the
righteous and for the humble spirit. God has his way in the whirlwind, and
the clouds are the dust of his feet: only be you patient, and wait upon him
with childlike confidence, and the day shall come when you shall wonder
and be astonished, that there should have been such order in your life when
you thought it was all confusion, such love when you thought it
unkindness, such gentleness when you thought it severity, such wisdom
when you were wicked enough to impugn the rightness of your God.
Brethren, the events of our history march on as rightly as a victorious
legion under a skillful leader. Do not let us arraign the wisdom of that
which happens to us, or fancy that we could order our affairs in better
style. Our good and ill, our joy and grief, all keep their places. “Neither
shall one thrust another; they shall walk every one in his path.”


But we must rise a little higher. We have come from the world of matter to
the world of living creatures, and up to the world of intellectual beings, and
now let us think of God himself. We may say of all his attributes that neither doth
one thrust another, but each one walketh in his path. Let us be careful at
any time in thinking of God, that we indulge not in reflections upon one
attribute to the forgetting of the rest. Many Christians are much soured in
their disposition by considering God only in the light of sovereignty. Now,
that he is a sovereign is a most great, deep, mysterious, but at the same
time blessed truth, and we would defend divine sovereignty with all our
might against all comers; but, at the same time, absolute sovereignty is not
the only attribute of God, and those who keep their eye fixed upon that to
the exclusion of all other qualities and prerogatives, get an ill-balanced idea
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of God, and very likely they fall into errors of doctrine, and, more likely
still, they become hard-hearted towards their fellow men, and forget that
the Lord hath no pleasure in the death of sinners, but had rather that they
should turn unto him and live. On the other hand, many injure their minds
very greatly by reflecting solely upon the one thought of God, that he is
good. It is a blessed truth, that he is good, and benevolent, and full of
compassion, and Holy Scripture tells us that the Lord is good to all, and
that his tender mercies are over all his works. God forbid that we should
seek to diminish the kindness of God, or think lightly of it, “for his mercy
endureth for ever.” Yet some look at that one emerald ray as though it
were the whole of the spectrum; they gaze upon one star, and think it the
Pleiades, Orion and Arcturus, all in one; and, alas! worse results follow, for
they are tempted to think sin to be a mere trifle, since they ignore the
justice and sovereignty of God. God’s righteousness and vengeance they so
exclude from their minds that when they hear of hell, and of the wrath that
will come upon the impenitent, they shudder with in- ward unbelief, and try
to doubt it, and perhaps, manage to find texts of Scripture which look as if
they helped them in their perverted and jaundiced view of the Most High.
They think they are glorifying God, but they are really dishonoring him, for
God is no more altogether mercy than he is altogether sovereignty, and he
is no more altogether sovereignty than he is altogether mercy. The fact is,
that every glory meets in God. All that is good, and excellent, and great,
may be found in him in complete perfection. God would have thee so to
think of him, for in the atonement, which is his grandest revelation of
himself, he has been pleased to show thee


“How grace and justice strangely join:
Piercing his Son with sharpest smart,
To make the choicest blessings thine.”


God is so merciful towards us in Christ Jesus, that his mercy shines full
orbed; but, at the same time, in the sacrifice of Christ, God is so righteous
that justice is uneclipsed. The various attributes do not darken, but
illustrate each other; grace magnifies justice, and vengeance extols mercy;
righteousness meets with peace, and love kisseth holiness. There is a
blessed agreement in all the divine attributes, so that when you look at the
cross, as Dr. Watts says, you cannot tell


“Which of the letters best is writ,
The power, the wisdom, or the grace.”
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Now, as God has fully revealed himself in Christ, let us think of him
correctly, and not attach undue importance to any one attribute of God
above the rest, seeing that “neither doth one thrust another; but each one
walketh in its own path.”


This leads me on a step further, to observe that the same order is
perceptible in the DOCTRINES of the WORD OF GOD.


Doctrines which look as if they contradicted each other, are nevertheless
fully agreed. It is the defect in our mental vision which makes separate
truths appear to cross each other’s orbit, for it is certain that the truths of
Scripture do not thrust each other, but each one goeth on in its own path.
Perhaps the fiercest of fights has been all the world over between the great
fact that salvation is of grace, and the equally certain fact that man is
responsible to God under the gospel, and that if he perishes, his ruin is at
his own door, and is not to be charged upon God in any sense whatever.
This has been the arena in which intellectual gladiators have fought with
each other from the very foundations of the world; and up till lately, no
contest could be much more bitter than that between the Calvinist, who
affirmed that salvation is all of grace, and the Arminian, who testified that
damnation is the result of sin. If they had stood side by side with one
another, and fought the common enemy, they would have done good
service, for I believe in my soul that they both hold some truth, and that
either of them will hold error unless he will yield something to his rival.
There are some who read the Bible and try to systematize it according to
rigid logical creeds; but I dare not follow their method; and I feel content
to let people say, “How inconsistent he is with himself!” the only thing that
would grieve me would be inconsistency with the word of God. As far as I
know this book, I have endeavored in my ministry to preach to you, not a
part of the truth, but the whole counsel of God; but harmonize I cannot,
nor am I anxious to do so. I am sure all truth is harmonious, and to my ear
the harmony is clear enough, but I cannot give you a complete score of the
music, or mark the harmonies on the gamut, I must leave the Chief
Musician to do that. You have heard of the two travelers who met each
other opposite the statue of Minerva, and one of them remarked — “What
a glorious, golden shield Minerva has!” The other said “Nay, but it is
bronze.” They argued with one another; they drew their swords; they slew
each other, and as they fell, dying, they each looked up, and the one who
said the shield was made of bronze discovered that it had a golden side to
it, and the other, who was so bold in affirming that it was gold, found that
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it had a bronze side too. The shield was made of two different metals, and
the combatants had not either of them seen both sides. It is just so with the
truth of God, it is many sided and full of variety. Grand threefold lines run
through it; it is one yet three, like the Godhead. Perhaps you and I have
only seen two of the lines — many persons refuse to see more than one —
and there may be a third yet to be discovered which will reconcile the
apparently antagonistic two, when our eye shall be clarified by the baptism
in the last river, and we shall ascend the hill of the Lord to read the truth of
God in the light of the celestial city. However, it is clear that salvation is
altogether of grace, and equally clear that if any man perishes it is not for
want of invitations on God’s side, honest invitations to come to Christ. We
hear our Master saying, “Labor not for the meat which perisheth, but for
that which endureth unto everlasting life.” We hear him bidding the laborer
to come, “Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will
give you rest.” Some friends are so afraid of that text that they generally
quote it “weary and heavy laden,” which is of the true reading; but the
laboring ones are invited to Jesus. Such invitations did Christ give, and yet
did he not also say, “No man can come to me, except the Father which
hath sent me draw him?” Amid the soft rain of tenderness we hear
thundering overhead that truth, “So then it is not of him that willeth, nor of
him that runneth, but of God that showeth mercy.” “Therefore, hath he
mercy on whom he will have mercy, and whom he will he hardeneth.” As
we listen to that thunder we bow to the sovereignty of God; yet amid the
pauses we hear an angel voice sweetly saying, “Whosoever will, let him
take the water of life freely,” and we hear the Master say, “Go into the
highways and hedges, and compel them to come in, that my house may be
filled.” We cannot tell you how it is that the thunder chimes in with the fall
of the grace-shower and the angel whisper, for we are dwelling down
below; but if we could soar above, somewhere between the two, we should
be able to discover the full clear harmony. Let us be content to believe both
sets of truths, and not oppose ourselves to friends who hold either the one
or the other, but seek to bring them to believe both; for as the Bible is true,
they are both of them the truth of the living God, and neither need one
thrust another, but each doctrine goeth on in its own path. Observation
leads me to believe that those persons who are willing to hold the whole of
revealed truth are generally Christians of a more active spirit, and more
desirous for the conversion of souls than those who contract their minds,
and will only hold some one or two great theological dogmas. If we will
but lay aside our Chinese shoes, and allow our feet to grow as they should,
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we shall find it far better walking on the road to heaven, and we shall be
more ready for any work which our Master may call us to do.


Such thoughts as these flitted across my mind on reading the text — God
is a God of order everywhere, in himself, his creation, his providence, and
his word.


Now we turn to the second holy and practical lesson, namely, As TO THE


CHRISTIAN LIFE.


Dear friends, you and I who have entered into the kingdom of grace, and
have received a life which the worldling cannot understand (for the carnal
mind knoweth nothing of the spiritual life) must remember that our thoughts,
graces, and actions, ought all to keep their proper position, so that it may be said
of them, “Neither shall one thrust another; they shall walk everyone in his
path.”


As to our thoughts, we ought to endeavor, as God shall teach us by his
Spirit, to keep our thoughts of God’s word in their due harmony. Some
brethren, for instance, are altogether doctrinal in their inclinings. Doctrinal
study is admirable; may God send us much of it! Yet doctrine is not all that
we are taught in the sacred word; there are duties and promises also. Why
despise these? Then, again, other professors of religion are altogether of a
practical turn; and, while they value James, they depreciate Paul. They do
not like an expository sermon; they cannot endure it; but if you give them a
precept, they rejoice greatly. They are quite right as far as they go. The
Lord send us much more practical Christianity! But then this is not all.
There are others who are altogether experimental, and some of these will
hear .no sermon except it treat upon the corruption of the human heart, or
upon the dark frames of the child of God: others will have no experience
but the bright side, you must always preach to them out of the Canticles,
inditing the good matter concerning the sweet love of Christ towards his
spouse. Now, each of these forms of preaching is good in its season, but he
who would keep close to the Scriptures, and preserve completeness in his
thoughts, must weigh well the doctrines, and seek to get a clear view of the
covenant of grace, and the economy of salvation; he musk study the
precepts, and ask the Holy Spirit to give the fleshy heart, upon which those
precepts may be written as upon living tablets; and then he must watch his
experience, mourning over inbred sin, but rejoicing also in fellowship with
the Lord Jesus Christ, through whose blood we have the victory. We must
endeavor as much as possible to exercise our thoughts upon all the subjects
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which God has given us to think upon in his word, and applied to our
hearts by the workings of the Holy Spirit. Where this is done we shall
avoid one thought thrusting another, and each will go in its own path. I
have heard of doctrinal preachers who hated the very sound of the word,
“duty;” I have also heard the practical brother declare that “election” he
detested; while the experimental brother has affirmed that the doctrinal
preacher was merely “a dead letter man,” and so on. Oh, naughty words
for God’s children to use to one another! Bitter sentences which they only
use because they know so little. If they had gone to school, and learned out
of all books instead of sitting at home to play with their favorite toy, the
one would have confessed, “How much my excellent brother excels me in
doctrinal information!” and the doctrinal brother would have said, “How
much more forcibly my dear brother James can inculcate practice than I
can!” While the third would have said, “How experimental our dear friend
is! What a master he must be of the science of the human heart! I can sit at
his feel and delightedly learn, from his teaching.” Shame upon us that we
say, “I am of Paul,” and “I am of Apollos,” and “I am of Cephas,” for all
these are ours to profit by if we are Christ’s. Learn from the doctrinal,
learn from the practical, learn from the experimental. Blend the whole
together, and let not one thrust another, but allow each to go straight on in
its path.


The same should hold good in the graces which we cultivate. The Lord Jesus
Christ is pleased to put, by his Holy Spirit, into the hearts of those whom
he has saved, certain lovely and precious things, but it is not always easy to
get these in due harmony. For instance, I know a brother who is very
faithful; he does not mind telling you of your faults, but then, he is not
affectionate in spirit, and so he never warns. you of your infirmities in a
way that does you good. Now, if that brother could get affection to
balance his fidelity, what an admirable man he would make! I remember
well another brother who was all affection, and nothing else. He was so
affectionate as to be effeminate, and I poor rough creature as I am, could
never bear the sight of him. He always reminded me of a pot of treacle, and
his office appeared to be the anointing of everybody he met. If he could but
have mixed a little fidelity with his sweetness, he would have been a much
better and stronger man. Secker says, that Christianity ought first to make
“a man more of a man, and then more than a man;” and so it would if we
sought, by the power of the Spirit, to cultivate all the graces. The beauty of
the human countenance does not consist exclusively in having a bright eye;
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no, the fine eye helps, but all the other features of the face must balance it.
A man may have the finest possible forehead, and yet he may be extremely
ugly because his other features are out of proportion; so it is with
character, character must have all the graces, and all the graces in harmony.
Take, for instance, the virtue of meekness, it is a lovely thing to be of a
meek and quiet spirit, but then, my brethren, how could reforms ever be
wrought if everybody were so meek that they could not speak out against
error? Where would you find your Luthers and your Calvins? Meekness
must be balanced by the virtue which is its compensating quality, namely,
courage. Affection must be strengthened by fidelity. A man must be patient
under affliction, but he is not to be so patient as to be idle; he must couple
energy with his patience, in order to manifest a practical faith. When we
have each of these, so that neither doth one thrust another, but each one
goeth on in his path, we shall be what Paul calls “perfect.” Then shall we
have come to be “entire, wanting nothing,” having reached the “measure of
the stature of men in Christ.” Christian men should be men-Christians. If
your child should have a rapid growth in its arms, but not in its legs, or if
its legs should lengthen, but not its arms, what a strange being it would be!
What a monster! It is the growth of each limb in proportion that brings the
man to perfection. So, my brethren, when our heads grow faster than our
hearts, it is an ill sign; yet how many know a great deal more than they feel,
and criticize much more than they believe! It is also an evil thing when a
man’s tongue grows bigger than his head; when he has more to say than he
knows or does; when, like Mr. Talkative, he can talk about the road to
heaven, but makes no progress in it. God give you an abundance of his
Holy Spirit, that you may never deserve our Lord’s rebuke to the Pharisee,
“These ought ye to have done, and not to leave the other undone,” but
“Whatsoever things are true, whatsoever things are honest, whatsoever
things are just, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely,
whatsoever things are of good report; if there be any virtue, and if there be
any praise, think on these things.” May you have them all.


The same proportions, and balancings should be found in our Christian duties. This
is too large and difficult a subject to go fully into now, but we will have a
word or two about it. A man is not in his outward action a complete
Christian because he is attentive to one duty, for God would have his
people attend to all. It will sometimes be a question with you as to how
much time should be given to private devotion, how much to family
worship, and how much to church-worship; and you may easily make great
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mistakes here. I recollect a brother, a very excellent man too, who was
always at prayer-meetings and public services; but unfortunately, being
always away from home, his family was so neglected that the sons grew up
one after another to be the most precocious specimens of depravity that the
parish could exhibit. We thought, and we hinted as much to our brother,
that if he could be at home sometimes to teach the children, whose mother
was as neglectful of them as the father was — and so the mischief became
doubled — he would be infinitely more in the path of duty than in running
after public services to the neglect of family piety; I only wish he had been
able to see the propriety of our advice, for he has had to smart for his folly.
It is not often that a man’s private devotions obtrude in this way, but I
knew one professor who used to spend so long a period in private prayer,
that he neglected his business, and also the assembling of himself with
God’s people; it was, indeed, an unusual vice, but it came to be quite a sin
in his case. This last is a very unusual fault, and one that I could almost
excuse, because it is so unusual; but I recommend far more strongly the
careful thinking of how much time is due to God in the closet, how much
at the family altar, how much at the prayer-meeting, and how much to the
week-night services, for we must give to each according to its due
proportion.


Again, the difficulty will often occur to you, my brethren, as to how much
is due to diligence in business and how much to fervency in spirit. No one
can draw the line for another. Each one must judge for himself, but this
must be the law: “Neither shall one thrust another; they shall walk every
one in his path.” There may be a season in which you may lawfully give all
the hour’s of the day to business. Your business may require it, and there
are junctures with commercial men when to go to week-day services would
be almost insanity; they must keep to their work, or else there will come a
failure; and then the name of Christ will be evil spoken of. There will be
times, too, with the working-man when, if he were to insist upon coming
to the Monday evening prayer-meeting, or to the Thursday night lecture,
he would be altogether out of the path of duty; there is a demand for labor
just at some particular time, and he must obey the call, and he is in the path
of duty in so doing. I am afraid that there are not many who fail in that
way, but crowds who err in the opposite direction. Some will keep the
shop open so late that there is no time for family-prayer; and others will
confine their servants so strict]y, that they can never get out on the week-
nights to hear a sermon. It does not strike the employer’s mind that some







250


of the young people would perhaps like to be at the prayer-meeting on
Monday night, nor will the employer be there himself. Some employers so
grasp at the world with both hands, that they cannot go to this service nor
that; and thus God’s service is left uncured for by professing men who, if
they were not false to their profession, would give much more of their
time, and of their ability, to the promotion of God’s cause. Now I cannot
say to you, you must give so much time to God, and so much to business;
you yourselves must ask God the Holy Spirit to guide you; but recollect,
you must not let one thrust another. It is a good saying of an old divine,
“Never bring to God one duty stained with the blood of another.” As much
as lieth in you, give to each distinct relationship its proportion.


There is a greater difficulty still with regard to the arrangement of distinct
duties, when they are likely to run counter to one another. Here is a servant. His
master expects him, after he has entered into an engagement with him, to
do such-and-such unnecessary work on the Sabbath. The young man says
“No, I cannot do that; it is clearly unscriptural, and I must obey God rather
than man.” But there are certain things which come somewhere between
the necessary and the unnecessary, and the servant may properly enquire,
“What is my duty?” You must settle it carefully within your own mind.
Have you any sordid or selfish motive for deciding in any particular way? If
so, be very cautious how you so decide; but seek the Lord’s glory and the
Lord’s glory alone, and say, “While I am as a servant to serve man, yet I
am the Lord’s free man, and I must walk both as a servant and the Lord’s
free man, and not forget either.” Sometimes the matter of the conduct of
children towards parents has come under our notice. A harsh parent has
said, “My children shall not carry out their religious convictions.” In such
cases we have had occasionally to recommend the child to wait until he has
grown a little older; at other times we have bidden the child break through
the parent’s evil command, since we cannot hold that the parent can have
any right to make his child disobey God. In the matter of the child’s
religion, when it is able to judge for itself, it is as free as its parent, and has
a right to choose for itself; and while the parent should seek intelligently to
guide it, coercion must never be tried. If the parent be ungodly, the child is
free from all obedience to wicked commands; and must act then in
obedience to a higher parent and to a greater law, namely the law of God.
The like happens, at times, with regard to the husband and the wife. OF
course, a good wife continually wishes to do that which will please her
husband, and she is happy to be subservient to him as far as may be; but
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when it comes to a point of conscience, and the two relations clash, the
relations of the heavenly Bridegroom and the earthly husband, it is not
always easy to decide upon a fitting course of action; but we may at least,
be certain that we must not be actuated by selfishness, nor by a desire to
avoid persecution, nor to please men; but we must stand on the side of
honesty to God, fealty to the King of kings, and a regard for the truth as it
is in Jesus. Do try if it be possible, and I believe it is possible, in every case
to harmonize all your relationships, so that neither one of them shall thrust
another, but each shall walk in its own path.


So, brethren, my last concluding remark shall be, that if this is to be true in
the little commonwealth of the heart and the home, it ought also be true of
the church at large.


Pray note this, you church members —


It is a great blessing when the members of the church do not thrust one
another, but every one goeth in his own path. There are different orders of
workers, and these must cooperate. Alas! workers in a Sabbath school do
not always agree with one another. Then, workers in Sabbath schools are
not always so fond, perhaps, of workers in ragged schools as they might
be, and perhaps the workers in ragged schools may sometimes look down
with coldness upon the distributors of tracts. It should never be so. We are
like the different members of the body, and the eye must not say to the
foot, “I have no need of thee,” neither must the hand say to the ear, “I have
no need of thee.” Every man must work according to the gift of the Holy
Spirit which dwells in him after the divine will. When a man steps out of his
proper office into another, he makes a great mistake, both for himself and
for the church at large; and when one brother envies another, and picks
holes in his coat, and finds fault with his service, he needs to hear the
Master’s word “Who art thou that judgest another man’s servant? to his
own master he standeth or falleth.” I pray all the bands of workers to
maintain a holy unanimity, being of one accord, minding the same thing,
provoking one another to nothing but love and good works, striving for
nothing except that they together promote the glory of the Lord Jesus.


And so as it is true in any one church with regard to the laborers, so it
should be also with regard to the different ranks and classes of Christians.
The rich should never say, “We do not want so many poor in the church,”
neither should the poor man say, “Our minister favors the wealthy; there is
more thought of the rich than there is of the poor.” There is just as much
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fault on the one side as there is on the other, in these things. While we
sometimes find the purse-proud man looking down on the poor, it quite as
often happens that the poor man takes umbrage where there is no need for
it, and is much more wicked in his jealousies than the other in his purse-
pride. Let it never be so among Christians, but let the brother of high
degree rejoice that he is exalted, and the rich that he is brought low. We
want both, and cannot do without either, and having both in the church,
neither should one thrust another, but each should go in his own path.


So with the educated and the uneducated. I have been saddened oftentimes
when I have heard a sneer against a brother who cannot speak
grammatically. The brother who can speak grammatically, perhaps, does
not try to speak at all; and yet he sneers at the other, and says, “Well, really
I wonder that such fellows should preach; what is the good of them?”
Now, now, until you have done better than he, do not find fault with him.
God uses him, surely you ought not to despise him! The fact is, brethren,
that the learned and educated minister is necessary and useful; we have no
right to sneer at those who have gone through a college course and earned
a high degree of learning, for they are useful; but, on the other hand, who
among us hears of such men as Richard Weaver and Mr. Carter, and others
laboring amongst the poor, and dares to despise them? If I might have my
choice I should prefer to work with them rather than with the fine-spun
gentlemen; but still, every man in his own order, each man after his own
fashion; let the one take his position and the other take his position, and
never say a jealous or an angry word of each other, neither let one thrust
another, but each one go straight on in his own path.


So it ought to be with all our churches. In this great city of London there is
no excuse for anything like jealousy amongst the various Christian
churches. If we were to build as many places of worship as would reach,
set side by side, from here to London-bridge, on both sides of the road, and
without a single house or shop in all the distance, and if we were to put
gospel preachers into them all, I believe they could all be filled without any
of them being a hindrance to another, for the mass of three millions and
more in this city is so perfectly enormous that there is no chance at all of
our being jostled by one another. We are like fishermen in the deep sea;
because there are a hundred boats they need not any of them come off the
worse. If there were fifty thousand boats they could all be full where the
fish are so abundant. Do not you say, “I hear Mr. So-and-So, and what a
dear man he is?” Very likely he is, but so is somebody else. It would be a
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great pity if everybody could hear only one man. It would be a very sad
thing if everybody wanted to come to the Tabernacle, for we cannot make
it any bigger than it is; and it would be a very wretched thing if everybody
wanted to go somewhere else, for then we should have an empty house;
but now, each one listening according as his own spiritual taste may guide
him, or as his spiritual appetite may dictate to him, we are formed into
different communities, which prosper individually, but which would glorify
God much more if all disunion were cast aside, and if we sought each
other’s good, and profit, and edification.


And so, to conclude, it ought to be with the different denominations. I sometimes
think that these will continue for ever. They are of no hurt to the church of
God, but a great blessing; for some of them take up one point of truth
which is neglected, and others take up another; and so, between them all,
the whole of truth is brought out: and it seems to me that the church is
even more one than if all the various sections were brought together into
one grand ecclesiastical corporation; for this would, probably, feed some
ambitious person’s vanity, and raise up another dynasty of priestcraft, like
the old Babylon of Rome. Perhaps it is quite as well as it is; but let each
body of Christians keep to its own work and not sneer at the work of
others. Let each one feel, “Now we have this to do, and we will do it in the
name of God.” Let each body of Christians try to correct its neighbor in its
errors and mistakes, but let each work hand in hand, and stand foot to foot
in the common battle and the common service; for, O my brethren, the time
will come when our little narrow jealousies will all melt away like the hoar
frost when the sun arises. When the King shall come in his glory, or we are
carried to the other side of the stream of death, and see beyond the curtain
which parts us from the invisible world, we shall look with very different
eyes upon some things which seem so important now. We shall then see
that God has forbidden us to glory in anything but the cross of Christ, and
that the one thing needful, after all, to contend for was, “By grace are ye
saved through faith, and that not of yourselves, it is the gift of God.”


Now, may the Lord help us to go straight on in our paths, not one
thrusting another, but all working together for God. And if there be any
among us who are not converted, let me remind them that they are out of
order, and let me tell them what comes of that. When a man sets himself in
opposition to God’s laws, they crush him as sure as he is there. Throw
yourself from the monument, and gravitation will not be suspended to save
you. Even so, if you are out of order with God, there is no help for it, but
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your destruction is certain, if you remain opposed. O that you may be led
by divine grace to get into order with God; to be reconciled unto God by
the death of his Son. He tells you the way to get into order. It is this —
simply trust Jesus. That is the way to rectify all errors. He that believeth on
the Lord Jesus Christ, shall be saved. May God bless us with that salvation,
for his name’s sake, Amen.


THE AGGRESIVE WORK OF THE PASTORS’
COLLEGE


BY EDWARD LEACH


AS a listener to the earnest and hearty short speeches addressed to some of
the supporters of the Pastors’ College, at the Metropolitan Tabernacle, last
march, we were greatly struck by the fact, illustrated and amplified as it
was in varied forms, that the institution was almost entirely of an
aggressive character. To those who are best acquainted with its working,
its power and success, this may appear but a trite reflection. To others
who, like ourselves, have watched, as spectators, not uninterested we trust,
its marvelous career, the fact comes with an acceptance second only to that
felt by those who have been closely allied to its welfare and most prayerful
for its success. With not a few, we fear, this distinctive character of the
College is not sufficiently well understood; while some good brethren,
whom from our soul we honor and love, misapprehend it altogether.
Presidents and tutors have more difficulty to meet the objections of such
dissidents, than to justify the existence of an institution, the fruits of which
testify most to the wisdom of its origination. An outsider may best write in
defense of a movement. He may not be in possession of all the information
which has filtered through the official mind; he may not be so enthusiastic
as its promoters; but at least he is capable of judging from a point of view
not so easily taken by the official, and he may be more dispassionate. Not
that we propose to take up the cudgels in defense of an institution which
courts no other defense than that supplied by its own acts. If its works
speak not well for it, no other praise is needed. Let it fall, “why cubereth it
the ground?” But it is right and just that the character of its work should be
known. The heavy-laden fruit-tree hides not its head. It fears no light from
above, no scrutiny from beneath. The College has borne fruit of which it
need not be ashamed. Under a hardy clime, it has grown until the smiles of
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heaven and the fructifying dews of divine grace have brought it unto a fair
stature. It has blossomed; it will do so again. Winds may blow — they have
blown — but, well-grounded and firm, it will strike down its roots into the
soil, and be stronger yet. It may not be perfect; its symmetry may be
complained of; its boughs may sometimes be crooked; its leaves worse
than green; its bark may be rough; its branches unequal in strength and
length. But if it bear fruit it shall prosper, and the husbandman shall rejoice.
It may not live for ever; but its fruits will. It may not be immortal; but it
will be immortal till its predestined work has been done. In the year of
grace 1969, its machinery may appear out of date — we hope it will; but
the machinery is needed now, and, the prophet of Crown-court
notwithstanding, may work well for some years to come. Its appliances
were not devised for another generation, but for the present. We all work
for today, and sufficient for the day is the work that is earnestly and
faithfully executed with eyes open and minds free. The appliances are for
today; the muscles, sinews, brains, are for immediate exercise — the results
shall be for eternity.


Of the majority of the students, it may be said, they have formed for
themselves their own spheres of labor and influence. It is on this point,
especially with reference to our villages, that we wish to dwell. In ordinary
life, the man who carves his own fortune is regarded as little else than a
hero. Every petty tradesman that has worked his way up to a suburban villa
and a footman, is held to be a genius of no common order. We all honor if
not the rising, yet the risen, man. It is no disgrace to genius that it has
striven in the face of almost insuperable difficulties, and by the strength of
an unconquerable perseverance has vanquished them all. There is no reason
why the honor due to a young preacher who struggles might and main to
plan and prepare his own field of usefulness should not be cheerfully paid
him. The work is heroic. The difficulties are disheartening. The
disappointments are heart-breaking. By so much the more then are the
courage, faith, patience, and perseverance praiseworthy. If the College
deserved kindly cooperation on no other ground, it should obtain it on this
— that it does seek, and has so far succeeded, to train up a race of heroes
for God’s service. These men are not allured by prospects of large salaries.
They do not enter College with the expectancy of occupying at some
future time distinguished posts of Christian usefulness. They are not
animated by any morbid love of popularity. It is well-nigh a matter of
certainty that in business they might succeed better in obtaining riches. Nor
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are they encouraged in the College to expect high emoluments when out of
it. We have known some of these brethren sufficiently well to have
observed that, come weal or woe, they have surrendered their prospects,
and their earthly future to the cause of God. We believe Mr. Spurgeon can
corroborate our testimony that they have been more anxious to be in the
right sphere than in the best sphere; more ambitious of serving God where
he designs them to labor than where they would like to work; and that be
the field small and the position unenviable, or untried, or apparently
hopeless, it should nevertheless be tried, and never relinquished until failure
is written indelibly on the attempt.


Few of our readers can understand the difficulties of a young village
minister in starting a new effort. He goes down to a village, hitherto
untried by, say, that portion of the Baptist denomination which aims to be
aggressive. A room is hired. Three persons dissatisfied perhaps with the
high sentiments and low practices of “Rehoboth” chapel are his only
supporters. The unodorous traditions of the unpeaceful clique that has
given the public such unpleasant notions of what Baptists are, are dead
against him. The Congregational minister looks shy upon his impertinence
in poaching near his manor. The high minister comes down low enough to
preach against “the boy’s” Arminianism, charges the young people who
wish to hear him with having “itching ears,” though he probably has
imparted the disease by his incapacity to understand the young. The
student is called one of Spurgeon’s cubs.” The curate condescends to stare
at him. The parish clerk frowns; the charity boys laugh; the old women
dependants on sick funds wonder at his impudence. He preaches in a
lecture-hall; and he is animal to “do the grand.” He takes to the open air;
and he is vulgar. He visits the people at their homes; and he is said to be
proselyting. He converses with them in the streets, and he is aiming after
show. He takes up special topics for special services; and he is sensational.
He preaches comforting sermons in the morning to Christians, and he goes
“beyond his depth.” He seeks to arouse the sinner in the evening, and he
goes beyond the Bible and the five points, and consequently the whole five
are maliciously turned against him. He preaches simple elementary sermons
to people who need instruction; he is devoid of thought, is always harping
on one string, is unprofitable and stale. He urges Christians to practical
duty, and complaints arise that he doesn’t “feed” enough — as if the sole
purpose of religious instruction were to make religious gluttons, fattening
on “comfort,” until they become like Jeshurun, so fat that they kick
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remorselessly. To add to his bewilderment, he is favored with the scum of
other churches of all kinds; men who, finding their level among better
Christians, sink into a distasteful obscurity; men who, ever aspiring after
some petty authority, will forego convictions for honors; men who believe
they were predestined to the diaconate, and who, if not believers in the
“perseverance of the saints,” are firm upholders of the doctrine of the
perseverance of the ambitious. Some of these new-comers are Arminians,
and happily they soon get offended with the young preacher’s Calvinism;
some are very “high,” and these fly away to more seasoned food; some are
intellectual, and an illustration makes them dyspeptic; others are too
latitudinarian, and cannot find sufficient chaff to feed their empty souls.
Thus, no sooner has the congregation been got together than the operation
of weeding begins, and the process seems unending. The lecture-room is
not so well filled. A few who cannot worship at all unless they worship
respectably, are disappointed at the small numbers who are left. No one of
position has come to hold the helm. The principal man is a butcher, and he
has only just emerged from a journeyman into a tradesman in a poor way,
with a small wife and a large family. Another — a veritable village gossip,
with nothing to do and a superabundance of time to do it in — objects to
the preacher’s notes, or else want of notes, dislikes his method and his
reception of criticism; fancies he can preach better himself, and so carries
off a few relatives, dependents and children, and commences very
independent services on his own account, where he can sing and bawl, and
rant and rave, to his own delight and other people’s wonderment.


The young minister has now, at least, this satisfaction: the sediment, earthy
and gross, has fallen to its natural condition — the bottom; and the glass of
the future is clearer. A few earnest souls are one in heart with him. They
are not numerous; they are but poor; but they have “a mind to work,” and
a heart that is capable of generous impulses. It is true that their capacity is
extremely limited, and their experience in encountering difficulties small.
Authority may in time make them autocrats, unless the minister be
sufficiently prudent and foreseeing to exercise his discriminative judgment.
They have much to make them dispirited — the weak become cold, but the
strong remain and grow more earnest. Strangers are brought in, and good
is done. Perhaps the preacher may wait, with an anxious heart and an
aching head, for months ere a conversion is known. We remember one case
of an esteemed friend whom God has blessed to the salvation of many
souls, who labored for six months without hearing of any conversions.
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Then came the tide of divine favor; the set time to encourage, commenced
and continued for four years, and is not concluded yet. Conversions do
come when watched for with tears and looked for with faith. A small
church is formed. A small salary is given. Bread and water are sure; but
little else. Then the feeble folk begin to talk of building; without the
slightest prospect of success, they pray for it. Oh, the agonizing prayers
that have been offered in quiet villages for a few pounds wherewith to
commence the erection of an inexpensive house for God! Oh, the
contumely, bitter and plausible, heaped upon those earnest hearts, who
believe God can be moved, and that he who possesses the silver and gold
can give it to his cause, obscure and unknown though it be! Collectors
canvass the congregation, and seek contributions from the composite
“powers that be,” who hold the village in their supremacy. They are
rebuffed where they anticipated pounds; they are rewarded with silver
where they looked for gold. For months the task seems hopeless; they
draw near to the gates of despair. “Then they cry unto the Lord in their
trouble, and he saves them out of their distresses.” The righteous see their
faith, their courage, and their enthusiasm, and rejoicing over the work their
Master has given his people to do, they help to turn “the wilderness into a
standing water, and dry ground into watersprings.” Man’s extremity
becomes God’s opportunity. Some generous friend sends a cheque which
would be small in amount were the exigencies like those of a large effort,
but which is a substantial sum in a little cause with which to commence
operations. This gift necessarily stimulates others. The President of the
College has his eye upon the movement, and in the “nick of time,” when
additional help is absolutely needed, promises a stun which sends the fire of
enthusiasm into the ranks, and is like a reviving cordial to the faint-hearted.
The foundation-stone is laid; the edifice reared. Its progress is daily and
lovingly watched, as if it were to be a cathedral of massive proportions and
delicate prettinesses, instead of a plain, substantial, inelegant structure. And
ere the day of opening arrives, pastor and people spend restless nights of
feverish excitement, with joy looking for the dawning morn when the as yet
unfinished doors shall be opened for the friends and neighbors to hear some
of those choice sermons one hears about in our peregrinations with which
our friend, Mr. J. A. Spurgeon favors these interesting gatherings.


The building opened, part filled, church increasing, earnest preaching,
fervent praying — but still a debt, very heavy to the feeble folk, and a badly
paid ministry, the stinted remuneration barely covering mere necessaries.
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The preacher perhaps is unmarried. He hears the glowing eloquence of
married people, who move his very heart by the fervid strains in which they
speak of matrimony. He makes pitiful contrasts between his cheerless home
and the snug dwelling where love and sunshine are supposed perpetually to
bless and to cheer. Some high-souled female, of heroic temperament,
though not of exalted expectations, of suitable taste and genius, hovers
around his vision, and surreptitiously gains an entrance into his heart. By-
and-by, the Rev. Mr. Titus, assisted by the Rev. Mr. Timothy, conducts a
ceremony that links the fortunes of poor minister and high-souled female
indissolubly together. What is regarded as the inevitable blessings —
though they are not always inevitable — come as intruders into the
charmed circle, and add, if to the joys, yet to the expenses of life. For some
years the pastor labors amidst the usual discouragements and vexations of
early ministerial life, determined to succeed if success be possible, often
pinched, often shunned, yet presenting a cheerful countenance, and never
breathing a word to head-quarters about his difficulties. We once heard a
tale of despondency that was confided to our ear with the strict injunction
that not a word was to be breathed to the “governor” — a sobriquet by
which Mr. Spurgeon was never christened, save by these Baptist followers
who should be truer to their traditions. Indomitable energy and
perseverance seem pre-eminently to characterize these young brethren.
They defy the rules of logic and propriety in their estimate of duty. They
have inverted the order which prudence has enjoined. Thus one young
brother writes of those among whom he is settled: — “They shun Baptists
as they would a viper; therefore, there is great need that we should have a
Baptist cause here.” Why, such a resolution deserves, if anything can, a
successful issue. Such heroism, in obedience to an inner impulse, if it
permeate the whole character, must make the word “failure” so to tingle in
the ear that, brave and self-denying, the whole soul will be poured out in
living flame of enthusiasm upon the altar of divine service.


Two speeches delivered by two earnest brethren, Mr. C. Williams, of
Southampton, at the British and Irish Home Mission meeting, and Dr.
Landels, at the Exeter Hall gathering of the Foreign Missions, ought to be
printed and circulated together, with such applications and comments as a
judicious writer might append. The one speaker showed how fearfully we
have neglected the villages. He pointed out how Dissent unquestionably
prospered in towns, and how villages retrograded. He argued with much
force and judgment that if it was desirable that healthful life-giving streams
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should be turned into the large towns, the salt must be cast in at the source
of those streams, the villages, and then most probably an improved
religious life would be found in the great cities and towns. The other
speech, brilliant and manly, urged in eloquent words the need of more self-
denial and heroism in the propagation of the gospel in foreign climes. But
truth to tell, England also wants enthusiasm, not only in foreign missions,
but also in home labors. If the spirit of Dr. Landels’ thrilling speech could
but possess British Christians at home, evangelistic work would not cut so
ridiculous a figure. The obstructive prudence to which Dr. Landels referred
in such caustic terms, sits like a nightmare upon all aggressive work. These
young brethren, who have eschewed all cold calculation, and armed with
the panoply of divine truth, have sought to fight their way through
hindrances and impediments that have damped the ardor of better, more
cultured, but not more fervent men, demand, and deserve the smile of
approval they need in the prosecution of their noble enterprise. We honor
the men who, subsisting on scanty and humble fare, battling with adversity,
and living down prejudice, are seeking to the best of their ability to plant
new churches in apparently unhopeful districts. With the accent of
conviction on their lips, the truth of God in their hearts, and undying
perseverance leading them on, they must succeed in breaking the dreary
monotony of a sinful village life. Their preaching may not please the highly
cultured; their methods of working may not suit this decorous age; their
unambitious lives may fall flat upon the feverish world; but their
faithfulness to God, and persistency in his service, shall be rewarded with
the divine “Well done, good and faithful.” We know no greater heroes than
these sufferers of contumely and hatred, who so gloriously bear up and
strike dismay into the enemy’s camp. Their imperfections are not worthy to
be weighed with their virtues. If England is to be evangelized, it must be by
such men. Fit them, train them to as great a degree of perfection as mortal
man can bear — no standard is too high for God’s ministers but let not
culture destroy Christian simplicity (it does not in the truly great); let not
learning quench earnestness and enthusiasm; let not supercilious affectation
snub them, or selfishness despise them. A future generation may be proud
of men who today are but lightly esteemed. Our hope is that the College
will turn out many more such men; for our conviction is that as soon as it,
as well as similar institutions, ceases to be aggressive, its days will be
numbered.







261


DISTANCE LENDS ENCHANTMENT


ON the island of Ledo, within hail of Venice, one hears on the Sabbath a
very heaven of music floating over the lagoon from the church bells of
“that glorious city in the sea.” The atmosphere seems to ripple with silver
waves akin to those which twinkle on the sea of glass before you. A mazy
dance of sweet clear sounds bewilders you with delight; it is a mosaic of
music, or, if you will, a lacework of melody. One would not wish to lose a
note, or hush the glorious clangor of a single bell. How changed it all is
when the gondolier’s fleet our has brought you close under the campaniles,
when you are gliding smoothly along those marvelous streets, where “the
salt seaweed clings to the marble of the palaces,” then the booming of the
bells, incessant, impetuous, thundering, garrulous, discordant, becomes an
almost unbearable affliction. On your right a little noisy demon calls from
the hollow of his cracked shrine in a voice dolefully monotonous, and yet
acutely piercing, awakening a whole kennel of similar sprites, each one
more ill-conditioned than his brother; these, in turn, arouse a huge and
monstrous Diabolus, who groans at you as if longing to grind your
Protestant bones, and feed the departed souls of Inquisitors with the dainty
bread. Two or three sweet little bells cast in their dulcet notes, but the ear
resents as an impertinence theft unrequested addition to the deafening din;
while worse than all, if perchance a moment’s pause should occur, and the
discordant and the booming noise-makers should rest, as though from
sheer exhaustion, some miserable cur of a bell close at hand is sure to yap
out like a scalded puppy, to the utter despair of the wearied traveler.
Charles Lamb may talk of bell-ringing as “the music nighest bordering
upon heaven,” but too much of it is more suggestive of another place. At
certain hours in Venice, the bells of a hundred churches, all near at hand,
make day hideous to the ear, and cause one to wish for night, when —


“Darker and darker
The black shadows fall;


Sleep and oblivion
Reign over all.”


Thus and thus is it with this world everywhere and evermore. Far away and
outside the world is harmony and delight, nearer and more closely known it
is horror and confusion. To the young and inexperienced, the cadence
sweet of love and mirth is rapture, and the towers of earth ring out a
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concert, filling hope with transport; but when the gondola of experience
has brought the man into the very city of life, he hears a horde of bells—


“Solemnly, mournfully
Dealing their dole.”


He is startled by mighty knells; wearied with piercing tones of care; and
worried out of hope, as with mournful accents, troubles cleave the air, and
the crazing clamors of peals of controversy, bobmajors of nonsense, and
chimes of slander, frighten sacred quiet from the scene, and sound a
hideous requiem to peace. “Things are not what they seem.” From afar,
society is full of friendship; nearer, it is hollow and hypocritical; pleasure
dreamed of is Elysium, but, mingled in, too much of it is Gehenna:
philosophy seems deep and solid at a distance, but searched with care, it is
proven to be vapid and pretentious. All the world’s a mirage; heaven alone
is real. From thy din, O earth, we turn to the divine Sabbath bells of
heaven, which from the far off hills proclaim the everlasting joy of the New
Jerusalem. C. H. S.


MR. GRANT ON “THE DARBY BRETHREN” f20


MR. GRANT has with very great diligence collected much valuable
information as to that section of Plymouth Brethren who follow Mr.
Darby. As on all hands, with a diligence never exceeded, and a subtlety
never equaled, they are laboring to seduce the members of our churches to
the subversion of the truth and the overthrow of the needful order and
discipline of our Zion, it may be well to disseminate information concerning
their sentiments and tactics. There is nothing which they have so much to
dread as being thoroughly unearthed and exposed; for their grosser errors
are not generally made known to their dupes until they are fairly in their
meshes. Mr. Grant has done real service to the churches by his treatise on
“The heresies of the Plymouth Brethren,” which we trust he will publish in
a separate form. It is almost impossible for even his heavy hand to press
too severely upon this malignant power, whose secret but rapid growth is
among the darkest signs of the times. Our large extracts are meant to
stimulate a desire for the entire work. On their errors, Mr. Grant says:—


“Mr. Darby maintains that a part of Christ’s sufferings on the cross, were
what he calls ‘non-atoning,’ that is, that in ‘smiting’ him as the shepherd on
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the cross, God did not do so with a view to an atonement for our sins, until
a particular point of time, while Christ was hanging on the tree, and that
then the wrath of God, in its atoning character, coalesced with his legal
wrath. In association with the doctrine that much of the sufferings of Christ
on the cross were without any atoning object or effect, Mr. Darby,
advancing a step farther, denies that the atonement for our sins consisted
even in Christ’s death. But as it is probable some persons will find it
difficult to believe that any man, professing to hold evangelical principles,
and especially the leader of an important religious sect, also professing to
be sound in the faith, could entertain such notions, and that I must have
misunderstood Mr. Darby’s meaning — it is due to him, and may be
desirable for the reader, that I should quote his own words. They are given,
in substance the same as in his monthly organ, ‘The Present Testimony,’
for August, 1866, a later date than that in which his other publication, ‘The
Sufferings of Christ,’ made its appearance, and, therefore, notwithstanding
all the remonstrances addressed to him by some of his followers against
that dreadful doctrine, they are proved to have been without effect. He
then stands before the religious world as still adhering to these fearful
doctrines:—


“‘There was, too, to him,’ says Mr. Darby, ‘in addition to the pain of the
death, the legal curse appended, by God’s righteous judgment as King of
Israel, to the form of the death; as it is written, ‘Cursed is is every one that
bangeth upon a tree.’ But this curse of the law was not the same thing as the
wrath, when he cried out, ‘My God, my God, why has thou forsaken me?’
The thieves bore it as he did; that thief, too, who went with him to paradise
the same day, and who could go there to be with his Lord, because he, the
Prince of Life, had borne the wrath due to sin in his own body on the tree.
But the cross had been endured by many an unrepentant rebel against man
and God; and the cross in itself would not take away sin. Yea, more, while the
time in which he endured the cross was the period in part of which the
wrath came on him (when he endured the wrath of God’s judgment against
sin), he only of the three that were crucified together, could or did bear the
wrath; and the agony of that wrath, if his alone of the three then and there
crucified, was distinct from, though present to him at the same time as the
agonies (infinitely lesser) of the cross of wood!’


“The italics are not mine; they are those of the Rev. W. H. Dorman, who
was for twenty-eight years the friend and admirer of Mr. Darby, and
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resigned the pastorship of a Congregational church in Islington to join his
section of the Plymouth Brethren.


“The same sentiments are expressed in various other portions of Mr.
Darby’s writings; and even in some respects in language more
objectionable still. That part of his theory, that Christ suffered much and
long on the cross before there was anything of an atoning nature in his
agonies, and simply as lying under the wrath of God in his character as
King of Israel, is brought out more fully and more plainly than in the
extract I have given. This is, in effect, to say that Christ actually had sins of
his own in virtue of the relation which he sustained to the Jewish nation, as
their king or head. There is something inexpressibly painful in the idea that
our Lord suffered on the cross in any other capacity than as the Substitute
or Sin-bearer for us. There is not a sentence in the word of God which
gives the slightest sanction to it, but the contrary: — ‘While we were yet
sinners Christ died for us;’ ‘He was made sin for us who know no sin.’ Mr.
Darby says he did know sin as the King of Israel. ‘He died for our sins and
rose again for our justification; he died for our sins according to the
Scriptures;’ ‘Who gave himself for our sins;’ ‘He is the propitiation for our
sins;’ ‘Who bore our sins in his own body on the tree;’ ‘Who washed us
from our sins in his own blood,’ etc.


“The effect of this fearful theory of Dr. Darby, believed in and taught, be it
remembered, by all the Brethren of his party, would be (?) as is well
remarked by the author of a pamphlet written in reply to the theory, in the
following words:—’Let the reader distinctly notice that in place of the
single view of Christ’s obedience unto death which the apostles set before
us, who see God in the cross only as the smiter of his own fore-ordained
Lamb, the sufferer is, by this teaching, placed under a trip1e necessity of
dying under the hand of God. He kills him as Messiah; he smites him as the
companion of others on the cross, and apart from atonement; and he makes
him also an atoning substitute.’ What a strange theological jumble, to say
nothing of its pernicious tendencies wherever adopted.


“To say that our Lord suffered on the cross in any other way than as our
sin-bearer, or as paying for us the debt which we owed to the justice of
God, would be, to the poor law-condemned and self-condemned sinner, to
divest the sufferings of Christ on the cross of much more of the grace and
glory of his atoning sacrifice than language can express; while it would be
to deprive the believer in them, in a corresponding measure, of that
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supreme comfort which he derives from looking back to the cross, and
feeling that all that Christ suffered on the cross was solely for his
disciples…


“There is one of their doctrines which I regard as so vital that it appears to
me it would, were it true, prove fatal to the whole scheme of man’s
redemption.


“The doctrine to which I allude is, that Christ’s obedience to the law was
not vicarious — was no part of the work which he wrought out for those
for whom he became surety; in other words, that believers are in nowise
interested in his obedience. Until Mr. Darby advanced this astounding
doctrine, I am not aware that the notion was ever before even hinted at.
The fathers, in the second, third, and fourth centuries, did entertain
doctrines which were equally novel, astounding, and pernicious; but I am
not aware that any of their number ever dreamt of advancing the notion
that we had no interest whatever, directly or indirectly, in the obedience of
our Lord when on earth. Yet there is not one single follower of Mr. Darby
that does not unhesitatingly — I might almost say indignantly — repudiate
the idea that our Lord obeyed for a single individual that ever lived, or now
lives, or that will hereafter live, till the end of time. Were they right, the
obedience, or the spotless life of Christ would, so far as relates to believers
in him, be no part of the work which his Father gave him to do, and which
he himself came to accomplish. This extraordinary notion involves an entire
and lamentable misunderstanding of the whole scheme of man’s
redemption. The law demanded obedience to its requirements, just as
inexorably as it exacted the infliction of penalties because of its violation.
And, therefore, it behoved him, who became our Substitute, to render
obedience on our behalf, as well as to suffer in our stead the punishment to
which we had, because of our violation of the law, rendered ourselves
liable…


“In connection with the Plymouth Brethren’s rejection of the doctrine —
most surely believed by all evangelical denominations in every age of the
church’s history — of the vicarious purpose of Christ’s obedience, there is
the equally unreserved rejection of another doctrine which the great bulk of
believers regard as one of vital importance. I allude to the doctrine of the
imputed righteousness of Christ. Not contented with pronouncing this
doctrine as entirely unscriptural, the Plymouth Brethren seem to regard it
with special aversion…
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“With the deadly heresies entertained and taught by the Plymouth Brethren,
in relation to some of the most momentous of all the doctrines of the
gospel, and to which I have adverted at some length, I feel assured that my
readers will not be surprised at any other views, however unscriptual and
pernicious they may be, which the Darbyites have embraced and zealously
seek to propagate. Among these, is the doctrine that the moral law is a
thing with which believers in Christ have nothing to do, not even as a rule of
life. This doctrine pervades the writings of the Darbyites, as well as their
oral ‘teaching.’


“As the Plymouth Brethren will not use the Lord’s Prayer because it
contains the expression ‘forgive us our trespasses,’ so they make no
confession of their sins in the sense in which the words are usually
understood. In acting thus, they are, at least, entitled to the credit of
consistency. If one has no sins to be pardoned, it logically follows that he
can have none to confess. The Brethren will, it is true, admit in general
terms that we are all ‘poor weak creatures,’ but when they do so, they
attach no definite meaning to the phraseology. It was but a few weeks ago
that I had some conversation on this very point with one of the most
intellectual and spiritually-minded lady members of the Darbyite party. In
answer to my statement that the Brethren did not make any confession of
sin, she said, ‘Where is the use of always looking at or confessing our sins,
when we have Christ to look to?’ If, indeed, we had not Christ to look to,
there would be no ‘use in looking at and confessing our sins,’ but it being
our mercy to have Christ to look to, we shall all the more clearly discern
his preciousness the deeper our sense of our sins and sinfulness. And unless
we have vivid perceptions of the greatness of our guilt, we shall never
sufficiently appreciate the merits of the Savior, to lay hold of his finished
work for our salvation. Job and Moses, and David and Isaiah, and
Jeremiah, and all the most eminent Old Testament saints of whom we read,
had views on this point which were the opposite of those of the Plymouth
Brethren, as is abundantly testified by the frequency and depth of their
confessions of sin. Job could say, ‘ Behold! I am vile, I abhor myself, and
repent in dust and ashes.’ And David had such a sight and sense of his sin
that his Psalms are full to overflowing with heartfelt confessions of them.
‘Mine iniquities,’ he says, in one place, ‘ have taken hold on me, so that I
am unable to look up; they are more than the hairs of my head; therefore
my heart faileth me.’ In another place we hear him saying in his address to
the throne of grace, ‘I acknowledge my transgressions, and my sin is ever
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before me.’ No Plymouth Brother would adopt this language of either Job
or David. Nor is that of Isaiah ever heard in their assemblies, as applicable
to those who compose them, when he says: — ‘Woe is me, for I am
undone, because I am a man of unclean lips.’ Neither did Paul’s sentiments
accord, in relation to this point, with those of Mr. Darby and his disciples.
Paul could say from the depths of his soul, in the overwhelming sense
which he had of his guilt in the sight of God, notwithstanding the
abundance of grace given him: ‘I see another law in my members, warring
against the law of my mind, and bringing me into captivity to the law of sin
which is in my members. O wretched man that I am! who shall deliver me
from the body of this sin and death?’ I cannot doubt that if the question
were put to Plymouth Brethren, they would admit that Paul was at least as
good a Christian as they. And yet no one ever heard a Darbyite employing
this language as being applicable to himself.”


As to their modes of action and general spirit Mr. Grant writes largely, and
we believe from correct data. Many facts which have come under our
notice are confirmatory of Mr. Grant’s severe criticisms; we only hope
none of our brother ministers may experimentally have so clear a revelation
of the Darby spirit as has occurred to us. “Let me, then, first of all mention
that, though as I have before stated, their numbers in London and the
suburbs do not exceed 1,600, and their numbers throughout Great Britain
do not exceed 20,000, they are so very active in their endeavors to make
proselytes, and are so continually involved in controversies and quarrels
among themselves, that they are more frequently before the public than
sects of Christians who are more numerous. Take the sect called Bible
Christians, for example. Their numbers in this country exceed 20,000, if,
indeed, they be not considerably more; and yet for once that the name
Bible Christian meets the eye we see that of the Brethren half-a-dozen
times. The Plymouth Brethren, meaning the Darby section, are, indeed, at
once the most active and most noisy sect of Christians of which we have
any record in the annals of Christianity. And yet they have no missionary
institutions, no organized propaganda of any kind; but what, I have no
doubt, they find answer their purpose much better — they have their
individual aggressive agents. They are first-rate tacticians. They have an
intuitive perception as to who ‘among those who are without,’ to whom
they have access, are likely to make the best ‘Brothers’ or ‘Sisters,’ and
that conclusion come to, all their appliances are brought to bear upon
them. And they are singularly happy as to the way in which they go about
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the work of proselytizing. But before I proceed farther, I ought to remark
that, with very few exceptions, the women are the great propagandists of
Plymouth Brethrenism. And, as a natural consequence, women, are almost
invariably the parties whom they seek to ‘convert.’ They are wise enough
in their generation to know that if a man’s wife is got over. she will give
her husband no rest until she has made a resolute effort to prevail on him to
join the ‘gathering’ along with her. Of course, it will be understood that I
do not mean it to be inferred that there are no exceptions to this, but I do
say — and I speak with no small knowledge of the philosophy and history
of Plymouth Brethrenism — that the exceptions are rare indeed. In fact, I
will go so far as to affirm that it would be almost incompatible with
Plymouth ‘Sisterdom’ not to be a zealous and unwearied laborer in the
field of proselytism. It is as true of them as a body as it was of those
women to whom Paul in his Second Epistle to Timothy alludes when he
represents them as creeping into houses. Their favorite plan is to single out
the best members of other evangelical churches, and endeavor to get them
over; and when they have succeeded in inoculating them with Brethrenism,
they are advised not at once to leave the church of which they are
members, but to remain for a time, in the hope of being able to convince
others of the error of their way in ‘sitting under such teachers.’ The new
convert to Darbyism is carefully instructed as to the way in which he or she
is to proceed. They are not to seem to obtrude their denominational views
on those at whose ‘conversion’ they aim, but to appear deeply grieved that
so few ‘excellent Christians’ see, because they have never been taught by
their ministers, the whole truth; and that this is all the more to be deplored
because if they — the parties addressed — saw the truth in all its
blessedness and fullness ‘they would be able to teach others also.’


Of course, in many cases this ingenious mode of propagating Plymouth
Brethrenism fails, but in many it succeeds. And the proselyte, fired with a
zeal, which is proverbial in new converts, to bring others to embrace the
new views which he or she has just adopted, applies him or herself at once
to the task of bringing over others to the new fold which he or she has just
entered. The new ‘Sister’ commences with certain stereotyped phrases in
endeavoring to bring over the party aimed at, by remarking that the pastor
of the particular congregation is a good man — a very excellent man
according to the amount of his knowledge of the truth — but that he is not
sufficiently taught of the Spirit on certain important points of doctrine. His
deficiencies are specifically pointed out. On the next Sunday the device is







269


to say to the party whose conversion to Brethrenism is sought to be
accomplished, something to this effect: ‘That was, in some points, a very
good sermon of Mr. Smith’s yesterday morning, but there was something
wanting. At any rate, I was not fed. Mr. Smith has not got the same clear
view of the truth which Brother Black at the gathering at Blank Street has.
I should like you to hear him a few times.’ The other agrees; and the
chances are that in a month or so she comes out a full-fledged Darbyite,
accompanied by expressions of wonder that she should have been so
blinded as not sooner to have seen such important truths, mingled with
thanksgivings at being now mercifully brought into the light of the glorious
gospel — as, of course, understood and taught by Mr. Darby. And, while
the process of proselytism is going on, the kindest words are spoken, and
the most winning manners practiced, on the part of the domestic
missionary. A minister of the gospel, who knows from painful experience
what these proselytizers are, assures me that he was personally cognizant
of one instance in which a Plymouth ‘Sister,’ in her anxiety to make
another ‘ Sister,’ spoke to her within a few minutes of their meeting,
though they had never seen or heard of each other before, in terms of
endearment as strong and as frequently employed as if they had been sisters
in the flesh. ‘Oh, yes, my dear sister;’ ‘oh, no, my dearest sister,’ were
phrases spoken in the most tender tones, and were among the weapons
which were liberally employed with the view of ensuring another recruit to
the Darbyite army.


“What I have said will give some idea of the stereotyped way in which the
Plymouth Brethren proceed to work in their mission of seeking to make
proselytes to Darbyism. Other plans, varying according to circumstances,
are resorted to. No one outside their circle can have any idea of the zeal
and ingenuity which they display in their endeavors to bring other
Christians over to Darbyism. The words of our Lord may, in a sense, be
applied to them — ‘They would compass sea and land to make one
proselyte.’ That one object consecrates every expedient to which they
resort, no matter what it may be, to accomplish it. They may not be able to
deny that a particular person is an eminent Christian, but still the party is
not a Darbyite, and that is enough to justify whatever means they may have
recourse to bring the particular party within the fold of Brethrenism.


“It matters not to them that, by going into churches or chapels in this way,
in parts of the country where the minister, owing to the smallness of the
number of his congregation, has the greatest difficulty imaginable to
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continue to maintain the Christian ministry. That does not cause them the
slightest compunctious visiting, even though he may be a man eminent for
his personal piety and his devotedness to the cause of Christ. The minister,
with his with and family, may he thrown destitute on the world. The
minister’s heart, indeed, may be literally broken — still that will not cause
them to experience a momentary pang. No amount, indeed, of misery they
may have brought on God’s faithful ministering servant will give them even
a moment’s uneasiness. On the contrary, they will rejoice at the ruin they
have wrought in breaking up a church, because believing they are thereby
doing God service. Many a provincial minister’s heart have they literally
broken, while hundreds of others have been made miserable for life by the
dissensions which these ‘ troublers in Israel ‘ have occasioned in their
churches, and the dissatisfaction they have caused in the minds of many
members who have not left, with the same kind of preaching to which they
had for years before listened with pleasure and profit.


“A Congregational minister in the country, writes to me on this matter as
follows: — ‘What the Plymouth Brethren have done in country towns no
one but those who are intimate with the life of country churches can tell.
There is no Congregational minister, either Baptist or Independent, who is
not ready to denounce them as the greatest troublers of the peace of Israel
since the days of Ahab. Much in these days is said about the Jesuits, but the
Plymouth Brethren will compare with them, both in respect to stealthy
slyness and persistent effort to make converts. There are always in every
church a few disaffected spirits, who only need the voice of the tempter to
make them cantankerous. These are so much tinder to the spark of the
Plymouth Brethren’s tongue of fire, and straightway we have the following
results: — The minister does not preach the gospel — the poor people are
perishing for lack of food — another minister in the town cannot give it
them; only let us get away from all this, and have no church, but just read
the Bible for ourselves. A division ensues, and soon, instead of reading the
Bible for themselves, one man gets the whole thing into his own hands, and
another church is formed, virtually where there was to be no church and no
minister.’


“This witness is true, and his testimony will be endorsed by hundreds of
other ministers of the gospel in the country, all, like him, speaking from
what they have seen and felt…
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“Plymouth Brethren have no feeling wherever their principles are
concerned. I know indeed of no sect or denomination so utterly devoid of
kindness of heart. It is the most selfish religious system with which I am
acquainted. It is entirely wrapped up in itself. It recognizes no other
denomination, whether the Church of England, or either of the
Nonconformist denominations, as a church of Christ. Mr. Darby has again
and again said in print, as well as written in private, that those who belong
to his party in the metropolis, constitute the only church of Christ in
London…


“No one ever saw a Darbyite at any of our Bible, or Missionary, or other
Evangelical Society meetings. The Brethren look upon all other
denominations, however evangelical in sentiment, and however high their
standard of personal religion, as so largely infected with error in doctrine,
as well as wrong in relation to church government, that they believe it
would be sinful to associate with them for the promotion of religious ends.
And this conviction, which is never absent from their minds, naturally has
the effect of puffing them up with spiritual pride. Believing that they alone
of all religious bodies have attained to the knowledge of the truth, it could
hardly be otherwise than that they should look down on every other
Christian sect with supreme pity, mingled, even according to the admission
of some of their own number, with contempt…


“With this feeling is naturally associated an amount of arrogance in the
assertion of their own views, which those who differ from them often find
to be unbearable. And in this respect their leader, Mr. Darby, sets them an
example. In his case it assumes the form of infallibility. Mr. Darby is, to all
intents and purposes a thorough Pope, though under a Protestant name. He
will never admit that he is in error; and therefore very naturally declines to
argue with those who controvert the soundness of his views. How, indeed,
could it be otherwise? If Mr. Darby holds, which he does, with a firm
grasp, the principle that whatever conclusions he and those acting in
conjunction with him may come to, express beyond all question the mind of
the Spirit; and if those Darbyites who gather together in London, can go so
far as to exclude all other denominations, even the most godly among
them, ‘believing themselves to be the one or only, assembly of God in
London,’ how need we feel surprised that Mr. Darby, as the ‘ prophet,
priest, and king’ of the party, should exercise a perfect despotism within
the domains of Darbyism?
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“I have before glanced, but barely glanced, at the intensely controversial
spirit which is a universal characteristic of the Plymouth Brethren. I say
universal, because though I know much of them personally, as well as
through the testimony of others, I know not a single instance where this
controversial spirit did not exist in greater or less force. It is not for me to
say that there are no exceptions to this rule; but I do advisedly say, that I
am unacquainted with any single case to the contrary. This controversial
feeling, often degenerating into something resembling regular quarrels, is
the chronic condition of Plymouth Brethrenism. They are in a state of
constant antagonism with the Bethesda party; f21 and a minister of the
gospel, who has seen much of them, seriously assures me that when they
have no one of the opposite party to quarrel with, they will disagree among
themselves. I can verify this statement, to a certain extent, from my own
personal knowledge So great, indeed, is their disposition to engage in
controversy, often ending in something like a quarrel, that it would be a
thing quite new to see two of their number remain together for many
minutes without a decided disagreement on some one point or other.


“Their quarrels, too, occasionally acquire an intensity which bring them
before the public. In the year 1860, they had what they call a Conference at
the London Bridge Hotel, met together for the purpose of examining
certain charges preferred by Mr. William Kelly, ‘pastor of the assembly’ in
Guernsey, against a Mr. Havent, of the same island. Many of the
‘Brethren’ came from all parts of the country to this Conference. Referring
to this great gathering, in connection with the leaders of the Darby party,
by whom it was called, and by whom it was care- fully packed, Mr.
Culverhouse, a man of standing among the Brethren, says in his published ‘
Statement of the Guernsey and London Case:’ — ‘It is impracticable to
describe the true state of things, either in the gatherings or at the
Conference. Every remonstrance is unheeded; and the simple fact of the
services being conducted chiefly by these Brethren is of itself appalling.
Insinuations, slanders, insolence, threats, and violence are resorted to for the
maintenance of their position. At a meeting of Brethren, held at the Hoxton
Assembly on the 25th instant, our brother, Mr. Lean, publicly avowed, in
answer to inquiries by myself, that the London Bridge Conference is a
‘private’ meeting. This being so, and regarding the character of its acts and
usurpations, I designate it an ‘Inquistion.’ At the meeting of the 21st instant,
the doors were guarded and locked. A Brother, on applying for entrance,
was seized by the throat and thrust back. The fact of the doors being
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guarded and locked excludes, as you see, even the ordinary excuse of
‘excitement.’ Surely, ‘these things ought not so to be.’ Do you sanction,
my Brethren, such a state of things? Will you, my Brethren, submit to be
governed by an Inquisition?’


“‘Behold,’ says David, ‘how good a thing it is for brethren to dwell together
in unity!’ Behold a picture of the unity of Plymouth Brethren as drawn,
printed, and published by one of themselves! It is a sorrowful description
of the spirit and conduct of men who call themselves Brethren. Certainly
this is not ‘Brethrenism’ according to what is usually understood as the
scriptural meaning of the word…


“So late as March last one of the most extraordinary scenes of religious
discord ever witnessed took place in the Freemasons’ Hall. Between four
and five hundred Brethren were asked to come from all parts of the
country to hold a conference together. The Darbyites and Bethesdaites
were equally invited. Those who invited them did not mention for what
special purpose they were to come. It was simply said it was desirable they
should assemble together, and that the Holy Ghost would direct them as to
what they should say and do when they met together. The expenses of the
poorer Brethren were paid by some unknown and wealthy Brethren. They
had only been met an hour or so before they were found controversially
fighting with each other with a fierceness which could hardly be believed.
And this state of things lasted four or five hours for three successive days.
It by-and-by transpired that the real purpose for which the Conference was
called was to endeavor to bring about a reconciliation between the Darby
and Bethesda sections of Brethrenism. The very idea was enough to plunge
the Darbyites into a state of something more than indignation. Scenes of
indescribable uproar, mingled with expressions of the very worst feelings,
took place on each of the three days. And I am assured by one who was
present, who does not belong to either the Darbyite or Bethesda section of
the Brethren, that not only the prime, but the sole movers in these most
unseemly scenes were the Darbyites. What the exhibitions were which
occurred may be inferred from the fact that a lady who was present said
she could have wept tears of blood at what she saw and heard; and a
gentleman of education and social position, who also witnessed these
lamentable scenes, remarked to me that it was enough to have made even
angels weep. This may seem incredible, but it is nevertheless the fact.
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“But the saddest of all in connection with these deplorable scenes is that
they are actually, in effect, represented as the results of the guidance of the
Holy Ghost. There is no principle which the Darbyites more firmly hold, or
to which they give greater prominence in their ‘teaching,’ than this — that
the Holy Ghost is with them in all their assemblies, and that whatever
conclusions they come to are the result of his special guidance…


“But I may be asked by some one incredulously, can it really be possible
that the Darbyites should ascribe the distressing scene at the London
Bridge Hotel as the result of the special guidance of the Holy Spirit?
Deplorable as is the fact, it is even so. The question, as stated in Mr,
Grove’s pamphlet, entitled ‘The Exclusive Brethren,’ meaning the Darbyite
section of the Brethren, was put to some of the leaders of the Darbyite part
in reference to this very meeting, and an affirmative answer was at once
given. The question was put in various forms, that there might be no
mistake in the matter, and the answer was in every instance unhesitatingly
and explicitly in the affirmative. One of the forms in which the question
was put was this: ‘Suppose an assembly err, what should then be done?’
The answer was, ‘Still, while you acknowledge it as an assembly, you must
accept its action as that of the Holy Ghost.’ Then, continued the querist, ‘Is
it the Lord’s mind that I should accept an error of judgment?’ Answer,
‘Yes.’ Again, ‘Then you would rather accept an official blunder, knowing it
to be so, than act upon what you believe the Lord had shown you to be the
truth?’ Answer, ‘Certainly.’“


The effect of Darbyism upon family life is perhaps its most awful feature.
With a passage upon that point we close our extracts.


“There is just one point more to which I wish to advert for a moment
before I conclude. It refers to the influence which Darbyism exerts on the
social comfort of families. I shall be fully borne out, by the concurrent
testimony of thousands of persons, all of them speaking from painful
experience, when I say, that no tongue can tell what an amount of domestic
unhappiness has been caused by the circumstance of some leading members
of a family adopting Darbyite opinions, when the other members of the
family were opposed to those opinions. I could unfold specific tales of this
kind which could scarce be credited; but that would not be expedient. It
might be attended with unpleasant consequences to individuals, even
without mentioning names. Parties might be supposed to be pointed at in
the cases in question, which I had not at all in my eye. Indeed, a greater or
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less number of persons, of whose names I never even heard, would imagine
that either themselves or some members of their families were alluded to. I
will content myself, therefore, with stating the broad fact, and giving three
illustrations — that Darbyism, as a rule, changes one’s whole character, as
regards the social relations of life, where a leading member of a family has
plunged over head and ears into it. The former geniality, however great it
may have been, disappears. The party, indeed, is no longer, as regards what
is called amiability of manners, the same as before. It is a curious fact that a
generous, open, agreeable Darbyite is very rarely to be met with. Plymouth
Brethrenism changes the most kind, courteous, and winning manners into
the opposite. And this is the case even where the family previously lived in
perfect Christian harmony and happiness. I can testify from personal
knowledge to an illustrative case of this kind which took place not, long
ago. A gentleman of high rank in the army lived for years in as great
happiness with his wife as perhaps any husband ever did. They were both
eminent Christians. In an evil hour, the wife, one of the most amiable of
women, fell into the hands of a Plymouth Sister, and the result of the
intercourse was, that in a few weeks she became a thorough proselyte to
Darbyism. The very firstfruit of her ‘conversion’ was her refusal to join in
social worship with her husband and the other members of the family. Nor
did the consequences of this lady’s ‘conversion’ to Darbyism end even
there. She would no longer even kneel with her husband alone in prayer
before retiring to rest — a practice which they never omitted from the day
of their marriage until the unhappy hour in which she was entangled in the
meshes of Brethrenism. None but a truly godly man can form any
conception of the misery of which this change in the opinions, the feelings,
and the conduct of this lady, proved productive in a formerly happy
household.


“Another illustration of the estrangement which Brethrenism causes in
families, consisting with my own personal knowledge, presents itself at this
moment to my mind. A Plymouth Sister, whose family do not share her
views, cannot help expressing her dissent from any and every act of
worship in the family. She even turns away her face when the head of the
house asks the divine blessing on the meals of which they are all about to
partake. Is not this sad? Does it not display a lamentable state of feeling on
the part of the individual, and gives a deplorable view of the
denominational system that could produce it.
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“I am also acquainted personally with another case, in which it happened
that a mother and daughter had adopted the opposite views on
Brethrenism. The result was, that the two would not sit down together at
the same Lord’s-table. What an unhappy condition it must have been, for
each to be living together in this state of antagonism ia relation to religious
matters!”


NOTES ON RITUALISM.


THE Ritual Commission has issued its report, and with it a vast appendix.
From amid dustheaps almost as huge as those which Dickens has
immortalized, we have, by dint of fiddling and using the sieve, extracted a
few pieces of gold and silver, which we hope will pass for good metal and
be as useful now as they were in the days long past.


Many of the reformers were evidently as disgusted with the ceremonials
tolerated in the Anglican church as ever we can be. Royal rather than
spiritual authority, was the reason for sparing those Popish mummeries
which have survived the reformers’ pruning knife. Bishop Hooper, if we
mistake not, was always a greater admirer of vestments than plain Hugh
Latimer, but the very meager lengths to which he would have gone are
illustrated by the following extracts, which it must have been to the
edification of the lords and gentlemen of the Commission to have heard
read. They are from his work on the prophet Jonah.


In Hooper’s fourth sermon he remarks: —


“This prayer of Jonas is so acceptable, it might be thought of some
men, that the place where Jonas prayed in, should have bettered it,
as the foolish opinion of the world is at this time, that judgeth the
prayer said at the high altar to be better than that which is said in the
quire, that in the quire better than that said in the body of the
church… This I would wish that the magistrates should put both
the preacher, minister and the people, in one place, and shut up the
partition called the chancel, that separated the congregation of
Christ one from the other!”


Good advice indeed, and worthy to be carried out instanter, even if half the
church edifices should need leveling to effect it. What are architecture and
art compared with the vantage-ground afforded to error! If the nests were
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pulled down, or thoroughly altered, the birds might be led to fly to their
proper quarters in the dark woods of Popery, and Protestantism would be
well rid of them.


In his sixth sermon, in allusion to Baptism, he observes:-”


The matter and element of this sacrament is pure water; whatsoever
is added, oil, salt, cross, lights, and such other, be inventions of
men, and better it were they were abolished than kept in the
church… I pray the King’s Majesty and his most honorable Council
to prepare a ship, as soon as may be, to send them home again to
their Mother Church.”


In the same sermon Hooper says in reference to the Holy Eucharist: —


“‘If we have bread, wine, and a fair table cloth, let him [‘the
minister’] not be solicitous nor careful for the rest, seeing they be
no things brought in by Christ, but by Popes; unto whom, if the
King’s Majesty and the honorable Council have good consciences,
they must be restored again; and great shame it is for a noble king,
emperor, or magistrate, contrary unto God’s word, to detain and
keep from the devil and his minister any of their goods and
treasure, as the candles, vestments, crosses, altars, for if they be kept in
the church as things indifferent, at length they will be maintained as
things necessary.”


How truly did Hooper foresee! for at this hour, the tolerated millinery is
cried up as essential to acceptable worship. Blessed would be the vessel
which should transport all such trumpery to the Holy Fathers’ own haunts,
where Garibaldi and his waiting band would be glad to make a bonfire of
them like that at Ephesus.


About that same time one of the reformed, who had returned from exile,
wrote to his friend Peter Martyr: —


“What can I hope when three of our lately appointed bishops are to
officiate at the Table of the Lord, one as priest, another as deacon,
and a third as subdeacon, before the image of the crucifix, or at
least not far from it, with candles, and habited in the golden
vestments of the Papacy, and are thus to celebrate the Lord’s
Supper without sermon!”
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Archbishop Leighton, whose piety makes every word weighty, said in one
of his sermons:—


“What is the shining of the true church? Doth not a church then
shine when church service is raised from a decent and primitive
simplicity, and decorated with pompous ceremonies, with rich
furniture and gaudy vestments? Is not the church then beautiful?
Yes, indeed; but all the question is, whether this be the proper
genuine beauty, or no? Whether this be not strange fire, as the fire
that Aaron’s sons used, which became vain, and was taken as
strange fire? Methinks it cannot be better decided than to refer it to
St. John in his Book of Revelation. We find there the description of
two several women; the one riding in state, arrayed in purple,
decked with gold and precious stones and pearls (Revelation 17:3);
the other in rich attire too, but of another kind (Revelation 12),
clothed with the sun, and a crown of twelve stars on her head. The
other’s decorement was all earthly; this woman’s is all celestial.
What need she borrow light and beauty from precious stones, that
is clothed with the sun and crowned with stars? She wears no
sublunary ornaments, but, which is more noble, she treads upon
them. The moon is under her feet. Now, if you know (as you do all,
without doubt), which of these two is the spouse of Christ, you can
easily resolve the question. The truth is, those things seem to deck
religion, but they undo it. Observe where they are most used, and
we shall find little or no substance of devotion under them; as we
see in the apostate church of Rome. This painting is dishonorable
for Chrlst’s spouse, and besides, it spoils her natural complexion.
The superstitious use of torches and lights in the church by day, is a
kind of shining, but surely not commanded here. No, it is an affront
done both to the sun in heaven and to the Sun of Righteousness in
the church.”


The notorious Puritan, Henry Burton (as the appendix calls him), most
wisely, with almost prophetic foresight, wrote:—


“But besides all this, these men have one special sanctuary to fly
into, and that is their cathedral churches… These be their old high
places not removed…. These be those nests and nurseries of
superstition and idolatry wherein the old boldarno of Rome had
muzzled up her brood of popelings, and so preserved her usum
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Sarum in life to this present day. And now these are become
impregnable bulwarks to patronize our re-builders of Babel in all
their innovations. ‘Innovations,’ say they. ‘We bring in no
innovations, no new rites, but what hath been in use ever since the
Reformation, and that in the most eminent places, even the mother
churches of the land. Now, all that we go about is to reduce inferior
churches to an unity and conformity to their mother churches….’
Thus do our master builders plead.”


It is no doubt true that the gaudy performances of the cathedrals have kept
alive the Popish spirit in the church, and there will be no end to Ritualism
while cathedral services are kept up in their present semi-popish fashion.
Of course, what is good in a big church is good in a little one, and the
cathedrals are little better than drill-grounds for Ritualistic performers.


The Puritan Smart, complains that: —


“Most of the bishops of our time…. busy themselves in nothing
more than in setting up altars with all manner of superstitious
furniture, crosses, crucifixes, candles, candlesticks, etc. Our bishops
think it their bounden duty, as soon as ever themselves are
consecrated, to fall to the consecration of churches, churchyards,
altars, organs, images, crucifixes, tapers, etc. Our bishops think
they seek the Kingdom of God, and the righteousness thereof,
when they persuade his Majesty (Charles I) to restore altars,
organs, images, and all manner of Massing trinkets, more than ever
they were in the time of Popery. Our bishops teach and maintain
stoutly that altars, images, crosses, crucifixes, candlesticks, etc., are
not repugnant to our religion, nor contrary to the authority of
Scripture; [and]… would have them brought in again according to
the pattern, and after the example of the King’s Royal Chapel,
and…. labor with all their might and main that the offense may be
spread through all the king’s dominions, both cathedral and parish
churches.”


Hickeringill writes with force and common sense: —


“He,” the ‘ceremony-monger,’ “does not say the mass indeed in
Latin; but his hood, his cope, his surplice, his rochet, his altar railed
in, his candles, and cushion and book thereon, his bowing to it, his
bowing, or rather nodding, at the name of Jesus, his organs, his
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violins, his singing men, his singing boys, with their alternate
jabbering and mouthings (as unintelligible as Latin service), are so
very like popery, that I profess, when I came from beyond sea,
about the year 1660, to Paul’s and Whitehall, I almost thought, at
first blush, that I was still in Spain and Portugal; only the candles on
our altars, most nonsensically, stand unlighted, to signify, what?
The darkness of our noddles, or to tempt the chandlers to turn
downright papists, as the more suitable religion for their trade? for
ours mocks them with hopes only. He gapes and stares to see the
lucky minute when the candles should be lighted; but he is cheated,
for they do not burn out in an age.”


O for an hour of John Knox or Martin Luther! Our comfort is that God
reigns yet, and Antichrist must come down, defend her who may! He who
removed the frogs from Egypt with a word, can yet send us a Moses
whose uplifted rod shall consign to the Tiber a pest more dire than that
which disappeared beneath the floods of the Nile.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY — 1869


TIDINGS OF MRS. BAT’S-EYES.


BY SEARCHWELL


A FEW years after Christian had crossed the river, having gotten a warrant
from the Lord of pilgrims, to go to the City of Destruction, and fetch
thence divers of his rebellious servants, I went thither and tarried therein,
dwelling in a tent by the wayside; the reason whereof being that it is
forbidden the king’s messengers in any wise to become citizens of so evil a
city, but they are commanded to abide as strangers and sojourners, being
aliens in the town, and not burgesses of it.


Now it came into my mind that I would search out and enquire for those
ancient inhabitants of this city, who lived in the days of Christian and his
wife Christiana, the fame of whose pilgrimage hath gone abroad unto the
ends of the earth, if perchance any of them should be yet alive. It was my
hap to light upon one Mistress Talkative, the wife of him who joined
company with Christian and Faithful, just before they came to Vanity Fair.
She is somewhat aged, and withered in her limbs, but in her mouth and
cheeks she looketh like a young maiden, and certainly she hath lost none of
her power of speech, but is withal so glib with her talk, that the selfsame
which Christian said of her husband is true of her, she will beguile with her
tongue twenty of them that know her not. She dwelleth still in the old
house in Prating Row, and like her husband, she is something more comely
at a distance than at hand. From this woman I learned the history, pedigree,
age, marriage, character, health, wealth, temper, repute, and dealings of so
many of her neighbors as I asked after, and many more besides; and
moreover she desired to tell me of their children, their lovers, their eating,
drinking, clothing, and such like; and if I could have borne to hear her, I
dare affirm, she would fain have told me their very hearts, and inward and
secret thoughts, for these escaped not the reach of her tongue.
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She seemeth to be as the bird, which uttereth that which is spoken in the
bed-chamber, but withal she is an arrant liar and twister of the truth,
whensoever she hath an ill-will to any of her neighbors. From her I took
words as men take apples which they pare before they eat; or as eggs, the
one half of which are rotten, and therefore need testing before they be
eaten; and indeed, when I had winnowed her talk, and blown away nine
parts out of ten as worthless chaff, there was great plenty left, even good
measure, pressed down, and running over, which if I had been so inclined,
would have even smothered me in its heaps. She is a woman of some use
to such a stranger to the town as I am, for she knoweth every house, and
keepeth a register of every one that lodgeth in it; so that one needeth not to
kneck at a peradventure at any door to seek one whom he desireth to know
of, but hath only to ask of her; and let the place be in the darkest lane, or
winding alley, straightway she saith, “Yea, I know it right well;” and she
beginneth some history concerning the dwellers in it.


At my first sight of her she was sitting at the door of her house, taking the
air in the cool of the evening with two or three gossips, whose names none
need enquire after, seeing that the less that is known of them the better for
the peace of one’s mind. Seeing me to be a newcomer to the town, she
saluted me of her own accord, hoping to gather some new thing at my
mouth; but withal in a few moments she had forgotten to seek news of me,
being so pleased with the sound of her own tongue and taken up with the
desire of telling me concerning her acquaintance and kinsfolk. She told me
that she remembered Christiana well, and that she was a decent woman,
who would take a dish of tea and be be merry with her neighbors, till she
took up with the melancholy, peevish tempers of her husband, and must
needs follow him in his mad pilgrimage. “One would have thought,” said
she, “that one fool was enough in a family; but, no doubt it runneth in the
blood, for that woman was quite crazed after her husband’s death. They
tell me there is a book written concerning her, but they that lived near her,
and ought to know, could tell a many things of her that for my part I
should not care to utter, for I hate all backbiting and tale-bearing. This
much, however, I do know, she was as unmannerly and haughty towards
me as her husband was to my dear spouse who hath lately departed, who
was as fair-speaking and good-natured a gentleman as ever talked; and,
moreover, a very religious man, and one who could argue and dispute like
the best of pilgrims. I was with her neighbors when they called in to see
Christiana in her fits, and a more notable company of women cannot be
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found within the walls of this city, but the willful woman would have none
of them, and went her ways like one bewildered, befooled with her own
obstinacy.”


When Mistress Talkative waited a second to take breath, I made speed to
ask her whether she knew one Mrs. Bat’s-eyes, who was of those who
would have kept Christiana from seeking the Celestial City. “Ay, ay,” said
she,” I know her well enough; she is as good a woman as will be met with
in a day’s march, and she is a great lady too, only Bat’s-eyes is not now her
name, for she is married into a rich family of great title and repute. Her first
husband was so weak in the eyes as not to be able to see anything in the
sunlight, and once upon a time, walking abroad at noon with the blind
priest of his own parish, that is to say the parish of St. Elymas the Great,
they both fell into a ditch, and the poor man perished in the mire. A very
fine funeral sermon there was preached for him from the text, ‘I will give
thee the treasures of darkness.’ Now it was so, that her husband being
dead, the widow had many suitors, and among the rest one Sir Herod
Hateligt, who was of the honorable jury that condemned that scandalous
fellow, Faithful. He being a personable man, and having large estates in
Blindmanshire, commended himself much to the widow, and the more so
because they both agreed to love darkness rather than light, and delighted
much with thick curtains and dark shutters to keep out every beam of
sunshine from their chambers. She liveth at this day in the finest square of
this city, and her husband is an alderman, and was not long ago mayor of
the town; a. rare hater of your canting pilgrims, I warrant you, though the
times are so altered that he cannot dispatch them out of the way as he once
did, and the more’s the pity.”


How much more I might have heard I know not, but this sufficed me; and
as I would fain learn more of Mrs. Bat’s-eyes, that is now Lady Hate-light,
I first would see her husband; and therefore, in due time, I turned my feet
towards the court wherein he sat as an alderman and as justice of the
peace. His honor — for so they called him, for the men of the City of
Destruction are very lavish in giving and taking honor one of another —
had haled before him a prisoner whom I at once perceived to be in very
truth a son of the famous Evangelist who, in the days of Christian, was
employed by my Master in the suburbs of this city. This man, being very
valiant for the truth, had dared to preach and teach such as might gather
around him in the streets, having chosen out-of-the-way corners, where he
did by no means hinder the lawful traffic, or molest those who passed by
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the way. Nevertheless, certain of the men of the city being angered that he
taught the people had laid to his charge that he did obstruct the king’s
highway, and bawl and shout at so lusty a rate as to disturb the quiet of the
city, and create a stir and hubbub whereby the authority of the great prince
Beelzebub was much endangered.


Now, because there sat upon the bench with him one Mr. Smooth-man,
who thought it ill to be severe upon such fools and bedlams as he lightly
judged the young man Evangelist to be, and as, moreover, the old cage for
pilgrims was in a ruinous state, this Hatelight determined within himself to
dismiss the prisoner at the bar with a warning and an admonition. Thus
spake he, in high wrath and dudgeon, “Sirrah, thou art again brought before
us, upon the charge of gathering together a company of lewd fellows of the
baser sort, who stand in the ways and places of concourse, hindering those
that pass by the ways, and troubling the respectable inhabitants of this
ancient and loyal city. Thinkest thou that we will suffer thee to cry aloud in
our streets, railing at and reviling the great lords Beelzebub and Apollyon
and Legion, with their companions, who are the patrons of our fairs and
markets, and by whom we get our wealth.* Thy voice is as the roaring of
the bulls of Bashan, and thy speech is utterly contemptible. Thou shalt be
silenced, and the town shall be in quiet, or it shall cost thee dear. I
remember well when such as thou art would have been laid in the stocks,
or their tongues cut out. I would that even now I could stop thy fanatical
rant by the gallows. The gospel! A pretty gospel! Thou preachest hell and
damnation! Who among us ever sought thee or paid thee for thy gospel?
We hate it: our old parish religion is good enough for us, and I tell thee
plainly we will have none of thy hypocritical cant dinned into our ears. Go
about thy business, and keep thyself quiet or I’ll teach thee and the fanatics
that howl at thy heels, that the law knoweth how to shut your naughty
mouths.” My Master’s young champion was fain to speak and ask a
question, and after some ado they gave him audience. He said that he did in
no way whatever let or stay the lawful trade of the city, that he had chosen
a place wherein there was large room and but few who passed thereby. and
therefore he was not guilty as his accusers had falsely witnessed.
Moreover, whereas it was alleged that the sound of his voice was so great
and terrible as to molest the quiet of the householders, he affirmed that this
also was a charge whereof no man could maintain just cause. For he made
bold to tell the court that certain musicians who afore-time had created no
small noise in Vanity Fair, had been hired to make great sound with drums,
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bugles, fifes, and horns in a public place of the city, and that, too, on the
day which by the laws of a greater prince than Beelzebub was ordained to
be a day of rest and worship And whereas these players on instruments,
notwithstanding their outrageous din, were by no means seized by the
officers and charged with being breakers of the peace, it seemed to be but
sorry justice, and even a perverting of fair dealing, that he who used no
trumpet, save only his tongue, should be said to disturb the peace of the
city. To which Hatelight answered, in a towering rage, “We care nothing
concerning thy Sabbath and thy gospel cant. These players on instruments
of music are worthy and notable men, and by no means shall they be
hindered or evil entreated. They are in the pay of honorable gentlemen,
friends of mine own, who do well to spite both thee and thy Lord’s day.
They ravish the ears of the inhabitants of this city, even as did the multitude
of their brethren, who served the great king Nebuchadnezzar, with their
flutes, harps, sackbuts, psalteries, and all kinds of music. Knowest thou not
that this ancient borough is, always hath been, and always shall be, loyal to
Apollyon; and therefore both thou thyself, and thy melancholy doctrines
and bedlamite discoursings are an offense to them, a very stink in their
nostrils, and a grating in their ears. Sirrah, I take thee to be an arrant
knave, and doubtless thou makest a fine market of thy preachments and
prayings: I warrant · t thee thou art well paid, or as the proverb hath it, ‘No
penny no paternoster.’ I’ll stop thy music for thee, therefore beware how
thou dost defy the law a second time. I hate this gospel and thee also; stand
down, and hold thine impudent tongue, or I will make thee rue the day.”


How truly is it written by the wise man of old, “Evil men and transgressors
will wax worse and worse!” When men cannot act as they desire, because
somewhat is abroad which hindereth them, yet their stomachs are as high
as ever against the gospel, and their heart burneth like a flaming oven
against the Lord and against his Anointed. Verily the time cometh in which
those who labor to quench the light of Israel shall have their own candle
put out for ever.


“Hatelight, beware, in vain thou dost essay
To quench the sun which bringeth day;


For as God lives and loveth light,
The hour draws nigh which endeth night.”


Madame Hatelight is a meet companion and fit wife for her lord. She
hateth schools and books, especially if they be cheap and teach the ways of
godliness. “Why,” saith her ladyship, “nothing has gone well since every
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Tom, Dick, and Harry, hath learned his letters and set up for a scholar. The
lower orders respect not their betters as they used to do, and they talk even
to admiration, concerning their rights and their souls. The world is at a
sorry pass indeed when men prate of their souls; and will not leave such
things to their clergy and the gentlefolk, who have understanding and
learning. A parcel of noisy fellows set themselves to entice away the people
from the old religion, and cry up what they call education. I cannot endure
their prating. A set of ploughmen and servants pretend to know better than
the parish priests, and say that the common herd are to judge for
themselves. Not one single crown will I give to their schools, and their
classes, and their missions. By these cometh all manner of evil, for they set
men by the ears jangling about matters which are none of their business,
and they puff up the vulgar with such conceit that they follow after men
who are given to change, and they pull down the old customs, and go
about to turn the world upside down.” Her ladyship waxeth very wrath if
she chanceth to meet a pilgrim, but she herself is wonderfully religious and
goeth to a church at the corner of the English street, which hath a door in
the Roman Row, for in this church they burn candles, the light whereof
suiteth her eyes. She cannot away with the word of God, but she doateth
on her Prayer-book, and more especially on those places thereof which tell
her that she was made a member of Christ, a child of God, and an inheritor
of the kingdom of heaven when the priest did bespatter her forehead while
yet she was in the arms of her nurse. She loveth a shaven crown and a
black hood, and dealeth much in all Roman wares. She weareth a cross
though she hateth the religion of him that died on it. A cloud of incense
charmeth her. She believeth darkness to be light and the darker the city
becometh the happier she is. And truly she has much to please her at this
present; for what with the smoke from Mr. Sacra-mentarian’s new forges,
and the fogs from the old marshes of unbelief, and the general smother of all
sorts of smiths and potters, and especially of the brewers, the city is often
dark as pitch, and even at noonday one can hardly see the sun. However,
my Master’s servants still find out chosen men in this City of Destruction
who feel their burden of sin, and therefore are willing to go on pilgrimage,
and therefore Hatelight and his spouse are ill at ease; but as for the servants
of the Great King, our souls abide in patient waiting, being steadfast, un-
moveable, always abounding in our Lord’s work.


Much more might I have written, but it may fall to my lot to use my quill
hereafter.
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ON COMMENTING


A LECTURE DELIVERED TO THE STUDENTS OF THE
PASTORS’ COLLEGE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON


PREACHING in the olden time consisted very much more of exposition than
it does now. I suppose that the sermons of the primitive Christians were for
the most part expositions of lengthy passages of the Old Testament; and
when copies of the gospels, and the epistles of Paul, had become accessible
to the churches, the chief work of the preacher would be to press home the
apostolical teaching’s by delivering an address, the back-bone of which
would be a complete passage of Scripture: there would probably be but
faint traces of divisions, heads and points, such as we employ in modern
discoursing, but the teacher would follow the run of the passage which was
open before him, commenting as he read. I suppose this to have been the
case. because some of the early Christian modes of worship were founded
very much upon that of the synagogue. I say some of the modes, since I
suppose that as the Lord Jesus left his disciples free from rubrics and
liturgies, each church worshipped according to the working of the free
Spirit among them, one with the open meeting of the Corinthians, and
another with a presiding minister, and a third with a mixture of the two
methods. In the synagogue, it was the rule of the Rabbis that never less
than twenty-two verses of the law should be read at one time, and the
preaching consisted of notes upon a passage of that length. Such a rule
would be a mere superstition if we were slavishly bound by it, but I could
almost wish that the custom were re-established, for the present plan of
preaching from short texts, together with the great neglect of commenting
publicly upon the Word is very unsatisfactory. We cannot expect to deliver
much of the teaching of Holy Scripture by picking out verse by verse, and
holding these up at random. The process resembles that of showing a
house by exhibiting separate bricks. It would be an astounding absurdity if
our friends used our private letters in this fashion, and interpreted them by
short sentences disconnected and taken away from the context. Such
expositors would make us out to say in every letter all we ever thought of,
and a great many things besides far enough from our minds; while the real
intent of our epistles would probably escape attention. Nowadays, since
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expository preaching is not so common as it ought to be, there is the more
necessity for our commenting during the time of our reading the
Scriptures. Since topical preaching, hortatory preaching, experimental
preaching, and so on — all exceedingly useful in their way — have almost
pushed proper expository preaching out of place, there is the more need
that we should, when we read passages of Holy Writ, habitually give
running comments upon them.


I support my opinion with this reason: that public reading of the abstruser parts
of Scripture is of exceedingly little use to the majority of the people listening. I can
recollect hearing in my younger days long passages out of Daniel, which
might have been exceedingly instructive to me if I had obtained the
remotest conception of what they meant. Take again, parts of the prophecy
of Ezekiel, and ask yourselves what profit can arise from their perusal by
the illiterate, “unless some man shall guide them?” What more edification
can come from a chapter in English which is not understood, than from the
same passage in Hebrew or Greek? The same argument which enforces
translation demands exposition. If but a few explanatory words are thrown
in by a judicious reader, it is wonderful how luminous obscure portions
may be made. Two or three sentences will often reveal the drift of a whole
chapter; the key of a great difficulty may be presented to the hearer in half-
a-score words, and thus the public reading may be made abundantly
profitable. I once saw a school of blind children among the charming ruins
of York Abbey, and could not help pitying their incapacity to enjoy so
much beauty: how willingly would I have opened their eyes! Are ignorant
people wandering among the glories of Scripture much less to be pitied?
Who will refuse them the light?


Abundant evidence has come before me that brief comments upon Scripture in
our ordinary services are most acceptable and instructive to our people. I have
often heard from working men and their wives, and from merchants and
their families, that my own expositions have been most helpful to them.
They testify that when they read the Bible at home in the family, the
exposition makes it doubly precious to them; and the chapter which they
had unprofitably read in course at family prayers, when they peruse it the
next time, recollecting what their minister has said upon it, becomes a real
delight to them. The mass of our hearers, in London at least, do not, to any
appreciable extent, read commentaries or any other books which throw a
light upon the Scriptures. They have neither the money nor the time to do
so; and if they are to be instructed in the Word of God in things which they
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cannot find out by mere experience, and are not likely to have explained to
them by their associates, they must get that instruction from us, or nowhere
else; nor do I see how we are to give them such spiritual assistance except
through the regular practice of exposition.


Besides, if you are in the habit of commenting, it will give you an opportunity
of saying many things which are not of sufficient importance to become the theme of
a whole sermon, and therefore would probably remain unnoticed, to the great
loss of the Lord’s people and others. It is astounding what a range of truth,
doctrinal, practical, and experimental, Holy Scripture brings before us; and
equally worthy of admiration is the forcible manner in which that truth is
advanced. Hints given in the way in which the word of God offers them are
always wise and opportune; as, for instance, the rebukes which the Word
administers might have seemed too severe had they been made by the
pastor, unsustained by the Word and unsuggested by it, but arising out of
the chapter they cannot be resented. You can both censure sins and
encourage virtues by dilating upon the histories which you read in the
inspired records, whereas you might never have touched upon them had
not the chapter read brought the matter before you. If you want to make
full proof of your ministry, and to leave no single point of revelation
untouched, your easiest mode will be to comment upon Scripture
habitually. Without this, much of the Word will be utterly unknown to
many of your people. It is a very sad fact that they do not read so much as
they should at home; the ungodly in England scarcely read the Bible at all;
and if only that part which we preach upon be expounded to them, how
little of the Bible can they ever know! If you will mark your Bibles with
lines under the texts from which you have spoken, as I have always done
with an old copy which I keep in my study, you will discover that in twelve
or fourteen years very little of the book has been gone through; a very
large proportion of it remains unmarked, like a field nnploughed. Try, then,
by exposition, to give your people a fair view of the entire compass of
revelation; take them as it were to the top of Nebo, and show them the,
whole land from Dan to Beersheba, and prove to them that everywhere it
floweth with milk and honey.


Earnestly do I advocate commenting. It is unfashionable in England,
though somewhat more usual beyond the Tweed. The practice was hardly
followed up anywhere in England a few years ago, and it is very
uncommon still. It may be pressed upon you for one other reason, namely,
that in order to execute it well, the commentbg minister will at first have to study
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twice as much as the mere preacher, because he will be called upon to prepare
both his sermons and his expositions. As a rule, I spend much more time
over the exposition than over the discourse. Once start a sermon with a
great idea, and from that moment the discourse forms itself without much
labor to the preacher, for truth naturally consolidates and crystallizes itself
around the main subject like sweet crystals around a string hung up in
syrup; but as for the exposition, you must keep to the text, you must face
the difficult points, and must search into the mind of the Spirit rather than
your own. You will soon reveal your ignorance as an expositor if you do
not study; therefore diligent reading will be forced upon you. Anything
which compels the preacher to search the grand old Book is of immense
service to him. If any are jealous lest the labor should injure their
constitutions, let them remember that mental work up to a certain point is
most refreshing, and where the Bible is the theme, toil is delight. It is only
when mental labor passes beyond the bounds of common sense that the
mind becomes enfeebled by it, and this is not usually reached except by
injudicious persons, or men engaged on subjects which are unrefreshing
and disagreeable; but our subject is a recreative one, and to young men like
ourselves the vigorous use of our faculties is a most healthy exercise.
Classics and mathematics may exhaust us, but not the volume of our
Father’s grace, the charter of our joys, the treasure of our wealth.


A man to comment well should be able to read the Bible in the original. Every
minister should aim at a tolerable proficiency both in the Hebrew and the
Greek. These two languages will give him a library at a small expense, an
inexhaustible thesaurus, a mine of spiritual wealth. Really the effort of
acquiring a language is not so prodigious that brethren of moderate abilities
should so frequently shrink from the attempt. A minister ought to attain
enough of these tongues to be at least able to make out a passage by the
aid of a lexicon, so as to be sure that he is not misrepresenting the Spirit of
God in his discoursings, but is, as nearly aa he can judge, giving forth what
the Lord intended to reveal by the language employed. Such knowledge
would prevent his founding doctrines upon expressions in our version
when nothing a; all analogous is to be found in the inspired original. This
has been done by preachers time out of mind, and they have shouted over
an inference drawn from a shall, or an if gathered out of the translation, with
as much assurance of inh!libilitv and sense of importance as if the same
hmguage had occurred in the words which the Holy Ghost used. At such
times, we, have been reminded of the story told by the late beloved Henry
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Craik, in his book, on the Hebrew language. At one time, the Latin Vulgate
was so constantly spoken of as the very word of God, that a Roman
Catholic theologian thus coremcured upon Genesis 1:10: — “ The
gathering’ together of the waters called he seas.” The Latin term for seas is
Maria. On this ground, the writer asks, “What is the gathering together of
waters but the accumulation of all the graces into one place, that is, into
the Virgin Mary (Maria)? But; there is this distinction, that Maria (the seas)
has the (i) short, because that which the seas contain is only of a transitory
nature, while the gifts and graces of the blessed Virgin (Maria) shall endure
for ever.” Such superlative` nonsense may be indulged in if we forget that
translations cannot be verbally inspired, and that to the original is the last
appeal.


Fail not to be expert in the use of your Concordance. Every day I live I
thank God more and more for ,hat poor half-crazy Alexanter Cruden. Of
course you have read his life, which is prefixed to the concordance; it
exhibits him as a man of diseased mind, once or twice the inmate of a
lunatic asylum, but yet, for all that, successfully devoting his energies to
producing a work of absolutely priceless value; which never has been
improved upon, and probably never will be; a volume which must ever
yield the greatest possible assistance to a Christian minister, being as
necessary to him as a plane to the carpenter, or a plough to the
husbandman. Be sure you buy a genuine unabridged Crnden, and none of
the modern substitutes; good as riley may be at the price, they are a
delusion and a snare to ministers, and should never be tolerated in the
manse library. To consider cheapness in purchasing a Concordance is folly.
You need only one; have none but the best. At the head of each notable
word, Cruden gives you its meaning, and very often all its particular shades
of meaning, so that he even helps you in sermonizing. When you have read
his headings, by following out the concordance you will observe
connections in which the word occurs, which most advantageously and
correctly fix its meaning. Thus will the Word of God be its own key. A
good textuary is a good theologian; be then well skilled in using Crnden.


I make but small account of most reference Bibles; they would be very useful
if they were good for anything; but it is extremely easy to bring out; a
reference Bible which has verbal and apparent references, and nothing
more. You will often turn to a reference, and will have to say, “Well, it is a
reference, certainly, in a way; for it contains the same word, but it contains
no reference in the sense that the one text will explain the other.” The
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useful reference cuts the diamond with a diamond, comparing spiritual
things with spiritual; it is a *bought-reference, and not a word-reference. If
you meet with a really valuable reference Bible, it ‘will be to you what I
once heard a countrynlan call “a reverence Bible,” for it will lead you to
prize more and morc the sacred volume. The best reference Bible is a
thoroughly good concordance. Get the best, keep it always on the table,
use it hourly, and you will have found your best companion.


Need I, after my previous lectures, commend to you the judicious reading
of commentaries! These are called “dead men’s brains” by certain, knowing
people, who claim to give us nothing in their sexmons but what they
pretend the Lord reveals direct to themselves. Yet these men are by no
means original, and often their supposed inspiration is but borrowed wit.
They get a peep at Gill on the sly. The remarks which they give forth as the
Spirit’s mind are very inferior in all respects to what they affect to despise,
namely, the mind of good and learned men. A batch of poems was sent to
me some time ago for The Sword and the Trowel, which were written by a
person claiming to be under the immediate influence of the Holy Spirit. He
informed me that he was passive, and that what was enclosed was written
under the direct physical and mental influence of the Spirit upon his mind
and hand. My bookshelves can show many poems as much superior to
these pretended inspirations as angels are to bluebottles; the miserable
doggerel bore on its face the evidence of imposture. So when I listen to the
senseless twaddle of certain wise gentlemen who are always boasting that
they alone are ministers of the Spirit, I am ashamed of their pretensions and
of them. No, my dear friends, you may take it as a rule that the Spirit of
God does not usually do for us what we can do for ourselves, find that if
religious knowledge is printed in a book, and we can read it, there is no
necessity for the Holy Ghost to make a fresh revelation of it to us, in order
to screen our laziness. Read, then, the admirable commentaries which I
have already introduced to you. Yet be sure you use your own minds too,
or the expounding will lack interest. Here I call to mind two wells in the
courtyard of the Doge’s palace at Venice, upon which I looked with much
interest. One is filled artificially by water brought in barges from a distance,
and few care for its insipid water, the other is a refreshing natural well,
cool and delicious, and the people contend for every drop of it. Freshness,
naturalness, life, will always attract; whereas mere borrowed learning is fiat
and insipid. Mr. Cecil says his plan was, when he laid hold of a Scripture,
to pray over it, and get his own thoughts on it, and then, after he had so
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done, to take up the ablest divines who wrote upon the subject, and see
what their thoughts were. If you do not think, and think much, you will
become slaves and mere copyists. The exercise of your own mind is most
healthful to you, and by perseverance, with divine help, you may expect to
get at the meaning of every understandable passage. So to rely upon your
own abilities as to be unwilling to learn from others is clearly folly; so to
study others as not to judge for yourself is imbecility.


What should be the manner of your public commenting? One rule should be
always to out very carefully wherever a word bears a special’ sense; for rest
assured, in Holy Scripture the same word does not always mean the same
thing. Tim Bible is a book meant for human beings,. and therefore it is
written in human language; and in human language the same word may
signify two or three things. For instance, “a pear fell from a tree;” “a man
fell into drunken habits.” There the meaning of the second word “fell,” is
evidently different from the first, since it is not literal, but metaphorical.
Again, “the cabman mounted the box; the child was pleased with his
Christmas box;” “his lordship is staying at his shooting box.” In each case
there is the same word, but who does not see that there is a great
difference of meaning? So it is in the Word of God. You must explain the
difference between a word used in a peculiar sense, and the ordinary
meaning of the word, and thus you will prevent your people falling into
mistakes. If people will say that the same word in Scripture always means
the same thing, as I have heard some assert publicly, they will make
nonsense of the Word of God, and fall into error through their own
irrational maxims. To set up canons of interpretation for the Book of God
which would be absurd if applied to other writings is egregious folly: it has
a show of accuracy, but inevitably leads to confusion.


The obvious literal meaning of a Scripture is not always the true one, and
ignorant persons are apt enough to hll into the most singular
misconceptions: a judicious remark from the pulpit will be of signal service.
Many persons have accustomed themselves to misunderstand certain texts;
they have learned wrong interpretations in their youth, and will never know
better unless the correct meaning be indicated to them.


We must make sure in our public expositions that obscure and involved
sentences are explained. To overleap difficulties, and only expound what is
already clear, is to make commenting ridiculous. When we speak of
obscure sentences, we mean such as are mostly to be found in the
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prophets, and are rendered dark through the translation, or the Orientalism
of their structure, or through their intrinsic weight of meaning. Involved
sentences most abound in the writings of Paul, whose luxuriant mind was
not to be restrained to any one line of argument. He begins a sentence, and
does not finish it, perhaps, until eight verses further on, and all the
interstices between the commencement and the end of the sentence are
packed full of compressed truth, which it is not always easy to separate
from the general argument. Hints consisting of but two or three words will
let your hearers know where the reasoning breaks off, and where it is taken
up again. In many poetical parts of the Old Testament the speakers change;
as in Solomon’s Song, which is mostly a dialogue. Here perfect nonsense is
often made by reading the passage as if it were all spoken by the same
person. In Isaiah the strain often varies most suddenly; and while one verse
is addressed to the Jews, the next may be spoken to the Messiah or to the
Gentiles. Is it not always well to notify this to the congregation? If the
chapters and verses had been divided with a little common sense, this might
be of less importance, but as our version is so clumsily chopped into
fragments, the preacher must insert the proper paragraphs and divisions as
he reads aloud. In fine, your business is to make the Word plain. In
Lombardy I observed great heaps of huge stones in the fields, which had
been gathered out from the soil by diligent hands to make room for the
crops; your duty is to “gather out the stones,” and leave the fruitful field of
Scripture for your people to till. There are Orientalisms, metaphors,
peculiar expressions, idioms, and other verbal memorabilia which arise from
the Bible having been written in the East; all these you will do well to
explain. To this end be diligent students of Oriental life. Let the geography
of Palestine, its natural history, its fauna and its flora, be as familiar to you
as those of your own native village. Then as you read you will interpret the
Word, and your flock will be fed thereby.


The chief part of your commenting, however, should consist in applying the
truth to the hearts of your hearers, for he who merely understands the meaning
of the letter without understanding how it bears upon the hearts and
consciences of men, is like a man who causes the bellows of an organ to be
blown, and then fails to place his fingers on the keys; it is of little service to
supply men with information unless we urge upon them the practical
inferences therefrom. Look, my brethren, straight down into the secret
chambers of the human soul, and let fall the divine teaching through the
window, and thus light will be carried to the heart and conscience, make
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remarks suitable to the occasion, and applicable to the cases of those
present. Show how a truth which was first heard in the days of David is
still forcible and pertinent in:these modern times, and you will thus endear
the Scriptures to the minds of your people, who prize your remarks much
more than you imagine. Clean the grand old pictures of the divine masters;
hang them up in new frames; fix them on the walls of your people’s
memories; and their well-instructed hearts shall bless you.


Is a caution needed amongst intelligent men? Yes, it must be given. Be sure
to avoid prosiness. Avoid it everywhere, but especially in this. Do not be long
in your notes. If you are supremely gifted, do not be long; people do not
appreciate too much of a good thing; and if your comments are only
second-rate, why, then be shorter still, for men soon weary of inferior
talking. Very little time in the service can be afforded for reading the
lessons; do not rob the prayer and the sermon for the sake of commenting.
This robbing Peter to pay Paul is senseless. Do not repeat incessantly
commonplace things which must have occurred even to a Sunday-school
child. Do not remind your hearers of what they could not possibly have
forgotten. Give them something weighty if not new, so that an intelligent
listener may feel when the service is over that he has learned at least a little.


Again, avoid all pedantry. As a general rule, it may be observed that those
gentlemen who know the least Greek are the most sure to air their rags of
learning in the pulpit; they miss no chance of saying, “The Greek is so-and-
so.” It makes a man an inch and a-half taller by a foolometer, if he
everlastingly lets fall bits of Greek and Hebrew, and even tells the people
the tense of the verb and the case of the noun, as I have known some do.
Those who have no learning usually make a point of displaying the pegs on
which learning ought to hang. Brethren, the whole process of interpretation
is to be carried on in your study; you are not to show your congregation
the process, but to give them the result; like a good cook, who would
never think of bringing up dishes, and pans, and rolling-pin, and spice box
into the dining hall, but without ostentation sends up the feast.


Never strain passages when you are expounding. Be thoroughly honest with the
Word: even if the Scriptures were the writing of mere men, conscience
would demand fairness of you; but when it is the Lord’s own Word, be
careful not to pervert it even in the smallest degree. Let it be said of you,
as I have heard a venerable hearer of Mr. Simeon say of him, “Sir, he was
very Calvinistic when the text was so, and people thought him an Arminian
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when the text was that way, for he always stuck to its plain sense.” A very
sound neighbor of ours once said, by way of depreciating the grand old
Reformer, “John Calvin was not half a Calvinist,” and the remark was
correct as to his expositions, for in them, as we have seen, he always gave
his Lord’s mind and not his own. In the church of St. Zeno, in Verona, I
saw ancient frescoes which had been plastered over, and then covered with
other designs; I fear many do this with Scripture, daubing the text with
their own glosses, and laying on their own conceits. There are enough of
these plasterers abroad, let us leave the evil trade to them and follow an
honest calling.


Use your judgment more than your fancy. Flowers are well enough, but hungry
souls prefer bread. To allegorize with Origen may make men stare at you,
but your work is to fill men’s mouths with truth, not to open them with
wonder.


Do not be carried away with new meanings. Plymouth Brethren delight to fish
up some hitherto undiscovered tadpole of interpretation and cry it round
the town as a rare dainty. Let us be content with more ordinary and more
wholesome fishery. No one text is to be exalted above the plain analogy of
faith, and no solitary expression is to shape our theology for us. Other men
and wiser men have expounded before us, and anything undiscovered by
them it were well to put to test and trial before we boast too loudly of the
treasure-trove.


Do not needlessly amend our authorized version. It is faulty in many places, but
still it is a grand work, taking it for all in all; and it is unwise to be making
every old lady distrust the only Bible she can get, or what is more likely,
mistrust you for falling out with her cherished treasure. Correct where
correction must be for truth’s sake, but never for the vainglorious display
of your critical ability.


If I were bound to deliver a sermon upon the subject in hand I could not
desire a better text than Nehemiah 8:8: “So they read in the book in the law
of God distinctly, and gave the sense, and caused them to understand the
reading.” Here is a hint for the reader as to his leading. Let it always be
distinct. Aim to be good readers, and be the more anxious about it because
few men are so, and all preachers ought to be so. It is as good as a sermon
to hear our best men read the Scriptures, they bring out the meaning by
their correct emphasis and tone. Never fall into the idea that the mere
utterance of the words before you is all that is required of you in reading;
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good reading is a high, but rare attainment. Even if you do not comment,
yet read the chapter previously, and become familiar with it; it is
inexcusable for a man to betray the fact that he is out of his latitude in the
reading, traversing untrodden ground, floundering and picking his way
across country, like a huntsman who has lost his bearings. Never open the
Bible in the pulpit to read the chapter for the first time, but go to the
familiar page after many rehearsals. You will be doubly useful if, in
addition to this, you “gh,e the sense.” You will then, by God’s blessing, be
the pastor of an intelligent, Bible-loving people. You will hear in your
meeting-house that delightful rustle of Bible leaves which is so dear to the
lover of the Word; your people will open their Bibles looking for a feast.
The Word will become increasingly precious to yourself, your knowledge
will enlarge, and your aptness to teach will become every day more
apparent. Try it, my brethren; for even if you should see cause to
discontinue it, at least no harm will come of the attempt.


SPRINGS UNCOVERED


STANDING near the remarkable spring at Ewell, in Sarrev, and watching the
uprising of the waters, one sees at the boa;ore’of the pool innumerable
circles with smaller circles within them, from which extremely fine sand is
continually being upheaved by the force of the rising water. Tiny geysers
upheave their little founts, and from a myriad openings bubble up with the
clear crystal. The perpetual motion of the water, and the leaping of the
sand are most interesting. It is not like the spring-head in the field, where
the cooling liquid pours forth perpetually from a spout, all unseen, till it
plunges into its channel; nor like the river head where the stream weeps
from a mass of mossy rock; but here are the fountains of earth’s hidden
deeps all unveiled and laid bare, the very veins of nature opened to the
public gaze. How would it amaze us if we could in this fashion peer into
the springs of human character and see whence words and actions flow!
What man would wish to have his designs and aims exposed to every
onlooker? But why this aversion to being known and read of all men? The
Christian’s motives and springs of action should be so honest and pure that
he might safely defy inspection. He who has nothing to be ashamed of has
nothing to conceal. Sincerity can afford, like our first parents in Paradise,
to be naked and not ashamed.
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If other men cannot read our motives we ought at least to examine them
carefully for ourselves. Day by day with extreme rigor must we search into
our hearts. Motive is vital to the goodness of an action. He who should
give his body to be burned might yet lose his soul if his ruling passion were
obstinacy, and not desire for God’s glory. Self may be sought under many
disguises, and the man may be utterly unaware that thus he is losing all
acceptance with God. We must not impute ill motives to others, but we
must be equally clear of another more fascinating habit, namely, that of
imputing good motives to ourselves. Severity in estimating our own
personal character very seldom becomes excessive; our partiality is usually
more or less blinding to our judgment. We will not suspect ourselves if we
can help it; evidence must be very powerful before it can convince us of
being governed by sordid aims. The stream of generosity does not always
spring from gratitude to God. Zeal is not at all times the offspring of deep-
seated faith. Even devotional habits may be fostered by other than holy
affections. The highest wisdom suggests that we spend much patient and
impartial consideration upon a matter so fundamental as the heart’s intent
in the actions which it directs. “If thine bye be single, thine whole body
shall be full of light.” Dear reader, stand by thine inner springs and watch,
and make faithful notes of what thou seest, lest thou be deceived.


THE “DARBY BRETHREN.”


From one of the most earnest workers in London we have received the following
letter. We only withhold the name at our own discretion, the author was quite willing
that his signature should be printed with his letter. We have also received an
explanatory letter from Mr. W. Kelly, denying many of the statements of Mr. Grant,
but such a disclaimer has first of all a bearing ,upon Mr. Grant, and only
secondarily/ upon us, and we must leave him to corroborate his own evidence, or to
withdraw it. Little that is done, are can only say that our own experience leads us to
believe that all alleged may very well be tmte; for match else of like nature we have
seen and feit.]


DEAR SIR, — If any more testimony were needed in confirmation of the
admirable and truthful article in this month’s Sword and Trowel, I could give
much from personal experience, and the more so that I had a narrow or
rather providential escape from fidling into the meshes of this truly
Jesuitical system, which would probably have dried up .every loving feeling
in my heart, and sapped away every earnest desire for winning perishing
souls for Jesus. I can endorse from personal observation almost every
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sentence in your article as to the effect of Darbyism on personal character,
though I was not aware before of the extent of the unscripturalness of their
doctrines. It would be well if your article could be put into the hands of
every Darbyite not too deeply inoculated with the pernicious principles of
Darbyism, and circulated far and wide in every evangelical congregation of
Christians.


The following story illustrating the principles and effects of Darbyism, and
which I fear is only a sample of many others, I can vouch for: — Some
years ago I attended an evening meeting for studying the word of God
where believers of various denominations met, and for some time it went
on very happily. In an evil hour an old Darbyite joined our meeting, and by
his winning ways, gained a considerable influence, invited several of the
brethren to his own house, to instruct them more fully in the new doctrines.
The result was, they left the various churches in which they had been
earnestly working for God, not to become unsectarian, but to unite with a
sect more exclusive than any save the church of Rome. Three were
members of the Tabernacle; one was a fellow worker with myself, one of
the most loving spirits, my own son, in the Gospel, with a conscience so
tender that he could not rest at night without doing something for his Lord.
Those among them whom I still know personally have become the most
selfish,’ unfeeling, and censorious of any Christians I know. Darbyism has
so changed them as to quench every earnest purpose, to make them live
only for the mutual edification of their narrow clique, and render them
oblivious to the claim of the perishing millions around them. From being
successful workers in the Master’s cause, they have settled down at their
ease in Zion, only to make a spasmodic effort when the Spirit moves them,
which is very seldom. Were these brethren to allow the same liberty to
others that they claim for themselves, we should not complain, but ‘this
they refuse — “They are the people,” every other Christian is wrong; no
matter how earnestly a man is working, or how many souls are added to
the Lord by his ministry, if he cannot utter the Shibboleth of Darbyism, he
is counted the veriet heretic. The scriptural text, “every tree is known by ifs
Fruit,” is utterly ignored; and while compelled to recognize the paucity of
converts to the gospel through their preaching, and the mighty results
through unorthodox laborers, it all goes for nothing: they tell you, with the
greatest calmness, God is sovereign, and works as he wills, though it is
certainly strange that God refuses to bless the select company to whom
alone he has revealed the true interpretation of his will. Two other
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thoughts concerning them might be added, in addition to Mr. Grant’s
evidence. First, preaching the gospel to sinners is but a secondary
consideration, their main thought being “breaking bread on Lord’s-day
morning;” and though this precious ordinance is called by them by so
simple a name, it is exalted to almost the same position and importance as
the lying Romish sacrifice. The Christian brethren who are not actually
taking a share in the preaching, by their own testimony, seldom attend the
“gospel preaching,” not needing to hear a reiteration of such simple
principles, but remain at home on Sunday afternoon and evenings “studying
the word,” gaining more and more light while shutting it out from a dying
world. Secondly, the Lord’s-day is utterly ignored; about its claim they
have literally no conscience. One of the most intelligent of them assured me
he would as soon buy and sell on that day as any other except so far as it
hindered worship; and dose weak minded believers who are abolish as to
testify against the desecration of the day of rest, are looked upon with
supreme contempt. Much might also be added of the guiltiness of the
Darby brethren in neglecting missionary and benevolent works; unlike him
they call their Master, they cannot descend to the earthly wants of poor
sinners, but leave them to the tender mercies of their fellow sinners; and
such . man of God as George Muller, before whose mighty faith they might
well shrink, comes ht for a fair share of their execration. To any earnest
workers for Jesus who want to take ease without compunction, to shut
their hearts and pockets to the cries of those who seek their compassion, to
shirk the responsibilities God has laid upon them as Christian men and
citizens, to shut up the genial sympathy they now feel to all who love the
Savior, and to sneak into heaven without having a jewel to deck their
crown — I would say join the Darbyites.


Yours very truly in the Lord,
_______


SPLINTERS.


WHAT a mistake to imagine that, by hearing first one preacher and then
another, we can derive benefit to our souls! More is wanted than such
hearing. A raven may fly from cage to cage, but it is not thereby changed
into a dove. Go from room to room of the royal feast, and the sight of the
tables will never stay thy hunger. Reader, the main thing is to have and
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hold. the truth personally and inwardly; if this be not seen to thou wilt die
in thy sins, though ten thousand voices should direct thee to the way of
salvation. Pkv indeed is it that the bulk of hearers are hearers only, and are
no more likely to go to heaven than the seats they sit on in the assembly of
the saints.


A neighbor near my study persists in practicing upon the flute. He bores
my ears as with an auger, and renders it almost an impossibility to think.
Up and down his scale he runs remorselessly, until even the calamity of
temporary deafness would almost be welcome to me. Yet he teaches me
that I must, practice if I would be perfect; must exercise myself unto
godliness if I would be skillful, must, in fact, make myself familiar with the
word of God, with holy living, and saintly dying. Such practice moreover
will be as charming as my neighbor’s flute is intolerable.


HINDHEAD


ON one of the hottest days of a sultry July, two of us, weary and worn
from a long and dusty tramp along the Portsmouth road, reached at length
the top of Hindhead. Not a tree or a’shrub within hail, and the sun pouring
down remorselessly a flood of fire, there was no sign of shadow except
from a large stone cross which garnished Hindhead’s summit. That cross
was elaborately adorned with Latin inscriptions, and in form was accurate
and classical; but its shadow was too narrow to furnish perfect shade even
for one, much less for two. The shadow was most refreshing, but there was
not enough of it, and one traveler must, parched as he was, stand or lie
down beneath Sol’s blazing beams, for there was no room for him within
the cooling shade. Thus may it be with the gospel of Jesus as set forth by
some ministries. Jesus is eloquently talked of, but the freeness of his grace
and the abundant power of his blood are not enforced; or it may be
systematic theology is the preacher’s idol, and Christ is nan’owed down to
the creed; accuracy of doctrine is fostered, but the Christ who is set forth
has no breadth of love, no vastness of shade for the refreshment of weary
sinners. At the same time too many take away the solid character of the
atonement altogether, and, while aiming at breadth, give us instead of a
granite cross a mere gauze with no shade at all. The true scriptural idea of
the atonement is “The shadow of a great rock in a weary land.” The motto
of the gospel of Jesus is, “And yet there is room.”
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Oh, the blessed shadow of Christ’s cross! All the flocks of the Lord lie
down under it, and rest in peace; millions of souls are delivered by it from
the heat of vengeance, and myriads more shall find a covert within it from
the wrath to come. Dear reader, are you within the shadow of the
Crucified? Does he stand between God and your soul to ward off from you
the burning beams of justice, which your sins so richly deserve, by bearing
them himself . If you perish from want of shelter it will not be because
there was no room for you in Christ, for no sinner was ever sent away for
that reason, and none ever will be. If you die in the fierce heat of divine
wrath, you will have yourself alone to blame, for there is the shadow of the
groat propitiation, cool and refreshing, and it is at every moment accessible
to simple faith. If you refuse to believe, and count yourself unworthy of
salvation, your blood must lie at your own door. Come, now, into the sure
and blessed shelter, lest the sunstroke of despair should wither thee. Once
beneath the shadow of Jesus, the sun shall not smite thee by day, nor the
moon by night; thou shalt abide under the shadow of the Almighty. “The
Lord is thy keeper: the Lord is thy shade upon thy right hand.” He who
would fain find the shelter of the cross, let him sing and pray with all his
heart.


“Where is the shadow of that rock
Which from the sun defends thy flock!
Fain would I feed among thy sheep,


Among them rest, among them sleep.”


From My Note Book. — C. H. S.


BATTLEMENTS.


AN ADDRESS BY C, H. SPUEGEON.


IN Deuteronomy 22:8, we meet with an interesting law which in its letter
was binding on the Jewish people, and in its spirit furnishes an admirable
rule for us upon whom the ends of the earth are come. “When thou buildest
a new house, then thou shall make a battlement for thy roof, that shall bring not
blood upon to because, if any man fall from then.”


It is not necessary to inform this audience that the roofs of Eastern
dwellings were flat, and that the inhabitants were accustomed to spend
much of their time upon the tops of their houses, not only conversing there
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during the day, but sleeping there at night. If the roofs were without any
fencing or protection around their edge, it might often happen that little
children would fall over, and not infrequently grown .up. persons might
inadvertently make a false step and suffer serious injury, if not death itself.
Where there were no railings or low walls around the roof, accidents
frequently occurred, but God commanded his people, while they were yet
in the wilderness, that when they came into the promised land, and
proceeded to build houses, they should take care in every case to build a
sufficient battlement that it might not be lost through preventable casualty,
for in that case the guilt of blood would lie upon them. This careful
command clearly shows us that God holds life to be very valuable, and that
as he would not permit us to kilt by malice, so he would not allow us to kill
by negligence, but would have us most tender of human life. Such rules as
the one before us are precedents for sanitary laws, and give the weight of
divine sanction to every wise sanitary arrangement. No man has a right to
be filthy in his person, or his house, or his trade, for even if’ he himself may
flourish amid unhealthy accumulations of dirt, he has no right by his
unclean habits to foster a deadly typhus, or afford a nest for cholera. Those
whose houses are foul, whose rooms are unventilated, whose persons are
disgusting, cannot be said to love their neighbor; and those who create
nuisances in our crowded cities .are guilty of wholesale murder. No man
has a right to do anything which must inevitably lead to the death or to the
injury of those by whom he is surrounded, but he is bound to do all in his
power to prevent any harm coming to his fellow men. That seems to be the
moral teaching of this ordinance of making battlements around the
housetops — teaching, mark you, which I should like all housewives,
working-men, manufacturers, and vestrymen, to take practical note of.


But, if ordinary life be precious, much more is the life of the soul, and,
therefore, it is our Christian duty never to do that which imperils either our
own or other men’s souls. To us there is an imperative call from the great
Master that we care for the eternal interests of others, and that we, so far
as we can, prevent their exposure to temptations which might lead to their
fatal falling into sin.


We shall now lead you to a few meditations which have, in our mind
gathered around the text.


GOD HAS BATTLEMENTED HIS OWN HOUSE. Let this serve as a great truth
with which to begin our contemplations.
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God takes care that all his children are safe. There are high places in his
house, and he does not deny his children the enjoyment of these high
places, but he makes sure that they shall not be in danger there. He sets
bulwarks round about them lest they should suffer evil when in a state of
exaltation.


God in his house has given us many high and sublime doctrines. Timid minds
are afraid of these, but the highest doctrine in Scripture is safe enough
because God has battlemented it; and as no mall need be afraid in the East
to walk on the roof of his house when the battlement is there, so no man
need hesitate to believe the doctrine of election, the doctrine of eternal and
immutable love, or any of the divine teachings which circle around the
covenant of grace, if he will at the same time see that God has guarded
those truths so that none may fall from them to their own destruction.
Take, for instance, the doctrine of election. What a high and glorious truth
this is, that God hath from the beginning chosen his people unto salvation
through sanctification of the Spirit and the belief of the truth! Yet that
doctrine has turned many simpletons dizzy through looking at it apart from
kindred teachings. Some, I do not doubt, have willfully leaped over the
battlement which God has set about this doctrine, and have turned it into
Antinomianism, degrading it into an excuse for evil living, and reaping just
damnation for their willful perversion. But God has been pleased to set
around that doctrine other truths which shield it from misuse. It is true he
has a chosen people, but “by their fruits ye shall know them.” “Without
holiness no man shall see the Lord.” Though he has chosen his people, yet
he has chosen them unto holiness; he has ordained them to be zealous for
good works. His intention is not that they should be saved in their sins, but
saved from their sins, not that they should be carried to heaven as they are,
but that they should be cleansed and purged from all iniquities, and so
made meet to be partakers of the inheritance of the saints in light.


Then there is the sublime truth of the final perseverance of the saints. What
a noble height is that! A housetop doctrine indeed. What a Pisgah view is
to be had from the summit of it! “The Lord will keep the feet of his saints.”
“The righteous also shall hold on his way, and he that hath clean hands
shall be stronger and stouter.” It will be a great loss to us if we are unable
to enjoy the comfort of this truth. There is no reason for fearing
presumption through a firm conviction of the true believer’s safety. Mark
well the battlements which God has builded around the edge of this truth!
He has declared that if these shall fall away, it is impossible “to renew them
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again unto repentance; seeing they crucify to themselves the Son of God
afresh, and put him to an open shame.” If those who are true saints should
altogether lose the life of God that is within their souls, there would remain
no other salvation; if the first salvation could have spent itself unwillingly,
there would be no alternative, but a certain looking for of judgment and of
fiery indignation. When we read warnings such as, “Let him that thinketh
he standeth take heed lest he fall,” and others of that kind, we see how
God has made a parapet around this tower-like truth, so that saints may
ascend to its very summit, and look abroad upon the land that floweth with
milk and honey, and yet their brains need not whirl, nor shall they fall into
presumption and perish. That wonderful doctrine of justification by faith,
which we all hold to be a vital truth, not only of Protestantism but of
Christianity itself, is quite as dangerous by itself as the doctrine of election,
or the doctrine of the final perseverance of the saints; in fact, if a man
means to sin, he can break down every bulwark and turn any doctrine into
an apology for transgression. Even the doctrine that God is merciful,
simple as that is, may be made into an excuse for sin. To return to the
doctrine that we are justified by faith, and not by the works of the law:
Luther put it very grandly, very boldly, and for him very properly; but there
are some who use his phrases, not in Luther’s way, and without Luther’s
reasons for unguarded speaking, and such persons have sometimes done
serious damage to men’s souls by not mentioning another truth which is
meant to be the battlement to the doctrine of faith, namely, the necessity of
sanctification. Where faith is genuine, through the Holy Spirit’s power, it
works a cleansing from sin, a hatred of evil, an anxious desire after
holiness, and it leads the soul to aspire after the image of God. Faith and
holiness are inseparable. “If any man be in Christ, he is a new creature.”
Good works are to be insisted on, for they have their necessary uses. James
never contradicts Paul after all; it is only that we do not understand him.
Both the doctrinal Paul and the practical James spake as they were moved
of the Holy Ghost. Paul builds the tower, and James puts the battlement
around it; Paul conducts us to the summit of God’s house and bids us
rejoice in what we see there, and then James points us to the balustrade
that is built up to keep. us from overleaping the truth to our own
destruction. Thus is each doctrine balanced, bulwarked, and guarded, but
time would fail us to enter into detail, suffice it for us to know that the
palace of truth is battlemented with wisdom and prudence.
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Take another view of the same thought. The Lord has guarded the position,
of his saints if endowed with wealth. Some of God’s servants are, in his
providence, called to very prosperous conditions in life, and prosperity is
fruitful in dangers. It is hard to carry a full cup without a spill. A man may
travel on the ground well enough, and yet find it hard work to walk on a
high rope. A man may be an excellent servant who would make a bad
master; and one may be a good tradesman in a small way who makes a
terrible failure of it as a merchant. Yet be well assured that, if God shall
call any of you to be prosperous, and give you much of this world’s goods,
and place you in an eminent position, he will see to it that grace is given
suitable for your station, and affliction needful for your elevation. The Lord
will put battlements round about you, and it is most probable that these will
not commend themselves to your carnal nature. You are going on right
joyously; everything is “merry as a marriage bell,” but on a sudden you are
brought to a dead stand. You kick against this hindering disappointment,
but it will not move out of your way. You are vexed with it, but there it is.
Oh, how anxious you are to go a step farther, and then you think you will
be supremely happy; but it is just that perfect happiness so nearly within
reach that God will not permit you to attain, for then you would receive
your portion in this life, forget your God, and despise the better land. That
bodily infirmity, that want of favor with the great, that sick child, that
suffering wife, that embarrassing partnership — any one of these may be
the battlements which God has built around your success, lest you should
be lifted up with pride, and your soul should not be upright in you. Does
not this remark east a light upon the mystery of many a painful
dispensation? “Before I was afflicted I went astray, but now have I kept
thy word:” that experience may be read another way, and you may confess,
“Had I not been afflicted I had gone far astray, but now have I kept thy
word.”


‘The like prudence is manifested by our Lord towards those whom he has
seen fit to’ place in positions of eminent service. Those who express great
concern for prominent ministers, because of their temptations, do well, but
they will be even more in the path of duty if they have as much solicitude
about themselves. I remember one whose pride was visible in his very
manner, a person unknown, of little service in the church, but as proud of
his little badly-ploughed, weedy half acre, as ever a man could be, who
informed me very pompously on more than one occasion, that he trembled
lest I should be unduly exalted and puffed up with pride. Now, from his







307


lips, it sounded like comedy, and reminded me of Satan reproving sin. God
never honors his servants with success without effectually preventing their
grasping the honor of their work. If we are tempted to boast he soon lays
us low. tie .always whips behind the door at home those whom he most
honors in public. You may rest assured that if God honors you to win many
souls, you will have many stripes to bear, and stripes you would not like to
tell another of, they will be so sharp and humbling. If the Lord loves you,
he will never let you be lifted up in his service. We have to feel that we are
but just the pen in the Master’s hand, so that if holiness be written on
men’s hearts, the credit will not be ours, but the great Spirit must have all
the praise; and this our heavenly Father has effectual means of securing. Do
not, therefore, start back from qualifying yourself for the most eminent
position, or from occupying it when duty calls. Do not let Satan deprive
God’s great cause of your best service through your unholy bashfulness
and cowardly retirement. The Lord will give his angels charge over you to
keep you in all your ways. If God sets you on the housetop, he will place a
battlement round about you. If he makes you to stand on the high places,
he will make your feet like hinds’ feet, so that you shall not fall. If God
commands you to dash against the enemy single-handed, still “as thy clay
thy strength shall be.” He will uphold thee and preserve thee; on the
pinnacle thou art as secure as in the valley, if Jehovah set thee there.


It is the same with regard to the high places of spiritual enjoyment. Paul was
caught up to the third heavens, and he heard words unlawful for a man to
utter: this was a very high, a very, very high place for Paul’s mind, mighty
brain and heart as he had; but then, there was the battlement — “ Lest I
should be exalted above measure, through the abundance of the
revelations, there was given to me a thorn in the flesh, the messenger of
Satan to buffet me.” Paul was not in love with this drawback; he besought
the Lord thrice to remove i; but still the thorn could not be taken away; for
it was necessary as a battlement around the eminent revelations with which
God had favored his apostle. The temptation, if we are at all happy in the
Lord, is to grow secure. “My mountain standeth firm,” say we, “I shall
never be moved.” Even much communion with Christ, though in itself
sanctifying, may be perverted, through the folly of our flesh, into a cause of
self-security; we may even dream that we are brought so near to Christ that
common temptations are not likely to assail us, and by these very
temptations we ,nay fall. Hence it is that as sure as ever we have high
sensors of enjoyment, we shall sooner or later endure periods of deep
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depression. Scarcely ever is there a profound calm on the soul’s sea, but a
storm is brewing. The sweet day so calm, so bright, shall have its fall, and
the dew of the succeeding night shall weep over its departure. The high hill
must have its following valley, and the flood-tide must retreat at ebb. Lest
the soul should be beguiled to live upon itself, and feed on its frames and
feelings, and by neglect of watchfulness fall into presumptuous sins,
battlements are set round about all hallowed joys, for which in eternity we
shall bless the name of the Lord.


Too many of the Lord’s servants feel as if they were always on the
housetop — always afraid, always full of doubts and fears. They are fearful
lest they shall after all perish, and of a thousand things besides. Satan sets
up scare-crows to keep these timid birds from feeding upon the wheat
which the great Husbandman grows on purpose for them. They scarcely
ever reach the assurance of faith. They are stung by “ifs” and “buts,” like
Israel by fiery serpents, and they can scarcely get beyond torturing fear,
which is as an adder biting the heel. To such we say, Beloved, you shall
find when your faith is weakest, when you are just about to fall, that there
is a glorious battlement all around you; a glorious promise, a gentle word
of the Holy Spirit shall be brought home to your soul, so that you shall not
utterly despair. Have you not felt sometimes that if it had not been for a
choice love-word heard in the past your faith must have given up the ghost;
or if it had not been for that encouraging sermon which came with such
power to your soul, your foot had almost gone, your steps had well-nigh
slipped? Now, the infinite love of God, dear child of God, values you far
too much to allow you to fall into despair.


“‘Mid all your fear, and care, and woe,
His Spirit will not let you go.”


Battlemented by eternal grace shall this roof of the house be, and when you
are tremblingly pacing it, you shall have no cause for alarm.


“Weak as you are, you shall not faint,
Or fainting, shall not die;


Jesus, the strength of every saint,
Will aid you from on high.”


From the fact of divine carefulness we proceed by an easy step to the
consideration that, as imitators of God, we should exercise the like
tenderness; in a word, WE OUGET TO HAVE OUR HOUSES BATTLEMENTED.
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A man who had no battlement to his house might himself fall from the roof
in an unguarded moment. He might be startled in his sleep, and in the dark
mistake his way to the stair-head, or, while day-dreaming, his steps might
slip. Those who profess to be the children of God should, for their own
sakes, see that every care is used to guard themselves against the perils of
this tempted life; they should see to it that their house is carefully
battlemented. If any ask, “How shall we do it?” we reply:


Every man ought to examine himself carefully whether he be in the faith, lest
professing too much, taking too much for granted, he fall and perish. At
times we should close our spiritual warehouse and take stock; a tradesman
who does not like to do that is generally in a bad way. A man who does not
think it wise sometimes to sit down and give half a day, or such time as he
can spare, to a solemn stock-taking of his soul, may be afraid that things
are not going right with him. Lest we should be after all hypocrites, or self-
deceivers; lest, after all, we should not be born again, but should be
children of nature, neatly dressed, but not the living children of God, we
must prove our own selves whether we be in the faith. Let us protect our
souls’ interests with frequent self-examinations.


Better still, and safer by far, go often to the cross, as you think you went at
first. Go every day to the cross; still with the empty hand and with the
bleeding heart, go and receive everything from Christ, and seek to have
your wounds bound up with the healing ointment of his atoning sacrifice.
These are the best battlements I can recommend you: sefexamination on
the one side of the house, and a simple faith in Jesus on the other.


Battlement your soul about well with 2Jrayr, r. Go not out into the world to
look upon the face of man till you have seen the face of God.:Never rush
down from your chamber with such unseemly haste that you have not time
to buckle on your helmet, and gh’d on your breastplate, and your coat of
mail.


Be sure and battlement yourself about with much watchfulness, and,
especially, watch most the temptation peculiar to your position and disposition.
You may not be inclined to be slothful; you may not be fascinated by the
silver of Demas into covetousness, and yet you may be beguiled by
pleasure. Watch, if you have a hasty temper, lest that should overthrow
you; or if yours be a high and haughty spirit, set a double watch to bring
that demon down. If you be inclined to indolence, or, on the other hand, if
hot passions and evil desires are most likely to attack you, cry to the
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Strong for strength; and as he who guards well sets a double guard where
the wall is weakest, so do you.


There are some respects in which every man should battlement his house
by denying himself those indulgences, which might be lawful to others, but
which would prove fatal to himself. The individual who knows his
weakness to be an appetite for drink should resolve totally to abstain.
Every man, I believe, has a particular sin which is a sin to him but may not
be a sin to another. No man’s conscience is to be a judge for another, but
let no man violate his conscience. If thou canst not perform a certain act in
faith, thou must not do it at all; I mean if thou dost not honestly and calmly
believe it to be right, even if it be right in itself, it becomes wrong to thee.
Watch, therefore, watch at all points. Guard yourselves in company, lest
you be carried away by the force of numbers: guard yourselves in solitude,
lest selfishness and pride creep in. Watch yourselves in poverty, lest you
fall into envy of others; and in wealth, lest you become lofty in mind. O
that we may all keep our houses well battlemented, lest we fall and grieve
the Spirit of God, and bring dishonor on Christ’s name.


As each man ought to battlement his house in a spiritual sense with regard
to himself, SO OUGHT EACH MAN TO CARRY OUT THE RULE WITH


REGARD TO HIS FAMILY.


Family religion was the strength of Protestanism at first. It was the glory of
Puritanism and Nonconformity. In the days of Cromwell it is said that you
might have walked down Cheapside at a certain hour in the morning and
you would have heard the morning hymn going up from every house all
along the street, and at night if you had glanced inside each home you
would have seen the family gathered, and the big Bible opened, and family
devotion offered. There is no fear of this land ever becoming Popish if
family prayer be maintained, but if family prayer be swept away, farewell to
the strength of the church. A man should battlement his house for his
children’s sake, for his servants’ sake, for his own sake, by maintaining the
ordinance of family prayer. I may not dictate to you whether you should
sing, or read, or pray; or whether you should do this every morning or
evening, or how many times a-day; I shall leave this to the free Spirit that is
in you, but do maintain family religion, and never let the altar of God burn
low in your habitation.


So in the matter of discipline. If the child shall do everything it chooses to
do, if it do wrong and there be no admonition, if there be no chastisement,
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if the reins be loosely held, if the father altogether neglects to be a priest
and a king in his house, how can he wonder that his children one by one
grow up to break his heart? David had never chastised Absalom, nor
Adonijah, and remember what they became; and Eli’s sons, who never had
more than a soft word or two from their father, how were his ears made to
tingle with the news of God’s judgments upon them! Battlement your
houses by godly discipline, see that obedience be maintained, and that sin is
not tolerated; so shall your house be holiness unto the Lord, and peace
shall dwell therein.


We ought strictly to battlement our houses, as to many things which in this day
are tolerated. I am sometimes asked, “May not a Christian subscribe to a
lottery? May not a Christian indulge in a game of cards? May not a
Christian dance or attend the opera?” Now, I shall not come down to
debate upon the absolute right or wrong of debatable amusements and
customs. The fact is, that if professors do not stop till they are certainly in
the wrong, they will stop nowhere. It is of little use to go on till you are
over the edge of the roof, and then cry, “Halt.” It would be a poor affair
for a house to be without a battlement, but to have a network to stop the
falling person half-way down; you must stop before you get off the solid
standing. There is need to draw the line somewhere, and the line had better
be drawn too soon than too late; and whereas the habit of gambling is the
very curse of this land — ah! during the last Derby week, what blood it has
shed! how it has brought souls to hell and men to an unripe grave! — as
the habit of speculating seems to run through the land, and was doubtless
the true cause of the great panic which shook our nation a few years ago,
there is the more need that we should not tolerate anything that looks like
it. For another reason we should carefully discern between places of public
amusement. Some that are perfectly harmless, recreative, and instructive —
to deny these to our young people would be foolish; but certain
amusements stand on the border ground, between the openly profane and
the really harmless. We say, do not go to these; never darken the doors of
such places. Why? Because it may be the edge of the house, and though
you may not break your neck if you walk along the parapet, yet you are
best on this side of the battlement. You are least likely to fall into sin by
keeping away, and you cannot afford to run risks. We have all heard the
old story of the good woman who required a coachman. Two or three
young fellows came to seek for the situation; each of them she saw and
catechized alone. The first one had this question put to him; “How near







312


could you drive to danger?” lie said, “I do not doubt but that I could drive
within a yard of danger.” “Well, well,” the lady said, “you will not do for
me.” When the second came in, the good woman questioned him in like
manner, “How near could you drive to danger?” “Within a hair’s breath,
Madam,” said he. “Oh!” she said, “that will not suit me at all.” A third was
asked the same question, and he prudently replied, “If you please, madam,
that is one of the things I have never tried; I have always tried to drive as
far from danger as ever I can.” “You are the coachman for me,” said she;
and surely that is the kind of manager we all should have in our
households. O let us not so train up our children that in all probability they
will run into sin! Let us, on the central, exhibit such an example in all things
that they may safely follow us. Let us so walk that they may go step by
step where we go, and not be cast out of the church of God as a reproach,
nor be cast away from the presence of God. Battlement your houses, then;
do not be afraid of being too strict and too Puritanic; there is no fear of
that in these days; there is a great deal more danger of bringing solemn
judgments on our families through neglecting the worship of God in our
households.


The preacher would now remind himself that this church is, as it were, his
own house, and that he is bound to BATTLEMENT IT ROUND ABOUT.


Many come here, Sabbath after Sabbath, to hear the gospel; the immense
number and the constancy of it surprise me. I do not know why the
multitudes come and crowd these aisles. When I preached yesterday in
Worcestershire, and saw the thronging crowds in every road, I could not
help wondering to see them, and the more so because they listened as
though I had some novel discovery to make — they listened with all their
ears, and eyes, and mouths. I could but marvel and thank God. Ah! but it is
a dreadful thing to remember that so many people hear the gospel, and yet
perish under the sound of it. Alas! the gospel becomes to them a savor of
death unto death, and there is no lot so terrible as perishing under a pulpit
from which the gospel is preached.


Now, what shall I say to prevent anyone falling from this blessed gospel —
falling from the house of mercy — dashing themselves from the roof of the
temple to their ruin? What shall I say to you? I beseech you do not be
hearers only. Do not think that when you come here Sundays, and Mondays,
and Thursdays, it is all done. No, it is only begun then. Praying is the end
of preaching, and to be born again is the great matter. It is very. little to
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occupy your seat, except you hearken diligently, with willing hearts;
looked upon as an end, sitting at services is a wretched waste of time. Dear
hearers, be dissatisfied with yourselves unless ye be doers of the word. Let
your cry go up to God that you may be born again. Rest not till you rest in
Jesus.


Remember, and I hope this will be another battlement, that if you hear the
gospel and it is not blessed to you, still, it has a power. If the sun of grace
does not soften you as it does wax, it will harden you as the sun does clay.
If it is not a savor of life unto life, to repeat the text I quoted just now, it
will be a savor of death unto death. O do not be blind in the sunlight! Do
not perish with hunger in the banqueting-house! Do not die of thirst when
the water of life is before you!


Let me remind you of what the result will be of putting away the gospel. You will
soon die; you cannot live for ever. In the world to come what awaits you?
What did our Lord say? “These shall go away into everlasting
punishment.” The righteous enter into life eternal, but the ungodly suffer
punishment everlasting. We will not dwell upon the terrors of the world to
come, but let me remind you that they are all wmrs except Christ is yours;
death is yours, and judgment is yours, and hell will be yours, and all’ that
dreadful wrath which God means when he says, “Beware, ye that forget
God, lest I tear you in pieces, and there be none to deliver you.” O run not
on in sin, lest you fall into hell! I would fain set up this battlement to stay
you from a dreadful and fatal fall.


Once more. Remember the love of God in Christ Jesus. I heard the other
day of a bad boy whom his father had often rebuked and chastened, but the
lad grew worse. One day he had been stealing, and his father felt deeply
humiliated. He talked to the boy, but his warning made no impression; and
when he saw his child so callous the good man sat down in his chair and
burst out crying, as if his heart would break. The boy stood very indifferent
for a time, but at last as he saw the tears falling on the floor, and heard his
father sobbing, he cried, “Father, don’t; father, don’t do that: what do you
cry for father?” “Ah! my boy,” he said, “I cannot help thinking what will
become of you, growing up as you are. You will be a lost man, and the
thought of it breaks my heart.” “O father!” he said, “Pray don’t cry. I will
be better. Only den’tory, and I will not vex you again.” Under God that
was the means of breaking down the boy’s love of evil, and I hope it led Lo
his salvation. Just that is Christ to you. He cannot bear to see you die, and
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he weeps over you, saying, “How often would I have blessed you, and you
would not!” Oh, by the tears Of Jesus, wept over ten in effect when he
wept over Jerusalem, turn to him. Let that be a battlement to keep you
from ruin.


God bless you, and help you to trust in Jesus, and his shall be the praise.


NET-MENDING.


THE fishermen had a good take of mackerel the other evening at Brighton,
but while getting in the net it became very badly entangled among the
rocks, and was sadly rent. Before that net can be used again, busy fingers
must see to its mending. Records of net-mending are as old as the days of
“him who trod the sea,” for he found the boats at the sea of Galilee empty,
because the fishermen were gone out of them, and were mending [heir
nets. The Lord’s nets, the preachers of the word, need mending too. Our
mind grows jaded, and our spirit depressed, our heartbeats with diminished
rigor’, and our eyes lose their brightness, if we continue, month after
month, and year after year, without a rest. Mental work will as surely wear
out the brain as friction will destroy the iron wheel. It is a bad policy to
forego the regular vacation. There is no more saving in it than there would
be in the fisherman’s continuing to fish with a rent net, because he could
not afford time to sit down and mend it. The mind, like a field, ought to lie
fallow every now and then; the crops will be the better for it.
Congregations are most unwise who would grudge their pastor the time
and the means to enjoy a thorough change, and a season of complete
relaxation. Oh, how reviving to wander in the woods, or lie down amid the
pillared shade of the pine forests! The hum of bees is Elysium. Every bell of
the heather silently rings out peace and goodwill. One drinks in new life as
the lungs receive the sea breezes, or the pure currents which sweep the
glacier and the eternal snow. To watch the flying clouds, to mark the
gathering tempest, to shelter beneath the rock, or in the cotter’s hut, or
even to brave out the rain — all this is .balm to the soul. Headache,
melancholy, nervousness, suspicion, and all the other children of
indigestion, fly before the staff or the alpertsrock. Exercise is almost a
means of grace; a walk with God is altogether so. Hope, courage, vivacity,
zeal, resolve, all return on the wings of the wind when the right-hearted but
weary laborer has had space to relieve the overwrought brain. Many a
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regret for unearnest sermons and unweeping prayers might never have been
needed if our minds were more themselves, and less threadbare with ever-
passing anxieties. How can we help losing the fish if our net is fall of holes?
We may be blamed for bad fishing, but who can help it if the net be largely
rent, and yawns with gashes? Mental weariness is too often the cause of
spiritual powerlessness. Deacons and wealthy stewards of the Lord’s
goods should generously aid their pastors, where such aid is needed, that
they may for the sake of their churches and their work mend their nets; or,
to use the Master’s words, may “go into the desert and rest awhile.”
Brethren, everywhere, see ye to it.


ENGLISH SERVICES IN PARIS.


Many of our readers are interested in the little French Baptist church which
formerly assembled in the upper chamber at Rue St. Roch, but now in the
rather more commodious entre-sol at 19, Rue des Bens Enfans, near the
Paldis Royal and the Hotel du Louvre. They will be glad to hear that the
friends are in treaty for a 1ot of ground suitable for a chapel. In’the
meantime, their simple and earnest services are held every Sunday
afternoon at two o’clock, and for the present there is an English service in
the same place at 11.30 every Sunday morning.
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MEMORANDA.


Psalm omitted this month from pressure of work upon the Editor.


THE delay in doing justice to Ireland, occasioned by the tyrannical action of
the Lords, is precisely what we expected and desired. The country will be
led to ask, how long these titled defenders of injustice are to rule a free
people, and forbid the nation to fulfill its will. The bishops ought to be
removed from the Upper House forthwith; let them look after their flocks,
and they will have more than enough to do With one or two exceptions,
they are always the friends of everything oppressive. The monstrous
injustice of compelling the Dissenters to support a church with which they
have no sympathy, is as great in England as in Ireland, and the present
crisis will bring this question before the public mind all the earlier. How
men calling themselves Christians, much less Christian bishops, can have
voted for the gross wickedness of compelling a Romish population to
support a church which they abhor, utterly staggers us. That they should be
willing sooner to endow Popery, than to lose their own pelf, stamps the
whole party consenting to such a scheme with the black brand of hypocrisy
and covetousness. These forsooth are your Protestants, par excellence!
Why they would sooner endow the powers of the pit, than lose the golden
fleece.


We do not intend to enter into a controversy upon the matter of
Brethrenlsm. Dissentients have the same power to use the press as we
have; and they have their own magazines in which to defend their creed
and character. We believe most of Mr. Grant's charges to be correct, and
he has sent us a long letter defending even the details of his statements, but
we do not mean to insert it, as we have excluded, and probably shall
exclude, the criticisms of his opponents.


The New York Examiner has the following notes upon our College : —


1. Where do the students of this College come from? Generally, as I have
said, from the Tabernacle church And in this church there are two sources
which seem specially fruitful in supplying them. Of these, one is the
Evening Classes and the other, the Evangelists' Association. Bearing in
mind that the great middle class of English society loses itself, by insensible
stages, on the one hand in the aristocracy, and on the other ill the lower
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classes, the great mass who attend the Tabernacle, whatever may be true of
exceptions, will be found in the humbler of these sections of the middle
class. From this t grade of the English people immense numbers of young
men flock to the preaching of Mr. Spurgeon. For such young men the
evening classes are organized, and in them are taught the various branches
comprised in a good English education. From these classes young men are
constantly passing into the College. So too they come from the Evangelists'
Association, whose members go forth to waste places with the gospel, and
tinder whose labors several flourishing churches have arisen. The Bible
Class of the Tabernacle might be referred to as another source. This class
brings young men of the church into immediate contact with the students
of the College, and from it young men pass by a natural process to the
College itself.


2. How is this College supported? The provision made for the young men
embraces everything which is necessary for their support — in some
instances, even to clothing and pin-money. They have their residences in
families, and their daily lives are under pastoral supervision. The weekly
offerings in the Tabernacle, amounting to an average of more than £30
every Sabbath, are devoted exclusively to their support. All around the
Tabernacle are placards inviting offerings, and these are attached notices of
the amounts contributed on the last previous Sabbath. These amounts, in
the two instances in which I saw them, were above £3 on each Sabbath,
and one of those a rainy day. To me this method has had special
significance, as a reminder that the raising up of men to preach the gospel
is the first ditty of the church. These weekly offerings for the support of
their own College amount to little less than £2.000 per year, the total
expense being about £5,000, and the remainder being raised chiefly by
donations for that object.


3. By whom are the young men taught, and what is the scope and character
of the teaching? The young men are taught by tutors, under the direction
and with the stated teaching of Mr. Spurgeon himself, and of Mr. James
Spurgeon, who holds the position of Vice-President of the College. The
studies embrace the English language. Mathematics, Logic and Natural
Philosophy, Intellectual and Moral Philosophy, Latin, Greek and Hebrew,
Biblical Literature, Systematic Theology, which is always Calvimstic, and
Homiletics. The studies on which special stress seem to be laid, are
Mathematics, Logic, and Calvinistic Theology. Tim time of study is two
years, rarely extended to three, and more frequently abridged from two,
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under pressing calls for service. To ore' notions of the range of these
studies, particularly when it is considered that no considerable preliminary
education is required, the time allotted renders any extended acquisition
simply impossible. Instruction within this period can be no more than
rudimentary or superficial, and it may be presumed that no more than this
is attempted. The aim is not to make scholars, but preachers for a
particular sphere of society, in a land where society is cast in inflexible
molds.


To these summary statements it need only be added, that the young men so
taught find spheres of labor,' in London itself, and in other places near and
remote. One hundred and eighty-six students have gone from the College,
and settled ill the ministry, of wheel one hundred and seventy-seven still
remain ill the work. Forty-four new churches hare been formed by the
distinct agency of the College. By the same affecting thirty new churches
have been erected. In London alone, the formation of eleven churches by
destitute districts, was in contemplation at the last annual meeting of the
College.


No mere array of facts, however, ellables one to form an ample and
satisfactory judgment in respect to au institution like that here described.
Failing to see the men, I instituted inquiries. It is, in the first place, a good
deal to say, that the scheme has Mr. Spurgeon's own full confidence. He is
not the man to spend his strength on unavailing labors. But I sought
equally the views of brethren not connected in any wise with the
Tabernacle. The opinions expressed to me were somewhat various,
according to the points of view from which they were taken, but except in
one or two instances they were not widely apart The sum of the testimony
was ill favor of the College, and the objections urged were such as we
should me oil this side of the Atlantic with even greater emphasis. The
evangelical spirit, the godly earnestness of the young men, and the great
usefulness of their labors of winning souls to Christ and gathering
churches, were fully recognized and applauded. On these points I recall no
exceptions to the common verdict. I think the esvrit du corps by which
they are distinguished, sometimes takes forms which are not agreeable to
outside brethren, and that while their intense zeal is recognized as the
instrument of large immediate results, they are, in instances more or less
frequent, regarded ms open to the criticism of lacking the intellectual
discipline and culture necessary for sustained and permanent usefulness on
the same fields. In other words, such of them as these are better evangelists
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than pastors, better fitted for itinerant than for fixed service. Instances of
this kind were named to me as bringing local discredit upon the whole
system, a result equally natural and illogical.


Sufficient time has not yet elapsed for judgments to be regarded as final.
Most of the men are still young — few or none have reached the full
maturity of their powers. It is the belief, however, of Mr. Rogers, though I
doubt whether it is greatly his ambition, that preachers and theologians
destined to eminence and permanent fame will ultimately rise out of this
mass of young men, as they have have always arisen out of the mass of the
Dissenting ministry of England.


We tender warmest thanks to our faithful contributors, through whose
generosity our work in the College hi sustained, but with about 15,000
subscribers to the Sword :and Trowel, we ought to have the means sent us
to do far more. Our thanks are especially due to contributors to the Weekly
Offering; the system is a sound one, and we thank them for so heartily
carrying it out.


In the Orphanage all goes well; and our faith is, that the Lord will provide.


Services in connection with the settlement of Mr. A. McKinley, as pastor
of the Baptist church in Zion Chapel, Chatham, were held on the 4th and
5th of last month. On Sabbath, 4th, two sermons were preached, by Mr.
Rogers, of the Tabernacle College. On the following day, after a public tea
meeting, which was numerously attended, the recognition service was held.
The Scriptures were read and prayer was offered by Mr. W. Harris, of St.
Andrew's Presbyterian Church, Chatham; an address, including the usual
topics on such an occasion. was given by Mr. McKinley. The ordination
prayer was offered by Mr. V. Down, of the Free Church, Rochester; the
charge to the pastor was given by Mr. Rogers; the charge to the church
and congregation by Mr. B. Broadley, one of the chaplains of the Chatham
garrison; addresses by Mr. T. E. Page, ,Vesleyan minister, Brompton. by
Sir. Wyle, and Mr. Ashley, deacons of the church. Mr. McKinley has had
many pleasing tokens of his having been called by the Great Head of the
church to our in this important sphere; in the increase of the congregation,
the cordiality of his reception by other ministers in the town, and, above all,
in several decided instances of direct usefulness, resulting from his
ministrations.
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The anniversary services of the Newhaven Tabernacle were held on Lord's-
day, June 20th, when two sermons were preached by Mr. D. Gracey,
classical tutorof the Pastors' College. This was the first anniversary of the
opening of this place for dixine worship. During the year, this cause, which
was commenced by Mr.W. Sargeant, in June, 1868, has had a share in the
divine blessing; certainly the Lord has greatly faycured his people here, for
the generosity of the gentlemen who built the place for us, and let it to us
at so low a rental, is a proof that the Lord's hand was in it at the
commencement. When no other place could be procured in the town, and
every door seemed shut fast against us, this gentleman nobly offered, and
that without being asked, to build the present place, and he has done so
with a view to make a school-room of it when funds can be raised to erect
a chapel on the ground in front. Mr. James Spurgeon opened this building
on June 24th, 1868, and since that time Mr. Sargeant has labored there, for
the first nine months only preaching on the Sabbath and attending college
in the week, but is now settled with an earnest people, and hoping to do a
good work in the town. During the year a church has been formed, now
numbering twenty-five, of these Mr. Sargeant has baptized twenty-four,
there having been no Baptists in the town when the caused was
commenced. The greater portion of these have been brought to Christ
within the last twelve months, under the ministry of Mr. Sargeant, and the
Lord is still adding unto their number. A Sabbath-school of eighty children,
and fourteen teachers, a Bible class of twenty two young men and women,
a tract society with eight distributors, and a Missionary Society, have been
commenced and are all, under God's blessing, doing good service. Out-
door services have been held for the last two months, which have been well
attended by numbers, who, but for this opportunity, would not hear the
gospel. There is a large field for labor in the town among the sailors and
others, and also in the surrounding villages, where the joyful sound of
salvation by grace is rarely heard. Two or three young men are now
coming forward, who will be ready to help in the work of preaching the
gospel in these villages. The recognition services in connection with the
settlement of Mr. Sangeant, were held on Thursday, June 24th. Tea was
provided at five o'clock, of which a good company partook. The service
commenced at half-past six, and was presided over by Mr. J. Wilkins, of
Brighton. Mr. W. Miller, of Lewes, read the Scriptures and offered prayer.
Mr. Upton (in the absence of the deacon, who was ill) gave the statement
from the church, Mr. Sargeant then gave an account of his early days in
Newhaven (being a native), of his being brought to Christ, of his call to the
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ministry, and of his being led to accept the pastorate of this church. The
ordination prayer was offered by Mr. J. Holt, of Lewes, and the charge was
given to the pastor by G. Rogers. A hymn being sung, Mr. J. Wilkins
delivered the charge to the church, and Mr. W. Miller concluded with a
short address to the unconverted. This service will long be remembered in
this town.


The new Baptist chapel at Shooters' Hill Road, to which attention was
called in the Sword ad Trowel a short time since, has just been opened. On
Sunday, June 27th, Mr. George Rogers, of the Pastors' College, preached
two sermons. On Sunday, July 4th, Mr. J. Teall, of Queen Street,
Woolwich, preached in the morning, and Mr. H.R. Brown, minister of the
church, in the evening. On Wednesday, July 7th, the series of opening
services were brought to a close; Mr. C. H. Spurgeon preached in the
afternoon, and presided over a public meeting in the evening. Tea was well
served between the meetings. The following took part in the day's
engagements : — Messrs. J. Teall, and W. Woods, of Woolwich; J. T.
Wigner, New Cross; B. B. Wale, Dacre Park; B. Davies, Greenwich; W. P.
Frith, Bexley Heath; A. Walker, Windlow; A. Buck, Old Kent Road; and
A. E. Lamb; together with a minister from the small United States. The
building was crowded at each of the meetings on Wednesday. The
collections were good: upwards of £100 were realised in collections and
contributions. Funds are still urgently needed, to reduce the debt on the
building, which would not have been erected thus speedily had there been a
suitable place for the friends to worship in. Services in connection with the
settlement of Mr. C. T. Johnson as pastor of the Baptist church at Alford,
in Lincolnshire, were held on the 11th and 14th of July last, Two Sermons
were preached by Mr. G. Rogers, of the Pastors' College. On the afternoon
of Wednesday, the 11th, Mr. Robinson, the Independent minister of
Alford, commenced by reading and prayer; one of the deacons gave a
statement on behalf of the church. Mr. Lauderdale of Grimsby, put the
usual questions, to which answers were given by Mr. Johnson. Mr.
Lauderdale offered the ordination prayer. Mr. Rogers gave the charge to
the pastor; and Mr. Payne, Baptist minister at Lowth, concluded with
prayer. After a public tea in the school-room, a service was held in the
evening, at which an address to the church was given by Mr. Payne.
Addresses were also delivered by Mr. Lauderdale, Mr. Robinson, Mr.
Rogers, and Mr. Johnson. Mr. The church and congregation have revived
greatly under the devoted labors of Mr. Johnson. The chapel and several
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rooms connected with it are very neat and commodious; and there is much
to encourage the hope of great usefulness in the future. Baptisms at
Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. B. Davies, for the Pastor : — June 28th,
Eleven; July 1st, Twenty-five; by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : — July 12th, six.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER, 1869.


THE SEVEN CURSES OF LONDON


A REVIEW BY C. H. SPURGEON.


Under the title of “The Seven Curses of London,” f22 Mr. Greenwood, the
“Amateur Casual,” has produced a sadly interesting book — a book whose
every page would be bedewed with tears, if all readers were like in heart
set before us in this volume are not such as are so called by idle impatience,
because they flutter the decorum of gentility, or disturb the quiet of
heartlessness; they are real curses, deep and deadly, withering, soul-
destroying, damnable: the descriptions given are all the more weighty,
because they are not written from the point of view of the professional
philanthropist or the spiritual teacher; if the merely literary man sees so
much to lament in our leviathan city, what may still clearer eyes discern!
After reading Mr. Greenwood s’ record, we are conscious of intense pain
and anguish, mingled with vehement resolve to leave no means untried to
alleviate the wretchedness of this Babylon. We wish every Christian man
could be made aware of the vice, the destitution, and the misery which
surround him; it would make him a better servant of the Lord. We are a
vast deal too comfortable. We simper with complacency a the good which
we are doing, when, like Mrs. Partington’s mop, we are scarcely pushing
back one wave of the seething ocean of iniquity around us. At our pious
gatherings we half persuade ourselves that the world is being converted,
and that gross vice is a tara avis in the land, and all the while the devil, witIt
ahnost undisputed sway, rules the masses, and devours them at his will.
Those lines of first-class residences, those long terraces of respectable
houses, those miles of pretty villas, those leagues of busy shops — one
rides along them by the hour, and feels that London is great, flourishing
wealthy, orderly; ay, but turu out of that broad thoroughfare, stop at
Paradise Court or Rosemary Alley, take your walks abroad where many
poor you see, note the ragged children, the filthy Irishwomen, the harlots,
the drunkards, the swarms of villanous-looking big boys; and now, as you
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return, sick from the reek of gin and the mustiness of rags, you learn that
London is poor, wretched, lawless, horrible. It is well to have the rose-wat,
er removed, and the rose-color washed off awhile. Auotter excuse for
niggardly giving and shorthanded working will be torn away, when we are
no longer in ignorance of our city’s awful needs.


The first of the seven curses mentioned by our author is “neglected
children.” Well may the writer call it a startling fact, that in England and
Wales, three hundred and fifty thousand children, under the age of sixteen,
are dependent more or less on parish authorities for maintenance; in
London alone, one hundred thousand children wander iu destitution,
preparing for our gaols or for early graves. Children of the gutter, their
food is scant, their lodging foul, their clothing ragged. Even when bless.d
with a mother, the young Arabs neither fare sumptuously by night nor by
day. Cradled in a gooseberry sieve, or nestled in an egg box, the babies of
the poorest class have no injurious luxury to enervate them. Strange fitcts
come under our author’s own observation. “Accompanied by a friend, he
was on a visit of exploration into the little-known regions of Baldwin’s
Gardens, in Leather Lane, and entering a cellar there, the family who
occupied it were discovered in a state of dreadful commotion. The mother,
a tall, bony, ragged shrew had a baby tucked under one arm, while she was
using the other by the aid of a pair of dilapidated nozzleless bellows in
inflicting a iremendous beating on a howling young gentleman of about
eleven years old. ‘Tut! tut! what is the matter, Mrs. Donelly? Rest your
arm a moment, now, and tell us all about it.’ ‘Matther! shure it’s matther
enough to dhrive a poor widdy beyant her senses!’ And then her rage
turning to sorrow, she in pathetic terms described how that she left that
bad boy Johnny only for a few moments in charge of the ‘ darlint
comfortable ashleap in her bashket,’ and that he had neglected his duty,
and that the baste of a donkey had smelt her out, and ‘ ate her clane out o’
bed.’ . . . It was not long after the incident of the gooseberry sieve, that I
discovered in one small room in which a family of six resided, three little
children, varying in age from three to eight, perhaps, stark naked. It was
noon of a summer’s day, and there they were nude as forest monkeys, and
so hideously dirty that every rib-bone in their poor wasted little bodies
showed plain, and in color like mahogany. Soon as I put my head in at the
door they scattered, scared as rabbits, to the ‘ bed,’ an arrangement of evil-
smelling flock and old potato-sacks, and I was informed by the mother that
they had not a ra to wear, and had been in their present condition for wore
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than /hree months.” If these things be true of children left under the c,re f
poor penniless widows, what a plea we ]lave for our orphanage, and how
graleful should we and our band of helpers be that we are allowed to do a
little to prevent such misery.


Had the stories told of the food of our little Arab hordes in London streets
been narrated by a missionary as being true of Chinese or Patagonians, our
hair would be on end with horror; but many will read the following with
complacency. “They draw a considerable amount of their sustenance from
the markets. And really it Would seem that by some miraculous
dispensation of Providence, garbage was for their sake robbed of its
poisonous properties, and endowed with virtues such as wholesome food
possesses. Did the reader ever see the young market hunters at such
a’feed,’ say in the month of August or September? It is a spectacle to be
witnessed only by early risers who can get as far as Covent Garden by the
time that the wholesale dealing in the open falls slack which will be about
eight o’clock; and it is not to be believed unless it is seen. They will ather
about a muck heap and gobble up plums, a sweltering mass of decay, and
oranges and apples that ]lave quite lost their original shape and color, with
the avidity of ducks or pigs. I speak according to mv knowledge, for I have
seen them it. I have seen one of these gaullt wolfish little children with his
tattered cap full of plums of a sort one of which I would not have
permitted a child of mine to eat for all the money in the Mint, and titis at a
season when the saniary authorities in their desperate alarm at the spread of
cholera had turned bill stickers, and were begging and imploring the people
to abstain from titis, that, and the other, and especially to beware of fi’uit
unless perfectly sound and ripe. Judging from the earnestness with which
this last provision was urged, there must have been cholera enough to have
slain a dozen strong men in that little ragamuffiu’s cap, and yet he munched
on till that frowsy receptacle was emptied, finally licking his fingers with a
relish. It was not for me to forcibly dispossess the boy of a prize that made
him the envy of his plumless companions but I spoke to the market beadle
about it, asking him if it would not be possible, knowing the propensities of
these poor little wretches, so to dispose of the poisonous offal that they
could not get at it; but he replied that it was nothing to do with him what
they ate so long as they kept their hands from picking and stealing;
furthermore, he politely intimated, that ‘ unless I had nothing better to do,’
there was no call for me to trouJde myself about the ‘little warmint,’ whom
nothing would hurt. He confided to me his private belief that they were ‘
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made inside something alter the orsestretch, and that farriers’ nails
would’at come amiss Io ‘era if they could only get ‘em down.’“


Very painful are the results of enquiries into the parentage of these “rank
outsiders” of bumunity, these wretched waifs and strays of the race; and if
possible, even worse are the revelations concerning the baby-farming, and
other forms by which certain of these poor little souls are reared, or rather,
mm’dered wholesale. Advertisements for nurse children, and for babes to
be adopted, mean a great deal more thau unsuspecting readers have usually
imagined. How many babes have passed into eternity through the
“ha’p’orth of bread and a ha’p’orth of milk a-day” system, eternity alone
can reveal. No longer need we wonder at the large proportion of infantile
mortality. But what unnatural, brutal sin does all this mean! How must God
be provoked as he sees his children deserted of their parents, his babes left
as beasts leave not their young! Should these poor creatures live, and
become bread-winners on their own account, they do’but escape the ogres
to fall into the way of harpies equally as vile. The amusements provided for
the youth of London are many of them such as Sodom could have never
excelled for their depravity. The low theater, and the penny gaff, are simply
open doors to hell; they smell or’ Tophet, and this makes them none the
less profitable. “Now that the police are to be roused to increased vigilance
in the suppression, as well as the arrest of criminaliw, it would be as well if
those in authority directed their especial attention to these penny theatres.
As they at present exist, they are nothing better than hot-beds of vice in its
vilest forms. Girls and boys of tender age are herded together to witness
the splendid achievements of ‘dashing highwaymen,’ and of sirens of the
Starlight Sall School; nor is this all. But bad as this is, it is really the least
part of the evil. The penny ‘gaff’ is usually a small place, and when a
specially atrocious piece produces a corresponding ‘run,’ the ‘house’ is
incapable of containing the vast number of boys and girls who nightly flock
to see it. Scores would be turned away from the doors, and fieir halfpence
wasted, were it not for the wdthy proprietor’s ingenuity. I am now
speaking of what I was an actual witness of in the neighborhood of
Shoreditch. Beneath the pit and stage of the theater was a sort of ]awe
kitchen, reached from the end of the passage that was the entrance to the
theater, by a fiigtlt of steep stairs. There were no seats in this kitchen, nor
furniture of any kind. There was a window looking towards the street, but
this was prudently boarded up. At night time all the light allowed in the
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kitchen proceeded from a feeble and dim gas jet by the wall over the fire-
place.


“Wretched and drem’y-lookin as was this underground chamber, it was a
source of considerable profit to the proprietor of the ‘ gaff’ overhead. As
before stated, when anything peculiarly attractive was to be seen, the
theater filled within ten minutes of opening the besieged doors. Not to
disappoint the late comers, however, all who pleased might pay and go
down-stairs until the performance just commenced (it lasted generally
about an hour and a-half) terminated. The prime inducement held out was,
that ‘then they would be sm’e of good seats.’ The inevitable result of such
an arrangement may be easier guessed than described. For my part, I know
no more about it than was to be derived from a hasty glance from the stair-
head. There was a stench of tobacco smoke, and an uproar of mingled
y,uthful voices — swearing, chaffin’, and screaming, in boisterous mirth. This
was all that was to be heard, the Babel charitably rendering distinct
pronouncing of blasphemy or indecency unintelligible. Nor was it much
easier to make out the source from whence the hideous clamor proceeded,
for the kitchen was dim as a coal cellar, and was further obscured by the
foul tobacco smoke the lads were emitting from their short pipes. A few
were romping about — ‘larking,’ as it is termed — but the m’ajority, girls
and boys, were squatted on the floor, telling and listening to stories, the
quality of which might but too truly be guessed from the sort of applause
they elicited. A few — impatient of the frivolity that sin’-rounded them,
and really anxious for ‘ the play ‘ — stood alart, gzing with scowling envy
up at the ceiling, on the upper side of whict, at frequent intervals, there was
a furious clatter of hobnailed boots, betokeninc the delirious delight of the
happy audieuce in full view of Starlight Sall, in ‘ silk tights’ and Hessians,
dancing a Highlaud fling. Goaded to desperation, one or two of the
tormented ones down in the kitchen reached up with their sticks and beat
on the ceiling a tatto, responsive to the battering of the hobnailed boots
before mentioned. This, however, was a breach of ‘ gaff’ rule that could
not be tolerated. With hurried steps the proprietor approached the kitchen
stairs, and descried me. ‘ This ain’t, the theeater; you’ve no business here,
sir:’ said he, in some confusion, as I imagined. ‘ No, my friend, I have no
business here, but you have a very pretty business, one for which, when
comes the Great Day of Reckoning, I would rather you answered than
me.’“
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In the chamber of borrors of this book the second door admits us to a view
of professional thieves, an army, at least, twenty thofisaud strong. Think of
that! remembering that this number is little short of the membership of all
the Baptist churches in London; and painfully reflecting that every
individual member of this synagogue of Saran is an earnest, genuine
worker in the evil cause. If this vast and valiant host comprehended all the
rillany of London the plague would be deep and horrible enough; but, alas!
the infection of dishonesty taints all classes of the community, and honesty
is almost as rare as in those days when the prophet complained that the
best of them was “as a thorn-hedge.”


Professional beggars figure in the third department; and from our own large
and troublesome experience we can more than confirm many of Mr.
Greenwood’s statements. That there are beggars in London whose poverty
is pitiable and who richly deserve assistance, we know; but that
mendicancy is with thousands a profitable trade, a resort for the idle and
the vicious, we are equally certain. Mere singing in the street, squatting
down in tlmatrical destitution on a doorstep, or exhibiting sham sores are
old and timeworn dodges, which are but poorly remunerative; but the
begging-letter dodge, the newspaper schehm, and other delicate processes
of imposture, are still profitable specula;ions, and support an army of the
vilest loafers that ever disgraced a city. We have had scores of the most
ingenious epistles, touching enough to have moved a heart of stone, if
there had not been around them a certain aroma of cant which rendered
fimm ineffectual. In our more simple and verdant days we were waited
upon by a foreigner, who threatened to destroy by charcoal, that very
night, the lives of himself, his lovely wife, and three noble infants, unless
we relieved his wants. In our tmrror at the anticipation of such a mass of
murder, we counted out ten good shillings into the raseal’s hand, only to
have them returned with well-feigned indignation as an insulting pittance,
of no service whatever to a man of his rank, and a degrading meanness on
our part to offer. When the shillings were safely in our pocket, and the
impertinent impostor was shown the door, his haughty mien suddenly
descended into a curtisis, pitiful humility, and a whining entreaty, that, at
least, the sum jus; before refused might be returned to him. No; the police
would accommodate him unless he went his way, and on that way he went,
but no tidings of death by fumes of charcoal appeared in the next
morning’s newspaper. That man was one of our ablest instructors, and his
successors continue to complete our education. We are entreated to lend
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twenty pounds to save a tiano from the brokers, to give a guinea to buy a
wooden leg (for a man who has two natural ones), to furnish twelve and
sixpence to help purchase a cake of ultra-marine to finish a valuable
painting, to aid in mending a bath chair in which the petitioner rides to
business every day, to subscribe towards getting a basket of tools for a
man in a white apron whom we saw wiping his mouth as he came out of
the public-house next door; and other pretty little philamhropie schemes
equally tempting. In none of these eases do you hear any more of the
parties, if you ask for names and addesses in order that the case may be
investigated; the hope of the opmtion lies in your carelessly giving money
to be rid of the applicant — there is never a shade of truth in the statement,
or if a shade, it is of the most impalpable kind. To give to these schemers is
to be partakers in their crimes. No man would willingly tax himself to
maintain a horde of gross impostors, and yet every man may be morally
sure that he is dcin this every time he contributes his ready half-crown to
save himself the trouble of “considering the poor,” and discerning between
the deserving and the vicious. What vice is propagated by this troop of
lying vagabonds only the great day will reveal; they are without doubt a
terrible wing of the Satanic army.


On the fourth point, the curse off allen women we confess to be widely at
variance with the author of this volume. We deprecate from the bottom of
our hearts the idea of licensing prostitution. The French method, so far
from having our admiration, excites our loathing’. May God avert from
England the abiding pestilence of systematic debauchery, by which sin is
made easy, and the path to hell more fascinating than ever. Yet our social
evil is intolerable in its present shape, and something must be done to
repress it. We look to the gospel as the only remedy, and pray that all who
know its power may bestir themselves to bring it to bear upon the
prevailing infamy.


The crowning cursp is drunkendless, which indeed is related to all the others,
and is often their mother and ahvays their nm’se. Here it is not possible for
the subject to be too highly wrought. We have heard it averted of Mr.
Greenwood that he colors a subject quite sufficiently, and is no mean
proficient in the imaginative; but in this volume we see no evidence to
substantiate the charge, perhaps because the fault was impossible. The
liquor served out for public consumption at our gin-palaces, beer-houses,
and drinking bars, if all be true, wouht defile the foulest kennel; and if the
whole stock were poured out into Barking Creek it would be well.
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Ordinary hard drinking does quite mischief enough without the added
horror of the fact that men and women swallow seas of disgusting mixtures
in which coculus indicus, foxglove, green copperas, hartshorn shavings,
henbane, jalap, not galls, nux vomica, opium, vitriol, potash, quassia, yew-
tops, aml alum, are the choicer ingredients. No wonder the topers grow
mad drunk, the marvel is they do not die outright. It ought to need no
persuasion to induce men totally to abstain from such abominations as the
beers and porters, the withes and spirits, of most of our licensed poison-
shops.


Our author might, we think, have spared our teetotal friends a good deal of
the banter with which he very good-humouredly treats them. Their object
is so praiseworthy, and the need of every well-intentioned effort so
manifest, that it is a pity to throw cold water on any earnest temperance
movement. If teetotalers are rather too prone to treat contemptuously the
efforts of those who do not adopt their modes of operation, there is lhe
more reason why the true temperance but non-teetotal man should behave
with courtesy to his more irritable fellow worker, for whom he is bound to
entertain a kindly esteem. This demon of drink must be fought, for it
swallows men by thousands, makes their homes wretched, their children
paupers, and their souls the prey of the devil. There should be combined
and vigorous action among oil temperate men for such a control of licenses
that the dens of drunkenness should be made far less numerous, to say the
least, and if we went in for still severer restrictions so much the better. We
are unmistakably overdone with gin-palaces and beer-houses; they are
thrust upon us at every street-corner; they are multiplied beyond all
pretense of demand. Not the public good but the publican’s good appears
to be the aim of the licensers. Quiet neighbourhoods cannot spring up
because the beer-house rises simultaneously; or if such a thing should for a
few months be seen under heaven as a sober region, universally
respectable, and guiltless of intoxication, the Bacchanalian missionary soon
opens his temple and converts the population to the common error of
drinking ways. It is true, the demand for drink creates the supply, but it is
as surely true that the all-surrounding omnipresence of the stimulant
suggests, and propagates the craving. At any rate, no two opinions can
exist upon one point, namely, that the accursed habit of intoxication lies at
the root of the main part of London’s poverty, misery, and crime.


Betting gamblers, in the sixth place, come in for their share of our author’s
condemnation. “There can be no doubt tha the vice of gambling is on the
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increase amongst the English working-classes. Of this no better proof is
afforded than in the modern multiplication of those newspapers specially
devoted to matters ‘ sportive.’ Twenty years ago there were but three or
four sporting nespapers published in London; now there are more than a
dozen.”


Those who occupy the highest ranks of the social scale have the fearful
responsibility of rendering gambling fashionable, and their example has had
its influence upon all ranks, until even children bet their shillings and the
lads of the gutter cry the odds. A tribe of “prophets,” blacklegs, and
advertisers, feed upon this growing vice, swarming about it like flies
around carrion. Marvellous are the fortune to be made by “putting on” a
few pounds, and rich are the promised gains of even a dozen postage
stamps, staked upon the horse whose name will be communicated upon the
receipt of a fee; more marvellous still is the senseless folly which can be
duped by such manifest quackery.


“Of all manner of advertising betting gamblers, however, none are so
pernicious, or work such lamentable evil against society, as those who,
with devilish cunning, appeal to the young and inexperienced — the factory
lad and youth of the counting house or the shop. Does anyone doubt if
horse-racing has attractions for those whose tender age renders it
complimentary to style them ‘ young men’? Let him on the day of any great
race convince himself. Let him make a journey on the afternoon of ‘Derby-
day, for instance, to Fleet-street or the Strand, where the offices of the
sporting newspapers are situated. It may not be generally known that the
proprietors of the Sunday Times, Bell’s Life, and other journals of a sporting
tendency, in their zeal to outdo each other in presenting the earliest
possible information to the public, are at the trouble and expense of
securing the earliest possible telegram of the result of a horse-race, and
exhibiting it enlarged on a broad-sheet in their shop-windows. Let us take
the Sunday Times, for instance. The office of this most respectable of
sporting newspapers is situated near the corner of Fleet-street at Ludgate-
hill; and wonderful is the spec-tcle there to be seen on the afternoon of the
great equine contest on Epsom downs. On a small scale, and making
allowance for the absence of the living provocatives of excitement, the
scene is a reproduction of what at that moment, or shortly since, has taken
place on the race-course itself. Three o’clock is about the time the great
race is run at Epsom, and at that time the Fleet-street crowd begins to
gather. It streams in from the north, from the east, from the south. At a
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glance it is evident that the members of it are not idly curious merely. It is
not composed of ordinary pedestrians who happen to be coming that way.
Butcher-lads, from the neighboring great meat-market, come bareheaded
and perspiring down Ludgate-hill, and at a pace that tells how exclusively
their eager minds are set on racing: all in blue working-smocks, and with
the grease and blood of their trade adhering to their naked arms, and to
their hob-nailed boots, and to their hair. Hot and palpitating they reach the
obelisk in the middle of the road. and there they take their stand, with their
eves steadfastly fixed on that at present blank and innocent window that
shall presently tell them of their fate.


“I mention the botcher-boys first, because, for some unknown reason, they
undoubtedly are foremost in the rank of juvenile bettors. In the days when
the Fleet-lane betting abomination as yet held out agaillst the police
authorities, and day after day a narrow alley betfind the squalid houses
there served as standing room for as many ‘professional’ betting men, with
their boards and money-pouches, as could crowd in a row, an observer
standing at one end of the lane might count three blue frocks for one
garment of any other color. But though butcher-boys show conspicuously
among the anxious Fleet-street rush on a Derby-day, they are not in a
majority by a long way. To bet on the ‘ Derby’ is a mania that afflicts all
trades; and streaming up Farringdon-street may be seen representatives of
almost every cr,nft that practises within the City’s limits. There is the inky
printer’s boy, hot from the ‘ machine-room,’ with his grimy face and his
cap made of a ream wrapper; there is the jeweller’s apprentice, with his
bibbed white apron, ruddy with the powder of rouge and borax; and the
paper-stainer’s lad, with the variegated splashes of the pattern of his last
‘length’ yet wet on his ragged breeches; and a hundred others, all hurrying
pell-mell to the one spot, Bud, in nine cases out of ten, with the guilt of
having ‘slipped out’ visible on their streaming faces. Take their ages as
they congregate in a crowd of five hundred and more (they are expected in
such numbers that special policemen are provided to keep the roadway
clear), and it will be found that more thau half are under the age of
eighteen. Furthermore, it must be borne in mind that in the majority of
cases a single lad represents a score or more employed in one ‘office’ or
factory. They cast lots who shall venture on the unlawful mission, and it
has fallen on him. Again, and as before mentioned, the Sunday Times is but
one of ten or a dozen sporting newspapers published between Ludgate-hill
and St. Clement Danes; and in the vicinity of every office may be met a
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similar crowd. Let the reader bear these facts in mind, and he may arrive at
some faint idea of the prevalence of the horse-gambling evil amongst the
rising generation.”


The following portrait, drawn from the life, is no doubt a fair specimen of
the victims of the gambling demon. While the betting-men were making a
stand in Farringdon-street in the open air against the city authorities, Mr.
Greenwood made the acquaintance of the subject of his story. “I had
noticed him repeatedly, with his pale haggard face and his dull eyes, out of
which nothing but weariness of life looked. He was a tall slim young
fellow, and wore his patched and seedy clothes as though he had been used
to better attire; and, despite the tell-tale shabbiness of his boots and his
wretched tall black hat, he still clung to the respectable habit of wearing
black kid-gloves, though it was necessary to shut his fists to hide the
dilapidations at their finger-tips.


“He was not remarkable amongst the betting blackguards he mingled with
on account of the active share he took in the questionable business in
which they were engaged; on the contrary, he seemed quite out of place
with them, and though occasionally one would patronise him with a nod, it
was evident that he was’ nothing to them,’ either as a comrade or a gull to
be plucked. He appeared to be drawn towards them by a fascina£ion he
could not resist, but which he deplored and was ashamed of. It was
customary in those times for the prosperous horse-betting gambler to affect
the genteel person who could afford to keep a’ man,’ and to press into his
service some poor ragged wretch glad to earn a sixpence by wearing his
mastor’s ‘ card of terms’ round his neck for the inspection of any person
inclined to do business. The tall shabby young fellow’s chief occupation
consisted in wandering restlessly from one of these betting-card bearers to
another, evidently with a view to comparing ‘ prices’ and ‘ odds’ offered
on this or thag horse; but he never bet. I don’t believe that his pecuniary
affairs would have permkted him, even though a bet as low as twopence-
halfpenny might be laid.


“I was always on the look-out for my miserable-looking young friend
whenever I passed that way, and seldom fai!ed to find him. He seemed to
possess for me a fascination something like that which horse-betting
possessed for him. One afternoon, observing him alone and looking even
more miserable than I had yet seen him, as he slouched along the miry
pavement towards Holborn, I found means to start a conversation with
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him. My object was to learn who and what he was, and whether he was
really as miserable as he looked, and whether there was any help for him. I
was prepared to exercise all the ingenuity at my command to compass this
delicate project, but he saved me the trouble. As though he was glad of the
chance of doing so, before we were half-way up Holborn-hill he turned the
conversation exactly into the desired groove, and by the time the
Tottenham-court-road was reached (he turned down there), I knew even
more of his sad history’ than is here subjoined.


“‘What is the business pursuit that takes me amongst the betting-men? Oh!
no, sir, I’m not at all astonistled that you shotlid ak the question; I’ve
asked it of myself sn often, that it doesn’t come new to me. I pursue no
business, sir. What business could a wretched scarecrow like I am pursue?
Say that I am pursued, and you will benearer the mark. Pursued by what I
can never get away from or shake off.’


“He uttered a concluding wicked word with such decisive and bitter
emphasis, that I began to think that he had done with the subject; but he
began a.ain almost immediately.


“‘I wish to the Lord I had a business pursuit! If ever a fellow was tired of
his life, I am. Well — yes, I am a young man; but it’s precious small
consolation that that fact brings me. Hang it, no! All the longer to endure
it. How long have I endured it? Ah, now you como to the point. For years,
you think, I daresay. You look at me, and you think to yourself, “There
goes a poor wretch who has been on the downhill road so long that it’s
time that he came to the end of it, or made an end to it.” There you are
mistaken. Eighteen months ago I was well dressed and prosperous. I was
second clerk to — — , the provision merchants, in St. Mary Axe, on a
salary of a hundred and forty pounds — rising twenty each year. Now look
at me!


“‘You need not ask me how it came about. You say thaf, you have seen me
often in Farringdon-street with the betting-men, so you can give a good
guess as to how I came to ruin, I’ll be binind. Yes, sir, it was horse-betting
that did my business. No, I did not walk to ruin with my eyes open, and
because I liked the road. I was trapped into it, sir, as I’ll be bound scores
and scores of young fellows have been. I never had a passion for betting. I
declare that, till within the last two years, I never made a bet in my life. The
beginning of it wa, that for the fun of the thing, I wagered ten shillings with
a fellow-clerk about the Derby that was just about to come off. I never
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took any interest in horse-racing before; but when I had made that bet I
was curious to look over the sporting news, and to note the odds against
the favourite. One unlucky day I was fool enough to answer the
advertisement of a professional fipster. He keeps the game going still, curse
him! You may read his name in the papers this morning. If I wasn’t such an
infernal coward, you know, I should kill that man. If I hadn’t the nmney to
buy a pistol, I ought to steal one, and shoot the thief. Bt, what do you
think? I met him on Monday, and he chaffed me about my boots. It was
raining at the time. “I wish I had a pair of waterproofs like yours, Bobby.
You’ll never take cold while they let all the water out at the heel they take
in at the toe!” Fancy me standing that after the way he had served me!
Fancy this too — me borrowing a shilling of him, and saying, ‘Thank you,
sir,’ for itlWhy, you know, I ought to be pumped on for doing it!


“‘Yes, I wrote to “Robert B — y, Esq., of Leicester,” and sent the half-
crown’s worth of stamps asked for. It doesn’t matter what I got in return.
Anyhow, it was something that set my mind on betting, and I wrote again
and again. At first his replies were of a distant and business sort; but in a
month or so after I had written to him to complain of being misguided by
him, he wrote back a friendly note to say that he wasn’t at all surprised to
hear of my little failures — novices always did fail. They absurdly attempt
what they did not understand. “Just to show you the difference,” said tie,
“just give me a commission to invest a pound for you on the Ascot Cup.
All that I charge is seven and a half per cent. on winnings. Try it just for
once; a pound won’t break you, and it may open your eyes to the way that
fortunes are made.” I ought to have known then, that either he, or
somebody in London he had set on, had been making enquiries about me,
for the other notes were sent to where mine were directed from — my
private lodgings — but this one came to me at the warehouse.


“‘Well, I sent the pound, and within a week received a post-office order for
four pounds eight as the result of its investment. The same week I bet
again — two pounds this time — and won one pound fifteen. That was
over six pounds between Monday and Saturday. “This is the way that
fortunes are made,” I laughed to myself, like a fool.


“‘Well, he kept me going, I don’t exactly recollect how, between Ascot
and Goodwood, which is about seven weeks, not more. Sometimes I won,
sometimes I lost, but, on the whole, I was in pocket, I was such a fool at
last, that I was always for betting more than he advised. I’ve got his letters
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at home now, in which he says, “Pray don’t be rash; take my advice, and
bear in mind that great risks mean great losses, as well as great gains, at
times.” Quite fatherly, you know! The scoundrel!


“‘Well, one day there came a telegram to the office for me. I was just in
from my dinner. It was from B — y. “Now you may bag a hundred pounds
at a shot,” said he. “The odds are short but the result certain. Never mind
the money just now. You are a gentleman, and I will trust you. You know
that my motto has all along been ‘Caution.’ Now it is ‘ Go in and win.’ It is
sure. Send me a word immediately, or it may be too late; and, if you are
wise, put a ‘lump’ on it.”


“‘That was the infernal document — the death-warrant of all my good
prospects. It was the rascal’s candor that deceived me. He had all along
said, “Be cautions, don’t be impatient to launch out;” and now this patient
careful villain saw his chance, and advised, “Go in and win.” I was quite in
a m,ze at the prospect of bagging a hundred pounds. To win that sum the
odds were so short on the horse he mentioned, that fifty pounds had to be
risked. But he said that there was no risk, and I believed him. I sent him
back a telegram at once to execute the commission.


“‘The horse lost. r knew it next morning before I was up, for I had sent for
the newspaper: and while I was in the midst of my fright, up comes my
landlady to say that a gentleman of the name of B — y wished to see me.


“‘I had never seen him before, and be seemed an easy fellow enough. He
was in a terrible way — chiefly on my account — though heaven only
knew how much he had lost over the ‘sell.’ He had come up by express
purely to relieve my anxiety, knowing how ‘funky’ young gentlemen
sometimes were over such trifles. Although he had really paid the fifty in
hard gold out of his pocket, he was in no hurry for it. He would take mv
bill at two months. It would be all rillt, no donht. He had coneeivecl a
liking for me, merely from my straightforward way of writing. Now that he
had had the pleasure of seeing me, he shouldn’t trouble himself a fig if the
fifty that I owed him was five hundred.


“‘I declare to you that I knew so little about bills, that I didn’t know how
to draw one out; but I was mighty glad to be shown the wax’ and to give it
him, and thank him over and over again for his kindness. That was the
beginning of my going to the bad. If I hadn’t been a fool, I might have
saved myself even then, for I had friends who would have lent or given me
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twice fifty pounds if I had asked them for it. But I was a fool. In the course
of a day or two I got a note from B — y, reminding me that the way out of
the difficulty was by the same path as I had go inlo one, and that a little
judicious ‘backing’ would set me right before even my bill fell due. And I
was fool enouh to walk into the snare. I wouldn’t borrow to pay the fifty
pounds, but I borrowed lelt and riglit,, of my mother, of my brothers, on all
manner of lying preenees, to follow the ‘advice’ B — y was constantly
sending me. When I came to the end of their Grbearanee, I did more than
borrow; but that we won’t speak of. In fire months from the hegi.nning, I
was without a relative who would own me or speak to me, and without an
employer — cracked up, ruined. And there’s B — y, as I said before, with
his white hat cocked on one side of his head, and his gold toothpick,
charting me about my old boots. What do I do lbr a living? Well, I’ve told
you such a precious lot, I may as well tell you that too. Where I lodge it’s a
‘leaving shop,’ and the old woman;imt keeps it c’m’t read or write, and I
keep her ‘ book ‘ for her. That’s how I get a bit of breakfast and supper
and a bed to lie on.’“


We have little space and less heart to take up the seventh curse, the waste of
charity; but we nmst conclude with entreating the tearful prayers of all
God’s people for our wicked city; by exhorting all lovers of truth and
righteousness to bestir themseives; and bv asking aid from our own friends,
for those efforts which we ourselves are making to educate the orphan, and
to instruct a ministry capable, in God’s strengh, of dealing wih these
tremendous evils.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL,


OCTOBER, 1869.


THE SAINT OF THE SMITHY.


BY C.H. SPURGEON.


WE have a great liking for everyday saints. The taste of the mediteval ages
was enchanted wkh holy men who could sail over seas upon outspread
table cloths, or fast for forty consecutive days, or carry their heads in their
hands after decapitation; but these specimens of sanatity, besides being in
these degenerate times most hard to get at, are too unearthly, we mean too
little human to enlist our sympathy. St. Francis, when dcscribed as so
elevated by his devotions that his disciples could only kiss the soles of his
feet as he floated in the air, is too ethereal for our liking, we want a little
more gravity than this in a saint, peradventure it may turn out that a little
more levity would do as well.


The grace which unfits a man for the duties of this present life is a doubtful
blessing; in a romance your superfine mystic may have a conspicuous place
allotted him, but in real life he is a nullity, a chip in the porridge or worse.
He who can pray like Elias is all the better an example for mankind if he
avoids all affectation’of superhuman refinement, and lets us see that, like
the grand old prophet, he is a man of like passions with us. We admire Paul
caught up into the third heaven, but those who were thrown into his
company felt the power of his godliness all the more because he could
make a tent or light a fire as occasion demanded. Itoliness in white gowns
or black silk aprons, or lace half a yard dcep, reminds us of love on a
valentine, very romantic, roseate, and all that, but quite another thing from
solid flesh a.d blood affection. One longs to see the popular idea of
holiness once for all dissociated from everything unreal and unpractieal,
yoked with the common virtues cf everyday life: the smashing up of the
whole caravan of sanctified waxworks which, in years gone by, have







339


attracted ignorant admiration, and the exhibition of real, household,
commonsense religion in its most vigorous form, would be under God one
of the greatest blessings which our age could receive.


Our remarks will not we hope be misunderstood, sanctification cannot, be
earrid too far, holiness unto the Lord can never be too eomple:e; the ve:y
highest forms of elevated character are to be our models, and we ought not
to rest until we have equalled them; but we have lived l;ng cueugh in this
world to be afraid of squeamish and pretentious sanctity. The grossest
hypocrites we have ever been deceived by were superfluously unetious in
expression; and the faultlest professors ‘hose hlls have saddened us, were
superlatively fastidious in their religious tastes. We have come to be afraid
of gold that glitters too much, and bread that is too white. Men always will
be imperfect, and when they profess perfection, and become too good to
attend to their duties as husbands, or servants, or children, or parents, so as
to make others happy, they prove themselves to be “the worse for
mending, washed to fenlet stains.” If they could manage to be perfect
nithout making everybody else miserable, they should have our reverent
admiration, but wMe we can find in the life of the only truly perfect man so
much that is genial and intensely human, we shall never enshrine mere
unearthliness in the heavenly places. Our Savior could not have been more
a man had he been sinful, his humanity though immaculate was not
effeminate, though without sin he was not therefore abrid’zed of any
essential attribute of everyday manhood; he was no walker on stilts, his
holiness trod on terra firma with other men; he was no recluse, he ate and
drank with the many; he was not even an ascetic, but was found a
marriages and festivals; a man among men, nothing that concerned
mankind was alien to him, no joy of humble men was to him ridiculous, no
sorrow of mournful women contemptible. Give to the world an exhibition
of such holiness on a wide scale, and while convents and monasteries
would moulder into ruins, the whole earth would be gladdened by a golden
era worthy to match with the millennial glory. Let the parlout and the
drawing-room be adorned with cheerful piety, let the kitchen and the
scullery be sanctified with unobtrusive godliness, let the shop and the
office, the shed and the factory, be perfumed with unassuming holiness; let
forge and bench, and stall, and lathe and sphming-jenny, all be holiness
unto the Lord, and the better times long sig’hed for will have come at last.
We do not mean that men should become abject slaves of mere external
religiousness, far from it, the true pier)’ of which we write, will give them
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the fullest freedom; when hearts are right, wills are rectified, and goodness
becomes the highest delight of the soul: the reign of righteousness will be
the era of liberty and joy. Men will be all the more men when they become
God’s men; and even the peculiarities of their individual temper and
constitution will not be extinguished, but made to subserve the glory of the
Lord by exhibitirg in charming variety the beauty of holiness.


Such thoughts came into our mind as we took up a memoir which we read
years ago, and which we dare say some of our readers have even now fresh
in their memories, we refer to the “Life of the Village Blacksmith,” Samuel
Hick, or more correctly, Sammy Hick. Sammy was a Yorkshireman,
belonging to no readily specified order of men; if you sort and arrange
mankind, he comes under no genus; he was one by himself, after his own
order; he was — well, he was Sammy Hick, and nobody else. Simple, yet
shrewd, bold, yet cautious, generous to a fault, thoroughly original, quaint
to a proverb, humorous, devout, full of faith, zealous, sufficiently self-
opinioned, humble, rough, gentle, pure, dogmatical, resolute — he as as a
Christian a very remarkable amalg’am of much gold and silver, with here
and there a lumu of iron or clay. Called by ‘aee while wielding the hammer,
he continued in his honest calling, and made his smithy the center of
evangelical activities, which entirely changed the apizearanee of the society
among which he moved. He was a man who could not be hid, and though
poor and illiterate, the force of his character made him a power among all
around. O that all our church members would make it their ambition to
make their worldly avocations a vantage ground for fighting their Master’s
battles!


While Sammy’ was yet a mere seeker, he showed the force of his nature by
defending an open-air preacher against a clergyman. Just as his reverence
was about to pull down the Methodist evangelist from the preaching-block,
the youthful neophyte clenched his hands, and holding them in a menacing
fashion before his face, accosted the surprised divine with the summary
remark: “Sir, if you disturb that man of God, I’ll drop you as sure as ever
rou were born.” The emphasis of the words prevented the necessity of the
blows, and having secured a hearing for his teacher, the muscular Christian
subsided into the attentive listener. When at length led to the cross, and
admitted into peace with God, Sammy thought that he could make all the
world believe, and resolved to commence operations upon the landlady of
an inn, which he had frequented in his unregenerate days. The woman was
surprised to hear words of warning and instruction from such a mouth, and
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indignantly turned him out of her house; but having bug lately proved the
power of prayer on his own account, Sam wi[hdrew to a quiet corner, and
poured out his soul to God on her behalf. ‘o sooner was the cry lifted up to
heaven than it was heard: the woman, on his return to the house, begged
his pardon for her rudeness, entreated him to kneel down and ask the Lord
to save her, and lived and died a lover of the truths which she had once
despised. Thus encouraged, Hick became a leader among a zealous band of
Wesleyans, who were’inces-.santly seeking the conversion of souls; and so
absorbed did he become in soul-winning, that one night, awaking suddenly
from a dream, he aroused his wife, and accosting her by name, exclaimed,
“Marty, I believe I am called to preach the gospel.” Martha, who was his
guardian angel, and an admirable make-weight in the direction of prudence,
bade him goto sleep again, at the same time casting considerable doubts
upon the authenticity of the call. His brethren in the ircuit judged otherwise
than Martha, and Samm7 was allowed to deliver his singular but powerful
addresses from the Methodist pulpits around his native village. His
harangues would, doubtless, have been the reverse of edifying to our
educated readers, but they created no small stir among the colliers and
labonrers of the district. Hick, as a preacher, was adapted to his hearers, a
matter of the first importance; it is of no use to try to open oysters with a
Mappin’s razor, and, on the other hand, delicate surgery is not to be
performed with a bill-hook; every instrument must be adapted to its end. In
so wide a world as this, it is a man’s own fault if he does not find a sphere
for which he is better fitted than any other man. Some of the quieter
Methodists could not stand Samnel’s noise; “But,” said Samuel, “it was a
mercy thW went out, for it rid the place of a deal of unbelief, which they
took away with them.” Xo good man can hope to please everybody, and
no brave man will break his heart when he finds that he has failed in this
respect, as others have done before him. Our hero went on with his praying
and preaching, and left others to criticise or censure who felt a leaning in
that direction. His discoursings were once condemned as terribly rambling,
and the good man, instead of denying the charge, claimed some sort of
merit for it — “ For,” said he, “those who go straight on may perhaps hit
one, but my talk, as it goes in and out among the crowd, knocks many
down.” His best preachings, however, were not from the pulpit, but by the
smithy fire. Though he ranged his circuit with burning zeal, and had his
name on two sets of plans, because, as he said, “There is no living with half
work.” Yet it was at the forge that he dealt the heaviest strokes in riveting
his life-work. A neigh-bouring squire rode up to Sam’s forge, upon a horse







342


which had lost a shoe in the heat of the chase. His squireship commenced
swearing at some other smith, who had yesterday put on the shoe so
clumsily; whereupon, without further ceremony, the worthy blacksmith
quietly informed him, that he paid the rent of the shop, and that while it
was in his hands he would suffer no man to take God’s name in vain within
those walls, and that if he swore again, he would not set the shoe on. Many
a man with a cleaner face would have hesitated before he so consistently
maintained his Maker’s cause. The rebuke was kindly taken, and when the
horse was shod, a piece of silver was offered in payment, which he was
expected to retain, but Sam, as honest as he was bold, returned the change,
saying, “I only charge a poor man twopence, and I shall charge you, sir, no
more.” Shoeing must have been cheap in those days; but the return of the
change has a nobility about it, grandly like the princely independence of
Abraham, when he said to the king of Sodom, “I will not take from a
thread to a shoe-latchet, lest thou shouldst say, I have made Abraham
rich.”


His rebuke of certain fox-hunting parsons was as clever as it was cutting.
“‘ They met anent (opposite) my shop,’ says Samuel, ‘ and stopped till the
hounds came. Among the party were the Hon. C. C — , vicar of K — , the
Earl’s brother; the Rev. W — , rector of G —; the late Rev. C — , vicar of
A —; and Dr. E — , who followed the medical profession at K — . It
came into nay mind,’ continued Samuel, ‘ that the three clergymen had no
business there.’ His movcments gen.erally corresponding with the rapidity
of his thoughts, he instantly ‘ threw down the hammer and the tongs,’
darted out of the shop door, and appeared in the midst of them with his
shirt sleeves turned up, his apron on, his face and hands partaking of the
hue of his emplomaent, as fine game, in the estimation of some of them, to
occupy the lingering moments, till other game should be started, as any
that could present itself in human shape. ‘ Most of them,’ says he, ‘ knew
me. I said to them, gentlemen, this is one of the finest hunts in the district.
You are rayon red wi[h two particular privileges; and they are privileges
which other districts have not.’ This excited curiosity, wh’ich was as
quickly gratified; for the enquiW relative to ‘privileyes’was no sooner
proposed, than the answer was given, ‘ If any of you should happen to slip
the saddle, and get a fall, you have a doelot to b/eed you; and three 2arsons
to Fray for you: and what are these but privileges? THREE PARSONS! Oh!
yes, there they are.’“
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Methodists are great at begging, and our hero never flinched from his share
of that hardest of labors. His success was remarkable, but his courage was
more so. His begging was not confined within the limit which decorum
usually suggests. “‘ I went to Ricall,’ says he; ‘ and as I parposed going to
all the houses in the town, I thought there would be no harm ill calling
upon the church clergyman. I did so; and found him in his garden. I
presented my book, which he gave me again, and looked at me.’ The look
would have had a withering effect upon many of Samue[‘s superiors; but
the same spirit and views which had emboldened him to make the
application, supperLed him in the rebuff with which he met. ‘ I am
surprised,’ said the clergyman, ‘ that you should make such a request; that
you should ask me to support dissenters from the Church of England!’
Samuel instantly interposed with ‘ No, sir, we are not dissenters; the
church has dissented from us. The Methodists are good churchmen, where
the gospel is p];eaehed. And as for myself, I never turned my back on a
collecting paper when I went to church. I think there is no more harm in
you helping to supporL us, than there is in us helping to support you.’ The
clergyman here took shelter under the wing of the State — his only ground
of defense, by replying, ‘ You are obliged to support us; the law binds you
to do it.’ Samuel, in return, resorted to the only code of laws with which he
had any acquaintance, and which he consulted daily, the Chrislian code,
saying, ‘ Ours is a law of love; and if we cannoL all think alike, we must all
love alike.’“ Though foiled by the ecclesiastic, he succeeded better wRh
the laRy, and notably on one ,occasion when he carried a miser by storm.
He had stated the needs of the Lord’s work, but found his friend utterly
immovable. Down on his kness fell Samuel, and commenced fervently
pleading for the miserly soul, that God would forgive him for daring to
plead poverty when he had thousands of gold and silver, and for venturing
to profess to be a Christian while he worshipped his pelf. “Sam,” cried the
farmer, with greaL vehemence, “I’ll give thee a guinea if thou wilt give
over.” This availed nothing, for the suppliant only began to plead with the
reater fervor that pardon might be given to the miserly creature who could
only give a single guinea towards the evangelisation of the world, wlen the
Lord had done so much for him. This last assault ade the farmer alarmed
lest he should be induced to give too much, and therefore he roared out,
“Sam, I tell thee to give over: I’q give thee two guineas, if thou wilt only
give it up.” The two guineas were instantaneously secured, and borne away
in triumph. Shockingly bad taste no doubt all this; but the man could no
more help it than an eagle can help flying. His heart and soul were as red
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hot as his own coals when the bellows were going, and ‘there was no room
in his case for deliberations as to taste and propriety, t{is own giving was
always bwond the point which prudence and Martha would have tolerated;
he emptied his pockets on all missionary and collecting occasions, was far
more glee than money grubbers feel when they are filling theirs, lie had a
right to fetch another man’s ass for his Master, since he was delighted to
put his own clothes upon it.


Sammy was great at a sick bed, though even there the eccentric element
would occasionally crop up, as for instance, when he, going to visit a
Roman Catholic, was repulsed by the priest, but urged as a reason for
admittance that he could help the priest, for “two are better far than one.”
Prayer was his delight, and his power in it with his God made many
wonder. We know personally too well that prayer is a reality, to cast
doubts upon the many instances narrated in which this childlike man
prevailed in supplication. One of those most often earfiled at, is thus
narrated by his biographer, ]fr. Everett: “Samuel was at Knottingly, a
populous village in the neighborhood of Ferry-bridge, in 1817, where he
took occasion to inform his hearers, that timre would be a love-feast at
Micklefield, on a certain day, when he should be glad to see all who were
entitled to that privilege. He further observed, with his usual frankness and
generosity, that he had six bushels of corn, and that they should be ground
for the occasion. These comprised the whole of the corn left of the
previous year’s produce. When, therefore, he returned home, and named
his general invitation and intention, Martha, who had as deep an interest in
it as himself, enquired very expressively, ‘ And didst thou tell them, when
all the corn was done, how we were to get through the remainder of the
season, till another crop should be reaped?’ To-morrow, alas! rarely entered
into Samuel’s calculations, unless connected with the church. The day fixed
for the love-feast drew near — there was no flour in the house — and the
wind-mills, in consequence of a long calm, stretched out their arms in vain
to catch the rising breeze. In the midst of this deathdike quiet, Samuel
carried his conl to the mill nearest his own residence, and requested the
miller to unfurl his sails. The miller objected, stated that there was ‘no
wind.’ Samuel, on the other hand, continued to urge his request, saying, ‘ I
will go and pray while you spread the cloth.’ More with a view of
gratifying the applicant than from any faith he had in him who holds the
natural winds in his fists, and who answers the petitions of his creatures,
the man stretched his canvas. No sooner had he done this, than, to his utter
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astonishment, a fine breeze sprung up, the fans whirled round, the corn was
converted into meal, and Samuel returned with his burthen rejoicing, and
had everything in readiness for the festival. A neighbor who had seen the
fans in vigorous motion, took also some corn to be ground; but the wind
had dropped, and the miller remarked,’ You must send for Sammy Hick to
pray for the wind to blow again.’“ We have trore faith in that story than all
the Papist miracles put together, laugh who may.


His plain personal remarks to individuals werq frequently the means of
conversion. WouldtoGod thatweall were more skillful in the like means of
usefulness. “A young lady, who had been known to him from her
childhood, and whose palfry had lost a shoe, called at his shop to have it
replaced. She appeared delicate. He looked cornpassionately upon her, and
asked’Do you know, barn, whether you have a soul? Startled with the
question, she looked in return; but before she was permitted to reply, he
said, ‘Yo have one, whether you know it or not; and it will live in
happiness or misery for ever.” These, and other remarks, produced serious
reflections. Her father perceived from her manner, on her return home —
her residence being not far from Samuel’s dwelling — that something was
preying upon her spirits. She told him the cause: ‘ What!’ he exclaimed, ‘
has that old blacksmith been at thee, to turn thy head? but I will whack
(beat) him.’ So saying, he took up a large stick, similar to a hedge-stake —
left the house — posted off to Samuel’s residence — found him at the
anvil — and without the least intimation, fetched him a heavy blow on the
side, which, said Samuel, when relating the circumstance, ‘nearly felled me
to the ground,’ adding, ‘ and it was not a little that would have done it in
those days.’ On receiving the blow, he turned round, and said, ‘ What are
you about, man? what is that for?’ Supposing it to be out of revenge, and
that religion was the cause of it, he made a sudden wheel, and lifting up his
arm, inclined the oher side to his enraged assailant, saying, ‘Here, man, hit
that too.’ But either the man’s courage failed him, or he was softened by
the manner in which the blow was received;. beholding in Samuel a real
disciple of him who said, ‘ Whosoever shall smite thee on the right cheek,
turn to him the other also.’ He then left him; and Samuel had the happiness
of witnessing the progress of religion in the daughter. Some time after this,
the person himself was taken ill, and Samuel was sent for. He was shown
into the chamber, and looking on the sick man, he asked, ‘ What is the
matter with you? are you bown to die?’ He stretched out his arm to Samuel,
and said, ‘ Will you forgive me?’ Not recollecting the circumstance for a







346


moment, Samuel asked, ‘ Wllat for? I have nothing against you, barn, nor
any man living.’ The case being noticed, the question was again asked, ‘
Will you forgive me?’ ‘ Forgive you, bar? I tell you I have nothing aai.st
you! But if you are about to die, we will pray a bit, and see if the Lord will
forgive you.’ Samuel knelt by the side of the couch, and the dying mau
united with him: and from the penitence, fervor, and gratitude which he
manifested, there was hope in his death. The dau,hter continued all object
of his solicitude: she grew up to woman-hood — became a mother, and he
afterwards exulted to see her and two of her daughters members of the
Wesleyan Society. Four conversions are here to be traced, in regular
succession, and attributable apparently to a word fitly and seasonably
spoken, by one of the weak lhilgs of this worM, becoming mighty through
God.


So accustomed to success was our friend, that when he was in London he
felt an impulse to try his hand at the conversion of a Jew, who kep a
silversmith’s shop opposite his lodging. The result was such as one could
have prophesied. Jacob eyed Samuel with keenness, thinking to himself,
“Here is a greenhorn from the country, I will make some mouish out of
him.” Samuel on the contrary, with childlike simplicity, said within himself,
“Here is a soul to be saved, I will tell him the blessed gospel.” They
exchanged looks, and Samuel opened fire. “Bless the Lord! here is a fine
morning!” Jacob replied, “It ish, it ish ibry fine. ¥at be to besht news in to
city.” “The best news that I cau hear,” replied Samuel, “is that Jesus Christ
is pardoning sinners and sanctifying believers.” “Poh, poh,” rejoined Jacob,
turning red as scarlet, “tuff and nonshensh! It ish all telusion.” Whereat
Samuel rallied with the testimony of his own experience of this blessed
delusion, which for forty years had comforted and sanctified his soul: but
Jacob bad banged the shop door, and beaten a retreat into the little room,
leaving Sanreel to bless the Lord that he had not been lefL to be numbered
with unbelievers. Such a man would beard the Pope himself, and tell the
Grand Turk to his hoe, that in Jesus alone is salvation. The fact is, he lived
an artless life; he believed unquestioningly, and was strong; he acted
conscientiously, and had no need to fear; he served his Lord un-wareringly,
and his reward was power both with God and men. The reader may
enquire concerning his death, but we shall give no details, fin’ more
important is it to gather wisdom from his life. Like him, we may expect to
die, singing, “Glory, glory, glow,” if we have lived under the power of
grace.
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We should be sorry to see any man imitate Sammy Hick, the copy would
be disgusting; but if all our working men and women who are saved by
gTace, would in some such way as he did, live and labor for the spread of
the gospel, the dW would soon break, and the shadows flee away. 3lore
genuine, simple, personal piety, and less burnish and mimicry of religion,
and the world would behold the church as “terrible as an army with
banners.”


A THURSDAY EVENING DISCOURSE


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“The glory of the Lord shall bc thy rereward.’ — Isaiah 58:8.


THE church of God is an army marching through an enemy’s territory. She
can never reckon upon a moment’s peace. If she were of the world, the
world would love its own; but because true saints are not of the world, but
Christ has chosen them out of the world, therefore the world hateth them.
As the Amalekites suddenly fell upon the children of Israel, unprovoked,
and without givin’ any warning of their hostile intention, so not only in
times of persecution, but in these apparendy softer days when the world
does not use the stake and the sword, at all seasons the world is ready to
pounce upon the church of God, and to call in its grand ally the devil, to
overthrow and destroy, as far as possible, the militant hosts of Israel.


Every Christian then, must be a soldier, and take hissbare in the battles of
the cross. We must not look upon our life as being; a pleasure-journey
through a fi’iendly land, but as a march, a march through the very midst of
foes nho Will dispute every foo of our way.


Now, if we thus view the church as an army, it is consolatory to know that
we have a vanguard. “My righteousness shall go before thee.” We take our
Lord Jesus Christ to be “the Lord our righteousness;” he is the forerunner,
and he has gone before us, even through the river of death, and up to the
skies, that he may prepare a place for all those who have enlisted under his
standard.


Our text, however, speaks not of the vanguard, but of the “reward.” There
is always dang’er there, and it is comfortable to behold so glorious a shield
borne in the rear by so mighty an arin. “The glory of the Lord shall be thy
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rereward.” It is but little I have to say to you this evening, but may Gd
make that little profitable to you. We will, first of all, dwell upon the
rereward, and enquire what it is which is here intended; and, secondly, we will try to
show how the glory of the Lord brings up the rear, and protects the saints on every
side.


I. In the first place, WHAT MAY WE UNDERSTAND BY THE REREWARD?


Taking the text to refer to the church of God as a body, we remark that there
are always some who bring up the rear. God has never lef his church
without men to stand in the front. A few choice men have always been
raised up by God, and who have led the way, both in testimonv and in
suffering. The race of the prophets will never be extinct. “The sceptre” in
this sense will not depart from the members of the church until Christ shall
come a second time. The teacher shall not be taken out of his place, nor the
candlestick be removed, nor the bread of life be taken away. But the mass
of the church are rather like the lody of the army, marching on and fighting
well, but not attaining unto the first three mighties. We have, moreover, in
the church, a consideral:be proportion of those who are always behind.
Some of those are here tonight. You feel yourselves to belong to the rear,
because or are so wealc i faith. It is a blessed thing to enjoy hll assurance of
faith, and yet no doubt there are thousands in the fold of Jesus who never
reach this attainment. It is a great pity that they should not reach it, for
they miss much happiness and much uset’alness, but still—


“Thousands in the fold of Jesus,
This attainment ne’er could boast;


To his name eternal praises,
None of these shall e’er be lost.”


Deeply graven
On his hands their names remain.”


There are some who, from their natural constitution, and other
circumstances, are very apt to despond. Like Mr. Fearing, they not only go
through the Slough of Despond, but, as Bunyan says, they carry a slough
of despond about with them. They are little in faith, but they are great at
foreseeing evil. They are alwws expecting some dreadful ill, and they cower
down before a shadow. I thank God that those of you who have faith but
as a grain of mustard seed, shall not be left. fhe glory of the Lord shall
gather you up. The stragglers, the wounded, the halt, the lame — though
these cannot march with the rest as we could desire, though, like Mr.
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Ready-to-Halt, they have to go on crutches, yet the glory of the Lord shall
be their shelter and protection. Then there are some of you who are not
exactly weak in the faith. but ill your humble eslimale of yourselves, you put
yourselves in the rear. “I am very poor,” says one; “it is but little’that- I can
ever give; even if I gave a mite, as the widow did, I might almost give all
my substance in so doing; I am obscure, too, for I have no talent; i cannot
preach; I can scarcely prw in the prayer-meeting to edification; I hope I
love the Lord, and that I am one of the stones in the walls of his church,
but I am quite a hidden one.” Ah! well, poor though you are, despised and
forgotten, the glow of the Lord shall secure your safety. It is said of the
tribe of Dan, “These shall go hindmost with their standards,” and there
must be some to be in the rear; so, while the rich may rejoice in what God
has given to them, yet you, in your contentment with your lot, may be
thankful for your poverty, and bless the name of the Lord that, though you
may be in tke rear, you are yet in the army, and you shall soon, as much as
those in the van, have your full share of the spoil.


Possibly there are some who get into the rear from a much more painful
cause, namely, from backslidiuy. I would not say a word to excuse
backsliding, for it is a dreadful thing that we should depart from our first
love, or lose the rigour of our piety. It is dangerous to get even half a yard
from the Savior’s side. To live in the sun, like Milton’s algol, that is blessed
living; no lack of light or warmth there; bu to turn our backs on the sun, as
the descendants of Cain did of old, and to go journeyin away from Christ,
this is dangerous in the extreme. “The backslider in heart shall be filled
with his own ways.” Many men talk of David’s sin: it were well if they
would recollect David’s repentance, and David’s broken bones, after he
had received pardon. He never was the same man afterwards that he;;as
before. His voice was hoarse and cracked. You can tell the psahns that he
wrote after his fall, for his pen quivered as he wrote them; and yet, blessed
be God, he could sw, “Although my house be not so with God, yet he hath
made with me an everlasting covenant, ordered in all things and sure.”
Even these falling ones, Christ is kind to them. Though they have
wandered, his ¥oice is not that of condemnation, but of consolation.
Return, ye backsliding ones! He owns the marriage bonds still. “I am
married’unto thee, saith the Lord.” Backslider, let this be some comfort to
you, if you are bewailing your backslidings; but oh’. if you are not
conscious of them, or are conscious of them, but are not mourning them,
tremble, tremble, lest backsliding should become aposLacy, and you should
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prove beyond question that you never had a sound work of grace in your
heart.


Now, whoever it may be in the militant host of the Lord that may be in the
rear, here is comfort — that the glory of the Lord shall he the rereward.
Only one or two of you can guess, in any adequate measure, what the care
of such a large church as this is. I have sometimes said, with Moses, “Have
I begotten all this people, that I should carry them in my bosom?” But here
is my consolation, “the Lord knoweth them that are his;” and those of you
who do not alwws show due faith and courage — who do not advance to
the front, as we could wish, in Christian service, we, nevertheless,
commend you to the care of our God, praying that the rear may be divinely
preserved. We wish that you would quicken your pace, that you would
grow in grace, and in the knowledge of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ;
but we know that, even as it is, you shall be found of him in peace in the
day of his appearing, since your righteousness is found in him, and you are
not trusting in yourselves.


But, now, supposing the text to refer to the individual Christian, how shall we
translate it? “The glory of the Lord shall be your rereward.”


We will translate it in three ways. First, as relating to our past — that which is
behind us. We need a protection from the past. Now, what is that which is
behind us? There is something to rejoice in, for God has been gTaeious to
us, but there is yew much to mourn over, for we remember our former
lusts in our ignorance, things whereof we are now ashamed. Christian, look
back awhile upon those sins of yours, the sins of your youth, and your
former transHes-sions; sins against law and against gospel, against light,
and against love; sins of omission, and sins of commission! What about
them? Suppose that, like a pack of hungry wolves, they should pursue you;
suppose they should come after you, as Pharaoh and his chariots went after
the children of Israel, when they escaped out of Egypt I Ah! then the glory
of the Lord shall be your rereward. Christ and his atonement shall come
between us and our sins, and he shall drown our enemies in the Red Sea of
his blood, even as he drowned Pharaoh and all his raging hosts who
pursued the chosen people. Fear not your past sin, Christian. Tremble at
the thought of it, by way of repentance, but thank God that you shall not
be called to account for it; for your sins were numbered on the Scapegoat’s
head of old, and he took them, and made an end of them, and carried them
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away for ever. “Who shall lay anything to the charge of God’s elect?” As
to past sin, the glorious atonement shall bring up the rear.


Then there are our past habits. How much of injury we still suffer from
these! A man who has been accustomed to witness scenes of vice wfil
frequently have most fearful pictures pained upon his eye-balls, even when
they are closed for prayer. Yes, and when the sacred hymn is going up to
heaven, a word in it may suggest a snatch of a profane song, or bring to the
recollection even blasphemy itself. It is a sad thing to have learned the arts
of sin, to have acquired habits of passionate temper, of pride, or
covetousness or of falsehood. We may well tremble lest these old enemies
should at last prove too much for us. We have left them behind us! they do
not lead and guide us as once they did, but they dog our steps; the
dominion of sin is broken, but the law of sin is still there to vex us. The
tree is cut down, but the sprouts still arise from the root, and are all too
vigorous, especially at times when they have bees watered by
circumstances, for at the scent of water they will bud and:a;row. Ah! then,
we must take our bad habits to the Lord Jesus. We mus ask him to
manifest his glory by helping us to conquer them, and we shall yet break
these bonds which had become like fetters of iron; we shall snap them as
Samson of old did his green withes, and we shall be free: but the glory of
the Lord must do it, and we shall have to give him all the praise. So the whole
of the past, if you take it in any of its aspects, need not cause the Christian
tormenting sorrow, for he can believe that all his sinful past is left with God, so
that as neither thins present, nor things to come shall be able to separate him
from the love of God, so not even things past shall be able to do it.


But again; understanding the text as referring to the individual believer, we
may speak of the rear as signifying that part of our nature which is most
backward in yielding to the power of divine grace. Brethren, often to will is
present with us, but how to perform that which we would we find not. The
understanding is convineed, and that leads the van; the affections are
awakened, and they follow after; but there is a weaker passion which
would, if it dared, consent to sin, and hat is this flesh of ours in which there
dwelleth no good thing. It is this dangerous rear, this weakest part of our
nature, which we have most cause to dread. O friends, you know but little
of yourselves if ,:on do not know this, that there are such weak points
about you that you might be overthrown in a moment if almighty grace did
not preserve you. Peter is laughed at by a silly maid, and he falls. How are
the mighty fallen! How little a thing brings an apostle to the level of a
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blasphemer! As for this rear-part of our army, what shall we do with it? It
is here that God’s glory will be seen in conquering and overcoming.
Thanks be unto God who giveth us the victory through our Lord Jesus
Christ, and gives us victory in the very place where we were accustomed to
say, “O wretched man that I am! who shall deliver me from the body of this
death?” Those straggling passions which we cannot marshal as we would
into regular order; those wandering thoughts; those downward desires; that
cold hearL which will not grow warm as we would have it, but will lose its
holy glow — all these powers of ours shall be brought into subjection and
sanctified by grace. God shall gather up the stragglers, and bring the whole
man safe to perfection by the sanctifying power of the Spirit.


Once again, understanding still the individual Christian, may we not speak
of our rear as signifying the end of our days? The glory of the Lord shall be
the rereward of our mortal history. The van was blessed, when we looked
to Christ and were lightened, and our faces were not ashamed.


“Many days have passed since then;
Many changes have we seen;


Yet have been upheld till now —
Who could hold us up but thou?”


But the rear of the march of life is coming. We shall soon be up to our
necks iu the chill river. The waves and billows must soon roll over us. We
may desire to be with Christ, but death itself never can be desirable.


“We shrink back again to life,
Fond of our prison and our clay.”


We long to be with Christ, for it shall be far better, but that last pinch,
when soul and body shall be separated, cannot be looked forward to
without solemn awe. Oh! how sweet to think that Christ shall bring up the rear
If ever we have had his presence, we shall have it then. We shall


“Sing when the death-dew lies cold on our brow,
If ever we loved thee, our Jesus, ‘tis now.”


Perhaps our last day will be our best and brightest day, and we shall be
surprised to find what floods of glory there are around and above the
floods of death. I see, before me many, very many veterans. Your grey
hairs tell of your nearness to heaven. I trust your locks are whitened with
the sunlight of glory. Oh! be not afraid; you shall find it a blessed thing to
sleep in Jesus: and even as you go to that last bed, you shall not tremble,
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for he shall be so manifestly with you that you shall not be afraid. The glory
of the Lord shall be your rereward, and what that glory shall be, what heart
can imagine, what tong’ue can tell? The glory that excelleth, the glory of
perfection, the glory of being made like unto the first-born among many
brethren; the glory of the Wellbeloved, which he had with his Father before
the world was. “The glory which thou gavest me I have given them.”
Behold then your latter end. O that our last days might be with the
righteous, and our last end be like theirs! The glory of the Lord shall be the
Christian’s rereward.


II. But now, only for a minute or two, let me show now THE STORY OF


THE LORD thus, both in the case of the church, and of each separate
Christian, BECOMES THE MEANS OF GRACIOUS PRESERVATION.


What is this “glory of the Lord” which shelters the weak and preserves the
saints? May we not understand it to mean, first of all, the glorious attributes
of God? God’s mercy is one of his glories. It is his great glory, you know,
that he is a God passing by iniquity, transgression, and sin, and
remembering not the iniquity of his people. Now, brethren, as to our past
sins, and our weaknesses, and all those other senses in which we
understand the rear of our spiritual host — as to all these, the mercy of
God will glorify itself in them all. Notwithstanding our weakness, mercy
shall find a platform for the display of itself, and where sin abounded there
shall ace much more abound. When you think of the greatness of your sin,
think also of the greatness of God’s mercy at the same time. As Master
Wilcox says, “If thou canst not keep thine eye on the cross when thou art
repenting, away with thy repenting.” A sense of sin which is not also
attended with a belief in God’s mercy is not an evangelical sense of sin. O
to know the superabounding mercy of the loving God who delighteth in
mercy, his last born, but his best-beloved attribute! He will glorify himself
by his mercy in delivering you where you most need it.


So will he also use the glorious attribute of his wisdom. It takes a wise
captain to conduct the rear. To be in the van needs courage and prudence,
but to be in the rear often needs more wisdom, and even more courage
still, and Ood will show the wisdom of his providence and the fidelity of his
grace in taking care o the weakest of the host, and in preserving you,
believer, in that place where you are most in need of preservation. So will
he also show his power. Oh, what power it will be that will bring some of us
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to heaven! We need a God to get us there. Nothing short of divine strength
will ever be able to preserve some of us.


So crushed and hardened, and sometimes so stung wifi the venom of the
old serpent, unless the bare arm of God be reveled, how shall we who are
in the rear be kept? The glory of the Lord in mercy, wisdom, and power,
shall shine transcendently in our case.


And here, too, shall be conspicuous the immutability of God. Beloved, of all
the attributes of God,next to his love, this is, rhaps, the sweetest to the
tried Christian, namely, his iramutability.


“Immutable his will;
Though dark may be my frame.”


You are not trusting in a Savior who was yours yesterday, but is not
faithful to-day, or who will fail you to-morrow; but every word of his
promise sLandeth sure, and he himself standeth fast to it. How the
immutability of God will be illustrated in those who have had a long life,
and borne trial all through it, but who find at the last that Christ who loved
his own, which were in the world, did love them even unto the end. Yes,
the weakness which you now discover and mourn over, shall only afford an
opportunity for the faithfulness of God to reveal itself in your case. The
glory of the Lord, in all its attributes, shall bring up the rear.


May we not also understand, besides his attributes, his providenee? The
providence of God is his glory. Thus he shows the skirts of his royal robes
amongst the sons of men, as he has dominion over all the events of time.
Ah! yes, you may rest assured that in all those points in the Christian
church which are the most weak, and the most behind, the providence of
God will be seen in bringing the entire army of God home, safely home,
victoriously home. Looking at the history of the whole church, it is
wonderful to see how God has never sustained a defeat, and when his army
seems to have been repulsed for a time, it is only drawn back to take a
more wondrous leap to a yet greater victory One wave may recede, but the
main ocean advances, the great tide of our holy faith is coming up; and as
we water wave after wave dying upon the shore we must not weep, or
think that God is sustaining a disappointment, for the main flood must
advance, and it shall, till all the mud of idolatry and human sin, and all the
sand of human rebellion shall be covered with the silver tide of truth and
love, and against the rocks of eternity, the great waves of gospel truth shall
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for ever beat. Courage, my brethren, the Lord will bring up the rear by his
providence, ruling and overruling, making evil produce good, and good
something better and better still in infinite progression, Not only to the whole
church, but to you also shall it be so, and in due time if you will but wait, you
shall not be disappointed, but your light shall rise ill obscurity, and the days of
your mourning shall be ended. The glory of the Lord shall thus be on reward.


But may we not believe that the glory of the Lord which brings up the rear
is himself? After all, we cannot dissociate the glory fi’tml the glorious One.
God himself we must have if we would see his .dory. Ah! brethren, the
wine of communion with our Father and his ,’-;oil Jesus Christ is the surest
preservative, and espeeially ought we to cultivate this communion when we
feel that we are most in danger. Near to the Savionr’s t;osom, and it does not
matter what we suffer. C!oe to God, and he who is full of infirmities will
overcome them all. Whatever your besetting sin may have been, put our head
upon the Savior’s bosom, and that besetting sin shall not overthrow you. Close
to the Master, and since his garments smell of myrrh, and aloes, and cassia,
you shall never want for perfume. Have Christ with you, and you cannot
walk in darkness, however dark your way may be. Get you to your
chambers. Wait upon him in prayer. In coming down from those chambers
with your souls refreshed, say to him, “Abide with me from morn to eve,”
for you may rest assured that in this holy communion you shall find the true
protection, while they who neglect this are most apt to slip with their feet.


And so, let me close these few words of address by entreating you always to
fly to the glory of the Lord whenever you feel your danger, and even when you do
not fed it, for it is well to be there. “Trust in the Lord, and do good, so
shalt thou dwell in the land, and verily thou shalt be fcd.” Trust not in man,
nor stay thy confidence in the glory of man. Rest not in thy circumstances,
thy wealth, nor thy health, for the glory of all these shall pass away as the
beauty of the flower in the field, which is soon cut down beneath the
mower’s scythe. Trust thou in the Lord for ever, for in the Lord Jehovah is
everlasting strength. Yo sons of men, trust in your God, and ye shall be
secure beneath the shadow of his wings. Ye sinners, fly to the Savior.
“Seek ye the Lord while he may be found.” Look to the cross of Jesus, and
put all your dependence in his sufferings, and his merits, and you who have
so done already, fly more than ever to your God; and to your God alone in
every hour of ill, and every night of grief. The Lord bless you for Jesus’
sake. Amen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1869.


A SERMON FROM A SICK PREACHER.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


MY brethren, I am quite out of order for addressing you tonight. I feel
extremely unwell, excessively heavy and exceedingly depressed, and yet I
could not deny myself the pleasure of trying to say a few words to you. I
have taken a text upon which I think I could preach in my sleep, and I
believe that, if I were dying and were graciously led into the old track, I
could, with my last expiring breath pour out a heart-full of utterance upon
the delightful verse which I have selected. It happens to be the passage
from which I first essayed to speak in public when I was but a boy of
fifteen years of age; and I am sure it contains the marrow of what I have
always taught in the pulpit from that day until now. The words are in the
second chapter of the first epistle of Peter, and the seventh verse; “Unto you
therefore which believe he is precious.”


We might find “ample room and verge enough” if we were to enlarge upon
the preciousness of Christ; in his person as God and perfect man; his
preciousness to his Father, Ms preciousness to the Holy Spirit, his
preciousness to angels and glorified men. We might next speak of him in
the preciousness of his work; showing his preciousness as the Mediator of
the new covenant, and as the incarnate messenger of that covenant on
earth; his preciousness as working out a perfect righteousness, and as
rendering a complete expiation. We might dwell upon his preciousness in
all his offices, whether as Prophet, Priest, or King, and in all his
relationships as friend, brother, or bridegroom. Indeed, we have before us a
subject as inexhaustible as the river of God, and as bright as the sapphire,
throne. If we should endeavor to show how precious the Well beloved is in
all respects, we should need eternity in which to complete the task.
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“Precious, Lord, beyond expression,
Are thy beauties all divine;


Glory, honor, praise, and blessing,
Be henceforth for ever thine.”


The wording of the text binds our thoughts to one point. “Unto you that
believe he is precious,” it is not so much how precious he is, as how
precious he is to you. If you be a believer, the text affirms that Jesus Christ
will, without any adverb to limit the extent of the descriptive word, be
precious to you.


We shall, first, talk awhile upon the truth that Jesus Christ is now precious to
believers.


Notice attentively how personally precious Jesus is. There are two persons
in the text: “Unto you that believe he is precious.” “You” and “he.” You —
you are a real person, and you feel that you are such. To yourself you must
ever be the most real of existences. You do not think of yourself as a
person of whom you have read in history, or heard of in discourse, or seen
from a window years ago. You have (to use an ugly word, since I do not
know any substitute for it), you have realized yourself; you are quite clear
about your own existence; now in the same way I pray you strive to realize
the other Person. “Unto you that believe he is precious” Jesus just as really
exists as you do, and you must not regard him as a personage who was
here one thousand eight hundred and sixty-nine years; ago, or one of whom
you have heard, and whom you like to think of as a poetical conception;
but there is a real Christ now existing; in spirit existing here; in real flesh
and blood now standing at the right hand of the Father; and between him
and you, if you be a believer, there exists a bond of unity which, though
invisible, is nevertheless most matter-of-fact and positive. You believe in
him, he loves you; you love him in return, and he she is abroad in your
heart a sense of his love. You twain are bound together fastly and firmly;
there is neither myth, nor dream either in him or in your union to him. He is
and you are, and he is in very deed most precious to you.


Notice, too, that while the, text gleams with this vividness of personality,
to which the most of professors are blind, it is weighted with a most solid
positiveness: “Unto you that believe he is precious.” It does not speak as
though he might be or might not be; but “he is precious.” There are some
things about myself as a Christian which are frequently matters of question.
I may gravely question whether I am growing in grace; and under such a
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doubt I may search my heart to see whether I love my Lord better, or
whether I have more fully conquered my sins; but one thing I do not
question, namely, that being a believer in him, Jesus Christ is unutterably
precious to my soul. If thou doubtest thy faith, thou mayst doubt whether
Christ is precious to thee, but if thy faith be, certain, the preciousness of
Christ to thy heart is quite as certain. “He is precious.” If the new life be in
thee, thou art as sure to love the Savior as fish love the stream, or the birds
the air, or as brave men love liberty, or as all men love their lives. Tolerate
no peradventures here; allow no debate upon this vital point of thy religion!
Jesus must be precious to thee. Cleanse thine eye if any dust hath dimmed
thy sight of Jesus’ preciousness, and be not satisfied till, in the language of
the spouse, thou canst say, “He is the chief among ten thousand, and the
altogether lovely.”


Mark, further, the absoluteness of the text;, “Unto you that believe he is
precious.”’ It is not written how precious. The, text does not attempt by any
form of computation to measure the price which the regenerate soul sets
upon her bosom’s Lord. There is no hint that he is moderately precious; it
does not even say positively or comparatively precious. I infer therefore
that I may if I choose insert the word “superlatively,” and certainly if I did
so there would be no exaggeration. for more dear than light to the eyes, or
life to the body, is Jesus to the sanctified beam Each saint can truthfully
sing,


“Yes, thou art precious to my soul,
My transport and my trust:


Jewels to thee are gaudy toys,
And gold is sordid dust.”


Since no sparkling gems or precious metals, regalia, or caskets of rare
jewels can ever equal the value of Jesus, the comparison is vain. We
therefore place him by himself alone, and say that he is absolutely precious
to believers. Gold is precious; but the diamond is more so, and in.
comparison with the diamond the gold is of small account. The diamond is
precious; but give a man a bag full of diamonds of the first water, and put
him down in a desert, or let him be out on the wild waste of ocean, he
would give all his diamonds for a draught of pure water to drink, or a crust
of bread to eat; so that in certain cases even the excellent crystal wealth
lose its value. In fact, mineral substances are merely arbitrary signs of
value, they have but little, worth in themselves; gold in itself is less useful
than iron, and a diamond of little more account than a. piece of glass. They
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have no absolutely intrinsic value which would remain the same under all
contingencies. But Christ is absolutely precious; that is to say, nothing can
ever match him, much less excel him; and he is precious under all
circumstances. There he, yet can arrive a time when we shall be compelled
to confess his want of value, of lower our estimate of him. He is infinitely
precious. O my soul, dost thou esteem him so? My heart, art thou sure of
this, that; unto thee he is precious beyond compare; precious positively,
precious comparatively, though heaven itself were compared, precious
superlatively, beyond all things that can be dreamed of; or imagined? is he
to thee essential preciousness, the very standard of all value? Thus it
should be, for the text means no less: “Unto you that believe he is
precious.”


The thought which I desire to bring out into fullest, relief is this, that Jesus
Christ is today continually precious to his people. The moment a soul
believes in Jesus, his sins are forgiven. Well, then, the precious blood that
washes all sin away, is not that clone with? Oh, no! Unto you that believe,
though yea have believed to the saving of your seal. He is still precious; for
your guilt will return upon your conscience, and you will yet sin, being still
in the body, but; there’ is a fountain still filled with blood, and thus unto
you experimentally the cleansing atonement is as precious as when you first
relied upon its expiating power. Nay, Jesus is more precious to you now
than when first you were washed in his blood and were made white as
snow; for you know your own needs more fully, have proved more often
the adaptation of his saving grace, and have received a thousand more gifts
at his blessed hands. I do fear me that some Christians imagine that after
believing, all is done; but my Lord Jesus Christ is no old almanac, used up
and of no further service. he is not; like the physic which I took months
ago, which then healed me of my disease, so that now I can afford to put it
on the shelf and laugh at it; oh, no! he is still my divine medicine. Still I
want him, still I have him. If I believe in him, I feel I want him more than
ever I did, and he is dearer to me than ever he was. If I needed him
aforetime as a poor guilty sinner, I want him just as much as a poor needy
saint, hanging, upon his daily bounty, deriving life perpetually from his life,
peace from the virtue of his precious blood, and joy from. the outflowings
of his love to me. Instead of Christ’s losing value to the believer, the pith
of the text is this — that you, believer, when you get Christ, and get what
Christ bringeth to you, instead of esteeming him as though he were an
empty vessel, out of which you had drained the last drop, you prize him
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more highly than ever you did before. He is not a gold mine worked out
and exhausted, a field reaped of its harvest, or a vineyard where the grape
gleaning is done: he has still the dew of his youth, the fullness of his
strength, the infinity of his wealth, the perfection of his power.


Now, beloved, just for a minute or two, let us think how Christ is today
precious to you.


He is today precious to you because his blood even now this day is the only
thing which keeps you from being a condemned sinner, exposed to the
wrath of God. There has been enough sin upon your soul, my brother, my
sister, this very day, to cast you into hell, if your Surety had not stood
between you and God’s justice. You have been into no sinful company to-
day; you have been in your Sunday-school class, and I have been in the
pulpit; but, ah! my pulpit sins would have damned me today, if it had not
been for that precious blood, and thy Sunday-school sins had shut thee up
in hell, if that dear Mediator had not stood between thee, and God. So you
see it is not the first day in which you believe in which he is precious to
you:, but right on still, as long as you are a sinner, the Intercessor stands
and pleads for you, evermore putting your sin away; being yesterday,
today, and for ever, your Savior, your shield, and your defense, and
therefore evermore supremely precious.


Remember, too, he is precious, because the only righteousness you have is,
still. his perfect righteousness. That; which pleads with God. for you is not
what you are, but what he is. You are accepted at this moment, but you are
only accepted in the Beloved. You are not justified because you feel in a
sweet frame of mind, or because your heart rejoices in, the name of God.
Oh, no! your acceptance is all in your great Surety, and if it could be
possible that he and the entire system of his grace could be withdrawn, and
covenant engagements abrogated, you would be as unacceptable as even
lost spirits are, and would be like them for ever driven from the face and
favor of God. Is he not, then, as your accepted Substitute, at this hour
most precious to you?


Moreover, beloved, Jesus Christ is precious to you at this moment, as
much as ever lie was, because from henceforth it is his example which you
strive to imitate. So far as he is an example to his people, his character has
always been most admirable in your esteem, and this day you delight to
know that in his life God’s law appears drawn cut in bring characters. You
aspire to be like him now; you expect to be perfectly like him in the day of
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his appearing. Now, because, he sinews you what you shall be, and because
in him lies the power to make you what you shall be, is he not therefore
daily precious to you? In proportion as you fight with sin, in proportion as
you seek for holiness with inward longings and sublime pantings, in that
proportion will Jesus Christ, the paragon of all perfection, be precious in
your esteem. Beloved, you are to be crucified with him; your flesh, with its
corruptions and lusts, must die upon his cross as lie died. Is lie not precious
when you believe that it will be by virtue of his death that sin will die in
you? You are to rise in him; nay, I trust you have already risen in him, in
newness of life; I hope you are panting more and more after the
resurrection life, that you may no longer regard the dead things of this
world, but live for eternal things, as those whose life is hid with Christ in
God. If so, I know you will prize a risen Savior, and your appreciation of
him will increase as you drink deeper into the fellowship of the risen life.
Forget not, beloved, that, our Redeemer has ascended and in that ascension
every saint has; his share. I do not say that you all enjoy your share yet, bat
in proportion as you do so, you will reckon Christ to be precious; for he
hath raised us up together, and made us sit together in heavenly places; our
conversation is in heaven, from whence also we look for the Lord Jesus,
whose Second Advent is to be the perfection of our spiritual life, the
unveiling of the hidden beauties and manifestations of the sons of God. Just
in proportion as you enter into your royal heritage, and live in it, and
believe in it, in this proportion Jesus Christ will be precious to you.


Beloved, let me tell you a secret. To many of you, there is as much in
Christ undiscovered, as you have already enjoyed. Your faith has only yet
grasped Christ as saving you from going down to the pit — Christ is
precious to you so far; but if your faith could even now comprehend the
fact that you are one with Christ, are members of his body, of his flesh, and
of his bones, that you are heirs of God, and joint heirs with Christ, ah, then,
how doubly precious would Jesus be! As. surely as your faith grasps more,
and becomes more capacious, and appropriating, Christ will grow in
preciousness to you. I am persuaded that there is a meaning in these words
which the whole of God’s saints have not yet been able to discover, a deep
mysterious preciousness of Jesus, only to be known by a close and intimate
acquaintance with him such as falls to the lot of few. “Unto you that
believe,” just in proportion as you believe, the larger, the stronger, the
deeper, the purer, the sublimer, the more full-grown your faith, the more







362


unto you Jesus Christ is precious. Ask, then, for more faith, that Jesus may
be more precious to you, and God grant it to you, for his name’s sake!


Thus much on that point. Now a few words on another. Because Jesus is
precious to believers, he efficaciously operates upon them. The preciousness of
Christ is, as it were, the leverage of Christ in lifting up his saints to holiness
and righteousness.


Let me show you this. The man who trusts Christ values Christ; that which
I value I hold fast; hence our valuing Christ helps us to abide steadfast in
times of temptation. The world saith to a Christian, “Follow me, and I will
enrich thee.” “Nay,” saith the Christian, “Thou canst not enrich me; I have
Christ, and I am rich enough.” “follow me,” saith the world, “and I will
bless thee; I will give thee the delights of the flesh.” “Nay,” saith the heart,
“thou canst not bless me, for these things are accursed and would bring me
sorrow and not pleasure; Jesus Christ is my pleasure, and to love him and
to do his will is my joy.” Do you not see,. the greater your value of Christ,
the greater your strength against temptation? Although the devil may tempt
you with this and that, yet Jesus Christ being more precious than all things,
you say, “Get thee behind me, Satan; thou canst not tempt me while Christ
is dear to my spirit.” O may you have a very high ‘value of Christ, that thus
you may be kept firm in the day of temptation.


Notice further: this valuing of Christ helps the believer to make sacrifices.
Sacrifice-making constitutes a large part of any high character. He who
never makes a sacrifice in his religion, may shrewdly suspect that it is not
worth more than his own practical valuation of it. When a man hath a very
important document about him, on which depends his title to his estates, if
a thief should try to take it from him, he will suffer the thief to tear away
his garments, to rob trim of anything he has except his treasure, that he
takes care to hold fast as long as he can. Indian messengers when entrusted
with jewels, have been known to swallow them to preserve them from
robbers, and to allow themselves to be stripped naked of every rag they
wore, but they would not lose the jewel with which their prince had
entrusted them. So the Christian will say to the world, “Take away my
fortune, take away my livelihood; take away my good name if thou wilt, O
lying world, but despite all I will retain my Savior, for he is precious!” Skin
for skin; yea, all that a man hath will he give for Christ, and he never wil1
or can give Christ up if Christ be precious to him. See, then, that believing
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in Jesus makes him precious, and his being precious helps us to make
sacrifices most cheerfully for his dear sake.


Moreover, brethren, this valuing of Christ makes us jealous against sin.
What, say we, does Jesus Christ deign to live under my roof? Then, while
he lives in my heart, I will give no roosting-place to any foul bird of sin that
might begin hooting in his ear. No! ye enemies of Christ, begone, begone,
begone! My Beloved shall have the best chamber of my spirit, undefiled by
your filthy feet. We are afraid lest we should do anything to grieve the
heavenly Lover of our souls; this makes us keep our garments white, and
pick our steps through this miry world Hence, a right valuing of Christ
promotes directly the highest degree of sanctification. he who loves the
Redeemer best purifies himself most, even as his Lord is pure.


Beloved high valuing of Christ helps the Christian in the selection of his
associates in life. If I hold my divine Lord to be precious, how can I have
fellowship with those who do not esteem him? You will not find a man of
refined habits and cultured spirits, happy amongst the lowest and most
illiterate. Birds of a feather flock together. Workers and traders unite in
companies according to their occupations. Lovers of Christ rejoice in
lovers of Christ, and they delight to meet together; for they can talk to each
other of things in which they are agreed. I would recommend you to
choose the church of which you would be a member, and the pastor whom
you would hear, by this one thing; by how much of Christ there is in that
church, and how much of the savor of Christ there is in that ministry. Oh! it
is ill of a child of God to be enchanted by mere rhetoric. As well might you
choose a, table to feast at merely on account of the knives and forks, or the
polish of its mahogany. You require food for the soul, and there is nothing
that will long feed a true heart but Jesus Christ, who is the meat and the
drink of his people. Love to Christ soon makes a Christian discontented
with mere oratory. He cannot be satisfied even with the best doctrine apart
from Jesus. “They have taken away my Lord,” saith he, “and I know not
where they have laid him.” I must hear about Jesus; and if that silver bell
does not ring, then all the rest may Chime as they may, but my ear is at
unrest until I hear that celestial sound. Thus a lofty estimate, of Christ will
be seen, if I had time to track it, to operate through the entire history of a
Christian.


Little need is there more fully to particularize, but we must not fail to
remark that a sense of the Redeemer’s preciousness makes the Christian
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useful, for that which is much on the heart will soon creep up, to the
tongue, and the testimony of the heart is a notable method for spreading
the gospel. If thou lovest Christ much, thou wilt speak about him. Thy
restrained speech will almost choke thee, thy soul will be hot within thee
whilst thou art silent, till a last, like a fire in thy bones which cannot longer
be concealed, it will break out, and thou wilt say to others, “My Beloved is
the fairest and noblest of all beloveds; O that you. all knew him and loved
him as I do! If you see him, his face is brighter than the sun in its strength;
if you hear him, his voice is sweeter that the chorus of heaven; if you draw
near to him, his garments smell of myrrh, and aloes, and cassia; and if you
trust him, you will find him to be faithfulness and truth itself. Broken the
words may be, the sentences may not flow with rhythmical harmony, but he
that loves Christ must out with it, somehow or other. Thus telling out the
things which he has made touching the King with a burning heart, others
will hear the good news, and they will ask, “Who is this Precious One?”
and they will, by God’s good Spirit, be led to seek him and find him too.
So the Christian valuing Christ will come to be useful to the souls of men;
indeed, as I have said before, it will exercise an operating power on the
entire Christian manhood, and render it holiness unto the Lord.


Christ being thus precious, his preciousness becomes the test of our Christianity.


I shalt not prolong this humble talk, but shall, in. conclusion, put a question
to you. Beloved brother or sister, you know very well that I would be the
last person in the world to speak lightly of the value of sound doctrine. I
wish we were all acquainted with the Scriptures far more, and that the
doctrines of grace were more clear to our understandings, and more
imprinted upon our hearts; but there are some people who love a certain
set of doctrines so much, that if you diverge a hair’s breadth they will
denounce you as rotten at the core. They will not associate with any who
do not say, “Shibboleth,” and sound the “sh” very harshly, too. They wilt
cut off and condemn all God’s people who do not precisely agree with
them. Now, mark you, it is not written, “ Unto you that believe a code of
doctrines will be precious.” That is true, but it is not, written so in the text.
The text is, “Unto you that believe Christ is precious.” It is better to count
Christ precious than it is to count orthodoxy precious. Oh, it is not loving a
creed, but it is loving Jesus that proves you a Christian. You may become
such a bigot that it may be only the laws of the land which keep you from
burning those who differ from you, and yet you may have none of the
grace of God in your heart. I love Protestantism, but if there is anything in
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this world that I have a horror of, it is that political Protestantism which
does nothing but sneer and snarl at its fellow citizens, but which is as
ignorant as a cow about what Protestantism truly is. The great truths of
Protestantism — not mere Protestant, ascendancy — and the great secret
power of those truths, far more than the mere letter of them, is the thing to
be prized. You may get it into your head that you are a member of the one
only true church; you may wrap yourself about with any quantity of self-
conceit, but that does not at all prove you to be a possessor of grace. It is
love to Christ that is the root of the matter. I am very sorry, my dear
brother, if you should hold unsound views on some points; but I love you
with all. my heart if Jesus is precious to you. I cannot give up believers’
baptism; it is none of mine, and, therefore, I cannot give up my Master’s
word. I am sure that it is Scriptural. I cannot give up the doctrine of
election, it seems to me so plainly in the word; but over the head of all
doctrines and ordinances, and over everything, my brother, I embrace thee
in my heart if thou believest in Jesus, and if he be precious to thee, for that
is the vital point. These are the matters of heart work that, mark a Christian
— nothing else is so true a test. If you cannot say, “Jesus is precious to
me,” I do not care to what church you belong, or what creed you are ready
to die for, you do not know the truth of God unless the person of Christ, is
dear to you.


This may serve as a test for each one here. My brother, my sister, dost.
thou believe in him who is the Son of God, and yet was born of the Virgin
here on earth? Dost thou rely alone on him who on the cross poured Out
his heart’s blood to redeem sinners? Dost thou depend on him who now
standeth with his priestly garments on before the throne of the infinite
majesty, pleading for the unjust, that they may live through him? If thou
dost, then answer this question: Dost thou love Jesus now? Dost thou love
him with thy heart and soul? Wouldst thou serve him? Dost thou serve
him? Wilt thou serve him? Wilt; thou subscribe thy hand to be his servant
from this day forth? Dost thou declare now, if not with lip, yet honestly
with thy soul, “He is precious to me, and I would give up all else sooner
than give up him”? Then it is well with thee! Be thou happy and rejoice.
Come thou to his table and feast with him at. the banquet of love. If not,
thou has; not built on the rock. If thou art; not loving Christ, I pray thee
examine thyself, and see where thou art, for there is but a step between
thee and hell. Repent thee! May God convert, thee, and give thee now to
put thy confidence in Jesus, and now to be saved, that he may be glorified
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in thee, for hitherto he has had no glory from thee. Unto you that do not
believe, Christ is not precious, and you will go your way and despise him.
O that you were made wise by the Holy. Ghost, and taught to consider
things aright, and he would be precious indeed to you! He is the only way
for your escape from the wrath to come! He is the only hope for you of
ever entering the gates of heaven. He must be your only shelter when the
world will be on a blaze, as soon it shall; when the stars shall, fall like
withered leaves from the trees; when all creation shall rock and. reel, and
his voice shall resound in earth, and heaven, and hell, “Awake, ye dead,
and come to judgement!” The only hope of a Savior in that last tremendous
day must be found in Jesus. O seek him now while he may be found, call
upon him while he is near! Turn not your heel away from him now, lest you
turn once for all to perdition. Come to him now; believe in him now; and
he shall have the glory. Amen.


THE FACE OF THE BELOVED.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THERE hangs in my sick room a print from Caracci’s famous picture of the
four Iarys lamenting over the dead body of our crucified Lord. I fix my
eyes upon the face of the well-beloved corpse, and my thoughts, running as
they will, leave as their residuum that which follows.


A couutenance is the especial throne-room and pavilion of intelligence, the
parade-ground of thought, the material mirror of mind, the papyrus
whereon the soul writes out her mystic lore, the pillar on which she
hangeth up her writing for the world to read. There is something regal in
the face of every man: the aweless lion blenches before that imperial eye,
the pitiless wolf. skulks from that commanding look. If we would picture
angels’ faces, could we select a higher model than the image of a man?
Mysterious blending of matter and mind! The human visage is a sea of
mystery. As Sir Thomas Wyatt says, it “Speaks without word such words
as none can tell.”


The face before us is not that of the first Adam. What a study might that
have been! Natural innocence and free-will subdued in easy conflict by
subtlety and sin. Beautiful as the Apollo Beh’idere, but probably more
hirsute and patriarchal, the dead face of the great sire of men, was the
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model of manhood at its best receiving the wages of sin. Dear face of
martyred Abel! what footmarks of sweetness, tenderness, faith, and joy,
did thy noble spirit leave behind, when, first of all human intelligences, it
entered within the gates of pearl. One half wishes to see how Abraham
slept; how Isaac closed his eyes; how Jacob composed his features; how
Joshua reposed; how Samuel “fell on sleep.” Into the face of Goliath, with
his brow all cavernous, where went the stone of David, we peer with
triumph; brute strength is never so great but that mere earth force can
overthrow it. “The Egyptians are men and not God; and their horses flesh
and not spirit.” The head of that other great decapitated — great in a far
nobler sense — teaches widely different lessons. Those thin crimson lips
once cut like scimitars into the hearts of sinners; that emaciated visage was
a living rebuke to the luxury of the godless: lying in the charger of
Herodias, set in a ruby collar of its own gore, the head of the Baptist
summoned both Herod and his paramour to the judgment-seat where every
secret thing shall be revealed; a token of the victory of the faithful soul
over all a tyrant’s arts and terrors.


But the face before us now in contemplation, is of one nobler than all these
— the face of him whose “countenance is as the sun shining in his
strength.” Believer, behold the head of your Head, the face of him through
whom you see the face of God. Start not aside because death is ghastly, for
in this case the wondrous warmth of lingering love may make you forget
the chili which gathers round the corpse. There was never such a dead
countenance before, for there is not one linc of decay in it. At the veiy
instant of death, the worm puts in its writ of habeas upon this mortal body,
and, however little visible, corruption exercises instantly a defiling
influence over the faces of all the departed; but our Lord’s case was not of
this order. His holy body could not see corruption; sorrow and death might
mar it, but decay could not pollute it. The imperishable gopher wood might
he hewn and carved, but it could not rot; the axe might fell the cedar, but
the worm could not devour it.


In every other human face, evil tempers and rebellious desires have left,
after death, memorials of their power; but in the countenance of our Lord
Jesus there was no sign or trace of personal sin. The noblest beauties of the
material visage spring from the light of goodness within the nature, and the
worst deformities of phisiognomy are those which are the result of ruling
vices; in the Redeemer’s case, every exquisite touch of the fair hand of
virtue must have been there, and not one solitary trace of the jagged tool
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and maniac iuand of passion. The material which formed the groundwork
of the dear dead face, over which our love now sheds her reverent tears,
was perfect; no original sin was mingled with the conception or birth of the
Son of God; and “that holy thing” remained after thirty years of trial as
perfect as when first produced. No evil was generated from within, and no
evil was insinuated from without. In all those furrows of pain, and scars of
anguish, there is not even a hair-line of transgression, so much as in
thought. Here is a face indeed; dead, but alike free from presence of
corruption and vestigia of sin.


That face must have been originally the most lovely ever gazed upon by a
mother’s eye. A perfect soul could only fitly dwell within a comely body.
“A body hast thou prepared me “ — a body, then, suitable for such a one
to assume. Yet no face was ever more marred by pain than our blessed
Lord’s; so that the natural comeliness was overshadowed with a cloud of
grief. His sorrows were so many that they must have worn his visage as
constant dropping frets the stone. See we not the grayings of that never-
ceasing woe? Plagued all the day long, and chastened every morning, the
products of such incessant workmanship are rich and rare. Some of his
sorrows were peculiar to himself — great waves of misery unknown to
lesser souls; abysmal depressions, hells of anguish. Against him were aimed
spiritual and heart-penetrating arrows from the black quiyer, such as were
never shot at human heart before. All those griefs, too, were unmixed with
sin. The result of pure, unmingled sorrow on a mortal countenance is
nowhere else to be discerned; the result must have b.een as singular as the
cause was unique. The griefs of Jesus were none of them his own: “Surely
he hath born our griefs and carried our sorrows.” Benevolence, then, left its
line side by side with every pang, and the two great artists of love and grief
combined to produce that matchless countenmlce. Gazing into that face,
one remembers that in the wilderness those eyes beheld the tempter; at
Jordan they saw heaven opened; at Golgotha they looked on death, and
shot their glances into hell; yet now incapable of one glance of love at his
mother or at Magdalene; unable to after one consoling word, the hero
sleeps. Never such a history condensed into a face before.
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“Thou noble countenance!
All earthly lights are pale


Before the brightness of that glance
At which a world shall quail;
How is it quenched and gone!
Those gracious eyes how dim!


Whence grew that cheek so pale and wan?
Who dared to scoff at him?


All lovely hues of life,
That glow’d on lip and cheek,


Have vanished in that awful strife;
The Mighty one is weak.


Pale Death has won the day,
He triumphs in this hour,


When strength and beauty fade away,
And yield them to his power.”


Never had the grave such a captive, never death such a victim. Well might
earth oan until her rocks were rent, for her Lord, her King, her glory was
dead. Sit down, O soul, and bewail the dead Christ, and add thy tears to
the spices brought to embalm him. But hush, the promise speaks and bids
thee refrain from weeping. The battle is ended but not the victory. Is the
life of Jesus closed? No! Glory be to God for ever — No!


The ghastly pallor which surrounds every feature of the mostnoble
countenance in death cannot preveht our perceiving in the present case the
peace and joy, deep and profound, which ruled our Lord’s departing
moments. The joy of the cross must have been as high as its agony was
deep. “Lama sabachthani” is equalled, measure for measure, by “It is
finished.” An exultation lingers in that eye, a glow of delight gleams still in
you cheek, the lip is wreathed even now with a smile divinely exultant, and
the brow is beetling with a majesty of conscious victory. That dead face is
no relic of defeat, it is t]ae epitome of the battle and victory by which
men’s souls were won. A spiritual Marathon, a mental Salamis, are in that
countenance. Love makes each feature to be as a bed of spices; she reads
over with delight the volume of his lovely face and studies every lineament;
she lingers around the mouth which is most sweet; and in her heart she
cries with the spouse in the Cantroles, His countenance is as Lebanon,
excellent as the cedars: yea, he is altogether lovely.”
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Never let us forget, as we perceive the Savior actually dead, that it was by
yielding himself so completely that he achieved a perfect triumph. Carnal
eyes beholding the dead visage of the Son of Man would have pronounced
his cause hopeless, and his kingdom a chimera. Yet at that moment the
Redeemer’s throne was established never to he moved. He conquered
when he fell. His death, like that of Samson, was the ruin of all his foes.
Never let this lesson depart from us, for all truth must be conformed to the
experience of him who is THE TRUTH. Every good and great cause must be
betrayed into the hands of sinners, mocked, and despitefully used, and what
if it be crucified and put to death? in that moment it shall consummate its
victory. Comfort one another with these words, ye lonely champions of
despised truth, your hour shall come, and resurrection shall follow on the
heels of crucifixion.


Among those precious things in reserve, which are this day the cxpectation
of our hope, is the sight of the King in his beauty. That very face which
was veiled in the gloom of the sepulcher shall be seen ill the glory of his
appearing, and seen by me. Oh, blissful anticipation, mine eyes shall see him
for myself, and not another! O for the enjoy-merit of that manifestation!
When will the day dawn, and the shadows flee away? Surely ,amid the
royalties of our exalted Lord, when every sign ‘of humiliation shall be
exchanged for honor and dominion, there will still remain in that beloved
face the memorials of his passion! Not to diminish, but to enhance his
glory! Not to obscure a ray of beauty, but to reveal every unparalleled
perfection. Let it be as it may, it shall be joy enough to me to behold the
King’s face in the day of the gladness of his heart.


Adieu, yc lips, which once with sweetest words did overflow,
Fresh from sharp vinegar, and bitterness of gall


Adieu, ye cheeks, so often turned to bear the smitcr’s blow,
And spat upon in Pilate’s judgment-hall.


Farewell, O mouth, so sweet and free from guile,
And yet, alas! by traitorous kiss betrayed;


Farewell, dear face, still bearing for my heart a smile;
I leave thee — thou art in the Garden laid.


But, O thou matchless face of God in human clay,
I wait to see thee, flaming like the sun, in glory bright;


Nor shall I wait in vain, for thou art on the way,
And all thy saints are pining for the sight.
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THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND “DEGRADED TO
THE LABEL OF THE SECTS”


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IN Episcopal journals of all shades of opinion, we frequently meet with I a
fear lest “our beloved church of England should be deluded to the level of
a mere sect.” This catastrophe appears to be the climax of ecclesiastical
evil. It is dreaded alike by the courageous and straightforward Evangelical,
the intelligent and highly enlightened Ritualist, and the truly devout and
scrupulously orthodox member of the Broad school.


The fear lest the church of England should become divided against herself,
and so should come to nought, is scarcely expressed once for every
hundred times in which the bugbear of “degradation to a mere sect” finds
utterance. Alarm lest its ecclesiastical system should prove out of harmony
with the age, or lest heresy should contaminate its faith, or spiritual life
forsake its fabric, we have heard; but the sound thereof has been as feeble
as the chirping of a grasshopper compared with the voice of trembling
heard upon her high places, lest she should sink to the level of the sects. To
the church mind there appears to be an innermost depth of inconceivable
disaster and unutterable mischief in this contingency, and therefore against
it ten thousand of the elect and faithful bow the knee, crying day and night,
“from all fraternal association and Christian equality with other Protestant
churches, good Lord deliver us.” Each Episcopal party has its own pet
aversion; but all the aversions put together are not equal to this one object
of dread. One churchman grows feverish at the name of the Pope, another
is delirious if the famous Zulu is referred to, Dr. Temple is the horror of
one, and Dr. Pusey of another; but these little family feuds are peace itself
when compared with the inward violence aroused by the approach of that
religious equality which is destined to make Episcopacy abate her
arrogance.


Being always governed by the most generous sentiments towards the
weak, and the tenderest sympathies towards the sorrowing, we are moved
to offer to afflicted Episcopalians, whose hearts are overwhelmed within
them by the hideous fear which we have mentioned, a few comfortable
considerations.
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In the first place, timorous friends, if that which you dread should come upon
you to the utlermost, what would it involve? Your church would stand upon the
same footing as other highly honorable and useful churches of Christ. They
are sects or parts of that great spiritual church for which the Lord Jesus
Christ shed his blood; for your community to be regarded in the same light,
is an affliction which you might survive. Your church must either be a
section of the one church of Christ, or the whole of it, or have no relation
to it. The last it would be uncharitable to insinuate, and we do not raise the
question. The second alternative we trust you have not the arrogance to
suggest. It remains, therefore, that your church is already a sect, or section,
or part, of the church of Christ. Peace to your fears! Behold how small a
mouse the mountain hath brought forth! Like the man who discovered that
he had been writing prose for several years without knowing it, so, O
timorous Episcopalian, you have long been a member of a sect without
being aware of it.


A second comfortable consideration may be drawn from the fact that the
elevation above the level of a mere sect, which the church of England is supposed at
present to enjoy, is not of the most remarkably clear or valuable character. Some
measure of glory is supposed to flash from the church’s corona, on account
of the preponderating multitude of her adherents. When the Pan-Anglican Synod
was sitting in all the pomp and circumstance of hierarchical dignity;
English, Scotch, Welsh, Irish Episcopal, and the never-to- be-forgotten
Bishop of Sodor and Man, side by side with Right Rev. Fathers in God
from the Susquehanha River and the Big Mud Creek, and all the Presidents
of all the Missionary Dioceses from Hong Kong to Natal; Protestant
Episcopacy arose before the worshipful mind of the British churchman like
a vision of the beatific glory, with rustling as of lawn sleeves and crumpling
of black silk aprons, exceeding apostolic. To bring down such a church to
the level of a mere sect, must have seemed to any mind, rendered ecstatic
by the heavenly vision, a sin scarcely to be paralleled in atrocity by that
which is called unpardonable.:Now that the delirium caused by that
transfiguration of prelacy may have abated, and minds may have become
somewhat more able calmly to judge, the question may be put, “What is
the actual size of the Episcopalian church compared with other Protestant
denominations? Is she so vast as to exceed all the rest of Protestantism
together? Walks she as the moon among the stars? Is she greater than any,
or all other bodies of Christians? Or is she not rather beyond measure so
grand in her proportions as to render it utterly ridiculous to institute
comparisons, even as men no longer measure Himalayas by molehills?” To
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assist us at arriving at some conclusion, we would venture to enquire
whether those Protestant churches holding the Presbyterian form of church
government do not very considerably, and even by a distinct multiple,
outnumber the Episcopalians? Prussia, Holland, France, Switzerland,
America, Scotland — all these countries pour forth hordes of
Presbyterians, compared with whom Episcopalians are as a little flock.
Where is, then, the superior elevation of the Episcopal sect beyond the
Presbyterian sect? It would scarcely be a calamity to lose such elevation,
seeing it has gone already, or rather at no time in history ever had an
existence.


One matter too lightly regarded is the mode in which the strength of a
church can properly be estimated. There are ways of manufacturing
statistics seas-to make them say what you will; and there are methods of
swelling the census of a church, by which rather its ideal than its actual
strength is represented to the public eye. To count all the inhabitants of
England as churchmen, would be as inaccurate as to consider them all
Dutchmen. To reckon all but avowed Dissenters as being Episcopalians,
would be as correct as to put all men down as having red hair who had not
taken out certificates as being adorned with raven locks. Each church may
claim its own adherents rightfully enough; but no one of the churches has
any right to assert that all unacknowledged by other denominations belong,
as a matter of course, to itself. It were, indeed, easy to swell the apparent
numbers of a church by enrolling in it all who have no religion at all, but
the process is as rational as if it were a law of the census to put down all
persons of no trade at all as clergymen; the numbers of that class would
then be increased, but its dignity would suffer in proportion by being united
with all the vagabondage of the country. Of course, if any community
chooses to found its claim for superiority to all others on the fact that the
scum, and draft, the non-worshipping, the profane, the debauched, the
imprisoned, are her peculiar heritage and glory, and constitute her
preponderating spiritual strength, she will find no rival for the honor among
those decent and holy churches of Christ which are called sects. We are
assured that churchmen will not Wish to have their church’s relative
position calculated in such a manner that her numbers will rise or fall in
precise ratio to the irreligion and villany of the country; such an elevation
above the sects they would no more covet than the gallows of Haman. It
has always seemed to us that the fairest and most practical estimate of a
church’s relative strength could only be made by counting the number of
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her communicants. Those who love not a religion well enough to attend to
her most sacred and central rite, may well be omitted from her muster-roll.
Outward profession does not ensure genuine discipleship, but it would be
folly to reckon those as disciples who do not even profess to be such. Let
us try, then, this, test of membership. The Baptist churches do not claim
any preeminence in numbers, but are content to rank with the smaller
branches of the church of Christ, yet, in America and this country, the
Baptist churches number about cue million and a-quarter of members. We
ask the question for information, and enquire had all the ecclesiastics of the
Pan-Anglican Synod anything like this number of constant, regular
communicants under their care? We gravely doubt it. Be it remembered,
also, that in Baptist churches watchful and stringent discipline is
maintained; the door to the Lord’s-supper is jealously guarded, and any
known immorality at once excludes a man kern membership. No such
discipline exists in the Episcopal church in. England; the merest mockery of
such a thing may survive, but for all practical purposes, discipline in
Episcopal membership is dead and buried. Yet it is a matter open to fair
question, whether the entire body of such lax and necessarily corrupt
membership would be found to equal the membership of the Baptist
community. The next time the Episcopalian feels inclined to look down
with contempt upon the mere sect or’ Baptists, let him seek some retired
spot where he may give his judgment a reason for the pride that is in him.


The statement could be defended, if it were boldly asserted, that, three or
four other Protestant communities are each of them equal in numbers to
the Episcopal body, if not superior to it. The Methodist, family, in all its
tribes, might hold a “Pan-Methodist Synod,” which would represent, we
conceive, fully twice as many believers in Christ as the famous prelatical
conclave. After all, numbers never did and never can, in themselves, give
strength; the indwelling Spirit of God constitutes the true power of a
church, and this, thank God, is not confined to Episcopacy, nor to any of
us. If to know that it is not by might, nor by power, but by the Spirit of the
living God, is the level of the sects, as we honestly believe it to be, the
sooner Episcopal believers come down to this level the better. The swollen
greatness of a suppo-sititious preponderance of numbers is a form of
falsehood and boastful-ness in which truly noble minds will scorn to
indulge.


The connection of Episcopacy with the State has been supposed to lend her some
peculiar charms, but even while we write, the error is vanishing into thin
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air. There is the less room for us to denounce the unhallowed alliance,
since Time’s iron tongue appears to be at once proclaiming its shame and
its end. Even churchmen are becoming disgusted with the unscriptural
association which is rendering their church a victim to ten thousand ills,
and denying her all rights of guarding herself against them. Denison and
Pusey are at one with Miall and Binney. On all hands it is admitted to be a
questionable dignity for a church to be established; and were it not that
disendow-ment follows at its heels, disestablishment would be the universal
prayer of all the church’s thoughtful sons. It will be no calamity to be
bereft of that faded chaplet which at this moment stigmatises rat her than
adorns its wearer.


The forebodings of Episcopalians may receive some mitigation if they
remember that it might even involve an ascent, if their church should reach the
level of the sects. If the position of a community is fixed by its history, a
church which has degraded itself by persecuting its rivals, by surrendering
the headship of Christ to a human potentate, and by other sins of the same
order, must take a lower room than another church which has been faithful
under oppression, and has never resorted to an arm of flesh for succor.
When the votaries of the prelatical church remember Scotland and the
name of Claverhouse, they may bash* fully accept equality with
Presbyterians, and wonder at the grace which overlooks the hateful past.
How grievously must reminiscences of the Test and Corporation Acts, the
Five Mile Act, and other infamous statutes, disturb the godly prelatist?
What other church was ever girt around with an iniquitous rampart
comparable to the Act of Uniformity? Have Methodists ever fined, and
imprisoned, and cut off the ears or’ dissenters from John Wesley? Have
Baptists seized Episcopal furniture, and horses, and cows, for tithes and
church-rates? To ravine like a wolf, and to plunder like a freebooter, has
been the peculiar prerogative of the church of England. Meanwhile, where
else upon earth has simony reigned so supreme? At this very hour, livings
are bought and sold as publicly as pigs and bullocks. It has never been so
much as insinuated that such infamy is practiced among “the sects.” In fact,
in this respect the most despised of the sects is as much above the church
in character as an honest woman is superior to a common harlot. If, then,
reputable churches of Jesus Christ, with unsullied histories are placed upon
a certain level, let it be the hourly prayer of all good Episcopalians that by
deep repentance, mortification, and amendment, their hitherto grievously
erring and foully offending Alma Mater, may yet be elevated to the same
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godly and honorable platform. It is true this prodigal church might well
confess that it is not worthy to be called a son, and might count it a favor
to be as one of the hired servants; but the past shall be forgiven, it shall yet
be put among the children, and its brethren will receive it joyfully, when it
shall lay aside its loftiness and confess that all we are brethren.


Once more, let the Episcopalian reflect that to be red,wed to the level of the
sects will be an incalculable gain to his church. The sects are free to obey the
laws of Christ without the intervention of the civil power, they choose their
own bishops and deacons, and govern their own affairs; but the Episcopal
bony is bound, hand and foot, and enjoys barely as much liberty as a mastiff
chained and muzzled. No one congregation of Episcopalians can do other
than receive for its pastor any stranger who may be thrust upon them; the
people are usually no more consulted than if they were a flock of sheep to
be sold to a butcher. As to the election of bishop% was there ever a more
delectable farce? The Prime Minister calleth whom he wills, and saith to
him, Sit there upon the episcopal throne, and rule in the midst of thy
brethren. The Episcopal church in her fullest convocation can do nothing.
The state has disarmed her of every weapon, even as mothers put edged
tools ut of the reach of naughty children. All the deans, and prebends, and
rectors, and vicars, and proctors, and surrogates, and canons, and
archdeacons, and bishops put together, could not change one hair of the
church white or black, though a.single Act of Parliament could dye it green
or ultramarine, if the Commons of England chose to do so. No church ever
ate dirt more abundantly than “our beloved church of England;” her
capacity for humiliation is infinite; there is no point at which she will
become rebellious to her lords and masters. Among her matrons you shall
never find a hand to wield the curry-stool of Janet Geddes, no, not even at
this day, when mass is said to their faces at their own altars. If we were
desired to draw the picture of a church enslaved to the uttermost, pliant to
the last degree, degraded beyond comparison, we should point to the
actual current history of the church of England, and cry, “Behold that which
you seek!” The bishop of the smallest congregational church would resent
with indignation the slightest approach to interference from any power
beyond his church, and he would have the sympathy of all his brethren with
him in maintaining his church’s independence; and yet here is a community
crushed, overridden and manacled, which sneers at the flee, and dreads to
be elevated to the level of the manly and independent. Must it be always
one of the worst results of slavery, that it prevents the mind from
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appreciating the privileges of feedom? If some such influence had not
fascinated the church of England, her pious sons would long ago have
cursed her golden fetters, and in a paroxysm of holy indignation have
dashed them to the ground.


Possibly after all we have mistaken the meaning of the alarm which excites
so many Episcopalians; it may be that their fear is lest their church should
become as sectarian in spirit and bitter in temper as the other sects. It is
fashionable to decry sectarianism, and commendable to desire to be
delivered from it. If the church of England has been distinguished for her
catholicity and Christian charity far above any of the sects, we devoutly
pray that she may never fall from her high estate, but may remain in this an
ensample to the whole Protestant community. But is it so? It is notoriously
the reverse. There is no sect so schismatical, so unbrotherly, so insultingly
unfraternal as the Episcopalian. Her canons remain to this hour the very
quintessence of bigotry, their spirit is, to put it plainly, infernal; they are a
standing disgrace to the nineteenth century. Have any of the sects similar
specimens of religious spleen? No other body of Christians would tolerate
for an hour the existence of such horrible canons, and if they did, they
would be hooted out of civilised society. This sect denies permission to
bury their dead within her graveyards, to two at least of its sister churches;
nor will she even bury them herself — an inhospitality worthier of
cannibals than Christians. Among the sects there is a frequent interchange
of pulpits among their ministers, and a preacher of ability and grace is
welcomed alike by all; but against every servant of God, who follows not
with them, Episcopalians close the door. Nor must the Episcopal divine
degrade himself by preaching in the pulpit of the most holy and eloquent
pastor of another church. The separation is as complete as if the two
parties were Buddhists and Mahometans, but it is solely maintained from
one side; the sects are not so sectarian as to shut out the Establishment, but
she, in her affected superiority, cries aloud, “Stand by, I am holier than
thou.” the churches among the sects commend their members to each
other’s care; a fraternal correspondence is always going on between the
pastors, concerning disciples who are removing. A commendatory letter,
for instance, from the church at the Tabernacle would not only admit the
bearer to the loving regard of any Baptist church, but there is no
Presbyterian, Independent, or Methodist church, which would not accept
the credentials. The habits of the seats are, as a rule, as fraternal,as if they
were parts of one organisation; but whoever dreams that this fraternal
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intercourse would be endorsed by the Episcopalian clergy? As far as such
mutual recognition is concerned, the Church of England has a great gulf
fixed between her and all our Protestant churches. She does not regard the
other churches any more favonrably than Rome regards all Protestants. We
are not sister churches, but dissenting bodies; to differ from the Episcopal
persuasion being to dissent, as though site also did not dissent from us. To
meet us at the Bible Society, or the Evangelical Alliance, is a
condescension only achieved by the more godly, and then wondered at as a
prodigy of liberality. It is a marvel that men do not see how absurd, how
un-Christlike all this isolation and affectation makes them. An Episcopalian
is not necessarily one whir better or worse than a member of another
church; why will he give himself airs? why will he talk so exceeding
proudly? Let him think of his fellow Christians as his equals; let him profit
from their ministers; let him co-operate with them in efforts for the
common weal; in fine, let him hold his own faith, and pay due deference to
that of others, and then he will have nothing to fear, even should his
church, in brotherly love and Christian charity, rise to “the level of the
sects.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD


OF


COMBAT WITH SIN & LABOR FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1870.


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one With one of his hands wrought in the
work,’ and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17, 18.
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PREFACE.


ESTEEMED READER,


Throughout another year you have kindly welcomed our monthly
compilations of stirring words, and current histories; we trust you have
been in some measure interested and benefited. We can truly say that we
have aimed at edification in every monthly issue, and never at mere
amusement. The responsibility of catering for so many readers month by
month is not light in our esteem, and we write the preface of another
Volume with reverent gratitude to the God of all grace for sustaining us to
this hour. While thanking our Greatest Helper, we cannot forget also to
tender thanks to many earnest friends for increasing our circulation,
cheering us with kind words of encouragement, and aiding us by their
contributions.


This Magazine has not been conducted in a timid, crouching spirit, neither
have we pandered to popular tastes. Some of our articles have brought
down upon us upbraidtugs which we have borne without regret. Our
reviews, when we have felt conscientiously bound to censure, have cost us
many a postal lecture. We are not, however, penitent; we have nothing to
retract, but doubt not that we shall sin again; we would not needlessly
irritate, but we will not be silent in the presence of error, neither will we
bespatter with flattery where honesty demands denunciation. A magazine
which is not outspoken, and is destitute of principle, is a literary nuisance.
We use the trowel wherever we can to aid every good cause, but we have a
sword also and mean to use it. We expect to receive blows, and therefore
when we do we are not overwhelmed with dismay. Christ’s truth is too
dear to us for us to flinch from its defense. In the widespread defection
which is now so sadly apparent in certain quarters, we see not only signs of
coming struggles, but calls to duty, stern and arduous, from which only
cowards will desire to be excused. The ancient faith, assailed by foes on all
hands, must not lack for champions.


This year the wants of the College have, through the bounty of the Lord,
been met as they have arisen. There can be no doubt that the Orphanage
attracts to itself much that would otherwise have gone to train the Lord’s
servants, to found churches, and open new places for preaching the gospel;
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but this need not be if all believers who value the Institution will give the
Lord his tithe in a conscientious manner. Our heart’s longing is to see the
College become more and more a Mission to the outlying places, both at
home and abroad, and it may be, in answer to prayer, the Lord will make it
so. This year, alas! many a good opening has been missed from want of
funds; but it was necessarily so, and therefore we submit.


As for the Orphanage, let it be spoken to the praise of our faithful God, all
its needs are met even before they arise. This year the Infirmary has been
built, and no debt incurred. Our joy of heart is great for this and for other
marvellous favors. The Lord hath done great things for us whereof we are
glad. From small beginnings great things have arisen. The widow’s heart
has been made to leap for joy, and the fatherless have blessed their helpers.


Our Magazine has been of great service to our two labors of love, the
College and the Orphanage. By its means our friends have been informed
of our requirements. Tea thousand thanks to donors great and small, who
have not only sent their money, but added cheering words of sympathy,
more to be desired than silver.


We launch upon another year confident in the God of our strength. Mental
labor in preaching, writing, and caring for our work, often lays us low, but
with God’s own promise beneath us we rise again. Dear brethren, give the
weary laborer the rich dowry of your prayers. Some of you do thus
remember us we know: the Lord reward you for it. Many of our dear
friends and helpers have gone to heaven this year, but more will arise to fill
their places. Those who are fed by the weekly sermon will not let our
students and orphans want; and we hope the Colporteurs will not be
forgotten.


With Christian love to friends each and all,
We are still your willing servant,


C. H. SPURGEON
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


 JANUARY, 1870.


A NEW YEAR’S LETTER


TO MY MINISTERING BRETHREN.


BELOVED FRIENDS,


The season invites to renewal of spiritual life. It suggests freshness and
awakening. As there was of old a time when kings went forth to battle, so
are there periods when to gird up our loins anew is the order of the day.
The furnishing of the armor, and the sharpening of the sword, are the
duties now incumbent. Let the year of grace, 1870, be to us all a year of
greater consecration, and more incessantly indefatigable effort for the great
cause and kingdom of the Lord Jesus. To achieve this it will -be most
helpful to begin the year well, and to do this there must he holy resolve,
and a settling of the whole soul to the work.


Being debarred from serving the Lord by my own public ministry, it has
been laid upon my heart to endeavor to stir up my brother ministers to use
increased diligence while they are permitted the great pleasure and
privilege of preaching the word. It is a hard trial to be laid aside, and
harder still if the heart he pierced with regrets for opportunities
unimproved when health was in possession. That you may never know
such poignant sorrows is my earnest wish, and to help in that end I ask
leave to address a few words to you. I pray that every syllable I write may
be approved of God, and may be by the Holy Ghost rendered serviceable
to you.


It has struck me painfully, that for some little time a somewhat listless spirit
has fallen upon many of the churches, and perhaps upon the ministers. A
short time ago we heard more of special services, revival meetings, and
aggressive efforts upon the world than we do at present; perhaps these may
still be in full and vigorous operation among your people, but in many
places it is not so; the pace of holy work has slackened, and the church is







383


falling back into that dreary routine which is easily reached and is so hard
to escape. Nothing is more dreadful than stagnation, even heresy is not
more deadly in its consequences. Sleep at the hour of battle would prove as
disastrous to an army as the most deadly artillery. The spiritual morphia
with which some churches appear to be drugged and drenched is for all
practical purposes as injurious as the poison of infidelity. A church whose
religion is mechanical and whose zeal is non-existent may soon become a
nuisance but is never a blessing.


It may be a desponding fancy of a sick man, but my fear is, that we are
many of us relaxing in our efforts for soul winning. We are not so bad as
we were, but still we are declining from the proper temperature of zeal.
Meanwhile our direst enemies, the Romanising Anglicans, have taken up
the weapons which we have laid aside, and are making most ostentatious,
and it is to be feared most successful, use of them. They are evidently wise
in their generation, for they not only borrow from Rome, but they copy
from us, as their late season of special services clearly testifies. Blending’ a
little precious gospel truth with their thrice accursed sacramentarianism,
and disguising their popery with evangelical phraseology, these wolves of
Antichrist have worn the clothing of the sheep t,; serve their crafty ends. Is
this permitted by our Lord to irritate us to a renewed activity? Does he
thus chide us by causing us to see how others burn with zeal, and in their
ardor compass sea and land to make proselytes? Does he not say to us,
“Behold how these men are quick to adopt all methods; are ye, my
servants, dull of understanding?”


Allow me, beloved friends, to urge upon you, with all affection, the
adoption of special means for the conversion of your congregations.
Despite the mischief done by wild excitement, there can be no question that
the Holy Spirit does very graciously bless means prayerfully adopted by his
servants, for arousing the church and ingathering sinners. Many pastors can
bear witness, that persons who have remained undecided under their
ordinary addresses, have been led to surrender their hearts to Jesus, at a
special meeting where exhortation, persuasion, and instruction were all
aimed at the seeker’s spiritual good. If God had but blessed such services
in the smallest degree we ought to repeat them, but as he has in many eases
eminently smiled upon them, our duty is dear as the sun.


Will you not then, ff you have hitherto omitted to do so, give serious heed
to the suggestion that you should hold a series of services for calling in the
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careless population around you, and for leading to decision, under the
power of the Holy Spirit, those who have heard in vain? To secure the ear
of the outside world let all means be used. If men will not come into our
chapels, let earnest services be held out of doors, or in halls, barns, or
theatres, or wherever else the people will come. Every church should have
its mission beyond itself upon some neutral ground for a week or two at
least at this season. Were this done by every church, what a vast extent of
new ground would at once be broken up! and be it ever remembered that
virgin soft always bears the most luxuriant crop. Our congregations are like
moors that have been shot over till little game remains, but the outside
masses are like unbroken covers where every shot will have its reward.


Let our members be exhorted to assist us in drawing in the outlying
multitude to hear the gospel. Let them hold cottage meetings, tea meetings,
and other gatherings, which they may be qualified to arrange or assist in
conducting. To win attention from our neighbors it may be in some eases
best to eau in other preachers to give interest to the services. Certain
individuals, whose gifts are of a special character, axe better adapted for
evangelising and exhortation than the best of pastors may be; we ought to
feel no difficulty in accepting the aid of such brethren. A new voice may
attract ears that have grown dull of hearing under us. An exchange with a
trusty brother may be good for both congregations and both preachers. We
would by any means save some, and therefore no stone should be left
unturned. No personal vanity or jealous fear must prevent our accepting
the aid of brethren whose adaptation to evangelising work may exceed our
own. Who are we that our standing in the church should be of such
consequence as to be preserved at the expense of souls? If men are but
saved what matters it whether we be highly esteemed or little set by? I trust
we are any or all of us willing to be made as the mire of the streets if the
Lord Jesus may but have a glorious high throne in the hearts of the sons of
men.


Certain of the performances of the late Ritualistic mimicry of dissent were
singularly ridiculous. The candle business was enough to excite the derision
of every sane man, and certain other tomfooleries were equally idiotic; they
may serve as a caution to those eager but imprudent spirits in our own
ranks who hope to gain the popular ear by advertising slang titles of
sermons, and to impress the heart by mere rant and declamation. Solid
Bible doctrine, with sober faithful utterance, will succeed better than all the
claptrap and cushion~ thumping of zealots. We want nothing vulgar,
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nothing theatrical, nothing in the Bombastes Furioso vein, in order to
achieve success. The Holy Ghost sent down from heaven, eusured in all his
plenitude of grace by the earnest entrearies of the church and the
intercession of her Covenant Head, is our strength and pledge of victory:
we dare not condescend to use unauthorised weapons when those
appointed by the King himself are mighty through God to the pulling down
of strongholds.


My dear brethren, how soon shall we be laid aside from our work, and that
for ever! Few and golden are the hours in which we may manifest our
loving anxiety for our hearers’ souls. Our grave is preparing. Is our work
clone? If mine be accomplished, I tremble as I think how poverty-stricken
my life has been, compared to my opportunities; and I pray to have my
years lengthened, that I may render a better account of my stewardship.
Your own feelings are much the same, and the more diligent you have
been, the more surely will such confessions be made. None axe content
with themselves but those who ought to be ashamed. Alas! we have been
unprofitable servants, and deserve to be dismissed the royal service. Let us
not allow our reflections to evaporate in mere regret, but let us, in the fear
of God, seek to be more diligent in the future, Meanwhile, if we loiter,
death does not; our hearers are perishing before our eyes; and the millions
are passing into eternal misery (yes, my brethren, we dare believe no less
than eternal misery) as fast as time can bear them. Impelled by the love
which brought our Master from his throne, and made him a sacrifice for
men, let us bestir ourselves. To us has he committed the word of
reconciliation. We are ambassadors for Christ. Let us not bring contempt
upon our office and reproach upon the gospel by a want of zeal; let us
rather, by the good Spirit of the Lord, resolve to be instant in season and
out of season.


Our private prayers, my brethren, must be more frequent and fervent’.
Could we not, as united in the one family in heaven and earth, enter into a
brotherly compact to mention each other in our prayers at least once every
day? Could not the months of January and february be specially marked by
our reminding our people of our brethren in the ministry, both at home and
abroad, and pressing upon them the peculiar needs of ministers, that they
may join their prayers with ours that all the bishops, evangelists, and
deacons of our churches may be thoroughly furnished unto every good
work? The next three months would be a season to be remembered, if there
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should be unusual activity in all our churches, and prevalent intercession
from all our members.


Brethren, what doth hinder us from receiving a great blessing? We are not
straitened in God, let us not be straitened in our own bowels. For the love
of our Lord Jesus, and the honor of his name, let us plead, and labor, and
agonise, and believe, and the blessing will come, it shall not tarry.


Receive assurances of my purest and warmest love, pardon my
forwardness in thus addressing you, and believe me ever to be your
Brother and Servant for Jesus’ sake,


C. H. SPURGEON.


SKETCH OF
THE LATE MR THOMAS OLNEY’S LIFE. F23


THE Bible exhorts us to remember the way the Lord hath led us, and the
fellow workers of our departed friend, Mr. Olney, earnestly desire to recal
to mind the loving care and tender mercy of God towards their esteemed
and aged brother.


He was born November 10th, 1790, in Tring, in the county of Herts. His
father, Mr. Daniel Olney, was for many years a deacon of the Baptist
church in theft town. Mr. Olney was sent to London from Tring, and
apprenticed in the City to a wholesale mercer. He from his first entrance
into London, attended the ministry of the well known Dr. Rippen, of
Carter-lane Baptist Chapel. Here the Lord graciously met with him and
saved his soul. He was proposed as a candidate for church fellowship,
December, 1809. If we take this for a starting point, then he was for 60
years a consistent and useful member of the church. In company with his
brother, Mr. Daniel Olney, he was baptised and received into the church.
Shortly after, he was married to Unity, the daughter of Mr. Potter, deacon
of the Baptist church, Amersham, Bucks. He was accustomed, even in their
earliest years, to take his children to Carter-lane Chapel, having a little
chair fixed on the pew seat for the youngest.


Here he formed friendships, faithful till death, with many old Baptist
worthies. Between Dr. Rippen and our departed friend a most cordial
friendship was formed. For many years he sat in the pulpit with him, and
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also assisted his weak and failing strength in the administration of the
ordinance of baptism.


The Sunday-school, the Baptist Home and Foreign Mission Societies,
found in him a warm friend and liberal contributor.


In 1817, was commenced in Carter-lane Chapel an early Sabbath morning
lecture. To be at the service by half-past six o’clock, to provide the
necessary funds by collecting, to receive and welcome the various
ministers, was to Mr. Olney at once a duty and a delight. His closest and
dearest friendships were formed within the circle of the church. Not only
did he say of the church, “Thy God shall be my God,” but also, “Thy
people shall be my people.”


Great changes took place in the church. In 1829, Carter-lane Chapel
became the property of the City, and was pulled down; Dr. Rippen became
old and feeble; the love of some grew cold, and they left the. church in its
hour of peril. Not so Thomas Olney: he remained manfully with the church.
He was appointed a trustee for the chapel in New Park-street, opened in
1833. His much-loved pastor and friend, Dr. Rippen, expired in his
presence, it might as properly be said in his arms. It was our honored
friend’s great privilege for some months by his care and kindness, to cheer
the last days of his highly-esteemed friend and pastor, towards whose
memory he cherished till his last days a most tender affection.


During all the time of erecting the new chapel in New Park-street, Mr.
Olney may be said to have “favored the very dust of Zion.” From
foundation to top stone he watched its progress with interest and prayer.
Prosperity was given under the ministry of Mr. James Smith, better known
as Mr. Smith, of Cheltenham, the author of so many excellent little
religious books. How gracious was God to our deceased brother? It was
his happiness to see all his four sons baptised and join the church
assembling within the walls of New Park Street Chapel. In 1838, he was,
together with his friend Mr. Winsor, chosen deacon of the church. He
faithfully served that office thirty-one years. He was ever remarkable for his
early and constant attendance at the prayer-meeting, and other week-day services.
He truly loved the habitation of God’s house. But God had other mercies
in store for him. His beloved Zion was to arise and shine. By the
providence of God, Deacon Olney had his attention directed by his old
friend, the late Mr. G. Gould, of Loughton, to our present honored pastor.
The church was then seeking a minister, and from his recommendation Mr.
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C. H. Spurgeon was invited, and became the honored and successful pastor
of the church. Our Zion lengthened her cords and strengthened her stakes.
The church abundantly grew and was multiplied.


A new and far larger building was needed, a meeting in Mr. Olney’s house
commenced the undertaking, and the work after much pains and prayer
was accomplished. In 1855, “Father Olney,” as he was playfully styled by
pastor and deacon, was chosen treasurer of the church, and by the help of
his sons fulfilled the office until his death, together with those of deacon
and elder.


He was treasurer fourteen years. “Of his love and devotion to both the
pastor and the church we all are witnesses.” His greatest pride, we might
almost use that word, was the work of God at the Tabernacle. He gloried
and rejoiced in all that concerned the church. Every institution received his
cordial co-operation; he loved college, orphanage, and almshouses, and
helped them all to the extent of his ability. His fellow officers in the
deaconship shared his esteem and love. And now that he has changed
earthly for heavenly service and joy, may his memory and example stir us
all to copy and follow him as far as he followed Christ.


Our departed friend had a childlike faith and humility. To believe in Jesus
and to work for Christ was the very life of his new and better nature. He
was eminently a true Baptist. In our departed “Father” the poor have lost a
friend. The poor, and especially the poor of the church, always found in
him sincere sympathy and help. By all his children his name will live in
lasting remembrance and loving regard.


May the Lord raise up others like him for his church’s sake.


DESPONDENCY.


COLTON’ declares that in moments of despondency Shakespeare thought
himself no poet; and Raphael doubted his right to be called a painter. We
call such self-suspicions morbid, and ascribe them to a hypochondriacal fit;
in what other way can we speak of those doubts as to their saintship, which
occasionally afflict the most eminently holy of the Lord’s people!
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A WORD FROM THE BELOVED’S OWN MOUTH


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“And ye are clean.”—John 13:10.


AS Gideon’s fleece was fall of dew so that he could wring out the moisture,
so will a text sometimes be when the Holy Spirit deigns to visit his servants
through its words. This utterance of our Savior to his disciples has been as
a wafer made with honey to our taste, and we doubt not it may prove
equally as sweet to others.


Observe, dear reader, carefully what the eulogium is which is here passed
upon the Lord’s beloved friends. “Ye are clean.” This is the primeval
blessing, so soon lost by our first parent. This is the virtue, the loss of
which shut man out of Paradise, and continues to shut men out of heaven.
The want of cleanness in heart and hands condemns sinners to banishment
from God, and defiles all their offerings. To be clean before God is the
desire of every penitent, and the highest aspiration of the most advanced
believer. It is what all the ceremonies and ablutions of the law can never
bestow, and what Pharisees with all their pretensions cannot attain. To be
clean is to be as the angels are, as glorified saints are, yea as the Father
himself is. Acceptance with the Lord, safety, happiness, and every blessing,
always go with cleanness of heart, and he that hath it cannot miss of
heaven. It seems too high a condition to be ascribed to mortals, yet by the
lips of him who could not err, the disciples were said, without a qualifying
word, or adverb of degree, to be “clean;” that is to say, they were perfectly
justified in the sight of eternal justice, and were regarded as free from every
impurity. Dear reader, is this blessing yours? Have you ever believed unto
righteousness? Have you taken the Lord Jesus to be your complete
cleansing, your sanctification and redemption? Has the Holy Spirit ever
sealed in your peaceful spirit the gracious testimony, “ye are clean”? The
assurance is not confined to the apostles, for ye also are “complete in him,”
“perfect in Christ Jesus,” if ye have indeed by faith received the
righteousness of God. The psalmist said, “Wash me, and I shall be whiter
than snow;” if you have been washed, you are even to that highest and
purest degree clean before the Lord, and clean now. O that all believers
would live up to their condition and privilege; but alas! too many are pining
as if they were still miserable sinners, and forgetting that they are in Christ
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Jesus forgiven sinners, and therefore ought to be happy in the Lord.
Remember, beloved believer, that as one with Christ you are not in the gall
of bitterness with sinners, but in the land which floweth with milk and
honey with the saints. Your cleanness is not a thing of degrees, it is not a
variable or vanishing quantity, it is present, abiding, perfect, you are clean
through the Word, through the application of the blood of sprinkling to the
conscience, and through the imputation of the righteousness of the Lord
Jesus Christ. Lift up then your head and sing for joy of heart, seeing that
your transgression is pardoned, your sin is covered, and in you Jehovah
seeth not iniquity. Dear reader, read no further, till by faith in Jesus you
have grasped this privilege. Be not content to believe that the priceless
boon may be had, but.lay hold upon it for yourself. You will find the song
of substitution a choice song if you are able to sing it.


“In my surety I am free,
His dear hands were pierced for me;


With his spotless vesture on
Holy as the Holy One.”


Much of the force of the sentence before us lies in the person praising To be
certified as clean by the blind priests of Rome, would be small comfort to a
true Christian. To receive the approving verdict of our fellow men is
consoling, but it is after all of small consequence. The human standard of
purity is itself grossly incorrect, and therefore to be judged by it is but a
poor trial, and to be acquitted a slender comfort; but the Lord Jesus judges
no man after the flesh, he came forth from God and is himself God,
infinitely just and good, hence his tests are. accurate and his verdict is
absolute. I wot whom he pronounces clean is clean indeed. Our Lord was
omniscient, the least evil in his disciples he would have at once detected; if
there had remained upon them an unpardoned sin he must have seen it; if
any relic of condemnation had lingered upon them he must have detected it
at once, no speck could have escaped his all-discerning eye; yet did he say
without hesitation of all but Judas, “Ye are clean.” Perhaps they did not
catch the full glory of this utterance; possibly they missed much of that
deep joyous meaning, which is now revealed to us by the Spirit; otherwise
what bliss to have heard with their own ears from those sacred lips, so
plain, so positive, so sure a testimony to their character before God! Yet
our hearts need not be filled with regret because we cannot hear that ever-
blessed voice with these our earthly ears, for the testimony of Jesus in the
word is quite as sure as the witness of his lips when he spake among the
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sons of men, and that testimony is, “Whosoever believeth is justified from
all things.” Yes, it is as certain as if you, dear reader, heard the Redeemer
himself speak, that you are free from all condemning sin, if you are looking
with your whole heart to Jesus only as your all in all. What a joy is yours
and mine! He who is to judge the world in righteousness has himself
affirmed us to be clean. By how much the condemnation of guilt is black
and terrible, by so much the forgiveness of sin is bright and comforting. Let
us rejoice in the Lord whose indisputable judgment has given forth a
sentence so joyous, so full of glory.


“Jesus declares me clean,
Then clean indeed I am,


However guilty I have been,
I’m cleansed through the Lamb.


His lips can never lie,
His eye is never blind,
If he acquit, I can defy
All hell a fault to find.”


It may cheer us to call to mind the person,s praised. They were not cherubim
and seraphim, but men, and notably they were men compassed with
infirmity; there was Peter, who a few minutes after was forward and
presumptuous; and, indeed, it is not needful to name them one by one, for
they all forsook their Master and fled in his hour of peril. Not one among
them was more than a mere child in grace, they had little about them that
was apostolic except their commission, they were very evidently men of
like passions with us; yet their Lord declared them to be clean, and clean
they were. Here is good cheer for those souls who are hungering after
righteousness, and pining because they feel so much of the burden of
indwelling sin; for cleanliness before the Lord is not destroyed by our
infirmities, nor prevented by our inward temptations. We stand in the
righteousness of another. No measure of personal weakness, spiritual
anxiety, soul conflict, or mental agony can mar our acceptance in the
Beloved. We may be weak infants, or wandering sheep in ourselves, and
for both reasons we may be very far from what we wish to be, but as God
sees us we are viewed as washed in the blood of Jesus, and we, even we,
are clean every whit. What a forcible expression, “clean every whir;” every
inch, from every point of view, in all respects, and to the uttermost degree!
Dear reader, if a believer, this fact is true to you, even to You. Hesitate not
to drink, for it is water out of your own cistern, given to you in the
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covenant of grace. Think not that it is presumption to believe the word,
marvellous though it be. You are dealing with a wonderful Savior, who
only doeth wonderful things, therefore stand not back on account of the
greatness of the blessing, but rather believe the more readily because the
word is so like to everything the Lord doeth or speaketh. Yet when thou
hast believed for thyself and cast every doubt to the wind, thou will not
wonder less, but more, and it will be thy never-ceasing cry, “Whence is this
to me?” How is it that I who wallowed with swine should be made pure as
the angels? Delivered from the foulest guilt, is it indeed possible that I am
made the possessor of a perfect righteousness? Sing, O heavens, for the
Lord hath done it, and he shall have everlasting praise.


“Yes, thou, my soul, e’en thou art clean,
The Lord has wash’d thee white as snow,


In spotless beauty thou art seen,
And Jesus hath pronounced thee so.


Despite thy conflicts, doubts, and fears,
Yet art thou still in Christ all fair,
Haste then to wipe away thy tears,
And make his glory all thy care.”


The time when the praise was given is not without instruction. The word of
loving judgment is in the present tense, “Ye are clean.” It is not “ye were
clean,” that might be a rebuke for purity shamelessly sullied, a
condemnation for wilful neglect, a prophecy of wrath to come; neither is it
“ye might have been clean,” that would have been a Stern rebuke for
privileges rejected, and opportunites wasted; nor is it even “ye shall be
clean,” though that would have been a delightful prophecy of good things
to come at some distant period; but ye are clean, at this moment, in this
room, and around this table. Though but just then Peter had spoken so
rudely, yet he was then clean. What comfort is here amid our present sense
of imperfection; our cleanness is a matter of this present hour, we are, just
here in our present condition and position, “clean every whit.” Why then
postpone our joy? the cause of it is in possession, let the mirth be even now
overflowing. Much of our heritage is certainly future, but if there were no
other boon tangible to faith in this immediate present, this one blessing
alone should awaken all our powers to the highest praise. Are we even
now clothed with the fair white linen which is the righteousness of saints?
then let us sing a new song unto Jehovah-Tsidkenn, the Lord our
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Righteousness. May the Holy Ghost now bear witness with every believing
reader, “and ye are clean.”


“Then may your souls rejoice and sing,
Then may your voices sweetly ring,


For if your souls through Christ are dear,
What cause have you to faint or feat’?”


COURAGE


SIR FRANCIS DRAKE, being in a dangerous storm in the Thames, was heard
to say, Must I who have escaped the rage of the ocean, be drowned in a
ditch!” Will you, experienced saints, who have passed through a world of
tribulation lie down and die of despair or give up your profession because
you are at the present moment passing through some light affliction? Let
your past preservation inspire you with courage and constrain you to brave
all storms for Jesus’ sake.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


 FEBRUARY 1, 1870.


THE EAGLE AND THE HEN f24


“As an eagle stirreth up her nest, fluttereth over her young,
spreadeth abroad her wings, taketh them, beareth them on her
wings: so the Lord alone did lead him.” — Deuteronomy 32:11, 12.


“How often would I have gathered thy children together, even as a
hen gathereth her chickens under her wings, and ye would not” —
Matthew 23: 37.


WHAT great condescension it is on God’s part that he should compare
himself to anything that he has made, for the Creator must always be
infinitely grander than the created. Greater condescension still is it that the
Eternal should liken himself to birds — to a bird of prey, and then to the
familiar domestic fowl. He whom neither time nor space can compass, nor
imagination conceive, yet speaks of fluttering with wings and covering with
his feathers. Does not this assure us of the willingness of the Lord to reveal
his love to us? Does it not prove his desire that we should understand his
providential dealings with us? He does not aim at dazzling us by displaying
his inconceivable glory, but his object is to comfort us by manifesting his
gracious condescension. He uses these images that he may instruct our
ignorance, and that our feeble minds may grasp those majestic truths which
otherwise must remain veiled in mystery, sublime but incomprehensible.
Just as a father stoops to talk in the nursery prattle of his little child,
because otherwise it would not understand him even so does our heavenly
Father employ homely images and common figures that we who are but
babes in grace may comprehend him and confide in him. Ought we not to
echo to this desire on God’s part to teach, by a more than willingness to
learn of him? Where he thus bows the heavens that he may instruct us,
should we not arouse all our powers to devout attention, saying with
young Samuel, “Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth.”
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Having for the sake of bringing out a contrast, chosen two Scriptures for
our meditation, we will commence with the metaphor of the eagle, and
refresh our memories by reading the text again.


As an eagle stirreth up her nest, fluttereth over her young,
spreadeth abroad her wings, taketh them, beareth them on her
wings, so the Lord alone did lead him.”


We do not intend to give a full exposition of these rich expressions, but
merely to glance at thoughts which gleam upon the surface.


In the image of the royal eagle fondly cherishing its young, we see love
allied with grandeur unbending itself in tenderness. The eagle, wearing the wings
of the morning, and holding the blast in scorn, is the playmate of the
lightning, delighting in the uproar of the tempest. Terrible sublimity
surrounds “the warrior bird,” whose fiery glance dares fix itself upon the
sun. “She dwelleth and abideth on the rock, upon the crag of the rock, and
the strong place. From thence she seeketh the prey, and her eyes behold
afar off. Her young ones also suck up blood, and where the slain are, there
is she.”


“The tawny eagle seats his callow brood
High on the cliff, and feasts his young with blood;
On Snowdon’s rocks, or Orkney’s wide domain,
Whose beetling cliffs o’erhang the western main,


The royal bird his lonely kingdom forms
Amidst the gathering clouds and sullen storms.


Through the wide waste of air he darts his sight,
And holds his sounding pinions poised for flight.”


The text portrays this monarch among the birds of the air as practising
endearments towards its young of the most affectionate kind; you see no
allusion to its strength of wing, or to the brightness of its eye, or to the
ferocity of its nature; it is sporting with its eaglets, with all the fondness of
a dove, and in such an attitude is the right worthy emblem of greatness
bowed by force of love unto familiar tenderness. When we speak of God
unto what shall we liken him? Where are words by which we can describe
him? Since we cannot in any way set him forth, we will not attempt the
task, yet will we quote the psalmist’s words, and bid you note the blending
of love with loftiness. “He bealeth the broken in heart, and bindeth up their
wounds. He telleth the number of the stars; he calleth them all by their
names.” And yet further would we remind you that “He maketh the clouds
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his chariot: he walketh upon the wings of the wind, yet doth he dwell with
the humble and contrite and with those who tremble at his word.” He
thundereth marvellously with his voice, and is terrible in majesty, and yet a
bruised reed he will not break, and a smoking flax he will not quench. “The
mountains quake at him, and the hills melt, and the earth is burned at his
presence, yea, the world and all that dwell therein;” yet hath he said to his
people, “As one whom his mother comforteth, so will I comfort you; and
ye shall be comforted in Jerusalem.” Wonder of wonders, that the Infinite
should stoop to commune with the insignificant and impure. It is beyond all
things marvellous that God should love man. We can easily comprehend
that he should be kind to man, and deal benevolently and even mercifully
with him, seeing that he is the creature of his hand; but that the infinite God
should bow his heart to love a finite and sinful being, is a miracle
surpassing all miracles. Herein in very deed the heavens are rent, and the
glory of the Lord is revealed among men. Talk not of the resurrection of
the dead, or the opening of the eyes of the blind, or the ears of the deaf,
these are small marvels when compared with God’s loving man after man
had wilfully broken the most just of laws and hardened himself in rebellion
against his Lord. To speak of the eagle stooping to its young is nothing;
here is a far more amazing triumph of love, when the Most High and Holy
One revealeth himself in tenderest affection to the people of his choice.


A second glance at our text fixes our attention upon love allied with prudence
bestirring the loved ones. Note the words, “As the eagle stirreth up her nest;”
here love arouses wisdom, wisdom seeks the good of the fledglings, and
paternal foresight breaks their repose. The parent birds make the young
eaglets uneasy in the nest. Having been so well cared for before their
feathers appeared, the young eagles might be well content to abide in the
nest, they might be slow to try those callow pinions, and begin to shift for
themselves; but the prudent bird will not allow its offspring to remain in
indolence; it stirs up the nest and makes it uncomfortable for them that they
may desire to leave it, and may test their wings by taking short flights
which by-and-by shall lengthen into heavenward searings. Now, observe
that God in dealing with his people exercises the same prudent love, and
uses trials as a preventative for spiritual sluggishness. Most of the saints
have experienced the discipline of grace. They were growing too fond of
earth, too wrapped up in creature joys, too carnal-minded, and lo, it came
to pass that the desire of their eyes was taken away with a stroke, or their
riches made to themselves wings and flew away, or their bodily frame
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began to quiver with pain, or their honor among men faded like a flower,
and in every case the result was to wean from earth and to wed to heaven.
How easily can God fill the downiest nest with thorns, and how good it is
for us to find it so! We do not always at once perceive the wisdom which
spoils our comforts, but in future days I wet that we shall consider our
sharpest trials to have been amongst our richest privileges, and perhaps in
heaven next to the note which resounds the dying love of Christ, the
highest will be that which sings of the wisdom of God in the tribulations
with which he graciously afflicted his people on the way to their rest. Next
to the cross of Christ, we may prize the cross we are daily called to carry.
The eagle stirs up its nest, and even thus we may expect that God in infinite
love will often spoil our earthly repose. The Israelites were in Egypt in the
land of Goshen, and as they found fat and fertile pastures for their flocks
they would by insensible degrees have become fully naturalised, the chosen
seed would have degenerated into Egyptians, and grovelled in all the
idolatries of that land; but the Lord sent a Pharaoh to rule them, who knew
not Joseph, and the people were put under cruel taskmasters, and their
male children ordered to be destroyed, then it was that they remembered
the Lord’s promise to visit them and bring them out of Egypt. Then they
bethought themselves of the land that floweth with milk and honey which
God had covertanted to give them, and their minds were all the readier for
Moses the servant of God and the miracles with which he brought them
out. Nor was this the only instance of the stirring up of Israel’s nest, for all
the time they were in the wilderness their daily trials prevented their finding
rest until they came to Canaan. The desert was not a smooth highway or a
luxuriant pasture land. Serpents bit them, thirst parched them, Amalekites
assailed them. They found few wells and palm trees; the wilderness was
desolate to them, and all in order to keep them from attempting to find a
dwelling out of the land of promise. Their only rest must be where God
had said it should be: they must build no houses and plant no vineyards out
of Canaan. See, then, in Godpeople the image of ourselves and let us
admire the prudence of divine love.
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“It needs our hearts be wean’d from earth,
It needs that we be driven,


By loss of every earthly stay,
To seek our joys in heaven.


For we must follow in the path
Our Lord and Savior run;


We must not find a resting-place
Where he we love had none.”


Again turning to the text, we perceive in the next few words love by its
example leading the way. The eagle, having stirred up her nest, flutters over
her young, as if to show them how to fly. She tries every fond endearment
to induce them to trust the buoyant air, her own fluttering being the best
practical instruction she can yield. The eagle, according to naturalists, takes
much pains to teach its young, and educates them in the best manner —
namely, by example. Sir Humphrey Davy had an opportunity of witnessing
the instructions given, and thus records the fact: —  “I once saw a very
interesting sight above one of the crags of Ben Nevis, as I was going in the
pursuit of black game. Two parent eagles were teaching their offspring —
two young birds — the manoeuvres of flight. They began by rising from
the top of the mountain, in the eye of the sun. It was about midday, and
bright for this climate. They at first made small circles, and the young birds
imitated them. They paused on their wings, waiting till they had made their
first flight, and then took a second and larger gyration, always rising
towards the sun, and enlarging their circle of flight, so as to make a
gradually ascending spiral. The young ones still slowly followed,
apparently flying better as they mounted; and they continued this sublime
exercise, always rising, till they became mere points in the air, and the
young ones were lost, and afterwards their parents, to our aching sight.”


After a more glorious sort, the Lord God of our salvation trains his people
for high and holy endearours by the leadings of his providence and the
examples of his holiness.


When Israel came out of Egypt, the Lord led forth the people, showing
them how and where to march. If they had to pass through the Red Sea,
the pillar of cloud and fire went before them; if they were afterwards called
to traverse the sandy desert, the Lord in majesty marched in the van. They
were never commanded to advance until Jehovah’s mysterious footsteps
had first trodden the path. In a more spiritual sense we see and admire the
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abundant grace of God reflected in the sympathy of Christ, for he has
borne already what we bear, as it is written, “In all their affliction he was
afflicted, and the angel of his presence saved them: in his love and in his
pity he redeemed them; and he bare them, and carried them all the days of
old.” The example of Christ fulfils to the utmost the comparison of the
fluttering eagle. He who would learn to be holy must study the life of his
Redeemer, and copy its every line. Jesus the eagle of God, teaches us how
to fly towards heaven. His example is our noblest incentive and
encouragement. In subordination to this the saints who have gone before
us in their experience of sustaining and sanctifying grace, are so many
divine flutterings by which the Lord teaches us to trust him, and to rejoice
in him. Thus you have love in prudence stirring up the nest — love, by its
example, exciting to effort and showing the way.


The text further brings before us love lending its strength to educate and
discipline ils beloved. “Taketh them, beareth them on her wings.” The eagle
has been said to place her callow eaglets between her wings, and when she
has borne them up to a certain height, she casts them off her back to
compel them to fly. They must try their wings or fall and be dashed to
pieces; thus they are driven to their first attempts, but if the old bird
perceives that their little wings cannot bear them up, she darts beneath
them in a moment and catches them between her wings again; and carries
them aloft in safety to repeat the experiment as they are able to bear it.
Whether this is literally true or not we cannot say, but assuredly the
illustration it affords is valuable, for thus does the Lord exercise all his
people. Suddenly he takes away all manifest supports from us, and we are
compelled to live by faith. At first we fear that we shall surely be
destroyed, for our faith is very weak; but underneath us the everlasting
wings are again revealed, and though a moment before falling rapidly, we
find ourselves rising quite as suddenly, upborne again, beyond all clouds
and mists of despondency, into the divine sunshine of joy; perhaps to
descend again into trembling and anxiety when faith again is tried. Thus it
is that we learn the flight of faith — not so much by comforts as by the
lack of them. Thus it is we gather strength not so much by a sense of
strength as by discovering our weakness and being compelled to repose
upon Christ. The sacred discipline of trial develops all the graces which
almighty love had wrought in us, and makes us mature, vigorous, valiant,
and confident.
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Still, we must not forget that in the text we see love lending its needful aid in
time of peril. The eagle upholds and upbeats her eaglets while yet too weak
to take care of themselves. She never suffers them to fall so as to be
dashed in pieces. Her wings still bear them up beyond all risk of downfall.
Equally safe are they from the hunter’s deadly aim, she flies too high for
him to reach her, or if such danger should occur, the shot must first pass
through the mother bird before it can possibly wound her young — they
are perfectly safe. So God bears his people up; they shall not fall totally or
finally; they shall be sustained by his grace. He protects them from every
danger, and he will safely bring them into his kingdom and glory.


Taking the illustration of the eagle as a whole, we have before us
disciplinary love. This is the most prominent view of God under the Old
Testament dispensation. It is love in awful majesty of greatness, thundering
from the top of Sinai, “I am the Lord thy God;” love training a wayward
people to make them fit for their noble calling; love educating as by a
schoolmaster, training as by a captain, chastening as with a rod. The eagle
metaphor is a very precious revelation of divine love; we could not afford
to miss the blessings which it vividly sets forth; we want just such a God as
Israel had in the wilderness — a God with the eagle’s strength, with the
eagle’s love to its offspring, with the eagle’s prudence in stirring up its
nest, and with the eagle’s care in instructing its young by doing itself what
it would have its eaglets do. We want just this, but is there not something
more sweet, more tender yet? In the New Testament do we not see love in
even fairer colors? Is there not a gentleness, a nearness, a tenderness even
more consoling to the troubled breast? We think we see all this in the
second text. We are far enough from depreciating the first, yet would we
magnify the second. Not for a moment would we allow that the Old
Testament revelation is of inferior worth, yet do we discover in the New
Testament points of inexpressibly glorious grace, surpassing everything
before revealed.


We will now turn to the metaphor of the hen. We have it in two places in
Scripture, but one will serve us, it is contained in the twenty-third of
Matthew at the thirty-seventh verse: —


“How often would I have gathered thy children togther, even as a
hen gathereth her chickens under her wings, and ye would not.”


Here we have love connected with familiarity. The idea suggested by the eagle
is sublimity; the thoughts aroused by the brooding hen are of familiar
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tenderness. Let us so think of God, for so he reveals himself in the gospel.
In the person of our Lord Jesus Christ our God comes very near to us, and
he would have us come very near to him. It is the same God, great as he
that overthrew the Egyptians in the Red Sea, and answered Job out of the
whirlwind; yet when we draw near to his throne by faith in Jesus Christ, his
greatness is not our first thought. We feel then the glow of his loving
nearness to us, for the Lord has condescended to place us in union with his
dear Son, to make us his own children, to give to us all the privileges of
sons and the nature of sons, and to promise that we shall be with Jesus
where he is. It is a blessed thing that the child of God need no longer lie
like a slave beneath the throne. We are brought nigh by the blood of Christ.
It is to be feared that many heirs of heaven have never enjoyed the spirit of
adoption as they ought to do. They have suffered themselves still to abide
under the spirit of bondage. Their prominent thought of God has been still
the eagle and not the hen; they have not yet learned to cower down
beneath the divine protection, with the familiarity of the chicken beneath
the parental wings. We are not to think less of the infinite greatness of
God, nay, we should think more of him; for let our ideas of him be ever so
much enlarged, we shall never reach the height of his glory; but still let
there be no distance, let not his majesty chill and freeze the genial current
of our soul, but let us remember that his love is as great as his power, and
his tenderness is as infinite as his existence; he himself comes near to us; be
not abashed to come near to him.


The comparison of the hen sets forth love bestowing perfect rest. The eagle
stirred up her nest. The hen does the very opposite, she gathereth her
chickens under her wings. Her object is not to excite and to arouse, but to
shelter and cherish. Have you never observed the little chicks delightedly
sheltering beneath their mother’s feathers, a head peeping from under the
wing, and another thrust out between the plumage of the breast. How
happy they all appear to be! Scarce any little note has more music of
delight in it than the happy twittering of chicks when they are in warm
Elysium of rest. There is nothing that they want; there is nothing more they
could think of wanting. So, under the New Testament dispensation, the
Lord reveals himself to his people as giving them rest. “We that have
believed do enter into rest.” “Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto
you.” Note well, that the two ordinances which distinguish the two
Testaments differ just as do the two metaphors before us. The passover —
how did they eat it? In haste, each man with his loins girt and his staff in his
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hand, for they expected to hear of judgment upon Egypt, and to go forth
themselves by night in great haste from the iron bondage. But how did our
Lord and his apostles celebrate the sacred supper? Not superstitiously
kneeling, or uncomfortably standing. No, all the disciples reclined at the
table, after the Oriental custom, manifesting that they were at perfect ease;
and we are accustomed to advise you, when you gather together to break
bread, to sit as easily as you can. The best posture at the Lord’s Supper is
that in which you may decorously enjoy the greatest rest. There is the great
difference; the law bids you gird up your loins, for you must up and away;
but the gospel says, “It is finished; you who are troubled, rest with us.
Christ has ascended up on high, he has taken possession of the better
Canaan for you.” May we all know our God in Christ as the Lord and giver
of peace! Peace, because our sin is washed away by the precious blood of
Jesus; peace, because our righteousness is complete through the perfect
work of Christ which is imputed to us; rest, because the everlasting
covenant cannot be broken; rest, because the Beloved has gone to prepare
a place for us, and will soon come again; rest, because we have east all our
care on him who careth for us, and henceforth enjoy a peace which passeth
all understanding, which keeps our hearts and minds through Jesus Christ.


Further, the simile of the hen brings out love communing in the dearest manner.
The hen not only covers the chickens, but she supplies them with warmth
from her own body. She, as it were, communicates of her vital force to the
little tremblers whose strength is small, and who are cherished greatly by
being nestled beneath her wings. Even so the Lord not only comes near us
but he comes near us so as to communicate the mysterious warmth of his
love and the mystic vitality of his own spirit to us. We have before us not
so much love fluttering over its fledglings teaching them what to do, as
love brooding over its offspring and communicating of its own self to
them. Beloved, this is not a mystery to be talked of, except in friendly
fellowship with those who have experienced it, but this is a matter
rapturously to be enjoyed by each Christian for himself. When we know by
experience that the sap of the brauch is the sap of the stem, that the life of
the Christian is Christ Jesus, then know we this secret. “For ye are dead,
and your life is hid with Christ in God;” we derive from Christ all that we
have, and by coming into contact with him in heartfelt communion we
receive love out of his love, peace out of his peace, joy out of his joy, and
life out of his life, as the chickens receive their nurture from the hen. May
we understand this and enjoy it evermore!
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Again, observe that in the figure of the hen we see lore concerning weakness.
In the eagle it is love stirring up activity and developing latent strength, but
here it is love bestowing protection upon those who are passive in
receiving it, being weak. The little chicks do not try to uplift themselves on
their own wings; they have nothing to do but to get fully beneath the
mother, and there to rest. We need as in the first simile to be trained to use
power when we have received it, and it should be our prayer that we may
be strengthened with all might by his Spirit in the inner man. But there are
times of sorrow, times of weakness, times of despondency, when that view
of God yields us no comfort, and then we find it a peculiarly appropriate
consolation that God has compared himself to the hen, so that we who are
weak, trembling, powerless, may hide beneath his power and love, and find
that nothing is required of us, but everything bestowed upon us. We rejoice
to serve God, we delight, as saved souls, to honor out’ Redeemer, but it
grates on our cars when we hear exhortations to serve God addressed to
those who are dead in trespasses and sins, as if such services would save
them, or as if their own strength would suffice them. They are to be
exhorted to seek salvation in Christ by fleeing to him that he may gather
them beneath his wings, Scripture warrants us in doing that; but we should
be very wrong if we exhorted them to perform Christian duties as if they
could fly up to heaven on their own wings. All the efforts of human nature
will never save a soul. Men are not saved as eagles learn to fly, but they are
saved as chickens are housed beneath the hen. They are not saved by
activities, they are saved by passively accepting the activity of another and
the.sufferings of another — even Jesus Christ.


Hence we should carefully observe that this second metaphor was
addressed to sinners, not to saints; not to Israel receiving God’s mercy, so
much as to Israel rejecting it; for Christ says, “How often would I have
gathered thy children together, even as a hen gathereth her chickens under
her wings, and ye would not.” This last, then, is peculiarly a metaphor of
encouragement and rebuke to sinners: the first is very instructive to the
advanced saint, but this is suitable for saints and sinners too; and we delight
to speak of it in the hope that some poor seeking heart, without strength,
with no wings of its own, may come and hide beneath the wings of God,
and find a refuge where Jesus Christ has provided it, under the shelter of
eternal love, as it manifests itself in the atonement of the Lamb of God.
There is a difference, then, between these two figures, though they are both
marvellously instructive. The first was an Old Testament type, revealing
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sternness, majesty, sublimity, power, prudence, discipline; the second is a
New Testament emblem, manifesting sweetness, tenderness, familiarity,
rest, security, content. The first is a symbol which only a saint can take to
himself, and that not in the matter of his salvation, but only of his
education. The second is a figure which is for the sinner as well as for the
saint, for the doubter, for the trembler. May each of us live to know the
second first, and then the first afterwards, as we grow in grace.


The lesson which the two comparisons may teach is not far to find.


First, to the child of God, the lesson is one of encouragement. Are you in
trouble? Rejoice in your trouble: it is the eagle stirring up the nest. The
eagle has not forgotten her young, when she stirs them up, love moves her
to that deed: God has evidently not forsaken you if he is exciting you to
look above this world of care. I could bless God when I was lately in acute
pain, when the thought occurred to me, “My Master has not quite
forgotten his servant. I am not cast away like a wilted, withered flower,
flung out of the hand because it yields no fragrance. My Lord is bruising
me, as men do spices, to bring out of me whatever of fragrance he
perceives. He has some esteem for me, else would he not bruise me.”


Perhaps you are called by God to a certain very difficult labor. Accept that
labor, and if the service be beyond your strength, be not startled at it; the
eagle taketh her young upon her wings, and bears them aloft. Get upon the
wings of God in all your labor. You can mount well enough (who could
not?) on another’s wing? You shall swim well enough with the life-belt of
omnipotence about you. You shall be strong enough to perform even
miracles when God is at your right hand. Fear not, for as your days are so
shall your strength be. Go to your service not only with utter distrust of
yourself, even with the sentence of death written on your own strength; but
go also with an unwavering trust in God, and with the confidence that he
cannot forsake you.


Perhaps you are the conscious subject of great weakness. The longer the
Christian lives the weaker he grows in his own esteem. He thouht himself
weak at first, but he knows himself weak now. Then let this text encourage
you. If you are weak, come like the chickens, who being weak, hide under
the hen. Sing with Wesley-


“Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of thy wing.”
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There can be no better plea for you in going to God than this. If he should
say, “Why come you here?” be content to reply, “Lord, I am weak, I come
to thee for strength. I am defenceless, I come to thee for protection!”
Necessity is the best argument with God’s mercy. Your sense of weakness,
therefore, should encourage you to hide beneath the wings of your God.
“He shall cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings shalt thou trust.
His truth shall be thy shield and buckler.” “Because thou hast made the
Lord, which is my refuge, even the Most High, thy habitation; there shall
no evil befall thee, neither shall any plague come nigh thy dwelling.”


The lesson to the unbeliever is equally plain. Unbeliever, there is nothing
consoling in these metaphors for you if you remain as you are. They can
give you no encouragement. Suppose the eagle should find in its nest a bird
which, when the parent fluttered, never responded to its flutterings, which
when taken on the father’s wings would never learn to fly! The royal bird
would soon understand that an intruder was there; and what would be the
result? An eagle is a dreadful bird when incensed. So remember when the
Lord groweth angry and his longsuffering endeth, and his mercy is clean
gone for ever, you will be in an awful condition. Did you never read those
words, “Beware, ye that forget God, lest he tear you in pieces, and there be
none to deliver”? Behold in those words the divine wrath revealed as the
eagle. That same eagle which thus taught its young to fly, tears in pieces
that which it hates. O yield yourselves to God; yield yourselves by
repentance and faith to him against whose wrath you cannot stand. May
God grant you grace never to try passages at arms with the Almighty! Let
not a worm contend with the devouring flame, nor the chaff wrestle with
the whirlwind, nor a sinner fight with his God.


Look at the other metaphor — that of the hen gathering her chicks.
Suppose you unbelievingly remain apart from Christ, and are not gathered,
so that the Savior may weep over you, and say, “How often would I have
gathered you as a hen gathereth her chickens under her wings, and ye would
not;” O then remember how Jerusalem perished, and see in her fate a
picture of your own. The chick which is unguarded by the mother’s wings
is always in danger. There is a speck in the sky; it is a hawk; see you not
how it descends like a flash of lightning, and takes away the little one to be
destroyed? The falcon of justice is searching for its victim, beware lest it
bear you away to the place of doom. When the trumpet shall peal, and the
dead shall awake, and the pillars of the earth shall shake, and the earth shall
rock and reel, and the elements shall melt with fervent heat, then swift-
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winged vengeance shall soar aloft, and if you have no God to cover you, it
will bear you away, into everlasting destruction from the presence of the
Lord. My hearer, my reader, may you never know what it is to be left out
when God shall read the muster-roll of his people. Without God! Without
Christ! It will one day be everlasting misery to be without Christ! Seek ye
the Lord while he may be found. The little chick does not need to prepare
itself to come under the hen: it is not called upon to bring anything, or do
anything. It merely runs, stoops its little head, and finds a shelter. Even
thus, must we come to Christ, with desire in our hearts, prayer on our lips,
and faith in our souls.


SPIKED GUNS


TO render a cannon useless there is no need to blow it to pieces, or melt it
down, or fracture it, let but a small piece of iron be driven into the touch-
hole, and the gun is disabled for service. In like manner, to render a man
useless in the gospel war, there is no need for the devil to ruin his
character, render him a heretic, or pervert him into a blasphemer, let but
the entrance by which the divine fire reaches his soul be stopped up, and
the mischief is effectually done. Alas! too many professors are like spiked
guns, the heavenly spark has no admittance into their souls: in all other
respects they are in right trim, but worldliness has blocked up the
communication with the heavenly fire, and the divine enthusiasm being shut
out, they are useless in the church, the mock of Satan, and the grief of
those who are zealous for the Lord God of Israel. — From My Note Book, now
preparing for publication.


MINISTERS SAILINGUNDER FALSE COLOURS


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


OUR forefathers were far less tolerant than we are, and it is to be feared
that they were also more honest. It will be a sad discount upon our gain in
the matter of charity if it turn out that we have been losers in the
department of truthfulness. There is no necessary connection between the
two facts of growth in tolerance and decline in sincerity, but we are
suspicious that they have occurred and are occurring at the same moment.
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We freely accord to theological teachers a freedom of thought and
utterance which in other a?:es could only be obtained by the more daring at
serious risks, but we also allow an amount of untruth-fullness in ministers, which
former aries would have utterly abhorred. It is upon the grounds for this last
assertion that we mean to utter our mind in a brief paragraph or two; our
love to the most unlimited religious liberty inciting us to all the sterner
abhorrence of the license which like a parasite feeds thereon.


Upon the plea of spiritual liberty, of late years certain teachers who have
abjured the faith of the churches which employ them, have nevertheless
endeavored, with mare or less success, to retain their offices and their
emoluments. A band of men who maliciously blaspheme the atonement and
deny the deity of our Lord, continue at this hour to officiate as pastors of
more than one Reformed Church upon the Continent. A powerful body of
sceptics, whose doubts upon the inspiration of Holy Scripture are not
concealed, yet remain in churches whose professed basis is the inspiration
of the Bible. Ministers are to be found who deny baptismal regeneration,
and yet put into the mouths of children such words as these, “In my
baptism; wherein I was made a member of Christ, the child of God, and an
inheritor of the kingdom of heaven.” In the same establishment may be
found believers in nearly every dogma of the Popish creed, who
nevertheless have declared their faith in articles which are distinctly
Calvinistic; and now last, and, to our minds, most sorrowful of all, it comes
out that there are men to be found among Caledonia’s once sternly truthful
sons who can occupy the pulpits and the manses of an orthodox
Presbyterian church, and yet oppose her ancient confession of faith. Our
complaint is in each case, not that the men changed their views, and threw
up their former creeds, but that having done so they did not at once quit
the office of minister to the community whose faith they could no longer
uphold; their fault is not that they differed, but that, differing, they sought
an office of which the prime necessity is agreement. All the elements of the
lowest kind of knavery meet in the evil which we now denounce.
Treachery is never more treacherous than when it leads a man to stab at a
doctrine which he has solemnly engaged to uphold, and for the
maintenance of which he receives a livelihood. The office of minister would
never unwittingly be entrusted by any community to a person who would
use it for the overthrow of the principles upon which the community was
founded. Such conduct would be suicidal. A sincere belief of the church’s
creed was avowedly or by implication a part of the qualification which
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helped the preacher to his stipend, and when that qualification ceases the
most vital point of the compact between him and his church is infringed,
and he is bound in honor to relinquish an office which he can no longer
honestly fulfill. Scrupulous conscientiousness would not wait for any
enquiries of church courts, but with noble delicacy, jealous of her own
honor, would come forward and boldly say, “Gentlemen, the doctrines
which you believe me to hold are no longer dear to me: I know that your
church is not likely to alter her belief, and as I cannot square mine with
hers, I leave her. I could not profess to be what I am not, or eat the bread
of a church whose articles of faith I cannot accept.” Having said this, the
preacher has restored things to their natural position, and has a right, as far
as his fellow men are concerned, to prophesy whatsoever seemeth good
unto him. Whether he becomes orthodox or heterodox, more enlightened
or less sound, is mainly his own business, and that of those who may
accord with him; certainly, it is no concern of ours at this present, nor
indeed is it so the concern of any soul breathing, that the man should be in
any degree denied unbounded liberty of utterance; he has a right to speak
what he believes, and in God’s name let him speak. To put him to the loss
of civil rights, or social status (so far as this last is a matter of voluntary
act), is a suggestion to be scorned. To touch a hair of his head, or label him
with an opprobrious epithet, would be disgraceful. He has cast off the bond
which he found irksome; he scorned to be in fetters; he in common with all
his fellows may now tell out his message in the world’s great audience
chamber, and our prayer for him is, the Lord send him divine light and
love, and may his labor never be frustrated. But if the man make no such
declaration to the religious body from whom in heart he differs, and offers
no such resignation, but remains with it in name and in pay while secretly
or openly opposing its covenanted faith, we have no wordswhich can
sufficiently describe the meanness of his conduct. If a priest engaged in
sacrifice in the temple of Juggernaut should be converted to
Mohammedanism, he would be a great rogue should he continue his
ministrations in honor of the Hindoo deity; and every rupee that he
received from the worshippers of the idol would be the fruit of fraud. Or to
change the instance, should the pastor of a Christian church become a
conscientious believer in the divinity of the goddess Kalee, he would be
nothing short of a villain if he held his position and pocketed the
contributions of believers in Jesus. The cases may be said to be extreme,
but they are scarcely more so than some existing among us, and the
principle is the same as in less glaring instances. By what tortuous
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processes of reasoning could it be made to appear consistent with
uprightness for an Arminian to accept emoluments upon the condition of
teaching Calvinistic doctrines, or how could a Calvinist be justified should
he enter into covenant to teach the opposite tenets? Would it be any
decrease of the inconsistency of either official if he should, after gaining his
position and securing its salary, become a stickler for ministerial liberty and
insist upon delivering himself of his own real opinions which he dared not
have avowed at his instalment, and which, ex officio, he ought to denounce?
A church, having a written creed, virtually asks the candidate for her
pulpit, “Do you hold fast our form of sound words, and, will you endeavor
to maintain it?” On the response to that enquiry, other things being settled,
the appointment depends. The candidate’s “yea,” is accepted in confidence
as being sincere, and he is inducted; but if it be a lie, or if at any time it
cease to be altogether true, it is only by a sophistry unworthy of an
ingenuous mind, that a man can justify’ himself in retaining his place; he is
bound in honor to relinquish it forthwith.


It may be said that churches should leave their ministers free to preach
whatever they please. Our answer is, that it may or may not be the proper
course, to us it seems to be a plan worthy only of a race of triflers, but that
is not the point in hand. When churches agree to. leave their preachers
perfectly unbound as to doctrine, our remarks will have no relevancy, for
where there is no compact there can be no breach of it; but the fact is that
the churches as a rule do not give such boundless license, but lay down
more or less distinct creeds and rules of practice, to which assent is given
by all their ministers; and while these are still in use, no man can promise to
maintain them, and yet war against them, profess to esteem them, and yet
despise them, without his conduct being a great moral mystery to those
who fain would think him an honest man.


It is frequently bewailed as a mournful circumstance that creeds were ever
written; it is said, “Let the Bible alone be the creed of every church, and let
preachers explain the Scriptures as they conscientiously think best.” Here
again we enter into no debate, but simply beg the objector to remember
that there are creeds, that the churches have not given them up, that persons
are not forced to be ministers of these churches, and therefore if they
object to creeds they should not offer to become teachers of them; above
all, they should not agree to teach what they do not believe. If a man thinks
the banner of a political party to be a wrong one, he should not enlist under
it, and if he does so, with his heart in another camp, he may expect
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ejectmerit with remarks unflattering. Protest by all means against creeds
and catechisms, but if you sign them, or gain or preserve a position by
appearing to uphold them, wonder not if your morality be regarded as
questionable.


It has been insinuated, if not openly averred, that to deprive a man of his
office in any church because he denies its doctrines is persecution. But if
the members of a religious community are forced to support a man who
undermines their faith, are they not most clearly persecuted? If they are
compelled to endure as their spiritual leader a person who impugns the
doctrines which he was chosen to defend, is not this persecution of the
heaviest sort? The liberty of preachers is important, but the liberty of
hearers is important too. It would he wrong to oppress the individual, but
it is not less so to oppress the many. Let the preacher use his tongue as he
wills, but by what show of right should a congregation support him while
he is opposing their views of truth? There is the whole world for every
earnest speaker to talk in, but for what reason is he to have possession of a
pulpit dedicated to the propagation of dogmas which he glories in refuting?
We have scarcely patience to expose so self-evident an absurdity. The
whine concerning persecution is effeminate cant. Not thus did the heroes of
the Disruption set up a caterwaullug when, because they could not agree
with regulations forced on the Scottish Establishment, they surrendered all
that they possessed of church house room and provender. Did Luther and
Calvin claim to remain priests of the church of Rome, and hang on to
benefices under the Pope’s control? Did the Nonconformists of two
hundred years ago claim to eat bread episcopally buttered after they had
refused compliance with the Act of Uniformity?


Every free association has at least a civil right to make its own laws; no
man is bound to join it, but, having joined it, if be disobey the rules it is no
persecution, but the purest justice, to east out the offending member. To
put such a perfectly justifiable and even necessary expulsion on a level with
thumb-screwing, burning, or imprisonment, is sheer idiotic maundering;
and one wonders at the littleness of the souls who allow such pleadings to
be offered on their behalf. Half a grain of heroism would make a man say,
“No, I have no right to a stipend which I am disqualified from earning. I
shall be a loser, but the world is wide, truth is precious, and while I am true
to my sacred calling, and the spirit of truth, I doubt not that God will bear
me through, and that there are true hearts beating in unison with mine who
will rally round me: at any rate, I dare not act dishonestly.” However great
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a man’s error, one feels a sympathy with his person when he is moved by
honor-able sentiments to make personal sacrifices; but, even if we were
certain that truth was on his side, if he violated the rights of others by
forcing his opinions upon them, indignation should be excited in every just
man’s bosom.


But suppose a church to be founded upon compromise, and intended to
embrace parties of many shades of opinion? Then, of course the latitude
specified may be enjoyed without infraction of the code of honor, although
it is possible that difficulties of another sort may arise; but even in such a
case there must of necessity be some points settled, something not to be
considered as moot, and our remarks are applicable to deviations from
those settled standards to the fullest degree. Concerning these there must
be no shuffling, or honor is gone. Ecclesiastics may not think so, but the
common sense of observers outside never hesitates in its verdict when the
clergy play with words. The proverb concerning the falseness of priests
owes its’ origin to the aptness of ecclesiatics to twist, language. No
conceivable mode of expression could fix a doctrine if certain divines had
the exposition of them. Black is white, and red no color, and green a
peculiar shade of scarlet with theological word-splitters. Alas! that it
should be so, for the crime is great, and thousands have died at Tyburn for
faults not a tithe so injurious to the commonwealth.


What is to be done with persons who will not leave a church when their
views are opposed to its standards? The reply is easy. They should have a
patient hearing that they may have opportunity to explain, and if it be
possible to their consciences, may sincerely conform; but if the divergence
be proven, they must with all the courtesy consistent with decision be made
to know that their resignation is expected, or their expulsion must follow.
The church which does not do this has only one course before it consistent
with righteousness; if it be convinced that the standards are in error and the
preacher right, it ought at all hazards to amend its standards, and if
necessary to erase every letter of its creed, so as to form itself on a model
consistent with the public teaching which it elects, or with the latitude
which it prefers. However much of evil might come of it, such a course
would be un-impeachably consistent, so consistent indeed that we fear few
ordinary mortals will be able to pursue it; but the alternative of maintaining
a hollow ecru?act, based on a lie, is as degrading to manliness as to
Christianity. Much and often have we marvelled at the inertia of Christian
manhood. An Imaum who traduced the prophet from the pulpit of the
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Mosque, would have small tolerance from the disciples of Mahomet
beyond {;he leave to go his way, and never pollute the place a second time.
Not even the most debased of idolatries would so stultify itself, or become
so heartlessly hypocritical, as to enrich with the gold and silver of its
votaries priests who avowedly an laboriously oposed the gods, and the
teachings of the Shastras. It, is reserved for certain Christian churches to
degrade themselves by tolerating as their teachers the acknowledged and
professed propounders of another gospel, an d allowing the inspiration of
the Bible, the deity of Christ, and the verifies of the faith, to be scoffed at
to their faces on the Sabbath-day by their own paid ministers. How long
ere this reproach shall be rolled away!


COVETOUS


COVETOUS men must be the sport of Satan, for their grasping avarice
neither lets them enjoy life nor escape from the second death. They are held
by their own greed as surely as beasts with cords, or fish with nets, or men
with chains. They may be likened to those foolish apes which in some
countries are caught by narrow necked vessels; into these corn is placed,
the creatures thrust in their hands, and when they have filled them they
cannot draw out their fists unless they let go the grain, sooner than do this
they submit to be captured. Are covetous men, then, so like the beast? Let
them ponder and be ashamed.—From “My Note Book.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


 MARCH 1, 1870.


THE VOICE OF THE TURTLE


“The voice of the turtle is heard in our land.” —
Solomon’s Song 2:12.


THERE had evidently been a previous season of discomfort when the voice
of the turtle was not heard, for preceding these words,, we.read,..” the
winter is passed, the ram’ is over and gone. This indicates that the spouse
had previously passed through a winter of sorrow and adversity, but now
enjoyed a time of joy, prosperity, ann peace, fitly represented by the
appearance of flowers, the singing of birds, and the voice of the turtle.
Brethren, there are periods when in the little world of our manhood, rain,
and frost, and tempest, rule the cheerless day; but there are also times,
especially with believers in Jesus, when all these are things of the past, for a
hallowed summer reigns within, with blossoming graces, growing fruits,
and sounds of tuneful praise. In the delightful calm of the heart peace
spreads her silver wings, and notes prophetic of coming bliss are heard on
every side; the mountains and the hills break forth before us into singing,
and all the trees of the field clap their hands.


I. Our first remark concerning this text will be, THERE ARE SEASONS SET


AND APPOINTED FOR PROSPERITY AND JOY.


The turtle was in Palestine what the cuckoo is with us. Its voice made
proclamation that the rainy season was over, that spring had arrived, and
that summer drew near. One of the prophets tells us “the stork in the
heaven knoweth her appointed times; and the turtle and the crane and the
swallow observe the time of their coming/’ These migratory birds never
came at the wrong time. If their note was heard it was a far surer indication
of the weather than a day of brightness which might be but a break in the
gloom. A poet of Israel might have said of the turtle dove,
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Delightful visitant! with thee
I hail the time of flowers,


And hear the sound of music sweet
From birds among the bowers.


Guided by the unerring wisdom of God, which in birds men call instinct,
the some-time wanderers to other lauds returned to Jordan’s banks and
Sharon’s plains as the messengers of brighter days. Our times of peace and
comfort are as surely appointed as the turtle’s return, and in their
seasonablehess we may see infinite wisdom and love. Like birds of passage,
our halcyon times will not visit us before the predestinated hour, neither
will they tarry beyond the foreappointed moment; and they are as wisely
timed as the ascent of the Pleiades or the falling of Orion. It is most fit that
there should be a winter; it would be neither for human health nor for the
earth’s fertility, that vernal verdure or autumnal ripeness should run round
the year. Everything that is seasonable is best. Our joys are the better
because they alternate with griefs. We could not endure perpetual sunshine
this side the stars; there is a needs be that we be in heaviness, an argument
for every stroke of the rod, a reason for every hiding of the face of the
Wellbeloved. Not by chance but by most wise and tender love are our days
of trial and of joy ordained for every one of us.


There is a set time in which, for the.first hour in our lives, we enjoy peace with
God. Seekers would fain be finders the moment they seek. Earnest spirits,
when the tears of repentance stand in their eyes, would wipe them away
immediately; and truly if Christian people were earnest in teaching the
simple gospel to them, and in sympathising with them, and praying for
them, the hour of comfort would not usually be far off; but even then there
would be cases in which the clear shining would be delayed by the shower.
The case of John Bunyan, who was for years in spiritual darkness, is to the
point, and his flounderings in the Slough of Despond form by no means a
solitary experience. Men who have afterwards become most eminent in the
kingdom of God, have been long seeking the light and groping like blind
men for the wall, crying out by the month together, “O that I knew where I
might find him, that I might come even to his seat.” Distracted with
dreadful forebodings, oppressed with the weight of conscious guilt,
ignorant of the way of salvation, and unable through unbelief to lay hold on
eternal life, there are some who weary themselves with doleful searchings
even for years, and only at last return unto their rest. One could wish that
their liberation from so horrible a prison-house were more speedy, but yet
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we have noticed that certain of them have been the most joyful of believers
when their fetters have been filed, have had little bondage during the rest of
their lives, and having lain long in Doubting Castle themselves, have been
the better able to use the key of promise on behalf of the desponding. Dear
friend, believe thou in Jesus Christ now, and thou shalt have peace; but if
as yet the light break not upon thy spirit, still do thou hope on, for the
morning soon shall dawn. Prisoner of hope, the day shall come when HE
who looseth the captives shall set thy feet in a large room. Slow breaks the
light but surely. The blessedness of pardoned sin shall obliterate thy woes.
“Thou shalt forget the shame of thy youth, and shalt not remember the
reproach of thy widowhood any more.” Ere long thou shalt sing,


The winter of my woe is gone,
The summer of my soul comes on,


The Sun of Righteousness shines forth
And scatters all the clouds of wrath.


In the same manner our times of joy after conversion are all set and appointed.
The life of the Christian is not one of uninterrupted peace. It is often his
own fault that he loses the joy of salvation, but still it is very rarely that we
meet with a Christian who always walks in the sunlight. Clouds appear to
be common on most earthly skies. Do not wonder, my dear friend, if you
do not always feel equally alive and happy in spiritual things. Do not be
astonished if sometimes the dark side of your nature is most conspicuous;
be not surprised if you have to contend with inbred sin, rather than to
rejoice in the mercies of the covenant. Look abroad on nature in the wintry
months, see how the fields are white with frost, as though the earth were
wrapped in a winding-sheet. Those meadows should be emerald with hope,
and so they yet shall be; ay, and more, they shall put on the beautiful array
of realised enjoyment, the kingcups shall strew them plenteously with gold,
and the daisies shall look up with their sweetly simple eyes, and smile
because the summer has come. Bright is the hope, but it must be waited
for, and meanwhile snow; and hoar frost, and ice, and rain must hold their
carnival; yet not one hour beyond the set time shall they riot and rule us,
for the Lord hath set it as his covenant for ever, that summer shall not
cease. The voice of the turtle will soon be heard; even now the almond
hastens to put forth her flowers. So is it with you. You must endure your
trouble, and it shall be followed by deliverance in due season. “It is good
for a man that he both hope and quietly wait.” Look at the sea — the
pulsing life-blood of the world — it is not always at flood tide; at ebb it
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must retreat far from the shore. And yonder noble river, Father Thames,
how foul his banks, how manifest the shoals in mid-river; wait till the hour
comes round, and you shall see the milk white swans sailing over the
sparkling waters, where you see at this moment nothing but mire and dirt.
That subtle element, the air, has its appointed changes; scarce a leaf moves
on the tree to-day, and yet to-morrow hurricanes may lash the sea to fury,
rend up the oaks, and dash whole navies on the rocks. Even the solid earth
has its paroxysms of disturbance, when it forgets its ancient stability, and
imitates the restless sea. In the nature of things it must be so. We are in a
material world, a world of changes, a world that is by-and-by to be
dissolved. We are in a body subject to pains and infirmities, a body that
must decay; how can we expect to find unchanging peace in a changing
world, and undying joy in a dying body? How can you hope to find rest
where your Savior found none, and where he has told you that you are not
to find it? Be not cast down at severe trial, as though some strange thing
had happened unto you. Others beside you have heard the raven’s croak,
and the owl’s hoot, and the bittern’s cry, but in due time they have heard
the turtle’s voice again, and so will you. Your brightness shall come forth
as the noonday. The Lord shall turn your captivity as the streams in the
south. Weeping may endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morning, and
that morning is not far off; the watchful eyes of faith can catch the first
gleams thereof, even though darkness shadows all things visible to sense. If
the vision tarry, wait for it; it shall come, it shall not tarry. God hath
appointed it, and in due season the voice of the turtle shall be heard in your
land.


This is equally true wills regard to the future of our lives. How fond are we of
being amateur prophets! Of all callings the most unprofitable is that of a
self-ordained prophet. When we take the telescope and try to look into the
nearer future, we breathe on the glass and create a haze, and then declare
that we see clouds and darkness before us. We know not what shall be on
the morrow; sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof; our guesses at
coming disaster are foolish and wicked. Yet the vilest pretenders to
necromancy and astrology are not more busy at foretelling than many of
the Lord’s people. One knows that in old age he will be unable to earn his
living, and will be imprisoned in the workhouse; another is equally sure
trade will be ruined and he will be a bankrupt; a third expects that with her
growing infirmities she will become a weariness to all her relatives, and
they will wish her dead; while a fourth is equally clear that she shall turn







417


aside into sin, and be a castaway. These favourite theories of misery remind
me of a friend who keeps pet vipers, which I earnestly recommend him to
kill, or I fear they will kill him. What can be the use of indulging these
fears, suspicious, and imaginings? Trials are appointed, but joys also are
reserved. It is idle to paint the sun as if he were all spots, or life as if it
were only sorrow. The eternal hand measures out to the heirs of heaven
due portions both of affliction and prosperity, and it is a dangerous
misrepresentation to talk only of the wormwood, and never of the wines
on.the lees. I would have you anticipate joy rather than sorrow. Remember,
child of God, you are nearing heaven every hour; it should be brighter with
you as you near the sun. Nearer the angels’ harps, you may surely expect
more music of joy. Every hour shortens the storm and brings closer the
everlasting calm. Rejoice in your prospects! You shall soon come to the
land Beulah, that peaceful country which borders on the glory-land, and
forms the suburbs of Jerusalem the Golden. Though your outward man
decayeth, your inward man shall be renewed day by day. You shall bring
forth fruit in old age to show that the Lord is upright. At eventide it shall
be light.


On the margin of the river
You shall hear the turtle’s voice,


Telling of the joys for ever
Bidding you e’en now rejoice.


One almost longs for the grey hairs, for the mature faith, for the deep
experience, and the consummated hope, which are the portion of aged
Christians. The voice of the turtle shall be heard in your land, in the
halcyon days of waiting for the call to heaven, and when the hour of your
departure shall be actually at hand, your soul shall be at peace. ‘Tis thus
the Lord ordains, and thus it shall he with all the saints.


II. Secondly, THE VOICE OF THE TURTLE — WHAT DOES IT INDICATE?


There are three excellences in the sound. First, it is the voice of peace. The
cry of the eagle tells of strife, the scream of the vulture speaks of carnage,
but the soft voice of the dove proclaims peace. The dove is associated not
with the laurel of war, but with the olive-branch of peace. Many of us are
now enjoying the purest form of peace. Believers have a right to peace.
Sin, the peace-breaker, was put away by the one sacrifice of Christ; and
therefore being justified by faith, we have peace with God through our
Lord Jesus Christ. We have one to answer for us whose righteousness
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covers all our transgressions. We rest in his love and in his finished work,
and therefore our soul is perfectly at rest with regard to sin and the
punishment of it. We have peace too, as to the future. We can leave all in
the hands of God. We can say, “Father, thy will be done.” We believe that
our covenant God will never forsake us, nor will he try us above what we
are able to bear. So, then, we have peace with regard to every future
circumstance. Grace ruling within us, puts away all anger and malice, and
thus we have peace with all mankind. If any have offended us, we have
from our hearts forgiven them. If we have offended any, we desire to make
all restitution, to humble ourselves if need be, and as much as lieth in us to
live peaceably with all men. We are in a happy state of mind when we can
feel that even the new-born child is not more at peace with mankind than
we are. Specially are we at peace with our fellow Christians. We would not
constantly be raising discussions and controversies upon vexatious and
unprofitable questions. Quibbles which gender strife are not for us. We can
truly say that our desire is to minister to the peace of the church, to the
edification of the saints, to the upity of the body of Christ. Where this is the
case, the voice of the turtle is heard in our land. O may no other voice but
that be heard in this church! These many years, I bless God, we have been
kept without division, and without internal strifes, and by his grace many
more years we shall continue in the same condition, knit together in love,
and bound together in the perfect bond of charity. So may it be in all the
churches of Jesus Christ, and may the time come when in every place all
churches and their pastors shall be able to say, “The voice of peace is heard
among us; we have love one towards another, and are of one mind, striving
together only for the gospel of Christ, and knowing no emulation except
which shall please his brother to his good for edification.”


The voice of the turtle was, next, the voice of love. We have always
associated with the turtle dove the idea of love. We have heard of its pining
for its mate, and of the peculiar fondness which it has for its young. The
gazelle among animals and the dove among birds are the favourites of love.
Happy is it with us when love rules in our breast. I hope, beloved, that you
love the Lord Jesus Christ because he first loved you; that his love
constraineth you, his great love wherewith he loved you even when you
were dead in trespasses and sin, the love which brought him to the cross to
pay with his own heart’s blood the price of your redemption. You can sing,
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“My Jesus, I love thee, I know thou art mine,
For thee all the follies of sin I resign;


My gracious Redeemer, my Savior art thou,
If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now.”


Oh! it is blessed to feel the heart knit to Christ, drawn to him, going forth
in lively flames of affection towards him. As the sparks of fire seek the sun,
as though they knew their origin, so should our love mount towards Christ
from whom it came. May it be so! Do you feel your hearts glow with love
to God? It may be that you are under his chastening hand, and you smart in
your body; or it may be you have a sick one at home, or there are anxieties
in your business, but if you love the Lord intensely you will still say,
“Blessed be his name!;[‘hough he slay me, yet will trust in him.” What can
be more like heaven than to feel the affections going forth to God with
fervor? Sweet is it also to feel sincere love to all believers in Christ, so as
to recognize that there is but one family, and that we, individually, are a
brother or sister in that family, not in name only, but in deed and in truth.
He who is one with ‘Christ is one with all those who are born again. It is a
blessed thing when the voice of the turtle sounds in the soul indicating a
burning love to sinners. It is well when the believer pines to see others
saved. To sigh and cry be[ore God because the ungodly continue to reject
him and to despise his gospel, is a most gracious sign. O that we may
always continue in that same loving frame of mind, not having to ask,


“Do I love the Lord or no?”


but feeling’


“There’s not a lamb among his flock
I would disdain to feed;


There’s not a foe before whose face
I’d fear his cause to plead.”


May our love to Christ, and to all the saints, and to the souls of men, grow
exceedingly; and in that sense may the voice of the turtle be heard in our
land, because the love of God is spread abroad in our hearts by the Holy
Ghost, which is given unto us.


The voice of the turtle also, in the third place, had associated with it, a
degree of mournfulness. This is no[at all inconsistent with peace and love.
There is a passage in Nahum in which the voice of the dove is used as an
expression and illustration of deep-seated sorrow. There is a plaintive
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monotony about the notes of the dove suggestive of mourning. Now, even
when the Christian is perfectly happy from one point of view, he will still
feel a measure of godly sorrow, which indeed lies at the root of all spiritual
joy. Just as some poets have sung the praises of a “pleasing melancholy,”
so there is associated with the highest joy of the Christian a sweetly serene
sorrow. I will show you of what kind it is. When you live to God, and are
conscious of his love, your soul is sure to say, “O that I were always here!
O that I could always feel as I feel now!” Or else you mourn to think that
you could ever have sinned against one so gracious. It is not a bitter
moaning over unpardoned sin. You know you are forgiven; you are sure of
that; but it is the mourning of one who laments to think that he should have
needed to be pardoned, and that he should ever have gone astray.


“My sins, my sins, my Savior!
How sad on thee they fall,


Seen through thy gentle patience,
I tenfold feel them all.”


There is a great difference between the agony of remorse and the sweet
sorrow of repentance. Indeed, the tear of repentance, though it be salt, is
also sweet. It is acceptable to God, and must therefore be seasoned with
preserving salt, but it is also sweet as honey to the soul. Rowland Hill was
went to say that he almost regretted he could not shed the tear of
repentance in heaven. He hoped to walk repenting all his life long, till he
got up to the gates of Paradise, and could almost wish that he might be
allowed the sweet exercise of repenting even among the angels. There is
more joy in holy tears than in laughter; and when our sacred sorrows most
abound “a secret something sweetens all.” In the mines of soul-sorrow we
find diamonds of the first water, such as glitter nowhere else.


“Lord, let me weep for nought but sin,
And after none but thee,


And then I would — O that I might!
A constant weeper be.”


It is perfectly consistent with peace and love to be sighing after more
holiness, more fellowship, more usefulness, and still to be lamenting
deficiencies, and deploring imperfections, “Blessed are they that do hunger
and thirst after righteousness.” They are blessed, and yet they continue to
hunger and thirst, and that is a part of their blessedness. May we also long
to be with Jesus, and in this sense may we ever hear the turtle-voice in our
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souls, “My Savior, when shall I come to the promised land, the land that
floweth with milk and honey”?


“My heart is with thee on thy throne,
And ill can brook delay;


Each moment listening for the voice,
‘Rise up, and come away.’”


Such pining does not break our peace. We sometimes sing—


“I thirst, I faint, I die to prove
The fullness of redeeming love,


The love of Christ to me.”


Such thirsting such panting, such dying, may we always experience, for
thus shall we live in joy and peace.


These are the turtle’s three notes. May they be ever in our souls: the note
of peace, the note of love, the note of holy mourning and pining after the
Savior.


III. Now, supposing this to be the condition of our soul, WHAT THEN?
This shall make our third point. There is an appointed season for all this;
the season has a threefold blessedness about it: WHAT ARE ITS PECULIAR


DUTIES?


Art thou in peace to-night? Is thy love flaming like coals of juniper? Then
surely thou shouldst seek to grow in grace. The old proverb is, “Make hay
while the sun shines.” The mariner takes care to hoist all sail when he has a
propitious wind. Now, Christian, now is thy time to make progress in the
divine life. The other day thou wert at war with thy corruptions, doubting
thine interest in Christ, and lamenting under the hidings of Jehovah’s face,
but now it is all calm with thee, therefore arise and build up thyself on thy
most holy faith. The frost has gone; now lay the stoneswith fair colors,
with windows of agates and gates of carbuncles. If the flowers do not grow
in spring and summer, when will they grow? If the birds do not build their
nests in propitious times, when will they? Now is your opportunity, seize it.
The Master has given you good merchandise spiritually, take care to trade
much and grow rich in grace. These times are not meant for you to sleep
in; depend upon that. You are not blessed with this peace and quiet that
you may say to your soul, “thou hast much good laid up for many years,
take thine ease.” If you do so it will be proof that you are naked, and poor,
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and miserable, and there is fear that your peace is no peace, but the
dangerous security of the ungodly. Now that you feel yourself so full of
sacred love, and holy excitement, and divine ardor, and your spiritual pulse
is quickened, and your whole spiritual nature is in health, be much at the
throne of grace, and say, “Lord, help me now to push forward in my
pilgrimage. Let me not grieve the Spirit, but accept his comforting and
reviving influences. May I now, my Lord, spread every sail to thy gracious
wind, and make good headway towards my desired haven.” There is such a
thing as growth in grace, depend upon it, though some Christians do not
manifest it much. My two children have always been photographed on their
birthdays, and I have had the pictures all framed in one. There are twelve
of them now, and I sometimes point them out to friends, and say, “There
they are in the perambulator the first year, and here they are twelve years
afterwards, stout, well-grown lads,” and then I ask my brethren — ” Do
you think if we could have our spiritual nature photographed in this way,
that we should see that we had as distinctly grown as these children have?”
Why, there are some Christians whom I knew twelve years ago in a
spiritual perambulator, and they are in the perambulator now. They are still
nothing better than babes in grace. They have not learned to walk alone in
spiritual things. We have still to address them as Paul did, when he said —
” I have spoken unto you as unto babes in grace.” He saw that they had
made no advance in the divine life. Now, a little child is a very beautiful
object; in an infant there is a beauty that strikes one’s eye at once, and
mothers delight in their babes; but what parents would be pleased to see
their children at twelve or fifteen years of age of the same size as they were
when they were but one year old? Their littleness at that age would strike
you with the greatest sorrow, and the wife would say to the husband, “We
are the parents of a dwarf,” and both would feel shocked and grieved. May
you never suffer such a calamity. But is it no calamity that Christian people
remain dwarfs, that year after.year they make no advance, but are infants
still? Such non-progress is very much the result of neglecting these
appointed seasons of divine influence of which I have spoken. Because of
an unhallowed indolence professors come not unto the stature of men in
Christ Jesus, to which it is most desirable that all saints should attain. This,
then, is the duty of the season; if you have peace, and joy, and holy power
within, it is a voice bidding you “go forward.”


The next duty is, be as useful as you possibly can to others at this time. One of
the best ways to keep what God gives you is to give it away, “There is that
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scattereth and yet increaseth.” It is by distribution that Christians amass
grace. If we seek only our own and not the things of others — our fellow
Christians and the unconverted — we shall soon grow poor in spiritual
things. He that watereth others shall be watered also himself. Is it a good
season with thee? Tell the news to the Kings household. Has the King
favored thee with a dish from his table? Deal out a portion to the hungry,
and let the faint-hearted partake of thy comforts. Is there no doubt about
thine own salvation? Why, man, now is the time to seek after the salvation
of others. Hast thou a full assurance of thine own interest in Christ? Why,
then thou hast nothing to distract thee from spending and being spent for
the increase of thy Master’s kingdom. He that has constantly to guard his
own gates when the foe is at the door, may have some excuse for not
watching another man’s house; but he who has peace in his borders, and is
filled with the finest of the wheat, should care for his fellow citizens.
“Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might; for there is no
work, nor device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, in the grave, whither thou
goest;” “In the morning sow thy seed, and in the evening withhold not thine
hand: for thou knowest not whether shall prosper, either this or that, or
whether they shall be alike good.”


Lastly — Are you in this happy state? Then take care to praise God while you
are in it. Do not restrain the flow of your grateful spirits. You were ice-
bound some time ago; now your heart is thawed, let the streams gush forth
according to the Master’s word, for hath he not said out of the midst of
thee shall flow rivers of living water? Praise thy God with all thy heart.
When thou liest awake in the night, and thy soul is happy within thee, offer
thy Lord “songs in the night.” Praise him when thou goest to thy labor.
Worldly men have their songs, why should not the Christian sing the songs
of Zion? Praise him in thy silence, with thy henri’s music. Let thy soul talk
sweetly to him with gratitude and love. Speak well of his name to others.
We are sometimes slow to utter the goodness of the Lord, but very seldom
slow to reveal our troubles. Our griefs we pour into our fellow creatures’
ears all too readily  — amend this, and be eager to tell out your joys. A
minister calling once on an aged woman, she began to tell him about her
rheumatism and her poverty, and as he had heard that story perhaps twenty
times before, he said, “My dear sister, every time I call you tell me of your
troubles, and I have no objection to hear about them, for I sympathise with
you, but could you not for once tell me of your mercies?” She thanked him
for reminding her of that unused string of her harp, and may I not remind
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some of you to dwell more frequently on the Lord’s goodness to you? Let
men know that the people of God are a happy people. Constrain them to
enquire what it is that makes you so glad, so calm, so patient. Compel
them to desire to- know Christ, if for no other reason than this, that their
faces may shine with the same cheerfulness that lights up yours, I know I
am bringing before you a hard duty for wintry seasons, but when the voice
of the turtle is heard it will be easy to you — nay, natural You have lain
among the pots, but now that you have the wings of a dove, covered with
silver, and your feathers with yellow gold, mount, mount, mount, and as
your spirit mounts, become like the lark which sings as it rises, and is heard
where it is not seen, still pouring down a flood of song from the invisible
into which it has ascended. Live near to God, but let your communion with
the sons of men be cheerful and joyous. Compel them to hear your praises.
This is the duty of this present season, and if you neglect it, the voice of the
turtle may not be heard in your ]and any longer, and you may have to sigh,
and pine, and cry for the Lord to return.


O sing unto the glittering glorious King,
O praise his name, let every bring thing;


Let heart and voice, like bells of silver, ring
The comfort that this day doth bring.


I would to God that this subject were the property of you all. Even in the
most, select congregation there are some who have no interest in Christian
peace and love, and one’s heart is grieved to think of that. No turtle’s
voice can sound in hearts where Jesus is not trusted, where sin reigns,
where spiritual death binds all the powers in iron bands. May you be led to
feel your sad estate, may the rain of repentance fall, and then may the birds
of faith and hope begin to sing; for then, and then only, will you understand
the inward serenity of the people of God.


SAGTEY OF BELIEVERS


“A BRITISH subject may be safe although surrounded by enemies in a
distant land — not that he hath strength to contend alone against armed
thousands, but because he is a subject of our queen. A despot on his
throne, a horde of savages in their desert, have permitted a helpless traveler
to pass unharmed, like a lamb among lions — although like lions looking
on a lamb, they thirsted for his blood — because they knew his sovereign’s
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watchfulness, and feared his sovereign’s power. The feeble stranger has a
charmed life in the midst of his enemies, because a royal arm unseen
encompasses him as with a shield. The power thus wielded by an earthly
throne may suggest and symbolise the perfect protection of Omnipotence.
A British subject’s confidence in his queen may rebuke the feeble faith of a
Christian. ‘ O thou of little faith, wherefore didst thou doubt?’ What
though there be fears within and rightings without, he who bought his
people with his own blood cannot lose his inheritance, and will not permit
any enemy to wrest from his hand the satisfaction of his soul. The man with
a deceitful heart and a darkened mind, a feeble frame and a slippery way, a
fainting heart and a daring foe — the man would stumble and fall: but the
member of Christ’s body cannot drop off; the portion of the Redeemer
cannot be wrenched from his grasp. ‘ Ye are his.’ Christ is the safety of a
Christian.”


OUR SOLDIERS.


WE are not about to discuss the vexed question of the lawfulness of war..
For our purpose, it is enough that governments have deemed it necessary,
and that the military profession does really exist. We remember once being
startled out of the few senses we have, by the question seriously and
piously put, “Can a soldier be a Christian?” Dismal thoughts arose in one’s
mind of millions of men who, if a harsh creed were to determine the
question in the negative, were excluded from all hope of salvation; and of
numbers of godly soldiers, who, on such a sweeping hypothesis, were
deluding themselves or deluding others. We are not troubled, however, with
any such alarming doubts. It is enough for ordinary understandings that
many Christian men, wearing Her Majesty’s uniform, have endured
hardness as good soldiers of Jesus Christ. Still we regard war as something
akin to murder done on a large scale, for which God holds those
responsible who wilfully and eagerly, from love of conquest or thirst of
gain, embroil the nations in perplexities and quarrels. Poetry has sought to
throw its gilded charms around the monster War, Romance has given it the
appearance of chivalrous enterprise, and Heroism has imparted to it a
fleeting glory; but under the thin veil of poetry, romance, and heroism, lay
hid the stern facts, prosaic enough, of a thousand evils painful to
contemplate: while the suffering on the battle field which fills the air with
shrieks, and groans, and agonising yells, and calls for heaven’s vengeance,
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is augmented by the woe which desolates many a sequestered hamlet and
many a humble family, expressed with the widow’s moan and the orphan’s
lamentation. Whether we regard war in its physical aspect, causing grief
and suffering, and lifelong misery to once active but now crippled men, or
whether we look upon it in its social aspect, draining the nations of their
youngest, manliest blood, interrupting commerce, and severing ties
consecrated by God; or whether its moral aspect be regarded, as evoking
all the cruel arts and Satanic subtleties of diplomacy, the brutal passions of
anger, malice, and revenge, and causing a fearful forgetfulness of the laws
of humanity in the midst of the mad, turbulent excitement of the hour; or
whether we view it in its higher aspect — its violation of every religious
consideration, its delight in ushering into eternity those unfitted for it and
unconcerned about it; whatever view we take, the verdict is the same —
war is an unutterable evil, a curse to humanity, a pestilence to nations, and
frequently an atrocity which excuses cannot palliate or eloquence conceal.
Christian men should bend the whole weight of their power and influence
to prevent its occurrence and to expose its evils. It were an inhumanity
unpardonable to treat war as less than an evil—


“As if the soldier died without a wound —
As if the fibres of this godlike frame


Were gored without a pang; as if the wretch
Who fell in battle doing bloody deeds,


Passed off to heaven, translated and not killed,
As though he had no wife to pine for him—


No God to judge him!”


And yet war, by the same great unalterable law that converts the wrath of
man into God’s.praise, has brought great public benefits in its train. The
desolation of carnage, and the bloodthirstiness of regal tyranny and cruelty,
have not unfrequently ushered in liberty to the captive and freedom to the
enslaved.


Since the thrice-happy dawn of Messiah’s peaceful reign has not yet shed
its undying lustre upon the earth; since the predicted era has not come
when men “shall beat their swords into ploughshares, and their spears into
pruning hooks; nation shall not lift up sword against nation, neither shall
they learn war any more;” since war’s sterile wastes have not yet been
turned into the fruitful gardens of the Lord, war will, rightly or wrongly, be
deemed a necessity. If Christians cannot prevent hostilities, they may
mitigate their severity and alleviate their miseries. Since soldiers fight our
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battles, we should seek to equip them with the armor of truth. Our book of
“standing orders” is the Word of God. It should be theirs. No soldier,
indeed, should be without his Bible. A general would not send his troops to
battle unarmed; a Christian country should not send its soldiers to death
without doing the little it can to prepare them for the change. It is not so
long ago when it was held that only the scum of our population should
recruit the ranks of the army — that irreligioushess was a qualification for
the service, and drunkenness a passport to it. The latter degrading system
is still flourishing in many parts of England. Cromwell’s Ironsides should
have taught men differently. The biographies of officers and commanders,
and the histories of perilous and trying campaigns, have undoubtedly
proved that sober and Christian soldiers are most to be depended on in the
crisis of battle.


The religious condition of the soldiers of England is a subject fraught with
sad and serious considerations, and charged with much importance. Those
acquainted with military stations know too well the evils which beset, and
the temptations that surround our brave de-tenders. There is deep cause for
sorrow in the sad fact that barrack towns are the seat of the most
degrading and polluting sins. The occasional revelations made in the
newspapers, based on official and medical reports, cause a thrill of sorrow
to pass through every sensitive Christian heart. Equally, indeed more
profoundly, sad must he feel at the moral condition of our soldiery abroad.
Soldiers should of all men be Christians. Their temptations are so peculiarly
alluring and pleasing to human nature, that they need “the whole armor of
God” to resist the insidious attacks of their enemies. Sunday after Sunday
we pray for them in public worship; but rarely do we torre a fair
conception of the vast number of souls falling under the designation of
soldiers, or of their great spiritual need.


Without doubt, the best method of proclaiming the truths of the gospel to
our soldiers would be by the men themselves becoming volunteer mission
agents. We might fill our paper with records of successful work among
various regiments done solely by Christian soldiers.. It is one peculiarity of
the converted soldier, that he is not ashamed of the gospel of our Lord
Jesus Christ which has been the power of God to his own salvation.
Working men know what it is to run the gauntlet of ridicule and scorn for
Christ. That is an awful feeling of solitariness which a consistent man has
when he is surrounded by his fellows, none of whom sympathise with his
religious convictions, but all of whom seek to waylay and entrap him. It is
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even worse with the Christian soldier. He must boldly take his stand for
Christ, fearless of the scorn of men. Let a man aim to be godly, and
forthwith a hungry pack of human wolves race to run him down. The
isolation of consistency is no mere sentiment with the Christian soldier. Yet
his trials strengthen him. He abides the more manfully at the post of duty,
and takes his stand the more bravely by the standard of his Master’s cross.
This is excellent material out of which teachers and preachers of the Word
may be made. Better evangelists and Scripture-readers could not be had
than godly soldiers.


But what of army-chaplains? The writer would not deal uncharit-ably, but
he would re-echo the question — what of them? We know what is the
general run of gaol, workhouse, and barrack chaplains, but have not been
wonderfully struck with their zeal or capabilities. They are ordinarily very
pleasant, agreeable, estimable men, well suited for any other kind of work;
too often not remarkably adapted for this important service. When the
Romish church seeks in fair and promising fields to proselytise, it picks out
really earnest and assiduous men who, whatever else they may not be, are
undoubtedly enthusiasts. When the Anglican church chooses its agents,
what principles are they that too often guide the selection? Is as much
ardor for the cause of Christ expected in a chaplain as is required in an
ordinary soldier for the cause of the Queen? Is it not unfrequently of far
more importance that the chaplain should be a social fellow, who can joke
with the officers, and converse respecting balls and fashionable gaieties,
than that he should be skilled in the mysteries of the kingdom of God and
be able to minister comfort to the weary and heavy laden heart of a
distressed soldier? Again I say, I would not be harsh, but are not these
things so?


It is clear that the chaplain should be on terms of sufficient intimacy with
the soldiers to enable them most heartily to welcome him when ever he
visits them, and to induce them to pour out their hearts, and confidently
state their difficulties in spiritual intercourse. But is it so? At the first right
of the chaplain the soldier will stand erect and look as demure and touch
his cap as mechanically as if he were a commander-in-chief who had met
him. He knows the said chaplain will within five minutes be again in the
mess-room, and in conference with the officers. He must, therefore, mind
those difficult letters, his P’s and Q’s, or he may be reported. No one can
suppose that there can be that freedom existing between the “spiritual
adviser” and the advised which is absolutely essential in every ease to
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evoke sympathy and impart the highest confidence. Was it ever intended
that in placing a gentleman chaplain over the men he should be placed with
them? We all know what it is to see soldiers “stand at ease,” which is about
the last thing we can say of the uneasy and unnatural attitude of the soldier
in obeying that command. But do they “stand at ease” before their
chaplain? Now, since there must be, according to present arrangements, an
m-finite distance between the chaplain and the soldiery, it is the more
needful that some other Christian men, of humbler habits and less lofty
notions, should fill up the great gap. We are not sure that our way of
putting the matter will meet with the approval of the committee, who may
repudiate altogether our criticism of chaplains, but it strikes us that the
Army Scripture Readers’ Society really does supply the want, or rather it
seeks to do so; for it cannot meet the emergency adequately. This society
has been in existence for some years. We believe its origin is due to our
friend, Mr. W. A. Blake, of Brentford. At first its work was very small, and
its income insignificant. During the Crimean War, it attracted considerable
public notice, and did a large amount of good. A union was effected with a
new and similar society; and it secured the approval of the Commander-in-
Chief, the Secretary of War, and the Chaplain-General, so that it is more
directly under the sanction of the military authorities than when first
instituted. This has been found essential, since the slightest interference
with military discipline would produce great mischief. Consequently, the
agents of the society must work under and in connection with the chaplain.
Each chaplain has between 500 and 2,000 men under his care. Whether
Scripture-reader and chaplain work harmoniously together in every case
we cannot venture to say: perhaps it would be too much to expect; but in
many cases the union is regarded as a great blessing; while the detailed
reports show that much good is done by the various agents of the society.
There are twenty-seven readers employed in the various stations of
England; eight are in Ireland, five in Scotland, one in Gibraltar, five in
Canada, and sixteen in India, making a total of sixty-two agents supported
by the society. The work of these men is very simple. Primarily, the
reader’s duty is to read and expound the Scriptures to the men and their
families, enforcing the great doctrines of truth, and urging the necessity of
decision for Christ. He is to hold Bible-classes, to distribute books and
tracts, and converse with the soldiers on the fundamental truths of religion.
The society has its publications, all of them of the martial stamp, and
eminently suitable for the purpose of distribution. Increased facilities have
been afforded to the Scripture-readers by the military authorities; and the
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lakes[and most agreable privilege afforded them was announced in the
leading newspaper about fourteen months since. In consequence of the
heat, it is needful that the soldiers in India should have a room for
meditation and prayer. The only places available for such purposes were
noisy huts and barracks, which were exceedingly inconvenient and
unpleasant. Now, however, by order of Sir John Lawrence, a room is
allowed, with needful furniture, in the barracks of every British regiment in
India, “to which,” says the order, “the men can resort for private reading
and prayer, and for holding prayer-meetings and other meetings of a similar
character.” The room is to be in a central position, but not in the barracks.
Furthermore, a residence is assigned for a Scripture-reader in the married
quarters, a most beneficent; and welcome concession, which will benefit
the society pecuniarily.


In looking at what these humble men are doing so unostentatiously, we
would first glance at their work at home. Here their labors are highly
appreciated. At Aldershort three men are engaged in visiting the soldiers,
and addressing them on the love of the Savior to fallen humanity. The
hospitals furnish fields of labor most important to occupy. Cases occur of
young men, whose sinfulness of heart and obduracy of will had stifled the
convictions of guilt, being aroused to reflection by the earnest, simple
utterances addressed to them. Not a few have left the hospital hating the
sins which before they so fondly cherished. The Society’s reader at
Colchester gives us an insight into the condition of the men. He finds many
have had a religious training in their younger days; and it is interesting to
notice from most of the reports how often soldiers refer to the lessons
learnt in the Sabbath school. These men have, however, fallen into the sins
peculiarly attractive to soldiers. “It is uphill-work both for readers and
chaplains, and the common expression on visiting prisoners, either in cell
or guardroom, is ‘ drink was the cause of my being here.’“ Other causes,
however, operate as powerfully. In some eases plots of garden ground are
allotted to deserving soldiers; and it appears they cultivate them with great
taste, and find it agreeable relaxation. They are thus kept in leisure hours
from the canteen or barrack tavern, and other de-moralising places. The
various reports before us go to prove that sin is everywhere the same in
character; that temptations, though under diverse forms, are equally
fascinating and destructive; that infidelity is to be found in all ranks of men,
and is everywhere dull, stupid, and impenetrable, or vain, frivolous, and
vicious; that much ignorance prevails among men as to the terrible
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heinousness of sin, and even greater misconception as to the way of
salvation. Indeed, all missionary work is the same in kind. Men are
beguiled by the same tempter, allured by the same evils, victimised by the
same lusts, deceived by the same indifference, deluded by the same snares.
Man needs the gospel. Tim erie truth of God — the one Christ — the one
faith in the Savior’s merits is needed by all alike. Good Christian people
sometimes think that sin peculiarly belongs to certain professions and
castes, and that different efforts are required for one class to those
demanded by others. The truth is, the heart of man is everywhere the same;
the one remedy is everywhere needed. If there be anything specially
striking about the experience of Christian soldiers it is (1) that they are
exceedingly simple-hearted, and without affectation or the conceit of self-
important nobodies; (2) that they are eminently manly and straightforward
—  bending neither to the right hand nor to the left, bearing patiently and
bravely the reproach of the enemies of the cross; (3) that they are tender-
hearted and affectionate — thankful to anyone who will “come down” to
them and address them as brothers; and (4) that they learn more readily
often than civilians the lesson of witness-bearing for Jesus Christ.


A Scripture-reader at Gravesend gives us a case not without its interest. A
young soldier enquired in a rather roundabout, simple, stammering,manner
of the reader, “Whether he could tell him of any place he could go to, as
his mother had been writing to him, and sending him little papers in the
letters.” The reader seemed to understand at once the man and his case,
and asked him whether or no he wished to hear something about a Savior.
“He brightened up, and answered, ‘ That is it, sir; that is it!’ I invited him
to my house, and he came. He, through drink, had left a good home and a
praying mother; but he could not get rid of her prayers, and lately he did
not know what was wrong with him. We had a long conversation, read,
and prayed. He attended the closes, and came to me while he stayed here.”
Hopes were entertained of his being a sincere believer. This case is
illustrative of many others that might be given, all of which have many
lessons for those who seek to bring their children to Christ, and for such
as, amidst great discourage-merits labor assiduously in instilling into the
minds of lads these truths of the gospel.


The Chaplain-General has a remarkably good story to tell, worthy of being
repeated again and again. Some years ago a young soldier, a recruit, called
upon him. Entering into conversation with him, the Chaplain-General asked
the recruit how he liked his profession. He replied, “O sir, I like it very
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much, but there is one great drawback. I never can find an opportunity to
pray.” He was naturally asked how that was. tie replied, “O sir, if you only
knew what takes place in the barrack-room. When I first joined I tried to
pray. I knelt down at my bedside as I had been used to do at home, but
there were such yells, such abuse, such throwing of boots at me, that I
don’t know how I was able to stand it.” The Chaplain-General said, “My
poor lad, I do know it; but don’t expose yourself to such treatment; wait
till the lights are out, and then commit yourself to your heavenly Father.”
The young recruit seemed to have followed the advice given, but at the end
of the fortnight confessed, “It won’t do.” “Why?” asked the Chaplain-
General. “Because, sir,” was the manly reply, “it seems like being ashamed
of my Savior.” The Chaplain, an old man, felt ashamed, as he confesses, in
the presence of this young lad of nineteen, and urged him to perseverance
in his brave conduct, since God would most certainly bless it. What was
the result? The soldiers, one after another, were ashamed of their conduct,
admired the lad’s holy bravery; then one began to kneel down with him,
then another, until each of the sixteen men did so regularly. Would that all
soldiers of the cross were as persistent and faithful. Then might we expect
larger accessions to the Christian service.


The work of the Army Scripture Readers’ Society abroad has this defect
common to most societies — it is unable to do all that it wishes to perform.
It is ambitious of increasing its usefulness until no garrison or camp is
without its Scripture-reader, and no library without its Bible. The readers’
reports as to the work done by them in visiting the sick, teaching the
Scriptures, and conversing with the soldiers generally in the various
military stations abroad, are of the usual character of mission reports. They
illustrate the difficulties of Christian labor, its undying pleasures, and its
glorious successes. Of one thing we are convinced: the Government must
ultimately turn its most serious attention to the social condition of our
soldiers. There are many blots on the present system of enforced celibacy
which properly to expose and denounce would need vigorous boldness and
outspokenness. When Mr. Arthur Mursell revealed before the men of
Manchester the revolting but truthful details of the horrors which arise
from drunkenness, prudery and affected virtue raised a shriek of
indignation. For men are apt to denounce those who lift the curtain of
concealment from prominent vices, although they sit the while
complacently under the shadow of greaser sins than could possibly, from
their obnoxious nature, be denounced or hinted at In public. There is no







433


need to parade vices before the world, but there is a “needs-be” for a
recognition of glaring evils that are more potent for mischief than easy-
going people imagine, Fortunately we have a Government that is not afraid
of meeting and dealing with difficulties. There is, too, a more healthy
feeling among military authorities as to the social condition or’ soldiers.
The distress and misery from which the wives of soldiers suffer are enough
to prevent marriage, even when permitted. An attempt has been made in
Woolwich to meet some of the acknowledged miseries which have been
looked upon as inseparable from a soldier’s home. But the whole question
of the marriage of soldiers is a complicated one. A newspaper has recently
pointed on; that it is open to discussion whether private soldiers ought not
to be enlisted for such terms of active service as would render unnecessary
a permission to marry. “A man,” the writer goes on t.o say, “enlisted for
three or four years could scarcely regard it as a hardship if, during this
period, he were required to remain a bachelor, and in many ways the
service would derive advantages from his so remaining.” The subject,
however, is one hardly suited to the pages of a religious magazine. We only
refer to it as bearing upon the work and the difficulties of evangelisation
among the troops. It is sheer folly to condemn the inclination of soldiers
for marriage. But we see no great relief for the inevitable evils the[the
soldier’s marriage brings, and for the social vices that thrive upon enforced
celibacy, save in limiting the period of service, and not regarding the
profession of arms as a life-long condition. However, even that system may
have it difficulties. Meanwhile, we are thankful for am- honest. attempt
made to improve the social and sanatory condition of soldiers, believing
that if so raised they will be the more accessible to Christian influence.
Thank God for the large number of soldiers of the Queen who are also
soldiers of the cross! May every society and every individual effort that
seeks to enlist new recruits for Emmanuel’s service be crowned with
success by the Great Captain of our salvation!


SPECULATIONS


WHILE a minister of my acquaintance was riding in a railway carriage, he
was saluted by a member of an exceedingly litigious an.d.speculative sect
“Pray, sir,” said the sectary, “what is your opinion of the seven trumpets?”
“I am not sure,” said the preacher, “that I understand your question, but I
hope you will comprehend mine: What think you of the fact that your
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seven children are growing up without God and without hope? You have a
Bible-reading in your house for your neighbors, but no family prayer for
your children.” The nail was fastened in a sure place, enough candour of
mind remained in the professor to enable him to profit by the timely
rebuke. It were greatly to be desired that Christians who are given to
speculate upon the prophecies, would, turn [heir thoughts and leisure to
the perishing myriads by whom we are surrounded, and sow in the fields of
evangelisation rather than in the cloudland of guesswork interpretation. —
From “Feathers For Arrows,” ready April 1.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


 APRIL 1, 1870.


CONCERNING THE COLLEGE


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


HE Pasting’ College has now entered on its fourteenth year, and during this
long period has unceasingly been remembered of the God of heaven, to
whom all engaged in it offer reverent thanksgiving. When it was
commenced I had not even a remote idea of whereunto it would grow.
There were springing up around me, as my own spiritual children, many
earnest young men who felt an irresistible impulse to preach the gospel,
and yet with half an eye it could be seen that their want of education would
be a sad hindrance to them. It was not in my heart to bid them cease their
preaching; respect for the liberty of prophecying prevented that, neither
would my advice to be silent, if I had felt it right to tender such an
admonition, have availed with my zealous young brethren; they would
respectfully but conscientiously have ignored my recommendation. As it
seemed that preach they would, though their attainments were very
slender, there appeared to be no other course open, but to give them an
opportunity to educate themselves for the work.


The Holy Spirit very evidently had set his seal upon the work of one of
them by certain conversions wrought under his open-air.addresses, it
seemed therefore to be a plain matter of duty to instruct this youthful
Apollos still further, that he might be fitted for wider usefulness. No
college at that time appeared to me to be suitable for the class of men that
the providence and grace of God drew around me. They were mostly poor,
and most of the colleges involved necessarily a considerable outlay to the
student, for even where the education was free, books, clothes, and other
incidental expenses required a considerable sum per annum. Want of
money therefore was a barrier in that direction. Men with every other
qualification would be deprived of an education for want of money.
Moreover, it must be frankly admitted that my views of the gospel and of
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the mode of training preachers were and are somewhat different from those
which I believed to sway the then existing Dissenting colleges. I may have
been uncharitable in my judgment, but I thought the Calvinism of the
theology then taught to be very doubtful, and the fervor of the generality of
students to be far behind their literary attainments. I pronounce no such
verdict at this present, it is not.mine to judge; but at that time it seemed to
me that preachers of the grand old truths of the gospel, ministers suitable
for the masses, were more likely to be found in an institution where
preaching and divinity would be the main objects, and not degrees, and
other insignia of human learning. Mine was a peculiar work, and I felt that
without interfering with the laudable objects of other colleges, I could do
good in my own way. By these and other considerations I felt led to take a
few tried young men, and to put them under some able minister that he
might train them in the Scriptures, and in all other knowledge helpful to the
understanding and proclamation of the truth. This step appeared plain, but
how the work was to be conducted and supported was the question — a
question, be it added, solved almost before it occurred.


Two friends, Mr. Winser and Mr. W. Olney, both deacons of the church,
promised aid, which with what I could give myself, enabled me to take one
student, and I set about to find a tutor. My dear departed brother, Jonathan
George, told me that I should find in Mr. George Rogers, then the pastor
of the Independent Church, Albany Road, Camberwell, the very man I
wanted. I saw him, and in the providence of God it had been so appointed
that the work suggested was precisely what he had been preparing for for
years, and was anxiously hoping would be assigned to him. This gentleman,
who has remained during all this period our principal tutor, is a man of
Puritanic stamp, deeply learned, orthodox in doctrine, judicious, witty,
devout, earnest, liberal in spirit, and withal juvenile in heart to an extent
most remarkable in one of his years. My connection with him has been one
of uninterrupted comfort and delight. The most sincere affection exists
between us, we are of one mind and one heart, and what is equally
important, he has in every case secured not merely the respect but the filial
love of every student. His capacity for work is all but boundless, for his
love to his laborious occupation is intense. Into this beloved minister’s
house the first students were introduced, and for a considerable period they
were domiciled as members of his family.


Encouraged by the readiness with which the young men found spheres of
labor, and by their singular success in soul-winning, I enlarged the number,
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but the whole means of sustaining them came from my own purse. The
large sale of my sermons in America, together with my.dear wife’s
economy, enabled me to spend from £ 600 to £800 in a year in my own
favourite work, but on a sudden, owing to my denunciations of the then
existing slavery in the States, my entire resources from that “brook
Cherith” were dried up. I paid as large sums as I could from my own
income, and resolved to spend all I had, and then take the cessation of my
means as a voice from the Lord to stay the effort, as I am firmly persuaded
that we ought on no pretense to go into debt. On one occasion I proposed
the sale of my horse and carriage, although these were almost absolute
necessaries to me on account of my continual journeys in preaching the
Word. This my friend Mr. Rogers would not hear of, and actually offered
to be the loser rather than this should be done. Then it was that I told my
difficulties to my people, and the weekly offering commenced, but the
incomings from that source were so meagre as to be hardly worth
calculating upon. I was brought to the last pound, when a letter came from
a banker in the City, informing me that a lady whose name I have never
been able to discover, had deposited a sum of £200, which I was to use for
the education of young men for the ministry. How did my heart leap for
joy! I threw myself then and henceforth upon the bounteous care of the
Lord, whom I desired with my whole heart to glorify, by helping his
laborers whom he should send out into his harvest. Some weeks after,
another £ 100 came in from the same bank, as I was informed, from
another hand. Soon after, a beloved brother, Sir. Phillips, of Newman’s
Court, Cornhill, a deacon of the church at the Tabernacle, began to give an
annual supper to the friends of the College, at which considerable sums
have from year to year been given. A dinner was also given by my liberal
publishers, Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster, to celebrate the publishing of
my five hundredth weekly sermon, at which £500 were raised and
presented to the College, which grew every month, and rapidly advanced
from its commencement with one up to forty students. Friends known and
unknown, from far and near, were moved to give little or much to my
work, and so the funds increased as the need enlarged. Then another
earnest deacon of the church, Mr. Murrell, espoused as his special work
the weekly offering, and by the unanimous voice of the church under my
care the College was adopted as its own child. Since that hour the weekly
offering has been a steady source of income, till in the year 1869 the
amount reached exactly £1869.
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There have been during this period times of great trial of my faith, but after
a period of straitness, never amounting to absolute want, the Lord has
always interposed and sent me large sums (on one occasion £1,000), from
unknown donors. When the Orphanage was thrust upon me, it did appear
likely that this second work would drain the resources of the first, and it is
very apparent that it does attract to itself some of the visible sources of
supply, but my faith is firm that the Lord can as readily keep both works in
action as one, though the eye of reason fails to enable me to discover how.
Moreover, my own present inability to do so much by way of preaching
abroad, occasions naturally the failure of another great means of income;
and as my increasing labors at home will in all probability diminish that
stream in perpetuity, there is another trial for faith. Yet if the Lord wills the
work to be con-tinned, he will send his servant a due portion of the gold
and silver, which are all his own; and therefore as I wait upon him in
prayer, the all-sufficient Provider will show me that he can supply all my
needs. About £5,000 is annually required for he. College, and the same
sum will be needed for the Orphanage when it is filled with boys, but God
will move his people to liberality, and we shall yet see greater things than
these.


While speaking of pecuniary matters, it may be well to add that as many of
the young men trained in the College have raised new congregations, and
gathered fresh churches, another need has arisen, namely, money for
building chapels. It is ever so in Christ’s work, one link draws on another,
one effort makes another needed. For chapel-building, the College funds
could do but little, though they have freely been used to support men while
they were collecting congregations; but the Lord found for me one of his
stewards, who on the condition that his name remains unknown, has
hitherto as the Lord has prospered him, supplied very princely amounts for
the erection of places of worship, of which up to this present hour, through
help thus rendered, more than forty have been built, or so greatly
renovated and enlarged, as to be virtually new structures. Truly may it be
said, “What hath God wrought?”


Pecuniary needs however have made up but a small part of our cares.
Many have been my personal exercises in selecting the men. Candidates
have always been plentiful, and the choice has been wide, but it is a serious
responsibility to reject any, and yet more to accept them for training. When
mistakes have been made, a second burden has been laid upon me in the
dismissal of those who appeared to be unfit, for my aim has been to send
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away none who might ultimately become qualified, and yet to retain none
who would be a burden rather than a service to the churches. Even with
the most careful management, and all the assistance of tutors and friends,
no human foresight can secure that in every case a man shall be what we
believed and hoped. A brother may have been exceedingly useful as an
occasional preacher, he may distinguish himself as a diligent student, he
may succeed at first in the ministry, and yet when trials of temper and
character, occur in the pastorate, he may be found wanting. We have had
comparatively few causes for regret of this sort, but there have been some
such, and though we know it must be so in the nature of things, yet these
pierce us with many sorrows. I devoutly bless God that he has sent to the
College some of the holiest, soundest, and most self-denying preachers I
know, and I pray that he may continue to do so; but it would be more than
a miracle if all should excel. Weakness in talent is sometimes so
counterbalanced by deep earnestness, that one hesitates in forming an
unfavourable judgment, especially when it is remembered that remarkable
abilities often prove a snare, and in due time in frequent instances are
attended by slender grace, the sure concomitant of the self-exaltation which
great gifts so often create. While thus speaking of trials connected with the
men themselves, it is most due to our gracious God to bear testimony that
these have been comparatively light, and are not worthy to be compared
with the great joy which we experience in seeing no less than two hundred
and four brethren still serving the Lord according to their measure of gift,
and all it is believed earnestly contending for the faith once delivered unto
the saints; nor is the joy less in remembering that eleven have sweetly fallen
asleep after having fought a good fight. At this hour some of the most
flourishing Baptist churches in England and Scotland are presided over by
pastors trained at the Tabernacle, and as years shall add ripeness of
experience and stability of character, others will be found to stand in the
front rank of the Lord’s host.


The young brethren are boarded generally in twos and threes, in the houses
of our friends around the Tabernacle, for which the College pays a
moderate weekly amount. The class-rooms are under the Tabernacle, and
during the winter are so dark that I am very anxious to build more suitable
apartments, and am only waiting for the Lord to send the means. Two
thousand pounds at least would be required. The plan of separate lodging
we believe to be far preferable to having all under one roof, for by the
latter mode men are isolated from general family habits, and are too apt to
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fall into superabundant levity. The circumstances of the families who
entertain our young friends are generally such that they are not elevated
above the social position which in all probability they will have to occupy
in future years, but are kept in connection with the struggles and conditions
of everyday life.


Devotional habits are cultivated to the utmost, and the students are urged
to do as much evangelistic work as they can. The severe pressure put upon
them to make the short term as useful as possible leaves small leisure for
such efforts, but this is in most instances faithfully economised. Although
our usual period is two years, whenever it is thought right the term of
study is lengthened to three or four years; indeed, there is no fixed rule, all
arrangements being ordered by the circumstances and attainments of each
individual.


As before hinted, our numbers have greatly grown, and now range from
eighty to one hundred. Very promising men, who are suddenly thrown in
our way are received at any time, and others who are selected from the
main body of applicants come in at the commencement of terms. The
church at the Tabernacle continues to furnish a large quota of men, and as
these have usually been educated for two or more years in the evening
classes of the College, they are more advanced and able to profit better by
our two years of study. We have still no difficulty in finding spheres for
men who are ready and fitted for them, though in one or two instances
those who have left their former charges are now seeking fresh fields of
service. There is no reason to believe that the supply of trained ministers is
in advance of the demand. Even on the lowest ground of consideration,
there is yet very much ground to be possessed; and when men break up
fresh soil as ours are encouraged to do, the field is the world, and the
prayer for more laborers is daily more urgent. If the Lord would but send
us funds commensurate, there are hundreds of neighbourhoods needing the
pure gospel, which we could by his grace change from deserts into
gardens. How far this is a call upon the reader let him judge as in the sight
of God. Shall there be the gifts and the graces of the Spirit given to the
church, and shall there not also be sufficient bestowed of the earthly
treasure? How much owest thou unto my Lord?


The College was for some little time aided by the zealous services of Mr.
W. Cubitt, of Thrapstone, who died among us enjoying our highest esteem.
Mr. Gracey, the classical tutor, a most able brother, is one of ourselves,
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and was in former years a student, though from possessing a solid
education, he needed little instruction from us except in theology. In him
we have one of the most efficient tutors living, a man fitted for any post
requiring thorough scholarship, and aptness in communicating knowledge.
Mr. Fergusson in the English elementary classes, does the first work upon
the rough stones of the quarry, and we have heard from the men whom he
has taught in the evening classes, speeches and addresses which would
have adorned any assembly, proving to a demonstration his ability to cope
with the difficulties of uncultured and ignorant minds. Mr. Johnson who
zealously aids in the evening, is also.a brother precisely suited to the post
which he occupies. These evening classes afford an opportunity to
Christian men engaged during the day to obtain an education for nothing
during their leisure time, and very many avail themselves of the
opportunity. Nor must I forget to mention Mr. Selway, who takes the
department of physical science, and by his interesting experiments and lucid
descriptions, gives to his listeners an introduction to those departments of
knowledge which most abound with illustrations.


Last, but far from least, I adore the goodness of God which sent me so
dear and efficient a fellow helper as my brother in the flesh and in the Lord,
J. A. Spurgeon. His work has greatly relieved me of anxiety, and his
superior educational qualifications have much elevated the tone of the
instruction given. All things considered, gratitude and hope are supreme in
connection with the Pastors’ College, and with praise to God and thanks to
a thousand friends, the president and all his allies gird up the loins of their
mind for yet more abundant labors in the future. To every land we hope yet
to send forth the gospel in its fullness and purity. We pray the Lord to raise
up missionaries among our students and pastors, and to make every one at
least a home missionary. Brethren, remember this work in your prayers,
and in your allotment of the Lord’s portion of your substance.


LANDLORD AND TENANT.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Set thine house in order for Thou shalt die, and not live.” —
Isaiah 38:1.
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NOTWITHSTANDING that a thousand voices proclaim our mortality, we are
all too apt to put aside the contemplation of it. Since we cannot escape
from death, we endeavor to shut our eyes to it, although there is no subject
whose consideration would be more beneficial to us. Altering one word of
the poet’s line, I may say—


“‘Tis greatly wise to talk with our last hours.”


To be familiar with the grave is prudence. To prepare for death it is well to
commune with death. A thoughtful walk in the cemetery is good for our
soups health. As Jeremy Taylor well observes: “Since a man stands
perpetually at the door of eternity, and, as did John the Almoner, every day
is building of his sepulcher, and every night one day of our life is gone and
passed into the possession of death, it will concern us to take care that the
door leading to hell do not open upon us, that we be not crushed to ruin by
the stones of our grave, and that our death become not a consignation of
us to a sad eternity.” The most of men prefer to cultivate less fruitful fields,
and turn their thoughts and meditations to subjects trivial for the present,
and useless for the future. “O that men were wise, that they understood
this, that they would consider their latter end.”


Knowing this general aversion to my theme, I shall not treat it in a gloomy
and heavy manner, but shall try to allure you to it by the use of similitudes
pleasant and interesting. The subject shall supply the solemnity, and I hope
the metaphor shall secure your interest. Forgive me, ye spiritual, if I seem
too flippant, my words are not for you, but for a class whose souls I trust
you love, who cannot as yet bear the more serious thoughts of wisdom,
unless they be clothed in parable and picture.


OUR BODY, OUR PROPERTY, OUR FAMILY, THIS PRESENT LIFE, AND ALL


ITS SURROUNDINGS, ARE IN THE TEXT DESCRIBED AS A HOUSE. This
simile is not at all unusual either in the Old or the New Testament. Moses
was faithful in all his house, namely, his lifelong charge and duty. Our Lord
said of the Pharisees that they devoured widows’ houses, meaning their
estates; and Paul said, “We know that if our earthly house of this tabernacle
were dissolved, we have a building of God, an house not made with hands,
eternal in the heavens,” here referring to his body. We will see what
instruction we can find in this most simple but comprehensive comparison.


I. This mortal life and its surroundings are likened to a house, and the first
point of the similitude will be seen if we enquire, who Is THE LANDLORD?
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The first answer is, that certainly we are not. To all men it may be
truthfully said, “Ye are not your own.” We are tenants, but not freeholders.
We are mere tenants at will without a lease. The earthly house of this
tabernacle belongs to him who built it; he who sustains it keeps the title-
deeds in his own possession. Our house belongs to God. Dear friend, do you
ever think of this? Do you remember as a matter of fact that you and yours
are God’s property? He created you, and created you for his own glory.
Your soul was spoken into existence by him. Your bodily powers were all
bestowed by his hand. You are the creature of the Almighty. In every vein,
and sinew, and nerve of your body there are traces of the Divine
Embroiderer’s skill. You are God’s in all the most secret goings and issues
of your life, for to him you every day owe the continued possession of
existence. Your breath is in your nostrils; but HE keeps it there. He has but
to will it and the atoms composing your body which HE now keeps apart
from their fellows would return to the bosom of earth. You are but a
walking heap of dust, and the cohesion of the various particles is
maintained by the hand of Omnipotence. Let the sustaining power of God
be withdrawn, and your bodily house would fall in the ruin of death and the
utter dissolution of corruption. All that you have around you is in the same
predicament, for food, and raiment, house and goods, are God’s gifts to
you. The strength of hand or the nimbleness of brain that has enabled you
to accumulate wealth or to live in comfort has all come from him. Day by
day you are a commoner at the table of Divine bounty, a pensioner hour by
hour upon the infinite mercy of God. You have nothing, and are nothing
but as God pleases. You owe all you have and all you are to him.


It is most useful for each of us to know what are the rights of God towards
us. Even if we do not acknowledge them, yet candour demands that at
least we hear them defined. Sad is the reflection, however, that when we
learn these rights if we resist them we become wilful robbers, and so
increase our guilt. If we will not have God to reign over us, if in our spirits
we say, like Pharaoh, “Who is the Lord that we should obey his voice?” it
will go harder with us at the last than if we had never heard the claims of
God proclaimed. Men and women, how is it that God has made you, and
yet so many of you never think of him? Shall I bring against you the
accusation which the prophet of old brought against his people? “Hear, O
heavens, and give ear, O earth: for the Lord hath spoken, i have nourished
and brought up children, and they have rebelled against me. The ox
knoweth his owner, and the ass his master’s crib: but Israel doth not know,
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my people doth not consider.” Who among you would retain in your house
a tool or a piece of furniture which was of no use or value to you? Who
among you would keep so much as an ox or an ass if it rendered you no
service? How much less would you nurture it if, instead thereof, it did you
harm, if it had a spite against you, and lifted up its heel against you? And
yet, are there not some here who have been forgetful of their obligations to
their Maker, who have never been of any service to him, have never
praised him, have never desired to advance his glory , but who, on the
contrary , have even spoken high and haughty things against him, and it
may be words of profanity and blasphemy. O God! how art thou illtreated
in the very world which is full of thy goodmess? How do the creatures of
thy hand render unto thee evil for good? Thy house which thou hadst let
out to man is made into a castle for thy foes, a temple for idols, a den of
thieves, a nest of unclean birds. Thou art ill requited at the hands of thy
unworthy tenants! Thou best of Beings, thou Fountain of love and mercy,
what dost thou receive from thy creatures but either forgetfulness or
disdain?


Bear this in mind henceforth, that the house in which we dwell in this life,
has God for the landlord, and that we are only tenants.


II. The simile runs farther. WHAT IS MAN’S LEASE?


One would imagine from the way in which some men talk that we were
freeholders; or at least had a lease for nine hundred and ninety-nine years.
The truth is, we are but tenants at will. We may possess the tenement in
which our soul now finds a house for itself, together with its appurtenances
and outhouses, for the term of seventy years; and the tenure may even be
prolonged to fourscore years, or even to a longer term in rare cases, but at
no one time is the tenure altered, we always occupy from moment to
moment. Our lease is not for three, seven, fourteen, or twenty-one years,
nor it is even from day to day, or from hour to hour; but from second to
second we hold precarious possession. We are tenants at the absolute will
of God. The commencement of a day never secures the ending of it to us
alive, and the striking of the clock at the commencement of the hour is no
guarantee that we shall hear it strike again. Every second we hold our lives,
and goods, and chattels upon the sole tenure of the divine will. God has but
to say, “Return, ye children of men,” and we return to the dust. Flowers
are not more frail, moths more fragile, bubbles more unsubstantial, or
meteors more fleeting than man’s life. What transient things we are. We are/
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I mistake myself — we are not. We but begin to be, and ere we are, we are
not. It is God alone who can say,”I AM.” None of human race should dare
to pronounce that word. Yet how many live as if their tenant right of ‘this
mortal life, and all its goods were a fixed tenure, and entail upon
themselves, irrespective of assigns, or heirs, or superior lord of the manor
or freeholder of the soil. “Their inward thought is, that their houses shall
continue for ever, and their dwelling-places to all generations; they call
their lands after their own names.” To these the words of the apostle James
are very applicable, “Go to now, ye that say, To-day or to morrow we will
go into such a city, and continue there a year, and buy and sell, and get
gain: whereas ye know not what shall be on the morrow. For what is your
life? It is even a vapor, that appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth
away.” Yet how often we fall into the same error. Have you not, my
friends, been laying out your plans for months and even years to come?
You have considered where you will spend the summer, and where you
shall live when you retire from your business. Ah! boast not yourselves of
to-morrow, much less of summer or of autumn, for you know not what a
day, or even an hour, may bring forth. O man of dying woman born, ask of
God to give thee day by day thy daily bread, and let thy living and thy
planning be after the fashion of day by day, for when thou beginnest to
reckon for far-off time, it looks as if thou hadst never prayed, “So teach me
to number my days, that I may apply my heart unto wisdom.” O ye young
ones, say not, “We will give the first and best of our days to the flesh, and
offer to God the rest.” You may have no remaining years to offer; you may
be consumed in the morning of your lives. Say not, ye men who are in the
midst of the world’s business, “We will retire anon, and in the cool of our
age we will think upon the things of God.” You may have no evening of
old age, mayhap your sun will go down at noon. You may be called hence
from the counting house while yet the ink upon the pages of the ledger is
undried, and the Bible as yet unstudied. Set your house in order, for your
great Landlord may serve an ejectment upon you, and there will be no hope
of resisting it, though the wisest of physicians should seek to bar the door.
Here is the writ, and these are the express words, “Thou shalt die, and not
live.” Even the most aged presume that they shall live yet longer still, and
the traditions of Jenkyns and of Old Parr, I doubt not, have tempted
hundreds to imagine, even when they have been verging upon eighty or
ninety, that they may still live a few years longer in quiet possession of
their tottering tenement whose pillars are shaken, whose windows are
darkened, and whose very foundations are decaying. We cling with
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dreadful tenacity to this poor life, and the little which we foolishly call our
all. It were well if we could cling with such fast hold to the life that is to
come, for that alone is worth clinging to, since it is for ever, whereas this is
to be but for a little time even at the longest. What a reflection it is that
within a hundred years every one in our most crowded audiences (unless
the Lord shall come) will be soundly sleeping amid the clods of the valley,
and not one of all the present armies of men that populate our cities will be
in possession of his house and lands, or will know aught of anything that is
done under the sun. We shall have gone over to “the great majority;” we
shall be perhaps remembered, perhaps forgotten, but at any rate, we
ourselves shall mingle no more with our fellows in the mart, the street, the
places,of worship, or the haunts of pleasure. We shall depart from sea and
land, from city and village, from earth and all that is thereon. Where will
our immortal natures be? Where will our spirits be? Shall we be
communing among the blessed harpers whose every note is bliss, or shall
we be for ever gnashing our teeth in remorse among the castaways who
would not receive the mercy of God? We hold our house, then, on no
firmer tenure than from minute to minute. Remember ye this, ye dwellers in
these houses of clay!


There is this clause in the lease, which I am afraid some have never
observed, namely, that the landlord has at all times the right of ingress and egress
over his own property. I thank God that some of us have yielded to the Lord
this right, and now our prayer often is that he would come into cur house,
and search us, and try us, and know our ways, and see if there be any evil
way in us, and lead us in the way everlasting. Time was when the last thing
we wished for was the presence of God, when we said to him, “Depart
from us, for we desire not the knowledge of thy ways,” but now being
renewed by his Spirit, we say to him, “Abide with us.” Beloved friend, are
you always ready to open the doors of your heart to God’s inspection? Do
you delight in heavenly communion? Do you constantly invite the Lord
Jesus to come in and sup with you and you with him? If not, you are
forgetting one great clause in your lease, and let me also say, you are
forgetting the greatest privilege that men can enjoy beneath the stars.


It is well for me to recall to your memories that according to our tenure,
our great landlord permits us to call upon him to execute all repairs. Our
circumstances are apt to grow straitened, and he it is who giveth us power
to get wealth, he daily loadeth us with benefits. When our bodily tabernacle
is shaken, he it is who healeth all our diseases. When sorrows and wants
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multiply he it is who satisfieth our mouth with good things, so that our
youth is renewed like the eagle’s. It is well. no doubt, when we are sick to
seek direction from the physician, but it is a Christian action to resort first
to Jehovah-Rophi, the Lord that healeth us. “Is any sick among you?”
What saith the apostle? Does be say, “Let him use no medicine,” as some
“Peculiar People” believe? Nay. Does he say, “Use medicine and nothing
else,” as the most of professors do? No such thing. Does he say, Let him
lie in bed and expect his minister to come and see him,” as though
ministers, and elders, and deacons were omniscient? No such thing. “Is any
sick? Let him send “ — that is his duty — ” let him send for the elders of the
church,” and then, as the form of medicine then in vogue was that of
anointing the body with oil, let them pray over him, and let them use the
ordinary means, “anointing him with oil in the name of the Lord.” Have
your medicine by all means, your homoeopathy or your allopathy, or
which:-ever may seem best, but besides that, make prayer your main
confidence, for it is the Lord that healeth us. Jesus is the beloved Physician.
If we had more faith in God, and resorted more often to him by prayer and
faith, the prescriptions of the medical man might be more often wise and
his medicines more frequently useful. The Lord who made our house best
knows how to repair the tenement, and he permits us to resort to him.
When you are sick, my friend, remember this and practice it.


III. Thus, then,’have we spoken of the lease. Now thirdly, we come to
THE RENT THAT IS TO BE PAID.


We occupy a house, which is evidently not our own, and therefore there
must be some rent to pay. What is it? The rent that God asks of his tenants
is that they should praise him as long as they live. “Oh? say you, “that is but
little.” I grant you that it is; it is but a peppercorn, a mere
acknowledgement, but yet there are millions who never pay even that.
They offer the Lord no thanks, no love, no service. For the benefits they
receive they make no return, or rather they make an evil recompense. The
breath that he gives them is never turned to song; the food they cat is not
sanctified with gratitude; the goods that he bestows are not tithed, nor are
the first fruits of their increase offered to the Lord. Their hearts do not love
him; their faith does not trust; in his dear Son; their lips do not speak of
him and magnify his glorious name. This is most unrighteous and
ungenerous. For us to praise God is not a costly or painful business. The
heart that praises God finds a sweet return in the exercise itself. In heaven
it is the heaven of perfect spirits to praise the Lord, and on earth we are
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nearest heaven when we are fullest of the praises of Jehovah. But how
ungrateful are those who are tenants in God’s house, and yet refuse the
little tribute which he asks of them!


The question is raised, how often ought the rent to be paid? You know, in law,
the time when the rent of a house is due bears always a relation to the
tenure upon which it is held. If a man takes a house by the year, he pays his
rent by the year; if he takes it by the quarter, he pays by the quarter; and if
we hold our house by the moment, we are hound to pay by the moment.
So, then, it was but simple justice when David said, “I will bless the Lord
at all times, his praise shall continually be in my mouth.” To live in the
perpetual exercise of praise to God is at once the Christian’s duty and
delight. “Nay,” saith one, “but we cannot do that; we have other things to
think of.” But remember, when the praises of God are not on our lips they
should be in our hearts. The incense was in the censer even when it was not
smoking; our praise should abide with us till opportunity permits the holy
fire to be applied. Besides, I believe that our God is best praised in
common things. He who mends a shoe with a right motive is praising God
as much as the seraph who pours forth his celestial sonnet. You in your
workshops, you in your families, you on your sick beds, you anywhere
according to your avocations, if you offer through Jesus the Mediator the
love of your hearts, are paying the rent of praise unto God Most High. Oh,
to be continually doing this!


But, brethren, I am afraid that we are in arrears. Those of us who have paid
the most rent are still far behindhand. Yes, you were grumbling this
morning: that was not rendering a worthy recompense for benefits received.
Shall a living man complain? There are some who do little else but
complain. They complain of the times, of the weather, of the government,
of their families, of their trade; if for once they would complain of
themselves, they might have a more deserving subject for fault-finding. The
Lord is good, and doeth good, and let his name be blessed. Let us avow it
as his people, that though he slay us yet will we trust in him; and if he make
us groan under his heavy hand we will even weep out his praises, and our
expiring sigh shall be but a note of our life’s psalm, which we hope to
exchange full soon for the song of the celestial host above. Praising and
blessing God in life, practically by obedience, and heartily with gratitude —
this is the rent which is due for the house in which we dwell.
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Are there not some of you who have not even recognised that you belong
to God at all, and who up till now have been paying rent and service to
another master? I am often in my soul amazed at what men will do for that
black master, the devil. Why, sirs, the devil will sometimes summon men to
one of his conventicles at the street corner, where the gas is flaming, and
they will cheerfully obey the summons. They will meet in such places with
companions, rude, boisterous, selfish, vulgar, and everything else that is
undesirable, and call them jolly good fellows. If the devil would pick out
some fine brave spirits for them to meet, men of wit and genius, and
information, one would not wonder so much at the readiness with which
the dupes assemble; but the congregations of Satan are usually made up of
men and women of the lowest, and most degraded kind, and these people
know it; but when they are beckoned of[to the assembly of the scorners,
they go with the greatest readiness. And what is done at this gathering of
the foolish? Well, they commune together in stupidities at which it must be’
hard to laugh, and meanwhile they pass round the cup of liquid fire, out of
which they cheerfully drink, and drink and drink again, though each
successive goblet is filled with deeper damnation. These willing slaves
drink at their master’s bidding, though the cup makes their brain reel, sets
their heart on flame, and makes them unable to keep their feet. Yes, and
when he still eries, “Drink, yea, drink abundantly,” these faithful servants
swallow down the poison till they lie down like logs, or roar like demons.
They will keep the death-cup to their lips, till delirium tremens comes upon
them and possesses them as with hell itself. Thousands obediently render
homage unto Satan by drinking away their lives, and ruining their souls.
How much further they go in serving their master than we do in following
ours! Into hell itself they follow their accursed leader. They pay him his
revenues without arrears, and yet his taxes are heavy, and his exactions are
most oppressive. Why, we have seen great lords hand all their estates over
to Beelzebub, and when he has set up before them an image in the shape of
a horse with a blue ribbon, they have bowed down and worshipped and
offered their all at his shrine! I wish we could meet with some who would
do as much for Christ as these have done for the devil. Any kind of fashion
which may rule the hour draws a mad crowd after it; no matter how absurd
or ridiculous the mania, the worshippers of fashion cry, “These be thy
gods, O Israel.” Yes, Satan is marvellously well obeyed by his servants. His
rent is regularly paid, and yet he is not the rightful owner and has no title to
the house of manhood. Yea, men will even run after him to offer their
homage. They will throw down their lives before his Juggernaut car of
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profligacy, and cast themselves beneath its wheels; while the golden chariot
of Christ, paved with love for men, traverses their streets, and they have
not a word of acclamation or or’ praise for that Prince of Peace. O come,
ye servants of Jesus, and be ashamed of this! Come and render to your
Lord your Cull service. Throw your hearts’ enthusiasm into your religion.
Be at least as earnest for God as others are for the devil. Be at least as self-
denying and self-sacrificing as they are who run the mad career of sin. Pay
your rent to the great Landlord, and let the arrears be made up.


IV. But, I must not linger. The next thought is — MAN’S DUTY WITH


REGARD TO THIS HOUSE OF WHICH HE IS THE TENANT.


The text says, “Set thine house in order.” That shows that we are not to
destroy it nor even to injure it. It should be the temple of the Holy Ghost.
Nothing should be done by us that may injure our body, for in the case of
the believer it is a precious thing, ordained to rise again at the last day,
since Christ Jesus has bought it, as well as the soul which it contains, with
his own blood. Nor are we to waste our substance, for this is the
accusation which of old was brought against the unjust steward, that he
had wasted his master’s goods.


We are to set our house in order, that is, our own house. Some persons are
very busy setting other people’s houses in order, and oh! how their tongues
will go when they are sweeping out their neighbor’s kitchen, or dusting out
his cupboard. Set your own house in order, sirs, before you attempt to
arrange the affairs of other people.


Again, the tenant himself must do it. “Set thine house in order.” You must not
leave it to a priest; you must not ask your fellow man to become
responsible. You must make personal application to him who ran set all in
order for you, even to him who came into the world and died for this very
purpose. If you need oil for your lamps, you must go to them that sell, and
buy for yourselves, for your fellow virgins can give you none of their oil.
Set thou thine own house in order.This isthe chief business of every living
man as a tenant under God.


What kind of order is my house to be set in? My conscience will help to tell me
that. An enlightened conscience tells us in what kind of order our heart,
our family, and our business should be; by its teachings we may learn how
all the departments of the house should be ordered. It cannot be right that
the body should be master over the soul; conscience tells us that. It cannot
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be right that the memory should retain only that which is evil. It cannot be
right that the affections should grovel in the mire. It cannot be right that
the judgment should put bitter for sweet and sweet for bitter. Conscience
says that the heart is never right till the whole man is in Christ, till by a
living faith we have embraced Jesus as our full salvation, and have received
the Holy Spirit as our sanctifier. We are never right till we are right with
conscience, and conscience tells us that we are never right tilt we are right
with God. “Set thine house in order;” obey the inward monitor, listen to
the still small voice, and prepare to meet thy God.


“What is God’s order?” You can see what his thought of order was when
he wrote the ten commands by reading the twentieth of Exodus. You can
learn what his order is under the gospel, for we read that a new
commandment has Christ given us, that we love one another; and yet again
“this is the commandment, that ye believe in Jesus Christ whom he hath
sent.” Dear friend, is your house right with God? If at this moment you had
to surrender possession, is everything ordered as you would wish? If the
arrow of death should now fly through this sanctuary, and find a target in
your heart at this moment, is it all right, is it all right, is it all right, as you
would wish to have it when God’s eye shall look upon you in the day of
judgment? What if in a single moment we should see the heavens on a
blaze, and the earth should rock beneath our feet, and the dead should rise
from their sepulchres; what if instead of this tabernacle and its gathered
crowd we should now suddenly see the King himself upon the great white
throne, and hear the archangel’s trumpet ringing out the notes, “Awake, ye
dead, and come, ye quick, to judg-ment,” is everything with us as we
should like to have it for the blaze of that tremendous day and the
inspection of that awful Judge? Happy is that man who can say, “I have
committed all to Christ; my body, soul, and spirit, all my powers and all my
affections; I have committed all to him by faith and prayer; yes, come, Lord
Jesus, come quickly, for it is all right even now.” “Set thine house in
order,” then, conscience and God’s word will be your guide as to what is
needed.


But I am afraid that in you, my friend, very many things need careful
attention and re-arrangement. O that every day each of us lived a Christly
life, for then we should not need to be told to set our house in order! I, as
pastor of this church, though I trust I am not an idler, have never been able
to look upon my own work with any sort of satisfaction. I am obliged to
stand where the publican stood, with “God be merciful to me a sinner”
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upon my lip, for my work is too vast, and I am too feeble! Is there any man
here who can say that he fills his sphere to the full without an omission or
transgression,? If you can say so, my brother, I envy you, for it is not long
before you will be in heaven. If that be not a self righteous estimate, or a
vainglorious opinion of yourself, inasmuch as you are so meet for heaven,
you shall soon be there — depend upon that. But whatever there may be
about us now, dear friends, which is not what we feel it ought to be, let the
call come to us to-night — ” Set thine house in order.” The vain regrets in
which we sometimes indulge we often mistake for true repentance, but, let
us recollect that


“Repentance is to leave,
The sins we loved before,


And show that we in earnest grieve
By doing so no more.”


As believers in Jesus Christ, if there be anything deficient in us, if there be
anything excessive in us, if there be aught that is contrary to the Lord’s
mind and will, may the Holy Spirit come and correct it all, so that our
house may be set in order.


Thus have I shown you in what manner our houses should be kept; but I
am afraid that many of your houses want a great deal of setting in order.
Some of your houses want sweeping. The dust and filth of sin are lying all
over the floors. You want the precious blood to be sprinkled, or else if the
Lord begins to sweep with the besom of the law it will happen, as Bunyan
tells us, that the dust will be enough to choke your prayers or to blind the
eyes of your faith. May the gospel come and sprinkle the water of grace,
and then may Christ come in and sweep your house; but you want more
than sweeping — your house wants washing. Every floor needs cleansing,
and there is no one who can do this but the Lord Jesus Christ. Nothing can
make you clean but his blood. In many of the houses the windows are very
filthy, and the light of the glorious gospel cannot enter, so as to bring with
it an intelligent conception of the things of God. O that this may be set
right! The very drainage in some men’s houses is neglected. Many a foul
thing stagnates, ferments, and pollutes their souls. Ah! what is there that is
in order in the unregenerate man? To all in that state the text calls loudly,”
Set thine house in order.” But, sirs, unless Christ comes to help you it is a
hopeless task; unless Christ and his Holy Spirit come to the rescue your
houses will remain out of order still, everything filthy and everything
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disarranged; and when the great King shall come and find it so, woe unto
you, woe unto you, in the day of his appearing!


V. We shall close with the last thought, which is this — WE ARE BIDDEN


TO SET OUR HOUSE IN ORDER, BECAUSE WE ARE SERVED WITH A NOTICE


TO QUIT. “Set thine house in order; for thou shall die, and not live.”


This is not a reason for setting a house in order which bad tenants would
care to consider; they wish to leave the house in as delapidated a state as
possible. But a just tenant desires to restore to his landlord his property
unhurt. So is it with the ]nan who is right with God. He wishes that when
he dies he may leave here on earth no trace of injury done to God, but
many memorials of service rendered. He does not wish to leave the house
as Satan left the poor possessed demoniac, rending and tearing him
because he was coming out of him, having great wrath because his time
was short. No, the honest man who loves his God, desires to leave
everything behind him that shall honor God, and nothing that shall dishonor
him. Whitfield used to tell a story of a young man who could not live in the
house where his old father had dwelt, because he said “eve,y chair in it
smelt of piety.” He was a wicked, godless, rebellious, Christless man, and
he could not stay where his father’s holiness would force itself upon his
memory, and rebuke him. Oh! I would like to make every chair in my
house like that, so that when my boy comes into possession of it, he will
think, “Why, there my father sat to study God’s Word, and there he used
to kneel in prayer, and now I have his house I must imitate his ways. A
dear man of God, who bas now gone to heaven, took me into his study one
day, and said, “You see that spot?.... Yes.” “Well, thai, is the place where
my dear wife used to kneel to pray, and that is where one morning when I
came to look for her, as she did not come fown to breakfast, I found her
dead.” “Oh!” said he, “that is holy ground;” and so it was, for she was a
very gracious woman. O that we may so live that everything we leave
behind us may be like Abel’s blood that cried from the ground. May our
habits and manners be such that after our death everything associated with
us may be perfumed with holy memories. God make it so! God make it so!
Are you sure it will be so? Some of you Christian people I must appeal to,
are you not too negligent? Are there not with you, even with you, sins
against the Lord our God? Might there not be much amiss with you if you
were now called away? I beseech you set your house in order.
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Beloved friend in Christ, do try that everything may be in order for your
dying, and everything now prepared for your departure, if it should happen
to-night. Do it for the Church’s sake. So live thai; when the church misses you
there shall lie left, behind you your memory and your holy example to
inspirit those who shall mourn your departure. So live that the world may
miss your zealous efforts for its good. May all be so ordered in your life
that you may never lead others astray by your example, but bequeath it as a
legacy of encouragement to your successors. Order all things well for your
children’s sake. They will be pretty much what their parents were. Sovereign
grace may interpose, but ordinarily the mother shapes the child’s life. May
your life be such that it shall be a fair mould for your child’s future
existence.


Set your house in order, my dear brother, even though you are leaving it,
because you are going to a better one if you are a believer in Christ. The old clay
shed will be taken down, and you shall dwell in marble halls; y,,u shall
leave the hovel for the mansion; the traveler’s tent shall be rolled up and
put away in the tomb to be exchanged for a house not made with hands,
eternal in the heavens. O let it not be said that you were so bad a tenant in
the first house that you could not be trusted with a second, but may grace
cause you so to set this house in order that you may quit it without
reluctance, and enter into the next with alacrity; leaving your first house
behind you without shame, in sure and certain hope of a blessed
resurrection. May you cheerfully leave the first house, and joyfully surrender
the key to the Great Landlord, because you know that, go where he will in
all its rooms, he will see the remembrances of his own grace, the marks of
his own workmanship, the beauties and adornments of his own Holy Spirit.
Then convoyed by ministering spirits to a better country, you shall become
possessors of a heritage undefiled, which fadeth not away.


I desire, in closing, that all of us may offer the key of our house to the
great Landlord, and own that we live on sufferance as his tenants. A dear
brother told us the other day, when he was speaking of his being over
seventy years of age, that his lease had run out, and that he was now living
by the day. Let us each, in all things, carry out his remark, and live by the
day. Let us remember that “Now is our salvation nearer than when we
believed.” Let us not act as if we expected to remain long in these
lowlands. It is a dreadful thing to see men who profess to be Christians
unwilling to die. Should it be so, that when we feel ourselves ill, and likely
to die, we should have a host of matters to arrange, and many regrets to
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express. Dear brethren, begin your regrets earlier, while there is time to
retrieve the past. Regret now, and ask for grace now to do all that is in you
for him who loved you and bought you with his blood.


As for you who have no redeeming blood upon you, I do not marvel that
you live to yourselves. O you who despise Christ, I do not wonder if you
despise yourselves so much as to be the slaves of pleasure. But you who
are the elect of God, who are bought by the blood of Jesus, who are called
by his Spirit, who profess to be his people, you have nobler things to live
for. I pray you make us not to he ashamed of you by living as if you were
mere worldlings, who have their portion in this life. Live for eternity. Live
for Christs glory. Live to win souls. Behave as occupiers under a royal
owner should behave. With such a Landlord, the best in the whole
universe, be also the best of tenants, and evermore be mindful of the time
of your removal to another land. Let my last words remain with you. and
that they may, I will quote them from a book in which wisdom is set forth
in goodly sentences.


“Gird up thy mind to contemplation, trembling inhabitant of the earth;
Tenant of a hovel for a day, thou art heir of the universe for ever!


For, neither congealing of the grave, not’ gulphing waters of the firmament,
Nor expansive airs of heaven, nor dissipative fires of Gehenna,


Nor rust of rest, nor wear, nor waste, nor loss nor chance, nor change,
Shall avail to quench or overwhelm the spark of sou[within thee!


Look to thy soul, O man, for none can be surety for his brother:
Behold, for heaven — or for hell — thou canst not escape from Immortality!”


HOW SHALL WE SING?


COULD we rule the service of song in the house of the Lord, we should,
wefear, come into conflict with the prejudices and beliefs of many most ex-
cellent men, and bring a hornet’s nest about our ears. Although we have
neither the will nor the power to become reformer of sacred music, we
should like to whisper a few things into the ear of some of our Jeduthuns
or Asaphs, who happen to be “chief musicians” in country towns or rural
villages. We will suppose the following words to be our private
communication: —
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O sweet singer of Israel, remember that the song is not for your gloaT, but
for the honor of the Lord, who inhabiteth the praises of Israel; therefore,
select not anthems and tunes in which your skilfulness will be manifest, but
sueh as will aid the people to magnify the Lord with their thanksgivings.
The people come together not to see you as a songster, but to praise the
Lord in the beauty of holiness. Remember also, that you are not set to sing
for;.ourself only, but to be a leader of others, many of whom know nothing
of music; therefore, choose snell tunes as can be learned and followed by
all, that none in the assembly may be compelled to be silent while the Lord
is extolled. Why should so much as one be defrauded of his part through
you? Simple airs are the best, and the most sublime; very few of the more
intricate tunes are really musical. Your twists, and:fugues, and repetitions,
and rattlings up and down the scale, are mostly barbarous noise-makings,
fitter for Babel than Bethel. If you and your.choir wish to show off your
excellent voices, you can meet at home for that purpose, but the Sabbath
and the church of God must not be desecrated to so poor an end.


True praise is heart work. Like smoking incense, it rises from the glowing
coals of devout affection. Essentially, it is not a thing of sound: sound is
associated with it very properly for most weighty reasons, but still the
essence and life of praise lie not in the voice, but in the soul. Your business
in the congregation is to give to spiritual praise a suitable embodiment in
harmonious notes. Take care that you do not depress what you should
labor to express. Select a tune in accordance with the spirit of the psalm or
hymn, and make your style of singing suitable to the words before you.
Flip-pantly to lead all tunes to the same time, tone, and emphasis, is an
abomination; and to pick tunes at random is little less than criminal. You
mock God and injure the devotions of his people if you carelessly offer to
the Lord that which has cost you no thought, no care, no exercise of
judgment. You can help the pious heart to wing its way to heaven upon a
well-selected harmony! and you can, on the other hand, vex the godly ear
by inappropriate or unmelodious airs, adapted rather to distract and
dishearten, than to encourage intelligent praise.


The Time is a very primary consideration, but it is too often treated as a
matter of no consequence. Large bodies move slowly, and hence the
tendency to drawl out tunes in numerous assemblies. We have heard the
notes prolonged till the music has been literally swamped, drenched,
drowned in long sweeps and waves of monotonous sound. On the other
hand, we cannot endure to hear psalms and solemn hymns treated as jigs,
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and dashed, through at a gallop. Solemnity often calls for long-drawn
harmony, and joy as frequently demands leaping notes of bounding,
delight. Be wise enough to strike the fitting pace each time, and by your
vigourous leadership inspire the congregation to follow en masse


May we in the very gentlest whisper beg you to think very much of God,
much of the singing, and extremely little of yourself. The best sermon is
that in which the theme absorbs the preacher and hearers, and leaves no
one either time or desire to think about the speaker; so in the best
congregational singing, the leader is forgotten because he is too successful in
his leadership to be noticed as a solitary person. The head leads the body,
but it is not parted from it, nor is it spoken of separately; the best
leadership stands in the same position. If your voice becomes too
noticeable, rest assured that you are but a beginner in your art.


One of your great objects should be to induce all the congregation to join
in the singing. Your minister should help you in this, and his exhortations
and example will be a great assistance to you; but still as the Lord’s servant
in the department of sacred song you must not rely on others, but put forth
your own exertions. Not only ought all the worshippets to sing, but each
one should sing praises with understanding, and as David says, “play
skilfully” unto the Lord. his cannot be effected except by instructing the
people in public psalmody. Is it not your duty to institute classes for young
and old.? Might you not thus most effectually serve the church, and please
the Lord? The method of Mr. Curwen, and the use of his Sol-fa Notation,
will much aid you in breaking ground, and you can in after years either
keep to the new method, or turn to the old notation as may seem best to
you. Thousands have learned to sing who were hopelessly silent until the
sol-fa system was set on foot. The institution of singers, as a separate order
is an evil, a growing evil, and ought to be abated and abolished; and the
instruction of the entire congregation is the readiest, surest, and most
scriptural mode of curing it. A band of godless men and women will often
install themselves in a conspicuous part of the chapel, and monopolise the
singing to the grief of the pastor, the injury of the church, and the scandal
of public worship; or else one man, with a miserable voice, will drag a
miserable few after him in a successful attempt to make psalms and hymns
hideous, or dolorous. Teach the lads and lasses, and their seniors, to run up
and down the Sol-fa Modulator, and drill them in a few good, solid,
thoroughly musical. tunes, and you, O sons of Asaph, shall earn to yourself
a good degree. C. H. SPURGEON
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JOHN PLOUGHMAN AS A DUTCHMAN


C. H. SPURGEON.


WHEN I was a small boy, I remember being told by some wag or other that
the Dutch had taken Holland. That wonderful bit of history did not open my
eyes one-half so wide as when I saw that the Dutch had taken John
Ploughman. Yes, Mr. Editor, we sometimes say, “that’s the fact, or I’m a
Dutchman,” but John Ploughman can say so no more, for, like the Bishop
of Oxford, he has been translated, and his see is the Zuyder Zee. Mr.
Adama van Scheltema has turned John Ploughman’s Talk into PRAATGES


VAN JAN PLOEGER, and on the cover of the book an Amsterdam artist has
given John Ploughman, alias Jan Ploeger, a cap and a jacket, instead of a
smock flock — ” a very great improvement,” says John’s wife. Best of all,
seals and keys are visible below Jan Ploeger’s waistcoat, which, it is to be
hoped, show that there is a watch snugly hidden away somewhere; though
that is not quite certain, for nowadays we see chains and no watches, whips
and no horses, sermons and no gospel, churches and no piety, wigs and no
wisdom, degrees and no learning, and fine dress and no lady. As John
Ploughman has never had such seals to his ministry before, he supposes it
is a clear proof that he is rising in the world, or else that Dutch laborers are
better off than English ones, certainly they had need be, as Tom Skinner
says, who has to keep thirteen children and a wife on fourteen shillings a
week, and pay rent into the bargain. By the way, his landlord is a squire,
and Tom’s cottage is about a tenth as good as the squire’s piggeries. Pray
don’t let a Dutchman or any other foreigner hear that.


When you are in Turkey, you must do as the Turkies do, and being now
made a Dutchman, Jan Ploeger must talk as if he lived in Holland. Not a
very easy thing this for a thorough-bred Englishman, but John has once
been in Holland on his Master’s business, and so has picked up a
Netherland proverb or two; and besides he has eaten a Dutch cheese, and
walked through a field of Dutch clover, and so he feels wound up like a
Dutch clock. So let us try it, as the boy said, when he ate all the pie. If we
do not succeed no harm will come of trying.


Our talk is about prosperity, and some other things beside. Some cool
evening or other, a certain burgomaster will sit in his summer-house and
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smoke his pipe and read these lines; to him Jan Ploeger wishes good health,
a clear conscience, and rest in heaven at the end.


It is not given to every man to prosper, but, as a rule, perseverance brings
success. Keep the windmills going, and the mere will yet grow good corn.
Though every shot does not bring down a bird, a careful marksman will
carry home the crow. Step by step goes far; every day a thread makes a
skein in a year; industry, by plodding on, gains the prize at last. Bit by bit
the stalk builds her nest. Wide-awake and Waste-not will keep the sea from
coming through the dyke, while Always-at-it and Work-hard will drag the
net ashore with plenty of fish in it. He who follows the trade of thick-
headed Michael, eating, drinking, and idling, says he was born on St.
Galpert’s night, three days before luck, but diligence and thrift are the
darlings of fortune.


It is easier to prosper than to bear prosperity well, easier to get upon a
tight rope than to walk on it, easier to fill a cup than to keep from spilling it
when you carry it. When prosperity smiles, beware of its guiles. You may
escape the smoke of poverty and fall into the fire of sin. Many a man can
bear anything but good days. A man is not known till he comes to honor,
but honors change manners. It may be true that clothes make the mart, but
some clothes make very queer men. When men grow rich on a sudden,
pride breeds in their purses, like mites in a Gouda cheese, and so it comes
to pass the more silver the less sense. When Hendrick had climbed to the
top of the ladder he looked down on his brothers. A dog with a bone
knows no friend. Jan, when he is made a gentleman, does not remember his
grandmother. The mouse in the meal-tub thinks he is the miller himself.
The man who is full of God’s meat often makes a god of himself, even as
the fat ox kicks a; the master who fed him. Yet why should a man boast of
his riches? Money does not make a man more honorable. Gold-water
cannot wash a blackamoor white. An ape’s an ape though he wear a gold
ring. A cat with a silver collar is not a lion. A pig is but a pig however full
his trough may be. The ass in the arms of Bruges sits in an arm-chair, but
he is all the more an ass for that. The king of tomtits is only a tom-tit after
all. True honor belongs to the worth of men, not to what men are worth.
He is noble who performs noble deeds. Better poor with honor than rich
with shame. None but very bad Jews worship a golden calf. Yet many a
Mynheer Money lords it like an eel in a tub, and flies his flag as proudly as
if he were Van Tromp himself. If wealth brought wit it would make our
upstarts hide their empty heads, and pray for brains more than for gains.
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Some men grow the more greedy, the less they are needy. They are of the
race of Johnny Van Cleeve, who would always much rather have than give.
Their alms flow like a fountain from a broomstick. They would not even
throw their bones to their dogs if they could gnaw them themselves. The
more meal they eat the greater their hunger. You will never satisfy them till
you put the Rhine into a flask, and put it into their pockets. Like the gapers
outside the apothecaries’ shops, they are always opening their months for
more. The bigger the snowball grows the more snow it tries to gather as it
rolls, and the more dirt it draws up. Have is father to want. Covetous men
would drink the sea and swallow the fish. It is bad drinking that makes a
man thirsty, beware then of drinking at the fountain of greed. Ill worms
breed in full meal bags; set not your heart on what so soon grows stale and
sour.


We have seen men become great fools when they have become great
owners. When the ass was too happy he must needs dance on the ice. Owls
are blind if they get too much light. The boat with the great sail and little
ballast was soon upset by the breeze. With too large a fire, many a, house
has been burnt down. Men have been smothered in their own clothes,
choked with their own fat, and ruined by their own riches. It is not every
man who can keep a cool head when he gets to the top of the mast. Good
servants often make bad masters. A cow on a throne never milks well.
Poor and respectable has grown into rich and abominable. When they put
the cock on the steeple he left off calling the maids in the morning. The
mastiff was a fine watchman, but when they made him butler he bit his
master. The eagle did the tortoise no kindness, when he began teaching him
to fly. A horse who is good before a plough would prove a sorry hack if he
were put into Baron Van Wyck’s carriage. Let none of us court high
places, for they are dangerous.He that abideth low falleth not.


Rejoice in little, shun what is extreme,
The ship rides safest in a little stream.


I do not believe that success in life is to be measured by the quantity of pelf
a man loads himself with: as well count that horse to be happy which has
most to draw. Riches are very uncertain blessings. It is said that the rich
devour the poor, and the devil devours the rich, so I do not see much to
choose between them; there is small choice for frogs, if they must be
swallowed alive; one throat is very like another. Low places are damp, but
if high places are cold I would choose to be in neither. If the ship is
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swallowed up in the sand, and wrecked on the rock, God give me to keep
on shore. Better once in heaven, and poor on the road, than ten times near
the gate and yet miss it to make money. Better be Delft ware and
unbroken, than china and be smashed. Better at Amsterdam safe in the
canal, than in the spice groves of Java in fear of your life. Better a happy
ploughman, than a miserable burgomaster. The Hague is well when you are
well, but even palaces are dark to heavy hearts. If the Prince of Orange is
tripped up he falls as heavily as any of us. Misfortunes happen everywhere,
and very great ones to great people. If deep swimmers and high climbers
seldom die in their beds, then give me shallow creeks and low trees. If I
cannot sleep in the church at Haarlem because of the great organ, then
make my bed in the cupboard.


After all, riches are such bubbles, and honors are such baubles, that wise
men will not fret for them. I would not find fault with money because I
have not got it, lest you should tell me of the fox who called the grapes
sour because he could not get at them; but I know they are sour, for those
who have them often make very wry faces. A crown is no cure for the
headache. Riches and troubles, ditches and frogs, go together. No one
knows where another’s shoe pinches, but he can see it does pinch by the
way the wearer hobbles.


The richest man, whatever his lot,
Is he who’s content with what he has got.


After honor and state follow envy and hate. After the sweet comes the
sour. Night treads on the heels of day. Moreover, all these things perish in
the using, and often fly away before you can use them. The finest tulips
fade. Worldly good is ebb and flood. No man knoweth all his fortune till
his time comes to die. Fortune and glass break soon, alas! It is good
steering with wind and tide, but both change in due time. He that is at sea
hath not the wind in his hands. He who rode in a carriage may yet sleep
under a bush’ with rags for his coverlet. Where once was water for a whale
may soon be scarce enough for a herring. It is bad building your house of
butter in a world where the sun shines.


Moreover if money rules this world, it has no power in the world to come.
Where the streets are paved with pure gold like unto transparent glass, our
poor dull muddy gold is of no value. Give me an inch of heaven sooner
than a league of earth. That is good wisdom which is wisdom in the end.
Treasure laid up in heaven for me. Reader, what say you? Remember no
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dyke can keep out the waters of death. The end of time’s mirth is the
beginning of eternity’s sorrow. Time goes, death comes. A worldling
works hard, and death is his wages. Is his portion your choice? If so, John
Ploughman must needs say, “Farewell,” but is sure;you will fare ill.


REASONS FOR SEEKING GOD


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Seek him that maketh the seven stars and Orion. and turneth the,
shadow of death into the morning· and maketh the day dark with
night: that calleth for the waters of the sea, and poureth them out
upon the face of the earth: the Lord is his name.” — Amos 5:8


IDOLATRY has been in every age the besetting sin of mankind.In some form
or another the unregenerate are all given to it, andeven in God’s people
there remains, in their old nature, a tendency towards it.


In its grosser manifestations idolatry is the desire of man to see God with
his eyes, to have some outward representation of him who cannot be
represented; who is too great, too spiritual, ever to be described by human
language, much less to be sea forth by images of wood, and stone,
however elaborately carved and cunningly overlaid with gold. There is a
great God who filleth all space and yet is greater than space, whose
existence is without beginning and without end, who is everywhere
present, and universally self-existent; but man is so un-spiritual that he will
not worship this great invisible One in spirit and in truth, lint craves after
outward similitudes, symbols and signs. If Aaron makes a calf Israel forgets
the divine Jehovah’s glory, and says unto the image of an ox that cateth
grass;: “These be thy gods, O Israel, which brough; thee up out of Egypt.”


We are apt to imagine that it is a very stange freak of human depravity
when men are led to worship visible objects and signs, but it is not at all
unusual or singular; it is the general sin of all mankind. I suppose no man
has been entirely free from it, and every believer has to contend against it in
its subtler forms; for idolatry takes insinuating shapes, less gross in
appearance but quite as sinful as the worship of Dagon or Ashtaroth. Take,
for instance, the common religious idolatry of our own country, which
consists in part of reverence to holy places, as if under the Christian
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dispensation, which is not one of type but of fact, holiness could inhere in
stone, lime, wood, slate, iron, and brass, when architecturally arranged.
English idolatry further reveals itself in reverence to an order of men, not;
because of their superior character, but because of certain mystic rites
performed upon them, by virtue of which they are supposed to become the
representatives of heaven, and the reservoirs of grace. How trustful are our
English idolaters in these men when they behold them apparelled in
vestments which the tailor has cut into fashions remarkably helpful to
devotion. Without these priests and their sumptuous adomings, and
grotesque disfigurements, our modern idolaters cannot publicly worship,
but in these they have as much trust as the Ephesians in their great Diana.
They can only worship their God by objects which appeal to the senses. An
outward altar, an outward priest, an outward ritual, outward rites — all
these are nothing but another form of the old. idolatry of Babel and of
Bethel. Man still turns from the unseen God; the unseen priest who has
passed within the veil, man still ignores. The spiritual feast upon the body:
and blood of Jesus Christ which is the joy of the saints, they know not; but
the outward emblems are adored by some and held in great reverence by
others. Bread and wine, which are but created and common things, even
when placed on the table to assist us in communion, are made into deities
by the blind idolaters of this age. Could Egypt or Assyria do worse? Bread
used at the ordinance is but bread, and no other than ordinary bread; its
emblematic use imparts to it no measure or degree of sanctity, much less of
divinity. It is idolatry — flat, grovelling, idolatry — and nothing less, which
on all sides is spreading its mantle of darkness over this land under the
pretense of profoundly reverent piety.


Where Ritualism does not reign, how easy it is for men to be idolaters of
themselves! What is self-reliance, understood as too many understand it,
but idolatry of self? It is the opposite of dependence upon the living God,
the great source of power and wisdom. Reliance upon my own wisdom,
upon my own resolution, upon my own strength of mind — these are
idolatries in a subtle and attractive shape. What is much of our
overweening affection to our children and to our relatives? What is our
unsubmissive repining but idolatry? How is it that we rebel against God if
our friends are suddenly taken from us? O man, why is it that thy God has
so little of thy love and the creature so much? There is a lawful affection;
up to that point thou shouldst go. There is an unlawful affection, when by
any means the creature comes before the Creator, to this thou inayst not
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descend. Unlawful love, love which idolises its object, is to be avoided with
all our might. Then, again, perhaps a less excusable form of idolatry,
though no excuse is to be offered for any, is that in which men idolise their
estates, and put their confidence in their accumulations, living only to
acquire wealth and position, struggling in the race not to win the crown
which is immortal, but that poor wreath with which men crown the wealthy
merchant, the diligent student, the eloquent barrister, the valiant man of
arms. This is idolatry again, for it is set. ting up an earthly object in the
place of the Creator. To God is due all my love, my trust, my fear. He
made me, I am bound to serve him, and whenever I lay down at the feet of
any person or object, dominion over my powers, apart from God, I am at
once guilty of idolatry.


I cannot stay to tell you all the various forms which this idolatry assumes,
but may God give us grace to strive against them, and those who still are
dead in the idolatries may he deliver. May he save you from leaning upon
an arm of flesh, from trusting in what maybe seen and handled, and bring
you to rely upon the invisible God, to whom alone belongeth power and
strength, and who has a right to our confidence and our service.


The text is addressed to those who have been guilty, either in word, or
thought, or deed, of idolatry against God. It gives arguments to persuade
them to turn away from everything else, and to seek the true God. We shall
read the text, first, in ils natural sense, and then diving into its meaning a
little more deeply, we shall find spiritual reasons in it for seeking to Jehovah, and
to Jehovah alone.


I. First, then, IN THE NATURAL SENSE OF THE TEXT, We find a truth which
is plain enough, but which we need constantly to be reminded of, namely,
that Jehovah is real!!! God. If Jehovah were not really the Creator of the
world, if he did not in very deed make the seven*stars and Orion, if he did
not actually work in the operations of Providence, changing the night into
day and day again into night, we might be excusable for not rendering him
service, since homage might be safely withheld from an imaginary deity.
But, as God is real and exist as truly as we do, as our existence is dependent
upon his sovereign will, and he is all in all, it is due to him that we should
“seek his face.” And simple as that utterance is, I have need to push it
home to you. I am afraid, dear friends, that many of you think of religion in
its ]gearing towards God as being a very proper , but at the same time
imaginative, matter. You do not practically grasp the thought that God is,
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and that he is the rewarder of them that diligently seek him. You do not lay
hold upon this fact that as surely as there are fellow creatures round about
you, there is a God close to you, in whom you live, and move, and have
your being. The worldly men puts his foot down on the earth, and he says,
“Ah! I believe in this! Here is something solid and I feel it.” He takes up
certain fragments of that earth, yellow and glittering, and he says, “This is
the main chance, I believe in this.” Just so, the created earth is real to him,
and God who created all things, is to him but a shadowy being. He may not
rudely deny his existence, but practically he reduces his thought of God to
a mere fancy, and says in his heart. “No God.” My attentive hearer, I trust
that thou art not so unwise. Thou knowest that God is, that he is even if
we are not, that he filleth all things, and that he dwelleth everywhere; and
since he is the Creator, the First and Chief of all things, I trust thou art
anxious to seek him and yield him thy obedience.


Note from the text, that God is not only the true God, but he is the glorious
God. I cannot understand how the heathen, supposing their gods had been
gods, could worship such little, mean, base, and contemptible beings.
Think of Jove, for instance, the great god of Rome and Greece, what a
disgusting animal he was! What a monster of sensuality, selfishness, and
folly! I should feel it hard as a creature, to worship such a god as that, if
god he could be. But when I think of him who made the stars and Orion,
who stretched out the heavens like a curtain, and made the sky as a molten
looking’-glass, who is magnificent in the acts of creation, marvellous in the
wonders of grace, and unsearchable in all the attributes of his nature, my
soul feels it to be her honor and delight to adore him. It is an elevation to
the soul to stoop to the dust before such a one. The more we reverence
him, and the less we become in our own sight, the more sublime are our
emotions. Well did even a heathen say, “To serve God is to reign.” To
serve such a God as ours is to be made kings and priests. Oh, were not our
hearts perverted and depraved, it would be our greatest happiness, our
highest rapture to sound forth the praises of a God so glorious, and our
hearts would be evermore enquiring of him, “Lord, what wouldst thou
have me to do? Thy will is wiser and better than mine own will. I ask no
greater liberty than to be bound with thy bands of love; I ask no greater
ease than to bear thy blessed yoke.’ Since then the Lord is real, and
moreover so glorious as to he infinitely worthy of worship, we should seek
him and live.
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Again, Jehovah the true God is most powerful, for “he made the seven stars
and Orion; he calleth for the waters of the sea, and poureth them out upon
the face of the earth. Jehovah is his name.” Think reverently of him, for he
is not like the gods of the heathen, of whom the prophet said in satire,
“Eyes have they, but they see not; mouths have they, but they speak not;
noses have they, but they smell not; hands have they, but they handle not.”
Contempt and ridicule are poured upon these wooden gods by the prophet,
when he tells of the workman who takes one end of a log and makes a god
of it, and then with the remainder kindles a fire, and warms his hands, and
boils his pot. Such a god as this it is indeed a degradation for the human
mind to worship, but the true God, who has displayed his power in the
glittering firmament, and in the foaming sea, who is revealed with power to
the eye of the astronomer in the innumerable worlds revolving in boundless
space, such a God we must reverence. Oh! in the hour of storm and
tempest, when the Lord is abroad riding in his chariot of thunder-cloud
upon the wings of the wind, casting forth his hailstones and coals of fire,
making the earth to shake at the sound of his voice, and breaking the
cedars of Lebanon with the flash of his spear, we feel we must adore him,
and as we bow before him reason endorses the worship which grace
suggests. Is not his power a cogent reason for seeking him? Will not you
who have lived without him now adore him? A real God, so glorious and
so powerful, should surely command your reverent adoration.


Further, he is a God who work great marvels, achieving wonders every moment
which would astonish us if we were not so used to beholding them. They
tell the story — ’tis but a legend of the days of Solomon the wise, that the
King astonished all beholders by taking a seed and producing from it in a
few moments a full grown plant. They cried, “How wonderful! How
astonishing!” But the wise man said, “This is only what the Lord doeth
every day; this is what he is performing everywhere in his own time, and
you see it, and yet, you never say, ‘ How wonderful! ‘“ When we have
watched those who practice sleight-of, hand perform their feats, we have
marvelled greatly, but what are a few poor conjuring tricks when compared
with the ordinary, but vet matchless processes of nature? Our fields and
hedgerows team with marvels never equalled by all the wisdom and skill of
man. Walk into the grass field, and you tread on miracles. Listen to the
birds as they sing in the trees, and you hear marvellous speech. If one little
mechanical bird, with a few clockwork movements, were warbling out
something like music in an exhibition, everybody would gather round it,
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and some would even pay to hear it sing, and yet thousands of birds sing
infinitely more sweetly than anything that man can make, and men had
rather kill them than admire them. Men fail to see the miracle which God is
working in each living thing. Turn your eyes above you to the starry
firmament, and watch the Pleiades and Arcturus with his sons; for though
we know but little of them, they have won from many an observer an
awestruck acknowledgment of the greatness of God, insomuch that it has
been said—


“An undevout astronomer is mad.”


The order, the regularity, the manifest calculation and design which appear
in every part of the constellations, in every single planet, in every fixed star,
and in every part and parcel of the great multitude of words which God has
created, are such decisive evidences that if men do not see something of
God in them, they must be weak in their minds or wicked in their hearts.
Surely what is seen of God in this way has tended to make us worship him.
Many of you may know but little of astronomy, but still you see every day
that God is working everywhere around us, and that heaven, and earth, and
land, and sea, are teeming with the products of his marvellous skill. The
revolutions of day and night, and the formation and fall of rain are
indisputable proofs of the presence of eternal power and Godhead. Let us,
therefore, seek the Lord! How is it that a man can go up and down in
God’s world, and yet forget the God who made the whole? I do not
suppose that a man could have walked through the exhibition at Paris
without thinking of the emperor whose influence gathered all those
treasures together, and who attracted the kings and princes of the earth to
visit it; and yet men will go through this world, compared with which the
Exposition was a box of children’s toys, and will not recognize God therein!
Oh! strange blindness, mad infatuation, that with God everywhere present,
and such a God, the God whom to know is life eternal, whom to delight in
is present happiness and future bliss — man is willingly ignorant, blind to
his own best interests, senseless to the sweetest and the most ennobling
emotions, and an enemy to his best friend! The surface of the text supplies
us with motives for seeking God.


O that the Holy Spirit might supply us with grace that we might feel the
motives, and be obedient to them!


II. We will now regard the text WITH A MORE SPIRITUAL EYE.
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We speak to those who are sensible of their departure from the living God,
and are anxious to be reconciled to him, by the forgiveness of their sins for
Jesus’ sake, but our text has also a word for the obdurate and unawakened.
The Lord has been pleased to invite the penitent to come to him in many
places of Scripture, but in this passage, in order that the invitation may
miss of none, it is made exceedingly wide in its character. Our text will
appear to be very wonderful if we notice the connection. “Ye who turn
judgment to wormwood, and leave off righteousness in the earth, seek ye
him.” There is no mention of those who thirst for him, who are humbled,
and confess their faults, but this exhortation is given to those who have no
good points about them, but many of the most pernicious traits of
character. Those who turn judgment into wormwood, and leave off
righteousness in the earth, even those are bidden to seek God. Marvellous
mercy! Who after this shall dare despair? If my hearer has up to this day
lived a stranger to God, the text does not exclude him from seeking God,
but as with an angel’s voice it whispers, “Seek him.” If sin has perverted
your judgment, yet seek the great Creator and Preserver; seek him, for you
shall find him; you are not bidden to seek his face in vain; the command to
seek him implies the certainty of his being found of you.


The reasons given for seeking the Lord are, spiritually, these. The Lord
“maketh the seven stars “ — that is to say, the Pleiades, and he also
“maketh Orion.” Now, the Pleiades were regarded as being the
constellation of the spring, harbingers of the coming summer. We read of
“the sweet influences of the Pleiades.” They are most conspicuous at the
vernal period of the year. On the other hand, the Oriental herdsman, such
as Amos was when he saw Orion flaming aloft, knew the wintry sign right
well. Both the Pleiades and Orion are ordained of the Lord, he makes our
joys and our troubles. See, then, the reason why we should seek God,
because if Orion should just now be in the ascendant, and we should be
visited with a winter of despondency, chilled by howling winds of fear and
sharp frosts of dismay, if we seek to God he can withdraw Orion, and place
us under the gentle sway of the Pleiades of promise, so that a springtime of
hope and comfort shall cheer our souls, to be succeeded by a summer of
rare delights and fruitful joys. Hearest thou this, poor troubled one?
Whatever thy sorrow may be, the God who made heaven and earth can
suddenly change it into the brightest joy. By providence he can do it. Thy
circumstances which are now so desperate can be changed by a touch of
his hand Within an hour. To whom canst thou better apply for succor? And
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if thy heart be sick and sad with a sense of sin, and thou art pining with
remorse, his grace can find a balm and cordial for thy wounded conscience,
which shall give thee peace at once. Before the clock ticks again God can
grant thee perfect salvation, blot out thy sins like a cloud, and like a thick
cloud thine iniquities. Seek thou the pardoning God. Seek him, I say, for to
whom else shouldst thou go? Where else shouldst thou look for strength
but to the Strong? Where else for mercy but to the God and Father of our
Lord Jesus Christ.


The Lord, moreover, turns grief into joy. In the text it is added, “he turneth the
shadow of death into the morning.” The long dark night of sorrow, blacker
than darkness itself because it presages everlasting wrath, the night created
by the grim shadow of death. cold, chill, terrible, may have fallen upon
your soul, but the living God can at once transform this darkness into the
brightness of the morning. When the sun arises with healing beneath his
wings, the whole earth is made to smile, and even thus at once can the
Lord make your whole nature glad with the light of his countenance.
Though you are ready to lie down in despair; though you suppose that hell
yawns for you, and will soon receive your guilty soul — he can turn this
shadow of death into the morning of peace and joy. To whom, then, should
you go but to this God? He has already given his dear Son to be the way of
life for us sinners. Have you ever heard of another who gave his son to die
for his enemies? Gad not about after other helpers, but come at once to
your heavenly Father’s arms, and with the prodigal say — ” I will arise and
go to my Father!” If you are willing to come, the way is open, for Jesus
died. You must not come arrayed in the supposed fitness of good works or
good feelings, but you must come resting on the finished work of the
appointed Savior. If you look to him you shall be lightened. If you come
with his name upon your lips, you shall ask what you will, and it shall be
done unto you. Should not this be a reason for coming, that he can turn
your night into day, your winter into summer?


But the text bears another aspect, namely, that God can also turn your present
joy into grief, and therefore you should seek him. Hemakes the seven stars
give way to Orion. “He maketh the day darkwith night.” At this moment, it
may be, that you are at ease; buthow long will you be so? Though you
have no God, you are contentwith what you possess in this world, satisfied
with your daily earnings,or with your yearly income, charmed with your
wife, your children,your estate; but remember how soon your joys may be
taken from you! Have you not heard how often God’s providence has
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stripped thehouse, stripped the family, stripped the man’s very soul of
every com-fort? Remember ye not the story of Job, who in one day
descendedfrom riches to poverty? Know ye not that if the wicked spread
them-selves abroad like a green bay tree, they shall suddenly wither,
andthough they be exceeding proud and strong, like the ox farted for
theslaughter they shall come to their end? All our joys on earth
aredependent upon the sovereign will of heaven. Some of you know thisby
bitter experience, for you have seen the delight of your eves takenaway at a
stroke, and the comfort of your heart carried to the grave.Now, to whom
should you fly for succor, but to him upon whom allyour present comfort
depends, and who can so soon take it all away?How prudent to be at peace
with him! How wise, above all wisdom,to be reconciled to the mighty God!
But, alas, for those who haveoften been warned! They have hardened their
necks, and will besuddenly destroyed. Their day will blacken into
everlasting night.The proud sinner will die as others do, his we will pale,
and his browgrow cold, for he must face inexorable Death, and then when
he comesinto the land to which the wicked are banished, he will enter into
theouter darkness, darkness which shall be felt, in the land of
confusion,where there is no beginning of hope, or end of misery; who
would thendesire to stand in his soul’s stead? Escape then before the
darkness gathers.Seek him, O man, who maketh the day dark with night.


“Ye sinners, seek his face,
Whose wrath you cannot bear;
Fly to the shelter of the cross,


And find salvation there.”


The last clause of the text suggests a third reason for seeking the Lord,
namely, God may make that which is a blessing to some a curse to others. Did you
observe it? Seek him that “calleth for the waters of the sea, and poureth
them out upon the face of the earth.” This may allude to the deluge, when
the waters of the ocean covered the very tops of the mountains; but it may
be equally well explained by reference to the clouds which yield refreshing
rain. The sun draws up the waters of the sea, leaving the salt behind; and,
when these exhalations have floated their appointed time in the air, they
descend upon the thirsty earth to make glad the soil. Now, since the clause
bears two readings, it were well to note how the actions of God oftentimes
bear two renderings. There is, for instance, the gift of his dear Son, an
unexampled act of love, and yet to some of you it will prove a sayour of
death unto death. To the unbeliever it will prove a terrible thing that Jesus
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ever came into the world. He is a precious corner-stone to those who build
upon him, but those who stumble upon him shall be broken, and if fids
stone shall fall upon any man it shall grind him to powder. That which is
heaven’s greatest joy is hell’s greatest horror. When Christ shall come, the
sight of him shall draw forth the acclamations of his people, but it will also
cause anguish to his enemies. They shall weep and wail because of him.
They shall call upon the rocks to cover them, and upon the mountains to
hide them from the face of him that sitteth upon the throne. Since you
who’ so constantly hear the gospel cannot escape from it, but must have it
made to you either a savor of death unto death or of life unto life, I pray
that the Eternal Spirit may show you the wisdom of seeking God by Jesus
Christ, and of seeking him now. It will be a dreadful tiling at the last great
day to find the gentle Lamb become a Lion to you, to tear you in pieces
when there shall be none to deliver! Why should that which is the meat of
humble souls become yore’ poison? Why should the blood of that Savior,
in which so many have washed their robes and made them white, be your
condemnation? Remember, Jesus’ blood will be either upon you to cleanse
you or upon you to condemn you. That dreadful cry of the Jews in the
streets of Jerusalem — ” His blood be on us, and on our children,” what a
curse it brought upon their race in the massacres within the city walls and,
in the bitter exile and suffering which they have so long endured. Take care
that the same curse do not bring upon you an eternal exile from God! Seek
you his face, I beseech you! You may not long have opportunity to seek it.
The day of his mercy may close as closes this day with the setting sun. You
may not survive to enjoy another day of gospel invitation. May God the
blessed Spirit, who alone can do it, make you seekers, and then make you
finders, and his shall be the praise!


Thus much to the unconverted. The people of God can think over the text
in relation to themselves. It is rich in priceless instruction to them, but time
forbids me to direct their meditations. Farewell.
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JOHN PLOUGHMAN’S LETTER ON THE WAR.


TO NAPOLEON, EMPEROR OF THE FRENCH, AND WILLIAM,
KING OF PRUSSIA.


THIS comes hoping that you are getting better, at least better tempered
with one another, though I am much area;d, as the saying is, that you will
be worse before you will be better. I beg to send my most disrespectful
compliments. Scripture says, “Honour to whom honor is due;” but kings
who go to war about nothing at all hare no honor due to them. So I don’t
send you go much as would lay on your thumb nails. Perhaps you are not
both alike, and only one of you is to blame for beginning this dreadful fight;
but I do not know your secret tricks, for kings are as deep as foxes, and it
is safest to lay it on to you both, for then the right one will he sure to get it.
I should like to give you both a month at our workhouse, and a taste of the
cank, to bring your proud spirits down a bit, for I expect it is your high
living that has made you so hot blooded.


Whatever do you see in fighting that you should be so fierce for it? One
would thing you were a couple of game cooks, and did not know any
better. When two dogs fight, one of them is pretty sure to come home
lame, and neither of them will look the better for it. One or other of you
will get a thrashing; I only wish it would come, on your bare backs, and not
on your poor soldiers. What are you at? Have you got so much money that
you want to blow it away in powder? If so, come and let off some
fireworks down by Dorking, and please our boys. Or have you too many
people, and therefore want to clear them off by cutting their throars? Why
don’t you do this in a quiet way, and not make them murderers as well as
murdered? I don’t think you know yourselves what it is you want;. but, like
boys with new knives, you must be cutting something. One of you has the
gout, and that d, es not sugar the temper much, and the other is proud
about having beaten his neighbor; and so you must needs let off your steam
by beginning a murderous war. You are as daft as you are days old if you
think any good can come of it. If you think you will get ribands and flags
by fighting, you had better buy them at first hand of the drapers; they will
come a deal cheaper, and there will be no ugly blood stains on them. If you
are such great babies you should come to our fair, and buy yourselves lots
of stars and garters, and blue ribands, and the stall-keepers would be glad
to serve you.
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If you must have a fight, why don’t you strip and go at it yourselves as our
Tom Rowdy and Big Ben did on the green; it’s cowardly of you to send a
lot of other fellows to be shot on your account. I don’t like fighting at all,
it’s too low-lived for me; but really if it would save the lives of the millions
I would not mind taking care of your jackets while you had a set-to with
fisticuffs, and I would encourage you both to hit his hardest at the
gentleman opposite. I dare say if you came over to Surrey the police would
manage to keep out of your way and let you have a fair chance of having it
out; they have done so for other gentlemen, and I feel sure they would do
it to oblige you. It might spoil your best shirts to have your noses bleed,
and I dare say you would not like to strip at it, but there are plenty of
ploughmen who would lend you their smock frocks for an hour or two,
especially if you would be on your honor not to go off with them. Just let
me know, and I’ll have some sticking plaster ready, and a bason of water,
and a sponge, and perhaps our governors will let Madame Rachel out of
jail, to enamel your eves, if they get a little blackened. I’ve just thought of
a capital idea, and that is, if you will both drop a line to the keepers of the
Agricultural Hall, where they have those Cumberland wrestling matches,
they would let you have the place for a day, and give you half the takings,
and I’ll be bound there would be a crowd, and no mistake. So you see you
could get glory and ready-money too, and nobody would be kille. I like this
idea, for then I can get out of my first offer, and can wash my hands of
you, and I can truly say, the less I see of two such kicking horses as you
are the better I shall be pleased. My good old grandfather set me against
the Bonyparts when I was a boy, but I did think that you, Lewis, were a
quieter sort than your uncle; however, what is bred in the bone will come
out in the flesh, and as the old cock crows the young cock learns. Why
you, the king of the Germans, want to go into the butchering line I don’t
know; but if you are at the bottom of this it shows that you are a very bad
disposed man, or you would be ashamed of killing your fellow creatures.
When war begins hell opens, and it is a bad office for either of you to be
gate-opener to the devil; yet that’s what one of you is, if not both.


Did either of you ever think of what war means? Did you ever see a man’s
head smashed, or his bowels ripped open? Why, if you are made of flesh
and blood, the sight of one poor wounded man, with the blood oozing out
of him, will make you feel sick. I don’t like to drown a kitten; I can’t bear
even to see a rat die, or any animal in pain. But a man! where’s your hearts
if you can think of broken legs, splintered bones, heads smashed in, brains
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blown out, bowels torn, hearts gushing with gore, ditches fall of blood, and
heaps o[‘ limbs and carcases of mangled men? Do you say my language is
disgusting? How much more disgusting must the things themselves be?
And you make them! How would you like to get a man into your palace-
garden, and run a carving-knife into his bowels, or cut his throat? If you
did that you would deserve to be hanged; but it would not be half so bad as
killing tens of thousands, and you know very well that this is just what you
are going to do. Do you fancy that your drums and fifes, and feathers and
fineries, and pomp, make your wholesale murder one whit the less
abominable in the sight of God? Do not deceive yourselves, you are no
better than the cut-throats whom your own laws condemn; better, why you
are worse, for your murders are so many. Think, I pray you, for your poor
people will have to think whether you do or no. Is there so little want in
the world that you must go trampling on the harvest with your horses and
your men? Is there so little sorrow that you must make widows by the
thousand? Is death so old and feeble that you must hunt his game for him,
as jackals do for the lion? Do you imagine that God made men for you to
play soldiers with? Are they only meant for toys for you to break? O kings,
a ploughman tells you that their souls are as precious in God’s sight as
yours, they suffer as much pain when bullets pierce them as ever you can
do; they have homes, and mothers and sisters, and their deaths will be as
much wept over as yours, perhaps more. How can you sit down to eat
when you have caused war? Does not the blood rise in your throats and
choke you? Or are you only devils with crowns on? Creatures who were
never suckled at a woman’s breast, and therefore have no human feeling. It
will be hard for you to think of the blood you have shed when you lie
dying, and harder still to bear the heavy hand of God when he shall cast all
murderers into hell. Whichever it is of you that has been the wicked cause
of this war, I say you smell of blood; you ought to be more hated than the
common hangman, and instead of being called “his majesty” you ought to
be hooted as a demon.


You have both made mighty fine speeches, laying all the blame off of
yourselves, but the worst cause generally gets the best pleading, for men
who cannot walk take to horseback; but all the world knows that wranglers
never will own that they are in the wrong, and your words will only go for
what they are worth, which is not much. Emperor and king, who are you?
Though the great folk flatter you, you are only men. Have pity upon your
fellow men. Do not cut them with swords, tear them with bayonets, blow
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them to pieces with cannon, and riddle them with shots. What good will it
do you? What have the poor men done to deserve it of you? You fight for
glory, do you? Don’t be such fools. I am a plain talking Englishman, and I
tell you the English for glory i s DAMNATION, and it will be your lot, O
kings, if you go on cutting and hacking your fellow men. Stop this war if
you can, at once, and turn to some better business than killing men. Set up
shambles and kill bullocks for your nations; you can then eat w. hat you
slay, and there will be some reason in what you do. Before the deep curses
of widows and orphans fall on you from the throne of God, put up your
butcher knives and patent men-killers, and repent. From one who is no
servant of yours, but A Fighter for Peace, JOHN PLOUGHMAN.


READER! GIVE EAR!


THIS moment, while preparing the magazine for August, I have
experienced a shock which I shall not soon forget. I opened a letter, and it
commenced thus: —


“REV. SIR,


I feel it right, as a friend of Mr. H. E. Elliott’s, to apprise you of the
sad fact that he died last evening.”


I have known him and respected him for many years. Only a day or two
ago, I saw him and talked with him, and only yesterday I had from him the
manuscript of Thursday evening’s Sermon. He was the reporter of my
Sabhath evening and week evening sermons; and a most able reporter too,
and kind, and courteous, and all that I could wish in his own sphere. He
made no profession of religion, but he always spoke as if be had a share in
it, and was ready at all times to serve the cause as only they are who love
it. Can it be that he is gone? Are the nimble fingers still for ever? Is the pen
of the ready writer fallen to be used no more? It is not a fact which I can
realize all at once. How can Elliott be dead? I must sit down and try to
grasp the sad truth.


How soon will the same record be made of me, and of thee, reader; yes, of
the? is everything in fit order for the departure so certain, and it may be so
near? It ought to be the first concern of life to be ready for the life to come.
Reason tells us that. Are we acting like rational beings with such a prospect
before us, or are we rushing blindly on like the mad swine of the
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Gergesenes? It is well to lay these things to heart before we ourselves are
laid in our sepulchres.


Reader, repentance of sin and faith in the Lord Jesus are the marks of a
saved man. Are these signs seen in you or no? If not, take warning by the
sudden calling away of others, and obey the gospel call at once. Trust now
thy soul with him who died to bear the curse of heaven due for sin.
Commit now thy spirit into the hands which were nailed to the tree. Here
in this silent place, where no eye sees thee bow the knee, lift up your heart,
and yield thyself to the Christ of God. Is it done; then it is well. In Christ all
is well for time and for eternity. Be persuaded to yield thy heart now.
When these words were written thou wast prayed for by thy friend, and he
asked that thou might-est be lead to pray for thyself. C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


 SEPTEMBER 1, 1870.


GADDING ABOUT


A SHORT SERMON’. BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Why gaddest thou about so much to change thy way? “ —
Jeremiah 2:36.


GOD’S ancient people were very prone to forget him, and to worship the
false deities of the neighboring heathen. Other nations were faithful to their
blocks of wood and of stone, and adhered as closely to their graven images
as though they really had helped them, or could in future deliver them.
Only the nation which avowed the true God forsook its God, and left the
fountain of living waters to hew out for itself broken cisterns which could
hold no water. There seems to have been, speaking after the manner of
men, astonishment in the divine mind concerning this, for the Lord says,
“Pass over the isles of Chittim, and see; and send unto Kedar, and consider
diligently, and see if there be such a thing. Hath a nation changed their
gods, which are yet no gods? but my people have changed their glory for
that which doth not profit. Be astonished, O ye heavens, at this, and be
horribly afraid, be ye very desolate.” In this same chapter the Lord
addresses his people with the question, “Can a maid forget her ornaments?
or a bride her attire? Yet my people have forgotten me days without
number.” And here, in this text, the same astonishment appears, “Why
gaddest thou about so much to change thy way?” It most certainly was a
most unreasonable thing that a people with such a God, who had dealt out
to them so graciously the riches of his love, and had wrought such wonders
on their behalf, should turn from him to the worship of Baal or Ashtaroth,
mimic gods which had ears but heard not, eyes but saw not, and did but
mock the worshippers who were deluded by them. As in a glass I see
myself in these people. The spiritual people of God are well imaged in the
typical nation; for, alas! waywardness and wandering of heart are the
diseases not only of the Israelites of old, but also of the true Israel now.
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The same expostulations may be addressed to us as to that erring nation of
old, for we as perpetually backslide, and as constantly forget the Almighty
One, to put our trust in an arm of flesh, He saith to us also, “Why gaddest
thou about so much?” For we are, alas! too often false to hi, forgetting
him, and wandering hither and thither, rather than abiding in close and
constant fellowship with God our exceeding joy.


I desire to put this question to believers, and then to the unconvertcd. May
the Holy Spirit bless it to each class.


If you read this question, taking it in its connection, you will see, in t h?
first place, that there is a relationship mentioneed. The question is asked,
“Why gaddest thou about so much?” The enquiry is not made of a traveler,
nor of one whose business it is to journey from cole to pole, and to
investigate distant lands. It is not asked of a wayfarer lodging’ for a night,
nor of a homeless vagrant who finds a poor shelter beneath every bush; but
it is asked by God of his people Israel, describing them under the character
of a married wife. He represents the nation of Israel as being married unto
himself, himself the husband of Israel, and Israel his bride. To persons
bearing that character the question comes with great force, “Why gaddest
thou about so much?” Let others wander who have no central object of
attraction, who have no house, and no “house-band,” to bind them to the
spot; but thou, a married wife, how canst thou wander? What hast thou to
do in traversing strange ways? How canst thou excuse thyself? If thou weft
not false to thy relationship thou couldst not do so!.No, beloved, we strain
no metaphor when we say that there exists between the soul of every
believer and Jusus Christ, a relationship admirably imaged in the conjugal
tie. We are married unto Christ. He has betrothed our souls unto himself.
He paid our dowry on the cross. He espoused himself unto us in
righteousness, in the covenant of grace. We have accepted him as our Lord
and husband. We have given ourselves up to him, and under the sweet law
of his love we ought to dwell evermore in his house. He is the bridegroom
of our souls, and he has arrayed us in the wedding dress of his own
righteousness. Now it is to us who own this marriage union, and who are
allied to the Lord Jesus by ties so tender, that the Wellbeloved says, “Why
gaddest thou about so much?”


Observe, that the wife’s place may be described as a threefold one. In the
first place, she should abide in dependence upon her husbandd’s care. It would be
looked upon as a very strange thing if a wife should be overheard to speak
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to another man, and say, “Come and assist in providing for me.” If she
should cross the street to another’s house and say to a stranger, “I have a
difficulty and a trouble; will you relieve me from it? I feel myself in great
need, but I shall not ask my husband to help me, though he is rich enough
to give me anything I require, and wise enough to direct me, but I come to
you a stranger, in whom I have no right to confide, and from whom I have
no right to look for love, and I trust myself with you, and confide in you
rather than in my husband.” This would be a very wicked violation of the
chastity.of the wife’s heart: her dependence as a married woman with a
worthy husband, must be solely fixed on him to whom she is bound in
wedlock. Transfer the figure, for it is even so with us and [he Lord Jesus.
It is a tender topic; let it tenderly touch your heart and mine. What right
have I, when I am in trouble, to seek’ an arm of flesh to lean upon, or to
pour my grief into an earthborn ear in preference to casting my care on
God, and telling Jesus all my sorrows? If a human friend hath the best
intentions, yet he is not like my Lord, he never died for me, he never shed
his blood for me, and if he loves me he cannot love me as the husband of
my soul can love! My Lord’s love is ancient as eternity, deeper than the
sea, firmer than the hills, changeless as his own Deity; how can I seek
another friend in preference to him? What a slight I put upon the affection
of my Savior! What a slur upon his condescending sympathy towards me!
How I impugn his generosity and mistrust his power if, in my hour of need,
I cry out, “Alas! I have no friend.” No friend while Jesus lives! Dare I say I
have no helper? No helper while the Mighty One upon whom God has laid
help still exists with arm unparalysed and heart unchanged? Can I murmur
and lament that there is no escape for me from my tribulations? No escape
while my Almighty Savior lives, and feels my every grief? Do you see my
point? Put it in that shape, and the question, “Why gaddest thou about so
much to look after creatures as gounds of dependence?” becomes a very
deep and searching one. Why, O believer, dost thou look after things which
are seen, and heard, and handled, and recegnised by the senses, instead of
trusting in thine unseen but not unknown Redeemer? Oh! why, why, thou
spouse of the Lord Jesus, why gaddest thou about so much? Have we not
even fallen into this evil with regard to our own salvation? After a time of
enjoyment it sometimes happens that our graces decline, and we lose our
spiritual enjoyment, and as we are very’ apt to depend upon our own
experience, our faith also droops. Is not this unfaithfulness to the finished
work and perfect merit of our great Substitute? We knew at the first, when
we were under conviction of sin, that we could not rest on anything within
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ourselves, and yet that truth is always slipping away from our memories,
and we try to build upon past experiences, or to rely upon present
enjoyments, or some form or other of personal attainment. Do we really
wish to exchange the sure rock of our salvation for the unstable sand of
our own feelings? Can it be that having once walked by faith we now
choose to walk by sight? Are graces, and frames, and enjoyments, to be
preferred to the tried foundation of the Redeemer’s atonement? Be it
remembered that even thework of the Holy Spirit, if it be depended upon
as a ground of acceptance with God, becomes as much an antichrist as
though it were not the work of the Holy Spirit at all. Dare we so
blaspheme the Holy Ghost as to make his work in us a rival to the Savior’s
work for us? Shame on us that we should thus doubly sin! The best things
are mischievous when put in the wrong place. Good works have “necessary
uses,” but they must not be joined to the work of Christ as the groundwork
of our hope. Even precious gold may be made into an idol-calf, and that
which the Lord himself bestows may be made to he a polluted thing, like
that brazen serpent which once availed to heal, but when it was idolised
came to be styled by no better name than “a piece of brass,” and was
broken and put away. Do not continually harp upon what thou art, and
what thou art not; thy salvation does not rest in these things, but in thy
Lord. Go thou and stand at the foot of the cross, still an.empty-handed
sinner to be filled with the riches of Christ; a sinner black as the tents of
Kedar in thyself, and comely only through thy Lord.


Again, the wife’s position is not only one of sole dependence upon her
husband’s care, but it should be, and is, a position Of sole delight in, her
husband’s love. To be suspected of desiring aught of man’s affection beyond
that, would be the most serious imputation that could be east upon a wife’s
character. We are again upon very tender ground, and I beseech each of
you who are now thinking of your Lord, consider yourselves to be on very
tender ground too, for you know what our God has said”The Lord thy God
is a jealous God.” That is a very wonderful and suggestive expression —
”a jealous God.” See that it be engraven on your hearts. Jesus will not
endure it that those of us who love him should divide our hearts between
him and something else. The love which is strong as death is linked with a
jealousy cruel as the grave, “the coals thereof are coals of fire, which hath a
most vehement flame.” The royal word to the spouse is, “Forget also thine
own kindred, and thy father’s house; so shall the King greatly desire thy
beauty: for he is thy Lord; and worship thou him.” Of course, beloved, the
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Master never condemns that proper natural affection which we are bound
to give, and which it is a part of our sanctification to give inits due and
proper proportion to those who are related to us. Besides, we are bound to
love all the saints, and all mankind in their proper place and measure. But
there is a love which is for the Master alone. Inside the heart there must be
a sanctum sanctorum, within the veil, where he himself alone must shine like
the Shechinah, and reign on the mercy-seat. There must be a glorious high
throne within our spirits, where the true Solomon alone must sit; the lions
of watchful zeal must guard each step of it. There must he, the King in his
beauty, sit enthroned, sole monarch of the heart’s affections. But, alas!
alas! how often have we gone far to provoke his anger! We have set up the
altars of strange gods hard by the holy place. Sometimes a favorit child has
been idolised; another time, perhaps our own persons have been admired
and pampered. We have been unwilling to suffer though we knew it to be
the Lord’s will: we were determined to make provision for the flesh. We
have not been willing to hazard our substance for Christ, thus making our
worldly comfort our chief delight, instead of feeling that wealth to be well
lost which is lost as the result of Jehovah’s will. Oh, how soon we make
idols! Idol-making was not only the trade of Ephesus, but it is a trade all
the world over. Making shrines for Diana, nay, shrines for self, we are all
master craftsmen at this in some form or another. Images of jealousy,
which become abominations of desolation, we have set up. We may even
exalt some good pursuit into an idol, even work for the Master may
sometimes take his place; as was the case with Martha, we are cumbered
with much serving, and often think more about the serving than of him who
is to be served; the secret being that we are too mindful of how we may
look in the serving, and not enough considerate of him, and of how he may
be honored by our service. It is so very easy for our busy spirits to gad
about, and so very difficult to sit at the Masterfeet. Now, Christian, if thou
hast been looking after this and after that secondary matter, if thy mind has
been set too much upon worldly business, or upon any form of earthly
love, the Master says to thee, “My spouse, my beloved, why gaddest thou
about, so much?” Let us confess our fault, and return unto our rest. Let
each one sing plaintively in the chamber of his heart some such song as
this—
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“Why should my foolish passions rove?
Where can such sweetness be
As I have tasted in thy love,


As I have found in thee?


Wretch that I am, to wander thus
In chase of false delight;


Let me be fasten’d to thy cross,
Rather than lose thy sight.”


But a third position, which I think will be recognised by every wife as being
correct, is not simply dependence upon her husband’s care and delight in
her husband’s love, but also diligence in her husband’s house. The good
housewife, as Solomon tells us, “looketh well to the ways of her
household, and eateth not the bread of idleness.” She is not a servant, her
position is very different from that, but for that very reason she uses the
more diligence. A servant’s work may sometimes be finished, but a wife’s
never. “She riseth also while it is yet night, and giveth meat to her
household, and a portion to her maidens.” She rejoices willingly to labor as
no servant could be expected to do. “She seeketh wool, and flax, and
worketh willingly with her hands.” “She girdeth her loins with strength,
and strentheneth her arms. She per-ceiveth that her merchandise is good:
her candle goeth not out by night. She layeth her hands to the spindle, and
her hands hold the distaff.” All through the live-long night she watches her
sick child, and then through the weary day as well the child is still tended,
and the household cares are still heavy upon her. She relaxes never. She
counts that her house is her kingdom, and she cares for it with incessant
care. The making of her husband happy, and the training up of her children
in the fear of God, that is her business. The good housewife is like Sarah,
of whom it is written, that when the angel asked Abraham, “Where is Sarah
thy wife?” he answered, “Behold, she is in the tent.” It would have been
well for some of her descendents had they been “in the tent,” too, for
Dinah’s going forth to see the daughters of the land cost her dear. Now,
this is the position, the exact position of the chaste lover of Jesus, he
dwells at home with Jesus, among his own people. The Christian’s place
with regard to Christ is to be diligently engaged in Christ’s house. Some of
us can say, I trust, that we do naturally care for the souls of men. We were
born, by God’s grace, to care for them, and could not be happy, any more
than some nurses can be happy without the care of children, unless we have
converts to look after, and weaklings to cherish. It is well for the church
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when there are many of her members, beside her pastors and deacons, who
care for the souls of those who are born in the church. The church is
Christ’s family mansion. It should be the home of new-born souls, where
they are fed with food convenient for them, nourished, comforted, and
educated for the better land. You have all something to do; you who are
married to Christ have all a part assigned you in the household of God. He
has given you each a happy task. It may be that you have to suffer in secret
for him, or you have to talk to two or three, or perhaps in a little village
station, or at the corner of a street you have to preach, or possibly it is the
distribution of a handful of tracts, or it is looking after the souls of a few
women in your district, or teaching a class of children. Whatever it is, if we
have been growing at all negligent, if we have not thrown our full strength
into his work, and have been expending our vigor somewhere else, may not
the question come very pertinently home to us, “Why gaddest thou about
so much?” Why that party of pleasure, that political meeting, that late
rising, that waste of time? Hast thou nothing better to do? Thou hast
enough to do for thy husband and his church, if thou doest it well. Thou
hast not a minute to spare, the King’s business requireth haste. Our charge
is too weighty and too dear to our hearts to admit of sloth. The Lord has
given us as much to do as we shall have strength and time to accomplish by
his grace, and we have no energies to spare, no talents to wrap up in
napkins, no hours to idle in the market-place. One thing we do: that one
thing should absorb all our powers. To neglect our holy life-work is to
wrong our heavenly Bridegroom. Put this matter in a clear light, my
brethren, and do not shut your eyes to it. Have you any right to mind
earthly things? Can you serve two masters? What, think you, would any
kind husband here think, if when he came home the children had been
neglected all day, if there was no meal for him after his day’s work, and no
care taken of his house whatever? Might he not well give a gentle rebuke,
or turn away with a tear in his eye? And if it were long continued, might he
not almost be justified if he should say “My house yields me no comfort!
This woman acts not as a wife to me !” And yet, bethink thee, soul, is not
this what thou hast done with thy Lord? When he has come into his house
has he not found it in sad disorder, the morning prayer neglected, the
evening supplication but poorly offered, those little children but badly
taught, and many other works of love forgotten. It is thy business as well
as his, for thou art one with him, and yet thou hast failed in it. Might he not
justly say to thee, “I have little comfort in thy fellowship! I will get me
gone until thou treatest me better, and when thou longest for me, and art
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willing to treat me as I should be treated, then I will return to thee, but
thou shalt see my face no more till thou hast a truer heart towards me”?
Thus in personal sadness have I put this question; the Lord give us tender
hearts while answering it.


Painful as the enquiry is, let us turn to the question again. A reason is
requested, what shall we give? “Why gaddest thou about so much?” I am
at a loss to give any answer. I can suppose that without beating about the
bush, an honest heart convinced, of its ingratitude to Christ would say,
“My Lord, all I can say for myself is to make a confession of the wrong,
and if I might make any excuse, which after all is no excuse, it is this, I find
myself so fickle at heart, so frail, so changeable; I am like Reuben, unstable
as water, and therefore I do not excel.” But I can well conceive that the
Master, without being severe, would not allow even of such an extenuation
as that, because there are many of us who could not fairly urge it. We are
not fickle in other things. We are not unstable in minor matters. Where we
love we love most firmly, and a resolve once taken by us is determinedly
carried out. We know what it is, some of us, to put our foot down, and
declare that having taking a right step we will not retrace it; and then no
mortal power can move us. Now, if we possess this resolute character in
other things, it can never be allowable for us to use the excuse of
instability. Resolved elsewhere, how canst thou be fickle here? Firm
everywhere else, and vet frail here! O soul, what art thou at? This is
gratuitous sin, wanton fickleness. Surely thou hast wrought folly in Israel if
thou givest the world thy best, and Christ thy worst! The world thy
decision, and Christ thy wavering! This is but to make thy sin the worse.
The excuse becomes an aggravation. It is not true that thou art thus
unavoidably fickle. Thou art not a feather blown with every’ wind, but a
man of purpose and will. O why then so soon removed from thy best
Beloved One?


I will ask thee a few questions, not so much by way of answering the
enquiry, as to show how difficult it is to answer it. “Why gaddest thou
about so much?” Has thy Lord given thee any offense? Has he been unkind
to thee? Has the Lord Jesus spoken to thee like a tyrant, and played the
despot over thee? Must thou not confess that in all his dealings with thee in
the past, love, unmingled lore has, been his rule? lie has borne patiently
with thine ill-manners; when thou hast been foolish he has given thee
wisdom, and he has not upbraided thee, though he might have availed
himself of the opportunity of that gift, as men so often do, to give a word
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of upbraiding at the same time. He has not turned against thee or been
thine enemy, why then be so cold to him? Is this [he way to deal with one
so tender and so good? Let me ask thee, has thy Saylout changed? Wilt
thou dare to think he is untrue to thee? Is he not “the same yesterday, to-
day, and for ever”? That cannot, then, be an apology for thine
unfaithfulness. ‘Has he been unmindful of his promise? He has told thee to
call upon him in the day of trouble, and he will deliver thee; has he failed to
do so? It is written, “No good thing will he withhold from them that walk
uprightly.” Has he withheld a really good thing from thee when thou hast
walked uprightly? If, indeed, he had played thee false, thine excuse for
deserting him might claim a hearing, but thou darest not say this. Thou
knowest that he is faithful and true.


“Why gaddest thou about so much?” Hast thou found any happiness in
gadding about? I confess, sorrowfully, to wandering often and wandering
much, bat I am ready enough to acknowledge that I get no peace, no
comfort by my wanderings, but like a forlorn spirit I traverse dry places,
seeking rest and finding none. If for a day, or a part of a day, my thoughts
are not upon my Lord, the hour is dreary, and my time hangs heavily; and if
my thought is spent upon other topics even connected with my work in the
church of God, if I do not soon come back to him, if I have no dealings
with him in prayer and praise, I find the wheels of my chariot taken off, and
I drag along right heavily.


“The day is dark, the night is long,
Unblest with thoughts of thee,


And dull to me the sweetest song,
Unless its theme thou be.”


The soul that has once learned to swim in the river of Christ will, when his
presence is withdrawn, be like a fish laid by the fisherman on the sandy
shore, it begins to palpitate in dire distress, and ere long it will die, if not
again restored to its vital element. You cannot get the flavour of the bread
of heaven in your mouth, and afterwards contentedly feed on ashes. He
who has never tasted anything but the brown, gritty cakes of this world,
may be very well satisfied with them; but he who has once tasted the pure
white bread of heaven can never be content with the old diet. It spoils a
man for satisfaction with this world to have had heart-ravishing dealings
with the world to come. I mean not that it spoils him for practical activity
in it, for the heavenly life is the truest life even for earth, but it spoils him
for the sinful pleasures of this world; it prevents his feeding his soul upon
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anything save the Lord Jesus Christ’s sweet love. Jesus is the chief
ingredient of all his joy, and he finds that no other enjoyment beneath the
sky is worth a moment’s comparison with the King’s wines on the fees,
well refined. “Why then gaddest thou about so much?” For what, oh! for
what reason dost thou wander? When a child runs away from its home,
because it has a brutal parent, it is excused; but when the child leaves a
tender mother and an affectionate father, what shall we say? If the sheep
quits a barren field to seek after needed pasturage, who shall blame it? But
if it leaves the green pastures, and forsakes the still waters to roam over the
and sand, or to go bleating in the forest among the wolves, in the midst of
danger, how foolish a creature it proves itself! Such has been our folly. We
have left gold for dross! We have forsaken a throne for a dunghill! We
have quitted scarlet and fine linen for rags and beggary! We have left a
palace for a hovel! We have turned from sunlight into darkness! We have
forsaken the shining of the Sun of Righteousness, the sweet summer
weather of communion, the singing of the birds of promise, and the turtle
voice of the divine Spirit, and the blossoming of the roses and the fair lilies
of divine love, to shiver in frozen regions among the ice caves and snow of
absence from the Lord’s presence. God forgive us, for we have no excuse
for this folly.


“Why gaddest thou about so much?” Hast thou not always had to pay for
thy gaddings, aforetime? O pilgrim, it is hard getting back again to the right
road. Every believer knows how wise John Bunyan was when he depicted
Christian as bemoaning himself bitterly when he had to go back to the
harbour where he had slept and lost his roll. He had to do a triple journey;
first to go on, and then to go back, and then to go on again. The back step
is weary marching. Remember, also, Bypath Meadow, and Doubting
Castle, and Giant Despair. ‘Twas an ill day when the pilgrims left the
narrow way. No gain, but untold loss comes of forsaking the way of
holiness and fellowship. What is there in such a prospect to attract you
from the happy way of communion with Christ. Perhaps the last time you
wandered you fell into sin, or you.met with a grief which overwhelmed
you: ought not these mishaps to teach you? Being burned will you not
dread the fire? Having afore time been assaulted when in forbidden paths,
will you not now keep to the king’s highway, wherein no lion or any other
ravenous beast shall be found?


“Why gaddest thou about so much?” Dost thou not even now feel the
drawings of his love attracting thee to himself? This heavenly impulse
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should make the question altogether unanswerable. You feel sometimes a
holy impulse to pray, and yet do not pray; you feel, even now, as if you
wished to behold the face of your Beloved, and yet you will go forth into
the world without him; is this as it should be? The Holy Spirit is saying in
your soul, “Arise from the bed of thy sloth, and seek him whom thy soul
loveth.” If your sloth prevents your rising, how will you excuse yourself?
Even now I hear the Beloved knocking at your door. Will you not hasten
to admit him? Are you too idle. Dare you say to him, “I have put off my
coat, how can I put it on? I have washed my feet, how shall I defile them?”
If you keep him without in the cold and darkness while his head is wet with
dew, and his locks with the drops of the night, what cruelty is this? Is this
thy kindness to thy friend? Can you hear him say, “Open to me, my love,
my dove, my undefiled;” and can you be deaf to his appeals? O that he may
gently make for himself an entrance. May he put in his hand by the hole of
the door, and may your bowels be moved for him! May you rise up and
open to him, and then your hands will drop with myrrh, and your fingers
with sweet-smelling myrrh upon the handles of the lock. But remember if
you neglect him now, it will cost you much to find him when you do arise,
for he will make you traverse the streets after him, and the watchmen will
smite you, and take away your reft. Rise and admit him now.


“Behold! your Bridegroom’s at the door!
He gently knocks, has knoek’d before:


Has waited long; is waiting still:
You treat no other friend so ill.


Oh lovely attitude! he stands
With melting heart and laden hands;


Delay no more, lest he depart,
Admit him to your inmost heart.”


Yet again, even now, he calls you. Run after him, for he draws you.
Approach him, for he invites you. God grant it may he so!


I wish I had the power to handle a topic like this as Rutherford, or Herbert,
or Hawker would have done, so as to touch all your hearts, if you are at
this hour without enjoyment of fellowship with Jesus. But, indeed, I am so
much one of yourselves, so much one who has to seek the Master’s face
myself, that I can scarcely press the question upon you, but must rather
press it upon myself. “Why gaddest thou about so much to change thy
way?” Blessed shall be the time when our wanderings shall cease, when we
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shall see him face to face, and rest in his bosom! Till then, if we are to
know anything of heaven here below, it must be by living close to Jesus,
abiding at the foot of the cross, depending on his atonement, looking for
his coming — that glorious hope, preparing to meet him with ]amps well
trimmed, watching for the midnight cry, “Behold, the Bridegroom
cometh;” standing ever in his presence; looking up to him as we see him
pleading before the throne, and bet]eying that he is ever with us, even unto
the end of the world. O may we be in future so fixed in heart that the
question need not again be asked of us, “Why, gaddest thou about so
much?”


And now I have to use the text for a few minutes, in addressing those who
are not converted.


I trust that some of you who are not yet saved, nevertheless have a deuce
of desire towards Christ. It is well when, like the climbing plant, the heart
throws out tendrils, trying to grasp something by the help of which it may
mount higher. I hope that desire of yours after better things, and after
Jesus, is something more than nature could have imparted. Grace is the
source of gracious desires. But that is not the point. Your desires may be
right, and yet your methods of action mistaken. You have been trying after
peace, but you have been gadding about to find it. The context says that
the Israelites would soon be as weary of Egypt as they had been of Assyria.
Read the whole passage, “Why gaddest thou about so much to change thy
way? thou also shalt be ashamed of Egypt, as thou wast ashamed of
Assyria. Yea, thou shalt go forth from him, and thine hands upon thine
head: for the Lord hath rejected thy confidences, and thou shalt not
prosper in them.” Jeremiah 2:36, 37. Their gadding about would end in
their being confounded at last as they were at first. Once they trusted in
Assyria, and the Assyrians carried them away captive; that was the end of
their former false confidence. Then they trusted in Egypt, and met with
equal disappointment. When a man is at first alarmed about his soul, he
wilt do anything rather than come to Christ. Christ is a harbour that no ship
ever enters except under stress of weather. Mariners on the sea of life steer
for any port except the fair haven of free grace. When a man first finds
comfort in his own good works, he thinks he has done well. “Why,” says
he, “this must be the way of salvation; I am not a drunkard now, I have
taken the pledge; I am not a Sabbath-breaker now, I have taken a seat at a
place of worship. Go in, and look at my house, sir; you will see it as
different as possible from what it was before; there is a moral change in me
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of a most wonderful kind, and surely this will suffice. Now, if God be
dealing with that man in a way of grace, he will soon be ashamed of his
false confidence. He will be thankful, of course, that he has been led to
morality, but he will find that bed too short to stretch himself on it. He wilt
discover that the past still lives; that his old sins are buried only in
imagination— the ghosts of them will haunt him, they will alarm his
conscience. He will be compelled to feel that sin is a scarlet stain, not to be
so readily washed out as he fondly dreamed. His self-righteous refuge will
prove to be a bowing wall and a tottering fence. Driven to extremities by
the fall of his tower of Babel, the top of which was to reach to heaven, he
grows weary of his former hopes. He finds that all the outward religion he
can muster will not suffice, that even the purest morality is not enough; for
over and above the thunderings of conscience there comes clear and shrill
as the voice of a trumpet, “Ye must be born again;” “Except a man be born
again, he cannot see the kin,edom of God;” “Except ye be converted, and
become as little children, ye can in nowise enter into the kingdom of
heaven.” Well, then, what does he do? He resolves to find another shelter,
to exchange Assyria for Egypt. That is to say, as work will not do, he ‘will
try feeling; and the poor soul will labor to pump up repent-anco out of a
rocky heart, and, failing to do so, will mistake despair for contrition. He
will try as much as possible to feel legal convictions. He will sit down and
read the books of Job and Jeremiah, till he half hopes that by becoming a
companion of dragons, and an associate of owls, he may find rest. He seeks
the living among the dead, comfort from the law, healing from a sword. He
conceives that if he can feel up to a certain point, he can be saved; if he can
repent to a certain degree, if he can be alarmed with fears of hell up to
fever heat, then he may be saved. But ere long, if God is dealing with him,
he gets to be as much ashamed of his feelings as of his works. He is
thankful for them as far as they are good, but he feels that he could not
depend upon them, and he recollects that if feeling were the way of
salvation he deserves to feel hell itself, and that to feel anything short of
eternal wrath would not meet the law’s demands. The question may fitly be
put to one who thus goes the round of works, and feelings, and perhaps of
ceremonies, and mortifications, “Why gaddest thou about so much?” It will
all end in nothing. You may gad about as long as you will, but you will
never gain peace, except by simple faith in Jesus. All the while you are
roaming so far the gospel is nigh you, where you now are, in your present
state, available to you in your present condition now, for “now is the
accepted time; now is the day of salvation.” O sinner, thou art thinking to
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bring something to the Most High God, and yet be bids thee come without
money and without price. Thy Father saith to thee, “Come now, and let us
reason together: though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be white as
snow; though they, be red like crimson, they shall be as wool.” He declares
to you the way of salvation, “Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou
shalt be saved.” He calls’ to you in his gracious word, and says,
“Whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely.” He bids you trust in
his Son, who is the appointed Savior, for he hath laid help upon one that is
mighty. He thus addresses you, “Incline your ear unto me, and come unto
me: hear and your soul shall live; and I will make an everlasting covenant
with you, even the sure mercies of David.” You want pardon, and he cries
from the cross, “Look unto me and be ye saved, all ye ends of the earth.”
You want justification, the Father points you to his Son, and says, “By his
knowledge shall my righteous servant justify many, for he shall bear their
iniquities.” You want salvation, he directs you to him who is exalted on
high to give repentance and remission of sins. The God of heaven bids you
look to his dear 8on, and trust him. Though I preach this gospel every day
of the week, scarcely a day passes without my telling the old, old story, yet
it is ever new. If you who hear me so often grow weary of it, it is the fault
of my style of putting it, for to myself it seems fresher every day! To think
that the tender Father should say to the prodigal son, “I ask nothinog of
thee; I am willing to receive thee, sinful, guilty, vile as thou art; though
thou hast injured me, and spent my substance with harlots; though thou
hast fed swine; though thou art fit to be nothing but a swine-feeder all thy
days; yet come thou as thou art to my loving bosom; I will rejoice over
thee, and kiss thee, and say, ‘ Bring forth the best robe and put it on him,
put a ring on his hands, and shoes on his feet! ‘“ Sinner, God grant thee
grace to end all thy roamings in thy Father’s bosom. “Why gaddest thou
about so much?” Renounce all,other hopes and fly away to the wounds of
Jesus. “Why gaddest thou about so much to change thy way?” Listen and
obey these closing lines: —
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“Weary souls who wander wide
From the central point of bliss,


Turn to Jesus crucified,
Fly to those dear wounds of his:


Sink into the purple flood,
Rise into the life of God.


Find in Christ the way of peace,
Peace, unspeakable, unknown;
By his pain he gives you ease,


Life by his expiring groan:
Rise, exalted by his fall;


Find in Christ your all in all.”


A LETTER ABOUT HIS OTHER LETTER BY
JOHNPLOUGHMAN.


MR. EDITOR, My letter on the war has brought me into the wars. I
expected to be scratched when I went among the brambles, so I am not
disappointed. All sorts of letters have come to hand about it, and if I’m not
enlightened it is not for want of candles. One Irish gentleman tells me the
French Emperor is coming to blow down our Protestant places of worship,
settle Old England off altogether, and turn no end of Irish bulls loose into
our crockery shops. As for me, if I am not very quiet, some of his friends
have their eye on me, and will find a bullet for my head. I suppose I ought
to choose a spot for a grave, and order a coffin at once; but I have done
nothing of the sort. Threatened folks live long, and though the shooting
season is near, I am not a partridge, though this fiery gentleman tries to
make game of me. I’m sorry that the Emerald Isle is plagued with
scribblers so very emerald as to think that Ireland’s cause can be helped on
by bullying letters. What offense I can have given I am sure I don’t know;
and what connection there call be between Ireland and my letter I cannot
make out. I cannot see through it, as Simon said when he stared at a
grindstone. I suppose a Fenian never feels right except when he feels his
wrongs, and is never at peace except when he is at war. Perhaps the
Fenians think themselves Frenchmen born out of their native country. Sure
I am the cause of the Fenians and the welfare of Ireland are two things
quite as different as the appetite of a cat andthe life of a mouse.
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A very friendly writer, who signs himself “Another John,” thinks that I
treated the King of Prussia badly, because I did not praise him. Will this
German friend be so good as to read the letter again, and he will see that
John Ploughman was very careful to say, “Perhaps you are not both alike,
and only one of you is to blame for beginning this dreadful right.”
Somebody asked John the other day, “On which side are your
sympathies?” and John replied, “My sympathies are on the side of the
wounded, and the widows and orphans.” “But,” said the other, “which side
do you take — the German or the French?” and John answered, “Her
Majesty has’ commanded her subjects to be neutral.” “Yes;” said Mr.
Inquisitive, “but which side do you take in your heart?” John answered,
“The right side,” and said no more. Every one with half-an-eve can see
which that side is, and it is to be hoped the right side will speedily win,
with as little bloodshed as possible. The rhinoceros at the Zoological
Gardens has broken his born off through trying to break down his cage and
get at harmless people, and there is another wild beast that would be quite
as well if his horn were off too.


A Quaker writes to scold me for thinking that my letter could have any
weight with two furious men, who have both tucked up their sleeves to
fight. Now this is too bad era Quaker, he ought to see that I am, as he
ought to be, on the side of peace. I hope the mad dog of war has not bitten
him as it has so many. The war-fever is very catching, but fighting-Quakers
are as out of character as cherubim burning brimstone. John never thought
that either of the sovereigns would read his letter, though more unlikely
things than that have happened; but all he meant was to throw his pailful of
water on any sparks which might blow over from the big fire across the
water, and begin to smoke among Old England’s thatch. When the hunt
comes round our way, my master’s old nag always pricks up his ears, and
wants to be off across country  — for he used to be a hunter in his young
days; so if I am driving him, [rein him pretty tight till the hounds are gone.
Our country is much in the same way, and all peace-men should do their
best to keep people from catching the scarlet fever. With all this soldiering
about, one is apt to get in a fighting humor, and forget that war is a great
crime — murder on a huge scale — and little less than hell let loose among
men. “Thou shalt not kill” is as much a divine commandment as “Thou shalt
not commit adultery.” No one supposes that adultery on a great scale would
be right; then why should killing be? War pays the papers well, no doubt,
but it is a wretched business, and may God soon send an end of it. Some
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men seem ready to cry, “Fight dog, fight bear;” but such fellows ought to
be put down between the two, to let them have a taste of it.


As for those who write to blow up John Ploughman for his coarse style, he
is very much obliged to them indeed, and will take as much notice of what
they say as the mastiff did of the gentleman in the yard at night, when he
told him to lie still, for his voice was not musical, and his teeth were ugly.
the old man lost his ass by trying to please everybody. Some improvements
in style are improvements for the worse, as the fox said when his tail was
cut off in a trap. You may pay much for your schooling and be all the
worse for your learning. On a gravestone in the country it is said,” I was
well; would be better; took physic, and died.” I mean to let that physic
alone; my smock frock suits me very well, and my homely talk suits a good
many thousands; and as for grumblers, I would say to them as the editor
did to his readers—


“We donor belong to our patrons,
Our paper is wholly our own;


Whoever may lika it may take it,
Who don’t can just let it alone.”


The Ploughman is not above taking advice, only some advice is such poor
stuff that if you gave a groat for it, it would be fcurpence too dear. You
cannot cut down a wood with a penknife, or dig a ditch with a toothpick.
Pretty little speeches have very little effect except on little people. Soft
speaking for soft heads,, and good, plain speech for the hard-handed
many..Mincing words and pretty sentences are for those who wear kid
gloves and eve-glasses; a ploughman had better be called manly than lady-
like. At the same time, I hope to live and improve, and wishing the same to
all my friends.


 I am, yours truly,
JOHN PLOUGHMAN,


P.S. — It is not everybody that knows everything. Mighty fine as the critical
gentlemen are, some of ore’ country people can tease them. Some of your
London folk can’t even read our country spelling, though it’s plain enough
to those who wrote it. I saw a man who thinks a good deal of himself much
puzzled with this notice, taken from a chandler’s shop-window—


Hear Lifs won woo Cuers a Goes,
Gud. Bare. Bako sole Hare.”
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BELIEVER NOT AN ORPHAN


AN ADDRESS FOR THE LORD’S TABLE. BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“I will not leave you comfortless: I will come to you.” — John
14:18.


YOU will notice that the margin reads, “I will not leave you orphans: I will
come unto you.” In the absence of our Lord Jesus Christ the disciples were
like children deprived of their parents. During the three years in which he
had been with them he had solved all their difficulties, borne all their
burdens, and supplied all their needs. Whenever a case was too hard or
heavy for them, they took it to him. When their enemies well nigh
overcame them, Jesus came to the rescue and turned the tide of battle.
They were all happy and safe enough whilst the Master was with them; he
walked in their midst like a father amid a large family of children, making
all the household glad. But now he was about to be taken from them by an
ignominious death, and they might well feel that they would be like little
children deprived of their natural and beloved protector. Our Savior knew
the fear that was in their hearts, and before they could express it, he
removed it by saying,” I will not leave you orphans: I will come to you;
world, but though you shall not be left alone in this wild and desert be
absent in the flesh, yet I will be present with you in a more efficacious
manner; I will come to you spiritually, and you shall derive from my
spiritual presence even more good than you could have had from my bodily
presence, had I still continued in your midst.”


Observe, that here is an evil averted. “I will not leave you orphans;” and in
the second place, here is a consolation provided, “I will come to you.”


I. First, here is AN EVIL AVERTED.


Without their Lord, believers would, apart from the Holy Spirit, be like
other orphans, unhappy and desolate. Give them what you might their loss
could not’ have been recompensed. No number of lamps can make up for
the sun’s absence, blaze as they may it is still night. No circle of friends can
supply to a bereaved woman the loss of her husband, without him she is
still a widow. Even thus without Jesus it is inevitable that the saints should
be as orphans, but Jesus has promised in the text that we shall not be so;
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the one only filing that can remove the danger he declares shall be ours, “I
will come unto you.”


Now remember, that an orphan is one whose parent is dead. This in itself is a
great sorrow, if there were no other. The dear father so well-beloved was
suddenly smitten down with sickness; they watched him with anxiety; they
nursed him with sedulous care; but he expired. The loving eye is closed in
darkness for them. That active hand will no longer toil for the family. That
heart and brain will no longer feel and think for them. Beneath the green
grass the father sleeps, and every time the child surveys that hallowed
hillock his heart swells with grief. Beloved, we are not orphans in that
sense, for our Lord Jesus is not dead. It is true he died, for one of the
soldiers with a spear pierced his side, and forthwith came thereout blood
and water, a sure evidence that the pericardium had been pierced, and that
the four. rain of life had been broken up. He died, ‘tis certain, but he is not
dead now. Go not to the grave to seek him. Angel voices say, “He is not
here, for he is risen.” He could not be holden by the bands of death. We do
not worship a dead Christ, nor do we even think of him new as a corpse.
That picture on the wall which the Romanists paint and worship represents
Christ as dead; but oh! it is so good to think of Christ as living, remaining
in an existence real and true, none the less living because he died, but all
the more truly full of life because he has passed through the portals of the
grave and is now reigning for ever. See then, dear friends, the bitter root of
the orphan’s sorrow is gone from us, for our Jesus is not dead now. No
mausoleum enshrines his ashes, no pyramid entombs his body, no
monument records the place of his sepulcher.


“He lives, the great Redeemer lives,
What joy the blest assurance gives!”


We are not orphans, for “the Lord is risen indeed.”


The orphan has a sharp sorrow springing out of the death of his parent,
namely, thai he is left alone. He cannot now make appeals to the wisdom of
the parent who could direct him. He cannot run, as once he did, when he
was weary, to climb the paternal knee. He cannot lean his aching head
upon the parental bosom. “Father,” he may say, but no voice gives an
answer: “Mother,” he may cry, but that fond name which would awaken
the mother if she slept, cannot arouse her from the bed of death. The child
is alone, alone as to those two hearts which were its best companions. The
parent and lover are gone. The little ones know what it is to be deserted
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and forsaken. But we are not so; we are not orphans. It is true Jesus is not
here in body, but his spiritual presence is quite as blessed as his bodily
presence would have been. Nay, it is better, for supposing Jesus Christ to
be here in person, you could not all come and touch the hem of his garment
— not’ all at once, at any rate. There might be thousands waiting all the
world over to speak with him, but how could they all reach him, if he were
merely here in body? You might all be wanting to tell him something, but in
the body he could only receive some one or two of you at a time. But in
spirit there is no need for you to stir from the pew, no need to say a word;
Jesus hears your thoughts talk, and attends to all your needs at the same
moment. No need to press to get at him because the throng is great, for he
is as near to me as he is to you, and as near to you as to saints in America
or the islands of the Southern Sea. he is everywhere present, and all his
beloved may talk with him. You can tell him at this moment the sorrows
which you dare not open up to any one else. You will feel that in declaring
them to him you have not breathed them to the air, but that a real person
has beard you, one as real as though you could grip his hand, and could see
the loving flash of his eye, and mark the sympathetic change of his
countenance. Is it not so with you, ye children of a living Savior? You
know it is. You have a Friend that sticketh closer than a brother. You have
a near and dear one, who in the dead of the night is in the chamber, and in
the heat and burden of the day is in the field of labor. You are not orphans,
“the Wonderful, the Counsellor, the Everlasting Father is with you;” your
Lord is here, and as one whom his mother comforteth Jesus comforts you.


The orphan, too, has lost the kind hand which took care always that food and
raiment should be prorided, that the table should be well stored, and that the house
should be kept in comfort. Poor feeble our, who will provide for his wants?
His father is dead, his mother is gone; who will take care of the little
wanderer now? But it is not so with us. Jesus has not left us orphans, his
care for his people is no less now than it was when he sat at the table with
Mary, and Martha, and Lazarus, whom Jesus loved. Instead of the
provisions being less, they are even greater, for since the Holy Spirit has
been given to us, we have richer fare and are more indulged with spiritual
comforts than believers were before the bodily presence of the Master had
departed. Do your souls hunger to-night? Jesus gives you the bread of
heaven. Do you thirst to-night? The waters from the rock cease not to
flow.


“Come, make your wants, your burdens known.”
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You have but to make known your needs to have them all supplied, Christ
waits to be gracious in the midst of this assembly. He is here with his
golden hand, opening that hand to supply the wants of every living soul.
“Oh!” saith one, “I am poor and needy.” Go on with the quotation. “Yet
the Lord thinketh upon me.” “Ah!” saith another, “I have besought the
Lord thrice to take away a thorn in the flesh from me.” Remember what he
said to Paul, “My grace is sufficient for thee.” You are not left without the
strength you want. The Lord is you shepberd still. He will provide for you
till he leads you through death’s dark valley and brings you to the shining
pastures upon the hill-tops of glory. You are not destitute, you need not
beg an asylum from an ungodly world by bowing to its demands, or
trusting its vain promises, for Jesus will never leave you nor forsake you.


The orphan, too, is left without the instruction which is most suitable for a child.
We may say what we will, but there is none so fit to form a child’s
character as the parent. It is a very sad loss for a child to have lost either
father or mother in its early days; for the most skillful preceptor, though he
may do much, by the blessing of God very much, is but a stop-gap and but
half makes up for the original ordinance of providence, that the parent’s
love should fashion the child’s mind. But, dear friends, we are not orphans,
we who believe in Jesus are not left without an education. Jesus is not here
himself it is true. i dare say some of you wish you could come on Lord’s-
days and listen to him! Would it not be sweet to look up to this pulpit and
see the Crucified One, and to hear him preach? Ah! so you think, but the
apostle says, “Though we have known Christ after the flesh, yet now after
the flesh know we even him no more.” It is most for your profit that you
should receive the Spirit of truth, not through the golden vessel of Christ in
his actual presence here, but through the poor earthen vessels of a humble
servant of God like ourselves. At any rate, whether we spe,k, or an angel
from heaven, the speaker matters not; it is the Spirit of God alone that is
the power of the word, and makes that word to become vital and
quickening to you. Now you have the Spirit of of God. The Holy Spirit is
so given, that there is not. a truth which you m,y not understand. You may
be led into the deepest mysteries by his teaching. You may be made to
know and to comprehend those knotty points in the word of God which
have hithcrto puzzled you. You have but humbly to look up to Jesus, and
his Spirit, will still teach you. I tell you, you who are poor and ignorant,
and perhaps can scarcely read a word in the Bible, for all that, you may be
better instructed in the things of God than doctors of divinity, if you go to
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the Holy Spirit and are taught of him. Those who go only to books and to
the letter, and are taught of men,,nay be fools in the sight of God; but
those.who go to Jesus, and sit at his feet, and ask to be taught of his Spirit,
shall be wise unto salvation. Blessed be God, there are not a few amongst
us of this sort. We are not left orphans; we have an instructor with us still.


There is one point in which the orphan is often sorrowfully reminded of his
orphanhood, namely, in lacking a defender. It is so natural in little children,
when some big boy molests them, to say, “I’ll tell my father!” How often
did we use to say so, and how often have we heard from the little ones
since — ” I’ll tell mother!” Soreclimes the not being able to do this is a
much severer loss than we can guess. Unkind and cruel men have snatched
away from orphans the little which a father’s love had left behind; and {n
the court of law there has been no defender to protect the orphan’s goods.
Had the father been there, the child would have had its rights —  scarce
would any have dared to infringe them; but in the absence of the father the
orphan is eaten up like bread, and the wicked of the earth devour his
estate. In this sense the saints are not orphans. The devil would rob us of
our heritage if he could, but there is an advocate with the Father who
pleads for us. Satan would snatch from us every promise, and tear from us
all the comforts of the covenant; but we are not orphans, and when he
brings a suit-in-law against us, and thinks that we are the only defendants
in the case, he is mistaken, for we have an advocate on high, Christ comes
in and pleads, as the Sinners’ friend, for us; and when he pleads at the bar
of justice, there is no fear but that his plea will be of effect, and our
inheritance shall be safe. He has not left us orphans.


Now I want, without saying many words, to get you who love the Master
to feel what a very precious thought this is — that you are not alone in this
world; that if you have no earthly friends, if you have none to whom you
can take your cares, if you are quite lonely so far as outward friends are
concerned, yet Jesus is with you, is really with you, practically with you —
able to help you, and ready to do so, and that you have a good and kind
protector at your hand at. this present moment, for Christ has said it: “I
will not leave you orphans.”


II. And now, for two or three words about THE REMEDY by which this
evil is averted — ” I will come unto you.”


What does this mean? Does it not mean from the connection, this — ”I will
come unto you by my Spirit “? Beloved, we must not confuse the persons
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of the Godhead. the Holy Spirit is not the Son of God; Jesus, the Son of
God, is not the Holy Spirit. They are two distinct persons of the one God.
But yet there is such a wonderful unity, and the blessed Spirit acts so
marvellously as the Vicar of Christ, that it is quite correct to say that when
the Spirit comes Jesus comes too, and “I will come unto you,” means — ”
I, by my Spirit; who shall take my place, and represent me — I will come
to be with you.” See then, Christian, you have the Holy Spirit in you and
with you to be the representative of Christ. Christ is with you now, not in
person, but by his representative — an efficient, almighty, divine,
everlasting representative, who stands for Christ, and is as Christ to you in
his presence in your souls. Because you thus have Christ by his Spirit, you
cannot be orphans, for the Spirit of God is always with you. It is a
delightful truth that the Spirit of God always dwells in believers — not
sometimes, but always. He is not always active in believers, and he may be
grieved until his sensible presence is altogether withdrawn, but his secret
presence is always there. At no single moment is the Spirit of God wholly
gone from a believer. The believer would die spiritually if this could
happen, but that cannot be, for Jesus has said, “Because I live ye shall live
also.” Even when the believer sins, the Holy Spirit does not utterly depart
from him, but is still in him to make him smart for the sin into which he has
fallen. The believer’s prayers prove that the Holy Spirit is still within him;
—  “ Take not thy Holy Spirit from me,” was the prayer of a saint who had
fallen very foully, but in whom the Spirit of God still kept his residence,
notwithstanding all the foulness of his sin.


But, beloved, in addition to this, Jesus Christ by his Holy Spirit wakes visits
to his people of a peculiar kind. The Holy Ghost becomes wonderfully active
and potent at certain times of refreshing. We are then especially and
joyfully sensible of his divine power. His influence streams through every
chamber of our nature,, and floods our dark soul with his glorious rays, as
the sun shining in its strength. Oh, how delightful this is! Sometimes we
have felt this at the Lord’s table. My soul pants to sit with you at that table,
because I do remember many a happy time when the emblems of bread and
wine have assisted my faith, and kindled the passions of my soul into a
heavenly flame. I am equally sure that at the prayer meeting, under the
preaching of the word, in private meditation, and in searching the
Scriptures, we can say that Jesus Christ has come to us. What! have you no
hill Mizar to remember? —
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“No Tabor-visits to recount,
When with him in the Holy Mount”?


Oh, yes! some of these blessed seasons have left their impress upon our
memories, so that amongst our dying thoughts wilt mingle the
remembrance of those blessed seasons when Jesus Christ manifested
himself unto us as he doth not unto the world. Oh, to be wrapped in that
crimson vest, closely pressed to his open side: Oh, to put our finger into
the print of nails, and thrust our hand into his side! We know what this means
by past experience—


“Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few,
Thy former mercies here renew.”


Permit us once again to feel the truth of the promise — ” I will not leave
you orphans; I will come unto you.” And now gathering up the few
thoughts I have uttered, let me remind you, dear friends, that every word
of the text is instructive. “I will not leave you orphans; I will come to you.”
Observe the “I” there twice over. “/will not leave you orphans; father and
mother may, but I will not; friends once beloved may turn stony-hearted,
but I will noti Judas may play the traitor, and Ahithophel may betray his
David, but £ will not leave you comfortless. You have had many
disappointments, great heart-breaking sorrows, but I have never caused
you any; if — the faithful and the true witness, the immutable, the
unchangeable Jesus, the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever, I will not
leave you comfortless; f will come unto you.” Catch at that word, “I,” and
let your souls say — ” Lord, I am not worthy that thou shouldst come
under my roof; if thou hadst said —  ‘I will send an angel to thee,’ it would
have been a great mercy, but what sayest thou — ’ I will come unto thee’?
If thou hadst bidden some of my brethren come and speak a word of
comfort to me I had been thankful, but thou hast put it thus in the first
person — I will come unto you.’ O my Lord, what shall I say, what shall I
do, but feel a hungering and a thirsting after thee, which nothing shall
satisfy till thou shalt fulfill thine own word’ I will not leave you
comfortless; will come unto you.’“


And then notice the person to whom it is addressed — ”I will not leave you
comfortless — you, Peter, who will deny me; you, Thomas, who will doubt
me; I will not leave you comfortless.” O you who are so little in Israel that
you sometimes think it is a pity that your name is in the church-book at all,
because you feel yourselves to be so worthless, so uuworthy — I will not
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leave you comfortless, not even you. “O Lord,” thou sayest, “if thou
wouldst look after the rest of thy sheep I would bless thee for thy
tenderness to them, but I — I deserve to be left; if I were forsaken of thee I
could not blame thee, for! have played the harlot against thy love, but yet
thou sayest, ‘ I will not leave you.’“ Heir of heaven, do not lose your part in
this promise. I pray you say, “Lord, come unto me, and though thou
refresh all my brethren, yet, Lord, refresh me with some of the droppings
of thy love; O Lord, fill the cup for me; my thirsty spirit pants for it.


“I thirst, I faint, I die to prove
The fullness of redeeming love,


The love of Christ to me.’”


Now, Lord, fulfill thy word to thine unworthy handmaid, as I stand like
Hannah in thy presence. Come unto me, thy servant, unworthy to lift so
much as his eyes towards heaven, and only daring to say, “God be merciful
to me a sinner.” Fulfil thy promise even to me, “I will not leave you
comfortless; I will come unto you.”


Take whichever of the words you will, and they each one sparkle and flash
after this sort. Observe, too, the richness and sufficiency of the text: “I will not
leave you comfortless; I will come unto you.” He does not promise, “I will
send you sanctifying grace, or sustaining mercy, or precious mercy,” but he
says, what is the only thing that will prevent your being orphans. “I will
Come unto you.” Ah! Lord, thy grace is sweet, but thou art better. The
vine is good, but the clusters are better. It is well enough to have a gift
from thy hand, but oh! to touch the hand itself. It is well enough to hear
the words of thy lips, but oh! to kiss those lips as the spouse did in the
song, this is better still. You know if there be an orphan child you cannot
prevent its continuing an orphan. You may feel great kindness towards it,
supply its wants, and do all you possibly can towards it, but it is an orphan
still. It must get its father and its mother back, or else it will still be an
orphan. So, our blessed Lord knowing this, does not say, “I will do this
and that for you,” but, “I will come to you.” Do you not see, dear friends,
here is not only all you can want, but all you think you can want, wrapped
up in one word, “I will come to you.” “It pleased the Father that in him
should all fullness dwell;” so that when Christ comes, in him “all fullness”
comes. “‘ In him dwelleth all the fullness of the Godhead bodily,” so that
when Jesus comes the very Godhead comes to the believer.
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“All my capacious powers can wish
In thee doth richly meet;”


and if thou shalt come to me, it is better than all the gifts of thy covenant.
If I get thee I get all, and more than all, at once. Observe, then, the
language and the sufficiency of the promise.


But I want you to notice, further, the continued freshness and force o! the
promise. Somebody here owes another person fifty pounds, and he gives
him a note of hand, “I promise to pay you fifty pounds.” Very well; the
man calls with that note of hand to-morrow, and gets fifty pounds. And
what is the good of the note of hand now? Why, it is of no further value, it
is discharged. How would you like to have a note of hand which would
always stand good? That would be a right royal present. “i promise to pay
evermore, and this bond, though paid a thousand times, shall still hold
good.” Who would not like to have a, cheque of that sort? Yet this is the
promise which Christ gives you, “I will not leave you orphans; I will come
to you.” The first time a sinner looks to Christ, Christ comes to him. And
what then? Why, the next minute it is still, “I will come to you.” But here is
one who has known Christ for fifty years, and he has had this promise
fulfilled a thousand times a year: is it not done with? Oh, no! there it
stands, just as fresh as when Jesus first spoke it, — -” I will come unto
you.” Then we will treat our Lord in his own fashion and take him e£ his
word. We will go to him as often as ever we can, for we shall never weary
him; and when he has kept his promise most, then is it that we will go to
him, and ask him to keep it more still; and after ten proofs of the truth of it,
we will only have a greater hungering and thirsting to get it fulfilled again.
This is fit provision for life, and for death,” I will come unto you.” In the
last moment, when your pulse beats faintly, and you are just about to pass
the curtain, and enter into the invisible world, you may have this upon your
lips, and say to your Lord, “My blaster, still fulfill the word on which thou
hast caused me to hope, ‘ I will not leave you comfortless; I will come unto
you.’”


Let me remind you that the text is at this moment valid, and for this I delight
init. “I will not leave you comfortless.” That means now, “I will fret leave
you comfortless now.” Are you comfortless at this hour? It is your own
fault. Jesus Christ does not leave you so, nor make you so. There are rich
and precious things in this word, “I will not leave you comfortless; I will
come unto you, come unto you now.” It may be a very dull time with you,
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and you are pining to come nearer to Christ. Very well, then, plead the
promise before the Lord. Plead the promise as you sit where you are:
“Lord, thou hast said thou wilt come unto me; come unto me to-night.”
There are many reasons, believer, why you should plead thus. You want
him; you need him; you require him; therefore plead the promise and
expect its fulfillment. And oh! when he comeht, what a joy it is; he is as a
bridegroom coming out of his chamber with his gar-ments perfumed with
aloes and cassia! How well the oil of joy will perfume your hearty How
soon will your sackcloth be put away and the garments of gladness adorn
you! With what joy of heart will your heavy soul begin to sing when Jesus
Christ shall whisper that you are his, and that he is yours! Come, my
beloved, make no tarrying; be thou like a roe or a young hart upon the
mountain of separation, and prove to me thy promise true — ” I will not
leave you orphans; I will come unto you.”


And now, dear friends, in conclusion, let me remind you that there are many
who have no share in the text. What can I say to such? From my soul I pity
you who do not know what the love of Christ means. Oh! if you could but
tell the joy of God’s people, you would not rest an hour without it!


“Hits worth, if all the nations knew,
Sure the whole world would love him too.”


Remember, if you would find Christ, he is to be found in the way of faith.
Trust him, and he is yours. Depend upon the merit of his sacrifice; cast
yourselves entirely upon that, and you are saved, and Christ is yours.


God grant that we may all break bread in the kingdom above, and feast
with Jesus, and share his glory . We are expecting his second coming. He is
coming personally and gloriously. This is the brightest hope of his people.
This will be the fullness of their redemption, the time of their resurrection.
Anticipate it, beloved, and may God make your souls to sing for joy.







504


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


 DECEMBER 1, 1870.


VERY SINGULAR


A SERMON, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“He put his household in order and hanged himself.” — 2 Samuel
17:18:23.


AHITHOPHEL was a man of keen perception, and those who consulted him
followed his advice with as much confidence as if he had been an oracle
from heaven. He was a great master of diplomacy, versed in the arts of
cunnint, farseeing., cautious deep. He was for years the friend and
counsellor of David, but thinking it politic to be on the popular side he left
his old master that he might, like many other courtiers, worship the rising
sun, and hold an eminent position under Absalom. This, to use diplomatic
language, was not only a crime but a mistake; Absalom was not the man to
follow the warnings of sagacity, and Ahithophel found himself supplanted
by another councillor; whereat he was so incensed that he left Absalom,
hurried home, arranged his personal affairs, and hanged himself in sheer
vexation.


His case teaches us that the greatest worldly wisdom will not preserve a
man from the utmost folly. Here was a man worthy to be called the Nestor
of debate, who yet had not wit enough to keep his neck from the fatal
noose. Many a man supremely wise for a time fails in the long run. The
renowned monarch, sagacious for the hour, has ere long proved his whole
system to be a fatal mistake. Instances there are near to hand where a
brilliant career has ended in shame, a life of wealth closed in poverty, an
empire collapsed in ruin. The wisdom which contemplates only this life fails
even in its own sphere. Its tricks are too shallow, its devices too
temporary, and the whole comes down with a crash when least expected to
fall. What sad cases have we seen of men who have been wise in policy
who have utterly failed from lack of principle! For want of the spirit of
honor and truth to establish them they have built palaces of ice which have
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melted before they were complete. “The fear of the Lord is the beginning
of wisdom.” The wisdom which cometh from above is the only wisdom;
the secular is folly until the sacred blends its golden stream therewith.


I desire to call your attention to the text on account of its very remarkable
character. “He put his house in order and hanged himself.” To put his house in
order showed that he was a prudent man: to hang himself proved that he
was a fool. Herein is a strange mixture of discretion and desperation, mind
and madness. Shall a man have wisdom enough to arrange his worldly
affairs with care, and vet shall he be so sapless as to take his own life
afterwards? As Bishop Hall pithfly says, “Could it be possible that he
should be careful to order his house who regarded not to order his
impetuous passions? That he should care for his house who cared not for
either body or soul?” Strange incongruity, he makes his will, and then
because he cannot have his will, he wills to die. ‘Tis another proof that
madness is in the heart of the sons of men. Marvel not at this one display of
folly, for I shall have to show you that the case of Ahithophel is in the spirit
of it almost universal; and as I shall describe sundry similar individuals,
many of you will perceive that I speak of you. Thousands set their houses
in order but destroy their souls, they look well to their flocks and their
herds, but not to their hearts’ best interests. They gather broken shells with
continuous industry, but they throw away priceless diamonds. They
exercise forethought, prudence, care, everywhere but where they are most
required. They save their money but squander their happiness; they are
guardians of their estates but suicides of their souls. Many forms this folly
takes, but it is seen on all hands, and the sight should make the Christian
weep over the madness of his fellow men. May the series of portraits which
will now pass before us, while they hold the mirror up to nature, also point
us in the way of grace.


See before you, then, the portrait of AN ATTENTIVE SERVANT. He is
faithful to his employers, and fulfils well the office to which he is
appointed. He is up with the lark, he toils all day, he rests not till his task is
done; he neglects nothing which be undertakes. I see him among the
throng, I will single him out, and talk with him. You have been engaged for
years in farming. You have ploughed, and sown, and reaped, and gathered
into the barn, and no one has done the work better than you, and yet,
though you have been so careful in your labor, you have never sown to the
Spirit, nor cared to reap life everlasting. You have never asked to have
your heart ploughed with the gospel plough, nor sewn with the living seed,
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and the consequence will be that at the last you will have no harvest but
weeds and thistles, and you will be given over to eternal destruction. What
nils you to care for the clover and the turnips, the cows and the sheep, but
never for yourself, your truest self, your ever-existing soul? What! all this
care about the field and no care about your heart? All this toil for a harvest
which the hungry shall eat up, and no care whatever about the harvest that
shall last eternally!


Or you have been occupied all your life in a garden, and there what
diligence you have shown, what taste in the training of the plants and
flowers, what diligence in digging, planting, weeding, and watering! Often
has your employer congratulated himself that he has so careful a servant.
You take a delight in }’our work, and well you may, for some relics of
Eden’s memories linger around a garden still; but how is it that you are so
choice with yonder tulip and so indifferent about your own spirit? What,
care for a poor rose, which so soon is withered, and have no thought about
your immortal nature! Is this like a reasonable man? You were very careful
in the winter to keep up the heat of the greenhouse lest those feeble plants
should suffer from the frost, have you, then, no care to be protected from
temptation, and from the dread storms of almighty wrath which are so soon
to come? Can it be that you are diligent in ordering the walks, and beds,
and shrubberies of your master’s grounds, and vet are utterly careless
about the garden of your heart in which fairer flowers would bloom, and
yield you a far richer reward? I marvel at you. It seems so strange that you
should be so good a worker for others and so bad a caver about yourself. I
fear your lament will have to be “They made me keeper of the vineyard,
but my own vineyard have I not kept.”


It would be too long a task to dwell particularly on each of your
employments, but I will hope that in each case you are anxious to do your
work thoroughly, so as to secure approval. The horse is not badly fed, nor
the carriage recklessly driven, nor the wall carelessly built, nor the wood ill
planed — you would be ashamed to be called a negligent workman. Put it
then to yourself, will you watch over another man’s goods and be
unmindful of your own highest good? What, do you mind the horse and the
wagon, the parcels, and the errands, and all sorts of little matters, and shall
that soul of yours, which will outlast the sun and live when stars grow dim,
shall that be left without a thought.? What, do you love others so much and
yourself so little? Are minor matters to absorb all your thoughts while your
own eternal concerns are left, in utter neglect?
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Some of you act as domestic servants, and endeavor to discharge your
duties well; you have much to do from morning till night, and you would
be ashamed for any one to say, “The room is unswept, cobwebs are on the
walls, the floors are filthy, the meals are badly cooked, because you are a
bad servant.”:No, you feel rather proud that when you have a situation you
can keep it, and that the mistress is content with you. Suffer me, then, to
ask you in the gentlest manner, Is your heart never to be cleansed? Are
your sins always to defile it? Have you no thought about “the house not
made with hands, eternal in the heavens”? Do you think God made you to
be a mere sweeper and cleaner of rooms, a cooker of meat, and so on, and
that this is all you were designed for? There must be a higher and a better
life for you, and do you altogether disregard it? Will you weary yourself,
day by day, about another person’s house, and have you no interest in your
own soul? Have you so much care to please (as you should do) your
master and mistress, and no care about being reconciled to God? I will not
think that you are so bereft of reason.


I address a still larger class probably, if I say there are many here who will
go off to the city in the morning to fulfill the duties of confidential
accountants. You never suffer the books to be inaccurate, they balance to a
farthing; it would distress you if, through your inadvertencc, the firm lost
even a sixpence. You have perhaps been many years with the.same
employers, and have their unbounded respect; from your boyhood to this
day you have been connected with the house. I have known several
admirable men, of high integrity and thorough faitbfulness, whom their
employers could never sufficiently value, for they laid themselves out with
intense zeal to promote their commercial interests, and worked far harder
than the heads of the house ever did. Had the whole concern been their
own they could not have been more assiduous, and yet these very men
gave no heed to their own personal interests for another world; it was
grievous to observe that God was not in all their thoughts, nor heaven, nor
hell, nor their own precious souls. You good and faithful servants of men,
will you perish as unfaithful servants of God? What, will you never look
onward to the last great reckoning? Is it nothing to you that the debts due
to divine justice are undischarged? Are you willing to be called before the
Lord of all, and to hear him say, “Thou wicked and slothful servant, I gave
thee a talent, but thou hast wrapped it in a napkin”? God forbid I should
diminish one grain of your diligence from your secular avocations, but from
the very zeal you throw into these, I charge you frye he reasonable men see
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to it,;bat ye destroy not your own souls. Be not like Ahithophel, who set
his house in order and hanged himself. Set not your master’s concerns in
order and then destro;’ your souls, for how shall you escape if you neglect
the great salvation?


Look ye now to another picture—THE PRUDENT MERCHANT. I must briefly
sketch him. He knows the ways of trade, studies the state of the market, is
quick to perceive the opportunity of gain, has been cautious in his
speculations, has secured what he has obtained, and is now in possession of
a competency, or on the road to it. He prides himself in a quiet way upon
the prudence with which he conducts all his worldly transactions — and,
my dear friend, I am sure I am glad to see you prudent in business, for
much misery would be caused to others as well as to yourself by
recklessness and folly. But I want to ask you if you are thoughtless about
religion how it is that you can be so inconsistent? Do you study how to
buy, and buy well, but will you never buy the truth? Do you put all that you
get into a safe bank, but will you never lay up treasure in heaven, where
neither moth nor rust doth corrupt? You are wary in your speculations, but
will you play so deep at hazard as to jeopardise your soul? You have been
for years accustomed to rise up early and sit up late, and eat the bread of
carefulness: will you never rise early to seek the Lord? Will you never
prevent the night watches to find a Savior? Is the body everything? Is gold
your god? Why, You are a man of intellignce and reading, and you know
that there are higher considerations than these of business and the state of
trade. You do not believe yourself to be of the same generation as the
brute that perisheth; you expect to live in another state; you have a book
here which tells you what that life will be, and how it may be shaped for
joy, or left to be drifted into endless sorrow. Am I a fanatic, my dear sir, if
I respectfully put my hand on yours and say, “I beseech you think not all of
the less and nothing of the greater, lest haply when’ you come to die, the
same may be said of you as of a rich man of old, who had been as cautious
and as careful as you: ‘ thou fool, this night thy soul shall be required of
thee: then whose will these things be which thou hast prepared?’ I charge
you, if you be prudent, prove it by being prudent about the weighttest of all
concerns. If you be not after all a mere bragger as to prudence, a mere
child enraptured with silly toys, then show your wisdom by following the
wisest course.” I have heard of one, the stewardess of an American vessel,
who when the ship was sinking, saw heaps of gold coin scattered upon the
cabin floor by those who had thrown it there in the confusion of their
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escape: she gathered up large quantities of it, wrapped it round her waist,
and leaped into the water; she sank like a millstone, as though she had
studiously prepared herself’ for destruction. I fear that many of you traders
are diligently collecting guarantees for your surer ruin, planning to bury
yourselves beneath your glittering hoards. Be wise in time. My voice, nay,
my heart pleads with you for your soul’s sake and for Christ’s sake, be not
like Ahithophel, who set his house in order and hanged himself. Take sure
bond for enduring happiness, invest in indisputable securities, have done
with infinite risks, and be assured for life everlasting.


A third photograph shall now be exhibited. This will describe a smaller, but
a very valuable class of men, and if they were blessed of God how glad
should I be — THE DILIGENT STUDENT. He seeks out the best of books to
assist him in the pursuit of his branch of knowledge; he burns the midnight
oil, he is not afraid of toil, he cares not for throbbing brain and weary eye,
but he presses on, he trains his memory, he schools his judgment, and all
with the hope that he may be numbered with the learned. The examinations
of his university are to him the most important periods in the calendar; his
degree is the prize of his high calling. Knowledge is sweet, and the honor
of being associated with the learned is coveted. My young friend, I would
not for a moment abate your zeal, but I would beg space for one
consideration worthy of immediate attention. Ought the best of sciences to
be left to the last? Should self-knowledge and acquaintance with God be
treated as of secondary importance? Should not the word of God be the
chief volume in the wise man’s library? Should you not burn the midnight
oil to peruse the page infallible, written by the divine finger? With all your
gettings, should you not get the understanding which cometh from above,
and the knowledge which is the gift of God, and which will introduce you,
if not among the learned, yet among the gracious; if not into the academy
of sarans, yet into the general assembly and church of the firstborn, whose
names are written in heaven? Should there not be with you the wish to
train your complete manhood, and to educate yourself to the fullness of the
stature of what a man should be? Should not the noblest part have the chief
care? I speak to a wise man; I would have him be truly wise; I would not
have him set his study in order, and tutor himself, and then forget the
eternal life, and the destiny that awaits him. O student, seek thou first the
kingdom of God, and his righteousness, and then shall thy temple of
wisdom be built upon a rock.
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I will take another character, a character which is very common in great
cities — I am not sure but what it is common enough — THE REFORMING


POLITICIAN. I value our politicians highly, but we scarcely need to be
overstocked with those who brawl in public houses and discussion rooms
while their families are starving at home. Some men who spend a great deal
of time in considering politics, are hardly beneftiting the commonwealth to
the extent they imagine. I will suppose I am addressing a man who feels the
home and foreign affairs of the nation to be his particular department. Well,
my respected friend, I trust you occupy a useful place in the general
economy, but I want to ask you one or two questions well worthy of a
reformer’s or a conservative’s consideration. You have been looking up
abuses, have you no abuses in your own life which need correcting? There
is no doubt about the Reform Bill having been needed, but do you not
think a Reform Bill is needed by some of us, at home, in reference to our
own characters, and especially in reference to our relation towards our
God and our Savionr? I think only he who is ignorant of himself will deny
that; and would it not be a fine thing to begin at home, and let the politics
of our house and our heart be set quite right, and that immediately! You
have in your brain a complete scheme for paying off the National Debt,
elevating the nation, remodelling the navy, improving the army, managing
the colonies, delivering France, and establishing the best form of
government in Europe; I am afraid your schemes may not be carried out so
soon as you desire; but may I not suggest to you that your own heart needs
renewing by the Spirit of God, your many sins need removing by the
atonement of Jesus, and your whole life requires a deep and radical change,
and this is a practical measure which no aristocracy will oppose, which no
vested interests will defeat, and which need not be delayed for another
election or a new premier. I dare say you have faced much opposition, and
expect to face much more in agitating the important question which you
have taken up; but ah! my friend will you not sometimes agitate questions
with your conscience? Will you not discuss with your inner nature the great
truths which God has revealed? Would it not be worth your While at least
to spend some time in your private council chamber with you,’self thinking
of the now, and of the past, and of the to come — considering God, Christ,
heaven, hell, and yourself as connected with all these? I press it on you, it
seems to me to be the greatest of all inconsistencies that a man should
think himself able to guide a nation and yet should lose his own soul; that
he should have schemes by which to turn this world into a paradise, and vet
lose paradise for himself; that he should declaim violently against war, and
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all sorts of evils, and yet himself should be at war with God, himself a slave
to sin. Shall he talk of freedom while he is manacled by his lusts and
appetites? Shall he be enslaved by drink, and yet be the champion of
liberty? He that teaches freedom should himself be free. It is ill to see a
man contending for others, and a captive himself. To arrange the nation’s
affairs, and to destroy yourself is as foolish as Ahithophel, who ordered his
house and hanged himself.


We will pass to another character, and how much of what I am now to
utter may concern myself I pray God to teach me — THE ZEALOUS


PREACHER. The character is no imaginary one, it is not suggested by
bitterness, or coloured by fanaticism, there have been such and will be such
to the end; men who study the Scriptures, and are masters of theology,
versed in doctrine, conversant with law; men who teach the lessons they
have gathered, and teach them, eloquently and forcibly, warning their
hearers of their sins, pointing out their danger, and pleading with them to
lay hold on Christ, and life eternal, and yet — for all this they are
themselves unconverted! They preach what they never felt, they teach what
they never knew by experience. Brother ministers, I allude not to you any
more than to myself, but of all men that live we are most called upon to
watch lest our very office help us to be hypocrites; lest our position as
teachers should bring upon us a double curse. Do not let us seek the
salvation of others and lose ourselves. To preach Christ and not to have
him; to tell of the fountain and not to be washed in it; to speak of hell, and
warn men to escape it, and yet go there ourselves! God grant it may never
be so with any of us! But, mark you, the point of this warning comes to
many here who are not altogether ministers. You are not preachers, but
you are Sunday-school teachers, tract distributors, Bible women, or city
missionaries. Then hear ye the same warning. Will you go round with those
tracts from house to house, and yet have no religion in your own houses?
Oh, miserable souls! who hath required it at your hands to teach others of
God when you are not reconciled to God yourselves? What can you teach
those children in the Sabbath-school? I say, what can you teach those
children, when you yourselves are in the gall of bitterness and in the bond
of iniquity? May not the very words you spoke to your classes to-day rise
up against you in the day of judgment and condemn you? Do not be
content to have it so. Do not point the way to others and run in another
road yourself. Do not set others in order and slay your own selves.
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I have another picture to look upon — it represents A CAREFUL PARENT.
Many who may not have been included under other descriptions will be
mentioned here. You love your children well and wisely; so far as this
world is concerned, you are careful and prudent parents. You were very
watchful over them in their childhood, you were afraid that those infant
sicknesses would take them to the grave. How glad you were, dear mother,
when once again you could lift the little one from the bed and press it to
your bosom, and thank God that it was recovering its health and strength.
You have denied yourself a great deal for your children. When you were
out of work, and struggling with poverty, you did not so much grieve for
yourselves as for them, it was so hard to see your children wanting bread.
You have been so pleased to clothe them, so glad to. notice their opening
intellect, and you have many of you selected with great care places where
they will receive a good education, and if you thought that any bad
influence would come across their path, you would be on your guard at
once. You wish your children to grow up patterns of virtue and good
citizens, and you are right in all this. I wish that all felt as you do about their
families, and that none were allowed to run loose in the streets, which are
the devil’s school.:Now as you have been so very careful about your
children, may I ask you ought not your own soul to have some thought
bestowed on it, some anxiety exercised about it? It is a child too, to be
educated for the skies, to be nurtured for the Father’s house above. Look
in the babe’s face and think of the care you give to it, and then turn your
eyes inwardly upon your soul and say,” What care have I given to thee, my
soul? I have left thee unwashed, unclothed, un-housed. No blood of Christ
hath fallen on thee, my soul; no righteousness of Christ hath wrapped thee.
For thee, my soul, my poor, poor soul, there is no heaven when thou must
leave this body; for thee there is no hope but a fearful looking for of
judgment and of fiery indignation. My soul forgive me that I have treated
thee so ill, I will now think of thee and bow my knee and ask the Lord to
be gracious to thee.” I wish I could call upon you personally and press this
matter upon you. Think that I am doing so; when you reach home think
that I am following you there and saving to you, “If you care for your
children care for your souls.” Look at the boys and girls sleeping in their
cots tonight, and if you are unconverted, say to yourself, “There they lie,
the dear ones, they are little sermons to me; I will remember what the
preacher said when I look at them. My God, my Father, I will turn to thee,
do thou turn me and I shall be turned.”
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The last of my crayon sketches is one which may concern many, it is that of
THE OUTWARD RELIGIONIST who yet is regardless of his own soul: it is
oddest and strangest of all that there should be such people. I have met
with Protestants, flaming Protestants, I might add, raving Protestants, who
nevertheless know no more about Protestantism than about the Theogony
of Hesiod, and were they questioned as to what it is that was protested
against by the Reformers, they would guess wide of the mark. Yet are they
very concerned that our glorious constitution in church and state should be
“thoroughly Protestant” — though I cannot for the life of me see what
difference it would make to them. If they have no faith in the Lord Jesus
Christ, what matters it to them how a man is justified? There are others,
again, who are “Dissenters to the backbone,” but yet sinners to their-
marrow. To ungodly men I say solemnly, What matters it what you are in
these matters? The side which has the honor of your patronage is a loser by
it in all probability. If you are leading bad lives, I am very sorry that you
are Dissenters, you injure a good cause. What fools you must be to be so
earnest about religions in which you have no concern! Many, again, are
very orthodox, even to being strait-laced, and yet are unbelievers. If the
preacher does not come up to their weight and measure, they denounce him
at once, and have no word bad enough for him. But now, my friend,
though I cannot say that I am altogether sorry that you think about
doctrines and churches, let me ask you is it wise that you should set up for
a judge upon a matter in which you have no share? You are vociferous for
setting the church in order, but you are destroying your soul? If these
things belonged to you, I could understand your zeal about them, but since
you have nothing to do with them (and you have not if you have no faith),
why do you look after other people, and let your own salvation go by
default? It may be a very important thing to somebody how the Duke of
Devonshire may lay out his estate at Chatsworth, but I am sure it is not to
me, for I am in no degree a part proprietor with His Grace. So it may be
very important to some people how such-and-such a doctrine is taught; but
how should you be so zealous about it, when you are in no degree a part
proprietor in it unless you have believed in Jesus Christ? What startles me
with some of you is, that you will cheerfully contribute for the support of a
gospel in which you have never believed. There are those of you here to
whom I am thankful for help in Christ’s service; you put your hand into
)/our pocket, and are generous to the Lord’s cause, how is it that you do
this and vet refuse to give Jesus your heart? I know you do not think you
are purchasing his favor by your money, you know better than that, but
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what do you do it for? Are you like those builders who helped Noah to
build the ark, and then were drowned? Do you help to build a lifeboat, and
being yourself shipwrecked, do you refuse the assistance of the lifeboat?
You are strangely inconsistent. You keep God’s Sat,baths, and yet you will
not enter into his rest. You sing Christ’s praises, and yet you will not trust
him. You bow your heads in prayer, and yet you do not pray. You are
anxious, too, sometimes, and vet that which would end all your anxiety,
namely, submission to the gospel of Christ, you will not yield. Why is this?
Wherefore this strange behavior? Will you bless others and curse
yourselves?


I speak to the whole of you who as yet have not believed in Jesus — what
is it that you are destroying your souls with? Every unbeliever is an eternal
suicide, he is destroying his soups hopes. What is your motive? Perhaps
some of you are indulging a pleasurable sin, which you cannot give up. I
conjure you cast it from you; though it be dear as the right eye, pluck it
out, or useful as the right arm, cut it off and cast it from you. Suffer no
temporary pleasures to lead you into eternal destruction. Escape for your
life. Sweet sin will bring bitter death; God give you grace to cast it away.
Or is it some deadly error with which you are destroying your soul? Have
you a notion that it is a small thing to die unsaved? Do you imagine that
by-and-by it will all be over, and you can bear the temporary punishment?
Dream not so! Not thus speaks the infallible word of God, though men
would thus buoy up your spirits, and make your forehead brazen against
the Most High. It is an awful thing to fail into the hands of the living God.
God grant you may not run that risk, and meet that fate. Or perhaps some
self-righteous trust holds you back from Christ. You can destroy yourself
with that as well as with sin. To trust to ourse]yes is deadly; only to trust
to Jesus is safe. I will explain that to you and have done. Inasmuch as we
had sinned against God, God must punish us; it is necessary that sin should
be punished, or there could be no moral government.:Now in order to meet
that case, to have mercy upon men in conformity with justice, Jesus Christ
the Son of God, came into the world, and became man, and as man, he
took upon himself the sins of all his people, and was punished for them;
and whosoever trusts Jesus is one of. those for whom Jesus bore the smart,
for whom he paid the debt. If thou believest that Jesus is the Christ, if thou
dost trust thy soul with the Christ of Nazareth, thy sins which are many are
forgiven thee: go in peace —  thy soul is saved. But if thou puttest away
from thee the Christ, who says, “Look unto me and be ye saved all’ye ends
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of the earth,” you may be very wise, and you may arrange your business
cleverly, but, for all that, you are no wiser than the great fool of my text,
who set his house in order and hanged himself. God teach hearers and
readers to be wise ere yet this year is gone. Amen.


EARNEST WORK NOT EXTINCT.


MANY circumstances make us fear that in general the earnest revival spirit
which blazed up a few years ago is not now quite so vigorous, but on the
other hand there are laborers in London and elsewhere in whom zeal for
the Lord retains all its force. All that is done may not be wisely done, but
that it is done at all is encouraging. Besides the unrelaxing efforts of
hundreds of faithful ministers, Mr. Edward Wright, Mr. Orsman, Mr.
Carter, Mr. Booth, and others, are the centres of holy activities which are
stirring the masses of London, and we have agencies at the Tabernacle
equally energetic and successful. In looking over the “Christian Mission
Magazine,” which is probably unknown to most of our readers, we are glad
to see that open-air efforts are not forgotten, and that those who conduct
them are not to be put down by opposition. Some, like timid hares, run off
the moment a little disturbance occurs, but the heroic preacher looks for
opposition and is not alarmed when he meets it. Two brethren give their
adventures at t/arrogate.


“On Monday, October 17th, we went to our usual stand on the Stray, and
found that Sanger’s Circus company were just commencing their evening’s
performance. We began our service by singing—


‘I’m a pilgrim bound for glory,’ etc.


While singing this hymn, some of the people employed in the circus begun
pelting us with clods of mud and grass tufts. Failing to drive us away, they
brought out their brass band, with which they made the most hideous
discord, but finding we were brass-band proof, they moved back to their
tent. The next move was to send out a large bass and a side drum, and
forcing their way into our midst, they stood drumming away in front of the
speaker, whilst behind him stood a man who clashed in his ears a pair of
cymbals. Praise God, we were able to stand against drums and cymbals.


“They then brought out an elephant and two dromedaries, which they
walked up and down among the people. This caused great excitement, for
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there were hundreds of people present. The roughs shouted, women and
children shrieked, and we praised God because his unseen hand was with
us, and not a single accident occurred. The police now came and ordered
them to take the beasts away, which they reluctantly did, but renewed their
annoyance with the drums and cymbals, and collected together hundreds of
roughs with tin kettles.


“At this juncture, a man in the crowdsympathising with us, commenced to
help them to thump the drum; in a little while, finding it sound very fiat and
dead, they discovered the man had been striking it with his penknife, and so
the drummer with his friends were only too glad to beat a hasty retreat.
How easily sometimes is Satan outwitted!


“This persecution lasted just an hour and a-half, when we gave out —


‘Praise God from whom all blessings flow,’


which the people joined us in singing, after which we formed into
procession, and sang on the way to the hall, whilst hundreds followed.


“In the meeting God was with us, and we received evidence that good had
been done.”


What would some of our brethren have done in such a case? If a baby cries
they are utterly disconcerted, and a little noise from the Sabbath-school
children makes them drop the thread of their discourse. Puling evangelists
would do well to try Whitechapel in the open air, and they would probably
say with a certain brother, “I find the work very trying to the voice; the
rumbling of the ‘busses and carts in the Mile End Road drowns the voice
unless backed by a strong pair of lungs.” We are afraid they would hardly
have grace to add, “The Lord strengthen us for this great work.”


Great has been our delight at ‘the self-denying efforts of some of our very
poor members. They have opened their rooms for prayer-meetings, and
then in some cases nearly starved themselves to pay the rent of a larger
room, made necessary by the numbers attending. They have tried
themselves to preach to the best of their slender ability, but have with true
humility always desired to give way to more able laborers, and in some
cases from efforts in little rooms, many souls have been converted, and
ultimately larger mission-halls have been taken. Out’ firm conviction is that
many of the poor would sooner go to a little service in a private room than
attend larger gatherings. Forties and fifties can be gathered, and a
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considerable number of such assemblies would be better than one great
building three-fourths empty. This moreover would afford trading-space
for the one-talent brethren, and cause the burning of many an old napkin
which is now rotting in the sluggard’s garden. Any and every form of
bringing the gospel home to to the people must be tried, and we must all
have a hand in the blessed crusade. Time is flying, we cannot afford to
delay . Brother, sister, in Christ, up and be doing. Ere this year rolls into
eternity inaugurate some fresh work for Jesus. C. H. S.
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FOOTNOTES
Ft1 Would it be possible to refrain from laughing at this new version of


Balaam’s very proper desire? To complete the picture , we ought to
have had the funeral ceremonial, as a most desirable “last end.”
Something in the following style would be heavenly:—


“And see the portals opening wide,
From the abbey flows the living tide;


Forth from the doors
The torrent pours,


Acolytes, monks, and friars in scores,
This with his chasuble, that with his rosary,


This from his incense-pot turning his noseawry,
Holy father and holy mother,
holy sister and holy brother,
Holy son and holy daughter,
Holy wafer and holy water;


Every one drest, like a guest, in his best,
In the smartest of clothes they’re permitted to wear,
Serge, sackcloth, and shirts of the same sort of hair


As now we make use of to stuff an arm-chair,
Or weave into gloves at three shillings pair,


And employ for shampooing in cases rheumatic — a
Special specific, I’m told, for sciatica.


Through groined arch,and by cloister’d stone,
With mosses and ivy long o’vergrown,
Slowly the throng come passing along,


With many a chant and holy song,
Adapted for holidays, high days and Sundays:


Dies irae and de profundis,
Miserere and domine dirige nos —


Such as I hear, to a very slow tune are all
Slowly chanted by monks at a funeral,


To secure the defunct’s repose.”


Ft2 The idea of holy oil shops in amusing. We think me see sisters of mercy
serving out bottles of the marvelous unguents to their clerical
customers at the usual 1s. 1 1/2d., and gently reminding them that there
is a great saving in the taking the larger sizes. It is to be hoped in the
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interests of immortal souls, that no base imitations will be palmed upon
the public, the bishop’s signature in red letters upon a green ground (to
imitate which is forgery), should be placed immediate superintendence
of the sacred vestals.


Ft3 The burying of the ashes is consecrated ground looks rather childish, but
may be a very weighty part of the business; beware, ye who smile, lest
ye mock at holy things!


Ft4 Ryland’s Life of Kitto is largely made up of extracts from this marvelous
diary.


Ft5 “Daily Bible Illustrations,” by John Kitto, D.D., F.S.A. New Editions,
revised and enlarged J.L. porter, D.D., LL.D., author of “The Giant
Cities of Bashan,” “The Pentateuch and the Gospel,” etc. In eight
volumes. Edinburgh: W. Olphant and Co.


ft6 See “Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit,” No. 504.
Ft7 Baptist History: from the foundation of the Christian Church to the


close of the Eighteenth Century. By J.M. CRAMP, D.D., author of “A
Text Book on Popery,” etc., etc. London: Elliot Stock.


Ft8 Memior and Remains of the Rev. Robert Murray M’Cheyne, page 61.
This is one of the best and most profitable volumes ever published.
Every minister should read it often.


Ft9 Joseph Alleine: His companions and Times. By CHARLES STANFORD. An
admirable biograghy.


Ft10 The life of the Rev. David Brainerd, Missionary to the Indians. By
JOHATHAN EDWARDS, A.M., President of the College of New Jersey.
London, 1818.


Ft11 A Memoir of the Rev. Henry Martyn B.D., Chaplain to the Hon. East
India Company. By Rev. JOHN SARGENT, M.A., Rector of Lavington.
1855.


Ft12 Flecknoe.
Ft13 Ecclus. 40:1,2,3,4,5,8
ft14 Thomas Washbourne.
Ft15 We are not responsible for the affectionate prejudices of our


contributor. We think he over-estimates his brother, but the error is too
inveterate with him for us to hope to reason him out of it. —Editor.


ft16 The City Arabs. By W. BURNS THOMSON, Medical Missionary.
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London: James Nisbet & Co., 21, Berners Street.
ft17 A fashionable part of the city.
Ft18 Life of the Rev. John Milne, of Perth. By Horatius Bonar, D.D.


London: James Nisbet & co., Berners-street.
ft19 The Triumph of the Cross, by JEROME SAVONAROLA. Translated from


the Latin, with Notes and a Biographical Sketch. By O'DELL Travers
Hill, F.R.G.S London; Hodder and Stoughton.


ft20 From "The Religious Tendencies of the Times." By James Grant. W.
Macintosh.


ft21 This party differs as much from the Darbyites as the day from the night.
We do not admire their peculiarities, but they are usually a fraternal,
evangelistic race, with whom communion is not difficult, for their spirit
is far removed from the ferocity of Darbyism.


Ft22 "The Seven Curses of London," by James Greenwood, the Amateur
Casual. London, Stanley Rivers and Co.


Ft23 It has pleased God to remove from us our most generous and
indefatigable senior deacon, of whom we gave our readers a portrait
some months since. The loss to us is gain to him. Never minister had
better deacon; never church a better servant. We shall miss him in a
hundred ways, and cannot but beseech the Lord to raise up others to
fill the gaps which he, and such as he are making, as one by one they
leave us. The biographical notes here given are printed very nearly as
we received them.


Ft24 This meditation was suggested by a hint in Stiers’ “Words of the Lord
Jesus.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY 1, 1871.


TO YOU


A VERY little boy was taken to the Tabernacle the other Sabbath, for the
first time in his life. There he went through the experience which Mr.
Millais has so well depicted in his well-known painting, “My First
Sermon.” Turning to his nurse he inquired in childish accents, “Is Mr.
Spurgeon talking to me?” Bless the young heart, our prayer is that very
speedily the Lord may speak to him through the preacher; and meanwhile,
we only wish that all our hearers and readers would ask themselves the
same weighty question. When a passenger arrives at the Great Western
terminus, at Paddington, he hastens to the long counter divided into
portions of the alphabet from A to Z, he looks for his own initial, and
beneath that sign he watches for his own personal luggage. What matters it
to K whether Q has a huge tin box, or B a horsehair trunk, or W a
warranted solid leather portmanteau? The first concern of K is to search
out the treasures which he can claim as his own. In common life there is no
need to urge this. Number One usually secures its just share of attention,
and a little more. Is it not strange that, when we enter upon higher realms,
where weightier matters are concerned, we find men avoiding the personal
application of truth, as if they thought it to be a shell which would blow
them to atoms by its bursting, or a boa constrictor which would crush them
in its folds? We have heard of a writer who was so egotistical, that when
he wrote his own life the pronoun “I” occurred so often in it, that the
printer was obliged to borrow it from his brother printer, as his “I’s” had
run out. The vice is very contemptible, but might it not prove the basis of a
virtue? Might we not inculcate the exchange of the nominative for the
accusative, and urge persons to be egotistical (would that word do?) so far
as to take home to themselves every practical lesson in book, sermon, or
providence?


The proud conviction that we are above needing instruction, is one
principal reason why we profit so little from the abundant means provided







3


for our spiritual benefit. There is no teaching those who are beyond the
need of learning. A certain worthy of our acquaintance, being out of a
situation, made application to a friend to recommend him to a place, and
remarked, that he would prefer a somewhat superior position, “for you
know, Tomkins,” said he, “I am not a fool, and I ain’t ignorant.” We would
not insinuate that the brother was mistaken in his own estimate, but the
remark might possibly excite suspicion, for the case is similar to that of a
timid pedestrian at night alone, hurrying along a lonesome lane, when a
gentleman comes out of the hedge just at the turning by Deadman’s
Corner, and accosts him in the following re-assuring language, “I ain’t a
garrotter, and I never crack a fellow’s head with this here life-preserver.”
The outspoken self-assertion of the brother quoted above, is but the
expression of the thought of most, if not all of us. “I’m not a fool, and I
ain’t ignorant,” is the almost universal self-compliment, which is here out
of season; and this is the great barrier to our benefiting by good advice,
which we suppose to be directed to the foolish and ignorant would in
general, but not to our elevated selves. The poet did not say, but we will
say it for him, “All men think all men faulty but themselves.” It would be a
great gain to us all, if we had those elegant quizzing glasses of ours
silvered at the back, so that the next time we stick them in our eyes, in all
the foppery of our conceit, we may be edified, and, let us hope, humbled,
by seeing ourselves.


Gentle reader, during the year of grace 1871, we shall hope to make our
magazine the vehicle of address to persons unconverted and unbelieving. If
you are in such a case, do not shelve the subject, but consider that we are
writing especially to you. We were in a sick room the other day, and the
surgeon, with carefully soft whisper, told us something painful in reference
to the case. We caught the glance of the patient, and translated it in a
moment, that keen eye said, “You are whispering about me, and my case is
a very bad one, pray tell me what will come of it!” It would be well for
you, reader, if you were equally sensitive; there are threatenings of fearful
import in the word of God; do you never in your heart remember that these
speak of YOU? Bare your bosom to the arrows of the gospel, for those
whom these shafts shall kill shall graciously be made alive again. Invite the
operation of searching truths, which divide the joints and marrow, for their
keen edge will destroy nothing but that which would destroy you.


Christian reader, we shall continue by God’s help to stir you up both by
examples and precepts to holy diligence in your Lord’s service. Be so good
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as to accept each monthly magazine as a letter under our hand and seal
directed to yourself reminding you of the claims of Jesus upon your
personal effort. It is said that charity nowadays may be described thus: A
sees B in want, and is so very kind as to try to get C to help him. We have
daily abundant proof that this is true. Half the world comes to the
Tabernacle minister for help, and three-fourths of that half only do so to
shift their own burden on to another shoulder. A man who ought in all
conscience to contribute 50 pounds to the enlargement of the place of
worship in which he hears the gospel every Sabbath, puts his name down
for ten shillings, and sends off a card to a person who is not a fourth as
well off as himself, and who never was within a hundred miles of the spot.
Suppose he gets a sovereign from the generous friend, ought it not to burn
his hand and make him remember that he is going to offer to the Lord a
sacrifice which he has taken out of his neighbor’s fold, because he grudged
his own sheep? After we have ourselves done all we can, and given all we
can spare, we may then honestly exhort others to greater zeal, and press
them for contributions, but not till then. The personality of our service
enters into the very essence of it. Paul must do Paul’s work; and Peter
must do Peter’s work; but to tax Peter to make up the deficiencies of Paul
is a mode of concealing indolence which the Great Master will see through
and condemn.


What am I doing for Jesus? is the New Year’s question which we propose
to every reader. We ask some to begin a work for the Lord and others to
enlarge what they have commenced. Oliver Cromwell pulled down the
twelve silver statues of the apostles which adorned Exeter Cathedral, and
sent them to the mint to be coined, that they might as true apostles go
about doing good:  many a fine mass of ornamental silver in our churches
needs the practical touch, the useful coinage which alone can turn it to
account. The man of learning, the lady of property, the woman of
education, the youth of quick parts, the aged believer of great experience,
are too often more remarkable for capacity than for matter-of-fact
usefulness. Purposes too often run away with lives. Plans and purposes are
often the eggs of action, and therefore we would not awkwardly disturb
those who are hatching them; but really the process of incubation has been
so long in hand, that we fear the eggs must be addled, and we are half
inclined to deal roughly with the nest; out of which nothing seems to come.
We have no time to waste in projecting far-reaching enterprises for others,
which will never be carried out till generations have passed away: it is ours
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in our own proper persons while the day lasts to perform our own share of
God’s great work with all our might. Reader! again we press upon you the
need of taking stock of your own business, and putting out your own talent
to interest for your Lord.


Our constituency of magazine subscribers now numbers a little under
fifteen thousand monthly, and our sermon purchasers some twenty-five
thousand weekly, and we encourage ourselves in the belief that many of
these take an interest in our work, and would be sorry to see it flag; yet
because so few remember that the personal help is wanted, we frequently
miss the aid of loving friends. Our College, Orphanage, and Colportage
efforts are capable of great extension, especially the latter, which is left to
pine in want. Personally we do all that our mind, body, and purse enable
us, and we are not ashamed to say that we leave not a fragment of our
ability of any kind unused for God, so far as we know if we could preach
more, labor more, and give more, we would do so without being pressed.
Our work is for our Lord, and therefore we are bold in asking others to
help us in it. We have long wanted suitable rooms for our College, for our
Bible Classes, and for our Sabbath School, and we have about a thousand
pounds available for that object; but we shall in all probability need four
thousand pounds more, and we simply tell this to our friends, that when the
Lord prospers them, and they feel inclined to do so, they may, if home
concerns do not forbid, help one who is their minister in print, if not by
word of mouth. God will move many we hope to say, “Has Mr.
Spurgeon’s work any claim on me? Have I been a partaker of the benefit?
What is my share in the service?”


To you, dear readers, who are so continually aiding us, we offer our best
personal thanks, and assure you that our prayers ascend to heaven that you
may enjoy a rich return for your liberality and thoughtfulness. Some of you
have often eased us when we have been burdened, and been in our Great
Father’s hands a great strength to our weakness. Trials of our faith you
have often ended, though you knew it not, and filled our heart with songs
of gratitude, which only the Lord has heard. If you count us worthy of
continued confidence, help us still; above all, let us have a warm place in
your fervent supplications.


This opening chit-chat of a new volume came into our head through the
following amusing incident, with which we close our talk, wishing all our
readers







6


A HAPPY NEW YEAR.


Sitting down in the Orphanage grounds upon one of the seats, we were
talking with one of our brother trustees, when a little fellow, we should
think about eight years of age, left the other boys who were playing around
us, and came deliberately up to us. He opened fire upon us thus, “Please,
Mister Spurgeon, I want to come and sit down on that seat between you
two gentlemen.” “Come along, Bob, and tell us what you want.” “Please,
Mr. Spurgeon, suppose there was a little boy who had no father, who lived
in a Orphanage with a lot of other little boys who had no fathers, and
suppose those little boys had mothers and aunts who comed once a month,
and brought them apples and orange, and gave them pennies, and suppose
this little boy had no mother and no aunt, and so nobody never came to
bring him nice things, don’t you think somebody ought to give him a
penny? Cause, Mr. Spurgeon that’s me.” Somebody felt something wet in
his eye, and Bob got a sixpence, and went off in a great state of delight.
Poor little soul, he had seized the opportunity to pour out a bitterness
which had rankled in his little heart, and made him miserable when the
monthly visiting day came round, and, as he said, “Nobody never came to
bring him nice things.” Turning the tables, we think some grown-up
persons, who were once little Bobs and Harrys, might say, “Suppose there
was a poor sinner who deserved to be sent to hell, but was forgiven all his
sins by sovereign grace, and made a child of God, don’t you think he ought
to help on the Savior’s cause? ‘cause Mr. Spurgeon, that’s me.”


THE HAPPY BEGGAR


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“But I am poor and needy; yet the Lord thinketh upon me.”
Psalm 40:17.


THERE is no crime, and there is no credit in being poor. Everything
depends upon the occasion of the poverty. Some men are poor, and are
greatly to be pitied, for their poverty has come upon them without any fault
of their own; God has been pleased to lay this burden upon them, and
therefore they may expect to experience divine help, and ought to be
tenderly considered by their brethren in Christ. Occasionally poverty has
been the result of integrity or religion, and here the poor man is to he
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admired, and honored. At the same time, it will be observed by all who
watch with an impartial eye, that very much of the poverty about us is the
direct result of idleness, intemperance, improvidence, and sin. There would
probably not be one-tenth of the poverty there now is upon the face of the
earth if the drinking shops were less frequented, if debauchery were less
common, if idleness were banished, and extravagance abandoned. Lovers
of pleasure (alas! that such a word should be so degraded!) are great
impoverishers of themselves. It is clear that there is not, of necessity either
vice or virtue in being poor, and a man’s poverty cannot be judged of by
itself, but its causes and circumstances must be taken into consideration.


The poverty, however, to which the text relates is a poverty which I desire
to cultivate in my own heart, and it is one upon which our divine Lord has
pronounced a blessing. When he sat down upon the mountain and poured
forth his famous series of beatitudes, he said, “Blessed are the poor in
spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.” The poor in pocket may be
blessed, or may not be blessed, as the case may be; but the poor in spirit
are always blessed, and we have Christ’s authority for so saying. Theirs is a
poverty which is better than wealth; in fact, it its a poverty which indicates
the possession of the truest of all riches. It was mainly in this sense that
David said, “I am poor and needy; yet the Lord thinketh upon me:”
certainly in any other sense there are vast multitudes who are “poor and
needy,” but who neither think upon God nor rejoice that God thinks upon
them. Those who are spiritually “poor and needy,” the sacred beggars at
mercy’s gate, the elect mendicants of heaven, these are the people who
may say, with humble confidence, “Yet the Lord thinketh upon me.” Two
things are noteworthy in the text. First, here is a frank acknowledgment, “I
am poor and needy;” but secondly, here is a comfortable confidence,  “Yet
the Lord thinketh upon me.”


I. First; here is A FRANK ACKNOWLEDGMENT.


Some men do not object to confess that they are poor in worldly goods. In
fact, they are rather fond of pleading poverty when there is collection
coming, or a subscription list in dangerous proximity. Men have even
gloried in history in the name of “the Beggars;” and “silver and gold have I
none,” has been exalted into a boast. But, spiritually, it is little less than a
miracle to bring, men to feel, and then to confess their poverty, for naked,
and poor, and miserable as we are by nature, we are all apt enough to say,
“I am rich and increased in goods.” We cannot dig, and to beg we are
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ashamed. If we did not inherit a penny of virtue from father Adam, we
certainly inherited plenty of pride. Poor and proud we all are. We will not,
if we can help it, take our seat in the lowest room, though that is our
proper place. Grace alone can bring us to see ourselves in the glass of
truth. To have nothing is natural to us, but to confess that we have nothing
is more than we will come to until the Holy Spirit has wrought self-
abasement in us. The emptiers must come up upon us, for though naturally
as empty as Hagar’s bottle, yet we boast ourselves to be as full as a
fountain. The Spirit of God must take from us our goodly Babylonish
garment, or we shall never consent to be dressed in the fair white linen of
the righteousness of saints. What Paul flung away as dross and dung, we
poor rag-collectors prize and hoard up as ever we can. “I am poor and
needy,” is a confession which only he who is the Truth can teach us to
offer. If you are saying it, my brother, you need not be afraid that you are
under a desponding delusion. But true as it is, and plain to every grace-
taught child of God, yet only grace will make a man confess the obnoxious
fact! It is not in public that we can or should confess our soul-poverty as
we do in the chamber when we bow our knee secretly before God, but
many of us in secret have been compelled with many tears and sighs, to
feel, as well as to say, “I am poor and needy.” We have searched through
and through, looked from the top to the bottom of our humanity, and we
could not find a single piece of good money in the house, so greatly
reduced were we. We had not a shekel of merit, nor a penny of hope in
ourselves, and we were constrained to fall flat on our face before God, and
confess our inability to meet his claims, and we found no comfort till by
faith we learned to present our Lord Jesus as the Surety for his servants for
good. We could not pay even the poorest composition, and therefore cast
ourselves upon the forbearance of God.


The psalmist is doubly humble, for first he says he is poor, and then adds
that he is needy, and there is a difference between these two things.


He acknowledges that he is poor, and you and I, if taught of God, will say
the same. We may well be poor, for we came of a poor father. Our father
Adam had a great estate enough at first, but he soon lost it. He violated the
trust on which he held his property, and he was cast out of the inheritance,
and turned adrift into the world to earn his bread as a day laborer by tilling
the ground whence he was taken. His eldest son was a vagabond; the
firstborn of our race was a convict upon ticket-of-leave. If any suppose
that we have inherited some good thing by natural descent, they go very
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contrary to what David tells us, when he declares, “Behold, I was shapen in
iniquity, and in sin did my mother conceive me.” Our first parents were
utter bankrupts. They left us nothing but a heritage of old debts, and a
propensity to accumulate yet more personal obligations. Well may we be
poor who come into this world “heirs of wrath,” with a decayed estate and
tainted blood.


Moreover, since the time when we came into the world, we have followed
a very miserable trade. I recollect when I was a spinner and weaver of the
poorest sort, I dreamed that I should be able by my own spinning to make
a garment to cover myself withal. This was the trade of father Adam and
mother Eve when they first lost their innocence; they sewed fig-leaves
together, and made themselves aprons. It is a very laborious business, and
has worn out the lives of many with bitter bondage, but its worst feature is
that the Lord has declared concerning all who followed this self-righteous
craft, “their webs shall not become garments, neither shall they cover
themselves with their works.” Even those who have best attired
themselves, and have for awhile gloried in their fair apparel, have had to
fed the truth of the Lord’s words by Isaiah, “I will take away the
changeable suits of apparel, red the mantles, and the wimples, and the fine
linen, and the hoods, and the vails, and instead of a girdle there shall be a
rent; and instead of a stomacher a girding of sackcloth.” Vain is it to spend
our labor on that which profiteth not, yet to this business are we early put
apprentice, and we work at it with mighty pains.


We are miserably poor, for we have become bankrupt even in our
wretched trade. Some of us had once a comfortable competence laid by in
the bank of Self Righteousness, and we meant to draw it out when we
came to die, and thought we should even have a little spending money for
our old age out of the interest which was paid us in the coin of self-conceit;
but the bank broke long ago, and now we have not so much as farthing of
our own merits left us, no, nor a chance of ever having any; all what is
worse, we are deep in debt, and we have nothing to pay. Instead of having
anything like a balance on our own account, behold, we are insolvent
debtors to the justice of God, without a single farthing of assets, and unless
we are freely forgiven we must be cast into prison, and lie there for ever.
Job described us well when he said, “for want and famine they are solitary,
fleeing into the wilderness, in former time desolate and waste. They have
no covering in the cold, and embrace the rock for want of a shelter.” See,
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then, what poverty-stricken creatures we are — of a poor stock, following
a starving trade and made bankrupts even in that.


What is worse still, poor human nature has no power left to retrieve itself.
As lone as a man has a stout pair of arms he is not without a hope of rising
from the dunghill. We once thought that we were equal anything, but now
Paul’s description suits us well “without strength.” Our Lord’s words, too,
are deeply true, “Without me ye can do nothing.” Unable so much as to
think a good thought, or to lift our hearts heavenward of ourselves — this
is poverty indeed! We are wrecked, and the whole vessel has gone to
pieces. We have destroyed ourselves. Ah! my fellow man, may God make
you feel this! Many know nothing about it, and would be very angry if we
were to say that this is their condition; and yet this is the condition of every
man born into the world until the Spirit of God brings him into communion
with Christ, and endows him with the riches of the covenant of grace. “I
am poor,” it is my confession: is it yours? Is it a confession extorted from
you by a clear perception that it is really so? I will recommend you, if it be
so, to take to a trade which is the best trade in the world to live by, not for
the body, but for the soul, and that is the profession of a beggar, certainly a
suitable one for you and me. I took to it long ago, and began to beg for
mercy from God; I have been constrained to continue begging every day to
the same kind Benefactor, and I hope to die begging. Many of the saints
have grown rich upon this holy mendicancy; they have indeed spoken of
being daily loaded with benefits. The noblest of the peers of heaven were
here below daily pensioners upon God’s love; they were fed, and clothed,
and housed by the charity or the Lord, and they delighted to have it so.
How clear is it from all this that none of us can have anything whereof to
glory! boasting is excluded, for let the beggar get what he may he is but; a
beggar still; and the child of God, notwithstanding the bounty of his
heavenly Father, is still in himself alone a penniless vagrant.


The psalmist also said, “I am needy.” There are poor people who are not
needy. Diogenes was very poor, but he was not needy; he had made up his
mind that he would not need anything, so he lived in a tub; he had but one
drinking vessel, and when he saw a boy drinking out of his hand he broke
that, for he said he would not possess anything superfluous, he was poor
enough, but he was not needy; for when Alexander said, “What can I do
for you?” he answered, “Stand out of my sunshine.” So it is clear a man
may be very poor, and yet he may not be burdened with need; but David
was conscious of extreme need, and in this many of us can join him.
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Brethren. we confess that we need ten thousand things, in fact, we need
everything. By nature the sinner needs healing, for he is sick unto death; he
needs washing, for he is the with sin; he needs clothing, for he is naked
before God; he needs preserving after he is saved, he needs the bread of
heaven, he needs the water out of the rock; he is all needs, and nothing but
needs. Not one thing that his soul wants can he of himself supply. He needs
to be kept from even the commonest sins. He needs to be instructed what
be the first elements of the faith; he needs to be taught to walk in the ways
of God’s plainest commandments. Our needs are so great, that they
comprise the whole range of covenant supplies, and all the fullness
treasured up in Christ Jesus.


We are needy in every condition. We are soldiers, and we need that grace
should find us both shield and sword. We are pilgrims, and we need that
love should give us both a staff and a guide. We are sailing over the sea of
life, and we need that the wind of the Spirit shall fill our sails, and that
Christ shall be our pilot. There is no figure under which the Christian life
can be represented in which our need is not a very conspicuous part of the
image. In all aspects we are poor and needy.


We are needy in every exercise. If we are called to preach, we have to cry,
“Lord, open thou my lips.” If we pray, we are needy at the mercyseat, for
we know not what we should pray for as we ought. If we go out into the
world to wrestle with temptation, we need supernatural hell, lest we fall
before the enemy. If we are alone in meditation, we need the Holy Spirit to
quicken our devotion. We are needy in suffering and laboring in watching,
and in fighting. Every spiritual engagement does but discover another
phase of our need.


And, brethren, we are needy at all times. We never wake up in the morning
but we want strength for the day, and we never go to bed at night without
needing grace to cover the sins of the past. We are needy at all periods of
life: when we begin with Christ in our young days we need to be kept from
the follies and passions which are so strong in giddy youth; in middle life
our needs are greater still, lest the cares of this world should eat as doth a
canker; and in old age we are needy still, and need persevering grace to
bear us onward to the end. So needy are we that even in lying down to die
we need our last bed to be made for us by mercy, and our last hour to be
cheered by grace. So needy are we that if Jesus had not prepared a mansion
for us in eternity we should have no place to dwell in. We are as full of
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wants as the sea is full of water. We cannot stay at home and say, “I have
much goods laid up for many years,” for the wolf is at the door, and we
must go out a begging again. Our clamorous necessities follow us every
moment and dog our heels in every place. We must take the two adjectives
and keep them close together in our confession — “I am poor and needy.”


II.. The second part of the subject is much more cheering. It is  A
COMFORTABLE CONFIDENCE — “Yet the Lord thinketh upon me.”


A poor man is always pleased to remember that he has a rich relation,
especially if that rich relative is very thoughtful towards him, and finds out
his distress, and cheerfully and abundantly relieves his wants.


Observe, that the Christian does no find comfort in himself. “I am poor and
needy.” That is the top and bottom of my case. I have searched myself
through and through, and have found in my flesh no good thing.
Notwithstanding the grace which the believer possesses, and the hope
which he cherishes, he still sees a sentence of death written upon the
creature, and he cries, “I am poor and needy.” His joy is found in another.
He looks away from self, to the consolations which the eternal purpose has
prepared for him.


Note well who it is that gives the comfort. “The Lord thinketh upon me.”
By the term “the Lord,” we are accustomed to understand the glorious
Trinity. “The Lord thinketh upon me,” i.e., Jehovah, the Father, the Son,
and the Holy Spirit. O beloved believer in Christ, if thou hast rested in
Jesus, then the Father thinks upon thee. Thy person was in his thoughts —   


“Long ere the sun’s effulgent ray,
Primeval shades of darkness drove.”


He regarded thee with thoughts of boundless love before he had fashioned
the world, or wrapped it up in swaddling bands of ocean and of cloud.
Eternal thoughts of love went forth of old towards all the chosen, and
these have never changed. Not for a single instant has the Father ever
ceased to love his people. As our Lord said, “The Father himself loveth
you.” Never has he grown cold in his affections towards thee, O poor and
needy one. He has seen thee in his Son. He has loved thee in the Beloved.
He has seen thee —   
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“‘ Not as thou stood’st in Adam’s fall,
When sin and ruin covered all;


But as thou’lt stand another day,
Brighter than sun’s meridian ray.”


He saw thee in the glass of his eternal purpose, saw thee as united to his
dear Son, and therefore looked upon thee with eyes of complacency. He
thought upon thee, and he thinks upon thee still. When the Father thinks of
his children, he thinks of thee. When the Great Judge of all thinks of the
justified ones, he thinks of thee. O Christian, can you grasp the thought?
The Eternal Father thinks of you! You are so inconsiderable, that if the
mind of God were not infinite it were not possible that he should remember
your existence! And yet; he thinks upon you! How precious ought his
thoughts to be to you! The sum of them is great, let your gratitude for
them be great too.


Forget not that the great Son of God, to whom you owe your hope, also
thinks of you. It was for you that he entered into suretyship engagements
or ever the earth was. It was for you, O heir of heaven, that he took upon
himself a mortal body, and was born of the virgin. It was for you that he
lived those thirty rears of immaculate purity, that he might weave for you a
robe of righteousness. For you the bloody sweat in the garden; he thought
of you, he prayed for you in Gethsemane. For you were the flagellations in
Pilate’s hall, and the mockerys before Herod, and the blasphemous
accusations at the judgment-seat of Caiaphas. For you the nails, the spear,
the vinegar, and the “Eloi Eloi lama sabachthani.” Jesus thought of you,
and died for you with as direct an aim for your salvation, as though there
had not been another soul to be redeemed by his blood. And now, though
he reigns exalted high, and you are “poor and needy,” yet he thinks upon
you still. The glory of his present condition does not distract his thoughts
from his beloved. He is lovingly thoughtful of you. When he stands up to
intercede, your name glitters on his priestly breastplate with the rest of the
chosen. He thinks of you when he prepares mansions for those whom his
Father has blessed. He looks forward to the time when he shall gather
together in one all things in heaven and in earth that are in him, and he
counts you among them. Christian, will not this comfort you, that the Son
of God is constantly thinking upon you?


We must not forget the love of the Spirit, to whom we are so wondrously
indebted, he cannot do otherwise than think upon us, for he dwelleth in us,
and shall be with us. If he dwells in us he cannot be unmindful of us. It is
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his office to be the Comforter, to help our infirmties, to make intercession
for us according  to the will of God. So let us take the three thoughts, and
bind them together. “I am poor and needy, but I have a part in the thoughts
of the Father, of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.” What fuller cause for
comfort could we conceive?


We have answered the question “who?” let us now turn to “what?” “The
Lord thinketh upon, me.” He does not say, “The Lord will uphold me,
provide, for me, defend me.” The declaration that he “thinketh upon me.”
is quite enough. “Your heavenly Father knoweth that ye have need of
these, things, says our Lord, as if it was quite clear that for our heavenly
Father to know is to act. We poor shortsighted and short-armed creatures
often know the needs of others, and would help if we could, but we are
quite unable; it is never so with God, his thoughts always ripen into deeds.
Perhaps, O tried believer, you have been thinking a great deal about
yourself of late, and about your many trials, so that you lie awake of nights,
mourning over your heavy cares. “alas!” you think, “I have no one to
advise me and sympathize with me.” Let this text come to you as a
whisper, and do you paraphrase in it into a soliloquy, “I am poor and
needy, this is true, and I cannot plan a method for supplying my needs, but
a mightier mind than mine is cogitating for me; the infinite Jehovah
thinketh upon me; he sees my circumstances, he knows the bitterness of my
heart, he knows me altogether, and his consideration of me is wise, tender,
and gracious. His thoughts are wisdom itself. When I think it is a poor,
little, weak, empty head that is thinking, but when God thinks, the gigantic
mind which framed the universe, is thinking upon me.” Have you attained
to the idea of what the thoughts of God must be? the pure Spirit who
cannot make mistakes, who is too wise to err, too good to be unkind,
thinketh upon us; he does not act without deliberation, does not come to
our help in inconsiderate haste, does not do as we do with a poor man
when we throw him a penny to be rid of him, but he thoughtfully deals with
us.” “Blessed is he that considereth the poor,” saith the psalmist —  those
who take up the case of the poor, weigh it, and remember it, are blessed.
This is what the Lord does for us “Yet the Lord thinketh upon me,
considers my case, judges when, and how, and after what sort it will be
most fitting to grant me relief. “The Lord thinketh upon me.” Beloved, the
shadow of this thought seems to me like the wells of Elim, full of
refreshment, with the seventy palm trees yielding their ripe fruit. You may
sit down here and drink to your full, and then go on your way rejoicing.
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However poor and needy you may be, the Lord thinketh at the present
moment upon you.


We have spoken upon who and what, and now we will answer the enquiry
How do we know that the Lord thinketh upon us? “Oh!” say the ungodly,
“how do you know?” They are very apt to put posing questions to us. We
talk of what we know experimentally, and again they cry, “How do you
know?” I will tell you how we know that God thinks upon us. We knew it,
first of all, when we had a view of the Redeemer by faith, when we saw the
Lord Jesus Christ hanging upon a tree for us, and made a curse for us. We
saw that he so exactly suited and fitted our case that we were clear the
Lord must have thought and well considered it. If a man were to send you
tomorrow a sum of money, exactly the amount you owe, you would be
sure that some one had been thinking upon you. And when we see the
Savior, we are compelled to cry out, “O my Lord, thou hast given me the
very Savior I wanted; this is the hope which my despairing soul required,
and this the anchorage which my tempest-tossed bark was seeking after.”
The Lord must have thought upon us, or he would not have provided so
suitable a salvation for us.


We learn anew that the Lord thinks upon us when we go up to the house
of God. I have heard many of you say, “We listen to the preacher, and he
seems to know what we have been saying on the road; the Word comes so
home to our case that surly God has been hearing our very thoughts and
putting into the mind of the preacher a word in season for us.” Does not
this show how the preacher’s Master has been thinking upon you? Then sit
down and open the Bible, and you will frequently feel the words to be as
much adapted to your case as if the Lord had written them for you alone. If
instead of the Bible having been penned many hundreds of years ago,  it
were actually written piecemeal to suit the circumstances of the Lord’s
people as they occur, it could not have been written more to the point. Our
eyes have filled with tears when we have read such words as these, “I will
never leave thee, nor forsake thee,” “fear not, thou worm Jacob, and ye
men of Israel. I will help thee saith the Lord,” “In six troubles I will be with
thee, in seven there shall no evil touch thee,” “I will never leave thee nor
forsake thee.” “Trust in the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwelt in the
land, and verily thou shall be fed,” and such like, which we could quote by
hundreds. We feel that the Lord must have thought about us, or he would
not have sent us such promises. Best of all, when we sit quietly at the feet
of Jesus in the power of the Spirit of God, in solemn silence of the mind,







16


then we know that the Lord thinks upon us, for thoughts come bubbling up
one after another, delightful thoughts, such as only the Holy Spirit could
inspire. Then the things of Christ are sweetly taken by the Spirit, and laid
home to our hearts. We become calm and still, though before we were
distracted. A sweet savor fills our heart, like ointment poured forth, it
diffuses its fragrance through every secret corner of our spirit. Sometimes
our soul has seemed as though it were a peal of bells, and every power and
passion has been set a ringing with holy joy because the Lord was there.
Our whole nature has been as a harp well-tuned, and the Spirit has laid his
fingers among the strings, and filled our entire manhood with music. When
we have been the subjects of these marvelous influences and gracious
operations, if any one had said to us that the Lord did not think upon us,
we should have told them that they lied, even to their face, for the Lord
had not only thought of us, but spoken to us, and enabled us by his grace
to receive his thoughts, and to speak again, to him.


The Lord not think of us! Why, we have proof upon proof. He has very
remarkably thought upon us in providence. Should some of us relate the
memorable interferences of providence on our behalf they would not be
believed; but they are facts for all that. William Huntingdon wrote a book
called, “The Bank of Faith,” which contains in it a great many very strange
things, no doubt, but I believe hundreds and thousands of God’s tried
people could write “Banks of Faith” too, if it came to that, for God has
often appeared for his saints in such a way that if the mercy sent had been
stamped with the seal of God, visible to their eyes, they could not have
been more sure of its coming from him than they were when they received
it. Yes, answered prayers, applied promises, sweet communings, and
blessed deliverances in providence, all go to make us feel safe in saying,
“yet the Lord thinketh upon me.”


At this point we will close our meditation, when we have remarked that
those who are not poor and needy, may well envy in their hearts those who
are. You who have abounding riches, who feel yourselves to be wealthy in
goodness, you who feel as if you could afford to look down upon most
people in the world, you who are so respectable, and decorous, so
deserving, I beseech you, note well that the text does not say a word about
you. You are not poor, and you are not needy, and you do not think upon
the Lord, and the Lord does not think upon you. Why should he? “The
whole have no need of a physician.” ‘Christ did not come to call you. He
said he came to call, not the righteous, but sinners to repentance. Shall I
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tell you that it is your worst calamity that you have such an elevated idea of
your own goodness? Whereas you say, “we see,” you are blindest of all;
and whereas you boast that you are righteous, there is in that self-
righteousness of yours the very worst form of sin, for there is no sin that
can be greater than that of setting up your own works in competition with
the righteousness of Christ. I bear you witness that you have a zeal for
God, but not according to knowledge, for you, being ignorant of the
righteousness of Christ, go about to establish your own righteousness, and
your efforts will end in terrible disappointment. I pray you cast away all
reliance upon your own works. Tear up, once for all, all that you have been
spinning for these many years. Your fears, your prayers, your church-
goings, your chapel-goings, your confirmation, your baptism, your
sacraments; have done with the whole rotten mass as a ground of
confidence. It is all quicksand which will swallow you up if you rest, upon
it. The only rock upon which you must build, whoever you may be, is the
rock of the finished work of Jesus. Come now, and rest upon God’s
appointed Savior, the Son of God, even though you may not have felt as
you could desire your own poverty and need. If you mourn that you do not
mourn as you should, you are one of the poor and needy, and are bidden to
turn your eyes to the Lamb of God and live.


I would to God that everyone of us were poor and needy in ourselves and
were rich in faith in Christ Jesus! O that we had done both with sin and
with self-righteousness, that we had laid both those traitors with their
heads on the bloc for execution! Come, ye penniless sinners, come and
receive the bounty of heaven. Come, ye who mourn your want of
penitence, come and receive repentance, and every other heavenly gift,
from him who is the Sinner’s Friend, exalted on high to give repentance
and remission of sins. But you must come empty handed, and sue as the
lawyers say, in forma pauperis, for in no other form will the Lord give ear
to you. “He hath put down the mighty from their seats, and exalted them of
low degree; he hath filled the hungry with good things, and the rich he hath
sent empty away.”


“Tis perfect poverty alone
That sets the soul at large;


‘While we can call one mite our own,
We have no full discharge.







18


But let our debts be what they may,
However great or small,


As soon as we have nought to pay,
Our Lord forgives us all.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


FEBRUARY 1, 1871.


A DISCOURSE UPON ONE OF THE MASTER’S
CHOICE SAYINGS


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“But Jesus said unto them, They need not depart.” Matthew 14:16.


Of course the Master was right, but he appeared to speak unreasonably. It
seemed self-evident that the people very much needed to depart. They had
been all day long hearing the preacher, the most of them had not broken
their fast, and they were ready to faint for hunger. The only chance of their
being fed was to let them break up into parties and forage for themselves
among the surrounding villages. But our Lord declared that there was no
necessity for them to go away from him, even though they were hungry,
and famished, and in a desert place. Now, if there was no necessity for
hungry hearers to go away, much less will it ever be needful for loving
disciples to depart from him. If those who were hearers only — and the
bulk of them were nothing more, a congregation collected by curiosity and
held together by the charm of his eloquence and by the renown of his
miracles — if these needed not depart, much less need they depart who are
his own friends and companions, his chosen and beloved. If the crowds
needed not through hunger to depart bodily, much less need any of the
saints depart spiritually from their Lord. There is no necessity that our
communion with Christ should ever be suspended.


To walk with Christ from morn till eve,
In him to breathe, in him to live,


is no mere wish, no visionary’s prayer; it may be realized; we need not
decline from Jesus. There is no need that the spouse of Jesus should
wander from beneath the banner of his love. Mary may always sit at Jesus’
feet. There is no law which says to holy fellowship, “Hitherto shalt thou
go, but no farther, here shalt thou cease!” There is no set hour when the
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gate of communion with Christ must inevitably be closed. We may
continue to come up from the wilderness, leaning on the Beloved. We need
not depart. Yet is it so commonly thought to be a matter of course that we
should wander from our Lord, that I shall ask for strength from heaven to
combat the injurious opinion.


I. Brethren, THERE IS NOT AT THIS HOUR, to you who love the Lord, ANY


PRESENT NECESSITY FOR YOUR DEPARTING FROM CHRIST.


At this moment we may truthfully say of all the saints of God, “They need
not de, part.” There is nothing in your circumstances which compels you
to cease from following hard after your Lord. You are very poor, you say,
but you need not depart from Christ because of penury, for in the depths of
distress the saints have enjoyed the richest presence of their once
houseless Lord. Being poor, your poverty at this moment may be pinching
you: to be relieved from that pinch you need not break away from Jesus,
for fellowship with him may be maintained under the direst extremity of
want; indeed, your want increases your necessity to walk closely with your
Lord, so that patience may have its perfect work, and your soul may be
sustained by the mighty consolations which flow out of nearness to Jesus.
Want shall not separate the soul from communion with him who hungered
in the wilderness and thirsted on the cross. You tell me that in order to
relieve your necessities you are compelled to exercise great care and
anxiety; but all the cares which are useful and allowable are such as will
allow of a continuance of fellowship with Christ. You may care as much as
you ought to care — and I need not say how little that is — and yet you
need not depart from him who careth for you. But you tell me that in
addition to deep thought you have to spend much labor to provide things
honest in the sight of all men. Yes, but you need not depart for that reason.
The carpenter’s Son is not ashamed of the sons of toil; he who wore the
garment without seam does not despise the smock or the apron. Labor is
no enemy to communion; idleness is a far more likely separator of the soul
from Christ. Not to the idlers in Herod’s court did Jesus reveal himself, but
to hard-working fishermen by the lake of Galilee. If Satan is never far away
from the idle, it is pretty plain that it is no disadvantage to be busy. A toil
amounting to slavery may weaken the body, and prostrate the spirit; but
even when heart and flesh fail, the heart may call the Lord its portion.
There is no service beneath the sun so arduous that you need depart from
Christ in it: but the rather while the limbs are weary the spirit should find
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its rest in drawing nearer to him who can strengthen the weak and give rest
to the laboring.


Do you tell me that you are rich? Ah, indeed, how often has this made men
depart!


“Gold and the gospel seldom do agree;
Religion always sides with poverty.”


So said John Bunyan, and his saying is true. Too often the glitter of wealth
has dazzled men’s eyes so that they could not see the beauty of Christ
Jesus but, O ye few wealthy saints, ye need not depart. The camel can go
through the needle’s eye, for with God all things are possible. Men have
worn coronets on earth and inherited crowns in heaven, he who was the
man after God’s own heart swayed a scepter. To grow rich in substance
does not make it inevitable that you should become poor in grace. Do
riches bring you many responsibilities and burdens, and are you so much
occupied by them that your fellowship with the Lord grows slack? It
should not be so; you need not depart. You can bring those responsibilities
and the wealth itself to Jesus, and communion with him will prevent the
gold from cankering, and the responsibility from involving you in sin. Very
often the servant of God, who ministers for the church of Christ, finds so
much to do in watching for the souls of others, and in caring for the
various wants of the flock, that he is in danger of losing his own personal
enjoyment of his Lord’s presence; but it need not be so. We can make all
our many works subservient to our personal communism with our Lord,
and as the bee flies to many flowers and gathers honey from each one, so
may we out of many forms of service extract a sweet conformity to him
who was ever about his Father’s business. We need not be cumbered with
much serving or much suffering. Our surroundings are not to be our
victors, but our subjects. We are in all these things to be more than
conquerors through him who hath loved us.


Brethren, you need not depart because of anything in Christ Jesus. Those
whom we love would not desire us to be always with them, and never out
of their sight. A guest is very welcome, but the proverb says that after
three days he is stale. A mother does not always want her child in her arms;
its face is the epitome of beauty, but at eventide she is glad that those dear
blue eyes no longer shine upon her; she is happy to lay her treasure in its
cradle casket. We do not always wish for the company of those whom we
compassionate; if they will condense their request and do their errand
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rapidly, we are best content. But Jesus Christ says to each one of us, his
poor dependants, his crying children, “Ye need not depart.” When we are
weeping he will lay us in his bosom and give us rest; when we are
famishing, he will entertain us at his royal table, till we forget our misery.
He is a friend who sticketh closer than a brother in this respect, for we
need not in his instance heed the wise man’s caution, “Go not into thy
brother’s house in the day of thy calamity,” for we may at all times and
seasons resort to him. We may ask, “Where dwellest thou?” and when we
receive an answer, we may go forth and dwell with him, and make his
house our home. Do you not remember his words, “Abide in me;” not
merely “with me,” but “abide in me.” The closest contact may be
maintained with the utmost constancy.


Ye need not depart, ye may tarry for aye,
Unchanged is his heart, he invites you to stay;


He does not despise nor grow weary of you,
You’re fair in his eyes, and most comely to view


Then wish not to roam, but abide with your Lord,
Since he is your home, go no longer abroad;
Lie down on his breast in unbroken repose,


For there you may rest, though surrounded with foes


II. Secondly, NO FUTURE NECESSITY EVER WILL ARISE TO COMPEL YOU TO


DEPART FROM JESUS. It will always be true, “Ye need not depart.”


You do not know what your wants will be, yet though you be no prophet,
your words will be true if you affirm that no want shall ever necessarily
divide you from Jesus, because your wants will rather bind you to him. “It
pleased the Father that in him should all fullness dwell.” “And of his
fullness have all we received, and grace for grace.” We will draw nearer to
him in time of need to obtain the grace we want. We shall never be forced
to go elsewhere to find supplies for our spiritual wants. There stands
another trader over the way, who fain would have you deal with him — his
Infallible Holiness, as he styles himself — but, ah! if you want infallibility,
you need not wander from him who is “the Truth;” and if you desire
holiness, you need not withdraw from him who is the Holy Child Jesus. To
gain all that the superstitious profess to find in Babylon, you need not
depart from the Son of David who reigns in Zion. They tell us that we must
confess our sins to a priest; we will stay at home, and lay bare our hearts to
the High Priest, who sprang out of Judah, who is touched with a feeling of
our infirmities. They teach that we must receive absolution from one
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chosen from among men to forgive sins; we go at once to him who is
exalted on high to give repentance and remission. They tell us that we
should continue in morning and evening prayers; we do so, and offer our
matins and our vespers where no bells call us save the bells upon our High
Priest’s garments. Our daily office may not be according to the use of
Sarum, but it is according to the use of those who worship God in spirit
and in truth. They cry up their daily sacrifice of the Mass, but in him who
offered one sacrifice for sins for ever we find our all in all. His flesh is meat
indeed, and his blood is drink indeed. You need not depart to pope, priest,
church, or altar, for you may rest assured that there dwells in the man
Christ Jesus, the Mediator of the new covenant, all that your spiritual
wants shall need for their supply, and on no occasion, for any wants that
shall by possibility arise, need you go down into Egypt, or stay yourself on
Assyria.


You will experience great trials as well as great wants. That young man
fresh from the country has come to town to live in a godless family, and
last night he was laughed at when he knelt down to pray. My young friend,
you need not forsake the faith, for other saints have endured severer
ordeals than yours and have still rejoiced in the Lord. Yours are only the
trials of cruel mockings; they were stoned and sawn asunder, yet neither
persecution, nakedness, nor sword, divided them from the love of God in
Christ Jesus their Lord. Many also are those with whom providence deals
severely; all God’s waves and billows go over them, through much
tribulation they inherit the kingdom, and everything in the future forebodes
multiplied adversities, but yet they need not depart from Jesus their friend.
If, like Paul, you should come to a place where two seas meet; if you
should experience a double trouble, and if neither sun nor moon should
give you cheer, yet you need not suspend, but may rather deepen your
fellowship with the Man of Sorrows. Christ is with you in the tempest-
tossed vessel, and you and those who sail with you, shall yet come to the
desired haven; therefore be of good courage, and let not your hearts be
troubled The Son of God will be with you in the seven-times heated
furnace. “When thou passest through the rivers I will be with thee.” This
proves to a demonstration that you need not depart.


You will encounter many difficulties between here and heaven. Those who
paint the road to glory in rose-color have never trodden it. Many are the
hills and dales between this Jericho and the city of the Great King. Let who
will be without trials, Christians will have their fall share of them; but there
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shall come no difficulty of any kind between here and paradise which shall
necessitate the soul’s going anywhere, but to her gracious Lord, for
guidance, for consolation, for strength, or for aught besides. Little know
we of the walls to be leaped or the troops to be overcome, but we know
full well that never need we part from the Captain of our salvation, or call
in other helpers. Death will probably befall us, at we need not depart from
Jesus in the hour of our departure out of this world. On the contrary, when
the death-dew lies cold on our brow we will sing, “If ever I loved thee, my
Jesus, ‘tis now:” “For I am persuaded, that neither death, nor life, nor
angels, nor principalities, nor powers, nor things present, nor things to
come, nor height, nor depth, nor any other creature, shall be able to
separate us from the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus our Lord.”
Straight on into eternity, and on, and on for ever, that word “Depart” never
need cross our path. As never in eternity will the great Judge pronounce
the sentence, “Depart, ye cursed,” upon his saints, so never in his
providence, nor in the severest trial, will he render it necessary that the
saints should in any sense depart from him.


Never, O time, in thy darkest hour
Shall I need depart from him,


Though round me thy blackest tempests lower
And both sun and moon grow dim.


Faster and faster each grief shall bind
My soul to her Lord above;


And all the woes that assail my mind
Shall drive me to rest in his love.


There is no necessity, then, in the present, and there will be none in the
future, for departing from communion with the Lord.


III. Thirdly, “They need not depart;” that is to say, NO FORCE CAN


COMPEL THE CHRISTIAN TO DEPART FROM JESUS.


The world can tempt us to depart, and alas! too successfully does it seduce
with its fascinating blandishments. Its frowns alarm the cowardly, and its
smiles delude the unwary, but none need depart. If we have grace enough
to play the man, Madam Bubble cannot lead us astray. “Surely in vain is
the net spread in the sight of any bird.” We need not be taken in the
world’s traps, there is one who can deliver us from the snare of the fowler.
We are not ignorant of the devices of Satan and the temptations of the
world; we are not compelled to fall from our steadfastness; and if we do
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so, it is our willful fault. There is no necessity for it. Many live above the
world — many in as difficult circumstances as ours. There are those in
heaven who have found as hard hand-to-hand fighting in the spiritual life as
we do; yet they were not vanquished, nor need we be; for the same
strength which was given to them is reserved for us also. But saith one,
“You do not know where I live.” Perhaps no. “You do not know what I
have to endure.” cries another. Most true; but, I know where my Lord.
lived, and I have heard that he endured much contradiction of sinners
against himself, but he did not depart from holiness, nor from love to you.
You have not yet resisted unto blood, striving against sin. Perseverance to
the end is possible to every believer; nay, it is promised him, and he may
have it for the seeking. You need not depart, young friend, the world
cannot drag you from Jesus, though it may entice you. Yield not, and you
shall stand; for there has no temptation happened to you but such as is
common to men.


Satan is a very cunning tempter of the souls of men, but though he would
fain constrain you to depart front your Lord, you need not follow his
bidding. Satan is strong, but Christ is stronger. His temptations are
insinuating, but you are no longer in darkness that you should be deceived
by him. You need not depart. Even though surprising temptation should
assault you at unawares, it ought no to find you sleeping. Has not Christ
said, “What I say unto you, I say unto all, Watch”? You will not be
surprised, if holy anxiety stands sentinel to your soul. Prayer and
watchfulness will warn you of the enemy’s approach, and therefore you
need not be driven to forsake your Lord.


Ay, but, perhaps, it may be that in addition to the world and to Satan, you
are very conscious of the terrible depravity of your own heart, and, indeed,
that is the chief ground of fear. The heart is deceitful, prone to wander, and
ready enough to depart from the living God. But you need not depart from
the Master because of that. The new-born nature takes up arms against the
body of sin and death, the Holy Spirit also dwells within to conquer
indwelling sin. Shall not the life which is from above subdue the natural
death? Shall not the Spirit purge out the old leaven? You need not depart
from Jesus. It is true you have a fiery temper, but it must not prevail; there
is a cure for that plague. Perhaps we are inclined to levity, but we need not
let our frivolous nature reign; grace can overcome it, and will. Where sin
abounded, grace doth yet more abound. There is no unconquerable sin;
there is no Dagon that shall not be broken in the presence of the ark of
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God, there is no temple of the Philistines which shall not fall beneath the
might of our greater Samson. We need not, as the result of temperament,
or because of any sin that doth so easily beset us, depart from Jesus, for
grace is equal to all emergencies.


Do you call to mind that there may be another force employed beside that
of the world, or of Satan, or the corruption within, namely, the lamentable
coldness of the Christian church? Truly it is to be feared that more have
departed from close walking with Christ through the chilliness of
professors than from almost any other cause. Newborn children of God too
often feel the atmosphere of the church to be as freezing as that of an ice-
well; their holy warmth of zeal is frozen, and their limbs are stiffened into a
rigor of inactivity, so that it is a marvel that they do not die — die they
would were not the spiritual life immortal and eternal. But, brethren, even
in the midst of the coldest church we need not depart from a near and
elevated fellowship with the Lord. The church of Rome is a church defiled
with error trod debased with superstition, but was there ever a nobler
Christian woman in this world than Madame de la Mothe Guyon? She did
not depart from Christ, though in the midst of a pestilent atmosphere.
Remember, too, the names of Jansenius, and Arnold, and Pascal, and
Fenelon, which are an honor to the universal church of Christ; who walked
in closer communion with Jesus than those holy men? In the midst of the
darkest ages there have shone forth fairest stars. There are a few names
even in Sardis which have not defiled their garments. Often am I told by
some brother in a country village, where the minister seems to have gone
to sleep twenty years ago and has never awakened since, that he finds it
very hard to rejoice in the Lord, for his Sabbaths are a burden instead of a
joy. My dear brother, you want more grace, if this is your ease. You must
have more vitality within if you see so much death without. You need not
depart; on the contrary, by becoming an example of living near to Christ
yourself, you may quicken others; for, thank God, grace is contagious as
well as sin. At any rate, it is certain that though many influences may
seduce us, no force can compel us to depart from Jesus.


No power in earth or hell
Can force me to depart;


Christ is my strength unconquerable
He fortifies my heart.
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Fixed in his love I stand,
And none shall drive me thence;
Enclosed I am within the hand


Of Love’s omnipotence.


IV. Regarded from another point, our text may teach us that THERE IS NO


IMPOSSIBILITY IN KEEPING CLOSE TO THE BELOVED.


Many believers think that if they have fellowship every now and then with
Jesus, with long intervals between, they are quite as much advanced as
need be, and have probably reached as far as human nature is ever likely to
go. An affectation of superfine godliness is suspicious, but, at the same
time, a higher standard of religion can be maintained, and ought to be
maintained than is commonly seen among professors at this time. We ought
to attain to such a walk with God, to so calm, and serene a frame, that the
light which shines upon our pathway shall be constant and clear. Enoch
walked with God for hundreds of years, and cannot a man walk with God
for twenty years? Enoch lived in the dark age of the world comparatively;
cannot we who live under the gospel continuously walk with God? Enoch
begat sons and daughters, and so had all the cares of a household, and yet
he walked with God; cannot we, who have the like cares, yet still, by divine
grace, be enabled to maintain unbroken communion? I know the place is
high where they stand who consciously abide with Christ, but will you not
strive to climb there and bathe your foreheads in the everlasting sunlight of
Jehovah’s face? I know it would require most jealous walking, but you
serve a jealous God, and he demands holy jealousy from you. Oh, the joy
of living in the embrace of Jesus, and never departing from it! Oh, the bliss
of sitting always at his feet, abiding with the Bridegroom, and listening to
his voice! Surely the gain is worth the exertion, and the prize is worthy of
the struggle. Let us not, since the attainment is not impossible, murmur at
the difficulty, but rather by faith let us ask that we may begin to-night to
achieve the result and continue to achieve it, till we come to see the face of
Christ in heaven. Others have done so; why should not we?


Brethren, the way to maintain fellowship with Christ is simple. If you
desire to retain in your mouth all day the flavor of the wines on the lees
well refined, take care that you drink deep by morning devotion. Do not
waste those few moments which you allot to morning prayer. Lay a text on
your tongue, and like a wafer made with honey, it shall sweeten your soul
till nightfall. During the day, when you can do so, think about your
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Redeemer, his person, his work. Seek to him, pray to him, ask him to
speak to you. All the day long, lean on the Beloved. During the day serve
him, say, “Lord, how can I serve thee in my calling?” Consecrate the
kitchen, consecrate the market-room; make every place holy, by glorifying
the Lord there. Converse much with him, and it will not be impossible for
you to abide in him from the year’s beginning to its close. You need not
depart. There is no mental or spiritual impossibility in the maintenance of
unbroken communion, if the Holy Spirit be your helper.


‘Tis not too high for grace,
Though nature fail to climb;


Rise till you always view his face
In fellowship sublime.


‘Tis not too much for grace
To hold a life-long stay;


You need not leave the sacred place,
But rest therein for aye.


V. Once more. We need not depart; that is to say, THERE IS NO REASON


THAT CAN BE IMAGINED WHICH WOULD RENDER IT A WISE, AND PROPER, AN


GOOD THING FOR A CHRISTIAN TO DEPART FROM CHRIST.


Suppose that the search after happiness be the great drift of our life, as the
old philosophers assert, then we need not depart from Jesus to win it, for
he is heaven below. You desire pleasure, forget not that the pleasures of
God which are in Christ, his joy, the joy that fills his great heart, these are
more than enough to fill your heart. I sometimes hear people say, as an
excuse for professors going to doubtful places of amusement, “You know
they must have some recreation.” Yes, I know, but the re-creation which
the Christian experienced when he was born again, has so completely made
all things new to him, that the vile rubbish called recreation by the world is
so vapid to him, that he might as well try to fill himself with fog as to
satisfy his soul with such utter vanity. No; the Christian finds happiness in
Christ Jesus, and when he wants pleasure, he does not depart from Jesus.


Perhaps it is said that we require a little excitement now and then, for
excitement gives a little fillip to life, and is as useful to it as stirring is to a
fire. I know it, and I trust you may have excitement, for the medicinal
power of a measure of exhilaration and excitement is great, but you need
not depart from Christ to get it, for there is such a thing as the soul’s
dancing at the sound of his name, while all the sanctified passions are lifted
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up in the ways of the Lord. Holy mirth will sometimes so bubble up, and
overflow in the soul, that the man will say, “Whether in the body or out of
the body, I cannot tell, God knoweth.” Joy in Christ; can rise to ecstasy
and soar aloft, to bliss. If you desire to wear the highest crown of joy, you
need not depart from Christ.


But it is said, “We require food for our intellect; a man needs to develop
his intellectual faculties, he must needs learn that which will enlarge and
expand his mind.” Certainly, by all manner of means. But, O beloved
brother, you need not depart from Christ to get this, for the science of
Christ crucified is the most excellent, comprehensive and sublime of all the
sciences. It is the only infallible science in the circle of knowledge.
Moreover, by all true science you will find Christ honored, and not
dishonored, and your learning, if it be true learning, will not make you
depart from Christ, but lead you to see more of his creating and ruling
wisdom. The profoundest astronomer admires the Sun of Righteousness;
the best-taught geologist has no quarrel with the Rock of Ages; the
greatest adept in mathematics marvels at him who is the sum total of the
universe; he who knows the most of the physical, if he knows aright, loves
the spiritual and reverences God in Christ Jesus. To imagine that to be wise
one needs forsake the Incarnate Wisdom, is insanity. No, to reach the
highest degree of attainment in true learning, there is no reason for
departing from Christ.


“We must have friends and acquaintances,” says one. You need not depart
from Christ, to get them. We admit that a young woman does well to enter
the marriage state; a young man is safer and better for having a wife; but
my dear young friends, you need not break Christ’s law, and depart from
him in order to find a good husband or a good wife. His rule is that you
should not be unequally yoked together with unbelievers; it is a wise and
kind rule, and is an assistance rather than a hindrance to a fit marriage.
“But,” says one, “I do not intend to depart from Christ, though I am about
to marry an unconverted person.” Rest assured that you are departing front
Jesus by that act. I have never yet met with a single case in which
marriages of this kind have been blessed of God. I know that young
women say, “Do not be too severe, sir, I shall bring him round.” You will
certainly fail. You are sinning in marrying under that idea. If you break
Christ’s law, you cannot expect Christ’s blessing. To be happy in future life
with a suitable partner you need not depart from Jesus. There is nothing in
life you can want that is truly desirable, nothing that can promote your
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welfare, nothing that is really good or you, that can ever make it necessary
for you to depart from the Lord Jesus Christ.


Now, if this be true, do not some of us feel very guilty? I could weep to
think that I have so often departed from close fellowship with my Lord and
Master, when I need not have done it. I am cast down and weary and
cumbered with much serving occasionally. I know my faith is in Christ; but
I have not the calm, unstaggering, faith I desire to have. But I know that
with a thousand cares and I have ten thousand, I need not for a moment
lose serenity and peace of mind, if I can reach the place which by God’s
grace I will reach yet. Do you not feel ashamed that your family troubles,
and perhaps your family joys, have taken you off from your Savior? Some
of you have a great deal of leisure, and yet you slide away from Christ. Let
us be ashamed together; but let us remember that if we have departed from
Christ and the enjoyment of his fellowship, we can offer no excuse by
saying we could not help it while this verse stands true. We do it willfully,
we do it sinfully. It is not to be thrust on the back of circumstances; it
cannot be laid on the devil, nor blamed to this, nor blamed to that, it is our
own fault. We need not depart; there never was any need for it, and there
never will be. May God’s grace descend mightily upon us, so that we may
henceforth abide in our Lord. May those who know him not be led to seek
him by faith even now and find him, and then even they shalt not need to
depart from him at the last.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH 1, 1871.


OUR SUNDAY SCHOOLS


IT is believed that since the year 1851 the number of Sunday schools, of
teachers, and of scholars, has more than doubled in this country. In
America, however, the Sabbath-schools are not only more numerous and
more largely attended, but are regarded as of greater importance than in
England. All who pay flying visits to that country — and it will soon be a
sign of heterodoxy among Nonconformist ministers not to have made a
Transatlantic tour — are struck with the large measure of attention given
to this important branch of Christian effort. We believe our American
brethren are right in holding the Sabbath-school in the highest repute, and
regarding it as the pet scheme of their Churches. Our English churches
have been too neglectful of the children, and as a consequence, we lose
many adults who might be worshippers at our half-deserted chapels. The
unceasing devotion of ministers and Christians generally to the Sabbath-
schools of the United States is manifested in a variety of ways. It falls to
our lot to scan many American religious papers, and there is scarcely any
that do not devote one of the pages of their large broad-sheets to lessons,
illustrations, and counsels for teachers. The existence of this feature of
their religious journalism is essential to an extensive family circulation.
Moreover, the handsome, well-lighted and ventilated and furnished school-
rooms are a marked contrast to the delightful dungeons in which so many
thousands of English children are immured every Lord’s-day. In this
respect, it is to be hoped that we are improving, if we may judge from the
published accounts of new school-rooms opened, or old ones enlarged and
rendered more comfortable. An American minister writes in one of the
papers, “London has what it calls Sunday-schools, but they are generally
only a milder form of inquisition. The school of Doctor Cumming’s church
was without picture or pleasant sight, and had thirty-seven scholars.
Spurgeon’s school-room is a sepulcher. The seats are narrow and without
backs, and remind one of the Irishman’s remark on a fine cemetery, that he
thought; it ‘a very healthy place to be buried in.’ The people in England do
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not much like to have an American come into their Sabbath-schools. They
always apologize, and say, ‘You are ahead of us in these things.’”


Now, we cannot vouch for the accuracy of this statement, so far as it
concerns the apocalyptic doctor, but we must admit that so far as it
concerns the Tabernacle “this witness is true.” London grows more foggy
and dark every year at its center, as the range of smoke-producing houses
extends; and hence huge rooms like ours, built underground, become less
and less suitable for school purposes. Would to God the funds were
forthcoming for suitable buildings both for the School and the College.


In the matter of literature suited for Sunday-school teachers we are very
hopefully progressing. The three hundred thousand teachers in Great
Britain have opportunities in the present day of acquiring an amount of
Biblical knowledge which was denied to most ministers of the past
generation. The Sunday-school Union has in this respect been a source of
the greatest blessing to the rising race. Its six periodicals are stated to have
a united monthly circulation of two hundred and fifty thousand; and of late,
a number of most useful commentaries, magazines of practical Sunday-
school information, and bound works have been issued by independent
publishers at a cheap price, and have found a large and remunerative sale.


One of the most laborious workers in this field is the Rev. J. Comper Gray,
whose compilations have shown marvelous industry and literary skill. His
most recent work, entitled “The Sunday-school World” an encyclopedia of
facts and principles if not useful in the class, will be valuable to all who
need suggestions upon the way in which to improve the Sabbath-school. It
is a volume of extracts from writers who have had practical acquaintance
with the various departments of Sunday-school labor, and the facts and
opinions given will be of considerable service to all who are engaged in this
noble work.


It may be a somewhat delicate task, where all the laborers are voluntary
and their labor largely self-denying, to offer criticism upon their
qualifications. Yet as we believe that every Christian has some sphere of
usefulness for which he is qualified, and that he is not qualified for every
undertaking, so we think it is possible for him to get into a niche which
others are better fitted to occupy, and thus may commit the double
mischief of wasting his own energies in a position for which he is unsuited,
and keeping another out of the place, who might have been abundantly
successful. Every school, small or great, should be well organized, but a
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mistake at the outset is sometimes disastrous. How many Sabbath-schools
have suffered beyond hope of recovery through incompetent rulers! All the
qualifications requisite for a successful superintendent are not often found
in one person. A man who rules his own household with discretion and
pleasantness may not always be able to guide the affairs of a school with
wisdom. The mind must have been somewhat trained to the task; there
should be a knowledge of human nature, an aptness to lead, and then
familiarity with details, a skill to grasp all the questions that affect the daily
working of the school. It needs a special call to make a superintendent,
almost as much as to make a minister. A man may be eloquent at the desk,
able to present the church with well-prepared reports, and yet be deficient
in those qualifications which command confidence in teachers and
obedience in scholars. He may be pious, and yet weak; amiable, and yet
over-diffident; or he may be vigorous, but offensive; stern, and therefore
repelling. The last form of fault is usually one which brings the whole
business to a dead lock in a short time, for voluntary workers will not long
submit to be addressed in a domineering manner. We have known some cry
out for “discipline,” who would not be for a week under certain martinet
superintendents without rising in open rebellion. Teachers are often a
touchy race, and need great discretion in those who are at their head. A
superintendent by either ruling too much or too little may damage the
school; and there are always a number of mutinous spirits ready to assist in
the operation. Much, however, must always depend upon him; for he is the
man at the wheel, and to a great degree steers the vessel or lets her drive.
His influence will be very great, or distressingly small; and in spite of the
willinghood of the teachers the school may never flourish when the
superintendent is ill-fitted for his office. Our own experience and
observation lead us to the conclusion that “it is difficult to raise a Sabbath-
school higher that its superintendent.” It is not enough that he be a good
teacher; he must be a wise administrator; for his gifts to teach will be
brought into requisition at odd times and unexpected moments, and his
position as constitutional ruler compels him to occupy a post in which
enthusiasm must be excited and sometimes curbed. Who will deny there is
much truth in the following sketch: — The superintendent “does not forget
that the whole body of teachers, old and young, will come late if he is late;
and that if he is punctual they will all, excepting two or three incorrigible
heedless ones, be punctual too. When he arrives at school, it is understood
that he has come with a definite purpose and not to let things straggle
along, the best way they can. With courteous firmness he goes about the







34


business of the school. He, as pleasantly as possible, corrects what is
wrong, according to the best of his ability. By some apparent magic he
smooths down the crusty teacher, and quiets the turbulent one. He has
succeeded in bringing to nought the plans of Mr. Books, the librarian, who
in two years had invented fifteen new ways of keeping the library, each
worse than its predecessor. He has quieted Mr. Whimsick, the singing man,
who bought all the new flash tune books as soon as published, and insisted
that the school should sing them all through. And yet he keeps all these
people in a good humor.” We remember one such superintendent in our
days of schoolhood; he is now a minister. Of great enthusiasm himself, he
could inspire others with a like zeal; the teachers were his hearty friends,
the cooperation was mutual and their kind spirit seemed the shadow of his
own. His executive ability won respect, and his unfailing skill confidence;
his goodness claimed admiration, and his gentleness excited love. Did not
the children like him? for his sake they would obey teachers of less self-
control, and greater indulgence; and whenever he had a word to say, all
were assured that it would be the right word at the right moment. No
aspiring orator who deigned to visit the school, ostensibly to encourage the
dear friends, but actually to depress them and talk away all the lessons of
the class, was privileged to mount the desk a second time; no critical, sour,
church-visitor who must report something, and who felt it his duty to
report on anything but that which was pleasing in everyone’s eyes, was
permitted to dictate, or dishearten the band of workers; the school was the
superintendent’s family — he had to provide for their profit and pleasure,
and to provide against the numerous accidents which injudiciousness and
self will might bring. And, as a consequence, the school flourished, the
children received lessons which they now as grown-up people cherish; and
there is still a corner in their memories for him who loved so well the souls
of his scholars.


Dr. Todd has ruled that a superintendent should be a man of age. We
doubt it. As a rule, the man of earnest piety who is in the strength of his
manhood, is better qualified to sympathize with the work of the teacher
and to understand his difficulties than even the Christian of hoary head and
matured experience. But given the necessary gifts, the question of age may
be safely left to take care or itself. Some men are wiser at thirty than others
at sixty; and in a position requiring physical endurance, bodily strength is
no mean requisite.
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We have observed a tendency to lament the fewness of really qualified
teachers in Sabbath schools. That there is ground for the complaint we are
loth to believe, and that some are most distressingly incompetent is
evidenced by the failure of their efforts to secure even the respect, of those
whom they essay to teach. The common remark is, alas, too true, “These
are the best we can get,” for the office of teacher is not always an object of
ambition to those who are qualified by nature and by grace for the work.
But so far from lamenting, we would rather rejoice that so many thousands
of Christian young men and women, who have to labor hard during the
week, should consecrate the Day of Rest; to the still harder work of
Sunday-school instruction. Perhaps, however much of the lack of teachers
so commonly deplored in large cities, proceeds from an unhealthy desire to
be engaged in other and more conspicuous work. Every city pastor will call
to remembrance cases in which young men well qualified for the instruction
of growing lads, aspire after street and mission preaching, for which their
talents are not well adapted. Exhortations to Christian work need to be
somewhat guarded, and it is but kindness plainly to dissuade many from
attempting work requiring, not a higher, perhaps, but a more singular kind
of ability. It is a mistake to suppose that the work of the evangelist is more
honorable than that of a teacher. “The teacher,” says a popular writer,
“occupies a position midway between the fireside and the pulpit. The
teachers are the pastor’s assistants in the work of God. They aim at the
same object as himself. They are pastors in miniature; they are feeding their
future flocks in embryo; they are moulding the generation to come. They
are the pastor’s right arm. Without them and their labors, however
stupendous his abilities, and whatever his industry, he must always come
immeasurably short of the results otherwise attainable.”


It has never been a question with us that all teachers ought to be converted
persons, and should be members of churches. Their work is a Christian
ministry, and for it piety warm and deep is essential. Archbishop Leighton
observed that a minister’s life is the life of his ministry, and this is no less
applicable to the ministry which the teacher espouses, which is lesser in
degree only, not in kind. Decided piety there ought to be in each person,
but, we question the wisdom of peremptorily rejecting in every case those
of whom we may be hopeful, because they have not as yet openly
professed Christ. We would hope that the desire to be of service in this
good work is the fruit of an intelligent affection for the truths of God.
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Pious feeling there must be in any before they can fitly impart religious
truths to the young.


There are two great evils in Sunday-school work which operate sadly
against its success; namely, want of constancy and punctuality in teachers.
How a teacher can expect to achieve his desire if his place be often filled by
a stranger, it is not easy to say. For a minister so to act would be disastrous
to any church; it is equally bad in a teacher and damaging to his labors.
Inconstancy in the teacher leads to indifference and irregularity on the part
of the best disposed child; while no impression of the instructor’s
earnestness can be left on the scholar’s mind, for his own sake we would
counsel constancy of service. Fickleness fritters away the best motives and
renders worthless the most zealous effort. The inconstant teacher not only
undoes that which he has succeeded in doing, but loses all the results which
perseverance would have secured. The mischief wrought by want of
punctuality is equally grievous. This is an evil due mainly to want of
thought, and not of heart. Time for Christian labor is at any season
precious; each moment when children are waiting for instruction is golden
Such opportunities are too valuable to be lightly diminished by minutes of
disorderly “waiting for teacher.” Every teacher should regard these two
points of constancy and punctuality as indispensable to his fulfilling his
duty with decency, much more with success. Whatever may be the
weather, the children who attend will hardly make excuses for a teacher’s
absence, and there will be the feeling that if a child could be in class, there
could scarcely be a sufficiently cogent reason for the absence of the grown-
up instructor. Some teachers cannot pledge themselves to this, and for
want of others the superintendent is compelled to accept their assistance;
there are uses to which these maimed soldiers can be put, but they are the
irregulars in the army, and can be treated only as reserves.


Much has been recently said upon the increasing necessity for diligent
painstaking preparation for the class. It has been urged that the growing
intelligence of the present day, and the changes which the New Education
Act will effect, demand a different and a higher kind of teaching. If this
kind of tall talk were to be echoed by pastors and superintendents, some of
the most useful teachers we know might be disposed, in sheer fright, to
relinquish their efforts altogether. Everyone’s ideal of pulpit excellence
should be high; and the ideal of instruction in the Sabbath-school ought to
be proportionately elevated; there should be special preparation for the
class, and the best training which can be given by the Teachers’ Bible
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Meeting; but if in this desire for more learned teachers, the great object of
the Sunday-school movement be forgotten — namely, the conversion of
the little ones, the pressing home upon the heart and conscience the simple
truths of Christ’s gospel the change will become a snare. We feel sure that
all that is needed is to make as much use as time will permit of the many
helps which are within the humblest teacher’s reach. The lesson papers, the
cheap commentaries, the many publications which explain the customs of
Oriental nations, furnish all that a teacher, even in the higher classes, can
possibly need. Let the teacher seek by these or other aids, to understand
the chapters to be read in the class, and there will be no lack of interest. A
St. Louis minister gives on this point some useful advice “Take the subject,
early in the week. Think about it. Pray over it. Let it undergo the process
of incubation, and by the time you have brooded over it a week it will be
warm in your own heart, and be presented warm, fresh, and glowing to
your scholars’ hearts. Gather illustrations. Jot down incidents in your note
book incidents occurring in the home circle, in the street, everywhere.
Consider your children their habits, characters, circumstances that you may
know what things will most impress them. Adapt your teaching
concentrate. Take out the one cardinal thought of the lesson, and press it
upon the mind and heart. Study the art of questioning, but never take the
question-book into the class. Close the lesson with your best and strongest
thought. Keep the best to the last. In brief, yet the lesson, impart the
lesson, impress the lesson.” Some fail in attempting too much, others in
imparting too little; but he who prayerfully keeps his end in view is not
likely to miss it. Teachers should be pre-eminently men and women of
prayer; without it, they will not gain renewed strength to meet
discouragements, or see those fruits of their labors which constitute their
best reward.


The evil most intolerable to a child is that of dullness. The teacher ought
not to be dull, for the heaviest mind may surely, by due care and
perseverance, conquer its prosiness. What a change may be observed in the
countenances of children when a dull teacher surrenders his class for an
afternoon to a more lively brother! The children are wide awake and
volatile, and it goads them to desperation to see a yawning teacher fulfilling
his duties in a perfunctory manner. It is a punishment for them to remain
under such control the hours are dreary, the teaching a bore, and the
school-room a prison, where they are kept for awhile in close confinement,
because it is Sunday. Many schemes have been suggested to secure the
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interest of the children, but unless the interest be in the teacher all means
will fail. The man must gain the heart and the willing ear, and the children,
so far from complaining of weariness, will only regret the shortness of the
school hours. Our female friends are more successful here than our
brethren, because, as a rule, they have more tact and life, a nimbler wit, and
a gentler manner. They make fewer speeches, eschew heads and sub-heads,
deal more in surprises and in the home language of children. The interest
which the children will feel in the teacher will be in proportion to the
interest which the teacher feels in the children. Great sympathy is needed;
for, says an Arab proverb, “The neck is bent by the sword, but heart is bent
by heart.” Perhaps, however, much of the dullness which adheres to
Sunday-school addresses might be relieved by the adoption of some
expedients that have long been in use in America. The black board there is
almost a mania; indeed, one enthusiast declares that “the motto for all good
teachers is — to the black board with everything.’’ “We would not
undertake to conduct a Sabbath-school,” says an experienced Sunday-
school writer, “without a good black board.” The board is indispensable to
the dayschool, and it may be greatly useful in fixing the eye upon the
prominent texts or thoughts of the lessons for the day in the Sabbath-
school. Pictures and even objects should be frequently used. As in
preaching, so in teaching, all legitimate means must be employed to secure
success. Stereotyped plans must be discarded, and old prejudices
renounced, if by any means we may save some.


No statistics will fairly represent the direct results of Sunday-school effort.
Has it not fostered a greater respect for the Sabbath-day? Has it not
improved the public morals, elevated the public sentiment? Unconverted
men and women may trace much of that which has helped to make them
reputable members of society to the Sabbath-school. The member for
Stockport has said that in his borough, where there are many and large
schools (one numbers three thousand children), there is a less percentage
of crime than in any borough in Britain. We do not know what has been the
experience of the Editor of this magazine, but it is no small result of
voluntary effort that in twenty years’ pastorate Mr. Chown, of Bradford,
has received into his church eight hundred persons, one-half of whom
ascribe their conversion to the Sunday-school. A writer in the Freeman
Baptist paper estimates that only ninety-three in every thousand, or a little
over nine per cent of scholars in the Sabbath-school, make open profession
of faith in Christ; but this is admitted to be a rough estimate, and does not
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include the still larger numbers of grown up people who trace their first
religious impressions to the Sunday-school. The same writer says that only
seventy-five per cent of the teachers have been former scholars, while
eighty-four per cent are church members. These figures, encouraging in
some respects, may well awaken serious thought and anxious enquiry.
Have we tolerated unconverted teachers, and have we neglected to press
home upon them decision for Christ? Ought not a special interest to be felt
towards such? The fact that they are ready to be of service to the little ones
should encourage their fellow teachers to address them on the all-important
matter of personal piety.


To all teachers we have this parting word. If you have not succeeded in
winning souls, agonize with God until you do. Learn from books and from
examples; reform, amend, study, pray, labor, and be not content till you
can say to the Lord, “Here am I and the children thou has given me.” If on
the other hand you have been honored to be a soul-winner, let your
watchword be “Onward.” We commend to you the following incident
which may serve to excite in you a determination that with God’s help you
will —


“Forget the steps already trod,
And onward urge your way.”


At the battle of Meeanee, an officer who had been doing good service
came up to General Sir Charles Napier and said, “Sir Charles, we have
taken a standard!” The general looked at him, but made no reply, and
turning round, began to speak to some one else; upon which the officer
repeated, “Sir Charles, we have taken a standard!” The General turned
sharp round upon him, and said, “Then take another.”







40


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL 1, 1871.


ALONE, YET NOT ALONE


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Jesus answered them, Do ye now believe? Behold, the hour
cometh, yea, is now come, that ye shall be scattered, every man to
his own, and shall leave me alone and yet I am not alone, because
the Father is with me.” John 16: 31, 32.


Do ye now believe?” Then it seems that faith held them fast to Christ, but
as soon as fear prevailed they were scattered, and left their Master alone.
Faith has an attracting and upholding power. It is the root of constancy,
and the source of perseverance, under the power of God’s Spirit. While we
believe we remain faithful to our Lord; when we are unbelieving we are
scattered, every man to his own. While we trust, we follow closely; when
we give way to fear, we ungratefully forsake our Lord. May the Holy Spirit
maintain our faith in full vigor, that it may nourish all our other graces!
Faith being strong, no faculty of the inner man will languish, but if faith
declines, the energy of our spiritual nature speedily decays. If ye believe
not, ye shall not be established, but “the just shall live by faith,” to the
fullest force of life.


This being noted, our meditation shall now be fixed alone upon the
Savior’s loneliness, and the measure in which the believer is brought into
the same condition.


THE LONELINESS OF THE SAVIOR. Note the fact of it. He was left alone —
alone when most as man he needed sympathy. Solitude to him during his
life was often the cause of strength; he was strong in public ministry
because of the hours spent in secret wrestling with God on the lone
mountain side; but when he came to the hour of his agony his perfect
humanity pined after human sympathy, and it was denied him. He was
alone in the garden; though he took the eleven with him, yet must he leave
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eight of them outside at the garden gate; and the three, the choice, the elite
of them all, though they were brought somewhat nearer to his passion, yet
even they must remain at a stone’s cast distance. None could enter into the
inner circle of his sufferings, where the furnace was heated seven times
hotter. In the bloody sweat and the agony of Gethsemane the Savior trod
the winepress alone. They might have watched with him, wept with him,
prayed for him, but they did neither. They left his lone prayer to ascend to
heaven unattended by sympathetic cries. He was alone too when put upon
his trial. False witnesses were found against him, but no man stood forward
to protest to the honesty, quietness, and goodness of his life. Surely one of
the many who had been healed by him, or of the crowds that had been fed
by his bountiful hand, or likelier still some of those who had received the
pardon of their sins and enlightenment of their minds by his teaching might
have come forward to defend him. But no, his coward followers are silent
when their Lord is slandered. He is led to slaughter, but no pitying voice
entreats that he may be delivered; true, his judge’s wife persuades her
husband to have nothing to do with him, and her vacillating husband offers
to liberate him if the mob will have it so, but none will raise the shout of
“loose him and let him go.” He was not alone literally upon the cross, yet
he was really so, in a deep spiritual sense. Though a few loving ones
gathered at the cross’ foot, yet these could offer him no assistance, and
probably dared not utter more than a tearful protest. Perhaps the boldest
there was that dying thief who called him, “Lord,” and expostulated with
his brother malefactor, saying, “This man hath done nothing amiss.” Few
indeed were the voices that were lifted up for him. From the time when he
bowed amid the deep shades of the Mount of Olives, till the moment when
he entered the thicker darkness of the valley of death-shade, he was left to
suffer alone.


Here was the fact, what was the reason for it. We conclude that fear
overcame the hearts of his disciples. It is natural that men should care for
their lives. They pushed this instinct of self-preservation beyond its
legitimate sphere, and when they found that the Master was taken, and that
probably the disciples might share his fate, they each one, in the panic of
the moment, fled in haste. They were not all traitors, but they were all
cowards for the time. They meant not to desert their Lord, they even
scorned the thought when it was put to them in calmer moments, but they
were taken by surprise, and like a flock of sheep they fled from the wolf.
They rallied after a little, and mustered courage enough to follow him afar
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off; they did not quite forget him; they watched him to his later end, they
kept together after he was dead; they united to bury him, and they came
together instinctively on the first day of the week. They had not cast off
altogether their loyalty to their Lord and Master, for he was still keeping
those whom the Father had given him that none of them might be lost, yet
fear had defeated their faith for awhile, and they had left him alone.


There was a deeper reason, however, for this; it was a condition of his
sufferings that he should be forsaken; desertion was a necessary ingredient
in that cup of vicarious suffering which he had covenanted to drink for us.
We deserved to be forsaken, and therefore he must be. Since our sins
against man deserved that we should be forsaken of men, he bearing our
sins against man is forsaken of men. It cannot be that a runner should enjoy
true friendship. Sin is a separating thing, and so when Christ is made the
sin-bearer his friends must leave him. Besides this was one jewel in the
crown of his glory. It was said in triumph by the great hero of old, who
typified our Lord, “I have trodden the winepress alone; and of the people
there was none with me.” To make that true in the severest sense, it was
needful that the Captain of our salvation should by his single arm defeat the
whole of hell’s battalions. His the sole laurels of the war; for his own right
hand and his holy arm have gotten him the victory.


Can you for a moment enter into the sorrow of that loneliness! There are
men to whom it is a small matter to be friendless; their coarse minds scorn
the gentle joys of fellowship. Sterner virtues may tread beneath their iron
heel the sweet flowers of friendship; and men may be so defiantly self-
reliant that like lions they are most at home amid congenial solitudes.
Sympathy they scorn as womanish, and fellowship as a superfluity. But our
Savior was not such: he was too perfect a man to become isolated and
misanthropical. His grand gentle nature was fall of sympathy towards
others, and therefore sought it in return. You hear the voice of grief at the
loss of brotherly sympathy in the mournful accents of that gentle rebuke,
“what, could ye not watch with me one hour?” How could they sleep
whilst he must sweat; how could they repose while he was exceeding
sorrowful even unto death? He showed the greatness of his soul even in its
depression when he lovingly excused them by saying, “The spirit indeed is
willing, but the flesh is weak.”


How sad to him it was that they should desert him! The brave Peter and all
the rest of them, all taking to their heels! Worse still was it to receive the
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traitor’s kiss with the word, “Master, Master;” twice repeated, as the son
of perdition betrayed his friend to win the bloodmoney! David lamented the
villainy of Ahithophel, but the Savior even more keenly felt the treachery of
Judas, inasmuch as he was of a more tender spirit than the Son of Jesse.
For Peter to say he knew him not and with cursing and swearing to deny
him three times in succession, this was cruel. There was such an element of
deliberation about that denial, that it must have cut the Savior to the very
quick. But where was John — John who leaned on his bosom — that
disciple whom Jesus loved — where was John? Did he not say a word, nor
interject a single syllable for his dear friend? Has Jonathan forgotten his
David? The Master might have said, “Thy love to me was wonderful
passing the love of women,” but alas, John is gone; he has nought to say
for his Master!” Though he remains at the cross’ foot to the last, yet even
he cannot defend him. Jesus is all alone, all alone; and the sorrow of his
lonely heart none of us can fully fathom.


This is a painful meditation, and therefore let us notice the result of our
Savior’s loneliness. Did it destroy him? Did it overwhelm him? It pained
him but it did not dismay him. “Ye shall leave me alone and yet I am not
alone” saith he, “because the Father is with me.” The effect of that solace
in his soul was wonderful. Our Savior did not turn aside from the purpose
of redeeming his people, though they proved so unworthy of being
redeemed. Might he not well have said, “You have forsaken me, I will
forsake you”? It would but have seemed natural for him to have exclaimed,
“You are types of all my people, you care little enough for me: I have
come into this world to save you, but you do not care to rescue me; you
have deserted me, and behold I leave you to your fate.” But no, “having
loved his own which were in the world, he loved them to the end;” and if
they forsook him, yet he fulfilled to each one of them his ancient promise,
“I will never leave thee, nor forsake thee.” The baptism wherewith he was
to be baptized he would still accomplish, and be immersed in the floods of
death for their sake.


Nor did he merely exhibit constancy to his purpose: he displayed great
courageousness of spirit. He was all alone, but yet how peaceful he was!
The calmness of the Savior is wonderful. When he was brought before
Herod, he would not utter one hasty or complaining word. His perfect
silence was the fittest eloquence, and therefore he was majestically mute.
Before Pilate, until it was needful to speak, not a syllable could be extorted
from him. All along in patience be possessed his soul. After the first
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struggle in the garden, he was quiet as a lamb, surrendering himself to the
sacrifice without a struggle. His solemn deliberate self-surrender in his
loneliness has an awfulness of love in it, fitter for thought than words. His
brave spirit was not to be cowed, though it stood at bay alone, and all the
dogs of hell raged around.


Mark, too, not only the constancy and the courageousness of our Savior,
but his matchless unselfishness. For while they forsook him and fled, he
forgave them in his inmost heart, and cherished no resentment. When he
rose again his conduct to these runaways was that of a loving shepherd or
a tender friend; he fully forgave them all. If he did mention it, it was only in
that gentle way in which he inquired of Peter, “Simon, son of Jonas, lovest
thou me?” Reminding him of his failure for his lasting improvement and
benefit, and giving him an honorable commission as the token that it was
all condoned.


Enquire awhile the reason for this result. Why it was that our Savior, in his
loneliness, thus stood so constant, and courageous, and forgiving? Was it
not because he fell back into the arms of his Father when he was forsaken
by his friends? It was even so. “The Father is with me.” Look carefully at
that word. As the Savior uttered it, it was true that the Father’s presence
was with him, but I beg you to remember that it was not true in every sense
all the way through his passion. The Father was not with him on the cross
in the sense of manifested personal favor. “My God, my God, why hast
thou forsaken me?” shows that our Savior did not, at that time, derive
comfort from any present revelation of the love of God to him as man. The
conscious presence and display of love were taken away. There is another
meaning, then, in these words —  “Because the Father is with me;” and,
surely it is this the Father was always with him his design. The enterprise
he had undertaken was the salvation of his people, and the Father was
wholly and ever with him in that respect. In that sense he was with him
even when he deserted him. It was but a form of the Father’s being with
Christ that he should be forsaken of God. We are not intending quite a
paradox, and if it sound so, let us expound it. It was in pursuance of their
one great design that the Father forsook the Son. Both were resolved upon
the same gracious purpose, and therefore the Father must forsake the Son,
that the Son’s purpose and the Father’s purpose in our redemption might
be achieved. He was with him when he forsook him; with him in design
when he was not with him in the smiles of his face. Furthermore, the Father
was always with our Lord in his co-working. When Jesus was in







45


Gethsemane, and the staves and lanterns were being prepared, the God of
Providence was permitting and arranging all. When Jesus was taken before
Caiaphas, and Herod, and Pilate, and Annas, Providence was allowing all
things to be done; the Father was with Christ fulfilling the prophecies,
answering the types and accomplishing the covenant. Through the whole
sad chapter it might be said, “My Father worketh hitherto.” Even amid the
thick darkness and the dire suffering of Christ, the Father was with Christ,
working those very sufferings in him, for “it pleased the Lord to bruise
him; he hath put him to grief.” Into this fact Christ slinks as into a sea of
comfort. “The Father is with me.” “It is enough,” saith he; “my own chosen
friends forsake me, and my dearest earthly friends leave me, those whom I
have purchased with my blood deny me, but my Father is with me.” By a
matchless exercise of faith, our Redeemer realized this, and was sustained.


We shall make practical use of our subject by considering THE CHRISTIAN


IN HIS LONELINESS. No believer traverses all the road to heaven in
company; lonely spots there must be here and there, though the most part
to our heavenward pilgrimage is made cheerful by the society of fellow-
travelers. “They go from company to company; every one of them in Zion
appeareth before God.” Christ’s sheep love to go in flocks. “They that
feared the Lord spake often one to another.” We take sweet counsel
together and walk to the house of God in company, yet somewhere or
other on the road every man will find narrow defiles and close places where
pilgrims must march in single file.


Sometimes the child of God endures loneliness arising from the absence of
godly society. It may be in early days he mixed much with gracious
persons, was able to attend many of their meetings, and to converse in
private with the excellent of earth; but now his lot is cast; where he is as a
sparrow alone on the housetop. No others in the family think as he does, he
enjoys no familiar converse concerning his Lord, and has no one to counsel
or console him. He often wishes he could find friends to whom he could
open his mind. He would rejoice to see a Christian minister, or an advanced
believer; but, like Joseph in Egypt, he is a stranger in a strange land. This is
a very great trial to the Christian, an ordeal of the most severe character;
even the strong may dread it, and the weak are sorely shaken by it. To such
lonely ones our Lord’s words, now before us, are commended, with the
prayer that they may make them their own. “I am alone and yet I am not
alone, because the Father is with me.” When Jacob was alone, at Bethel, he
laid him down to sleep, and soon was in a region peopled by spirits
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innumerable, above whom was God himself. That vision made the night at
Bethel the least lonely season that Jacob ever spent. Your meditations, Oh,
solitary ones, as you read the Bible in secret, and your prayers as you draw
near to God in your lone room, and your Savior himself in his blessed
person, these will be to you the ladder. The words of God’s book made
living to you shall be to your mind the angels, and God himself shall have
fellowship with you. If you lament your loneliness, cure it by seeking
heavenly company. If you have no companions below who are holy, seek
all the more to commune with the things which are in heaven, where Christ
sitteth at the right hand of God.


God’s people are frequently made lonely through obedience to honest
convictions. It may happen that you live in the midst of Christians, but you
have received light upon a part of God’s word which you had neglected,
either a doctrine or an ordinance, or some other matter, and having
received that light, if you are as you should be, you are obedient at once to
it. It will frequently result from this that you will greatly vex many good
people whom you love and respect, but to whose wishes you cannot yield.
Your Master’s will once known, father or mother cannot stand in your
way; you do not wish to be singular, or obstinate, or offensive, but you
must do the Lord’s will even if it sever every fond connection. Perhaps for
a time prejudiced persons may almost deny you Christian fellowship: many
a baptized believer has been made to know what it means, to be almost
tabooed and shut out because he cannot see as others see, but is resolved
to follow his conscience at all hazards. Under such circumstances, even in a
godly household, a Christian who fully carries cut his convictions may find
himself treading a separated path. Be bold, my dear brethren, and do not
flinch. Your Savior walked alone, you must do so too. Perhaps this lone
obedience is to be a test of your faith. Persevere; yield not a particle of
truth. These very friends who now turn their backs on you, if they are good
for anything, will respect you all the more for having the courage to be
honest, and perhaps the day will come when, through your example, they
will be led in the same obedient way. At any rate, do no mar your
testimony by hesitancy or wavering, but follow the Lamb whithersoever he
goeth. Fall back upon this truth you may displease and alienate friends, and
be charged with bigotry, self-will, and obstinacy, but you are not alone
when you follow the path of obedience, for the Father is with you. If what
you hold is God’s truth, God is with you in maintaining it. If the ordinance
to which you submit was ordained of Christ, Jesus is with you in it. Care
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not how either the church or the world revile, serve you your Master, and
he will not dessert you. With all due deference to others, pay yet greater
deference to the Lord who bought you with his blood, and where he leads
follow without delay; the Father will be with you in so doing.


The solitary way is appointed to believers who rise to eminence of faith. In
these days the common run of Christians have but struggling faith. Should
you sift the great mountain of visible Christianity very carefully, will you
find so much as ten grains of faith in the whole? The Son of man when he
comes, keen as his eyes are to discover faith, shall he find it on the earth?
Here and there we meet man to whom it is given to believe in God with
mighty faith. As soon as such a man strikes out a project and sets about a
work which none but men of his mould would venture upon, straightway
there arises a clamor “The man is over zealous,” or he will be charged with
an innovating spirit, rashness, fanaticism, or absurdity. Should the work go
on, the opposers whisper together, “Wait a little while, and you’ll see the
end of all this wildfire.” Have we not heard them criticize an earnest
evangelist by saying, “His preaching is mere excitement, the result of it is
spasmodic;” at another time, “The enterprise which he carries out is
Quixotic; his designs are Utopian.” What said the sober semi-faith of men
to Luther? Luther had read this passage, “We are justified by faith, and not
by the works of the law.” He went to a venerable divine about it, and
complained of the enormities of Rome. What was the good but weak
brother’s reply, “Go thou to thy cell, and pray and study for thyself, and
leave these weighty matters alone.” Here it would have ended had the
brave Reformer continued to consult with flesh and blood, but his faith
enabled him to go alone, if none would accompany him. He nailed up his
theses on the church door, and showed that one man at least had faith in
the gospel and in its God. Then trouble came, but Luther minded it not,
because the Father was with him. We also must be prepared, if God gives
us strong faith, to ride far ahead like spiritual Uhlans, who bravely pioneer
the way for the rank and the of the army. It were well if the church of God
had more of the swift sons of Asahel, bolder than lions, swifter than eagles,
in God’s service; men who can do and dare alone, the laggards take
courage and follow in their track. These Valiant-for-truths will pursue a
solitary path full often, but let them console themselves with this, “Yet I
am not alone, because the Father is with me.” If we can believe in God he
will never be behindhand with us; if we can dare, God will do; if we can
trust, God will never suffer us to be confounded, world without end. It is
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sweet beyond expression to climb where only God can lead, and plant the
standard on the highest towers of the foe.


Another form of loneliness is the portion of Christians when they come into
deep-soul conflict. My brethren, you understand what I mean by that. Our
faith at times has to fight for very existence. The old Adam within us rages
mightily, and the new spirit within us, like a young lion, disdains to be
vanquished, and so these two mighty ones contend till our spirit is full of
agony. Some of us know what it is to be tempted with blasphemies we
should not dare to repeat, to be vexed with horrid temptations which we
have grappled with and overcome, but which have almost cost us
resistance unto blood. In such inward conflicts saints must be alone. They
cannot tell their feelings to others; they would not dare, and if they did
their own brethren would despise or upbraid them, for the most of
professors would not even know what they meant, and even those who
have trodden other fiery ways would not be able to sympathize in all, but
would answer them thus “These are points in which I cannot go with you.”
Christ alone was tempted, in. all points like as we are, though without sin.
No one man is tempted in all points exactly like another man, and each man
has certain trials in which he must stand alone amid the rage of war, with
not even a book to help him., or a biography to assist him, no man ever
having gone that way before except that one man whose trail reveals a nail-
pierced foot. He alone knows all the devious paths of sorrow. Yet even in
such byways the Father is with us, helping, sustaining, and giving us grace
to conquer at the close.


We will not, however, dwell on this aspect of solitary walking, for we have
three others to mention. Many dear brethren have to endure the solitude of
unnoticed labor. They are serving God in a way which is exceedingly
useful, but not at all noticeable. How very sweet to many workers are
those little corners of the newspapers and magazines which describe their
labors and successes, yet some who are doing what God will think a great
deal more of at the last, never saw their names in print. Yonder beloved
brother is plodding away in a little country village; nobody knows anything
about him, but he is bringing souls to God. Unknown to fame, the angels
are acquainted with him, and a few precious ones whom he has led to Jesus
know him well. Perhaps yonder sister has a little class in the Sunday
school; there is nothing striking in her or in her class; now and then a little
child ascends to heaven to report her success, and occasionally another
comes into the church; but nobody thinks of her as a very remarkable
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worker; she is a flower that blooms almost unseen, but she is none the less
fragrant. Or shall we think of the humble City Missionary? The
superintendent of the district knows that he goes his regular rounds, but
has no idea of the earnest prayers and deep devotedness of that obscure
lover of Jesus. The City Mission Magazine puts him down as trying to do
his duty, but nobody knows what it costs him to cry and sigh over souls.
There is a Bible woman; she is mentioned in the report as making so many
visits a week, but nobody discovers all that she is doing for the poor and
needy, and how many are saved in the Lord through her instrumentality.
Hundreds of God’s dear servants are serving him without the
encouragement of man’s approving eye, yet they are not alone, the Father
is with them.


Never mind where you work care more about how you work. Never mind
who sees, if God approves. If he smiles, be content. We cannot be always
sure when we are most useful. A certain minister with very great difficulty
reached a place where he had promised to preach. There was deep snow
upon the ground, therefore only one hearer came. However, he preached
as zealously as if there had been a thousand. Years after, when he was
traveling in that same part of the country, he met a man who had been the
founder of a church in the village, and from it scores of others had been
established. The man came to see him, and said, “I have good reason to
remember you, sir, for I was once your only hearer; and what has been
done here has been brought about, instrumentally through my conversion
under that sermon.” We cannot estimate our success. One child in the
Sabbath-school converted may turn out to be worth five hundred, because
he may be the means of bringing ten thousand to Christ.


It is not the acreage you sow; it is the multiplication which God gives to
the seed which will make up the harvest. You have less to do with being
successful than with being faithful. Your main comfort is that in your labor,
you are not alone, for God, the eternal One, who guides the marches of the
stars, is with you.


There is such a thing — I would God we might reach it — as the solitude
of elevated piety. In the plain everything is in company, but the higher you
ascend the more lone is the mountain path. At this moment there must be
an awful solitude on the top of Mount Blanc. Where the stars look silently
on the monarch of mountains, how deep the silence above the untrodden
snows! How lonely is the summit of the Matterhorn, or the peak of Monte
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Rosa! When a man grows in grace he rises out of the fellowship of the
many, and draws nearer to God. Unless placed in very happy circumstances
he will find very few who understand the higher life, and can thoroughly
commune with him. But then the man will be as humble as he is elevated,
and he will fall back necessarily, and naturally upon the eternal fellowship
of God. As the mountain pierces the skies, and offers its massive peak to
be the footstool of the throne of God, so the good man passes within the
veil, unseen by mortal eyes, into the secret place of the tabernacle of the
Most High, where he abides under the shadow of the Almighty.


The last solitude will come to us all in the hour of death. Down to the
river’s brink they may go with us, a weeping company wife, and children,
and friends. Their kind looks will mean the help they cannot give; to that
river’s brink they may go in fond companionship, but then, as with our
Lord the cloud received him out of his disciples’ sight, so must we be
received out of sight of our beloved ones. The chariot of fire must take
Elijah away from Elisha. We must ascend alone! Bunyan may picture
Christian and Hopeful together in the stream, but it is not so; they pass
each one alone through the river! Yet we shall not be alone, my brethren;
we correct our speech; the Father will be with us; Jesus will be with us; the
eternal Comforter will be with us; the everlasting Godhead in the Trinity of
persons shall be with us, and the angels of God shall be our convoy. Let us
go our way, rejoicing that when we shall be alone we shall not be alone,
because the Father is with us.


“THOU LORD KNOWEST THY SERVANT”


THOU knowest, Lord, thou knowest all about me,
And all the winding ways my feet have trod;


And now thou know’st I cannot go without thee,
To guide me onward through the swelling flood.


Thou know’st my way — how lone, how dark, how cheerless,
If thy dear hand I fail in all to see;


Bright with thy smile of love, my heart is fearless
When in my weakness I can lean on thee.
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Give me thy presence! go thou, Lord, before me;
Make a plain path where all is rough and drear;


So let me trust the love that watched o’er me,
And in the shadows still believe thee near.


ANNA SHIPTON


THE MINISTRY NEEDED BY THE CHURCHES,
AND MEASURES FOR PROVIDING IT


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WITH novel theories of ministry we will not deal: we assume that we
address those who believe that pastors and teachers are officers in the
Christian church, recognized by Scripture. While we recognize that every
believer has a ministry committed to him, we also see that certain
individuals are more richly endowed with gifts and grace that they may be
the instructors and helpers of others. This being taken for granted, we
proceed.


No one can doubt that the spiritual condition of the Christian church is
very much affected by the character of its ministry. For good or for evil,
the leaders do actually lead to a very large extent. Doubtless the hearers
influence the preacher, but for the most part the stronger current runs the
other way. “Like priest, like people,” is a well-known and truthful proverb,
applicable with undiminished force to those who scorn the priestly title.
Under a drowsy preacher the spirit of the people becomes lethargic; a
minister absorbed in politics leads his hearers into party strifes; a would-be-
intellectual essayist breeds a discipleship marked by affectation of superior
culture; and an unsound thinker and uncertain talker promotes heresy in his
congregation. Satan knows full well the power of the ministry, and
therefore he labors abundantly to pervert the minds or the Lord’s servants,
and also to raise up false teachers who may do his evil cause great service.
It is clear, therefore, that it be at all in our power to bless the church of our
own day with sounder doctrine and more vital godliness our first efforts,
whatever they may be, should strike at once at the root of the matter, and
begin with the ministry. For manifest reasons, it is difficult to do much in
moldling the ministry which is already in the field. Men who have for years
been teachers of others, have become stereotyped in their spirit and modes
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of action and thought; and although they in a measure feel the influence of
others, yet it is too late in the day to do much in fostering what has been
neglected, or producing what is absent in them. In any case, prevention is
better than cure. To effect much in shaping a preacher’s life, the molding
influences must surround him in his student days, while he is as yet like
clay on the potter’s wheel, or malleable iron upon the blacksmith’s anvil. It
appears to us that the maintenance of a truly spiritual College is probably
the readiest way in which to bless the churches. Granting the possibility of
planting such an institution, you are no longer in doubt as to the simplest
mode of influencing for good the church and the world. We are certainly
not singular in this opinion, for to successful workers in all times the same
method has occurred. Without citing the abundant incidents of earlier
times, let us remember the importance which John Calvin attached to the
College at Geneva. Not by any one of the Reformers personally could the
Reformation have been achieved, but they multiplied themselves in their
students, and so fresh centers of light were created. In modern times, it is
significant that the labors of Carey and Marshman necessitated the
founding of Serampore College; while the gracious work in Jamaica called
for a somewhat similar institution at Calabar. Wherever a great principle is
to be advanced, prudence suggests the necessity of training the inert who
are to become advancers of it. Our Lord and Savior did just the same when
he elected twelve to be always with him, in order that, by superior
instruction, they might become leaders of the church.


In the formation of a college, the design of which is to bless the church
through the ministry, the question arises, What sort of men do the churches
need? The answer to that question will largely shape our action. That
enquiry being answered, one other remains What will be the best means of
procuring and instructing such men?


In replying to the first question, we shall not venture into speculations, or
follow our own prejudices, but shall seek to give a reply consistent with
Scripture and observation.


The men whom God will honor must be gracious men, full of the Holy
Ghost, called of God to their work, anointed, qualified, and divinely
sustained. We cannot hope to see God glorified by men of doubtful piety
or questionable experience. On this we are all agreed, and we will not
dwell longer upon it..
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We have remarked that great revivals of religion have been connected
always with a revival of sound doctrine. That great religious excitements
have occurred, apart from gospel truth, we admit; but anything which we,
as believers in Christ, would call a genuine revival of religion, has always
been attended with clear, evangelical instruction upon cardinal points of
truth. What was the sinew and backbone of the Reformation? Was it not
the clear enunciation of gospel truths which the priesthood had withheld
from the people? Justification by faith, starting like a giant from its sleep,
called to its slumbering fellows; and together these great doctrines wrought
marvels. The Reformation was due not so much to the fact that Luther was
earnest, Calvin learned, Zuingle brave, and Knox indefatigable, as to this
— that the old truth was brought to the front, and to the poor the gospel
was preached. Had it not been for the doctrines which they taught, their
zeal for holiness, and their self-sacrifice, their ecclesiastical improvements
would have been of no avail. The power lay not in Luther’s hammer and
nails, but in the truth of those theses which he fastened up in the sight of all
men. The world to-day feels but little the power which Calvin wielded in
the Senate of Geneva; but thousands of minds are swayed by the theology
which he so forcibly promulgated. One instance in history might not suffice
to prove a point, but there are many others. The great modern Reformation
in England under Whitfield and Wesley was accomplished by the old
orthodox doctrines, I grant you that we, as Calvinists, gravely question the
accuracy of much that the Wesleyan Methodists zealously advocated; yet
we do not feel that we are exercising any charity but merely speaking the
honest truth, when we say that the disciples of Wesley, as well as the
followers of Whitfield, brought out very clearly and distinctly the vital
truths of the gospel of Jesus Christ. Their views upon predestination and
kindred points we could not endorse, but the three great R’s were in the
teaching of every Methodist, whether Calvinist or Arminian — Ruin,
Redemption, Regeneration rung out with no uncertain sound. You could
not hear a sermon from any of them, without hearing man described as a
sinner, fallen and ruined, Christ alone, lifted up as the Savior, and the need
of the Holy Spirit’s work insisted upon in plain, unmistakable language.
“Ye must be born again” was thundered over the land. If we wish to
promote the good of the churches, we must pray for ministers who are well
instructed in the doctrines of the gospel and firmly established in the belief
of them. Whatever else they may not be able to explain, they must hold
forth the great truth, that Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinners,
and show the way in which he saves them. We want men whose doctrines
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are distinct, who hold firmly with all their hearts the truths which they are
chosen to defend, men who upon fundamental points dare not equivocate
and are never obscure; we require preachers whose whole business here
below shall be to promulgate a gospel dear to them as their lives, because
they have experienced its saving power in their own souls. They must not
only be sound in the faith, but clear in their testimony. To waver upon the
atonement, or the work of the Holy Spirit, or salvation by grace, is not
merely dangerous but fatal to a preacher’s usefulness. Let those who doubt
be silent; to others it is given to say, “I believed, therefore have I spoken.”
No church can be benefited by untruthful teaching. The world’s true hope
lies in the direction of revealed truth, not in the region of intellectual
speculations and dubious philosophies.


The next thing we need in the ministry, now and in all time, is men of plain
speech. The preacher’s language must not be that of the classroom, but of
all classes; not of the university, but of the universe. Men who have learned
to speak from books are of small worth compared with those who earned
from their mothers their mother tongue — the language spoken by men
around the fireside, in the workshop, and in the parlor. “I use market
language,” said Whitfield, and we know the result. I rejoice in the Latinity
and Germanic jargon of certain schools of pedantic and pretentious
intellectualism, because their learned clatter renders them powerless with
the masses; but I mourn when similar hideousnesses of speech are adopted
by evangelic divines, for it assuredly weakens their testimony. Anglo-
Saxon speech, homely, plain, bold, nervous, forcible, never fails to move
the English ear. At the same time we don’t desire a race of coarse men,
who regard slang as being plain speech, which it certainly is not. Admitted
that a coarse man may have his sphere, it is equally certain that he is
unfitted for many other spheres of equal importance. If it be granted that a
spice of vulgarity may adapt a man for special service among navies and
costermongers, we question whether even with them there may not be a
more excellent way, and there are other people in the world to be
considered besides these. We are confident that, ordinarily, coarseness is
weakness, and ought to be avoided; and we should no more think of
preaching the gospel in the slang of the thieves’ kitchen, than in the jargon
of the Neologists. The gospel’s apples of gold are worthy to be carried in
baskets of silver. Language should be fitted to the dignity of the subject.
The most truly dignified language is, however, the simplest; simplicity and
sublimity are next of kin. Gospel simplicity is equally removed from
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childishness and coarseness. Bunyan’s English is as pure as it is plain. Our
grand old authorized version is a model of speech; though marred here and
there by an antique indelicacy, it is, as a whole, perfection itself, both for
grandeur and simplicity of style. We need men who not only speak so that
they can be understood, but so that they cannot be misunderstood. The
plodding multitudes will never be benefited by preaching which requires
them to bring a dictionary with them to the house of God. Why should they
be called to work on the day of rest in order to get at the minister’s
meaning? Of what use is it to them to listen to spread-eagle talk, which
conveys to them no clear sense? The Reformation banished an unknown
tongue from the reading desk; we need another to banish it from the pulpit.
I speak for English people, and demand English preaching. If there be
mystery, let it be in the truth itself, not in the obscurity of he preacher. We
must have plain preachers. Yet plain speech is not common in the pulpit.
Judging from many printed sermons, we might conclude that many
preachers have forgotten their mother tongue. The language of half our
pulpits ought to be bound hand and foot, and with a millstone about its
neck, cast into the sea: it is poisoning the “wells of English undefiled,” and
worse still, it is alienating the working classes from public worship.


It is a very proper thing in expressing one’s sentiments among students and
scholars, to use those technical phrases which have been collected from all
languages, and generally accepted among the educated. The Latin, the
Greek, the German, the French, and other tongues have all given us words
which convey to the learned shades of meaning which the less plastic
Saxon cannot compass; but to the mass of the people such speech is to all
intents and purposes a foreign language. The Latinity of some preachers
reminds us of the old fable of the boy thief perched in the apple tree. The
owner of the orchard tells him to come down, but his words are laughed at.
He then tries turf, the rogue is not dislodged. At last he throws stones at
him, and the boy is soon at his feet. Now the devil does not care for your
dialectics, and eclectic homiletics, or Germanic objectives and subjectives;
but pelt him with Anglo-Saxon in the name of God, and he will shift his
quarters.


Supposing, therefore, the matter and the speech to be correct, we next
need men who, as to the order of their intelligence, rather come under the
denomination of common sense men, than of schoolmen and rhetoricians.
A gentleman who nowadays wins the repute in clerical circles of being
highly intellectual, is generally a sort of spiritual Beau Brummel. The
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famous Beau was asked if he had ever eaten a vegetable? and replied, that
he thought he had once tasted a pea. So our modern high-flyers have heard
that there are such persons as “sinners,” and believe they may be met with
in the Haymarket and in the slums. They have no idea of the fall of man,
but have read about the “lapsed condition of humanity.” These gentlemen,
whose mouths could by no contortion pronounce the word “Damnation.”
and who have considerable sympathy for that, being of whom they might
correctly say, “Oh, no! we never mention him,” are very attractive to the
idiotic classes, but to men they are loathsome.. The style of sermonizing of
those who affect to be “thinking men,” is elevated, very elevated, as
elevated as the manner of Lord Dundreary would have been, if that
distinguished nobleman had become a clergyman. “Thinking men” of this
superfine order consider anything orthodox quite beneath them; and in the
pulpit they affect obscurity, quote Strauss, frequently speak of Goethe
(careful as to the pronunciation of the name), and cannot get through a
discourse unless they mention Comte, or Renan, or some of our home-bred
heresy-spinners, such as Maurice and Huxley. They are very great at
anything metaphysical, geological, anthropological, or any other ology,
except theology. They know a little of everything, except vital godliness
and Puritanic divinity; the first is usually too rigid a thing for them, and the
second they sniff at as consisting of mere platitudes. When a “thinking
man” has reached so sublime a condition of self-conceit that he can sneer
at; such giants in mind and learning as John Owen, Goodwin, Charnock,
and Manton, and talk of them as teaching mere common-places, in a heavy
manner, not at all adapted to the advanced thought of the nineteenth
century, we may safely leave him and his thinking to the oblivion which
assuredly awaits all windy nothings. For the present we may observe that
England requires no further supply of these eminent personages, and
there’s certainly no need to establish any more colleges for their
production. There are circles where such ministries are appreciated; here
and there a suburban congregation of very respectable do-nothings will
cluster around such a man and account him a prodigy; but among the
working population, the real sinew, and blood and bone of England, there
is no further space for the superficial intellectualism which has vaunted
itself for its little hour, and is gradually writing its own doom. Our
churches call for men whose thoughts are worth thinking; whose thoughts
follow in the wake of the revealed word of God, who feel that they are not
dishonored by treading in the track of the Infinite. We must have ministers
whose education has taught them their own ignorance, whose learning has
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made them revere the Scriptures; men whose minds are capable of clear
reasoning, brilliant imagination, and deep thought; but who, like the apostle
Paul, who was all this, are content to say, and feel themselves honored in
saying, “God forbid that I should glory, save in the cross of our Lord Jesus
Christ.” Such a man is more precious than the gold of Ophir. In him the
Lord finds an instrument which he can consistently employ. He is a man
among men, a practical, working, thoughtful teacher. Eschewing all flighty
notions, specious novelties, mental eccentricities and philosophizings, he
determines to know nothing among men save Jesus Christ and him
crucified. He is not one of those who follow after butterflies, but knowing
that the gospel is the power of God unto salvation, he goes to work,
rough-handed it may be, but nevertheless in downright earnest, to do
practical work in seeking to win souls.


Another point must also be noted if we would see great success attending
the ministry. We require men of popular sympathies; men of the people,
who feel with them. We are not prepared to subscribe to any political
creed, except this “God hath made of one blood all nations of men.” All
forms of government turn out bad or good as the case may be; but this
much is certain, that unless a man is a lover of the people in his inmost soul
he will never be greatly useful to them. The people do not require more of
those gentlemen who condescend to instruct the lower orders, being
authorized by the State to assume airs of dignity because they are our
rectors, towards whom we ought to walk with lowly reverence. The
squires admire this, and the peasantry unwillingly submit to it for awhile;
but the end of this business is at hand. Our dissenting churches call for
other treatment. The Nonconformists of England are a race of freemen;
their forefathers found it inconvenient to be slaves in the days of Charles
the First, and the sons of the Ironsides do not intend to be priest-ridden
now. As we do not bow before the parish priests, we certainly do not
intend to pay homage to the aristocratic airs of a pompous youngster fresh
from college. London’s millions spurn the foppery of caste, they yearn for
great hearts to sympathize with their sorrows; such may rebuke their sins
and lead their minds, but no others may lecture them. The working classes
of England are made of redeemable material after all; those who believe in
them can lead them. A minister should welcome both rich and poor. Far be
it from any servant of God to despise the godly because their hands are
hard with honest toil. Be it ours to honor worth rather than wealth; and to
esteem men for their spirituality, and grace, and holiness, rather than for
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their purses and mansions. We do not desire to see preachers of the gospel
rudely and lawlessly democratic in politics, ready to have fling at different
ranks and classes; we want no Red Republicans in the pulpit, but we
rejoice when we see that a man is thoroughly, heartily, lovingly with the
people. Such was John Knox, and such were Whitfield, Rowland Hill,
Jonathan Edwards, and others, famous in pulpit annals. We must be men of
themselves if we wish ever to move them. We must be advanced beyond
them in knowledge, spirituality, and grace, for we are leaders; but, like our
Lord, we must be “chosen out of the people.” While our government is set
upon abolishing the system of purchasing commissions in the army, in
order that there may be more sympathy between the officer and the ranks,
we must labor for the promotion of the same feeling in the church militant.
The more our hearts beat in unison with the masses, the more likely will
they be to receive the gospel kindly from our lips.


The church of God calls for men whose one object is to save souls. The
final result of some ministries appears to be a Gothic chapel in the place of
the less ornamental but more serviceable old meeting-house. The good man
feels that he has ministered to edification as a wise master-builder, when he
hears passers-by say of his new edifice, “What a gem of a place!” We have
known gentlemen of the cloth, whose hearts have been mainly set upon
getting up a well-performed service, going as far as they dare in vestments
and ornaments, and aping our Anglican Papacy in almost every aspect. As
if we did not know when the chapter was finished, we are told, “Here
endeth the first lesson,” or “Here endeth the second lesson”! and much is
thought to be attained when that piece of mimicry is allowed; anthems and
chants are greedily sough after; an organ, of course; a stone pulpit stuck in
a corner; and then nothing will do but the brother must introduce at least a
fragment of liturgy. Let but the poor creature have his way in all this, and
his little heart overflows with joy, and he feels, “I have not run in vain,
neither labored in vain.” Such gentlemen have mistaken their vocation: they
would make capital conductors of concerts, masters of the ceremonies,
man-milliners, or arrangers of shop-windows, but their talents are thrown
away among Dissenters.


Among a certain order of divines the one aim evidently is the collection of
what they are pleased to call highly intelligent audiences. It has been
admitted of certain preachers that their hearers were certainly very few; but
then it was claimed that the quality made up for the quantity! And what
quality, think you, is that of which they boast? Eminent piety? Deep
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experience? Great usefulness? No a bit of it! The rich and rare excellence
of the slender audience lay in this, that not above one man in ten of them
honestly believed the Bible to be inspired; not a fiftieth part could
unhesitatingly have asserted their faith in the atonement, and probably not
above one soul among them knew anything savingly of the grace of God,
and that lonely individual was uneasy under the ministry. After this mode
some gentlemen estimate congregations, and if they can succeed in
collecting a synagogue of Arians, deists, semi-infidels, and heretics of
various orders, then their fellows of the same clique exclaim, with intense
delight, “A deeply thoughtful ministry has gathered around it all the
intellect of the district.” It has been usual to find little wool where there has
been great cry, and the proverb is very applicable in this case. Those
superficial beings, the Puritans, and those unintelligent persons of the type
of Johnathan Edwards and Andrew Fuller, are, to our mind, far better
models than he intellectual dandies, who have been in fashion.


The education of the intellect is not our cardinal work; our teaching should
be full of wisdom, but not the wisdom of metaphysics and speculations; we
are not apostles of Plato and Aristotle, but ministers of Christ. As he was,
so are we also in this world: he came to seek and to save that which was
lost, and our errand is the same. Accepting the revelation of Christ as the
highest wisdom of God, we go forth with no other philosophy than that of
Christ crucified. To turn from darkness to light the bewildered multitudes,
to rescue from the destroyer the deluded crowd, to lead to Jesus as many
as he has chosen — this is our life-work, from which nothing shall tempt
us.


Soul-winners can never be too numerous; but it is a question whether the
church is not sufficiently stocked with prophetical brethren, to whom what
is to happen in the next twelve years is as plain as the sun at noonday. In
some eases the time expended in fashioning and expounding a system of
history to fit in with the vials and trumpets has seriously interfered with
turning sinners from the error of their ways. Nothing should-be the
preacher’s aim but the glory of God through the preaching of the gospel of
salvation. Only let the ministry be supplied with men who drive at the
conscience, and in the Spirit’s power convince men of sin, of
righteousness, and of judgment to come; men who strike at the heart, and
are not satisfied until their hearers have laid hold on eternal life and closed
in with the divine proclamation of mercy let such, I say, abound among us,
and again the church will be “terrible as an army with banners.”
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For the rest, it is desirable that brethren of varying abilities be
forthcoming; we want the profound, and the eloquent of the first rank; we
need also the earnest and godly of ordinary capacity, for there is work for
the very zealous and devout whose attainments are but small. Usefulness
has been vouchsafed to holy men of all grades of talent. Infinite wisdom
has ordained variety in gifts and degrees in ability for ends most gracious.
No man can be too educated or too gifted for any position in the Christian
church; yet some forms of culture, while they fit a man for one position,
may somewhat disqualify him for usefulness in others. Work among our
London poor needs the very ablest men; yet we could mention very gifted
brethren who would be miserable to the last degree, if they were compelled
to labor in the Golden Lane Mission, or in Seven Dials, and certainly they
would not be more wretched than they would be inefficient. They would
drive away rather than attract the poor fallen masses around them. Yet,
they are men of undoubted ability, and in their own positions they wield a
powerful influence for good. The very education which adapts a man to
labor among the more refined, may make him too sensitive to be able to
cope with the roughness of certain classes among whom others work with
great success. I say again, I do not think that the loftiest talent is too great
for work among the most sunken classes, and that in fact those who can
deal with them are men of genius of a rare order; but it is certain that there
are grades of talent, and that all of these are needed to complete the circle
of the church’s demands. A man whose gifts entitle him to address
thousands becomes restless in a hamlet; another brother, whose voice and
ability would never compass more than two or three hundred, finds that
very hamlet a place of happy labor. Men of all orders are sent us by the
Holy Spirit; all are not apostles, nor are all apostles equal to Paul. Each
man after his own order, and for his own place; all are members of the one
body, but they fulfill divers offices. If the church is to be well served, we
must secure men who can speak to the educated of the West end, and we
must; not reject those who from their culture find themselves at home in
Bethnal Green. We want men who will stir our large towns where intellect
is quick and sharp, and men who will move the less volatile but perhaps
more stable minds of the country villages. No man may say, “Here is my
model for a minister, and every man should be framed upon that shape.”
He would leave half the church, if not more, unsupplied, even if there were
an unlimited upgrowth of the model men whom he desires.
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We want ministers who, however various their talents, have but one spirit,
and that one spirit, must be the Spirit of God; they must be tided with love,
love to the church and to those yet to be ingathered out of the world;
brethren of deep humility, who feel their need of divine help, but men of
triumphant faith, who feel assured that the Lord works with them. We
want men of self-sacrifice, willing to put up with all sorts of
inconveniences, and even sufferings, to attain their end; men of dogged
resolution, who mean to be successful, and cannot be put off the track;
men who have given themselves up to God wholly, spirit, soul, and body,
without reserve, doing one thing only, preaching among the Gentiles the
unsearchable riches of Christ, that God may be glorified in their mortal
bodies, whether they live or die. Give us such men as these, and their
attainments may not be all we could wish, but this one spirit filling them,
the Holy Ghost descending upon them, they shall bring back to the church
the apostolic era, and we shall see the work of God revived.


Surely we command the agreement of most Christian people in the
opinions we have stated; if it be not so, we are bold enough to say that we
ought to do so, for all along through history it can be confirmed that the
men who have been most precious to the church have been such as we
have described. Find us a revival the whole world’s history through,
produced by a gentleman whose speech could not be understood. or whose
sympathies were not with the people. Great evangelists have never been
philosophical essayists, but men of simple gospel views. The Reformers
and true fathers of the church have been men of practical common-sense
habits, who went to the business of soul-winning in an earnest downright
way, disdaining the little conventionalities and prettinesses which charm the
weaker sort. They all without exception aimed at conversions. They did
not hit on soul-winning by chance; they were not aiming at something else,
and by accident managed to bring a great many to the Savior: they flew
towards this one object, like an arrow to its target. There were great
distinctions between Calvin and Luther, Whitfield and Wesley, Jonathan
Edwards and Rowland Hill: their culture, talents, and position differed
greatly, but they were all of one spirit, and God blessed them all.


We will now push on to our second point — the means of procuring such
men. The first and best means is for the church to value the ascension gifts
of her Lord, which were men ordained by himself for her edification and
increase. Prayer for the sending of fit men must be continuous and fervent.
Our Savior himself bade us pray the Lord of the harvest to send more
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laborers into the harvest; but perhaps throughout Christendom no prayer is
more seldom offered indeed, we hear from some quarters complaints that
there are too many laborers already. A murmur monstrous, to say the least.


But honest prayer leads to action. It has led us to it. We believe that the
Pastors’ College has been one among other means used of God to promote
the end we have been describing; and without intending, even by
implication, in any degree or manner to criticize other institutions, we mean
to show how our own effort seems to us adapted to its work.


The design being to discover earnest men, men of differing talents and
abilities, suited for various places, one thing is very clear, namely, that the
church should make the area from which she draws her supplies as wide
as herself. To many excellent men the lack of pecuniary means has been a
serious barrier. The number of young preachers in a denomination like the
Baptists — which is one of the poorer branches of the Nonconforming
family — who can afford to pay even a small sum for their own education
and maintenance during three, four, five, or six years at a training
institution, must necessarily be small. They are earning nothing at the time,
and the sacrifice of what would have been their income is all that most of
them can afford. A large number of men of real ability could not even
clothe themselves during a college course, for they have no store, and their
friends are poor. Why should the churches lose their services from our
pulpits, or receive them in a raw, half-developed state? Should not every
vestige of difficulty on this score be swept away, prudently and wisely, but
effectually? Where the selection is carefully made, it is a great pleasure to
feel that the wealth or poverty of the applicant does not sway the judgment
one single iota, but higher qualifications are alone considered. There should
be a clear way for any gracious and qualified man into the place where he
may be taught the way of God more perfectly; no lack of money should
block up his path. A great number of excellent brethren enter our ministry
without education; all honor to them all what they accomplish; but while
these worthy brethren do well, who shall say that they might not have
achieved more if they had been better equipped for their work? Now it
ought to be the object of the denomination to set these men who will
become preachers, whether they are educated or not, to submit themselves
to a preliminary instruction which will make them more efficient, if such
instruction there be. The College ought to be so arranged that none of
them should say by way of excuse for not entering it, “We could not afford
it.” Their case should be wholly and entirely met. A number of gifted men
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are at this moment useful in the Sunday School and in occasional
addresses, who would develop into notable preachers if they were
encouraged to exercise their gifts by the knowledge that, if found qualified,
there would be an opportunity for them to multiply their talents. We know
that the spirit of preaching the gospel has been largely poured out upon our
own church, and fostered by the presence of our school of the prophets;
and we doubt not that other congregations have been influenced in the
same way. At any rate, our College is open to the poorest. We constantly
receive men whose food and raiment, as well as lodging and education, are
furnished for them as a free gift from the institution; and though we are
glad when they can help themselves (and some few not only help, but bear
all their own charges), yet we never mean to set up a golden, silver, or
even a copper gate to the Pastor’s College, but to the poorest man, whom
we believe the Lord has called, the porter opens cheerfully the door.


Another matter calls for attention. The degree of scholarship required
upon entering College should be so arranged as to exclude none solely on
its own account. Many a preacher who has come to us and succeeded best,
would not, when he entered, have passed an examination at an ordinary
dame school. It is sad that any man of twenty years should be in such a
state of ignorance; but when the Lord converts a youth of the most
ignorant class, and puts the living fire into him, shall we leave him unaided?
As things have been until now, the unlettered condition of many a peasant
and laborer has been well nigh inevitable. England has been far behind
Scotland in this respect, and it is to be hoped that matters will now
improve. At least for the present distress, I have been unable to see why a
man who has the gift to speak earnestly and to move human hearts, should
be denied an education because he is so terribly in need of it. What if he
does not know the rudiments of English grammar? Let us take the
blundering Apollos, and begin at the beginning with him. Because he
labored under disadvantages in his childhood of poverty, and perhaps of
sin, is he for ever to be crushed down? Must he achieve the impossible
before we help him over the difficult? Let the man who has some education
fight his way alone, rather than leave the other unhelped. I would assist
both. Let the church, when the Lord sends her a man of rough but great
natural ability, and of much grace, meet him all the way, take him up where
he is, and help him even to the end. This we daily seek to do.


But there needs the opposite balancing principle of restriction. There must
be always in every institution a most earnest, determined resolution that
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none shall be received but such as are confidently believed to be deeply
gracious, whose piety is beyond reasonable dispute, testified to by many
who have known them, manifested by the fruits of their labors, certified in
all ways that are possible. Even then we fear some will thrust themselves in
unawares, but no vigilance must be spared. Those only should be received
who have given indisputable proofs, as far as human judgment can ever do,
that they love the gospel, that they seek only the glory of God, and all
because they feel how much they owe to him who has redeemed their souls
from going down into the pit. Certain denominations make a small matter
of grace, and look alone to other qualities: we know a church where a man
would be nearly as eligible for the ministry being graceless as if he were
perfect; but it must not be so among us. It would be almost impossible to
be too stringent in this respect. As Caesar’s wife must be not only
blameless but beyond suspicion, so must the Christian minister be spotless
— yea, more, he must be full of good works to the glory of God. That we
have sought to separate between the precious and the vile our Master
knows full well.


If we would have the right men, again, they should not be untried, but
should have preached sufficiently long to have tested their aptness to teach.
No education can give a man ability if he has none. Amongst the first of
ordinary gifts for the ministry is the gift of utterance; — that cannot be
produced by training. I do not know of what value elocutionary classes
may be. I suppose they are of some use; the existence of professors of
elocution leads us to hope that they may be of some utility; but he would
be an extraordinary elocution master who could teach a man to speak who
had no aptness for it; in fact, it cannot be done. Now, no one can prove his
fitness to impress others except by trial; it is, therefore, a wise regulation
that the preacher should be asked, “Have you for a sufficient time — say
two years or thereabout — exercised your gift, and have you in the
judgment of persons qualified to speak been somewhat successful? We do
not ask you whether you have already achieved anything remarkable, for
then you would not want college help, but have you brought souls to Jesus,
and been generally acceptable to believers?” To my mind, it is clear that no
others ought to be admitted under any pretense whatever. If a college
receives students because they know so much Greek, or so much
mathematics, or can write a theme, it has no more facts before it from
which to form a judgment as to the men’s eligibility for the Christian
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ministry, than if they were asked, “Could you stand on your head?” or,
“Are you six feet high?”


So far we have looked only towards the students, but we have already said
that men who will be a blessing to the church, must plainly preach gospel
truths. Very well; then it is of the utmost importance that the College
should teach those truths, and teach them plainly. But no books will
spread orthodox doctrine unless they are in the hands of sound men. It is
imperative that the tutors should be not only believed to be sound, but they
should be known to have a determined predilection for the old theology, to
be saturated with it through and through; to be, in fact, Puritans
themselves, and not mere teachers of puritanic theology; men who love the
gospel defend it, and are ready to die for it. We cannot expect to have the
right men sent out unless the tutors who exercise so very potent a part in
the training of their minds are valiant for the truth themselves. Our joy is
that in this respect the Lord has favored us very greatly. Our dear friend,
Mr. Rogers, who is at our head, is a John Owen for erudition, with a rare
spice of motherwit. He is so venerable in years that we venture to say this
much of him; is to the rest of us who form the staff, wherever we fail, we
are certainly not less stanch in the old-fashioned theology.


In addition to biblical instruction, without limit, it is important that each
man should receive as much education as he is able to bear. There should
not be any cast-iron rule, so that a brother who would reach his best
condition if he acquired a common English education, should be obliged to
muddle his poor head with Hebrew. There should be different courses of
instruction for different men. ‘We have always endeavored to carry out this
idea, but with varying success; for many brethren who need urging further
are content to pause, while others who had better halt clamor to go
forward, and our wish is to yield to their desires as far as we dare. We have
always from the very first tried to see what a brother could learn, and to let
him learn what he could.


It has appeared to us that the chief aim should be to train preachers and
pastors rather than scholars and masters of arts. Let them be scholars if
they can, but preachers first of all, and scholars only in order to become
preachers. The Universities are the fit places for producing classical
scholars, let them do it; our work is to open up the Scriptures, and help
men to impress their fellows’ hearts. It is certain that the man who has
sacrificed everything to mathematical and classical eminence is not one
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whit the better esteemed by our churches, because experience has taught
them that he is not superior as an instructor or exhorter. Our one aim is to
assist men to be efficient preachers. If we miss this, we think ourselves to
have failed, whatever else we attain.


In order to achieve all these things, it is a very grand assistance to our
College that it is connected with an earnest Christian Church. If union to
such a church does not quicken his spiritual pulse it is the student’s own
fault. It is a serious strain upon a man’s spirituality to be dissociated during
his student-life from actual Christian work, and from fellowship with more
experienced believers. At the Pastors’ College our brethren can not only
meet, as they do every day, for prayer by themselves, but they can unite
daily in the prayer-meetings of the church, and can assist in earnest efforts
of all sorts. Through living in the midst of a church which, despite its
faults, is a truly living, intensely earnest, working organization; they gain
enlarged ideas, and form practical habits. Even to see church management
and church work upon a large scale, and to share in the prayers and
sympathies of a large community of Christian people, must be a stimulus to
right-minded men, Our circumstances are peculiarly helpful, and we are
grateful to have our institution so happily surrounded by them. The College
is recognized by the Tabernacle church as an integral part of its operations,
and supported and loved as such. We have the incalculable benefit of its
prayers, and the consolation of its sympathies.


We think it a fit thing that students who are to become ministers in
sympathy with the people, should continue in association with ordinary
humanity. To abstract them altogether from family life, and collect them
under one roof, may have its advantages, but it has counterbalancing
dangers. It is artificial, and is apt to breed artificialness. It may be objected,
that residing, as our men do, with our friends around, they may be
disturbed by the various family incidents. But why should they not? In
future life the same difficulties will occur, for they are not likely to be Lord
Bishops, whose studies will be out of the reach of a babe’s cry or the street
noise. Recluse life or collegiate life is not the life of the many, and much of
it soon puts a man out of harmony with the everyday affairs of life. It is
dangerous to engender tastes and habits which in afterlife cannot be
gratified, and especially habits which, if they could be abiding, would tend
to weakness;. Besides, the association of a number of young men has great
perils about it, which we need not now rehearse; we will only mention the
tendency to levity. Buoyant spirits are not to be condemned, but they
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usually find vent enough without the encouragement of constant
companionship with their like. To keep fourscore young men constantly
under the same roof, and so to direct them that they shall remain as earnest
and gracious as when they came to you, is a feat which some may have
accomplished, but which we shall not attempt. Let the men meet at their
studies, form suitable friendships, and go home at night to staid orderly
households of much the same class as they may hope their own to be in
future years.


Above all, if we are to discover the right sort of men, we must have an
institution in which spiritual life is highly esteemed and carefully fostered.
Watching as we do with anxious heart, we feel we can honestly bless God
for the gracious spirit which rests upon the College just now. The most of
the brethren have been rich partakers in the influence of our Special
Services. We have heard with great joy of their earnestness and
prayerfulness. It did us good to hear one say that he had been warned
against losing his spirituality by going to College, but he now felt that he
could live nearer to God than ever. Nor is this our occasional experience, it
is more or less prevailingly our constant element. There have been seasons
when it has been a very profitable means of grace to the president to attend
his class, and associate with his young friends; for though they were
students, eagerly looking after ordinary knowledge, yet they evidently
walked with God in all they did. We desire to have it so at all times. There
has never been among us any undervaluing of faith and enthusiasm because
associated with educational defects, or any treatment of prayer as a
needless formality; but on the contrary, a very earnest coveting of spiritual
gifts has been the rule. We try to realize how mighty thing is nearness to
God, and how grand it is to live under the divine influence of his Spirit.


Under God, the College has been the instrument of extending the Savior’s
kingdom, by founding new churches, and we hope to do far more in future
years, if the Lord shall send us means. We do not so much care to build on
other men’s foundations, by sending ministers to old-established churches,
our wish is to found new interests and break up fresh ground. In this aim
we have had much fraternal co-operation from the Associations and
denominational societies. Our design is the same as theirs, and mutual aid
is the way to success, under God’s blessing. Hundreds of towns and large
villages are yet without the pure gospel ministry, and friends on the spot,
by working with us, can find the way to form a church and evangelize the
district.
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There is little fear of our driving older ministers out of the field; we would
rather enlarge the area for their cultivation. We point to London, where we
have planted a number of strong, healthy, vigorous churches, which cause
us great joy, and we can devoutly say, “What hath God wrought!” Let the
kind reader observe how few of the old metropolitan pulpits we have
touched, and how many new places we have helped to create. We believe
there are some forty churches in the metropolitan district alone which have
arisen from our College work, with the aid of friends and the Association.
We gravely question whether the advance of religion in any denomination
has been more solidly rapid than it has been with the Baptists in London,
and in that we have had an honorable share. We have seen great things, but
very little compared with what we hope yet to see, God helping us. We lift
up our hearts and hands to the Most High, and bless the Eternal for all his
mercies, craving still for more.


As to the actual success of the Institution, we thank God that we have
most hopeful signs. The churches of Great Britain gladly receive our young
brethren as soon as they are ready; indeed, our great difficulty is to retain
them for the whole of our short period. But above this fact our joy is that
we can report actual results of soul-winning. The gross increase of the
churches under the pastorates of our brethren during the six years in which
we have gathered their statistics, is 16,455, and the clear increase is
11,177. This does not include the churches abroad, nor does it represent all
those at home, since we have never yet succeeded in inducing all the
churches to report. Surely it is no small matter that sixteen thousand souls
have been ingathered from the world. It makes our heart glad when we
thus see the boundaries of Messiah’s kingdom increased.


America welcomes our men; many have gone, and more will go. As the
people of England remove to swell the great Republic, it is but fitting that a
fair quota of the shepherds should go with the flock. No work can be more
important than that of supplying the spiritual needs of newly-settled
regions.


Our highest wish has not yet been fully realized. We long to receive the
missionary call, but it has come only to one or two. We pray the Holy
Ghost to separate some of our number to work among the heathen, and we
ask our brethren to unite with us in the same petition.


Our funds come to us without lists of annual subscriptions. When the
Lord’s stewards receive intimations from him, they send us a portion of
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their goods, and up to this hour we have known no lack. As for the future
we have no doubt or anxiety. The Lord is our Treasurer. For all we lean
upon him. We wish every kindred institution Godspeed, and believingly
commit our own dear life-work to the Lord our helper who cannot fail us.


GREAT MERCIES


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IF the ungrateful man were asked to count up his great mercies, he would
mention two or three things, and fancy that he had completed the
catalogue. The most of us, in our ordinary moods, would not require a
ream of letter paper to write out what we carelessly conceive to be a
comprehensive and extended list. Now, this comes of our forgetfulness and
shallow understanding, and will, perhaps, never be remedied till all our
faculties are perfectly developed and sanctified, as they will be in the land
of the perfected. When we are a little awakened, it is astonishing how the
area of our mercies is increased in the estimation of our judgment; the eye
is cleared with a few briny tears, and straight; way it sees a hundred objects
which it observed not before. To the soul chastened by divine correction,
mercies swarm and teem where aforetime there seemed but few.


Take note of this, reader. I jot it down while I am newly escaped from the
chamber of affliction, and the impression is fresh on me: it is a great mercy
to be able to change sides, when lying in bed. Did I see you smile? I meant
no pleasantry, but intended to write a sober, serious sentence. Did you ever
lie a week on one side? Did you ever try to turn, and find yourself quite
helpless? Did others lift you, and by their kindness only reveal to you the
miserable fact that they must lift you back again at once into the old
position, for bad as it was, it was preferable to any other? Do not smile
again, but listen while I add — it is a great mercy to get one hour’s sleep
at night. You go to bed, and never reckon upon opening your eyes again
till your seven or eight hours are over, but some of us know what it is,
night after night, to long for slumber and find it not. O how sweet has an
hour’s sleep been when it has interposed between long stretches of pain,
like a span of heaven’s blue between the masses of thundercloud! We have
blessed God more for those clear moments of repose titan for whole weeks
of prosperity.
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We are not about to continue our enumeration of choice and precious
mercies at any length, for having once introduced the reader to a Christian
invalid, we have placed him under the tuition of one who can continue the
blessed schedule of mercy indefinitely; and if the record of one sick
chamber should be all rehearsed, the next, if tenanted by a gracious
sufferer, would, with sweet variations, prolong the strain. What a mercy
have I felt it to have only one knee tortured at a time! What a blessing to
be able to put the foot on the ground again, if but for a minute! What a still
greater mercy to be able to get from the bed to a chair and back again!


What folly it is, however, to put down a few of these benefits selected from
so many more! it is as though we would catalogue the cattle; on a thousand
hills, or enumerate the waves of ocean. We pick and cull a few mercies; but
on what principle? Is it not a childish, vain, and ignorant feeling which
prompts our selection? We call those things mercies which please us, ease
us, suit our wants, and fall in with our cravings. Truly they are so, but not
less gracious are those benefits which cross us, pain us, and lay us low. The
tender love which chastises us, the gentle kindness which bruises us, the
fond affection which crushes us to the ground — these we do not so
readily recount; yet is there as much of divine love in a smart as in a sweet,
as great a depth of tenderness in buffeting as in consoling. We must count
our crosses, diseases, and pains, if we would number up our blessings.
Doubtless it is a mercy to be spared affliction, but he would be a wise man
who should tell which of the two was the greater boon — to be for the
present without chastisement or to be chastened? We judge that in either
case “It is well” with the righteous, but we will not have a word said to the
disparagement of affliction. Granted that the cross is very bitter, we
maintain with equal confidence that it is also very sweet We have a cloud
of mercies around us as well as a cloud of witnesses. As the meadow is
besprent with a thousand gay flowers, and we tread upon them without
attempting to count them, even thus is it with our life in Christ Jesus: it is
mercy, all mercy — mercy too great for reckoning. Our life is a wood,
wherein are tangled thorns; but listen a moment! Is it not full of sweet
songbirds, akin to those of Paradise? God is good to us at all points, and
greatly good too. There is no royal road to learning, but there is a royal
road to heaven — a causeway of loving kindness, paved with crystal
blocks of grace, all of pure gold, like unto transparent glass. In the
wilderness a highway has been made straight for the chosen people: every
valley has been exalted, and every mountain and hill laid low. “How
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precious also are thy thoughts unto me, O God! how great is the sum of
them! If I should count them, they are more in number than the sand.”


SHIVERING JEMMY


A MISERABLE impostor in the streets of London was accustomed to extract
money from the pockets of the charitable by standing in a public position in
the winter weather, clothed in rags, and shivering as with ague and extreme
cold. He was a great adept at shivering, and could imitate it to a marvel. At
last he shivered in very deed without shamming, and could not cease from
it, whether he would or not. Summer or winter, in all places, his shivering
was as constant as that of an aspen: he had violated Nature’s laws in his
attempts to deceive, and fate took a dreadful revenge upon him; for the
rest of his life he carried with him the name of Shivering Jemmy, and no
explanation of the title was required by those who looked upon him.


Eat one plum front the devil’s trees, and you must eat a bushel. Talk
falsehood at a trot, and you must soon lie at a gallop. Beware of anything
approaching to the false, for falsehood has a terrible fascination about it.
Like the spider, it casts film after film over its victim, but it never suffers
him to escape is toil. Paint the face, and it must be painted.


The same is true of other vicious habits. He who brags once is sure to
boast again, and at last he unconsciously pitches all his conversation on the
high key, and becomes renowned for “tall talk.” A religious professor who
runs over his devotions in a formal manner, will find formality grow upon
him, till genuine prayer and real emotion will utterly leave him; the man will
become for ever a heartless pretender. It is dangerous to preach an affected
sermon, in which the lips utter more than the heart can actually endorse,
the tendency will be for the minister to be always talking above himself,
and what is this but to be a professional liar? We fear that some have
feigned sympathy with others till now their tears lie ready salted in the
corners of their eyes, and their cant is something more than stale. Others
have so often expressed emotions which they did not feel, that it has
become habitual with them to roll their eyes and clasp their hands under a
sermon, or during the singing of a hymn they are “Shivering Jemmies” in
the streets of the New Jerusalem, a pitiable and a disgusting sight.
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Nothing is more to be dreaded than the insensible growth of hypocrisy.
Since we are none of us free from a measure of self-deception, the danger
is that the false within us may grow to power, and obtain a sort of
established respectability within the little world of our nature. Better
anything than a religious windbag. It were impossible to imagine a fate
more horrible than to be all smoke — a pious fraud, a holy sham, a nothing
blown out with foul gas. It were better to think ourselves incapable of a
holy emotion, and to be breaking our hearts because of our obduracy, than
to be shivering with a sham sensitiveness, to which we have attached the
idea of eminent tenderness of spirit. O Lord, deliver us from every false
way. Save us from deceit.


USE THE PEN


YOUNG ministers would do well to remember that for purposes of
Leaching there are two fields of usefulness open to them, and that both
deserve to be cultivated. The utterance of truth with the living voice is their
main business, and for many reasons this deserves their chief attention; but
the publishing of the same truth by means of the press is barely second in
importance, and should be used to the full measure of each man’s ability. It
is a surprising thought that what is written to-day in our study may in a few
weeks be read beyond the Alleghanies, and before long may lift up its voice
at the Antipodes. And as space is thus overleaped, so also time; for if the
world should last another five hundred years, the author of an immortal
sentence will continue still to speak from the glowing page. The press
performs marvels. So noble an agency, so far reaching, so potent, so
available, ought not to lie idle. Every man who addresses his fellow
creatures with the voice should try his hand at pen and paper, if only for his
own sake; it will correct his style, give it more accuracy, more
condensation; probably, therefore, more weight. The possibility of doing
good to the souls of men is a grand incentive which needs no other to
supplement it, and such a possibility beyond all question exists when
warmhearted thought is expressed in telling language, and scattered
broadcast in type among the masses. Young men, look to your goosequills,
your Gillets;, or your Waverleys, and see if you cannot write for Jesus.


“What, in the name of reason, can move an Editor to perpetrate such a
paragraph as the above, when we are already bored and pestered with the
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immeasurable effusions of hundreds of scribblers, who are only spoilers of
good foolscap?” We admit the naturalness of the question, and we feel its
force feel it all the more because we have just now been for some hours up
to our neck in a stagnant pool of printed dullness, and have almost caught
a literary cramp. Look at that volume of poetry. We cannot review it; we
have tried till we do not mean to try again; we fear it would worry us into a
fresh attack of our ever-ready enemy the gout. “Our brain is tired, our
heart is sick.” The poems are just an everlasting ding-dong, ding-dong of
commonplaces and pretty phrases, all meaning nothing at all. Do you see
that volume of sermons? The good man who issues them declares that he
did it in deference to the wish of his hearers: a very common excuse, by the
way. He might well have prayed, “Save me from my friends.” The
discourses are no doubt pious, and well intended, but to print them was a
blunder of the first magnitude. There is a book on Romanism, and another
on Matrimony. We have read them both, and expect some day or other to
be rewarded for our patient perseverance, but as yet it is numbered among
those good deeds which bring no present profit to him who performs them.
But indeed the list of volumes over which we have done penance is too
long for rehearsal. We shudder at the recollection. We frequently wonder
how we survive our sufferings in the review department; sifting a wagon
had of chaff to find one solitary grain of wheat is nothing to the labor in
vain which is allotted us by many authors. We pride ourselves upon our
extreme gentleness in criticism, but we should soon lose all repute among
our readers for this amiable virtue if we did criticize in print all the books
sent to us; a considerable number of them it would be cruelty to notice, and
in mercy to the authors we pass by their offspring and say nothing where
nothing good could be said. [N.B. Those gentlemen whose books are not
yet noticed in our magazine will please not to write and scold us next post.
Let them hope that their productions are so good that we are too
fascinated to begin as yet to criticize; at any rate, let no author wear a cap
unless he finds it to be a correct fit.]


All this is a digression, to show that we are not forgetful of the fact that
this press-ridden nation already groans beneath tons of nonsense and
platitude, and needs no addition to the enormous burden. We frankly own
that if another great historical fire should do for modern literature a similar
work to that which was so providentially wrought at Alexandria, we should
not fret. If we saw the commencement of the blaze we should be in no
hurry to arouse Captain Shaw and his men with the brass helmets, but
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should like to see it burn merrily on, especially if it would consume for ever
all the small-beer poetry, the interpretations of prophecy, and — well —
well, nineteen books out of twenty, at the least: ninety-nine out of every
hundred would be a still more desirable purification.


“Yet you began by stirring up young men to write. Where your
consistency?” Our answer is that we did not exhort anybody to write such
stuff, as commonly is written. On our bended knees we would say to many
a man who threatens to commit authorship, “we pray you do no such evil.”
But we return to our first paragraph, and say again that the pen is a great
means of usefulness, and it ought not to lie idle. Let a man wait till he has
something to write, and let him practice himself in composition till he can
express his meaning plainly and forcibly, and then let him not bury his
talent. Let him revise, and revise again. Let him aim at being interesting,
endeavoring to write not for the butter-shop, but for readers; and above all,
let him write under the impulse of a holy zeal, burning to accomplish a real
and worthy end.. The columns of religious magazines and newspapers are
always open to such contributions, and if the author has no other
broadsheet in which to publish his thoughts, he may be well content with
the pages of periodical literature. Whatever may be the faults of our
reviews and other periodicals, they are undoubtedly a great institution, and
might be made far more influential for the highest ends, if men of greater
grace were found among their writers. It is a worthy ambition to endeavor
to seize these molders of the public mind, and make them subservient to
true religion. The words of Dr. Porter, in his “Homiletics,” may be most
appropriately quoted here: —


“Young men destined to act for God and the church, in this wonderful day,
think on this subject. Recollect that religious magazines, and quarterly
journals, and tracts of various form, will control the public sentiment of the
millions who shall be your contemporaries and your successors on this
stage of action for eternity. To whose management shall the vast moral
machinery be intrusted, if the educated sons of the church, the rising
ministry of the age, will shrink from the labor and responsibility of the
mighty enterprise? Learn to use your pen, and love to use it. And in the
great contest that is to usher in the triumph of the church, let it not be said
that you were too timid or indolent to bear your part.”


Good men there have been and are who could do far more service for God
and his church by their pens if they would write less and write better. They
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flood our second-rate magazines with torrents of very watery matter; their
style is slipshod to a slovenly degree; their thoughts are superficial; their
illustration hackneyed; they weary where they mean to win. Let such
brethren take time to mend their pens, the world will continue to rotate
upon its own axis if we do not see their names next month at the head of an
article. Work must be put into papers if they are to last. Easy writing is
usually hard reading. The common reader may not observe the absence of
honest work in a poem, sermon, or magazine article, but he manifestly feels
the influence of it, for he finds the page uninteresting, and either goes to
sleep over it; or lays it down. Young man, earnest in spirit, if you have any
power with the pen, make up your mind to cultivate it. Do your best every
time you compose. Never offer to God that which has cost you nothing.
Do not believe that good writing is natural to you, and that you need not
revise; articles will not leap out of your brain in perfect condition as the
fabled Minerva sprang from the head of Jove. Read the great authors, that
you may know what English is; you will find it to be a language very rarely
written nowadays, and yet the grandest of all human tongues. Write in
transparent words, such as bear your meaning upon their forefront, and let
them be well chosen, correctly arranged, and attractively ordered. Make up
your mind to excel. Aim high, and evermore push on, believing that your
best efforts should only be stepping stones to something better. The very
best style you can attain will be none too good for the glorious themes
upon which you write.


But, remember, there is a more material business than mere excellence of
composition. Your manner is important, but your matter is far more so.
Tell us something well worth knowing when you write. It is folly to open
your mouth merely to show your teeth; have something to say, or speak
not at all: ink is better in the bottle than on the paper if you have nothing to
communicate. Instruct us, impress us, interest and improve us, or at least
try to do so. It is a poor achievement to have concocted a book in which
there is neither good nor hurt, a chip in the porridge, a correctly composed
nothing; but to have pleaded with men affectionately, or to have taught
them efficiently, is a result worthy of a life of effort. Try, brother, not
because it is easy, but because it is worth doing. Write until you can write;
burn half a ton of paper in the attempt, it will be far better in the flames
than at the printer’s; but labor on till you succeed. To be a soul-winner by
your books when your bones have mouldered is an ambition worthy of the
noblest genius, and even to have brought hearts to Jesus by an ephemeral
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paper in a halfpenny periodical is an honor which a cherub might envy.
Think of the usefulness of such books as “James’ Anxious Enquirer,” and
“The Sinner’s Friend.” These are neither of them works of great ability, but
they are simple and full of the gospel, and therefore God blesses them. Is it
not possible for others of us to produce the like? Let us try, and God
helping us, who can tell what we may do.


One concluding word to our young brother. We would not recommend
you to try poetry. Write reason before you write rhyme. The usual way is
to sacrifice the sense to the jingle: do you adopt the other plan. Do not
expect public men to spare time to read your manuscripts: apply to some
judicious friend nearer home. Do not be thin-skinned, but accept severe
criticism as a genuine kindness. Write legibly if you expect your article to
be accepted by an editor: he cannot waste time in deciphering your
hieroglyphics. Condense as much as possible, for space is precious, and
verbiage is wearisome. Put as much fact as you can into every essay, it is
always more interesting than opinion; narratives will be read when
sentiments are slighted. Keep the main end in view, but aim at it prudently;
do not worry readers with ill-timed moralizings and forced reflections. Ask
a blessing on what you compose, and never pen a sentence you will on
your dying bed desire to blot. If you attend to these things, we shall not
repent of having said, to you, “Use the pen.”


WANT OF NATURALNESS IN PREACHING


SYDNEY SMITH tells us: —  “I went, for the first time in my life, some years
ago, to stay at a very grand and beautiful place in the country, where the
grounds are said to be laid out with consummate taste. For the first three
or four days I was perfectly enchanted; it seemed something so much better
than nature that I really began to wish the earth had been laid out
according to the latest principles of improvement. . . . In three days’ time I
was tired to death: a thistle, a nettle, a heap of dead bushes — anything
that wore the appearance of accident and want of intention — was quite a
relief. I used to escape from the made grounds, and walk upon an adjacent
goose common, where the cart-ruts, gravel-pits, bumps, irregularities,
coarse ungentleman like grass, and all the varieties produced by neglect,
were a thousand times more gratifying than the monotony of beauties the
result of design, and crowded into narrow confines.”
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Now, this is precisely the result produced upon most hearers by a too
elaborate style of preaching. At first it astonishes, amazes, and delights; but
in the long run it palls upon the mind, and even wearies the ear. The high
art displayed in sentences, polished into perfect smoothness, is certainly
very wonderful, but it ere long becomes very wearisome, Men cannot for
ever look at fireworks, nor pass their days among artificial flowers. The
preaching which maintains its attractiveness year after year is after the
order of nature, original, unaffected, and full of spontaneous bursts which
the laws of rhetoric would scarcely justify. Homely illustrations, a touch of
quaintness, a fullness of heart, thorough naturalness, and outspoken
manliness are among the elements which compose a ministry which will
wear, and be as interesting at the end of twenty years as at first. Of the
refined politeness of a drawing-room most people have enough in a single
evening; to continue such a manner of intercourse for a week would be
intolerable; but the familiar communion of the family never tires, home’s
genuine and spontaneous fellowship grows dearer ever year. The parallel
holds good between the deliverances of a grandiloquous elocution and the
utterances of a warm heart. The Primitive Methodist being asked to return
thanks after dining with the squire, thanked God that he did not have such
a good dinner every day, or he should soon be ill; and when we have
occasionally listened to some great achievement of rhetoric, we have felt
the same grateful sentiment rising to our lip. A whipped cream or a
syllabub is an excellent thing occasionally, but it is very easy to grow tired
of both of them, while bread and cheese or some such homely fare can be
eaten year after year with a relish. If it be natural to a man to be very
elegant and rhetorical, let him be so: flamingoes and giraffes are as God
made them, and therefore their long legs are the correct thing; but let no
man imitate the proficient in an elevated style, for geese and sheep would
be monstrous if perched on high. To be sublime is one thing; to be
ridiculous is only a step removed; but it is another matter. Many in laboring
to escape rusticity have fallen into fastidiousness, and so into utter
feebleness. It may be that to recover their strength they will have to breathe
their native air, and return to that natural style from which they have so
laboriously departed.
C. H. S.
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“AND IT WAS SO”


A DISCOURSE BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“And it was so.” GENESIS 1:7.


YOU will find these words six times upon the first page of revelation. God
spake and said, “Let there be a firmament” “and it was so.” He said, “Let
the dry land appear.” “and it was so.” He bade the earth bring forth grass,
“and it was so.” He ordained the sun and moon for lights in the firmament
of heaven, “and it was so.” Whatever it was that he willed, he did but
speak the word, “and it was so.” In no single case was there a failure.
There was not even a hesitation, a pause, or a demand for a more powerful
agency than the divine word. In each case, Jehovah spake, “and it was so.”
Nor is this first week of creation the only instance of the kind, for in no
case has the word of God fallen to the ground; whether of promise or of
threatening, the word has been confirmed and fulfilled. “As it was in the
beginning, it is now, and ever shall be, world without end;” whatsoever the
mighty God decrees, foretells, declares, or promises, shall ere long come to
pass.


I shall ask you to accompany me in a mental voyage down the stream of
history, to show that this has been the case as far as all history is concerned
up till now. “And it was so.” The Lord’s will has been law; his word has
been followed by fact. Dictum factum, as the Latins say. We shall then
endeavor to show that, with an immutable God, it will be so continually in
the great and in the small, in the affairs of the world, and in our own
personal matters. What God hath promised shall come to pass, and at the
winding-up of all history, it shall be said, “God said this, and that, and it
was so.”


We stand at the fountain-head of human history, and hear the Lord declare
of our parents, that in the day in which they should break his commands,
and eat of the forbidden fruit, they should surely die, “and it was so.” They
died that moment. That spiritual death, which was the great and essential
part of the sentence, was there and then fulfilled. The likeness and image of
God was broken in them immediately, and we are dead in trespasses and in
sins by reason of their death. He warned them also, when his wrath as it
were glanced aslant from them to smite the soil on which they stood, that
the earth should bring forth thorns and thistles to them, and that in the
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sweat of their face they should eat bread, and truly it has been so. The
earth has yielded her harvests, but she has produced her thorns and briars
also; and though the curse of labor has became a blessing, yet man’s toil
and woman’s travail vindicate the divine veracity.


When all flesh had corrupted its way, God repented that he had made man,
and sent his servant Noah as a preacher of righteousness to threaten a
universal flood. It did not appear very probable that the dense population
of the earth could all be swept away, and that the billows should rear their
proud heads above the mountains; but it turned out that Noah was no fool,
and his prophecy was no raving. God had said the world should be
drowned, “and it was so.” The sluices of the great deep beneath were
drawn up, the cataracts of heaven descended, and none escaped, save the
few, that is eight, whom God enclosed within the ark.


A little farther on, the Lord appeared to his servant Abraham, and told him
that the wickedness of Sodom had been so great that the cry had gone up
even to his throne; and the Lord communicated to his servant that he
would go and see if it was altogether according to the cry thereof; and if
so, Sodom should be destroyed. Abraham pleaded, and his intercession
almost prevailed; but as no righteous salt was found in the filthy cities of
the plain, it was doomed to perish. They had given themselves to strange
flesh, and a strange judgment must therefore come upon them. Hell must
fall out of heaven upon such abominable offenders “and it was so,” for
when the morning dawned, Sodom was utterly consumed, and the smoke
thereof went up to heaven.


You know how God kept his covenant with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob,
who were strangers with him, dwelling in tents, looking for a better city,
that is, a heavenly. Whatever promise was made to the patriarchs was
fulfilled to the letter in all respects “it was so.” When they went down into
Egypt, God declared that after four hundred years he would bring them
hence; and though the tribes appeared to be naturalized in Egypt, and were
rooted to the soil, yet God would bring them forth; and though Pharaoh
took strong measures, and thought to hold them fast, yet God had said that
they should come out with a high hand, and an outstretched arm “and it
was so.” Let the wonders which he wrought on the fields of Zoan, the
plagues which overthrew the sons of Ham; let the going forth out of Egypt,
and the terrors of the Red Sea, when the depths covered all the chivalry of
Egypt, let these remind you that, as God had spoken, so it was. Pharaoh
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was hardened but he was not able to resist the Almighty will: he stands for
ever in history as a memorial that none shall harden himself against the
Most High and prosper, for the Lord doeth as he wills in heaven and in
earth, and in all deep places. Hath he said, and shall he not do it? “Is
anything too hard for the Lord?”


I should not weary you, I think, if I were to dwell a little while upon the
promise that God gave to Israel that he would lead the tribes through the
wilderness, and surely bring them to their inheritance. It appeared very
unlikely that they would enter into Canaan, when for forty weary years
they wandered in the pathless wilderness; yet the Jordan was crossed in
due season, and Jericho was taken. He said they should every man possess
his portion, and each tribe its lot “and it was so.” The Canaanites dwelt in
cities that were walled up to heaven, and they lashed into the battle in
chariots of iron, yet were they overcome, for God had said it “and it was
so.” He cast out the heathen, and planted the vine which he had brought
out of Egypt; he overthrew Og and Sihon, “and gave their land for an
heritage, for his mercy endureth for ever.” Many a time after Israel had
been settled in the land did they provoke the Lord to jealousy, so that he
sent prophet after prophet, and their message was, “If ye thus sin against
the Lord ye shall be given into the hands of your enemies” “and it was so.”
But when they were sorely smitten they repented, and they cried unto God,
and he had pity upon them; and then he sent another of his servants with a
gentle message, saying, “Turn unto me, and repent, and I will deliver you”
“and it was so.” In every case he kept his word, whether for chastening
them or delivering them. Evermore was he faithful. When, in the later
period of their history, Sennacherib blasphemed the Lord, his servant
Hezekiah took the cruel letter of Rabshakeh and laid it before the Lord in
the temple, and cried mightily unto him; and Isaiah came with the promise,
“He shall not come into this city, nor shoot an arrow there, nor come
before it with shield, nor cast a bank against it.” Who could put the hook
into the nose of that leviathan? Who could turn him back by the way that
he came? The Lord had said it should be done, “and it was so;” for that
night the destroying angel went through the host of the Assyrians, and
there fell of corpses on the plain so many as the leaves of autumn. Hath
God promised to rescue his children? Then be assured that, however
numerous their foes, his word shall not fail. Then came that dark day when
Israel and Judah were theatened with captivity in a strange land. They
sinned, and lo! “it was so.” They were exiled far away. By the waters of
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Babylon they sat down and wept; they wept when they remembered Zion;
but there came a promise to them — a promise which they had left all
unread and forgotten in their sacred books, that after the lapse of seventy
weeks they should return again, and once more see the land of their fathers
“and it was so.” God raised up for them a friend, and a helper, and the
captives came back again to their land.


Let us quote the grandest instance of all. The Lord promised, immediately
after the Fall, that the seed of the woman should bruise the serpent’s head.
That promise had been succeeded by many others, and those in Israel who
knew the Lord waited for the coming of the deliverer. The promise tarried
long. Day and night devout men cried unto God, for their patience was
sorely tried, yet they confidently expected the messenger of God who
would suddenly come in his temple; and when the fullness of time was
come, “it was so.” The everlasting God was found tabernacling among
men, and they “beheld his glory, the glory as of the only begotten of the
Father, full of grace and truth.” It was the master-promise of all — the
promise of the greatest gift that God has bestowed upon mankind, and that
promise was kept, kept to the letter, and to the hour. He had said it should
be, “and it was so,” though it was a wonder beyond all wonder.


We might pursue our theme, and show you that as far as past events have
gone, God’s word has been verified. But now, though we keep to history,
we shall leave the large volume of the public records, and ask you to take
down from its shelf that little diary of yours, the pocketbook of your own
life’s story, and there observe how God’s word has been true. You
remember in your youth the warnings that you received, when you were
told that the ways of sin might be pleasantness at the first, but would end in
sorrow. You were told that the cup might sparkle at the brim, but the dregs
thereof were full of bitterness. Did you test that statement in the days of
your early manhood? Ah! then I know you cannot deny that it was as God
had declared. He said, “The wages of sin is death,” “and it was so.” He
said it would be bitterness in the end thereof, “and it was so.” He told you
that the fascinations of sins were as destructive as they were alluring, and
truly “and it was so.” If you have tasted that the Lord is gracious, you will
blush as you answer the question, “What fruit had ye then in those things
whereof ye are now ashamed?” It fell on a day, as God would have it, that
your eyes were opened to see your lost estate, and there was a voice which
spoke in the gospel, and said, “If thou wilt return unto me, return; only
confess the transgressions that thou hast sinned against me, and I will
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forgive thee. Come and put thy trust in my Son, and thy iniquity shall be
blotted out like a cloud thy transgressions like a thick cloud.” You came to
Jesus led by sovereign grace. You washed in the fountain of his blood,
guided to it by the Holy Spirit. What is your testimony? You were
promised salvation, pardon, peace. My testimony is, “and it was so;” is not
that yours also? O the joy of believing in Jesus! O the bliss of casting one’s
self into the Father’s arms, and pleading the merits of the Only Begotten!
There is a peace or God that passeth all understanding which comes to our
faith when we exercise it upon Christ. Peace was promised, “and it was
so.” Since the time when you believed in Jesus you have had many wants
both spiritual and temporal; but he has promised, “No good thing will I
withhold from them that walk uprightly.” What say you, brethren and
sisters? Your needs have come, have the supplies come also? I am sure you
will say “ it was so” — strangely so — but always so. As my day my
strength has been. The shoes of iron and of brass have had rough usage,
but they have not worn out. The all-sufficient God has proved that his
grace is all-sufficient for us. Our personal history bears witness that, with
regard to the providence of God, and to the supplies of his grace, he said
he would grant us enough, “and it was so.” He told you that when you
believed in his word he would hear your prayers. Three times he put it in
varied form, “Ask and it shall be given you; seek and ye shall find; knock
and it shall be opened unto you.” Brethren, you have been to the mercy-
seat, and tried whether God hears prayer, and it has been so — he did hear
prayer. We believed his word, and in due time our faith has been turned to
sight, and the promise has been fulfilled. We have read in God’s Word that
he would sanctify our trials to us, and that “all things work together for
good to them that love God, to them who are the called according to his
purpose;” what, then, is my witness, after having been week after week,
and even month after month, racked with pain, and laid low with sickness,
what have these things been to me? Have they worked my good? Do they
bring forth the comfortable fruits of righteousness? My truthful witness is,
“and it was so.” I feel persuaded that every Christian shalt have to say of
his afflictions that they have been blessed to him “Before I was afflicted I
went astray, but now have I kept thy word,” said one of old, and many in
these modern times can say the same. “It is good for me that I have been
afflicted;” the Lord said it would be, “and it was so.”


Up to this hour it has always been true with regard to us, his people that
what the Lord has said he has surely performed. We can —
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“Sing the sweet promise of his grace, And the performing God.”


Let me remind you that our history is only the common experience of all
God’s people, and if there be anything uncommon in the stories of the
saints, then there is only a more than usually clear confirmation of the
truth. Look at the martyrs, they suffered what we can scarcely bear to read
of, yet the Lord said he would be with them: “and it was so.” They wore
the chain for Christ’s sake, and he promised to be their companion “and it
was so.” They went to the stake or bowed their head to the ax, and they
were promised that even to the end he would be with them: “and it was
so.” Right along, through all the history of the church militant, and I might
also ask the confirmation of the church triumphant too, the saints declare
that “it was so.” Christ hath kept his word to the letter. Not one good thing
hath failed of all that he ever promised to his people.


And now, having taken this very brief run through history, let me ask you
to follow me when I say that as it has been in the past so it will be. It is
always good reasoning when we are dealing with God to infer the future
from the past “Because thou hast been my help, therefore in the shadow of
thy wings will I rejoice.” Hearing the same God and the same promises, we
may expect ever to see the same results. As for the future, a large part of
Scripture is as yet unfulfilled. Many persons try to interpret it, but the man
is not born who can explain the Revelation; yet whatever God has there
declared, will be explained by providence. God is his own interpreter, and
he will make it plain. Whatever he hath there promised, it shall be said of it
by-and-by “and it was so.” We learn that there is to be a wide spread of the
gospel: “Surely all flesh shall see the salvation of God;” Ethiopia shall
stretch on her arms to Christ; be assured that it shall so be. Let the
missionary toil on, and the devil rage on if he will — the devil shall be
disappointed, and the servant of God shall have his desire. God will honor
his church, when she has faith enough to believe in his promises. There is
to be in the fullness of time a second coming of the Lord Jesus. He who
went up from Olivet left this as his promise, that in the same manner as he
went up into heaven, he would return again. He shall surely come. Virgin
souls who are awake, and watching for the midnight cry, will hear it ere
long. And when he cometh, the dead in Christ shall rise; there shall be a
resurrection of the just at his appearing. So he hath promised; and “blessed
and holy is he that hath part in the first resurrection on such the second
death hath no power.” There are no bonds of death that can hold the saints
in their graves when the Lord descends; at the sound of the archangel’s
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trumpet, God has said they shall rise, “and it shall be so.” They shall every
one of them return from the land of the enemy. And then the glory — the
Millennial splendor — we will not explain it, but we know that it is
promised, and whatever has been declared shall surely be; the saints shall
possess the kingdom, and shall reign with Christ. And heaven and the
glory-land, and the eternal future, where the ever blessed God shall reveal
himself unto his servants, and they shall see his face, and his name shall be
in their foreheads: every golden word, every sapphire sentence which
glows and sparkles with the glory of the Most High, and the
lovingkindness of the Infinite — all shall be fulfilled it: shall be said of the
whole, “and it was so.” Ay! and the dread future of the lost — those awful
words that tell of fires that burn, and yet do not consume; and of a wrath
that slays, and yet men live beneath its power, verily, verily, these shall all
be fulfilled. Heaven and earth shall pass away, but not one word that God
hath spoken shall fail. “These shall go away into everlasting punishment,
and the righteous into life eternal.” Of doom or of glory, of promise or of
threatening, it shall be said, “and it was so.” And when the end shall come,
and Christ shall deliver up the kingdom to God even the Father, and the
drama of history shall be ended, and the curtain shall drop, and God shall
be all in all, all shall be summed up in this sentence, “He spake and it was
done; he commanded and it stood fast: he said it, ‘and it was so.’”


I desire, dear brethren and sisters, for your consolation, to bring his truth
home to yourselves, if the Spirit of God will enable me. “It was so” — this
has been true — it shall be so to you. God’s promises shall all be kept to
you personally. God will fulfill his word to you in every letter. Observe,
there will occur cases in which there will be no visible help toward the
fulfillment of the divine promise, and no tendencies that way; but, if God
has pledged his word, he will keep it. Note well, that in the erection of the
world, there was nothing to help God. With whom took he counsel, and
who instructed him? When he began to fit up the world for man, and to
furnish the house which he had made in the beginning, there was darkness,
and that was no aid; there was chaos, and that was no help. Now you are
troubled at the present time; your condition is one of confusion, disorder,
darkness, you see nothing that could make God’s promise to come true,
not a finger to help, no one even to wish well to you. Never mind, God
wants no helper; he works gloriously alone. See how the earth stands.
What hangeth it on? He hangeth the earth upon nothing. Look at the
unpillared arch above it. There are no buttresses, no supports, no props to
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the sky, yet it has not fallen, and it never will. “Trust ye in the Lord for
ever; for in the Lord Jehovah there is everlasting strength;” and if he has
given you a promise, and you have laid hold upon it though nothing should
appear to aid its fulfillment, yet it shall be fulfilled; you will have to write,
“ant it was so.”


Yes, and this shall be the case, though many circumstances tend the other
way. When there seems to be a conflict against God — not only no help,
but much resistance; do not thou fear. What matters it to God? Though all
the men on earth and all the devils in hell were against him, what mattereth
it? Though heaps of chaff contend against the wind, what mattereth it to
the tempest? They shalt be whirled along in its fury. What if the wax defy
the flame — it shall but melt in the fervent heat? If all the world and all hell
should declare that God will not keep his promise, yet he will perform it;
and we shall have to say, “it was so.” No opposition can stay the Lord. But
you may say, “This cannot be true, surely, in my case. I could have
believed it on a great scale, but for myself!” Ah! doth God speak truth in
great things and lie in little ones? Will thou blaspheme the Most High by
imagining that in public acts of royalty he is true, but in the private deeds
of his family he is false? What would be a worse imputation against a man?
Who shall throw such a charge upon the eternal God? The Lord promised
his servant Elijah to take care of him: did he not make the ravens feed him?
Did he not send him to the widow of Sarepta, and multiply her meal and
her oil? He was as true to him in the raven’s matter, and in the handful of
meal matter, as when in the business of the great rain he bowed his head
between his knees on Carmel, and saw at length the heavens covered with
clouds and the land deluged with showers. God wilt keep his word in little
things to you. Do not imagine that he forgets your mean affairs. The hairs
of your head are numbered. A sparrow lights not on the ground without
your Father. Are you not better than the sparrows which are sold at three
for two farthings in the market? Will you not rest in your Father’s care, and
believe that his promise shall be fulfilled? “Thy bread shall be given thee,
and thy water shall be sure; thou shalt dwell in the laud, and verily thou
shalt be fed.”


God’s word stands true, even when our unworthiness is in the way. I know
you have fancied, “If I were a great saint, God would surely keep his word
to me, but I being a very grievous sinner, how shall he be gracious to me?”
And dost thou think that God is good and truthful only to the good and
true? Wouldst thou be so thyself? Surely we must deal honestly with all







86


men, whosoever they may be. Their character is no excuse for our marring
our own reputation. And so, poor sinner, if thou come to God, he will not
cheat thee, and say, “I said, ‘If, thou confess thy sin thou shalt have
mercy;’ but I did not mean it for such an one as thou art.” No, Christ has
said, “Him that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out;” and if thou come,
though thou be the blackest sinner out of hell, yet Christ shall be true to
thee; for it is not thy character, but his character, that is to be considered in
the promise. Even if we believe not, he abides faithful: he cannot deny
himself.


Yes and his promise comes true, and we have to say of it, “and it was so,”
even in cases of our own confessed incapacity to receive it. Take the case
of Abraham, for that is typical of many others in this respect; he had the
promise of a son and heir, and though as for his own body, it was as dead,
and Sarah was well stricken in years; Abraham did not consider himself or
Sarah, but believed the promise, and in the fullness of time, there was the
sound of laughter in the tent, for Isaac was born. We err when we become
so depressed by our own incapacity as to conceive doubts of God’s
faithfulness. The Lord gives the promise that the barren woman shall keep
house, and it is so. Our desert-hearts shall have the blessing; it shall drop
upon the pastures of the wilderness, and the little hills shall rejoice on every
side. Our weakness shall not hinder the divine promise. He is able to bless
us even when we feel only fit to be cursed. Oh, empty one, God can fill
you! O dried branch and withered tree, thou that standest like an oak,
smitten by lightning, only fit for the burning, the Lord, the everlasting God
can quicken thee, and put fresh sap in thee, and make thy branch to bud
again to the glory of his holy name. He promises, and if thou believest,
thou shalt have to say, “and it was so.”


It will be thus right on to the end of the chapter. A few days ago I stood by
the side of a dear departing brother, who feebly lifted his hands from the
bed, and said just these few words “Christ, Christ, Christ is all.” And then
he said, as I bade him good-bye, “We shall meet in heaven. I shall go there
soon and you will follow; but I hope it will be a long while before you do.”
I asked him whether that was quite a benediction, and he said, “You know
what I mean. The church needs you.” About half-past five this afternoon,
he who rejoiced that he would soon be in heaven entered within the gate of
pearl. He had served us well as a deacon of this church, and now he sees
the face of the ever blessed. He believed while here on earth that it was
bliss to be with Christ, and he finds it so; he is saying, “The half has not
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been told me.” Well, well, whether we live to old age, or depart in mid-life,
or die in early youth, what matters it. We shall find that passing across the
river is delightful when at eventide it is light. And O the glory of the
everlasting daybreak! The splendor of the sun that goeth no more down! O
the bliss of beholding saints and angels, and seeing the king in his beauty!
The messengers of God said that heaven is blessed, and it is so — it is so.
They said, “Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord,” and it is so.


I would leave a thought with those who are exercised with doubts and
fears about the Lord’s sure mercies. It is a very hard thing that we should
doubt our God, but we do; and therefore let us shoot arrows at unbelief.
Note well, that when God spake in the creation, “and it was so,” there was
only his power concerned. Supposing he had spoken, and it had not been
so; then the only result would have been that God was proved not to be
omnipotent. But his might did not fail him; his glorious attribute of power
showed its majesty, and what the Lord spake was accomplished. Yet in this
instance only one attribute was at stake. Now, when you consider one of
God’s promises recorded in the Bible, there is more than one attribute
engaged for its fulfillment; there are two at least, for there is the divine
truth at stake as well as the divine power. If be said it should be, and it is
not, it is either that he would not or he could not; if he could not, then his
power has failed; but if he would not when he promised, then his truth is
forfeited. We have, therefore, a double hold when dealing with covenant
promises, and may rest in two immutable things wherein it is impossible for
God to lie. But sometimes in certain promises even more is observable, for
instance, you will have known the Lord these ten or twenty years, have
been helped hitherto; and suppose the Lord were to fail you now, then not
only are his power and his truth compromised, but his immutability also,
since he wound then have changed, and would no longer be the same God
to-day as he was yesterday. Three attributes are leagued upon your side;
you have three sacred pledges. Frequently also you have God’s wisdom
brought into the affair in hand. You have been in great difficulty, and you
have seen no means of escape; but you have laid the case before God, and
left it there; he has promised that he will “deliver thee in six troubles; yea,
in seven there shall no evil touch thee.” He has also said, “Cast thy burden
upon the Lord, and he shall sustain thee;” now, if he does not deliver and
sustain, there are four attributes at stake. His power — can he do it? His
truth — will he keep his promise? His immutability — has he hanged? His
wisdom — can he find a way of escape? Frequently, my brethren, the







88


Lord’s honor is also brought into the field in addition to the other
attributes. You recollect how Moses put it when the Lord said, “Let me
alone, that my wrath may wax hot against them; and that I may consume
them.” Then Moses said, “Wherefore should the Egyptians speak, and say,
for mischief did he bring them out, to slay them in the mountains, and to
consume them from the face of the earth?” See, too, how Joshua uses the
same argument with the Lord “The Canaanites and all the inhabitants of the
land shall hear of it: and what wilt thou do unto thy great name?” O that is
grand pleading —  that is grand pleading! Now if the Lord has brought you
into deep waters, and you have put your trust in him, and said, “I know
that he will deliver me,” if he does not do so, the enemy will say, “It is a
vain thing to trust in God, for the Lord does not preserve his people.” His
honor is a stake; and, ah, he is a jealous God. He will rouse himself, and go
forth like a man of war to show himself strong in the behalf of them that
trust in him. In addition to all this, divine love is included in the issue. How
did Moses put it? The people said, “Because there were no graves in
Egypt, hast thou taken us away to die in the wilderness?” And Moses
argued it thus — “Didst thou bring all these people out that they might lie
in the wilderness.” Hast thou no love? Wilt thou be cruel to the sons of
men? Even thus may we plead with the benevolence and pity of the Lord.
“Will the Lord cast off for ever? Will he be favorable no more?”


‘“And can he have taught me to trust in his name,
And thus far have brought me to put me to shame?”


Is it so that he has taught me to long after the sweetness of his grace, and
yet will he deny it to me? Does the Lord tantalize men in this way? I could
have been happy enough in my poor ignorant way as a sinner. But now that
I have been made to taste of higher and sweeter things, I shall be doubly
wretched, if I may not enjoy them. If he makes men hunger and thirst, and
then does not feed them, he is not a God of love. But he is a God of love,
and therefore he cannot treat his servants so. You remember Luther used
to say that when he saw that God was in his quarrel, he always felt safe.
“Thine honor is at stake,” he would say, “and it is no business of Luther’s:
it is God’s business when God’s gospel is concerned.” Every attribute is
pledged as a guarantee that every promise shall be kept. Here faith may
gather strength, and rest assured that the covenant is sure in every jot and
tittle. If one child of God who has put his trust in Jesus should perish, the
everlasting covenant of grace would have failed, for it is a part of its
stipulations. “A new heart also will I give you, and a right spirit, will I put
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within you. From all your filthiness, and from all your idols, will I cleanse
you.” And if I have come to Jesus, and rested in him, and after all, do not
find salvation and eternal life, then the covenant has become a dead letter.
This it never shall be. “Although my house be not so with God, yet hath he
made with me an everlasting covenant, ordered in all things and sure.” He
will not suffer his promise to fail.


Last word of all, remember that the very blood of Christ is at stake in the
matter of God’s promise. If a poor guilty sinner shall come and rest in
Jesus, and yet is not saved, then Jesus Christ is grievously dishonored —
he has shed his blood in vain. Shall they perish on whom his blood is
sprinkled? Is the fountain, after all its boasted efficacy, become a mockery?
Is there no power in the atonement of Jesus to cleanse the guilty? Ah,
beloved, he said it would cleanse, and it was so, it is so, and it shall be so
for evermore. They who rest in Christ shall not perish, neither shall any one
pluck them out of his hand. Each one of us, as we arrive in heaven, shall
add our testimony to the general verdict of all the saints, and say, “it was
so.” He said it, and he fulfilled it, glory be unto his name! If any soul comes
to Jesus at this hour, he shall find eternal life. “He that believeth, and is
baptized, shall be saved.” Such is the gospel. The Lord grant his great
blessing. Amen.


BE SHORT


Long visits, long stories, long essays, long exhortations, and long prayers,
seldom profit those who have to do with them. Life is short. Time is short.
Moments are precious. Learn to condense, abridge, and intensify. We can
bear things that are dull, if they are only short. We can endure many an
ache and ill, if it is over soon; while even pleasure grows insipid, and pain
intolerable, if they are protracted beyond the limits of reason and
convenience. Learn to be short. In making a statement, lop off branches;
stick to the main facts in your case. If you pray, ask for what you believe
you will receive, and get through; if you speak, tell your message and hold
your peace; if you write, boil down two sentences into one, and three
words into two. Always when practicable avoid lengthiness — learn to be
short.
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A VISIT TO CHRIST’S HOSPITAL


BEING A SHORT SERMON BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Fools because of their transgression, and because of their
iniquities, are afflicted. Their soul abhorreth all manner of meat; and
they draw near unto the gates of death. Then they cry unto the
LORD in their trouble, and he saveth them out of their distresses.
He sent his word, and healed them, and delivered them from their
destructions. Oh that men would praise the LORD for his goodness,
and for his wonderful works to the children of men! And let them
sacrifice the sacrifices of thanksgiving, and declare his works with
rejoicing.” Psalm 107:17-22.


IT is a very profitable thing to visit an hospital. The sight of others’
sickness tends to make us grateful for our own health, and it is a great
thing to be kept in a thankful frame of mind, for ingratitude is a spiritual
disease, injurious to every power of the soul. An hospital inspection will
also teach us compassion, and that is of great service. Anything that
softens the heart is valuable. Above all things, in these days, we should
strive against the petrifying influences which surround us. It is not easy for
a man, who has constantly enjoyed good health and prosperity, to
sympathize with the poor and the suffering. Even our great High Priest,
who is full of compassion, learned it by carrying our sorrows in his own
person. To see the sufferings of the afflicted, in many cases, would be
enough to move a stone, and if we go to the hospital and come back with a
tenderer heart, we shall have found it a sanatorium to ourselves. I purpose,
at this time, to take you to an hospital. It shall not be one of those noble
institutions so pleasingly plentiful around the Tabernacle; but we will take
you to Christ’s Hospital, or, as the French would call it, the Hotel de Dieu,
and we shall conduct you through the wards for a few minutes, trusting
that while you view them, if you are yourself healed, you may feel gratitude
that you have been delivered from spiritual sicknesses, and an intense
compassion for those who still pine and languish. May we become like our
Savior, who wept over Jerusalem with eyes which were no strangers to
compassion’s floods: may we view the most guilty and impenitent with
yearning hearts, and grieve with mingled hope and anxiety over those who
are under the sound of the gospel, and so are more especially patients in
the Hospital of God.
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We will go at once with the psalmist to the wards of spiritual sickness.


And, first, we have set out before us THE NAMES AND CHARACTERS OF THE


PATIENTS. You see, in this hospital, written up over the head of every
couch the name of the patient and his disease, and you are amazed to find
that all the inmates belong to one family, and, singularly enough, are all
called by one name, and that name is very far from being a reputable one. It
is a title that nobody covets and that many persons would be very indignant
to have applied to them — “Fool.” All who are sick in God’s hospital are
fools, without exception, for this reason, that all sinners are fools. Often, in
scripture, when David means the wicked, he says, “the foolish;” and, in this
he makes no mistake, for sin is folly. Sin is foolish, clearly, because it is a
setting up of our weakness in opposition to omnipotence. Every wise man,
if he must fight, will choose a combatant, against whom he may have a
chance of success, but he who wars with the Most High commits as gross a
folly as when the moth contends with the flame, or the dry grass of the
prairie challenges the fire. There is no hope for thee, O sinful man, of
becoming a victor in the struggle. How unwise thou art to take up the
weapons of rebellion! And the folly is aggravated, because the person who
is opposed is one so infinitely good that opposition to him is violence to
everything that is just, beneficial, and commendable. God is love: shall I
resist the infinitely loving? He scatters blessings: wherefore should I be his
foe? If his commandments were grievous, if his ways were ways of misery
and his paths were paths of woe, I might have some pretense of an excuse
for resisting his will. But O my God, so good, so kind, so boundless in
grace, ‘tis folly, as well as wickedness, to be thine enemy. Besides this, the
laws of God are so supremely beneficial to ourselves, that we are our own
enemies when we rebel. God’s laws are danger signals. As sometimes on
the ice those who care for human life put up “Danger” here and there, and
leave all that is safe for all who choose to traverse it, so God has left us
free to enjoy everything that is safe for us, and has only forbidden us that
which is to our own hurt. If there be a law which forbids me to put my
hand into the fire, it is a pity I should need such a law, but a thousand pities
more if I think that law a hardship. The commands of God do but forbid us
to injure ourselves. To keep them is to keep ourselves in holy happiness; to
break them is to bring evil of all kinds upon ourselves in soul and body.
Why should I violate a law, which if I were perfect I should myself have
made, or myself have kept finding it in force. Why need I rebel against that
which is never exacting, never oppressive, but always conducive to my
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own highest welfare, The sinner is a fool, because he is told in God’s word
that the path of evil will lead to destruction, and yet he pursues it with the
secret hope that in his case the damage will not be very great. He has been
warned that sin is like a cup frothing with a foam of sweetness, but
concealing death and hell in its dregs; yet each sinner, as he takes the cup,
fascinated by the first drop, believes, that to him, the poisonous draught
will not be fatal. How many have fondly hoped that God would lie unto
men, and would not fulfill his threatenings! Yet, be assured, every sin shall
have its recompense of reward; God is just and will by no means spare the
guilty. Even in this life many are feeling in their bones the consequences of
their youthful lusts; they will carry to their graves the scars of their
transgressions. In hell, alas, there are millions who for ever prove that sin is
an awful and an undying evil, an infinite cure which hath destroyed them
for ever and ever. The sinner is a fool, because, while he doubts the
truthfulness of God, as to the punishment of sin, he has the conceit to
imagine that transgression will even yield him pleasure. God saith it shall be
bitterness: the sinner denies the bitterness, and affirms that it shall be
sweetness. O fool to seek pleasure in sin! Go rake the charnel to find an
immortal soul; go walk into the secret springs of the sea to find the source
of flame, It is not there. Thou canst never find bliss in rebellion. Hundreds
of thousands before thee have gone upon this search and have all been
disappointed; he is indeed a fool who must needs rush headlong in this
useless chase, and perish as the result. The sinner is a fool — a great fool
— to remain as he is in danger of the wrath of God. To abide at ease in
imminent peril and scorn the way of escape, to love the world and loathe
the Savior, to set the present fleeting life above the eternal future, to
choose the sand of the desert and forego the jewels of heaven; all this is
folly, in the highest conceivable degree.


Though sinners are fools, yet there are fools of all sorts. Some are learned
fools. Unconverted men, whatever they know, are only educated fools.
Between the ignorant man who cannot read a letter and the learned man
who is apt in all knowledge there is small difference, if they are both
ignorant of Christ; indeed, the scholar’s folly is in this case the greater of
the two. The learned fool generally proves himself the worst of fools, for
he invents theories which would be ridiculed if they could be understood,
and he brings forth speculations which, if they were judged by common
sense, and men were not turned into idiotic worshippers of imaginary
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authority, would be scouted from the universe with a hiss of derision.
There are fools in colleges and fools in cottages.


There are also reckless fools and reckoning fools. Some sin with both
hands greedily; “A short life and a merry one” is their motto; while the so-
called “prudent” fools live more slowly, but still live not for God. These
last, with hungry greed for wealth, will often hoard up gold as if it were
true treasure, and as if anything worth the retaining were to be found
beneath the moon. Your “prudent,” “respectable” sinner will find himself
just as much lost as your reckless prodigal. They must all alike seek and
find the Savior, or be guilty of gross folly. So, alas! there are old fools as
well as young ones. There are those who after an experience of sin burn
their fingers at it still. The burnt child dreads the fire, but the burnt sinner
lovingly plays with his sin again. Hoar hairs ought to be a crown of glory,
but too often they are fool’s caps. There are young sinners who waste the
prime of life when the dew is on their spirit, and neglect to give their
strength to God, and so miss the early joy of religion, which is the
sweetest, and makes all the rest of life the sweeter: these are fools. But
what is he who hath one foot hanging over the mouth of hell, and yet
continues without God and without Christ, a trifler with eternity?


I have spoken thus upon the name of those who enter God’s hospital;
permit me to add that all who go there and are cured agree that this name
is correct. Saved souls are made to feet that they are naturally fools; and,
indeed, it is one stage in the cure when men are able to spell their own
name, and when they are willing to write it in capital letters and say, “That
is mine! If there is no other man in this world who is a fool, I am. I have
played the fool before the living God.” This confession is true, for what
madness it is to play the fool before the Eternal One, with your own soul as
the subject of the foolery? When men make sport, they generally do it with
trifling things. A man who plays the fool, and puts on a cap and bells, is
wise in comparison with him who sports with his God, his soul, heaven,
and eternity. This is folly beyond all folly. Yet the sinner, when he is taken
into God’s hospital, will be made to feel that he has been such a fool, and
that his folly is folly with an emphasis. He will confess that Christ must be
made unto him wisdom, for he himself by nature was born a fool, has lived
a fool, and will die a fool, unless the infinite mercy of God shall interpose.


Now, for a minute, let us notice THE CAUSE OF THEIR PAINS AND


AFFLICTIONS. “Fools because of their transgression, and because of their
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iniquities, are afflicted.” The physician usually tries to find out the root and
cause of the disease he has to deal with. Now, those souls that are brought
into grief for sin, those who are smarting through the providential dealings
of God, through the strikings of conscience, or the smitings of the Holy
Spirit, are here taught that the source of their sorrow is their sin. These sins
are mentioned in the text in the plural. “Fools because of their
transgression, and because of their iniquities.” How many have our sins
been! Who shall count them? Let him tell the hairs of his head first. Sins
are various, and are therefore called “transgressions and iniquities.” We do
not all sin alike, nor does any one man sin alike at all times. We commit
sins of word, thought, deed, against God, against men, against our bodies,
against our souls, against the gospel, against the law, against, the week-day
duties, against the Sabbath privileges — sins of all sorts, and these all lie at
the root of our sorrows. Our sins also are aggravated; not content with
transgression, we have added iniquities to it. No. one is more greedy than a
sinner, but he is greedy after his own destruction, He is never content with
revolting: he must rebel yet more and more. As when a stone is rolled
downhill its pace is accelerated the further it goes, so with the sinner, he
goes from bad to worse.


Perhaps I speak to some who have lately come into God’s hospital. I will
suppose a case. You are poor, very poor, but your poverty is the fruit of
your profligate habits. Poverty is often directly traceable to drunkenness,
laziness or dishonesty. All poverty does not come from that. Blessed be
God there are thousands of the poor who are the excellent of the earth, and
a great many of them are serving God right nobly; but I am now speaking
of certain cases, and probably you know of such yourselves, where,
because of their transgression and iniquities, men are brought to want.
There will come to me sometimes a person who was in good circumstances
a few years ago, who is now without anything but the clothes he tries to
stand upright in, and his wretchedness is entirely owing to his playing the
prodigal. He is one of those whom I trust God may yet take into his
hospital. At times the disease beaks out in another sort of misery. Some
sins bring into the flesh itself pains which are anticipatory of hell; yet, even
these persons may be taken into the hospital of God, though they are
afflicted, to their shame, through gross transgression. Oh, how many there
are in this great City of London of men and women who dare not tell their
condition, but whose story is a terrible one indeed, as God reads it. Oh that
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he may have pity upon them, and take them into his lazar house, and heal
them yet through his abundant grace!


In more numerous cases the misery brought by sin is mental. Many are
brought by sin very low, even to despair. Conscience pricks them; fears of
death and hell haunt them. I do remember well when I was in this way
myself; when I, poor fool, because of my transgression and my iniquities
was sorely bowed in spirit. By day I thought of the punishment of my sin;
by night I dreamed of it. I woke in the morning with a broaden on my heart
— a burden which I could neither carry nor shake off, and sin was at the
bottom of my sorrow. My sin, my sin, my sin, this was my constant plague.
I was in my youth and in the hey-day of my spirit; I had all earthly
comforts, and I had friends to cheer me, but they were all as nothing. I
would seek solitary places to search the Scriptures, and to read such books
as “Baxter’s Call to the Unconverted” and “Alleyne’s Alarm,” feeling my
soul ploughed more and more, as though the law, with its ten great black
horses was dragging the plough up and down my soul, breaking, crushing,
furrowing my heart, and all for sin. Let me tell you, though we read of the
cruelties of the Inquisition, and the sufferings which the martyrs have borne
from cruel men, no racks, nor firepans, nor other instruments of torture can
make a man so wretched as his own conscience when he is stretched upon
its rack. Here, then, we see both the fools and the cause of their disease.


Now, let us notice THE PROGRESS CF THE DISEASE. It is said that “their soul
abhorreth all manner of meat,” like persons who have lost their appetite,
and can eat nothing; “and they draw near unto the gates of death,” they are
given over and nearly dead.


These words may reach some whose disease of sin has developed itself in
fearful sorrow, so that they are now unable to find comfort in anything.
You used to enjoy the theater; you went lately, but you were wretched
there. You used to be a wit, in society, and set the table on a roar with
your jokes; you cannot joke now. They say you are melancholy, but you
know what they do not know, for a secret arrow rankles in your bosom.
You go to a place of worship, but you find no comfort even there. The
manner of meat that is served to God’s saints is not suitable to you. You
cry, “Alas, I am not worthy of it.” Whenever you hear a thundering sermon
against the ungodly, you feel, “Ah, that is me!” but, when it comes to
“Comfort ye, comfort ye my people,” you conclude, “Ah, that is not for
me.” Even if it be an invitation to the sinner, you say, “But I do not feel
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myself a sinner, I am not such an one as may come to Christ. Surely I am a
castaway.” Your soul abhorreth all manner of meat, even that out of God’s
kitchen. Not only are you dissatisfied with the world’s dainties, but the
marrow and fatness of Christ himself you cannot relish. Many of us have
been in this way before you. The text adds, “They draw nigh unto the gates
of death.” The soul is exceeding sorrowful, even unto death, and feels that
it cannot bear up much longer. I remember using those words of Job once
in the bitterness of my spirit, “My soul chooseth strangling rather than life;”
for, oh the wretchedness of a sin-burdened soul is intolerable. All do not
suffer like strong conviction, but in some it bows the strong man almost to
the grave. Perhaps, my friend, you see no hope whatever; you are ready to
say, “There cannot be hope for me. I have made a covenant with death and
a league with hell; I am past hope. There were, years ago, opportunities for
me, and I was near unto the kingdom; but, like the man who put his hand
to the plough and looked back, I have proved myself unworthy.” Troubled
heart, I am sent with a message for you: “Thus saith the Lord, your
covenant with death is broken and your league with hell is disannulled. The
prey shall be taken from the mighty, and the lawful captive shall be
delivered.” You may abhor the very meat that would restore you to
strength, but he who understands the human heart knows how to give you
better tastes and cure these evil whims; he knows how to bring you up
from the gates of death to the gates of heaven. Thus we see how terribly
the mischief progresses.


But now the disease takes a turn. Our fourth point is THE INTERPOSITION


OF THE PHYSICIAN. “Then they cry unto the Lord in their trouble, and he
saveth them out of their distresses. He sent his word, and healed them, and
delivered them from their destructions.” The Good Physician is the true
healer. Observe, when the physician comes in — when “they cry unto the
Lord in their trouble.” When they cry, the physician has come. I will not
say that he has come because they cry; that would be true, but there is
deeper truth still — they cried because he came. For, whenever a soul truly
cries unto God, God has already blessed it by enabling it to cry. Thou
wouldst never have begun to pray, if the Lord had not taught thee. God is
visiting a soul, and healing it, when it has enough faith in God to east itself,
with a cry, upon his mercy. I cannot hope that there is a work of grace in
thee yet, till I know thou prayest. Ananias would not have believed Paul
converted, had not it been said, “Behold he prayeth!” Note the kind of
prayer here: it was not taken out of a book, and it was not a fine prayer in
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language, whether extempore or pre-composed: it was a cry. You do not
need to show your children how to cry: it is the first thing a new-born,
child does. It wants no schoolmaster to teach it that art. Our School
Boards have a great deal to teach the children of London, but they need
never have a department for instruction in crying. A spiritual cry is the call
of the new-born nature expressing conscious need. “How shall I pray?”
says one. Pour thy heart out, brother. Turn the vessel upside down, and let
it run out to the last dreg, as best it can. “But I cannot, pray,” says one.
Tell the Lord you cannot pray, and ask him to help you to pray, and you
have prayed already. “Oh, but I don’t feel as I should!” Then confess to the
Lord your sinful insensibility, and ask him to make your heart tender, and
you are already in a measure softened. Those who say, “I don’t feel as I
should,” are very often those who feel most, Whether it be so or no, cry. If
thou art a sin-sick soul, thou canst do nothing towards thy own healing,
but this thou canst cry. He who hears thy cries will know what they mean.
When the surgeon goes to the battle-field after a conflict, he is guided to
his compassionate work by the groans of the wounded. When he hears a
soldier’s cry, he does not inquire, “Was that a Frenchman or a German, and
what does he mean?” A cry is good French, and excellent German too; it is
part of the universal tongue. The surgeon understands it, and looks for the
sick man. And, whatever language, O sinner, thou usest, uncouth or
refined, if it be the language of thy heart, God understands thee without an
interpreter.


Note well, that as we have seen when the physician interposed, we shall see
now what he did. He saved them out of their distresses, and delivered them
from their destructions. Oh, the infinite mercy of God! He reveals to the
heart pardon for all sin; and, by his Spirit’s power, removes all our
weaknesses. I tell thee, soul, though thou be at death’s door at this
moment, God can even now gloriously deliver thee. It would be a wonder
if your poor burdened spirit should within this hour leap for joy, and yet, if
the Lord visit thee, thou wilt do so. I fall back upon my own recollection:
my escape from despondency was instantaneous. I did but believe Jesus
Christ’s word, and rest upon his sacrifice, and the night of my heart was
over: the darkness had passed, and the true light had shone. In some parts
of the world there are not long twilights before the break of day, but the
sun leaps up in a moment: the darkness flies, and the light reigns; so is it
with many of the Lord’s redeemed, as in a moment their ashes are
exchanged for beauty, and their spirit of heaviness for the garments of
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praise. Faith is the great transformer. Wilt thou cast thyself now, whether
thou live or die, upon the precious blood and merits of the Savior Jesus
Christ? Wilt thou come and rest thy soul on the Son of God? If thou dost
so, thou art saved: thy sins which are many are now forgiven thee. As of
old, the Egyptians were drowned in a moment in the Red Sea — the depths
had covered them, there was not one of them left; so, the moment thou
believest, thou hast lifted a mightier rod than that of Moses, and the sea of
the atoning blood, in the fullness of its strength, has gone over the heads of
all thine enemies: thy sins are drowned in Jesus’ blood. Oh, what joy is this,
when, in answer to a cry, God delivers us from our present distresses and
our future destructions!


But how is this effected? The psalmist saith, “He sent his word and healed
them.”’ “His word.” How God ennobles language when he use it! That
word “word” is uplifted in Scripture into the foremost place, and put on a
level with the Godhead. “THE WORD.” It indicates a God-like personage,
for, in the beginning was the Word; nay, it denotes God himself, for the
Word was God. Our hope is in the Word — the incarnate Logos, the
eternal Word. In some aspects our salvation comes to us entirely through
the sending of that Word to be made flesh, and to dwell among us. He is
our saving health, by his stripes we are healed. But here the expression is
best understood of the gospel, which is the word of God. Often the reading
of the Scriptures proves the means of healing troubled souls; or else, that
same word is made effectual when spoken from a loving heart with a living
lip. What might there is in the plain preaching of the gospel! No power in
all the world can match it. They tell us, now-a-days, that the nation will go,
over to Rome, and the gospel candle will be blown out. I am not a believer
in these alarming prophecies; I neither believe in the Battle of Dorking, nor
in the victory of Pius the Ninth. Leave us our Bibles, our pulpits, and our
God, and we shall win the victory yet. Oh, if all ministers preached the
gospel plainly, without aiming at rhetoric and high flights of oratory, what
great triumphs would follow? How sharp would the gospel sword be if
men would but pull it out of those fine ornamental, but useless, scabbards!
When the Lord enables his servants to put plain gospel truth into language
that will strike and stick, be understood and retained, it heals sick souls,
that else might have lain fainting long! Still the word of God in the Bible
and the word of God preached cannot heal the soul unless God send it in
the most emphatic sense. “He sent his Word.” When the eternal Spirit
brings home the word with power, what a word it is! Then the miracles of
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grace wrought within us are such as to astonish friends and confound foes.
May the Lord, even now, send his word to each sinner, and it will be his
salvation. “Hear, and your soul shall live.” Faith cometh by hearing, and
hearing by the word of God, and faith brings with it all that the soul
requires. When we have faith, we are linked with Christ; and so our
salvation is ensured.


That brings us to the last point — THE CONSEQUENT CONDUCT OF THOSE


WHO WERE HEALED. First, they praised God for his goodness. What rare
praise a soul offers when it is brought out of prison! The sweetest music
ever heard on earth is found in those new songs which celebrate our late
deliverance from the horrible pit and the miry clay. Did you ever keep a
linnet in a cage and then bethink yourself that it was hard to rob it of its
liberty? Did you take it out into the garden and open the cage door? Oh!
but if you could have heard it sing when it had fairly escaped the cage
where it had been so long, you would have heard the best linnet music in
all the wood. When a poor soul breaks forth from the dungeon of despair,
set free by God, what songs it pours forth! God loves to hear such music.
Note that word of his, “I remember thee, the love of thine espousal, when
thou wentest after me into the wilderness.” God loves the warmhearted
praises of newly emancipated souls; and he will get some out of you, dear
friend, if you are set free at this hour.


Notice that these healed ones praised God especially for his goodness. It
was great goodness that such as they were should be saved. So near
death’s door and yet saved! They wondered at his mercy and sang of “his
wonderful works to the children of men.” It is wonderful that such as we
were should be redeemed from our iniquities; but, our Redeemer’s name is
called Wonderful, and he delights in showing forth the riches of his grace.


Observe that, in their praises, they ascribe all to God: they praise “him for
his wonderful work.” Salvation is God’s work, from beginning to end.
Their song is moreover comprehensive, and they adore the Lord for his
love to others as well as to themselves; they praise him “for his wonderful
works to the children of men.”


Forget not that they added to this praise sacrifice: “Let them sacrifice the
sacrifices of thanksgiving.” What shall be the sacrifices of a sinner
delivered from going down into the pit? Shall he bring a bullock that hath
horns and hoofs? Nay, let him bring his heart; let him offer himself, his
time, his talents, his body, his soul, his substance. Let him exclaim, “Let my
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Lord take all, seeing he hath saved my soul.” Will you not lay yourselves
out for him who laid himself out for you? If he has bought you with a
price, confess that you are altogether his. Of your substance give to his
cause as he prospers you; prove that you are really his by your generosity
towards his church and his poor.


In addition to sacrifice, the healed one began to offer songs, for it was to
be a “sacrifice of thanksgiving.” May those of you who are pardoned sing
more than is customary now-a-days. May we, each one of us, who have
been delivered from going down to the pit, enter into the choir of God’s
praising ones, vocally singing as often as we can, and in our hearts always
chanting his praise.


Once more, the grateful ones were to add to their gifts and psalms a
declaration of joy at what God had done for them. ‘“Let them declare his
works with rejoicing.” Ye who are pardoned should tell the church of the
Lord’s mercy to you. Let his people know that God is discovering his
hidden ones. Come and tell the minister. Nothing gladdens him so much as
to know that souls are brought to Jesus by his means. This is our reward.
Ye are our crown of rejoicing, ye saved ones. I can truly say, I never have
such joy as when I receive letters from persons, or hear from them
personally the, good news, “I heard you on such-and-such a night, and
found peace;” or, “I read your sermon, and God blessed it to my soul.”
There is not a true minister of Christ but would willingly lay himself down
to die, if he could thereby see multitudes saved from eternal wrath. We live
for this. If we miss this, our life is a failure. What is the use of a minister
unless he brings souls to God? For this we would yearn over you, and draw
near unto God in secret, that he would be pleased in mercy to deliver you.
But, surely, if you are converted, you should not conceal the fact. It is an
unkind action for any person who has received life from the dead, through
any instrumentality, to deny the worker the consolation of hearing that he
has been made useful; for the servant of God has many discouragements,
and he is himself readily cast down, and the gratitude of those who are
saved is one of the appointed cordials for his heavy heart. There is no
refreshment like it. May God grant you grace to declare his love, for our
sake, for the church’s sake, and, indeed, for the world’s sake. Let the
sinner know that you have found mercy, perhaps it will induce him to seek
also. Many a physician has gained his practice by one patient telling others
of his cure. Tell your neighbors that you have been to the hospital of Jesus,
and been restored, though you hated all manner of meat, and drew near to
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the gates of death; and may be a poor soul, just in the same condition as
yourself, will say, “This is a message from God to me.” Above all, publish
abroad the Lord’s goodness, for Jesus’ sake. He deserves your honor. Will
you receive his blessing, and then like the nine lepers give him no praise?
Will you be like the woman in the crowd, who was healed by touching the
hem of his garment, and then would fain have slipped away? If so, I pray
that the Master may say, “Somebody hath touched me,” and may you be
compelled to tell us all the truth, and say, “I was sore sick in soul, but I
touched thee, O my blessed Lord, and I am saved, and to the praise of the
glory of thy grace will tell it; I will tell it, though devils should hear me; I
will tell it, and make the world ring with it, according to my ability, to the
praise and glory of thy saving grace.”


Advanced Thinkers.


BY THE EDITOR.


SOME animals make up for their natural weakness by their activity and
audacity; they are typical of a certain order of men. Assumption goes a
long way with many, and, when pretensions are vociferously made and
incessantly intruded, they always secure a measure of belief. Men who
affect to be of dignified rank, and superior family, and who, therefore, hold
their heads high above the canaille, manage to secure a measure of
homage from those who cannot see beneath the surface. There has by
degrees risen up in this country a coterie, more than ordinarily pretentious,
whose favorite cant is made up of such terms as these: “liberal views,”
“men of high culture,” “persons of enlarged minds and cultivated
intellects,” “bonds of dogmatism and the slavery of creeds,” “modern
thought,” and so on. That these gentlemen are not so thoroughly educated
as they fancy themselves to be, is clear from their incessant boasts of their
culture; that they are not free, is shrewdly guessed from their loud brags of
liberty; and that they are not liberal, but intolerant to the last degree, is
evident, from their superciliousness towards those poor simpletons who
abide by the old faith. Jews in old times called Gentiles dogs, and
Mahometans cursed unbelievers roundly; but we question whether any
men, in any age, have manifested such contempt of others as is constantly
evidenced towards the orthodox by the modern school of “cultured
intellects.” Let half a word of protest be uttered by a man who believes
firmly in something, and holds by a defined doctrine, and the thunders of
liberality bellow forth against the bigot. Steeped up to their very throats in
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that bigotry for liberality, which, of all others, is the most ferocious form of
intolerance, they sneer with the contempt of affected learning at the idiots
who contend for “a narrow Puritanism,” and express a patronizing hope
that the benighted adherents of “a half-enlightened creed” may learn more
of  “that charity which thinketh no evil.” To contend earnestly for the faith
once delivered to the saints is to them an offense against the enlightenment
of the nineteenth century; but, to vamp old, worn-out heresies, and pass
them off for deep thinking, is to secure a high position among minds
“emancipated from the fetters of traditional beliefs.”


Manliness and moral courage are the attributes in which they consider
themselves to excel, and they are constantly asserting that hundreds of
ministers see with them, but dare not enunciate their views, and so
continue to preach one thing and believe another. It may be so here and
there, and the more is the cause for sorrow; but we are not sure of the
statement, for the accusers themselves may, after all, fancy that they see in
others what is really in themselves. The glass in their own houses should
forbid their throwing stones. If they were straightforward themselves, they
might call others to account; but, in too many cases, their own policy
savors of the serpent in a very high degree. The charge could not be fairly
brought against all, but it can be proven against many, that they have
fought the battles of liberality, not with the broad sword of honest men, but
with the cloak and dagger of assassins. They have occupied positions
which could not be reconciled with their beliefs, and have clung to them
with all the tenacity with which limpets adhere to rocks. Their testimony
has, in some cases, been rendered evidently worthless, from the fact that
with all their outcry against orthodoxy, they did their best to eat the bread
of the orthodox, and would still have continued to profess, and yet to
assail, orthodox opinions had they been permitted to do so. Whether this is
honest is doubtful: that it is not manly is certain.


These gentlemen of culture have certainly adopted peculiar tactics. The
misbelievers and unbelievers of former ages withdrew themselves from
churches as soon as they found out they could not honestly endorse their
fundamental articles; but these abide by the stuff, and great is their
indignation at the creeds which render their position morally dubious.
Churches have no right to believe anything; comprehensiveness is the only
virtue of a nenomination; precise definitions are a sin, and fundamental
doctrines are a myth: this is the notion of “our foremost men.” For earnest
people to band themselves together to propagate what they hold to be the
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very truth of God, is in their eyes the miserable endeavor of bigots to stem
the torrent of modern thought; for zealous Christians to contribute of their
substance for the erection of a house, in which only the truths most surely
believed among them shall be inculcated, is a treason against liberality;
while the attempt to scure our pulpits against downright error, is a
mischievous piece of persecution to be resented by all “intellectual” men.
The proper course, according to their “broad views,” would be to leave
doctrines for the dunces who care for them. Truths there are none, but only
opinions; and, therefore, cultivated ministers should be left free to trample
on the most cherished beliefs, to insult convictions, no matter how long
experience may have matured them, and to teach anything, everything, or
nothing, as their own culture, or the current of enlightened thought may
direct them. If certain old fogies object to this, let them turn out of the
buildings they have erected, or subside into silence under a due sense of
their inferiority.


It appears to be, now-a-days, a doubtful question whether Christian men
have a right to be quite sure of anything. The Jesuit argument that some
learned doctor or other has taught a certain doctrine, and that, therefore, it
has some probability, is now practically prevalent. He who teaches an
extravagant error is a fine, generous spirit: and, therefore, to condemn his
teaching is perilous, and will certainly produce an outcry against your
bigotry. Where the atonement is virtually denied, it is said that a preacher is
a very clever man, and exceedingly good; and, therefore, even to whisper
that he is unsound is libelous: we are assured that it would be far better to
honor him for his courage in scorning to be hampered by conventional
expressions. Besides, it is only his way of putting it, and the radical idea is
discoverable by cultured minds. As to other doctrines, they are regarded as
too trivial to be worthy of controversy, the most of them being superseded
by the advancement of science and other forms of progressive
enlightenment.


The right to doubt is claimed clamorously, but the right to believe is not
conceded. The modern gospel runs thus: “He that believes nothing and
doubts everything shall be saved.” Room must be provided for every form
of skepticism; but, for old-fashioned faith, a manger in a stable is too
commodious. Magnified greatly is the so-called “honest doubter,” but the
man who holds tenaciously by ancient forms of faith is among “men of
culture” voted by acclamation a fool. Hence, it becomes a sacred duty of
the advanced thinker to sneer at the man of the creed, a duty which is in
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most cases fully discharged; and, moreover, it is equally imperative upon
him to enter the synagogue of bigots, as though he were of their way of
thinking, and in their very midst inveigh against their superstition, their
ignorant contentedness with worm-eaten dogmas, and generally to disturb
and overturn their order of things. What if they have confessions of faith?
They have no right to accept them, and, therefore, let them be held up to
ridicule, Men, now-a-days, occupy pulpits with the tacit understanding that
they will uphold certain doctrines, and from those very pulpits they assail
the faith they are pledged to defend. The plan is not to secede, but to
operate from within, to worry, to insinuate, to infect. Within the walls of
Troy, one Greek is worth half Agamemnon’s host; let, then, the wooden
horse of liberality be introduced by force or art, as best may serve the
occasion. Talking evermore right boastfully of their candor and hatred of
the hollowness of creeds, etc., they will remain members of churches long
after they have renounced the basis of union upon which these churches are
constituted. Yes, and worse; the moment they are reminded of their
inconsistency they whine about being persecuted, and imagine themselves
to be martyrs. If a person, holding radical sentiments, insisted upon being a
member of a Conservative club, he would meet with small sympathy if the
members would not allow him to remain among them, and use their
organization as a means for overthrowing their cherished principles. It is a
flagrant violation of liberty of conscience when a man intrudes himself into
a church with which he does not agree, and demands to be allowed to
remain there, and undermine its principles. Conscience he evidently has
none himself; or he would not ignore his own principles by becoming an
integral part of a body holding tenets which he despises; but he ought to
have some honor in him as a man, and act honestly, even to the bigots
whom he so greatly pities, by warring with them in fair and open battle. If a
Calvinist should join a community like the Wesleyans, and should claim a
right to teach Calvinism from their platforms, his expulsion would be a
vindication, and not a violation, of liberty. If it be demanded that in such
matters we respect the man’s independence of thought, we reply that we
respect it so much that we would not allow him to fetter it by a false
profession, but we do not respect it, to such a degree that we would permit
him to ride rough shod over all others, and render the very existence of
organized Christianity impossible. We would not limit the rights of the
lowest ruffian, but if he claims to enter our bed-chamber the case is altered;
by his summary expulsion we may injure his highly-cultured feelings and
damage his broad views, but we claim in his ejection to be advocating,
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rather than abridging, the rights of man. Conscience, indeed! What means it
in the mouth of a man who attacks the creed of a church and yet persists in
continuing in it? He would blush to use the term conscience if he had any,
for he is insulting the conscience of all the true members by his impertinent
intrusion. Our pity is reserved for the honest people who have the pain and
trouble of ejecting the disturber with the ejected one, we have no
sympathy; he had no business there, and, had he been a true man, he would
not have desired to remain, nor would he even have submitted to do so had
he been solicited.


This is most illiberal talk in the judgment of our liberal friends, and they
will rail at it in their usual liberal manner; it is, however, plain common
sense, as all can see but those who are willfully blind. While we are upon
the point, it may be well to inquire into the character of the liberality which
is, now-a-days, so much vaunted. What is it that these men would have us
handle so liberally? Is it something which is our own, and left at our
disposal? If so, let generosity be the rule. But no, it is God’s truth which
we are thus to deal with, the gospel which he has put us in trust with, and
for which we shall have to render account. The steward who defrauded his
lord was liberal; so was the thief who shared the plunder with his
accomplice; and so were those in the Proverbs, who said, “let us all have
one purse.” If truth were ours, absolutely; if we created it, and had no
responsibilities in reference to it, we might consider broad-church
proposals; but, the gospel is the Lord’s own, and we are only stewards of
the manifold grace of God, and of stewards it is not so much required that
they be liberal, but that they be found faithful. Moreover, this form of
charity is both useless and dangerous. Useless, evidently, because all the
agreements and unions and compromises beneath the moon can never
make an error a truth, nor shift the boundary-line of God’s gospel a single
inch. If we basely merge one part of Scriptural teaching for the sake of
charity, it is not, therefore, really merged, it will bide its time, and demand
its due with terrible reprisals for our injustice towards it; for half the
sorrows of the church arise from smothered truths. False doctrine is not
rendered innocuous by its being winked at. God hates it whatever glosses
we may put upon it; no lie is of the truth, and no charity can make it so.
Either a dogma is right or wrong, it cannot be indifferent. Conferences
have been held of late between Baptists and Paedobaptists, in which there
has been most oily talk of mutual concessions, one is to give up this and
the other that. The fit description of such transactions is mutual, or rather
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united, treason to God. Will the word of God shift as these conspirators
give and take? Are we, after all, our own law-makers; and is there no rule
of Christ, extant? Is every man to do as seemeth good in his own eyes? If
we, on the one side, set up immersion on our own authority, and they, on
the other side, bring forward the infant on their own account, we may both
very wisely drop our peculiarities, for they are of man only, and, therefore,
of superstition. But, if either side can find support in God’s word, woe to it
if it plays false to the will of the Great Head. We quote this merely as an
illustration; and, as it concerns minor matters, it the more clearly sets forth
the emphatic stress which we would lay upon loyalty to truth in the
weightier matters of our great Master’s law. The rule of Christians is not
the flickering glimmer of opinion, but the fixed law of the statute book; it is
rebellion, black as the sin of witchcraft, for a man to know the law, and
talk of conceding the point. In the name of the Eternal Kin, who is this
liberal conceder, or, rather, this profane defrauder of the Lord, that he
should even imagine such a thing in his heart?


Nor is it less important to remember that trifling with truth is to the last
degree dangerous. No error can be imbibed without injury, nor propagated
without sin. The utmost charity cannot convert another gospel into the
gospel of Jesus Christ, nor deprive it of its deluding and destroying
influence. There is no ground for imagining that an untruth, honestly
believed, is in the least changed in its character by the sincerity of the
receiver; nor may we dream that the highest culture renders a departure
from revealed truth less evil in the sight of God. If you give the sick man a
deadly poison instead of a healing medicine, neither your broad views of
chemistry, nor his enlightened judgment upon anatomy, will prevent the
drug from acting after its own nature. It may be said that the parallel does
not hold, and that error is not deadly, but here we yield not, no, not for an
hour. Paul pronounced a curse upon any man or angel who should preach
another gospel, and he would not have done so, if other gospels were
harmless. It is not so long ago that men need forget it, that the blight of
Unitarian and other lax opinions withered the very soul of the Dissenting
Churches; and that spirit has only to be again rampant, to repeat its
mischief. Instances, grievous to our inmost heart, rise up before our
memory at the moment of men seduced from their first love, and drawn
aside from their fathers’ gospel, who only meant to gather one tempting
flower upon the brink of the precipice of error, but fell, never to be
restored. No fiction do we write, as we bear record of those we have
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known, who first forsook the good old paths of doctrine, then the ways of
evangelic usefulness, and then the enclosures of morality. In all cases, the
poison has not so openly developed itself, but we fear the inner ruin has
been quite as complete. In the case of public teachers, cases are not hard to
find where little by little men have advanced beyond their “honest doubt,”
into utter blasphemy. One notorious instance will occur to all of a man,
who, having ignored the creed of his church, and, indeed, all lines of fixed
belief, has become the very beacon of Christendom, from the astounding
nature of the blasphemy which he pours forth. In him, as a caricature of
advanced thought, it is probable that we have a more telling likeness of the
real evil, than we could by any other means have obtained. It may be that
Providence has allowed him to proceed to the utmost lengths, that the
church might see whereunto the much-vaunted intellectual school would
carry us.


We are not believers in stereotyped phraseology, nor do we desire to see
the reign of a stagnant uniformity; but, at this present, the perils of the
church lie in another direction. The stringency of little Bethel, whatever
may have been its faults, has no power to work the mischief which is now
engendered by the confusion of the latitudinarian Babel. To us, at any rate,
the signs of the times portend no danger greater than that which an arise
from landmarks removed, ramparts thrown down, foundations shaken, and
doctrinal chaos paramount.


We have written this much, because silence is reckoned as consent, and
pride unrebuked lifts up its horn on high, and becomes more insolent still.
Let our opponents cease, if they can, to sneer at Puritans whose learning
and piety were incomparably superior to their own; and, let them remember
that the names, which have adorned the school of orthodoxy, are illustrious
enough to render scorn of their opinions, rather a mark of imbecility than
of intellect. To differ is one thing, but to despise is another. If they will not
be right, at least, let them be civil, if they prefer to be neither, let them not
imagine that the whole world is gone after them. Their forces are not so
potent as they dream, the old faith is rooted deep in the minds of tens of
thousands, and it will renew its youth, when the present phase of error shall
be only a memory, and barely that.
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THE GOSPEL OF THE DEVIL


A SKELETON SERMON. BY T. MARSHALL.


“Ye shall not surely die.” Genesis 3:4.


DOCTRINE. GOD WILL NOT PUNISH SIN NOT THE WAY HE SAYS HE WILL.


I. What the Devil’s Gospel is.


1. He has a Gospel.
2. It is an ancient Gospel.
3. It is a plausible Gospel.
4. It is a lying Gospel.


II. What it does.


1. Comforts the wicked.
2. Encourages men in their sins.
3. Hinders men from repentance.


III. What it leads to.


1. Suspicion of God’s character.
2. Transgression of God’s law.
3. Dislike of God’s presence.


IV. What it, ends in.


1. Separation from God.
2. Shameful nakedness.
3. Irremediable misery.


BELIEVE IT NOT.
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ST. BRELADE’S BAY


A GOSSIP BY C. H. SPURGEON.


NEVER dispute about scenery. Besides, the old rule which warns you
against arguing upon matters of taste, there is the other, that it is better not
to compare things which were no meant for comparison. We were one day
at the Plemont Caves, and the next in St. Brelade’s Bay: the first, rugged
and grand beyond description; the second, fair and beautiful. The question
as to which was the finer scenery was suggested, but was dismissed as not
a topic to be tolerated by sensible people. Each was, in its own way,
surpassing; contrast was conspicuous, but comparison was absurd. You
cannot take the fields all flower-bedecked, and the waves flashing and for
ever changing, and the clouds fleecy, grey, or blazing with the red sunset,
and say of them, “Here we have positive, comparative, and superlative.”
No, they are each and all superlative. God’s works are all beautiful in their
season, all masterpieces; there is nothing second rate among them. Jersey
may glory in Plemont and its other rugged headlands, and it may equally
rejoice in the more quiet beauty of the bays of which S. Brelade’s is the
type.


The propensity to compare is frequently indulged in equally foolish and far
more injurious ways. It cuts us to the heart when we hear excellent
ministers decried, because they are not like certain others. Persons will
actually discuss the graded rank and comparative merit of Punshon and
Binney, Landells and Brock, forgetting that the men are different persons,
and no more to be placed as first, second, third, and fourth, than cowslips
and oysters, gazelles and dolphins. You cannot logically institute
comparisons where they do not hold. Rugged Cephas has his place and
order, and he is neither better nor worse, higher nor lower in value, than
polished Apollos. No one inquires which is the more useful — a needle or
a pin, a spade or a hoe, a wagon or a plough — they are designed for
different ends, and answer them well; but they could not exchange places
without serious detriment to their usefulness. It is true that A excels in
argumentative power; let him argue, then, for he was made on purpose to
convince men’s reasons; but, because B’s style is more expository, do not
despise him, for he was sent not to reason, but to teach. If all the members
of the mystical body had the same office and gift, what a wretched
malformation it would be; it would hardly be so good as that, for it would
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not be a formation at all. If all ears, mouths, hands, and feet were turned
into eyes, who would hear, eat, grasp, or move? A church with a Luther in
every pulpit would be all fist; and, with a Calvin to fill every pastorate, she
would be all skull. Blessed be God for one Robert Hall, but let the man be
whipped who tries in his own person to make a second. Rowland Hill is
admirable for once, but it is quite as well that the mould was broken. There
is a great run just now for little Robertsons of Brighton, but there will soon
be a glut in the market.


Why not appreciate the good in all true preachers of the gospel, and glorify
God in each of them? Never let us say, “This is my man and there is no
other equal to him.” It may be that our favorite is the most notable in his
own peculiar order; but then, other orders of men are needed and fulfill an
equally important function. The sublime and commanding style of Isaiah
should not put us out of patience with the plaintive tones of Jeremiah, nor
with the homeliness of Hosea, or the abruptness of Haggai.


So much for moralizing on that point; we must make a halt, dismount, and
come to closer quarters with this bay of St. Brelade.


What is to ‘be seen? The guide-book tells of “a delicious little cove, with
fantastic rocks and recesses, known as the Creux Fantomes, or Fairy
Caves.” Come along, worthy comrades, we will explore them first of all,
and rest afterwards in some cool grot, where neither shall the sun light on
us nor any heat. Shalt we inquire the way? It may be as well; for where
these fairy dwellings are, we are only vaguely informed: they lie
somewhere on the western side, but a mile or two more or less makes a
difference to a limping traveler. Does anybody know of these wonders? It
seems not. We get information at last about these “unknown, mysterious
caves, and secret haunts,” but then we learn, also, that “there is no
practicable way to them.” Not the first things which we have desired to
look into which have been beyond our reach. It is disappointing though!
Instructive, at least, suggestive also. There are unapproachable men as well
as caves. How many preachers have affected mystery and educated
themselves into obscurity. They have become, by laborious art, little else
than spiritual painted windows, which admit only a dim religious light. Few
have the presumption to try to understand them. They do not claim to be
infallible; but none would question their right, if they styled themselves
“incomprehensible.” Their thoughts may be as wonderful as these Creux
Fantomes; but, alas, there is no path to their meaning which an ordinary
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understanding can follow. Their jargon, it is to be hoped, is to themselves
its own exceeding great reward; to others, it is sound and nothing more.


Adieu, then, to the fairies. Let us examine some more ordinary and
accessible places. Here is the ancient church. Who was this Saint Brelade?
Was he any relation of Ingoldsby’s renowned St. Medard, who was so
remarkably hard and solid about the parietal bone that his pate was not
crushed even when the arch enemy of all saints hurled at it the weight of a
great, big stone? We hope he was not at all of that breed, for we are not
partial to those of whom the witty satirist sings,


“St. Medard, he was a holy man,
A holy man I ween was he, And even by day,


When he went up to pray,
He would light up a candle that all might see!”


Well, well, what matters who the good soul was? here is his church, and a
native ready to open the churchyard gate. Here on the left of the entrance
is a good notion, a money-box for the poor, with an inscription in French.
“Jesus, etant assis vis-a-vis du tronc, regardait comment le peuple mettait
de l’argent daus le tronc.” Mark 11:41. A text even more suitable in French
than in its English form “Jesus sat over against the treasury, and beheld
how the people cast money into the treasury.” With that text before their
eyes, surely many professing Christians would contribute more, and in a
better spirit. We should be ashamed to give grudgingly, if we felt sure that
Jesus saw. This Scripture needs to be put up over weekly offering boxes,
for it is generally neglected in the reading, all persons being in a hurry to
get to the widow’s mites. With all due respect to that most admirable
widow, we are afraid that she has innocently been a shield for covetous
hypocrites. Rich men contribute a guinea to some enterprise requiring tens
of thousands, and they modestly say, “Put it down as the widow’s mite.”
My dear sir, it was in the plural, two mites, so please make it two guineas,
so as to be accurate in number at any rate: and then remember, that she
gave all her living, and you defraud the woman if you call your donation by
her name, and yet do not give a tenth nor a hundredth; nay, perhaps not
even a thousandth part of your substance to the Lord. It were to be wished
that some minute subscribers out of magnificent incomes would become
“widow’s indeed;” or, at least, give “widow’s mites” in deed and of a truth.


The church — we are in it now — is a plain, decent, Christian place of
worship, thoroughly well whitewashed. Capital stuff that lime-white to kill
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the Tractarian bug or worm, a pest very discernible in many of our parish
churches, and about as destructive as the white ant in India.
Churchwardens could not do better than try a coat of lime, at the same
time remembering that the insect will cling to altar cloths, processional
banners, or any other old rags which may be cumbering the place. If
crosses, holy candle-sticks, censers, and other trumpery to which these
creatures attach themselves could be removed, it would be well; but we
beg the purifiers not to carry these implements anywhere near Dissenting
chapels for fear the plague should spread there also. If a gracious
providence should command a mighty strong east, west, north, or south
wind to take away these creatures, we should greatly rejoice, for they
cover the face of the earth, so that, the land is darkened. There were other
evidences of purity in St. Brelade’s church, besides the fair white upon its
walls. There stood a plain communion table, with four legs, simple and
unadorned, and over it, as usual, were the apostles’ creed, Lord’s prayer,
and decalogue. No frippery here. Moreover, there were suitable texts
above and below each of these inscriptions; and we specially marked that
over the creed were these words “He that believeth and is baptized shall be
saved,” with this most appropriate text, by way of interpreter, beneath:
“With the heart man believeth unto righteousness; and with the mouth
confession is made unto salvation.” We commend these parallel Scriptures
to the careful and prayerful consideration of all readers of The Sword and
the Trowel.


In the grave yard were the hillocks and stones which memorialize not only
the rude forefathers of the hamlet, but many from far and near, who came
to Jersey, saw, and died. Inscriptions there were, English and French, a few
in unmitigated doggerel, and many more of the usual rhymes of the sort, to
which Pope’s criticism might be applied


“Where’er you find ‘the cooling western breeze,’
 In the next line ‘it whispers through the trees;’


If crystal streams ‘with pleasing murmurs creep,’
‘The reader’s threatened, not in vain, with ‘sleep.’”


There surely should be some censorship of churchyard poetry, which might
be elevating in sentiment and expression, but is too often neither. We were
fortunate enough, however, to stumble on one epitaph which we copied
eagerly, for it seemed to us, in its way, to be quite a gem
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“Weep for a seaman, honest and sincere,
Not cast away, but brought to anchor here;


Storms had o’erwhelmed him but the conscious wave
Repented, and resign’d him to the grave.


In harbor, safe from shipwreck now he lies
Till Time’s last signal blazes through the skies;


Refitted in a moment, then shall he
Sail from this port, on an eternal sea.”


The Eton boy’s lines upon “The Conscious Water,” which “saw its God,
and blushed,” were evidently in the versifier’s mind in line three; and the
ring of some of the expressions reminds us much of Watts’ Lyrics.


We looked into the very ancient building called the “Chapelle des
Pecheurs,” or Fisherman’s Chapel, and marked the rude frescoes, now
happily passing away into well deserved decay. What men of taste can see
in the worse than childish daubs of the mediaeval times, we know not; they
are not merely grotesque, but comic, and in many eases revolting and
blasphemous. Venerate the old if you will; but let old idols, and
abominations, “portrayed upon the wall round about,” be devoured as
speedily as possible by the salutary tooth of time. We should like half-an-
hour with a stout hammer and a ladder in several of our parish churches;
and we would leave behind us improvements in architecture worth of
imitation by future architects.


“Reformations which another,
Hating much the Popish reign —


Some faint, evangelic brother,
Seeing, might take heart again.”


We, certainly, did not cross the Channel to spend our time inside a vaulty
and dilapidated building, so away to the sea. What a splendid plain of sand;
but see how it is stirred and moved by the wind. Such fine particles, in such
constant motion, will assuredly blind us. Let us make a rush through it for
the rocks, and then we can sit by the side of Mr. Disraeli’s melancholy
ocean; or, what Pollok calls, the “tremendous sea.” Judge our surprise
when we find that the raging sandstorm reaches no higher than our knees,
and all above is clear enough. Odd, very odd, to be beaten about the ankles
by a torrent of blowing particles; and up here, in the region of breathing
and seeing, to be serenity itself. If our daily trials could be kept under foot
in the same manner, how happily might we live. The things of earth are too
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inconsiderable to be allowed to rise breast high. “Let not your heart be
troubled.”


Out on the rocks, we enjoy the breeze and the view; and, looking back on
the bay of St. Brelade, half envy the cottagers whose profound quiet is
unmolested by the shriek of locomotives, the roll of cabs, and the discord
of barrel organs. By us, the blue wave must be left for the black fog, and
the yellow sands for the dingy bricks; but there are souls to be won by
thousands amid the millions of London, and, therefore, we will return to
duty with willing step. With all the advantages of a country life — and they
are many and great — the active servant of God will prefer the town,
because there he sows in wider fields, and hopes for larger harvests. Dr.
Guthrie once said, “I bless God for cities;” and he rightly called them “the
active centers of almost all church and state reforms, and the cradles of
human liberty.” We, also, bless God for cities, for there the willing crowds
hang on the preacher’s lips, there the laborious church is gathered, the
student trained, the evangelist tutored, the mind inflamed by contact with
mind, and the pulse of godliness quickened. We pronounce Raleigh’s
blessing, on the country


“Blest silent groves! O may ye be
For ever mirth’s best nursery.”


But, we choose to spend our days where larger human harvests, white for
the sickle, wait for the reaper’s coming.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER 1, 1871.


BILLY BRAY, THE BIBLE CHRISTIAN


BY THE EDITOR.


THE grace of God does not obliterate the peculiarities of nature. It
weakens, and ultimately destroys, our depraved propensities; but the
merely human elements in us it preserves in all their individuality,
consecrating but not effacing them. Originality is rather an embellishment
than a disfigurement of true religion; though formalists have in all ages
aimed at lifting all up or beating all down to a common level, it is a most
fortunate circumstance that they have not succeeded, for had they done so
the elect family would have lost much of its beauty, and more of its
strength. If when the living creatures in Noah’s day entered the ark, they
had all, straightway, become of one species — all cattle for instance — the
result would have been destructive to the perfect chain of life, injurious to
mankind, and, what is far more important, derogatory to the wisdom of the
Most High: we ought not, therefore, to expect men when they enter the ark
of salvation, to lose their natural distinctions and peculiarities, and become
all tame and monotonous repetitions of one model.


Many, however, who are prepared to tolerate, and even to admire
considerable diversities of character, have yet, unconsciously to
themselves, laid down in their own minds very fixed and definite limits
within which those diversities shall range. So far they are still looking for a
measure of uniformity, and will probably require several more or less
violent wrenches of their propriety before they will be able to comprehend
within the circle of their sympathy sundry eccentric and erratic forms of
genuine spiritual life, which, nevertheless, hare had their uses, and have
brought no small glory to God. We are most of us somewhat tolerant of
well-educated eccentrics, we almost reverence the oddities of genius, but
we are squeamish if we see singularities combined with ignorance, and
idiosyncrasies prominent in men who cannot even spell the word. What in a
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gentleman would be a peculiarity, is reckoned in a poor man to be an
absurdity. Such slaves are most men to kid gloves and good balances at the
banker’s, that they toady to aristocratic whims, and even affect to admire
in my Lord Havethecash that which would disgust them in poor Tom
Honesty. This partiality of judgment, in a measure, affects even Christians,
who, beyond all other men, are bound to judge things by their own intrinsic
value, and not according to the false glitter of position and wealth. We
claim for uneducated Christian men as wide a range for their originality as
would be allowed them if they were the well-instructed sons of the rich; we
would not have a shrewd saying decried because it is ungrammatical; nor a
fervent, spiritual utterance ridiculed because it is roughly expressed.
Consider the man as he is; make allowances for educational disadvantages,
for circumstances, and for companionships, and do not turn away with
contempt from that which, in the sight of God, may be infinitely more
precious than all the refinements and delicacies so dear to pompous
imbecility.


With this long-winded preface, we beg to introduce to our esteemed
readers the life of Mr. William Bray, of Cornwall, for several years a local
preacher among the Bryanites, or Bible Christians: we beg his pardon for
calling him by a name which he never used, and introduce him a second
time, with due accuracy, as Billy Bray. This worthy was once a dunken and
lascivious miner, running to excess of riot, but grace made him an intensely
earnest and decided follower of the Lord Jesus. His conversion was very
marked, and was attended with those violent struggles of conscience which
frequently attend that great change in strong-minded and passionate
natures. After many resolves and failures, he was deeply impressed by
reading Bunyan’s “Visions of Heaven and Hell.” In that book he met with a
passage, in which two lost souls in hell are represented as cursing each
other for being the author of each other’s misery; and Bray at once thought
of a certain Sam Coad, to whom he was much attached, and the question
pierced his very heart “Shall Sam Coad and I, who like each other so
much, torment each other in hell?” “From that time, November, 1823, he
had a strong desire to be a better man. He had married some time before;
his wife had been converted when young, but had gone back from the right
path before marriage. But the remembrance of what she had enjoyed was
very sweet, and yet very bitter. She told her husband that ‘no tongue could
tell what they enjoy who serve the Lord.’ ‘Why don’t you begin again?’
was his pertinent enquiry; adding, ‘for then I may begin too.’ He was
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ashamed to fall on his knees before his wife, for the devil had such a hold
of him; but he knew it was his duty to pray for mercy. He went to bed
without bending his knees in prayer; but about three o’clock he awoke, and
thinking that if he waited until his wife was converted, that he might never
be saved, he jumped out of bed, and got on his knees for the first time, and
forty years afterwards he could joyfully boast that he had never once since
been ashamed to pray.


“When Sunday morning came it was very wet; the Bible Christians had a
class-meeting a mile from his house; he went to the place, but because it
was wet none came. This had an unfavorable effect on his mind, and his
first thought was, ‘If little rain will keep the people away from the house of
God, I shall not join here.’ This hasty decision was soon reversed, for Billy
was a consistent member with the Bible Christians for more than forty
years, and died in communion with the people of his early choice.”


His actual obtaining of peace brought the tears into our eyes as we read it,
and made us remember a lad who, more than twenty years ago, found the
Lord in a somewhat similar style; it also reminded us of George Fox the
Quaker, and John Bunyan the Baptist, when undergoing a similar change.
Children of God are born very much alike: their divergencies usually arise
as a matter of after years; in their regeneration, as in their prayers, they
appear as one. When Bray found no one at the meeting, he went home, and
spent the day in reading his Bible and the hymn-book, and in prayer to
God. “He was assailed by the fierce temptation ‘that he would never find
mercy;’ but with the promise, “Seek and ye shall find,” he quenched this
fiery dart of the wicked one, and in due time he learned, by blessed
experience, that the promise was true. Monday forenoon was spent in the
same manner. In the afternoon he had to go to the mine, but, ‘all the while
I was working I was crying to the Lord for mercy.’ His sad state moved his
fellow-workmen to pity he ‘was not like Billy Bray,’ they said. Why?
Because he had been used to tell lies to make them laugh, and now he was
determined to serve the Lord. No relief came, and he went home, ‘asking
for mercy all the way.’ It was then eleven o’clock at night, but the first
thing he did was to go upstairs and fall upon his knees, and entreat God to
have mercy on him. Everything else was forgotten in the intensity of his
desire that the Lord would speak peace to his soul. After a while he went
to bed, but not to sleep. All the forenoon of the next day he spent in crying
for mercy food being almost left untasted, and conversation with his
‘partner’ at the mine in the afternoon having almost ceased. That day
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passed away, and nearly the whole night he spent upon his knees. The
enemy ‘thrust at him sore,’ but ‘I was glad,’ he says, ‘that I had begun to
seek the Lord, for I felt I would rather be crying for mercy than living in
sin.’ On the next day he had ‘almost laid hold of the blessing,’ but the time
came for him to go to the mine (two o’clock in the afternoon). The devil
strongly tempted him, while at his work, that he would never find mercy;
‘but I said to him, “Then art a liar, devil,” and as soon as I said so, I felt the
weight gone from my mind, and I could praise the Lord, but not with that
liberty I could afterwards. So I called to my comrades, “I am not so happy
as some, but sooner than I would go back to sin again, I would be put in
that ‘plat’ there, and burned to death.” When he had got home on former
nights he had cared nothing about supper, his anguish of soul was so great;
and this night he did not, because a hope had sprung up in his heart, and
with it a determination to press right into the kingdom of heaven. To his
chamber he again repaired. Beautifully simple and touching are his own
words: —  ‘I said to the Lord, “Thou hast said, They that ask shall receive
they that seek shall find, and to them that knock the door shall he opened,
and I have faith to believe it.” In an instant the Lord made me so happy
that 1 cannot express what I felt. I shouted for joy. I praised God with my
whole heart for what he had done for a poor sinner like me for I could say,
the Lord hath pardoned all my sins. I think this was in November, 1823,
but what day of the month I do not know. I remember this, that everything
looked new to me; the people, the fields, the cattle, the trees. I was like a
man in a new world. I spent the greater part of my time in praising the
Lord. I could say with Isaiah, “O Lord, I will praise thee, for though thou
wast angry with me, thine anger is turned away, and thou comfortedst me;”
or, like David, “The Lord hath brought me up out of a horrible pit, and out
of the miry clay, and set my feet upon a rock, and established my goings,
and hath put a new song in my mouth, even praise unto my God.” I was a
new man altogether. I told all I met what the Lord had done for my soul. I
have heard some say that they have had hard work to get away from their
companions, but I had hard work to find them soon enough to tell them
what the Lord had done for me. Some said I was mad; and others that they
should get me back again next pay-day. But, praise the Lord, it is now
more than forty years ago, and they have not got me yet. They said I was a
mad-man, but they meant I was a glad man, and, glory be to God! I have
been glad ever since.’”
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No sooner was Billy saved himself than he began at once looking after
others. He prayed for his work-mates, and saw several brought to Jesus in
answer to his prayer. His was a simple faith; he believed in the reality of
prayer, and meant to be heard, and expected to be answered whenever he
supplicated for the souls of his comrades. He was a live man, not a dummy.
In his own simple style he did all that he did with vigor, physical vigor
being quite conspicuous enough in his shouting and leaping for joy. “He
tells us, soon after his conversion, ‘I was very happy in my work and could
leap and dance for joy under ground as well as on the surface. My
comrades used to tell me that was no religion, dancing, shouting, and
making so much “to-do.” But I was born in the fire, and could not live in
the smoke. They said there was no need to leap, and dance, and make so
much noise, for the Lord was not deaf and he knows our hearts. And I
would reply, but you must know that the devil is not deaf either, and yet
his servants make a great noise. The devil would rather see us doubting
than hear us shouting.’” Does the reader wince? Why should not Billy Bray
shout, as., well as the saints in the Psalms? and why should he not dance
before the Lord, if he felt inclined to do so, with so good an example as
David before him? Why should we play the part of Michal? True, neither
the writer nor his readers will probably become shouters or jumpers; but,
for the life of us, we cannot see why natural expressions of holy joy in
rough, pitmen should not be quite as acceptable with God as the more
silent and decorous modes of thanksgiving adopted by more refined
converts. The deadly decorum which represses all the jubilation of
unsophisticated nature is none of our favorites. We have half a mind to
give a leap or two ourselves, or shout “Glory, glory!” just to show how
heartily we despise the stiffness of unregenerate gentility, which has stolen
the name of propriety.


“Bray began publicly to exhort men to repent, and turn to God, about a
year after his conversion. Towards the end of 1824 his name was put on
the Local Preachers’ Plan, and his labors were much blessed in the
conversion of souls. He did not commonly select a text, as is the general
habit of preachers, but he usually began his addresses by reciting a verse of
a hymn, a little of his own experience, or some telling anecdote. But he had
the happy art of pleasing and profiting the people, so that persons of all
ages, the young as much as the old, of all classes, the rich as much as the
poor, and of all characters, the worldly as much as the pious, flocked to
hear him, and he retained his popularity until the last. Perhaps no preacher
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in Cornwall ever acquired more extensive or more lasting renown, and the
announcement of his name, as a speaker at a missionary meeting, or any
anniversary or special occasion, was a sufficient attraction, whoever might
or might not be present rise. Sometimes his illustrations and appeals made
a powerful impression, I remember once hearing him speak with great
effect to a large congregation, principally miners. In that neighborhood
there were two mines, one very prosperous, and the other quite the
reverse, for the work was hard and the wages low. He represented himself
as working at that mine, but on the ‘pay-day’ going to the prosperous one
for his wages. But had he not been at work at the other mine? the manager
inquired. He had, but he liked the wages at the good mine the best. He
pleaded very earnestly, but in vain. He was dismissed at last with the
remark, from which there was no appeal, that he must come there to work
if he came there for his wages. And then he turned upon the congregation,
and the effect, was almost irresistible, that they must serve Christ here if
they would share his glory hereafter, but if they would serve the devil now,
to him they must go for their wages by-and-by. A very homely illustration
certainly, but one that convinced the understanding and subdued the hearts
of his hearers.


“There was great excitement and much apparent confusion in some of his
meetings, more than sufficient to shock the prejudices of highly sensitive or
refined, or over-fastidious persons. Some even who had the fullest
confidence and warmest affection for Billy could not enjoy some of the
outward manifestations they occasionally witnessed to the extent that he
himself did, or persons of similar temperament. Billy could not tolerate
‘deadness,’ as he expressively called it, either in a professing Christian or in
a meeting, He had a deeper sympathy with persons singing, or shouting, or
leaping for joy, than he had with


‘The speechless awe that dares not move,
And all the silent heaven of love.’“


His life, though not without its trials, must have been a remarkably happy
one. Mr. Gilbert says of him, on one occasion, “When Billy was about to
leave, in company with a youth who had come with him, he said, ‘Johnny
and I, we’ll make the valleys ring with our singing and praising as we go
home!’ I said, ‘ Then you are a singer, Billy,’ ‘O yes, bless the Lord! I can
sing. My heavenly Father likes to hear me sing, I can’t sing so sweetly as
some, but my Father likes to hear me sing as well as those who sing better
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than I can. My Father likes to hear the crow as well as the nightingale, for
he made them both.” When much opposed and persecuted for singing so
much, he would exclaim, “If they were to put me into a barrel, I would
shout glory through the bung-hole!”


Methodism is the mother church of Cornwall, and Bray was a genuine
though uncultivated child of her heart. As John Wesley always associated
the grace of God with the penny a week, so Bray’s religion was not all
shouting; it had an eminently practical turn in many directions. Billy was
quite a mighty chapel builder; he began by getting a piece of freehold from
his mother, which he cleared with his own hands, and then proceeded to
dig out the foundations of a chapel which was to be called Bethel. Under
great discouragements, both from friends and foes, mostly, however, from
the first, he actually built the place, working at it himself, and at the same
time begging stone, begging timber, and begging money to pay the
workmen. His little all he gave, and moved all around, who had anything to
spare, to give likewise. On-lookers thought Billy to be silly, and called him
so; but, as he well remarked, “Wise men could not have preached in the
chapel if silly Billy had not built it.” Almost as soon as one building was
finished, he was moved to commence another. It was much needed, and
many talked about it, but nobody had the heart to begin it but Billy Bray.
He begged the land, borrowed a horse and cart of the giver; and then after
doing his own hard day’s work underground in the pit, and providing for
five small children, he and his son worked at raising stone and building the
walls; frequently working twenty hours of the twenty-four. He had a hard
struggle over this second chapel; but; his own account is best. “When our
chapel was up about into the door-head, the devil said to me, ‘They are all
gone and left you and the chapel, and I would go and leave the place too.’
Then I said, “Devil, doesn’t thee know me better than that; by the help of
the Lord I will have the chapel up, or lose my skin on the down.’ So the
devil said no more to me on that subject. Sometimes I had blisters on my
hands, and they have been very sore. But I felt I did not mind that, for if
the chapel should stand one hundred years, and if one soul were converted
in it every year, that would be a hundred souls, and that would pay me well
if I got to heaven, for they that ‘turn many to righteousness, shall shine as
the stars for ever and ever.’ So I thought I should be rich enough when I
got there. The chapel was finished after a time; and the opening day came.
‘We had preaching, but the preacher was a wise man, and a dead man. I
believe there was not much good done that day, for it was a very dead time
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with the preacher and people; for he had a great deal grammar, and but
little of Father. ‘It is not by might, nor by power, but by my Spirit saith the
Lord.’ If it was by wisdom or might, I should have but a small part, for my
might is little and my wisdom less. Thanks be to God, the work is his, and
he can work by whomsoever he pleases. The second Sunday after the
chapel was opened and I was ‘planned’ there. I said to the people, ‘You
know I did not work here about this chapel in order to fill my pocket, but
for the good of the neighbors, and the good of souls; and souls I must
have, and souls I will have.’ The Lord blessed us in a wonderful manner.
Two women cried to the Lord for mercy; and when I saw that, said, ‘Now
the chapel is paid for already.’ The good Lord went on to work there; and
the society soon went up from fifteen members to thirty. You see how
good the Lord is to me; I spoke for one soul a year, and he gave me fifteen
souls the first year. Bless and praise his holy name, for he is good, and his
mercy endureth for ever, for one soul is worth a thousand worlds. Our little
chapel had three windows, one on one side, and two on the other; the old
devil, who does not lite chapels, put his servants, by way of reproach, to
call our chapel Three-Eyes. But blessed be God, since then, the chapel has
become too small for the place; and it has been enlarged; now there are six
windows instead of three; and they may call the chapel Six-Eyes if they
will. For, glory be to God, many that have been converted there are now in
heaven. And, when we get there, we will praise him with all our might; and
he shall never hear the last of it.”


 No sooner was this second house finished, than he began a third and larger
one, and in this enterprise his talent for collecting, as well as his zeal in
giving and working, were well displayed. He had high — and as we believe
proper — ideas of his mission, in gathering in the subscriptions of the
Lord’s stewards. “A friend who was with Billy on a begging expedition
suggested, as they were coming near a gentleman’s house, and Billy was
evidently making for the front door, that it would be better if they went to
the back door. ‘No,’ said Billy, ‘I am the son of a King, and I shall go
frontways.” “At one time, at a missionary meeting, he seemed quite vexed
because there was something said in the report about money received for
‘rags and bones.’ And when he rose to address the meeting he said ‘I don’t
think it is right supporting the Lord’s cause with old rags and bones. The
Lord deserves the best;, and ought to have the best.’” Well done, Billy!
This is right good, and sound divinity.
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Simple souls like Billy, with all their happiness, have also their trials. His
true life unto God observed the molesting influence of the evil spirit, and
he viewed him in much the same realistic manner as Martin Luther had
done before him. “King of the Blacks,” was his common name for the arch-
enemy. “The devil knows where I live,” was a common saying of Billy’s, in
answer to remarks of persons that he knew but little or nothing of trial and
temptation, he was tempted, so he said, to do many bad things, to swear,
to tell lies, etc., and sometimes to end his life by throwing himself down the
“shaft” of a mine. But he told the tempter, “old smutty-face,” as he called
him, to do this himself, and see how he would like it.


This cool way of ridiculing the fiend reminds us of a story of the Puritan
times. We will give it as we find it. “Mr. White, of Dorchester, being a
member of the Assembly of Divines, was appointed minister of Lambeth,
but, for the present, could get no convenient house to dwell in, but one that
was possessed by the devil. This he took; and, not long after, his maid,
sitting up late, the devil appeared to her; whereupon, in a great fright, she
ran up to tell her master. He bid her go to bed, saying, she was well served
for sitting up so late. Presently after, the devil appeared to Matthew White
himself, standing at his bed’s feet; to whom Mr. White said, ‘If thou hast
nothing else to do, thou mayest stand there still, and I will betake myself to
rest;’ and, accordingly, composing himself to sleep, the devil vanished.” A
little of this coolness would soon end the nonsense of impostors, and
would probably be the best treatment for the fallen angel himself, if he did
literally appear.


While upon this subject, we are tempted to quote Mr. Bourne again,
especially as the passage shows Billy Bray to the life. “We may give two or
three incidents, as they show not only the eccentricity, but also the force of
his genius. He thus repelled the tempter, when he suggested that he would
not go to heaven when he died ‘Hast thee got a little “lew” place for me in
hell where I could sing thee a song? Thee cus’n’t burn me, devil There’s
no grease in me’; or, ‘If thee shouldst get me, I should vex thee a lot, for I
should bring Jesus with me. I never go anywhere without he. I should raise
such a peal about thy ears as thee hasn’t heard for this two-seven years. I
should do nothing but sing and tell about Jesus.” If the temptation was that
he was a fool to go to preach, as he would never get anything for it, the
answer was, ‘Not so big a fool as thee art, for once thee was in a good
situation, and did not know how to keep it.’ When his crop of potatoes
failed, while his neighbors had plenty, the temptation was, ‘What a God
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thine is! He gives others plenty of potatoes and you none. I would not
serve such a God as that.’ Billy’s reply was, ‘Then I would, for this shows
that my heavenly Father is omnipotent, and that he can give potatoes or
take them away!’ and the devil left at once, and, as Billy said, ‘without
having the manners to say good morning.’ It is long long ago since Satan
asked the Almighty, ‘Doth Job fear God for nought?’ craftily insinuating
that there was no disinterested virtue, and that God had only to touch what
Job had, and he would curse him to his face. But Christians love God for
what he is, and not for profit or reward; and they love holiness, not only
because it is happiness, but because it is his image who is to them “the
fairest among ten thousand, and the altogether lovely.’ It is a miserable,
shallow philosophy to suppose that the Lord rewards those who are poor
in spirit, and pure in heart, and patient, under suffering, with mere earthly
good, or that their trust, and love, and devotion, and service, can be
alienated by any sorrows and evils he permits to come upon them.


Billy, too, knew how to fight the devil and his agents with their own
weapons. Returning late from a revival meeting, on a dark night in a lonely
road, ‘certain lewd fellows of the baser sort,’ tried to frighten him by
making all sorts of unearthly sounds; but he went singing on his way. At
last one of them said, in the most terrible tones, ‘But I’m the devil up here
in the hedge, Billy Bray.’ ‘Bless the Lord! Bless the Lord!’ said Billy, ‘I
did not know thee “wust” so far away as that.’ To use Billy’s own
expression, ‘What could the devil do with such as he!’”


This good man’s heart and soul were in all that he did, and to him things
were as the Book of God describes them. ‘We do not suppose that we
should have agreed with his theology; but we sympathize with his
experience, and admire his holy childlikeness. We feel obliged to Mr.
Bourne for telling the simple, unvarnished tale, and only hope our
borrowing from him, may, like the bees who suck the flowers, do no hurt
to his book. We expect that our readers will get it for themselves, and
exhaust the edition. They will find a good deal which they will not endorse,
but much more that they will read with interest, and we trust with profit..
We shall not tell more of his life and death, but close with an incident
which we admire beyond everything else in the book, for we believe in the
Holy Ghost moving preachers, and would gladly be silent if we did not feel
his power.
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“One of the most blessed results of his deep piety was his unfeigned
humility, and his continual sense of dependence upon God. The Lord’s
servants without the Lord’s presence are weak like other men, like
Samson, when he lost his locks. Here is one experience of Billy’s: ‘When I
was in the St. Neot’s Circuit, I was on the plan; and I remember that one
Sunday I was planned at Redgate, and there was a chapel full of people,
and the Lord gave me great power and liberty in speaking; but all at once
the Lord took away his Spirit from me, so that I could not speak a word
and this might have been the best sermon that some of them ever heard.
What! you say, and looking. like a fool and not able to speak? Yes, for it
was not long before I said, I am glad I am stopped, and that for three
reasons. And the first is, To humble my soul, and make me feel more
dependent on my Lord, to think more fully of the Lord, and less of myself.
The next reason is, To convince you that are ungodly, for you say we can
speak what we have a mind to, without the Lord as well as with him; but
you cannot say so now, for you hear how I was speaking, but when the
Lord took away his Spirit I could not say another word; without my Lord I
could do nothing. And the third reason is, That some of you young men
who are standing here may be called to stand in the pulpit some day as I
am; and the Lord may take his Spirit from you as he has from me, and then
you might say, it is no good for me to try to preach or exhort, for I was
stopped the last time 1 tried to preach, and I shall preach no more. But
now you can say, I saw poor old Billy Bray stopped once like me, and he
did not mind it, and told the people that he was glad his Lord had stopped
him, and Billy Bray’s Lord is my Lord, and I am glad. he stopped me too,
for if I can benefit the people, and glorify God, that is what I want.’ I then
spoke a great white, and told the people what the Lord gave me to say.’”
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PREFACE


To Our Readers


BRETHREN, — Our editoral labors of another year are before you, in their
results at least. Conscientiously have they been performed, and never with
a slack hand. Our work has been personally conducted to the best of our
ability, and the effect has been a sustained circulation for our periodical,
and we hope, also, a continued degree of interest, among our readers.
Certainly, our various enterprises, such as the College, the Orphanage, and
the Colportage, have derived perpetual assistance as the fruit of our
magazine articles; and very many other useful institutions which our
contributors have described in our pages, have also gained substantial aid.
For all this we are grateful, and render thanks to Almighty God; but we
aspire to larger influence for good, and for this we must appeal to our
subscribers whose good word would speedily double the number of our
readers. If they feel hey should give it, we trust they will not be silent.


In the portico of St. Mark’s Cathedral we were amused by the sigh of a
grotesque mosaic representing seven lean bullocks, whose ribs might be
counted, devouring seven well-fatted steers, whose plump hindquarters
were bleeding under the strangely carnivorous operators’ teeth. We fear
that the year 1872 has been to the Dissenting Churches of England one of
the ill-favored and lean kine, and has sadly consumed the former years,
which were comparatively fat and well-fleshed. Our numbers, taking all
churches round, have not increased, but have rather diminished hence we
must close the year with humiliation and regret. Jeremiah must be our
prophet for awhile, and call us to lament for the hurt of the daughter of our
people. Where lies the sin? Who is the Achan in the camp? Let us rise and
purge ourselves, and cry mightily till the Lord our God return unto us in
the power of his mighty grace.


Yet there is no cause for despondency. “It is of the Lord’s mercy that we
are not consumed, because his compassions fail not.” He will turn again
and restore to us the years which the locus hath eaten, only let us return
unto him, and walk in all his ways, and rest in his promises. Now must we
awake, and by faith advance in right earnest to the battle, and the enemy
shall no longer insult over us. All the signs of the times, both those which
are hopeful and those which threaten, unite to stimulate the prayers and
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activities of the faithful. Who knoweth what shall be, or whence shall come
deliverance? This much we know assuredly, that the Lord will yet prevail
over his enemies, and Moab shall be trodden down as straw is trodden for
the dunghill.


 Our own church at the Tabernacle has continued to enjoy prosperity and
increase, and so has the larger proportion of those presided over by
brethren trained in our College. Our piece has been rained upon in the year
of drought, which also keeps us in good heart of hope for others, since we
are neither more worthy, nor wiser, nor stronger than they. The Lord is
among us, and gleams of the light of his countenance are visible here and
there; therefore, let the churches preach the gospel simply, live in holiness,
and be much in prayer, and the power of the sacred Spirit will soon be
manifest among us, and conversions will become numerous as the drops of
the morning.


 Again have we to bear witness to the goodness of God in providence, for
our many and expensive operations have all been well supported, even until
now; and they will be for our reliance is upon the Infinite One. We have
hope, also, that other works will yet be wrought by our instrumentality;
and were all our readers fully consecrated to the Lord as to their substance,
many much-needed agencies could be commenced or enlarged. He only
lives who lives for Jesus. Nothing is worth having if it cannot be made to
serve his cause. Eternity is hurrying, on, we hear its chariot-wheels, and in
its near approach we feel moved to speedier action, and wish that the blood
of all Christians were quickened, to more rapid pulsations in the work and
life of Jesus. O for crowns for him! Souls won by his gospel to be priceless
gems in his resplendent diadem! Brethren, what are we doing? Put the
question in the singular, each man among you, and say “What am I doing
for my Redeemer, the best of Masters, the incomparable Well Beloved?”
By every mercy received, by every boon expected, by every communion
enjoyed, by the roes and by the hinds of the field, we call upon every lover
of The Altogether-lovely One to honor him in all ways, while yet this
dispensation lingers, and the Bridegroom tarries. To fight for him against
his carnal foes, and labor for him in his vineyard, on his own chosen hill, be
our chosen vocation, “till the day break and the shadows flee away.”


 Brethren, as your brother and fellow-laborer, we salute you, begging a
place in your prayers, and an increased share in our generous aid.


Yours for Christ’s sake,
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(C. H. Spurgeon signature, December, 1872.


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY 1, 1872.


THE YEAR OF GRACE, 1872.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WE adopt the above title, because our sincere prayer and earnest
expectation would verify it. There is great need for a season of revival
among the churches, and we have personal reason to believe that it is
coming. If it be the Lord’s will, a gracious time of refreshing will occur,
and we think we have good warrant for anticipating it. In a hopeful spirit,
anxiously expectant, we sit down to write this brief paper, the first in
another volume of the Sword and Trowel, intending to make it in part a
history, and in part an exhortation. How happy shall we be if it shall, in
even the least degree, contribute to the consummation for which our spirit
pines!


Some three months ago, having newly risen from a sick bed, our heart felt
heavy for the souls of dying men. Our ministry has never been without
large results in conversion, but we were discontented and ill at ease
because to such multitudes the Lord Jesus appeared to be without form or
comeliness. Especially did it burden us to see so many of our regular
hearers undecided. After so much preaching, were they after all to perish?
Were they to find no Savior in the gospel but that of death unto death?
These questions pricked us in our reins, and gave us no rest.


We should have become too sad for efficient service, had not another
circumstance comforted our soul; for at this time instances of conversion,
through the printed sermons, were brought before us in unusual
abundance, so that, for a considerable period, we heard of perhaps twenty
each week who had been led to find rest in the atoning blood. Some of
these saved ones lived in remote parts of the world, and met with our
sermons at sea, or in the bush, or in foreign hospitals, or in the backwood.
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This was cheering, but the former pang was not diminished in bitterness,
Did the Lord intend to bless his word by us to strangers and foreigners,
and were the sheep of our pasture at home, the peculiar objects of our
care, to remain without his favor? Our desire and anguish grew, and acted
upon each other until both became, regnant within our spirit, beyond all
else. Then spake we with our tongue. We laid their case before the
unregenerate, begging them to consider their state of condemnation, and to
abide no longer in horrible indifference, while the wrath of God was resting
upon them. Whether they felt it or not, our own spirit was stirred, and we
were greatly disquieted.


It happened, as God would have it, that one of the female members of the
church accosted us in this way: — “Dear pastor, I am sorely troubled for
souls; I cannot rest unless they be saved.” This word we laid up in our
heart. A short time after an elder of the church expressed himself in almost
similar terms; and, unknown to him, another came to us with a similar
confession of painful solicitude for the unconverted, the confession in each
ease being very emphatic, and relating to no ordinary emotion, but to an
agony intense and unspeakable. We saw that the Lord was mowing in other
hearts besides our own, and were encouraged to feel a yet more vehement
travail of soul.


Spontaneously, as a work of God, of which we may say, It groweth, but
“thou knowest not how,” a prayer-meeting began among the elders, from 5
to 6 on Monday evenings, before the usual business meeting, at 6. These
meetings have been times of sacred weeping and importunate intercession,
and the very hour has seemed consecrated to us; we were of one accord, if
we could not all be actually in one place. If ever men prayed, the pastors
and elders of The Tabernacle did so; nor was faith lacking either, for we
spake to one another with words of good cheer, and talked of the coming
blessing, though no unusual means had been used to obtain it, and though
no artificial effort would have been tolerated, if proposed.


A deacon who had been traveling on the Continent, upon his return,
declared that he had been greatly stirred in heart, and had made a vow unto
the Lord, though he was quite unaware that the pastor and elders had been
subjects of similar inflamings of the Spirit of God. He had it on his heart to
propose some special meetings, and had determined to bear any expense
which they might involve. This, however, he left until such time as might
seem good to the pastors and brethren. Like every one of the children of
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God upon whom the Holy Ghost was brooding, he felt afraid to push any
suggestion, or to urge any plan, but coincided with his brethren in the belief
that the Lord was about to work in the church, and that we must continue
to wait upon him in prayer.


Signs of the sure answer to intercession began to appear and were joyfully
welcomed; and, meanwhile, the circle of fervent ones daily increased, and
comprised both men and women. As a specimen of the feeling which
pervaded each heart, among the quickened ones, we will quote from a
private letter which, we received from one of the elders, and it may well
stand as a sample of all, for his inward experience precisely tallied with that
of others, who perhaps imagined that they alone were sighing and crying
unto the Lord. This brother wrote us as follows


“Mr. DEAR PASTOR, — That fire which God has lit up in your soul for the
conversion of sinners has become apparent to every one. It has increased
from a flame to a glowing heat; that fire has kindled a flame in others; glory
be to God for this. I am convinced that the Lord is about to work mightily
among us. When I heard Mr. C.’s prayer last Monday evening, that prayer
told out all that I had been passing through. His troubled soul, his restless
hours, and his cry in the night watches, were like mine. The Lord had been
dealing with me in the same way, and at the same time. My soul has been
troubled and refused to be comforted. My sleep departed from my eyes. I
could not rest on my bed. At one, two, and three, in the morning, I have
been constrained to cry unto the Lord that he would hasten the time to
favor our land, and turn the barren wilderness into a fruitful field, and that
he would purge and revive his church. With Mr. C., I have asked (yes,
before I knew what was passing through his soul), Has God put this desire
into our souls for nought? Has he made our hearts to long and pant for the
salvation of souls, without having some precious design? I come to his
house at the time of prayer, and find he has been dealing with a brother just
in the same way as with myself; surely God is moving among us, or it
would not be so. I have been anxious about this thing, and troubled as I
look it in the face.”


Other words of like import came to us from divers of our dear fellow
helpers, and we waited to see what the end would be, as, indeed, we are
waiting still. It could not be thought of that this was a mere spasm of pious
feeling, it occurred so spontaneously, it moved in so many, and it was most
evident in men of a cheerful heart, not at all prone to be unduly excited.
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Week by week we inquired of the Lord for guidance, but held no meetings
of an unusual sort. We thought of asking certain valued evangelists to visit
us and hold special meetings, and the brethren only replied, “Do as you
judge best, we shall only pray that you may not follow, our own mind, but
be led wholly of the Lord. Whatever you decide upon, we are with you
heart and soul.” Impressed with a feeling of deep responsibility, we turned
over plan after plan, and at last determined upon that which we thought
would savor least of trusting in man, and show most that we believed the
Lord had already heard prayer, and had made the preaching of his word
effectual. We gave notice that the pastor would sit two whole days to see
inquiring souls, and that each evening there would be meeting a which he
would speak upon the discouragements and encouragements of seekers,
and any of the elders who felt moved to do so would exhort.


Blessed be the Lord for the ingatherings of those two days; they wearied
the reaper with very joy. As soon as the hour appointed struck, several
were waiting, and they streamed in all day. We looked for anxious persons,
but the great majority who came were already believers in Jesus, brought
to God during the former weeks of prayer. There were many weepers, it is
true, but the most were persons who could tell of pardon bought with
blood. The number was too great for us to see all privately one by one, so
we had to appoint another season to see many of them. In the evening
there were more than two hundred and fifty seekers present, and they were
seekers indeed. We spoke to them for an hour of their discouragements,
and it was a delightful duty, for they were all eye, and ear, and heart. No
need to employ attractive illustrations; they drank in the truth, and cared
nothing for the language: they wanted to be saved, and listened as for life
and death. Our preaching would be joyful work indeed, if we always had
such a congregation. Our elders who exhorted spoke under manifest
impulse from on high; their addresses were not wordy and windy, but
personal, affectionate, and telling. The Lord was there, and we knew it,
and many remained behind to tell what they had felt, and to ask for more
guidance and consolation. Sweet was our sleep that night.


The second day found more waiting, and still the preponderating number
were not merely convinced souls, but rejoicing converts. They told us that
they had believed in Jesus, and we had but to question them as to their
change of heart and life, and their renunciation of self and the world. There
was gladness that day in many hearts. One who came inquiring left us in
deep sorrow, but came back an hour afterwards, for on the road home he
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had found Jesus, and came to tell us so at once. That evening there were
from 400 to 500 present in the Lecture Hall, and the attention was almost
oppressive to the pastor’s soul: it was intense to the utmost degree. Far
more remained and our helpers, both of the sisterhood and brotherhood,
had their hands more than full. There was not even the shadow of the
excitement which reveals itself in noise and indecorum; all was as quiet as
usual, more so indeed, and we were rejoiced to see it, for when intelligent
people are on a life and death business, they are little inclined to bawl and
shout. There is an emotion which blusters, but the deeper kind is too
earnest to cause its voice to be heard in the streets. Eternity alone can
know what the Lord wrought those two rights, and the secrets of how
many hearts were then revealed. To us it sufficed that sixty persons were
proposed for fellowship on the following evening; and these were, in every
case, those who professed faith in the Lord Jesus, and were able to give a
reason for the hope that is in them.


We write these few lines hundreds of miles away from the spot; but we are
confident, that on our return, we shall find the good work vigorously
progressing, and far larger numbers ready to join themselves with the
people of God. We have not to deal with a God who begins and ends in a
day. He has eternity before him and works steadily on, and we also are not
in the hurry of unbelief though we would use the diligence of love.


Officers of churches, if you love one another and love your pastors, you
will sometimes be actuated by one common impulse; and if you are living
near to God, that impulse will be compassion for the souls of men. Should
the Lord the Holy Spirit visit you with his flames of fire, you will glow,
and, glowing, you will flame forth in ardent entreaties and labors. Then
God will bring about his set time for Zion to be favored; and multitudes of
her sons will be born at once. May heaven so ordain it, and glorify himself
by so ordaining. A perishing world calls upon you, hastening time and
nearing eternity admonish you, while all the promises encourage you. Only
be very zealous for the Lord God of Israel, and we shall have truly named
this new year


THE YEAR OF GRACE, 1872
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PARIS AND LONDON


A WARNING WORD, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WE have been saddened by the sight of the ruins which commemorate the
reign of the Commune in Paris. The devastations of the great German army
have left no mark upon the city itself to be mentioned in the same hour
with the scars of the wounds received in the bourse of her friends. The
Hotel de Ville stands a ghastly but classical ruin, in fellowship with the
Tuilleries, the Palais Royal, the great Granaries, and many other vast and
once magnificent public buildings. Churches, houses, and docks have
shared the same fate as palaces and courts of justice. The madness of the
hour spared nothing on account of its sacredness, patriotic associations,
antiquity, or serviceableness. The column recording successful war, so dear
to the French vanity, is utterly fallen; and even the memorial of successful
revolution, in the shape of the column of July, has not escaped the ruthless
hand of the spoiler. Republicans, in firing upon republicans of a redder hue,
have not spared the splendid pillar of bronze which records the names of
liberty’s martyrs, but have pierced it through and through with their
cannon-shot. To both parties that pillar was more sacred than almost any
other erection in the city, yet their fury spared it not; and the huge gilded
angel at the top must have found it hard to continue his long poise upon
one leg, and have had many inclinations to add to the number of the fallen
angels who were creating a horrible Pandemonium below.


It was a most pitiable sight to see the many houses beyond the Arc de
Triomphe, with their roofs gone, and in many cases gutted, riddled, rent,
and made a heap of ruins. There, on the bridge of Neuilly more than six
months after the conflict, you may stand and mark enough of the horrors of
civil war, to sadden any heart capable of feeling; and yet we suppose that
what is now visible is a mere flea-bite compared with what could have been
seen directly after the struggle; indeed, it must be so, for on all sides there
are evidences of extensive repairs. The bridge itself is broken about in
scores of places, huge stones being dislodged from its parapets, and all
corners being chipped off, as if angles were objectionable to republicans,
and dead levels alone tolerable. Yonder is another bridge, one traversed by
a railway, but now broken in halves. On the right, over the river, stand, or
rather lean, a nest of houses, all roofless, with their floors broken through
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and their fronts gone; to be let cheaply on a repairing lease, we should
think. On the left, on this side, are shops in a similar condition of distress:
we step into one where business is being carried on, and note how the floor
is propped up with timbers, holes in the wall filled up with plaster, and
great cracking, bulging walls shored up to prevent a general collapse.
There are scores, perhaps we should not exaggerate if we said hundreds, of
such damaged domiciles. There was hot work here, for you observe that
windows are still filled in with great lumps of clay, and roofs are in a highly
ventilated condition; the trees which once adorned the noble roadway are
almost all gone, and even the fortifications are tossed about as if an
earthquake and a hurricane together had labored, diligently to level them.
To peace-loving English people this is a sight nothing less than horrifying;
for one begins to calculate the loss in money, in domestic happiness, and,
worst of all, in blood, which all this indicates. The stone and mortar are
something more than mere building material out of order, for they once
sheltered living palpitating hearts of men and women, now dislodged
without fear and trembling, and an incalculable amount of lamentation. One
house, ruined from roof to basement, involves a calamity to the landlord, to
the tenant, the inmates, their servants, their business, and their out-door
dependants; in fact, no one knows all the ramifications of one such disaster;
but who shall estimate the amount of misery involved in a whole street
reduced to fragments by a storm of shot and shell? Driven from home, or
lingering there in deadly fear, the mental suffering to the inhabitants must
have been beyond conception; and then the sad return to the wreck of all
they valued, and the drain upon their substance to rebuild their desolated
abodes, must have involved anxieties and woes not easily estimated. Happy
are they to whom such things are but a rumor from afar; happy those who
dwell in the peaceful homes of England, where the noise of civil war and
insurrection has long been unknown.


The mere observer of the surface of things passes by the painful scene
before us with a flimsy remark upon the volatile character of the French
people, and their need of a firm hand to govern them; but, there is far more
than this to be learned, if we are inclined to learn it. No doubt, there are
differences of race, and it is true that the Anglo-Saxon is more law-abiding
than the Gaul; the islander is naturally conservative, and advances in the
pathway of liberty with caution always, if not always with courage; but this
is not all; nay, nor the thousandth part of what these violent convulsions
would suggest to us. What has been done in Paris, may be done in London,
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and will be done, unless some far stronger restraints are brought to bear
upon the working-classes than any which are involved in the temper of the
race. Whether it be Gallic or Saxon, human nature is everywhere very
much the same, and it is silly patriotic vanity to suppose our countrymen to
be by nature so much better than our neighbors as to be incapable of riot
and pillage. Mobs in England are, when infuriated, not very much superior
to mobs in France. Where baby-farming can be practiced, petroleuses may
be produced; and there are not wanting among us desperadoes who only
need the occasion and they would at once develop into human butchers.
We may lull ourselves into a deadly security, if we carry too far the notion
that the populations are differently constituted, and that Englishmen never
could become such furies and demoniacs as the Communists have been.
We give the fullest legitimate weight to the supposed superior
subordination of our countrymen, and we confess that it does not remove
our disquietude, or even very much allay it.


Let us look at facts. Those bullet-holes, which pock the face of fair Paris,
are hieroglyphic warnings to those whom it may concern. In London, we
have a population far larger, quite as poor, and with the same passions and
desires. Under like circumstances and conditions, why should not the many
in London act as the many have done in Paris?’ God forbid it should ever
be so; yea, we say, God forbid it, a thousand times: but what is to hinder
it? Our form of government gives no greater guarantee for security against
insurrection than that of the Emperor, our troops are less numerous, our
police not more skillful or forcible, Reasons for complaint may be fewer,
but as grievances are not always based on fact, but usually grow out of
sentiment, they may soon multiply, perhaps have already multiplied, in
thousands of minds, and lie festering there, to produce mischief by-and-by.
The vast difference between rich and poor is ever before the workman’s
eye, and, what is worse, before the eye of the loafer who hates work, and
this alone is the great standing cause of envy, and the provocative to
dissatisfaction. Already mutterings are heard of the word “republic,” and
that not alone or altogether from plebeian mouths; thousands have cheered
the utterance, and a far greater number have heard it with silent
complacency. There can be no doubt that a grave discussion is going on
upon a point which, not long ago, seemed as fixed as the eternal hills, and
among the many that discussion is taking a form most natural, but not most
reassuring, to timid minds. There is activity in the political market, and all
the business is not done at the “Hole-in-the-Wall,” or the Old Bailey. Your
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republican clubs are mere foam, but here is a sea which will not always rest
and be quiet unless something is done, and continuously done, to say to its
billows, “Peace, be still.” Under a virtuous queen, few will support a
change which, under a dissolute king, fewer still will oppose. We have few
fears about that formal political change, whether it come or come not; we
look further down, and see far greater convulsions imminent before this
generation has passed away, unless timely warning shall arouse those able
to avert them.


What then? Do we suggest stringent measures of repression, or the denial
of further reforms so earnestly demanded? Far from it. Such a course
would be the readiest way to produce the evils which threaten the state. It
is poor policy to refuse men their rights in order to preserve order; it is
indeed the surest method to create rebellion. In England, especially,
repression is out of date; we may be led, but we will not be driven. In the
age of the Stuarts, force did not suffice to ensure the domination of mere
power, much less will it in the days of the newspaper and household
suffrage. No, we are no advocates of any order which requires tyranny at
its head. and slavery at its foot. Let every right be acceded to every man,
and let no man suffer injustice even on the pretext of the commonwealth’s
necessity.


To what then do we look? We answer, we believe that national peace, and
the security of our great cities, can only be guaranteed for a long future, by
the recognition of the religion of Jesus Christ, and the wider spread of its
principles. We do not mean by this an increased number of clergymen or
ministers, or the erection of more churches or tabernacles these, of course,
so far as they are necessitated by the main matter; but we mean something
more spiritual and potent by far. Let the spirit, the essence, the governing
power of our holy faith predominate, and the work is done. Not as a
charlatan puffs his nostrum, but with honest and cogent reasoning do we
back our eulogism upon the one and only panacea for ills to be dreaded in
London, and bemoaned in Paris. Dost thou sneer, O doubting critic? Sneer
on, but hear.


It would greatly tend to allay all feeling of popular discontent, if all
employers acted as true Christians should in the matter of wages. Political
economy gives the workman what it must, but Christianity commands that
we give him what we should. “Masters, give unto your servants that which
is just and equal,” is a plain command of the Christian’s law-book; and at
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the peril of being unknown by the Lord at the last, may the master give his
servant less. But the question occurs, “What is just and equal?” It is not
always that which the worker asks, or even strikes to obtain, for he may
demand what is unjust and cannot fairly be paid without damage to the
employer; but one thing is clear as the sun, it cannot be just and equal to
give a man a pittance upon which he can barely exist, and which compels
him to live in a hole unfit for a dog or a horse. What can be said for
employers who give to an able-bodied man in London fifteen shillings for a
hard week’s work? What indeed; but that they are the true sowers of
sedition and fomenters of dissatisfaction. We are not aware of the
remuneration of agriculturalists, and their rent and other expenses are far
less burdensome than in town, consequently their earnings would naturally
be less; but if in either city, town, or village, men or women are paid less
than they should be, the wrong ought to be remedied by every employer
professing to be a Christian. I may be a heathen and grind the faces of the
poor, but a Christian I cannot be. A personal, independent, and upright
course of action on this point, on the part of every follower of the Lord
Jesus, would go far to influence other employers, and lay the ax at the root
of much of the evil which is leavening the community. We are all in the
ship together, and though we pay no attention to those able-bodied seamen
who threaten us with mutiny unless they are paid as well as the mate or the
captain, and still less to those lubberly fellows who will not lend a hand
except at mealtimes; yet if there are honest, hardworking sailors who have
not their fair share of beef and biscuit, and have no hammocks, we cannot
allow the thing to go on; all hands must see justice done, or else, if the
poor, half-starved fellows get together in the steerage, and concoct a plan
to seize the vessel, the captain and officers will be as much to blame as they
are. It is true it may be possible to knock them on the head, or put them in
irons, but then it would be a loss to the ship if it were done, and besides,
two can play at that game, and who knows which might win? Where the
Lord Jesus is the Admiral, the order will be passed round to do unto others
as we would they should do unto us; and, if that does not stop a mutiny,
nothing will.


We have made a remark upon the laws of political economy, to which we
will revert. It is a fact that supply and demand regulate the labor market,
and, therefore, it has been called a law. A law it is, in the sense that men
are usually governed by it, but a law it is not in the sense that men ought to
be so governed. It is no law of God, but the reverse. It is a law of human
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nature to follow its own devices; but those devices are, nevertheless, sins,
and will in due time be punished; and in the same way it is a law of society
that men will only give for labor what others will give, but if that price is
unfairly low, the transaction is a robbery, and will cry out to heaven against
the perpetrator of it. It is a law of garrotters to squeeze men’s throats, but
we flog them for it despite their law; and, if it be a law of communities to
underpay the worker, they will have to answer for it also, in a higher court,
as also will all personal offenders. The law of political economy can no
more be denied than that of gravitation; sinners will give no more than they
can help, and the worth of a thing is, to the most of our race, what it will
fetch; be it added, also, that the souls of those who act by this rule will
have to submit to a further immutable rule of fact, and of sublimely
political economy: “The wicked shall be turned into hell, with all the
nations that forget God.” What they want is hard fact, and they shall have
it, and find God’s vengeance on oppressors a matter of fact of an emphatic
character.


This much being done, the work has only begun; for much is needed on the
worker’s side. Many a man is now a grumbler because he has faculties
untrained, and is following a mode of labor uncongenial to his nature.
There must be education, that such men may find their true pursuit, the
calling for which they are adapted, and in which they would be of the
greatest service to their fellow men. Education is also required for those
unhappy beings who now seek their pleasures in the indulgence of the
baser passions, because they are unaware of the joys of knowledge and
intellect. Perhaps they would cease to be discontented if they could
appreciate the heritage which belongs to every man of understanding. We
doubt not that many a working man has imagined happiness to be the
product of politics, and so has raved deliriously, who would have found
quiet for his mind, and have been a good citizen, had he spent the hours
between his daily labors in some intellectual pursuit. Drink is still the curse
of the working-classes, and what justice can we expect from beery
politicians? If our workers abhorred drunkenness because Christ has
forbidden it, there would be no more boisterous demands for share and
share alike; the tankard and such talk go together. When the artisan or
laborer becomes a Christian, he is at once removed from the ignorance and
excess which are so damaging to social order, and he becomes at the same
time an advocate for justice between man and mart. If true to his
profession, he gives a fair day’s work for his wage, which, begging the
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pardon of thousands, is by no means a common thing. He is no eye-server,
but labors diligently, doing in his sphere as he would have others do to him,
were he their employer. Talk comes to him of forcing the price of work
upwards, and he is glad enough of it if it can be fairly done, but he disdains
to ask for other than justice, or even to fight for his rights in an unrighteous
manner. He is no milksop; nay, of all men the Christian is or should be the
most manly, but he is no lover of agitators who set class against class, and
he is man enough to tell them so and to judge for himself and not be a joint
in the tail of some class combination. Not that he condemns combination
when it aims at a just end, but he loathes it when its object is injustice.


The Christian workman is the hope of the age. It has been our lot to work
with hundreds of such, and they are among our most earnest helpers. We
never perceived in them the remotest objection to the discipline of our
religious organizations; they will not obey mere power, but they love to see
right made as strong as you will. Having rendered their own homes happy,
they are not likely to desire to break up the peace of others. They are
rejoicing in hope of God’s glory, and in the present enjoyment of his favor,
and they are not apt to be envious of men of this world, even though they
are clothed in fine linen and fare sumptuously every day. Desire to benefit
their fellow men is a far more predominant passion with them than
jealousy; and a wish to loot an alderman’s house, or burn down the
Mansion House, never crosses their mind. To see a Christian working man
voting boldly against the iniquity of endowing a favored sect, and standing
up for the political privileges of his order at a public meeting, is not
unusual or otherwise than praiseworthy; but we are unable to imagine a
Christian man exciting a riot, burning a palace, or pillaging a town-hall.
Fustian jacket or broad cloth makes no difference; the Christian contends
for justice for all ranks, and takes care to act justly himself.


It is plain, then, that the religion of Jesus, when it creates obedience to its
golden rule, becomes the Savior of Society; and as it has other and equally
effective modes of operation, it affords multiplied securities for peace and
order. Spread it then, as it never has been spread. Educate, but let the faith
of Jesus be the point to which men shall be led. Suffer no child to grow up
unacquainted with the Scriptures; no adult to die unenlightened as to
redeeming love. Paris is full of anarchy because steeped in atheism. The
priests have made religion a farce; and so the great bond of order has been
snapped. London would long ago have drifted in the same direction, had it
not have been for her working men who are converted to God: that these
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are not more numerous is deeply to be regretted; that they are far more
numerous than is generally believed is our assured conviction. Take away
the working men from the dissenting churches of London, and many of
them would become extinct, and nearly all would be brought very low,
both in numbers and grace. Not empty profession, but genuine godliness, is
the cement of our social fabric. England will suffer nothing, whether her
government be of one form or another, so long as her people love God,
and, therefore, love righteousness. Wrong-doing in any quarter divides,
distracts, and incites to rebellion; but when all seek the right for all, mutual
confidence creates union, union strength, and strength prosperity.


Let us, then proclaim a new crusade, and lift again the cross of Jesus. The
Ragged-schools must go on till none are ragged. If as yet the people will
not come to us, we must go to them, and their fellow workmen must be the
missionaries of our churches. We must teach the rich to do right and the
poor to do the same, regarding no man’s person in our teaching, but
dealing faithfully with all. Our churches, built up of good men and true, of
all ranks, must be multiplied, and most of all where poverty abounds. Let
us bring the lever to the load and lift it. Let us cry to heaven for help, and
then put our shoulder to the wheel. Heaven and hell are warring with each
other for London; may God send victory to his living truth, and give our
city to his Son, then shall we fear no carnival of fire and blood.


A SABBATH IN ROME.


WITH no ordinary feelings we found ourselves on the Lord’s-day in the city
where Satan’s seat now is, but where once the gospel gained its grandest
triumphs. We had trodden the Appian way, peered into the gloom of the
Mamertine prison, and threaded the mazes of the catacombs, and now we
were to preach the gospel in Rome also, and salute the saints which be in
Rome, and devout strangers out of every nation. Of superstition we do not
possess a particle, and even sentimental reverence for places has small
power over us. It might be said of us most truly


“A brickbat from Jerusalem,
A bit o brickbat was to him


And nothing more.”
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For all that, an unusual condition of heart was upon us, and we felt the
spell of Rome. That, spell, however, did not move us in the direction of the
old heathenish Papacy, but in the opposite path once trodden by an older,
holier, and more truly Christian church, which is at this time reviving in the
city of the Caesars. If the church of the catacombs still exists — and we are
sure it does, for we have seen it, it — it certainly finds no shelter beneath
the dome of St. Peter’s, or within the walls of the Vatican, for there an
utterly alien system holds sway. Peter would be filled with wrath at the
idolatry which defiles St. Peter’s, and Paul would wonder how Pio Nono
could dare to claim apostolical succession, when his palaces, and his
teachings, and his pretensions are things unknown in the word of God.


We started early to find our Baptist friends and break bread with them, but
as they had told us the hour only, and not the place of meeting, we
wandered about in a hopeless search. Our walk, however, took us by the
English Episcopal church, outside the walls, hard by the public slaughter-
house. Here the Pope in the days of his reign allowed our countrymen to
worship, but their heretical rites were not allowed to defile the holy city.
This church is reputed high, so high, that a rival church is opened on the
opposite side of the road, offering a resort for those of a lower or more
evangelical creed. The church which boasts of her unity thus exhibits a
schism in the presence of the lynx-eyed church of Rome — a schism which
one would think would not have arisen — as there is yet a third Episcopal
congregation, called the American church. A man must be hopelessly
infatuated who sets up High Church in Rome; carrying coals to Newcastle
is nothing to it. If a man wants the genuine Popish article, he is not likely to
deal with a Ritualistic peddler, when so many wholesale warehouses are all
around him. We sincerely hope the Low Church will snuff out the High,
and present to the Roman people something better than the sham fineries
of Puseyism.


We missed the meeting for communion, which we had much anticipated,
and turned in to wait for the service it the neat and elegant meeting-house
of Dr. Lewis, of the Free Church of Scotland. Our Free Church brethren,
wherever they exist, gather around them all the Nonconformist element;
and their general liberality of heart, and orthodoxy of doctrine, render them
a very attractive center for all Non-episcopal believers. In Dr. Lewis’s
church we had the great privilege of preaching the gospel to a numerous
audience of all classes of the community, including not a few eminent
persons among our fellow countrymen. At the remembrance of that service
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our heart is glad, for we are persuaded that the Lord was among us of a
truth. Pleasant, indeed, it was to meet with old friends and acquaintances,
after the service, and receive their Christian salutations.


In the evening our sermon within the gates, in the very center of Rome,
was addressed to the Italians. It was in an upper room near the Forum of
Trajan that we spoke to a crowded little gathering, our beloved brother,
Mr. James Wall, acting as interpreter. This dear friend we have known and
esteemed for years; he is an able preacher, has thoroughly mastered the
language, and speaks with the fluency of a native. He is sanguine, zealous,
warm-hearted, intense man; in all respects well fitted to be the pioneer of
the Baptized churches in Rome. Withal, he is cheerful, and of a generous
spirit, and large-hearted enough to work with the Vaudois, the Wesleyans,
and others who are evangelizing Italy. He deserves the prayers and co-
operation of Christians in England, and we trust he will not be without
them. In connection with his excellent fellow laborer, Mr. Cote, who
represents the American Baptists, and of whom we will say more anon, Mr.
Wall is doing a good and great work among the Romans.


Mr. Wall gave out a hymn, read a portion of Scripture, and prayed in
Italian, and then began our part of the proceedings. It is always dull work
to speak through an interpreter. One has to utter a few sentences and
pause, and then begin again. It is as murderous to all oratory as the old
method of lining out the hymn was deadly to all music. Your train of
thought hardly starts, before it has to pull up. There is no opportunity for
warmth or vehemence. Still, by keeping to the marrow of the gospel,
giving short sentences, and plentiful illustration, attention can be gained
and held. So far as we could judge, the best of feeling pervaded the
meeting, and the truth was received with joy, though many there were
strangers to it.


This was too good to last; and accordingly, as Satan would have it, a
question was asked by some one near the door, which, being answered, a
well-dressed personage attempted to prolong the inquiry and raise
difficulties. As he had no right by law to disturb the assembly, he was
requested to wait till the preacher had done. In all probability, our close
would have been a little more remote, but so unusual an experience flurried
us a little; and, with a prayer for divine guidance, we ended our
exhortation, and prepared for war. Mr. Wall was coolly expectant, being
well used to such debates. We being only able dimly to guess what the
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objector had to say, felt uneasy and impatient. The voice was at first that of
a caviler from a free-thinker’s point of view, but an assault being made in
Mr. Wall’s rejoinder upon the church of Rome, the gentleman threw off the
mask and spoke as a Romanist. Thereupon, an esteemed Waldensian
Pastor rose and addressed him with great energy, and even rose to
indignant eloquence, denouncing the Jesuitism displayed by the caviler. He
carried all the people with him, so that general acclamation followed,
which could scarcely be hushed. The objector, with violent gesticulation
and affected nonchalance, commenced again, but many rose to reply, and
we could see that the battle was in excellent hands. It was a hotly contested
field, but the enemy made no headway, even the common hearers were
eager to answer him. We asked him, through Mr. Wall, one or two
questions, at which he bit his lips, but which he did not attempt to answer,
as for instance, this “What are the great advantages offered by the church
of Rome? Seeing that masses are said for the repose of the soul of Cardinal
Wiseman, it is clear that this eminent divine has gone where he is not in
repose. If such is the future prospect of your best and greatest men, there
must be but a poor look-out for common people; would they not be better
off if they turned heretics and went to heaven at once when they died?”
The people tried to hold him to these questions, but he backed out of them,
and endeavored to talk on other points.


Just then a letter was passed up, saying that the writer knew the objector to
be a secular priest, of remarkable ability, and a personal friend of the Pope.
He was informed of this and asked if it were so. He pretended
astonishment, but could not deny it. He was thereupon challenged by Mr.
Wall to a public discussion, but wisely declined it. He was then informed
that the time was come to close any debate for the evening, and he
thereupon left the assembly. We then proceeded again to talk to the
people; and, after many salutations to the brethren, went our way to our
hotel, attended by the two evangelists and other friends.


Our brethren in Rome view the conflict of the evening with great
satisfaction. To them it appears needful to break their way in a manner
unusual and undesirable in England. The disputing brings hearers, and lets
in light where otherwise indifference would have reigned. For our part we
shall be glad when it can be dispensed with, for our fear is that it prevents
the due influence of gospel preaching upon the hearer, and is likely to
confound the weaker sort, and wound quiet spirits. For the present it is like
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the backwoods-man’s ax, needful to hew a way through the dark forests of
ignorance, superstition, and skepticism.


So ended our Sabbath in Rome, joyously and well. We hope that ere long
we may be allowed to spend many days in this city, for a great door and
effectual is open unto us and there are many adversaries. Since that
Sabbath, we have had further intercourse with our Baptist brethren, and
have broken bread with them, and quietly preached the word of life. A
church is growing up in Rome, full of hope, living, suffering, and
increasing. There are four preaching rooms in Rome, a small Pastors’
College, and several out-stations. Mr. Cote is a solid and energetic man,
exactly fitted to work with Mr. Wall; and the two together make up an
apostolic agency of the right kind. They ought never to lack funds or
friends. Prayer should be made for them continually: they need it and
deserve it. What is most wanted is a large central meeting-house where all
could meet for worship. Their rooms are as good as they can afford, and
are just now in capital situations to reach the poor; but, in addition, they
ought to have a permanent site and a neat but handsome room. If they
were only half as well off as our Presbyterian friends, it would be an
improvement indeed. American and English Baptists must unite in this
work; why should they not? Would to God we were knit together by closer
bonds. We are one race and have one Lord, one faith, and one baptism; let
us labor together for the common cause. Would it not be possible to have a
Baptist Union for all the world, and meet in brotherly conference to look
each other in the face? It might be a step to increased unity in the entire
Christian world. Meanwhile, Rome must have a chief place in all our
hearts.


Besides the English churches, and the two brethren we have mentioned,
who labor among the Italians, there are in Rome two ministers of the
Waldensian church with their congregations, one Italian Wesleyan, and we
believe two Italian Free churches. There is therefore a hopeful agency at
work, a wonderful agency indeed, considering that religious freedom has
only been enjoyed since September, 1870, when the Italian troops entered
the city. Everywhere priests are despised. Convents find nunneries are in
the progress of suppression, church lands are being sold, and public
opinion fulls strongly on the side of unbounded liberty. Skepticism is wide-
spread, and is an enemy equally to be dreaded with superstition, but the
tongue and the pen of the evangelist are free, and the gospel slowly but
surely is winning its way. If we had to choose our life-work, we would
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prefer to labor in Rome. It is a clear site, no other man’s foundation is
there, and he who is first at work will be the architect of the future. The
Lord bless those who are already laboring there, and raise up many helpers
of their toil. May his Holy Spirit richly rest on all that is done in the name
of the Holy Child Jesus, both at Rome and throughout the world.


C. H. SPURGEON.


THE BLESSED POOR


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE seventy-second Psalm reveals the king in his beauty, and side by side
with it, the poor in their necessities a singular but most appropriate
connection. It is the greatest honor of our eternal King that he cares for the
poor, and it is their greatest happiness to be cared for by him. His
sovereign grace would not be so resplendent, if it did not embrace such
needy objects; neither would they be otherwise than wretched if he did not
look upon them.


The King is said in the second verse to judge or rule his poor people, thus,
he displays his own impartial righteousness, and they enjoy secure
protection. It little matters to them how the world may condemn, for the
Divine Judge will hold the scales impartially, and give forth his sentence
according to truth. Then shall slanderous tongues be silenced for ever.
Then, in the fourth verse, the king saves the needy, and, by breaking in
pieces their oppressors, reveals his own power, while they, in their
weakness, magnify his might, and rest in peace. Persecutors shall have but
a brief day. The iron rod of the coming king will make short and sharp
work of them, dashing them in pieces like potters’ vessels. In the twelfth
verse, the Prince of Peace delivers the poor and helpless when they cry,
and so proves his faithfulness to his promises, and makes them confide in
him without fear. In verses thirteen and fourteen, he is said to spare and
redeem the needy, he bears long with them, and spares them as a man
spareth his own son that serveth him; while, by the merit of his blood, and
the might of his arm, he, both, by price and power, redeems his chosen. All
the attributes of the covenant God are displayed in saving the needy clients
of mercy, while the Lord’s poor people bless him with all their hearts.
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From this we learn the blessedness of the spiritually poor. It is for them
that the Son of David rules; all the statutes and ordinances of his
government have a special eye to them. The poor in spirit are the courtiers
of heaven, the favorites of the Great King; their lowliness is their livery of
state, their humility the insignia of honor. Men count themselves happy in
great possessions, but the saints find their wealth in being and having
nothing of their own. To be nought in self and to have all things in Christ,
are the true riches of believers. Emptiness of self leads to fullness in Christ.
When we are weak, then are we strong. Often do we forget this, and labor
after the self-sufficiency which would inevitably be our ruin; but, in our
best frames, we feel it to be both most safe and most right for us to bow
lower and lower before the Lord. As the poor have the gospel preached to
them, so, in a deeper sense, the poor have the gospel. By so much as I
think I have of my own, I am most truly poor; I may estimate my real
poverty by my supposed self-sufficiency. As merchants labor to be rich so
should Christians labor to be spiritually poor. To divest ourselves of all our
own hopes, trusts, joys, and aims is the most rapid way of being clothed
with the royal apparel. Perfect man was naked, and when we are made
perfect we shall not wear a rag or thread of our own: our beauty and
adornment shall be all in Jesus. Downward, as to self, lies the way to
heaven. We fight against that which we should covet, for the flesh lusteth
after somewhat to flatter its own pride, and will not submit to be dead and
buried, that Christ may be all in all. My Lord, grant me grace to sink deal
graciously with me by starving all my self-content, and allowing me no
provision for self congratulation! Let me never lift my horn on high, but
rather let me lie low in the dust before thee, that I may share the
benedictions which are reserved for thy poor people, and may not be the
object of thy wrath, as the world’s mighty ones have been!


Another precious truth taught us in this Psalm is, that the Lord’s poor have
no cause to be afraid of divine sovereignty. As a rule, the more emptied of
self a man is, the less does he quarrel with reigning grace. The self-
righteous are all fierce disputers against the doctrines of election and
eternal love, because they have an inward instinct which makes them feel
that, if these things be true, their boastings are futile. Proud hearts; see that
the doctrines of grace abase the lofty pretensions of the flesh, and,
therefore, they cannot endure them; but such as feel themselves guilty
before God, and heartily confess that salvation must be all of grace, are the
very men to allow that the Lord has a right to do as he wills with his own.
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The ninth of the Romans is a pricking thorn to unregenerate minds. It
afflicts them greatly to be told that the Lord “will have mercy on whom he
will have mercy, and will have compassion on whom he will have
compassion.” They call the Lord a tyrant, but his own elect are content that
none should say unto him, “What doest thou?” His absolute dominion is
their delight. The King of Zion loves his poor, and his poor love him. They
are too low in their own esteem to set up any fancied rights of their own in
limitation of his sovereignty; and he, on the other hand, is so full of
compassion towards them, that his throne is ever a rock of comfort and
defense to them. They are both of one mind; he will be all in all, and they
delight that he should be so; they feel that it is their exaltation to see him
exalted, and hence, the delight to be less than nothing that he may be all in
all. Happy people of a happy king! Lord, let me never quarrel with thy
crown rights, but be among those who bless thy glorious name for ever and
ever. Thy kingdom come, thy will be done. Save whomsoever thou wilt
save; for thy poor and needy people own thy sovereign prerogatives, and
rejoice in them from the bottom of their hearts.


The Lord’s poor must expect to be despised of men. The wicked delight to
shame the counsel of the poor, because the Lord is their refuge. But there
is no cause for dismay on this account: the favor of the king is a more than
sufficient compensation for the malice of all his foes and ours. He shall
redeem our souls from deceit and violence, and precious shall our blood be
in his sight; therefore, let us cease from all fretfulness and impatience, and
spend our days in praising and serving our gracious Lord, in whom our
souls are blessed. “Blessed be his glorious name for ever, and let the whole
earth be filled with his glory.” Amen and Amen


GOLD RIMS


IT is astonishing how far mere polish will go with certain hearers. Let a
man affect fine language and pompous manners, and there are professed
Christians who will delight in him. Though there may be no spiritual food
in his sermons, nor even a single original idea, he will be preferred by some
to the most instructive preacher, whose style appears to be less refined. We
have no reason to believe that Caligula’s horse liked his oats any the better
for their being gilded, but with certain persons the gilt is everything. Manly
Christians look more to the meat than the garnishing, but the present feeble
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generation runs mad after flowers and finery. Paul discarded excellency of
speech, and enticing words of man’s wisdom; but among the moderns
these carry the highest price in the market. Combine scraps of Tennyson,
obscure and suspicious, metaphysical jargon from the Germans, a spice of
heresy from Maurice or Voysey, and a pinch of hair-splitting criticism, and
you will have prepared a bait which will entrap hundreds of the would-be
intellectuals, who, having little or no brain, give themselves credit for a
double measure of it. Wrap up the half of nothing in poetical phrases and
philosophical affectations, and you shall be cried up as a man of culture;
but if you preach the old-fashioned, unadulterated gospel, with plainness of
speech, refinement will turn up her nose at you, even though the Lord
should convert hundreds of sinners by your ministry, and build up his
people in their most holy faith. Somewhere or other we came across the
story of an old lady who persisted in wearing a pair of spectacles which
were of no earthly use to her, for she always looked over them, and not
through them. She preferred them far beyond another most serviceable
pair, and why? Because they had gold rims. There are old women of both
sexes who attach themselves to a weak-minded man of veneer, and cannot
appreciate a solid gospel preacher of vigorous intellect and extended
usefulness. The gold rims go a very long way with fastidious simpletons.
Taplash with his scented pocket handkerchief and faultless cambric cravat
is their choice; his flowing utterances and well turned periods are their
admiration; and they like him and his rhetoric none the less, but perhaps all
the more, because there is nothing in either. Reader, be not thou enchanted
with childish things, but feed on sound doctrine, which is both milk for
babes and meat for men. — C. H. S.


LOOKING FOR ONE THING
AND FINDING ANOTHER


A DISCOURSE. BY. C. H. SPURGEON.


“And the asses of Kish Saul’s father were lost. And Kish said to
Saul his son, Take now one of the servants with thee, and arise, go
seek the asses.” — 1 Samuel 9:3.


“And as for thine asses that were lost three days ago, set not thy
mind on them; for they are found. And on whom is all the desire of
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Israel? Is it not on thee, and on all thy father’s house.” — 1 Samuel
9:20.


SAUL went out to seek his father’s asses, he failed in the search, but he
found a crown. He met with the prophet Samuel, who anointed him king
over God’s people, Israel, and this was far better than finding the obstinate
colts. Let us consider this singular incident, perhaps, though it treats of
asses, it may yield us some royal thoughts.


Our first remark shall be — OBSERVE HOW THE HAND OF GOD’S


PROVIDENCE CAUSES LITTLE THINGS TO LEAD ON TO GREAT MATTERS.


This man Saul must be placed in the way of the prophet Samuel. How shall
a meeting be brought about? Poor beasts of burden shall be the
intermediate means. The asses go astray, and Saul’s father bids him take a
servant and go to seek them. In the course of their wanderings, the animals
might have gone north, south, east, or west; for who shall account for the
wild will of run-away asses? But so it happened, as men say, that they
strayed, or were thought to have strayed, in such a direction that, by-and-
by, Saul found himself near to Ramah, where Samuel, the prophet, was
ready to anoint him. On how small an incident the greatest results may
hinge! The pivots of history are microscopic. Hence, it is most important
for us to learn that the smallest trifles are as much arranged by the God of
providence as the most startling events. He who counts the stars has also
numbered the hairs of our heads. Our lives and deaths are predestinated,
but so also are our downsitting and our uprising. Had we but sufficiently
powerful perceptive faculties, we should see God’s hand as clearly in each
stone of our pathway as in the revolutions of the earth. In watching our
own lives we may plainly see that on many occasions the merest grain has
turned the scale. Whereas there seemed to be but a hair’s breadth between
one course of action and another, yet that hair’s breadth has sufficed to
direct the current of our life. “He,” says Flavel, “who will observe
providences shall never be long without a providence to observe.”
Providence may be seen as the finger of God, not merely in those events
which shake nations and are duly emblazoned on the page of history, but in
little incidents of common life, ay, in the motion of a grain of dust, the
trembling of a dew-drop, the flight of a swallow, or the leaping of a fish.
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“He that scrutiniseth trifles hath a store of pleasure to his hand.
If pestilence stalk through the land, ye say, This is God’s doing;
Is it not also his doing when an aphis creepeth on a rosebud?


If an avalanche roll from its Alp, ye tremble at the will of Providence.
Is not that will concerned when the sere leaves fall from the poplar?


A thing is great or little only to a mortal’s thinking.”


But that is not the consideration to which we now invite you. Our drift is
this — as Saul went out to find asses, but found a crown; so, IN THE


MATTER OF GRACE, MANY A MAN HAS RECEIVED WHAT HE LOOKED


NOT FOR. That is a remarkable text in Isaiah — “I am found of them that
sought me not.” Sometimes the sovereign grace of God is pleased to light
on persons who had no thought abut it, who were to all appearance quite
unprepared for it, nay, even opposed to its divine operations. These
persons have stumbled on the treasure hid in the field when they were only
thinking of their plough, they have met Jesus at the well when they only
purposed to fill their waterpots, they have heard glad tidings of the Savior
when they were only caring for their flocks.


On ground unfurrowed the rain of heaven has fallen; grace has come
unasked. We have emblems of this in the Scriptures, in the miracles which
were wrought by our Lord and his apostles. There was a young man dead,
carried out to be buried, and around his bier were his weeping mother and
relatives. Jesus, the prophet of Nazareth, was entering in at the gate of the
city, but we do not read that any of the mourners sought a miracle at his
hands. They had not the faith to expect that he would raise the dead. The
young man, being dead himself, was far beyond the possibility of like
seeking help for himself from the miracle-working hand of Jesus. But Jesus
interposed, and commanded the bearers to stand still they did so, and then,
unsought and unasked, Jesus said, “Young man, I say unto thee, arise,”
and he arose, to be delivered to his mother. Many a young man has been in
like plight; he has been dead in trespasses and sins, Christ’s interposition
has not been sought by him: he has not trembled at his lost position; he has
not even understood it, being utterly dead and therefore insensible of his
ruined state. The Redeemer has sovereignly interposed, the Holy Spirit has
poured light into the darkened conscience, the man has received grace, and
has lived a new and spiritual life, a life for which he had never sought.


Of a like character was the miracle of casting out devils from the two
demoniacs among the Gergesenes, in which case the unhappy men were
moved by the evil spirits to adjure the Savior to let them alone. Such also
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were the miracles of restoring the man with the withered hand, the feeding
of the multitudes, and the healing of the ear of Malchus. Here swift-footed
mercy outran the cry of misery.


Take another case from apostolic times. A poor beggar, extremely lame,
hobbled one morning up to the Beautiful gate of the Temple, and there
took his daily place, and began his incessant cry for a little charitable aid
for a poor paralyzed man. Peter and John came up to the temple to pray.
He looked upon them doubtless, but it never entered into his heart to ask
them to heal him. He asked alms. Drop a few Roman pennies into his palm,
and he would be contented with the gift. But, Peter and John gave to him
what he had not sought for. They bade him, in the name of Jesus of
Nazareth, rise up and walk, and up he leaped, delivered from his infirmity,
without having expected such a deliverance.


These emblems can be interpreted by kindred facts of grace. Christ has
often met with individuals and saved them, when they have not been
seeking him. Matthew was not seeking Jesus when the Lord bade him leave
the table at which he was receiving custom, and follow him. The case of
Zaccheus was similar: he came in the way of Christ’s preaching, but his
motive was purely one of curiosity — he wished to see Jesus, who he was.
He was curious to know what kind of a man was this who had set all Judea
on a stir? Who was this that made Herod tremble, was reputed to have
raised the dead, and was known to have healed all manner of diseases?
Zaccheus, the rich publican, is a lover of sights, and he must see Jesus. But
there is the difficulty — he is too short; he cannot look over the heads of
the crowd. Yonder is a sycamore tree, and he will for once imitate the boys
and climb. Mark how carefully he conceals himself among the thick
branches, for he would not have his rich neighbors discover him in such a
position. But Christ’s eye detected the little man, and standing beneath that
tree, unasked, unsought, unexpected, Jesus said, “Zaccheus, make haste
and come down, for to-day I must abide in thy house,” and so soon as he
had come down these words were spoken — “This day is salvation come
to thy house.” Deeds of grace have been wrought in this Tabernacle after
the same fashion. Men and women have come hither out of curiosity, a
curiosity created by some unfounded story, or malicious slander of
prejudiced minds; and yet Jesus Christ has called them and they have
become both his disciples and our warm-hearted friends. Some of the most
unlikely recruits have been our most valuable soldiers. They began with
aversion, and ended with enthusiasm. They came to scold, but remained to
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pray. These seats could tell many an incident of the “romance of grace,”
more wonderful than the marvels of fiction.


Nay, brethren, such is the surprising grace of God, that he has not only
been pleased to save men who did not expect it, but he has even
condescended to interpose for the salvation of men who were fighting with
his grace and violently opposing his cause. Read yon story which will never
lose its charm, of which the hero is one Saul of Tarsus. What a singular
subject for converting grace! He had resolved to hound the saints to death.
He would exterminate them if he could. His blood boiled against the
followers of Jesus; he could not speak of them calmly; he was mad with
rage. Hear him rave at them! What? Would these men oppose the
traditions of the fathers and of the Pharisees? If they are allowed to
multiply, there will be no respect paid to our holy men or their weighty
sentences! He will persecute them out of existence not in Jerusalem alone
but in Damascus. Yet, in a few days, this hater of the gospel was touched
by the gospel’s power, and never did Christendom gain a braver champion.
Nothing could damp his fervor or quench, his zeal; persecuted, beaten with
rods, ship-wrecked thrice — nothing could stop him from serving his Lord.
What a complete reversing of the engine, and yet it was going at express
speed! When he was most at enmity, then was his turning-point. As though
some strong hand had suddenly seized by the bridle a horse that had broken
loose, and was about to leap down a precipice, and had thrown it back on
its haunches, and delivered it at the last moment from the destruction on
which it was impetuously rushing; so Christ interposed and saved the rebel
of Tarsus from being his own destroyer.


Another case rises before us most vividly, it is that of the jailer. He did not
look like seeking the gospel and being converted. He received Paul and
Silas and made their feet fast in the stocks, — a piece of superfluous
brutality; they could not have escaped from the inner prison, and it was
needless to lay them by the heels. No doubt he wished to please his
masters, and felt a contempt for the apostles. The jailers in those days had
usually been soldiers, and camp life amongst the Romans was rough
indeed; his nature evidently furnished very flinty soil for the gospel to grow
in. But, an earthquake comes; the prison shakes; it is a mysterious
earthquake, for the prison doors are lifted from their hinges and the
prisoners’ fetters are unbound; the jailer trembles, and, to make short work
of the story, he believes in Jesus, he is baptized with all his house, he
invites the Apostles to his table, entertains them, and becomes one of the
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first members of the Church of God at Philippi. What cannot the gospel do
when it comes in its power? And where may it not come? May it not, at
this moment, visit another prison, and save another jailer, though his
thoughts are far otherwise.


We have ourselves met with similar cases. Many old stories are current
which we do not doubt are true. There is one of a man who never would
attend a place of worship until he was induced to go to hear the singing.
He would listen to the tunes, he said, but he would have, “none of your
canting preaching” — he would put his fingers in his ears. He takes that
wicked precaution, and effectually blocks up ear-gate for awhile, but the
gate is stormed by a little adversary, for a fly settles on his nose; he must
brush it off, and, as he takes out his finger to do so, the preacher says —
“He that hath ears to hear, let him hear.” The man listens, the Word pierces
his soul and he is converted. I remember quite well, and the subject of the
story is most probably present in the congregation, that a very singular
conversion was wrought at New Park Street Chapel. A man who had been
accustomed to go to a gin-palace to fetch in gin for his Sunday evening’s
drinking, saw a crowd round the door of the Chapel, he looked in, and
forced his way to the top of the gallery stairs. Just then I looked in the
direction in which he stood, I do not know why I did so, but I remarked
that there might be a man in the gallery who had come in there with no
very good motive, for even then he had a gin-bottle in his pocket. The
singularity of the expression struck the man, and being startled because the
preacher so exactly described him; he listened attentively to the warnings
which followed; the word reached his heart; the grace of God met with
him; he became converted, and he is walking humbly in the fear of God.
These cases are not at all uncommon. They were not unusual in the days of
Whitefield and Wesley. They tell us in their Journals of persons who came
with stones in their pockets to throw at the Methodists, but whose enmity
was slain by a stone from the sling of the Son of David. Others came to
create disturbances, but a disturbance was created in their hearts which
could never be quelled till they came to Jesus Christ and found peace in
him. The history of the Church of God is studded with the remarkable
conversions of persons who did not wish to be converted, were not looking
for grace, and were even opposed to it, and yet by the interposing arm of
eternal mercy were struck down, and transformed into earnest and devoted
followers of the Lamb.
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That fact being established, we may now range our thoughts around the
question, WHAT SHALL WE SAY ABOUT IT?


What shall we say about these acts of sovereign preventing grace? Why,
first, we will say, behold the freeness of the grace of God. It is like the dew
that cometh on the earth, which stayeth not for man, neither waiteth for the
sons of men. It is like the sunbeam shining into the hovel, and finding its
way through grimy window panes, more calculated to shut it out than to
admit it. It is like the wind which whistles among the cordage, whether the
mariners desire it or no. God will have mercy on whom he will have mercy,
he will have compassion on whom he will have compassion: not because of
any goodness in the sinner, or because of any preparedness in the creature,
but simply because he wills it, he visits men with salvation. He is so able to
work salvation that he waits not for any contributory arm; but when the
creature is most dead, and most corrupt, then cometh in the quickening
grace of God, and getteth to itself all the glory of salvation. If every
convert were brought in through the usual. means of grace, we should
come to regard conversion as a necessary result from certain fixed causes,
and attribute some mystic virtue to the outward means; but when God is
pleased to distribute the blessing entirely apart from these, then he shows
that he can do without means as well as with means, that nothing is too
mighty a work for him, that his arm is not shortened at all, so that he needs
to use an instrument to make up the length of it; neither has he lost any
strength, so as to be forced to appeal to us to make up the deficiency. If it
were God’s will he could by a word convert a nation. If so he chose, he is
such a master of human hearts that as readily as the corn waves in the
breath of the summer’s wind, so could he make all hearts bow before the
mysterious impulses of his Holy Spirit. Why he doth it not we know not, it
is among his secrets; but when he works in a marked and decided way
beyond all expectation, he doth but give us a proof of how he is able to
work as he wills amongst the armies of heaven and the inhabitants of this
lower world. Oh! the richness, the freeness, the power of the grace of God!
The richness of it, that it comes to those who sought it not! The freeness of
it, that it waits no for preparation on man’s part! The power of it, that it
makes the unwilling willing when the appointed hour has come! Brethren,
let us join together heartily in adoring this grace of God, which reigns
through righteousness unto eternal life in as many as it pleaseth the Lord
our God to call.
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What shall we say further about this? We will gather this consoling
inference from it: if the Lord is thus found of those that seek him not, how
much more surely will he be found of those who seek him. If he has been
known to give sight to those who did not ask it, how much more will he
bestow it upon those who cry, “Thou Son of David, have mercy on me.” If
e saved Saul who hated him, much more will he listen to him that crieth,
“God be merciful to me a sinner.” If he called careless, curious Zaccheus,
much more will he speak to you, my anxious, earnest hearer, who are
saying, Oh, that he would speak to me!” If a man opens his door and
voluntarily call to a passing beggar and says, “Here, poor man, here is relief
for you,” why, then, the man who begs importunately will not be sent away
— will he? He who is so liberal that he will dispense his liberality unasked,
surely he will never turn away one who pleads with tears, and sighs, and
groans. If I were in the case of the seeker, I should be mightily encouraged
by the subject before us. I should say, “Does he thus call those who were
not hungering and thirsting, and does he bring them into the gospel feast?
Then when I, a poor hungry thirsty sinner, come wringing my hands and
saying, ‘Oh, that he would give me to drink of the water of life. Oh, that he
would let in e feed on the blessings of his grace!’ Surely he will receive
me.” Be cheered, ye humble penitents, the Lord’s heart is too large to
permit him to send you away empty. Be encouraged at this moment to
breathe the silent prayer —“O God! the Lord and giver of grace, give thy
grace to me who seek it now.” Why, dear heart, you have grace already, or
you would not seek it; for grace must first come to you to make you seek
grace. Be thankful, for salvation has come to your house. Dead men do not
long for life. In the marble limbs of the corpse there are no strugglings after
life, no pangs of desire for health. God has looked on thee in love; look
thou to Jesus and live.


What Shall we say about this doctrine? There is one other thing we will say
about it — from this time forward we will never despair of anybody. If the
Lord Jesus Christ called Saul of Tarsus when he was foaming at the mouth
with wrath, there are none among the wicked who are beyond the reach of
hopeful prayer. Your boy breaks your heart, dear mother. You have wept
over him many tears. He is far away now, and the last you heard of him
wounded your soul, and unbelief said, “Do not pray for him again.” Ah!
that is the devil’s counsel; he is no good messenger who bids a mother
cease praying for her child, while that child is out of hell; have faith in the
divine power, and pray for your boy yet. Who knows what the Lord may
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make of him? There is me living in your parish, a swearer, and everything
that is bad. You did once think of asking him to come and hear the gospel,
but you said, “It is of no use; he will be sure to turn it into ridicule.” How
do you know? It is the very boast of grace that it shines into the unlikeliest
hearts. God’s electing love has in many cases selected great fools, and
great sinners: at least, I know God’s people think themselves such. I have
said, never despair of your child, and I will put it to you again — if you
have friends who are infidel, or persecuting, or profane, yet, as long as you
live and they live, it is your business to labor for their conversion, and to
weep and pray for them. Oh! brethren, if the lives of some of us before
conversion had been known, good men might have denied the possibility of
our salvation. If all the secrets of our hearts had been written, some would
have said, “This is a hopeless case.” But mercy saved us, and therefore it
can save anybody. Never say of any place, “It is such a den of iniquity, I
can do no good there.” Never say, “That workshop is so profane, I could
not speak of religion there.” Oh you do not know — you do not know!
With God at your back, if it were possible to save the damned in hell, you
might go and preach there and win trophies for Christ. Never think any too
bad or too vile, but labor on still, for God can work wonders in every case.


We will close, when we have noticed with great brevity, what we ought not
to say about these things.


We have told you what we should say about these remarkable conversions,
— we should behold the freeness and sovereignty of the grace of God; we
should be encouraged to seek it for ourselves, and we should hope for the
conversion of others, But now, what ought we not to say? One thing we
ought not to say is this: — “Then I shall sit still, and perhaps the grace of
God will come to me; I shall not seek, nor pray, nor desire, for if I am quite
unconcerned, grace may yet visit me.” Now, my dear hearer, if you make
such an excuse as that for your spiritual indolence, you will find the
covering too thin to conceal your nakedness. You know better. A man
suddenly stumbles upon wealth, by a windfall or a speculation. Do you
therefore say — “I shall not keep the shop open, I shall leave business, I
shall not go to work again, for Robinson has found a thousand pounds; I
shall stay at home, and perhaps, I shall do the same?” No, you know that
all the examples in the world of sudden wealth only go to prove the rule
that he who would gain riches must find them in the appointed way. So all
the examples of these remarkable interpositions of God only go to prove
the rule that he who would have mercy must seek it. “Seek ye the Lord
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while he may be found” is the fixed rule, and though God comes to some
who seek him not, yet the rule still holds good. Do you not know that all
the while you remain impenitent your soul is under condemnation? Some
men have run this awful risk, and yet have escaped; is that any reason why
you should? I have heard of a man who took poison, but so rapid was the
action of a surgeon in the neighborhood, that by means of the stomach
pump the man’s life was preserved: is that a reason why you should
swallow poison too? Because providence has preserved some while they
were running on in sin, is that a reason why you should continue to rebel
against God? I have heard a story of an English sailor in a foreign port;
when the foreigners were manning the yards and performing their
maneuvers in honor of a royal personage, our countryman, in order to
show what an Englishman could do, climbed to the top of the mast and
stood there on his head. On a sudden the ship lurched and he fell, but by a
happy providence he caught at a rope as he fell, and descended safely to
the deck. “There,” said he, “you fellows, see if you could tumble down like
that.” Are you surprised that no one accepted the challenge? Who but a
fool would have thought it worth his while to imitate the example?
Because here and there a man who runs solemn risks is by the interposition
of divine grace saved from the consequences of his folly, is that a reason
why you should run those hazards yourselves? God does thus interpose;
nobody can doubt it, but still his sovereign rule is “Seek ye the Lord while
he may be found,” and his gospel cries daily “Believe in the Lord Jesus
Christ and thou shalt be saved.” Trust the merits of Jesus Christ and you
shall be saved, for our gospel is not “Sit still and wait for divine
interpositions,” but “He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved; he
that believeth not shall be damned.”


Moreover, we should never say, “Why use means for saving others; God
can do his own work.” Brethren, a man is always in a vicious state of heart
when he speaks so. He knows he talks nonsense, and he only does so as an
excuse for his indolence, and to quiet his conscience. We are to labor to
win souls, for men are brought to God by instrumentality. Where God has
appeared to save without any means, if you could have the whole matter
before you, you would find that means were used. For instance, take Saul’s
conversion. You will ask, “What means were used in his case?” We do not
know, but possibly the dying martyr Stephen, when he prayed for his
enemies, may have been the secondary cause of the young man’s call by
grace. At any rate, he was included in Stephen’s intercession, and that
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prayer went up to God for Saul, and was prevalent with heaven. And then,
look again, after Saul had been arrested from above — Ananias must come
in to open his eyes, so that even in that case there was the instrumentality
of prayer before, and the instrumentality of instruction afterwards. So it
may be with many a one who has been suddenly converted. There was a
mother, perhaps, in heaven who had prayed for the man forty years before,
for prayer will keep, and be fragrant many a year. And let me say that if
neither father nor mother ever prayed for that conversion, perhaps a
grandfather did, for prayer has power for hundreds of years; and a great-
grandfather’s prayers may be the instrumentality of the conversion of his
great grandchildren. There is no end to the efficacy of prayer. Good Dr.
Rippon used often in the pulpit to pour out his soul in prayer that God
would bless the church of which he was the pastor, and the members at the
Tabernacle have been the inheritors of the blessings brought down by his
intercession. Pray on then. Your prayers may not be answered for the next
five centuries; those prayers of yours may be lying by till Christ comes, but
they will avail in some way. So that you see when we think there is no
instrumentality, there really is an instrumentality, if we could but see it.
These remarkable cases must never be used as a reason why we are not to
do all that we can to bring sinners to Christ. God’s work in such instances,
instead of discouraging us, should stimulate action on our part. Because
God works, are we to be still? Nay, but because God works let us be
workers together with him, that through us, directly and indirectly his
purposes may be fulfilled. Suppose, now, it were known that the events of
a certain battle would depend entirely on the skill of the general. The two
armies are equally balanced, and everything must depend upon the tact of
the commander; would the soldiers therefore conclude that they needed not
to load, or fire, or draw a sword, because. everything depended on the
commander? No, but the commander works and his soldiery work together
with him. So is it with us. Everything depends on God, but we are his
instruments. We are his servants, and because he is at our back, let us go
forward with courage and zeal. The results are certain, God being our
helper.


I charge you, my brethren and sisters, to take heart from the fact that God.
works great wonders. Go to your classes, or wherever else you may be
laboring, singing cheerfully the song of hope, and offering the prayer of full
assurance. When we feel that we must have souls saved, souls will be
saved. For my part, I cannot be happy unless sinners are led to Jesus. We







160


must have it, the Holy Ghost will not let us rest without it; we shall have it,
and God shall have the praise. Amen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL 1, 1872.


ADVICE GRATIS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


UPON one or two matters we shall this month give our readers our advice
gratis, and at least we shall feel sure that it is worth the fee charged for it, if
not more. When a man has been more than twenty-one years in the ministry
he may be considered to be of age, and upon some points, it may no be
foolish to “ask him.” We shall be quite willing in future numbers to give
such answers as we can to any queries of sufficient importance for general
edification. Though by no means skilled in the law, we have some
experience, in matters concerning the gospel; and wilt in this paper and
succeeding ones give replies to certain queries which have reached us.
Should any tender consciences feel aggrieved by receiving that for which
they have not paid, they can forward the usual six shillings and eight pence
to the Stockwell Orphanage.


I. Old Puritan asks, “What have you been saying about short sermons
being the hardest to preach? What is the length to which you go yourself?”


We only quoted Dr. Chalmer’s opinion that the shorter the discourse the
more time it required in preparation; but we endorse it fully, and think we
can prove it. When a man has nothing to say, it generally takes him a long
time to get to the end of it; like a man who is going nowhere he finds he
has not reached his point, and thinks he may as well keep on. When the
gutters of a town ran with water, one would not be surprised if the current
continued for a week; but when the conduit floods them with wine, even a
king’s bounty cannot afford many minutes of it. Excellence enforces
brevity: you cannot have a diamond as large as a pyramid, nor a pearl of
the size of a Swiss lake. In some measure with a conscientious preacher the
converse of the proposition is also inevitable, and brevity enforces
excellence. If the minister is allowed only forty minutes for expounding a
great truth he feels that he must not multiply words; but must compress
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much meaning into every sentence. If only a few pounds of provision can
be carried by the members of an Arctic expedition, they are wise enough to
secure the essence of meat, and not an ounce of mere bone or garnishing is
tolerated. Give a man abundance of stowage in a vessel, and he will not
spend time in close packing; but drive him hard in the matter of space, and
it is quite wonderful how much he will contrive to get into it. A truss of
hay brought upon a wagon to Whitechapel is one thing, but a truss
compressed by hydraulics for ocean transit is quite another. Condensation
requires labor: you cannot get an Australian sheep transformed into a pot
of Liebig’s essence without careful cookery; neither can you distill a
garden of roses into a drop of the precious otto without laborious art. The
same holds good with thought, you cannot deliver it from the encumbrance
and alloy of verbiage unless time and mental effort are given to the task. Of
course a man can talk nonsense during the briefest period allotted to him,
and it is to be feared that a great many do; but, at any rate, they cannot lay
to their souls the flattering unction that the quantity made up for the
quality; and the likelihood is that they will discover the nakedness of the
land and endeavor to improve.


In general, a great sermon is a great evil. Length is the enemy of strength.
The delivery of a discourse is like the boiling of an egg; it is remarkably
easy to overdo it, and so to spoil it. You may physic a man till you make
him ill, and preach to him till you make him wicked. From satisfaction to
satiety there is but a single step; a wise preacher never wishes his hearer to
pass it. Enough is as good as a feast, and better than too much.


Having learned by long experience that we exactly fill the 12 pages which
our publishers allow for a penny sermon, when we speak for 40 or 45
minutes, we have come to adopt that period as our stint, and we usually
find it neither too short nor too long. In occasional services, when we
address persons who have no other opportunity of hearing us, we take
more latitude, but our regulation allowance is three quarters of an hour. A
man who speaks well for that length of time has told his people quite
enough, and from him who preaches badly they have in that time heard too
much. Most divines can deliver all their best thoughts upon a text in forty
minutes, and as it is a pity to bring forth “afterwards that which is worse,”
they had better bring the feast to an end. To men of prodigious jaw it may
seem a hardship to be confined to time, but a broad charity will judge it to
be better that one man should suffer than that a whole congregation should
be tormented.,
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The speaker’s time should be measured out by wisdom. If he is destitute of
discretion, and forgets the circumstances of his auditors, he will annoy
them more than a little. In one house the pudding is burning, in another the
child is needing its mother, in a third a servant is due in the family; the
extra quarter of an hour’s prosiness puts all out of order. A country hearer
once said to his pastor, “when you go on beyond half-past four, in the
afternoon service, do you know what I always think about?” “No,” said the
orator. “Well, then, I tell you plainly, it is not about what you are
preaching, but about my cows. They want milking, and you ought to have
consideration for them, and we will not keep them waiting. How would
you like it, if you were a cow. This last remarkable enquiry suggested a
good deal of reflection in the mind of the divine to whom it was proposed,
and perhaps it may have a similar beneficial effect upon others who ought
to confess their long preachings as among the chief of their shortcomings.


II. A Deacon wants to know whether a church ought not to hear several
preachers before it selects one for a pastor?


Certainly, certainly, if the object be to divide it into a great many factions,
and generate the feeling “I am of A, and I am of B, and I am of C.” Many
churches have been utterly wrecked while they were selecting a pilot. They
had so large a choice that, like a lady in a linendraper’s shop, they could
not tell which to select; they grew critical; became in fact spiritual
connoisseurs, and at last fell foul of one another. Beginning with prayer for
God’s guidance, many churches end in quarreling for their own whims.
Each new preacher will be sure to charm some, and on the other hand he
will be objected to by others. The admiring company if their man be not
elected, and the objectors if he should be, become too often the nucleus of
discontent.


We would counsel those in office to be very much in prayer for divine
guidance, and at the same time the whole church should pray much for
grace to manifest discretion and forbearance. If a man be judged fit to
preach as a candidate for the pulpit on other grounds, let a personal
visitation be made to his present sphere of labor, that his ordinary
preaching may be heard, and that the congregation may not be misled by
hearing a few well-prepared discourses, which are not fair specimens of
what they will have afterwards to listen to. Let it also be ascertained
whether it would be fair to the man’s present church to offer him any
prospect of removal, for robbers of churches who steal the shepherd are
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not more honest than those who steal the sheep. If the preacher under
consideration be unattached, the church of which he is a member should be
consulted through its pastor, or his character should be quietly ascertained
by reference to his former associations. Thus unworthy or inefficient men
will not be put before the hearers. All being satisfactory, one man should
be fairly heard, with the hope that he may be the man whom God has sent.
If there be divided judgments, it will be usually the best to let that fact
decide the matter without more ado than need be. One or two quarrelsome
or odd people may not be so considered as to make them virtually the sole
voice of the community, but as nearly as possible unanimity should he
obtained, or out of respect for unity the brother should not be brought
forward any further. Then another attempt should be cautiously and
prayerfully made, the former preacher being as much as possible left out of
all further consideration, and the next man heard by himself, and not as a
rival candidate. Sooner or later, the man on whom the Lord’s anointing
rests will be sure to come to a people who have learned both to pray and
wait; but when a factious few are aggrieved because their choice is not law,
and therefore will not candidly hear another, the matter assumes a sad
appearance, and the state of the church is serious. Each should consult the
good of all; each should be prepared to waive personal predilection for the
benefit of the whole, and for Christian fellowship sake.


Again we say, never, never have two brethren before the church at once, if
it can be avoided. It is the strongest possible provocation to schism, and,
while human nature is what, it is, evil will more or less ensue.


Let everything be done above-board. Managing churches is deaconcraft,
and that is just one stage worse than priestcraft. Personal friendships must
not operate, or else we had better have patronage open and avowed at
once; a man pushed upon one of our churches will wish ere long that he
had refused the calamitous preferment. The least suspicion of anything
which will not bear daylight naturally excites the indignation of our people;
therefore, let there be no guile, no planning, no deviation from the open
and right course. Under God’s blessing, the church will come at a wise
decision, if the very wise men in her midst are not too wise.


Wait, but not too long. Choose, but do not look for perfection. Every
divine cannot be a Luther. Some of our most useful pastors have grown up
among a people who had grace to bear with them when they were
immature. You may go further and fare worse. Persons who pick a basket
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of fruit over and over to find an unblemished apple are more than ordinarily
in danger of lighting at last upon one which is rotten at the core. We may
also remember the story of the schoolboy who wanted a stick from the
wood, but would not cut either this or that, because he expected to meet
with a yet better one; the result being that coming to the end of the trees he
was obliged to take any one that he could, and went off with a very inferior
stick indeed, it no way comparable with scores which he had already
passed.


Every member of a church without a pastor should feel that the community
is undergoing a serious ordeal, which without great grace will prove highly
injurious to it; and, therefore, each one should be doubly prayerful and
watchful. We would say to all brethren in such a condition, beware of
becoming connoisseurs of preaching, and faultfinders with discourses.
Nothing can compensate you if you degrade yourself to this. Hear
devoutly; let the critical faculty remain in abeyance. Judge only whether the
brother preaches the truth is of the right spirit, is adapted to the people,
aims at winning souls, possesses an unction from on high, and labors to
glorify his Master. If these things be in him and abound he will not; be
barren or unfruitful.


Last of all, ask the Great Head of the Church to send you an
undershepherd, and expect Him to do so. Faith will then be on the watch to
find him, discernment will be awakened, and wisdom will be displayed.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY 1, 1872.


ADVICE GRATIS CONTINUED


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


III. A Lover of Order inquires whether it ought not to be a rule in all
churches that persons who do not attend for six months should be
withdrawn from for non-attendance?


Our reply is, first, that we solemnly question the right of churches to make
rules at all. The Lord Jesus is the only legislator in the church and where he
has not left us a command it is better to abstain from inventing one, lest we
receive for doctrines the commandments of men. The genius of the gospel
is freedom, and the spirit of every rightminded church is not law but love.
At the same time, persons who forsake the assembling of themselves
together are evidently walking disorderly, unless they have some valid
reason for non-attendance, and therefore they ought to be diligently looked
after by the officers of the church, and enquiry made into the cause of their
absence. If that cause should lie in backsliding and indifference, they should
then come under discipline, and should be visited according to the excellent
custom of our churches: after this comes the withdrawal, if the case be
found to be incorrigible, and utterly hopeless. Where general laxness of
conduct is suspected but cannot be proved, or where the exposure of a
fault would only gender strife and scandal, it is wise to withdraw from the
offender for the unquestionable fault of non-attendance; but in no case for
that fault alone, until every means has been used. To cut off persons merely
because they have not been to the communion for six months is an idle
method on the part of the church, and frequently involves great unkindness
towards the individuals. Our experience leads us to know that a large
portion of the absentees are not fit subjects to be dealt with under a hard
and fast rule. For instance, a person reduced in circumstances, but quite
unwilling to make his circumstances known, had pawned the garments in
which he was wont to appear among us. The same spirit which led him to







167


keep his wants private induced him also to worship among strangers while
his raiment was shabby. I do not justify the spirit, neither dare I say a hard
word against it, but a gentle rebuke and a brotherly gift soon enabled the
afflicted friend to fill up his place to his own intense delight. In another
instance, a member had gone to Australia and back upon a voyage as
steward, and reappeared shortly after enquiry had been made; his exclusion
would have greatly pained the mind of a most worthy brother, and would
have been an outrage upon Christian love. A mother of many children had
also been very ill herself for some considerable time, during which the
family had removed, that she could not be found, then followed an
interesting event which increased her cares, and not for some months could
she again occupy her place among us. Her husband, an ungodly man,
would not take the trouble to communicate her change of abode, and thus
by the heartless rule suggested above she would have been excluded from
the church: our knowledge of her gracious character led us to wait, and she
returned to worship and to the Lord’s table at the first possible moment.
Many varieties of circumstances may thus render absence no sin; but surely
only for sin, removal to another church, or utter failure to find out a
brother’s whereabouts after earnest searching, ought we to erase a name
from the roll of our membership.


If a sheep has strayed let us seek it; to disown it in a hurry is not the
Master’s method. Ours is to be the labor and the care, for we are overseers
of the flock of Christ to the end that all may be presented faultless before
God. One month’s absence from the house of God is, in some cases, a
deadly sign of a profession renounced, while in others a long absence is an
affliction to be sympathized with, and not a crime to be capitally punished.
I know the lovers of rule are full of arguments, but houses and families
under rigid rules are never happy places to live in life in: its health and its
disease cannot be legislated for like stone and iron. The best plan is to deal
with every case on its own merits, without regard either to rule or
precedent, looking only to the great general principles of the Word of God,
and asking the guidance of the Holy Spirit. There are sins enough in the
world without our increasing them by new commands. More quarrels in
churches grow out of rules than out anything else; the sooner they are all
burned like the Ephesian books the better. Christ’s Spirit leads us not into
bondage. We cannot endure the letter which killeth, much less that which
buries men alive.







168


IV. Ruth would like to know what can be done to stop scandal in a
church.


We suggest to her that enough cotton in both ears would prevent her
hearing it, and the filling of her month all the day long with the praise of
God would render it impossible for her tongue to spread it. This would
suffice for her personally. She, however, we suspect, rather wants us to
suggest a remedy for the habit of scandal in others. Really we do not know
of anything short of the grace of God. While hearts remain unrenewed,
tongues will be full of bitterness; and in gracious people while corruption
remains, there will be a measure of mouth disease too. Dog’s delight to
bark and bite, “for ‘tis their nature to.” None can rule or tame human
tongues except the Omnipotent himself. Solomon talked of hot coals of
juniper, and such-like fiery remedies, but we question whether they would
be effectual even if they could be applied. One rule we endeavor to follow
with regard to gossip, viz. let the thing die a natural death. If any one
reports to us that here is a dirty pool near us, we go in another direction,
but never dream of sitting down on its margin to take long sniffs, neither
do we indulge the practice of stirring it, and poking a pole to the very
bottom of it. We told a friend lately, who said that it was our duty to
interpose in the squabbles of another church, that we did not carry a brush
in our pocket to scrub all the pigs we met with, and we fancied that if we
did we should soon get some of the mire on our own hands. Scandal is like
the hydra which lives by being killed, and multiplies itself with every cut
you make at it. It is like a very bad house to let, which is illdrained, has a
leaky roof, and is generally out of repair; it is best let alone. If dogs are
asleep don’t wake them, they may bark; and if they are barking don’t
interfere with them, for they may bite.


“But surely, it is our duty to put out the fire of strife!” Yes, but what is the
best way’? Will you put it out by heaping on more fuel? Will poking the
fire damp it? Why, even pouring oily words on it will not quench the flame.
Very few people have wisdom enough to deal with scandals aright, and
these generally prefer the method of letting them burn themselves out. Be
deaf, be blind, be dead to gossip, and it will grow disgusted with you and
select a more sensitive victim. To bring matters before a court of law, or
even before the church, is to honor the gossip and to lower yourself. “What
are the wild waves saying?” They are saying more sense than the tongues
of rumor; worry yourself about the rough music of the roaring sea. if you
will, but about tongues, male and female, concern not your heart, O Ruth;
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or, sapient reader, be thou equally insensible thereto. When a bull offered
to toss a little party who were crossing a meadow, courage was for fighting
the irate monster, folly talked of taking him by the horns, enthusiasm
thought of jumping on his back, credulity tried the virtue of a suddenly
opened umbrella, and obstinacy dared Old Taurus to interfere with him, but
prudence got over the stile into the next field, and I went with him, and
mean to do the same next time. Shall I help you over the gate, Miss Ruth?


V. — S. H. C. wants advice as to the sudden introduction of fresh subjects
before a church-meeting when no previous notice has been given to the
pastor, the officers, or the church. Should it be allowed or not?


Surely, common sense alone is needed to form a judgment upon this point.
Would such a thing be borne with any but an assembly of idiots? The men
of the world have needed no enlightenment upon so simple a matter; hath
not nature herself taught them how to act? This folly, which we fear is
committed in some churches, is but another illustration of our Lord’s
saying, “The children of this world are in their generation wiser than the
children of light.” The rules observed in debates in Parliament, in public
meetings, ay, and in the meanest Hole in the Wall, where tinkers and tailors
ventilate their treason, are often superior to those which are maintained in
the church of God. I speak this to the shame of many. Disorder and
confusion worse confounded are allowed, nay, even invited and fostered by
the disregard of the plainest dictates of common sense in certain gatherings
styled church-meetings, which might in such cases more descriptively be
called ecclesiastical bear-gardens. We remember an instance in which,
before much of the fit business of the assembly had been transacted, a
member suddenly proposed a resolution, or rather raved out a denunciation
concerning the sacramental wine; he was followed by a second, who
wished to abolish pew-rents, and he by a third reformer, who wanted
meetings where everybody could speak as some sort of spirit might move
him; and, when the third sat down, a fourth advocated the frequent change
of deacons, hinting that those in office had lost the confidence of the
members. The church was so worn and harassed with impromptu
suggestions of this kind, that both pastor and people abhorred the very
name of church-meeting and suddenly discovered that, for the protection of
the quiet many, the noisy few ought not to be allowed to ride their various
hobbies at pleasure. Great was the relief when it was resolved to end such
disorder by following the custom of all decent society, and begin no
discussion without notice, and none even with notice which did not come
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within the province of the assembly. No new law was wanted; the old
command to “do all things decently and in order” was quite sufficient. The
mere fact of a man’s being a professed Christian does not entitle him to act
as a savage; and a churchmeeting, because it is a spiritual assembly, is none
the more entitled to behave like a mob of aborigines. No society of any
kind can long subsist if it disregards the ordinary laws which regulate
human assemblies. These, it is true, are not incorporated in the Scriptures,
because there is no need to reveal by inspiration, what half-a-grain of sense
will show us. We might as well ask for Scripture for wearing flannel in
winter time, or using gas or candles at our evening services, as for
regulations for conducting our meetings for church business. Where reason
suffices revelation is not to be expected. Every custom of assembly, which
is founded in necessity and promotes order, goodwill, and fairness, is
virtually contained in the golden rule, to do to others as we would that they
should do to us. No man would wish others to take him by surprise with
new proposals which he had not been permitted to consider, but must vote
upon helter-skelter on the spot; neither would he wish another to make a
sacred assembly the platform for enunciating views hostile to his judgment
and foreign to the purport of the association; therefore, no man has a right
to inflict the same wrong upon others, and no set of men are doing justice
if they allow such perpetual infractions of the law of love. When Marcus
Arethusa was stripped naked, smeared with honey, and stung to death by
wasps, he was in an enviable position, compared with a minister whose
people consider it to be part of their Christian liberty to agitate him and the
church whenever they please. However great may be the good man’s faults
he does not deserve so condign a punishment. An American cowhiding, a
Russian knouting, a Turkish bastinado, or a Red Indian scalping, are milder
forms of punishment than the doom of presiding over a lawless assembly,
by whom the rules of decency and justice are despised as worldly and unfit,
to be regarded by spiritual men.


S. H. C. has seen, we hope, a solitary ease, and we have known the only
other example. Let us trust so. We have no reason to believe that the evil is
common. We fear that it lingers in our churches, but it can surely be only in
those uncivilized parts whereas yet knives and forks are unknown luxuries,
and reading remains a stupendous mystery. If such conduct be tolerated, in
assemblies of educated men, we can only say that they invite disquietude,
they court division, and will not be long before they reap the reward of
their unwisdom.
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In every cause due notice must be given of any unusual business, and it will
be at least courteous that this should be given to the pastor and officers. A
member ought to hesitate a long time before he proceeds contrary to the
judgment of the officers; and the Church should always have an
opportunity of considering whether or no the question to be submitted is
one which they care to discuss. The ordinary rules of public meetings are
the best guide for the chairman of a church-meeting, and should not be
disregarded.


Happy is the church which has no history but that of continued increase
and edification. When debates are among us they create discord, and there
is an end first to fellowship and next to usefulness. May the Holy Spirit
preserve us all in love and unity, and then the question before us will never
be raised.


THE BRIDGE OVER THE ROAD


LATELY riding through a pleasant country the road passed along a hollow
like a railway cutting, and overhead we observed a handsome bridge, by
which the person who owned the property on both sides had connected the
two portions of his garden. It was a simple but very convenient
arrangement, and must have been greatly useful to all frequenters of the
beautiful grounds. Time was when his friends could only perambulate half
the garden, and were cut off from other guests whom they could see in the
other portion of the grounds, which lay across the dividing chasm. So also
the fair domain of truth was in years past divided between Arminians and
Calvinists; the one traversed his own portion of truth and never went an
inch beyond, while the other marched up and down his own division of
doctrine and scowled over the great gulf at the opposite party. Both of
these in their walks frequently strayed out of the garden, but for the most
part they kept in it, and their great fault was that they dared not complete
the range of the entire domain. Many attempts at uniting the truths held in
common by both parties have been utter failures, because the projectors
attempted to effect their design by reasoning, and by speculating about a
middle term between divine sovereignty and human responsibility. At last,
faith threw a bridge over the road by teaching men that where two truths
are both revealed by inspiration they are equally to be believed, whether we
can see their consistency or no. God is true in all that he reveals, whether







172


the unity of his truth be apparent upon the surface, or lie concealed in
mystery. By means of this bridge believers can now range the whole
enclosure of gospel doctrine, and admire the wealth of the great Lord who
planned the paradise of truth, and intended the whole of it for the comfort
and enrichment of his friends. We are not now afraid of a truth because it is
peculiarly prominent in the creed of the Hyper-Calvinists, nor are we
alarmed at another Scriptural statement because it is most vigorously
taught by the Wesleyans; if the doctrine be the truth of God we receive it
with reverent faith, and if there be any other teachings of the Lord Jesus
which we have not yet received, we wait at his feet with childlike desire to
learn. To us truth is one and belongs to no party. By God’s help we would
walk with God through every glade of the garden of revelation, feeling as
safe in one part thereof as in another.


COMFORT FOR THOSE WHOSE PRAYERS ARE
FEEBLE


A BRIEF SERMON. BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Hide not thine ear at my breathing.” Lamentations 3:56.


YOUNG beginners in grace are very apt to compare themselves with
advanced disciples, and so to become discouraged; and tried saints fall into
the like habit. They see those of God’s people who are upon the mount,
enjoying the light of their Redeemer’s countenance, and, comparing their
own condition with the joy of the saints, they write bitter things against
themselves, and conclude that surely they are not the people of God. This
course is as foolish as though the lambs should suspect themselves not to
be of the flock because they are not sheep, or as though a sick man should
doubt his existence because he is not able to walk or run as a man in good
health. But since this evil habit is very common, it is our duty to seek after
the dispirited and cast-down ones, and comfort them. That is our errand in
this short discourse. We hear the Master’s words, “Comfort ye, comfort ye
my people,” and we will endeavor to obey them by his Spirit’s help.


Upon the matter of prayer many are dispirited because they cannot yet pray
as advanced believers do, or because during some peculiar crisis of their
spiritual history their prayers do not appear to them to be so fervent and
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acceptable as is the case with other Christians. Perhaps God may have a
message to some troubled ones in the present address, and may the Holy
Ghost apply it with power to such.


“Hid, not thy prayer at my breathing.” A singular description of prayer, is it
not? Frequently prayer is said to have a voice. ‘Tis so in this verse: “Thou
hast heard my voice.” Prayer has a melodious voice in the ear of our
heavenly Father. Frequently, too, prayer is expressed by a cry. It is so in
this verse, “hide not thine ear at my cry.” A cry is the natural, plaintive
utterance of sorrow, and has as much power to move the heart of God as a
babe’s cry to touch a mother’s tenderness. But there are times when we
cannot speak with the voice, nor even cry, and then a prayer may be
expressed by moan, or a groan, or a fear, “the heaving of a sigh, the falling
of a tear.” But, possibly, we may not even get so far as that, and may have
to say, like one of old “Like a crane do I chatter.” Our prayer, as heard by
others, may be a kind of irrational utterance. We may feel as if we moaned
like wounded beasts, rather than prayed like intelligent men; and we may
even fall below that, for in the text we have a kind of prayer which is less
than a moan or a sigh. It is called a breathing — “Hide not; thine ear at my
breathing. The man is too far gone for a glance of the eye, or the moaning
of the heart, he scarcely breathes, but that faint breath is prayer. Though
unuttered and unexpressed by any sounds which could reach human ear,
yet God hears the breathing of his servant’s soul and hides not his ear from
it.


We shall teach three or four lessons from the present use of the expression
“breathing.”


I. When we cannot pray as we would, it good to ray as we can. Bodily
weakness should never be urged by us as a reason for ceasing to pray; in
fact, no living child of God will ever think of such a thing. If I cannot rise
upon the knees of my body because I am so weak, my prayers from my bed
shall be on their knees, my heart shall be on its knees, and pray as
acceptably as aforetime. Instead of relaxing prayer because the body
suffers, true hearts, at such times, usually double their petitions. Like
Hezekiah, they turn their face to the wall that they may see no earthly
object, and then they look at the things invisible, and talk with the Most
High, ay, and often in a sweeter and more familiar manner than they did in
the days of their health and strength. If we are so faint that we can only lie
still and breathe, let every breath be prayer.
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Nor should a true Christian relax his prayer through mental difficulties, I
mean those perturbations which distract the mind and prevent the
concentration of our thoughts. Such ills will happen to us. Some of us are
often much depressed, and are frequently so tossed to and fro in mind, that
if prayer were an operation which required the faculties to be all at their
best, as in the working of abstruse mathematical problems, we should not
at such times be able to pray at all. But, O brethren! when the mind is very
heavy, then is not the time to give up praying but rather to redouble our
supplications. Our blessed Lord and Master was driven by distress of mind
into the most sad condition; he said, “ My soul is exceeding’ sorrowful
even unto death;” yet, he did not for that reason say, “I cannot pray,” but,
on the contrary, he sought the well-known shades of the olive grove, and
there unburdened his heavy heart, and poured out his soul like water before
the Lord. Never let us consider ourselves to be too ill or too distracted to
pray. A Christian ought never to be in such a state of mind that he feels
bound to say, “I do not feel that I could pray;” or, if he does let him pray
till he feels he can pray. Not to pray because you do not feel fit to pray, is
to say, “I will not take medicine because I am too ill.” Pray for prayer: pray
yourself, by the Spirit’s assistance, into a praying frame. It is good to strike
when the iron is hot, but some make cold iron hot by striking. We have
sometimes eaten till we have gained in appetite, let us pray till we pray.
God will help you in the pursuit of duty, not in the neglect of it.


The same is the case with regard to spiritual sicknesses. Sometimes it is not
merely the body or the mind which is affected, but our inner nature is dull,
stupid, lethargic, so that, when it is the time for prayer we do not feel the
spirit of prayer. Moreover, perhaps, our faith is flagging, and how shall we
pray when faith is so weak? Possibly, we are suspicious as to whether we
are the people of God at all, and we are molested by the recollection of our
shortcomings. Now the temptation will whisper, “Do not; pray just now —
your heart is not in a fit condition for it.” My dear brother, you will not
become fit for prayer by keeping away from the mercy-seat, but to lie
groaning or breathing at its foot is the best preparation for pleading before
the Lord. We are not to aim at a self-wrought preparation of our hearts
that we may come to God with them, but “the preparation of the heart in
man, and the answer of the tongue, are both from God.” If I feel myself
disinclined to pray, then is the time when I need to pray more than ever.
Possibly, when the soul leaps and exults in communion with God it might
more safely refrain from prayer than at those seasons when it drags heavily
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in devotion. Alas! my Lord, does my soul go wandering away from thee?
Then, come back my heart, I will drag thee back by force of grace, I will
not cease to cry till the Spirit of God has made thee return to thine
allegiance. What, my Christian brother, because thou feelest idle, is that a
reason why thou shouldst stay thine hand and not serve thy God? Nay, but
away with thine idleness, and resolutely bend thy soul to service. So under
a sense of prayerlessness be more intent on prayer. Repent that thou canst
not repent, groan that thou canst not groan, and pray until thou dost pray;
in so doing God will help thee. No, neither bodily, mental, nor spiritual
anguish must prevent our pouring out our soul before God, in breathing, if
in no better manner.


But it may be objected, that sometimes we are placed in great difficulty as
to circumstances, so that we may be excused from prayer. Brethren, there
are no circumstances in which we should cease to pray in some form or
other. “But I have so many cares.” Who among us has not? If we are never
to pray till all our cares are over; surely, then we shall either never pray at
all, or pray when we have no more need for it. What did Abraham do when
he offered sacrifice to God? It was evening when the patriarch slaughtered
the bullocks and laid them on the altar, and as the sun went down, certain
vultures and kites came hovering around, ready to pounce upon the
consecrated flesh. What did the patriarh then? “When the birds came down
upon the sacrifice Abraham drove them away.” So, must we ask grace to
drive our cares away from our devotions. That was a wise direction which
the prophet gave to the poor woman when the Lord was about to multiply
her oil. “Go, take the cruse,” he said, “pour out and fill the borrowed
vessels,” but what did he also say? “Shut the door upon thee.” If the door
had been open, some of her gossiping neighbors would have looked in and
said, “what are you doing? Do you really hope to fill all these jars out of
that little oil cruse? why, woman, you must be mad!” I am afraid she would
not have been able to perform that act of faith if the objectors had not been
shut out. It is a grand thing when the soul can bolt the doors against
distractions, and keep out those intruders; for then it is that prayer and
faith will perform their miracle, and our soul shall be filled with the blessing
of the Lord. Oh, for grace to overcome circumstances, and at least to
breathe out prayer, if we cannot reach to a more powerful form of it.


 Perhaps, however, you declare that your circumstances are more difficult
than I can imagine; for you are surrounded by those who mock you, and,
besides, Satan himself molests you. Ah! then, dear brother or sister, under
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such circumstances, instead of restraining prayer be ten times more
diligent. Your position is pre-eminently perilous, you cannot afford to live
away from the throne of grace, do not therefore attempt it. As to
threatened persecution, pray in defiance of it. Remember how Daniel
opened his window, and prayed to his God as he had done aforetime. Let
the God of Daniel be your God in the chamber, and he will be your God in
the lion’s den. As for the devil, be sure that nothing will drive him away
like prayer. That verse is correct which declares that


“Satan trembles when he sees
The weakest saint upon his knees.”


Whatever thy position, if thou canst not speak, cry; if thou canst not cry,
groan; if thou canst not groan, let it be “groanings that cannot be uttered;”
and, if thou canst not even rise to that, let thy prayer be at least breathing a
vital, sincere desire, the outpouring of thine inner life in the simplest and
weakest form, and God will accept it. In a word, when you cannot pray as
you would, take care to pray as you can.


II. But, now, a second word of instruction. It is clear from the text, from
many other passages of Scripture, and from general observation, that the
best of men have usually found the greatest fault with their own prayers;
— we find here Jeremiah calling his prayer a breathing. This arises from the
fact that they present living prayers in real earnest, and feel far more than
they can express. A mere formalist can always pray so as to please himself.
What has he to do but to pen his book and read the prescribed words, or
bow his knee and repeat such phrases as suggest themselves to his memory
or his fancy? Like the Tartarian Praying Machine, give but the wind and the
wheel, and the business is fully arranged. So much knee-bending and
talking, and the prayer is done. The formalist’s prayers are always good,
or, rather, always bad, alike. But the living child of God never offers a
prayer which pleases himself; his standard is above his attainments; he
wonders that God listens to him, and though he knows he will be heard for
Christ’s sake, yet he accounts it a wonderful instance of condescending
mercy that such poor prayers as his should ever reach the ears of the Lord
God of Sabbath.


If it be asked in what respect holy men find fault with their prayers; we
reply, that they complain of the narrowness of their desires. O God, thou
hast bidden me open my mouth wide, and thou wilt fill it, but I do not open
my mouth. Thou art ready to bestow great things upon me. But I am not
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ready to receive great things. I am straitened, but it is not in thee; I am
straitened in my own desires. Dear brethren, when we read of Hugh
Latimer on his knees perpetually crying out, “O God, give back the gospel
to England,” and sometimes praying so long that he could not rise, being
an aged man, and they had to lift him up from the prison-floor, and he
would still keep on crying, “O God, give back the gospel to poor
England;” we may well wonder that some of us do not pray in the same
way. The times are as bad as Latimer’s, and we have as good need to pray
as he had, “O God, drive away this popery once again, and give the gospel
to England.” Then, think of John Knox. Why, that man’s prayers were like
great armies for power, and he would wrestle all night with God that he
would kindle the light of the gospel in Scotland. He averred that he had
gained his desire, and I believe he had, and that the light which burns so
brightly in Scotland is much to be attributed to that man’s supplications.
We do not pray like these men; we have no heart to ask for great things. A
revival is waiting, the cloud is hovering ever England, and we do not know
how to bring it down. Oh, that God may find some true spirits who shall be
as conductors to bring down the fire divine. We want it much, but our poor
breathings — they do not come to much more — have no force, no
expansiveness, no great heartedness, no prevalence in them.


Then, how far we fail, in the matter of faith? We do not pray as if we
believed. Believing prayer is a grasping and a wrestling, but ours is a mere
puffing and blowing, a little breathing — not much more. God is true, and
we pray to him as if he were false. He means what he says, and we treat his
word as if it were spoken in jest. The master fault of our prayer is want of
faith!


How often do we lack earnestness? Such men as Luther had their will of
heaven because they would have it. God’s Spirit made them resolute in
intercession, and they would not come away from the mercyseat till their
suit was granted; but we are cold, and consequently feeble, and our poor,
poor prayers, both in the prayer-meeting and in the closet, and at the family
altar, languish and almost die.


How much, alas, is there of impurity of motive to mar our prayers? We ask
for revival, but we want our own Church to get the blessing that we may
have the credit of it. We pray God to bless our work, and it is because we
would wish to hear men say what good workers we are. The prayer is
good in itself, but our smutty fingers spoil it. Oh, that we could offer
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supplication as it should be offered! Blessed be God, there is One who can
wash our prayers for us; but truly our very tears need to be wept over, and
our prayers want praying over again. The best thing we ever do needs to be
washed in the fountain filled with blood, or God can only look upon it as a
sin.


Another fault good men see in their supplications is this, that they stand at
such a distance from God in praying — they do not draw near enough to
him. Are not some of you oppressed with a sense of the distance there is
between you and God? You know there is a God, and you believe he will
answer you, but it is not always that you come right up to him, even to his
feet, and, as it were, lay hold upon him and say, “O my Father, hearken to
the voice of thy chosen, and let the cry of the blood of thy Son come up
before thee.” Oh, for prayers which enter within the veil, and approach to
the mercy-seat. Oh, for petitioners who are familiar with the cherubim and
the brightness which shines between their wings. May God help us to pray
better. But this I feel sure of — you who plead most prevalently are just
those who will think the least of your own prayers, and be most grateful to
God that he deigns to listen to you, and most anxious that he would help
you to pray after a nobler sort.


III. A third lesson is this, — the power of prayer is not be measured by its
outward expression. A breathing is a prayer from which God does not hide
his ear. It is a great truth undoubtedly, and full of much comfort too, that
our prayers are not powerful in proportion to their expression, for if so the
Pharisee would have succeeded best, since he evidently had the most gifts.
I have no doubt if there had been a regular prayer-meeting, and the
Pharisee and the Publican had attended, we should have called on the
Pharisee to pray. I do not think the people of God would have enjoyed him
quite, nor have felt any kinship of spirit with him, and yet very naturally on
account of his gifts he would have taken upon himself to engage in public
devotion; or, if that Pharisee would not have done so, I have heard of other
Pharisees who would. No doubt the man’s spirit was bad, but then his
expression was good, he could put his oration so neatly and pour it out so
accurately. Let all men know that God does not care for that. The sigh of
the Publican reached his ear and won the blessing, but the goodly phrases
of the Pharisee were an abomination unto him. If our prayers were forcible,
according to their expression, then rhetoric would be more valuable than
grace, and a scholastic education would be better than sanctification. But,
it is not so. Some of us may be able to express ourselves very fluently from
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the force of natural gifts, but it should always be to us an anxious question
whether our prayer be a prayer which God will receive for we ought to
know, and must know by this time, that we often pray best when we
stammer and stutter, and we pray worst when words come rolling like a
torrent, one after another. God is not moved by words; they are but a noise
to him. He is only moved by the deep thought and the heaving emotion
which dwell in the innermost spirit. It were a sorry business; for you who
are poor, if God only heard us according to the beauty of our utterances;
for it may be that your education was so neglected, that there is no hope of
your ever being able to speak grammatically; and, besides, it may be from
your limited information that you could not use the phrases which sound so
well. But the Lord hears the poor, and the ignorant, and the needy; he
loves to hear their cry. What cares he for the grammar? it is the soul he
wants; and, if you cannot string three words of the Queen’s English
together correctly, yet, if your soul can breathe itself out before the most
High anyhow, if it be but warm, hearty, sincere, earnest petitioning, there is
power in your prayer, and none the less power in it because of its broken
words, nor would it be an advantage to you, so far as the Lord is
concerned, if those words were not broken, but were well composed.
Ought not this to comfort us, then? Even if we are gifted with expression,
we sometimes find that our power of utterance fails us. Under very heavy
grief a man cannot speak as he was wont to do. Circumstances can make
the most eloquent tongue grow slow of speech: it matters not, your prayer
is as good as it was before. You call upon God in public, and you sit down
and think that your confused prayer was of no service to the Church. You
know not what scales God weighs your prayers in — not by quantity but
by quality, not by the onward dress of verbiage, but by the inner soul and
the intense earnestness that was in it does he compute its value. Do you not
sometimes rise from your knees in your little room and say, “I do not think
I have prayed, I could not feel at home in prayer?” Nine times out of every
ten those prayers are most prevalent with God which we think are the least
acceptable, but when we glory in our prayer God will have nothing to do
with it. If you see any beauty in your own supplication God will not; for
you have; evidently been looking at your prayer and not at him. But, when
your soul sees so much his glory that she cries, “How shall I speak unto
thee — I that am but dust and ashes?” when she sees so much his goodness
that she is hampered in expression by the depth of her own humiliation, oh,
then it is that prayer is best. There may be more prayer in a groan than in
an entire liturgy; there may be more acceptable devotion in a tear that
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damps the floor of yonder pew, than in all the hymns we have sung, or in
all the supplications which we have uttered. It is not the outward, it is the
inward; it is not the lips, it is the heart which the Lord regards if you can
only breathe, still your prayer is accepted by the Most High.


I desire that this truth may come home to those of you who say, “I cannot
pray.” It is not true. If it were necessary that to pray you should talk for a
quarter of an hour together, or that you should say pretty things, why then
I would admit that you could not pray; but, if it is only to say from your
heart, “God be merciful to me a sinner;” ay, and if prayer is not saying
anything at all, but desiring, longing, crying for mercy, for pardon, for
salvation, no man may say “I cannot,” unless he be honest enough to add,
“I cannot because I will not; I love my sins too well, and have no faith in
Christ; I do not desire to be saved.” If you will to pray, O my hearer, you
can pray. He who gives the will joins the ability to it.


And oh! let me say, do not sleep this night until you have tried it. If you
feel a burden on your heart, tell the Lord of it. Now, cover your face and
speak with him. Even that you need not do, for I suppose Hannah did not
cover her face when Eli saw her lips move, and supposed that she was
drunken. Nay, your lips need not even move; your soul can now say, “Save
me, my God, convince me of sin, lead me to the cross; save me to-night; let
me not end another day as thine enemy; let me not go into the cares of
another week unabsolved, with thy wrath hanging over me like a thunder-
cloud. Save me, save me, O my God.” Such prayers, though utterly
wordless, shall not be powerless, but shall be heard in heaven.


IV. We will close with a fourth practical lesson, — feeble prayers are
heard in heaven. “Hide not thine ear at my breathing.” Nobody else can
hear a breathing, but God can and will hear it. The prophet used no
translatable language; but the Lord Jesus is an interpreter, one of a
thousand.


“He takes the meaning of his saints,
The language of their groans.”


Why is it that feeble prayers are understood of God and heard in heaven?
There are three reasons.


First. The feeblest prayer, if it be sincere, is written by the Holy Spirit upon
the heart, and God will always own the handwriting of the Holy Spirit.
Frequently certain kind friends from Scotland send me for the Orphanage
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some portions of what one of them called the other day “filthy lucre,” —
namely, dirty pound notes. Now these pound notes certainly look as if they
were of small value. Still, they bear the proper signature, and they pass well
enough, and I am very grateful for them. Many a prayer that is written on
the heart by the Holy Spirit seems written with faint ink, and, moreover, it
appears to be blotted and defiled by our imperfection; but the Holy Spirit
can always read his own handwriting. He knows his own notes, and when
he has issued a prayer he will not disown it. Therefore, the breathing which
the Holy Ghost works in us will be acceptable with God.


Moreover, God our ever blessed Father has a quick ear to hear the
breathing of any of his children. When a mother has a sick child, it is
marvelous how quick her ears become while attending it. Good woman, we
wonder she does not fall asleep. If you hired a nurse, it is ten to one she
would. But the dear child in the middle of the night does not need to cry
for water, or even speak; there is a little quick breathing — who will hear
it? No one would except the mother; but her ears are quick, for they are in
her child’s heart. So, if there is a heart in the world that longs for God,
God’s ear is already in that poor sinner’s heart. He will hear it. There is not
a good desire on earth but the Lord has heard it. I recollect when at one
time I was a little afraid to preach the Gospel to sinners as sinners, and yet
wanted to do so, I used to say, “If you have but a millionth part of a desire,
come to Christ.” I dare say more than that now, but at the same time I will
say that at once — if you have a millionth part of a desire, if you have only
a little breathing, if you desire to be reconciled, if you desire to be
pardoned, if you would be forgiven, if there is only half a good thought
formed in your soul, do not check it, do not stifle it and do not think that
God will reject it. Come with it. Oh, that you may be enabled to come to
Christ’s cross just now, even as you are, for God will hear even the
breathing of your soul.


And, then, there is another reason, namely, that the Lord Jesus Christ is
always ready to take the most imperfect prayer and perfect it for us. If our
prayers had to go up to heaven as they are, they would never succeed; but
they find a friend on the way, and therefore they prosper. A poor person
has a petition to be sent in to some government personage, and if he had to
write it himself it would puzzle all the officers in Downing-street to make
out what he meant; but he is wise enough to find out a friend who can
write, or he comes round to the minister, and says, “Sir, will you make this
petition right for me? Will you put it into good English, so that it can be
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presented?” And then the petition goes in a very different form. Even thus
the Lord Jesus Christ takes our poor prayers, fashions them over again,
and presents the petition with the addition of his own signature, and the
Lord sends us answers of peace.


And, once more. The feeblest prayer in the world is heard because it has
Christ’s seal to it. I mean, he puts his precious blood upon it, and wherever
God sees the blood of Jesus he must and will accept the desire which it
endorses. Go thou to Jesus, sinner, even if thou canst not pray, and let the
breathing of thy soul be, “Be merciful to me, wash me, cleanse me, save
me,” and it shall be done; for God will not hear your prayer so much as
hear his Son’s blood, “which speaketh better things than that of Abel.” A
louder voice than yours shall prevail for you, and your feeble breathings
shall come up to God covered over with the omnipotent pleadings of the
great High Priest who never asks in vain.


I have been aiming thus to comfort those distressed hearts who say they
cannot pray, but ere I close I must add, how inexcusable are those who,
knowing all this, continue prayerless, godless, and Christless. If there were
no mercy to be had, you could not be blamed for not having it. If there
were no Savior for sinners, a sinner might be excused for remaining in his
sin. But, there is a fountain, and it is open — why wash ye not in it? Mercy
is to be had “without money and without price” — it is to be had by asking
for it. Now, sometimes, poor men are shut up in the condemned cell to be
hanged, and suppose they could have a free pardon for the asking for it,
and they did not do it, who would pity them? God will give his blessing to
every soul who is moved to seek for it sincerely at his hands on this one
sole and alone condition — that that soul will trust in Jesus. And even that
is not a condition, for he gives repentance and faith, and enables sinners to
believe in his dear Son. Behold Christ crucified, the saddest and the
gladdest sight the sun ever beheld! Behold the eternal Son of God made
flesh, and bleeding out his life! A surpassing marvel of woe and love! A
look at him will save you. Though ye be on the borders of the grave and on
the brink of hell, by one look at Jesus crucified your guilt shall be canceled,
your debts for ever discharged before the throne of God, and yourselves
led into joy and peace. Oh, that you would give that look! Breathe the
prayer. “Lord, give me the faith of thine elect, and save me with a great
salvation.” Though it be only a breathing, yet, as the old Puritan says, when
God feels the breath of his child upon his face he smiles; and he will feel
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your breath and smile on you, and bless you. May he do so, for his name’s
sake. Amen.


TALK WITHOUT WORK


A TERRIBLE wreck happened some years ago off the coast of Tuscany. In
his report of the affair the Tuscan coastguard remarks, with evident
complacency, “I lent every possible help to the vessel with my speaking-
trumpet, but, nevertheless, many corpses were found upon the shore the
next morning.” What are words without deeds? You plead for the
destitute, but where is your guinea? You are eloquent for fallen women,
but what are you doing towards their rescue? You demand an educated
ministry, what institution are you aiding? You pity the widow and the
fatherless, to what orphanage do you contribute? Silence is most becoming
in those whose speech is not illustrated by suitable action.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE 1, 1872.


FAITH


AN ADDRESS BY C. H. SPURGEON, DELIVERED AT THE
CONFERENCE OF MINISTERS AND STUDENTS EDUCATED AT


THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE, ON TUESDAY, APRIL 16TH, 1872.


NOW that the time has come for me to address you, my beloved brethren,
may God himself speak through me to you!


 The subject which I have selected for this address is FAITH. As believers in
Jesus we are all of us of the pedigree of faith. Two lines of descent claim
the covenant heritage. There is the line of nature, human efforts and works,
headed by Ishmael, the son of Hagar. We own no kindred there. We know
that the highest position to which the child of the flesh can attain will only
end in “Cast out the bondwoman and her son, for the son of the
bondwoman shall not be heir with my son, even with Isaac.” We, brethren,
are children of the promise, born not after the flesh, nor according to the
energy of nature, but by the power of God. We trace our new birth not to
blood, or the will of the flesh, or the will of man, but to God alone. We
owe our conversion neither to the reasoning of the logician, nor to the
eloquence of the orator, neither to our natural betterness, nor to our
personal efforts we are as Isaac was, the children of God’s power
according to the promise. Now, to us the covenant belongs, for it has been
decided and the apostle has declared the decision. in the name of God —
“that to Abraham and his seed were the promises made. He saith not, and
to seeds, as of many; but as of one, and to thy seed, which is Christ.”


“And if ye be Christ’s, then are ye Abraham’s seed, and heirs
according to the promise.” — Galatians 3:16, 29.


We are altogether saved by faith. The brightest day which dawned upon us
was the day in which we first “looked unto him and were lightened.” It was
all dark till faith beheld the Sun of Righteousness. The dawn of faith was to
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us the morning of life; by faith only we began to live. We have since then
walked by faith. Whenever we have been tempted to step aside from the
path of faith, we have been like the foolish Galatians, and we have smarted
for our folly. I trust we have not “suffered so many things in vain.” —
Galatians 3:4. We began in the Spirit and if we have sought to be made
perfect in the flesh we have soon discovered ourselves to be sailing upon
the wrong tack, and nearing sunken rocks. “The just shall live by faith,” is a
truth which has worked itself out in our experience, for often and often
have we felt that in any other course death stares us in the face; and,
therefore, “we through the Spirit wait for the hope of righteousness by
faith.” — Galatians 5:5.


Now. brethren, as our pedigree is of faith, and our claim to the privileges
of the covenant is of faith, and our life in its beginning and continuance is
all of faith, so may I boldly say that our ministry is of faith too. We are
heralds to the sons of men, not of the law of Sinai but of the love of
Calvary. We come to them not with the command, “This do, and thou shalt
live,” but with he message, “Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt
be saved.” Ours is the ministry of gracious faith, and is not after man, nor
according to the law of a carnal commandment. We preach not man’s merit
but Christ crucified.


The object of our preaching, as well as its doctrine, is faith; for we reckon
that we have done nothing for sinners until, by the power of the Holy
Ghost, we bring them to faith; and we only reckon that our preaching is
useful to saints as we see them increase in faith. As faith is in our hand the
power with which we sow, and as the seed we sow is received by us by
faith and steeped in faith, so the harvest for which we look is to see faith
springing up in the furrows of men’s hearts to the praise and glory of God.


Interwoven, therefore, with our entire spiritual life, and with all our
ministerial work, is the doctrine and grace of faith; and, therefore, we must
be very clear upon it — that is a small business, we must be very strong in
it, — that is the great matter. On that topic I will speak to you, praying
earnestly that we may every one of us be strong in faith, giving glory to
God, “being men full of faith and of the Holy Ghost.”


Our work especially requires faith. If we fail in faith we had better not have
undertaken it; and, unless we obtain faith commensurate with the service
we shall soon grow weary of it. It is proven by all observation that success
in the Lord’s service is very generally in proportion to faith. It certainly is
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not in proportion to ability, nor does it always run parallel with a kind of
zeal; but it is invariably according to the measure of faith, for this is a law
of the kingdom without exception, “According to thy faith be it done unto
thee.” It is essential, then, that we should have faith to be useful, and that
we should have great faith if we are to be greatly useful. For many other
reasons besides usefulness — namely, even for our being able to hold our
own against the enemies of the truth, and for ability to stand against the
temptations which surround our office — it is imperative upon us that we
should have abundant confidence in the living God. We, above all men,
need the mountain-moving faith, which, in the old time, obtained promises,
stopped the mouths of lions, subdued kingdoms, and wrought
righteousness.


One of the brethren observed at last night’s meeting that I confirmed you in
the habit of saying, firstly, secondly, and thirdly. I must plead guilty to the
charge and follow the same method still, for I judge it to be no fault, but a
practice helpful to the speaker in the arrangement and recollection of his
thoughts, and profitable to the hearer in the remembrance of the sermon.
We may risk being formal when to be formal is to be useful. Though not to
be slavishly followed, the custom of announcing divisions in a discourse
may be generally maintained, and we will maintain it, at any rate, to-day.


I. I mean first to speak concerning faith under the head of this question, —
WHEREIN AND UPON WHAT MATTERS HAVE WE, AS MINISTERS, FAITH,
OR GREAT NEED OF IT?


First, we have faith in God. We believe “that God is, and that he is the
rewarder of them that diligently seek him.” We do not believe in the
powers of nature operating of themselves apart from constant emanations
of power from the Great and Mighty One, who is the sustainer as well as
the creator of all things. Far be it from us to banish God from his own
universe. Neither do we believe in a merely nominal deity as those do who
make all things to be God, for we conceive pantheism to be only another
form of atheism. We know the Lord as a distinct personal existence, a real
God, infinitely more real than the things which are seen and handled, more
real even than ourselves, for we are but shadows, he alone is the I AM,
abiding the same for ever and ever. We believe in a God of purposes and
plans, who has not left a blind fate to tyrannize over the world, much less
an aimless chance to rock it to and fro. We are not fatalists, neither are we
doubters of providence and predestination. We are believers in a God who
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orders all things according to he counsel of his own will. We do not
conceive of the Lord as having gone away from the world and left it and
the inhabitants thereof to themselves we believe in him as continually
presiding in all the affairs of life. We by faith perceive the hand of the Lord
giving to every blade of grass its own drop of dew, and to every young
raven its meat. We see the present power of God in the flight of every
sparrow, and hear his goodness in the song of every lark. We believe that
the earth is the Lord’s and the fullness thereof, and we go forth into it, not
as into the domains of Satan where light comes not, nor into a chaos where
rule is unknown, nor into a boiling sea where fate’s resistless billows
shipwreck mortals at their will; but we walk boldly on, having God within
us, and around us, living and moving and having our bearing in him, and so
by faith we dwell in a temple of providence and grace wherein everything
doth speak of his glory. We believe in a present God wherever we may be,
and a working and operating God accomplishing his own purposes
steadfastly and surely in all matters, places, and times; working out his
designs as much in what seemeth evil as in that which is manifestly good; in
all things driving oft in his eternal chariot towards the goal which infinite
wisdom has chosen, never slackening his pace or drawing the rein, but for
ever, according to the eternal strength that is in him, speeding forward
without pause. We believe in this God as being faithful to everything that
he has spoken, a God that can neither lie nor change. The God of Abraham
is the God of our Lord Jesus Christ, and he is our God this day. We do not
believe in the ever-shifting views of the divine Being which differing
philosophies are adopting; the God of the Hebrews is our God. Jehovah,
Jah, the Mighty One, the covenant God, is our God for ever and ever; he
shall be our guide even unto death.


Whether we be fools or not thus to believe in God the world shall know
one day, and. whether it be more reasonable to believe in nature, or in
powers that operate of themselves, or to believe in nothing, than it is to
believe in a self-existent Being, we shall leave eternity to decide.
Meanwhile, to us faith in God is not only a necessity of reason, but the fruit
of a child-like instinct which tarries not to justify itself by arguments, being
born in us with our regenerate nature itself.


Next to, this, our faith most earnestly and intensely fixes itself upon the
Christ of God. We trust in Jesus; we believe all that inspired history saith
of him; not making a myth of him, or his life, but taking it as a matter of
fact that God dwelt in very deed among men in human flesh, and that an
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atonement was really and truly offered by the incarnate God upon the cross
of Calvary. Yet the Lord Jesus Christ to us is not alone a Savior of the
past. We believe that he has “ascended up on high, leading captivity
captive,” and that he “ever liveth to make intercession for us” I saw in the
cathedral at Turin a very remarkable sight, namely, the pretended
graveclothes of the Lord Jesus Christ, which are devoutly worshipped by
crowds of Romanists. I could not help observing as I gazed upon these
relics, that the ensigns of the death of Christ were all of him that the
Romish church possessed. They may well show the true cross, for they
crucify him afresh; they may well pray in his sepulcher, for he is not there,
or in their church and they may well claim his graveclothes, for they know
only a dead Christ. But, beloved brethren, our Christ is not dead, neither
has he fallen asleep, he still walks among the golden candlesticks, and holds
the stars in his right hand.


Our faith in Jesus is most real. We believe in those dear wounds as we
believe in nothing else; there is no fact so sure to us as that he was slain,
and has redeemed us to God by his blood. We believe in the brightness of
his glory; for nothing seems to us so necessarily true as that he who was
obedient unto death should as his due reward be crowned with glory and
honor. For this reason, also, we believe in a real Christ yet to come a
second time in like manner as he went up into heaven; and, though we may
not inquire minutely into times and seasons, yet we are looking for and
hasting unto the coming of the Son of Man; at which time we expect the
manifestation of the sons of God, and the rising of their bodies from the
tomb. Christ Jesus is no fiction to us: —


“While Jews on their own law rely,
And Greeks of wisdom boast,
We love th’ incarnate mystery,


And there we fix our trust.”


Beloved, we have an equal confidence in the Holy Spirit. We unfeignedly
believe in his deity and personality. We speak of his influences because he
has influences, but we do not forget that he is a person from whom those
influences stream; we believe in his offices, for he has offices, but we
rejoice in the person who fills them and makes them effectual for our good.
Devoutly would each one of us say, “I believe in the Holy Ghost.” Yet, my
brethren, do you believe in the Holy Ghost? “Yes,” say you unanimously,
spontaneously, and emphatically; “Yes,” say I also but, be not grieved if I
ask you yet again if you verily and indeed believe in him; for there is a
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believing and a believing. There is a believing, which I have concerning a
man, for which I may have but slender grounds, and upon which I would
not risk a single penny of my substance: but it is another form of believing
in a man when I feel that I could trust my very life with him, being assured
that he would be true to me, and prove both an able and willing helper.
Have we such a reliance upon the Holy Ghost? Do we believe that at this
moment he could clothe us with power, even as he did the apostles at
Pentecost? Do we believe that, under our preaching, by his energy a
thousand might be born in a day? If we all so believe we are happy to be in
such an assembly, for the majority of Christians, if under one sermon even
a dozen persons were to cry out, “What must we do to be saved?” would
exclaim exactly as the unbelieving Jews did, “These men are drunken with
new wine.” They would condemn the whole transaction as the result of
dangerous excitement; they could never imagine it to be of the Lord. For
this reason I mournfully conclude that there is not such a belief in the Holy
Ghost in the church as there ought to be; and yet, as certainly as we hear
the voice which saith, “Power belongeth unto God,” as surely as we hear
the divine voice of the Son, saying, “Ye believe in God, believe also in
me;” so truly does the third person of the blessed Trinity claim our loving
confidence, and woe unto us if we vex him by our unbelief. When we have
a full faith in the Triune God, then shall we be “strong in the Lord and in
the power of his might.”


Farther than this, dear brethren, you and I believe in the doctrines of the
gospel. We have received the certainties of revealed truth. These are things
which are verily believed among us. We do not bow down before men’s
theories of truth, nor do we admit that theology consists in “views” and
“opinions.” We declare that there are certain verities, essential, abiding,
eternal, from which it is ruinous to swerve. I am deeply grieved to hear so
many ministers talk as if the faith were a variable quantity, a matter of daily
formation, a nose of wax to be constantly reshaped, a cloud driven by the
wind. So do not I believe! I have been charged with being a mere echo of
the Puritans, but I had rather be the echo of truth, than the voice of
falsehood. It may be want of intellect which prevents our departing from
the good old way, but event this is better than want of grace, which lies at
the bottom of men’s perpetual chopping, and changing of their beliefs. Rest
assured that there is nothing new in theology except that which is false; and
that the facts, of theology are to-day what they were eighteen hundred
years ago. But in these days, the self-styled “men of progress” who
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commenced with preaching the gospel degenerate as they advance, and
their divinity, like the snail, melts as it proceeds; I hope it will never be so
with any of us. I have likened the career of certain divines to the journey of
a Roman wine cask from the vineyard to the city. It starts from the wine-
press as the pure juice of the grape, but at the first halting-place the drivers
of the cart must needs quench their thirst, and when they come to a
fountain they substitute water for what they have drank. In the new village
there are numbers of lovers of wine who beg or buy a little, and the
discreet carrier dilutes again. The watering is repeated, till, on its entrance
into Rome, the fluid is remarkably different from that which originally
started from the vineyard. There is a way of doctoring the gospel in much
the same manner. A little truth is given up, and then a little more, and men
fill up the vacuum with opinions, inferences, speculations, and dreams, till
their wine is mixed with water, and the water none of the best. Many
preachers — and I speak it with sorrow — have built a tower of
theological speculations, upon which they sit like Nero, fiddling the tune of
their own philosophy while the world is burning with sin and misery. They
are playing with the toys of speculation while men’s souls are being lost.
Much of human wisdom is a mere coverlet for the absence of vital
godliness. I went into railway carriages of the first class in Italy which were
lined with very pretty crochet-work, and I thought the voyagers highly
honored, since no doubt some delicate fingers had sumptuously furnished
the cars for them. The crochet work was simply put on to cover the grease
and dirt of the cloth. A great deal that is now preached of very pretty
sentimentalism and religiousness is a mere crochet-work covering for
detestable heresies long since disproved, which dared not appear again
without a disguise for their hideousness. With words of human wisdom and
speculations of their own invention men disguise falsehood and deceive
many. Be it ours to give to the people what God gives to us. Be ye each of
you as Micaiah, who declared: “As the Lord liveth, what soever the Lord
saith unto me that will I speak.” If it be folly to keep to what we find in
Scripture, and if it be madness to believe in verbal inspiration, we purpose
to remain fools to the end of the chapter, and hope to be among the foolish
things which God has chosen.


Brethren, our faith also, resting upon the doctrines of the gospel and upon
the God of the gospel, embraces the power of prayer. We believe in the
prevalence of supplication. I am afraid this is going out of fashion in the so-
called Christian world. The theory of some is that prayer is useful to
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ourselves, but that it cannot be operative upon God; and much is said
about the impossibility of the divine purposes being changed, and the utter
unlikelihood of a finite being affecting God by his cries. We also hold that
the purposes of God are not changed, but what if prayer be a part of his
purpose, and what if he ordains that his people should pray when he
intends to give them blessings? Prayer is one of the necessary wheels of the
machinery of providence. The offering of prayer is as operative in the
affairs of the world and the production of events, as the rise of dynasties or
the fall of nations. We believe that God in very truth hearkens to the voices
of men. For my own part, if any one should, say to me now, “God does not
hear prayer; such a notion is a piece of superstition,” I should reply to him,
‘Nay, sir’, but with you I have no argument at all. The whole question is a
personal one which concerns my own character, — am I an honest man or
no? If I am a truth-speaking person, my testimony is worth receiving; and I
solemnly declare that the Lord has heard my prayers scores and hundreds
of times, and that these answers have come so often and so singularly that
they could not have been coincidences.” I should not argue beyond this
point, — “Unless you are prepared to make me a liar, you are as much
bound to believe facts which I have witnessed, as I am to believe anything
which you solemnly assert.” Brethren, we ought not always to profess our
ability to prove scriptural truths to ungodly men, for many of them lie out
of the region of their understanding. I should not try to prove to a blind
man that the grass is green and the sky blue, because he can have no idea
of the proposition which I am proving. Argument in such a case is folly on
both sides. To us, at any rate, prayer is no vain thing. We go to our
chambers alone, believing that we are transacting high and real business
when we pray. We do not bow the knee merely because it is a duty, and a
commendable spiritual exercise; but because we believe that into the ear of
the eternal God we speak our wants, and that his ear is linked with a heart
feeling for us and a hand working on our behalf. To us true prayer is true
power.


One other point, which I believe is essential to a minister’s faith, is that we
believe in our own commission to preach the gospel. If any brother here is
not assured of his call to the ministry, let him wait till he is sure of it. He
who doubts as to whether he is sent of God goes hesitatingly, but he who
is certain of his call from above demands, and commands an audience; he
does not apologize for his existence, or for his utterances, but he quits
himself as a man, and speaks God’s truth in the name of the Lord. He has a
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message to deliver which he must deliver, for woe is unto him unless he
preaches the gospel. In the face of the Ritualists who boast that they alone
have the apostolical succession, we declare that ours is the true
commission, and that their claim is false. We are not afraid to submit our
claims to the test which the Lord himself has appointed, — “By their fruits
shall ye know them.” We believe that God has anointed us to preach the
gospel, and we do preach it, but who will testify that these priests even so
much as know the gospel? Under our word the Spirit of God regenerates
man, but he does not so through these pretenders; for they do not even
comprehend what regeneration is, but confound it with a ceremonial
aspersion. Our gospel satisfies the heart, renews the nature, comforts the
soul; but can these pretenders do so with their enchantments? If they be
apostles, let them show us their signs. We claim to be he Lord’s ministers,
and our epistles of commendation are written upon many hearts.


Now, having detailed the great points of faith, let me say, brethren, we
believe, hence, on account of all this, that, notwithstanding the slenderness
of our stores, the Great Shepherd of the sheep will grant us an all-
sufficiency with which to feed his people. Believing in God All-sufficient,
we expect to see our loaves and fishes multiplied; consequently, we do not
lay by in store, but deal out at this present all that we have. I saw in Rome
a fountain, which represented a man holding a barrel, out of which a
copious stream of water was perpetually running. There was never much at
once in that marble barrel, and yet it has continued to yield a stream for
four or five hundred years. So let us pour forth from our very soul all that
the Lord imparts to us. For twenty years and more I have told out all I
know, and have run dry every time, and yet my heart still bubbles up with a
good matter. I know good brethren in the ministry who are comparable to
the great tun of Heidelberg for capacity, and yet the people do not receive
so much gospel truth from them as from preachers of very inferior capacity
who have formed the habit of giving out all they have. We believe that the
Spirit of God will be in us a well of water springing up unto everlasting
life, and we speak upon that theory. We do not expect to have much goods
laid up for many years, but as we live by daily bread, so upon continually
new supplies do we feed our people. Away with the musty, worm-breeding
stores of old manna, and let us look up day by day for a fresh supply.


Brethren, our faith discerns upon our side unseen agency. While we are at
work God is at work. We do not reckon that the forces engaged upon our
side are confined to the pulpit; we know that all the week long God is by
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care, and affliction, and trouble, and sometimes by joy and consolation
making the people ready to receive what he has charged us to teach. We
look upon our congregations, and perhaps are ready to cry in our unbelief,
“Master, what shall we do?” but our eyes are opened, and we see horses of
fire, and chariots of fire round about the prophet of the Lord; mysterious
agencies are co-operating with the ministry of grace. When the Mount
Cenis Tunnel was being made, a party of engineers worked from the Italian
side for six years, and expected at the end of that period to see an open
roadway through the mountain, They knew that the work would take, at
the rate they were going, twelve years at least, and yet they knew it would
be completed in six years, because there was another party on the French
side working to meet them; and, accordingly, in due time they met to an
inch. I cannot understand these miracles of engineering, and do not know
how two tunneling parties manage to meet each other in the heart of an
Alp; neither do I know how the Lord’s work in men’s consciences will fit
in with mine, but I am quite sure it will, and, therefore, in faith I go on
working with all my might.


Faith leads us to believe in difficulties as overruled to promote success.
Because we believe in God, and in his Holy Spirit, we believe that
difficulties will be greatly sanctified, and that they are only placed before us
as stepping-stones to grander results. We believe in defeats, my brethren;
we believe in going back with the banner trailed in the mire, persuaded that
this may be the surest way to lasting triumph. We believe in waiting,
weeping, and agonizing; we believe in a non-success which prepares us for
doing greater and higher work, for which we should not have been fitted
unless anguish had sharpened our soul. We believe in our infirmities, and
even glory in them; we thank God that we are not so eloquent as we could
wish to be, and have not all the abilities we might desire, because now we
know that “the excellency of the power shall be of God and not of us.”
Faith enables us so to rejoice in the Lord that our infirmities become
platforms for the display of his grace. Brethren, we believe that our
enemies shall, in God’s hands, subserve our highest interests; they are
yoked to the ear of God. Perhaps, of all the powers which effect the divine
purposes in the world, none does more than the devil himself. He is but a
scullion in the Eternal’s kitchen; he unwillingly performs much work to
which the Lord would not put his children, work which is just as needful as
that which seraphim perform. Believe not that evil is a rival power of equal
potency with the good God. No, sin and death are, like the Gibeonites,
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hewers of wood and drawers of water for the divine purposes; and, though
they know it not, when the Lord’s enemies rave and rage most they fulfill
the eternal purposes to the praise of the glory of his wisdom and grace.


Brethren, we believe in the gospel, as God’s power to save. We know that
for every case of spiritual sickness we have a cure; we need not say to any
man, “We have no good news from God for you.” We believe that there is
a way of getting at all hearts. There is a joint in every sinner’s harness,
though he be an Ahab, and we may draw the bow hopefully, praying the
Lord to direct the arrow through it. If we believe in God nothing can be
too hard or too heavy for us. If I believe only in myself I feel that a
hardened sinner may refuse to listen to my reasoning, and may not be
moved by my affectionate address; but, if I believe in the Holy Ghost, I feel
that he can win a hearing and carry conviction to the conscience. We
believe, brethren, in the power of truth. We do not expect truth to be loved
by mankind; we do not expect the gospel to become popular amongst the
great and the learned, for we remember that word, “not many great men
after the flesh, not many mighty are chosen;” but, we do not believe that
the Gospel has become decrepit through old age. When the foolish wise
men of this age sneer at the old gospel, they render an unconscious homage
to its power. We do not believe that our grand castle and defense has
tottered and fallen to the ground, because men say it is so. We recollect
Rabshakeh, and how he reviled the Lord, and how, nevertheless, it is said,
“he shall not come against the city, nor shoot an arrow there, by the way
that he came, by the same shall he return.” We have seen enough
philosophies go back “to the vile dust from whence they sprung,” to know
that the race is of the order of Jonah’s gourd. We, therefore, in confidence
wait, and in patience bide our time. We are sure of victory ere long. If our
gospel be true it will come to the front yet, and God will work for us;
therefore, are we steadfast, unmovable, always abounding in the work of
the Lord. If we do not see souls saved to-day or to-morrow we will work
on. Ours is not the work of Sisyphus rolling up hill a stone which will
rebound upon us, nor that of the daughters of Danaus who sought to fill a
bottomless vessel. Our work may no more appear than the structures
which the coral insects are building below the blue waves of the southern
sea; but the reef is rising, far down the foundation of the massive structure
is laid, and its walls are climbing to the surface. We are laboring for
eternity, and we count not our work by each day’s advance as men
measure theirs it is God’s work, and must be measured by his standard. Be







195


assured that, when time, and things created, and things that oppose
themselves to the Lord’s truth shall all be gone, every earnest sermon and
every importunate prayer offered, and every form of Christian service
honestly rendered shall remain embedded in the mighty structure which
God from all eternity has resolved to raise to his own honor.


II. Thus I nave recapitulated the subjects of our faith. Now, brethren, our
second head will be, WHAT WORKETH OUR FAITH IN US?


It works in us, first, a glorious independence of man. We are glad of
earnest helpers but, we can do without them. We are grateful for our good
deacons but we dare not make flesh our arm. We are very glad if God
raises up brethren in other churches who will fraternize with us but we do
not lean upon them. The man who believes in God, and believes in Christ,
and believes in the Holy Ghost, will stay himself in the Lord alone. He does
not wish to be solitary, yet can he singly contend for his Master, and when
he has most of human helps he sedulously endeavors still to wait only upon
God. If you lean upon the helpers when you have them, it may be you will
realize the terrible meaning of this word, “Cursed is the man that trusteth in
man and maketh flesh his arm.” As the apostle saith, it remains with them
that have wives to be as though they had not, so we may say that it
remaineth to us who have zealous helpers to be as though we had them
not, and to let our confidence in God be as simple, and our own selves as
free of all carnal confidence, as if we stood like Athanasius against the
world, and had not one to speak us a good word or bear a portion of our
burden. God alone suffices to bear up yon unpillared firmament. He alone
balances the clouds and upbeats them in the heavens. He kindles the lamps
of night, and gives the sun his flames of fire. God alone is sufficient for us,
and in his might we shall achieve the purpose of our being.


This faith gives us courage under all circumstances. When young Nelson
came home from a birds-nesting expedition, his aunt chided him for being
out so far into the night, and remarked, “I wonder fear did not make you
come home.” “Fear,” said Nelson, “I don’t know him.” Fit speech for a
believer when working for God. “Fear? I do not know it. What does it
mean?” The Lord is on our side. Whom shall we fear? “If God be for us,
who can be against us?” A minister stands trembling in the presence of a
learned schoolmaster, who, with twenty school boys, makes an important
item in a village congregation — is that a consistent condition of heart for
a prophet of the Lord? A preacher is all on a quiver because a person with







196


a white cravat under the gallery looks like a minister, and probably is a
London divine who is staying in the neighborhood for his health. Is that
trembling preacher a man? I say a man! I will not ask, is he a man of God?
If you have something to say of your own, my dear friend, do not try to say
it when those learned people are present who can speak so much better;
but, if God has something to say through you, he knows which trumpet is
most fit for him to use; and what maters it to you who may or may not be
listening? Dare you play the coward in the presence of God? No. The
conviction that you have a commission from God, and that the Spirit of the
Lord is upon you, will make you very bold. Faith in God will cause us to
honor our calling so much that we dare not disgrace it by cowardice.


True faith in God will make us abundant in good works. The eleventh of
Hebrews is a chapter dedicated to the glorification of faith; but, if I assert
that it records the good works of the saints, can anybody contradict me? Is
it not as much a record of works as of faith? Ay, verily, because where
there is much faith there shall surely ere long be abundant good works. I
have no notion of that faith which does not produce good works, especially
in the preacher. I question whether, as channels for damnation, Satan has
upon earth more apt instruments for breeding infidelity and for causing
men to regard the gospel with contempt, than those who profess to believe
the gospel and then act as though the belief were a matter of no
consequence whatsoever. Those philanthropists who are always telling
what ought to be done and who do nothing — what is their faith, and what
is their philanthropy? To what shall I liken it? It reminds me of a
shipwreck, off the Tuscan coast some years ago. The Tuscan coastguard
reported to his government that there had been a lamentable shipwreck on
the coast, and he said, “Notwithstanding that I lent to the crew on board
the ship every assistant possible by means of my speaking trumpet, I regret
to say that a number of bodies were washed upon the shore next morning,
dead.” Very wonderful, was it not! And yet this is the kind of assistance
which many who profess the faith have lent to the people. They have
yielded them the assistance of rhetoric, flowers of speech, and poetical
quotations, and yet men have persisted in impenitence. There has been no
real care for souls. The sermon was preached but the people were not
prayed for in secret. The people were not hunted for as men search for
precious things. They were not wept over; they were not in very deed
cared about. After all it was the speaking-trumpet’s help and nothing else.
But our faith makes us abundant in good works. May I say to you, if you
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are doing all you possibly can for Christ, endeavor to do yet more. I
believe a Christian man is generally right when he is doing more than he
can; and when he goes still further beyond that point, he will be even more
nearly right. There are scarcely any bounds to the possibilities of service.
Many a man who now is doing little might, with the same exertion, do
twice as much by wise arrangement and courageous enterprise. For
instance, in our country towns, a sermon delivered on the village green
would, in all probability, be worth twenty sermons preached in the chapel;
and, in London, a sermon delivered to a crowd in a public hall or theater
may accomplish ten times as much good as if it had fallen on the
accustomed ears of our regular auditors. We need, like the apostles, to
launch out into the deep, or our nets will never enclose a great multitude of
fishes. If we had but the pluck to come out of our hiding-places and face
the foe, we should soon achieve immense success. We need far more faith
in the Holy Ghost,. He will bless us if we cast ourselves entirely upon him.


Faith in God enables many of you, I know right well, to bear much
hardship, and exercise much self-denial, and yet to persevere in your
ministry. My heart rejoices over the many brethren here whom God has
made winners of souls; and I may add that I am firmly persuaded
concerning many here present that the privations they have undergone, and
the zeal they have shown in the service of their Lord, though unrewarded
by any outward success, are a sweet Savior unto God. True faith makes a
man feel that is sweet to be a living sacrifice unto God. Only faith could
keep us in the ministry, for ours is not a vocation which brings with it
golden pay; it is not a calling which men would follow who desire honor
and rank. We have all kinds of evils to endure, evils as numerous as those
which Paul included in his famous catalogue of trials; and, I may add, we
have one peril which he does not mention, namely, the perils of
churchmeetings, which are probably worse than perils of robbers.
Underpaid and undervalued, without books and without congenial
associates, many a rural preacher of the gospel would die of a broken
heart, did not his faith gird him with strength from on high.


Well, brethren, to sum up a great many things in one, faith is to us a great
enlargement of our souls. Men who are morbidly anxious to possess a self-
consistent creed, a creed which will put together and form a square like a
Chinese puzzle, — are very apt to narrow their souls. Fancying that all
truth can be comprehended in half-a-dozen formulae, they reject as
worthless every doctrinal statement which cannot be so comprehended.
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Those who will only believe what they can reconcile will necessarily
disbelieve much of divine revelation. They are, without knowing it,
following the lead of the rationalists. Those who receive by faith anything
which they find in the Bible will receive two things, twenty things, ay, or
twenty thousand things, though they cannot construct a theory which
harmonizes them all. That process of theory making is an expensive folly,
the invention of middle terms is a waste of ingenuity; it were far better to
believe the truths and leave the Lord to show their consistency.


Those who believe firmly are, moreover, the men who are strong for
service. Have you ever seen the famous statue of the boy sitting down and
picking a thorn out of his foot? I saw him twenty years ago and I saw him
the other day, and he was still extracting the little tormentor. I have known
brethren of the same order; they are always picking thorns out of their feet,
they have a doubt about this, and a scruple, about that; but the man who
says, “I know whom I have believed, I know what I have experienced” —
he is the man who can run upon the Lord’s errands.


Faith is our refreshment. Our faith in God relieves us of our weariness.
Even natural fatigue is sometimes overcome by faith. Certainly faintness of
spirit needs no better restorative than reliance upon God. Close to the
Coliseum there stands the ruin of an ancient fountain and bath called the
Meta Sudans. Here came the gladiators who had escaped with life the
struggles of the amphitheater covered with blood, and begrimed with sweat
and dust from the arena, they plunged into the bath and felt delicious
refreshment. Faith in God is just such a laver to our hearts.


III. My concluding word shall be, WHAT SAITH OUR FAITH TO US THIS


MORNING? It claims to be well founded. I put it to you, brethren, in very
simple words. Is the living God worth trusting? Does Omnipotence deserve
that you should lean upon it? Does Omniscience warrant you in believing
it? Does Immutability justify you in depending upon it? Why, if I were to
bring here the best man of woman born whose name should be to you the
synonym for virtue, and if I were to advise that you should trust him with
your lives, I must speak with bated breath, for who, shall trust in man? Ay,
and if there stood here Gabriel, the angelic messenger of God, and he
should tell us that he would zealously defend us, might hesitate ere I said
to you, “O sons of men, rest in cherubic strength, and rely on seraphic
zeal.” But, when I speak of the Father, the Incarnate Son, the everblessed
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Spirit, who shall venture to hint a limit to our trust in God? What logician
shall accuse us of folly in confiding in such a One?


The older I grow (and Mr. Rogers, who is still older, will agree with me I
am sure) I feel more and more sure of the things I believe, not merely (as
some would insinuate) because I get into the habit of saying them, and
therefore think I believe them, but because they tally with my soul’s best
experience. I read occasionally some of those productions of genius which
are associated with the frothy religion of modern thought, but, when my
body is sick or I am depressed in spirit, nothing suits my case but the
gospel of our fathers, the very truth of God. Now, I believe that the
doctrine which a man’s innermost experience confirms to him in the day of
trial, and in the day when he is nearest to God, is to him, at any rate, the
very truth itself and worthy of his credence.


I never feel when I meet with intellectual men, who look down upon me as
a mere preacher of platitudes, that they have any right to do so. To them I
give place by subjection, no, not for an hour. I have rather to check a
propensity to look down on them than to subdue any feeling of inferiority.
To us the truths of the gospel are absolute certainties for which we do not
crave tolerance, but to which we demand submission. If any shall brand us
with epithets, such as bigot, vulgar dogmatist, or mere echo of departed
Puritanism, and all these are used, we will only reply, “You may use what
opprobrious titles you will to us, but we know that if we were to express
the truth about you, there is no adjective of contempt which you do net
deserve; and, therefore, because we know of no language sufficiently
strong to set forth our abhorrence of your false doctrine, we will let you
pass in silence.” My brethren, when you hear that a learned man has made
a new discovery which contradicts the Scriptures, do not feel alarmed. Do
not imagine that he is really a great man, but believe that he is just a
learned idiot, a self-conceited fool. If you find time to read the works of
learned skeptics, you will soon see that their statements of fact are not
reliable, their deductions are not logical, their inferences are monstrous,
their speculations are insane. I remember reading some statements of the
great German, Oken, which to me sounded singularly like the babblings of
Bethlehem Hospital. They reminded me of an incident which occurred
when a prize was offered for verses of poetry, which were to be quite free
from meaning. The two first among the competitors were nearly equal, but
in one there was the faintest glimmering of an idea, while the other had not
even a trace of sense, and therefore so gained the prize. I vote for the
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supremacy of the neologians in that department; in sonorous nonsense they
excel. If I am thought to express myself too strongly, it must be so, for I
believe I speak what God himself would endorse; he applies no soft terms
to boastful unbelievers. When he takes any notice of them at all he calls
them fools, and has done with them. You shall find that to be the
expression which the Lord uses concerning unbelievers constantly in the
Old Testament, and in the New too — “Professing themselves to be wise
they became fools.” And, brethren, when I hear my heavenly Father say
that a man is a fool, I dare not think him wise. Do not let us think
otherwise than God.


Though we may be confounded in argument we cannot be confounded in
experience, or driven from that which we have tasted and handled of the
good word of God. Neither are we confounded in our faith. We know that
our faith is well founded, and, therefore, we hear it say, “Do not treat me
as if I were a dream. Do not tell your message with bated breath. Say it
out! For he who contradicts it is a liar.” If it be of God it must be so. We
are not adherents of an infallible church which founds its faith on its own
authority, or of an infallible Pope who fancies himself to be the image of
truth; if such were our boast the world might well laugh us down but,
having learned God’s truth by divine revelation, we defy the world’s sneer,
we do not even say, “By your leave, gentlemen.” No, but with or without
your leave, we will speak what God has revealed to us.


Next, our faith asks us this question, — “Have I ever deceived any of
you?” I Shall pass the enquiry round. God puts it to you. “Have I been a
wilderness to Israel?” Has the Lord failed you? Has he turned his back
upon you in the day of trouble; and, when you have leaned upon his arm,
has it proved insufficient? If God has failed you, and his truth has been a lie
to any one of you, let him speak!


But, if you could not, would not, must not accuse the Lord of
unfaithfulness, but would loathe such a thought because your experience
would deny it, then, brethren, go on to believe, and to believe more
steadfastly. Go on to believe, only rest more quietly still on the everblessed
arm.


And so faith says, in the third place, “Give me a wider range. Trust your
God far more.” We have only waded ankle-deep in faith as yet. We
thought the water very cold and chill when we timorously ventured in, but
having tried it up to the ankles we have found it good and pleasant. Let us
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advance until we are breast deep, yea, and deeper. Blessed be that man
who gets his feet off the bottom, and swims in the stream where he has no
hope but his God, and no confidence and no helper but the Invisible One
who sustaineth all things. Faith cries, “Trust me, my son to make you
preach better. Have more enterprise. Be more daring. Do not fight your
own battle in the church-meeting, leave it to your God; trust all with him.
Do not be afraid to go and speak to that foul-mouthed man; I will give you
a word in the self-same hour. Trust me, and go with prudence but with zeal
into the darkest haunts of vice. Find out the worst of men and seek their
salvation. There is nothing thou canst not do if thou wilt trust in God.”
Brother, your failure, if you fail, will begin in your faith. The air says to the
eagle, “Trust me; spread thy broad wings. I will bear thee up to the sun.
Only trust me. Take thy foot from off yon rock which thou canst feel
beneath thee. Get away from it, and be buoyed up by the unseen element.”
my brethren, eaglets of heaven, mount aloft, for God invites you. Mount!
You have but to trust him. An unknown glory rests upon him, and the
radiance thereof shall come upon you if you know how to trust.


And then faith says (and with that I shall close), “Feed me! Feed me!” Faith
has been everything to you; feed her upon the bread of heaven. On Christ
faith feeds. I saw a group of lovely ferns the other day in a grotto from the
roof of which continually distilled a cool, clear, crystal rain: these ferns
were perpetually fresh and beautiful, because their leaves were continually
bathed in the refreshing drops. Although it was at a season when verdure
was scant, these lovely ferns were as verdant as possible. I observed to my
friend that I would wish to live in the everlasting drip of grace, perpetually
laved, and bathed, and baptized in the overflowing of divine fellowship.
This makes a man full of faith. If Moses had faith you do not wonder, for
he had been forty days upon the mount. If we have communed with God it
shall be a marvel if we doubt, and not that we believe. Feed faith with the
truth of God, but especially with him who is the truth.


I pray the Lord to endow this College with Faith. May we be an endowed
and established church — established on a rock, and endowed with the
blessings of the covenant of grace. Remember, brethren, that you and I are
committed to faith now. It is too late to retire. We are in the condition of
Bunyan’s pilgrim: we must go forward. There are many perils before us,
the valley of the shadow of death lies on ahead; arrows will fly very thickly
around us as we traverse its shades. ‘Tis hard going on, but we cannot
retrace our steps, for we have no armor for our backs. Suppose we should
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take to reasoning, suppose we should give up the fundamentals of our
faith, what would remain to us? For my part, I have nothing beneath the
sun to do but to take the rope of Judas and to end a miserable life, for only
my faith makes it worth my while to live. If faith were gone, I would
intreat permission to expire; to be extinct were better than to live if these
things be but a delusion after all. It must be onward with us, for in the case
of brethren of this College the most unsafe thing for us is to think of
turning back. One or two of our firmer comrades have gone aside from us;
we cannot judge their hearts, but I fear they have also gone aside from
God. I will not say more of them than this — they are the last men you
would envy if you knew their history. If any men bear upon them, even in
this life, the evident mark of God’s disapprobation, it will be those who
have known the truth and defended it, and yet, for lucre’s sake, or
ambition’s sake, have turned aside from it. If it were fitting, I could write
narratives of apostate experiences which would harrow up your feelings,
and they would relate to men into whose faces I have looked as I now look
into yours, and who were familiar with me, but with whose names, once
welt beloved, I am ashamed now to be associated. God have mercy upon
them! It is all that I could say if had to write their epitaphs — “God have
mercy upon them!”


‘Well, you and I are committed to the onward course, we cannot go back,
neither can we turn to the right hand nor to the left. What shall we do,
brethren? Shall we lie down and fret? Shall we stand still and be dismayed?
So! In the name of the Lord let us set up our banner again, the royal
standard of Jesus the crucified. Let us sound the trumpets joyously, and let
us march on, not with the trembling footsteps of those who know that they
are bent upon an enterprise of evil, but with the gallant bearing of men
whose cause is divine, whose warfare is a crusade. Courage, my brethren,
behold the angels of God fly in our front, and lo, the eternal God leads our
van. “The Lord of hosts is with us; the God of Jacob is our refuge.
Therefore will we not fear, though the earth be removed, and though the
mountains be carried into the midst of the sea.” Blessed faith! God grant us
more of it, for Christ’s sake. Amen.
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A SEQUEL


SINCE delivering the address above printed I have had to endure a
somewhat severe trial of the faith which I so much recommended to others,
and the trial still lasts. The Orphanage has from the first been so graciously
sustained of God, that there has always been a considerable balance in
hand. During the last three months friends have appeared to forget our
orphans, very little has come in, and the nest eggs have vanished one by
one. Over and above the endowment there is needed about œ10 each day
to carry on the institution, and on the 17th of May there certainly was not
one day’s supply in hand, if the accounts had there and then been balanced.
Debt, we have not, and by God’s grace never mean to have, but we were
never so near the ground before. Dear reader, this is a position by no
means enviable; with 220 boys to feed, clothe, and educate, one looks
around and feels it welt to be able still to look up. I have always felt that
the funds would come to feed the little ones who are cast on the
fatherhood of God. I still feel it, and am very far from being depressed or
dismayed. But this is a new experience with the Orphanage. Laid aside for
a week with most severe neuralgic pain, this was by no means a comforting
medicine, but perhaps it may prove a valuable tonic. I undertook the work,
as I believe, at the Lord’s bidding, on the behalf of his church. I did not
expect to be always kept above trial, and I had no promise that I should be.
I am sure, however, that the Father of the fatherless will not desert his
family, nor will he allow my brethren to desert me in the hour of need. One
looks the Lord in the face at such times, and faith comes to close quarters
with the promise. I am as sure that he will interpose as I am that seed-time
and harvest will not fail, yet prayer has to tarry awhile, and entreaty has to
knock again and again, and effort has to bestir herself. I cannot expect the
Lord to inform his people of the needs of the Orphanage by miracle, and,
therefore, I feel bound to let them know by the magazine. He may let me
be straitened and I will bless him, but I do not think his people ought to let
the work run quite so short of supplies again. If I and my fellow-trustees
do the work in a trustworthy manner, our fellow-servants should not stint
us quite so much. “Peradventure it was an oversight,” and as soon as
beloved brethren know of the need they will hasten to supply it.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY 1, 1872.


A SERMON ON A GRAND OLD TEXT


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“This is a faithful saying, and worthy of all acceptation, that Christ
Jesus came into the world to save sinners; of whom I am chief.” 1
Timothy 1:15.


YOU will observe that Paul wrote this verse immediately after he had given
a little outline of his own personal history. He had, he said, been a
blasphemer, a persecutor, and injurious; and then he added this priceless
gospel verse, as if he inferred it from god’s grace to him, as well as
received it by inspiration. “This is a faithful saying, and worthy of all
acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners, of whom
I am chief.”’ It was an experimental text then — one which the apostle
fetched out of the deeps of his own soul, as divers bring pearls from the
ocean bed. He dipped his pen into his own heart when he wrote these
words. No preaching or teaching can equal that which is experimental. If
we would impress the gospel upon others, we must have first received it
ourselves. Vainly do you attempt to guide a child in the pathway which you
have never trodden, or to speak to adults of benefits of grace which you
have never enjoyed. Happy is that preacher who can truly say he speaks
what he doth know, and testifies what he hath seen. The testimony of Paul
is peculiarly forcible, because he was a very straight-forward man. Before
his conversion, he was second to none in opposing the gospel. He was a
downright man who never did anything by halves. As the old Saxon
proverb puts it, “It was neck or nothing with him.” He threw his whole
nature into anything which he espoused; and it must have been indeed a
mighty inward force which led him to speed forward so eagerly in the
directly opposite way to that which he had pursued with enthusiasm
throughout the early part of his life. He was an honest man a man to whom
it was impossible either to lie or to be neutral; he was truthful, sincere,
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outspoken, wearing his heart upon his sleeve, and carrying his soul in his
open hand. When we hear him say as the outcome of his own personal
experience that Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners, we may
be sure that he believed it with his whole heart, and we may receive his
testimony as one which he lived to prove, and died to seal with his blood.
Never had a fact a better witness; he lost all for its sake, and counted that
loss his greatest gain. Hear ye his words, for he speaks to you from the
ground which received his blood: his blood speaketh better things than that
of Abel, and it cries with a voice not less loud and clear.


The text. as we find it, is like a picture surrounded with a goodly border.
We sometimes see paintings of the old masters in which the bordering is as
full of art as the picture itself, we might safely say as much of our text. We
will look at its framework first; here it is: “This is a faithful saving, and
worthy of all acceptation.” When we have carefully considered that, we
will study the great masterpiece itself; meditating upon the matchless
saying.” — Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners; of whom I am
chief.” When we have noticed the preface and the saying, you will then
allow me to preach a short sermon upon it.


I. First, then, THE FRAMEWORK. Paul says, “it is a saying.” When we
declare a sentence to be a saying we mean that it is commonly spoken, and
usually said, so that everybody knows it, it is town talk, “familiar in our
mouths as household words.” Those who like harder words explain that
this is an axiom — a Christian axiom — a self-evident truth, a thing which
nobody doubts who is a Christian at all; but, I will keep to our own
version, and add that I greatly wish that our text were more truly a saying
among all Christian people of this day. That Jesus Christ came into the
world to save sinners, is a truth which we all believe, but do we all talk
about it so frequently as to make it in very deed a saying? Do you think
that our servants who have lived for months in our houses would in their
gossips say “It was one of my Master’s sayings, that Jesus Christ came into
the world to save sinners” I will even ask: Do you think that, if a person
attended our places of worship for years he would be able conscientiously
to say “Why, it was our minister’s ordinary saying, it was quite a proverb
with him; he was always repeating that Jesus Christ came into the world to
save sinners”? Yet a sentence cannot be called “a saying” until it is often
said. It does not get into the category of sayings, and is not called by that
name unless it is a matter of ordinary common talk. I gather, then from
this, that Christian people ought to talk more about the gospel than they
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do, and a great deal more about that primary and elementary truth into the
world to save the of the gospel, the coming of Jesus Christ into the world
to save the guilty. Believers ought so often to speak of it, that it should be
currently reported amongst even ungodly people, as one of our phrases and
stock speeches. I should like them to be able to taunt us with it as a main
part of our conversation: it would even be a good sign if they complained
that we wearied them with it. Let them say, “Why, they are always harping
on that string; even their children lisp it, their young men boast of it, and
their matrons and their sires affirm it, and add their solemn seal thereunto,
as if it were the sheet-anchor of their lives.” O ye who know the wondrous
story, talk ye of the gospel by the way; talk of it when ye sit in your
houses; speak of it at your work; tell it to those who pass you in the street;
or in the fields. Make the world hear it, make society ring with it. If there
be a new saying, though it be but a jest, men report it, and every
newspaper finds a corner for it; are we to be silent about this oldest and yet
newest saying? Men rejoice in bon mots, and yet this is the best of words.
We have the really good news, let us publish it. Let us popularize the
gospel, and compel men to know it. If before some men we are less
communicative upon the more mysterious truths, because we fear to cast
pearls before swine, yet let this simple truth, since Scripture calls it “a
saying” be spoken again and again and again till it shall be confessed, to be
a common word among us.


Now Paul did not merely write “it is a saying,” but “it is a faithful saying,”
a saying worthy of faith, a saying full of truth, a saying about which no
doubts may be entertained, a sure and certain saying, that Christ Jesus
came into the world to save sinners. Many sayings in the world had been
much better left unsaid. There are proverbs which pass current amongst us
as gold which are spurious metal, and no man can tell the mischief which
an untruthful proverb may work; but, this is a saying fraught with
unmingled benefit, it is pure truth, a leaf of the tree of life sent for the
healing of the nations. Some matters which were important years ago are
now worn out. Times have changed and circumstances have altered, and
things are not now what they were to our forefathers; but, this is a faithful
saying because it is as practically true to-day as when, eighteen hundred
years ago, the apostle wrote it to the beloved Timothy. This is still a saying
full of blessing to the nations that Christ Jesus came into the world to save
sinners. Like the sun it shines with the same golden light as in the ages
past, and, blessed be God, it will still shine when you and I have gone to
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our rest; and, if this crazy world holds out, another thousand years, or even
fifty thousand, the light of the gospel will not have grown dim. This coin of
heaven will not have lost its image, or its superscription when time shall be
no more: it is of God’s minting and will outlast the world. “Jesus Christ
came into the world to save sinners.” Ah, you heard it when you were a
boy and you did not think much of it. Your years are now many, and your
life has almost run its course. and you are still unsaved; but, thank God
now, in your old age, we have the same truth to tell to you, though you
rejected it in your boyhood, and it is quite as certain now as then that Jesus
Christ came into the world to save sinners. To the eleventh hour this
precious sentence abideth sure. May none of you despise it or doubt it, but
may each one of you prove it to be God’s own word of salvation.


Our apostle, however, adds yet another word; “it is worthy of all
acceptation.” I think he meant two things. It is worthy of all the
acceptation anyone can give it; and, it is worthy of the acceptation of all
men. Some sayings are not worth accepting: the sooner you have done
with them and forgotten them the better for you; but, this saying you, nay
receive as truth, red having received it as truth to other men, it will be a
happy circumstance if you receive it as truth to yourself; for it will be a
blessed day to you when you appropriate it as your own. “Christ  Jesus
came into the world to save sinners.” If I, feeling myself a sinner, infer that
Jesus came to save me, I may without any fear rest assured that I am
accepting a truth, for, believing in Jesus, I may safely rejoice that he came
to save me. You may receive this truth not only into the ear — it is worthy
of that acceptation, or into the memory it is worthy of that acceptation; but
you may receive it into your inmost heart — it is worthiest of all of that
acceptation; and, receiving it, you may lay upon it all the stress of your
soul’s interests for the past, the present, and the future, for time and for
eternity; you may accept it; as being the mainstay, the prop and pillar of
your confidence; for it is worthy of all the acceptation that you or any
other man can possibly give to it.


It is worthy, we have said, of the acceptation of all mankind. The riches,
the greatest, the most learned, the most innocent, the most pure —
speaking after the manner of men — these may accept it; it is worthy of
their acceptation. In the sight of God they still are guilty, and need that
Christ should save them. And, on the other hand, the lowest, the most
ignorant, and most groveling, depraved, debauched, abandoned, helpless,
hopeless, lost, castaways may receive it, for it is true to them, emphatically
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to them; for Jesus Christ came into the world to save just such offenders as
they are. If I stood in Cheapside to-morrow, and any man out of the crowd
should come to me, and say, “Is that sentence, ‘Jesus Christ came into the
world to save sinners’ worth my believing and accepting?” I should not
hesitate, but without knowing who spoke to me, I should reply, “Yes.” If
he stopped his carriage and came to me, or if he took his hand off the
costermonger’s barrow, or left his shoe-blacking box, or came with his
rags about him, or if he had escaped from the prison omnibus, it. would not
matter who he was, we might safely assure him that this saying is worthy of
his acceptation. It is not a stoop for a king or a saint to receive it, and yet it
meets the level of the poorest and the worst of characters. It is worthy of
everybody’s acceptance. Beloved friends, no one can ever rightly accuse us
of making too much of the gospel. However earnest we may be, we can
never be too earnest, and, however diligent to spread it, we can never be
too diligent; for it is a gospel worthy of every man’s acceptance, and,
therefore, worthy of every Christian’s publication. Spread it; let the winds
bear it; let every wave proclaim it; write it everywhere, that every eye may
see it; sound it in all places, that every ear may hear it. Simple are the
words, and to some men their meaning is despised as almost childish, but,
it is the great power of God. “A mere platitude,” they say, yet; it is a
platitude which has made heaven ring with sacred mirth; a platitude which
will make earth’s deserts blossom like a rose; a platitude which has turned
many a man’s hell into heaven, and his densest darkness into the brightness
of glory. Ring out that note again, Christ Jesus came into the world to save
sinners; it is worthy of angelic trumpts, it is worthy of the orator’s loftiest
speech, and of the philosopher’s profoundest thought. It is worthy of every
Christian’s publication, as surely as it is of the acceptance of every human
being. God help us never to undervalue it, but to prize it beyond all price.
There is the frame of the picture; the basket of silver which holds the
apples of gold.


II. Our meditation now turns to THE SAYING ITSELF. “Christ Jesus came
into the world to save sinners.” Very briefly and simply I will open up this
passage as if none of us had hitherto understood it. May the Holy Ghost
instruct us.


Here is, first, a person coming — a divine person — Christ Jesus the
anointed Savior. The Son of God, the second person of the ever-blessed
Trinity, became the Savior of sinners. Very God of very God was he. He
created the earth, and upon his shoulders the pillars thereof still lean. Yes,
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he who was personally offended by human sin; he, himself, deigned to
become the Savior of men. Weigh this and marvel and adore!


Next, you have the deed he did — he “came into the world.” He was born
a babe in Bethlehem — it was thus he came into the world. The Word was
made flesh, and dwelt among us. Thirty years and more he lived in the
world, sharing to the full its poverty and toil. He was a working man, he
wore the common garb of labor, he wrought, he hungered, he thirsted!, he
was sick.; he was weary; he, in all these senses, came into the world and
became a man among men; bone of our bone, and flesh of our flesh. As it
was a sinful world, he was vexed with the transgressions of those about
him; as it was a suffering world, he bore our sickness; as it was a dying
world, he died; and, as it was a guilty world, he died the death of the
guilty, suffering in their stead the wrath of God. He was crucified for
sinners,


“Bearing, that they might never bear,
His Father’s righteous ire.”


He came into the world most practically and emphatically, not lingering
upon its verge, or viewing it from an elevation, but mingling with its
masses; receiving publicans and sinners and eating with them. His divine
nature was closely joined with our humanity, and as a man, yet God, he
was numbered with transgressors, and died for human sin.


Mark well the object for which he came — he came to save. He came into
this world because men were lost, that he might find them and save them.
They were guilty — he saved them by putting himself into their place, and
bearing the consequences of their guilt. They were foul — he saved them
by coming into the world and giving his Holy Spirit, through whose agency
they might be made new creatures, and so might have pure and holy
desires, and escape the corruption which is in the world through lust. He
came to sinners, to take them just where they are at hell’s dark door, to
cleanse them in his precious blood, and fit them to dwell with himself in
eternal glory, as saved souls for ever. This is all wonderful. Angels marvel
at it, so may we; but the most wonderful fact of all is that he carne into the
world to save sinners, not the righteous but the ungodly. Remember his
own words, “I came not to call the righteous, but sinners to repentance.”
The physician comes to heal the sick; the Savior comes to save the lost. To
attempt to save those who are not lost would be a ridiculous superfluity: to
die to pardon those who are not guilty would be a gross absurdity. It is a
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work of supererogation to set free those who are not in bonds. Christ came
not to perform an unnecessary deed. If you are not guilty, the Savior will
not save you. If you are not a sinner, you have no part in Christ. If you can
say, “I have kept the law from my youth up, and am not a transgressor,”
then we have no gospel blessings to set before you; if you were blind the
Lord Jesus would open your eyes, but as you say, “we see,” your sin
remaineth. If you be guilty, the text is full of comfort to you, it drops with
honey like a honeycomb —“Jesus came into the world to save sinners.”


Lest there should be any mistake, Paul added these words —“of whom I
am chief” or, “of whom I am first;” and Calvin warns us against supposing
that the apostle labored under a mistake or uttered an exaggeration. Paul
was an inspired man writing inspired Scripture, and he spoke the truth, he
was, in some respects, the chief of sinners. He went very very far into sin.
It is true he did it ignorantly in unbelief; but, then, unbelief is, in itself, the
greatest of all sins. It is an atrocious thing for a man to be an unbeliever —
it is a damning sin, — what if I say the damning sin? We have heard of a
man who had committed a violent assault, who, before the magistrate,
pleaded that he was drunk. Now, it is sometimes the case that magistrates
admit this as an extenuating circumstance; but the magistrate on that
occasion was a sensible man, and, therefore, he said, “Very well, then, I
give you a month for the assault, and I fine you forty shillings for being
drunk; that is another offense and it cannot diminish your guilt.” So with
unbelief. Though from one point of view it might be looked upon as a
mitigating circumstance, yet from another it is really an increase of sin, and
Paul regarded it as such; and, therefore, he believed himself to be the chief
of sinners. Yet he declares that Christ Jesus came to save him. Now, if a
great creature can pass through a certain, door, a less creature can; if a
bridge is strong enough to carry an elephant it will certainly bear a mouse;
if the greatest sinner that ever lived has entered into heaven by the bridge
of the atoning sacrifice, no man that ever lived may say “My sin is past
forgiveness.” To-day no mortal has a just pretense to perish in despair.
Some continue to despair but they have no ground for such a feeling, for
this is the good news which is preached to you, that Jesus Christ has come
to call the guilty, the lost, and the ruined to himself, and save the vilest of
them with a great salvation. Thus we have looked at the setting of the text,
and at the text itself.


II. Now for A BRIEF SERMON upon it. Our short homily shall begin with
the doctrine of the text; and we will handle it negatively. Notice that our
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text does not say that Jesus Christ has come to compliment, to encourage,
and to foster the independent spirit of righteous men. It is not written that
he is come to tell us that human nature is not so bad as some think it to be,
or that he has come to commend those who are self-reliant and intend to
fight their own way to heaven. Here is not a word of the kind; and, what is
more, there is not a word like it in the entire Book of God. There is no
encouragement in Holy Scripture to the man who depends upon himself for
salvation, or who imagines or conceives that eternal life can spring out of
his own loins, or can be wrought out by anything that he can do: and yet
our human nature loves to do something to save itself. I don’t know that I
ever felt my blood boil so with indignation, nor my heart melt so much with
pity as when I went to see the Sancta Scala, at Rome, the holy staircase
down which our Lord is said to have been brought by Pilate. On those very
stairs Martin Luther was crawling on his knees, trying to find pardon for
his sins, when the text came to him, “Being justified by faith we have peace
with God.” I stood at the foot of those marble stairs. They are very high,
and they are covered with wood lest the knees of the faithful should wear
them out, and this wood has been worn away three different times by the
kneelers. I saw men, and women, and children — little children too, and
aged women, going up from step to step upon their knees to find their way
to heaven. On the first step there is a little hole in the wood so that the
worshippers may kiss the marble, and they all kissed it, and touched it with
their foreheads; the middle and top step are favored in the same manner. It
was an awful reflection to me to think that those poor creatures really
believed that every step their knees knelt on there were so many days less
of purgatory for them; that every time they went up the stairs there were so
many hundreds of days of deliverance from the punishment of their sins.
Oh, if they could but have understood this text, “This is a faithful saying,
and worthy of all acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the world to save
sinners,” that men are not saved by crawling on their hands and knees, or
by penances and self-inflicted misery — what a blessing it would have been
to them, and how they would have turned with scorn from these infamous
impostures with which priests seek to mislead and destroy the souls of
men. No, the Scripture does not say that Jesus came to encourage the
righteous and to help those who are their own saviors.


Note, again, that it does not say in the text — Jesus Christ came to help
sinners to save themselves. There is a gospel preached which is very like
that; but it is not the gospel of Christ. The poor man who was wounded on
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the road to Jericho was found by the Samaritan half dead. Now the
Samaritan did not say to him, “I want you to come part of the way to me in
this business,” but, he came where he was lying wounded and half-dead,
and poured the oil and wine into his wounds, bound up the gashes, took
him and set him on his own beast, carried him to the inn, and did not even
ask him to pay the reckoning, but said to the host, “If there be anything
more I will pay thee.” If there were anything more to be done for sinners
Jesus would do it, for he would never let them have a share of the work of
salvation. The sinner’s business is to take the finished work of Christ, to
give up all his own doings, and let him who came from heaven to save do
the saving which he came to do. It is not ours to interfere, but to let Jesus
do his own work.


Another thought demands expression. The text does not say that Christ
came to half save sinners, intending when he had completed half the work
to leave them to themselves. There is a notion abroad that men may be
saved, and yet may fall from grace; that they may have eternal life, but it is
eternal life of an odd kind for it may die out: they may be pardoned and yet
punished; they may be children of God and yet become children of the
devil, members of Christ’s body and yet be cut off and joined to Satan.
Blessed be God, it is not so written in this precious book. Jesus does not
begin the saving work and leave it unfinished. When he once puts his hand
to it he will go through with it — his wonderful salvation shall be
completed, none shall say that he began but was not able to finish. Glory be
to his name, Jesus Christ came into the world to save sinner from top to
bottom; he will be the Alpha and the Omega, he will be the beginning and
the end to all who trust him.


One other reflection here. Christ the real Savior came into the world to
save real sinners. When Luther was under a bitter sense of sin, he said,
“Oh, but my guilt is so great, I cannot believe that Christ can save me.”
But one who was helping him much said to him, “If thou wert only the
semblance of a sinner, then Christ would only be the semblance of a Savior,
but if thou be a real sinner then thou shouldst rejoice that a real Savior has
come to save thee.” If we meet with a man who says, “Yes, I am a sinner, I
know I am a sinner, but I do not know that I ever did much amiss; I have
always been honest and correct.” Such a person has a name to be a sinner
and no more. He is a sham sinner, and a sham Savior would suit him well.
But for another who confesses that he has been a grievous transgressor,
there is a real Savior. Rejoice, O ye guilty ones, that the Christ of God
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himself really came with real blood and presented a real atonement to take
away real sins, such as theft, drunkenness, swearing, uncleanness, Sabbath-
breaking, lying, murder, and things I need not mention, lest the cheek of
modesty should blush; even these can be blotted out by the real Savior who
has come to save the chief of sinners from suffering what is due to their
sins. Oh, that we could ring this great gospel bell till the hills and valleys
were filled with its music. May the Lord open men’s ears and hearts that
those who hear the glad tidings may accept the Savior who has come to
save them.


My little sermon has dealt with the doctrine of the text, now it must treat
of the inferences of the text, which are these.


It is a great and a hard thing to save a sinner, for the Son of God must
needs come into the world to do it. It could not have been accomplished by
any other except Jesus Christ, and he himself must leave the throne of
heaven for the manger of earth, and lay aside his glories to suffer, and
bleed, and die. If soul-saving be so great and hard a work, when it is
accomplished, let the Lord Jesus have all the glory of it; let us never put
the crown on the wrong head, or neglect to honor the Lord who bought us
so dearly. Unto the Lamb of God be honor and glory, for ever and ever.
Amen.


And next, it must be a good thing to save a sinner since Jesus would not
have come from heaven to earth on an ill errand. It must be a great blessing
to a sinner to be saved. Dear brethren, this ought to lead all of us to
consecrate ourselves; to be willing instruments in the hand of Christ in
endeavoring to rescue the fallen. That work which filleth the Savior’s heart
and hand is noble work for us. It were worth living for and worth dying for
to be the instruments in the Spirit’s hands of bringing souls into a state of
grace. Think much of the blessed service which Jesus allots you, though it
be but to teach an infant class in the school, or a few poor men and women
whom you visit from house to house, or a group of sorry idlers at a lodging
house; mind not the degradation of the people, for to save them from sin is
a work which God himself did not disdain to undertake.


Again. Another inference I draw is, that if Jesus came from heaven to earth
to save sinners, depend upon it he can do it. If he has come into the world,
and bled and died to be a Savior, he can do it. The price he paid is enough
to redeem us; the blood he shed suffices to cleanse us. If there be any man
here who feels himself very foul and filthy, let him look up to Christ at the
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right hand of the Father, and dare to say in his soul, “He can save even me;
he is exalted on high to give repentance and remission, and he is able to
saw to the uttermost them that come unto God by him. He must be able to
save me.” O soul, if thou canst say that, and venture thy soul on it, there is
no risk in it; thy faith shall save thee, and thou mayst go in peace, for he
who can rely upon Christ shall not find the Savior fail the faith which he
himself has wrought in the soul.


These are the inferences, then, which I gather from the text; and shall close
by an enquiry, which my text very naturally raises in my mind, and
suggests to you. If Jesus came to save sinners, has he saved me? has he
saved you?


Has he saved me? I dare not speak with any hesitation here; I know he has.
Many years ago I understood by faith the plan of salvation. Hearing it
simply preached, I looked to Jesus and lived, and I look to him now. I
know his word is true, and I am saved. My evidence that I am saved does
not lie in the fact that I preach, or that I do this or that. All my hope lies in
this, that Jesus Christ came to save sinners. I am a sinner, I trust him, he
came to save me, I am saved; I live habitually in the enjoyment of this
blessed fact, and it is long since I have doubted the truth of it, for I have his
own word to sustain my faith.


Now, beloved, can you say — if not positively — yet with some measure
of confidence, “Yes?”


“All my trust on him is stayed,
All my help from him I bring.”


Ah, you are favored, you are very favored. Be happy God has highly
blessed you. You ought to be as merry as the days are long in June. A man
who can say, “Christ has saved me,” has bells enough inside his heart to
ring marriage peals for ever. Oh, be glad, be very glad, for you have the
best inheritance in the world, and if temporal matters are not quite as you
would wish them to be, do not become discontented, but solace yourself
with the fact that the Lord has saved you with a great salvation.


But, are you compelled to answer, “No, I do not think that Christ has
saved me?” Then I will ask you another question may: it not be ere this day
is finished that you shall be able to say, “He has saved me?” Look at the
matter. It is written that he came to save sinners. Is that your name or not?
Spell it over. Are you a sinner? I have distinguished between a sham sinner
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and a real sinner. Do you confess that you are guilty? Then Jesus came to
save such as you are. There is a passage of Scripture which says, “He that
believeth on him is not condemned.” You know what to believe is. It is to
trust, to rely upon. Now soul, if thou reliest upon Christ Jesus, sinner as
thou art, thou art a saved sinner. It thou dost lean on him, thou art this
moment saved, at this instant, forgiven. “Oh, but I, I,” — ah! you want to
crawl up that Roman staircase, do you? That is what you want — you are
anxious to go up and down those steps. “No,” you say, “I am not quite so
foolish as that.” But, indeed, if you are trying to be saved by your own
works you are quite as foolish, You make a Pilate staircase for yourself,
and toil up and down its steps. “Oh but, sir,” you say, “I must be
something, I must feel something.” Yes, yes, it is that staircase again —
always that staircase. Now the gospel is not that staircase, not yet; your
feelings, nor yet your works; its voice is, “He that believeth on him is not
condemned.” “Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shall be saved.”
You smile at the folly of Romanists and yet popery, in some form or other,
is the natural religion of every unconverted man. We all want to do the
crawling and penancing in some shape or another. We are so proud that we
will not accept heaven for nothing. We want to pay, or do something or
other, forgetting that if a man should give all the substance of his house for
love it would utterly be contemned. The one only plan of salvation is
“Believe and live,” trust, rest, depend upon, rely upon Jesus. There is life in
a look at the Crucifed One; but there is no life anywhere else. God grant us
to look at this moment, and may the Lord Jesus say unto our soul, “I am
thy salvation.”


LIVING WATER WILL BE SEEN


WHEN looking from an elevation upon a wide stretch of country one
observes the church-towers, the woods, and the hills, but chiefly the lakes,
rivers, and ponds attract the eye, for they glisten in the sun; in the same
manner, whatever else may escape the eye of the reader of history, the
presence of the gospel is certain to press itself upon him. In any foreign
travel the prevalence or absence of the saving word will force itself upon
the thoughtful mind.







216


Let but the gospel be preached, and hearers will be sure to find it out.
From far and wide the people will flock to hear of Jesus. He cannot be hid.
The clear and sparkling streams of grace flash in the light of God, and men
must behold them, even if they refuse to drink. Nothing is so surely its own
advertisement; as the good news of salvation.


IT’S NOT ALL RIGHT


“ALL, right” is as; much John Bull’s own word as “Go-a-head” is the
especial voice of Cousin Jonathan. We hear it every day, and scarcely
notice its cheerful significance; but the other morning the power of its
negative fell very forcibly upon us. Asleep in the cabin of the good ship
“Orion,” we were dreaming in a happy manner when a very emphatic voice
startled us into thorough wakefulness by asserting most vigorously, “IT IS


NOT ALL RIGHT.” A sinking vessel, furious breakers, and bursting engines,
like “battle, murder, and sudden death,” all rushed before our mind. The
hobgoblins which so much alarmed Bunyan’s Pilgrim were all before us.
When a man bears witness in the dead of night with a sonorous voice that
“it is not all right,” he is clothed with the power of a Jonah, and arouses all
who hear him, whether it be a trio in a cabin or a crowd in a city. We do
not know a more sure and efficient method of chasing sleep from a
landsman’s eyes than by shouting in his ears, “it is not all right;” at three
o’clock in the morning, when he wakes up not in his own cozy bedroom;
but in the little den wherein the steward has “cribbed, cabined, and
confined him.” After all, there was more reason for fun than fear, for the
prophetic voice proceeded from one of the companions of our voyage,
who, so far from intending to warn us of some dread event, was himself
hardly conscious of having spoken. Our friend was lying in the berth
beneath us, and the boy coming in for the boots which it was his office to
clean, not knowing that any living being was in the aforesaid berth had put
his hand on our friend’s leg, leaned heavily thereon, while he groped on the
floor for the shoes: the sudden pressure made the sleeper spring up much
to the amazement of the boy, who very naturally cried out “All right, sir,”
but received for answer a flat contradiction front the half-awakened
passenger, “It is not all right.” The explanation created a burst of laughter,
but all chance of any more of “Tired nature’s sweet restorer” was gone for
that season. Many a day after, the cry of “It’s NOT all right” lingered with
us, and we thought of the large amount of truth which it contained.
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We entered the churches of a Popish city, and felt amid the mummeries and
idolatries that “it was not all right.” We thought of a church at home,
which has now become a Noah’s ark wherein the unclean beasts are herded
by sevens, and the clean animals in twos only, and we reflected that “it was
not all right.” We remembered three or four Presbyterian churches in which
no eye unaided by a Scotch microscope can detect a difference, and we
heard loud voices raging against a hopeful union, and we thought “it was
not all right.” We considered the mournful fact that many English
Nonconformists are removing all the old landmarks, and seeking out novel
inventions, and we lamented that “it was not all right.”


Then our mind passed in review the hundreds of self-righteous persons,
lovers of pleasure, and neglecters of the gospel, with whom “it is not all
right.” We pictured the dying beds, the resurrection and the judgment, of
men with whom “it is not all right,” and we felt that we had here a great
text for a most impressive sermon; but, dear reader, we are not going to
inflict a discourse upon you, and, therefore, we drop our pen; only adding
one prayer that none of us may have to exclaim at the last,


“IT IS NOT ALL RIGHT,” C. H. S.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST 1, 1872.


JEZEBEL


Mr. PETER BAYNE has taken Jezebel as the subject of a poem. (The Days
of Jezebel an Historical Drama.) He is wise in his generation, for the
Sidonian queen was no ordinary woman, and he who was raised up to
battle with her was that chief among men, “my Elijah.” The period in which
these two royal spirits appeared upon the stage was one of fierce conflict,
in which the truth of God wrestled with the idolatries of the heathen, the
spoil of battle being the whole nation of Israel, and the weapons of warfare
the prophet’s voice on the one hand, and the sword of persecution on the
other. It was a grand era, a time wherein the Lord revealed himself as “a
man of war, Jehovah mighty in battle.” As for its history, is it not written in
the book of the wars of the Lord?


Mr. Bayne has not proved himself too ambitions in his choice of a theme;
he has worthily sung where most minstrels would have failed. If he has not
girt himself with thunder, and ridden upon the whirlwind in such a manner
as the subject demanded, throwing a fierce soul into the fury of the fray; he
has, nevertheless, in flowing numbers, with a true poet’s language,
rehearsed the conflict, and instructed future generations in its teachings. It
needed a Byron to sing a Jezebel; but, had he essayed the theme, his song
would, in all probability, have been such, that, like the painted enchantress
herself, it had been better for the world had its voice never been heard. As
for Elijah, the prophet of fire would require a poet of flame to be his
expositor. Till a thunderbolt genius shall arise to speak in lightning and
whirlwind, Mr. Bayne’s bright and benign star will be in the ascendant over
Samaria and Carmel.


The historical drama opens with a dialogue between Ahab and Jezebel, in
which, with the irresistible weapons of a beautiful woman’s fears, the
queen subdues her husband to her will. She complains that her ideas of
universal toleration for all religions had been insolently opposed by
Jehovah’s prophets, who had filled the public ways “with howlings against
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Baal and Ashtoreth.” until the people “prompt to catch the flame of mad
fanaticisms” were ready to revolt. She demanded that the prophets who
resisted her liberal, broad-church, comprehensive policy should, at one
blow, be utterly destroyed; for, as she said and the present age is altogether
of her mind,


“Tolerance
Of those who will not tolerate is sin


Against all toleration.”


She was a bigot for liberality, an admirer of the music and statuary which
adorned the divergent rites of the various religions, ardently desirous that
all gods should be equally reverenced, and only fierce towards the God
who so austerely demanded that he should reign alone. Her ideal of Church
fellowship was the antitype of that which has the patronage of a certain
learned dean, and a considerable and influential party both within and
outside the National Church: she wished —


“That every man of every nation round
Who visited Mount Zion, there should find


An altar to his country’s gods, and thus
With friendly gods above and friendly men


Below, the broad green earth might smile in peace
Up to a smiling, azure firmament.”


Obadiah enters while the queen is inveighing against the raving fanatics,
and she fiercely puts it to him “think’st thou we cannot tread these rebels
down.” The succeeding conversation appears to us to merit the highest
praise, none but a true poet could so well have conceived, and so fitly have
worded his conception.


OBADIAH.


“They are most weak, O queen, if spear and sword
And iron chariot are the only strength


In which a man may trust; but if their God
Be pleased to help them, all their enemies


Shall be like stubble in the crackling flame,
When winds scud rapid o’er the blackened ground.
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JEZEBEL.


Great swelling words, but with no jot of sense!
What armies can these prophets or their Jah


Set in the tented field? What fortresses
Can lend them shelter? Will a javelin


Not pin a traitor to the ground because
He mouths a prayer to Jah?


OBADIAH.


What God will do,
He only knoweth. All unsearchable


By mortal man the secrets of His reign.
But what He can do he hath clearly shown
By mighty signs and wonders. By a word,


If such His will, He could the mountains fledge
With hosts of bannered angels, helmed with flame.


The great sea is His slave, and, at His nod,
Would bring its surges o’er the scarped hills.


The solid earth obeys Him, opens wide
Its rock-fanged mouth to close it upon those


Marked for its prey by Him. The moon by night
Pauses among the stars to write His praise
In silver glitterings on the solemn clouds.”


There are many passages of equal power scattered all through the poem, of
which another sample may be taken from a scene wherein Elijah foretells
the withholding of dew and rain.


“There was a change
That moment in the sky and on the earth,


The sun drank up the clouds like cups of wine,
And glared, red-eyed, above. The dewy drops


On lily and on vine flashed of’ in films
Of thin white vapor, rushing to the sky.


The wind moaned low and died. The air grew hot
And touched the brow like fire.”


Here and there the master’s hand strikes what seems to our ear a
discordant note, or, to use another simile, the eagle wing wearies and flies
too low, but there are great passages full of fine flights of imagination
which will never be forgotten. The description of Elijah’s mockery of the
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priests of Baal, the Sun-god, overflows with life, and strikes us as catching
the very spirit of the Scripture narrative.


“A fearful glee was in his eye, a mirth
Too stern, methought, for man of woman born;


His glance was vexing those robed prophets more
Than the sun’s fire; and then he gave it words.
‘Might he not spare one little spark, but one,
Your fine god riding there,’ he cried, ‘to light


Your sacrifice? He surely has enough;
He’s burning you, if not your offering.


Poor souls? I pity you! ‘They screamed for rage.
‘A little louder,’ smiled he, ‘for perhaps


In his warm chariot he has fallen asleep.’
They leaped, they danced, they cut themselves with knives,


Till the blood soaked their robes and poured in streams
From their lanced foreheads. Then he laughed aloud,


Great shouts of laughter, till the echoes rang
From crag to crag on Carmel. ‘Keep it up,


Another dance!’ he shrieked; another song!
Leap rather higher; never grudge some drops
‘Of’ your dear blood, so precious in his sight


Ye know he is a god, my reverend friends;
How often have ye told the people so?
Your pretty speeches and the miracles


Which ye have shown them, these were not, of course,
Mere lies accursed. He is a god, you know;
Louder, I say; he’s old, perhaps, and deaf,


Out with your beards that’s hopeful crack your throats
In yelling chorus. Good, good ha, ha, ha! ‘


He rubbed his hands, waved wildly in the air
His sheepskin mantle, laughed until the tears


Streamed down his face, and all his body shook
With paroxysms of mirth and scorn. Ah me!
That laughter sounded fearfully, and seemed


Not human in its fiery ruthlessness.
But as he stood on Carmel, charred and gray,


A dead land lay below, his native land;
And the white corpse-eyes made appeal to him
Against its murderers, murderers of the truth,
Baal’s lying prophets. Furthermore, I think


That this Elijah is not to be judged
Like common men. The little, rippling lake,
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Safe hid among the hills, can never know
The ocean’s tempest.”’


Our author represents Elijah as expecting after the slaughter of Baal’s
priests to be installed in the place of power, and to be acknowledged “a
greater Moses in the land,” but he was bitterly disappointed, for “the
Sidonian woman” repulsed him from the palace gate. Then when the divine
afflatus had left him, and the excitement of the day was over, the prophet
sank into sadness, and is described by one who met him coming from.
Jezreel as —


“Haggard and worn, with trouble in his gait,
And infinite astonishment and pain


Within his wildly sparkling eye.”


The plan of Jezebel to avenge upon Naboth his denial of the king’s request
for his vineyard is well conceived, and the conversations held by the elders
of Jezreel have in them touches of grim humor which are after our own
heart. One Melchi speaks for all the world like an Evangelical clergyman
pleading for the continuance of himself and brethren in the Popish church
of our realm. All along we suspected as we passed from page to page that
Mr. Bayne had an underlying parable, but here the vein comes to the
surface, and the riddle expounds itself. Melchi condemns Naboth for
‘wounding sensibilities finer perhaps than his own,” and as being unable
quite —


“In matters of morality and truth,
To comprehend a motive if it lies


Beneath the surface and its nature is
Involved and subtle; fiercely positive


That you must never sign a compromise
‘Tween truth and falsehood.”


Melchi, good man, would be very pleased to see the true worship
universal, but the policy of compromise he clearly sees to be most useful
for the present, and he looks upon “accommodation” as a gift and grace,
most fruitful in dear peace, in light, in sweetness, and in the honey-dew of
bright tranquillity for home and heart.
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“Look round the land; I ask you could we have
So much of purest truth from Jah’s own Book,
Preached everywhere, but for the compromise


So recently effected between Baal
And Israel’s Jehovah!’ Many men,


Of rank and influence famed upon the coast
Of Tyre and Sidon, thus have been induced


To listen to the truth, and who can tell
What good has thus been done?”


Assuredly we have heard all this before, not in blank verse, but in oft-
repeated prose, of detestable deceivableness of unrighteousness.


Melchi is moreover quite persuaded that Dissent is a disreputable affair,
and that he could never associate himself with it. The more respectable
State church of which he is a member, is so grandly comprehensive, and
withal, so conservative of propriety, that he will sooner swear Naboth into
Tophet than leave her.


“Will any candid, reasonable man
Affirm that there is honor done to God,


When crazy Homart and a half-starved knot
Of rubel hill-men, meeting in some hole


Among the rocks, sing hymns, and pray, and raise
Elijah’s cry, and swear they never will
Bow down to Baal, honor done, I say,


To God by these ill-mannered, vehement men,
So great as that which doth redound to Him


From the decorous, regulated rites
Which law permits us here in Jezreel?


It would do some men we wot of a world of good to read this poem line by
line, and drink in its spirit, — men molluscous, invertebrate, gelatinous.
Truth they would fain love wisely, not too well, nay not well enough to be
positive about it or to suffer for it. They believe that words mean what you
can make them mean, and they have great art in creating senses which no
one else would have dreamed of. The point up to which they will yield
constantly recedes from view; doubtless they have a line beyond which they
will never go, but the most daring heretic has no idea whereabouts it is
drawn; the most daring Ritualistic mariner will find that though he push the
prow beyond the pillars of Hercules known as Transubstantiation and reach
the Ultima Thule of Mariolatry, he will find his Evangelical brother still
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with him at the dividing of the loaves and fishes. We lament the pertinacity
of inconsistency which this fact reveals. Capacity for eating dirt must be
great in certain quarters. Mr. Bayne is a “no compromise” man, and writes
like a very Elijah for decision. We hope his poem, which is written right out of
his heart, will accomplish in some measure the purpose for which he has sent it
forth. It has been a great joy to us to traverse his fertile pages, and has paid us
for journeying through leagues of wilderness verse sent to us for review; his is
a goodly land, full of Sidonian lilies and sweet Sharon roses.


The little sonnets which occur here and there in the book do not strike us
as being equal to the body of the work; we think the writer could do better.
We would not be quite so severe upon them as Jazebel was when she said,
“Better, a little better; but not good;” but his is about the only matter in
which we feel any sympathy with Jezebel’s sayings, or opinions. Mr. Bayne
will not resent this criticism, for he is not one of the poets of “a spindling
race” who “hang their heads and pout unless they’re praised.” We,
however, much appreciate his song of Baal and Ashtoreth, and his
imitation of Hebrew verse in the song of the prophets in the ave. The
following is a passage: —


“Is this the King of Israel,
That is ruled by a woman?


Is this king Ahab,
That trembleth before an arrogant heathen?


Hath he borne the shield and the spear?
Hath he gone in the chariot to battle?


Hath he shouted in the face of the foe-men?
Wherefore then should he fear a woman,


And the countenance of his wife make him afraid?


Clothe him with the garments of a maidservant,
Let his place be in the women’s chambers,


Let his hand take hold of the distaff,
Let him bring wool to the spinning women.”


In closing, we cannot refrain from quoting Elijah’s description of the long
drought; it strikes us as most impressive.







225


“Then the great drought prevailed through all the land.
Upon the fields, instead of bladed grass,
Lay a white scurf as on a leper’s face.


The drought pierced to the core of the gray hills
And drank their secret wells. In the sere woods


The buds half opened in the hope of spring,
Then shriveled like the hands of dying babes,


And made no Summer. ‘Mid the branches bare
The voice of birds went silent, and the beasts,


With black tongues hanging from their mouths, and eyes
Sunk in their sockets, gazed int, the pools


But found no water. Mountain villages
Grew silent on the hill and stood as tombs.


Oh, it was weariness unspeakable
To see nor fresh green leaf, nor yellow grain,


Nor purple grape, nor blue corn-flower, nor spark
Of scarlet poppy, nor white, sailing cloud.
No color, on the world! The woven robe
Of air and moisture laid upon the earth,
To make her beautiful and draw the love


Of us her children, had been lifted off
In God’s fierce anger.”’


C. H. S.


THE KING’S MOWINGS


IN MEMORIAM


BY C. H. SPURGEON


“The king’s mowings.” — Amos 8:1.


CERTAIN lands belonged to the king, so far, that he always took the first
cut of grass for himself; and left any aftermath to those who worked upon
the land. Now, our great King has his mowings too. His church is the field
which he has enclosed and blessed. At set seasons the king takes his
mowings. Lately, beyond any other time in my life that I remember, the
King has been taking his mowings in and around the church of which he
has made me overseer. One has spent many hours at the bedsides of the
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dying, and in trying to console the bereaved. Our loss, if I may venture to
call it a loss, as a church, at the opening of this year was extremely heavy.
The King has been taking his mowings among us, and has cut down here
one and there another. When churches commence with a great many young
members there naturally would not be so many deaths; but, as we all grow
old together, there must be a larger proportion of removals from this world
into the land above. I purpose to speak a little upon that subject, and I shall
do so in a threefold way First, by way of consolation; then, by way of
admonition; and, then, by way of anticipation.


I. First, by way of CONSOLATION. It is a sorrowful matter that our beloved
brethren should be taken from us. We were not more but less than men if
we did not sorrow. Jesus wept, and by that act he sanctified our tears. It is
not wrong, it is not unmanly, much less is it sinful, for us to drop the tear
of sorrow over the departed; yet let us help to wipe those tears with a
handkerchief of sacred consolations.


First, seeing, “All flesh is grass, and all the comeliness thereof as the flower
of the grass,” dost thou lament that the King has been mowing? Then let
this thought abide thee. The King himself has done it! There is no such
abstract thing as death, an unloosed monster devouring the saints at will,
“drinking the blood of men, and grinding their bones between his iron
teeth.” This is a poet’s raving. No destroying angel is sent forth to slay the
Israel of God. There is a destroying angel, it is true; but he comes not near
those who bear the blood-mark. It is not in the power of disease, or
accident, to kill the children of God except as instruments in the divine
hand. No saint dieth otherwise than by the act of God. It is ever according
to the King’s own will; it is the King’s own doing. Every ripe ear in his
field is gathered by his own hand, cut down by his own golden sickle, and
by none other. Every fall-blown flower of grace is taken away by him, not
smitten with blight, or cut down by the tempest, or devoured by some evil
beast.


“When mortal man resigns his breath,
‘Tis God directs the stroke of death;
Casual howe’er the stroke appear,


He sends the fatal messenger.
The keys are in that hand divine;


That hand must first the warrant sign,
And arm the death, and wing the dart.
Which doth his message to our heart.’“
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The Lord has done it, in every case, and, knowing this, we must not even
think of complaining. What the King doeth his servants delight in; for he is
such a King, that, let him do what seemeth him good we will still bless him
we are of the mind of him who said, “Though he slay in yet will I cruse in
him.”


Again, those who have been in mown down and taken away are with the
King. They are the King’s mowings: they are gathered into his stores. They
are not in purgatory; they are not in the limbus patrum, much less are they
in hell. They are not wandering in dreary pathways amidst the stars to find
a lodging place. “Father, I will that they also whom thou hast given me be
with me where I am, that they may behold thy glory, the glory which thou
hast given me, for thou lovedst me from before the foundations of the
world:” This prayer has fixed their abode. We shall enter into no questions
now about whether heaven is a place, and where it is, or whether it be a
state merely: it is enough for us that where Jesus is there his people are —
not some of them on lower seats or sitting outside or in lower rooms, but
they are all where he is. That will certainly content me, and if there be any
degrees in glory you who want the high ones may have them. The lowest
degree that I can perceive in Scripture is, “that they my be with me where I
am, that they may behold my glory,” and that lowest degree is as high as
my most vivid imagination can carry me. Here is enough to fill our souls
even to the brim. And now do you sorrow? Do you not almost blame your
tears when you learn that your beloved ones are promoted to such blissful
scenes? Why, mother, did you ever wish for your child a higher place than
that it should be where Jesus is? Husband, by the love you bore your wife
you cannot grudge her the glory into which she has entered. Wife, by the
deep devotion of your heart to him who is taken from you, you could not
wish to have detained him a moment from the joy in which his soul now
triumphs with his Lord. If he were gone to some unknown land, if you
could stand on life’s brink, and hear the roaring billows of a dread
mysterious ocean and say, “My dear one has gone, I know not whither, to
be tossed like a waif or stray upon yonder tempestuous sea,” Oh, then you
might mix your own tears with the brine of that ocean. But you know
where they are, you know with whom they are, and you can form some
idea by the joy of Christ’s presence here on earth what must be their bliss
above.
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“Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear;
Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear!


Rings with the harmony heaven’s high dome,
Joyfully, joyfully bring the saints home.”


It is a sweet reflection, too, that although our dear friends have been cut
down like flowers by the scythe, yet their lot is better than ours though we
are standing and blooming to-day. Life seems better than death, and the
living dog is better than the dead lion; but take into account the everlasting
state, and who will dare say that the state of the blessed is worse than
ours? Will not all assert that it is infinitely superior? We are suffering still,
but they shall smart no more. We are weak and tottering here, but they
have regained the dew of their youth. We know what want means, and
wipe the sweat of toil from off our face, but they rest in abundance for
ever. The worst of all is that we still sin, and have to wrestle hard with
doubts and fears; Satan still besets us, the world is around us, and
corruptions within us. But they are where not a wave of trouble can ever
break the serenity of their spirit, beyond the barkings of the hell-dogs, and
beyond the arrows of hell’s quiver; though there be archers who would
shoot their darts into heaven itself if they could. The ingathered ones are
supremely blest; they are far beyond what we are in joy, and knowledge,
and holiness; therefore, if we love them, how can we mourn that they have
gone from the worse to the better, and from the lower to the higher room?


And, moreover, brethren, although some of you sorrow very bitterly,
because God has taken away the desire of your eyes with a stroke, let me
remind you that you might have had a worse sorrow than this concerning
them. Ah, the mother that hath to mourn over a grown up son who has
become a profligate, has a bitterer pang a thousand times over than she
who sees her infant carried to the grave. The father who knows that his
sons or daughters have become a dishonor to his name, may well wish that
he had long ago seen them laid in the silent tomb; and I have known men in
the Church whom I would sooner have buried a thousand times over than
have lived to see what I have seen afterwards in them. For years they stood
as honorable professors; but they lived to dishonor the Church, to
blaspheme their Lord, to go back into perdition, and prove that the root of
the matter was never in them. Oh, ye need not weep for those in heaven;
weep not for the dead, neither bewail them; but weep for the spiritually
dead; weep for the apostate and backslider; weep for the false professor
and the hypocrite, “the wandering stars,” “for whom is reserved the
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blackness of darkness for ever.” If ye have tears, go and shed them there;
but for those who have fought the fight and won the victory, for those who
have stemmed the stream and safely landed on the other side, let us have
no tears; nay, put away the sacbut and bring forth the clarion, let the
trumpet ring out jubilantly the note of victory. It is to them the day of
jubilee; why to us should it be the hour of sorrow? They put on the crown
and wear the palm branch, wherefore should we don these funeral weeds?
There is more to rejoice in infinitely than there is to sorrow for; therefore,
let our hearts be glad. The Lord hath said to them, “Well done,” and
rewarded them according to his grace, and this is infinitely better than that
they should have lived to slip and slide.


“But this is poor comfort,” you will say, and therefore let me come back to
the text, and say the King has taken his mowings. Sorrowful as they may
be, it is not the worst sorrow, but whether or no we must not grudge the
King. All the friends we have are lent us. The old proverb says, “A loan
should go laughing home,” that is, we should newer be unwilling to return
a loan but cheerfully give it back. They were lent us — and, dear ones,
what a blessing they have been to us. The lamps of our house, have they
been the joy of our day? The Master says, “I want them back again,” and
do we clutch at them and say, “No, Master, thou shalt not have them,” Oh,
it must not be so. Our dear ones were never half as much ours as they were
Christ’s. We did not make them, but he did; we never bought them with
our blood, but he did; we never sweat a bloody sweat for them, nor had
our hands and feet pierced for them, but he did. They were with us, but
they belonged to him. Your prayer was, “Father, let them be with me
where I am,” but Christ’s prayer was, “Father, I will that they whom thou
hast given me, be with me where I am.” Your prayer pulled one way and
Christ’s another, be not envious that Christ won the suit, for if I ever enter
into the Lord’s court of chancery, if I find that Christ is on the other side,
my Lord, I will not plead. Thou shalt have thy will, for I and thou and thou
and I are one; and if it be thy suit that all I love be with thee, so be it, for I
shall be with thee too, ere long, and I would not quarrel with thy wish. The
King; as let out his church like a pasture to us, and he says, “I must take
my mowings sometimes.” Well, he has so watered us and given us the
smell of a field that the Lord God has blessed, that when he cometh and
takes his rent, we may not stand at the gate and forbid him, but say “Good
Master, come and take which thou wilt. Take thy quitrent, for the field is
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all thine own. Thou hast dearly purchased it, and thou hast tilled, it with
much diligence take what thou wilt, for it is thine.”


And, let us add, to increase our comfort, that the King took his mowings at
the right time. Out of those whom he has taken away from us, I think we
must all confess that the Lord took them when they should be taken. In one
case, a venerable sister, who, if she had lasted longer would have been the
prey of weakness and of pain. ‘Twas well she fell asleep. In another case, a
dear young friend was pining under that fell disease, consumption. Her
throat was scarcely able to receive nourishment. I think those who loved
her best must have felt relieved when at last she fell asleep. Two brethren
rise before my mind’s eye — the one struggled through life, and wondered
often that he did not sink before, for he was like a ship unfit for sea, which
every wave threatens to engulf — it is a wonder that he survived so long as
he did. He served his Lord up to the last, and when all was over it was
well. Another, whom I saw with an afflicting disease about him that had
brought him very low, had led as gracious a life that he did not need to
utter any dying testimony. Brethren, beloved, also who were once with us
in the College have fallen asleep, having finished their course and kept the
faith.


I may add that, not only did the king take his mowings at the right time,
but in every case I have now before my mind he took them in the easiest
way. He took them gently. Some have a hard fight for it at the last, but in
these cases though there were pains and dying strife, yet at the last their
souls were kissed away by the dear lips of him who named them by their
names and said they were his. They fell asleep, some of them, so sweetly,
that those who looked on scarcely knew whether it was the sleep of life or
the deeper sleep of eternity. They were gone; they were gone at once to
their Lord and their God. Putting all these things together, reflecting that
the King has done it, that those he has taken way he has taken to be with
himself; that their present lot is an infinitely better one than anything
beneath the moon; considering, too, that we must never grudge the King
the heritage which he has so dearly bought, and that he took his mowings
at the right time, and took them in the happiest manner, we will no longer
repine, but we will bless the Lord.


II. And now, brethren, suffer me for a few minutes to use the subject by
way of ADMONITION.
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I hardly know whether under this head I have grouped together thoughts
that are quite admonitory. The first one to me is very joyous. It is this, that
as we belong to the King, our hope is that we shall be mown too. We are
sitting on the banks of Jordan, especially some of riper years, waiting for a
summons to the court of the Eternal King. It grows a wonder sometimes
with aged Christians, why they stay so long. John Newton, methinks, used
to marvel at his own age; and Rowland Hill used to say he half imagined
they had forgotten him, and hoped they would soon recollect him and send
for him. Well, we have not quite got that length — we who are young —
but still we entertain the hope that some fair evening, calm and bright, the
angel-reaper will come with the scythe. Then shall we, having fulfilled, like
the hireling, our day, lay down our tools of labor and take our rest. Then
shall we put down our sword, and take off our breast-plate, and unloose
the shoes of iron and brass, for we shalt fight no more, but take the palm
and claim the victory before the throne. Never let us look forward to this
with dread. It is wondrous that we should do so, and we could not if our
faith were stronger. When faith vividly realizes the rest that remaineth for
the people of God, we are tempted to long to be up and away. Then why
should we wish to linger here? What is there in this old musty worn-out
world, worm-eaten and full of holes, with its very gold and silver cankered
that can satisfy an immortal spirit? Let us away to the hills of spices and to
the mountains of frankincense, where the King in his beauty stands with
“helmed cherubim and sworded seraphim,” and all the hosts that serve him
day and night, to behold his face, and evermore adore him. Let us
anticipate cheerfully the time when the King’s mowings shall include us
also.


Brethren, the admonition that rises out of all this, is — let us be ready.
Should not every Christian man live every day as if he were going to die
that day? Should we not always live as if we knew our last hour to be at
that the door? If a man in his right state were informed on a sudden, “You
will die to-night,” he ought not to alter his mode of life one atom; he
should be so living that he had nothing more to do but to continue his
course. It is remarked of Bengel, the great critic, that “he did not wish to
die in spiritual parade, but in the ordinary way; like a person called out to
the street door from the midst of business: so much so that he was
occupied with the correction of his proof-sheets at his dying season, as at
other times.” To me it seems to be the very highest kind of death to die in
harness, concluding life without suspending service. Alas, many are
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unready, and would sadly be put about if the midnight cry were suddenly
heard. Oh, let us see that every thing is in order! Both for this world and
the next, nothing should be left to be hurried over in the last few hours.
Christian man, is your will made? Are your business affairs all straight?
They ought to be, everything ought to be as near as you can keep it in
perfect order, so that you are ready to go at any minute. Mr. George
Whitefield used to live so in anticipation of death that he said, “I never go
to sleep at night with even a pair of gloves out of place.” Oh, that we could
be habitually ready and in order, especially in higher matters, walking
before the Lord’ preparing to meet him


Then dear friends, this departure of many friends, while it admonishes us to
be going, at the same time teaches us to do twice as much while we are
here, seeing that our numbers are being thinned. A brave soldier in the day
of battle, if he hears that a regiment has been exterminated by the enemy’s
shot and shell, says “Then those of us that survive must fight like tigers.
There is no room for us to play at fighting. If they have slain so many, we
must be more desperately valiant.” And so, to-day, if one is gone here and
there, a useful worker from the Sabbath-schools, from the street preaching,
then it is time our broken ranks were repaired. O you young men, I pray
you, fill up the gap; and you young women who love the Savior, if a
Sabbath-school teacher is gone and you are teaching, teach better, or, if
you are not teaching, come and fill the place. My dear brethren, I pray for
recruits, I stand like a commander in the midst of my little army and see
some of the best smitten down, here one and there one, and what can I do,
but, as my Master bids me, lead you on, and say, “Brethren and sisters,
step into their places; fill the gaps in the ranks.” Do not let death gain upon
us, but even as one goes into the golden city, let another cry: “Here I am! I
will fill up the place and seek to do the work until the Master shall call me
also to my reward.” As for us who are at work we must labor more
zealously than ever, we must pray more fervently than ever. When a certain
great man suddenly died in the ministry, I remember in my young days an
old preacher saying, “I must preach better than ever I did now that Mr. So-
and-so is gone.” And you, Christian, whenever a saint is removed say, “I
must live the better to make up to the church the loss which it has
sustained.”


One other thought, by way of admonition. If the King has been taking his
mowings, then the King’s eye is upon his church. He has not forgotten this
field, for he has been mowing it. We have been praying lately that he would
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visit us. He has come, he has come! Not quite as we expected him, but he
has come, he has come! Oh yes, and an he has walked these aisles, and
looked on the congregation, he has taken one and then another. He has not
taken me, for I was not ready and he has not taken you, for you are not
quite ripe; but he has taken away some that were ripe and ready, and they
have gone in with him. Well, then, he has not forgotten us, and this ought
to stimulate us in prayer. He will hear us, his eye is upon us; this ought to
stimulate us to self-examination. Let us purge out everything that will
grieve him. He is evidently watching us. Let us seek to live as in his
presence that nothing may vex his Spirit, and cause him to withdraw from
us. Beloved, these are the words of admonition.


III. And, now, a few more words by way of ANTICIPATION. I hardly know
under what head to place them. What anticipations are there that come out
of the mowing? Why, these. There is to be an aftergrowth. After the King’s
mowings there came another upspringing of fresh grass, which belonged to
the King’s tenants. So we expect, now that the King has been mowing, that
we shall have a fresh crop of grass. Is there not a promise, “They shall
grow as the grass, as willows by the watercourses”? Fresh converts will
come, and who will they be? Well, I look around, and I will not say with
Samuel, as I look a some young man in the gallery, “Surely the Lord hath
chosen him;” neither will look down here and say, “Surely the Lord hath
chosen him;” but I will bless God that I know he has chosen some, and that
he means to make this fresh grass spring up to fill up the waste caused by
the King’s mowings. Do you know who I should like to come if I might
have my preference? Well, where the daughter died, how glad I should be
if the father came, or the brother came; and where the father died, how
would I be rejoiced if the son should come; and where a good woman has
been taken away, how glad would I be if her husband filled up the place. It
seems to me as if it were natural to wish that those who loved them best
should occupy their position, and discharge their work for them. But if that
cannot be, I stand here to-night as a recruiting sergeant. My king in his
wars has lost his men, and the regiment wants making up. Who will come?
I put the colors in my hat to-night, but will not stand here and tempt, you
with lies about the ease of the service, for it is hard service; yet I assure
you we have a blessed Leader, a glorious conflict, and a grand reward.
Who will come? Who will come to fill up the gaps in the ranks? Who will
be baptized for the dead, to stand in their place of Christian service, and
take up the torch which they have dropped? I will put the question round,
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and I hope that many a heart will say, “Would God the Lord would have
me. O that he would blot out my sins and receive me!” He delighteth in
contrite hearts; he sayeth such as be of a contrite spirit. He will have whom
he will have, but the way to be enlisted is plain, “Oh,” say you, “what must
I give to be Christ’s soldier?” To be the queen’s soldier you do not give
any thing; you receive a shilling. You take to be a soldier of the queen, and
so to be Christ’s soldier you must take Christ to be your all in all, holding
out your empty hand and receiving of his blood and righteousness to be
your hope and your salvation. Oh that his good Spirit would sweetly
incline your wills, that one after another were made willing in the day of his
power. May he thus do and our hearts will greatly rejoice.


As I read the passage in Amos, which we have taken for our text, I noticed
something about caterpillars. It is said that after the King’s mowings there
came the caterpillars to eat up the aftergrowth. Oh, those caterpillars!
When the poor eastern husbandman sees the caterpillars, his heart is ready
to break for he knows they will eat up every green thing. And I can see the
caterpillars here to-night. There is the great green caterpillar that eats up all
before him; I wish could crush him. He is called the caterpillar of
procrastination. There are many, many other worms and locusts which eat
up much, but this worm of procrastination is the worst, for just as the
green blade is beginning to spring up this caterpillar begins to eat. I can
hear him gnawing, “Wait, wait, wait; to-morrow, to-morrow; a little more
sleep, a little more sleep, a little more sleep.” And so this caterpillar
devours our hopes. Lord, destroy the caterpillar, and grant that instead of
the fathers may be the children, instead of the King’s mowings may come
up the aftergrass which shall be a rich reward to tire husbandman and bring
glory to the owner of the soil.


We have reason to pray that the Lord would send the dew and the rain to
bring forth the aftergrowth. “He shall come down like rain upon the mown
grass.” Now this congregation is like mown grass. God has in mown it — a
rich mowing has the King taken from us. Now, my brethren, we have the
premise; let us plead it before the throne. All the preaching in the world
cannot save a soul, nor all the efforts of men; but God’s Spirit can do
everything, and, oh, that he would come down like rain upon the mown
grass now. Then shall we see the handful of corn upon the top of the
mountain multiply till its fruit shall shake like Lebanon, and they of the city
shall flourish like grass of the earth. The Lord send it, the Lord send it
now.
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If any would be saved, here is the way of salvation “Believe in the Lord
Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved.” To believe is to trust. What you have
to trust in is this: that Jesus is God, that he became man, that he suffered in
the sinner’s place, and that whosoever believes in him shall be forgiven
because God has punished Christ instead of believers. Christ bore God’s
wrath instead of every sinner that ever did or ever shall believe in him, and
if thou believest in him thou wast redeemed from among men. His
substitution was for thee and it will save thee; but if thou believes not thou
hast no part nor lot in this matter. Oh, that thou wert brought to put thy
trust in Jesus. This would be the pledge of thy sure salvation to-night and
for evermore. God bless you for Christ’s sake. Amen.


PREPARE to die whilst you are in health. It is an ill time to calk the ship
when at sea, troubling up and down in a storm: this should have been
looked to when she was in port. And as bad is it to begin and trim a soul
for heaven when tossing on a sick bed. Things that are done in a hurry are
seldom done well. Those poor creatures, I fear, go in an ill dress into
another world who begin to provide for it when they are dying . . . but alas,
they must go, though they have not time to put on proper clothes. —
Gurnall.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


OCTOBER 1, 1872.


OPENING THE CAMPAIGN


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


The next six months are, in many churches, the period of harvest. Our
richer friends will have returned from their sea-side vacation, and our
poorer brethren will, during the long evenings, have better opportunities
for attending our meetings; and therefore we look for larger meetings and
less distracted thoughts. In the country, the harvest operations no longer
engross attention, and in the town, for the most part, evening services have
more attraction. Between this month and the spring, much may be
accomplished if pastors and churches have a mind to work. The time has
come: are the men ready to avail themselves of it? We judge it seasonable
to give a word of exhortation this month, and we trust our readers will not
only suffer it but accept it. No one can prescribe rules for other men, yet
those who have actual and large experience may give useful hints.


 We take it for granted that all are resolved that the season should be
improved to the utmost, and all done that can be done to secure the
blessing. Let this be spoken of publicly in the pastor’s discourse, and
regarded as being as much a settled fact as the gathering in of the harvest
in its due season. It is important that ministers should at once call special
attention to the usual power-meetings, by mentioning them from the pulpit,
with a special request that they may be well attended, or, better still, by a
sermon upon the topic; stirring up the pure minds of the brethren by way of
remembrance. It may be exceedingly beneficial to hold a special meeting
after one of the Sabbath services, or to impress the minds of the people
with the commencement of the winter campaign by some extraordinary
meeting for prayer and exhortation. Men’s minds are exercised with many
reflections when they see that the pastor is setting himself in a zealous
manner to the work of God, and like a man :in earnest is availing himself of
the opportunities of the season. Their own proverbs teach our people to
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make hay while the sun shines, and they judge of the sincerity of our efforts
when they see us with common-sense prudence seizing the most profitable
occasions. Every one of the members of a congregation should be made to
feel, — “Whether I help or hinder, whether I unite in effort or am idle,
whether I get a blessing or remain indifferent, the minister in God’s name
has summoned the church to seek a gracious visitation of the Holy Spirit,
and he acts like a man who will not rest without it.” Let the trumpet give a
certain sound that every warrior may prepare himself for the battle. A
lively, hopeful, prayerful commencement will give tone to all that follows.


Thus, having cried unto the Lord for strength, the church should each
week make some distinct inroad upon the .territory of the archenemy. We
assume that her Sabbath schools, her Bible classes, preaching stations, tract
districts, open-air evangelizations, and so on, are all maintained :in first-
class vigor, and that grace rests on all the workers; what we have to
propose is extra and beyond all this; — we suggest that some new effort
beyond all that; is already done should be made every week between
Sabbath and Sabbath, or on the Lord’s day itself’. For instance, in the
department of tract distribution, could not a number of selected tracts be
produced at the meeting for prayer, paid for by the gifts of all, and then
distributed to all for dissemination all over the district during the week.
Upon these might be printed the name of the place of worship, and the time
of the services, and thus a double end might:, be answered. To give
publicity to our services would greatly tend to increase our congregations.
In large towns tens of thousands do not even know of the existence of a
chapel which may stand within a street or two of them. Handbills of a
striking character could be issued, in the same manner, to be placed in shop
windows, pasted on walls, or nailed up on gate posts, or elsewhere. By this
means the church might bear testimony to the truth each week. If no other
good came of it, the duty of witness-bearing would have been performed,
and a sin of omission prevented. Of the first handbill given away at the
Tabernacle we give a copy at the close of this paper. Funds for this would
surely be forthcoming, every one would do something, and much would be
accomplished. Or take another instance of what we mean. Is there yet
room for more children in the Sabbath school? Then let, the meeting for
prayer, at one of its gatherings, consider mainly the school, and plead for a
blessing unto it., and let the godly persons there present agree to scour the
neighborhood and bring in all the stray children. If the pastor and
superintendent would come prepared with a map or plan, with districts
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marked out, they would probably find sufficient persons volunteering to do
all the needful child.-hunting, and the whole meeting would feel a far
greater interest in the Sabbath school than it has ever done before. Or, to
carry our plan into another department., if rooms in cottages, parlors in
larger houses, and such halls as can be hired, were engaged as advanced
posts for evangelists services, so that fresh ground were broken up by all
the preaching power of the church, and such services were held here one
week, and there another, in each case assailing a fresh part of the enemy’s
wall, we lit, de know what good would follow. We must not be deterred by
the idea that we should be thinning the congregation at home, or
diminishing the central power. God has ways of recompensing, and takes
care that the liberal church Shall be made fat. We have had too much of
centralizing; God means us to divide, and so to increase and conquer. We
fish one pond till there are no more fish left that are ever likely to be
caught, while the same amount of effort elsewhere would, humanly
speaking, be far more remunerative. We must launch out into the deep. We
have dragged the shallows again and again, with much wear and tear to the
net and very small results; who knows what shoals of great fishes are
swarming in the waves further from the shore?


Each week, then, we suggest some distinct effort in advance, publicly
announced and prayed over, and recognized as the effort of the church, or
of that part of it which answers to the pastor’s call, and gathers at the
council of war held weekly at the prayer-meeting. Real work should be
done, not talked about.


Meanwhile the congregation should be, by God’s help, vigorously plied
with the gospel Within her own suburbs the church should make it hard for
sinners to be at ease. Appeals should not only come from the pastor, but
from all the members. Whichever way the unconverted turn they should be
confronted with expostulations, entreaties, invitations, and warnings.
Frequent seasons should be set apart for inquirers: the pastor and officers
should lay themselves out to converse with all presons under concern of
soul.. No one should find it difficult to unbosom his doubts, or relate his
struggles after pardon: all experienced believers should be upon the watch
to lend their aid. If the undecided will not come to us we must go to them;
the members of the church must individually see to them one by one; but
the bulk of them will come to an interview if properly invited, and if their
first venture should prove profitable they are pretty sure to desire a second.
Love all on fire with holy zeal must make the meetings pleasing, and induce
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the timid to take courage, the retiring to be less backward, and the self-
condemned to be more at ease in the company of believers. What sweeter
work is there than to speak to an audience gathered on purpose to learn the
way of salvation? Sweet as it is, few find it easy to discharge the work
aright. One goes away from such gatherings sighing and crying because
one’s heart; is not more tender and one’s mind more wise in soul-winning.
No one can calculate the personal influence of a beloved minister when he
comes side by side with a seeker and pleads with him alone. Under God it
is like one of our old three-deckers lying side by side with an enemy’s man-
of-war and pouring in broadsides of red-hot shot; you may see the vessel
under fire quiver from stem to stern, and its attempts at reply grow fainter
and fainter at every round. Ministers who hold no such meetings, and give
souls no opportunity for private discourse, are surely unaware of their
duty, or ignorant of their power.


During the sacred crusade a courage of sermons upon the first truths of the
gospel would be peculiarly appropriate, and if all hearers were urged to
bring friends with them it would be well. For the seat-holders to give up
their seats occasionally, and to make it public that, working men were
welcome, would be a hopeful experiment. If this were done once a month,
and all the seats could be filled with a new set of hearers, what a blessing it
might be. Where it. has been tried it has been attended with the most
admirable results. At any rate the preacher must. dwell largely at this time
upon arousing and soul-saying topics. He must preach Jesus most
distinctly, and the plan of justification by faith as clearly as words can put
it. The more advanced truths can wait; awhile, but the rudiments of the
gospel must be laid before men’s minds, if peradventure they may believe
and live. Every sermon should have a warm side for sinners, and never be
concluded without the proclamation of free grace. This, backed by
believing prayer which secures the co-operation of the Holy Spirit, will not
be without its effect. After each sermon, announce that inquirers will be
immediately seen, and encourage them to stay behind. Also publish
frequently the way of joining the church, and urge secret believers to
confess their Lord. Let no one say, “I wish to be baptized, but do not;
know where to apply.” Keep the church agencies above board, and make
plain paths for the feet of seekers. More lies in this than some would
suppose.


It will be well that the young should have peculiar attention paid to them.
Mothers’ prayer-meetings should be in full force, and why not fathers’
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prayer-meetings too? These last must be held at very convenient times or
they will be a failure, as our experience has shown. Meetings for prayer for
the young themselves. :if well conducted, will be eminently beneficial.
There are young believers in the church who would feel at liberty to pray at
such meetings, and their example would, by God’s blessing; influence other
youths. Addresses should also, at this season, be given to the schools by
other than the regular teachers, and the pastor or qualified persons should
undertake this task. The little ones mast be made to see that they are
lovingly cared for by the church. If meetings could be held at which two or
three lively, affectionate exhortations should be given, and opportunities
offered for private conversation afterwards, it would surprise some to see
how many of the young would gladly come forward to tell their gracious
feelings and receive further instruction. In this field we reap not because
we do not sow, or because we sow without faith. If day ,schools could be
visited also by the minister to tell out the common salvation, precious souls
would doubtless be his reward. Private seminaries, as well as the more
public schools, should also have a visit from the: workers in the church.


The church-officers and all the leading workers should come together often
during this time of Zion’s travailing, both for mutual encouragement and
united prayer: the pastor’s presence would be a stimulus at such meetings,
and therefore should not be lacking so long as time and strength hold out.
One such assembly held an horn’ before the regular prayer-meeting, has
just been convened at the Tabernacle, and it has made our heart sing for
joy. The church members also should come together alone, and stir each
other up to increased love and good works. Why not more of such
meetings? Why is not the church-meeting utilized to a far greater extent? It
might be and must be. To break bread together at such times would also be
very profitable, and tend much to the sustenance of spiritual strength.


Every believer should be doubly on the alert in watching for souls. None in
that congregation should be able to say, “We attended that place, but no
one spoke to us.” There should be much hand to hand battling with
unbelievers, for this mode of wrestling with sin is greatly blest, and it is the
duty of all who are themselves partakers of the divine life. If all members of
the church became seekers of souls they would, with God’s blessing, all
become winners of souls. This would yield a season of increase such as our
present experience has not enabled us to realize.
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O that the Lord would send forth real power into our midst! We need not
great talents or intense excitements; with what we already have the battle
may be won if the Lord will put his Spirit within use. The ox-goad, the
jawbone, the sling-and-stone, and the ram’s-horn trumpet have each been
made an irresistible weapon; with God the instrument is little, his might is
everything. Only let us be strong in faith, full of zeal, and very courageous
for the Lord our God, and the Lord will bless us.


Brethren, our marching orders are FORWARD!


COPY OF HANDBILL DISTRIBUTED
ON SEPTEMBER 16TH, AT THE TABERNACLE  —


A QUESTION!


Where wilt thou spend Eternity?
Nay; don’t tear down the bill;


This question means but good to thee,
And will be answered still


To shun the light, or shut the sight,
Thy Cup of Wrath may fill.


Eternity where wilt thou spend?
Don’t say — “I cannot tell.”


The life thou leadest now will end
In Heaven or else in Hell.


O Friend, bethink thee well!


The above may be had of Passmore and Alabaster, 4, Paternoster Building.
Size 20 in. by 15 in. Price 3s. per hundred.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER 1, 1872.


VOICES FROM POMPEII


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A RUSH of thought has hurried through our soul while traversing the
streets of the long lost city of Pompeii. Worn as its pavements are by the
traffic of a thousand chariots in days of yore, it is all silent now, and its
temples and palaces echo only to the footfalls of inquisitive visitors, who
guess its life from its suggestive relics. The city was not destroyed by a
fiery stream of molten lava, as is popularly supposed; but it would seem
that first there fell a shower of ashes and cinders, with here and there a
huge mass of volcanic matter; and then there followed torrents of liquid
mud, which flowed over all and formed over the city a crust, preserving
everything that remained from further injury or decay. Had the stream been
burning lava, it must have melted down the bronzes, calcined the marbles,
and reduced all to one vast heap of molten matter; as it is, the most delicate
frescoes remain uninjured, the most minute articles are found in their
integrity, and even such readily combustible materials as thread and skeins
of silk, are gathered from the ruined dwellings. We have seen a glass jar of
oil still retaining its contents, delicate bottles of perfume apparently as fresh
as when purchased at the shop, and amphorae of wine, with the age of the
vintage as freshly marked thereon, as though but yesterday placed in the
cellar. How marvelous does all this seem when we remember that the city
was buried in A.D. 79, and, therefore, has lain in its grave for close upon
eighteen hundred years.


Comparatively few human remains have been found in the excavations, for
although the inhabitants of Pompeii had but scant warning, it appears that
the bulk of the population were, at the time of the eruption, assembled in
the great amphitheater, which is outside the town, and, finding themselves
cut off from the rest of the city by the falling ashes, they made their escape
from the impending doom. All of them were not, however, so fortunate,
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for some six hundred skeletons have been exhumed, and as yet a bare half
of the city has been uncovered. In the ear of our imagination have sounded
voices from the dead in Pompeii, and in a hurried moment we sit down to
record the impressions they have made.


The full chorus of the disinterred chants one solemn line, “Be ye also
ready, for in such an hour as ye think not the Son of Man cometh.” To
many in that fair abode of luxury and vice the outbreak of Vesuvius
appeared to be the end of all things. When the darkness which might be felt
settled down upon them; when the earth rumbled and reeled beneath them;
when the groaning waves of the tortured sea foamed beyond them; when
the scorching glare of vivid lightnings flashed above them, and huge rocks
blazing and hissing with fire fell all around them; they believed that the
world’s death had come, — and so, indeed, in a manner it had come to
them, but in a fuller and truer sense it hastens on for us! Even now, while
the ink is flowing from our pen, the Lord may be on his way, and may
suddenly appear. In Pompeii’s last tremendous hour the bread was in the
oven, but the baker never saw it taken from it; the meat was seething in the
pot never to be eaten; the slave was at the mill, the prisoner in the
dungeon, the traveler at the inn, the money dealer in his treasury, but none
of these saw aught of their labors, their pains, their pleasures, or their
profits again. The burning dust fell over all, the poisonous vapors sought
out every crevice, and the ocean of mud buried inhabitant and habitation,
worshipper and temple, worker and all that he had wrought! Should a
sudden overthrow come upon us also, are we ready? Could we welcome
the descending Lord, and feel that for us his coming with clouds to
recompense justice would be a joyful appearing, to be welcomed with
exulting acclamation? The question is too important to be dismissed until
honestly answered: may sincerity direct the examination it suggests.


A very large proportion of the dead were discovered in the barracks; thirty-
four were found together, beyond all doubt the guard called out for the
fatal night discipline must have been powerful indeed to have kept men to
their duty at such a time, especially when they were not far from the city
gate. It would seem that the officers’ wives and children shared in the same
spirit, and remained with the band, and with them, those ever faithful
friends of man, the dogs who had fed beneath their table. Soldiers are
expected to endure hardness, and these Roman legionaries discharged their
trust to the last. Christians are called soldiers of Christ; shall they be less
firm, less bravely obedient, even unto death? Whoever flees in the evil day,
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a Christian must not. His it is to be at his post at all hazards, and faithless
never. Christian and coward, saint and deserter, are words as much
opposed as heaven and hell. Every one has heard of the lone soldier at the
Herculaneum gate of Pompeii, who stepped under an arch to shelter
himself from the hot ashes, and there remained close by the gate which he
was set to guard, and was found there spear in hand, faithful unto death,
His martial voice rings in our ear, and bids us, even if alone, abide in our
appointed place come what may. Ours it is not to consult personal ease or
safety, but to abide where the great Lord of all has marked our station till
he himself shall release us from it. Like the dove which was found sitting
upon her nest in the garden of Diomed, if we are entrusted with the care of
others we must sooner perish than forsake our charge. If Jesus has said
“feed my lambs,” we must not flee when the wolf cometh, but must, under
evil report and good report, feed the flock of God which he hath purchased
with his own blood.


One of the first buildings seen by the traveler upon entering the
excavations, is the villa whose owner is supposed to have been named
Diomed, because a tomb on the opposite side of the road bears that name.
In the ample cellars of this house seventeen persons were found huddled in
a corner, who from their ornaments and dress are believed to have  been
females, and some of them the ladies of the house. Where was the father,
the master, the husband of the family? Why did he not form the center of
the group, and prove the mainstay of the tremblers in their hour of horror?
A skeleton, believed to be that of the master of the house, was found near
the garden gate, with the key of his villa firmly grasped in his hand; and
behind him was an attendant with one hundred pieces of money in his
girdle. What was he about to do? He was doubtless fleeing for his life and
perished in the attempt: but why escape alone? It would have been useless
to carry the key if the door remained unlocked. Had he then fastened in his
family and left them all to die? Let us not judge even the dead severely:
perhaps the timid females would not venture with him, and he went to
discover for them a way of escape. The taking of a considerable sum of
money with him does not give much countenance to the theory, but this
much is clear, for some reason or other the strong man left his household
behind him and sought safety for himself. Meanwhile, outside his door, on
the other side of the road, a lady stumbled through the heaps of small loose
pumice stones which filled the roadway, and sought a shelter under the
vault of the hemicycle where many a traveler had rested ere he entered the
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splendid city of pomps. She was not alone, but had two children clinging to
her garments, and she carried another at her breast. Did she sever herself
from the little ones? Did self-preservation drive her to drop her helpless
burden? No; folded in each other’s arms they fell into their last sleep, the
mother still cherishing in death the children, about whose necks her love
had hung pearls and finest gold while yet their days were happy. “Can a
woman forget her sucking child, that she should not have compassion upon
the son of her womb?” Man is too often hard and selfish, but a mother’s
heart is tender, and her love makes sacrifices and counts them sweet.


In the streets of abundance, in the house of a money-changer, in a dark
vault-like room at the rear of the building, lies a skeleton upon a heap of
rubbish, with outstretched arms and clutching fingers, as if he had been
grasping at earth with his last life-throb. Near him the diggers found some
400 coins, mostly of silver, with quite a little fortune in rings and cameos.
Was he a thief, and were these the spoils he had gathered and purchased
with his life? Was he a money-lender, and were these his capital and his
securities for loans? No man can answer these questions, but the blending
together of death and gold in one story is no new thing; it is, indeed, but
another among a thousand instances in which death has slain men with
gilded darts. In another place was found an adventurous pilferer, who, after
the destruction of the city, had marked the spot where stood a rich man’s
house, had burrowed down into it, and had met his end through the falling
in of the earth upon him. He digged for treasure, and knew not that he had
prepared his grave; fit warning to other earthworms among men that they
also perish not in their groveling, though it is to be feared the admonition is
seldom heeded, and men continue to barter heaven for yellow clay. Less
ignobly died the prisoners in their cells, and the soldiers in their stocks, for
they were bound by no voluntary fetters, and may have been free in spirit
while they lay in durance. Avarice both imprisons and degrades.


The skeleton in the large room behind the Temple of Isis reveals the
overpowering energy of even a base animal appetite, for there it was found
with bones of chickens, eggshells, fishbones, bread, wine, and a garland of
flowers around it. He must have been a rare feeder who could find stomach
for his meat amid such convulsions of nature; his worship of his belly had
furnished him with a courage which far nobler devotions have not excelled.
It shows how sottish he becomes who lives to eat instead of eating to live;
he may one day die by his eating, and go from the banquets of Bacchus to
the tortures of Tophet. Let all men beware of the tyranny of carnal
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passions, for no despots are so exacting as the appetites of the flesh.
Suicide by one’s own teeth is the meanest of deaths, and involves a man in
everlasting contempt; the cruelest of tyrants have not demanded this of
their victims. By all that we value for time and for eternity, let us conquer
fleshly appetites lest they conquer us.


Time would fail us to tell of the wretch who left his bones in a temple with
all the evidence of his sacrilege about him. Will a man rob God? How will
it fare with him should he perish in the act? Neither can we speak much of
the gigantic personage, who with an axe had pierced a way through two
walls of the temple of Isis in his efforts to escape from the all-surrounding
death. He at least was no sluggard or foolhardy glutton. He perished, but
he had made desperate efforts to be saved; many also will share this fate, in
a spiritual sense, if they rely upon their own strength; but blessed be God,
none shall ever be left to die, who labor against sin, trusting in the merits of
the Redeemer. Vain also would it be to conjecture who was the owner of
that remarkable brain that once filled that skull of striking conformation,
which has excited the speculations of so many phrenologists. He whose
eyes looked out from under that overhanging brow was crushed beneath a
falling column, literally severed in twain by the prostrate mass. Had he
lived and thought for God, for truth, for man? Or was he some arch
deceiver, a deluder of the multitude? Echo alone answers to our inquiries,
and she by mocking them. The tomb is silent, and so also are those to
whom sepulcher is denied, But one thing is clear to the most superficial
glance: these skeletons are the petrifactions of vitality, the abiding record
of life’s latest moment. As in the forum remain the half-finished columns,
with the last mark of the sculptor’s hand; as in the chambers of the
household remain the essences and rouge of ill-fated beauty; as in the bath
remains the strigil, and in the hall the treasure-casket; so in the stone-like
relics of the departed Pompeiians abide the records of their concluding
acts; they are the finis of their own history, observed by all men. Behold, at
this hour our moral history is being preserved for eternity; processes are at
work which will perpetuate our every act, and word, and thought; not
alone the last line, but every word and letter of our actual history is being
stereotyped for the world’s perusal in the day which shall reveal the secrets
of men. We are not writing upon the water, but carving upon imperishable
material — the chapters of our history are graven with an iron pen and lead
in the rocks for ever.
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Time and thought alike fail us just now: we have indicated a subject worthy
of an abler pen, and we have done more if we have also suggested to our
readers a worthy theme for thought.


A PLAIN TALK UPON AN ENCOURAGING TOPIC.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“When my soul fainted within me, then I remembered the Lord; and
my prayer ,came in unto thee, into thine holy temple.” —
Jonah 2:7.


THE experience of the saints is the treasure of the Church. Every child of
God who has tried and proved the promises of God, when he bear’s his
testimony to their truth, does as it were hang up his sword and spear on the
temple walls; and thus the house of the Lord becomes like “the tower of
David builded for au armory, whereon do hang a thousand bucklers all
shields of mighty men.” The footsteps of the flock encourage, others who
are following their track to the pastures above. Every preceding generation
of saints has lived and suffered to enrich us with its experience. One great
reason why the experience of saints in olden time is of such use to us, is
this,. — they were men of like passions with ourselves. Were they
otherwise we could not have been instructed by what they suffered. They
endured the same trials and pleaded the same promises before the self-same
God, who changes not in any measure or degree; so that we may safely
infer that what they gained by pleading may also be obtained by us when
surrounded by the same circumstances. If men were different, or :if the
promises were changed, or if the Lord had varied, all ancient experience
would be but an idle tale to us; but now, whenever we read in Scripture of
what happened to a man of faith in the day of trial, we conclude that the
like will happen to us; and when we find God helping and delivering his
people, we know that he will even now show himself strong on our behalf,
since all the promises are yea and amen in Christ Jesus to the glory of God
by us. The covenant has not changed, it abideth firm as the eternal hills.
The preacher, therefore, feels ‘quite safe in directing you to the experience
of Jonah, and in inviting you to make its lessons a practical guide to
yourselves.
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We shall use the lesson of the text, first, for the child of God; and,,
secondly, for the sinner awakened and aroused.


Our text has an evident bearing upon those who fear the Lord, for such
was Jonah. With all his mistakes he was a man of God, and. though he
sought to flee from the service of his Master, yet his Master never cast him
off; he brought back again his petulant messenger to his work and honored
him in it, and he sleeps amongst the faithful, waiting for a glorious reward.
Think, then, of the saints’ condition. In Jonah’s case, as set forth before
us, the child of God sees what a plight he may be brought into — his soul
may faint in him.


Jonah was certainly in a very terrible condition in the belly of the fish, but
the position itself was probably not so dark as his own reflections, for
conscience would say to him, “Alas, Jonah! you came here by your own
fault, you must needs flee from the presence of God, because in your pride
and self-love you refused to go to Nineveh, that great city, and deliver your
Master’s message.” It gives a sting to misery when a man feels that he
himself is alone responsible for it. If it, were unavoidable that I should
suffer, then I could not repine, but if I have brought all this upon myself, by
my own folly, then there is a double bitterness in the gall. Jonah would
reflect that now he could not help himself, in any way. It would answer no
purpose to be self-willed now; he was in a place where petulance and
obstinacy had no liberty. If he had tried to stretch out his arm, he could
not; he was immured in a dungeon which imprisoned every sense as well as
every limb, and the bolts of his cell his hand could :not draw; he was cast
into the deep in the midst of the seas, the waters compassed him about
even to the soul; the weeds were wrapped about his head. His state was
helpless, and, apart from God, it was hopeless. Children of God may be
brought into a similar condition, and yet be dear to the unchanging heart.
They may be poor and needy, and have no helper. :No voice may speak a
word of sympathy, and no arm may be stretched out to succor them. The
best of men may be brought into the worst of positions. You must never
judge of character by circumstances. Diamonds may be worried upon the
wheel, and common pebbles may bathe at ease in the brook. The most
wicked are permitted to clamber to the high places of the earth, while the
most righteous pine at the rich man’s gate, with dogs for their companions.
Choice flowers full often grow amid tangled briars. Who has not heard of
the lily among ‘thorns? Where dwell the pearls? Do not the dark depths of
the ocean conceal them, amid mire and wreck? Judge not by appearances,
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for heirs of light may walk in darkness, and princes of the celestial line may
sit upon dunghills. Men accepted of God may be brought very very low, as
Jonah was.


Let me remark that the hearts of God’s servitors may sometimes hint, in
them; yes, absolutely faint in them, and that, first, through a renewed sense
of sin. In this matter my tongue will not outrun my experience. Some of us
have enjoyed for years a full assurance of our pardon and justification. We
have walked in the light as God is in the light, and we have had fellowship
with the Father and with the Son, and the blood of Jesus Christ his Son
hath cleansed us from all sin. We have often felt our hearts dance at the
assurance that” there is, therefore, now no condemnation to them who are
in Christ Jesus.” We have stood at the foot of the cross and seen the record
of our sins nailed to the tree, as the token of their full discharge. Yet at this
time we may be suffering an interval of anxious questioning, and unbelief
may be lowering over us. It is possible that our faith is staggered, and,
therefore, our old sins have risen upon us and are threatening our peace. At
such times conscience will remind us of our shortcoming, which we cannot
deny, and Satan will howl over the top of these shortcomings, “How can
you be a child of God? If you were born from above, how could you have
acted as you have done?” Then, if for a moment we look away from the
cross, if we look within for marks of evidences, the horrible bog of our
inward corruptions will be stirred, and there will pour into the soul such
dark memories and black forebodings, that we shall cry, “I am lost utterly
— my hope is hypocrisy — what can I do? What shall I do?” Let me
assure you that under such exercises it is no wonder if the soul of the
Christian faints in him. Be it remembered, also, that soul-fainting is the
worst form of fainting. Though Jonah in the whale’s belly could not use,
his eyes, he did not need them; and if he could not use his arms or his feet,
he did not require to do so. It mattered not if they all failed him; but for his
soul to faint — this was horror, indeed! So is it with us. Our other
faculties’. may go to sleep if they will, but when our faith swoons, and our
confidence staggers, things go very hard with us. Do not, however, my
brother, when in Such a state write yourself down as a hypocrite, for many
of the most valiant soldiers of the cross know by personal experience what
this dark sensation means.


The same faintness will come over us at times through the prospect of
prolonged pain or of severe trial; You have not yet felt the cruel smart, but
you are well aware that it must come, and you shudder at the prospect. As
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it is true that “we feel a thousand deaths in fearing one,” so do we feel a
thousand trials in the dread of one single affliction. The soldier is often
braver in the midst of the battle than before the conflict begins. Waiting for
the assault is trying work, even the crash of the onslaught is not. so great a
test of endurance. I confess I feel an inward faintness in the prospect of
bodily pain; it creates a swooning sickness of heart within me to consider it
for a moment. And, beloved friend, it is no strange thing that is happening
to you if your soul also faints because of difficulties or adversities that lie
before you. May you have wisdom to do what Jonah did — to remember
the Lord — for there and only there your great strength lieth.


Faintness will also come upon true Christians in connection with the
pressure of actual sorrow. Hearts may bear up long, but they are very apt
to yield if the pressure be continuous from month to month. A constant
drip is felt even by a stone. A long day of drizzling rain is more wetting
than a passing shower of heavy drops. Men cannot always be poor, or
always be sick, or always be slandered, or always, friendless, without
sometimes being tempted to say, “My heart is weary, when will the day
break and the shadows flee away?” I say again, the very choicest of God’s
elect may, through the, long abiding of bitter sorrow and heavy distress, be
ready to faint in the day of adversity.


The like has happened to earnest Christians engaged in diligent service,
when the, y have seen no present success. To go on tilling a thankless soil,
to continue to cast bread upon the waters and to find no return, has caused
many a true heart to faint with inward bleeding. Yet this is full often the
test of our fidelity It is a noble thing to continue preaching, like Noah,
throughout a life-time, amid ridicule, reproach, and unbelief; but it is not
every man who could endure to do so. The most of us need success to
sustain our courage, and we serve our Master with most spirit when we see
immediate results. Faint hearts of that kind there may be among my fellow
soldiers, ready to lay down the weapons of their warfare because they win
no victory at this present; — my brethren, I pray you do not desert the field
of battle, but, like Jonah, remember the Lord, and abide by the royal
standard still.


It may be that inquiries will be made as to why and wherefore we should
thus enlarge upon the different ways in which Christians faint. Our reply is,
we have been thus particular in order to meet the temptation so common
among young Christians, to fancy that they are singular in their trials.
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“Surely no one has ever felt as I feel,” says many a young Christian, “I
don’t suppose another person ever hung down his head and his hands and
became so utterly overcome as I am.” Do :not listen to that suggestion, for
it is devoid of truth. Faintness is very common in the Lord’s hosts, and
some of his mightiest men have been the victims of it. Even David himself,
that hero of Judah, in the day of battle waxed faint, and had been slain if a
warrior had not come to the rescue. Do not give way to faintness — strive
against it vehemently; but, at the same time, should it overcome thee, cast
not away thy confidence, nor write thyself down ‘as rejected of God[or one
fatally fallen.


And now, brethren, we will notice the saints’ resort. Jonah when he was in
sore trouble tells us, “I remembered the Lord.” What is there for a faint
heart to remember in the Lord? Is there not everything? There is, first, his
nature. Think of that. When I am faint with sorrow, let me remember that
he is very pitiful and full of compassion: he will not strike too heavily, nor
will he forget to sustain. I will, therefore, look up to him and say, “My
Father, break me not in pieces. I am a poor weather-beaten barque which
scarce can escape the hungry waves; send not thy rough wind against me,
but give me a little calm that I may reach the desired haven.” By
remembering that the Lord’s mercies are great, we shall be saved from a
fainting heart.


Then I will remember his power. If I am in such a strait that I cannot help
myself, yet he can help me. I have exigencies and sharp pinches, but there
are no such things with him. There are no emergencies and times of severe
pressure with God. With him all things are possible, therefore will I
remember the Lord. If the difficulty be one which arises out of my
ignorance, though I know not which way to take, I will remember his
wisdom. I know that he will guide me; I will remember that he cannot
mistake, and committing my way unto him my soul shall take courage.
Beloved, all the attributes of God sparkle with consolation to the eye of
faith. There is nothing in the Most High to discourage the man who can
say, “My Father, ray God, in thee do I put my trust.” None who have
trusted in him have ever been confounded; therefore, if thy soul sink within
thee remember the nature, and character, and attributes of God.


When you have remembered his nature, then remember his promises. What
has he said concerning souls that faint? Think of these texts if you think of
no other : — “I will never leave thee nor forsake thee.” “Thy shoes shall be
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iron and brass, and as thy days so shall thy strength be.” “My grace is
sufficient for thee ;. for my strength is made perfect in weakness.” “Trust in
the Lord and do good; so shalt thou dwell in the land, and verily thou shalt
be fed.” “No good thing will I withhold from them that walk uprightly.”
When we get upon this strain and begin to talk of the promises, we :need
hours in which to enlarge upon the exceeding great and precious words,
but we mention only these — -we let fall this handful for some poor Ruth
to glean. When your soul is faint, catch at a promise, believe it., and say
unto the Lord, “Do as thou hast said,” and your spirit shall speedily revive.


Remember, next, his covenant. What a grand word that word “covenant” is
to the man who understands it. God has entered into covenant with his Son
who represents us, his people. He has said, “As I have sworn that the
waters of Noah should no more go over the earth; so have I sworn that I
would not be wroth with thee, nor rebuke thee. For the mountains shall
depart, and the hills be removed; but my kindness shall not depart; from
thee, neither shall the covenant of my peace be removed.” Truly, we may
say with good old Samuel “Although my house be not so with God; yet
hath he made with me an everlasting covenant, ordered in all things and
sure.” When everything else gives way, cling in the power of the Holy
Spirit to covenant mercies and covenant engagements, and your spirit; shall
be at peace.


Again, when we remember the Lord we should remember what he has been
to us in past times. When some of us fall to doubting and fearing we are
indeed blameworthy, for the Lord has never given us any occasion for
doubting him. He has helped us in sorer troubles than we are passing
through at; this time. We have tested his faithfulness, his power, and his
goodness at a heavier rate than now, and though hardly tried they have
never failed us yet; they have borne the strain of these twenty years and
more, and show no signs of giving way; wherefore, then, are we
distrustful? Many saints have proved the Lord’s faithfulness for fifty, sixty,
or even seventy years ;~ how can they be of doubtful mind after :his?
What, has your God been. true for seventy years, and cannot you trust him
a few more days? Has he brought you to seventy-five, and cannot you trust
him. the few months more that you are to remain in the wilderness? Call to
remembrance the days of old, the love of his heart, and the might of his
arm, when he came to your rescue and toot: you out of the deep waters,
and set your feet upon a rock, and established your goings. He is the same
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God still; therefore, when your sold fainteth within you, remember the
Lord and you will be comforted.


Thus I have shown you the saint’s plight and the saint’s resort, and now,
observe, the success Of his prayer. Jonah was so comforted with the
thoughts of God that he began to pray, and his prayer was not drowned in
the water, nor choked in the fish’s ‘belly, neither was it held captive by the
weeds that; were about his head, but up it went like an electric flash,
through waves, through clouds, beyond the stars up to the throne of God,
and down came the answer like a return message. Nothing can destroy or
detain a real prayer; its flight to the throne is swift and certain. God the
Holy Ghost writes our prayers, God the Son presents our prayers, and God
the Father accepts our prayers, and with a Trinity to help us in it, what
cannot prayer perform? I may be speaking to some who are under very
severs trials — I feel persuaded I am — let me beg them to take this
promise to themselves as their own; and I pray God the Holy Ghost to lay
it home to their hearts and make it theirs, — “I will never leave thee, nor
forsake thee.” God will not fail you though you fail yourself. Though you
faint, he fainteth not, neither is weary. Lift up your cry, and he will lift up
his hand. Go to your knees, you are strongest there; resort to your
chamber, and it shall be to you none other than the gate of heaven. Tell
your God your grief — heavy to you, it will be light enough to him.
Dilemmas will all be plain to his wisdom, and difficulties will vanish before
his strength. Oh, tell it not in Gath that Israel cannot trust in God; publish it
not in the streets of Askelon that trouble can dismay those who lean upon
the eternal arm. With Jehovah in the van, O hosts of Israel, dare ye fear?
The Lord of hosts is with us, the God of Jacob is our refuge. What man’s
heart shall quail, or what soul shall faint;? Lift up the hands that hang
down, and confirm the feeble knees. Say unto the feeble in heart, “Be
strong; fear not. God is with you; he will help you and that right early.”


Now we must change the subject altogether. Having addressed the people
of God, we feel very anxious to speak to those concerning whom the Lord
has designs of love, but who are not yet made manifest. The sinner when
God comes to deal with him is brought into the same plight as Jonah. His
soul faints in him. What does that show? It shows very much which we are
glad to see. When a man’s soul faints within him, iris clear that his
carelessness is gone. He used to take. things very easily, and as long as he
could make merry from day to day, what cared he about heaven or hell?
The preacher’s warnings were to him so much rant, and his earnestness
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fanaticism; but now the man feels an arrow sticking in his own loins, and he
knows that there is a reality in sin, it is to him in very deed an evil and a
bitter thing. Now the cup of gall is put to his own lips, and he feels the
poison in his own veins. His heart hints within him, and he remains careless
no longer; which :is no small gain in the preacher’s estimation. His
faintness also shows that he will be self-righteous no longer. Once he
hoped he was as good as other people, and perhaps a little better; and for
all that he could see, he was every whir as excellent, as the saints [hem-
selves. They might speak about their’ trusting in Jesus Christ, but he was
working for himself, and expected by his regular habits to win as good a
place in the world to come as the best of believers. Ah! but now God has
dealt with him, and let in the daylight into his soul, and he sees that his gold
and silver are cankered, and that his fair linen is filthy and worm-eaten; he
discovers that; his righteousnesses are filthy rags, and that he must have
something better than the works of the law to trust in, or he must perish.
So far so good. Things are hopeful when there is no more self-reliance left
in the sinner. The worst of human nature is that though it cannot lift a
finger in its own salvation, it thinks it can do it all; and though its only
place is the place of death, and it is a mercy when it comes to burial, yet
that same human nature is so proud that it would, if it could, be its own
redeemer. When God make man’s conscience a target for his fiery arrows,
then straightway he feels that his life is no longer in him, and that he can do
nothing, and he cries out, “God be merciful to me.” O that the two-edged
sword of the gospel would slay all our spiritual self-reliance, and lay us in
the dust at the feet of the Crucified Savior. Perhaps I speak to some who
faint because, though they have given up all self-righteousness now, and
relinquished all self-dependence, they yet. have not laid hold upon Christ
and his salvation. “I have been trying to believe,” says one, “but I cannot
succeed.” Well do I remember the time when I labored to believe. It is a
strange way of putting it, yet so it was. When I wished to believe, and
longed to trust, I found I could not. It seemed to me that the way to
heaven by Christ’s righteousness was as difficult as the way to heaven by
my own, and that I could as soon get to heaven by Sinai as by Calvary. I
could do nothing, I could neither repent nor believe. I fainted with despair,
feeling: as if I must be lost despite the gospel, and for ever driven from
Jehovah’s presence, even though Christ had died. Ah! I am not sorry if you
also are come to this, The way to the door of faith is through the gate of
self-despair. Till thou hast seen thy last hope destroyed thou wilt never
look to Christ for all things, and yet thou wilt never be saved until thou
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dost; for God has laid no help on you, he has laid help upon one that is
mighty, even Jesus only, who is the sole Savior of sinners. Here, then, we
have before us the sinner’s plight; and I will venture to call it, though it is a
very wretched one, a very blessed one: and I heartily wish that every
unconverted man were brought into such condition that his soul fainted
within him.


Now, hear ye the gospel — incline your ear l-o it, and ye shall live. The
way of salvation to you is the way which Jonah took. When his soul
fainted, he remembered the Lord. I beseech you by the living God now to
remember the Lord; ,red if you ask me what it is you should remember, I
will tell you in a few words;. Remember the Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of
God, the Savior of sinners, him that suffered in the room of the guilty.
Know, assuredly, that, God has visited upon him the transgressions of his
people. Now the sufferings of such an one as Jesus must have power to
cleanse away sins. He is God, and if he deigns to die, there must be such
merit in his death that he is able to save to the uttermost them that come
unto God by him. You are bidden at this moment, in God’s name, to trust
your soul in those hands that were nailed to the cross, and rest your life
with him who poured out his soul unto death that you might live. In
yourself you may well. despair, but remembering his name, coupled with
the names of Gethsemane and Golgotha, remembering all his pains, and
griefs, and woes, unutterable — remembering these by faith, there shall be
salvation for you at this moment. Do I hear you sigh out,, “Oh! but I have
nothing good within me?” Know, them, that all good is in him for thee; go
to him for it. “But I am unworthy.” He is worthy; go to him for worthiness.
“But I do not feel as I should.” He felt as he should; go to him for all thou
shouldst feel. If thou bring a rusty farthing of thine own, God will not have
it; it would only insult the precious gold of Ophir which Jesus freely gives
thee, if he should allow thy cankered counterfeits to be mixed therewith.
Away with thy rags! Wouldst thou add them to the garment which Christ
has woven? Dross, nay dung, the Apostle says ore’ best works are, if we
venture to put them side by side with the merits of our Redeemer. None
but Jesus can save. Oh, remember him, and live!


“But,” says one, “I have tried to remember the Lord, but I find that while I
can trust him to pardon my sins, yet I have such a hard heart, and so many
temptations, and I am so weak for all that is good that I still despair.”
Hearken, then, yet again: remember the Lord. At this time remember the
Holy Ghost. When Jesus ascended on high, the Holy Ghost was given, and
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he has never been recalled. The Holy Ghost is here in this assembly now,
and in the Holy Ghost is your hope against indwelling sin. You comic lain
that you cannot pray, but the Spirit helpeth our infirmities. You mourn that
you cannot believe, but; faith is the gift of God and the work of the Holy
Spirit. A tender heart, a penitential frame of mind, a right spirit — these are
the work of the Holy Ghost in you. You can do nothing, but the Holy
Ghost can work everything in you. Give yourself up to those {tear hands
that were pierced, and the power of the Holy Spirit shall come upon you. A
new heart will he give you and a right spirit will he put within you; you
shall learn his statutes and walk in his ways. Everything is provided for the
believer that he can possibly want. Oh, young man, anxious to be saved!
the salvation of Jesus Christ precisely suits your ease. Oh, seeking soul!
whatever it is thou cravest to make thee fit to dwell where God is for ever,
it is all to be had, and to be had for the asking, for it is all provided in the
covenant of grace; and if thou wilt remember Jesus the Lord, and the Holy
Ghost — the indweller who renews the mind, thou wilt be cheered and
comforted.


Yet let me not forget another person of the sacred majesty of heaven —
remember the Father as well 8s the Son and the Spirit; and let me help thee
to remember him. Thou, trembling sinner, thou must not think of God as
severe or stern, for he is love. Wouldst thou be glad to be saved? He will
be gladder still to save thee. Dost thou wish to return to thy God to-night?
Thy God already meets thee and bids thee come. Wouldst thou be
pardoned? The absolution is on his lips. Wouldst thou be cleansed? The
fountain of atoning blood was filled by his mercy and filled for all who
believe. Come and welcome, come and welcome! The child is glad to be
forgiven, but the father is gladder still to forgive. Jehovah’s melting bowels
yearn to clasp his Ephraim to his breast. Seek him at once, poor souls, and
ye shall not find him hard and cold, but waiting to be gracious, ready to
forgive — a God delighting in mercy. Thus if you can think of God, the
Son, the Spirit, and the Father, though your soul faint within you, you may
be encouraged.


And so I close by bidding you, if such be the case, imitate Jonah’s example,
and send up a prayer to heaven, for it will come up even to God’s holy
temple. Jonah had no prayer-book, and you need none. God the Holy
Ghost can put more living’ prayer into hall-a-dozen words of your own
them you could get out; of a ton weight of paper prayers. Jonah’s prayer
was not; notable for its words. The fish’s belly was not the place for picked
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phrases, nor for long-winded orations. We do not believe that he offered a
long prayer either, but, it came right up from his heart and flew straight up
to heaven, It was shot by the strong bow of intense desire and agony of
soul, and, therefore, it speeded its way to the throne of the Most High. If
you would now pray, never mind your words — it is the soul of prayer that
God accepts. If you would be saved, go to your chamber, and rise not from
your knees till the Lord has heard you. Ay, where you now are let your
souls pour out themselves before God, and faith in Jesus will give you
immediate salvation.


THE MARVELOUS RESERVOIR


AMONG the greatest marvels which the traveler will see near Naples is the
Piscina Mirabiles, a vast underground reservoir, to which water was
brought from fifty miles distance by an aqueduct. Upon descending into it
by a long flight of forty steps, it appears to be fitted for a temple or a
palace, its area is so extensive and its architecture so imposing; it measures
220 feet by 83, and its vaulted roof of massive masonry is supported by
forty-eight enormous pilasters, the whole structure being as firm as when it
was first put together. It chills the visitor to his very marrow, and makes
him glad to escape to the sunny air above. Once it was put to valuable use,
and contained refreshing floods, but now it is as dark as it is stupendous.
Such is Calvinistic doctrines: if the life be in it, it is a fountain of living
waters, a splendid store-house of vital nourishment, a gathering up of
sacred streams from the divine wellhead of truth; but if the inward vitality
be gone it is dark and dreary, repulsive to many, and chilling to all who
enter it. We have known men who have dwelt in its empty vaults till they
have become wretched as ghosts wandering among the tombs, and fierce
as mountain wolves. To them the purposes of God were only dark retreats
from the responsibilities of life, or prisons for the hopes of their fellow
men. Pour in the life-bearing floods, and then you shall see the glory of that
marvelous system, which comprises more of divine revelation than any
other which the mind of man has ever discovered in the inspired page.
Calvinism, or, better still, Pauline doctrine, is a collection of the living
waters of the gospel and so abundant are the stores which it treasures that
they are the daily joy and rejoicing of ten thousand saints. We prize the
reservoir, not for its masonry but for its contents; and so we value
Calvinism; not so much for its massive logic, its stupendous grandeur, its
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sublime conceptions, and its vast compass, as for the gospel of our
salvation which from its depth it has poured forth for the supply of human
needs. Let its professors see to it that it becomes to them no dry doctrine,
empty and void and waste; but let them receive it in its spiritual fullness
and divine energy, and they need never blush to own in all companies that
their faith is bound up with it. Our creed is no pigmy’s fancy, no ephemeral
creation; — it is worthy of the loftiest genius, though plain enough to be
comprehended by the wayfaring man. It is alike sublime and simple, for it is
truth. C. H. S


A SIN OF OMISSION


OUR sojourn in Italy has almost made us forget the near approach of
Christmas, and the needs of the boys, as to a festival. Last year, kind
friends sent us all the materials for a noble Christmas dinner, and plenty of
fruits, and toys. We were delighted to see the poor lads so happy. Will not
our friends give them the same treat again? Those who have happy family
circles of their own, would show their gratitude in a fitting manner if they
sent a portion for the fatherless; and those who are bereaved or childless
will find joy for themselves in giving joy to others. The Orphanage itself is
needing substantial help; but this appeal is for an extra treat, at which the
President presides. Please send the good things to the Stockwell
Orphanage, or the money to buy them to C. H. Spurgeon, Nightingale
Lane, Slapham. We shall be very grateful.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD


OF


COMBAT WITH SIN AND OF LABOR FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1873.


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17:18.
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PREFACE.


FRIENDLY READER,


THROUGH another year I have tried to cater for you, hunting up topics of
interest with no small degree of anxiety, and sending forth my monthly
magazine with earnest desires that it might not only win a hearing, but
produce beneficial results of all kinds. You are the best judge as to how far
I have succeeded in avoiding dullness, and at the same time providing solid
matter. It is mine to thank you for the courtesy which has borne with me,
and the generosity which has continued to give the periodical the benefit of
your perusal; I do thank you very heartily, and beg at the same time to wish
you in all sincerity the benedictions of God at this season.


The year 1873 is now a matter of history. To each one of us in the
retrospect it wears a different visage, but to each one it has doubtless been
a year of great mercy, for which we do well to bless the name of the Lord.
Let us shut the gate of the year with thanksgiving, even as we opened it
with hope. To the church of God, as a whole, it has not, we fear, been a
year conspicuous for growth. Its color is not altogether black, but certainly
not altogether bright; it has been a mingled season, calling forth both
regrets and praises. The zeal of God’s people is not dead, neither is it
distinguished for fervor; the character of the work done is not to be
censured, neither can it be greatly praised. Our progress has been but slow,
yet progress there has been. Our light is not clear, neither is it turned into
darkness. There is a general need of improvement, revival, and refreshing;
but there is a sense of this need pretty widely felt, and this is a very hopeful
sign. Every moment of the wheat’s history, from the time of sowing to the
day of reaping, is big with importance to the husbandman, and so every
year of the history of the church is a crisis, upon which vital interests
depend; the present time is probably neither more nor less fraught with
peril than eras now past and forgotten, but it assuredly is a period in which
there is need of great faith, and no room for vainglorious exultation. The
most sanguine must see reasons for watchfulness, and the despondent may
be excused if they suffer from a measure of serious anxiety. Clouds are
gathering, storms are threatening, and the vessel had need be kept in good
trim, with all her crew at their posts. Superstition possesses the public
mind, and divides the empire of current thought with her equally deadly
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rival, unbelief. Both from the side of ritualism and of skepticism there have
come developments little expected, which cause us to wonder at the
perversity of fallen humanity. Nothing seems too absurd for men to believe,
nothing too sacred for them to cavil at. Now is the time for the upholders
of the truth of Jesus Christ to be firm and unflinching: to waver now will be
treason to men’s souls. Now also is the hour for vigorous action, and
intensely ardent endeavors to disseminate true religion. May my readers
not be found backward, but be among the vanguard of the Holy War.


I would venture to request my friends who are interested in the magazine
to do their best to increase its circulation. A little effort from each one
would double our area of usefulness, and increase our means of doing
good. As the pastor of a large church, president of a college, chairman of
an orphanage, etc., etc., I have little time to spare, and am most anxious
that the work I do should tell to the greatest advantage, and this depends
much more upon my friends than upon anything which I can do myself. I
edit this periodical most conscientiously, giving it my personal attention,
and I spare no pains to make it as good as I can; I cannot expect help from
those who do not sympathize in my views and modes of action; but from
those who are in accord with me I do affectionately seek continued and
increased cooperation. They can render me great aid by assisting the
College, Orphanage, and Colportage; they can do it almost as well by
increasing the number of my readers; failing both of these, they can do it by
their prayers. Soon will editor, writer, and readers be beyond the region of
earthly service; may we be able to render in a good account of our
stewardship.


Possibly some of my readers are unsaved. The Lord grant that ere the year
closes they may taste his love. May faith in Jesus now be wrought in them
and be exercised by them. This is at this moment my soul’s prayer.
Unsaved reader, will you not say Amen to it?


In any case, I am,
Your hearty friend.


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL
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JANUARY, 1873.


ACTA NON VERBA.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A CHURCH, in the United States, lately advertised for a minister, and stated
that, having been for some years over done with eloquence, they desired a
pastor who would preach to them the gospel of Jesus Christ: there are
churches on this side of the Atlantic, sickened with essays and “intellectual
treats,” whose aspirations are much of the same kind. Fine language
amuses the ear, as the tinkling of their little bells pleases the continental
coach-horses, but it cannot satisfy the soul any more than the aforesaid
tintinabulations can supply the place of corn and hay. The art of arranging
words, and balancing sentences, is a mental jugglery, as astonishing when
perfectly practiced, as the feats of the Chinese or Japanese artistes who just
lately have charmed vast audiences at the Crystal Palace; but cui bono?
what is the good of it, and who is the better for it? Who was ever
convinced of sin by an oratorical flourish? What heart was led to Jesus, and
to joy and peace in believing, by a fine passage resplendent with all the
graces of diction? What chaff is to the wheat, and dross to gold, that is the
excellence of human speech to the simplicity of the word of God. For
awhile fascinated by the siren voice of vain philosophy and affected culture,
many of the churches have drawn perilously near to the rocks of heresy and
doubt, but divine grace is visiting them, and they will shake off the spell.
Everywhere there is a cry for the gospel, for men who will preach it in the
love of it, for ministers who will live it, and inoculate others with its life:
the church is growing sick of essayists, and asks for men of God. She is
weary of word-spinners, and pretenders to deep thought, and she cries for
men full of the Holy Spirit, who are lovers of the word and not speakers
only. Soul-winners will soon be in demand, and your genteel essayists will
have to carry their dry goods to another market. Sane men do not need
fiddlers, while the life-boat is being manned to save yonder perishing ones
from the devouring deep.


The intensely practical character of Christianity might be inferred from the
life of its founder. In Jesus we see no display, no aiming at effect, nothing
spoken or done to decorate or ornament the simplicity of his daily life.
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True, he was a prophet, mighty in words as well as in deeds; but his words
were downright and direct, winged with a purpose, and never uttered for
speaking’s sake. Nobody ever looks at Jesus as an orator to be compared
with Cicero. “Never man spake like this man.” He was not of the schools.
No graver’s tool had passed over his eloquence. In his presence
Demosthenes is seen to be a statue, carved with great skill, and the very
counterfeit of life; but Jesus is life itself, not art’s sublimest fac simile of
nature, but the living truth. Jesus, whether speaking or acting, was still
practical. His words were but the wings of his deeds. He went about, not
discoursing upon benevolence, but “doing good;” he itinerated not to stir
up a missionary spirit, but “to preach glad-tidings to the poor.” Where
others theorized he wrought, where they planned he achieved, where they
despaired he triumphed. Compared with him, our existence is a mere
windbag; his life was solid essential action, and ours a hazy dream, an
unsubstantial would-be which yet is not. Most blessed Son of the Highest,
thou who workest evermore, teach us also how to begin to live, ere we
have stumbled into our graves while prating about purposes and resolves!


The first champions of the cross were also men in whom the truth
displayed itself in deeds rather than in words. Paul’s roll of labors and of
sufferings would contrast strangely with the diary of a reader of pretty little
sermonettes; or, for the matter of that, with the biography of the most
zealous among us. The apostles were intensely active, rather than
intellectually refined; they made no pretense to be philosophers, but
thought it sufficient to be servants of Jesus Christ. Their hearers
remembered them, not because they had melodiously warbled sweet
nothings into their ears; but because they spoke in the demonstration of the
Spirit and in the power of God. They were no mystics, but workmen; not
elocutionists, but laborers. We track them by the cities which they
evangelized, the churches which they founded, the tribes which they
converted to Christ. By some means or other, they came to grapple with
the world hand to hand, whereas the good men of these times do anything
but that: they tell us what was done of old, what should be done now, and
what will be done in the millenium, but they themselves mingle not in the
fray. Where are the heroic combats of the first ages of the faith? Where
hear we the din of real fighting? We see shaking of fists, feints, and
challengings in abundance, but of downright blows there is a lamentable
scarcity; the modern battle of church and world is too frequently a mere
stage imitation, a sham fight of the most wretched order. See the







264


combatants of those days — a whole-souled fight was theirs. The world,
like a veteran gladiator, defied the young combatant with fierce terms of
hate, and gazed upon him with tiger-like ferocity, determined to wash his
hands in the intruder’s blood; while the church quailed not in the presence
of her savage opponent, but avowed her determination to make no terms
with sin, and accept no truce with idolatry. They meant fighting, and they
fought! A divine of the modern school is of opinion that the lines have
faded considerably between what is known as the church and the world,
arising from a mutual movement towards each other; we cannot look upon
this fact with the complacency which he manifests, but we are compelled to
observe and lament it. Many professors play at being Christians; they are
not real in their church-membership, not in very deed separate from
sinners, or devoted to the service of God; hence the world has no care to
oppose them, and leaves them utterly ignorant of the very meaning of the
word “persecution.” Of course, if we never rebuke the world’s sin, nor
bear witness against its follies, it will have no cause of offense, and will
leave us unassailed. The apostles’ blows were laid on with a will, and left
their impress where they fell. Fussy officials they were not; pompous
dignitaries they could not be; but real workmen of the Lord they evidently
were; hence their power under God to move their age, and all succeeding
ages.


The marks by which, according to the Scriptures, genuine believers are to
be known, are very matter-of-fact tokens. “By their fruits shall ye know
them,” is a pretty plain intimation that no amount of profession or religious
talk can evidence godliness, if holy actions be absent. At the last great day,
the blessed of the Father are not represented as having advocated the relief
of the poor, but as having actually fed the hungry. No mention is made of
writers upon the inspection of gaols, or the suppression of mendacity; but a
hearty word of praise is given to those who visited the prisoner and gave
drink to the thirsty. The main point seems to have been the real and actual
doing of good; whatever went with it is cast into the scale without
mention, as being comparatively insignificant. True faith proves itself not
by its boastings, but by its effect upon the life of its possessor.


Here is the bone of contention which the earnest man will have with
himself. We know what we ought to be, but are we all that? Our neighbors
perish for lack of the gospel, but do we carry it to them? The poor swarm
around us, in what measure do we feed them? They would be well enough
off if good intentions and excellent suggestions could clothe and feed them,
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but as it is, they derive small benefit from us. To know how to do good,
and to leave it undone, is no small sin. Accountability grows with the
amount of information. Mountains of lead ought to press down
consciences which now lie at ease in the bosoms of men of great powers,
who have eloquently proclaimed duties which they do not touch with one
of their fingers; nor much less should be the discomfort of those who have
again and again resolved upon duties which they have never yet performed.
They own their obligations to the poor, but no orphan is fed by their help:
they lament the ignorance of the people, but no ministry is aided by their
gifts; they long to see zealous evangelists sent forth, but no student is
succored by their bounty. Alas! for the piety which ends in feelings and
words! It is vain as the foam of the sea!


Everywhere the evil is the same. Saying over-rides doing. One of the most
evident weaknesses of most religious societies is a lack of practical
common sense. They are great in red tape, rich in committees, and
positively gorgeous with presidents and vice-presidents, and secretaries,
and honorary secretaries, and minute secretaries, etc., etc.; but what comes
of it all? We behold a fine display of wooden cannon and pasteboard
soldiery, but conquests there are none. There will be a sub-committee on
Tuesday, and surely something will come of it; or, if not, the quarterly
board-meeting will doubtless work wonders: — no, there will be cackling
and cackling, but of eggs none — or addled. In many of our
denominational conferences resolutions are picked over word by word, as
if every syllable might conceal a heresy; amendments are moved, seconded,
re-amended, fought for valorously, or withdrawn; hours are spent, and lung
force without stint, and what comes of the parturition of the mountain?
Has the pitiful mouseling strength enough to crawl across the floor of the
assembly? If any holy project needs putting out of the world in a legal
fashion, so that no charge of willful murder shalt be laid against any one of
its destroyers, consign it to a committee: it will have every care and loving
attention, and the soothing syrup will be of the most excellent quality. If,
perchance, the thing of beauty remain among us, it will be a joy for ever;
never viciously fanatical, or vehemently enthusiastic, but, clothed in a
regulation strait-waistcoat, its life will be spent within those sacred bounds
which officialism is inspired to prescribe. If it be asked to which or what
society we refer, our reply must be, “Let every dog follow its own master:”
to some more, and to some less, our strictures apply. In general, a society
is a creature of the imagination, a group of shades impalpable, a collection
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of names without persons; if its business be well worked, the credit is due
to one or two worthy men, who are, in fact, the society; if it be badly
managed, it is because it is nobody’s business, being generally understood
to be everybody’s. The fault does not lie in the principle of association —
which is excellent — but in the everlasting overlaying of the hand by the
jaw: the mistaking words for actions, speeches for service. A dozen or two
General Grants, eloquently silent, would form a fine board of management;
men who can give, and work, and pray, are worth a hundred times as much
as those who can compose resolutions, cavil over expressions, move the
previous question, discuss and re-discuss, till all is blue-moulded or green
with verdigris. Not that we would kill off the talkers, we are not intent
upon signing our own death-warrant; but a little gentle choking of those
who will neither be quiet nor practically helpful, we humbly venture to
prescribe. The fact is, we don’t get at the work before us. The drowning
heathen lies at the bottom of the pond, and our drags do not touch the
body, much less fetch it to shore. The ignorant masses around us glide
from our fingers like slippery eels, we have not learned the nack of holding
them. We seem to be bobbing after our great objects like boys trying to
bite at apples which swim in a tub of water. We are planning, suggesting,
arranging; but when are we going to begin? For scores of years we have
been tuning up: when will the music commence? So much time is spent in
chopping the chaff, and bruising the oats, that poor Bucephalus is getting
lean as Rosinante.


Gentle reader, has no self-accusing thought crossed your mind while trying
to keep yourself awake over these lines? No; you are really active, and by
no means loquacious. It is well! All honor to you But where do you live,
and of what mother were you born, and what is your age next birthday?
The writer inquires eagerly, and will be glad if you should. turn out to be
one of a numerous family. Our own confession tells no such flattering
story. We have, by God’s grace, done something, but how little! It is as
nothing! Compared with high resolves, and day-dreams, and proposals,
what are our achievements? Tears are the fittest comments upon our life’s
review. We long to begin to live. We have loitered long, like too many
more, and work undone accuses and condemns us. Shall we write about it,
or from the pulpit pour out a verbal plaint which will die away with its own
echo? No; but if God will help us we will try to glorify him, and publish his
salvation. To lift up Christ is real work; to cry “Behold the Lamb!” is
practical ministry. To teach the ignorant, to feed the hungry, to reclaim the
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lost, this is Christlike service. What is all else, if we serve not the Lord
Christ?


For the year 1873 we suggest the motto, “ACTA NON VERBA,” —
Deeds not Words.


THE RELIGION OF ROME


WE welcome the publication of a volume entitled "The Religion of Rome."
It consists of letters published in a Roman Journal, which have been
translated from the Italian, by Mr. William Howitt. In these times, when
liberality is the only popular virtue, and zeal for truth the cardinal sin, it is
worth much to let the public know assuredly that Popery is not the angel of
light it professes to be. "Distance lends enchantment to the view;" but, to
the rightminded, to see Romanism is to abhor it. It is a system which is as
dangerous to human society, as it is hostile to true religion. We would by
no means abridge the civil rights of a Catholic, or a Mormonite, but
whether in any community the confessional or polygamy ought to be
endured is not a question with us. The system of confession to priests is the
sum of all villanies. Murphy was martyred for speaking the truth about the
confessional, and in his person the liberty of public speech received a
serious blow. The day will come in which that man's name and fate will be
looked upon in a different light, and many will regret that he was given
over as a victim to Romish bigotry, when they feel that bigotry burdening
themselves. We have seen with our own eyes that which would make the
blood of any decent man boil within him. In the confessional boxes in
Germany and Italy, anybody may see for himself, exhibited in the
compartment allotted to the priest, a list of the sins concerning which the
confessor is to inquire; these include crimes which we will not pollute our
paper by mentioning; he must be a hardened profligate who would dare
allude to them in the presence of a young girl. Not in the pages of a folio
reserved for studious eyes did we read the degrading memoranda of which
we speak, but in the confessional itself, where every passer-by may see
them if he will. True, the document is in Latin; but, unfortunately, such
words as abortio, sodomia, and the like, need no translation. But we dare
not trust our hand to write more, — the superstition of Rome is the worst
of all the evils which have befallen our race; may the Lord arise, and sweep
it down to the hell from whence it arose.







268


Mr. Howitt has seen Old Giant :Pope at home, and marked for himself the
monster's baleful influence, even hi times when advancing light, tends to
mitigate the evils of his reign. To his testimony we can add our own
corroborating witness, and so, we believe, can every sojourner in Italy. He
says — "Well may the people of Italy rejoice over the fall of this incubus of
the ages! If anyone would satisfy himself of what Popery is at its center;
what it does where it has had its fullest sway, let him make a little tour, as
we have lately done, into the mountains, in the vicinity of Rome, and see in
a country extremely beautiful by nature, what is the condition of an
extremely industrious population. In the rock towns of the Alban, Sabine,
and Volscian hills, you find a swarming throng of men, women, and
children, asses, pigs, and hens, all groveling in inconceivable filth, squalor,
:and poverty. Filth in the streets, in the houses, everywhere; fleas, fever,
and smallpox, and the densest; ignorance darkening minds of singular
natural cleverness. A people brilliant in intellect, totally uneducated, and
steeped in the grossest superstition.


These dens of dirt, disease, and, till lately, of brigandage, are the evidences
of a thousand years of priestly government! They, and the ,country around
them, are chiefly the property of the great princely and ducal families which
sprung out of the papal nepotism of Rome, and. have by successive popes,
their founders, been loaded with the wealth of the nation. The pope-
originated aristocratic families live in Rome, :in their great palaces, amidst
every luxury and splendor, surrounded by the finest works of art, and leave
their tenants and dependants without ally attention from them. Some
steward or middleman screws the last soldo from them for rent; and when
crops, fail, as they did last year from drought, lifts not a finger to alleviate
their misery.


And the Papal Government, too — a government pretendedly based .on
the direct ordination of Him who went about doing good — what has it
done for them? Nothing but debauch their minds with idle ceremonies and
unscriptural dogmas, lying legends, priests, monks, and beggary ! The
whole land is a land of beggars, made so by inculcated notions of a
spurious charity. Every countrywoman, many men, and every child, boy or
girl, are literally beggars — -beggars importunate, unappeasable,
irrepressible ! What a condition of mind for a naturally noble and capable
people to be reduced to by — a religion !
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And is this the religion which so many of our educated countrymen and
countrywomen, and still more signally the clergy, are so anxious to give us
in exchange for the freedom and intelligence of Protestantism? What a
stupid blunder, to say the least of it !"


The letters which are translated for 'us in this volume, touch upon a wide
range of subjects, and are written with great vigor and vivacity. It is a
remarkable sign of the times that they should have appeared in a daily
paper in the Eternal City itself. Here is a paragraph upon "Kissing the foot
of the Pope ": —


"Why does the pope cause his foot, or rather his Slipper, to be
kissed? When did this custom begin? We will give our readers a
brief answer to these queries.


Theophilus Rainaldo and the Bollandist fathers, as well as other
Roman Catholic authors, tell us a gallant story of Pope St. Leo I.,
called the Great, which, if it were true, might show the origin of the
practice. They say that a young and very handsome devotee was
admitted on Easter day, to kiss the hand of Pope St. Leo after the
mass. The pope felt himself very much excited by this kiss, and
remembering the words of the Savior, 'If thy hand offend thee, cut
it off, and cast it from thee' (Matthew 5:30), he at once cut off his
hand. But as he was unable to perform mass with only one hand,
the people were in a great rage. The pope therefore prayed to God
to restore his hand, and God complied: his hand: was again united
to the stump. And to avoid such dilemmas in future, Leo ordered
that; thereafter no one should kiss his hand, but only his foot. A
very little common sense is sufficient to make us understand that
such was not the origin of this custom.


The first who invented this degrading act of kissing feet was that
monster in human form, the Emperor Caligula. He, in his quality of
Pontilex Maximus, ordered the: people to kiss his foot. The other
emperors refused such an act of base slavery. But Heliogabalus, as
emperor and Pontilex Maximus, again introduced it. After that
impious wretch, Heliogabalus, the custom fell into disuse; but the
Christian emperors retaining some of the wicked fables given to the
pagan emperors, permitted the kissing of the foot as a compliment
on the presentation of petitions. We may cite a few instances. The
Acts of the Council of Chalcedon say that Fszius, Bishop of Tire, in
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his petition to the emperor, said, 'I supplicate, prostrate, at your
immaculate divine feet.' Bassianus, Bishop of Ephesus, ,says, 'I
prostrate myself at your feet.' Eunomius, Bishop of Nicomedia,
says, ' [prostrate myself before the footsteps of your power.' The
Abbot Saba, says., ' I have come to adore the footsteps of your
piety.' Procopius, in his ' History of Mysteries,' says that the
Emperor Justinian, at the instigation of the proud Theodora, his
wife, was the first amongst the Christian Emperors who ordered
prostrations before himself and his wife, and the kissing of their
feet.


The ecclesiastics, the bishops, and, finally, the popes, were not
exempt from paying this homage to the emperors. The prelates of
Syria held this language to the Emperor Justinian : — 'The pope of
holy memory, and the archbishop of ancient .Rome, has come to
your pious conversation, and has been honored by your holy feet'
Pope Gregory I., writing to Theodorus, the physician of the
Emperor Mauritius, in the year A.D. 593, said, 'My tongue cannot
sufficiently express the great benefits that I have received from God
Almighty, and from our great emperor, for which I can only love
him and kiss his feet.' In the year AD 681, Pope Agathon, sending
his legates to the sixth council, writes to the Emperor Constantine
Pogonatus : — .' As prostrate in your presence, and embracing
your feet, I implore you,' etc. In the seventh century, therefore, not
only did the popes not have their feet kissed, but they themselves
were obliged to kiss those of the emperor. Becoming sovereigns of
Rome, they soon began to adopt the same custom. Pope Eugenius
II., who died in 827, was the first who made it the law to kiss the
papal foot. From that time it was necessary to kneel before the
popes. Gregory VII. ordered all princes to submit to this practice.


From what we have said, it is clear that the origin of feet kissing
was entirely pagan and idolatrous. That this system is !in total
contradiction to the precepts of the Gospel would be a waste of
words to assert. Jesus Christ was so far from desiring people to kiss
his feet, that he set himself on one occasion to wash the feet of his
disciples. These are the words of the Gospel: 'He riseth from
supper, and laid aside his garments; and took a towel and girded
himself. After that he poured water into a basin, and began to wash
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the disciples' feet, and to wipe them with the towel wherewith he
was girded.'


This act of Jesus Christ is in perfect keeping (John 13:4, 5) with all
his precepts, with his inculcations of modesty, equality, humility,
and with his condemnation of those who set themselves above
others. Who would have said that a day would come in which those
claiming to be his vicars should cause people 'to kiss their feet?
How thoroughly has Catholicism borrowed from paganism its
idolatries? And with all this, with this so flagrant a violation of the
religion of Christ, a herd of people go and press their lips on the
slipper of the pope, as was done formerly to the Roman emperors,
the pontifices maximi, that is to say, the priests of ,.love. The
comparison is sufficiently eloquent."


Very terrible is the chapter upon Excommunications and the Holy Office of
the Inquisition: it is indeed sickening. The story of Rome's bloody
persecutions of all who differed from her, when told in the mildest manner,
is yet a thing to chill the blood and make the flesh creep. Blessed be God
she has such horrors no longer in her power; but if she had her fangs
untrimmed as of old, it would not be long; before her victims would be
aware of it. We will give but a brief extract, referring to times of
comparatively modern date.


"The times changed , and being no longer able to burn the heretics
and the excommunicated publicly, the holy office found means ,f
putting them to death without the shedding of blood and for the
glory of God, by means of walling-up and ovens.


The walling-up was of two kinds, the propria, and impropria, or
complete and incomplete. By the first they punished dogmatists, by
the second, the professors of witchcraft and sorcery. To punish the
former, they made a niche in a wall, 'where standing upright on his
feet, they placed the condemned, binding him well to the wall with
cords and chains, so that he could not move in the least. They then
began to build from the feet to the knees, and every (lay they raised
the wall a course, at the same time giving the prisoner to eat and to
drink. When he died, and God knows with what agonies, the wall
was built up. But dead or alive, it was closed in such a manner that
no one could see where the niche had been and that ~ body
remained there.
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The incomplete walling-up, or enclosure, was made by sitting the
condemned in a pit bound hand and foot, so that his head only was
above ground. The pit was then filled up with quicklime, and
moisture from the body soon acting on it, converted it into fire, and
the miserable wretch was burnt alive with the most frightful torture.


As knowledge and civilization increased, and the people began to
see through the impostures of the priests, they feared lest., spite of
their secrecy, such atrocities might creep abroad amongst the
corrupt sons of the age, and in order to retain the knowledge of
these holy proceedings amongst a few, they dismissed the building-
up, and adopted a plan more anticipative of the pains of hell, and
this was by burning the condemned without flame, and without
shedding of blood. They invented ovens or furnaces, which being
made red-hot, they lowered the condemned into them, bound hand
and foot, and immediately closed over them the mouth of the
furnace. This barbarous punishment was substituted for the burning
pile, and in 1849. these furnaces at Rome were laid open to public
view in the dungeons of the holy Roman Inquisition, near the great
church of the Vatican, still containing the calcined bones."


The manufacture of relics would be a deeply interesting subject if some one
behind the scenes would write upon it; and we need not, despair of that
desideratum, for many of the works of darkness have of late, by accident or
otherwise, been brought to light. The following extracts will show that
even in the depths of roguery which surround relic-making, there is yet a
lower depth, and even counterfeits are counterfeited : —


"A sudden and terrible blow has fallen on the popedom in the discovery of
a most extensive manufacture and sale of false relics by the priest officials
of the papal court. Before, however, stating the particulars of the illicit
traffic in relics, it will be as well to take a view o[what is the regular
practice at the Vatican in regard to relics. It is well known that for ages the
papacy has carried on a trade in relics, and that they abound in all parts of
the world amongst Catholics, who put the most profound faith in them, and
believe them possessed of wonderful supernatural power. These have all
issued from the manufactory of the Vatican under authority of the
successive popes, and many of them have been expressly blest by them.
Notwithstanding that on this system they have two heads of St. Peter in
Rome, as many as four, five, six, seven bodies of the same saint in different
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places, and as much wood of the true cross as would build a navy, these
things do not in the least shake the faith of devotees. The priests say, that
there being such things only makes the miracle the greater. The Vatican has
for ages had a distinct department for the production and dissemination of
relics, at the head of which is placed the Pope’s vicar. This vicar appoints a
superintendent of relics, a Jesuit by-the-way, who pronounces to what saint
the body about to be cut up into relics belongs, and these are prepared in
the Vatican itself.


In the Roman daily paper, La Capitale, on the 6th of April, 1871, there
appeared an announcement of the discovery in the papal archives of a
judicial trial or investigation into a charge of an extensive manufacture of
false relics by the official priests of the Lipsanotica, or relic department of
the Vatican. The documents of this inquiry had by some means fallen into
the hands of the Italians, since their forcible entry into Rome on the 20th
September, 1870.


The publication of so astounding a fact was immediately declared by the
papal journals to be a totally groundless and atrocious calumny. But
unfortunately for this denial, immediately appeared one Guiseppe
Colangeli, who had been the porter of the Lipsanotica at the time of this
lucrative traffic, and had been charged, not only as an accomplice, but as
one of the greatest offenders. He had been imprisoned on this charge in St.
Angelo, condemned, and, as we shall see, as suddenly liberated and
dismissed. He now came out, with a long and circumstantial letter in his
own defense in the Capitale, thus putting the truth of this official process
and of these records of it beyond all doubt. From the documents which
have been published, and are on sale in Rome, and from Colangeli’s letter,
we arrive at the facts, of which we proceed to give a brief


Besides Colangeli, two other laymen were accused as concerned in this
unholy but most lucrative trade — Vincenzo Campodonico, chaplet-maker,
and Guiseppe Campodonico, maker of shrines for the false relics. Amongst
the priests implicated were, the Rev. Dr. Guiseppe Gaggi, Jesuit and
official of the Lipsanotica; Brother Benoit, also a Jesuit priest; the Abbot
Spirito Rembert, a minorist priest; Norberto Constantine, and the Rev. Dr.
Archangelo Scognamiglio, the custodian of the Lipsanotica, Bembo Nare,
Don Antonio Anselmi, and Don Guiseppe Milani, priestly officers in the
Lipsanotica, who, having access to the seals of the cardinal vicar, the head
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of the relic department, freely used them for authenticating these forged
relics.


It appears that so far back as 1828 this trade was going on, and at that time
Agostino Campodonico, the father of the present Campodonicos, was
largely concerned in it. At the trial before the cardinalvicar of the pope,
Guiseppe Campodonico was known to be in the habit of making little
shrines, or calendars, for the false relics, and that Vincenzo Campodonico
supplied these with pieces of bones of sheep and hares, or of human bones,
old and carious, taken from the catacombs, but such as were probably
those of pagans, certainly not of saints and martyrs whose names they
affxed to them. These bits of bones were fixed into little images of wax,
professed to be the likenesses of the saints they had belonged to, and were
secured to the backs of the shrines by threads of silk, and then by seals,
purporting to be the seals of the papal office, and to bear the signature of
the custodian of the Lipsanotica. Giuseppe Colangeli, the porter of the
Lipsanotica, was represented to be the medium by which these lots of
trumpery were conveyed to the Lipsanotica, and the necessary
authentications of the custodian obtained, after which he carried them back
to the Campodonicos, who dealt in them.


Enormous sums were given by English noblemen, and others, English
ladies and gentlemen, by wealthy Spaniards, and Spanish ladies, by rich and
religious Belgian dupes, and, in fact, the false relics were sent all over the
Catholic world, and sold in the different monasteries and convents. Brother
Benoit, the Jesuit, was a great agent in this traffic, and all parties were
reaping a rich harvest from it. The custodian of the Lipsanotica, Dr.
Archangelo Scognamiglio, defended himself by saying that Colangeli, being
employed by him, in consequence of the large sale of genuine relics, that is,
such relics as the Vatican calls genuine, to write out the authentications for
his signature, wrote out twice as many as ordered, and appropriated half to
his own use in this nefarious trade. To this shallow pretense, Colangeli, in
his published letter, properly replied, that, had this been the case, the
custodian would at once have noticed the extra number, and he assured the
public that the custodian, with his assistants, Anselmi and Milani, were as
deep in the business as any of the set.


The Jesuits play a prominent part in these transactions, as they do in most
Catholic affairs. Father Gaggi, we are told, put the authenticating seal to
the false relics, some of which were in shrines, and others in settings of
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gold or silver. Brother Benoit was the great wholesale dealer in them, and
during the trial, with their usual cunning, the Jesuits took care that he could
not be found. It was confidently believed that he was secreted in the head-
quarters of the Jesuits at Lyons. No means whatever were taken by the
pope, or his court, to make known the existence of this legion of forged
relics, so that, so far as they were concerned, the thousands and tens of
thousands of dupes might go on for ever worshipping the bones of sheep
and hares, and carrying them to the sick in the hope of their being healed
by them.


The exposure of this most scandalous manufacture of and traffic in the
bones of sheep, hares, and old pagans, within the precincts of the Vatican,
and by the spiritual officers of the pope himself, has produced a profound
sensation throughout Christendom, and has invalidated the whole of the
pretended holy relics in existence. The report of this trial, and the letter of
Colangeli, are printed in a small book, and sold for two francs, little more
than eighteen pence, and have been translated into German and other
languages. (Processo delle reliquie false. Rome, via de cessarini 76, Prezzo
2 lire.) In combination with the shock given to the popedom by the
resistance to the dogma of infallibility, this exposure has gone far to shake
the great papal imposture to its deepest foundations. What a religion must
that be, which trading on the ignorance and superstition which it has itself
created in such vile fetich wares as these, makes its impostures so gross
and palpable, that its very priests, seeing all its impudent greed, themselves
extend the base delusion on their own account.”


Another subject may also interest the reader. At the further end of St.
Peter’s, one may see what is said to be the chair of Peter. It is raised above
a majestic altar, composed of fine marbles, and is supported by four
gigantic figures. Angels hover all around, and above it is a field of
transparent glass, colored to represent light, and so to typify the presence
of the Holy Spirit. Is this the chair of Peter or no? Common sense is quite
able to give the answer, and her verdict is abundantly sustained by rumor
and fact. The whole story of this blessed chair lies in a nut shell; here it is :
—


“Lady Morgan, in her work on Italy, in the fourth volume, relates a story
about the famous chair of St. Peter, which is venerated in Rome with so
much solemnity, which account we now give in her own words : — ‘The
sacrilegious curiosity of the French, in their occupation of Rome, in the
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beginning of this century, overcame all obstacles, and would see the chair
of St. Peter. They took off the precious case of gilt bronze, and laid open
the relic. Through the dust they saw the traces of antiquity, and some
figures cut in the wood, which resembled letters. The chair, being taken out
and exposed to the light, after clearing away the cobwebs and dust, they
made an exact copy of the inscription, which proved to be the well-known
Mahometan confession of faith, ‘There is no God but God, and Mahomet
is his prophet.’ It is supposed that this chair was one of a number of relics
brought by the Crusaders from the East in times of ignorance.”


We have no desire to insist on the truth of the statement of Lady Morgan,
which would make this out to be the chair of some devout Mahometan,
instead of being that of St. Peter; but we do not think the reply made by the
theologians to the English traveler was either serious or conclusive. The
most telling reply is that which the theologians of Rome gave to
demonstrate the impossibility of this chair having belonged to a Turk —
namely, that the Turks do not use chairs. But the Roman theologians, if
they knew the history and customs of the East, would know that the
Orientals, though they do not use chairs in their houses, at least commonly,
yet they use them in their mosques to preach from. Al Jannati, a famous
Arab writer, relates that Mahomet caused a chair to be made by one
Nakum, a Greek workman, to preach from; and says that upon this chair
both Mahomet and all the Califs, his successors, preached; and, in imitation
of this, there is in every mosque a chair to preach from. What wonder,
then, if the chair of which Lady Morgan speaks should be one of these
chairs taken by the Crusaders from some mosque? And this the more, that
the sacred motto of the Mahometans is only found on sacred objects. For
the rest, the testimony of Lady Morgan begets at least a doubt; therefore,
let the Roman priests expose to view this famous chair without its covering
of bronze, and then it will be seen whether Lady Morgan has erred, or has
spoken the truth.


The identity of this chair has been placed in doubt — or, rather, denied by
the learned and pious Father Tillemont, the Benedictine, who says — “It is
pretended that the episcopal chair of St. Peter is preserved in Rome, and
Baronius says that it is of wood; but people who saw in 1666 that which
was about to be solemnly placed in the church of St. Peter, asserted that it
was of ivory, and that the sculpture upon it was antique, and of the third or
fourth century, and that it represented the twelve labors of Hercules. How
happens it, then, that Baronius and Tillemont are not in accordance? How
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can possibly be found on the same chair the twelve labors of Hercules and
a profession of the Mahometan faith? These two things certainly cannot
exist together, and especially in a chair of St. Peter. This is probably the
truth of the matter. In the time of Cardinal Baronius, the chair was really
one of the old curule chairs of ivory, and had upon it sculptured the twelve
labors of Hercules. Cardinal Baronius caused Clement VIII. to observe
that, if it was important to have in Rome the chair of St. Peter, it was still
more important that the Protestants and the incredulous should not find in
this an evident argument for the denial of its antiquity. A curule chair, with
the labors of Hercules sculptured on it, was a thing incredible as a chair of
St. Peter. The pope was convinced of this, and caused the chair to be
changed, without any publicity, the public not being able to observe this
change, since the chair was in a case of gilt copper. Into this case was put
an old chair of wood, in the Gothic style, and this is the chair of wood of
which Barcnius speaks.


Sixty years later, Alexander VII. caused the famous altar of the cathedral
to be erected, as described above; but when they were about to put the
chair into the present case, it was remarked that the Gothic style did not
exist in the time of St. Peter. Then they rejected the chair selected by
Baronius, and wished to restore the former one; bat here the labors of
Hercules presented an equal obstacle. The warehouse of relies was then
visited, and there they found an ancient chair brought from the East, by the
Crusaders, and this was it which was put into the new case, and which is
the one spoken of by Lady Morgan. So then the grand proof of the Roman
clergy of St. Peter having been in Rome, is a chair from a Mahometan
mosque!


Here we are reminded of the trial about the false relics! If they falsify even
chairs, can you then believe in their bones? What reason had Pope
Ganganelli, who suppressed the Jesuits, to exclaim, ‘If one put faith in all
the relies that they exhibit in all countries, one must many times be
persuaded that a saint had ten heads and ten arms!’ It was a pope who said
this — that is, an infallible person — and not we only.”


Essence of lies, and quintessence of blasphemy, as the religion of Rome is,
it nevertheless fascinates a certain order of Protestants, of whom we fear it
may be truly said that “they have received a strong delusion to believe a lie,
that they may be damned? Seeing that it is so, it becomes all who would
preserve their fellow-immortals from destruction to be plain and earnest in
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their warnings. Not in a party-spirit, but for truth’s sake, our Protestantism
must protest perpetually. Dignitaries of the papal confederacy are just now
very prominent in benevolent movements, and we may be sure that they
have ends to serve other than those which strike the public eye. A priest
lives only for his church; he may profess to have other objects, but this is a
mere blind. Our ancient enemies have small belief in our common sense if
they imagine that we shall ever be able to trust them, after having so often
beheld the depths of Jesuitical cunning and duplicity. The sooner we let
certain Archbishops and Cardinals know that we are aware of their designs,
and will in nothing co-operate with them, the better for us and our country.
Of course, we shall be howled at as bigots, but we can afford to smile at
that cry, when it comes from the church which invented the Inquisition.
“No peace with Rome” is the motto of red, son as well as of religion


C. H. S.


CONFESSING CHRIST


“Ye are members one of another.” “Now ye are the body of
Christ.” “This do in remembrance of me.”


THIS language expresses the fellowship which exists among believers
springing from union with Christ their Head. The body which represents it
is called the Church, a collection of persons who are governed by the will
of God, taught by the Holy Spirit, and whose excellencies spring from a
heavenly principle within — ‘the church of God,’ which Christ, the fuller
accounts of the New Testament go on to say ‘purchased with his own
blood,’ ‘that he might sanctify and cleanse it with the washing of water by
the word, that he might present it to himself a glorious church, not having
spot or wrinkle or any such thing; but that it should be holy and without
blemish.’


It is the ‘household of God,’ with spiritual ties and relationships like the
natural ties and relationships which bind together the members of a family.


This spiritual household exists visibly in the world, with an organization to
provide for its welfare, look out for its interests, and help on its work. If
you are a child of God, you will wish to be recognized as such by entering







279


his visible fold; you will wish to be seen and found there. It is your first and
highest duty, as well as privilege.


‘But cannot I be as good out of the Church as in it, and as useful?


No, emphatically, no. The condition of growth and usefulness consists in
separating yourself from the world and entering into covenant and
fellowship with Christ and his people. We have no right to live merely as
individual Christians, each one walking his own way; we are a whole
consisting of many parts, that exist for each other and through each other.
Nor have we any right to set up our private judgment against the express
will of its Divine Founder. The Acts of the Apostles shows us that those
who repented and believed were ‘added to the Church.’ Repentance is not
enough; you must own it by joining the people of God. Both rest upon the
same authority. Standing aloof is no way of showing our allegiance and
love. To remain an alien is a poor preparation and worse position for either
getting or doing good.


‘But I am afraid I shall not act up to my profession. I fear I shall be
inconsistent, and fall short of what a Christian ought to be.’


Our Lord foresaw that we should not love, obey, and worship the Father,
Son, and Holy Ghost as we ought to, and yet he enjoins our covenanting
with his people, and enjoins it as a means of bringing our practice into
closer correspondence with what it is our aim to reach, and our duty to
become. You cannot stand selfishly apart by yourself, and fulfill Christian
duty. It is not God’s way of educating us for heaven. We must become a
part of the ‘body of Christ’ in a close, living, visible union.,


‘Having had our bodies washed with pure water,’ says the apostle, let us
hold fast the profession of our faith without wavering; ‘that is, within the
fold, our stand taken, we are in a position to make good our obligations to
faithful and loving service.


The Holy Supper was instituted and enjoined by our Lord himself, in the
upper chamber where he last ate with his disciples. Your presence at his
table declares you from choice and affection a disciple of Christ, and you
thus seek to deepen and strengthen the spirit and purposes which mark the
disciple.


There are some who seem to regard a seat at his table as an end attained, a
goal reached, after which they may sit down securely, without further
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occasion for watchfulness or fighting. This is a great and, in many cases, a
fatal mistake, and accounts for the cold, selfish, and unfruitful lives of
many whose names are indeed on the records of the church, and that is all.
No spiritual increase in grace or good works proves them living members
of the body of Christ.


Let it never be forgotten that the Lord’s Supper is especially designed to
help and strengthen us, to revive and quicken us to greater diligence and
faithfulness in making ‘our calling and election sure.’ It is one of the great
means of carrying on the new life begun within us, and which has made as
yet but little progress towards maturity.


And since he has said, ‘Do this in remembrance of me,’ we must needs
inquire what it is to remember Jesus in his word and his works, in his
sympathy and sufferings, in his death and resurrection for us, with all the
hopes, privileges, and blessings which flow to us, and will for ever flow to
us from his cross. And as he, ‘the author and minister of our faith, for the
joy set before him, enduring the cross, despising the shame,’ so in looking
to him, and believing in him, we gain strength to endure and to suffer, to
watch and to pray, animated by the hope set before us of entering into the
joy which our dying and risen Lord has already won for us.


The real value and efficacy of the Lord’s Supper, as a means of grace, must
depend upon our own sincerity and earnestness. If we are cold,
inconsiderate, and unprepared, it will be but an idle ceremony. If our
attention is lively and our hearts tender; if by suitable thoughtfulness,
prayer, and self-examination, we come with a temper prepared to receive
the grace and the Spirit of the Lord, we shall go away strengthened,
comforted, and refreshed from communion with him.


Our Lord took the most common and wholesome things as symbols of his
redeeming love, thus teaching us that his mercy and grace do not flow to
us in rare and costly appointments, difficult to be had and hard to be
understood. Bread and water are ever found where hunger and thirst urge
sinful and needy creatures to seek his grace.


Our union with the Lord unites us in a close and vital relation to the Lord’s
people. ‘Ye are members one of another.’ All true love is service, living for
others. Neither high nor lowly station can release us from responsibility to
the Church; nor should any member feel that he can, from any pretext,
withdraw himself from taking part with his fellow-believers in Christian
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fellowship and Christian work. An attentive study of the twelfth chapter of
the first of Corinthians fully instructs us on this point. ‘There are indeed, as
the apostle says, ‘diversities of gifts, but the same spirit; differences of
administration, but the same Lord; diversities of operations but the same
God which worketh all in all.’


‘As the body is one and hath many members, all the members of that one
body being many, are one body:’ ‘the eye cannot say to the hand, I have no
need of thee, nor the hand to the foot, I have no need of thee; much more
then members of the body which are more feeble are necessary. And the
members should have the same care one for another; if one member suffer,
all the members suffer with it or one member be honored, all the members
rejoice with it. Now are ye the body of Christ, and members one of
another.’


St. Paul plainly teaches that the gifts of God and his grace are not
bestowed upon believers for their own individual good solely, nor only for
the honor and glory of their Divine Giver, but that they are held, as it were,
in trust for others, and that in thus using them, they strengthen and sanctify
the whole.


The principle of union is love. ‘By this shall all men know that ye are my
disciples’ said the Lord, ‘if you love one another.’ And the office of love is
to promote peace and harmony; to root out strife, division, jealousy,
exclusiveness, and neglect — to unite and not divide. It teaches us also to
submit to the order and discipline of the Church, and to weigh well both
our motives and our acts, if they oppose its requirements.


We can all understand the pain of a true father’s heart over the refractory
conduct of a self-willed child; much more grievous must it be to the heart
of our heavenly Father to find indifference, coldness, and alienation among
his children, and to see them so absorbed in their own separate and selfish
ends as quite to forget each other.


It is a bad sign for us to forget or neglect the ‘power of welcome.’ ‘Come,’
is the sweetest word which fell from the lips of Jesus — the first full
utterance of the love which came to bless us. Let us always keep in mind
that this love is not only the life of the Church, the badge of discipleship,
but also the conquering power of the people of God.


In our Lord’s prayer for all who should believe in his name, we find this
striking petition ‘That they all may be one, as thou, Father, art in me and I
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in thee, that they may be one in us, that the world may believe that thou
hast sent me.’ A body of people under every diversity of condition and
character, breathing the Spirit and living the life of Christ, must be a most
powerful argument for his divine and redeeming work.


The world, it is true, has not yet seen this argument, as it some time will.
The oneness of God’s people is yet to be apprehended as a victorious
power. When all that is separating and hindering shall drop away, the
Church will arise and shine in her glory and strength.


May the Lord hasten that time, towards which all true hearts are yearning,
for which all true hearts are praying, and to which all true work is tending.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE COLPORTAGE
ASSOCIATION


THE COLPORTEUR. — Can nothing be done to meet the evil which is being
wrought in England by the cheap pernicious literature which finds so ready
a sale at the present day? This question must have occurred to everyone
who has observed the enormous increase of late in the number of
sensational publications circulated among our youth of both sexes, and of
which the chief attraction is the vice portrayed therein and disguised under
the specious name of heroism. These, together with several weekly
newspapers, which consist for the most part of records of crime and
licentiousness, and thousands of obscene prints and photographs, are
working incalculable injury to the nation, and without exaggeration may be
said to be one of the greatest curses of our time, the debasing effects of
which are but too apparent around us.


Encouraged by the success of Colportage in Scotland in supplanting this
injurious literature, and substituting for it pure and good reading, the
Metropolitan Tabernacle Colportage Association was commenced six years
since with the view of carrying out the same plan in our more southern
counties, and at the same time of providing a means of evangelization
which is so much needed among our rural population.


The testimony of its agents has amply confirmed the value of such efforts,
both in increasing the sale of good literature and in carrying the gospel to
the very homes of the people. It is but too true that multitudes of our
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fellow countrymen and women, lack not alone the grace of salvation but
the opportunity of hearing of it. “As sheep without a shepherd” is but too
faithful a description of the condition of the inhabitants of most of our
villages and many of our towns. “No one ever visits us,” is the complaint of
many to the Colporteur, while, alas, in too many of the places of worship
within their reach, the power of Christ to save, though nominally the
subject of discourse, is but rarely actually so. In the best of neighborhoods,
however, in town or country, there is opportunity and need of service
which none can supply better than the Christian Colporteur. The books he
carries are selected as those that speak of the weightless matters under
heaven, and often has the word of God contained therein been blessed to
the soul’s salvation.


Were this only an effort to extend the sale of purer reading, it would surely
be deserving of the earnest support of all well wishers to the truth.


The Colporteur, however, does not only sell, he gives a tract at many
doors; but better still, warm loving words of comfort to the troubled,
warning to the careless, and direction to the seekers after God. He goes
where others could not; his pack of books being his introduction, he can
freely visit at the cottage or the mansion, in the field or on the highway;
and passing by no door without a call, is the best known man in all the
district round. What opportunities he has of reading with the sick, inviting
to a cottage meeting, or the house of God, or offering in the market-place
the truth that sets men free! The books he sells are as seed sown for Christ;
and, far from hindering his mission work, help to maintain him, make his
visits regular, and open the way for him to speak the truth in unlikely
places.


During the last six years twenty-five districts have thus been worked by
this Association, but not all at one time, for lack of funds has limited the
number; and though thirteen districts are now in operation (the largest
number yet maintained), unless contributions are more freely forthcoming it
is feared they must be diminished before the end of the year.


The expense of management is but small; all the officers giving their time
freely to the work, and most of the districts assist by local subscriptions;
but still there is a large deficiency to be made up. All who know the work
feel its value, and are most anxious to see it extended. Scotland has
upwards of 200 men thus engaged. Ireland and America recognize the
usefulness of the Colporteur, while each year sees fresh men thus employed
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upon the Continent. England alone is without the agency to any great
extent. Shall it remain so? This is not a Baptist Association, but seeks to
serve the cause of Evangelical truth without regard to sect or party.


In order to multiply the number of Colporteurs, two things are needed.
First, a guaranteed subscription of £40 a year from the district to be
supplied; and for this purpose individuals or churches may unite, or local
committees be formed as is the case at present in some districts; and
secondly, by increased subscriptions and donations to the general fund,
which if sufficiently large to enable the opening of fresh districts, will lead
the way to a future guarantee.


Several friends of the Association who have already contributed most
liberally, have offered to repeat their donations if others will assist to raise
such a sum, as will enable the Committee to extend the work, and it is
confidently hoped that the need and value of the agency having been
stated, this appeal will not be made in vain.


The following are the Districts at present supplied by the Association


Ely, Cambridgshire: A. SMEE. — A very successful district for sales,
which amount to upwards of £250 a year. The Agent visits some fifteen
villages, and is heartily received by the people.


Eythorne, Kent: R. MARSHALL — One of the longest established, the
guarantee for which is given by the Baptist Church at Eythorne. The
Colporteur supplies one or two preaching stations, and his work is much
appreciated.


Haydock, Lancashire: JOHN VARNHAIN. — A mining district, needing
constant and earnest effort. The Agent here conducts frequent open-air
services, night schools, and cottage meetings, and many souls have been
won for Christ through his instrumentality.


Warminster, Wiltshire: S. KING. — The Agent here travels as much as
twenty miles from his center, very often accomplishing the journey on a
velocipede, and his visits are eagerly watched for and highly valued by
many of God's aged people, while his testimony to sinners has not been in
vain.


Haroldwood, Essex: A. E. INGRAM. — The Colporteur here in addition to
his rounds has the charge of a small chapel. The population of the district is
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sparse, but a fair attendance is secured, and the worshippers assist in the
support of the Agent.


Bushton, Wiltshire: B. SUMMERSBY. — Rather an extensive district like
that at Warminster, but equally successful; the Colporteur being assisted in
his journeys by a pony and cart. Many souls have been blessed in this
district.


Minster, Isle of Sheppy: W. BAKER. — This Colporteur has been greatly
used of God in the conversion of souls. Several meetings weekly are held
in various parts of the Island, and are well attended and much blessed,
especially the Bible classes held by the Agent at his own house.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


FEBRUARY, 1873.


ACTA NON VERBA


BY C. H. SPURGEON


PART II.


THOSE words which have the excuse for their utterance are generally the
least acceptable. Speak to the point with practical aim, and either
somebody’s toes will be trodden upon, or a hubbub will be raised by
theorizers as to possible toes which may have been inconvenienced. For
instance, in the Preface to the last volume of The Sword and the Trowel,
we recorded our fear that the Nonconforming Churches had not enjoyed a
prosperous year, and that the lean kine were eating up the fat kine. We
believe that we stated facts; at any rate, we had consulted and had followed
statistics which are usually relied upon. We did not pour forth the
unfounded imaginings of a morbid mind, or speak as if the end had come,
and our churches must cease to be: on the contrary, we bade our brethren
be of good courage, and hope for brighter days, and work in expectation of
them. We little knew that in even mentioning a gloomy fact, we were
sinning grievously. The Christian World, in a leading article, came down
upon us heavily, because we had written what the enemies of Dissent could
quote, and had already quoted, to show the decline of our cause. What was
that to us? What do we care what use our adversaries may make of a
truthful statement? David might have refused to write psalms, because the
devil would quote them for the worst of purposes, if the possible uses to
which writings may be turned are to be taken into consideration. Are we to
represent everything which concerns Nonconformity with the coleur de
rose? So it would seem, not only from this little incident, but from the
general manner and attitude of certain Nonconformist advocates.
Everything that has to do with Dissent is to them necessarily good, and to
be gloried in, and the faults of our systems are either to be defended or
denied. They have probably borrowed this evil habit from their opponents,
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for the rabid Episcopalian is equally resolved to fight for every whim and
crotchet of mother church. This seems to us to be an unwise and unworthy
course of action; it is childish, and even wicked. We sincerely wish that all
our Dissenting churches were sound in the faith, earnest in Christian labor,
and increasing with the increase of God — but we shall never try to prove
our zeal for the grand old cause by asserting that these things are so when
we fear they are not? We wish that all Nonconformist ministers were
paragons, all their plans perfection, their spirit angelic, and their success
unbounded, but in order that our loyalty to Dissent should be placed
beyond all suspicion are we to declare that these desiderata are already
possessed? If so, we rebel. We shall no more think of lying or suppressing
truth to aid Dissent, than dream of glorifying God by blasphemy. When we
observe an evil we shall point it out; when we see a failure we shall speak
of it as such, and if perchance this injures the cause, let it be injured. If
truth hurts an interest or party, let it be hurt. It is the height of madness to
pretend that we, the Nonconformist churches, make no mistakes, are
always prospering, never quarrel, are quite able to do everything, and are
far beyond the need of improvement. Such crowing may be practiced so
successfully that we may even rival the noble chanticleers of the
Establishment, whose voices are peculiarly loud, and clear, but what is the
good of it? Suppose they brag of the blessing of a national church, is it
really the best way to answer them to cry up our working of the voluntary
principle, as if we had done all we could or should? The principle is perfect
but we sometimes fail to carry it on to its full triumphs, and when we come
short, the manliest plan is to admit the fault. The bepraising of our noble
selves is not a beneficial exercise, it tends to foment party pride and
prevent real progress.


Still, says one, it is a pity to mention anything which our enemies can use
against us. So think the timorous, whose faith in the invincibility of truth is
hampered by their greater belief in caution and policy. We feel too sure of
the ultimate victory of our principles to care much for the screams and yells
of our adversaries when they hear us heave a sigh, or utter a lament.
Suppose The Church Times did rejoice over the witness of a well-known
dissenter to the want of success among his own sect — what of that? Did
that make us any the weaker, or the Ritualists any the stronger? Who
winces at such things save cowards who cannot bear a sneer? For the life
of us we cannot see how we “furnished our foes with an argument.” What
was the argument? How did it run? The Dissenting Churches did not
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increase last year, therefore — therefore what? Therefore they never will
— is that the idiotic inference? Therefore they are in the wrong — is that
the insane conclusion? To all the legitimate comfort which Anglicans can
draw from such facts we make them heartily welcome. For our part, we
feel that with truthful principles, and an honest heart on his side, a man may
give his opponents leave to make the most they possibly can of all his
personal confessions of imperfection, and admissions of occasional failure;
and it will never enter his head to look around before he dares to speak,
lest haply a listening chiel should take notes and print what he may say.


We beg permission to say if the Voluntaries will do more, they may
without injuring their cause, say less about their doings, and if Dissenters
will evangelize the country more thoroughly, they may spare some of those
modest eulogiums which their worthy advocates are so prone to utter.
Having said thus much, we shall proceed to the practical matter which
made us take up our pen, and at the risk of further transgressing we shall
point out a fault in most of our religious systems.


It is a singular fact that our churches have suffered the chief agency for
carrying the gospel into new regions to fall into almost total disuse. The
settled ministry among us, especially when it brings out and wisely directs
the gifts of the church, is eminently adapted for conservative purposes, for
edifying the saints, training young converts, and cultivating the soil which
has been already fenced in by religious agencies; but only to a very small
degree is the ministry aggressive or can it be. If it does its homework well
it has enough to do, and its further efforts will never be very extensive as a
rule. To carry the gospel into the regions beyond, and form new churches
— whose business is this? Among the heathen we have our missionaries,
but what agency are we employing in our own country? In a small way in
connection with regular organizations the work is attempted, and irregular
agencies perform it on a larger scale, but for all that, most of the Christian
churches, as such, are negligent in the service, and have no specific agents
set part to attend to it as a matter of church work. To extend the
Redeemer’s kingdom and win the world for Jesus is the great purpose for
which the church exists, and yet, to a very large extent, she leaves this, her
supreme vocation, to hap-hazard.


Our Lord, when he would arouse Palestine, sent forth seventy evangelists.
Not one of these was bidden to settle in any place, or to become a pastor,
but to go and preach the gospel from town to town. They were itinerant
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gospellers. After Pentecost, the disciples being scattered abroad, went
everywhere preaching the Word, they broke up new ground, and made the
truth known among those who had never heard it before; so far they did
the work of evangelists, and the kingdom of Christ came with power. The
apostles and others traveled into regions where the name of Jesus had not
been known, and everywhere told forth the glad tidings of salvation:
whatever else they were, they certainly fulfilled to the full the office of
evangelists. We have a few who exercise that office now, but, they are
rather tolerated than appointed, and certainly their work is not regarded as
a part, and a necessary part, of our ecclesiastical action. It would be easy
to prove that in all times of her spiritual health and growth, the church has
owed much to her holy pioneers who have led the way to sacred
conquests. Without burdening the reader with church history we may cite
the Methodist revival as an eminent case in point, for it was mainly due to
those who left regular pulpits and gospel-hardened congregations to preach
Jesus among colliers and street crowds. It would be equally easy to prove
that by ministries exercised in churches and chapels we can never reach
those who shun all religions edifices, neither can we hope to found new
churches in neglected counties unless we send forth men whose direct
object it is to labor to that end.


In many districts of England there are no Baptist churches, and we will
make these districts the example for our present object. Now, as far as the
Baptist churches are concerned, have we any men, appointed by the
church, whose business it is to spread the gospel, as we believe it, in these
places? We know of very few. But our conviction is that if we were doing
our duty after the apostolic fashion we should soon find in our midst,
thrust forth by the Holy Ghost, evangelists who would till these fields of
labor. Suppose a man of power, full of the Holy Ghost, and gifted for the
work were maintained in a county — say Cumberland or Westmoreland,
with the view of preaching all through the region, and forming churches
wherever the Lord might bless his word; might we not expect to see the
churches increased in those parts. He ought not to be a mere common man,
much less an inferior preacher for whom an office is made because no
regular congregation will hear him. We should like to see the experiment
tried with one of our best men, we would have him liberally supported, and
supplied with ample means for traveling, and hiring rooms and halls. We
should almost envy him the opportunity for toil, self-denial, and success. If
the Lord anointed such a man he would be the pioneer for scores of
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pastors who would take up the young Christian communities as fast as they
were formed, while the evangelist would move on and dig out new
foundations for other churches. A dull commonplace official would make a
miserable mess of such work, and disappoint those who support him, but
we think we know at this moment two or three men who, by God’s
blessing, would make full proof of their calling.


Our belief is that scriptually there should be at least as much work done
evangelistically as pastorally. Now we provide for pastors, and rightly so,
but; few, if any, churches provide for evangelists. We have the right men,
but no organization for their support. We serve out their rations (often
scanty enough) to the militia who defend the country, but for our brave
Uhlans who are in the van of our conquering hosts we make little or no
provision. Some few churches have their evangelistic missionaries, but,
alas, how few! And these are usually in connection with their own
immediate neighborhood, so that still the neglected large towns, and
immense agricultural regions are left, as far as we are concerned, without
the gospel.


We rejoice in the zeal of Methodists and Independents in spreading
themselves in every direction throughout England; if we were a Free
Churchman we should like to see a Free Kirk in every village in Scotland;
and being a Baptist we desire to see a Baptist church in every town in
England. This, of course, is judged to be a very wrong desire by those who
think that we should interfere with their monopolies, but the desire to us
seems natural and laudable. How then can it be accomplished? How can
any Christian community cover the land with its adherents? We see no
means at all comparable to the support of good, efficient, well-sustained
evangelists.


Thus much we can give in evidence to support our opinion. From our
College we have in a considerable number of instances sent forth men to
preach where there was no church to support them, finding thrum
maintenance for a season, and promising aid for the needful expenses of
worship at the commencement. The brethren at home have mentioned
these pioneers continually in their prayers, and the Lord has heard their
requests. From the efforts of these brethren churches have sprung up in
quarters where no Baptists were known to exist, and such churches have
been a clear gain to the denomination. There is, under God, no limit to this
work so far as we are concerned, if we had the pecuniary means. We are
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content to wait the Lord's mind as to further effort; he will indicate it by
furnishing supplies. The experiment, however, has succeeded beyond our
hopes.


The Colportage Society also is a fine instrumentality for ploughing up new
ground. The Colporteur takes a full survey of the country while selling his
books, and his calls bring him into personal conversation with each
inhabitant — he is therefore one of the best of pioneers. In the course of
time by holding cottage meetings, and preaching out of doors he collects
the nucleus of a congregation, perhaps he is able to do so in each of the
larger villages of his district, and thus he prepares the way for the settled
ministry. He is the cheapest and most efficient agent for clearing the
backwoods, and preparing for future tillage.


Now, work like this, it seems to us, should be carried on widely, and be
made the specialite of the churches. Not alone should colporteurs and
young students be employed in it, but some of our very best men should be
set apart to it. Think of an apostolic man in the neglected county of Surrey;
or better still, in those parts of the crowded regions of Lancashire and
Yorkshire where our community is scarcely represented, — what might he
not achieve, with God's blessing? Let him be a man fit to lead others, a
genial spirit who will co-operate with those who are already on or near the
spot, a man full of faith and mighty in the Scriptures, and, by the power of
the Holy Ghost, his work would soon prove the sacred value of his office.
One or two wealthy men may, perhaps, be led to find the silver and the
gold for such a man's support, and we believe they will never spend money
in a manner more profitable for the cause of God and truth: but the
churches also, as such, should undertake the work, which beyond all others
is their own.


WE MUST GROW. We MUST make the pure gospel to be known in every
corner of the land. Public meetings, in which we glory in our-principles, are
well enough if they do not lead to glorying in the flesh;


but we must put forth vehement efforts to spread those principles. He
knows not the truth who does not desire others to know it. The religion
which is not worth propagating is not worth believing. Prayer to God for
the advance of the Redeemer kingdom is most commendable, but the
prayer which does not lead to effort is hypocrisy. Effort, then, there must
be; let it be wise, let it follow the New Testament model, let it be most
hearty and sustained. With all our heart we beg the churches to consider
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the question which we have now raised. Ought we not to pray for
evangelists, and prepare to support them when the Lord sends them, even
as at this time we support the pastors of the churches?


CHRIST AND HIS TABLE COMPANIONS


A MEDTATION AT THE COMMUION TABLE.


BY C. H, SPURGEON.


“And when the hour was come, he sat down, and the twelve
apostles with him.” — Luke 22:14.


THE outward ordinances of the Christian religion are but two, and those
two are exceedingly simple, yet neither of them has escaped human
alteration; and, alas! much mischief has been wrought, and much of
precious teaching has been sacrificed, by these miserable perversions. For
instance, the ordinance of baptism as it was administered by the apostles
betokened the burial of the believer with Christ, and his rising with his
Lord into newness of life. Men must needs exchange immersion for
sprinkling, and the intelligent believer for an unconscious child, and so the
ordinance is slain. The other sacred institution, the Lord’s Supper, like
believers’ baptism, is simplicity itself. It consists of breaed broken, and
wine poured out, these viands being eaten and drunk at a festival; — a
delightful picture of the sufferings of Christ for us, and of the fellowship
which the saints have with one another and with him. But this ordinance,
also, has been tampered with by men. By some the wine has been taken
away altogether, or reserved only for a priestly caste; and the simple bread
has been changed into a consecrated host. As for the table, the very
emblem of fellowship in all nations — for what expresses fellowship better
than surrounding a table and eating and drinking together? — this,
forsooth, must be put away, and an altar must be erected, and the bread
and wine which were to help us to remember the Lord Jesus are changed
into an “unbloody sacrifice”, and so the whole thing becomes an
unscriptural celebration instead of a holy institution for fellowship. Let us
be warned by these mistakes of others never either to add to or take from
the word of God so much as a single jot or tittle. Keep upon the foundation
of the Scriptures and you stand safely, and have an answer for those who
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question you; yea, and an answer which you may tender at the bar of God;
but once allow your own whim, or fancy, or taste, or your notion of what
is proper and right, to rule you instead of the word of God, and you have
entered upon a dangerous course, and unless the grace of God prevent,
boundless mischief may ensue. The Bible is our standard authority; none
may turn from it. The wise man in the Proverbs said “I counsel thee to
keep the King’s commandment;” we would repeat his advice, and add to it
the sage precept of the mother of our Lord, at Cana, when she said,
“Whatsoever he saith unto you, do it.”


We shall now ask you in contemplation to gaze upon the first celebration
of the Lord’s Supper. You perceive at once that there was no altar in that
large upper room. There was a table, a table with bread and wine upon it,
but no altar. And Jesus did not kneel — there is no sign of that — but he
sat down, I doubt not after the Oriental mode of sitting, that is to say, by a
partial reclining — he sat down with his apostles. Now, he who ordained
this Supper knew how it ought to be observed, and as the first celebration
of it was the model for all others, we may be assured that the right way of
coming to this communion is to assemble around a table and to sit or
recline while we eat and drink together of bread and wine in remembrance
of our Lord.


While we see the Savior sitting down with his twelve disciples, let us
inquire what did this make them? then, secondly, what did this imply? and,
thirdly, what further may we legitimately infer from it?


I. First, then, we see the Great Master, the Lord, the king in Zion, sitting
down at the table to eat and drink with his twelve apostles — WHAT DID


THIS MAKE THEM?


Note what they were at first. By his first calling of them they became his
followers, for he said unto them, “Follow me.” That is to say, they were
convinced, by sundry marks and signs, that he was the Messias, and they,
therefore, became his followers. Followers may be at a great distance from
their leader, and enjoy little or no intercourse with him, for the leader may
be too great to be approached by the common members of his band. In the
case of the disciples their following was unusually close, for their Master
was very condescending, but still their intercourse was not always of the
most intimate kind at the first, and therefore it was not at first that he
called them to such a festival as this supper. They began with following,
and this is where we must begin. If we cannot enter as yet into closer
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association with our Lord we may, at least, know his voice by his Spirit,
and follow him as the sheep follow the shepherd. The most important way
of following him is to trust him, and then diligently to imitate his example.
This is a good beginning, and it will end well, for those who walk with him
to-day shall rest with him hereafter; those who tread in his footsteps shall
sit on his throne.


Being his followers, they came next to be his disciples. A man may have
been a follower for a while, and yet may not have reached discipleship. A
follower may follow blindly and hear a great deal which he does not
understand; but, when he becomes a disciple, his Master instructs him and
leads him into truth. To explain, to expound, to solve difficulties, to clear
away doubts, and to make truth intelligible is the office of a teacher
amongst his disciples. Now, it was a very blessed thing for the followers to
become disciples, but still disciples are not necessarily so intimate with
their Master as to sit and eat with him. Socrates and Plato knew many in
the Academy whom they did not invite to their homes. My brethren, if
Jesus had but called us to be his disciples and no more, we should have had
cause for great thankfulness; if we had been allowed to sit at his feet and
had never shared in such an entertainment as that before us, we ought to
have been profoundly grateful; but now that he has favored us with a yet
higher place let us never be unfaithful to our discipleship. Let us daily learn
of Jesus, let us search the Bible to see what it was that he taught us, and
then by the aid of his Holy Spirit; let, us scrupulously obey. Yet is there a
something beyond.


Being the Lord’s disciples, the chosen ones next rose to become his
servants, which is a step in advance, since the disciple may be but a child,
but the servant has some strength, has received some measure of training,
and renders somewhat in return. Their Master gave them power to preach
the gospel, and to execute commissions of grace, and happy were they to
be called to wait upon such a Master, and aid in setting up his kingdom.
My dear brethren and sisters, are you all Christ’s servants consciously? If
so, though the service may at times seem heavy because your faith is weak,
yet be very thankful that you are servants at all, for it is better to serve God
than to reign over all the kingdoms of this world. It is better to be the
lowest servant of Christ than to be the greatest of men, and remain slaves
to your own lusts, or mere men-pleasers. His yoke is easy and his burden is
light. The servant of such a Master should rejoice in his calling, yet is there
something beyond.
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Towards the close of his life our Master revealed the yet nearer relation of
his disciples, and uttered words like these “Henceforth I call you not
servants, for the servant knoweth not what his lord doeth, but I have called
you friends, for all things that I have heard of my Father I have made
known unto you.” This is a great step in advance. The friend, however
humble, enjoys much familiarity with his friend. The friend is told what the
servant need not know. The friend enjoys a communion to which the mere
servant, disciple, or follower has not attained. May we know this higher
association, this dearer bond of relationship. May we not be content
without the enjoyment of our Master’s friendship. “He that hath friends
must show himself friendly;” and if we would have Christ’s friendship we
must befriend his cause, his truth, and his people. He is a friend that loveth
at all times; if you would enjoy his friendship, take care to abide in him.


Now, note that on the night before his passion, our Lord led his friends a
step beyond ordinary friendship. The mere follower does not sit at table
with his leader; the disciple does not claim to be a fellow-commoner with
his master; the servant is seldom entertained at the same table with his lord;
the befriended one is not always invited to be a guest; but here the Lord
Jesus made his chosen ones to be his table companions; he lifted them up
to sit with him at the same table, to eat of the same bread, and drink of the
same cup with himself. From that position he has never degraded them;
they were representative men, and where the Lord placed them he has
placed all his saints permanently. All the Lord’s believing people are sitting,
by sacred privilege and calling, at the same table with Jesus, for truly, our
fellowship is with the Father and with his Son Jesus Christ. He has come
into our hearts, and he sups with us and we with him; we are his table
companions, and shall eat bread with him in the kingdom of God.


Table companions, then, that is the answer to the question, “what this
festival made the apostles?” This is what this festival shows all the
members of the church of Christ to be, through divine grace, table
companions with one another, and with Christ Jesus our Lord.


II. So now we shall pass on, in the second place, to notice, WHAT DID


THIS TABLE-COMPANIONSHIP IMPLY?


It implied, first of all, mutual fidelity. This solemn eating and drinking
together was a pledge of faithfulness to one another. It must have been so
understood, or otherwise there would have been no force in the complaint;
“He that eateth bread with me hath lifted up his heel against me.” Did not
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this mean that because Judas had eaten bread with his lord he was bound
not to betray him, and so to lift up his heel against him? This was the seal
of an implied covenant, having eaten together they were under bond to be
faithful to one another. Now, as many of you as are really the servants and
friends of Christ must know, that the Lord Jesus in eating with you at his
table, pledges himself to be faithful to you. The Master never plays the
Judas — the Judas is among the disciples. There is nothing traitorous in the
Lord; he is not only able to keep that which we have committed to him, but
he is faithful, and will do it. He will be faithful, not only as to the great and
main matter, but also to every promise he has made. Know ye then
assuredly, that your Master would not have asked you to his table to eat
bread with him if he intended to desert you. He has received you as his
honored guests, and fed you upon his choicest meat, and thereby he does
as good as say to you, “I will never leave you, come what may, and in all
times of trial, and depression, and temptation, I will be at your right hand,
and you shall not be moved, and to the very last you shall prove my
faithfulness and truth.”


But, beloved, you do not understand this Supper unless you are also
reminded of the faithfulness that is due from you to your Lord, for the feast
is common and the pledge mutual. In eating with him you plight your troth
to the Crucified. Beloved, how have you kept your pledge during the past
year? You have eaten bread with him, and I trust that your hearts you have
never gone so far aside as to lift up your heel against him; but have you
always honored him as you should? Have you acted as guests should have
done? Can you remember his love to you, and put your love to him side by
side with it, without being ashamed? From this time forth may the Holy
Ghost work in our souls a jealous fidelity to The Well-beloved which shall
not permit our hearts to wander from him, or suffer our zeal tot his glory
to decline.


Again, remember that there is in this solemn eating and drinking together a
pledge of confidence between the disciples themselves, as well as between
the disciples and the Lord. Judas would have been a traitor if he had
betrayed Peter, or John, or James so, when ye come to the one table, my
brethren, ye must henceforth be true to one another. All bickerings and
jealousies must cease, and a generous and affectionate spirit must rule in
every bosom. If you hear any speak against those you have communed
with, reckon that as you have eaten bread with them, you are bound to
defend their reputations. If any railing accusation be raised against any
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brother in Christ, reckon that his character is as dear to you as your own.
Let a sacred Freemasonry be maintained among us, if I may liken a far
higher and more spiritual union to anything which belongs to common life.
Ye are members one of another, see that ye love each other with a pure
heart fervently. Drinking of the same cup, eating of the same bread, you set
forth before the world a token which I trust is not meant to be a lie. As it
truly shows Christ’s faithfulness to you, so let it as really typify your
faithfulness to Christ, and to one another.


In the next place, eating and drinking together was a token of mutual
confidence. They, in sitting there together, voluntarily avowed their
confidence in each other. Those disciples trusted their Master, they knew
the would not mislead or deceive them. They trusted each other also, for
when they were told that one of them would betray their Lord, they did not
suspect each other, but each one said — “Lord, is it I?” They had much
confidence in one another, and the Lord Jesus, as we have seen, had placed
great confidence in them by treating them as his friends. He had even
trusted them with the great secret of his coming sufferings, and death.
They were a trustful company who sat at that supper-table. Now, beloved,
when you gather around this table, come in the spirit of implicit trustfulness
in the Lord Jesus. If you are suffering do not doubt his love, but believe
that he works all things for your good. If you are vexed with cares, prove
your confidence by leaving them entirely in your Redeemer’s hands. It will
not be a festival of communion to you if you come here with suspicions
about our Master. No, show your confidence as you eat of the bread with
him. Let there also be a brotherly confidence in each other. Grievous
would it be to see a spirit of suspicion and distrust among you. Suspicion is
the death of fellowship. The moment one Christian imagines that another
thinks hardly of him, though there may not be the slightest truth in that
thought, yet straightway the root of bitterness is planted. Let us believe in
one another’s sincerity, for we may rest assured that each of our brethren
deserves to be trusted more than we do. Turn your suspicions within, and
if you must suspect, suspect your own heart; but when you meet with those
who have communed with you at this table, say within yourself — “If such
can deceive me, and alas! they may, then will I be content to be imposed
upon rather than entertain perpetual mistrust of my fellow-Christians.”


A third meaning of the assembling around the table is this hearty fraternity.
Our Lord, in sitting down at the table with his disciples, showed himself to
be one with them, a brother indeed. We do not read that there was any
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order of priority by which their seats were arranged. Of course if the Grand
Chamberlain at Rome had arranged the table, he would have placed Peter
at the right hand of Christ and the other apostles according to the dignity
of their future bishoprics in graduated positions, but all that we know
about their order is this, that John sat next to the Savior and leaned upon
his bosom, and that Peter sat a good way off — we feel sure he did,
because it is said that he “beckoned” unto John; if he had sat next to him he
would have whispered to him, but he beckoned to him, and so he must
have been some way down the table, if, indeed, there was any “down” or
“up” in the arrangement of the guests. We believe the fact was that they sat
there on a sacred equality, the Lord Jesus, the Elder Brother, among them,
and all else arranged according to those words “One is your Master, even
Christ, and all ye are brethren.” Let us feel then, in coming to the table
again at this time, that we are linked in ties of sacred relationship with
Jesus Christ, who is exalted in heaven, and that through him our
relationship with our fellow-Christians is very near and intimate. O that
Christian brotherhood were more real. The very word “brother” has come
to be ridiculed as a piece of hypocrisy, and well it may, for it is mostly used
as a cant, phrase, and means very little in many cases But it ought to mean
something. You have no right to come to that table unless you really feel
that those who are washed in Jesu’s blood have a claim upon the love of
your heart, and the activity of your benevolence. What, will ye live
together for ever in heaven, and will ye shew no affection for one another
here below? It is your Master’s new command that ye love one another —
will ye disregard it? He has given this as the badge of Christians, —
“Hereby shall ye know that ye are my disciples” — not if ye wear a gold
cross, but — “if ye have love one to another.” That is the Christian’s badge
of his being, in very truth, a disciple of Jesus Christ. Here, at this table, we
find fraternity. Whosoever eateth this sacred supper declares himself to be
one of a brotherhood in Christ, a brotherhood striving for the same cause,
having sincere sympathy, being members of each other, and all of them
members of the body of Christ. God make this to be a fact throughout
Christendom even now, and how will the world marvel as it cries, “See
how these Christians love one another!”


But the Table means more yet: it signifies common enjoyment. He eats,
and they eat, the same bread. He drinks, and they drink, of the same cup.
There is no distinction in the viands. What meaneth this? Doth it not say to
us that the joy of Christ is the joy of his people. Hath he not said — “That
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my joy may be fulfilled in them that their joy may be full?” The very joy
that delights Christ is that which he prepares for his people. You, if you be
a true believer, have sympathy in Christ’s joy, you delight to see his
kingdom come, the truth advanced, sinners saved, grace glorified, holiness
promoted, God exalted; this also is his delight. Oh! but my dear brethren
and fellow-professors, are you sure that your chief joy is the same as
Christ’s? Are you certain that the main-stay of your life is the same as that
which was his meat and his drink, namely, to do the will of the heavenly
Father? If not, I am afraid you have no business at this table; but if it be so,
and you come to the table, then I pray that you may share the joy of Christ.
May you joy in him as he joys in you, and so may your fellowship be sweet.


Lastly on this point. The feast at the one table indicated familiar affection.
It is the child’s place to sit at the table with its parents, for there affection
rules. It is the place of honor to sit at the table — “Martha served, but
Lazarus was one of them that sat at the table,” but the honor is such as
love suggests and not fear. Men at the table often reveal their minds more
fully than elsewhere. If you want to understand a man you do not go to see
him at the Stock Exchange, or follow him into the market; for there he
keeps himself to himself; but you go to his table, and there he unbosoms
himself. Now, the Lord Jesus Christ sat at the table with his disciples!
‘Twas a meal; ‘twas a meal of a homely kind; intimate intercourse ruled the
hour. Oh! brethren and sisters, I am afraid we have come to this table
sometimes and gone away again without having had intercourse with
Christ, and then it has been an empty formality and nothing more. I thank
God that coming to this table every Sabbath-day, as some of us do, and
have done for many years, we have yet for the most part enjoyed the
nearest communion with Christ here that we have ever known, and have a
thousand times blessed his name for this ordinance. Still, there is such a
thing as only seeing and eating the bread and the wine, and losing all the
sacred meaning thereof. Do pray the Lord to reveal himself to you. Ask
that it may not be a dead form to you, but that now in very deed you may
tell to Christ your heart, while he shall show to you his hands and his side,
and make known to you his agonies and death, wherewith he redeemed
you from the wrath to come. All this, and vastly more, is the teaching of
the table at which Jesus sat with the twelve. I have often wondered why the
Church of Rome does not buy up all those pictures by one of its most
renowned painters, Leonardo da Vinci, in which our Lord is represented as
sitting at the table with his disciples, for these are a contradiction of the
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Popish doctrine on this subject. As long as that picture remains on the wall,
and as long as copies of it are spread everywhere, the Church of Rome
stands convicted of going against the teaching of the earlier church by
setting up an altar when she confesses herself that aforetime it was not
considered to be an altar of sacrifice but a table of fellowship, at which the
Lord did not kneel, nor stand as an officiating priest, but at which he and
his disciples sat. We, a least, have no rebukes to fear from antiquity, for we
follow and mean to follow the primitive method. Our Lord has given us
commandment to do this until he comes — not to alter it and change it, but
just to “do this,” and nothing else, in the same manner until he shall come.


III. We wilt draw to a close by asking WHAT FURTHER MAY BE INFERRED


FROM THIS SITTING OF CHRIST WIT HIS DISCIPLES AT THE TABLE


Answer — First, there may be inferred from it the equality of all the
saints. There were here twelve apostles. Their apostleship, however, is not
concerned in the matter. When the Lord’s Supper was celebrated after all
the apostles had gone to heaven, was there to be any alteration because the
apostles had gone? Not at all. Believers are to do this in remembrance of
their Lord until he shall come. There was no command for a change when
the first apostles were all gone from the church. No, it was to be the same
still — bread and wine and the surrounding of the table, until the Lord
came. I gather, then, the equality of all saints. There is a difference in
office, there was a difference in miraculous gift, and there are great
differences in growth in grace; but still, in the household of God, all saints
— whether apostles, pastors, teachers, deacons, elders, or private member
being all equal, eat at one table. There is but one bread, there is but one
juice of the vine here. It is only in the church of God that those words so
wild politically can ever be any more than a dream, “Liberty, Equality, and
Fraternity.” There you have them — where Jesus is; not in a republic, but
in the kingdom of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ, where all rule and
dominion are vested in him, and all of us willingly acknowledge him as our
glorious Head, and all we are brethren. Never fall into the idea that olden
believers were of a superior nature to ourselves. Do not talk of Saint Paul,
and Saint Matthew, and Saint Mark, unless you are prepared to speak of
Saint William and Saint Jane sitting over yonder, for if they be in Christ
they are as truly saints as those first saints were, and I ween there may be
some who have attained even to higher saintship than many whom tradition
has canonized. The heights of saintship are by grace open to us all, and the
Lord invites us to ascend. Do not think that what the Lord wrought in the
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early saints cannot be wrought in you. It is because you think so that you
do not pray for it, and because you do not pray for it you do not attain it.
The grace of God sustained the apostles, that grace is not less to-day than
it was then. The Lord’s arm is not shortened; his power is not straitened. If
we can but believe, and be as earnest as those first saints were, we shall
subdue kingdoms yet, and the day shall come when the gods of Hindooism,
and the falsehoods of Mohammed, and the lies of Rome, shall as certainly
be over-thrown as were the ancient philosophies and the classic idolatries
of Greece and Rome by the teaching of the first ministers of Christ. There
is the same table for you, and the same food is there in emblem, and grace
can make you like those holy men, for you are bought with the same blood,
and quickened by the same Spirit. Believe only, for all things are possible
to him that believeth.


Another inference, only to be hinted at, is this — that the wants of the
Church in all ages will be the same, and the supplies for the Church’s
wants will never vary. There will be the table still, and the table with the
same viands upon it — bread still, nothing more than bread for food; wine
still, nothing less than wine for drink. The church will always want the
same food, the same Christ, the same gospel. Out on ye, traitors, who tell
us that we are to shape our gospel to suit this enlightened nineteenth
century Out on ye, false-hearts, who would have us tone down the
everlasting truth that shall outlive the sun, and moon, and stars, to suit
your boasted culture, which is but varnished ignorance! No, that truth
which of old was mighty through God to the pulling down of strongholds,
is mighty still, and we will maintain it to the death! The church wants the
doctrines of grace to-day as much as when Paul, or Augustine, or Calvin
preached them; the church wants justification by faith, the substitutionary
atonement, and regeneration, and divine sovereignty to be preached from
her pulpits as much as in days of yore, and by God’s grace she shall have
them too.


Lastly, there is in this truth, that Christ has brought all his disciples into the
position of table-companions, a prophecy that this shall be the portion of
all his people for ever. In heaven there cannot be less of privilege than on
earth. It cannot be that in the celestial state believers will be degraded from
what they have been below. What were they, then, below? Table-
companions. What shall they be in heaven above? Table-companions still,
and blessed is he that shall eat bread in the kingdom of God. “Many shall
come from the east and from the west, and shall sit down with Abraham,
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and Isaac, and Jacob in the kingdom of God,” and the Lord Jesus shall be
at the head of the table. Now, what will his table of joy be? Set your
imagination to work, and think what will be his festival of soul when his
reward shall be all before him and his triumph all achieved. Have ye
imagined it? Can ye conceive it? Whatever it is, you shall share in it. I
repeat those words — whatever it is, the least believer shall share in it.
You, poor working-woman. oh! what a change for you, to sit among
princes, near to your Lord Jesus, all your toil and want for ever ended!
And you, sad child of suffering, scarcely able to come up to the assembly
of God’s people, and going back, perhaps, to that bed of languishing again
— you shall have no pains there, but you shall be for ever with the Lord,
and the joy of Christ shall be your joy for ever and ever! Oh! can you not
realize those words of Dr. Watts: —   


“Yes, and before we rise
To that immortal slate,


The thought of such amazing bliss
Should constant joy create?”


In the anticipation of the joy that shall be yours, forget your present
troubles, rise superior to the difficulties of the hour, and if you cannot
rejoice in the present, yet rejoice in the future, which shall so soon be your
own.


We finish with this word of deep regret regret — that many here cannot
understand what we have been talking about, and have no part in it. There
are some of you who must not come to the table of communion because
you do not love Christ. You have not trusted him; you have no part in him.
There is no salvation in sacraments. Believe me, they are but delusions to
those who do not come to Christ with their heart. You must not come to
the outward sign if you have not the thing signified. Here is the way of
salvation — believe in the Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved. To
believe in him is to trust him; to use an old word it is recumbency; it is
leaning on him; resting on him. Here I lean, I rest my whole weight on this
support before me; do so with Christ in a spiritual sense: lean on him. You
have a load of sin, lean on him, sin and all. You are all unworthy, and
weak, and perhaps miserable, then cast on him the weakness, the
unworthiness, the misery and all. Take him to be all in all to you, and when
you have thus trusted him, you will have become his follower; go on by
humiliy to be his disciple, by obedience to be his servant, by love to be his
friend, and by communion to be his table companion.
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The Lord so lead you, for Jesus’ sake.


RARA- AVIS — A BOOK


A REVIEW, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


Preachers abound but divines are few. The printing press pours forth a
mass of matter but a real book is a phenomenon. We count ourselves
happy, for we have met with a divine in D. James Culross, late of Stirling,
and now of Highbury Hill, London, and in his new work entitled “John,
whom Jesus loved,” we have found a book. It is a part of our appointed
suffering in this present life, to be compelled to winnow heaps of literature
with great results in chaff and dust, and small gain in bread-corn; and
therefore our rejoicing is the greater when grain comes to our garner as
clean provender, in good weight and measure. It is essential that great
truths should be popularized, and those who exercise themselves in so
doing answer a most useful purpose, therefore we have not a word to say
against certain teeming bookmakers, except that we wish they diluted their
material a little less, and were not so given to hammering out a thought to
the extremity of thinness. To the student, the productions of these vendors
of evangelical milk and water are less profitable than wearisome, and he
turns with eagerness to those who will give him condensed thought, and
truth in solid form. In reading certain of the Puritan authors, one feels that
he has come into a land wherein a man may eat bread without scarceness
— a laud whose very dust is gold. The art of writing books like theirs is
not wholly lost, for now and then we are gladdened by a volume of the
dame solidity: the work before us is a case in point. It is a great book for
matter though very modest in size. It is perhaps compressed a little too
much for the general reader, which is a virtuous fault for students. We can
conceive of many readers suffering from indigestion after reading one of
the chapters, for in our own case, a few pages sufficed us for a day’s
nutriment, and we were compelled to pause, and meditate.


The opening paragraphs are a fair specimen of the whole, and therefore we
submit them to the reader’s own judgment. The chapter deals with John —
the Man, and our extract treats of his relation to his Lord: — “The central
point of history is the manifestation of the Son of God in the flesh. Even
those who deny his higher nature must admit that his appearing is the new
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beginning of the ages. His brief sojourn on earth exhibits a perfect love,
combined with perfect truth and righteousness, which men had not even
imaged to themselves as possible. In his presence sin becomes exceeding
sinful, and holiness exceeding lovely. He is the faultless Type of humanity;
the ‘Express Image,’ in our nature, of the Invisible God; the Revealer of
heavenly things; the Redeemer from evil; the Founder and King of a new
creation; the Dispenser of the Holy Spirit; the Life from whom all life
flows. The Secret of nature, providence, and grace is unlocked in him, ‘for
whom are all things.’ It is a mighty step taken when I exchange my barren
abstraction of ‘Deity’ for the I AM of the Old Testament; a still mightier
when I see the I AM livingly in Jesus Christ. During his brief and lowly
transit through mortal life, glorifying the Father and bearing the burden of
our salvation, comparatively few eyes were drawn to him; and even of
these few, many ‘seeing, saw not ;’ the place he occupied was that of a
Stranger whom the world did not know. That all the ends of the earth, and
all ages, might have tidings of him, he chose certain followers, and received
them into the inner circle of communion, who should hear his words, see
his works, witness the disclosures of his glory, become penetrated with his
light, receive the impress of his personality; and who in turn should declare,
with human lips, what they had seen and heard, and show, in human life,
the Eternal Life which was with the Father, and was manifested unto them:
an infinitely more gracious thing for us, more suited to the needs both of
our intellect and heart, than if he had left behind him some stereotyped
book setting forth in naked abstractness what we must believe and do.


Because he himself was so truly and deeply the Wonderful, it was
necessary that his witnesses, who were also to be the future organs of his
Spirit, should be men of broadly varied nature — not copies one of
another, like images of clay cast in kindred mould, but differing in mental
constitution, experience, spiritual affinities, and faculty of vision. No single
man could take in his full image, or apprehend, in its completeness and
unity and infinite reaches of application, the truth revealed in him; and
therefore the ‘chosen witnesses’ were many and many-natured. And
farther, as no single flower can show forth all that is in the sun — as it
takes the whole bloom of the year to do so, from the first snowdrop that
pierces the dark earth to the latest flower of autumn — so he needed them
all for the adequate forthtelling of his holy personality.”


Many writers are mere echoes of other men’s voices, and are mainly of use
in stirring up pure minds by way of remembrance; they imitate the good
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steward in bringing forth things old, but things new are quite out of their
way. Dried fruits are their merchandise; such a thing as a freshly-gathered
peach is never seen in their basket. One of the excellencies of Dr. Culross
is the freshness of his thought. The dew is on his branch; he is no withered
bough of the autumn forest. His mind allows young flowers to break
through its soil after their own fashion, and to blossom in their own sweet
way; take this as a specimen:. — “So far from being unpractical, there is
nothing more practical — for all kinds of true work — than this letting the
love of Christ get in and about the roots of our being. In a window, this
summer, there was a flower-pot containing a plant whose use it was to be
odorous and beautiful. The leaves were just beginning to curl up. I poured
a cupful of water into the saucer in which the flower-pot stood; and a child,
looking on, asked, What good will that do? Why did you not rather pour
water on the leaves? It was a child that asked — and I answered the best
way I could, that when God would bring beauty and fragrance and
healthfulness into our lives, he waters us at the root. And his rain does
good by going down there.”


Here is another equally instructive parable: — “Once, I remember, in
looking through a painter’s portfolio, which contained a number of
unfinished sketches, — just as they flashed up before his inner eye, — one
little sketch attracted and interested me specially. It was the sketch of a
martyr’s face. Noticing the interest which his sketch excited, he took me
into another room, and showed me the picture finished and almost living to
the eye; and in the finished picture I saw at once the earlier sketch. Even so
— if one may reverently use the parable — Christian men and women are
the unfinished sketch; but God sees the perfect Christ in each of them —
the Christ to whose glorious image they shall one day be perfectly
conformed; and each of them he sees in the perfect Christ.”


The following is a remarkable description of John: — “A traveler, giving
an account of an ancient volcano which he visited, tells of a verdurous cup-
like hollow on the mountain summit, and, where the fierce heat had once
burned, a still, clear pool of water, looking up like an eye to the beautiful
heavens above. It is an apt parable of this man. Naturally and originally
volcanic, capable of profoundest passion and daring, he is new-made by
grace, till in his old age he stands out in calm grandeur of character, and
depth and largeness or soul, with all the gentleness and graces of Christ
adorning him — a man, as I image him to myself, with a face so noble that
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kings, might do him homage, and so sweet that children would run to him
for his blessing.”


A still more vivid instance of the freshness of our author’s thought will be
found in his explanation of what is usually thought to be the ambitious
request of the mother of Zebedee’s children for her two sons; in this he
runs counter so generally received notions, and not without much reason.
There is room for discussion upon the point, but there can be no two
opinions as to the thoughtfulness of the suggested explanations.


“With heartless and blind pertinacity, commentators ground accusations
which they fail to prove, upon this request, and oftener reveal their own
evil thoughts than enter into the spirit of the two disciples. As the story is
told in the Gospels, I do not read ‘selfish ambition’ in it, nor ‘immense
egotism,’ nor a ‘proud contempt of Others,’ nor ‘a proof of the weakness
and wickedness of human nature,’ nor a violation by ‘that woman’ and her
sons of the primary conditions of brotherhood. On the contrary, I read
John’s faith in Jesus as the ‘King most wonderful,’ his love to him, his
high-hearted fortitude, and desire for the glory that he alone gives. We
wrong the man by detaching his request from its historical connection, and
inventing a connection of our own for it. It is like the buying of land in
Rome, when the city was in the power of an enemy. The Lord had just
foretold, in vivid and awful terms, his approaching sufferings — how he
should be condemned, mocked, scourged, spit upon, crucified, and the
third day should rise again. No words could have been plainer. It is at this
moment, in connection with this announcement, and not knowing what the
‘rising’ on the third day might mean, that the brothers ask places at his
right hand and his left, in his glory. What if they remember his large and
varied teaching about exaltation in the kingdom of heaven? What if they
understand, however dimly, that the greatest greatness is that which can
bear to be despised and rejected of men — that the chiefest power is that
of suffering love? What if they understand, however dimly, that all
greatness under him is held in like manner — that all power under him is
like-conditioned? What if their desire on this occasion has been quickened
into energy by his very prediction of the cross, and is kin to that of Paul,
‘that I may know . . . the fellowship of his sufferings, being made
conformable unto his death, if by any means I may attain unto the
resurrection of the dead’? When it is put to them, they hold themselves
prepared to suffer with him — to drink of his cup and to be baptised with
his baptism, sharing his sufferings of both kinds, inward and outward. It is
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true, they knew not what was involved in their request, and the means of
its accomplishment, and the Lord tells them so: — who knows all that lies
in his own prayers? — but the Lord reads their sincerity of heart, and
accepts them, and they shall learn afterwards, in good time, how deep and
serious their word was. It is noticeable that while Jesus explains that places
in glory are given by the Father to those for whom they are ‘prepared,’ he
does not blame the ambition of the brothers, but (if at all) their ignorance. I
do not say that unworthier thoughts were not present in their minds; but I
cannot join in the sweeping assertions which ascribe to them a mere selfish
and vulgar ambition, as if they were trying to drag down others from their
seats and to mount in their stead. (“It may be that an action displeases us,
which would please us if we knew its true aim and whole extent.” — Letter
of Meta Klopstock.) I do not think they could have brought that (as they
did) under the eye of the meek and lowly One. Ambition there is; but I
would venture to call it noble, though as yet untaught in the highest truth;
not that soiled and unholy thing, the selfish lust of power or of human
admiration — the thirst of fame, which is well-nigh as base as the thirst of
gold, but that greatness of mind which the Lord himself creates, and to
which he makes appeal, as when he promises his apostles to sit on thrones,
judging the twelve tribes of Israel — when he tells that the faithful servant
shall have dominion over many things — or when he says, ‘If any man
serve me, him will my Father honor.’ We shall not know the Apostle John
till we recognize his ‘high humility,’ his noble ambition to be great, seated
by the side of the suffering King in His glory. Were we more Christlike, we
should be able to enter more sympathetically into this aspect of his
Christianhood. The spirit of simple contentment with lowly things is of
Christ’s giving (and is one of his most precious gifts) — as in the shepherd-
boy in the Valley of Humiliation, who sang —


‘He that is down needs fear no fall,
He that is low no pride;


He that is humble ever shall
Have God to be his Guide,’


but so too is the princely spirit. The one evil thing in high or low is
selfishness.”


The excellent author deals with John — the man, the companion of Jesus,
the apostle after the ascension, the writer, and the theologian; giving us
also a chapter upon his influence, and an appendix of legends and traditions
concerning him, thus furnishing us with a full length portrait of “that
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disciple whom Jesus loved.” He has evidently chosen a congenial subject,
and has such sympathy with the man before him, that he is able to see far
into his mind and heart. It is a small matter to recapitulate the mere facts of
a great life, but to unveil their secret springs requires a mind in harmony
with the person described. One could hardly imagine Luther writing upon
John with any great unction, nor would the judgment of Knox be peculiarly
appreciative: they could either of them have represented him grandly as the
son of thunder, but the tenderer side of his character would have baffled
them. Even to comment upon John’s writings is far from easy, he is so
simple, and yet so fathomlessly deep, he uses so many of those pregnant
monosyllables, so much more expressive than long words. Dr. Culross is a
Christian of the Johannean stamp, and hence he is at home with the
beloved disciple. He has not fallen into the common mistake of depicting
John as a molluscous character, a sickly sentimentalist, whose sweetness of
disposition was due to the effeminacy of his nature; he has more justly
depicted the brave apostle. Upon this point we quote the following: —
“Like all men of true, powerful, and loving nature — yea, like the Lamb
himself — he is capable of vehement and burning anger. This characteristic
shows itself — very mistakenly indeed, and so as to need rebuke — in his
proposal to call down fire from heaven on the Samaritan village that would
not receive Jesus. It shows itself also — so as not to need rebuke — very
largely throughout his writings. Nowhere else, save from the lips of
Incarnate Mercy, do we find such awful words launched against sin: all the
more terrible that they are so very calm, and so evidently proceed from a
tender and loving heart. (“Anger is one of the sinews of the soul. He that
wants it hath a maimed mind, and, with Jacob, sinew-shrunk in the hollow
of his thigh, must needs halt.’ — Thomas Fuller.) Because he speaks so
much of love, he has frequently been pictured as one of those shrinking and
yielding natures, deficient in nerve and stamina, unfit for the battle-strife,
that are left at home to comfort the women and children; whereas, in
reality, though gentle as a child, he carries in his bosom the germ of all
strength and heroism; and the volume and force of his being are as
remarkable as its quality. He is not in the least sentimental. Nowhere does
he exhibit trace or taint of that false liberality which bids truth and lie shake
hands and be friends, or judicially binds them over to keep the peace; far
less of that ‘philosophic breadth’ which places Jesus Christ, Zoroaster,
Sakya-Mouni, Mahomet (and why not by-and-by-Joseph Smith?) in the
same Pantheon. He is full of the grand intolerance of love; incapable of
compromise or truce with falsehood, however mighty or loftily throned. If
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a man come and bring not the doctrine of Christ, whosoever biddeth him
God-speed is partaker of his evil deeds. He never puts himself forward in
the sight of others, challenging observation, but yet is ever found by his
Master’s side in the hour of danger, quietly, and as of course; one of those
who willingly offered themselves, and did not turn back in the day of battle.
Thus, on the night of the betrayal, he closely follows Jesus from the
garden, goes in along with him to the place of trial and judgment, and
never for a moment falls away from him. Peter, too, follows, but afar off,
and takes his place with the officers and servants, as if he belonged to their
company; and there lay his weakness and danger. John goes in with Jesus,
quietly, and as a simple matter of course; and in this very cleaving to the
Lord lay his safety. Again, at the crucifixion, he held his station near the
cross of his Master all day, a witness of his dreadful sufferings; exhibiting
that rarest form of courage, which so few even of strong men are capable
of — the courage to stand still and look upon the sufferings of a beloved
friend, protracted and intensifying from hour to hour, which we can do
nothing whatever to relieve. Ah, it takes courage of the loftiest order for
that!”


That our author is himself by no means undecided in his views, or wishful
to gain the cheap honors which are awarded to modern “liberality” is clear
enough from many passages of this work. Some of the notes are so
especially happy on this point, and so accurately hit the nail on the head,
that we cannot do better than reproduce them: even when they are
quotations they will reveal the man, for the set of an author’s thought may
be seen as clearly in his quotations as in his original matter. Here are two
notes from page 23: —


“There is a legitimate place for compromise, but it is not the realm
of truth. Take an illustration which keeps clear of all theological
complication. One man says, -Five times six are thirty. Another
says, -Five times six are twenty-eight. Our liberal friend steps
forward and says, Come now, don’t fight about it; you must love
one another; split the difference, and say, Five times six are
twenty- nine. Even in arithmetical discussions, men should show a
right spirit, and not be overbearing or selfish or bitter; they are all
the likelier to arrive at truth in this way; but compromise is no step
toward truth — does not even lie on the road to it at all.”
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“The vague cloudy men are always talking against intolerance.
Why, our very calling is to be very intolerant; intolerant of proved
error and known sin. The evil is, that we are not intolerant enough;
though, at the same time, we are not benevolent enough. A man,
however, must have a clear eye and a large heart, before he has a
right to be intolerant, either towards concrete error or concrete
sin.” — Colloquia Peripatetica: Dr. John Duncan. — ‘Thou
knowest the serpent cunning of this liberal spirit It is killing our
children; it hath already slain its tens of thousands; this city is sick
unto death, and dying of the mortal wounds which she hath
received from it.” — Edward Irving.


Another note deals a well-aimed blow at the modern doctrine of the
universal fatherhood of God, a dogma which has deluded thousands, and is
as deadly an error as ever reeked from the bottomless pit. If all men are
sons of God already, there is no need of the new birth, and conversion is a
superfluity. One of the theories which have been invented to justify infant
baptism required this flattering falsehood to bolster it, and therefore it has
been received pretty extensively among Congregationalists, to whom we
wish grace enough to renounce both the theory and its buttress. Dr.
Culross says: — “There is a theology — I hope not growing — which
gives the ‘relationship’ in the unqualified New Testament sense, without
the ‘birth.’ Milton makes the devil say:


‘The son of God I also am, or was;
And if I was, I am; relation stands;


All men are sons of God,’


I think I have met this very reasoning in prose, — only not put in the
devil’s mouth. If believers are but as Adam was — if creaturehood is all
that lies in John’s expression, ‘sons of God,’ (then to say the least) the
expression is poorer than it looks. As to the doctrines that ‘humanity was
born again, in the incarnation of the Son of God, I do not find it anywhere
in John’s writings, nor do I see proof of it in the world’s actual condition.
‘As many as receive him’ are ‘ sons,’ — however scorn, fully such a
doctrine may be talked out of ‘enlightened’ and ‘intellectual’ circles.”


It is altogether without reserve that we commend the work before us. It is
not a bottle of milk for babes, but a portion of meat for men. A half-a-
dozen readings will only make it more interesting to those who meditate
upon what they read.
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We have heard of a gentleman who entered an hotel and ordered a dinner
of chops. One chop was brought him with due state, this being considered
to be sufficient for a meal. The hungry diner inserted his fork into the
lonely portion of flesh, and as he put it upon his plate, he said, “Yes, this is
the sort of thing, bring me a dish of them.” So have we risen from the
perusal of many a modern book, feeling that the one or two thoughts which
we had obtained were good, but we wanted more of them: no such
tantalizing have we undergone while reading this work, but on the
contrary, we have had a feast of fat things full of marrow.


A POLITICAL DISSENTER


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


DURING the last month it has been our lot to be abused both in public and
by letter as few men have been, for having in a few sentences expressed
our belief that Caesar had better mind his own things, and let the things of
God alone. Many of the letters we have received are of such a character
that they would disgrace the cause of Beelzebub himself. Certainly, the
alliance of Church and State, will never come to an end from want of
bullies to defend it. A few communications have been courteous, and even
rational, but by far the larger proportion have been simply an amalgam of
abusive epithets and foolish bombast. We are by no means fond of such
things, and yet so far from being depressed by them they have even caused
us a little extra mirth. Our experience as to the effect of furious attacks has
been somewhat similar to that of Luther, of whom Michelet has the
following note: “Being one day in very high spirits at table, ‘Be not
scandalized,’ he said, ‘to see me so merry. I have just read a letter violently
abusing me. Our affairs must be going on well, since the devil is storming
so.’”


From the remarks which follow we most emphatically exempt certain
honorable clergymen who love a man none the less for being outspoken,
and do not require silence as the price of their friendship. Some such we
know and honor. They are men of a noble stamp; fair antagonists when
they must oppose, and brethren in Christ even then. Would God there were
more such, and then the exasperations which now embitter discussion
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would give place to mutual concessions, or at worst to courteous
arguments.


Among the charges hurled at us is one which our accusers evidently regard
as a very serious one. They call us “a Political Dissenter,” and seem as if
they had delivered themselves of a terrible epithet, whose very sound
would annihilate us. It is a curious that that neither the sound nor the sense
of those awful words has impressed us with fear, or moved us to
repentance. Politics, if they are honest, are by no means sinful, or the office
of a legislator would be fatal to the soul, and Dissenters, if they dissent
from error, are commendable individuals: as, therefore, neither the
“political” nor the “dissenter” is necessarily bad, the mixture of two good
or indifferent things can scarcely be intolerably evil. One would imagine
from the mouthing which our opponents give to the words, that a political
Dissenter must be a peculiarly ferocious kind of tiger, a specially venomous
viper, or perhaps a griffin, dragon, or “monster dire, of shape most
horrible;” but as far as we can make out the meaning of the words, he is
only a Dissenter who demands his natural civil rights, a Nonconformist
who longs for that religious equality before the law which impartial justice
should award to every citizen. A Dissenter who is godly and humble, and
knows his duty to his betters, and walks in a lowly and reverential manner
to them, is never political; he is styled pious, and held up to admiration at
meetings of the Church Defense Association, though at other places, seeing
that with all his piety he is still a Dissenter, be is duly snubbed by the same
parish priests who so much admire him. If a Dissenter would have a good
report of those within the Established pale he must toady to all rectors,
vicars, and curates — he must “bless God for raising up such a bulwark for
our Protestant liberties as the Church of England as by law established,” or
at least; he must be contentedly silent under his wrongs, and never open his
mouth to obtain his rights. Cease to be a man, and you will be a pious
Dissenter; but speak out and show the slightest independence of mind, and
you will be an odious political Dissenter. Be thankful for the toleration
which you enjoy, and eat your humble pie in a corner, and the rector will
condescend to meet you at the Bible Society’s meetings; but dare to call
your soul your own and you shall be put into the black books, among those
dreadful emissaries of Mr. Miall. Piety in the clerical mind is pretty
generally synonymous with subservience to their reverences, but we hope
that without being utterly impious we may question the correctness of their
judgment. Some of the most prayerful, spiritual, and Christ-like men we
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have ever met with, were as fully convinced of the evils of the present
establishment, and as earnest for separation between Church and State, as
ever we can be. They were saints, and yet political Dissenters: they lived
near to God, and enjoyed daily fellowship with heaven, and yet, like the
apostle Paul, they valued their civil rights, and spoke out when they saw
them invaded. As names and forms of departed worthies rise before us,
men of whom the world was not worthy, who were the political Dissenters
of their day, we feel reassured, and are by no means disposed to change
our company. The men who judged the piety of our predecessors, as they
now judge ours, must be little acquainted with what piety means if they
separate it from courage and independence. Their endorsement of our piety
we never asked, and if they gave it we should begin to suspect our own
position before God. Far from us be the cringing, cowardly sycophancy
which makes the poor dissenting minister the patronized minion of the
aristocratic rector; equally far from us be the obsequious silence which
gains custom for the Nonconformist tradesman who sells his conscience as
well as his wares. If these be pious, may we be clear of such piety. To us
let it happen to speak the truth and bow the knee to no man, if this be what
is meant by being political.


It is easy to throw stones at others, but glass houses should whisper
caution. If it be so terrible an evil for a Dissenter to be political, what must
be the condition of a political Churchman? Yet every clergyman is just
that, since he is the employee of a political church, or rather he is
commissioned by the political authorities to attend to the national religion;
he is therefore a political Churchman ex officio. Moreover, if it be a serious
injury to the piety of a Dissenting minister to attend a meeting of the
Liberation Society once in a year, is there no loss of grace in attending a
Church Defense Association? Mr. Spurgeon speaks about a score
sentences in a sermon upon Caesar and his proper sphere, and this is so
detrimental to his soul’s prosperity that he receives letters by the score
from excessively gracious Churchmen who are in agonies over his spiritual
declension. This is very kind, and motherly, but is the like care taken with
that excellent man, Mr. Ryle, who has not only delivered a great many
political speeches, but has written pamphlets on the subject of Church and
State? We trust our worthy brother has been nursed with much
watchfulness, for he has the political disease very heavily upon him it we
may judge from certain of his tracts. He is a fearful instance of a Political
Churchman. We believe the High Church party consider him to be a
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Dissenter, and we rejoice to believe that they are pretty near the mark,
judging the good man doctrinally; and if they are right in their views Mr.
Ryle is a political Dissenter himself, only he is out of his proper place. Will
some of his friends remind him of his danger? And will they at the same
time take note, that for every word upon politics spoken by us, pious
churchmen can be found who have uttered ten or a hundred. In them it
seems to be commendable, and in us censurable: how is this?


To the spiritual Churchman we would say : — Take the eighteen volumes
of the Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit, and see if you can find eighteen
pages of matter which even look towards politics; nay, more, see if there
be one solitary sentence concerning politics, which did not, to the
preacher’s mind, appear to arise out of his text, or to flow from the natural
run of his subject. The abstinence of the preacher from such themes would
be eminently praiseworthy, if it were not possibly censurable; for he may
have neglected a distasteful duty.


The truth is that many of us are loath to touch politics at all, and would
never do so if we were not driven to it. Our life-theme is the gospel, and to
deal with the sins of the State is our “strange work,” which we only enter
upon under the solemn constraints of duty. To see Popery made the
national religion has aroused the gentlest among us. An evangelical church,
imposed upon us by the State, was a grievance and a wrong, but to force a
shamelessly Ritualistic Establishment upon us as the national religion is a
tyranny which no Englishman ought to bear. Is an Anglican priest to swing
his censer in our faces in the name of the nation? Are the idols and breaden
deities of Ritualism to be held up before us, with this exclamation, “These
be thy gods, O England!” The case is so, and we protest for we are
Protestants — we will not tamely endure it for we worship the living God.
We will go on with our spiritual duties quietly enough if those in power
will deal out equal measure to all religions. We shall be delighted to have
no more grounds of appeal to public justice, and no more reasons for
difference with our fellow Christians. If we are political, give us our rights
and we shall be so no more. If our spirituality be precious to our
antagonists, let them deliver us from the temptation which puts it in peril.


For a Christian minister to be an active partisan of Whigs or Tories, busy in
canvassing, and eloquent at public meetings for rival factions, would be of
ill repute. For the Christian to forget his heavenly citizenship, and occupy
himself about the objects of place-hunters, would be degrading to his high
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calling: but there are points of inevitable contact between the higher and
the lower spheres, points where politics persist in coming into collision
with our faith, and there we shall be traitors both to heaven and earth if we
consult our comfort by slinking into the rear. Till religion in England is
entirely free from State patronage and control, till the Anglican Papacy
ceases to be called the national religion, till every man of every Faith shall
be equal before the eye of the law as to his relgious rights, we cannot, and
dare not cease to be political. Because we fear God, and desire his glory,
we must be political — it is a part of our piety to be so. When nearest to
God in prayer, we pray that his church may neither oppress nor be
oppressed; when walking in holiest fellowship with Jesus, we long that he
alone may be head of the church, and that she may no more defile herself
with the kings of the earth. Let not our opponents mistake us: we dare
carry our cause before the throne of God, and habitually do so. Our
protests before man are repeated in our prayers to God. Our deepest
religious emotions are aroused by the struggle forced upon us. We will not
say that Nonconformists who are not abused as political Dissenters are not
pious, but we will say that, if we shirked the work which makes us political,
we should prove ourselves traitors to the Lord our God. The curse of
Meroz would fall upon us if we came not up to the help of the Lord in this
the day of battle. The history of the nation, and the destiny of millions, may
depend upon the faithfulness of Nonconformists at this hour, and our
persuasion is that the day will come when it shall be fame rather than
dishonor to have been reckoned — A POLITICAL DISSENTER.


A SERMON AND A REMINISCENCE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Unto you therefore which believe He is precious.” — 1 Peter 2. 7.


WHEN one has a cold in the head it is a very effectual hindrance to thought;
you may do what you will, and select what subject you may, but somehow
or other the mind has lost its elasticity. I frankly confess that for this reason
I selected this text for my discourse. I thought that perhaps if the head
would not work, the heart might; and, that if the thoughts came not, yet
the emotions might. Emotions may well be stirred in the preacher if not in
the hearer by the memories awakened by this passage. For I remember well
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that more than twenty-two years ago, the first attempted sermon that I ever
made was from this text. I had been asked to walk out to the little village
of Teversham, some little distance from the town of Cambridge, in which I
lived, to accompany a young man whom I supposed to be the preacher for
the evening, and on the way I said to him that I trusted God would bless
him in his labors. “Oh dear,” said he, “I never preached in my life. I never
thought of doing such a thing; I was asked to walk with you, and I
sincerely hope that God will bless you in your preaching.” “Nay,” said I,
“but I never preached, and I don’t know that I could do anything of the
sort.” We walked together till we came to the place, my inmost soul being
all in a tremble as to what would happen. When we found the congregation
assembled, and no one else there to speak of Jesus, though I was only
sixteen years of age, as I found that I was expected to preach, I did preach,
and this was the text. If a raw recruit could speak upon anything, surely
this theme would suit him. If one were dying this would be the text, if one
were distracted with a thousand cares this would be the text, because its
teaching is experimental — its meaning wells up from the inner
consciousness, and needs neither a clear brain nor an eloquent tongue. To
the believer it is not a thing which somebody else has taught him; it is a
matter of fact, which he knows within his own soul, that Christ is precious
to him, and he can bear testimony concerning it, although not always such
bold testimony as he could wish. I intend to let my heart run over like a full
cup, just as the thought comes to my heart it shall be poured out. Let us go
then at once to our text, and speak a little, first, about believers; then,
about their appreciation of Christ; and then about how they show it.


I. ABOUT BELIEVERS. “Unto you which believe.” Believers are getting to
be rather scarce things now-a-days: the doubters have it: they are the men
who claim all the wisdom of the period. There is scarcely a singly historical
fact but what, is doubted now. I fancy the existence of the human race
must be a matter of question with some persons. I believe some imagine
that not even themselves are actually existent; certain ideas of themselves
exist, but not themselves! We know not how far the human mind will go in
this direction: but surely there must be a limit to doubting. Wonderful is the
capacity of faith, but a hundred times more wonderful is the capacity of
unbelief. The most credulous persons in the world are unbelievers. He who
refuses to swallow the gnat of scriptural difficulty, usually swallows camels
in large quantities of other difficulties of all sorts. The text speaks of
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believers, and for my part I am happy to know that a man is reckoned
among believers of any sort rather than with doubters.


But the believers mentioned here are not mere believers, they are spiritual
believers, Christian believers, they believe in Christ Jesus. It is only to such
that Christ is precious. In the word of God there are many expressions with
regard to believing in Christ. We read of believing in him, believing upon
him, and believing him. Now, if I understand aright, believing in him means
this: believing that he is what he claims to be; as, for instance, that he is the
sent One of God, the Messias, that he is King in Israel, that he is the Son of
God, that he is the Word that was God and was in the beginning with God,
that he is the Priest making atonement for our sins, that he is the Head of
the Church. and so on. That is to believe in him, to accept him as being
what God’s Word says he is, to believe God’s testimony concerning his
Son. But believing upon him goes further, for when a man believes upon
Jesus, or, on Jesus, he trusts him, he rests himself upon him; for the pardon
of his sin he relies upon the Savior’s atoning sacrifice; for eternal life he
rests upon the Savior’s immortality; for his resurrection he looks to the
Savior’s power; for everything he looks to his Redeemer; he leans upon
him, he believes on him. And this, mark you, is essential to salvation, for
we may believe Christ to be God, and yet perish; we may believe Christ to
be the priest putting away sin by his atoning sacrifice, and yet perish. The
faith that saves is a trusting faith, a reliant faith, a sacred recumbency,
confidence, and leaning upon the Lord Jesus Christ. Dear hearer, do you
possess it? Has the Holy Spirit given to you to cast yourself once for all
upon him whom God has set forth to be a propitiation for sin? If you have,
sure you will through grace proceed to the third form of faith, you will
believe him — his person as well as his words. You will believe him
whatever he may say, you will believe him whatever he may do; you will be
persuaded that he is himself the essential truth, according to his word — “I
am the way, the truth, and the life;” and then you will know what Paul
meant when he said, “I know whom I have believed,” — not “in whom,”
but “whom I have believed, and am persuaded that he is able to keep that
which I have committed unto him.” If you asked a true believer in Christ’s
day “What is your creed?” he would have pointed to his Master; he would
not have repeated certain articles, but he would have said, “I believe that
glorious man; my trust is in him; I believe him.” We have seen many books
labeled upon their backs, “Body of Divinity,” but of a truth Jesus is the
only real “body of divinity.” If you want theology, he is the true
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Theologos, the essential word of God. It is a grand thing when a man
believes Jesus to be what Jesus is — a Savior from sin; and then believes
the Christ to be what Christ is — the anointed of the Lord; and so makes
him to be his Alpha and Omega — all his salvation and all his desire.


Divide yourselves upon this question as to how far you are believers, for
we cannot assert that Christ is precious to you if you are not believers. We
know he will not be your heart’s monarch if you have no faith, He will be
the very reverse. But if you be believers in and upon him, he will be
precious to you beyond all comparison,


II. Let us, then, consider the BELIEVER’S APPRECIATION OF HIS MASTER;
and observe, first, that every believer appreciates Christ himself — his very
person: “Unto you therefore which believe he is precious.” He. Some think
the ordinances, which they call the sacraments, very precious: so they are;
but only for his sake. Others reckon the doctrines to be very precious, and
always thrust doctrine into the forefront. We will not deny that every
doctrine is precious, but it owes its value to the fact that Christ is in it. Dry
doctrine is nothing better than a sepulcher for a dead Christ to be buried in;
but the doctrine preached in relation to his person becomes a throne on
which he is exalted. It is a great pity when any of you Christians forget that
you have a Savior who is alive, and overlook the personality of Christ.
Remember that he is a real man, and as a real man on Calvary he died for
you, and as a real man he is gone into heaven. He is no ideal personage,
but an actual personage; and the very marrow of Christian experience lies
in the realization of the personality of the Savior. “Unto you that believe,
he is precious.” If you make doctrine the main thing, you are very likely to
grow narrow-minded; if you make your own experience the main thing,
you will become gloomy and censorious of others; if you make ordinance
the main thing, you will be apt enough to grow merely formal; but you can
never make too much of the living Christ Jesus. Remember that all things
else are for his sake. Doctrines and ordinances are the planets, but Christ is
the Sun; the stars of doctrine revolve around him as their great primal light.
Get to love him best of all. Yea, I know you do, if ye are believing in him.
You love the doctrines, and would not like to give one of them up, but still
the incarnate God is the sum and substance of your confidence; Christ
Jesus himself is precious to you.


Now, as this appreciation concerns Christ, it may here be remembered that
it is in the case of every believer a personal appreciation. As we appreciate
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Christ’s person, so we each in person appreciate him. We do not pretend to
appreciate Christ because others say so; nor do we run with the multitude,
but we judge for ourselves. Unto those that believe in him, Christ is
precious on his own account, from their own personal knowledge of him.
They have not borrowed it. They do not cry, “Yes, he is precious,” because
their dear mother, who is gone to heaven, used to say so; her memory
helps them, but they have a better reason than that. He is precious to them.
Beloved, there is nothing like personal religion. The religion which you
inherit, if at the same time it is not yours personally, is not worth one single
farthing. You will not be saved by hereditary godliness. If any man should
say: “My ancestors believed so and so, and therefore I do,” that would be a
reason why we should have been Druids, for our ancestors were such. If
our religion has come to us as an heirloom like the family pew, and we
have merely taken it at second-hand, it is of poor account. You must value
Christ because you have tried him, and know him for yourself; for nothing
short of a personal appreciation, and a personal appropriation, of the Lord
Jesus, by faith, to your own case, and in your own heart, will ever bring
you to heaven. Everything short of personal godliness falls short of eternal
life. Remember that nobody can be born again for you. Ye yourselves must
be regenerated. Nobody can renounce “the pomps and vanities of the
world” for you. Sponsorship in religion is the most transparent of frauds.
Nobody can love Christ for you; your own heart must beat high with
affection towards his dear name. It must be a personal religion.


As there must be an appreciation of the person of the Lord Jesus by our
own selves, so, let me add, our experience must be the basis of that
estimate. Christ is precious to us this day, because we have proved him to
be precious. What has he done for us? He has delivered us, first, from all
the guilt of our past sins. You have not forgotten the day when —


“Laden with guilt and full of fears,”


you crept to the cross foot, and looked up and saw him suffering for you:
and while you believed in him the burden fell from off your shoulders, and
you received a liberty unknown before. Christ is very precious to the man
who has once felt the work of the law on his conscience. I wish that some
people who slight him, had been cast where some of us once lay, in
spiritual wretchedness and deep depression of spirit. Oh, the misery of a
tortured conscience! We trembled in anticipation of the flames of hell,
while our sins stared us in the face; but in an instant, by virtue of the
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application of the precious blood, fear was gone, guilt disappeared, and we
were reconciled to God by Christ Jesus. Is he not precious if this has been
the case?


Beside this, he has emancipated us from the chains of sin. Afore-time
passions mastered us; the flesh stood at the helm and steered the vessel
which way it would. Sometimes a fierce self-will, at another time the baser
passions of the flesh ruled us. We could not overcome ourselves; Satan and
the flesh were tyrants over us; but now the vices once so dear have become
detestable, the chains of sin are broken, and we are the Lord’s free men;
and though sin strives to get the mastery over us, and we have much to
mourn over, yet that same sword which has slain some sins is close at the
throat of others, and by grace divine we know that we shall slay them all
ere long. There is such a change in the character of some in this place, to
my knowledge, that Christ, the great transformer, must be precious to
them. Once at the alehouse where sinners congregate; once frequenting
nameless haunts of vice; once a swearer, once passionate, once dishonest,
once a liar, once everything that is evil; but now washed and sanctified you
cannot but prize your Deliverer. Oh, when I meet the reformed drunkard,
and when I gaze into the face of the Magdalene, who now rejoices to wash
the Savior’s feet with her tears, I know that to such he is precious. A
renewed character going with pardoned sin, as it always does, endears the
Savior to the soul.


And, O beloved, beside that, he is precious to us because he has changed
the whole bent and current of our thoughts. We were selfish once, and
cared for nothing else; but since the Lord Jesus Christ has saved us we
serve not self but Christ; we do not live now to hoard money, or to get
ourselves honor, or even to save our own souls; for that is completed; we
now rise above the groveling love of self, and our whole being is devoted
to Jesus. He is precious beyond all price, for he has taught us to live for
God’s glory, and for the welfare of our fellow men.


He is precious to us by experience, because he has helped us in many a
dark hour of trial. I shall not tell you to-night how often he has cheered me.
If any spirit here is more than ordinarily inclined to despondency, perhaps it
is mine; but, ah, the sustaining influences of the presence of Christ! I can
rise even to the seventh heaven of ecstasy when I do but fully come back to
a simple faith in his precious name. Some of us could not live without Jesus
Christ. It has come to this — it is hell here if we do not have Christ with
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us. I remember slipping the cable of my belief once, and being driven out to
sea before a furious wind of doubt. At first I reveled in that speedy sailing
across a sea of fierce unbelief; but, ah, when I began to see whither I was
going, and when I stood at the prow of the vessel and marked the dreary
cloud-land that lay before me, and knew not what rocks might be ahead, I
felt a horror of great darkness, and cried for deliverance right loudly, and
was glad when the anchor held fast again and my dreadful cruise was over.
On Christ my soul has a hold as tight as the drowning man’s death-grip,
and I cling with all my might to his everlasting love, his personal love to
my poor soul, and to the merit of his substitutionary sacrifice on my behalf.
Believe me, he is precious to all whose whole mental thought has come to
an anchorage in him, whose faculties feel that their utmost reach and
stretch cannot go beyond him, for he is all in all. Yes, the text says, “Unto
you therefore which believe, he is precious.”’


Perhaps you imagine that speak only of the past, as though Jesus had been
precious. I meant that; but he is precious now: “Unto you therefore which
believe, he is precious.” When one of the saintly martyrs had been
tormented by persecutors they said to him, “What can Christ do for you
now?” and he replied, “He can help me to bear with patience that which
you inflict upon me.” When the murdered Covenanter’s head was carried
by the dragoon to the poor bereaved wife, and he asked her what she
thought of her husband’s face now, she said that he never looked bonnier
when he lived then he did now that he had given up his life for Christ.
Verily, we can say to-day, that Christ never looked bonnier than he does
to-night, when we think of him as slain for us. We could gladly sing that
hymn —


“If ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now.”


Some people grow less lovely upon close acquaintance, but all lovers of
Christ testify that his beauties bear the closest inspection; those who lie in
his bosom longest love him best, and those who have served him seventy
years are the most fluent, and also the most sincere, in singing his praises.
O, he is a most precious Savior now! Young man, do you trust; Christ to-
night? If you do, he is precious to you, and if he is not precious to you,
then you have not believed in him. May you be led to do so by the power
of his Spirit, and then Christ will be precious to you indeed!


But I must add, although Christ is precious to us now on account of past
experience and present enjoyment, he is precious to us with a dash of
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expectation. We expect soon to enter the cold shades of death, and it will
be precious to have the Savior with us then. The question will sometimes
come over every thoughtful mind, — “Shall we, after all, die when we die?
Are we like so many mites in a cheese, and shall we soon be crushed out of
being and cease to be?” Oh, dark and dreary thought! But, then, we
remember that Jesus Christ rose from the dead, — if any historical fact is
certain, that is. There may be doubts about whether Caesar was slain by
Brutus, or whether Alfred was ever king in England, for there are not
evidences one half so positive on those points as those which prove the
resurrection of the Savior. I know not that anybody died as a witness for
Caesar’s death, but many shed their blood joyfully rather than deny that the
Christ who was bandied upon the cross actually rose again from the tomb.
In that fact lies our hope of resurrection. A man, a real man, who died on a
tree, has risen from the dead, and we are one with that glorious man, who
was also God, and because he lives, we shall live also! He is precious to us
when we think of dying, and that should not be seldom. We shall soon
come to it. Those who are strongest and most hale are nearing their last
hour, and those who are sickly are nearer still, it may be. Oh, it is sweet to
have Christ to live with, for then — let death come when it may, it will be a
joyful thing for us, and once reconciled to our Maker through his Son,
what have we to fear?


III. Some Christians seldom acknowledge that THEY ARE SUCH. It is a
beggarly business to love Christ in a corner and to be ashamed to own him.
He was never ashamed to confess himself the sinner’s friend, yet, there are
sinners who profess to be saved by him who are ashamed to be known as
his followers. “O,” says one, “If I were to say I am a follower of the
Crucified, and join with his church and people, I should expect to be
laughed at.” And are you afraid of a fool’s laughter? Was Christ ashamed
to be laughed at for you? O, coward, to be ashamed to be ridiculed for
him! “O, but my friends would make a hubbub at home.” And did not his
friends, who should have helped him, cast him out, and reject him? Yet he
bore it for your sake. O, craven spirits that will not take sides with Jesus;
take heed when he cometh, for those who deny him before men, shall be
themselves denied before God and the holy angels. This day the standard
floats in the breeze; let all who are on Christ’s side rally to it, for the hosts
on the other side are many and bold. The foes of Jesus insult him to his
face — some deny his deity and others thrust a human priest into his place.
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“Ye that are men now serve him
Against unnumbered foes;


Your courage rise with danger,
And strength to strength oppose.”


If he is precious to you, you will never blush to be called a fool for his
sake.


Those who really judge Jesus to be precious rejoice in possessing him. One
cannot understand those Christians who say, “Christ is mine,” and yet go
fretting and worrying through life. Dear brother, if Christ is yours, you
have no cause for fretting. “What, none?” saith one. “I am very poor.” You
are not poor. He who can call Christ his own cannot be poor. “But I am
comfortless.” How can that be, when the Lord Jesus has given you a
comforter? “But I am bereaved.” Truly so, but you have not lost your
Lord. Come, dear brother, if a man were to go through the streets of
London with twenty thousand pounds in his pocket, and, when he reached
the bank, found that a thief had stolen his cotton pocket handkerchief, I
think the reflection that would rise in his mind would be, “Thank God I
have not lost my money,” and the very loss of his handkerchief would only
make him the more grateful that he had not lost his treasures. Look on all
things you have here as nothing compared with Jesus, and say, —


“How can I bereaved be
Since I cannot part with thee?”


If you esteem Christ as you should, you will refuse to give him up at any
cost, and under any circumstances you will hold to what you believe. You
will have to suffer loss, it may be, in social position or in business. Very
well, do it gladly, and only wish you could suffer more for his dear sake.
One might almost envy the martyrs, that they could earn that ruby crown
which is not now within our reach. Let us at any rate be willing to take
such little rebukes and rebuffs as may be given us for Christ’s sake. If you
love Jesus Christ, my brothers and sisters, you will be willing to make
sacrifices for his cause. I wish this spirit were abroad throughout all the
church, that Christ was really precious to saints, so that they consecrated
themselves and their substance to him. We want personal consecration. I
have heard that word pronounced “purse-and-all consecration,” a most
excellent pronunciation certainly. He who loves Jesus consecrates to him
all that he has, and feels it a delight that he may lay anything at the feet of
him who laid down his life for us.
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Once more, he who really has this high estimate of Jesus will think much of
him, and as the thoughts are sure to run over at the mouth, he will talk
much of him. Do we so? If Jesus is precious to you, you will not be able to
keep your good news to yourself; you will be whispering it into your
child’s ear; you will be telling it to your husband; you will be earnestly
imparting it to your friend; without the charms of eloquence you will be
more than eloquent; your heart will speak, and your eyes will flash as you
talk of his sweet love. Every Christian here is either a missionary or an
impostor. Recollect that. You either try to spread abroad the kingdom of
Christ, or else you do not love him at all. It, cannot be that there is a high
appreciation of Jesus and a totally silent tongue about him. Of course I do
not mean by that, that those who use the pen are silent: they are not. And
those who help others to use the tongue, or spread that which others have
written, are doing their part well: but that man who says, “I believe in
Jesus,” but does not think enough of Jesus ever to tell another about him,
by mouth, or pen, or tract, is an impostor. You are either doing good, or
you are not good yourself. If thou knowest Christ, thou art as one that has
found honey; thou wilt call others to taste of it; thou art like the lepers who
found the flood which the Syrians had cast away: thou wilt go to Samaria
and tell the hungry crowd that thou hast found Jesus, and art anxious that
they should find him too. Be wise in your generation, and speak of him in
fitting ways and at fitting times, and so in every place proclaim the fact that
Jesus is most precious to your soul.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1873.


THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


I HAVE so often written the story of the Pastors’ College at the
Metropolitan Tabernacle, that I do not feel it to be necessary to repeat it
yet again. Success in preaching the gospel always leads on to further
modes of service, and every advance in holy enterprise renders a yet further
advance needful. My ministry was blessed of God to the conversion of a
gifted brother who commenced preaching; his education was defective; I
felt it to be my duty to help him to supplement it, none of the colleges at
that time commended themselves to me as suitable for him, and therefore
he was sent to a tutor for education. His progress encouraged me; other
men presented themselves, they also were received, till at last the work
grew into the Pastors’ College. It was no project of mine, it grew without
sound of my axe or hammer; grew because it could not be otherwise —
God in his providence would have it so.


The design from the first has been to instruct men who have proved
themselves able to preach the gospel. His call to the ministry is the first
thing inquired into, and if it be not thought clear, the applicant is declined.
Mistakes are doubtless made, for we are very fallible, but these do not arise
from want of intense desire to help forward the chosen men, and to reject
the incompetent and uncalled. It is quite beyond man’s province or power
to make a minister, all that he can do is to imitate the example of Priscilla
and Aquila in the case of Apollos, and teach young men the way of God
more perfectly. An earnest exhorter is all the better for being able to speak
the English language correctly, and when he can do that he will be none the
worse for having some acquaintance with general literature. God does not
need man’s knowledge, but neither does he need man’s ignorance. If it be
not absolutely essential for a religious teacher to be able to read the word
of God in the original tongues, it is certainly very desirable that he should
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do so, and it is eminently to be wished that he should also be a proficient in
sound theology. We frequently hear of ecclesiastical functionaries who
confess that they never studied theology, and do not know what it means
unless it be something akin to Butler and Paley. It is a strange thing that in
every other calling men make their own work the main object of study, but
in the preparation for the ministry arranged by some sections of the church,
everything else is provided for the student except the very matters which
he most requires. Our one aim has been to train preachers and pastors. Let
the men be scholars by all means, to their fullest bent, but first and
foremost let them study their Bibles, hold the faith clearly, and know how
to defend it valiantly. If they become so bookish that they cannot speak
except in a pedantic latinised language, their education has failed; if they
grow so refined and affected that they cannot condescend to men of low
estate, their learning has made them fools; and if they are so fascinated by
literary pursuits that they think lightly of the preaching of the gospel, they
have missed the mark: but should they be rendered humble by the
knowledge which they gain, should their minds be well stored, should their
tongues become more fluent, and their thoughts more deep, and above all
should their piety be strengthened and their graces be cultivated, it will
prove an essential benefit to the men, and an immense gain to the churches,
that they have passed through a college course. Such has been the aim of
the Pastors’ College, and its success may be judged of by its fruits.


Providence has greatly favored the College by sparing to it throughout its
whole history, its invaluable tutor, Mr. George Rogers. This venerable
divine was prepared for his post by special circumstances, for he had for
years been looking for similar occupation, and making ready for it; he is
moreover a man of Puritanic modes of thought and action, and withal a
genial spirit, fond of young men and in full sympathy with them. It is a
great joy to me, that athough my beloved friend has passed his threescore
years and ten, he retains his vigor, and commands the increasing love and
respect of all concerned. The like good hand of the Lord has sent to me
each of the other valuable fellow-workers in our important engagement;
and best of al1, the invaluable addition of my beloved brother, J. A.
Spurgeon, to the staff, has strengthened the directing and supervising
power, and made our instructing department as complete as human affairs
can be. We were never more efficiently at work than at this moment, nor
ever enjoyed more richly the divine blessing.
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The supply of men as students has been always very large, and at this time
more are applying than ever. This gives us a good field from which to
select, and as we are not bound to receive either more or less, we make our
choice with the utmost care, and with an earnest desire to receive none but
the most suitable men. Should so few good men offer that our number
should be reduced to twenty, we should follow the indications of divine
leading; and, if on the other hand, two hundred promising men should be
forthcoming, we should feel no difficulty in giving them all a welcome. The
Lord knows best how many men he would have us educate, and we are
sure that he will always find means for carrying on his own work. At
present we have a class of men around us of whom we expect great things,
for both in temper, spirit, ability, and diligence they are equal to the best
set of students we have ever had. The spirit of prayer is well maintained
among them, and love to their work is most apparent.


I have seen no reason to alter the plan by which the College was made into
a Home Missionary Society for the spread of the gospel. The students are
most of them engaged in preaching the word, and many new churches have
sprung out of their labors. This, it is true, has some injurious effect upon
their studies, and unless a man works beyond measure, he cannot keep up
his College work and his preaching too; but the most of those who attempt
it manage to perform the double labor, and those who do so are all the
better for it. A man is kept in right relation to his future ministry when he is
not taken wholly away from preaching and confined to study; he is less in
danger of losing sympathy with the activities of the church, and more likely
to increase his gifts of utterance. Preaching can only be learned by practice;
disuse of the speaking faculty means decrease of its power, and hence we
believe it to be a gain rather than a loss to a ministerial student to be called
upon frequently to conduct services. No doubt the College suffers in
repute, for those who hear our raw recruits are apt to censure all for the
faults of one, and to blame the institution for those very blots which it
labors to remove; but as our object is not to gain reputation, we cheerfully
endure the loss of it. The benefit is in any case far greater than the injury;
for souls won to God are results beyond all price.


It will gratify some of our friends to know that one of our students, Mr. F.
E. Suddard, was first, in 1872, among seven competitors for one of the Dr.
Williams’s Scholarships at the University of Glasgow. The fact is
interesting as helping to show that our course is not quite so elementary as
has been wrongly supposed.
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This employment of the students in preaching involves a considerable
outlay in the hire of rooms and halls, and in the needful expense attending
the commencement of new interests. Success in these cases leads to yet
larger demands, for chapels must be built to house the new churches, and
schools in which the young of the neighborhoods may be taught on the
Sabbath-day. Several thousands of pounds have been well and
economically spent in this line of action, for the sums granted have induced
the friends in the different localities to contribute largely, and so our pound
has gained ten pounds. This is one of the readiest modes of increasing our
churches, and more has been accomplished by it than by any other agency
in the same space of time. In the metropolis alone we have founded some
forty-five churches, besides preaching the gospel temporarily in various
parts of our great city. In many parts of the country believers have been
gathered into church fellowship, many sinners converted, and influential
centers of usefulness created. Great has been the Lord’s goodness in
allowing some of the brethren to labor, and to suffer poverty for Christ’s
sake, in order to build not upon other men’s foundations, but upon new
ground. It would be invidious to mention the name of one where so many
have done and are doing valiantly; may the Lord reward them. Along the
Northern Coast of Kent, Sittingbourne, Faversham, and Whitstable are
instances of new ground broken, up, and in the same manner, along the
Sussex shore, Newhaven, Eastbourne, Portslade, and Shoreham, in rapid
succession, saw the rise of new and vigorous interests, which have much to
struggle with, but will live and prosper. In all directions our bough has run
over the wall, and would do so yet more if we were not compelled to stay
from entering upon many a hopeful field from want of men and money. We
do not complain, but yet we sometimes mourn when we are hampered in
the Lord’s work, and remember that hundreds of his people have heaps of
gold and silver cankering in their coffers.


Here we may joyfully call attention to the statistics of additions to the
churches over which our brethren preside, which show beyond all doubt
that these have prospered, as a rule, far above the average of the churches
of the denomination. To God be all the glory. This is our richest and best
reward. The Lord make the increase to be ten times greater in years to
come.


In the matter of funds we have to magnify the Lord that so much has been
forthcoming. The beloved friends at the Tabernacle, by their weekly
offerings, furnish more than £1,800 of our income, and, at the supper given
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by our generous friend and deacon, Mr. Phillips, a similar sum is usually
given. God moves the hearts of his people to send the rest that is needed;
may he graciously influence far more. One brother in Christ aids us
annually in the chapel-building part of the enterprise, and to him, under
God, we owe much of our power to launch forth into new spheres. It is the
more remarkable that our needs have been supplied for this work because
so few comparatively see the importance of it. Appeal to any man for an
Orphange, and human sympathy moves him to assist, but only a believer in
Christ comes to aid a young minister in his studies; and even among
Christians there are grave differences of opinion upon the need of such
institutions as ours, and the right method of managing them: consequently
the area from which we draw our supplies is a limited one, but the great
Lord knows how to make it yield suffcient. The cruse of oil and the
handful of meal have never failed and never will. No paid collector calls
upon regular subscribers, in fact we have no list of such. Friends give as
they are moved and when they are moved, and their help generally comes
at the most welcome time. There are occasions when donations appear to
be timed to the hour, to prevent anxiety and provide for need. He who has
the care of this work resting upon him is often refreshed by manifestations
of the divine favor, and therefore, having obtained help of God, he
continues to this day.


Prayer has been often offered that men might be called from among our
number to occupy the mission field, and we have lately received the first
fruits of the gracious answer. Our beloved brother, Mr. Pegg, having
labored awhile in Turk’s Island, is now commencing evangelistic
operations in the island of Santa Domingo, and so great has been his
success in gathering congregations that he has been obliged to visit this
country to collect the means for erecting a commodious meeting house.
Few spheres promise so well, and few men are better fitted for such a
work. If the Lord be with him, Mr. Pegg will be the apostle of Santa
Domingo and Hayti. Two of our young brethren have gone to Spain to
preach the word, and are now in Barcelona learning the language, and
meanwhile distributing Bibles and Gospels on a large scale. They are not
connected with any society, but they have faith that their needs will be
supplied. Another friend has gone out to serve the Lord under the direction
of Mr. Hudson Taylor in China, whose mission is one of the grandest
efforts in modern times; and yet another has commenced his studies in
Edinburgh with the view of becoming a medical missionary. May the Lord
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prosper these brethren and make them to be but the first rank of a
numerous band of missionaries.


I am delighted to hear from our brethren in Canada and the United States.
They appear to find churches with remarkable ease, and to be well
appreciated by their congregations. The pastor is not, by our American
friends, starved down to the lowest living point, but is liberally supported,
and treated with respect and liberality; the absence of a State Church, no
doubt, to a great extent, accounts for this. There are twenty-one ministers
upon our College list now preaching in America, besides others who were
dismissed from the College before their time was fulfilled because the
tutors and myself feared that they would not succeed in the ministry: two
or three of these last named are said to be acceptable across the sea, and
we can assure them that we are right glad to hear of it, and we earnestly
hope that their future career may prove how mistaken we were. Seven of
our host are now in various parts of the great Southern world of Australia,
and there are openings for more, but the expense of transit will always
restrict the numbers as compared with those in America. It is our belief that
in future years the United States will receive a far larger number of our
brethren, and that the lack of ministers in that vast and growing country
wilt thus be, in a measure, supplied. The universal kindness expressed
towards our brethren is hereby very gratefully acknowledged.


There is, in connection with the College, a Loan Fund to assist in the
erection of places of worship, amounts being lent out to be returned by
annual instalments, without interest. This was intended to be £5000, but
remains several hundreds short of that sum. In all probability, some donor
will see it right to complete that part of our machinery.


The great want of our College remains to be spoken of. We are in urgent
need of suitable rooms. The rooms under the Tabernacle become worse
and worse for light and air as the surrounding buildings become higher and
more numerous. Gas has very frequently to be burned all day long, or the
men could not see their books; indeed, on ordinary days, all the year round,
the period of sufficient light is very brief. The rooms being underground
become close and stifling after the classes have been in them for a short
time. For one day in a week this may be borne, but for every day it
becomes a hardship. Much inconvenience would have been put up with had
we not found the health of the men suffering materially. Very much time
has been lost during the last winter through illness, and the men who have
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not succumbed have many of them exhibited great lassitude after a few
weeks in our subterranean apartments. The tutors and president feel it
personally, but the students most of all. They have not complained, but we
feel that we cannot afford to have them so often laid aside, and that it will
be the truest economy to build a proper home for our school of the
prophets. We cannot go up to the forest to cut every man a beam, or we
would gladly do so; we are, therefore, dependant upon the Lord’s servants
for our new house, and we trust they will not deny us. Let all who believe
in our work help us. Let all who count us faithful help us. Let all who
would do us a personal favor help us. The College is my dearest enterprise,
and I would earnestly plead its claims now in the time of its need. If my
sermons have refreshed any hungry hearts, and been food to any weary
souls, and if these desire to show me a token of their love, let them have a
stone in the College Home. I might say more, for it is not for myself that I
ask anything, but for the sake of the gospel, and the Lord of it, I am bold
to beg. I commit the case to God, and next I look to all my friends who
have in times past aided me, and who love me still for my work’s sake.
This year the work must be done. The plans are preparing, the contract will
soon be put up to competition, the need is urgent. A word to the wise will
suffice.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE, 1873.


A WORD FOR BRUTES AGAINST BRUTES


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE newspapers for the last few weeks have been a source of grievous
affliction to humane minds. The brutalities which they have recorded have
shown a diabolical refinement of cruelty which makes us blush to belong to
the race of man. When we read of a wretch driving a poor horse for miles
with its feet broken, bleeding at every step it took upon its poor stumps,
we shudder and our blood runs cold; but when we hear a trifling sentence
pronounced upon such a monster we feel that same blood tingling in our
cheeks as our whole nature churns with indignation at such a failure of
justice. If there be no law which would award the lash to such a fiend
incarnate an Act ought to be passed at once, or Mr. Justice Lynch might
for once be invoked to give the demon his reward in an irregular manner.
The hideous story brings to our mind the none too forcible lines of a much-
abused poet, Martin Tupper, when he pleads for a worn-out horse: —


Liveth there no advocate for him? no judge
to avenge his wrongs?


No voice that shall be heard in his defense?
no sentence to be passed on his oppressor?


Yea, the sad eye of the tortured pleadeth
pathetically for him;


Yea, all the justice in heaven is roused in
indignation at his woes;


Yea, all the pity upon earth shall call down
a curse upon the cruel;


Yea, the burning malice of the wicked is
their own exceeding punishment.


The Angel of Mercy stoppeth not to comfort,
but passeth by on the other side,


Anti hath no tear to shed, when a cruel man
is damned.”
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Close upon the heels of this torturing of a horse comes the case of a man
who, as a matter of business, picks little birds’ eyes out with a pin to make
them sing better: whipcord is too good a thing for this being; and if we
were not averse to all capital punishment we should suggest that nothing
short of a rope with a noose in it would give him his deserts. Is this the
nineteenth century? Then may we have patience to endure with our fellow
men till we get out of it into a better century, if such will ever come. Swift
is right, man is often a mere yahoo, a two-legged brute, and this yahoo
proves himself to be the worst possible master to the other animals; he is a
viler tyrant than the wolf or the hyena would have been: unhappy are the
creatures to be ruled by such a lord!


Since it is useless to be indignant and declamatory, if we are nothing more,
let every humane person bestir himself to put down the reign of terror
towards the animate creation, wherever it comes under his notice. Cruelty
to animals must be stamped out. Each case must be earnestly dealt with.
Where the laws are violated humane persons must undertake the
unpleasant duty of prosecuting the offenders, or must at least report them
to the proper authorities: and where no law exists to protect the unhappy
victims, instances of cruelty should be reported by the press, that shame
may be aroused and a right public sentiment treated. Children should be
taught to avoid everything approaching to unkindness; the wanton
destruction of birds’ nests, the atoning of birds, beating of donkeys,
worrying of fowls, and a hundred petty cruelties in which boys are often
encouraged, should be promptly denounced. The works issued by Messrs.
Partridge and Co., in connection with “The British Workman” ought to be
scattered “thick as leaves in Vallambrosa;” for the woodcuts are striking,
and with the letterpress, make up an advocacy for animals of the noblest
kind. Every other means which would come under the head of example or
precept, reward or punishment, should be continually employed; and no
exertion should be spared till cruelty to animals shall be an unknown vice,
or at least shall be universally regarded as the distinguishing mark of the
lowest and basest of the people.


It is not only for the sake of the creature subject to cruelty that we would
plead for kindness, but with a view to the good of the person causing the
pain; for cruelty hardens the heart, deadens the conscience, and destroys
the finer sensibilities of the soul. The most eminently spiritual men display
great delicacy towards all living things, and if it be not always true that “he
prayeth best who loveth best both male and bird and beast,” yet the
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converse is assuredly the fact, for the man who truly loves his Maker
becomes tender towards all the creatures his Lord has made. In gentleness
and kindness our great Redeemer is our model. Our Lord would not
deprive a poor ass of the company of its foal when he rode into Jerusalem,
and he talked of the most common and insignificant of birds as the object
of the Great Father’s care. His best followers are gentle towards all things
which live and feel, and, taught by his Spirit, they have learned —


“Never to blend their pleasure or their pride
With sorrow of the meanest thing that breathes.’


A holy mind sympathises with Cowper in his refusal to enter on his list of
friends the man “who needlessly sets foot upon a worm,” and fully agrees
with Dr. Blair that it is “shameful to treat even the meanest insect with
wanton cruelty.” In proportion as men decline from the highest standard of
goodness their sympathies become blunted, they lose delicacy, and
tenderness, and becoming more selfish become also less considerate of
others. He who dwells in God has a great heart which encompasses all
creation, and as it were lives in it all like the soul in the body, feeling akin
with all, yea, one with all life, so that it joys in all true joy, and sorrows in
all sorrow. The man of dead heart towards God has a heart of stone
towards the Lord’s creatures, and cares for them only so far as he can
make them minister to his own wealth or pleasure. Hardness of heart
towards poor flies, so that he found amusement in piercing them with pins,
was in Domitian a sure mark of a hard heart towards the Lord and all
goodness. Cock-fighting and bull-baiting were not only detestable things as
involving needless torturing of living things, but as corrupting, depraving,
and preparing for eternal perdition all who delighted in them. A cruel
action is as a hot iron to the soul searing it, and preventing its feeling the
touch of the gentle hand of mercy’s angel. We remember reading a story
some, what to the following effect: — A lad while strolling through the
fields with his sister found a nest of young rabbits. The sister was charmed
with the little creatures, but the rough boy seized them, mimicking their
squeaks and their struggles. In vain his sister wept and entreated; he flung
them up into the air, and shouted as each fell dead upon the stones. Ten
years after, that sister sat weeping again by that lad’s side. He was in
chains, sentenced to be hanged for shooting a farmer whilst poaching: they
were waiting for the awful procession to knock at the cell door. “Sister,”
he said, “do you remember the nest of rabbits ten years ago, how you
begged and prayed, and I ridiculed? I verily believe, that from that day,







335


God forsook me, and left me to follow my own inclinations. If I had
yielded to your tears, then, you and I would not be weeping these bitter
tears now.” There may have been a great deal more truth in this remorseful
confession than at first blush some would imagine; at any rate, we will go
the length of affirming that no person really penitent for sin can be cruel,
that no man who feels the love of God shed abroad in his heart can find
pleasure in giving pain, and furthermore that wanton cruelty to an animal
may be that last deadening deed of ill which may for ever leave the heart
callous to all the appeals of law and gospel.


Perhaps we may each one do most to serve the cause of kindness to
animals by setting a high example ourselves. Possibly we cannot like
Cowper keep tame hares and sing about them, or like Dr. Elford Leach,
walk about the streets, attended by an obsequious wolf, but we may set up
a high ideal of treatment towards creatures both tame and wild, and act
upon it. A famous saint was wont to call birds and beasts his brothers and
sisters, and Mr. Darwin apparently goes in for that relationship most
literally: we do not contend for anything so high as that, but we do ask to
have them viewed as our Father’s creatures, to be treated well for his sake,
and to be regarded as our friends. There really can be no reason honorable
to our humanity to account for the fact that every living thing flees from us
the moment we appear, as if we were the ogres of creation who delight in
doing mischief to all within reach. We have often felt as if we should like to
tell the birds that they misunderstand us, that we have no wish to drive
them away, that we beg their pardon for being so rough in our manners, for
really we are their very good friends, and would like to cultivate their
acquaintance. Pray, little sparrow, do not trouble yourself to leave those
crumbs because we happen to be going by, we assure you we would not
hurt you, and will even turn back and go round the garden by another path
if you will only not be alarmed at us. What a pity that men should have
deserved the bad opinion of so many of God’s most lovely creatures! Long
years of wrong-doing have gained for us the universal dread of beast and
bird; only dogs and cats will trust us, and they do so probably because they
are tolerably well able to take care of themselves, by biting or scratching
us: the defenseless animals feel that they have no chance with us, and fly at
our approach. Cannot we redeem our character, and persuade our furred
and feathered friends to trust us, and learn at the same time to trust them?
Can none of our fair readers ever become an Amoret to whom the river-
god sings —
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“Not a fish in all my brook
That shall disobey thy look,


But, when thou wilt, come sliding by,
And from thy white hand take a fly.”


Surely to that same privileged maiden it will be more than safe to say —


 Do not fear to put feet
Naked in the river, sweet;


Think not leech, or newt, or toad,
Will bite thy foot, when thou hast trod.”


The fancy picture may be realized. We once saw in the Luxembourg
Gardens in Paris a young lady take her seat, and in a few moments the air
was fall of birds of every wing. They were all around and upon her,
peeking crumbs from her shoulder, her hand, and her lips. They hawked for
particles of bread which she threw into the air, they alighted on her bonnet,
they perched upon her fingers. It was a pretty sight, though a sadly rare
one, yet might it be common enough if we earned the love of our feathered
friends as she had done by supplying their humble wants every day. The
like kindnesses will earn the like gratitude and confidence. Of this we are
gathering evidence by daily experience. We do not allow a gun in our
garden, feeling that we can afford to pay a few cherries for a great deal of
music, and we now have quite a lordly party of thrushes, blackbirds, and
starlings upon the lawn, with a parliament of sparrows, chaffinches, robins,
and other minor prophets. Our summer-house is occupied by a pair of blue-
martens, which chase our big cat out of the garden by dashing swiftly
across his head one after the other, till he is utterly bewildered, and makes
a bolt of it. In the winter the balcony of our study is sacred to a gathering
of all the tribes; they have heard that there is corn in Egypt, and therefore
they hasten to partake of it and keep their souls alive in famine. On summer
evenings the queen of our little kingdom spreads a banquet in our great
green saloon which the vulgar call a lawn; it is opposite the parlor window,
and her guests punctually arrive and cheerfully partake, while their hostess
rejoices to gaze upon them. Some of them are now so tame that, when
fresh provision is brought out to them, they take no more notice of the lady
servitor than a child at table would of a servant who brings in a fresh joint.
In a more secluded place, with more time to spare to look after them, we
could educate the fera naturae, or in plain words the wild creatures, into a
high degree of confidence. They would very soon become as familiar with
us as Alexander Selkirk found them to be with himself on his desert island:
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we should not, however, say as he did, “Their tameness is shocking to me.”
Kindness would speedily re-establish mankind in bird estimation and
remove that ill opinion which makes them startle at our approach. If all
around, children, servants and visitors, could be bound over to keep the
peace, there might again be seen around the good man’s house a sort of
Paradise Regained, and of the husband and wife it might be said as of our
yet unfallen parents —


About them frisking played
All beasts of the earth, since wild and of all chase


In wood or wilderness, forest or den.”


That such a state of things may be realized is clear, for to a large degree it
has been produced by many persons of kindly spirit. Mr. Jacox in his very
remarkable work entitled “Traits of Character” has a passage in which he
mentions the power over animals possessed by several remarkable men.
With that extract we shall dismiss the subject, hoping that we may not in
vain have opened our mouth for the dumb.


“Rousseau piqued himself on the liking manifested towards him by the
pigeons, and he would spend hours at a time in teaching them to trust him.
A very difficult bird to tame, to teach confidence, he affirms the pigeon to
be; and all the greater the kudos claimed by Jean Jacques for succeeding in
inspiring his window visitors with such confidence in him that they
followed him whithersoever he went, and let themselves be taken
whensoever he would. At last he could never make his appearance in the
garden or yard, but instantly two or three of them were on his shoulder or
his head; and their attentions of this kind became so pressing, and ce
cortege became si incommode, that he was obliged to check their
familiarity. But he ever took a singular pleasure in taming animals — those
in particular which are wild and timid. It seemed to him a charming thing to
inspire them with a confidence which he never betrayed or abused. His
desire was to have them love him while they remained absolutely free. He
carried on the like system of tactics with bees, and with like success.


Mr. Froude declares ‘all genuine men’ to be objects of special attraction to
animals (as well as to children); and in his biographical sketch of Bishop
Hugh of Lincoln, he recounts the ‘very singular instance’ of the liking
shown for that prelate by the big swan of Stone Manor, usually so
unmanageable and savage: the bishop knew the way to his heart; fed him,
and taught him to poke his head into the pockets of his frock to look for
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bread crumbs, which he did not fail to find there. Ever after, it is said, he
seemed to know instinctively when the bishop was expected, and flew
trumpeting up and down the lake, slapping the water with his wings; and
on the arrival of his right reverend friend, he would strut at his side, and
sometimes follow him up stairs. It was a miracle of course, adds the
biographer, to the general mind, though explicable enough to those who
have observed the physical charm which men who take pains to understand
animals are able to exercise over them.


“Coleridge is the ‘noticeable man with large grey eyes,’ who, in the well-
read description by his brother bard, would entice a congenial comrade to
share his outdoor idlesse, the two together being as happy spirits as were
ever seen:


‘If but a bird, to keep them company,
Or butterfly sate down, they were I ween,


As pleased as if the same had been a maiden-queen.’


Professor Lowell would have made a happy third — even if he had quizzed
them afterwards, and himself. His essay on his Garden Acquaintance told
us how all the birds looked on him as if he were a mere tenant-at-will, and
they were landlords. ‘With shame I confess it, I have been bullied even by a
humming-bird.’ Scarce a tree of his but has had, at some time or other, a
happy homestead among its boughs. ‘I love to bring these aborigines back
to the mansuetude they showed to the early voyagers, and before (forgive
the involuntary pun) they had grown accustomed to man and knew his
savage ways. Savage Landor had anything but savage ways with the
creatures ferae naturae on his estate, whether at Lanthony or at Fiesole;
and proud he was to assert in octosyllabics his good fellowship with the
good creatures in question, all and sundry:


 ‘Cares if I had, I turned those cares
Toward my partridges and hares,


At every gun and dog I heard
Ill-auguring for some truant bird
Or whiskered friend of jet-tipt ear,
Until the frightened eld limpt near.


These knew me, and ‘twas quite enough.’“
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COLPORTAGE


B Y C. H. SPURGEON.


IT has been our lot to attend many anniversary meetings of societies during
the present May meeting season, but none of them were so interesting,
amusing, and full of real life and vigor as the meeting of the Colportage
Society at the Tabernacle. The society had brought up from their country
districts most of their book-hawkers, and some of these told their
experiences with hearty simplicity, in language full of racy expressions and
striking provincialisms. Probably the audience obtained a better idea of the
work of colportage through these viva voce descriptions than could have
been communicated to them by a score of annual reports. Fine language
and feeble propriety spoil many public meetings, but in this case there were
both force and freedom, and a degree of vivacity which was quite
refreshing. One brother appeared with the model pack upon his back — in
harness, as he said — and described his dangers from “dawgs.” His district
is in Lancashire, where “dawgs” abound, beautiful bull-pups among them,
whose education has been so neglected that they are constantly mistaking a
man’s leg for a shin of beef, and are never more happy than when they can
make their teeth meet in something alive. Amid abundant laughter, our
friend declared that he had not fought wild beasts at Ephesus, but had often
been forced to do so round by Haydock; he had found it well to trust in
God and carry a big stick. Another excellent colporteur, who rides a
velocipede, described his journeys twenty miles in all directions, from his
center at Warminster, Wilts, giving a graphic account of the lone farm-
houses and hamlets which he visits. He appeared to be a very acceptable
and laborious preacher of the gospel, carrying the word of God on his
tongue as well as upon his back. The laborer in the Isle of Sheppy also
gave details of the power of the gospel, and of the eagerness to hear it
evinced by the villagers everywhere. It was clear enough to all present; that
the rural districts need just such an agency as the Colportage, that the
society has found a staff of right men, and that the work ought to be
indefinitely extended, Nonconformity will not for many years be strong
enough to support a sufficient staff of ministers in the more sparsely
populated districts; many of the church clergy are worse than useless, and
make the darkness around them darker still; those of them who are
evangelical are glad of the colporteurs’ aid, for they cannot get at all
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classes, and the best, if not the only available means, of saving the
benighted people is to reach them by means of the colporteur. To a district
subscribing £40 a year the society sends a man to sell books, who will visit
the sick, distribute tracts, gather prayer-meetings, preach on the green, and
probably form bands of hope and temperance societies. It is the cheapest
agency known to us. The excuse of selling his wares makes the colporteur
bold to push in where otherwise he might not dare to call. He knocks at the
doors of the rich as well as the poor, and has a word for old and young. As
his report of sales will have to come before the committee he has a capital
reason for diligence in business, and is not likely to loiter. If he is a live
man, as our colporteurs mostly are, he finds abundance of work all around
him, and opens doors for himself where at first he found but little scope.
Instances of conversion have been very many by the means of our
colporteurs, and we expect yet more. The harvest truly is plenteous, but
the laborers are few.


We should like it to be understood that we wish to see a Colportage
society, including all denominations, and if some brother will take over
the work we shall be glad for the present society at the Tabernacle to
become a branch of it. If this does not occur we hope the Tabernacle
Committee will plod on until they convince Englishmen that the work is
good and necessary, and ought to be taken up with spirit. Our own solemn
conviction is that Colportage, as an agency, is second to none. It ought to
be worked by a society as large as the Bible Society, or the Religious Tract
Society. We have nowadays an association for almost every supposable
purpose, from the feediing of stray dogs to anti-vaccination, surely
Colportage cannot be long neglected.


At the annual meeting, our excellent Committee presented a report from
which we will make extracts: —


The object of this association, the increased circulation of religious
literature, is carried out in a twofold manner: — 1st. By means of
colporteurs, whose whole time is devoted to the work, and who are
paid by a fixed salary. 2nd. By Book Agents, who canvas for orders
for periodicals, and supply them month by month; these receive a
liberal per-centage on the sales to renumerate them for their
trouble. The first of these methods its the more important, as the
colporteur is thereby enabled to engage in Christian labor in all
parts of the district; and his regular visits afford an opportunity of
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teaching the people in their own homes. The average total cost of a
colporteur is £80, but the committee wil1 appoint a man to any
district for which £40 a year is subscribed, if the funds of the
association permit. The second method is admirably suited to the
requirements of village churches and Sunday schools, where the
guarantee for a colporteur cannot be obtained. Shopkeepers, or
other persons willing to become book agents, may communicate
with the secretary, Metropolitan Tabernacle. The association is
unscetarian in its operations “doing work for the friends of a full
and free gospel anywhere and everywhere.” [By this second
method friends who are shopkeepers might aid in spreading pure
literature by keeping a small stock in a corner of their window.
Village general shops might be thus used.]


The number of colporteurs in the employ of the association at the
commencement of the year was nine, but at its close thirteen, and
through the kind liberality of two gentlemen deeply interested in
colportage work, eighteen men are now engaged in various parts of
the country.


The sales effected during 1872, by an average of eleven
colporteurs, reached the sum of £1,238 0s. 2d., and consisted of
66,835 different publications, nearly all of a religious tendency and
for the most part circulated among those who would not otherwise
have purchased them. In addition to these our book agents have
disposed of good literature to the value of nearly £120. The total
expense of the association for the year (deducting profit on the
sales) was £539 8s. 5d., while the subscriptions and donations
amounted to £662 ls. 5d., including one large contribution of £100
received just as the year closed, which has enabled the committee
to make the extension in its operations previously referred to.


The colporteur, in his constant, regular rounds, has some of the
best possible opporunities for evangelistic work, and our agents
have not been behind in their efforts in this direction, 121,100 visits
have been paid, the sick and dying read and prayed with, careless
sinners exhorted to repentance, and many thousand tracts
distributed monthly; but in addition to this valuable work very
much has been done in holding cottage meetings, Sunday services,
Bible classes, and in some instances night schools, and the
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testimony of many has been borne to their efficacy, through the
blessing of God, in leading souls to a saving knowledge of the
truth. Notably in one instance a gracious revival of religion,
resulting in the conversion of scores, has followed the faithful
labors of the colporteur, but in many other cases good evidence has
been given of the working of the Holy Spirit of God through this
agency.


These facts lead the committee to hope that since colportage has
been proved to be as successful in England as elsewhere, a larger
response may be given to their appeal for subscriptions, that they
may be enabled not only to maintain the present number of agents,
but very largely to extend their operations during the present year.
Never was the need greater, both for pure literature and for faithful
dealing with the souls of men, than at present, and no form of
agency seems better suited to the requirements of the time, or
obtainable at so moderate an expense.


The increase in the number of agents has rendered it necessary to
enlarge the staff of officers, by engaging the services of a
permament paid secretary, the honorary officers finding the efficient
working of the association now demands more time than they can
possibly devote to it after their own business hours, and the
committee have obtained the assistance of Mr. W.Gordon Jones in
that capacity, which choice they trust may tend to the welfare and
extension of the association.


The committee desire to record their obligations to the District
Local Committees for their assistance in supervising the work of
the agents, and to the Religious Tract Society, London, and the
Dublin Tract Society, for liberal grants of tracts and books.


In the following extracts from the journals of the colporteurs it will
be seen that the work is both appreciated and successful.


THE COLPORTEUR APPRECIATED.


Often such an expression as this comes to my ears: “If it were not
for the colporteur there would not be any spiritual influence in
these villages,” and I hear this from the most thoughtful and
spiritually-minded people. Wherever I go the people seem to have a
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word ready to cheer me, and express sympathy with our work.
Every Christian person seems to say that he believes colportage to
be one of the best agencies for spreading Christian principles in
these dark villages. Only yesterday I called at a clergyman’s house.
After he had asked me into the study he eulogized our work, and
said that such efforts as ours were the best means to bring about a
higher spiritual life, which he greatly desired.


A Wesleyan minister writes concerning one of the colporteurs: —
“Having had frequent opportunities of meeting him at public
meetings in the villages around, I am fully convinced that he is
doing a good work for our Lord and Master. Many have been led
to the Savior by him. The aged and afflicted are especially looked
after and regularly visited by him. It is the opinion of all I have met
with that he is the right man in the right place.’”


THE COLPORTEUR AN EVANGELIST.


I am thankful to say that God is doing wonders here. He has
blessed the word to eighteen souls, and a glorious work is still
going on among the young men and women. For the last month I
have been holding special services, and though at first a heavy
cloud seemed to hang over the meeting, at last the cry broke out.
“What shall I do?” The whole congregation was in tears. Last
Sabbath I preached at H.....  The people flocked in and the place
was filled long before the time. Some were up the staircase, and
many had to return home. God blessed the word to six souls that
night. Two young men came to hear me on Sunday night and to
have a bit of fun, but while there the Lord pricked their hearts. My
persecutions have been great and my name scandalously spoken of,
but I care not for this as Christians are stirred up and souls saved.
After a week of special prayer and addresses the colporteur writes,
we had a glorious meeting at my house, for there two found the
Savior, and several others are under deep conviction. I go to G.....
once a month to preach on Sunday, and the chapel there that was in
a dead state seems all alive; last time I was there it was crowded. I
have to walk six miles there and six miles back again, and go three
miles each way by water, and sometimes it is very rough, but God
is with me. I visit the Union and I believe God has made me a great
blessing to several in it. I am engaged by Wesleyans, Independents,







344


Primitive Methodists, and Baptists to preach once a month, beside
week-night Bible classes and prayer meetings. The Sunday before I
had a hard day’s work. I went to G.... and preached, and a young
man told me what a blessing the Lord had been made to him. I
landed at at half-past eight and then took the Ragged School
service. Praise God! a revival broke out there: it would have done
you good to have heard eighteen or twenty on their knees praying
for salvation. I believe they all found it. After that I had to go
visiting the people’s friends. They took me about to the sick and I
did not get to bed until twelve o’clock.


THE COLPORTEUR; A TEMPERANCE ADVOCATE.


As I was going from house to house in a back street, on opening a
door I found myself unexpectedly in a public house. I thought it
best not to beat a retreat, but to stand like the brave with my face
to the foe. In the first room there were six or seven women
drinking. One of them said, “Why, you have come to a public
house!” I said, “Yes, and I wish you were all teetotallers.” Looking
for a suitable tract I found one entitled, “Scotch Jim, the drunken
Ballad Singer.” A man then called me into the next room where
about twenty men sat smoking and drinking. They commenced
laughing at me, one in particular, to whom I then gave a tract called
“Don’t laugh it off.” I also supplied each with a tract, and invited
them to the house of God. One asked me to have a sip of beer, but
I told him I did not mind having a glass of water and paying for it,
which the landlord kindly fetched free of charge.


It will, we trust, interest our readers if we subjoin a list of the eighteen
Colporteurs and their spheres of labor. Will the number ever increase to
eighty? Perhaps some wealthy person who will read this, carries the answer
in his pocket.


DISTRICTS SUPPLIED WITH COLPORTEURS
BY THIS ASSOCIATION.


Ely, Cambridgeshire: A. SMEE. — A very successful district for
sales, which amount to upwards of £250 a year. The agent visits
some fifteen villages, and is heartily received by the people.
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Eythorne, Kent: R. MARSHALL. — One of the longest established,
the guarantee for which is given by the Baptist Church at Eythorne.
The colporteur supplies one or two preaching stations, and his
work is much appreciated.


Haydock, Lancashire: JOHN VARNHAM. — A mining district,
needing constant and earnest effort. The agent here conducts
frequent open-air services, night schools and cottage meetings, and
many souls have been won to Christ through his instrumentality.


Warminster, Wiltshire: S. KING. — The agent here travels as much
as twenty miles from his center, very often accomplishing the
journey on a velocipede, and his visits are eagerly watched for and
highly valued by many of God’s aged people, while his testimony to
sinners has not been in vain.


Harold Wood, Essex: A. E. INGRAM. — The colporteur here in
addition to his rounds has the charge of a small chapel. The
population of the district is sparse, but a fair attendance is secured
and the worshippers assist in the support of the agent.


Bushton, Wiltshire: B. SUMMERSBY. — Rather an extensive district
like that at Warminster, but equally successful. The colporteur
being assisted in his journeys by using a pony and cart. Many souls
have been blessed in this district.


Minster, Isle of Sheppey: W. BAKER. — This colporteur has been
greatly used of God in the conversion of souls. Severa1 meetings
weekly are held in various parts of the Island, and are well attended
and much blessed, especially the Bible classes held by the agent at
his own house.


Burnley, Lancashire: JOSEPH POWELL. — A manufacturing
population, among whom the last agent labored with success. The
present agent is only recently appointed, but writes encouragingly
of the prospects of the work.


Ross, Herefordshire: S. WATKINS. — The local Baptist Union
subscribes for the support of this district, which comprises a large
number of villages regularly canvassed, and several services
conducted therein.
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Arnold, Nottinghamshire: D. J. WATKINS. — A manufacturing
district, recently commenced and partly maintained by a Bible class
at the Tabernacle. This promises to become a very successful
agency.


Sunderland, Durham: F.W. BLOOMFIELD. — A good sphere for a
colporteur. The agent here will labor in connection with a Mission
Church situated near the Quay, where an earnest band of Christian
working men welcome his co-operation.


Forton, Hampshire: H. C. ALGAR. — This district consists of a
number of villages in the neighborhood of Portsmouth. The labors
of an earnest man are much needed here, and it is hoped that the
colporteur may be much blessed.


Riddings, Derbyshire: H. BOYD. — This agent has recently
commenced the work here, and met with much encouragement. It
is a very promising sphere.


Tewkesbury, Gloucester: R. TRENCHARD. — A very favorable
locality for a colportage agency.


Stafford: T. RICHARDS. — This district is in great need of such an
agency, and is supported by the kind liberality of a Christian lady.


Gloucester: S. SHEPHERD.


Long Eaton: C. SLACK.


Shrewsbury: J. H. CHARLTON.


The last three are new districts commenced on trial in the hope of
obtaining local support.


Scotland is well supplied with this class of laborers, and they are even more
wanted in England; will not friends be found to subscribe £40 per annum
that a man may give all his time and energies to the district in which they
take a special interest? In the county of Surrey a half a dozen men could be
most usefully employed. We mention it because it lies at our door, and is
peculiarly in need. We should like to have a man at work in a district
running from Clapham to Croydon, Sutton, Epsom, Kingston, and
Wandsworth, and hoping some loving friend will supply the means, we will
set a man going at once in full confidence that the funds will be
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forthcoming. Although quite willing that our little society should be
merged in a larger one, we should be still more gratified if it should grow
into a large institution, and remain attached to us, for we can see many
advantages connected with its present working which might be lost in a
society with a wider constituency and less firm in its principles. We ask and
we expect help. The Christian public will not allow so excellent a work to
languish; above all, the Great Head of the Church will look upon it and
supply all its needs. This enterprise is of God, and must go on. The more
we see of its working, the more we are enamored of it; it only needs
thorough working to be made a mighty means for good.


A SEARCHING WORD


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THOU sayest, “I have faith.” I will ask thee a second question. Does that
faith make thee obedient? Jesus said to the nobleman, “Go thy way,” and
he went without a word; however much he might have wished to stay and
listen to the Master, he Obeyed. Does your faith make you obedient? In
these days we have specimens of Christians of the most sorry, sorry kind;
men who have not common honesty. I have heard it observed by
tradesmen, that they know many men who have not the fear of God before
their eyes, and yet are most just and upright men in their dealings; and on
the other hand, they know some professing Christians who are not
positively dishonest, but they can back and hedge a little; they are not
altogether lame horses, but every now and then they jib; they do not keep
up to time if they have a bill to pay; they are not regular, prompt,
scrupulous and exact; in fact, sometimes — and who shall hide what is
true? — you catch Christians doing dirty actions, and professors of religion
defiling themselves with acts which merely worldly men would scorn.
Now, sirs, I bear my testimony as God’s minister, too honest to alter a
word to please any man that lives, you are no Christian if you can act in
business beneath the dignity of an honest man. If God has not made you
honest, he has not saved your soul. Rest assured that if you can live in
disobedience to the moral laws of God, if you are inconsistent and
lascivious, if your conversation is mixed up with things which even a
worldling might reject, the Love of God is not within you. I do not plead
for perfection, but I do plead for honesty; and if your religion has not made
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you careful and prayerful in common life; if you are not, in fact, made a
new creature in Christ Jesus, your faith is but an empty name, as sounding
brass, or a tinkling cymbal.


I will ask you one more searching question about your faith, and I pray you
answer it. Thou sayest, “I have faith.” Has thy faith led thee to bless thy
household? Good Rowland Hill once said, in his own quaint way, that
when a man became a Christian, his dog and his cat would be the better for
it; and I think it was Mr. Jay who said that a man, when he became a
Christian, was better in every relation. He was a better husband, a better
master, a better father, than he was before, or else his religion was not
genuine. Now, have you ever thought, my dear Christian brethren and
sisters, about blessing your households? Do I hear one saying, “I keep my
religion to myself?” Do not be very anxious about its ever being stolen,
then; you need not put it under lock and key; there is not enough to tempt
the devil himself to come and take it from you. A man who can keep his
godliness to himself has so small a proportion of it, that it will be no credit
to himself, and no blessing to other people. But you do sometimes, strange
to say, meet with fathers who do not interest themselves in their children’s
salvation any more than they do about poor children in the back slums of
St. Giles’s. They would like to see the boy put out well, and they would
like to see the girl married comfortably; but as to their being converted, it
does not seem to trouble their heads. It is true the father occupies his seat
in a place of worship, and sits down with a community of Christians; and
he hopes his children may turn out well. They have the benefit of his hopes
— certainly a very large legacy: he will no doubt when he dies leave them
his best wishes, and may they grow rich upon them! He has never made it a
matter of anxiety of soul, as to whether they shall be saved or not. Out
upon such religion as that! Cast it on the dunghill; hurl it to the dogs; let it
be buried like Koniah, with the burial of an ass; cast it without the camp,
like an unclean thing. It is not the religion of God. He that careth not for
his own household, is worse than a heathen man and a publican.


Never be content, my brethren in Christ, till all your children are saved.
Lay the promise before your God. The promise is unto you and unto your
children. The word does not refer to infants, but to children, grand-
children, and any descendants you may have, whether grown up or not. Do
not cease to plead, till not only your children but your great grand-children,
if you have such, are saved. I stand here to-day a proof that God is not
untrue to his promise. I can cast my eye back through four generations,
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and see that God has been pleased to hear the prayers of our grandfather’s
father, who used to supplicate with God that his children might live before
him to the last generation, and God has never deserted the house, but has
been pleased to bring first one and then another to fear and love his name.
So be it with you and yours. In asking this you are not asking more than
God has promised to give you. He cannot run back from his promise. He
cannot refuse to give you both your own and your children’s souls as an
answer to the prayer of your faith. “Ah,” says one, “but you do not know
what children mine are.” No, my dear friend., but I know that if you are a
Christian, they are children whom God has promised to bless. “But they are
such unruly ones, they break my heart.” Then pray God to break their
hearts, and they will not break your heart any more. “But they will bring
my grey hairs with sorrow to the grave.” Pray God then that he may bring
their eyes with sorrow to prayer, and to supplication, and to the cross, and
then they will not bring you to the grave. “But,” you say, “my children
have such hard hearts.” Look at your own. You think they cannot be
saved: look at yourselves; he who saved you can save them. Go to him in
prayer, and say, “Lord, I will not let thee go except thou bless me;” and if
thy child be at the point of death, and, as you think, at the point of
damnation on account of sin, still plead like the nobleman, “Lord, come
down ere my child perish, and save him for thy mercy’s sake.” O thou that
dwellest in the highest heavens, thou wilt ne’er refuse thy people. Be it far
from us to dream that thou wilt forget thy promise. In the name of all thy
people we put our hand upon thy Word most solemnly, and pledge thee to
thy covenant. Thou hast said thy mercy is unto children’s children of them
that fear thee and that keep thy commandments. Thou hast said the
promise is unto us and unto our children; Lord, thou wilt not run back
from thine own covenant; we challenge thy word by holy faith at this time,
and plead with thee, saying, “Do as thou hast said.”


REVIEWS


Traits of Character and Notes of Incident in Bible Story.  By FRANCIS


JACOX. Hodder and Stoughton.


THIS is the book from which we have made the long extract which closes
our first article. Mr. Jacox appears to have read through the Bodleian and
all other collections of books; he does not talk like a book, but like the
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British Museum Library. He quotes far more from works of fiction than we
like, but his gatherings upon the subjects which he takes up are quite
marvelous. We do not know any books in modern times at all like Mr.
Jacox’s, they are unique; in fact, they are curiosities of literature.
Spirituality we have not, but versatility, cleverness, research, and
suggestiveness. The man must be a cyclopaedia; we expect to come across
him one day, and to find him bound in cloth, lettered. He ought to be in
several volumes, but we suppose they are bound up in one thick royal
octavo, and contain more matter than a hundred volumes of Dr. Going or
Dr. Septimus Losequick. It is a literary treat to read such a work. The
motto upon the frontispiece, odd as it is, is accurately descriptive: —


“That from all books the Book of books may gain
He mingle-managles sacred and profane:
Quotes Swift with DANIEL; Byron with SAINT PETER;
EZEKIEL with the English opium-eater:
Hood with HABAKKUK; Crabbe with ZECHARIAH;
Landor with Job; and Lamb with JEREMIAH;
The prophet SAMUEL with his namesake Pepys;
Bunyan and Jean Paul with th’ APOCALYPSE;
King SOLOMON with Shakespeare, Scott, Racine;
ESTHER with Edmund Spenser’s Faery Queene;
With Moses, Dryden, Dante, Doctor Donne;
‘Accomplish’d St. John with divine SAINT JOHN.”


Phases Of Belief. By The Rev. JAMES WALKER, Hamilton, Adams, And
Co.


WE have no desire that our belief should pass through that phase which is
evidently the settled conviction of Mr. Walker. He sets forth his own views
with considerable power, but we cannot endorse them. We preach the
gospel to all mankind as freely as he does, but we hold the doctrines of
election and predestination most tenaciously, and we are persuaded that he
who fights against them goes to war with the word of God. We do not
believe that the wings of the angel of the church are pinioned by Calvinism;
we might retort but we will not.
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Light From Beyond To Cheer The Christian Pilgrim. BY CUNNINGHAM


GEIKIE, D.D. Strahan And Co.


SOME thirty excellent sermonettes, with a brief prayer or a piece of poetry
at the conclusion of each. We do not see the appropriateness of the title,
for several of the brief discourses are of a warning or hortatory character.
Much confusion arises from the absurd practice of naming books of
sermons after the title of the first discourse. It is not only an idle way of
saving the author the trouble of seeking out a fitting title, but it misleads
the public. In the present case the error is less glaring than in any other we
have met with, but we mean to protest against the practice in every case
until it is dropped. We have much pleasure in commending both the matter
and manner of Dr. Geikie’s book.


Christian Edification; The Sheltering Blood, Or The Sinner’s Refuge. BY


W. POOLE BALFERN, author Of “Glimpses Of Jesus.” Passmore &
Alabaster.


MR. Balfern is issuing in monthly papers, price two-pence, a work which
aims to show the way of peace, and to unmask false theories of the
Atonement. He always writes well. As an author he is not of the flimsy
school, but thinks out his subjects, and is not afraid of the deep things of
God. Experience has also its due place in his testimony, and the whole is
perfumed with love to “the Master.” We wish him much success in this
new work.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY 1873.


NEW BUILDINGS FOR THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE


BY. C. H. SPURGEON.


THE frontispiece of this month’s number represents the proposed new
buildings for the Pastors’ College. They are simple and unpretentious, but
we trust they will not appear unworthy of the Institution. The ground upon
which they will be erected adjoins the site of the Tabernacle, and as this
was an indispensable matter, we have to be content with a position in a
street at the rear, the land nearer the front being occupied by the parochial
schools and valuable business premises which it would not have been
possible to purchase at any price. For this reason also we were glad to
obtain a plot of ground of a very inconvenient shape, and we can but
admire the ingenuity of the architect (Mr. Currey, of Norfolk-street,
Strand) who has managed to cover almost every inch of it, and to give us
exactly the accommodation we require.


We thought it wise to present our readers with the plans of the interior,
that they might judge of the amount of accommodation provided. Upon the
ground story many of the Class-rooms will be used for the Sabbath School
on Lord’s-days, and for various other uses in connection with the work at
the Tabernacle. Where movable partitions are indicated, the object is to
form one large room for tea-meetings: and especially for the meals of the
Annual Conference, which will hold its sessions for the future in the Large
Hall above.


On the first story the College proper will be carried on, and better
arrangements for that end we can hardly imagine. The Library will be lit by
a lantern in the roof, so as to give as much wall-space as possible for
books. The Large Hall will be available for the Sabbath School on
Sundays, and for College purposes at all times. The whole will be put in
trust in connection with the Tabernacle.
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We have now one very earnest appeal to make to our own flock, to our
sermon readers, to all our friends, and to Christians in general who approve
of our work. Do help us, and help us at once. The work will be done, for it
is of the Lord, and already a large proportion of the money is in our hands;
but much more is needed. We shall proceed to build, believing that the
money will be forthcoming, and forthcoming it will be. We thank the many
donors who have aided, but our hope is that many more will be added to
the list. The building is needed, needed for the best of purposes. God has
intrusted many of our friends with substance, and here is a method of
confessing and exercising their stewardship. The noble gift of £1,000 by
one unknown donor may be beyond the imitation of the great majority, but
many littles will achieve the result quite as surely. This work is peculiarly
dear to our heart, and no one can do us a greater pleasure or service than
by aiding to erect this new house for the school of the prophets.


The ministers who have been educated at the College have resolved to
raise £1,000 towards the work. This is a large sum, and they cannot realize
their wish unless all their churches aid them heartily. May we press this
matter with special earnestness in that direction? Such churches are those
to which we naturally look for assistance.


It is not needful to say more. Our friends are of such a kind that for them
to know that our work has need is quite enough to move them to generous
action.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST, 1878.


FOOLISH DICK:
AN EXAMPLE FOR MEN OF ONE TALENT


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IN our Lord’s parable, it is the man of one talent who is represented as
hiding his Lord’s money in the earth. This does not teach us that persons of
larger ability are always free from this sin, but we may safely infer from it
that those of lowest degree in gift are peculiarly in danger of it. The
temptation to think themselves too unimportant to be responsible has great
influence over some minds; they cannot shine as stars, and therefore they
excuse themselves from shining at all; they cannot hope to achieve a giant’s
marvels, and therefore they will not contribute an ounce of power. Under
the convenient mask of modesty, idleness often conceals itself. They
wound not be too forward, they say, and therefore they avoid all service. If
they were to try their hands at any Christian work, they fear they should
blunder in it, and so they think it wise to save their own reputations, and
spare themselves by doing nothing; thus providing for two evil propensities
at one time, pandering both to pride, and sloth. This kind of talk is wicked,
very wicked, and is an aggravation of the sins which it tries to cover. The
man of slender gift is as much bound to serve his Master as his neighbor
with ten talents; his responsibility may not be so great, but it is just as real;
the burial of the one talent in the earth mined the slothful servant quite as
effectually and as deservedly as if he had buried five. None of us will be
called to account for abilities which we did not possess, but we shall surely
have to answer for all we have.


In the important business of publishing abroad the gospel, the ignorant. the
poor, and the obscure often think themselves excused. They cannot see
that anything is in their power or can be required of them; and yet, if they
judged aright, and were full of zeal for God’s glory, they would soon find
something to do, and would by-and-by achieve great things for the Lord’s
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cause. Nobody knows what he can do till he has tried. Dormant faculties
are in most men, and only an earnest attempt to do good will ever awaken
their whole nature. As in the village churchyard there lie in the neglected
graves —


“Hands which the rod of empire might have swayed,
Or waked to ecstasy the living lyre,”


so in the vaults of timorous lukewarmness and despairing inactivity there
may be found mouldering in their shrouds singular capacities and rare
originalities, which only need quickening, and they will stir the world.


Men quite simple in matters of common life have, nevertheless, been made
by God wise to win souls; they have been ranked among fools, and yet
have been taught of God to bless their fellow men. Doing all that came in
their way to do, they have been honored of the great Master, and though
last in ability while here, they will at the last day be first in reward, because
they were faithful in their stewardship. Such persons, it must be confessed,
labor under great disadvantages at this period; for the church is now far
too fine and grand to encourage their labors if they become at all public.
Taste is now in the ascendant, grammar is essential, and gentlemanly
deportment as needful as grace itself: in fact, there are many professors
who will tolerate false theology and unspiritual preaching, but will be
altogether savage if the preacher offend against Lindley Murray. If the
original fishermen of the Galilean lake should come among us again, they
would be hard put to it to find a pulpit which would lower itself by
allowing such uncultivated persons to preach in it; they were never at
college, and were quite countrified in their dialect: the poor men might be
sent out as evangelists among the poor, and they might be useful as city
missionaries, but they would never do for the splendid new chapel with its
sky-piercing spire, its delightful stained glass, and magnificent organ. In
many quarters vulgarity is the sin of sins, and gentility the queen of virtues.
Whether souls are lost or saved matters little to some people, so long as
the service is attractively conducted, and is suitable for persons of
cultivated taste. Hence the idea of employing the rough and uneducated in
preaching the gospel may scarcely be mentioned, unless it be with the
assurance that they shall not come nearer to our gentility than the East of
London, or the slums of our great cities. Great talent is worshipped, and
little ability is so despised as to be thrust aside with contempt. In all such
cases the sin of burying the one talent is not confined to the individual, but
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is shared in by those who surround him, and drive him into a corner. The
cold contempt which chills a man’s soul is as guilty a thing as the weakness
which allows itself to be so chilled; perhaps it is far more evil in the sight of
God.


Thoughts like these, and many of like tenor, have passed through our mind
while reading a queer little book by Mr. Christophers, entitled “Foolish
Dick: an autobiography of Richard Hampton, the Cornish Pilgrim
Preacher.” (Published by Haughton and Co., 10, Paternoster Row.) Foolish
Dick was certainly well named from the ordinary point of view, for in many
matters he was scarcely half-witted. “One of his masters conceived that he
might be capable of orderly thought in manual labor, so far, at least, as to
distribute manure over the surface of the field. He was put to work in the
morning, and fairly instructed how to wheel out the manure from the heap
in the corner of the field, and drop the several barrowfuls in smaller heaps
at certain distances, so that when the whole was thus laid out, the manure
might be scattered from the smaller heaps over the entire space. Dick was
left to his work. But, in the evening, the manure was found still in a large
heap in the corner, as it had been in the morning.


“‘Why, Dick,’ said the master, ‘you have done nothing all the day.’ ‘Iss I
have, master,’ was the prompt reply, with a look of mingled humor and
self-content; ‘iss I have; I ded aall you towld me, and feneshed by denner
time; but I thoft it; wud’n do to taake a whoal day’s waages for a haaf-
day’s work, so, arter denner, I wheeled ut aal back agen!’


“He had been put to weeding-work in the garden, too, and particularly
shown how to distinguish the young leeks, or onions, or radishes, from the
weeds. The result was the dismay of the employer, when Dick, with a kind
of triumphant light in his squinting eye, pointed to the entirely tenantless
beds, emptied alike of weeds and crops, and said, ‘Theere now, I’ve done
un butaful, and weeded un clain!’”


The portrait of Dick, which is placed as a frontispiece to Mr. Christophers’
book, leads the observer to put him down among those poor naturals, or
half-daft persons, of whom a specimen may generally be found in every
village; his dress and form being grotesque to the last degree. Dick’s
account of his education is quaint enough. “My paarents sent me to a
raiding school, keept by a poor owld man caaled Stephen Martin. My
schoolin’ cost three a’penee a-week. I was keept theere for seven months,
and so my edication was wurth no less than three shillin’ and sex-pence —
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theere’s for ee! When my edication was feneshed, as they do say, I was
took hum, seven months’ larnin bein’ aal that my poor parents cud affoord
for me. But I shall have to bless God to aal eternaty for that edication. At
that deear ould man’s school I larnt to raid a book they caaled a Psalter;
an’, havin’ larnt so fur, when I got hum I gore myself to raidin, and keept
on keepin’ on tell I end raid a chaapter in the Testament or Bible. Aw, my
deear! what a blessin’ thes heere larning a’ ben to the poor idyat!”


Despite his natural deficiencies and want of education, Richard Hampton
showed great shrewdness and originality, especially in any matter which
concerned religion. His Bible and hymn book were all his library, but these
he studied so well, and worked them so thoroughly into his nature, that
they were a part of his being, and for him to answer a scoffer with an
appropriate and scriptural text was as natural as for a bird to sing. “He was
one day waiting in the office of an influential firm, having been sent on a
business errand by his friend and employer.


“‘Richard,’ said one of the gentlemen, ‘they say you know a good deal
about the Bible; go home and look, and you will find in the fourth chapter
of Habakkuk a passage that will do for a text for you: the words are:
‘“Rise, Jupiter, and snuff the moon!”


“‘No, maaster, I don’t believe that they words are in the Bible,’ he replied,
‘and theere es no moare than three chapters in Habakkuk, nuther: but I
d’knaw that in the eighteenth verse of the twenty-second chapter of
Revelation you will find thaise words: ‘If any man shall add unto these
things, God shall add unto him the plagues that are written in this book!’”


His mode of quieting a person who wished to pry into his master’s business
was as clever as it was efectual. We have it in his own words: “When I cum
into the count-house the aagent was setting to breakfast, an’ he begun to
ax me ‘bout a mine that I knawed was poor at that time, and gove but
melancholy prospic. I knawed what he wanted to find out, so says I to he,
‘Do’ee knaw what the apostle says? ‘No,’ says he; ‘what es ut?’ ‘Why,’
says I, ‘whatsoever is set before you, eat, asking no questions for
conscience sake.’ That was ‘nough for he; he went on faaster than ever
swallowing hes brekfast, and ded’n stop to ax me any moore questins ‘pon
that head.”


Being early converted among the Methodists, Dick was always most
devout and enthusiastic, regular at the class meeting, and zealous for all the







358


ordinances of his church. His remarkable gifts in prayer were not allowed
to rust, but few thought that he had any degree of adaptation for the pulpit.
His call to the ministry is one of the oddest things we ever remember to
have read, and we enjoyed a hearty laugh at the Cornish orator pelted into
fame, and finding a tongue amid the jests of his persecutors. His own
words are more telling than ours can possibly be.


“Now, the way I was fust drawve out is like these heere. My cap’n sent me
weth a letter to Redruth poast-offis; the letter had a bill in un with a
hunderd poun’s. Cap’n towld me to be sure I gove un in aall saafe, an’ then
to car’ a noate to Maaster Joseph Andrew. I ded so, but while I was
stannin’ at hes door tell I had hes aanswer, a young wumman, as she was
washin’ the wenders (windows), glazed at me, an’ says she, ‘That theere
young man can look ninety-nine ways at waance. Says I to she, ‘What man
having an hundred sheep, if he lose one of them, doth not leave the ninety
and nine in the wilderness and go alter that which is lost, until he find it?
and when he hath found it, he layeth it on him shoulders rejoicing. And
when he cometh home, he calleth together his friends and neighbors, saying
unto them, rejoice with me, for I have found my sheep which was lost. I
say unto you that likewise joy shall be in heaven over one sinner that
repenteth, more than over ninety and nine just persons that need no
repentance.’


“Some boavs stannin’ near, got in ‘round me, an’ at laast a mob gethered,
and they foached (pushed) me down the strait. In the por (bustle) I lost my
hat, tell gittin cloase to a mait-stannin’ (shambles), to save myself from
being stanked (trampled) under fut, I got up and set down ‘pon the
stannin’; and then, aw, I feelt my sawl all a-fire weth love for everybody
theere, and sprengin’ to my feet, I begun to ex’ort, and then to pray. Soon
as I spoke, they wore aall quiet; norra wann had a word to say, and they
looked, seeryus, an’ at laast teears begun to run: aw, what a plaace et was
— ‘twas ‘the house of God’ sure ‘nough. My sawl was so happy!
everybody wad cam forth simmin to shaw how kind they end be. They got
my hat for me agen, and some of ‘em wud gev me money ef I wud taake
ut, but no, ‘twasn’ silver or gowld that I looked for. 1 was happy, and hill
of love, and in thut staate I went back hum.”


From that day forward Mr. Hampton was continually engaged in lifting up
the Savior among sinners, and many were the souls led to the cross by his
entreaties and exhortations. He was frequently advertised as “the Cornish
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fool,” and this securd him congregations, but, there was a weight and
power about his utterances which soon proved to the audience that he was
no fool in the things of God. At first his exhortations were confined to
small meetings and out-door gatherings, but by degrees the large
Methodist chapels were open to him in many circuits of Cornwall and
Devon, and even these were not always able to hold the crowds which
gathered to hear him. He spoke the people’s own tongue, and spake of the
Gospel in terms level with their own understandings, and he won many
hearts. Zealous ministers in the various districts were glad to use him in
stiirring up their people, and if here and there the more dignified repelled
him, Dick was always a match for them. Being on one occasion sharply
told that he ought not to venture before chapel congregations, Dick’s
response was ready, and proved to be more complete than his reprover
desired. “I hope no ‘“ffence, I’m sure. I ded’n know. I wud do all things ef
I cud, decently and in order. You’re a great man, you are, maaster, I knaw,
an’ a wise man, I ‘spose. Now, master, don’t ‘ee fall out weth a fool, for it
pleased God by the foolishness of preaching to save them that believe.”
You are a larned man, too, I reck’n,’ he added, with one of those curious
glances of his twisted eye which seemed to screw their way into one; ‘Can
‘ee taalk Greek, maaster, can ‘ee? Will ‘ee plaise to say ewer a bit of ut to
me?’ Dick’s squint, and the comical turn of his lip, made the question
unmistakable. The official felt that he was unexpectedly brought to a
standard of learning which he would rather not be measured by, and so,
wisely taking Dick’s advice, he let the ‘foo1’ have his way.”


Very comical were Dick’s adventures in Devonshire, where he itinerated
for several weeks, and was introduced to society of a higher grade than any
he had mingled with before. A conversation with Dick about his first visit
to Devonshire is given by our author, with details, which will thoroughly
amuse the reader, and indeed, the whole of the little volume combines
instruction with interest in a very high degree, so that we can heartily
commend it to those who wish to while away an hour at the sea-side, or
anywhere else.


Foolish Dick is an extreme case; but we have felt none the less free in using
it, since our intelligent readers will readily supply the grain of salt which
the example may require. Very far are we from agreeing with the famous
Cobbler How in all that he advances in his “Sufficiency of the Spirit’s
teaching without Human Learning,” for he sets himself to show that human
learning is no help to the spiritual understanding of the Word of God, and
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yet it is clear as the sun at noon-day that the most spiritual man living could
not have read the original Scriptures if he had no acquaintance with
Hebrew and Greek, and there would have been no translation to help him if
the translators had not possessed human learning. We are not, however,
fearful that any of our readers will run into the extreme thus indicated. We
should be very sorry to see every fool set up for a preacher; perhaps the
market in that direction may be regarded as sufficiently stocked; but if
there be men of rough natural ability who are muzzled by our present
craving for superior elocution, we would say, “In the name of God, loose
them and let them go.” We desire to see them go forth, not to become
antagonists of the regular ministry, not to foam out their own shame by
boasting of their ignorance, not to become leaders of factions, but in a
Christian spirit to be fellow-helpers with the pastors of the churches, and
useful auxiliaries of all other organized labors. We have heard of one-
minister who gloried in what he elegantly called “choking off” earnest
young men who aspired to preach, and perhaps there may be more of his
breed; we would, however, rather believe that our brethren will welcome
all who, with true hearts, desire to testify to the truth as it is in Jesus, will
cheerfully appoint them such service as they are capable of, and assist them
in qualifying themselves for greater usefulness. This will be easy work for
the pastors if the brethren are all of the same spirit as Richard Hampton.
One of the last records of his experience runs thus: — “My expearyance at
thes time es, that I have laately found a grawin’ in graace, an’ have injoyed
braave, cumfert ov laate. I have no end in view in going round as I do,
from plaace to plaace but the gloary of God, an’ the good of sawls. In
times past, I cud’n help shaakin’ an’ trem’lin’ when I used to see anybody
cam that I thoft was come to shaw a bad sperrit, or to loff an’ grizzle, but
the Lord have took away the feear of man from me — I doan’t knaw
notbin’ ‘bout et now, I’ve ben a straanger to et ever sence; thank the Lord!
I do love every Methody ‘pon the faace ov the eaarth weth a partikler love,
but saame time I do railly long an’ desire that aall mankind shud be saaved.
I shud like to be consedered a member ov society in Porthowan class so
long as I do live. I doan’t waant to laabour in no circuit no further foath
than is plaisin’ to the praichers in that circuit: an I do wish all’ays to be in
subjecshun to they that are ewer the flock, as ‘they must account.’ God es
my wetness, I never look to praich in laarge chaapels nuther: owld baarns,
staables, or any plaace like that; an’ I b’lieve the Lord will shaw, in the day
of account, how hes poor sarvent have tried to maake the best of the-
taalent that he gove me.”







361


Foolish Dick went across the Jordan not very long ago, leaving behind him
many who remember his name and work with devout thankfulness. He was
never married, but he rejoiced greatly in his spiritual sons and daughters,
who were on earth his comfort, and will be in heaven his crown. It was
grand to hear him singing, as we trust many of us may be able also to sing,


“O the fathomless love that has deign’d to approve,
And prosper the work of my hands!


With my pastoral crook I went over the brook,
And behold I am spread into bands!


“Who, I ask in amaze, hath begotten me these?
And inquire from what quarter they came?


My full heart replies, they are born from the skies,
And gives glory to God and the Lamb.”


WHAT WAS BECOME OF PETER?


A SERMON BY C. H. SPURGEON.


Now as soon as it was day, there was no small stir among the
soldiers, what was become of Peter. — Acts 12:18.


WE can very well understand that there would be great excitement. It was
the most improbable thing in the world that Peter should escape from
custody. In the innermost dungeon, securely chained, watched by a four-
fold guard, with no powerful friends outside to attempt a rescue — it was
marvelous that in the morning the bird was flown: the prison doors were
closed and the guards in their places, but Peter — where was he? We
marvel not that “there was no small stir among the soldiers, what was
become of Peter”?


We will use this striking narrative as an illustration — what if we make it
into an allegory? The sinner fast bound in his sin is, by the mercy of God,
set free, brought out from his spiritual prison into the streets of the New
Jerusalem, and then there is no small stir among his old companions, what
has become of him. Many questions are asked, and many strange answers
are given. They cannot understand it. The vain world esteems it strange:
much it admires, but hates the change. The carnal mind cannot understand
conversion. There is “no small stir, what has become of Peter.”
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We shall, first of all, dwell a little upon the escape of Peter, as illustrating
the salvation of certain sinners; then upon the consequent stir about it, and
then upon the quiet conduct of the man who is the object of all this stir, —
“What has become of Peter”


I. First, then, THE IMPROBABLE EVENT. Peter was in prison. It was a most
unlikely thing that he should come forth from Herod’s gaol, but it is a far
more unlikely thing that sinners should be set free from the dungeons of
sin. For the iron gate which opened into the city to turn upon its hinges of
its own accord was wonderful; but for a sinful heart to loathe its sin is
stranger far. Who can escape from the grasp of sin? No person is more
straitly shut up than is the sinner in the prison-house of original depravity;
it is not around us merely, but in us, compassing our path, whether we lie
down or rise up. Stronger than granite walls and bars of iron are the forces
of evil. Evil has penetrated our souls, it has become part of ourselves.
Whither shall we fly from its presence? or how shall we escape from its
power? Vain are the wings of the morning; they cannot enable us to fly
from our own selves.


O, marvelous thing, that the Ethiopian should escape from his blackness,
and the leopard from his spots! There are some men in whom evil is more
than ordinarily conspicuous. They have done violence to conscience; they
have quenched, as far as possible, the inner light; they have defied the
customs of society; they have resolved to sin at random, and they do so.
What a miracle it is that such as these should be emancipated from the
slavery they choose so eagerly; that these, who are set fast in the stocks of
vice, in the innermost dungeon of transgression, should ever be set at
liberty! And yet how often this has happened! The foundations of the
prison have been shaken, and every one’s bands have been loosed. The
saints of God can, all of them, bless him for liberty from sin; “the snare is
broken and they are escaped”! Ay, and many of them can praise him for
deliverance from very great sins, black sins, iron sins, sins which had
entered into their souls and held their spirits captive. No man can set
another man free from iniquity, nor can any man burst down his own
prison-doors: no Samson is strong enough for that; but there is One,
“mighty to save,” who has come to proclaim liberty to the captives of sin,
and the opening of the prison to them that are bound by iniquity, and he
has so proclaimed it that many of us are now free through his grace. O that
many others now shut up in the spiritual Bastille may be set free!
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But, besides being in prison, Peter was in the dark. All the lamps had been
quenched for the night in his miserable place of confinement. Such is the
estate, spiritually, of every unconverted sinner, he is in the dark; he does
not know Christ, nor apprehend his own condition, nor comprehend eternal
realities. What a state of darkness is he in who has never heard the gospel!
But alas! there are some who have heard it, often heard it, and yet their
eyes are holden so that they cannot see the light, and they are as badly in
the dark as those upon whom the lamp has never shone. Does it not seem
impossible to convert such darkened ones? You have held up, as it were,
the very sun in the heavens before their eye-balls, while you have preached
salvation by Christ, and yet so blind are they that they have seen nothing!
Can these blind eyes see? Can these prisoners of midnight escape from the
prison through its long corridors and winding passages? The thousands in
this city who never attend the house of prayer, — is it possible ever to get
at them? Can the grace of God ever come to them? Yes, we bless God
that, as the angel came into Peter’s prison and brought a light with him, so
the Spirit cart come into the prison of man’s sin and bring heavenly
illumination with him, and then he will see, in a moment, the truth as it is in
Jesus, which he never knew before. Glory be to God, he can lead the
blinded mind into daylight, and give it eyes to see and a heart to love the
truth divine. We can testify of this, for so hath God wrought upon us, and
why should he not thus work upon others; but it is a great marvel, and,
when it is performed, there is “no small stir.”


Peter’s case, in the third place, had another mark of hopelessness about it.
He was in prison; he was in the dark; and he was asleep. How can you lead
a man out of prison who is sound asleep? If you cannot enter and arouse
him, what can you do for him? Suppose the doors were opened and the
chains were snapped, yet if he remained asleep how could he escape? We
find that the angel smote Peter on the side. I dare say it was a hard blow,
but it was a kind one. Oh, how I wish the Spirit of God would smite some
sleeping sinner on the side at this moment! I would not mind how sharp or
cutting the blow might be for the time being, if it made him start up, and
say, “How can I escape from this dreadful cell of sin?” My brethren, how
difficult it; is to arouse some minds from their indifference. The most
indifferent people in this world are those who have prospered in business
for a long time without a break; they are accumulating money as fast as
they can count it, and they have not time to think about eternal things.
Another very hardened class consists of those who have enjoyed good
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health for a long time, and have scarcely known an ache or a pain. They do
not think about eternity. It is a great blessing to enjoy health, but it is also a
great blessing to suffer sickness, for it is often the means of awakening the
slumbering heart. Many dream that because things go smoothly with them
they are all right; and yet they are peculiarly in danger. O Spirit of the
living God, smite them on the side! I have known this smiting come to
some by a sermon, to others by the personal remark of a friend, to others
by the death of a companion, or by the loss of a dear child, or by great
trouble and want. Well, if your souls are saved, you will not in after days
be sorry for the awakening: trouble which helped to bring you to the
Savior. Yes, the most indifferent have been awakened; and why should it
not be so again? The church prayed for Peter, and those prayers brought
the angel to awaken him; let us pray far indifferent sons and careless
daughters; let us pray for the godless, Christless population around us, and
God’s Spirit will yet arouse them. and make them cry with a bitter cry,
“Lord save us, or we perish!”


There was further difficulty about Peter’s case. He was in the prison, in the
dark, asleep, and he was also chained. Each hand was fastened to a
soldier’s hand. How could he possibly escape? And herein is the difficulty
with some sinners, they cannot leave their old companions. Suppose the
gay young man should propose to think about religion? Why, this very
night he would be ridiculed for it. Suppose he endeavored to walk in the
ways of holiness, is there not chained to his left hand an unholy
companion? It may be some unchaste connection has been made; how shall
he break away? Let a man be joined to an ungodly woman, or let a woman
have once given up herself to an unholy alliance, and how hard it is to set
them free! Yet, Peter did come out of prison, though he was chained to his
guards; and Christ can save a sinner though he is bound hand and foot by
his intimate association with other sinners as bad as himself. It seems
impossible that he should be set at liberty; but nothing is impossible with
God. There may be some here who have had to snap many an old
connection, and get rid of many an evil association; but by divine grace it
has been done. We give God the glory of it, and do not wonder at the
“stir” which it has made.


In addition to all this, Peter was not only chained, but he was guarded by
soldiers placed outside the prison. And, oh, how some sinners God means
to bless are similarly guarded! The devil seems to have an inkling that God
will save them one day, and therefore he watches them. Fearful lest by any
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means they should escape out of his hands, he guards them day and night.
When men receive a tender conscience, or have their minds a little aroused,
Satan will not trust them to enter the house of prayer; or if they do come,
he comes with them, and distracts their attention by vain thoughts or fierce
temptations; or if they are able to hear the sermon attentively, he will meet
them outside and try to steal away the good seed from their hearts. He will
assail the man with temptation here and temptation there; he will assault
him through some chosen instrument, and then again by another messenger
of a like character, if by any means he may keep him from being saved. But
when the Lord means to save, he makes short work of the guards, the
prison, the darkness, the chains, the devil and all his allies. If the Lord
means to save you, man, whoever you are, he will overcome your old
master and his guards; the Lord’s eternal will shall assuredly overcome
your will and the will of Satan, and the lusts of the flesh, and your own
resolves, and, although you may have made a league with death and a
covenant with hell, yet if the eternal Jehovah wills it, he can break your
covenant and set you free, and lead you a captive at the wheels of his
chariot of mercy; for with God nothing is impossible.


Once more, Peter was, in addition to all this, on the eve of death. It was his
last night, the night before his execution. It is a very sweet thing to think of
Peter sleeping. It reminds one of the saint whom we read of in Foxe’s
Book of Martyrs. When the gaoler’s wife came in the morning to call him
up, he was so sweetly asleep that she had to shake him to arouse him. It
was a strange thing to disturb a man and say, “It is time to get up and be
burnt!” But he slept as sweetly as though he should be married that
morning instead of meeting a cruel death. God can give his people the
greatest peace in the most disturbing times. So Peter slept. But that is not
the point I wish to dwell upon. The next morning he was to die; but God
would not have him die. Perhaps some one who hears or reads these words
is despairing, — so despairing that he is ready to lay violent hands upon
himself; or perhaps there is one so sick that if the Lord does not appear
very soon it will be too late. Blessed be God, he never leaves his elect to
perish in sin. He never is before his time, but he never is behind it. He
cometh in at the last moment, and when it seems as though eternal
destruction would swallow up his chosen one, he stretches out his hand
and achieves his purpose. May this remark be a message from God to
someone. Though you have gone far in sin and are near your end, yet the
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Lord, who can do anything and everything, may come to you and save you
even now, at the eleventh hour, and then there will be a “stir” indeed.


We have thus remarked upon a whole series of improbabilities, but I have
noticed that it is often the most unlikely people who are saved. There are
many of whom I thought, “Surely the Lord’s anointed is before me,” and I
have been disappointed in them; and there are many others who came to
hear out of curiosity, and were the least likely to be impressed, who
nevertheless have been met with by sovereign grace. Does not this
encourage you to say, “Why should not the Lord meet with me?” Ah, dear
soul, why not? And, what is more, he will regard thee if thou listenest to
this word of his, “Whosoever believeth on the Lord Jesus Christ hath
everlasting life.” To believe in Jesus Christ is simply to trust. Trust him; for
if thou dost trust thy guilty soul entirely on Jesus, he has met with thee,
thou art saved, now. Go and sin no more; thy sins which are many are
forgiven thee! That is salvation in a nut-shell. Whosoever reposes his trust
in Jesus is saved. God grant such faith to you!


2. Secondly, in consequence of this great event, THERE WAS NO SMALL


STIR, what was become of Peter. ‘When the Lord saves an unlikely
individual, there is sure to be a stir about it.


The text says, “There was no small stir among the soldiers.” So, generally,
the stir about a sinner begins among his old companions. “What has
become of Peter? I thought he would have met us to-night at our drinking
bout. What has become of Peter? We were going to the theater together.
What has become of Peter? We intended to have a jolly time of it at the
horse races. ‘What has become of Peter? We had agreed to go to the
dancing saloon together!” Those who were his old companions say, “We
did not believe he would ever have been made religious. He’ll never make a
saint! We’ll fetch him back. He has got among those canting Methodists,
but we’ll make it too hot for him. We will jest at him and jeer at him till he
can’t stand it, and if that does not do, we will threaten him, cast doubts on
his creed, and set fresh temptations before him.” Ah! but if God has set him
free from sin, he is free indeed, and you will never lead him back to prison
again. When you meet him, you will find him a new man, and you will be
glad to get away from him again; for he will prove too strong for you.
Often when a man’s conversion is thorough, not only is he rejoiced to get
away from his old companions, but his old companions are wonderfully
glad to keep clear of him. They do not like the manner of him. He is so
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strange a man to what he was before. They say, “What has become of
Peter? His ways are not ours. What has happened to him?” If a dog were
suddenly turned into an angel, the other dogs would be puzzled, the whole
kennel would take to howling at him.


But after the soldiers came Herod. Herod wondered, “What has become of
Peter? Did not I put sixteen men to guard him? Did I not provide heavy
chains for his feet? Did I not chain him wrist to wrist to a soldier? Did I not
put him in the innermost ward of the prison? What has become of Peter?”
Herod grew very wroth. He was delighted to have killed James, and he
meant to have killed Peter, and therefore he cried, in great chagrin, “What
has become of Peter?” What a sight it would be to see the Devil when he
has lost some chosen sinner, — when he hears the man who once could
swear beginning to pray! — when he beholds the heart that once was hard
and adamant beginning to melt! I think I hear him say to himself, “What
has become of Peter? Another of my servants has deserted me! Another of
my choice followers has yielded to my foe! What, has Christ taken another
lamb from between the jaws of the lion? Will he leave me none? Shall I
have no soldiers? Shall none of my black-guard be left to me? Am I to be
entirely deserted? What has become of Peter?” Oh, it is a glorious thing to
cause a howling through the infernal regions, and to set devils biting their
tongues because poor sinners have snapped their chains. Pray that as the
prayers of the church set Peter free and made Herod angry, so the prayers
of the church may set sinners free and put the Devil to shame.


But we must not forget the Jews. They had expected to see Peter die, and
when they :ound that they would have to eat the Passover with the bitter
herb of Peter’s escape from prison, they began to say to one another,
“What has become of Peter?” They could not understand his escape. Many
in these days are like the Jews. They are outsiders; they do not associate
with sinners in their grosser vices, but they look on. Whenever they hear of
a man converted, if he be indeed really changed, they say, “What has come
to him? We don’t understand him!” They put him down as a fanatical fool.
Their maxim is that if you like to go to a place of worship, all well and
good, and if you like to have a religion, all well and good, but don’t make a
fuss about it; don’t get carried off your legs by it; keep it to yourself, and
be quiet over it. They think that to be lukewarm is the finest condition of
mind; whereas the Savior has said, “Because thou art neither cold nor hot,
I will spue thee out of my mouth.” When a man becomes genuinely
converted, especially if he has been a notorious sinner, these irreligious
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religious people cry out, “What has become of Peter?” The Lord grant
there may be much of this outcry!


And surely, also, there was no small stir amongst God’s own people. There
was a great stir in that prayer-meeting when Rhoda went back and said,
“There’s Peter at the gate! “Never, never!” “But I know his voice, He has
been here many times; I can’t be mistaken.” “Ah,” said one, “it, may be his
ghost: it can’t be Peter himself. It is impossible. So, sometimes, when a
sinner who has been very notorious has been converted, after he has been
the subject of many prayers, God’s people will say, “What, that man
converted! It cannot be.” When Paul, who had persecuted the church, was
brought to be a Christian, it was very hard to make the disciples believe it.
They had heard by many of this man, and how he had put the saints to
death; surely he could not have become a disciple! There was no small stir
what was become of Paul in those days. Christians could hardly think his
conversion true. I pray the Lord in these times to convert some very
terrible opposer of his gospel, some notorious enemy of the truth. I pray
that some of those great philosophers of this learned age, who are always
startling us with new absurdities, may be made to feel the power of the
sovereign grace of God. I do not know why they should not. Let us pray
for it, and it will come to pass. Let us ask the Lord to save even those who
brandish their silly learning in the face of the eternal wisdom, and they may
yet be brought down to sit humbly at the Savior’s feet, and then there will
be no small stir in the church, “What has become of Professor this and
that?” O Master, for thine own glory’s sake grant that it may be done.


III. The last point is this: THE QUIET CONDUCT OF THE MAN about whom
there was all this stir. What had become of Peter? He was out of prison,
Where was he? I will tell you. In the first place he had gone to a prayer-
meeting. It is a very good sign that a man has been really awakened when
he goes uninvited to a prayer-meeting. I love to see a stranger come
stealing in, and sit in a corner, where God’s people are met for
supplication. Any hypocrite will come to worship on a Sunday, but it is not
every hypocrite who will come to the meeting for prayer. Anybody will
come to listen to a sermon, but it is not everybody that will draw near to
God. Surely when the prayer-meeting comes to be loved, it is a good and
hopeful evidence. What is become of Peter? He is not at the gin-palace.
What has become of Peter? He is not at the races. What has become of
Peter? He is not with his old associates at the skittle ground. No, but he is
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drawing near to God, where a humble band are crying to the Most High for
a blessing.,


The next thing was, he joined the Christians. I do not say that Peter had
not done so before; but on this occasion he went to where the Christians
were, and sat down with them. So that sinner whom God sets free from sin
straightway flies to his own company. “Birds of a feather flock together,”
and those who bear the true feather of the white dove, and have been
washed in Christ’s blood, “fly as a cloud, and like doves to their windows.”
You do not love Christ if you do not love his people. If you love the Lord
who has saved you, you will love the people whom the Lord has saved,
and you will, like Peter, find out your brethren, and join with them. See
then, you who have been making a stir about what has become of Peter:
we have told you where he is. He has joined the church of God, he is going
to be baptized, and he is following Christ through evil report and good
report. What say you to that?


I will tell you yet further what has become of Peter. He has begun to tell
his experience at a church-meeting. Peter did that very soon. He beckoned
with his hand, and told them how the Lord had brought him out of the
prison. What a delight it is to see a man, who was just now black in the
mouth with blasphemy, stand up and bless the Lord for what his grace has
done for him. “I should think it strange,” says one, “if that ever happened
to me.” My dear hearer, I should not think it strange, but should bless God
for it. God grant it may happen, and that I may hear of it. No experience in
the world is so sweet as that of a sinner who has been in captivity to evil,
and has been brought out with a high hand and an outstretched arm. An
uncommon sinner who has been remarkably converted tells a more than
ordinarily encouraging story in our church-meetings, and we delight in
such glad tidings. That is what has become of Peter.


And then, lastly, it was not long before Peter was preaching the Gospel of
Jesus Christ. And oh! you who have been wondering what has become of
some ungodly companions of yours, I should not be surprised if you hear
them telling others what God has done for their souls. I should like to have
heard John Newton’s first sermon after he had been a slave-dealer, with his
life full of all manner of villainy, and God had met with him in mercy. Oh, it
must have been a sweet sermon, wet with tears. I will be bound to say
there were no sleepy hearers. He would talk in a way that would melt
others’ hearts, because his own was melted. I should like to have heard
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John Bunyan, though under a hedge, preaching the Gospel of Jesus, while
he told what God had done for a drunken tinker, and how he had washed
him in the precious blood of Jesus and saved him. Those who know what
sin is, and what the Savior has saved them from, can speak with
demonstration of the Spirit, and with power. Peter could say, “I was in
prison but I gained my liberty. It was the gift and work of God.” He could
bear good testimony to what God had done.


 I hold up the blood-red standard at this time: I am a recruiting sergeant,
and want in God’s name to enlist fresh soldiers beneath the standard of the
cross. “Whom will you enlist?” says one. “What must their characters be?”
They must be guilty. I wilt have nothing to do with the righteous. The
Savior did not come to save those who are not sinful; he came to save
sinners. I looked out of my window last winter, when it had been raining
for several months almost incessantly, and I saw a man with a garden-hose
watering plants, and I looked at him again and again, and to this moment I
cannot understand what he was at: it did seem to me an extraordinary thing
that a man should be watering a garden when the garden had been watered
by the rain for a hundred days or so with scarcely apause. Now, I am not
going to water you who are already dripping with your own self-
righteousness. Nay, nay, what need have you of grace? Christ did not come
to save you good people. You must get to heaven how you can, on your
own account. He has come to wash the filthy and heal the sick. And oh, ye
filthy ones, before you I hold up the Gospel banner and say again, “Who
will enlist beneath it?” The great Captain of salvation will take your guilt
away, and cast your sins into the depths of the sea, and make you new
creatures through his power.


“Well,” says one, “if I am enlisted and become a new creature, what shall I
do?” I will not say what you shall do, but, if the Lord saves you, you will
love him so much that nothing will be too hard, or heavy, or difficult for
you. You will not need driving, if you once receive his great salvation; you
will be for doing more than you can, and you will pray for more grace and
strength to attempt yet greater things for his name’s sake. A man who has
had much forgiven, what will he not attempt for the service and glory of
him who has forgiven him! May I be fortunate enough to enlist beneath the
Savior’s banner some black offender. That is the man — that is the man for
Christ’s money. That is the man who will sound out his name more sweetly
than anybody else. That is the man who will be afraid of no one. That is the
man who will know the power of the Gospel of Christ to a demonstration.
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Oh that the Lord would bring such among us, for we want them in these
days — men who will come right out, without doubt, fear, or quibbling,
facing all criticisms, defying all opinions, and saying, “Sinners, Christ can
save you, for he saved me. I was a drunkard and a thief, but God has
forgiven, and cleansed, and washed me, and I know the power of his
salvation.” Pray, members of the Church, that both among men and women
there may be many such conversions, and that throughout this City of
London there may be no small stir “What is become of Peter,” and may
that stir be to the praise and glory of God. — Amen.







372


THE SWORD THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER, 1873.


SUNDEW, A STRANGE PLANT


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IN a swampy part of the New Forest, in Hampshire, we met with a plant
which was quite new to us. To our unlearned eyes it looked like a lichen or
a small red cactus, and yet, it almost as much resembled a zoophyte; we did
not know what to make of it, it was so old-world and weird-like. An
abundance of red glandular hairs covered each leaf, and upon its surface
glistened sparkling dew drops. To gather specimens and send them home
by post in a box was a process suggested and carried out by a friend; our
samples, however, did not endure the transit, and so we have not since
seen our floral novelty Upon making enquiry, the plant turns out to be the
SUNDEW, or as the learned call it Drosera, from the Greek word drosys,
dew. The olden writers call it Ros-solis, which is but the Latin of its
English name. From Anna Pratt’s most interesting work entitled, “The
flowering Plants, Grasses, Sedges, and Ferns of Great Britain,” we have
gathered several facts which may not unfitly be woven into parables, and
made to illustrate truth.


Sundew is the tempting name of this plant, and what would seem more
safe, attractive, and proper for an insect to light upon? Surely it might
wisely sip the crystal drop and fly away refreshed: but “things are not what
they seem,” and there are lovely names which cover deadly evils. The
gauzy-winged insect alights, drinks of the shining drops, and becomes
henceforth a captive.


“For when there’s moisture in the brake,
The clammy sundew’s glistening glands


‘Mid carmine foliage boldly make
Slaves of invading insect bands.”
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That dew was never born of the sun, neither is it exhaled by it; it is so
viscid that when touched with the finger it will draw out in threads of more
than an inch in length, and it is hardly possible that a small insect once
caught by its glue can ever escape; in fact, the more it struggles the more it
is covered with the clammy moisture, and the more surely is it held. It is
too late now, thou pretty victim, thou hast been beguiled to an untimely
fate, and escape is impossible. Like Jonathan, thou mayest complain,” I did
but taste a little honey and I must die”: only that which seemed a tempting
sweetness to thee was not so, but acrid to the last degree, so that thou hast
a double disappointment to bewail. Struggle thou mayest, but thy case is
hopeless. A watchful naturalist has seen the hairs upon the leaves close in
upon the insect victim, and the edges of the leaf itself curl inwards,
remaining in that condition long after the captive had died. The Sundew is
an ogre towards flies, a cunning fowler among little winged wanderers, a
vegetable spider, a deceiver and a devourer. Flies much like our common
house flies, have been seen to be captured by one of the leaves; and held
fast until the relaxing hairs of the plant have laid bare the blackened
remains of their prey. One might naturally expect this from a plant bearing
the name of Snapdragon, Catch-fly, or Swallow-wort, but who would have
conjectured that Sundew would be the name of a deadly trap? Yet all
around us are such deluding names and flattering deceits. Do not men call
unhallowed lust by the sacred name of love? Is not drunkenness spoken of
as good cheer? Are not profligate habits labelled generosity? and is not
slavery to the basest passions denominated free living? There is much in a
name after all, as Satan knows full well, and well pleased is he to get a
name bright and fresh as that of Sundew, wherewithal to disguise the true
character of his temptations. Fascinating are the counterfeit dews of
youthful lusts; does it not seem a Puritanic harshness to deny them to the
young? May they not taste and away? Nay, the dew is not dew, but
clammy bird-lime for the soul, it will hold the youth and hold the man, and
he will be utterly unable to escape, though he may become aware of his
captivity and alarmed at the destruction which will follow upon it. The
pleasures of sin cannot be enjoyed for a season and relinquished just when
we will. We may say of them, as Virgil does of hell,


“Avernus’ gates are open night and day,
Smooth the descent, and easy is the way;


But to return to heaven’s pure light again,
This is a work of labor and of pain.
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True, the grace of God may interpose to rescue the prisoner from the
fetters which he has forged for himself, but no man has a right to reckon
upon such a deliverance, much less to tempt the Lord by plunging into
enslaving habits on the ground that others have been, through infinite
mercy, emancipated from them. Who in his senses would take poison
because in some cases an antidote has been supplied before death has
closed the scene? Who wishes to be plague-stricken because a few survive
amid the general mortality? O man, be wise, and shun the tempter and his
honey-dew, lest thou be fatally ensnared and fastened down to certain ruin.
Lives have no warning, but men have, therefore let them take it, and flee
far away from the destroyer. Leave off vice before it be meddled with, is an
allowable alteration of the wise man’s proverb. Prevention is better than a
cure, abstinence is better than reformation. Touch not, taste not, handle not
that Sundew which is not from heaven and prepares for hell.


We have not done with the singular tenant of the bog, but will use it for
another purpose. Its flower is very seldom seen expanded. For some reason
unknown to botanists, and apparently in no way dependent on the shining
of the sun, this flower often remains closed during the greater part of its
flowering season. One enquirer asks, “Has any person ever seen the
blossoms of the round-leaved Sundew fully expanded? Wishing to obtain a
specimen of this little plant in full bloom, to sketch from, I have visited in
almost every hour of the day a bog traversed by a small rivulet, whose
margin is thickly dotted with its glowing leaves, looking as if they had,
indeed, impaled drops of the morning dew to cool them through the day. I
have watched it from the time in which its slender scape first rises from
amidst a bunch of circinate leaves to that at which it forms at top into a
nodding raceme, but never have I seen its minute white flower-buds
unclose.” Many other watchful observers declare that, even in the fairest
weather and brightest sunshine, they have looked in vain for opened
flowers. Here and there a watcher has seen a flower unfold itself in the
morning and close at noon to open no more, but the sight seems to be a
great rarity even to the most attentive naturalists. One would not wish to
follow the example of so rare a blooming, yet are there men of kindred
spirit. They must surely have good times, seasons of affection, moments of
generous impulse, when the soul reveals its best, but those around them
have looked in vain for such rare occasions. They are so miserly that
seldom are they moved to pity and relieve the needy, so churlish that
scarcely ever can they utter a kind encouraging word, so cold that never
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are they seen to warm into enthusiasm. Children of the marsh, they are
damp even to the core, sunlight cannot woo them into blossoming, the
genial influences which rule other hearts scarcely affect them for good.
Woe to those who are compelled to live with them, they watch in vain for
sympathy or love. Unhappy is the Abigail who is married to such a Nabal.
Perhaps now and then, to some favored companion, they become for the
moment cordial, but they scarcely forgive themselves for the aberration,
and relapse into the closed-up state again, to unfold their affections no
more. Around them are men and women fall of love, smiling and
flourishing the various seasons through, perfuming their surroundings with
kindly fragrance of good thoughts and deeds, yet do they abide shut up
within themselves. May heaven pity them in boundless mercy, and save
them from themselves. ‘Twere better far to die of love than live without
loving. Disappointment and heartbreak are infinitely to be preferred to
selfishness and isolation: the one is an affliction which may happen to the
nobles, the other is the vice of the base and groveling. Give the heart room
to blossom like the rose, even though the hand of the cruel should pluck at
it; our nature sinks even below its natural depravity when we refuse to
love. Be it ours to open wide our full soul beneath the smile of the Sun of
Righteousness, and so to grow as the lily, and give forth a sweet smell as
Sharon’s ruddy flower; and never, never may we yield to the power of
selfishness, which is as deadly to the heart itself as it is pernicious to those
whom it despises.


Old writers highly praise the essence of the Sundew as a remedy for many
diseases: it was celebrated under the name of aqua rosa solis, or spirit of
Sundew. One old herbalist declares that it is good for the lungs, and for
nervous faintness, and, though it will raise blisters upon the skin, he
considers it to be very useful inwardly, and puts it down as a great cordial.
Ladies used it as a cosmetic, and perhaps do so still, but we are not learned
in such matters; the country people use it to destroy warts and corns, so
that after all it has uses, and perhaps this brief paper may conserve some
little of its virtues, to the benefit of manners and of men. Good lies latent in
things evil, but the hand of wisdom extracts it; be thus wise, dear reader,
and thy profiting shall be known unto all.
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LANGUAGE BY TOUCH


ALL our readers are, or ought to be, well acquainted with the wonderful
case of Laura Bridgman, the blind, deaf, and dumb girl, whom Dickens saw
in America, and so graphically described. She not only learned to sew and
knit, but to read, write, and calculate. Although every avenue of
communication with her seemed to be closed, she was instructed through
the sole medium of touch till she became a highly intelligent girl. The name
of Doctor Howe, her patient instructor, deserves to be had in grateful
remembrance; he was the pioneer in the difficult task of teaching blind,
deaf mutes, and all who have followed him confess their obligations to his
example.


It is not, however, at all generally known that Mr. Patterson, of the
Parochial Schools of the Manchester Union, has achieved the same result
in other cases. A small shilling book, by George Wallis, of the South
Kensington Museum, gives a brief account of the cases of Mary Bradley
and Joseph Hague, who were by Mr. Patterson’s persevering efforts
upraised from a condition of living death into active mental life. The girl
Mary Bradley was abandoned by her mother in a damp cellar, while
suffering from some virulent disease, and so lost both sight and hearing at
three years of age. She was, when first noticed, a motherless and fatherless
child, without ear or eye, a most wretched inmate of the infant department
of a workhouse, where the other children cruelly made sport of her, hitting
and pulling her with their hands, while she screamed and vainly stretched
out her hand to seize them. Happy for her was the day when she was
admitted to the institution for the deaf and dumb. It was, however, far
more easy to take her into the institution than to know what to do with her.
“The obvious course for her instructor seemed to be to watch her habits,
and to endeavor to adapt his own course and the efforts of those around
her to them. With this view she was left for some days to her own
resources, in order that the bent of her inclination might be seen and judged
of. Finding herself in a new position, she was occupied for a time in
becoming acquainted with the locality, and the persons and things by which
she was surrounded. She made no attempt to make known her wants by
signs, as is usual in the case of the deaf and dumb. If she required help her
habit was to shout and scream; and, as her utterances were by no means
agreeable, every one was interested in relieving her wants. Since her loss of
hearing and sight she had been in no position in which signs could have
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been understood, had she made any; but it never seemed to occur to her to
do so. In fact, she was at this time one of the most uncouth and wild-
looking objects it is well possible to conceive. She had recently had her
head shaved in consequence of some disease in the skin of the scalp, and
with a crouching, groping attitude, she had more the appearance of a
scared and timid animal seeking some mode of escape from danger, than of
a human being endowed with a rational soul.”


The first step in teaching was to make her acquainted with the names of
things around her. Mr. Patterson placed before her objects distinctly
differing in shape, such as a pen, a book, a slate. As the visible letters could
not be placed before her, the signs used by the deaf and dumb were used
instead, but as she could not see them, her fingers were touched by Mr.
Patterson in the proper form. This plan was a complete failure for a long
time, for the poor girl failed to connect the pen or the book with the sign
appropriate to it. Every day the work had to be commenced anew; the
appliances were varied, and great kindness and patience exercised, but no
beam of intelligence entered the darkened mind for five weeks. But to the
resolute nothing is hopeless, God rewards determination: all at once, as
with a sudden burst of sunshine, Mary Bradley’s face lit up with full
intelligence; she had found the clue, she had connected the sign with the
thing signified, and she proceeded to sign upon the fingers of her teacher
the names of each of the articles. This was a grand beginning, and was
energetically followed up. “Mr. Patterson then cut out the letters of the
alphabet in cardboard, and gummed them to a sheet of stiff pasteboard, so
that they stood in relief, and could be sharply felt and distinguished from
each other by the fingers. By this means she soon became acquainted with
all their forms, and mentally associated — say pen — with the signs upon
her fingers and the object which these signs represented. Her progress now
became daily more and more evident. She took great delight in her work,
and with the limited time at Mr. Patterson’s disposal, it was difficult to
keep pace with her desire for the knowledge of names. From these she was
taught the quality of things. When new words of this kind were intended to
be taught, the objects were generally placed before her, as an illustration of
comparison: for instance — a large book and a small one, a light object and
a heavy one, thick and thin, rough and smooth, hard and soft, sweet and
sour. Objects possessing opposite qualities were placed within her reach,
and she very readily acquired the words to express them. Thus the work
went on step by step, every day’s lesson being a preparatory one for the







378


next day. Verbs were taught much in the same way, the word being given
with the action: standing, sitting, walking, eating, drinking, laughing,
crying, etc., etc.., generally in the form of the present participle, and in
connection with a noun, as being an easy change from the adjectives — as,
a boy standing, a girl crying, etc..


“At length the great inconvenience presented itself of the want of a lesson-
book adapted to meet the case. In order to supply this want, a case of type
for printing in relief was obtained, and some lessons were printed, which
were readily deciphered by the pupil through the sense of touch. It was,
however, soon discovered that the operation of composing the type was an
exercise which was not only very amusing to her, but also very instructive.
A little box was constructed in which she could arrange the type in
sentences, etc., which were dictated to her by natural signs, the teacher
using her hands in the same way as he would use his own to sign similar
sentences to a seeing deaf child, and this became a never-failing source of
interest. It made her familiar with the various modes of construction, —
the greatest difficulty which the deaf and dumb have to encounter. Every
new word was at once applied to its appropriate meaning.”


When she was ten years old, and had been under instruction two or three
years, she learned to write, and before long exchanged letters across the
Atlantic with her sister in deprivation, Laura Bridgman. With this mental
growth the girl’s temper improved, and her manner became subdued,
though before she had been exceedingly irritable. She lived to the age of
twenty-six, suffering with great patience during the later years of her life.
The great truths of revelation had been made known to her, and she greatly
rejoiced in reading the gospels in the form printed for the use of the blind.
Calling together her chief benefactors, she calmly and formally declared
how she wished her small possessions to be disposed of, then fell asleep,
we trust to wake in the image of Jesus. The little book before us only fails
with regard to spiritual experience, of which we should have liked far
more; however, as it is sold for the benefit of the deaf and dumb, we have
no heart even to hint at a fault. That which is described awakens gratitude
in our heart, and leads us to pray that all other poor creatures in a like case
may come under similar judicious and generous influences.


The boy Joseph Hague was the son of a deaf and dumb mother, was born
deaf, and became blind before he was two years of age. When he was eight
years old he became the fellow pupil of Mary Bradley, who was delighted
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to communicate all she knew to her young companion. Only imagine one
poor blind, deaf, and dumb child teaching another. With the boy much the
same process had to be gone through as in the case of the girl, and the two
together progressed much more rapidly than could have been anticipated
when Mary alone was the pupil. Joseph aspired to do all that other blind
boys could do, and soon progressed from making his own bed to the
manufacture of baskets, in which he became a clever workman, and left the
institution in due time to live with his father and mother.


Both cases are very wonderful, and read like a reproduction of Laura
Bridgman and Oliver Caswall, described in “American Notes.” It has even
suggested itself to us that God allowed two such unhappy little ones to be
upon the stage of life at the same time that they might together feel their
way into intelligence. The practical lesson to us all is to be thankful for our
senses, educate them to perfection, learn all we can by means of them, and
use them for the glory of God. Ye who have eyes, observe the handiwork
of your Maker, consider his marvelous works, and read constantly in his
word. Eyes are not sent to aid us in regarding vanity, or to flash with the
glances of passion, but to weep for sin, and to be lifted in gratitude to the
Redeemer God. Ye who have ears, hear the word of God with attention
and grateful obedience. Such delicate organs are not intended to pollute the
mind with the hearing of lascivious or idle talk, but to edify the soul with
holy instruction. Ye who have tongues, sing unto the Lord, and speak well
of his name. Let those who are fluent consecrate their utterance unto the
Lord, proclaiming to all around them the gospel of Jesus; and let all,
whether old or young, endeavor to sing the praises of God, ay, and to sing
them well too; let the voice be cultivated, so that public worship in the
department of song may be rendered to the Lord in the best and most
harmonious manner. Surely it cannot be right that the devil and the flesh
should have the best music. No, let us give eye and ear and tongue to him
who in his bounty gave to us these precious boons, and in his tenderness
has preserved to us the use of them.


C. H. S.


JOHN PLOUGHMAN ON MOTHERS


MOST men are what their mothers made them. The father is away from
home all day, and has not half the influence over the children that the
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mother has. The cow has most to do with the calf. If a ragged colt grows
into a good horse, we know who it is that combed him. A mother is
therefore a very responsible woman, even though she may be the poorest in
the land, for the bad or the good of her boys and girls very much depends
upon her. Just as she bends the twigs the trees will grow. As is the
gardener such is the garden, as is the wife such is the family. Samuel’s
mother made him a little coat every year, but she had done a deal for him
before that: Samuel would not have been Samuel if Hannah had not been
Hannah. We shall never see a better set of men till the mothers are better.
We must have Sarahs and Rebekahs before we shall see Isaacs and Jacobs.
Grace does not run in the blood, but we generally find that the Timothies
have mothers of a godly sort.


Little children give their mothers the headache, but if she lets them have
their own way, when they grow up to be great children they will give her
the heartache. Foolish fondness spoils many, and letting faults alone spoils
more. Gardens that are never weeded will grow very little worth gathering;
all watering and no hoeing will make a bad crop. A child may have too
much of its mother’s love, and in the long run it may turn out that it had
too little. Soft-hearted mothers rear soft-headed children; they hurt them
for life because they are afraid of hurting them when they are young.
Coddle your children, and they will turn out noodles. A boy who is his
mother’s duck generally grows up to be a great goose. You may sugar a
child till everybody is sick of it. Boys’ jackets need a little dusting every
now and then, and girls’ dresses are all the better for occasional trimming.
Children without chastisement are fields without ploughing, and vines
without pruning. The very best colts want breaking in. Not that we like
severity; cruel mothers are not mothers, and those who are always flogging
and faultfinding ought to be flogged themselves. There is reason in all
things, as the madman said when he cut off his nose.


Good mothers are very dear to their children. There’s no mother in the
world like our own mother. My friend Sanders, from Glasgow, says, “The
mither’s breath is aye sweet.” Every mother is a handsome woman to her
own son. That man is not worth hanging who does not love his mother.
When good women lead their little ones to the Savior, the Lord Jesus
blesses not only the children, but their mothers as well. Happy are they
among women who see their sons and their daughters walking in the truth.
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He, who thinks it easy to bring up a family never had one of his own. A
mother who trains her children aright had need be wiser than Solomon, for
his son turned out a fool. Some children are perverse from their infancy;
none are born perfect but some have a double share of imperfections. Do
what you will with some children, they don’t improve. Wash a dog, comb a
dog, still a dog is but a dog: trouble seems thrown away on such children.
Such cases are meant to drive us to God, for he can turn blackamoors
white, and cleanse out the leopard’s spots. It is clear that whatever faults
our children have, we are their parents, and we cannot find fault with the
stock they came of. Wild geese do not lay tame eggs. That which is born of
a hen will he sure to scratch in the dust. The child of a cat will hunt mice.
Every creature follows its kind. If we are black, we cannot blame our
offspring if they are dark too. Let us do our best with them, and pray the
Mighty Lord to put his hand to the work. Children of prayer will grow up
to be children of praise; mothers who have wept before God for their sons,
will one day sing a new song over them. If boys are not born with a chifney
bit in their mouths, and therefore run wild, the Lord can bring them back,
however far afield they may gallop. Some colts often break the halter, and
yet become quiet in harness. God can make those new whom we cannot
mend, therefore let mothers never despair of their children as long as they
live. Are they away from you across the sea? Remember the Lord is there
as well as here. Prodigals may wander, but they are never out of sight of
the Great Father, even though they may be “a great way off.”


Let mothers labor to make home the happiest place in the world. If they are
always nagging and grumbling they will lose their hold of their children,
and the boys will be tempted to the public-house or the billiard table, or
some other dangerous ground. By the way, those billiard tables at public-
houses are everywhere now-a-days, and are desperate snares to young
fellows who have time on their hands. Home is the best place for boys and
men, and a good mother is the soul of home. The smile of a mother’s face
has enticed many into the right path, and the fear of bringing a tear into her
eye has called off many a man from evil ways. The boy may have a heart of
iron, but his mother can hold him like a magnet. The devil never reckons a
man to be lost so long as he has a good mother alive. O woman, great is
thy power! See to it that it be used for him who thought of his mother even
in the agonies of death.
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REAL CONTACT WITH JESUS: A SACRAMENTAL
MEDITATION


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


And Jesus said, Somebody hath touched me: for I perceive that
virtue is gone out of me — Luke 8:46.


OUR Lord was very frequently in the midst of a crowd. His preaching was
so plain and so forcible that he always attracted a vast company of hearers;
and, moreover, the rumor of the loaves and fishes no doubt had something
to do with increasing his audiences, while the expectation of beholding a
miracle would be sure to add to the numbers of the hangers-on. Our Lord
Jesus Christ often found it difficult to move through the streets, because of
the masses who pressed upon him. This was encouraging to him as a
preacher, and yet, how small a residuum of real good came of all the
excitement which gathered around his personal ministry. He might have
looked upon the great mass and have said, “What is the chaff to the
wheat?” for here it was piled up upon the threshing-floor, heap upon heap;
and yet after his decease his disciples might have been counted by a few
scores, for those who had spiritually received him were but few. Many
were called, but few were chosen. Yet, wherever one was blessed our
Savior took note of it; it touched a chord in his soul. He never could be
unaware when virtue had gone out of him to heal a sick one, or when
power had gone forth with his ministry to save a sinful one. Of all the
crowd that gathered round the Savior upon the day of which our text
speaks, I find nothing said about one of them except this solitary
“somebody” who had touched him. The crowd came and the crowd went,
but little is recorded of it all. Just as the ocean, having advanced to full
tide, leaves but little behind it when it retires again to its channel, so the
vast multitude around the Savior left only this one precious deposit — one
“somebody” who had touched him and had received virtue from him.


Ah, my Master, it may be so again this evening! These Sabbath mornings
and these Sabbath evenings the crowds come pouring in like a mighty
ocean, filling this house, and then they all retire again; only here and there
is a “somebody” left weeping for sin, a “somebody” left rejoicing in Christ,
a “somebody” who can say, “I have touched the hem of his garment, and I
have been made whole.” The whole of my other hearers are not worth the
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“somebodies.” The many of you are not worth the few, for the many are
the pebbles, and the few are the diamonds; the many are the heaps of
husks, and the few are the precious grains. May God find them out at this
hour, and his shall be all the praise.


Jesus said, “Somebody” hath touched me,” from which we observe that, in
the use of means and ordinances we should never be satisfied, unless we
can get into personal contact with Christ; secondly, if we can get into such
personal contact we shall have a blessing; “I perceive that virtue is gone
out of me;” and, thirdly, if we do get a blessing, Christ will know it;
however obscure our case may be, he will know it, and he will have us let
others know it; he will speak, and ask such questions as will draw us out,
and manifest us to the world.


I. First:, then, IN THE USE OF ALL MEANS AND ORDINANCES LET IT BE


OUR CHIEF AIM AND OBJECT TO COME INTO PERSONAL CONTACT WITH


THE LORD JESUS CHRIST.


Peter said, “The multitude throng thee and press thee,” and that is true of
the multitude to this very day; but of those who come where Christ is in the
assembly of his saints a large proportion only come because it is their
custom to do so. Perhaps they hardly know why they go to a place of
worship. They go because they always did go, and they think it wrong not
to go. They are just like the doors which swing upon their hinges; they take
no interest in what is done, at least only in the exterior parts of the service;
into the heart and soul of the business they do not enter, and cannot enter.
They are glad if the sermon is rather short, there is so much the less tedium
for them. They are glad if they can look around and gaze at the
congregation, they find in that something to interest them; but getting near
to the Lord Jesus is not the business they come upon. They have not
looked at it in that light. They come and they go; they come and they go,
and it will be so till at the last they will come for the last time, and they will
find out in the next world that the means of grace were not instituted to be
matters of custom, and that to have heard Jesus Christ preached and to
have rejected him is no trifle, but a solemn thing to be answered for in the
presence of the Judge.


Others there are who come to the house of prayer, and try to enter into the
service, and do so in a certain fashion; but it is only self-righteously or
professionally. They would come to the Lord’s table; they would attend to
baptism; they world join the church; but they have baptism, yet not the
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Holy Spirit; they have the Lord’s Supper, but they have not the Lord
himself; they eat the bread, but they never eat his flesh; they drink the wine,
but they never drink his blood; they have been buried in the pool, but they
have never been buried with Christ in baptism, nor have they risen again
with him into newness of life. To them to read, to sing, to kneel, to hear,
and so on, are enough. They are content with the shell, but the blessed
spiritual kernel, the true marrow and fatness, these they know nothing of.
These are the many, go into what church or meeting-house you please.
They are in the press around Jesus, but they do not touch him. They come,
but they come not into contact with Jesus. They are outward, external
hearers only, but there is no inward touching of the blessed person of
Christ, no mysterious contact with the ever-blessed Savior, no stream of
life and love flowing from him to them. It is all mechanical religion. Vital
godliness they know nothing of.


But, “somebody,” said Christ, “somebody hath touched me,” and that is
the soul of the matter. Oh, my hearer, when you are in prayer alone never
be satisfied with having prayed; do not give it up till you have touched
Christ in prayer; or, if you cannot get at him, at any rate sigh and cry until
you do. Do not think you have prayed, but try again. When you come to
public worship, I beseech you, rest not satisfied with listening to the
sermon, and so on — as you all do with sufficient attention; to that I bear
you witness; — but do not be content unless you get at Christ the Master,
and touch him. At all times when you come to the communion table, count
it to have been no ordinance of grace to you unless you have gone right
through the veil into Christ’s own arms, or at least have touched his
garment, feeling that the first object, the life and soul of the means of
grace, is to touch Jesus Christ himself; and except “somebody” hath
touched him, the whole has been a mere dead performance, without life or
power.


The woman in our text was not only amongst those who were in the
crowd, but she touched Jesus; and therefore, beloved, let me hold her up to
your example in some respects:, though I would to God that in other
respects you might excel her.


Note, first, she felt that it was of no use being in the crowd, of no use to be
in the same street with Christ, or near to the place where Christ was, but
she must fret at him; she must touch him. She touched him, you will
notice, under many difficulties. There was a great crowd. She was a
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woman. She was also a woman enfeebled by a long disease which had
drained her constitution and left her more fit to be upon a bed than to be
struggling in the seething tumult. Yet, notwithstanding that, so intense was
her desire that she urged on her way, I doubt not with many a bruise, and
many an uncouth push, and at last, poor trembler as she was, she got near
to the Lord. Beloved, it is not always easy to get at Jesus. It is very easy to
kneel down to pray, but not so easy to reach Christ in prayer. There is a
child crying, it is your own, and its noise has often hindered you when you
were striving to approach Jesus; or a knock will come at the door when
you most wish to be retired. When you are sitting in the house of God,
your neighbor in the seat before you may unconsciously distract your
attention. It is not easy to draw near to Christ, especially coming as some
of you do right away from the counting-house, and from the workshop,
with a thousand thoughts and cares about you. You cannot always unload
your burden outside, and come in here with your hearts prepared to receive
the gospel. Ah! it is a terrible fight sometimes, a real foot-to-foot fight with
evil, with temptation, and I know not what. But, beloved, do fight it out,
do fight it out; do not let your seasons for prayer be wasted, nor your times
for hearing be thrown away; but, like this woman, be resolved, with all
your feebleness, that you will lay hold upon Christ. And oh! if you be
resolved about it, if you cannot get to him, he will come to you, and
sometimes, when you are struggling against unbelieving thoughts, he will
turn and say, “Make room for that poor feeble one that she may come to
me, for my desire is to the work of my own hands; let her come to me, and
let her desire be granted her.”


Observe, again, that this woman touched Jesus very secretly. Perhaps there
is a dear sister here who is getting near to Christ at this very moment, and
yet her face does not betray her. It is so little contact that she has gained
with Christ that the joyous flush and the sparkle of the eye, which we often
see in the child of God, have not yet come to her. She is sitting in yonder
obscure corner, or standing in this aisle, but though her touch is secret, it is
true. Though she cannot tell another of it, yet it is accomplished. She has
touched Jesus. Beloved, that is not always the nearest fellowship with
Christ of which we talk: the most deep waters are still. Nay, I am not sure
but what we sometimes get nearer to Christ when we think we are at a
distance than we do when we imagine we are near him, for we are not
always exactly the best judges of our own spiritual state, and we may be
very close to the Master, and yet for all that we may be so anxious to get
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closer that we may feel dissatisfied with the measure of grace which we
have already received. To be satisfied with self is no sign of grace, but to
long for more is often a far better evidence of the healthy state of the soul.
Friend, if thou caust not come to the table to-night publicly, come to the
Master in secret. If thou darest not tell thy wife, or thy child, or thy father
that thou art trusting in Jesus, it need not be told as yet. Thou mayest do it
secretly, as he did of whom Jesus said, “When thou wast under the fig tree
I saw thee.” Nathaniel retired to the shade that no one might see him, but
Jesus saw him and marked his prayer, and he will see thee in the crowd and
in the dark, and not withhold his blessing.


This woman also came into contact with Christ under a very deep sense of
unworthiness. I dare say she thought, “If I touch the Great Prophet it will
be a wonder if he does not strike me with some sudden judgment,” for she
was a woman ceremonially unclean. She had no right to be in the throng.
Had the Levitical law been strictly carried out, I suppose she would have
been confined to her house, but there she was wandering about, and she
must needs go and touch the holy Savior. Ah! poor heart, you feel to-night
that you are not fit to touch the skirts of the Master’s robe, for you are so
unworthy. You never felt so undeserving before as you do to-night. In the
recollection of last week and its infirmities, in the remembrance of the
present state of your heart, and all its wanderings from God, you feel as if
there never was so worthless a sinner in the house of God before. “Is grace
for me?” say you. “Is Christ for me?” Oh! yes, unworthy one. Do not be
put off without it. Jesus Christ does not save the worthy, but the unworthy.
Your plea must not be righteousness, but guilt. And you, too, child of God,
though you are ashamed of yourself, Jesus is not ashamed of you; and
though you feel unfit to come, let your unfitness only impel you with the
greater earnestness of desire. Let your sense of need make you the more
fervent to approach the Lord, who can supply your need. The woman came
under difficulties, she came secretly, she came as an unworthy one, but still
she obtained the blessing.


I have known many staggered with that saying of Paul’s, “He that eateth
and drinketh unworthily eateth and drinketh damnation to himself.” Now,
understand that this passage does not refer to the unworthiness of those
persons who come to the Lord’s Table; for it does not say, “He that eateth
and drinketh being unworthy.” It is not an adjective; it is an adverb. “He
that eateth and drinketh unworthily,” that is to say, he who shall come to
the outward and visible sign of Christ’s presence, and shall eat of the bread
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in order to obtain money by being a member of the church, knowing
himself to be a hypocrite, or who shall do it jestingly, trifling with the
ordinance: such a person would be eating and drinking unworthily, and he
will be condemned. The sense of the passage is, not “damnation,” as our
version reads it, but “condemnation.” There can be no doubt that members
of the church coming to the Lord’s table in an unworthy manner, do
receive condemnation. They are condemned for so doing, and the Lord is
grieved. If they have any conscience at all they ought to feel their sin, and if
not they may expect the chastisements of God to visit them. But, oh,
sinner, as to coming to Christ — which is a very different thing from
coming to the Lord’s table — as to coming to Christ, the more unworthy
you feel yourself to be the better. Come, thou filthy one, for Christ can
wash thee. Come, thou loathsome one, for Christ can beautify thee. Come
utterly ruined and undone, for in Jesus Christ there is the strength and
salvation which thy case requires.


Notice, once again, that this woman touched the Master very tremblingly
and it was only a hurried touch, but still it was the touch of faith. Oh,
beloved, to lay hold on Christ! Be thankful if you do but get near him for a
few minutes, “Abide with me,” should be your prayer, but oh, if he only
gives you a glimpse, be thankful! Remember that a touch healed the
woman. She did not embrace Christ by the hour together. She had but a
touch, and she was healed; and oh, may you have a sight of Jesus now, my
beloved! Though it be but a glimpse, yet it will gladden and cheer your
souls. Perhaps you are waiting on Christ, desiring his company, and while
you are turning it over in your mind you are asking, “Will he ever shine
upon me? Will he ever speak loving words to me? Will he ever let me sit at
his feet? Will he ever permit me to lean my head upon his bosom?” Come
and try him. Though you should shake like an aspen leaf, yet come. They
come best sometimes who come most tremblingly, for when the creature is
lowest then is the Creator highest, and when in our own esteem we are less
than nothing and vanity, then is Christ more fair and lovely in our eyes.
One of the best ways of climbing to heaven is on our hands and knees. At
any rate, there is no fear of falling when we are in that position, for


“He that is down need fear no fall.”


Let your lowliness of heart, your sense of utter nothingness, instead of
disqualifying you, be a sweet medium for leading you to receive more of
Christ. The more empty I am the more room is there for my Master. The
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more I lack the more he will give me. The more I feel my sickness the more
shall I adore and bless him when he makes me whole.


You see, the woman did really touch Christ, and so I come back to that.
Whatever infirmity there was in the touch, it was a real touch of faith. She
did reach Christ himself. She did not touch Peter; that would have been of
no use to her, any more than it is for the parish priest to tell you that you
are regenerate when your life soon proves that you are not. She did not
touch John or James; that would have been of no more good to her than it
is for you to be touched by a bishop’s hands, and to be told that you are
confirmed in the faith, when you are not even a believer, and therefore
have no faith to be confirmed in. She touched the Master himself, and do
not, I pray you, be content unless you can do the same. Put out the hand of
faith and touch Christ. Rest on him. Rely on his bloody sacrifice, his dying
love, his rising rower, his ascended plea; and as you rest in him, your vital
touch, however feeble, will certainly give you the blessing your soul needs.
This brings us to the second part of our discourse, upon which only a word
or two.


II. THE WOMAN IN THE CROWD DID TOUCH JESUS, AND, HAVING DONE


SO SHE RECEIVED VIRTUE FROM HIM


The healing energy streamed at once through the finger of faith into the
woman. In Christ there is healing for all spiritual diseases. There is a
speedy healing, a healing which will not take months nor years, but which
is complete in one second. There is in Christ a sufficient healing, though
your diseases should be multiplied beyond all bounds. There is in Christ an
all-conquering power to drive out every ill. Though, like this woman, you
baffled physicians, and your case is reckoned desperate beyond all parallel,
yet a touch of Christ will heal you. What a precious, glorious gospel I have
to preach to sinners! If they touch Jesus, no matter though the devil himself
were in them, that touch of faith would drive the devil out of them. Though
you were like the man into whom there had entered a legion of devils, the
word of Jesus would cast them all into the deep, and you should sit at his
feet, clothed, and in your right mind. There is no excess or extravagance of
sin which the power of Jesus Christ cannot overcome. If thou canst
believe, whatever thou mayest have been, thou shalt be saved. If thou canst
believe, though thou hast been lying in the scarlet dye till the warp and
woof of thy being are ingrained therewith, yet shall the precious blood of
Jesus make thee white as snow. Though thou art become black as hell
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itself, and only fit to be cast into the pit, yet if thou trustest Jesus, that
simple touch shall give to thy soul the healing which shall make thee fit to
tread the streets of heaven, and to stand before Jehovah-Rophi’s face,
magnifying the Lord that healeth thee.


And now, child of God, I want you to learn the same lesson. Very likely
when you came in here you said, — “Alas! I feel very dull; nay spirituality
is at a very low ebb; the place is hot, and I do not feel prepared to hear; the
spirit is willing, but the flesh is weak; I shall have no holy enjoyment to-
day!” Why not? Why, the touch of Jesus could make you live if you were
dead, and surely it will stir the life that is in you, though it may seem to you
to be expiring! Now, struggle hard, my beloved, to get at Jesus! May the
Eternal Spirit come and help you, and may you yet find that your dull, dead
times can soon become your best times. Oh! what a blessing it is that God
takes the beggar up from the dunghill! He does not raise us when he sees
us already up, but when he finds us lying on the dunghill, then he delights
to lift us up and set us among princes. Or ever you are aware your soul
may become like the chariots of Amminadib. Up from the depths of
heaviness to the very heights of ecstatic worship you may mount as in a
single moment if you can but touch Christ crucified. View him yonder, with
streaming wounds, with thorn-crowned head, as in all the majesty of his
misery, he expires for you!


“Alas!” say you, “I have a thousand doubts to-night.” Ah! but your doubts
will soon vanish when you draw nigh to Christ. He never doubts who feels
the touch of Christ, at least not while the touch lasts, for observe this
woman! She felt in her body that she was made whole, and so shall you, if
you will only come into contact with the Lord. Do not wait for evidences,
but come to Christ for evidences. If you cannot even dream of a good thing
in yourselves, come to Jesus Christ as you did at the first. Come as if you
never had come at all. Come to Jesus as a sinner, and your doubts shall flee
away.


“Ay,” but saith another, “my sins come to my remembrance, my sins since
conversion.” Well, return to Jesus, when your guilt seems to return. The
fountain is still open, and that fountain, you will remember, is not only
open for sinners but for saints; for what saith the Scripture — There shall
be a fountain opened for the house of David and for the inhabitants of
Jerusalem” — that is for you, church-members, for you, believers in Jesus.
The fountain is still open. Come, beloved, come to Jesus anew, and
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whatever be your sins, or doubts, or heavinesses, they shall all depart as
soon as you can touch your Lord.


III And now the last point is — and I will not detain you longer upon it —
IF SOMEBODY SHALL TOUCH JESUS, THE LORD WILL KNOW IT.


I do not know your names; a great number of you are perfect strangers to
me. It matters nothing; your name is “somebody,” and Christ will know
you. You are a total stranger, perhaps, to everybody in this place, but if
you get a blessing there will be two who will know it — you will, and
Christ will. Oh, if you should look to Jesus this day, it may not be
registered in our church-book, and we may not hear of it; but still it will be
registered in the courts of heaven, and they will set all the bells of the New
Jerusalem a-ringing, and all the harps of angels will take a fresh lease of
music as soon as they know that you are, born again.


‘With joy the Father doth approve
The fruit of his eternal love;


The Son with joy looks down and sees
The purchase of his agonies;


The Spirit takes delight to view
The holy soul he formed anew;


And saints and angels join to sing
The growing empire of their King.”


“Somebody!” I do not know the woman’s name; I do not know who the
man is, but — “ Somebody” — God’s electing love rests on thee. Christ’s
redeeming blood was shed for thee. The Spirit has wrought a work in thee,
or thou wouldst not have touched Jesus; and all this Jesus knows about it.


It is a consoling thought that Christ not only knows the great children in
the family, but he also knows the little ones. This stands fast: “The Lord
knoweth them that are his,” whether they are only brought to know him
now, or whether they have known him for fifty years. “The Lord knoweth
them that are his,” and if I am a part of Christ’s body, I may be but the
foot, but the Lord knows the foot; and the head, and the heart in heaven
feel acutely when the foot on earth is bruised. If you have touched Jesus, I
tell you that amidst the glories of angels, and the everlasting hallelujahs of
all the blood-bought, he has found time to hear your sigh, to receive your
faith, and to give you an answer of peace. All the way from heaven to earth
there has rushed a mighty shock of healing virtue, which has come from
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Christ to you. Since you have touched him the healing virtue has touched
you.


Now, as Jesus knows of your salvation, he wishes other people to know it,
and that is why lie has put it in my heart to say — Somebody has touched
the Lord. Where is that somebody? Somebody, where are you? Somebody,
where are you? You have touched Christ, though with a feeble finger, and
you are saved. Let us know it. It is due to us to let us know. You cannot
guess what joy it gives us when we hear of sick ones being healed by our
Master. Some of you, perhaps, have known the Lord for months, and you
have not yet come forward to make an avowal of it; we beg you to do so.
You may come forward tremblingly, as the woman did; you may perhaps
say, “I do not know what I should tell you.” Well, you must tell us what
she told the Lord; she told him all the truth. We do not want any thing else.
We do not desire any sham experience. We do not want you to
manufacture feelings like somebody else’s that you have read of in a book.
Come and tell us what you have felt. We shall not ask you to tell us what
you have not felt, or what you do not know. But, if you have touched
Christ, and you have been healed, I ask it, and I think I may ask it as your
duty, as well as a favor to us, to come and tell us what the Lord hath done
for your soul.


And you, believers, when you come to the Lord’s table, if you draw near to
Christ, and have a sweet season, tell it to your brethren. Just as when
Benjamin’s brethren went down to Egypt to buy corn, they left Benjamin at
home, but they took a sack for Benjamin, so you ought always to take a
word home for the sick wife at home, or the child who cannot come out
Take home food for those of the family who cannot come for it. God grant
that you may have always something sweet to tell of what you have
experimentally known of precious truth, for while the sermon may have
been sweet in itself, it comes with a double power when you can add, “and
there was a savor about it which I enjoyed, and which made my heart leap
for joy!”


Whoever you may be, my dear friend, though you may be nothing but a


poor “somebody,” yet if you have touched Christ, tell others about it, in
order that they may come and touch him too; and the Lord bless you, for
Christ’s sake. Amen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


OCTOBER, 1873.


HARLAN PAGE; OR,
PERSONAL WORK FOR JESUS


AN INTRODUCTION, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


OUR venerable friend, Cornelius Elyen, of Bury St. Edmund’s, Suffolk, has
finished his long and honorable career as a preacher of the gospel, and has
gone to his reward. We were requested by a dear friend to “weave a
chaplet” for his memory, but having few or no materials, we have been
unable to do so; both heart and hand are willing, but the facts which, like
amaranthine flowers, should fashion the immortelle, are not at hand, so
that affection cannot perform its task. Our departed friend was a prophet
honored in his own country, for he exercised his useful ministry in his
native town, and in the place wherein he was born devout men carried him
to his burial, and made great lamentation over him. When we had just
commenced our youthful pastorate at Water-beach, Cornelius Elyen, as a
man of mark in that region, was requested to preach the anniversary
sermons in our little thatched meeting-house, and right well we remember
his hearty compliance with our request. We met him at the station as he
alighted from a third-class carriage, which he had selected in order to put
the friends to the least possible expense for his traveling. His bulk was
stupendous, and one soon saw that his heart was as large as his body. He
gave us much sage and holly advice during his visit, advice which came to
us with much the same weight as Paul’s words came to Timothy. He bade
us study hard, and mind and keep abreast of the foremost Christians in our
little church; “for,” said he, “if these men, either in their knowledge of
Scripture, or their power to edify the people, once outstrip you, the
temptation will arise among them to be dissatisfied with your ministry, and,
however good they are, they will feel their superiority, and others will
perceive it too, and then your place in the church will become very difficult
to hold.” We felt the common sense of the observation, and the spur was
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useful. The sermons of the day were homely, very homely in style, and pre-
eminently practical. We remember his reading the narrative of Naaman the
Syrian, and his pithy comments thereon; but one thing above all others
fixed itself upon our memory, and when we heard of the good man’s
departure it came before us with great vividness; he told us anecdotes of
the usefulness of addressing individuals one by one about their souls, and
urged the duty upon us with great earnestness, quoting again and again
from the: life of a certain HARLAN PAGE. From that day to this, being busy
with a thousand matters, we have never looked up the biography which he
so strongly recommended; but though it must be now some three and
twenty years ago since we heard the sermon, our first thought, ‘when we
learned of the death of Cornelius Elven, was HARLAN PAGE. We sent at
once for the little book, and it has refreshed us greatly to read it; and as we
wish every reader of The Sword and the Trowel to know all about HARLAN


PAGE, we take this early opportunity of advising them to get the little book
from the Religious Tract Society. Perhaps many of our friends will smile
and reply, “We read the book years ago,” and our answer will be, “Then
read it again.” Our own belief is that a book which is popular with one
generation is often forgotten by the next, and that it is a good thing to
bring it again under notice. We do not know of a more stimulating work
for the common run of Christians, or one more likely to be of lasting
service to them; and therefore with more than common earnestness we
press its perusal upon all who value our judgment.


Mr. Harlan Page was an American mechanic of very ordinary abilities, who
laid himself out to win souls for Jesus by personal conversations and by
writing letters to individuals. His success was great, and, though he was no
preacher, his power for good far exceeded that of most ministers. He lived
only to lead sinners to Jesus, and probably brought himself to an early but
honorable grave by the zeal which burned within his soul, and quite
consumed him. He was no orator, but he knew how to pray and prevail. To
gather children into the Sabbath-schools, to speak to wayfarers, to
importune the careless, and encourage seekers — these were his daily
occupations in every instant that he could spare from his workshop. One of
his first efforts was to give away little cards, upon which he had printed
striking words of warning to the impenitent, and his last office was in
connection with the Tract Society of New York, which was happy enough
to secure his priceless services. His whole biography is full of pleasing
incidents of usefulness, but we have thought it best, instead of attempting
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to abridge the whole, to give our readers parts of a chapter of the work,
which may be regarded as a summary of the whole; and having thus
introduced Harlan Page, we will let his actions speak for themselves.


“It may not be unimportant to bring together some of the characteristics of
his efforts to honor Christ in the salvation of individuals as illustrated in the
preceding history. It was the burden of his heart, and the purpose of his
life. When engaged in his usual business, the religious welfare of persons
with whose state he had become acquainted, was generally pressing on his
mind; and it is now known, that for several years before he died, he almost
always had by him a memorandum of the names and residences of a few
individuals with whom he was to converse. 0n these he would call, as he
went to and from his office, or religious meetings; and if no names were on
his list, he felt that he was doing little good. He also uniformly had in his
hat some awakening tracts, that he might present as he should judge them
adapted to the state of those he met. Not unfrequently he would seize a
few moments from his usual occupation, to go out and address some
individual; and when the business of the day was closed, he hastened to
some meeting or other religious engagement for the evening. It is believed
that an entire month has frequently elapsed, during which he did not sit
down for an hour, even in the bosom of his own family, to relax his mind,
or rest. Every evidence of good accomplished gave him new joy; and every
opening for usefulness added a new impulse to his efforts. He felt that,
under God, the eternal joy or woe of immortal souls depended on his
fidelity. Each evening and each hour brought its duties, which he felt could
not be neglected or postponed. The present duty was still before him; and
though “faint” he was still “pursuing.” His labors on the Sabbath were not
less exhausting than on other days, and he doubtless thus failed of
obtaining that “compensation for toil” which the animal constitution
requires, and which is essential to a long life.


When urged, at the close of a day of fatigue, to spare himself and spend the
evening at home, he would say, “Don’t attempt to persuade me away from
duty. I have motive enough within myself to tempt me to enjoy repose with
my family; but that will not save souls.” A little previous to his last
sickness, as he returned from church, coughing, he was asked if he had not
spoken too much in the Sabbath-school: “Perhaps I have,” he replied, “but
how could I help it, when all eyes were fixed, and the children seemed to
devour every word I said?”
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It was not uncommon, at different periods of his life, for him in sleep to
imagine himself addressing the impenitent, and to wake in a high state of
excitement and in tears, occasioned by the deep sympathy he felt for their
perishing condition. It is also known, that, when he saw no manifestations
of the outpouring of the Holy Spirit, he would be at times in deep distress,
would wrestle more abundantly in prayer, renew his efforts to arouse
Christians to duty, and awaken the impenitent; and, more or less,
conversions were almost always the result.


In short, it was not the great object of his spiritual life himself to be happy
in religion, but rather by persevering labors and holy self-denial — like the
apostle who testified that he died daily — to glorify God in winning souls
to him. He ardently desired to devote the whole undivided efforts of his life
to this work, and nothing but the duty of providing for the support of his
family prevented it.


He had the most dear view of the necessity to every man of being born
again. As soon as an individual came into his presence it seemed to be the
first question of his mind, “Is this a friend or an enemy of God?” The next
thing was, if impenitent, to do something for his conversion, or, if a
Christian, to encourage him in duty. Whatever else he saw in an individual,
he felt that it availed him nothing unless he had received Christ into his
heart by a living faith. This he felt and urged to be the sinner’s first, great,
and only duty in which he could be acceptable to God. This was
exemplified at a meeting of his Sabbath-school teachers, when he called on
each to know whether he thought he had a well-grounded hope in Christ or
not, and recorded their several replies. Among them was an amiable young
merchant, whom he highly respected, and who seemed not far from the
kingdom of God.


“Have you a hope?” he tenderly inquired.


“No, sir,” was the reply.


“Then I am to put down your name as having no hope?”


“Yes, sir.”


“Well, I write down your name as having no hope.”


The young man pondered on this decision and record of his spiritual state;
was troubled, and soon came to our brother, saying, “I told you to put me
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down as having no hope, but I cannot say that.” He is now a member of
the church, and a decided supporter of all her institutions.


He brought his efforts to bear upon individuals, and followed up
impressions made. All the triumphs of the gospel, he knew, consist in the
conversion and sanctification of individuals; and he was not satisfied with
merely praying and contributing for the salvation of the world as a whole,
or having a general impression made on the minds of a congregation. His
intense desire was, that individuals should be turned from sin to God. Not
unfrequently he would observe in the congregation a person unknown, to
him, who seemed to give solemn attention to divine truth; ascertain who he
was, and seek a personal interview; and, in all cases, if he left an individual
to-day in an interesting state of mind, he would endeavor to see him again
to-morrow, and follow up the impression at brief intervals, till there was no
longer encouragement, or he had evidence of true conversion.


He had a clear sense of obligation, both in the sinner to repent, and in the
Christian to devote all his powers to God. He felt, and labored to make
others feel, that if any one neglected duty, the guilt was all his own; that
God was ever ready to receive the returning prodigal; and that if any
withheld their hearts, or aught they possessed from him, in the day of
judgment they would be speechless. This sense of obligation he urged with
unabating fervor. His heart was intent that it should be felt, and
immediately carried out in an entire consecration to God.


“Brother,” said he to a Christian who watched with him, “when you meet
impenitent sinners, do not merely say calmly, ‘Friend, you are in danger;’
but approach them with a holy violence, and labor to ‘pull them out of the
fire.’ They are going to perdition. There is a heaven and a hell.”


As a brother from Boston, to whom several of his letters were addressed,
had called, and was about taking leave, he asked the dying man if he had
any particular thought on his mind to express as he bade them farewell.
“Ah! I can say nothing,” he replied, “but what has been repeated over and
over; but could I raise my voice to reach a congregation of sinners, I would
tell them, ‘their feet shall slide in due time’ — they ‘shall slide’ — there is
no escape but by believing in Christ.”


He not only endeavored to alarm impenitent men, but to bring them to a
decision that they will be the Lord’s.
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While in his native place, he was absent one evening till so late an hour that
his wife remonstrated with him for unreasonably tasking his own health,
and separating himself from home. “I have spent this time,” said he, “in
trying to persuade your poor impenitent brother to give his heart to
Christ.” That impenitent brother was soon brought to accept of mercy,
pursued a course of theological study, and is now serving God in the
ministry.


On another occasion, while residing in New York, he had gone to a
religious meeting, and returned late in the evening, when he was reminded
of the danger that his protracted efforts might be more than he could
ultimately sustain. “I have been standing this hour,” was his reply, “at the
corner of the street, laboring with Mr. H. — (one of the teachers of his
Sabbath-school), and trying to persuade him to submit to God.” Within a
few hours the young man found peace, soon resumed his studies, which he
had been pursuing for other ends, and he is now a devoted minister of
Christ, gathering a flourishing church in one of the principal cities of the
west. A letter from this young clergyman, received as these sheets were
going to press, thus confirms this brief statement: —


“The name of brother Page will ever be associated in my mind with all that
is worthy of imitation in the Christian character. By the persuasions of an
acquaintance, I was induced to engage as teacher in his Sabbath-school;
and though I was then destitute of faith, he welcomed me, and won my
confidence and love. Very soon he began to address me with the utmost
apparent tenderness and anxiety in reference to my own salvation. His
words sunk deep into my heart. They were strange words; for though I had
lived among professors of religion, he was the first who, for nine or ten
years, had taken me by the hand, and kindly asked, ‘Are you a Christian?’
‘Do you intend to be a Christian?’ ‘Why not now?’ Each succeeding
Sabbath brought him to me with anxious inquiries after my soul’s health.
On the third or fourth Sabbath he gave me the tract, ‘Way to be saved,’
which deepened my impressions. At his request I also attended a teachers’
prayer-meeting, conducted by him, where my soul was bowed down and
groaned under the load of my guilt. At the close of the meeting, Mr. Page
took my arm as we proceeded on our way to our respective homes, and
urged upon me the duty and privilege of an immediate surrender of my
heart to Christ, As we were about to part, he held my hand; and at the
corner of the street, in a wintry night, stood pleading with me to repent of
sin and submit to God. I returned to my home, and for the first time in
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many years bowed my knees in my chamber before God, and entered into a
solemn covenant to serve him henceforth in and through the gospel of his
Son. God was pleased, I trust, by his Holy Spirit, to seal my vows. If I
have since had any Christian joy, or done anything to advance the cause of
Christ, it is to be attributed to the Divine blessing on the faithfulness of
brother Page.”


He expected success from God, through the blessing of the Holy Spirit, in
answer to prayer. He felt that humble, self-denying effort, made in God’s
strength, he would own and bless; but that for this he would be “inquired
of” by his people. He loved prayer. Besides prayers at social meetings, with
the families and individuals he visited, and on special occasions, frequently
recurring, he regularly not only conducted family worship, accompanied by
singing, but every morning and evening prayed with his wife as they retired
and rose, and also poured out his heart to God alone in the closet. For the
latter duty, when in his native place, he often retired to a consecrated spot
in a grove, near his father’s house. If one of the household were about to
take a journey, the family assembled and commended each other to God,
which was frequently done on other occasions of special interest.


His prayers were usually short and fervent, and confined mainly to those
topics which pressed with special force upon his mind. At all times prayer
seemed to be a privilege, and the throne of grace a resting-place, and a
solace to his heart. There is no doubt that it was by continual and fervent
prayer that he imbibed that glowing sense of eternal things, that love to
souls, and that heavenly unction which were, at once the spring of his
fidelity, and, under God, the ground of his success.


So anxious was he that there should be more prayer in the churches, and
such were his hopes, that, if the duty were properly presented, it would be
felt and practiced, that he united with a brother, whose means were as
limited as his own, in paying fifty dollars as a premium for a tract on prayer
— himself drawing out minutely various hints to guide those who might
write.


In his mind there was no jarring conflict between perfect obligation on the
part of man, and perfect dependence in his relations to God. He knew both
were revealed, momentous, eternal truths, and left all embarrassing
questions of their consistency to be settled by God himself. It was enough
to hear God speak, and to obey. He prayed as if a1l the efficiency and
praise were God’s, and labored as if duty were all his own. His sense of
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dependence threw him on his knees, and his sense of duty summoned him
to effort; and prayer and effort, and effort and prayer, were the business of
his life. Blessed day to the church when this endless source of contention
and controversy shall thus be settled in every Christians heart!


He was uniform and unwearied. I know not who has made or heard the
charge of inconsistency in his Christian character. Those who knew him
best, best knew how supreme in his heart was the business of glorifying
God in the salvation of men. I have well considered the assertion; when I
say, that during nine years in which we were associated in labors, I do not
know that I ever passed an interview with him long enough to have any
interchange of thought and feeling, in which I did not receive from him an
impulse heavenward — an impulse onward in duty to God and the souls of
men. No assembly, even of professed Christians, from which the spirituality
of religion was excluded, whether met for social enjoyment, or in
furtherance of some benevolent design, received his countenance; nor was
he satisfied with what too justly seemed the strange anomaly of excluding
Christ from the hours of social intercourse, and then, as it were, atoning for
the sin by closing the interview with prayer.


The only remaining particular, which it seems important now to mention, is
his fruitfulness in devising means for doing good. Of this point the history
of his life is but an exemplification.


As the father of a family, he labored for the spiritual welfare of all his
household, especially for the early conversion of his children. Of thirteen
individuals, who resided in his family at different times in the city of New
York, twelve became deeply anxious for their salvation. One of these was a
Roman Catholic, whose attention to family worship was forbidden by her
priest; one who was hopefully reclaimed from her backsliding, has since
died; and six others gave, and, so far as known, still give evidence of
saving conversion to God. Of his fidelity to his children, the testimony
contained in the following expression of filial gratitude from his son in
transmitting, by request, the letters he had received from his father, will be
excused: —


“In reviewing the letters I received from my father,” he says, “I see
everywhere an expression of the tenderest solicitude, both for my temporal
and eternal welfare; and oh! for some of that ardent desire for the salvation
of souls to bear me forward in duty which impelled him onward, till he
ceased his toils on earth, and entered on his rest in heaven.
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“I cannot refrain from bearing testimony to my father’s fidelity to my own
soul. Well do I remember his endeavors, in my early childhood, to lead me
to the Savior — his prayers — his entreaties — and the anxiety with which
he followed me, year after year, while under the paternal roof, and when
away, till he could speak to me no more. His kind voice I shall no longer
hear. His affectionate smile of approval, or tears shed over my
waywardness, I shall no more see. His kind intercourse with the members
of his family, we shall no more share. He will no more call us around the
hallowed family altar, lead us in the hymn of praise, and in pouring out the
soul to God. He is in a more endeared, a happier, and holier sphere,
enjoying the smiles and presence of his God and Redeemer. Pray for me,
that I may have grace to follow his example, as he followed Christ, and at
last to unite in his songs.”


Many pious young men were by him sought out and directed towards the
ministry.


To the cause of missions, both in our own and pagan lands, he was
steadfastly devoted. He not only turned his eye away from the
accumulation of property, as the object of his life, but felt the duty, and
claimed the blessedness to his own soul, of imparting for the cause of
Christ a portion of what he had. On his dying-bed he mentioned to Mrs.
Page that five dollars, which before his sickness he had subscribed to a
benevolent object, remained unpaid. “We have consecrated to God,” said
he, “and I had rather it should be paid. You had better pay it, and trust
him.”


His familiarity with the character and religious bearing of all the Society’s
publications, and with the general state and wants of the community,
rendered him skillful in selecting publications appropriate to the different
fields and circumstances for which they are designed, and also in giving an
impulse and a wise direction to the feelings and efforts of Christians who
were continually calling for the transaction of business; and in all, it
abundantly appears that he felt that the efficiency was alone with God, and
that he mingled continual prayer for the gift of gifts, the accompanying
influences of the Holy Spirit.


Is it wonderful that God should bless his efforts? — that in each church
with which he stood connected, individuals when relating their religious
experience, should be heard referring to his faithful endeavors as the means
of bringing them to Christ? — that a revenue of souls should have been
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gathered from the place of his nativity; thirty-two teachers he brought
publicly to profess Christ from one of his Sabbath-schools, and nine of
them have set their faces towards the ministry? — that thirty-four souls
should hopefully have been gathered by him and his fellow-laborers from
one ward of the city; and fifty-eight, in connection with his efforts and
those of a few endeared associates, have been brought to join themselves
to the people of God from the tract and Bible houses? — that individuals
should come to his dying bed, and thank him, with tears, for his fidelity to
their own souls? Is it wonderful that, in speaking to her who is now his
widow, of his early departure, and looking back on his work on earth as
ended, he should, with the solemnity of eternity on his countenance, say —
“I know it is all of God’s grace, and nothing that I have done; but I think
have had evidence that more than one hundred souls have been converted
to God through my own direct and personal instrumentality”?


Look at the influence of such a Christian life on a large scale. Suppose
every Christian labored, not to say with such talents, but with such a heart
to the work. Suppose there were ten such Christians in every evangelical
church throughout our land, and God should equally bless their labors!
how would they rouse their fellow Christians to duty! how would they
search the highways and hedges and by God’s grace compel the ungodly to
come in! how would they instruct the rising age! how would they hold up
the hands of faithful ministers! how would the Holy Spirit, be shed down in
answer to their prayers! how would their influence penetrate through every
vein of this great community! and how soon would living piety here pour
its influence on every benighted land! Such a light as would then shine
could not be hid. It would illumine the world, and Christ would come and
possess the nations.”


A GOLDEN SENTENCE.


A BRIEF DISCOURSE BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Jesus saith unto them, My meat is to do the will of him that sent
me, and to finish his work.” John 4:34,.


THIS text contains in it much consolation for those who are desirous of
salvation; more of example to those who are saved: and most of all of
matter for praise concerning our Lord himself, who is its spokesman.
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I. Let us begin by noticing that THE TEXT CONTAINS MUCH OF


CONSOLATLON FOR THOSE ANXIOUS ONES WHO WOULD FAIN FIND


MERCY THROUGH JESUS CHRIST.


You who are trembling under a sense of sin will perceive that the work of
saving souls is called by Christ “his Father’s will.” I know you are very
prone to imagine that Christ is full of pity but that the Father is austere,
severe, an avenging judge; you slander your God by such a supposition.
“The work of mercy is the will of him that sent me,” saith Christ, “all that I
am doing when I am seeking the soul’s good of a poor sinful Samaritan
woman, at the margin of this well, is according to my Father’s mind.”
Christ was not, as it were, introducing men to a mercy from which God
would fain keep them, but he was bringing to reconciliation with God those
concerning whom the benevolent will of God was that they should be
saved; and more, concerning whom the effectual will of God was that they
should also be brought into covenant relation with himself, and should
enjoy eternal life. Sinner, if thou gettest into the garden of the Lord’s grace
thou hast not come there as an intruder. The gate is open; it is God’s will
that thou shouldst come. If thou receivest Christ into thy heart thou wilt
not have stolen the treasure; it was God’s will that thou shouldst receive
Christ. If with broken heart thou shalt come and rest upon the finished
sacrifice of Jesus, thou needst not fear that thou wilt violate the eternal
purpose, or come into collision, with the divine decree. God’s will has
brought thee into a state of salvation. One of the most vain fears that a man
can entertain is the dread that the Father will be unwilling to forgive; or the
equally absurd fear that he may possibly find a decree of God shutting him
out when he is anxious to be reconciled. Where God gives the will to come
to Jesus, we may be sure that the eternal purpose has gone before. O
awakened sinner, thine anxious desire, thy prayerfulness, thy longing for
God, are but the shadows of the divine will upon thine own will. Imagine
not that thou canst get the start of God in the race of mercy.


“No sinner can be beforehand with thee;
Thy grace is almighty, preventing and free.”


If thou desirest, God has long ago desired. If thou purposest in thy heart
God has long ago purposed. Thou needest never be troubled about divine
predestination. The Gospel which we preach is that to which thou shouldst
give thine attention, Rest assured that God has never spoken in secret, in a
dark place of the earth, and said, “Seek ye my face in vain.” He has never
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passed a secret decree in the council-chamber which shall contravene the
open promise of his mercy. “Whosoever believeth on the Son hath
everlasting life.” If thou comest to Christ and castest thyself upon him,
thou needest entertain no suspicion that thou art violating the will of God,
for salvation is the will of God which Jesus Christ has come to fulfill.


Another consolation is here given to every seeking soul, namely, that Jesus
Christ is sent into the world on purpose to save. If I know that I am sick,
and that a physician has come into the street on purpose to heal, I feel no
difficulty about inviting him into my house. If I know that I am poor, and
that a princely almoner has come with plentiful liberalities to distribute to
the poor, I have no difficulty in asking of him: why should I, if I know that
he has come with the very object and intent to do that which I want him to
do? Now, wherever there is an empty sinner a full Christ has come on
purpose to fill that empty sinner. Wherever there is a thirsty spirit the river
of life is poured out on purpose for that thirsty soul to drink. If thou
hungerest after Christ rest assured that Christ has met with thee, and
discerns in thee one of those whom he came to call. He would not have
made thee hunger, nor made thee thirst, nor made thee feel thine emptiness
if it had not been his intention to remove thy hunger, slake thy thirst, and
fill thine emptiness to the full. Look upon the Savior as being
commissioned by his Father to save sinners, Never indulge the thought that
he came to save better ones than thou art, and that thou art just beyond the
pale of his mercy, but instead thereof let thy sinfulness, thy nothingness, thy
conscious weakness, thine utter ruin and hell-desert — let these inspire
thee with a surer hope that thou art such as Jesus Christ came to deliver.
He came to seek and to save that which was lost. Who more lost than thou
art? Believe, then, that he came to seek and to save thee, and cast thyself
upon him, and thou shalt find it so. Here, then, is a double comfort: it is
both the will of God and the mission of Christ that sinners should be saved.


Perhaps the greatest consolation to a despairing sinner which this text
affords is the delight which Jesus Christ experiences in the work of saving
souls. It was his one object. From of old he looked forward to the day
when a body should be prepared for him that he might come into the world
to redeem. When the fullness of time was come he was no unwilling
servitor to our souls. “In the volume of the book it is written of me, I
delight to do thy will, O God!” Down from the portals of the skies the
Savior came with glad alacrity, willing, panting to save. When he was on
earth he was nothing loth to seek out the guilty; nay, it was alleged against
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him, “This man receiveth sinners, and eateth with them.” He could have
healed the leper, if he had pleased, while he stood at a distance, but he
chose to touch him when he healed him, to show how near he had come to
humanity, that he did not shrink from it, but that it was his delight to come
into contact with all the woe and suffering of our fallen race. He did not
retire from sinners to guard his holiness in solitude. He did not surround
himself with a bodyguard to keep off the throng, but there he was among
them, surrounded by a press of common folks, many thronged him, and
some touched him who received healing virtue through their believing
touch. He was at the beck and call of everybody. He had not time so much
as to eat, and when he did, through weariness, seek a little rest, they
followed him on foot and persecuted him with their entreaties; yet he was
never angry, but always full of compassion towards them. He was a willing
Savior; and found his soul’s delight in winning souls. That great crowning
work of suffering and death by which souls were effectually redeemed Was
no unwilling service. He said he had a baptism to be baptized with, and that
he was straitened until it was accomplished. The cup was bitter as hell, but
he longed to drink it. His death was to be at once the most ignominious
and the most painful that could be devised, and yet he thirsted for it. “With
desire, Lord, have I desired to eat this passover,” said he. He did not hide
himself away when he was wanted, but he went to the garden, and Judas
knew the place, and when they sought him he said, “Wherefore have ye
come out; to seek me as a thief with lanterns and with staves?”’ He was
willing to yield himself up. No bonds could have bound him, and yet he
bound himself. They could not have dragged him to the cross, nor myriads
like them, but he went like a lamb to the slaughter, and like a sheep before
her shearers was he dumb, and opened not his mouth. All that wondrous
passion upon Calvary was a free-will offering for us; it was a voluntary
sacrifice to the fullest possible extent. What if I say that even in his deepest
agony Christ had a joy unknown? I think we have too much forgotten the
wonderful joy which must have filled the Savior’s heart even when going
to the cross. Beloved, you cannot suffer for others, if you have a
benevolent nature, without feeling joy that you are taking the suffering
from them: and we know that it was because of “the joy that was set before
him” that he “endured the cross, despising the shame.” As he dived into the
black waves of grief he could see the precious pearl which he counted to
be of greater price than all, and that sight sustained him with a latent joy, if
I may so call it, which did not sparkle at the time, but which lay there
slumbering within his soul even when “he was exceeding sorrowful, even
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unto death.” And now that Christ has gone up on high, poor trembling
sinner, he has no greater joy than this, in seeing of the travail of his soul in
souls redeemed by him, both by price and. by power, from death and sin.
Jesus wept over Jerusalem because it would not be saved, but Jesus
rejoices greatly over sinners who repent. This is his joy, and his crown of
rejoicing — even ye poor tremblers who come and look to his cross and
find life in his death, and healing in his wounds.


I cannot bring out the comfort of this text to you as I could wish. Words
fail me, but I would urge those of you who want to find peace and faith, to
make a point of thinking very much about Christ. We not only lay hold on
the cross by faith, but it is the cross which works faith in us. If you would
think more often of the mercy of God, and the will of God, and the mission
of Christ, and the lovingkindness of Christ, your, soul would probably be
led by the Spirit, by that course of thought, to believe in Jesus. Your
dwelling constantly upon your sin, and your hardness of heart, has a great
tendency to drive you to despair. It is well to know your heart to be hard,
and your sin to be great, but as a man is not healed by simply knowing that
he is sick, and is not likely to get his spirits comforted by merely studying
his disease, so you are not likely to find faith by ranking amongst the filth
of your fallen nature, or trying to find. something good in yourselves which
is not there, and will not be there. Your wisest course is to think much of
Jesus, and look to him. You will soon find hope in him if you look for it
there. You will soon discover grounds for comfort if you look to God in
the person of his Son. If you regard the will of God as it is revealed on
Calvary, and read it in the crimson lines written adown the Savior’s pierced
body, you will soon perceive that his will is love. Turn away from the
wounds which the old serpent has given you, and look to the brazen
serpent. Look away from your own death to the death of Jesus, and,
recollect, that your repentance apart from Christ, will only be a legal
repentance, full of bondage, and will be of no avail to you. As old Wilcocks
says, “Away with that repentance which does not weep at the foot of the
cross.” If you do not look to Jesus Christ when you repent, your
repentance is not an evangelical repentance, but a repentance which
needeth to be repented of. Do, I pray you, receive the truth which I have
put before you, or, rather, which the text so plainly presents. The salvation
of sinners is the will of God, the work of Christ, and the joy of Christ. Is
not this good news?
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II. But I said that the text WAS MUCH MORE AN EXAMPLE TO BELIEVERS,
and so it is.


Every word here is instructive to the follower of the Lord Jesus Christ. “As
he is, so are we also in this world,” and the more we become like him the
more have we attained to that which God would have us be.


Note in the text, first of all, Christ’s subserviency. He says, “My meat is to
do the will of him that sent me.” He says nothing about his own will. Thus
early did he say, “Not my will, but thine be done.” The man of the world
thinks that if he could have his own way he would be perfectly happy, and
his dream of happiness in this state or in the next is comprised in this, that
his own wishes will be gratified, his own longings fulfilled, his own desires
granted to him. This is all a mistake. A man will never be happy in this
way. It is not by setting up his own will, and crying, “Great is Diana of the
Ephesians;” but perfect happiness is to be found in exactly the opposite
direction, namely, in the casting down of our own will entirely, and asking
that the will of God may be fulfilled in us. “This is my meat,” says the
sinner, “to do my own will.” Jesus Christ points to another table, and says,
“This is my meat, to do the will of him that sent me; my greatest comfort,
and the most substantial nourishment of my spirit, are not found in carrying
out my own desires, but in submitting all my desires to the will of God.”
Beloved, our sorrows grow at the roots of our self will. Could a man have
any sorrow if his will were utterly subdued to the will of God? In such a
case would not everything please him. Pain, if we did not kick against it,
would have a wondrous sweetness; losses would positively become things
to rejoice in, as affording opportunities for patience; we should even take
joyfully the spoiling of our goods. When we have conquered ourselves we
have conquered all; when we have won the victory over our own desires,
and aversions, and have subdued ourselves, through sovereign grace to the
will of God, then must we be perfectly happy.


Notice in the text, however, in the next place, not only subserviency, but
also a recognized commission. O Christian, cultivate full subserviency to
the divine will, and let it be your desire also to see clearly your commission
from on high. It is the will of God; ay, but it is well for us to add “The will
of him that sent me.” If I am a soldier, when I am sent upon an errand I
have not to consider what I shall do, but, having received my commands, I
am bound to obey. Do not many Christians fail to see their commission? It
has come to be a dreadfully common belief in the Christian Church that the
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only man who has a “call,” is the man who devotes all his time to what is
called the “ministry,” whereas all Christian service is ministry, and every
Christian has a call to some kind of ministry or another. It is not every man
that will become “a father in Israel,” for “ye have not many fathers;” it is
not every man who can become even an instructor, or an exhorter, but
each man must minister according to the gift he hath received. Ye are a
nation of priests. Instead of having some one man selected who becomes a
priest, and so maintains the old priestcraft in the Christian church, Jesus
our Lord and Head has abolished that monopoly for ever. He remains the
one great Apostle and High Priest of our profession, and we in him are
made, each one of us, through his grace, kings and priests unto God. You
are each of you, as believers, sent into this world with a distinct
commission, and that commission is very like the commission given to your
Master. In your measure the Spirit of the Lord is upon you, and he has sent
you to bind up the broken-hearted, to proclaim liberty to the captives, and
to preach the acceptable year of the Lord. Into the atonement you cannot
intrude, Christ has trodden the winepress alone, and of the people there
was none with him, but in the place of service you will be no intruder, it is
your dwelling-place. You are called to follow Christ your Lord in all holy
labor for souls. “As the Father hath sent me, even so send I you;” is not
this a part of his dying commission, not to the Apostles only, but unto all
the saints? Let us endeavor to recognize this. When Christ was sent of God
he did not forget that he was sent. He did not come into this world to do
his own business after he had once been sent to do his Father’s will. So you
and I must not act as though we were living here to make money, or to
bring up our families, and make matters comfortable for ourselves. We are,
if we are Christians, sent into the world upon a divine errand, and oh! for
grace to recognize the errand and to perform it.


Further, notice the practical character of our Lord’s observations on these
two points, He says, “My meat is” — what? To consider? To resolve? To
calculate? To study prophecy as to when the world will end? To meditate
upon plans by which we may be able one of these days to do something
great? Not at all. “My meat is to do the will of him that sent me.” The meat
of some people is to find fault with others who do Christ’s will, they never
seem to have their mouths so well filled as when remarking upon the
imperfections of those who are vastly better than themselves. This is like
glutting one’s self with carrion, and is unworthy of a man of God. Did you
ever know a man whom God blessed who had not some crotchet or
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singularity? I think I never knew such a man or woman either. Whenever
God blesses us there is sure to be something or other to remind men that
the vessel containing the treasure is an earthen vessel. Foolish people are
so fond of crying “Look at the meanness of the vessel!” as though no
treasure were contained within. Were they wise they would understand that
this is a part of the divine appointment, that we should have this treasure in
earthen vessels that the excellency of the power may be of God, and not of
us. Could you do God’s work better, think you? I wish you would try! It is
generally true that those who cavil at others, find it inconvenient to walk in
any path of usefulness at all.


There are others, of a somewhat better disposition, who find it their meat
to project new methods. They invent grand schemes. There is a house to be
built for God’s people to worship in, and they always know how to build it,
so many people are to give so much, and so many so much; the practical
part of the business being how much they will give themselves, but upon
that point they have remarkably little to say. They are always talking of
some grand scheme or other for impossible Christian union, or some
magnificent but impracticable Christian effort. Our Lord was practical.
You are struck in the whole of his life with the practical character of it. He
was no visionary, and no fanatic. Though his holy soul was on fire as much
as the most fanatical zealot that ever lived, all his plans and methods were
the wisest that could possibly be arranged; so that if men had sat down in
their coolest prudence to devise schemes, had they been rightly led they
must have devised the very schemes which this warm-hearted, passionate
Savior carried out. He did not theorize, but act. My dear brethren and
sisters, I hope we shall earn the same commendation. Many Christians are
too fond of mysticisms, quiddities, oddities, and strange questions which
minister not unto profit, I heartily wish they would try to win souls for
Jesus in the old-fashioned Bible way. Every now and then some particular
phase of truth crops up, and certain Christians go perfectly mad about it,
wanting to pry between leaves that are folded, or to find out secrets which
are not revealed, or to reach some fancied eminence of self-conceited
perfection in the flesh. While there are so many sinners to be lost or to be
saved, I think we had better stick to preaching the gospel. As long as this
world contains millions of those who do not know even the elementary
truths of Christianity, would it not be as well for us first of all to go into
the highways and hedges, and tell men of our dying Savior, and point them
to the cross? Let us discuss the millennium, and the secret rapture, and all
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those other intricate questions by-and-by, when we we have got through
more pressing needs. Just now the vessel is going to pieces, who will man
the life-boat? The house is on a blaze, and who is he that will run the fire-
escape up to the window? Here are men perishing for lack of knowledge,
and who will tell them that there is life in a look at the crucified One? He is
the man who shall give men meat to eat; but all others, though they may
carry a dish of most exquisite china, will probably give them no meat, but
only make them angry at being tantalized with empty wind. Christ’s
satisfaction of heart was of a most practical kind; he was subservient to
God as a commissioned servant, and busy with actually doing the will of
God.


But the gist of the text lies here. Our Lord Jesus Christ found both
sustenance and delight in thus doing the will of God in winning souls.
Believe me, brethren, if you have never known what it is to pluck a brand
from the burning, you have never known that spiritual meat which, next to
Christ’s own self, is the sweetest food a soul can feed upon. To do good to
others is one of the most rapid methods of getting good to yourselves.
Read the diaries of Whitefield and of Wesley, and you will he struck with
the fact that you do not find them perpetually doubting their calling,
mistrusting their election, or questioning whether they love the Lord or
not. See the men, preaching to their thousands in the open air, and hearing
around them the cries of “What must we do to be saved?” Why, brethren,
they had no time for doubts and fears. Their full hearts had no room for
such lumber. They felt that God had sent them into this world to win souls
for Christ, and they could not afford to live desponding mistrustful lives.
They lived unto God, and the Holy Ghost so mightily lived in them that
they were fully assured that they partook of his marvelous power. Some of
you good people, who do nothing except read little Plymouthy books, and
go to public meetings, and Bible readings, and prophetic conferences, and
other forms of spiritual dissipation, would be a good deal better Christians
if you would look after the poor and needy around you. If you would just
tuck up your sleeves for work, and go and tell the gospel to dying men,
you would find your spiritual health mightily restored, for very much of the
sickness of Christians comes through their having nothing to do. All
feeding and no working makes men spiritual dyspeptics. Be idle, careless,
with nothing to live for, nothing to care for, no sinner to pray for, no
backslider to lead back to the cross, no trembler to encourage, no little
child to tell of a Savior, no grey-headed man to enlighten in the things of
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God, no object, in fact, to live for; and who wonders, if you begin to
groan, and to murmur, and to look within, until you are ready to die of
despair? But if the Master shall come to you, and put his hand upon you,
and say — “I have sent you just as my Father sent me; now go and do my
will,” you will find that in keeping his commandments there is great
reward. You would find meat to eat that you know nothing of now. Let us
have practical Christianity, my brethren. Let us never neglect doctrinal
Christianity, nor experimental Christianity, but if we do not have the
practice of it in being to others what Christ was to us, we shall soon find
the doctrines to be without savior, and the experience to be flavored with
bitterness. Christ found joy in seeking the good of the Samaritan woman,
Her heart, hitherto unrenewed, satisfied him when he had won it to himself.
Oh the joy of winning a soul! Get a grip from the hand of one whom you
were the means of bringing to Christ; why, after that, all the devils in hell
may attack you, but you will not care for them, and all the men in the
world may rage against you, and say you do not serve God from proper
motives, or do not serve him in a discreet way; but since God has set his
seal upon your work, you can afford to laugh at them. Do but win souls
beloved, through the power of the Holy Spirit, and you shall find it to be a
perennial spring or joy in your own souls.


But, notice: our Lord says, in addition to his finding it his meat to do
God’s will that he also desired to finish his work. And this is our
satisfaction, to persevere till our work is finished. We shall never be
content —


“Till all the blood-bought race
Shall meet around the throne;


To bless the conduct of his grace,
And make his wonders known.”


You do not know how near you may be to the completion of your work.
You may not have to toil many more days. The chariot-wheels of eternity
are sounding behind you. Hasten, Christian! Use the moments zealously,
for they are very precious. You are like the work-girl with her last inch of
candle. Work hard! “The night cometh wherein no man can work.” “I paint
for eternity” said the painter; so let us do, let us work for God as those
whose work will endure when selfish labors shall burn as wood, hay, and
stubble in the last tremendous fire. To finish his work! To finish his work!
Be this our aim. When the great missionary to the Indians was dying, the
last thing that he did was to teach a little child its letters, and when
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someone marveled to see so great a man at such a work he said he thanked
God that when he could no longer preach he had at least strength enough
left to teach that poor little child. So would he finish his life’s work, and
put in the last little stroke to complete the picture. It should be our meat
and our drink to push on, never finding our meat in what we have done but
in what we are doing and still have to do; finding constantly our
refreshment in the present work of the present hour as God enables us to
perform it, spending and still being spent. Never let us say, “I have had my
day; let the young people take their turn.” Suppose the sun said, “I have
shone; I shall not rise to-morrow.” Imagine the stars in their beauty saying,
“We have for so long a time shot our golden arrows through the darkness,
we will now retire for ever.” What if the air should refuse to give us breath,
or the water should no longer ripple in its channels, or if all nature should
stand still because of what it once did — what death and ruin would there
be! No, Christian, there must be no loitering for you; each day be this your
meat, to do the will of him that sent you, and to finish his work.


III. And now, lastly, I have not strength, neither have you the time, to
consider THE GLORY WHICH JESUS CHRIST SHOULD HAVE FROM US, when
we know that he could truly say, “It is my meat to do the will of him that
sent me and to finish his work.” How could he ever have loved us? It is
strange that the Son of God should have set his affections upon such
unworthy beings. I should not have wondered, my brother, at his loving
you, but it is a daily marvel to me that Jesus should have loved me. It is a
wonder of wonders that he should come to save us; that when we were so
lost and ruined that we did not even care about his love, but rejected it
when we heard of it, and despised it even when it came with some degree
of power to our hearts, that he should still have loved us notwithstanding
all. “Tis strange, ‘tis passing strange, ‘tis wonderful”! Yet, so it is. He has
no greater delight than in saving us, and in bringing us to glory. Shall we
not praise him? Do not our hearts say within themselves, “What shall I do,
my Savior, to praise? Wherewithal shall I crown his head? How shall I
show forth my gratitude to him who found such delight in serving me?”
Beloved, may the love of God be shed abroad, in our hearts by the Holy
Spirit which is given to us.


Let every flying hour confess
We bring the gospel fresh renown;


And when our lives and labors cease
May we possess the promised crown.
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From this day forth may it be our meat and drink is to do the will of him
that sent us, and to finish his work.


I leave the text with you, my brethren in Christ, and may God give you
grace practically to carry out its meaning. I leave it with you, ye
unconverted, and may it be as cords of love to draw you to Jesus Christ;
and his shall be the praise for ever and ever. Amen.


NOTES


WE laid the first stone of the new buildings for the Pastors’ College on
Tuesday, October 14, and the day will ever be one of the brightest
recollections of our heart. Our loving people from seven in the morning to
ten at night never ceased to pour in their offerings, each one saying a kind
word to the pastor as the money was given. Happy is the minister who has
such a people. Mainly by small sums the amount was made up to £1,000,
and the ministers and students brought in another £300. We began the day
with prayer, and the students continued the devotions right on. The day
was fine, the people enthusiastic, the speakers in good trim, and all was as
we could desire it, best of all the Lord was there. Our enterprise is now
going on to completion, and if all our readers were now to send in their
help we should soon crown the edifice. This will be done, and again, we
shall have to magnify the God of grace. Never before was any work in our
hands carried out with so little trouble.


It is delightful to read the account of the meetings of the Baptist Union at
Nottingham; evidently the divine presence was enjoyed. The address of Dr.
Landels on Ritualism was a splendid deliverance. “There is a future for you
Baptists,” said Neander, and we mean to realize it by the Lord’s gracious
help.


Like many of our readers, we were amazed to find the Christian World
charging us with believing in the damnation of infants. Never did we give
any man an excuse for such a calumny; we loathe the notion as we detest
murder. The newspaper writer must have very sore withers, or he would
not kick out so wildly at the touch of our hand. We accept his handful of
mud as the evidence that his conscience pricked him. As to the editor of
the Christian World, much as we dislike his theology, we cannot believe
that he approves of such an assault; we have always found him a
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gentleman, and therefore we expect the amende honorable at his hands
before this reaches our readers.


A new Baptist interest is to be raised in Aldershot. One of our College men
is to commence in a few days.


The friends who have met at Palmerston Hall, Wimbledon, have bought the
hall, and made it their permanent place of worship. We have apportioned
them £200, but they greatly need further aid.


It was a great joy to us to journey to Bradford to assist in the opening
services of the new chapel of our brother, Mr. J. P. Chown. We had a good
season in St. George’s Hall, and the Lord was there. It is interesting to
record that before we reached Bradford Mr. Chown’s friends had cleared
the new chapel of all debt, and therefore the collections were divided
between the Bradford Infirmary and the Stockwell Orphanage. Our share is
to be £125, and we are truly grateful for it; it cheers us at a time when
subscriptions come in but slowly.


At Bedford, on October the 22nd. we preached in Mr. Howard’s great
implement house to three or four thousand people. The collections were
divided between the Baptist and Wesleyan churches. We are coming
nearer, for we both hate Ritualism and neology. Both denominations have
definite views on the great gospel doctrines, and abhor the looseness of
“modern thought.”


The Sunday-school teachers at Tabernacle have had a very gracious season
of special prayer, and are looking for a great blessing. The setting apart of
a time for intercession by the Sunday School Union was a most wise and
holy thought, we feel sure that throughout all Sabbath schools which duly
observed the occasion the largest blessings will follow. O for living
teaching, and the quickening of youthful hearts into immediate conversion
to God!


We are requested to state in connection with the China Mission that a letter
awaits J. J. S. at 422, Holloway Road Post-office, from T. P. H., 82,
Dempsey Street. We may add that we hope the papers upon China will lead
friends to help Mr. Hudson Taylor’s Inland Mission, and any sums sent to
us will be punctually forwarded.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. T. Wigner: — September
29th, fifteen. By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — October 2nd, fourteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER,  1873.


TO WORKERS WITH SLENDER APPARATUS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WHAT are those ministers to do who have a slender apparatus? By a
slender apparatus I mean that they have few books, and little or no means
wherewith to purchase more. This is a state of things which ought not to
exist in any case; the churches ought to take care that it should be rendered
impossible. Up to the highest measure of their ability they should furnish
their minister, not only with the food which is needful to sustain the life of
his body, but with mental nutriment, so that his soul may not be starved. A
good library should be looked upon as an indispensable part of church
furniture; and the deacons, whose business it is “to serve tables,” will be
wise, if, without neglecting the table of the Lord, or of the poor, and
without diminishing the supplies of the minister’s dinner-table, they give an
eye to his study-table, and keep it supplied with new works and standard
books in fair abundance. It would be money well laid out, and would be
productive far beyond expectation. Instead of waxing eloquent upon the
declining power of the pulpit, leading men in the church should use the
legitimate means for improving its power, by supplying the preacher with
food for thought. Put the whip into the manger is my advice to all
grumblers.


Some years ago I tried to induce our churches to have ministers’ libraries
as a matter of course, and some few thoughtful people saw the value of the
suggestion, and commenced carrying it out. With much pleasure I have
seen here and there the shelves provided, and a few volumes placed upon
them. I earnestly wish that such a beginning had been made everywhere;
but;, alas! I fear that a long succession of starveling ministers will alone
arouse the miserly to the conviction that parsimony with a minister is false
economy. Those churches which cannot afford a liberal stipend should
make some amends by founding a library as a permanent part of their
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establishment, and, by making additions to it from year to year, it would
soon become very valuable. My venerable grandfather’s manse had in it a
collection of very valuable, ancient Puritanic volumes, which had
descended from minister to minister: well do I remember certain ponderous
tomes, whose chief interest to me lay in their curious initial letters, adorned
with pelicans, griffins, little boys at play, or patriarchs at work. It may be
objected, that the books would be lost through change of users, but I
would run the risk of that; and trustees, with a little care over the
catalogue, could keep the libraries as securely as they keep the pews and
pulpit.


If this scheme be not adopted, let another and simpler one be tried; let all
the subscribers towards the preacher’s support add ten per cent. or more to
their subscriptions, expressly to provide food for the minister’s brain. They
would get back what they gave in the improved sermons they would hear.
If some little annual income could be secured to poor ministers, to be
sacredly spent in books, it would be a God-send to them, and an
incalculable blessing to the community. They do not expect a garden to
yield them herbs from year to year unless they put something upon the soil;
they do not expect a locomotive to work without fuel, or even an ox or an
ass to labor without food; let them, therefore, give over expecting to
receive instructive sermons from men who are shut out of the storehouse
of knowledge by their inability to purchase books.


But the subject is, what are men to do who have no stores, who have no
church library, and no allowance made them to provide books? Let us
remark at once that, if these men succeed, greater honor is due to them
than to those who have large appliances.


Quintin Matsys is said to have had his hammer and the taken from him by
his fellow-workmen, and to have produced his famous iron well-cover
without them; so much the more honor to him! None can tell what credit is
due to those workers for God, who have done great things without helpful
tools. Their labor would have been greatly lightened if they had possessed
them; but what they have done is the more wonderful. At the present
International Exhibition at Kensington, Mr.: Buckmaster’s School of
Cookery is mainly admired because he produces such savory dishes from
unpromising material; from a handful of bones and a little macaroni he
serves up royal dainties. If he had all the materials employed in French
cookery, and used them all, every person would say, “Well, anybody could
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do that;” but when he shows you scraps of meat and bones, and tells you
that he bought them at the butcher’s for a few pence, and that he can make
out of them a dinner for a family of five or six, all the good wives open
their eyes, and wonder how on earth it can be done; and when he passes
round his dishes, and they taste how delicious it is, they are full of
admiration. Work away, then, poor brother, for you may succeed in doing
great things in your ministry, and if so, your welcome of “Well done, good
and faithful servant,” will be all the more emphatic because you labored
under serious difficulties.


If a man can purchase but very few books, my first advice to him would be,
let him purchase the very best. If he cannot spend much, let him spend
well. The best will always be the cheapest. Leave mere dilutions and
attenuations to those who can afford such luxuries. Do not buy milk and
water, but get condensed milk, and put what water you like to it yourself.
This age is fall of word-spinners — professional book-makers, who
hammer a grain of matter so thin that it will cover a five-acre sheet of
paper; these men have their uses, as gold-beaters have, but they are of no
use to you. Farmers on our coast used to cart wagon-loads of seaweed and
put them upon their land; the heaviest part was the water; now they dry the
weeds, and save a world of labor and expense. Don’t buy thin soup; buy
the essence of meat. Get much in little. Prefer books which abound in what
Dr. James Hamilton used to call “Bibline,” or the essence of books. You
require accurate, condensed, reliable, standard books, and should make
sure that you get them. In preparing his “Harae Biblicae Quotidianae,”
which is an admirable comment upon the Bible, Dr. Chalmers used only the
“Concordance,” the “Pictorial Bible,” “Poole’s Synopsis,” “Matthew
Henry’s Commentary,” and “Robinson’s Researches in Palestine.” These
are the books I use,” said he to a friend; “all that is Biblical is there; I have
to do with nothing besides in my Biblical study.” This shows that those
who have unlimited stores at their command, yet find a few standard books
sufficient. If Dr. Chalmers were now alive, he would probably take
Thomson’s “Land and the Book,” instead of Robinson’s “Researches,” and
give up the “Pictorial Bible” for Kitto’s “Daily Bible Illustrations;” at least
I should recommend the alteration to most men. This is clear evidence that
some most eminent preachers have found that they could do better with
few books than with many, when studying the Scriptures, and this, I take
it, is our main business.
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Forego, then, without regret, the many books which, like poor Hodge’s
razors, of famous memory, “are made to sell,” and do sell those who buy
them, as well as themselves. Matthew Henry’s Commentary having been
mentioned, I venture to say that no better investment can be made, by any
minister, than that peerless exposition. Get it, if you sell your coat to buy
it.


The next rule I shall lay down is, master those books you have. Read them
thoroughly. Bathe in them until they saturate you. Read and re-read them,
masticate them, and digest them. Let them go into your very self. Peruse a
good book several times, and make notes and analyses of it. A student will
find that his mental constitution is more affected by one book thoroughly
mastered than by twenty books which he has merely skimmed, lapping at
them, as the classic proverb puts it “as the dogs drink of Nilus.” Little
learning and much pride come of hasty reading. Books may be piled on the
brain till it cannot work. Some men are disabled from thinking by their
putting meditation away for the sake of much reading. They gorge
themselves with book-matter, and become mentally dyspeptic.


Books on the brain cause disease. Get the book into the brain, and you will
grow. In D’Israeli’s “Curiosities of Literature” there is an invective of
Lucian upon those men who boast of possessing large libraries, which they
either never read or never profit by. He begins by comparing such a person
to a pilot who has never learned the art of navigation, or a cripple who
wears embroidered slippers but cannot stand upright in them. Then he
exclaims, “Why do you buy so many books? You have no hair, and you
purchase a comb; you are blind and you must need buy a fine mirror; you
are deaf, and you will have the best musical instrument!” — very well-
deserved rebuke to those who think that the possession of books will
secure them learning. A measure of that temptation happens to us all; for
do we not feet wiser after we have spent an hour or two in a bookseller’s
shop? A man might as well think himself richer for having inspected the
vaults of the Bank of England. In reading books let your motto be, “Much,
not many.” Think as well as read, and keep the thinking always
proportionate to the reading, and your small library will not be a great
misfortune.


There is very much sound sense in the remark of a writer in the Quarterly
Review many years back. “Give us the one dear book, cheaply picked from
the stall by the price of the dinner, thumbed and dog-eared, cracked in the
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back and broken in the corner, noted on the fly-leaf and scrawled on the
margin, sullied and scorched, torn and worn, smoothed in the pocket and
grimed on the hearth, damped by the grass and dusted among the cinders,
over which you have dreamed in the grove and dozed before the embers,
but read again, again, and again, from cover to cover. It is by this one
book, and its three or four single successors, that more real cultivation has
been imparted than by all the myriads which bear down the mile-long,
bulging, bending shelves of the Bodleian.”


But if you feel you must have more books, I recommend to you a little
judicious borrowing. You will most likely have some friends who have
books, and who will be kind enough to let you have them for a time: and I
specially advise you, in order to borrow again, to return whatsoever is lent,
promptly, and in good condition. I hope there is not so much need that I
should say much at this time about returning books, as there would have
been a few months ago, for I have lately met with a statement by a
clergyman, which has very much raised my opinion of human, nature; for
he declares that he has a personal acquaintance with three gentlemen who
have actually returned borrowed umbrellas! I am sorry to say that he
moves in a more favored circle than I do, for I have personal acquaintance
with several young men who have borrowed books and never returned
them. The other day, a certain minister, who had lent me five books, which
I have used for two years or more, wrote me a note to request the return of
three of them. To his surprise, he had them back by the next “Parcels’
Delivery,” and two others which he had forgotten. I had carefully kept a
list of books borrowed, and, therefore, could make a complete return to
the owner. I am sure he did not expect their prompt arrival, for he wrote
me a letter of mingled astonishment and gratitude, and when I visit his
study, I feel sure I shall be welcome to borrow again. You know the rhyme
which has been written in many a man’s book —


“If thou art borrowed by a friend,
Right welcome shall he be


To read, to study, not to lend,
But to return to me.


Not that imparted knowledge doth
Diminish learning’s store,


But books, I find, when once they’re lent,
Return to me no more.”
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Sir Walter Scott used to say that his friends might be very indifferent
accountants, but he was sure they were good “book-keepers.” Some have
even had to go the length of the scholar, who, when asked to lend a book,
sent word by the servant that he would not let the book go out of his
chamber, but that the gentleman who sought the loan might come and sit
there and read as long as he liked. The rejoinder was unexpected but
complete, when, his fire being slow to burn, he sent to the same person to
borrow a pair of bellows, and received for answer that the owner would
not lend the bellows out of his own chamber, but the gentleman might
come and blow there as long as he liked. Judicious borrowing may furnish
you with much reading, but remember the man’s axe-head in the
Scriptures, and he careful of what you borrow. “The wicked borroweth
and payeth not again.”


In case the famine of books should be sore in the land, there is one book
which you all have, and that is your Bible; and a minister with his Bible is
like David with his sling and stone, fully equipped for the fray. No man
may say that he has no well to draw from while the Scriptures are within
reach. In the Bible we have a perfect library, and he who studies it
thoroughly will be a better scholar than if he had devoured the Alexandrian
Library entire. To understand the Bible should be our ambition; we should
be familiar with it, as familiar as the housewife with her needle, the
merchant with his ledger, the mariner with his ship. We ought to know its
general run, the contents of each book, the details of its histories, its
doctrines, its precepts, and everything about it. Erasmus, speaking of
Jerome, asks, “Who but he ever learned by heart the whole Scripture? or
imbibed, or meditated on it as he did?” It is said of Witsius, a learned
Dutchman, author of the famous work on “The Covenants,” that he also
was able, not merely to repeat every word of Scripture in its original
tongues, but to give the context, and the criticisms of the best authors; and
I have heard of an old minister in Lancashire, that he was “a walking
Concordance,” and could either give you chapter and verse for any passage
quoted, or, vice versa, could correctly give the words when the place was
mentioned. That may have been a feat of memory, but the study needful to
it must have been highly profitable. I do not say that you must aspire to
that; but if you could, it would be well worth the gaining. It was one of the
fortes of that singular genius, William Huntington (whom I will not now
either commend or censure), that in preaching he incessantly quoted Holy
Scripture, and was accustomed, whenever he did so, to give the chapter
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and the verse; and in order to show his independence of the printed book,
it was his uncomely habit to remove the Bible from the front of the pulpit.


A man who has learned not merely the letter of the Bible, but its inner
spirit, will be no mean man, whatever deficiencies he may labor under. You
know the old proverb, “Cave ab homine unius libri” — Beware of the
man of one book. He is a terrible antagonist. A man who has his Bible at
his fingers’ ends and in his heart’s core, is a champion in our Israel; you
cannot compete with him; you may have an armory of weapons, but his
Scriptural knowledge will overcome you; for it is a sword like that of
Goliath, of which David said, “There is none like it.” The gracious William
Romaine, I believe, in the latter part of his life, put away all his books and
read nothing at all but his Bible. He was a scholarly man, yet he was
monopolized by the one Book, and was made mighty by it. If we are driven
to do the same by necessity, let us recollect that some have done it by
choice, and let us not bemoan our lot, for the Scriptures will be sweeter
than honey to our taste, and will make us “wiser than the ancients.” We
shall never be short of holy matter if we are continually studying the
inspired volume; nay, it is not only matter that we shall find there, but
illustration too; for the Bible is its own best illustrator. If you want
anecdote, simile, allegory, or parable, turn to the sacred page. Scriptural
truth never looks more lovely than when she is adorned with jewels from
her own treasury. I have lately been reading the Books of the Kings and the
Chronicles; I have become enamored of them; they are as full of divine
instruction as the Psalms or Prophets, if read with opened eyes. I think it
was Ambrose who used to say, “I adore the infinity of Scripture.” I hear
that same voice which sounded in the ears of Augustine, concerning the
Book of God, “Tolle, lege” — “Take, read.” It may be you will dwell in
retirement in some village, where there is no one to converse with who is
above your own level, and where you will meet with very few books worth
your reading; then read and meditate in the law of the Lord both day and
night, and you shall be “as a tree planted by the rivers of water.” Make the
Bible the man of your right hand, the companion of every hour; and you
will have little reason to lament your slender equipment in inferior things.


I would earnestly impress upon all, the truth that a man who is short of
apparatus can make up for it by much thought. Thinking is better than
possessing books. Thinking is an exercise of the soul which both develops
its powers and educates them. A little girl was once asked whether she
knew what her soul was, and, to the surprise of all, she said, “Sir, my soul
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is my think.” If this be correct, some persons have very little soul. Without
thinking, reading cannot benefit the mind, but it may delude the man into
the idea that he is growing wise. Books are a sort of idol to some men. As
the image with the Roman Catholic is intended to make him think of
Christ, and in effect, keeps him from Christ, so books are intended to make
men think, but are often a hindrance to thought. When George Fox took a
sharp knife and cut out for himself a pair of leather breeches, and, having
done with all the fashions of society, hid himself in a hollow tree, to think
by the month together, he was growing into a man before whom the men
of the books speedily beat a retreat. What a flutter he made not only
among the Poperies, and Prelacies, and Presbyteries of his day, but also
among the well-read proprieties of Dissent. He swept no end of cobwebs
out of the sky, and gave the bookworms a hard time of it. Thought is the
backbone of study, and if more ministers would think, what a blessing it
would be! Only, we want men who will think about the revealed truth of
God, and not dreamers who evolve religions out of their own
consciousness. Now-a-days we are pestered with a set of fellows who must
needs stand on their heads and think with their feet. Romancing is their
notion of meditation. Instead of considering revealed truth, they excogitate
a mess of their own, in which error, and nonsense, and conceit appear in
about equal parts; and they call this broth “modern thought.” We want men
who will try to think straight, and yet think deep, because they think God’s
thoughts. Far be it from me to urge you to imitate the boastful thinkers of
this age, who empty their meeting-houses, and then glory that they preach
to the cultivated and intellectual. It is miserable cant. Earnest thought upon
the things which are assuredly believed among us is quite another matter,
and to that I urge you. Personally, I owe much to many hours, and even
days, spent alone, under an old oak-tree by the river Medway. Happening
to be somewhat indisposed at the time when I was leaving school, I was
allowed considerable leisure, and, armed with an excellent fishing-rod, I
caught a few small fishes, and enjoyed many day-dreams, intermingled with
searchings of heart, and much ruminating of knowledge gained. If boys
would think, it would be well to give them less class work and more
opportunity for thought. All cram and no digestion makes flesh destitute of
muscle, and this is even more deplorable mentally than physically. If your
people are not numerous enough to supply you with a library, they will
make fewer demands on your time, and, in having time for meditation, you
will be even better off than your brethren with many books and little space
for quiet contemplation.
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Without books a man may learn much by Keeping his eyes open. Current
history, incidents which transpire under his own nose, events recorded in
the newspaper, matters of common talk — he may learn from them all. The
difference between eyes and no eyes is wonderful. If you have not books to
try your eyes, keep them open wherever you go, and you will find
something worth looking at. Can you not learn from nature? Every flower
is waiting to teach you. “Consider the lilies,” and learn from the roses. Not
only may you go to the ant, but every living thing offers itself for your
instruction. There is a voice in every gale, and a lesson in every grain of
dust it bears. Sermons glisten in the morning on every blade of grass, and
homilies fly by you as the sere leaves fall from the trees. A forest is a
library, a corn field is a volume of philosophy, the creek is a history, and
the river at its base a poem. Go, thou who hast thine eyes opened, and find
lessons of wisdom everywhere, in heaven above, in the earth beneath, and
in the waters under the earth. Books are poor things compared with these.


Moreover, however scant your libraries, you can study yourselves. There is
a mystic volume, the major part of which you have never read. If any man
thinks that he knows himself thoroughly, he deceives himself; for the most
difficult book you will ever read is your own heart. I said to a doubter the
other day, who seemed to have got into a maze, “Well, really I cannot
understand you; but I am not vexed, for I never could understand myself;”
and I certainly meant what I said. Watch the twists and turns and
singularities of your own minds, and the strangeness of your own
experience; the depravity of your heart, and the work of divine grace; your
tendency to sin, and capacity for holiness; how akin you are to a devil, and
yet how allied to God himself! Note how wisely you can act when taught
of God, and yet how foolishly you behave when left to yourself. You will
find the study of your heart to be of immense importance to you as a
watcher over the souls of others. A man’s own experience should be to him
the laboratory in which he tests the medicines which he is to prescribe to
others. Even your own faults will instruct you if you bring them to the
Lord. Perfect men would be unable to deal with imperfect men and
women. Study the Lord’s dealings with your own souls, and you will
understand others.


Read other men; they are as instructive as books. Suppose there should
come up to one of our great hospitals a young student, so poor that he
could not purchase surgical books; it would certainly be a great detriment
to him; but if he had the run of the hospital, if he saw operations
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performed, and watched cases from day to day, I should not wonder but
what he might turn out as skillful a surgeon as his more favored
companions. His observation would show him what books alone could not;
and as he stood by to see the removal of a limb, the binding up of a wound,
or the tying up of an artery, he might, at any rate, pick up enough practical
surgery to be of immense service to him. Now, much that a minister needs
to know he must learn by actual observation. All wise pastors have walked
the hospitals spiritually, and dealt with inquirers, hypocrites, backsliders,
the despairing, and the presumptuous. A man who has had a sound
practical experience in the things of God himself, and watched the hearts of
others, other things being equal, will be a far more useful man than he who
knows only what be has read. It is a great pity for a man to be a sort of
college Jack-a-dandy, who comes out of the class-room as out of a band-
box, into a world he never saw before, to deal with men he has never
observed, and handle things with which he has never come into personal
contact. “Not a novice,” says the apostle; and it is possible to be a novice
and yet a very accomplished scholar, a classic, a mathematician, and a
theoretical theologian. We should have practical dealings with men’s souls;
and if we have much of it, the fewness of our books will be a light
affliction. “But,” says an inquiring brother,” how can you read a man?” I
have heard of a gentleman of whom it was said that you could never stop
five minutes under an archway with him but what he would teach you
something. That was a wise man; but he would be a wiser man still who
would never stop five minutes under an archway without learning from
other people. If you are wise enough you can learn as much from a fool as
from a wise man. A fool is a splendid book to read from, because every
leaf is open before you, and there is a dash of the comic in the style, which
entices you to read on; and if you gather nothing else, you are warned not
to publish your own folly.


Learn from experienced saints. What deep things some of them can teach
to us younger men! What instances God’s poor people can narrate of the
Lord’s providential appearances for them; how they glory in. his upholding
grace and his faithfulness to his promises! What fresh light they often shed
upon the promises, revealing meanings hidden from the carnally wise, but
made clear to simple hearts! Know you not that many of the promises are
written with invisible ink, and must be held to the fire of affliction before
the letters will show themselves? Tried spirits are instructors to those of us
whose days are less rough. And as for the inquirer, how much is to be
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gathered from him! I have seen very much of my own stupidity while in
conversation with seeking souls. I have been baffled by a poor lad while
trying to bring him to the Savior; I thought I had him fast, but he has
eluded me again and again with perverse ingenuity of unbelief. Sometimes
inquirers who are really anxious surprise me with their singular skill in
battling against hope; their arguments are endless and their difficulties
countless. They put us to a non plus again and again. It is only the grace of
God that at last enables us to bring them to the light. In their strange
perversities of unbelief, the singular constructions and misconstructions
which they put upon their case and upon scriptural statements, you will
often find a world of instruction. I would sooner give a young man an hour
with inquirers than a week in the best of our classes, so far as practical
training for the pastorate is concerned.


Once more, be much at death-beds; they are illuminated books. There shall
you read the very poetry of our religion, and learn the secrets thereof.
What splendid gems are washed up by the waves of Jordan! What fair
flowers grow on its banks! The everlasting fountains in the glory-land
throw their spray aloft, and the dew-drops fall on this side the narrow
stream! I have heard poor humble men and women talk as though they
were inspired, uttering strange words, aglow with immortal glory. These
they learned from no lips beneath the moon; they must have heard them
while sitting in the suburbs of the New Jerusalem. God whispers them in
their ears amid their pain and weakness; and then they tell us a little of
what the Spirit has revealed. I will part with all my books, if I may see the
Lord’s Elijahs mount their chariots of fire.


Is not this enough upon our subject? If you desire more, it is time I
remembered the sage saying, that it is better to send away an audience
longing than loathing, and, therefore, Adieu!


HOW TO MAKE A.D. 1874
A YEAR OF OUR LORD


WE have seen an oak in the New Forest which, according to the evidence
of credible witnesses, frequently puts forth leaves at Christmas time. There
is truth in the statement, for this oak, and two or three others in the forest,
send forth premature buds in mild winters, but the connection between
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those hasty shoots and Christmas Day is mere poetry — pretty poetry,
however, for it represents the very trees of the wood as glad at the birth of
the Savior-King, and putting on their best attire to give him welcome.
Whatever may be said of the realm of nature, it is an indisputable fact that
the kingdom of grace puts forth its noblest life when the Son of God
approaches. It is no fiction that the drawing nigh of Jesus to the soul
causes the heart to send forth summer shoots, even when all around tells of
spiritual mid-winter. However sorrowful or backsliding the soul may have
been, the sap within leaps at the Lord’s approach, quickens the entire inner
life, and causes a blossoming of joy as beautiful as it is astonishing. Truly,
as it is said of the stock of a tree which has been felled, “At the scent of
water it will bud and send forth boughs like a pliant,” so may it be said of
our hearts; Let but the scent of the good ointments of Jesus’ love be
perceived, and the soul puts on her beauty and her comeliness, and hastens
to bring forth fruit to her Bridegroom’s praise. Though we were dead as
stones, and cold as icebergs, a glance from the eyes of our Beloved would
enliven us, and kindle in us heaven’s own flame. The presence of Jesus in
the soul penetrates to the heart’s core, and acts like a spell upon our entire
spiritual nature: it is so potent over every regenerated faculty that it works
marvels, and were it uninterrupted it would effect still more, for is it not
omnipotent? Miracles would be hourly wrought if the Lord Jesus dwelt
always in our hearts, for he is a wonder-worker wherever he takes up his
abode. As when spring comes it sends a thrill down deep into nature’s
heart, and rouses her from her long winter’s sleep to enter upon a summer
of delight, even thus the uprising of the Sun of Righteousness within the
soul quickens and awakens all the inner man, and produces a time of
blissful fruitfulness. What abundant reasons have we, whose life and
liveliness depend wholly upon him, to pray without ceasing, “Lord, abide
with us!” Without Jesus we are nothing, but when he abides in us we are
filled with all the fullness of God.


“As some rare perfume in a vase of clay
Pervades it with a fragrance not its own,
So, when thou dwellest in a mortal soul,


All heaven’s own sweetness seems around it thrown.


“The soul alone, like a neglected harp,
Grows out of tune, and needs that band divine:


Dwell thou within it; tune and touch the chords,
Till every note and string shall answer thine.
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“Abide in me: there have been moments blest
When I have heard thy voice and felt thy power;


Then evil lost its grasp: and passion, hush’d,
Owned the divine enchantment of the hour.


“These were but seasons, beautiful and rare;
Abide in me, and they shall ever be;


Fulfill at once thy precept and my prayer,
Come and abide in me, and I in thee.”


Not alone does communion with Jesus quicken us, it also chases away all
the evils which had been prowling within the recesses of our being, even as
the light of dawn compels the beasts of the forest to hide themselves.
Sunlight is life and health to plants; they are sallow and blanched without
it, and their juices grow poisonous; herein they fitly image our need of our
good Lord’s light and love. They say in Rome that a room on the shady
side of the street is to be avoided, for where the sun does not enter the
physician must. Many believers have found out to their cost that it is ill
living out of fellowship with the Well-beloved; bitter medicine has been
required to drive out the maladies engendered by failing to continue in
Jesus’ love. Yet there is no cure for the loss of fellowship, except
fellowship itself. If absence of Jesus makes us sick, Jesus alone can work
our cure. Virtue goes out of him, a touch heals us, an embrace confirms us
in all that is pure and strong. If we are sick even unto death, there is no
necessity to resort to the acrid remedies of remorse, or the sharp potion of
Moses and Sinai; our wisdom is to send at once for Jesus only, for he is all
we need. We need not hesitate because we have been so cold towards him;
he will come and heal us, notwithstanding our misbehavior; no one is so
slow to take offense as he is. When the Laodicean church was so infected
with disease as to be at death’s door, she had a remedy close at hand, she
had only to open the door to him who knocked so lovingly, and bid him
enter and sup with her and all her lukewarmness would have vanished at
once. She was wretched and miserable, and poor and naked, but she was
not bidden to send her ships to far off lands to bring home rare aromatics
and foreign gems: no, her own loving Lord said, “I counsel thee to buy of
ME.” In him was all that she needed from every point of view; there was no
need to call in another. Jesus is not only the medicine of dying sinners, but
also of sick saints. We may go to him always, even as we went to him at
first: he saved us then, he will revive us now; our unfaithfulness has not
diminished his power to save. In this weary time of declension, when men







427


are hot for the world, and only cold towards their best Friend, when
religion has become more a name than a reality, all saintly eyes should be
directed to Jesus as the panacea for the diseases both of the world and of
the church. Thither would we turn our eyes, and sigh within our soul for
the near and dear companionship of our own Lord.


“Oh, Jesus Christ, grow thou in me,
And all things else recede;


My heart be daily nearer thee,
From sin be daily freed!


“Make this poor self grow less and less,
Be thou my life and aim.


Oh, make me daily, through thy grace,
More worthy of thy name;


“Daily more filled with thee my heart,
Daily from self more free;


Thou, to whom prayer didst strength impart,
Of my prayer hearer be!


“Let faith in thee, and in thy might,
My every motive move;


Be thou alone my soul’s delight,
My passion and my love!”


Since fellowship with Jesus so wonderfully quickens and heals the soul, it
is wonderful that any believer can live without it, and yet how very few,
comparatively, are in the constant enjoyment of it. If we were to ask many
a professor, “How long is it since you enjoyed real communion with
Jesus?” he would find it difficult to answer. The great mass of professors
are too much taken up with the world, too busy, too careful, too frivolous,
or too unbelieving. They might feast every day upon the bread of heaven,
but they prefer to starve or fill their mouths with the husks of earth; they
might dwell in the palace of the great King, but they are content to abide in
the smoke-grimed tents of Kedar. Was there ever a drearier infatuation?
Milton pictures the fallen angel as wearing in Eve’s bower the form of a
toad, but how much greater is the degradation when the Bride of Christ
prefers to wear the appearance of a mole or an earthworm! It is shameful
for an heir of heaven to choose this musty, mildewed world, and neglect
the ever fresh and sparkling beauties of Immanuel. Our place is in the
Savior’s bosom, and that always and for ever. There is no need for us to
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suspend our communion, and no need can ever arise. The order of the
Lord’s household never renders it necessary that the bride of Christ should
be on ill terms with her husband; all that mars their fellowship is outside of
the Lord’s arrangements and sinful. Never shall it be said “Ye have dwelt
long enough in this mount.” For ever here our rest must be. Jesus wearing
the memorials of his dying love, and girt with the glories of his risen life,
should be our perpetual company, his presence the sun which warms us, his
love the atmosphere we breathe, his words our food, himself our all in all.


Brethren, the new year is within sight, and it will be a happy thing for us if
we begin it upon a higher platform, with higher resolves, and enlarged
faith. The time past may suffice us to have yielded to worldliness, and to
the motions of sin in our members; it is time to rise out of the murky
atmosphere of the fens of earth into the unclouded blue of “glory begun
below.” We may live the life of heaven upon earth. We are not shut up to
dull, cold formalism, to doubting and trembling, or to wandering and
backsliding. The highest forms of fellowship with Jesus are as open to us as
to those who have gone before us: faith can reach them beyond all
question. Let our resolve be deeply fixed and earnestly carried out, and so
1874 will be a glad and lightsome year, a year of the right hand of the Most
High, and in very deed a YEAR OF OUR LORD. C.H.S.


NOTES CONCERNING THE STOCKWELL
ORPHANAGE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE Orphanages of our country are a great blessing, but while alleviating a
vast amount of distress, it cannot be denied that some of them incidentally
create much sorrow. The system of admission by votes, entailing great
labor and expense in canvassing, is in itself a heavy yoke; but when those
who have done their utmost fail at the end of the election, the grief they
feel is of the bitterest kind. We have a few hours ago received a letter
commencing —


“DEAR SIR, — By reading my printed appeal you will see that I have been
for two years embarked in an expensive and fatiguing canvass, and the
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election on the 27th being our last permitted poll, I am well nigh
desperate.”


Such instances frequently come before us. Widows will spend from £20 to
£50 in trying to secure the election of their children, and lose their object
after all. The Daily News mentions a case in which £60 was spent to secure
admission into one of the hospitals (we suppose for incurables), and was
spent in vain. Imagine the heartbreak of the defeated candidate!! A great
effort has been made, friends have been hunted up, and their generosity
well tested, and all for nothing; the grand struggle has come to a close, and
the needy one is in greater straits than ever. The witness of the daily press
is a sorrowful one. “When the poll is over, and the result is known, the
most trying scenes are witnessed. The defeated immensely outnumber the
successful candidates, and they give way to their disappointment and grief.
A poor widow has spent all she had or could get from her friends in the
canvas for her crippled boy, and has failed. Two or three women have,
undertaken six months’ work for a dependent relative, and their labor and
sacrifices are in vain. The manifestations of disappointment are distressing.
And this is charity! this is how institutions supported ‘by voluntary
contributions’ make so large a show to the world.”


Thank God, from the Stockwell Orphanage no widow ever goes away
lamenting over time, labor, and money spent in vain. The worst that can
happen to her is to be refused, because there is no room, or her ease is not
so bad as that of others; not a shilling will have been drained from her to
print cards, to post applications, or to purchase votes, nor a day spent in
securing influence, and cringing for patronage. Her case is judged upon its
merits, and the most necessitous wins the day. We have now so many
applicants, and so few vacancies, that women with two or three children
are advised not to apply, for while there are others with five, six, or seven
dependent upon them, they stand but little chance. The trustees are not
open to influence and decline to submit to private pressure, they leave the
cases to the persons appointed to judge of their merits. Where donors give
sums which more than cover the expense of a child, the trustees naturally
defer to their wishes, and accept their recommendations if they can do so in
accordance with the rules of the institution; but money sent with the view
of promoting the election of A or B is respectfully returned, as this would
lead to a course of action totally at variance with that which we have
hitherto pursued. By our system cases are really inquired into, and, as a
rule, the most destitute obtain the benefits of the school. This entails great
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labor, and frequently necessitates delay, for the investigations are carried
on by gentlemen in business, whose time is much occupied, and no person
is paid to do the work. The inquiries are intended to be thorough and
searching, and as a rule they are so, though of course much must depend
upon the tact and care of the person who acts as visitor to the case. Every
effort is made to secure the benefits of the Orphanage to those who are
most in need, and no applicant is left to the chances of a poll. Surely this
must commend itself to the common sense of all benevolent persons, and
they will do well to show their appreciation by aiding institutions so
conducted.


It must not, however, be concealed that the common mode of electing
orphans to schools by the votes of subscribers and canvassing is a great
means of procuring funds. Very few of the institutions would live at all if
the system were altered; it is essential to their very existence; the elections
are their harvests, their sources of income, their props and pillars. Guineas
are subscribed for particular cases, and the widows and their friends are
practically collectors for the school, whippers-up of the donors, and
pleaders for the charity. Rich old Hunks would not give his 10s. 6d. if he
had not a voting-paper for it, nor even then, if it had not happened that the
orphan’s father was killed on his premises. The plan is not the best in the
world, but it is the most easy in practice, and it would be dangerous to do
away with it at present. Better that a good thing should be done in the
second-best manner than not done at all. Election by subscribers brings
subscribers, canvassing reminds them of their obligations, and the poll
secures the discharge of them. When a school receives children without
voting or canvassing, it loses all these advantages, and must count upon no
such assistances. It is not every orphanage which could venture to give up
the old system, or would long survive if it did. The Stockwell Orphanage is
an exceptional case altogether, it is conducted by those who believe in
God’s power to supply the orphan’s needs, and they prayerfully leave their
cares at his feet: it is also connected, through its president, with a large
Christian church, and a body of earnest believers all over the world, who
take an interest in its welfare. Hence it has no need to use doubtful modes
of raising money; but can afford to follow the best rather than the most
expedient way. Yet its managers feel that providing the needful funds is,
from the human side of it, no light matter, and they dare not condemn the
methods of others, nor would they join in the popular clamor which is
likely to assail kindred institutions, for they feel that it is more easy to find
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fault than to suggest really practical improvements. Their own experience
has, however, confirmed them in the belief that theirs is a more excellent
way, and they appeal to all who approve of their method of procedure to
support them in it by constant, regular, and generous gifts.


In the internal management of the Orphanage, our course has been, as a
rule, very smooth and happy, but we could hardly expect it to proceed
always without trouble and sorrow. Boys are boys all the world over, and
their nature is not changed by entering within the enclosures of the
Stockwell Home. All is done which can be done to render them obedient,
industrious, truthful, and devout; and we are always; ready to learn, and to
practice what others have proved to be valuable. The admission of new
boys is always a trial. Children come into ordinary families as very
welcome and very little strangers, but our increase comes to us sometimes
in the form of boys of nine or ten, who have bad habits, evil antecedents,
and ill dispositions. We do not pretend to take or to retain boys who are
only fit for reformatories; but some such will get in, and they bring with
them moral disease, which is as apt to spread as an epidemic. Then come
times of battling with sin and crying to the Lord for help. Parents with a
few children may imagine the heartaches which come to those who manage
hundreds, and lovingly desire their welfare. Parents have, however, a hold
over their children which we have not, for they are parents, and that fact
confers upon them the mystic scepter of supreme authority. A wise writer
has put our experience into a handy shape for us, and we quote her words.
“It is sad to see the effects on the moral character of the lack of parental
influence. Nothing is more difficult than to bring up the orphan well; and
children whose parents are in India often show the same evil tendencies as
do orphans — impatience of control, restlessness, and willfulness; healthy,
loving, family discipline being unknown to them. Would that parents
thought more of the ill effects upon their children of their long-continued
separation from them, and that they would not content themselves with
doing by proxy what God commands them to do, to bring up their children
in the nurture and admonition of the Lord. Orphanages are under a peculiar
disadvantage as to education, the great moral lever of affection to parents
being unknown to the children. Were it not for God’s most special and
tender words as regards the orphan, Christians might well shrink from the
anxiety and loll involved in educating these dear helpless ones.” So have
we found it, but we have also found the grace of God equal to the
emergency: and we are encouraged to persevere so long as the Lord
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enables us. We have not been without success; a gracious tone has been
given to the little community, many have come under impressions, and
others have been converted to God. Those who have gone out into
situations have almost in every case given us much satisfaction; where
failure has occurred,  it has arisen either from a craving for the sea, or from
the interference of an unwise mother, and we hope that time and grace will
remedy the evil. Some of the lads are already in good positions, and
command the esteem of their employers. We are far from being depressed
under our load, rather do we thank God, and take courage. We do,
however, earnestly ask for the prayers of the Lord’s people, that we may
be graciously supported. Who is sufficient for these things? Who can hope
to conduct such a work efficiently while a thousand other matters are upon
his hands, unless divine strength be given?


Visitors are always welcome to inspect the Stockwell Orphanage, which is
a place fair to look upon, and in summer will well repay a moderate
journey. Those who have done so in former days have frequently written
their opinions in the visitors’ book, and we will trouble our readers with a
few of their jottings: —


It has been quite a treat to me to visit this institution. Everything in order.
May the Lord prosper it. W. T. BUCKLAND.


Very much pleased and encouraged in addressing the dear children on total
abstinence and gospel truth. JONATHAN GRUBB.


Everything that is conducive to health and comfort. C. E. SAUNDERS, M.D.


I cannot speak too highly of all the arrangements, and of the admirable
manner in which the institution is conducted. H. GERVIS, Esq., M.D., etc.,
etc.


Such an institution is a blessing to the country. J. LATHAM.


So delighted! So far surpassing what I had expected that I know not what
to say. This I know, I find much to incorporate into my own work. W. C.
VAN METER.


Worthy of its president and manager. REV. A. G. BROWN.


Nothing could be better than the arrangements. A most pleasant place to
visit. REV. JOHN FOSTER.







433


Very much pleased with all the arrangements. REV. ALFD. BOURNE, B.A.,
Sec. British and Foreign School Soc.


Deeply interested and delighted with the boys. REV. T. G. HORTON.


An admirable institution. Good in design, and, if possible, better in
execution. F. J. MONAH, M.D. H. M. J. H BRIDGES, M.D. Inspectors.


Looking over a few of the papers of application, and the information
gathered for us by our friends who make investigations for us, we have
jotted down a few of the cases which we have lately received into the
school. They are fair specimens of the general run of admissions. The
sorrow which comes under our notice when hearing the sad stories of the
poor bereaved women is something terrible to think upon.


C. V. B., age seven. One of seven left unprovided for by death of father,
youngest child five months old. Mother does cleaning, and earns 5s. a
week. H. M, seven years old, and one of seven, Mother unable to follow
any employment, because the children require her attention. There are no
relations above the rank of domestic servants. The mother has long
struggled to keep her family respectable, and is a very hard-working
woman, but her husband was addicted to hard drinking. Her trials must
have been great indeed while he was alive, and they are heavier now.


F. H. M., eldest of six, being himself only eight years of age. One child
born after the father’s death. No sort of provision.


S. W., aged six. Has lost both parents, and is supported, together with his
brother and sister, by his uncle, who earns a scanty living by selling winkles
and dried fish. Father was a respectable clerk, and died suddenly by a fall
down stairs. Uncle :finds that he is unable to continue to support the three
children, and his own family also.


G. H. C. Father was a boiler-maker, and was killed by an accident. There
are nine children, and another is expected. The two eldest keep themselves.
One child is blind and another imbecile. This boy is nine years of age.
Mother earns 3s. a week by needlework; has been occasionally helped by
husband’s fellow-workmen. The contractors who employed her husband
are aiding her for the present, but this will soon cease, and her prospect is
distressing.
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G. A., aged six, son of a farmer, who died leaving £10 a year, and his wife
and nine children to live upon it. Mother gave way under the severe trial,
and had to be sent to an asylum. Is now recovered, and keeps a little fancy
shop, and works very hard with the needle, but her income is extremely
scanty and precarious. No case can be more deserving.


Such details we could multiply without end, the difficulty is not which to
select, but which to omit. We have to reject hundreds of deserving
applicants, not because they are not needy, but because they are put out of
court by others which surpass them in distress.


We have met with much gratitude from the poor mothers, and they have
manifested it practically by collecting for the Institution. In all, the widows
have brought in a very considerable sum, and thus have shown their
interest in the work.


Sickness has but slightly assailed us, yet enough to make it wise to have a
house at Ramsgate for the sickly ones during the season. So many of the
fathers of our orphans died of consumption, that we are sure to have a
number of rather weakly children, but, with kind care, they gather strength,
and grow into vigorous men. Our diet is homely, but generous, and the
boys thrive upon it.


A tailor advertises —


“As for the boys who all day long
Their clothes to pieces tear,


We make them up so very strong
That out they’ll never wear.”


We do not intend to deal with this house, but should be delighted to meet
with garments deserving such a description, for clothes are always a very
heavy item in our expenditure. Under garments are generally provided for
us by generous ladies. We owe to them far more than we can express. In
their good work may they find, as we do, a reward most precious.


As a work of charity and a labor of piety, orphanage work stands in the
front rank, and among all the many schools which it has erected, we claim
an honorable place for our own peculiar charge, the Stockwell Orphanage.
The exchequer is just now but scantily furnished; hence this article, and the
earnest request that, among the generous gifts which make Christmas so
pleasant, we may have a share. It will help our friends to know what to
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send if we remind them that we need £10 every time the sun rises. For the
boys’ sake, also, we want materials for an extra treat on Christmas-day.
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DEAR READER


AS mariners across the sea of time we have ploughed our way through
another league of the great deep, and registered another year. Our
longitude and latitude have altered somewhat, and our bearings are
different, we are so much nearer the land of the setting sun, with a course
due west. The country from which we set out is so much the further
behind, let us hope that we are less mindful of it. The brave country ahead
is somewhat closer, “for now is our salvation nearer than when we
believed.” We have encountered rough weather as our log will show, and
parted with portions of the cargo, which we were loath to throw
overboard, but, blessed be God, our vessel’s back was not broken on the
mountain billows, neither did the tempest drive her on the rocks. We lost
our reckoning and made a deviation from our course, much to our sorrow,
but now we keep her stem towards port, and we know whither we are
going. Now and then a land-bird alights on the rigging and sings us an
anticipatory welcome, and we have gathered stray boughs and branches of
trees which flourish only on the shore we seek, and this leads us to believe
that we are nearer port than some might think; at any rate by the best
nautical almanac we know that we are “not far from home.” Our watches
grow more solemn and yet more hopeful; we send a man to the masthead
to look for land oftener than ever we did, and the vessel seems to feel the
attraction of the shore even as a needle is agitated when the magnet is at
hand. Comrades, what cheer? Is not the Lord of Hosts with us as our
captain? Let us rejoice, and sing one of the songs of Zion, and salute the
old year as we pass her on her voyage to eternity.


Dropping the metaphor, we salute our readers most cheerfully, while we
thank them for bearing with us through another year: we have done our
best, and never has it been more appreciated if kindly letters of thanks may
be regarded as safe evidences. We have made mistakes in this magazine, as
well as in our deeds and words, and there are those who have wanted to
hang us up like Mordecai on a gallows of fifty cubits high, but we sit in the
king’s gate still, and probably shall do when those who make a man an
offender for a word are forgotten. Our true friends have, however,
remained as faithful and as kind as ever, believing in our sincere desire to
vindicate truth and to walk uprightly among men, and therefore being
content to differ from us when they could not exactly agree. These, and
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they are legion, are the friends we desire, and it is a delight to serve them.
Our post is no sinecure, for we do really edit this magazine, and also write
with our own pen no small part of it, and this has to be done at times when
flesh and blood, and brain, and nerve, all say, “we pray thee have us
excused.” To preach almost daily, study, write books, prepare college
lectures, answer an enormous number of letters, manage an orphanage, and
a hundred other things needs an industry which never lets the grass grow
round its feet, and craves an indulgence which some are slow to grant. Will
our readers go on bearing with us, and also kindly make some little effort
to extend the circulation of the magazine, which is very cheering, but might
be doubled, much to the advantage of the interests which it strives to
promote?


Our College, Orphanage, and Colportage have been by divine Providence
kept above all want through another year. To God be glory, and to the
donors thanks. May they be rewarded by a sense of having done it unto the
Lord. Such is our confidence in all that we have wrought hitherto.


We have finished and published the “Interpreter” during the year 1874, and
it only remains to be placed in our friends’ houses to aid them in family
worship. We feel sure that if they knew it they would value it, for hundreds
acknowledge that it has been very helpful to them.


Another volume of the “Treasury of David,” Vol. IV., will also be issued at
the close of the year, making two-thirds of our laborious work upon the
Psalms. Hitherto the Lord hath helped us.


Our solemn testimony at the close of another year is that the Lord
assuredly hears prayer, that faith in Him is always wisdom, and that He is a
blessed God, and they are blessed who serve Him. Nothing quiets a
troubled conscience like the atoning blood of Jesus, and nothing raises the
mind from sadness like the comforts of the Holy Ghost; this also we know,
for we have tasted and handled it. Reader, can you set your seal to these
verities; if so, let us continue to tell the world so, till out of this unbelieving
generation a remnant shall be gathered who shall praise the Lord.


Finally, may peace be with all the children of the God of peace. While
traveling in Italy it was our good fortune to fall in with our esteemed
friend, Dr. Jobson, a Wesleyan brother well known to fame as a preacher
of the gospel, and known also to his numerous friends as an artist of no
mean order. By his kindness we are able to present our readers with a
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view of the stairs on the north side of the Basilica of St. John Lateran, at
Rome, which are superstitiously reputed to be the identical steps which our
Savior descended when he left the judgment hall of Pilate. No mention is
made of steps in the gospels, but that is of small consequence to the
Church of Rome, which recognizes tradition as quite sufficient authority.
There are twenty-eight marble steps of considerable breadth, and we are
asked to believe that they were transported from Jerusalem to Rome by
miraculous agency. We remember a cottage which was so dilapidated that,
to our knowledge, the father gathered up the steps of the stairs, and sent
his boy with them to the landlord, with the message, “Please, sir, father has
sent you our stairs, and would be glad of a new set,” but these marble slabs
are in excellent repair and of great weight, and must have required a
considerable amount of angelic engineering to remove them to their present
site. However, for many a long year doubters concerning the authenticity
of the holy stairs have been judged to be rank infidels, and have been
considered worthy of the direst pains of perdition. Those who adored the
Pope,


“And kissed — whatever he gave them to kiss,
Toe, relic, embroidery, nought came amiss,”


were of course reverent kissers of the staircase, but that is not all, for so
powerful was the superstitious esteem for these steps that persons of a
better sort who renounced other follies yet clung to the virtues of the Scala
Santa, and cling to them even now. “But,” said one who had been
convinced of the absurdity of worshipping the Virgin and the Bambino,
“you cannot deny that the steps of the Scala Santa are very holy, and that it
is well to pray upon them.”


Two years ago we stood at the foot of the staircase, and saw persons of
both sexes, and all ages and conditions, climbing up these stairs upon their
knees. The marble is protected by planks of wood, which, it is said, have
been three times worn away by the knees of penitents, and as often
renewed. We could quite believe it, for the kneeling traffic before us was
very great. It was a mournful spectacle to look up and see poor human
nature so degraded as to be crawling up a staircase with the view of
reaching heaven, and it was sadder still to stand at the top and look down
upon the faces of the ascending devotees. Some of them appeared to be
going through the performance with light hearts, but others were quite
absorbed in their prayers and genuflections. In the wood of the bottom,
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middle, and uppermost steps there is an opening, through which the marble
appears, and here each climber pauses and kisses the stone, because there
our Lord is reported to have fallen, groaned, or fainted, we forget which.
We were not permitted to walk up this blessed piece of deception, but we
ascended by one of the parallel staircases which flank it on either hand,
down which the penitents descend. At the top is a painting of the Savior, in
which he is represented at the age of twelve as five feet eight inches in
height; this famous daub is ascribed to St. Luke, and held in the utmost
veneration. The present Pope has expended large sums upon the buildings
which enclose the Scala Santa, both in repairs and decorations. Last year,
on our second visit, the Scala Santa were but very scantily furnished with
worshippers; indeed, business seemed to be at a very low ebb in most of
the churches, and we were led to hope that the trade in “the Roman row”
of Vanity Fair was going to the dogs, as it deserved.


Now, it is one thing to read and write this description, but it was quite
another matter to be present in body and see the whole affair in actual
operation. One can be cool and prudent at a distance, for the abomination
does not strike the mind so vividly; but to stand there and see those
detestable priests looking on with an ill-concealed contempt for the
crawling crowd of deluded men and women, looking, as Luther would say,
“as if the poor laity stank in their sacred noses,” made our blood boil, and
gave our language a flavor akin to David’s fiercer psalms. Never did we
more greatly marvel at the mercy of God, which holds back his
thunderbolts from destroying those wretched shavelings who deceive the
people. It was very wrong, no doubt, but a man must be even more perfect
than John Wesley, or Pearsall Smith, if he can look upon such a scene
without righteous indignation, intensified by a little mixture of human
nature. We hope we did not imprecate vengeance upon anybody, Jesuit or
Pope, but we do not feel quite sure about it. Happily for us we were at that
time accosted by a gentleman, a member of the English Church, who
expressed himself very forcibly upon the humiliating scene before us. This
furnished us with a diversion, for we said to him, “This is what your church
is coming to; the baptismal regeneration of the Prayer Book is rotting her
through and through, and breeding in her all the evils of Popery.” He
mildly expostulated, but added that after what he had seen of Romanism he
did not wonder at honest men using the strongest possible language, and
even going to an extreme in their protests. Our abhorrence of Popery and
everything verging upon it rose to a white heat as we saw how it can lower
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an intelligent nation to the level of fetish worship, and associate the name
of the ever-blessed Jesus with a groveling idolatry. If our mild milk-and-
water Protestants could see Popery with their own eyes, they might have
less to say against Orange bigotry; and if those who play at ornate worship
could see whither their symbolism tends, they would start back aghast, and
adhere henceforth to the severest simplicity. Perhaps Luther would never
have become a Reformer had it not been for his visit to Rome and his
ascent of these very stairs. In the city where he expected to find the church
of God in all its holiness, he found sin rampant beyond all precedent. “It is
almost incredible,” says he, “what infamous actions are committed at
Rome; one would require to see it and hear it in order to believe it. It is an
ordinary saying that if there is a hell, Rome is built upon it. It is an abyss
from whence all sins proceed.” Nor did he speak as an exaggerating
enthusiast, for Machiavelli’s witness was that the nearer you came to the
capital of Christendom the less you found of the Christian spirit. “We
Italians,” said the great historian, “are chiefly indebted to the church and
the priests for our having become a set of profane scoundrels.” Undeceived
as to the holiness of Popedom by his own actual observation in its chief
city, Luther was in a fit state to be delivered from its thralldom, and the
hand which set him free snapped his fetters for him upon the very stairs
which we have described, and which our friend has depicted. The historian
of the Reformation thus describes the sudden enlightenment of Luther’s
mind : —


“One day, among others, wishing to gain an indulgence which the Pope
had promised to every one who should on his knees climb up what is called
Pilate’s Stair, the Saxon monk was humbly crawling up the steps, which he
was told had been miraculously transported to Rome from Jerusalem. But
while he was engaged in this meritorious act, he thought he beard a voice
of thunder which cried at the bottom of his heart, as at Wittemberg and
Bologna, ‘ The just shall live by faith.’ These words, which had already on
two different occasions struck him like the voice of an angel of God,
resounded loudly and incessantly within him. He rises up in amazement
from the steps along which he was dragging his body. Horrified at himself,
and ashamed to see how far superstition has abased him, he flies far from
the scene of his folly.


“In regard to this mighty word there is something mysterious in the life of
Luther. It proved a creating word both for the Reformer and for the
Reformation. It was by it that God then said, ‘ Let light be, and light was.’
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It is often necessary that a truth, in order to produce its due effect on the
mind, should be repeatedly presented to it. Luther had carefully studied the
Epistle to the Romans, and yet, though justification by faith is there taught,
he had never seen it so clearly. Now he comprehended the righteousness
which alone can stand in the presence of God; now he received from God
himself, by the hand of Christ, that obedience which he freely imputes to
the sinner as soon as he humbly turns his eye to the God-Man who was
crucified. This is the decisive period in the internal life of Luther. The faith
which saved him from the terrors of death became the soul of his theology,
his fortress in all dangers, the stamina of his discourse, the stimulant of his
love, the foundation of his peace, the spur of his labors, his consolation in
life and in death.


“But this great doctrine of a salvation which emanates from God and not
from man, was not only the power of God to save the soul of Luther, it
also became the power of God to reform the Church; a powerful weapon
which the apostles wielded, a weapon too long neglected, but at length
brought forth in its primitive luster from the arsenal of the mighty God. At
the moment when Luther stood up in Rome, all moved, and thrilling with
the words which Paul had addressed fifteen centuries before to the
inhabitants of this metropolis, truth, till then a fettered captive within the
church, rose up also, never again to fall.


“Here we must let Luther speak for himself. ‘Although I was a holy and
irreproachable monk, my conscience was full of trouble and anguish. I
could not bear the words, ‘ Justice of God.’ I loved not the just and holy
God who punishes sinners. I was filled with secret rage against him, and
hated him, because, not satisfied with terrifying his miserable creatures,
already lost by original sin, with his law and the miseries of life, he still
further increased our torment by the gospel ..... But when, by the Spirit of
God, I comprehended these words; when I learned how the sinner’s
justification proceeds from the pure mercy of the Lord by means of faith,
then I felt myself revived like a new man, and entered at open doors into
the very. paradise of God. From that time, also, I beheld the precious
sacred volume with new eyes. I went over all the Bible, and collected a
great number of passages which taught me what the work of God was.
And as I had previously, with all my heart, hated the words, ‘ Justice of
God,’ so from that time I began to esteem and love them, as words most
sweet and most consoling. In truth, these words were to me the true gate
of paradise.’”
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As the Scala Santa thus became the place of salvation to the great
reformer, so may our reference to them be made serviceable to those of
our readers who have not yet found peace with God. The motive which
leads men to crawl upon their knees up these famous stairs is the world-
wide principle of self-salvation. Do is the popular gospel of unregenerate
human nature: It is all done is the glad tidings of the grace of God. You,
dear reader, are perhaps trying to be better in act, better in feeling, better in
resolution, and this with the view of commending yourself to the favor of
God. What is this but your Pilate’s Stairs? You will find that all your
efforts are labor in vain, for by the works of the law no man will ever be
justified before God. The gospel does not promise eternal life to good
works, or prayers, or tears, or horrible feelings; its one great utterance is,
“He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved.” May the Holy Spirit with
divine power force upon every self-righteous mind the conviction of its
own ruin, and of the hopelessness of its own efforts, and so may the soul
become willing to accept eternal life as the gift of God by Jesus Christ.
“And seeing the multitudes, he went up into a mountain: and when he was
set,, his disciples came unto him. And he opened his mouth, and taught
them saying, Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs is the kingdom of
heaven. Blessed are they than mourn: for they shall be comforted. Blessed
are the meek: for they shall inherit the earth. Blessed are they which do
hunger and thirst after righteousness: for they shall be filled. Blessed are
the merciful: for they shall obtain mercy. Blessed are the pure in heart: for
they shall see God. Blessed are the peacemakers: for they shall be called
the children of God. Blessed are they which are persecuted for
righteousness sake: for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. Blessed are ye,
when men shall revile you, and persecute you, and shall say all manner of
evil against you falsely, for my sake. Rejoice, and be exceeding glad: for
great is your is your reward in heaven: for so persecuted they the prophets
which were before you.” — Matthew 5:1-12. One enjoys a sermon all the
better for knowing something of the preacher. It is natural that, like John
in Patmos, we should turn to see the voice which spake with us. Turn
hither then, and learn that the Christ of God is the Preacher of the Sermon
on the mount. He who delivered the Beatitudes was not only the Prince of
preachers, but he was beyond all others qualified to discourse upon the
subject which he had chosen. Jesus the Savior was best able to answer the
question, “Who are the saved?” Being himself the ever-blessed Son of
God, and the channel of blessings, he was best able to inform us who are
indeed the blessed of the Father. As Judge, it will be his office to divide the







9


blessed from the accursed at the last, and therefore it is most meet that in
gospel majesty he should declare the principle of that judgment, that all
men may be forewarned.


Do not fall into the mistake of supposing that the opening verses of the
Sermon on the mount set forth how we are to be saved, or you may cause
your soul to stumble. You will find the fullest light upon that matter in
other parts of our Lord’s teaching, but here he discourses upon the
question, “Who are the saved?” or, “What are the marks and evidences of a
work of grace in the soul?” Who should know the saved so well as the
Savior does? The shepherd best discerns his own sheep, and the Lord
himself alone knoweth infallibly there that are his. We may regard the
marks of the blessed ones here given as being the sure witness of truth, for
they are given by him who cannot err, who cannot be deceived, and who,
so their Redeemer, knows his own. The Beatitudes derive much of their
weight from the wisdom and glory of him who pronounced them; and,
therefore, at the outset your attention is called thereto. Lange says that
“man is the mouth of creation, and Jesus is the mouth of humanity;” but we
prefer, in this place, to think of Jesus am the mouth of Deity, and to receive
his every word as girt with infinite power.


The occasion of this sermon is noteworthy; it was delivered when our Lord
is described as “seeing the multitudes.” He waited until the congregation
around him had reached its largest size, an was most impressed with his
miracles, and then be took the tide at its flood, as every wise man should.
The sight of a, vast concourse of people ought always to move us to pity,
for it represents a mass of ignorance, sorrow, sin, and necessity, far too
great for us to estimate. The Savior looked upon the people with an
omniscient eye, which saw all their sad condition; he saw the multitudes in
an emphatic sense, and his soul was stirred within him at the sight. His was
not the transient tear of Xerxes when he thought on the death of his armed
myriads, but it was practical sympathy with the host of mankind. No one
cared for them, they were like sheep without a shepherd, or like shocks of
wheat ready to shale out for want of harvest-men to gather them in. Jesus
therefore hastened to the rescue. He noticed, no doubt, with pleasure, the
eagerness of the crowd to hear, and this drew him on to speak. A writer
quoted in the “Catena Aurea” has well said, “Every man in his own trade
or profession rejoices when he sees an opportunity of exercising it; the
carpenter, if he sees a goodly tree, desires to have it felled, that be may
employ his skill on it; and even so the preacher, when he sees a great
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congregation, his heart rejoices, and he is glad of the occasion to teach.” If
men become negligent of hearing, and our audience dwindles down to a
handful, it will be a great distress to us if we have to remember that, when
the many were anxious to hear, we were not diligent to preach to them. He
who will not reap when the fields am white unto the harvest, will have only
himself to blame if in other seasons he is unable to fill his arm with sheaves.
Opportunities should be promptly used whenever the Lord puts them in
our way. It is good fishing where there are plenty of fish, and when the
birds flock around the fowler it is time for to spread his nets.


The place from which these blessings were delivered is next worthy of
notice: “Seeing the multitudes, he went up into a mountain.” Whether or
no the chosen element was that which is now known as the Horns of
Hattim, is not a point which it falls in our way to contest; that he ascended
an elevation is enough for our purpose. Of course, this would be mainly
because of the accommodation which the open hill-side would afford to the
people, and the readiness with which, upon some jutting crag, the preacher
might sit down, and be both heard and seen; but we believe the chosen
place of meeting had also its instruction. Exalted doctrine might well be
symbolized by an ascent to the mount; at any rate, let every minister feel
that he should ascend in spirit when he is about to descant upon the lofty
themes of the gospel. A doctrine which could not be hid, and which would
produce a Church comparable to a city set on a hill, fitly began to be
proclaimed from a conspicuous place. A crypt or cavern would have been
out of all character for a message which is to be published upon the
housetops, and preached to every creature under heaven.


Beside, mountains have always been associated with distinct eras in history
of the people of God; mount Sinai is sacred to the law, and mount Zion
symbolical of the Church. Calvary was also in due time to be connected
with redemption, and the mount of Olives with the ascension of our risen
Lord. It was meet, therefore, that the opening of the Redeemer’s ministry
should be connected with a mount such as “the hill of the Beatitudes.”
Twas from that mountain that God proclaimed the law, it is on a mountain
that Jesus expounds it. Thank God, it was not a mount around which
bounds had to be placed; it was not the mount which burned with fire, from
which Israel retired in fear. It was, doubtless, a mount all carpeted with
grass, and dainty with fair flowers, upon whose side the olive and fig
flourished in abundance, save where the rocks pushed upward through the
sod, and early invited their Lord to honor them by making them his them
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his pulpit and throne. May I not add that Jesus was in deep sympathy with
nature, and therefore delighted in an audience-chamber whose floor was grass,
and whose roof was the blue sky? The open space was in keeping with his
large heart, the breezes were akin to his free spirit, and the world around was
full of symbols and parables, in accord with the truths he taught. Better than
long-drawn aisle, or tier on tier of crowded gallery, was that grand hill-side
setting-place. Would God we oftener heard sermons amid soul-inspiring
scenery! Surely preacher and hearer would be equally benefited by the change
from the house made with hands to the God-made temple of nature.


There was instruction in the posture of the preacher: “When he was set,”
he commenced to speak. We do not think that either weariness or length of
the discourse suggested sitting down. He frequently stood when he
preached at considerable length. We incline to the belief that, when he
became a pleader with the sons of men, he stood with uplifted hands,
eloquent from head to foot, entreating, beseeching, and exhorting, with
every member of his body, as well as every faculty of his mind; but now
that he was, as it were, a Judge award the blessings of the kingdom, or a
King on his throne, separating his true subject from aliens and foreigners,
he sat down. As an authoritative Teacher, he officially occupied the chair
of doctrine, and spake ex cathedra, as men say as a Solomon acting as the
master of assemblies, or a Daniel come to judgment. He sat as a refiner,
and his word was as a fire. His posture is not accounted for by the fact that
it was the Oriental custom for the teacher to sit and the pupil to stand, for
our Lord was something more that a didactic teacher, be was a Preacher, a
Prophet, a Pleader, and consequently he adopted other attitudes when
fulfilling those offices; but on this occasion, he sat in his place as Rabbi of
the Church, the authoritative Legislator of the kingdom of heaven, the
Monarch in the midst of his people. Come hither, then, and listen to the
King in Jeshurun, the Divine Lawgiver, delivering not the ten commands,
but the seven, or, if you will, the nine Beatitudes of his blessed kingdom.


It is then added, to indicate the style of his delivery, that “he opened his
mouth,” and certain cavilers of shallow wit have said, “How could he teach
without opening his mouth?” to which the reply is that he very frequently
taught, and taught much, without saying a word, since his whole life was
teaching, and his miracles said deeds of love were the lessons of a master
instructor. It is not superfluous to say that “be opened his mouth, and
taught them,” for be had taught them often when his mouth was closed.
Besides that, teachers are to be frequently met with who seldom open their
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mouths; they hiss the everlasting gospel through their teeth, or mumble it
within their mouths, as if they had never been commanded to “cry aloud,
and spare not.” Jesus Christ spoke like a man in earnest; he enunciated
clearly, and spake loudly. He lifted up his voice like a trumpet, and
published salvation far and wide, like a man who had something to say
which he desired his audience to hear and feel. Oh, that the very manner
and voice of those who preach the gospel were such as to bespeak their
zeal for God and their love for souls! So should it be, but so it is not in all
cases. When a man grows terribly in earnest while speaking, his mouth
appears to be enlarged in sympathy with his heart: this characteristic has
been observed in vehement political orators, and the messengers of God
should blush if no such impeachment can be laid at their door.


“He opened his mouth, and taught them,” — have we not here a further
hint that, as he had from the earliest days opened the mouths of his holy
prophets, so now he opens his own mouth to inaugurate yet a fuller
revelation? If Moses spake, who made Moses’ mouth? If David sang, who
opened David’s lips that he might show forth the praises of god? Who
opened the mouths of the prophets? Was it not therefore well said that now
he opened his own mouth, and spake directly as the incarnate God to the
children of men? Now, by his own inherent power and inspiration, he
began to speak, not through the mouth of Isaiah, or of Jeremiah, but by his
own mouth. Now was a spring of wisdom to be unsealed from which all
generations should drink rejoicingly; now would the most majestic and yet
most simple of all discourses be heard by mankind. The opening of the
fount which flowed from the desert rock was not one-half so full of joy to
men. Let our prayer be, “Lord, as thou hast opened thy mouth, do thou
open our hearts;” for when the Redeemer’s mouth is open with blessings,
and our hearts are open with desires, a glorious filling with all the fullness
of God will be the result, and then, also shall our mouths be opened to
show forth our Redeemer’s praise.


Let us now consider the Beatitudes themselves, trusting that, by the help of
God’s Spirit, we may perceive their wealth of holy meaning. No words in
the compass of Sacred Writ are more precious or more freighted with
solemn meaning.


The first word of our Lord’s great standard sermon is “Blessed.” You have
not failed to notice that the last word of the Old Testament is “curse”, and
it is suggestive that the opening sermon of our Lord’s ministry commences
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with the word “Blessed.” Nor did he begin in that manner, and then change
his strain immediately, for nine times did that charming word fall from his
lips in rapid succession. It has been well said that Christ’s teaching might
be summed up in two words, “Believe” and “Blessed.” Mark tells us that
he preached, saying, “Repent ye, and believe the gospel;” and Matthew in this
passage informs us that he came saying, “Blessed are the poor in spirit.” All his
teaching was meant to bless the sons of men; for “God sent not his Son into the
world to condemn the world, but that the world through him might be saved.”
“His hand no thunder bears, No terror clothes his brow, No bolts to drive our
guilty souls To fiercer flames below.”


His lips, like a honeycomb, drop sweetness, promises and blessings are the
overflowings of his mouth. “Grace is poured into thy lips,” said the
psalmist, and consequently grace poured from his lips; he was blessed for
ever, and he continued to distribute blessings throughout the whole of his
life, till, “as he blessed them, he was taken up into heaven.” The law had
two mountains Ebal and Gerizim, one for blessing and other for cursing,
but the Lord Jesus blesses evermore, and curses not.


The Beatitudes before us, which relate to character, are, seven; the eighth
is a benediction upon the persons described in the seven Beatitudes when
their excellence has provoked the hostility of the wicked; and, therefore, it
may be regarded as a confirming and summing up of the seven blessings
which precede it. Setting that aside, then, as a summary, we regard the
Beatitudes as seven, and will speak of them as such. The whole seven
describe a perfect character, and make up a perfect benediction. Each
blessing is precious, ay, more precious than much fine gold; but we do well
to regard them as a whole, for as a whole they were spoken, and from that
point of view they are a wonderfully perfect chain of seven priceless links,
put together with such consummate art as only our heavily Bezaleel, the
Lord Jesus, ever possessed. No such instruction in the art of blessedness
can be found anywhere else. The learned have collected two hundred and
eighty-eight different opinions of the ancients with regard to happiness, and
there is not one which hits the mark; but our Lord has, in a few telling
sentences, told us all about it without using a solitary redundant word, or
allowing the slightest omission. The seven golden sentences are perfect as a
whole, and each one occupies its appropriate place. Together they are a
ladder of light, and each one is a step of purest sunshine.
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Observe carefully, and you will see that each one rises above those which
precede it. The first Beatitude is by no means elevated as the third, nor the
third as the seventh. There is a great advance from the poor in spirit to the
pure in heart and the peacemaker. I have said that they rise, bat it would be
quite as correct to say that they descend, for from the human point of view
they so; to mourn is a step below and yet above being poor in spirit, and
the peacemaker, while the highest form of Christian, will find himself often
called upon to take the lowest room for peace sake. “The seven Beatitudes
mark deepening humiliation and growing exaltation.” In proportion as men
rise in the reception of the divine blessing, they sink in their own esteem,
and count it their honor to do the humblest works.


Not only do the Beatitudes rise one above another, but they spring out of
each other, as if each one depended upon all that went before. Each growth
feeds a higher growth, and the seventh is the product of all the other six. The
two blessings which we shall have to consider have this relation. “Blessed are
they that mourn” grows out of “Blessed are the poor in spirit.” Why do they
mourn? They mourn because they are “poor in spirit.” Blessed are the meek” is
a benediction which no man reaches till he has felt his spiritual poverty, and
mourned over it. “Blessed are the merciful” follows upon the blessing of the
meek, because men do not acquire the forgiving, sympathetic, merciful spirit
until they have been made meek by the experience of the two benedictions.
This same rising and outgrowth may be seen in the whole seven. The stones
are laid one upon the other in fair colors, and polished after the similitude of a
palace; they are the natural sequel and completion of each other, even as were
the seven days of the world’s first week.


Mark, also, in this ladder of light, that though each step is above the other,
and each step springs out of the other, yet each one is perfect in itself, and
contains within itself a priceless and complete blessing. The very lowest of
the blessed, namely, the poor in spirit, have their peculiar benediction, and
indeed it is one of such an order that it is used in the summing up of all the
rest. “Their’s is the kingdom of heaven “ is both the first and the eighth
benediction.


The highest character namely, the peacemakers, who are called the children
of God, are not said to be more than blessed; they doubtless enjoy more of
the blessedness, but they do not in the covenant provision posses more.


Note, also with delight, that the blessing is in every case in the present
tense, a happiness to be now enjoyed and delighted in. It is not “Blessed
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shall be,” but “Blessed are.” There is not one step in the whole divine
experience of the believer, not one link in the wonderful chain of grace, in
which there is a withdrawal of the divine smile or an absence or real
happiness. Blessed is the first moment of the Christian life on earth, and
blessed is the last. Blessed is the spark which trembles in the flax, and
blessed is the flame which ascends to heaven in a holy ecstasy. Blessed is
the bruised reed, and blessed is that three of the Lord, which is full of sap,
the cedar of Lebanon, which the Lord had planted. Blessed is the babe in
grace, and blessed is the perfect man in Christ Jesus. As the Lord’s mercy
endureth for ever, even so shall our blessedness.


We must not fail to notice that, in the seven Beatitudes, the blessing of
each one is appropriate to the character. “Blessed are the poor in spirit” is
appropriately connected with enrichment in the possession of a kingdom
more glorious than all the thrones of earth. It is also most appropriate that
those who mourn should be comforted; that the meek, who renounce all
self-aggrandizement, should enjoy most of life, and so should inherit the
earth. It is divinely fit that those who hunger and thirst after righteousness
should be filled, and that those who show mercy to others should obtain it
themselves. Who but the pure in heart should see the infinitely pure and
holy God? And who but the peacemakers should be called the children of
the God of peace?


Yet the careful eye perceives that each benediction, though appropriate, is
worded paradoxically. Jeremy Taylor says, “They are so many paradoxes
and impossibilities reduced to reason.” This is clearly seen in the first
Beatitude, for the poor in spirit are said to possess a kingdom, and is
equally vivid in the collection as a whole, for it treats of happiness, and yet
poverty leads the van, and persecution brings up the rear; poverty is the
contrary of riches, and yet how rich are those who possess a kingdom! and
persecution is supposed to destroy enjoyment, and yet it is here made a
subject of rejoicing. See the sacred art of him who spake as never man
spake, he can at the same time make his words both simple and
paradoxical, and thereby win our attention and instruct our intellects. Such
a preacher deserves the most thoughtful of hearers.


The whole of the seven Beatitudes composing this celestial ascent to the
house of the Lord conduct believers to an elevated table-land upon which
they dwell alone, and are not reckoned among the people; their holy
separation from the world brings upon them persecution for righteousness’
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sake, but in this they do not lose their happiness but rather have it
increased to them, and confirmed by the double repetition of the
benediction. The hatred of man does not deprive the saint of the love of
God; even revilers contribute to his blessedness. Who among us will be
ashamed of the cross which must attend such a crown of lovingkindness
and tender mercies? Whatever the curses of man may involve, they are so
small a drawback to the consciousness of being blessed in a sevenfold
manner by the Lord, that they are not worthy to be compared with the
grace which is already revealed in us.


Here we pause for this present, and shall, by God’s help, consider one of
the Beatitudes in our next homily. OUR subject is to be the minister’s
common conversation when he mingles with men in general, and is
supposed to be quite at his ease. How shall he order his speech among his
fellow-men? First and foremost, let me say, let him give himself no
ministerial airs, but avoid everything which is stilted, official, fussy, and
pretentious. “The Son of Man” is a noble title; it was given to Ezekiel, and
to a greater than he: let not the ambassador of heaven be other than a son
of man. In fact, let him remember that the more simple and unaffected he
is, the more closely will he resemble that child-man, the holy child Jesus.
There is such a thing as trying to be too much a minister, and becoming too
little a man; though the more of a true man you are, the more truly will you
be what a servant of the Lord should be. Schoolmasters and ministers have
generally an appearance peculiarly their own; in the wrong sense, they “are
not as other men are.” They are too often speckled birds, looking as if they
were not at home among the birds of their native country; but awkward
and peculiar. When I have seen a flamingo gravely stalking along, an owl
blinking in the shade, or a stork demurely lost in thought, I have been
irresistibly led to remember some of my dignified brethren of the teaching and
preaching fraternity, who are so marvelously proper at all times that they are
just a shade amusing. This very respectable, stilted, dignified, important, self-
restrained manner is easily acquired; but is it worth acquiring?


Theodore Hook once stepped up to a gentleman who was parading the
street with great pomposity, and said to him, “Sir, are you not a person of
great importance?” and one has felt half inclined to do the same with
certain brethren of the cloth. I know brethren who, from head to foot, in
garb, tone, manner, necktie, and boots, are so utterly parsonic that no
particle of manhood is visible. One young sprig of divinity must needs go
through the streets in a gown, and another of the High Church order has
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recorded it in the newspapers with much complacency that he traversed
Switzerland ant] Italy, wearing in all places his biretta; few boys would
have been so proud of a fool’s cap. None of us are likely to go as far as
that in our apparel; but we may do the like by our mannerism. Some men
appear to have a white cravat twisted round their souls, their manhood is
throttled with that starched rag. Certain brethren maintain an air of
superiority which they think impressive, but which is simply offensive, and
eminently opposed to their pretensions as followers of the lowly Jesus. The
proud Duke of Somerset intimated his commands to his servants by signs,
not condescending to speak to such base beings; his children never sat
down in his presence, and when he slept in the afternoon one of his
daughters stood on each side of him during his august slumbers. When
proud Somersets get into the ministry, they affect dignity in other ways
almost equally absurd.


“Stand by, I am holier than thou,” is written across their foreheads. A well-
known minister was once rebuked by a sublime brother for his indulgence
in a certain luxury, and the expense was made a great argument. “Well,
well,” he replied, “there may be something in that; but remember, I do not
spend half so much upon my weakness as you do in starch.” That is the
article I am deprecating, that dreadful ministerial starch. If you have
indulged in it, I would earnestly advise you to “go and wash in Jordan
seven times,” and get it out of you, every particle of it. I am persuaded that
one reason why our working-men so universally keep clear of ministers is
because they abhor their artificial and unmanly ways. If they saw us, in the
pulpit and out of it, acting like real men, and speaking naturally, like honest
men, they would come around us. Baxter’s remark still holds good: “The
want of a familiar tone and expression is a great fault in most of our
deliveries, and that which we should be very careful to amend.” The vice of
the ministry is that ministers will parsonificate the gospel. We must have
humanity along with our divinity if we would win the masses. Everybody
can see through affectations, and people are not likely to be taken in by
them. Fling away your stilts, brethren, and walk on your feet; doff your
ecclesiasticism, and array yourselves in truth.


Still, a minister, wherever he is, is a minister, and should recollect that he is
on duty. A policeman or a soldier may be off duty, but a minister never is.
Even in our recreations we should still pursue the great object of our lives;
for we are called to be diligent “in season and out of season.” There is no
position in which we may be placed but the Lord may come with the
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question, “What doest thou here, Elijah?” and we ought to be able at once
to answer, “I have something to do for thee even here, and I am trying to
do it.” The bow, of course, must be at times unstrung, or else it will lose its
elasticity; but there is no need to cut the string. I am speaking at this time
of the minister in times of relaxation; and I say that even then he should
conduct himself as the ambassador of God, and seize opportunities of
doing good: this will not mar his rest, but sanctify it. A minister should be
like a certain chamber which I saw at Beaulieu, in the New Forest, in which
a cobweb is never seen. It is a large lumber-room, and is never swept; yet
no spider ever defiles it with the emblems of neglect. It is roofed with
chestnut, and for some reason, I know not what, spiders will not come near
that wood by the year together. The same thing was mentioned to me in
the corridors of Winchester School: I was told, “No spiders ever come
here.” Our minds should be equally clear of idle habits.


On our public rests for porters in the City of London you may read the
words, “Rest, but do not loiter ;” and they contain advice worthy of our
attention. I do not call the dolce far niente laziness; there is a sweet doing
of nothing which is just the finest medicine in the world for a jaded mind.
When the mind gets fatigued and out, of order, to rest it is no more
idleness than sleep is idleness; and no man is called lazy for sleeping the
proper time. It is far better to be industriously asleep than lazily awake. Be
ready to do good, then, in your resting times and in your leisure hours; and
so be really a minister, and there will be no need for you to proclaim that
you are so.


The Christian minister out of the pulpit should be a sociable man. He is not
sent into the world to be a hermit, or a monk of La Trappe. It is not his
vocation to stand on a pillar all day, above his fellow-men, like that hair-
brained Simon Stylites of olden time. You are not to warble from the top
of a tree, like an invisible nightingale; but to be a man among men, saying
to them, “I also am as you are in all that relates to man.” Salt is of no use
in the box; it must be rubbed into the meat; and our personal influence
must penetrate and season society. Keep aloof from others, and how can
you benefit them? Our Master went to a wedding, and ate bread with
publicans and sinners, and yet was far more pure than those sanctimonious
Pharisees, whose glory was that they were separate from their fellow-men.
Some ministers need to be told that they are of the same species as their
hearers. It is a remarkable fact, but we may as well state it, that bishops,
canons, archdeacons, prebendaries, rural deans, rectors, vicars, and even
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archbishops, are only men after all; and God has not. railed off a holy
corner of the earth to serve as a chancel for them, to abide therein by’
themselves.


It would not be amiss if there could be a revival of holy talk in the
churchyard and the meeting-yard. I like to see the big yew-trees outside
our ancient churches with seats all round them. They seem to say: “Sit
down here, neighbor, and talk upon the sermon; here comes the pastor; he
will join us, and we shall have a pleasant, holy chat.” It is not every
preacher one would care to talk with; but there are some whom one would
give a fortune to converse with for an hour. I love a minister whose face
invites me to make him my friend — a man upon whose doorstep you read,
“Salve,” “Welcome ;” and feel that there is no need of that Pompeian
warning, “Cave Canem,” “Beware of the dog.” Give me the man around
whom the children come, like flies around a honey-pot: they are first-class
judges of a good man. When Solomon was tried by the Queen of Sheba, as
to his wisdom, the rabbis tell us that she brought some artificial flowers
with her, beautifully made and delicately scented, so as to be fac-similes of
real flowers. She asked Solomon to discover which were artificial and
which were real. The wise man bade his servants open the window, and
when the bees came in they flew at once to the natural flowers, and cared
nothing for the artificial. So you will find that children have their instincts,
and discover very speedily who is their friend, and depend upon it the
children’s friend is one who will be worth knowing. Have a good word to
say to each and every member of the family — the big boys, and the young
ladies, and the little girls, and everybody. No one knows what a smile and a
hearty sentence may do. A man who is to do much with men must love
them, and feel at home with them. An individual who has no geniality
about him had better be an undertaker, and bury the dead, for he will never
succeed in influencing the living. I have met somewhere with the
observation that to be a popular preacher one must have bowels. I fear that
the observation was meant as a mild criticism upon the bulk to which
certain brethren have attained; but, there is truth in it. A man must have a
great heart if he would have a great congregation. His heart should be as
capacious as those noble harbors along our coast, which contain sea-room
for a fleet. When a man has a large, loving heart, men go to him as ships to
a haven, and feel at peace when they have anchored under the lee of his
friendship. Such a man is hearty in private as well as in public; his blood is
not cold and fishy, but he is warm as your own fireside. No pride and







20


selfishness chill you when you approach him; he has his doors all open to
receive you, and you are at home with him at once. Such men I would
persuade you to be, every one of you.


The Christian minister should also be very cheerful. I don’t believe in going
about like certain monks whom I saw in Rome, who salute each other in
sepulchral tones, and convey the pleasant information, “Brother, we must
die ;” to which lively salutation each lively brother of the order replies,
“Yes, brother, we must die.” I was glad to be assured upon such good
authority that all these lazy fellows are going to die; upon the whole, it is
about the best thing they can do; but, till that event occurs, they might use
some more comfortable form of salutation.


No doubt there are some people who will be impressed by the very solemn
appearance of ministers. I have heard of one who felt convinced that there
must be something in the Roman Catholic religion, from the extremely
starved and pinched appearance of a certain ecclesiastic. “Look,” said he,
“how the man is worn to a skeleton by his daily fastings and nightly vigils!
How he must mortify his flesh!” Now, the probabilities are that the
emaciated priest was laboring under some internal disease, which he would
have been heartily glad to be rid of, and it was not conquest of appetite,
but failure in digestion, which had so reduced him; or, possibly, a troubled
conscience, which made him fret himself down to the light weights.
Certainly, I have never met with a text which gives prominence of bone as
an evidence of grace. If so, “The Living Skeleton” should have been
exhibited, not merely as a natural curiosity, but as the standard of virtue. Some
of the biggest rogues in the world have been as mortified in appearance as if
they had lived on locusts and wild honey. It is a very vulgar error to suppose
that a melancholy countenance is the index of a gracious heart. I commend
cheerfulness to all who would win souls; not levity and frothiness, but a
genial, happy spirit. There are more flies caught with honey than with
vinegar, and there will be more souls led to heaven by a man who wears
heaven in his face, than by one who bears Tartarus in his looks.


Young ministers, and, indeed, all others, when they are in company, should
take care not to engross all the conversation. They are quite qualified to do
so, no doubt; I mean from their capacity to instruct, and readiness of
utterance; but they must remember that people do not care to be
perpetually instructed; they like to take a turn in the conversation
themselves. Nothing pleases some people so much as to let them talk, and







21


it may be for their good to let them be pleased. I spent an hour one evening
with a person who did me the honor to say that he found me a very
charming companion, and most instructive in conversation, yet I do not
hesitate to confess that I said scarcely anything at all, but allowed him to
have the talk to himself. By exercising patience I gained his good opinion,
and an opportunity to address him on other occasions. A man has no more
right at table to talk all than to eat all. We are not to think ourselves Sir
Oracle, before whom no dog must open his mouth. No; let all the company
contribute of their stores, and they will think all the better of the godly
words with which you try to season the discourse.


There are some companies into which you will go, especially when you are first
settled, where everybody will be awed by the majesty of your presence, and
people will be invited because the new minister is to be there. Such a position
reminds me of the choicest statuary in the Vatican. A little room is screened
off, a curtain is drawn, and lo! before you stands the great Apollo I If it be your
trying lot to be the Apollo of the little party, put an end to the nonsense. If I
were the Apollo, I should like to step right off the pedestal and shake hands all
round, and you had better do the same; for sooner or later the fuss they make
about you will come to an end, and the wisest course is to end it yourself.
Hero-worship is a kind of idolatry, and must not be encouraged. Heroes do
well when they, like the apostles at Lystra, are horrified at the honors done to
them, and run in among the people crying, “Sirs, why do ye these things? We
also are men of like passions with you.” Ministers will not have to do it long;
for their foolish admirers are very apt to turn round upon them, and if they do
not stone them nearly to death, they will go as far as they dare in unkindness
and contempt.


While I say, “Do not talk all, and assume an importance which is mere
imposture;” still, do not be a dummy. People will form their estimate of
you and your ministry by what they see of you in private as well as by your
public deliverances. Many young men have ruined themselves in the pulpit
by being indiscreet in the parlor, and have lost all hope of doing good by
their stupidity or frivolity in company. Don’t be an inanimate log. At
Antwerp Fair, among many curiosities advertised by huge paintings and big
drums, I observed a booth containing “a great wonder,” to be seen for a
penny a head; it was a petrified man. I did not expend the amount required
for admission, for I had seen so many petrified men for nothing, both in
and out of the pulpit — lifeless, careless, destitute of common sense, and
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altogether inert, though occupied with the weightiest business which man
could undertake.


Try to turn the conversation to profitable use. Be sociable and cheerful and
all that, but labor to accomplish something. Why should you sow the wind,
or plough a rock? Consider yourself, after all, as being very much
responsible for the conversation which goes on where you are; for such is
the esteem in which you will usually be held, that you will be the helmsman
of the conversation. Therefore, steer it into a good channel. Do this
without roughness or force. Keep the points of the line in good order, and
the train will run on to your rails without a jerk. Be ready to seize
opportunities adroitly, and lead on imperceptibly in the desired track. If
your heart is in it and your wits are awake, this will be easy enough,
especially if you breathe a prayer for guidance.


I shall never forget the manner in which a thirsty individual once begged of
me upon Clapham Common. I saw him with a very large truck, in which he
was carrying an extremely small parcel, and I wondered why he had not
put the parcel into his pocket, and left the machine at home. I said, “It
looks odd to see so large a truck for such a small load.” He stopped, and
looking me seriously in the face, he said, “Yes, sir, it is a very odd thing;
but, do you know, I have met with an odder thing than that this very day.
I’ve been about, working and sweating all this ‘ere blessed day, and till
now I haven’t met a single gentleman that looked as if he’d give me a pint
of beer, till I saw you.” I considered that turn of the conversation very
neatly managed, and we, with a far better subject upon our minds, ought to
be equally able to introduce the topic upon which our heart is set. There
was an ease in the man’s manner which I envied, for I did not find it quite
so simple a matter to introduce my own topic to his notice; yet if I had
been thinking as much about how I could do him good as he had upon how
to obtain a drink, I feel sure I should have succeeded in reaching my point.
If by any means we may save some, we must, like ore’ Lord, talk at table
to good purpose — yes, and on the margin of the well, and by the road,
and on the sea-shore, and in the house, and in the field. To be a holy talker
for Jesus might be almost as fruitful an office as to be a faithful preacher.
Aim at excellence in both exercises, and if the Holy Spirit’s aid be called in,
you will attain your desire.


Here, perhaps, I may insert a canon, which nevertheless I believe to be
quite needless, in reference to each one of the honorable brethren whom I
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am now addressing. Do not frequent rich men’s tables to gain their
countenance, and never make yourself a sort of general hanger-on at tea-
parties and entertainment’s. Who are you, that you should be dancing
attendance upon this wealthy man and the other, when the Lord’s poor, his
sick people, ,red his wandering sheep require you? To sacrifice the study to
the parlor is criminal. To be a tout for your church, and waylay people at
their homes to draw them to fill your pews, is a degradation to which no
man should submit. To see ministers of different sects fluttering round a
wealthy man, like vultures round a dead camel, is sickening. Deliciously
sarcastic was that famous letter “from an old and beloved minister to his
dear son” upon his entrance into the ministry, the following extract from
which hits our present point. It is said to have been copied from the
Smellfungus Gazelle, but I suspect our friend Paxton Hood knows all
about its authorship : — “ Keep also a watchful eve on all likely persons,
especially wealthy or influential, who may come to your town; call upon
them, and attempt to win them over by the devotions of the drawing-room
to your cause. Thus you may most efficiently serve the Master’s interests.
People need looking after, and the result of a long experience goes to
confirm my conviction, long cherished, that the power of the pulpit is
trifling compared with the power of the parlor. We must imitate and
sanctify, by the word of God and of prayer, the exercises of the Jesuits.
They succeeded not by the pulpit so much as by the parlor. In the parlor
you can whisper — you can meet people on all the little personal private
ideas. The pulpit is a very unpleasant place; of course it is the great power
of God, and so on, but it is the parlor that tells, and a minister has not the
same chance of success if he be a good preacher as if he is a perfect
gentleman; nor in cultivated society has any man a legitimate prospect of
success if he is not, whatever he may be, a gentleman. I have always
admired Lord Shaftesbury’s character of St. Paul in his ‘ Characteristics ‘
— that he was a fine gentleman. And I would say to you, be a gentleman.
Not that I need to say so, but am persuaded that only in this way can we
hope for the conversion of our growing, wealthy middle classes. We must
show that our religion is the religion of good sense and good taste; that we
disapprove of strong excitements and strong stimulants; and oh, my dear
boy, if you would be useful, often in your closet make it a matter of earnest
prayer that you may be proper. If I were asked what is your first duty, be
proper; and your second, be proper; and your third, be proper.”
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In all probability, sensible conversation will sometimes drift; into
controversy, and here many a good man runs upon a snag. The sensible
minister will be particularly gentle in argument. He, above all men, should
not make the mistake of fancying that there is force in temper, and power
in speaking angrily. A heathen who stood in a crowd in Calcutta, listening
to a missionary disputing with a Brahmin, said he knew which was right
though he did not understand the language — he knew that he was in the
wrong who lost his temper first. For the most part, that is a very accurate
way of judging. Try to avoid debating with people. State your opinion and
let them state theirs. If you see that a stick is crooked, and you want
people to see how crooked it is, lay a straight rod down beside it; that will
be quite enough. But if you are drawn into controversy, use very hard
arguments and very soft words. Frequently you cannot convince a man by
tugging at his reason, but you can persuade him by winning his affections.
The other day I had the misery to need a pair of new boots, and though I
bade the fellow make them as large as canoes, I had to labor fearfully to
get them on. With a pair of boot-hooks I toiled like the men on board the
vessel with Jonah, but all in vain. Just then my friend put in my way a little
French chalk, and the work was done in a moment. Wonderfully coaxing
was that French chalk. Gentlemen, always carry a little French chalk with
you into society, a neat packet of Christian persuasiveness, and you will
soon discover the virtues of it.


And lastly, with all his amiability, the minister should be firm for his
principles, and bold to avow and defend them in all companies. When a
fair opportunity occurs, or he has managed to create one, let him not be
slow to make use of it. Strong in his principles, earnest in his tone, and
affectionate in heart, let him speak out like a man and thank God for the
privilege. There need be no reticence — there should be none. The
maddest romances of Spiritualists, the wildest dreams of Utopian
reformers, the silliest chit-chat of the town, and the vainest nonsense of the
frivolous world, demand a hearing and get it. And shall not Christ be
heard? Shall his message of love remain untold, for fear we should be
charged with intrusion on account of cant? Is religion to be tabooed — the
best and noblest of all themes forbidden? If this be the rule of any society,
we will not comply with it. If we cannot break it down, we will leave the
society to itself, as men desert a house smitten with leprosy. We cannot
consent to be gagged. There is no reason why we should be. We will go to
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no place where we cannot take our Master with us. While others take
liberty to sin, we shall not renounce our liberty to rebuke and warn them.


Wisely used, our common conversation may be a potent means for good.
Trains of thought may be started by a single sentence which may lead to
the conversion of persons whom our sermons have never reached. The
method of button-holing people, or bringing the truth before them
faithfully, has been greatly successful: but this is another subject, and can
hardly come under the head of Common Conversation, but we will close by
saying that it is to be hoped that we shall never, in our ordinary talk, any
more than in the pulpit, be looked upon as nice sort of persons, whose
business it is to make things agreeable all round, and who never by any
possibility cause uneasiness to any one, however ungodly their lives may
be. Such persons go in and out among the families of their hearers, and
make merry with them, when they ought to be mourning over them. They
sit down at their table, and feast at their ease, when they ought to be
warning them to flee from the wrath to come. They are like that American
alarm I have heard of, which was warranted not to wake you if you did not
wish it to do so.


Be it ours to sow beside all waters, and at the last great day to hear of glad
results from the bread which we cast upon the waters in odd times and
occasions, as well as of that good seed which we cast into the furrows of
our public ministry. Instead of a number of short paragraphs, we will give a
little of our experience during the last three weeks at the Tabernacle. Our
life is as full of toils, troubles, joys, and difficulties as ever it can hold, and
is crowded with incidents.


MONDAY, DEC. 1. — At five o’clock there was tea in one of the larger
vestries, and nearly all the elders were present, with the two pastors. The
occasion was a very happy one, for we were met to pray for two beloved
young brethren who had given themselves up to the Lord for service
among the heathen. One of these is Mr. Brown, the son of our late well-
beloved elder, Mr. Charles Brown, who fell asleep in Jesus a few months
ago, the other was a student from the College, our distant kinsman, Mr.
Robert Spurgeon. Both of these brethren are choice men in spirit and
character, and have the love and respect of all who know them. It was very
delightful to hear the fervent prayers of our three oldest brethren for these
young soldiers of the cross, and the earnest “amens” of all the assembled
officers. Our two friends told us, in plain unaffected terms, how they had
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been led to think of mission work. The pastors and elders gave them each
one of Bagster’s best Bibles, to be carried in their pockets as a love-token,
and then we all adjourned into the Tabernacle to the public prayer-meeting.
Dr. Underhill had come from the Missionary Society, and he gave us a
most interesting address in reference to India; but the interest of the
meeting centered in a speech by Mr. Brown, the young missionary. It was
beautiful for simple faith and unassuming confidence in God; the tone was
manly and determined, yet humble and devout. Mr. Robert Spurgeon did
not speak, for he is to take his turn at Stepney Tabernacle, seeing our
beloved brother Archibald Brown is his pastor. Our heart was very glad.
Long have we prayed for missionaries to spring from the church and
college, and now the beginning of the answer is come. We have two
brethren in Spain; Mr. Groombridge is in China, and another is studying at
the Medical Mission in Edinburgh for foreign service. Blessed be God for
this. Oh that we could see hundreds going forth, and had ways and means
of helping them!


THURSDAY, DEC. 4. — Mrs. Brown, the excellent mother of the young
missionary, came to tell us that her son had sailed. It increased our joy in
God to see how willing she was to part with one who since her husband’s
death has seemed so necessary to her and the whole of the family. We
congratulated her upon having such a son. We saw that the spirit had
battled with nature and had won the victory. We shall have more sons
offering themselves as living sacrifices when we have more such mothers.


FRIDAY, DEC. 5. — Meeting of the Trustees at the Orphanage. We were
not well enough to be there, but quite able to understand the result of the
monthly settlement of accounts. During the week a friend gave us £50. Mr.
Chown, of Bradford, kindly sent £125, the result of a collection generously
voted to us, and with other sums we had more than £700 in hand. The time
had, however, come for new suits for the orphans, and other matters
incident to the season, and to our dismay the report of the secretary was,
“All bills paid, but only £3 left.” This was a very sweeping business, but
we saw that it was even so. Prayer went to work at once, and not without
results. Will the reader, however, picture himself with more than 220 boys
to feed and £3 in hand! He may say, “The Lord will provide,” but would he
feel that truth if he were in our straits? From the date above mentioned we
have lived on, but it has been very much in the style known as from hand to
mouth. Day by day has the manna fallen, not much more than a day’s
supply at a time, but still enough to carry us on. It is very sweet to see how
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the Lord provides. A friend in Sweden sent us help, and another from
Belgium; both unknown to us. A young man sends 6s. 6d., being
threepence per week of his first wages, adding, “May it please the Lord to
put it into the hearts of many to support you in your great undertaking.” A
brother with a large family offers some potatoes and turnips, and remarks
that since he has given to the Orphanage he has been much the gainer by
improved crops. A donor, who is accustomed to store weekly for the Lord,
speaks of the plan as greatly beneficial. One who sends a considerable
donation says, “I never write a cheque for you without feeling very sorry
that I cannot make it ten times as much.” As it is now pretty generally
known that our expenses, exclusive of our income from property, amount
to £10 a day: two or three gentlemen have sent us each a day’s supply; and
while the ink is yet in our pen we are pleasantly interrupted by the postman
with two cheques of £10 each from Cardiff. Having soon to start for the
south of France, we should be grateful to our heavenly Father if he would
enable us to go away with some little store left on hand for the trustees to
pay their way with in our absence; the more especially because the College
and other objects are in almost as much need as the Orphanage.
Nevertheless, the Lord will provide in his own way: we are quite sure of
that. To our many helpers our gratitude abounds. Among them are many
from Scotland, who speak of reading our sermons to their own comfort
and edification. We thank all, both rich and poor, in the name of the
orphan’s God. At this moment our income and outgoings are about equally
balanced, and we still have little or no reserve. So let it be if so the Lord
wills. Never have we before been so long a time with the meal so near the
bottom of the barrel; but there is, no doubt, wisdom in it, and when the
design is answered our exchequer will be replenished.


This day two other students expressed their desire to become missionaries
to the heathen. When they are more advanced in their studies, I hope they
will prove to be suitable men; I think they are of the right spirit.


MONDAY, DEC. 8. — To-day two students took leave of us; they are
crossing over to America to preach the word as the Lord may open doors
for them. They are right worthy brethren, and our prayers attend them. On
the same day we had an interesting episode. A certain brother in Christ,
Francisco Tudury de la Torre, from Minorca, called at the Tabernacle last
Wednesday. He could only speak Spanish and some little French, and no
one upon the spot could comprehend him. The gentleman, however,
managed to make it understood that he wished to see Mr. Spurgeon, and in
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writing was told to come at 6 p.m. At six in the morning a very tall Spanish
gentleman might be dimly seen, amid a dense fog, walking up and down in
front of the Tabernacle, which he found to be as fast closed as a fortress.
Alas, the good brother had mistaken six to mean early morning instead of
six in the evening. At nine the College opened, and the Spanish brother
made his appeal for some one to speak to him. Now it so happened that
there is in the College a Portuguese or Brazilian student named Senior
Santos, who at once saluted the Don, and correspondence was opened.
This led to my seeing Don Francisco in the afternoon of December 8, in
company with Senior Santos, Mr. Bull, the grandson of the Bull of
Newport Pagnall, and Mr. Daniels, a member of the Tabernacle, who has
learned Spanish solely with the view of preaching to Spanish sailors. A
very delightful conversation we had, and the upshot was that we arranged
that our brother Don Francisco should be baptized on Thursday, for that
purpose had he journeyed from Minorca, and that we would give him some
help towards?  reefing a chapel in the island of Minorca, where he has for
some years been laboring as an evangelist. His letters of recommendation
were ample, his personal consecration is indisputable, and his views of
truth are clear. He deserves the help of all believers in his earnest
endeavors to bless his countrymen.


The prayer-meeting was very interesting, for this interview led us to ask
Mr. Daniels to give some account of his work among the Spanish sailors in
the docks, which he did in a most interesting manner, and at one time sang
a verse or two of a Spanish hymn. This called up the Don and the Senior,
and all three together sang the praises of Jesus in the language of the
Peninsula. Our Spanish brother gave an address, and Mr. Daniels
interpreted. Mr. Daniels has been working in concert with Mr. George
Lawrence, who is now at Barcelona, and Sir. Heffell, a city missionary, of
whom we hope to know more ere long. The plan of our brethren is to hold
up Testaments, handsomely bound, and ask in Spanish if they may come on
board the vessel to give them away. Permission is generally granted, and so
the brethren gain access to the mariners. After Mr. Daniels had finished his
address we begged him to give us some notes of the Spanish work, and here is
the paper which he gave us. We are delighted to insert it as sent to us :-


SPANISH MISSIONS. — “ While for years past efforts have been put forth
for the spiritual enlightenment of many nations, Spain had well nigh been
forgotten. Igor was this without reason, for until the recent revolution the
report of the benighted land was always summed up in significant words:
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‘Closely shut up.’ Yet were there some whose hearts the Lord had
touched, and some useful work was done by the Spanish Evangelization
Society of Edinburgh, as also by other means. Tourists were supplied with
Testaments, portions, and tracts, to distribute quietly whenever
opportunity offered. Many thousand copies of God’s Word were sent into
Spain in boxes hidden under the coals of the railway locomotives going
through from :France. Many were the willing hands put out to help this
work, and one Catholic Irish engine driver, pitying the state of the priests
and people, rendered very signal service. Another plan resorted to while
the cloud of persecution hung over the land, was to convey a large number
of tracts folded up and stamped as Spanish book-post parcels; thereby
passing the frontiers without challenge, and scattering far and wide the
precious seed. Only the great day will unfold all the results, but such results
were then actually seen as to make the holy fathers of Mother Church
remarkably uneasy, and the Matamaros Alhama persecution, with other
gentle reminders of Catholic infallibility, followed; but the end came. Isabel
ceased to reign, and the gospel was free. Space will not allow us to speak
of all the measures taken by earnest laborers in this portion of the vineyard,
but the fruit of one undertaking has especially commended itself to our
notice. The mission of Mr. George Lawrence, of Gracia, Barcelona, took
its rise from a Bible stall, and has in the space of a few years established
seven schools in which religious and secular instruction is given, four
services, and one Sunday-school. In the latter gathering some 300 children
are found, while the total number of adults and little ones amount to 1,500.
A purely gospel magazine, ‘El Evangelista,’ is published monthly. The
whole of this work has grown without the aid of any society or paid
collectors, but in answer to earnest prayers and simple faith. The writer’s
attention was drawn by providence to this valuable agency of the Lord,
and, through the means of some addresses given at chapel and schools,
funds have been sent out, and picture cards, electrotypes, a printing press,
etc., forwarded to Mr. Lawrence. We are now about to publish in Spanish
a few of Pastor Spurgeon’s gems, Mr. Bishop’s Tracts for Children, etc.,
as the nucleus of a child’s library. The necessity of this will be seen when
the fact is made known, that for the teeming hundreds who attend our
services, etc., only one specimen of soul-saving literature for the young is
in print. We leave this portion of our labor to the prayerful consideration of
our fellow disciples, and turn to the subject of
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“The mission work amongst Spanish seamen in London. Throughout the
London, St. Catherine’s, West India, and Victoria Docks, vessels from
Spain, various parts of the Mediterranean, South America, etc., are found
largely manned by Spaniards, who in early life had not the slightest
religious training, and whose faith was limited to images, pictures, and the
most darkened form of prayer. The Master, not unmindful of these debased
and neglected souls, anointed brethren to visit, read to, and pray with the
sailors. Through the means of these labors the clouds of ignorance and
superstition have, we trust, often yielded to the rays of the Holy Spirit. It is
often invidious to mention names, but justice compels us to speak of the
indefatigable efforts of Mr. Heffell, through whose unremitting labors
hundreds of these foreign seamen have become interested in divine things.
It should be mentioned that a Protestant service in Spanish is held in the
rooms called ‘ La Iglesia de San Paublo,’ in Wellclose Square. Senior
Santos, a young Brazilian (at present a student in Mr. Spurgeon’s College),
and another member of the Tabernacle Church, have been moved to take
part in this branch of Christian service: the harvest is very great and the
laborers always few. In visiting the vessels, opposition is now very rarely
encountered, officers and crews very generally being anxious to receive the
Bibles, Testaments, and other books sent by the Lord. Reading and
expositions of the Scriptures to willing listeners follow, and sometimes, to
our great joy, earnest prayer is offered in the cabins amid reverent silence.
How richly are we then repaid for any exposure to inclement weather, or
risk of limb and life while passing from ship to ship. A feeling of
unutterable happiness often fills our heart, which we feel sure is not in our
soul alone. The great High Priest has lighted fire in the living censers,
which shall send up eternal incense in praise and glory to the Father of all.
Asking an English officer on board the ‘ Caspio ‘ as to whether any effects
of our teaching were evident, he replied, ‘ Your books are always read
whenever the poor fellows can get time; several have much taken to
religion, and there is one who is no sooner ashore in Seville than he is off
to Don Juan Cabrera’s chapel, and takes as many of his companions as
possible with him.’ Reference has been made to the distribution of Holy
Writ. Through the munificence of the Trinitarian Bible Society every
facility for supplying all Spanish and Portuguese vessels is offered; nor
should the importance of this privilege be forgotten, as the Scriptures are
carefully preserved, being taken into Spain and the Colonies. Some idea
may be formed of the influence of the Word from incidents which came
under our notice. A mariner asked us for a Bible; having seen the blessed
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effect of its study upon a relative years before, he desired to be likewise
benefited. While the Peninsula is distracted with intestine strife, it is
consoling to reflect that we are applying the only balm for troubled nations,
and therefore we will continue to wear this gentle yoke, praying the Lord
to come quickly and end all ignorance, sin, and sorrow, with an eternal
‘Peace, be still.’ Any contribution in aid of the seamen’s work will be
welcome, but help in the publication of the children’s books is urgently
needed, and will be received by Mr. Blackshaw, Secretary, Metropolitan
Tabernacle, Newington, S.E.”


DEC. 11. — Don Francisco was baptized, and our brother Mr. Daniels
interpreted his confession of faith. We hope to send him home rejoicing, if
friends will help. This same evening a gentleman from Montreal came into
the vestry to tell us of the happy death of a sister who had been a member
of our church. He told us that a train ran off the line while he was traveling
upon the Grand Trunk, and that two of the carriages telescoped into one
another, smashing scores of persons and leaving others badly injured.
Among those who were nearly killed was the sister in membership with us,
She was taken out from the debris, and, with her two dead children, laid
down in a fallow field by the roadside, upon such odds and ends of
cushions and coats as could be got together. Our informant said, “I noticed
how calm and quiet the poor soul was, and I said to her, ‘Aren’t you a
Christian?’ ‘Yes,’ said she, ‘I belonged to Mr. Spurgeon’s church, but I
have been some time out here, and have not lived as near to Jesus as I
ought to have done. Still, the Lord Jesus is my rock, and all is well.’” She
remained quite quiet, while another woman, a Catholic, who was laid by
her side, continued to shriek, call upon God, and in general make the night
hideous. She spoke of Jesus and of his love, and just as the day was
breaking she begged to be lifted up, and there, in the open field, she “fell
asleep in Jesus.” Our informant told his tale with many tears. He was a
Wesleyan, but loved to see the grace of God wherever he met with it. We
were encouraged beyond measure, for dying testimonies are telling things.


These are but a part of what the Lord is doing around us and by us and our
beloved people. Now and then we shall write a few odds and ends of this sort.
Our critics will, no doubt, call us very egotistical, but if they did not say this
they would say something else, and therefore we shall not regard them.


Baptisms at the Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : —
December 4, nineteen; December 11, two.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


FEBRUARY 1874


THE PRESENT POSITION OF CALVINISM IN
ENGLAND


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


NO two men would or could give the same description of a battle. Their
points of view would differ; their estimates of forces, and their emotions
would be very divergent; and even their eyes would not be precisely the
same instruments of observation. The four evangelists, though inspired,
differ in their accounts of the same event. Equally accurate narratives may
vary; in theory this may seem impossible, but, it is matter of fact. To form a
correct idea of the condition of religious thought would be far more
difficult than to conceive the progress of a battle, or to record the doings
of a great teacher, and a thousand persons might arrive at a thousand
different conclusions, and yet be equally honest in their endeavor to be
correct. We have said all this by way of guarding ourselves from seeming
to impeach the truthfulness of the gentleman from whose opinion we are
about to dissent. He sees from his point and we from ours; he has not our
eyes, nor can we borrow his; the mists of Birmingham are slightly different
from those of London, and the surroundings of the Birmingham School
Board are not those of the Tabernacle; hence we can easily account for
differing observations being equally conscientious. Mr. Dale, in his
admirable article published on Christmas-day in the Daily Telegraph, gives
it as his opinion that Calvinism would be almost obsolete among Baptists
were it not still maintained by the powerful influence of Mr. Spurgeon. The
statement is most flattering to our vanity, but if we believed it, our intense
sorrow for the low estate of Calvinism would effectually quench the
faintest approach to self-congratulation. It is because we think it to be a
gross misstatement that we feel at all at ease in reflecting upon it. Our own
judgment is the very reverse of that of Mr. Dale; and so far as the Baptists
are concerned, we believe our information is likely to be at least as good as
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our friend’s. So far as the whole range of Nonconformity is concerned, his
information is very deficient, though upon the condition of his own
denomination he is an unquestionable authority. He has done us the honor
to call our teaching Calvinism, and we accept the name as eminently
descriptive, though not perfectly so. We have no disposition to quarrel
either for or against the title, and are content to be called Calvinistic,
though in truth we are other things beside. Assuming our doctrine to be
Calvinism, we are persuaded that the Calvinism which it is our delight to
preach, so far from being in obsolete theory, is growingly operative upon
the minds of a large section of Christian people. Exaggerated Calvinism has
its adherents in the Baptist body, and it has a small following among Mr.
Dale’s brethren of the Independent order, but it might with much truth be
described as on the wane. Its leading ministers have fallen of late like
leaves in autumn, and their successors are not forthcoming. Our friends are
in an evil case; their own periodicals bewail their low estate, and ask, “By
whom shall Jacob arise, for he is small?” We believe that these brethren,
whatever their failings may have been, have done good service in keeping
much precious truth stirring among the churches; and we should therefore
rejoice to see them renew their youth, with more loving hearts and candid
minds. They have been far too much despised and slighted. They ought not
to be driven into isolation, but their alliance should be sought by their other
Baptist brethren, and Christian intercourse would lead to mutual
advantage. As far as we have had an opportunity of judging, the bands of
exclusiveness are not so strong as they once were, and a more liberal spirit
is asserting itself among them. It was not, however, to this ultra kind of
Calvinism that Mr. Dale referred, for it has never been maintained by us,
though we would ten thousand times rather embrace it in its most rigorous
form, than fall into the anything-arianism of modern thought. Even the
stern spirit of our high doctrine friends we would prefer to that of the new
theology. We used to think that Hyper-Calvinists were sometimes rather
acid, but since we have met with religious liberalism we count all things
sweet in comparison with the proud, contemptuous airs of large-hearted
bigots for liberality. Some articles of a certain freethinking Christian paper,
in their supreme contempt for “the simple gospel,” exceed anything ever
before manifested in that line; the art of sneering could no further go; they
display a scorn which would be less intolerable if it could be regarded as
the fruit of strong convictions. A strong, hard-shelled Calvinist holds his
own tenaciously, because he believes that there are truths in the world
worth holding, but your “cultured thinker” abhors in his magnificent soul
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all who will not make ducks and drakes of gospel doctrine after his own
fashion. But to return to our subject. Calvinism such as was taught by
Owen, Charnock, Bunyan, Newton, Whitfield, Romaine, and men of that
class, is no more obsolete than is the law of gravitation, neither are its
friends at all inclined to bewail its influence as dying out. Among the
ministers of the Baptist denomination, there was never greater attachment
to evangelical principles than at this moment, and those principles are more
or less flavored with the Calvinism now under discussion. Brethren whom
we have known and loved for years, but who gave very great prominence
to the angles of truth which look towards arminianism, have of late years,
to our knowledge, looked with a more genial eye upon the doctrines which
face the opposite quarter of the compass. They might not admit that they
are more Calvinistic, neither would we care for the term, but they certainly
give more prominence to the grace of God, the work of the Holy Spirit,
and the Godward side of salvation. What our Calvinism regards as sound
views of truth are in the ascendant; without being ostentatious about it, the
brethren are orthodox as a general rule, even when weighed in the scales of
this reputedly “obsolete theory.” Our intercourse among Baptist ministers
is very free and easy, and considerably extensive, but we use no charity
whatever when we gladly record the fact that we meet with very little with
which we are not agreed. Occasionally they facetiously charge us with
being as much an Arminian in some of our discourses as even the General
Baptists could be, to which we reply with equal good will, that we are glad
to see that they also can be as high in doctrine as the highest of us when
the text requires it; and we wind up with the mutual acknowledgment that
the truth of God is wider than either of the two great systems, and that
there is some truth in both of them. If such Calvinism as this, and it is the
Calvinism of Calvin, and the only one which we maintain, is really growing
obsolete, we must henceforth doubt our ears and disbelieve the statements
of the best of our brethren. If the sermons now preached in Baptist pulpits
could all be printed, they would be found to contain vastly more of what
we call Calvinism than they did twenty years ago. The party names and
terms are less used, for which we are devoutly thankful, but the essence
and spirit of that side of truth, which has for brevity’s sake been called
Calvinistic, are more powerful among us now than they ever were at any
previous part of the century. We have in this matter a right to judge,
because the question relates to that Calvinism which is “maintained by the
powerful influence of Mr. Spurgeon,” and therefore no man is more likely
to know than Mr. Spurgeon himself. He is by no means a very sanguine
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soul, nor one given to flatter, and it he is found content with the progress
of the Calvinism which he is said to maintain, the business cannot be in a
very bankrupt condition. Furthermore, it is well known to all who care to
observe that the General Baptist churches entertain a very different feeling
towards Calvinism from that which they have exhibited in former times
when they saw it under harsher aspects. Exaggerated and distorted, it
awoke the ire of the valiant leaders in their camp; exhibited in Scriptural
proportions, it does not arouse their indignation, and in many instances
commands their respect. It is a matter of fact that General Baptist
churches, contain in them a considerable proportion of lovers of the
doctrines of grace, and if a minister be but thoroughly in earnest in seeking
the salvation of sinners, be will be none the less loved by General brethren
for preaching a full gospel as well as a free one. It may be said that we
have gone down to these brethren quite as much as they have come up to
us, and this is very possible; if truth lies in the valley between the two
camps, or if it comprehends both, it is well for us to follow it wherever it
goes. We have certainly not thrown away the Five Points, but we may have
gained other five, and far be it from us to deny it; but this does not in the
slightest degree affect the statement of our Birmingham friend, for it still
remains a fact that the “Calvinism,” or whatever it is, which is maintained
by us, does not make us enemies among the General Baptists, but is read
by thousands of them regularly, and ensures for us a warm place in their
hearts, as many letters, donations, and kindly actions abundantly prove.
Whatever it may be which we maintain, and we do not demur to Mr.
Dale’s description of it as Calvinism, for it contains a great deal of
Calvinism, we are sure that far more of it is read and endorsed among
General Baptists than at any other period in history. It is also within our
knowledge that the Calvinism which it is our privilege to maintain has a far
larger influence among Methodists of all classes than a stranger might
imagine. There are, of course, large numbers of sturdy Arminians who
would feel it an insult to be suspected of the most mitigated Calvinism, but
there are numbers of others of a different mind. We have often said that if
you want a free grace sermon now-a- days, you will be as likely to get it in
a Wesleyan chapel as anywhere. Many of their preachers only differ from
us in the terms they employ; or if they do differ in theory, their objections
lie rather against certain angular statements than against the general spirit
of our doctrinal system. We have a delightful circle of friends among
Wesleyans, and for the most part they appear to us to be in experience, and
in the fundamentals of their creed, as nearly like ourselves as an Israelite is
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to a Jew. In the pulpits of Methodists we are to be found continually
preaching just the same doctrine as we do at the Tabernacle, and we
receive no protests, but a great deal more of loving regard than we feel that
we deserve. Our heart has often been melted by the warm-hearted
congratulations of Wesleyan friends who have gloried in the Gospel which
we have proclaimed. The Baptists and the Wesleyans are natural allies,
because both of us believe something, which is more than can be said of all
Nonconformists. We equally hold by the atonement, the fall of man,
regeneration by the Spirit of God, and justification by faith— and we do
not leave these points to be moot questions among us; hence we are both
driven and drawn into closer contact, and the result is at present, and will
be still more so in the future, that we learn of one another. We catch the
Wesleyan fire, and they do not close their eyes to our light. All haters of
Ritualism and Rationalism are bound to come closer together, and they are
evidently doing so. We are by no means dreaming, or living in a fool’s
paradise; we feel sure of the truth of our assertion, and one fact none can
doubt, namely, that of the weekly circulation of our sermons, which
contain this dreadful Calvinism, a very considerable part is found among
Methodists of various kinds. The theory, which “would be almost
obsolete,” is exercising such a degree of influence that we do not feel at all
depressed. It is true that it does not command the praises of the superfine
pens of literary men, and it is as well it does not, for as a rule, they know
less of real religion than any other class in society; but it has the love of the
devout, experienced, established Christians of most of our churches. A
Generation wise in its own conceit may prefer a mingle-mangle of
philosophical skepticism and metaphysics to the plain word of God, and the
young ministers of a certain denomination may pander to this taste; but the
bulk of Dissenters are still faithful to the old creed, and are restive under
the new order of things. Murmurs deep, if not loud, come to us from many
quarters; the sheep look up and are not fed, for “thought” is given to them
instead of truth, Those who labor to smother “Calvinism” will find that it
dies hard, and, it may be, they will come, after many defeats, to perceive
the certain fact that it will outlive its opponents. Its funeral oration has
been pronounced many times before now, but the performance has been
premature. It will live when the present phase of religious misbelief has
gone down to eternal execration amid the groans of those whom it has
undone. To-day it may be sneered at; nonetheless, it is but yesterday that it
numbered among its adherents the ablest men of the age; and to-morrow, it
may be, when once again there shall be giants in theology, it will come to
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the front, and ask in vain for its adversaries. Calvinism, pure and simple, is
but one form of Evangelism; it is not perfect, for it lacks some of the
balancing truths of the system which arose as a remonstrance against its
mistakes, but still it contains within it so large a measure of divinely
immortal truth that it will never die. “Modern thought” is but the thistle-
down upon the hillside; the wind shall carry it away, but the primeval
mount of “Calvinism,” which is none other than Pauline or Christian
doctrine, shall stand fast for aye.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH, 1874.


THE NEED OF DECISION FOR THE TRUTH.


A COLLEGE ADDRESS, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


SOME things are true and some things are false. I regard that as an axiom;
but there are many persons who evidently do not believe it. The current
principle of the present age seems to be, “Some things are either true or
false, according to the point of view from which you look at them.


Black is white, and white is black according to circumstances; and it does
not particularly matter which you call it. Truth of course is true, but it
would be rude to say that the opposite is a lie; we must not be bigoted, but
remember the motto, ‘ So many men, so many minds.’” Our forefathers
were particular about maintaining landmarks; they had strong notions
about fixed points of revealed doctrine, and were very tenacious of what
they believed to be scriptural; their fields were protected by hedges and
ditches, but their sons have grubbed up the hedges, filled up the ditches,
laid all level, and played at leap-frog with the boundary stones. The school
of modern thought laughs at the ridiculous positiveness of Reformers and
Puritans; it is advancing in glorious liberality, and before long will publish a
grand alliance between heaven and hell, or, rather, an amalgamation of the
two establishments upon terms of mutual concession, allowing falsehood
and truth to lie side by side, like the lion with the lamb. Still, for all that,
my firm old fashioned belief is that some doctrines are true, and that
statements which are diametrically opposite to them are not true, — that
when “No” is the fact, “Yes” is out of court, and that when “Yes” can be
justified, “:No” must be abandoned. I believe that the gentleman who has
for so long a time perplexed our courts is either Sir Roger Tichborne or
somebody else; I am not yet able to conceive of his being the true heir and
an impostor at the same time. Yet in religious matters the fashionable
standpoint is somewhere in that latitude.
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We have a faith to preach, my brethren, and we are sent forth with a
message from God. We are not left to fabricate the message as we go
along. We are not sent forth by our Master with this kind of general
commission — “ As you shall think in your heart and invent in your head as
you march on, so preach. Keep abreast of the times. Whatever the people
want to hear, tell them that, and they shall be saved.” Verily, we read not
so. There is something definite in the Bible. It is not quite a lump of wax to
be shaped at our will, or a roll of cloth to be cut according to the prevailing
fashion. Your great thinkers evidently look upon the Scriptures as a box of
letters for them to play with, and make what they like of, or a wizard’s
bottle, out of which they may pour anything they choose from atheism up
to spiritualism. I am too old-fashioned to fall down and worship this
theory. There is something told me in the Bible — told me for certain —
not put before me with a “but” and a “perhaps,” and an “if,” and a “may
be,” and fifty thousand suspicions behind it, so that really the long and the
short of it is, that it may not be so at all; but revealed to me as infallible
fact, which must be believed, the opposite of which is deadly error, and
comes from the father of lies.


Believing, therefore, that there is such a thing as truth, and such a thing as
falsehood, that there are truths in the Bible, and that the gospel consists in
something definite which is to be believed by men, it becomes us to be
decided as to what we teach, and to teach it in a decided manner. We have
to deal with men who will be either lost or saved, and they certainly will
not be saved by erroneous doctrine. We have to deal with God, whose
servants we are, and he will not be honored by our delivering falsehoods;
neither will he give us a reward, and say,” Well done, good and faithful
servant, thou hast mangled the gospel as judiciously as any man that ever
lived before thee.” We stand in a very solemn position, and ours should be
the spirit of old Micaiah, who said, “As the, Lord my God liveth, before
whom I stand, whatsoever the Lord saith unto me that will I speak.”
Neither less nor more than God’s word are we called to state, but that we
are bound to declare in a spirit which lets the sons of men know that,
whatever they may think of it, we believe God, and are not to be shaken in
our confidence in him.


In what ought we to be positive, brethren? Well, there are gentlemen alive
who imagine that there are no fixed principles to go upon. “Perhaps a few
doctrines,” said one to me, “perhaps a few doctrines may be considered as
established. It is, perhaps, ascertained that there is a God; but one ought
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not to dogmatise upon his personality: a great deal may be said for
pantheism.” Such men creep into the ministry., but they are generally
cunning enough to conceal the breadth of their minds beneath Christian
phraseology, thus acting in consistency with their principles, for their
fundamental rule is that truth is of no consequence.


As for us — as for me, at any rate — I am certain that there is a God, and I
mean to preach it as a man does who is absolutely sure. He is the Maker of
heaven and earth, the Master of providence, and the Lord of grace: let his
name be blessed for ever and ever! We will have no questions and debates
as to him.


We are equally certain that the book which is called “the Bible” is his
word, and is inspired; not inspired in the sense in which Shakespeare, and
Milton, and Dryden may be inspired, but in an infinitely higher sense; so
that, provided we have the exact text, we regard the words themselves as
infallible. We believe that everything stated in the book that comes to us
from God is to be accepted by us as his sure testimony, and nothing less
than that. God forbid we should be ensnared by those various
interpretations of the modus of inspiration, which amount to little more
than frittering it away. The book is a divine production; it is perfect, and is
the last court of appeal — “ the judge which ends the strife.” I would as
soon dream of blaspheming my Maker as of questioning the infallibility of
his word.


We are also sure concerning the doctrine of the blessed Trinity. We cannot
explain how the Father, Son, and Spirit can be each one distinct and perfect
in himself, and yet that these three are one, so that there is but one God;
yet we do verily believe it, and mean to preach it, notwithstanding
Unitarian, Socinian, Sabellian, or any other error. We shall hold that fast
evermore, by the grace of God.


And, brethren, there will be no uncertain sound from us as to the doctrine
of atonement. We cannot leave the blood out of our ministry, or the life of
it will be gone; for we may say of our ministry, “The blood is the life
thereof.” The proper substitution of Christ, the vicarious sacrifice of Christ,
on the behalf of his people, that they might live through him. This we must
publish till we die.


Neither can we waver in our mind for a moment concerning the great and
glorious Spirit of God — the fact of his existence, his personality, and the
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power of his workings; the necessity of his influences, the certainty that no
man is regenerated except by him; that we are born .again by the Spirit of
God, and that the Spirit dwells in believers, and is the author of all good in
them, their sanctifier and preserver, without whom they can do no good
thing whatsoever. We shall not at all hesitate as to preaching that truth.


The absolute necessity of the new birth is also a certainty. We come down
with demonstration when we touch that point. We shall never poison our
people with the notion that a moral reformation will suffice, but we will
over and over again say to them, “Ye must be born again.” We have not
got into the condition of the Scotch minister, who when old John
Macdonald preached to his congregation a sermon to sinners remarked,
“Well, Mr. Macdonald, that was a very good sermon which you have
preached, but it is very much out of place, for I do not know one single
unregenerate person in my congregation.” Poor soul, he was in all
probability unregenerated himself. No, we dare not flatter our hearers, but
we must continue to tell them that they are born sinners, and must be born
saints, or they will never see the face of God with acceptance.


The tremendous evil of sin — we shall not hesitate about that. We shall
speak on that matter both sorrowfully and positively; and, though some
very wise men raise difficult questions about hell, we shall not furl to
declare the terrors of the Lord, and the fact that the Lord has said, “These
shall go away into everlasting punishment, but the righteous into life
eternal.”


Neither will we ever give an uncertain sound as to the glorious truth that
salvation is all of grace. If ever we ourselves are saved, we know that
sovereign grace alone has done it, and we feel it must be the same with
others. We will publish “Grace! grace! grace!” with all our might, living
and dying.


We shall be very decided, also, as to justification by faith, for salvation is
“Not of works, lest any man should boast.” “Life in a look at the Crucified
One” will be our message. Trust in the Redeemer will be that saving grace
which we will pray the Lord to implant in all our hearers’ hearts.


And everything else which we believe to be true in the Scriptures we shall
preach with decision. If there be questions which may be regarded as moot,
or comparatively unimportant, we shall speak with such a measure of
decision about them as may be comely. But points which cannot be moot,
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which are essential and fundamental, will be declared by us without any
stammering, without any inquiring of the people, “What would you wish us
to say?” Yes, and without the apology, “Those are my views, but other
people’s views may be correct.” We ought to preach the gospel, not as our
views at all, but as the mind of God — the testimony of Jehovah
concerning his own Son, and in reference to salvation for lost men. If we
had been entrusted with the making of the gospel, we might have altered it
to suit the taste of this modest century, but never having been employed to
originate the good news, but merely to repeat it, we dare not stir beyond
the record. What we have been taught of God we teach. If we do not do
this, we are not fit for our position. If I have a servant in my house, and I
send a message by her to the door, and she amends it, on her own
authority, she may take away the very soul of the message by so doing, and
she will be responsible for what she has done. She will not long remain in
my employ, for I need a servant who will repeat what I say, as nearly as
possible, word for word; and if she does so., I am responsible for the
message, she is not. If any one should be angry with her on account of
what she said, they would be very unjust; their quarrel lies with me, and
not with the person whom I employ to act as mouth for me. He that hath
God’s Word, let him speak it faithfully, and he will have no need to answer
gainsayers, except with a “Thus saith the Lord.” This, then, is the matter
concerning which we are decided.


How are we to show this decision? We need not be careful to answer this
question, our decision will show itself in its own way. If we really believe a
truth, we shall be decided about it. Certainly we are not to show our
decision by that obstinate, furious, wolfish bigotry which cuts off every
other body from the chance and hope of salvation and the possibility of
being regenerate or even decently honest if they happen to differ from us
about the color of a scale of the great leviathan. Some individuals appear to
be naturally cut on the cross; they are manufactured to be rasps, and rasp
they will. Sooner than not quarrel with you they would raise a question
upon the color of invisibility, or the weight of a nonexistent substance.
They are up in arms with you, not because of the importance of the
question under discussion, but because of the far greater importance of
their being always the Pope of the party. Don’t go about the world with
your fist doubled up for fighting, carrying a theological revolver in the leg
of your trousers. There is no sense in being a sort of doctrinal game-cock,
to be carried about to show your spirit, or a terrier of orthodoxy, ready to
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tackle heterodox rats by the score. Practice the suaviter in modo, as well as
the fortiter in re. Be prepared to fight, and always have your sword
buckled on your thigh, but wear a scabbard; there can be no sense in
waving your weapon about before everybody’s eyes to provoke conflict,
after the manner of our beloved friends of the Emerald Isle, who are said to
take their coats off at Donnybrook Fair, and drag them along the ground,
crying out, while they flourish their shillelahs, “Will any gentleman be so
good as to tread on the tail of my coat?” There are theologians of such
warm, generous blood, that they are never at peace till they are fully
engaged in war.


If you really believe the gospel, you will be decided for it in more sensible
ways. Your very tone will betray your sincerity; you will speak like a man
who has something to say, which he knows to be true. Have you ever
watched a rogue when he is about to tell a falsehood? Have you noticed
the way in which he has mouthed it? It takes a long time to be able to tell a
lie well, for the facial organs were not originally constituted and adapted
for the complacent delivery of falsehood. When a man knows he is telling
you the truth, everything about him corroborates his sincerity. Any
accomplished cross-examining lawyer knows within a little whether a
witness is genuine or a deceiver. Truth has her own air and manner, her
own tone and emphasis. Yonder is a blundering, ignorant country fellow in
the witness box; the counsel tries to bamboozle and confuse him, if
possible, but all the while he feels that he is an honest witness, and he says
to himself, “I should like to shake this fellow’s evidence, for it will greatly
damage my side of the question.” There ought to be always that same air
of truth about the Christian minister; only as he is not only bearing witness
to the truth, but wants other people to feel that truth and own the power of
it, he ought to have more decision in his tone than a mere witness who is
stating facts which may be believed or not without any serious
consequences following either way. Luther was the man for decision.
Nobody doubted that he believed what he spoke. He spoke with thunder,
for there was lightning in his faith. The man preached all over, for his entire
nature believed. You felt, “Well, he may be mad, or he may be altogether
mistaken, but he assuredly believes what he says. He is the incarnation of
faith; his heart is running over at his lips.”


If we would show decision for the truth, we must not only do so by our
tone and manner, but by our daily actions. A man’s life is always more
forcible than his speech; when men take stock of him they reckon his deeds
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as pounds and his words as pence. If his life and his doctrines disagree, the
mass of lookers-on accept his practice and reject his preaching. A man may
know a great deal about truth, and yet be a very damaging witness on its
behalf, because he is no credit to it. The quack who in the classic story
cried up an infallible cure for colds, coughing and sneezing between every
sentence of his panegyric, may serve as the image and symbol of an unholy
minister. The Satyr in AEsop’s fable was indignant with the man who blew
hot and cold with the same mouth, and well he might be. I can conceive no
surer method of prejudicing men against the truth than by sounding her
praises through the lips of men of suspicious character. When the devil
turned preacher in our Lord’s day, the Master bade him hold his peace; he
did not care for Satanic praises. It is very ridiculous to hear good truth
from a bad man; it is like flour in a coal-sack. When I was last in one of our
Scottish towns I heard of an idiot at the asylum, who thought himself a
great historic character. With much solemnity the poor fellow put himself
into an impressive attitude and exclaimed, “I’m Sir William Wallace! Gie
me a bit of bacca.” The descent from Sir William Wallace to a piece of
tobacco was too absurd for gravity; yet it was neither so absurd nor so sad
as to see a professed ambassador of the cross covetous, worldly,
passionate, or sluggish. How strange it would be to hear a man say, “I am a
servant of the Most High God, and I will go wherever I can get the most
salary. I am called to labor for the glory of Jesus only, and I will go
nowhere unless the church is of most respectable standing. For me to live is
Christ, but I cannot do it under five hundred pounds per annum.”


Brother, if the truth be in thee it will flow out of thine entire being as the
perfume streams from every bough of the sandal-wood tree; it will drive
thee onward as the trade-wind speeds the ships, filling all their sails; it will
consume thy whole nature with its energy as the forest fire burns up all the
trees of the wood. Truth has not fully given thee her friendship till all thy
doings are marked with her seal.


We must show our decision for the truth by the sacrifices we are ready to
make. This is, indeed, the most efficient as well as the most trying method.
We must be ready to give up anything and everything for the sake of the
principles which we have espoused, and must be ready to offend our best
supporters, to alienate our warmest friends, sooner than belie our
consciences. We must be ready to be beggars in purse, and offscourings in
reputation, rather than act treacherously. We can die, but we cannot deny
the truth. The cost is already counted, and we are determined to buy the
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truth at any price, and sell it at no price. Too little of this spirit is abroad
now-a-days. Men have a saving faith, and save their own persons from
trouble; they have great discernment, and know on which side their bread
is buttered; they are large-hearted, and are all things to all men, if by any
means they may save a sum. There are plenty of curs about, who would
follow at the heel of any man who would keep them in meat. They are
among the first to bark at decision, and call it obstinate dogmatism, and
ignorant bigotry. Their condemnatory verdict causes us no distress; it is
what we expected.


Above all we must show our zeal for the truth by continually, in season and
out of season, endeavoring to maintain it in the tenderest and most loving
manner, but still very earnestly and firmly. We must not talk to our
congregations as if we were half asleep. Our preaching must not be
articulate snoring. There must be power, life, energy, vigor. We must
throw our whole selves into it, and show that the zeal of God’s house has
eaten us up.


How are we to manifest our decision? Certainly not by harping on one
string and repeating over and over again the same truths with the
declaration that we believe them. Such a course of action could only
suggest itself to the incompetent. The barrel-organ grinder is not a pattern
of decision, he may have persistency, but that is not the same thing as
consistency. I could indicate certain brethren who have learned about four
or five doctrines, and they grind them over and over again with everlasting
monotony. I am always glad when they grind their tunes in some street far
removed from my abode. To weary with perpetual repetition is not the way
to manifest our firmness in the faith. My brethren, you will strengthen your
decision by the recollection of the importance of these truths to your own
souls. Are your sins forgiven? Have you a hope of heaven? How do the
solemnities of eternity affect you? Certainly you are not saved apart from
these things, and therefore you must hold them, for you feel you are a lost
man if they be not true. You know that you have to die, and being
conscious that these things alone can sustain you in the last article, you
hold them with all your might. You cannot give them up. How can a man
resign a truth which he feels to be vitally important to his own soul? He
daily feels — “ I have to live on it, I have to die on it, I am wretched now,
and lost for ever apart from it, and therefore by the help of God I cannot
relinquish it.”
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Your own experience from day to day will sustain you, beloved brethren. I
hope you have realized already and will experience much more the power
of the truth which you preach. I believe the doctrine of election, because I
am quite sure that if God had not chosen me I should never have chosen
him; and I am sure he chose me before I was born, or else he never would
have chosen me afterwards; and he must have elected me for reasons
unknown to me, for I never could find any reason in myself why he should
have looked upon me with special love. So I am forced to accept that
doctrine. I am bound to the doctrine of the depravity of the human heart,
because I find myself depraved in heart, and have daily proofs that there
dwelleth .in my flesh no good thing. I cannot help holding that there must
be an atonement before there can be pardon, because my conscience
demands it, and my peace depends upon it. The little court within my own
heart is not satisfied unless some retribution be exacted for dishonor done
to God. They tell us sometimes that such and such statements are not true;
but; when we are able to reply that we have tried them and proved them,
what answer is there to such reasoning? A man propounds the wonderful
discovery that honey is not sweet. “But I had some for breakfast, and I
found it very sweet,” say you, and your reply is conclusive. He tells you
that salt is poisonous, but you point to your own health, and declare that
you have eaten salt these forty years. He says that to eat bread is a mistake
— a vulgar error, an antiquated absurdity; but at each meal you make his
protest the subject for a merry laugh. If you are daily and habitually
experienced in the truth of God’s word, I am not afraid of your being
shaken in mind in reference to it. Those young fellows who never felt
conviction of sin, but obtained their religion as they get their bath in the
morning, by jumping into it — these will as readily leap out of it as they
leaped in. Those who feel neither the joys nor yet the depressions of spirit
which indicate spiritual life, are torpid, and their palsied hand has no firm
grip of truth. Mere skimmers of the word, who, like swallows, touch the
water with their wings, are the first to fly from one land to another as
personal considerations guide them. They believe this, and then believe
that, for, in truth, they believe nothing intensely. If you have ever been
dragged through the mire and clay of soul-despair, if you have been turned
upside down, and wiped out like a dish as to all your own strength and
pride, and have then been filled with the joy and peace of God, through
Jesus Christ, I will trust you among fifty thousand infidels. Whenever I
hear the skeptic’s stale attacks upon the word of God, I smile within
myself, and think, “Why, you simpleton! how can you urge such trifling
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objections? I have felt, in the contentions of my own unbelief, ten times
greater difficulties.” We who have contended with horses are not to be
wearied by footmen. Gordon Cumming and other lion-killers are not to be
scared by wild cats, nor will those who have stood foot to foot with Satan
resign the field to pretentious skeptics, or any other of the evil one’s
inferior servants.


If, my brethren, we have fellowship with the Lord Jesus Christ, we cannot
be made to doubt the fundamentals of the gospel; neither can we be
undecided. A glimpse of the thorn-crowned head and pierced hands and
feet is the sure cure for “modern thought” and all its vagaries. Get into the
“Rock of Ages, cleft for you,” and you will abhor the quicksand. That
eminent American preacher, the seraphic Summerfield, when he lay a-
dying, turned round to a friend in the room, and said, “I have taken a look
into eternity. Oh, if I could come back and preach again, how differently
would I preach from what I have done before!” Take a look into eternity,
brethren, if you want to be decided. Remember how Atheist met Christian
and Hopeful on the road to the ]New Jerusalem, and said, “There is no
celestial country. I have gone a long way, and could not find it.” Then
Christian said to Hopeful,” Did we not see it from the top of Mount Clear,
when we were with the shepherds?” There was an answer! So when men
have said, “There is no Christ — there is no truth in religion,” we have
replied to them, “Have we not sat under his shadow with great delight?
Was not his fruit sweet unto our taste? Go with your skepticisms to those
who do not know whom they have believed. We have tasted and handled
the good word of life. What we have seen and heard, that we do testify;
and whether men receive our testimony or not, we cannot but speak it, for
we speak what we do know, and testify what we have seen.” That, my
brethren, is the sure way to be decided.


And now, lastly, why should we at this particular age be decided and bold?
We should be so because this age is a doubting age. It swarms with
doubters as Egypt of old with frogs. You rub against them everywhere.
Everybody is doubting everything, not merely in religion but in politics and
in social economics, in everything indeed. It is the era of progress, and I
suppose it must be the age, therefore, of unloosening, in order that the
whole body politic may move on a little further. Well, brethren, as the age
is doubting, it is wise for us to put our foot down and stand still where we
are sure we have truth beneath us. Perhaps, if it were an age of bigotry,
and men would not learn, we might be more inclined to listen to new







48


teachers; but now the Conservative side must be ours, or rather the Radical
side, which is the truly Conservative side. We must go back to the radix, or
root of truth, and stand sternly by that which God has revealed, and so
meet the wavering of the age. Our eloquent neighbor, Mr. Arthur Mursell,
has well hit off the present age : —


“Have we gone too far in saying that modern thought has grown impatient
with the Bible, the gospel, and the cross? Let us see. What part of the Bible
has it not assailed? The Pentateuch it has long ago swept from the canon as
inauthentic. What we read about the creation and the flood is branded as
fable. And the laws about the landmarks, from which Solomon was not
ashamed to quote our text, are buried or laid upon the shelf. Different men
assail different portions of the book, and various systems level their
batteries of prejudice at various points; until by some the Scripture is torn
all to pieces, and cast to the four winds of heaven, and by even the most
forbearing of the cultured Vandals of what is called modern thought, it is
condensed into a thin pamphlet of morality, instead of the tome of teaching
through which we have eternal life. There is hardly a prophet but has been
reviewed by the wiseacres of the day in precisely the same spirit as they
would review a work from Mudie’s library. The Temanite and the Shuhite
never misconstrued the baited Job with half the prejudice of the
acknowledged intellects of our time. Isaiah, instead of being sawn asunder,
is quartered and hacked in pieces. The weeping prophet is drowned in his
own tears. Ezekiel is ground to atoms amidst his wheels. Daniel is
devoured bodily by the learned lions. And Jonah is swallowed by the deep
monsters with a more inexorable voracity than the fish, for they never cast
him up again. The histories and events of the great chronicle are rudely
contradicted and gainsaid, because some schoolmaster with a slate and
pencil cannot bring his sums right. And every miracle which the might of
the Lord wrought for the favor of his people, or the frustration of their
foes, is pooh-poohed as an absurdity, because the professors cannot do the
like with their enchantments. A few of what are called miracles may be
credible, because our leaders think they can do them themselves. A few
natural phenomena, which some doctor can show to a company of
martinets in a dark room, or with a table-full of apparatus, will account for
the miracle of the Red Sea. An aeronaut goes up in a balloon, and then
comes down again, and quite explains away the pillar of fire and of cloud,
and trifles of that kind. And so our great men are satisfied when they think
that their toy wand has swallowed up the wand of Aaron; but when
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Aaron’s wand threatens to swallow up theirs, they say that part is not
authentic, and that miracle never occurred.


“Nor does the New Testament fare any better than the Old at the hands of
these invaders. There is no tell of deference levied on their homage as they
pass across the line. They recognize no voice of warning with the cry, ‘
Take thy shoes from off thy feet, because the place whereon thou standest
is holy ground.’ The mind which halts in its career of spiritual rapine on
any reverential pretext, is denounced as ignorant or slavish. To hesitate to
stamp the hoof upon a lily or a spring flower is the sentimental folly of a
child, and the vanguard of the thought of the age has only pity and a sneer
for such a feeling, as it stalks upon its boasted march of progress. We are
told that the legends of our nurseries are obsolete, and that broader views
are gaining ground with thoughtful minds. We are unwilling to believe it.
The truth is that a few, a very few, thoughtful men, whose thinking consists
in negation from first to last, and whose minds are tortured with a chronic
twist or curve, which turns them into intellectual notes of interrogation,
have laid the basis of this system; these few honest doubters have been
joined by a larger band who are simply restless; and these again by men
who are inimical to the spirit and the truths of Scripture, and together they
have formed a coterie, and called themselves the leaders of the thought of
the age. They have a following, it is true; but of whom does it consist? Of
the mere satellites of fashion. Of the wealth, the pedantry, and the stupidity
of our large populations. A string of carriages is seen “setting down” and
“taking up” at the door where an advanced professor is to lecture, and
because the milliner is advertised from floor to ceiling in the lecture-room,
these views are said to be gaining ground. But in an age of fashion like this,
who ever suspects these minions of the mode of having any views at all? It
becomes respectable to follow a certain name for a time, and so the
vainlings go to follow the name and to display the dress. But as to views,
one would no more suspect such people of having any views than they
would dream of charging more than a tenth part of the crowds who go to
the Royal Academy’s exhibition with understanding the laws of
perspective. It is the thing to do: and so every one who has a dress to show
and a lounge to air, goes to show it, and all who would be in the fashion
(and who would not?) are bound to advance with the times. And hence we
find the times advancing over the sacred precincts of the New Testament,
as though it were the floor of St. Alban’s, or of a professor’s lecture-room;
and ladies drag their trains, and dandies set their dress-boots upon the
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authenticity of this, or the authority of that, or the inspiration of the other.
People who never heard of Strauss, of Bauer, or of Tubingen, are quite
prepared to say that our Savior was but a well-meaning man, who had a
great many faults, and made a great many mistakes; that his miracles, as
recorded in the New Testament, were in part imaginary, and in part
accountable by natural theories; that the raising of Lazarus never occurred,
since the Gospel of John is a forgery from first to last; that the atonement is
a doctrine to be scouted as bloody and unrighteous; that Paul was a fanatic
who wrote unthinkingly, and that much of what bears his name was never
written by him at all. Thus is the Bible rubbed through the tribulum of
criticism from Genesis to Revelation, until, in the faith of the age in which
we live, as represented by its so-called leaders, there are but a few inspired
fragments here and there remaining.”


Moreover, after all, this is not an earnestly doubting age; we live among a
careless, frivolous race. If the doubters were honest there would be more
infidel places of concourse than there are; but infidelity as an organized
community does not prosper. Infidelity in London, open and avowed, has
come down to one old corrugated iron shed opposite St. Luke’s. I believe
that is the present position of it. “The Hall of Science,” is it not called? Its
literature was carried on for a long time in half a shop in Fleet Street, that
was all it could manage to support, and I don’t know whether even that
half-shop is used now. It is a poor, doting, driveling thing. In Tom Paine’s
time it bullied like a vigorous blasphemer, but it was outspoken, and, in its
own way, downright and earnest in its outspokenness. It commanded in
former days some names which one might mention with a measure of
respect; Hume, to wit, and Bolingbroke, and Voltaire were great in talent,
if not in character. But where now will you find a Hobbes or a Gibbon?
The doubters now are simply doubters because they do not care about
truth at all. They are indifferent altogether. Modern skepticism is playing
and toying with truth; and it takes to “modern thought” as an amusement,
as ladies take to croquet or archery. This is nothing less than an age of
millinery and dolls and comedy. Even good people do not believe out and
out as their fathers used to do. Some even among Nonconformists are
shamefully lax in their convictions; they have few masterly convictions such
as would lead them to the stake, or even to imprisonment. Mollusks have
taken the place of men, and men are turned to jelly-fishes. Far from us be
the desire to imitate them.
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Moreover it is an age which is very impressible, and therefore I should like
to see you very decided, that you may impress it. The wonderful progress
made in England by the High Church movement shows that earnestness is
power. The Ritualists believe something, and that fact has given them
influence. To me their distinctive creed is intolerable nonsense, and their
proceedings are childish foolery; but they have dared to go against the
mob, and have turned the mob round to their side. Bravely did they battle,
let us say it to their honor, when their churches became the scenes of riot
and disorder, and there was raised the terrible howl of “No Popery” by the
lower orders, they boldly confronted the foe and never winced. They went
against the whole current of what was thought to be the deep-seated
feeling of England in favor of Protestantism, and with scarcely a bishop to
patronize them, and but few loaves and fishes of patronage, they have
increased from a mere handful to become the dominant and most vital
party in the Church of England, and to our intense surprise and horror they
have brought people to receive again the Popery which we thought dead
and buried. If anybody had told me twenty years ago that the witch of
Endor would become Queen of England, 1 should as soon have believed it
as that we should now have such a High Church development; but the fact
is, the men were earnest and decided, and held what they believed most
firmly, and did not hesitate to push their cause. The age, therefore, can be
impressed; it will receive what is taught by zealous men, whether it be truth
or falsehood. It may be objected that falsehood will be received the more
readily; that is just possible, but anything will be accepted by men, if you
will but preach it with tremendous energy and living earnestness. If they
will not receive it into their hearts in a spiritual sense, yet at any rate there
will be a mental assent and consent, very much in proportion to the energy
with which you proclaim it; ay, and God will bless our decision too, so that
when the mind is gained by our earnestness, and the attention is won by
our zeal, the heart itself will be opened by the Spirit of God.


We must be decided. What have Dissenters been doing to a great extent
lately but trying to be fine? How many of our ministers are laboring to be
grand orators or intellectual thinkers? That is not the thing. Our young
ministers have been dazzled by that, and have gone off to bray like wild
asses under the notion that they would then be reputed to have come from
Jerusalem or to have been reared in Germany. The world has found them
out. There is nothing now I believe that genuine Christians despise more
than the foolish affectation of intellectualism. You will hear a good old
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deacon say, “Mr. So-and-so, whom we had here, was a very clever man,
and preached wonderful sermons, but the cause has gone down through it.
We can hardly support the minister, and we mean next time to have one of
the old fashioned ministers back again who believe in something and
preach it. There will be no addition to our church else.” Will you go out
and tell people that you believe you can say something, but you hardly
know what; you are not quite sure that what you preach is correct, but the
trust-deed requires you to say it, and therefore you say it? Why, you may
cause fools and idiots to be pleased with you, and you will be sure to
propagate infidelity, but you cannot do more. When a prophet comes
forward he must speak as from the Lord, and if he cannot do that, let him
go back to his bed. It is quite certain, dear friends, that now or never we
must be decided, because the age is manifestly drifting. You cannot watch
for twelve months without seeing how it is going down the tide; the
anchors are pulled up, and the vessel is floating to destruction. It is drifting
now, as near as I can tell you, south-east, and is nearing Cape Vatican, and
if it drives much further in that direction it will be on the rocks of the
Roman reef. We must get aboard her, and connect her with the glorious
steam-tug of gospel truth, and drag her back. I should be glad if I could
take her round by Cape Calvin, right up into the Bay of Calvary, and
anchor her in the fair haven which is close over by the cross. God grant us
grace to do it. We must have a strong hand, and have our steam well up,
and defy the current; and so by God’s grace we shall both save this age and
the generations yet to come.


THE BEATITUDES


EXPOUNDED IN A SERIES OF SENTENTIOUS HOMILIES.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


HOMILY THE SECOND — THE FIRST BEATITUDE.


Bearing in mind the object of our Savior’s discourse, which was to
describe the saved, and not. to declare the plan, of salvation, we now come
to consider the first of the Beatitudes: —


“Blessed are the poor in spirit: for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.”
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A ladder, if it is to be of any use, must have its. first step near the ground,
or feeble climbers will never be able to mount:. It would have been a
grievous discouragement, to struggling faith if the first blessing had been
given to, the pure in heart; to that excellence the young beginner makes no
claim, while to poverty of spirit be can reach without going beyond his line.
Had the Savior said, “Blessed are the rich in grace,” he would have,
spoken a great truth, but very few of us could have derived consolation
therefrom. Our Divine Instructor begins at the beginning, with A B C of
experience, and so enables the babes in grace to learn of him; had he
commenced with higher attainments, he must have left the little ones
behind. A gigantic step at the, bottom of these sacred stairs would have
effectually prevented many from essaying to ascend; but, tempted by the
lowly step, which bears the inscription “Blessed are the poor in spirit,”
thousands are encouraged to attempt the heavenly way.


It is worthy of grateful note, that this gospel blessing reaches down to the
exact spot where the law leaves us when it has done for us the very best
within its power or design. The utmost the law can accomplish for our
fallen humanity is to lay bare our spiritual poverty, and convince us of it. It
cannot by any possibility enrich a man; its greatest service, is to tear away
from him his fancied wealth of self-righteousness., show him his
overwhelming indebtedness to God, and bow him to the earth in self-
despair. Like Moses, it leads away from Goshen, conducts into the
wilderness, and brings to the verge of an impassable stream, but it can do
no more; Joshua Jesus is needed to divide the Jordan, and conduct into the
promised land. The law rends the goodly Babylonish garment of our
imaginary merits into ten pieces, and proves our wedge of gold to be mere
dross, and thus it leaves us, “naked, and poor, and miserable.” To this
point Jesus descends; his full line of blessing comes up to the verge of
destruction, rescues the lost, and enriches the poor. The gospel is full as it
is free.


This first Beatitude, though thus placed at a suitably low point, where it
may be reached by those who in the earliest stages of grace, is however
none the less rich in. blessing. The same word is used in the same sense at
the beginning as at the end of the chain of Beatitudes; the poor in spirit are
as truly and emphatically blessed as the meek, or the peacemakers. No hint
is given as to lower degree, or inferior measure; but, on the contrary, the
very highest benison, which is used in the tenth verse as the gathering up of
all the seven Beatitudes, is ascribed to the first and lowest order of the
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blessed: “theirs is the kingdom of heaven.” What more is said even of the
co-heirs with prophets and martyrs? What more indeed could be said than
this? The poor in spirit are lifted from the dunghill, and set, not among
hired servants in the field, but among princes in the kingdom. Blessed is
that, soul-poverty of which the Lord himself utters such good things. He
sets much store by that which the world holds in small esteem, for his
judgment is the reverse of the foolish verdict of the proud. As Watson well
observes, “How poor are they that think themselves rich! How rich are
they that see themselves to be poor! I call it the jewel of poverty. There be
some paradoxes in religion which the world cannot understand; for a man
to become a fool that he may be wise, to save his life by losing it, and to be
made rich by being poor. Yet this poverty is to be striven for more than
riches; under these rags is hid cloth of gold, and out of this carcase cometh
honey.”


The cause for placing this Beatitude first is found in the fact that it is first
as a matter of experience; it is essential to the succeeding characters,
underlies each one of them, and is the soil in which they alone can be
produced. No man ever mourns before God until he is poor in spirit,
neither does he, become meek towards others till he has humble views of
himself; hungering and thirsting after righteousness are not possible to
those who have high views of their own excellence, and mercy to those
who offend is a grace too difficult for those who are unconscious of their
own spiritual need. Poverty in spirit is the porch of the temple of
blessedness. As a wise man never thinks of building up the walls of his
house till he has first digged out the foundation, so no person skillful in
divine things will hope to see any of the higher virtues where poverty of
spirit is absent. Till we are emptied of self we cannot be filled with God;
stripping must be wrought upon us before we can be clothed with the
righteousness which is from heaven. Christ is never precious till we are
poor in spirit, we must see our own wants before we can perceive his
wealth; pride blinds the eyes, and sincere humility must open them, or the
beauties of Jesus will be for ever hidden from us. The strait gate is not
wide enough to allow that man to enter who is great in his own esteem; it
is easier for a camel to enter through the eye of a needle than for a, man
conceited of his own spiritual riches to enter into the kingdom of heaven.
Hence it is clear that the character described in connection with the first
Beatitude to the production of those which follow after; and unless a man
possesses it, he may look in vain for favor at the hands of the Lord. The
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proud are cursed, their pride alone secures them the curse, and shuts them
out from, divine regard: “The proud he knoweth afar off.” The lowly in
heart are blessed, for to them and to their prayers Jehovah ever has a
tender regard.


It is worthy of double mention that this first blessing is given rather to the
absence than to the presence of praiseworthy qualities; it is a blessing, not
upon the man who is distinguished for this virtue or remarkable for that
excellence, but upon him whose chief characteristic is that he confesses his
own sad deficiencies. This is intentional, in order that grace may be all the
more manifestly seen to be grace indeed, casting its eye first, not upon
purity, but, upon poverty; not upon shewers of mercy, but upon needers of
mercy; not upon those who are called the children of God, but upon those
who cry, “We are not worthy to be called thy sons.” God wants nothing of
us except our wants, and these furnish him with room to display his bounty
when he supplies them freely. It is from the worse and not from the better
side of fallen man that the Lord wins glory for himself. Not what I have,
but what I have not, is the first point of contact between my soul and God.
The good may bring their goodness, but he declares that “there is none
righteous, no, not one;” the pious may offer their ceremonies, but he taketh
no delight in all their oblations; the wise may present their inventions, but
he counts their wisdom to be folly; but when the poor in spirit come to him
with their utter destitution and distress he accepts them at once; yea, he
bows the heavens to bless them, and opens the storehouses of the covenant
to satisfy them. As the surgeon seeks for the sick, and as the alms-giver
looks after the poor, even so the Savior seeks out such as need him, and
upon them he exercises his divine office. Let every needy sinner drink
comfort from this well.


Nor ought we to forget that this lowest note upon the octave of Beatitude,
this keynote of the whole music gives forth a certain sound as to the
spirituality of the Christian dispensation. It’s first blessing is allotted to a
characteristic, not of the outer, but of the inner man; to a state of soul, and
not to a posture of body; to the poor in spirit, and not to the exact ritual.
That word spirit is one of the watchwords of the gospel dispensation.
Garments, genuflections, rituals, oblations, and the like are ignored, and
the Lord’s eye of favor rests only, upon hearts broken and spirits humbled
before him. Even mental endowments are left in the cold shade, and the
spirit is made to lead the van; the soul, the true man, is regarded, and all
beside left as of comparatively little worth. This teaches us to mind, above
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all things, those matters which concern our spirits. We must not be
satisfied with external religion. If, in any ordinance, our spirit, does not
come into contact with the great Father of spirits, we must not rest
satisfied. Everything about our religion which in not heart-work must be
unsatisfactory to us. As men cannot live upon the chaff and the bran, but
need the flour of the wheat, so do we need something more than the form
of godliness and the letter of truth, we require the secret meaning, the
ingrafting of the Word into out spirit, the bringing of the truth of God into
our inmost soul: all short of this is short of the blessing. The highest grade
of outward religiousness is unblest, but the very lowest form of spiritual
grace is endowed with the kingdom of heaven. Better to be spiritual, even
though our highest attainment is to be poor in spirit, than to remain carnal,
even though in that carnality we should vaunt of perfection in the flesh.
The least in grace is highest than the greatest in nature. Poverty of spirit in
the publican was better than fullness of external in the Pharisee. As the
weakest and poorest man is nobler than the strongest of all the beasts of
the field, so is the meanest spiritual man more precious in the sight of the
Lord than the most eminent of the self-sufficient children of men. The
smallest of diamond is worth more than the largest pebble, the lowest of
degree of grace excels the loftiest attainment of nature. What sayest thou
to this, beloved friend? Are you spiritual? At least, are you enough so to be
poor in spirit?. Does there exist for you a spiritual realm, or are you locked
up in the narrow region of things seen and heard? If the Holy Spirit has
broken a door for thee into the spiritual and unseen, then thou art blessed,
even though thine only perception as yet be the painful discovery that thou
art poor in spirit. Jesus on the mount blesses thee, and blessed thou art.


Drawing still nearer to our text, we observe; first, that THE PERSON


DESCRIBED HAS DISCOVERED A FACT, he has ascertained his own spiritual
poverty; and, secondly, BY A FACT IS COMFORTED, for he possesses “the
kingdom of heaven.”


I. The fact which he has ascertained is an old truth, for the man always was
spiritually poor. From his birth he was a pauper, and at his best estate he is
only a mendicant. “Naked, and poor, and miserable” is a fair summary of
man’s condition by nature. He lies covered with sores at the gate of mercy,
having nothing of his own but sin, unable to dig and unwilling to beg, and
therefore perishing in a penury of the direst kind.
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This truth is also universal, for all men are by nature thus poor. In a clan or
family, there will usually be at least one person of substance, and in the
poorest nation there will be some few possessors of wealth; but, alas for
our humanity! its whole store of excellence is spent, and its riches are
utterly gone. Among us all, there remains no remnant of good; the oil is
spent from the curse, the meal is exhausted from the barrel, and a famine is
upon us, direr than that which desolated Samaria of old. We owe ten
thousand talents, and have nothing wherewith to pay; even so much as a
single penny of goodness we cannot find in all the treasuries of the nations.


This fact is deeply humiliating. A man may have no money, and yet it may
involve no fault, and therefore no shame; but our estate of poverty has this
sting in it, that it is moral and spiritual, and sinks us into blame and sin. To
be poor in holiness, truth faith,. and love to God, is disgraceful to us. Often
does the poor man hide his face as one greatly ashamed; far more cause
have we to do so who have spent our living riotously, wasted our Father’s
substance, and brought ourselves to want and dishonor. Descriptions of
our state which describe us as miserable are not complete unless they also
declare us to be guilty; true, we are objects of pity, but much more of
censure. A poor man may be none the less worthy of esteem because of the
meanness of his apparel, and the scantiness of his provision; but spiritual
poverty means fault, blame worthiness, shame and sin. He who is poor in
spirit is therefore a humbled man, and is on the way to be numbered with
those than mourn, of whom the second benediction says that “they shall be
comforted.”


The fact discovered by the blessed one in the text is but little known; the
mass of mankind are utterly ignorant upon the matter. Though the truth as
to man’s lost condition is daily taught in our streets, yet few understand it;
they are not anxious to know the meaning of a statement so uncomfortable,
so alarming; and the bulk of those who are aware of the doctrine, and
acknowledge that it is Scriptural, yet do not believe it, but put it out of
their thoughts, and practically ignore it. “We see,” is the universal boast of
the world’s blind men. So far from realizing that they are destitute, the
sons of men are in their own esteem so richly endowed that they thank God
that they are not as other men. No slavery is so degrading as that which
makes a man content with his servility; the poverty which never aspires,
but is content to continue in rags and filth, is poverty of the deepest dye,
and such is the spiritual condition of mankind.
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Whenever the truth as to our condition is truly known, it has been
spiritually revealed. We may say over every one who knows his soul-
poverty, “Blessed art thou, Simon, son of Jonas, for flesh and blood hath
not revealed this unto thee.” To be spiritually poor is the condition of all
men; to be poor in spirit, or to know our spiritual poverty, is an attainment
specially granted to the called and chosen. An omnipotent hand created us
out of nothing, and the like omnipotence is needed to bring us to feel that
we are nothing. We can never be saved unless we are made alive by infinite
power, nor can we be made alive at all unless that selfsame power shall
first slay us. It is amazing how much is needed to strip a man, and lay him
in his true place. One would think that so penniless a beggar must be aware
of his penury; but he is not, and never will be, unless the eternal God shall
convince him of it. Our imaginary goodness is more hard to conquer than
our actual sin. Man can sooner be cured of his sicknesses than be made to
forego his boasts of health. Human weakness is a small obstacle to
salvation compared with human strength; there lies the work and the
difficulty. Hence it is a sign of grace to know one’s need of grace. He has
some light in his soul who knows and feels that he is in darkness. The Lord
himself has wrought a work of grace upon the spirit which is poor and
needy, and trembles at his Word; and it is such a work that it bears within it
the promise, yea, the assurance of salvation; for the poor in spirit already
possess the kingdom of heaven, and none have that but those who have
eternal life.


One thing is certainly true of the man whose spirit knows it own poverty,
he is in possession of one truth at least; whereas, before, he breathed the
atmosphere of falsehood, and knew nothing which he ought to know.
However painful the result of poverty of spirit may be, it is the result of
truth; and a foundation of truth being laid, other truth will be added, and
the man will abide in the truth. All others think they know concerning their
own spiritual excellence is but a lie, and to be rich in lies is to be awfully
poor. Carnal security, natural merit, and self-confidence, however much of
false peace they may produce, are only forms of falsehood, deceiving the
soul; but when a man finds out that he is by nature and practice “lost”, he is
no longer utterly a pauper as to truth, he possesses one precious thing at
any rate, one coin minted by truth is in his hand. For my own part, my
constant prayer is that I may know of the worst of my case, whatever the
knowledge may cost me. I know that an accurate estimate of my own heart
can never be otherwise than lowering to my self-esteem; but God forbid
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that I should be spared the humiliation which springs from the truth! The
sweet apples of self-esteem are deadly poison; who would wish to be
destroyed thereby? The bitter fruits of self-knowledge are always healthful,
especially if washed down with the waters of repentance. And sweetened
with a draught from the wells of salvation; he who loves his own soul will
not despise them. Blessed, according to our text, is the poor cast-down
one who knows his lost condition, and is suitably impressed thereby; he is
but a beginner in Wisdom’s school, yet he is a disciple, and his Master
encourages him with a benediction, yea, he pronounces him one of those to
whom the kingdom of heaven is given.


The position into which a clear knowledge of this one truth has brought the
soul is one peculiarly advantageous for obtaining every gospel blessing.
Poverty of spirit empties a man, and so makes him ready too be filled; it
exposes his wounds to the oil and wine of the good Physician; it lays the
guilty sinner at the gate of mercy, or among those dying ones around the
pool of Bethesda to whom Jesus is wont to come. Such a man opens his
month, and the Lord fills it; he hungers, and the Lord satisfies him with
good things. Above all other evils we have most cause to dread our own
fullness; the greatest unfitness for Christ is our own imaginary fitness.
When are utterly undone, we are near to being enriched with the riches of
grace. Out of ourselves is next door to being in Christ. Where we end,
mercy begins; or rather, mercy has begun, and mercy has already done
much for us when, we are at the end of our merit, our power, our wisdom,
and our hope. The deeper the destitution the better; —


“‘Tis perfect poverty alone
That sets the soul at large;


While we can call one mite our own
We get no full discharge.”


Should the heart be distressed because it cannot even sufficiently feel its
own need, so much the better; the poverty of spirit is just so much the
greater, and the appeal to free grace is all the more powerful. If the want of
a broken heart be felt, we may come to Jesus for a broken heart, if we,
cannot come with a broken heart. If no kind or degree of good be
perceptible, this also is but a, clear proof of utter poverty, and in that
condition we may dare to believe in the Lord Jesus. Though we are,
nothing, Christ is all. All that we, need to begin with we must find in him,
just as surely as we must look for our ultimate perfecting to the selfsame
source.
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A man may be so misled as to make a merit out of his sense of sin, and may
dream of coming to Jesus clothed in a fitness of despair and unbelief; this
is, however, the very reverse of the conduct of one who is poor in spirit,
for he is poor in feelings as well as in everything else, and dares no more,
commend himself on account of his humblings and despairings than on
account of his sins themselves. He thinks himself to be a, hardheaded sinner
as he acknowledges the, deep repentance which his offenses call for; he,
fears that he is a stranger to that quickening which makes the conscience
tender, and he dreads lest he should in any measure be a hypocrite in the
desires which he perceives to be in his soul; in fact, he does not dare to
think himself to be any other than poor, grievously poor, in whatever light
he may be viewed in his relation to God and his righteous law. He hears of
the humiliations of true penitents, and wishes he had them; he reads the
descriptions of repentance given in the; Word of God, and prays that he
may realize them, but, he sees nothing in himself upon which he can put his
finger, and say, “This at least is good. In me, there. dwells at least some
one good thing.” He is poor in spirit, and from him all boasting is cut off,
once for all. It is better to be in this condition than falsely to account one’s
self a saint, and sit in the chief places of the synagogue; yea, it is so sweetly
safe a position to occupy, that he who is fullest of faith in God, and joy in
the Holy Ghost, finds it add to his peace to retain a full consciousness of
the poverty of his natural state, and to let it run parallel with his persuasion
of security and blessedness in Christ Jesus. Lord, keep me low; empty me
more and more; lay me in the dust, let me be dead and buried as to all that
is of self; then shall Jesus live in me, and reign in me, and be, truly my All-
in-all!


It may seem to some to be a small matter to be poor in spirit; let such
persons remember that our Lord so places this gracious condition of heart
that it is the foundation-stone of the celestial ascent of Beatitudes; and who
can deny that the, steps which rise from it are beyond me sublime? It is
some thing inexpressibly desirable to be poor in spirit if this be the road to
road to purity of heart, and to the godlike, character of the peacemaker.
Who would not lay his head on Jacob’s stone to enjoy Jacob’s dream?
Who would scorn the staff with which in poverty he crossed the, Jordan if
he might but see the kingdom of heaven opened as the patriarch did? I
welcome the poverty of Israel if it be a, part of the conditions upon which
we shall receive the blessing of Israel’s God. Instead of despising the poor
in spirit, we shall do well to, regard them as possessing the dawn of
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spiritual life, the germ of all the graces, the initiative perfection, the
evidence of blessedness. .


II. Having spoken thus much upon the character of those who are poor in
spirit as being formed by the knowledge of the fact, we have now to note
THAT IT IS BY A FACT THAT THEY ARE CHEERED AND RENDERED


BLESSED: “for their’s is the kingdom of heaven.”


It is not a promise as to the future, but, a declaration as to the present; not
theirs shall be, but “theirs is the kingdom of heaven.” This truth is clearly
revealed in many Scriptures by necessary inference for, first, the King of
the heavenly kingdom is constantly represented as reigning over the poor.
David says, in the seventy-second Psalm, “He shall judge the poor of the
people, he shall save the children of the needy. . . . He shall spare the poor
and needy, and shall save the souls of the needy.” As his virgin mother
sang, “He hath put down the mighty from their seats, and exalted them of
low degree. He hath filled the hungry with good things; and the rich he
hath sent empty away.” Those who enlist beneath the banner of the Son of
David are like. those who of old came, to the son of Jesse in the cave! of
Adulate, “Every one that was in distress, and every one that was in debt,
and every one that was discontented, gathered themselves unto him; and he
became a captain over them.” “This man receiveth sinners and earth with
them.” His title was “a Friend of publicans and sinners.” “Though he was
rich, yet for our sakes he became poor,” and it is therefore meet that the
poor should be soared unto him. Since Jesus has chosen the poor in spirit
to be his subjects, and said, “Fear not, little flock; for it is your Father’s
good pleasure to give you the kingdom,” we see how true it is that they are
blessed.


The rule of the kingdom is such as only the poor in spirit will endure. To
them it is an easy yoke from which they have no wish to be released; to
give God all the glory is no burden to them, to cease from self is no hard
command. The, place of lowliness suits them, the service of humiliation
they count an honor; they can say with the psalmist (Psalm 131:2)


“Surely I have behaved and quieted myself, as a child that is weaned of his
mother: my soul is even as a weaned child” Self-denial and humility, which
are duties of Christ’s kingdom, are easy only to, those who are poor in
spirit. A humble mind loves humble duties, and is willing to kiss the least
flower which grows in the Valley of Humiliation; but to others a, fair show
in the flesh is a great attraction, and self-exaltation the main object of life.
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Our Savior’s declaration, “Except ye be converted, and become as little
children, ye shall not enter into the kingdom of heaven,” is an iron rule
which shuts out all but the poor in spirit; but, at the same time, it is a gate
of pearl which admits all who are of that character.


The privileges of the kingdom are such as only the spiritually poor will
value; to others, they are as pearls cast before swine. The self-righteous
care nothing for pardon, though. it cost the Redeemer his life’s blood; they
have no care for regeneration, though it be the greatest work of the Holy
Spirit; and they set no store by sanctification, though it is the Father
himself who has made us meet to be partakers of the inheritance of the
saints in light. Evidently the blessings of the covenant were meant for the
poor in spirit; there, is not one of them which would be valued by the
Pharisee. A robe of righteousness implies our nakedness; manna from
heaven implies, the lack of earthly bread. salvation is vanity if men are in no
danger, and mercy a mockery if they be not sinful. The charter of the
Church is written upon the supposition that it is formed of the poor and
needy, and is without meaning if it be not so. Poverty of spirit opens the
eyes to see the preciousness of covenant blessings. As an old Puritan says,
“He that is poor in spirit is a Christ-admirer; he hath high thoughts of
Christ, he sets a high value and appreciation upon Christ; he hides himself
in Christ’s wounds; he bathes himself in his blood; he wraps himself in his
robe; he sees a spiritual dearth and famine at home, but he looks out to
Christ, and cries, ‘Lord, show me thyself, and it sufficeth.’ “ Now,
inasmuch as the Lord has made nothing in vain, since we find that the
privileges of the, gospel kingdom are only suitable to the poor in spirit, we
may rest assured that for such they were prepared, and to such they
belong.


Moreover, it is clear that only those who are poor in spirit do actually reign
as kings unto God. The crown of this kingdom will not fit every head; in
fact, it fits the brow of none but the poor in spirit. No proud man reigns; he
is the slave of his boastings, the serf of his own loftiness. The ambitious
worldling grasps after a kingdom, but he does not possess one; the humble.
in heart are content and in that contentment they are made to reign High
spirits have no rest; only the lowly heart has peace. To know one’s self is
the way to self-conquest, and self-conquest is the grandest of all victories.
The world looks out for a lofty, ambitious, stern, self-sufficient man, and
says he bears himself like a king: and yet, in very truth, the real kings
among their fellows are meek and lowly like the Lord of all, and in their
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unconsciousness of self lies the secret of their power. The kings among
mankind, the happiest, the most powerful, the most honorable, will one day
be seen to be, not the Alexanders, Caesars, and Napoleons, but the men
akin to him who washed the disciples’ feet, those who in quietness lived for
God and their fellow-men, unostentatious because conscious of their
failures, unselfish because self was held in low esteem, humble and devout
because their own spiritual poverty drove them out of themselves, and led
them to rest alone upon the Lord. The time shall come when glitter and
gewgaw will go for what they are worth, and then shall the poor in spirit be
seen to have had the kingdom.


The dominion awarded by this Beatitude to the poor in spirit is no common
one; it is the, kingdom of heaven, a heavenly dominion, far excelling
anything which can be obtained this side the stars. An ungodly world may
reckon the poor in spirit to be contemptible, but God writes them down
among his peers and princes; and his judgment is true, and far more to be
esteemed than the opinions of men or even of angels. Only as we are poor
in spirit have we any evidence that heaven is ours; but having that mark of
blessed, all things are ours, whether things present or things to come. To
the poor in spirit belong all the security, honor, and happiness which the
gospel kingdom is calculated to give upon earth; even here below, they
may eat of its dainties without question, and revel in its delights without
fear. Their’s also are the things not seen as yet, reserved for future
revelation, their’s the second advent; their’s the glory, theirs the fifth great
monarchy, their’s the resurrection, their’s the beatific vision, their’s the
eternal ecstasy. “Poor in spirit;” the words sound as if they described the
owners of nothing, and yet they describer the inheritors of all things.
Happy poverty! Millionaires sink into insignificance, the treasures of the
Indies evaporate in smoke, while to the poor in spirit remains a boundless,
endless, faultless kingdom, which renders them blessed in the esteem of
him who is God over all, blessed forever. And all this is for the present life
in which they mourn, and need to be comforted., hunger and thirst, and
need to be filled; all this is for them while yet they are persecuted for
righteousness’ sake; what then must be their blessedness when they shall
shine forth as the sun in the kingdom of their Father, and in them shall be
fulfilled the promise of their Master and Lord, “to him that overcometh will
I grant to sit with me in my throne, even as I also overcame, and am set
down with my Father in his throne”?
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A FEW WORDS UPON OBJECTIONS TO
REVIVALS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IT may be regarded as a sign of the times when such a newspaper as the
Times is found discussing the pros and cons of religious revivals; for
although its more immediate object of criticism was the so-called
“Mission” of the Anglican Church, yet in reality its sweeping remarks
applied to the whole question of revivals. Some of the observations in the
leading article, and in the letters which it elicited, are such as most men
among us would heartily endorse. It is undoubtedly most mischievous to
endeavor to promote religion by external means, forsaking the use of
“human words from human hearts,” spoken in calm earnestness; it is
unutterably evil to supplant the preacher by the priest, and to play upon the
fears of superstition, instead of appealing to the motives and the
understanding. None can too strongly denounce these things, and we are
right glad that all reasonable men should inveigh against them’ whether
they see the beauty of spiritual truth or no, we are glad that they can
discern and detest the loathsome features of priestcraft. It is also true that
it will never do to rely upon special efforts, and to relax the regular
laborious endeavor of constant perseverance. To prefer an occasional fever
to the healthy warmth of abiding health is most absurd. No ten days’
mission or fortnight of revival services can make up for the lack of a
continuous mission and the earnestness of all the year round. The tendency
to look fin’ occasional great gains instead of expecting daily increase must
no[be suffered to grow, or it will soon impoverish the church. Whitfield
and Wesley lived in one continuous revival, and cannot be cited as
instances of spasmodic action. The Times is right when it claims their
example as an instance of the abiding power of the true preacher, and as
the very antipodes of the Ritualistic method of excitement.


Something also may be urged against the late hours which some of these
Missioners, and also some revivalists have kept up. Every father of a family
will agree with the remark that young people are best at home at ten
o’clock. Still it is remarkable that the world should raise such a hubbub
about late hours at religious services, and should itself keep such had hours
at its theaters and balls. Nobody has written to the papers to complain that
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his daughters staid at an evening party after ten o’clock, or that his son
came home at a little before eleven from the opera. There is a deal of cant
in the irreligious world, and its hypocrisies are innumerable. That once in a
while a meeting should. be protracted beyond the hour allowed by
prudence is not so great a sin after all: it may be best to avoid it in every
case, but should peculiar zeal and a special season of blessing lead a
minister and his congregation into the error, we are not aware of any law,
human or divine, which they will have violated.


The main objection urged by writers not unfriendly to religion is the
excitement engendered. To them it appears that the great and solemn truths
of religion demand the calmest and most deliberate consideration, and
should be far removed from the heated atmosphere of excitement. Far be it
from us to deny that the matter or religion does require the most serious
thought and quiet meditation; without these the profession of conversion
ought never to be made, and if made will not long be sustained, but this is
not all the truth. In politics a man should calmly weigh the merits of a
question, is it therefore urged that the politician may not seek to create
enthusiasm for his party, and that the introduction of zeal into the business
is a mischievous mistake? We have never heard either Liberal or
Conservative argue in this manner. Men grow eager in the pursuit of
wealth, and the pulse beats fast when great transactions are quivering in the
balance; the world does not blame them for this, for it thinks the object of
their pursuit worthy of intense effort: but it’ a man grows earnest in
seeking the salvation of his soul, he is censured for being too excited, and if
he weeps for his sins, or rejoices when he has obtained pardon for them, he
is set down at once as being under the influence of fanatics and his
confinement in Bedlam is confidently predicted. A physician who risks his
life in the philanthropic endeavor to discover a new anodyne for human
suffering is rightly judged to be a hero, yet he who proclaims with all his
heart and soul the grandest of all panaceas for man’s worst ills is raving
fanatic, and is held up to contempt. Is this holding the balance with an even
hand?


Will any rational man maintain that excitement ceases to be legitimate
according to the importance of the subject in hand? If it were so it would
be, reasonable to be vehement in the cause of the parish beadle, and
indifferent to the welfare of our native country; and then also it would
evidently be wise to rush to the cannon’s mouth for the bubble reputation,
and to let the immortal soul sink down to hell through sheer neglect. But
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assuredly nothing in the nature of things, nothing in the realm of common
sense, and certainly nothing in Holy Scripture can be urged against the
legitimate use of excitement in religion. It is to the largest degree a
business of the heart; we say to the largest degree because we do not deny
that it is a matter of the understanding, the memory, and all the other
faculties of the mind: and surely if the heart preponderates there must be a
measure of excitement. A man with a soul so dead as not to be moved by
the sacred name of “mother” is creation’s blot; shall we say less of him
whose soul stirs not at the mention of the name of Savior and Redeemer?
To sate his country from invasion every man worthy of the name of
:Englishman would burn with passion to repel the foe, are we to be less
stirred with inward tempest at the sight of the desolating vices which are
ruining our fellow-citizens by millions? Is a soldier to feel the martial ardor
and a Christian never to be fervent for his Lord?


The fact is that enthusiasm is only to be justified by the importance of its
object. Minds excited by inferior aims have been fitly compared to “ocean
into tempest tossed, to waft a feather or to drown a fly.” If the sea of the
soul be agitated, what should agitate it like eternity, sin, heaven, hell, and
judgment? If the heart glow and burn, what should fire it like the love of
Jesus? If humanity and benevolence ever sway the good, and move them as
the trees of the wood are moved by the wind, what should be a stronger
motive force than the desire to save souls from the wrath to come? If the
subjects treated of by the Christian religion be real, they do not merely
excuse but demand excitement. Good men need not trouble themselves to
make apologies for having that which it would be inexcusable in them to be
without. Christians, instead of excusing themselves for occasional
outbursts of enthusiasm, had far better confess their sin in not having been
always enthusiastic.


These few thoughts have suggested themselves to us, and we have penned
them hurriedly as a sort of addenda to the very valuable address of Mr.
Archibald Brown, which appears in the earlier pages of the present number
of the Sword and the Trowel.


We deprecate most solemnly the excesses of certain revivalists; we lament
the foolish rant and false doctrine which have poisoned former movements
in certain quarters; but our solemn conviction is that the present gracious
visitation which many parts of England and Scotland are enjoying is of the
Lord, and should be hailed with delight by all gracious men. ‘God speed it,
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we say, and make all the world to feel its power to the confusion of the
hosts of evil and to the exaltation of the Son of God.


NOTES.


WE have spent the last month in Mentone, and have tried to find rest for
our jaded mind. Suffering much from rheumatic pains, we have not been
able to give much attention to the doings of the church or of the world, and
hence our notes must be very scanty.


The result of the general elections is what might have been expected, and
need not be deplored. Whenever the Liberals return to power it will be as
real Liberals, prepared to grant at least a portion of those concessions
which are due to Nonconformists. As Christians we take small interest in
party politic, s, and were it not for the religious questions involved we
should not concern ourselves to any great extent with the doings of the
polling booths. The work of the revival of vital godliness among us is of
infinitely more importance than the battles of Whigs and Tories, and
Christian people will do wen to settle themselves down to their true work
and calling. Our duties as citizens can be well and thoroughly discharged
without our degenerating into political partisans. The ultimate liberation of
Nonconformists. will be achieved not by their political activity, but by their
growth in spiritual power, and so in numbers and in influence. Whitfield
and Wesley by the preaching of the gospel increased the number of godly
Nonconformists, and so incidentally did more towards their obtaining their
civil rights than will ever be accomplished by politico-religious
electioneering. Our duty is to vote for no man, be he Liberal or
Conservative, who will not in some degree advance the liberation of
religion from State patronage and control; and by keeping to this impolitic
but honest rule we shall one day prevail, for God is with the right. This
done as occasion offers, we may leave the politicians of the age to decide
between Gladstone and Disraeli, Derby and Argyle. There is a deep
philosophy in the Redeemer’s words, “Seek ye first the kingdom of God
and his righteousness, and all other things shall be added unto you.”


During our absence we have been greatly cheered by the tidings of a
notable revival which has broken out in our church. Earnest brethren at
home have in the strength of God labored the more zealously because of
their pastor’s absence, and the results have been astonishing and delightful.
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Special prayer-meetings have been crowded, and we hear of six hundred
young people coming together at one time to services intended peculiarly
for them. Conversions among young and old have been joyfully reported to
us both by the church officers and by the relatives of the converts. There is
evidently much joy in the church, and we, far away from the place of
assembly, have yet heard the report thereof, and our heart is glad.


I heartily thank my many generous friends for so kindly sustaining the
Orphanage, College, and Colportage. The Lord reward them.


Our friends may like to see how the pastor of the Tabernacle corresponded
with his people while he was away from them, and therefore we have
added specimens of the letters written home from abroad.


To the Young Friends who meet at the Monday Six o’clock Meeting.


“Dear Young Friends, — I have your welfare continually upon my heart,
and therefore thought I would pen a few sentences to you. I have been
greatly encouraged by the prayerful attention and deep feeling which I saw
last Monday in many of you. It filled me with great hope concerning you. I
see that you desire to have your sins forgiven, and to escape from the
wrath of God, and I am therefore rejoiced; but I pray God that the signs of
grace may not end with these more beginnings and desires. Buds are
beautiful, but we cannot be satisfied with them; they are only good because
blossoms often become fruit. Mere blooms on the trees and no fruit would
be a mockery of expectation. May it not be so with you. I am writing in my
chamber in Paris at midnight. I could not sleep till I had said to you, put
your whole trust in Jesus at once. All that you want of merit he will give
you all that you need of help in the heavenly life he will bestow. Only
believe him. You who are saved be sure to wrestle with God for the
salvation of other young people, and try to make our new meeting a great
means for good. You who are unawakened, we pray continually for you,
for you are sleeping over hell’s mouth; I can see your danger though you
do not. It is therefore time for you to awake out of sleep. I send my earnest
love to you all, praying that we may meet on earth in much happiness, and
then at last in heaven for ever.


“Your Anxious Friend,
“C. H. SPURGEON.”


“Jan. 16, Paris.
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For Monday Evening Meeting.
“Mentone, Jan. 23.


“My Dear Young Friends, — I am delighted to hear that you came
together in such large numbers last Monday in my absence, for I hope it
shows a real and deep anxiety among the seekers to find the Savior, and
among the saved ones to plead for others. You do not need the voice of
any one man to secure your attention, the word of the Lord Jesus, by
whomsoever spoken, is life and power. It is to him that you must turn all
your thoughts. Sin has separated between you and year God, and Christ
alone can bring you back to your Heavenly Father. Be sure that you
remember what it cost him to prepare the way of reconciliation; nothing
but his blood could have done it, and he gave it freely, bowing his head to
death upon the tree. It must have been no light matter which cost the
Redeemer such a sacrifice; I beseech you, do not make light of it. Hate the
sin which caused him so much agony, and yield to the love which sustained
him under it. I hear that in London you have had fogs and rain, here it is all
flowers and summer, and the difference reminds me of the change which
faith makes in the soul. While we are unbelievers we dread the wrath of
God and walk in gloom; but when we believe, we have peace with God,
and enjoy his favor, and the spring of an eternal summer has commenced.
May the Spirit of God, like the soft south wind, breathe on your hearts and
make your hearts bloom with desires, blossom with hopes, and bring forth
fruits of repentance. From Jesus he proceeds and to Jesus he leads the soul.
Look to him. Oh, look to him! To him alone, to him simply, to him at once.


“Your Anxious Friend,
“C. H. SPURGEON.”


To the Monday Meeting.
“Mentone, Feb. 5.


“Dear Young Friends, — I am greatly cheered to hear that you gather in
such numbers, and shall be yet more glad when I hear or see that hearts are
won for Jesus, and that with your mouths you make confession of him. I
look with so much hope upon you that it would be a bitter disappointment
if I did not hear that some of you are saved in the Lord.
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“I have just limped up a high hill into the cemetery here, and there I saw a
text which struck me. ‘But the dove found no rest for the sole of her foot,
and she returned unto him.’ Noah was her rest, as Jesus must be yours.
Just notice that it is added, ‘he put forth his hand, and took her, and pulled
her in into him into the ark.’ She was too weak to get in, but his kind hand
‘pulled her in unto him.’ Dear young friends, I pray the Lord Jesus to grasp
those of you who are weary and weak, and pull you in. His promises are
pulls, his invitations, and those of the kind friends who address you, are so
many pulls. Yield yourselves unto them, and be pulled in unto him,. No rest
is there, east, west, north or south, for your soul’s foot, save in the ark of
sovereign grace, but there is rest there. As the dove turned her eye to the
ark, and then her wing, so turn your desires and prayers to Jesus, and as
she dropped into Noah’s hand, so fall into the hand which was pierced that
sinners might live. “I pray for each one of you, and have entreated the
Great High Priest to bear -each one of your names before his Father’s face
upon his own breastplate. “May the Lord save, sanctify, and preserve every
one of us till the great day of his appearing.


“Your loving Pastor,
C. H. SPURGEON.”


To the Young People.
“Mentone, Feb. 12.


“Dear Young Friends, — I am full of delight at hearing of what the Lord is
doing among you in saving souls, but will any of you be missed by the
gracious visitation? Will the sacred rain leave some of you dry as the
mountains of Gilboa? Is Jesus passing by, and will you not cry to him? Is
his grace felt by your brother, your sister, and your mother, and not by
you? Unhappy soul which shall manage to elude the happy influences
which are now abroad among us. Surely such an one must be dexterous in
resisting the Holy Spirit, and desperately resolved to perish. What reason
can be urged for such a course? What excuse for such suicide? Let those
who are saved pray much for others who remain hardened.


“I am rejoiced that those of you who have found Jesus are not ashamed to
own him. Why should you be? Only make sure that you are really
converted. Don’t put up with shams. Seek the real thing. Lay hold, not on
temporary hope, but on eternal life. True faith always has repentance for
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its twin brother, love for its child, and holiness for its crown. If you have
looked to Jesus for life, be sure that you next look to him for the pattern of
life, so that you may walk as he also walked.


“As young Christians you will be greatly tempted, pray then to be securely
kept, that you may never dishonor your Lord. We shall soon meet, if the
Lord will, and till then my love be with you all. Amen.


“Yours heartily,
“C.H. SPURGEON.”


To my beloved Church and Congregation.
“Mentone, Feb. 12.


“Beloved Friends, — By the time this letter is read to you I shall, if the
Lord will, be on my way back to you, and my prayer is that I may return in
the fullness of the blessing of the gospel of peace. Very greatly have I been
cheered by hearing of your prayers for me, and still more by the news of
the good and great work which the Lord is doing in your midst. It is good
news indeed. How grateful I am that dear brethren among you at home
have been so highly honored that God has worked by them so abundantly. I
rejoice in their joy. The tidings of conversions in the families of the
members are peculiarly refreshing. God grant that not one family may be
unblest.


“I am myself greatly better, and very thankful that it is so, for I long to be
an eyewitness and a partaker in the revival work. Oh, that it might go on
till not one hearer shall remain unsaved.


“Beloved friends, join all of you heartily in the work, and let none in any
way damp it by unloving, unholy, or careless walking. The clouds of
blessing will blow away from us if worldliness be allowed to prevail. Sin in
the church will be the death of revival, or else the revival will be the death
of sin. Let no one among us besmear himself with the blood of souls by a
careless conversation in such solemn times as these. May the Holy Ghost
quicken us all into newness and fullness of life. God bless you all. “So
prays yours in Jesus,


“C. H. SPURGEON?
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OUR beloved deacon, Mr. W. Olney, sends us the following cheering
words respecting the special meetings just brought to a close :-”During the
last month a series of special services have been held at the Tabernacle, for
the revival of religion among us, and these have been attended with very
great blessing. God has graciously poured out his Holy Spirit on the
congregation and on the families of the members of the church, and very
many of these have been brought to a knowledge of the truth as it is in
Jesus. The revival began by a sermon from Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, on
Prevailing Prayer, from Genesis 32:28: showing us that if we desired to
pray successfully, our prayers must have as their characteristics, humility,
thankfulness, confidence in God’s promises, earnestness, importunity, and
individuality, each of us asking as if alone with God. This sermon was
preached on Sunday, Feb. 1, and in the afternoon a special prayer-meeting
was held in the Tabernacle, which was very largely attended, and at the
evening service, when the Lord’s Supper was administered, a special
appeal was made to all the members of the church for hearty cooperation
and earnest prayer for the outpouring of the Holy Spirit. On that Sabbath
the following address to the congregation, written by Pastor J. A.
Spurgeon, was put into every pew in the Tabernacle, and the following list
of meetings arranged for; —


“‘Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington, S.E., February 1st, 1874.


“‘Dearly Beloved Friends, — That our God has richly blessed us as a
Church we most devoutly recognize, and for it we thank him this day. But
we are, I think, upon the verge of another outpouring, richer than our
experience has ever known, and in order to prepare for this I wish you to
join in a week of special services to stir up each other to a higher, life
before God in Christ Jesus, and a richer enjoy-merit of our blessings in the
gospel. Make a point of attending the services, and lay out your week’s
plans for this purpose. We are all anxious, I know, for the salvation of
sinners, and we believe there is a harvest waiting to be reaped, if we put in
the sickle and toil faithfully in prayer and the preaching of the truth by lip
and life. Let us unite as the heart of man for this good work for the Lord,
and we shall have our desire granted to us. Make special prayer for some
persons of your own kindred or acquaintance; tell them of it, and use direct
efforts to bring them to immediate, decision for Jesus. The whole land is
stirred with longings and expectations. God help us to go up and possess it
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for the Lord. Begin at home, and expand your desires and exertions
through the neighborhoods where you reside. Let each man build over
against his own house, and we shall speedily girdle this neighborhood with
loving words and deeds, and hold it in a sacred circle of affection as an
heritage for our Lord. May we ask and receive, seek and find, knock and
have it opened unto us, ever prays


“‘Your loving Pastor,
“‘JAMES A. SPURGEON.’


“‘Monday, February 2nd. — Prayer-meeting in the Lecture Hall, 7 to 8 in
the morning, 4 to 6 in the afternoon. For young persons, 6 to 7 in the
evening. The usual prayer-meeting in the Tabernacle at 7 o’clock will be
made special for a blessing on the engagements of the week. Addresses by
Pastors J. A. Spurgeon and W. Stott.


“‘Tuesday, February 3rd. — A meeting in the Lecture Hall at 7 o’clock in
the evening for those members of the congregation who are as yet
undecided, but are seeking the Lord. Addresses by Pastors W. Cuff and W.
H. Burton.


“‘Wednesday, February 4. — A meeting in the Lecture Hall at 7 in the
evening for the young persons of the congregation, and those who attend
any of our classes, to urge upon them the necessity of immediate decision
for Christ. Addresses by Pastor C. B. Sawday, J. E. Tressider, Esq., and
the leader of the “Jubilee Singers” (if possible). “‘ Thursday, February 5th.
— Service in the Tabernacle at 7 o’clock. Sermon by Mr. Henry Varley.
Subject: “On winning souls for Christ.”


“‘Friday, February 6th. — Meeting in the Lecture Hall at 7 in the evening
for the students of the Pastors’ College, the Sunday School teachers, and
all Christian workers. (The members of the church are invited to this
meeting.) Addresses by Dr. Culross ;red Rev. C. Stanford.


“‘Saturday, February 7th. — Meeting in the Lecture Hall at 7.30 for prayer
for a blessing on the meetings of the week, and on the services of the
following day.’


“All these meetings were very largely attended. This was all the more
remarkable from the absence of our Senior Pastor, C. H. Spurgeon. The
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blessing on them was so manifest, that at the urgent request of the ciders of
the church they were repeated on the following week with one variation.
On Friday, Feb. 13, a young converts’ meeting was held for praise and
thanksgiving, and on that night fifty-five persons gave in their testimony
that they had found the Savior at one or other of the several meetings. The
most useful and successful of all the meetings has been the young people’s
prayer meeting on Monday evening at six, originated about six weeks ago
by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. During his absence this meeting has grown in
interest and attendance weekly, until now about 600 or 700 meet weekly in
the Lecture Hall. The Wednesday evening meeting for the young has been
also eminently useful, most of the converts having been brought to Christ
on those occasions. Among the converts, no less than nine of the children
of the officers of the church have been brought to decision, and very many
of the children of the members of the church. Many backsliders have been
restored, and many who have been long seeking the Savior have been
brought out into light and peace. Altogether, these seasons have been
‘times of refreshing from the presence of the Lord,’ earnests we trust, of
still larger blessings in store for us on our Pastor’s return among us again.”


Baptisms at the Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : —
January 29, seventeen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1874.


REV. GEORGE ROGERS


PRINCIPAL OF THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE.


WE presume that the accompanying portrait of Mr. Rogers, the Tutor of
our College. will not be unacceptable to most of our readers. For many
years he has been our valued coadjutor, and there is no man living who
more thoroughly deserves the respectful love of all who are connected with
our church and its work. The principal incidents of his life, we believe,
have been overruled to guide him to his present position, and to qualify him
for it. This we know to be his own conviction, and that he attributes all the
good which others may have received through hint to the grace of God
which has been bestowed upon him, and has wrought him for the selfsame
thing. Never did we hear him utter a sentence savoring of self-glorification,
on the contrary he is the most modest and unassuming of men, a pattern to
us all for the quiet-ness in which he possesses his soul.


He was born at Ardleigh Hall, in the county of Essex, hard by the spot
where the zealous Puritan who was called Roaring Rogers, from his
earnestness, exercised a mighty ministry. He had religious impressions at an
early age, and was trained up in circumstances favorable to their life and
growth. His desire for the Christian ministry was also manifested at an
early period, and an education was given him in harmony with that design.
His parents were of the Independent, denomination, to which the whole
family, thirteen in number, resolutely adhered, at a period when
Nonconformity was in less repute than at the present time. This may
account for the fact that, when at the age of sixteen an exhibition to
Cambridge of a gratuitous education there was offered to the hopeful
George, it was on principle decline,]. After that date, Mr. Rogers was for
two years under the private tuition of a minister of considerable classical
attainments in Northampton-shire, from whence he entered a college at
Rotherham, in Yorkshire. His ministry was commenced in Manchester,
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where he founded what bas since become a flourishing interest,. He then
became assistant to Mr. Clayton, senior, at the Weigh House, upon whose
retirement to Upminster, in Essex, he became the minister of a
congregation at that place. His next remove was to Camberwell, where he
founded the church and congregation at Albany chapel, of which he
remained the pastor for thirty-six years. It was towards the close of this
period, when he was nearly sixty years of age, that he was brought under
our notice, and that in connection with him the foundation of our College
was laid. How much of joy and delight we have had in working with him
eternity alone will reveal.


Mr. Rogers, from the time he left the college at Rotherham, not only
persevered in his first studies, but added many others to them, seeking and
intermeddling with all wisdom. Had he foreseen his present, position he
could not have conducted his studies more directly to that end. He was a
fine instance of the result of a precept which we have heard him press upon
our students, namely, “do not be so anxious to find a position as to be
fitted for a position when it presents itself.” The Biblical and historical
investigation required for his work on the Apocalypse, his unpublished
commentaries, and numerous contributions to periodical literature, were
eminently preparative for future service. From this course he was not to be
diverted by the offer of secular or ecclesiastical preferment. Neither did he
suffer the disappointment of a considerable fortune which was left him, but
alienated through the document not being duly sinned, to interfere with the
pursuit of his studies or of his ministerial duties, but was rather reanimated
by it, in the hope that spiritual blessings would be more largely bestowed
upon himself and his household.


Amidst all the changes that have been going on in theological views during
his lifetime, and particularly in his own denomination, Mr. Rogers has
faithfully adhered to the old evangelical truth; he has been a Puritan from
his childhood, and is a Puritan still. He has a well-defined creed, and is not
ashamed to own it. In all points, except upon the matter of baptism, we are
heartily agreed, and in spirit and temper he is a man with whom our
communion is perfect. Though ]e will be seventy-five years of age next
month, his eyes are not dim, nor his natural force abated. He preserves the
joyousness and geniality of his youth, and exhibits a measure of dry wit and
sanctified humor sufficient to make the severest study a pleasure to his
young disciples. “Long may the veteran live among us” is not only our
prayer but that of the hundreds whom he has trained and is training to fight
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the Lord’s battles. The greatest issues are bound up with this most
precious life. In his continued health and vigor, as in the whole course of
his life, we are assured that our friend’s only feeling is that the grace of
God has been exceeding abundant; and our own feeling is one of adoring
gratitude that our venerable friend has been spared to us so long, and kept
so faithful to his trust. C.H.S.


SIGHTS WHICH I SHALL NEVER FORGET.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


I ENTERED the town of Mentone just as the sun was going down, and I
was struck by the number of persons who were congregated upon the
beach, and along the road which skirts the sea. They were all gazing
intently at a boat which was moving slowly, although rowed by several
men. Evidently they were dragging a dead weight behind the boat, and one
which needed to be tenderly towed along. Upon making inquiry, we
learned that the corpse of a sailor had just been met with, and they were
bringing it on shore for burial. This information did not tempt us to remain
a spectator, but hastened us into our hotel, wondering at the morbid
curiosity which could be attracted by corruption, and find a desirable
sensation in gazing upon a putrid corpse. From our window we saw a
coffin carried down to the shore, and felt greatly relieved with the hope
that now the poor drowned one would be quietly and decently laid asleep
in the lap of mother earth.


As this occurred, as we have before said, just as we entered the place
where we hoped to rest and recruit our health, it made a deep impression
upon us. We are not in the least degree superstitious, and do not regard
events as omens one way or another, but the incident was a sad one, and
we were pensive, and therefore it cast a natural gloom over us, and at the
same time engraved itself upon our memory. Unknown victim of the sea,
thou hast a memorial in our heart!


The reflections which rushed upon our mind we have committed to paper,
and here they are. Is not the church of God like that boat, and is she not
encumbered by a mass of dead professors of religion who draw upon her
strength, impede her progress, and spread around her an ill savor? Yes, it is
even so, and our heart is heavy because we see it under our own eye every
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day. Persons have united themselves with the church who have neither part
nor lot in vital godliness; they lead no assistance, they can lend none, for
they have no spiritual strength, but they are a drag upon our energies, for
we have to keep them in something like decent motion, and must carry
them with us till they are laid in the grave. The case is worse in reality than
our picture represents, for the dead are in the boat with the living, and are
thus able to cause greater grief of heart to the true saints of God. We are
blamed for the actions of all our fellow-members; their offensive
worldliness both annoys us and renders us unsavory to others. It is a
terrible thing to see one-half of a church praying and the other half trifling.
We cannot soon forget our horror at hearing that while the Holy Ghost
was visiting a church with revival, there were members in that very church
who were engaged till far into the morning in worldly amusements. We did
not believe our own ears; we should as soon have thought of hearing that
the apostles sang profane songs at the moment of the Pentecost. It was not
that the season was untimely, we care little for that, but the act itself
betrayed a taste which is not consistent with true religion. Of course, the
world laid this to the door of the church, and really devout people had to
suffer for the sins of others, and God’s Holy Spirit was grieved by such
offenses, which he saw, though the godly ones saw it not. The sincere and
humble followers of Jesus in that church would hardly have believed such
conduct possible had it come under their own eyes, and those who had the
sorrow of knowing it to be true felt a depression of heart worse than any
bodily sickness could inflict. If the church were unmixed and pure her
growth would be far more rapid, for the tares which we cannot uproot
weaken the wheat among which they live. The tone of spirituality is
lowered throughout the whole body by the worldliness of the few. Sin
outside the church is comparatively little harmful to her; she sees it and
battles with it, but when the traitor is within her own gates the mischief
which it works is terrible. Troy could not be taken by open assault, but the
crafty scheme of the wooden horse filled with armed men worked the will
of the Greeks; once dragged within the walls, the warriors concealed
within were able to open the city gates, and the foes soon swarmed in
every street, and Troy fell to rise no more. Almighty watchfulness will
avert such ruin from the church of God, but apart from the divine keeping
the danger is quite as imminent.


We wish that every church member would recognize the fact that he either
helps or hinders the church to which he belongs. He becomes a part of the
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impedimenta of the army, rendering its march the more laborious, unless he
adds to her actual fighting force. He who prays, labors, and lives
consistently with his profession, is an accession to her real power; he may
be an obscure individual, endowed with but one talent, and most at home
in the rear rank, and yet he may be of the utmost value to the whole host,
and when the war is over he will share in the rewards of victory which will
fall to the lot of the armies of the living God. On the other hand, if he be
prayerless, idle, and worldly, no matter how rich, how well educated, or
how respected he may be, he is a dead weight, a mere piece of baggage, a
cause of non-success, an Achan in the camp of Israel. Which, dear reader,
are you at this moment?


The second memorable sight which now rises before us was seen from the
garden of that right worthy and renowned physician, Dr. Bennett, to whom
Mentone owes its present prosperity. Looking out to sea beyond a
headland, we saw, when the doctor had pointed it out to us, a circle of
commotion in the waters, as if a stream were boiling and bubbling from the
bottom of the ocean. It was a spring of fresh water rising from the depths
of the sea to the surface. There is a similar spring off the coast of Spezzia,
which sends up an immense volume of sweet water, despite the overlying
floods of brine. Such a phenomenon may appear to be impossible, but there
it was before our own eyes, and at any time the traveler may see it for
himself — a fountain of fresh water in the midst of the salt sea!


Have we not here a suggestive image of the power of divine grace?
Coming down from the inexhaustible reservoir in which all fullness dwells,
which is placed in the highest heavens, the blessed stream of grace has a
forceful current which seeks to rise towards its own level, and therefore it
wells up with matchless energy. It may be that the possessor of this inward
spring has a thousand memories of sin, acquired habits of evil, and a dense
mass of ignorance and prejudice overwhelming him; yet the new life must
and will reveal itself; it forces its way, it rises to the surface, it clears an
area for its own energies, it will not be choked up or repressed. Or the
illustration may refer to true religion in a neighborhood where everything is
opposed to it, or in an age when the spirit of the many. is in deadly hostility
to it. Did not Christianity rise up like a spring from the dark floor of some
lone ocean cave, far. down below the bottom of the mountains? Did it not
appear certain that the floods of heathenism would utterly swallow up a
power so insignificant? How could it rise to the surface of human history?
It might bubble on where obscure inferior creatures would be its sole
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observers, but the great sea would utterly ignore its existence, its sweet
waters would not even alleviate the saltiness of the brine. But what is the
truth of the matter? Our holy faith burst through Judaism, philosophy and
idolatry, came into public notice, blessed the nations, and claimed for itself
an ever widening sphere. Its fountain has risen through the ocean’s salt
waves, and rises still, yea, it is transforming the waters and healing them;
and through its influence there shall come a day in which there shall be no
sea of sin and sorrow, for this “fount of every blessing” shall have made of
it a reservoir of the water of life.


A good man placed in a London court, or any of the slums of a huge city,
labors under terrible disadvantages. All around him sin and ignorance
abound. His religion is no sooner perceived than it is ridiculed, he becomes
the butt of drunken jokes, the theme of riotous songs. Will he yield the
point and cease from the fear of the Lord? lie will if he be a hypocrite; on
the other hand, if he be indeed a partaker of the living water which Jesus
gives, it will be in him a well of water, springing up, and despite all
opposition it must and will flow forth. At first in patience he will possess
his soul and hold his own, by and by he will win respect and silence
slander, next he will influence a few less evil than their neighbors, and in
the end his vital godliness will subdue all things unto itself. One of the most
cheering results of our ministry is the consistency of the extremely poor,
whose testimony is borne in places which it is almost unsafe to traverse at
night. Their honesty, sobriety, and simple faith are sermons to the poor
around them, which are not forgotten. Men are astonished when they see
godliness under such circumstances, their attention is aroused, their
wonder is excited, and in the presence of the strange sight they confess that
this is the finger of God. The unconquerable energy of faith and love are
the abiding miracles of the church, by which the candid are convinced and
gainsayers are silenced.


Just now, what with ritualism and rationalism it might have been feared
that gospel life was smothered in Great Britain. The outbreak of the revival
in many parts of the land has effectually banished all the fears of believers,
and in a great measure stayed the boastings of skeptics. The living water is
welling up. Behold it yonder in Scotland troubling the once calm surface of
society. See how it boils and bubbles up in Edinburgh and Glasgow! It
makes the sea to boil like a pot. It pierces the overwhelming mass of sin, it
clears its own channel, it rejoices to bless the sons of men. Spring up, O
well! Sing ye unto it!
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Dear reader, is there life of this order in you, or are you dead in sin? Look
on this picture and on that: we have put before you death and life; which is
most like your own condition? If compelled to condemn yourself,
remember there is one near at hand of whom it is written, “In him was life,
and the life was the light of men.”


NOTES.


WE have to rejoice before the Lord because of his abundant grace to us at
the Tabernacle, for the word is with power, and sinners are made to feel its
might. As soon as the pastor returned the church-officers invited those to
meet him who had found the Lord during his absence. One hundred and
eight persons, to whom tickets had been given, came to tea. Some of the
converts narrated their call by grace, among them being it sister who had
been a Roman Catholic, and had dropped into the Tabernacle out of
curiosity, but was found out by sovereign grace and led to believe in Jesus.
The clearness of their knowledge, and their holy courage, were most
conspicuous in all those who were present, and we have every reason to
believe that nearly all will be found such as the church can receive. The
pastors and elders have at this moment their hands full with the pleasing
but most responsible work of personally conversing with each one and
investigating their cases by visiting their homes. To these must be added
about as many more who have professed to be converted, and have,
therefore, desired to be baptized, and have come forward since the Pastor’s
return. Every day fresh instances of saving grace are before us, and on all
sides there is unusual tenderness and anxiety about divine things. May the
name of the Lord be magnified!


The meetings for young people have been exceedingly well attended. It is
most pleasing to see the number of children who listen with deep attention,
and are as devout as the eldest believer. Prayers and addresses by young
en and youths are peculiarly suitable on these occasions, and have the best
effect upon these assembled. From these meetings we expect hundreds of
conversions, and we shall surely see them. We now begin at six on
Mondays in the Tabernacle, and keeping the first hour for the young we
allow the meeting without a pause to glide into the general prayer-meeting
at seven.
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Of inquirers’ meetings en masse we have had two, of which we can speak
with great confidence, for we know that they were owned of God; but we
have suspended them for a while, lest they should become a matter of
routine, and in the meantime hold similar meetings at the close of other
gatherings; as, for instance, after the Thursday lecture. Inquirers are apt to
look for a great deal of personal attention and humoring, and they must not
have it when it is seen to be a sort of sweetmeat to them, comforting them
while in unbelief. Faith is the way to obtain peace, and while they remain in
unbelief all the promises in the Bible will fail to console them, and all the
loving words of a whole church would be lost upon them. Immediate trust
in the Lord Jesus is the demand of the gospel, and it is dangerous to allow
the anxious to look to meetings and conversations as a means of gaining
what is even now to be had by an act of faith.


Many churches in London are enjoying times of refreshing, and our earnest
hope is that the blessing will cover the whole land.


The members of the Tabernacle who banded together to maintain a
preaching station in St. Ann’s Hall, Brixton, have succeeded well, and have
now emigrated to an iron chapel lately occupied by Mr. W. Carter, in the
Wynne Road, Brixton, where they hope to found a new church under the
pastorate of Mr. Edwards.


Our friend Mr. Leach has become the minister of the church in Berkely
Road, Chalk Farm. We lost his valuable aid in connection with this
magazine by reason of other engagements, but he will always occupy a
high place in our esteem. The church needs much help, for the debt upon
the chapel is very heavy.


The College annual meeting was a glorious season. Friends welcomed the
returning Pastor very heartily, and were kind enough to find in his lecture
upon the New Forest much of interest. The College enjoys its share of the
present blessing, and is enriched thereby. The funds are at this time much
lower than they have been for a long time previously, and we beg to call
the attention of the Lord’s stewards to the fact. The annual conference will
be held on the 13th of April and four following days. We beg the prayers of
the churches that the Spirit of God may rest upon that large gathering of
ministers educated at our College. May the season overflow with
benedictions. The reports of increase in the churches during the past
twelvemonths are most encouraging.
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The Orphanage is now complete and full. Places are needed for boys who
are ready to go out. Employers will do well to apply to Mr. Charlesworth,
Head Master, Orphanage, Stockwell. Our barrel has some meal in it,
indeed we have about thirty days’ supply. Friends will please remember
that we need £10 every time the sun rises to keep our young charge in food
and raiment.


The College buildings are roofed in, and will be ready for occupation at
Midsummer. Our total scheme will need £3000 more to perfect it, and we
should like to see it finished off in a style worthy of the cause, and of those
great principles which we seek to propagate. For this amount we are
looking up to our divine Treasurer, and we doubt not he will move his
servants to send it.


The Jubilee Singers had a marvelous success at the Tabernacle; the house
was crowded to its utmost capacity, and the strange, sweet, weird music of
the singers charmed the whole company. We are glad to hear that they
have earned during their tour £10,000 clear of all expenses, and so the
University for the colored people will be built and paid for. May it send out
an army of preachers and teachers for poor Africa. Mr. Moffat was present
at the singing, and it was grand to see him come forward, and with deep
excitement speak of “Dear Africa.” He looked like a patriarch and apostle
in one.


It may interest our readers to know that John Ploughman’s Talk has now
attained the enormous circulation of two hundred thousand, and still more
editions will be called for. John thinks “the more the merrier.”


The recognition service of Mr. J. Ray-. mend, from the Pastors’ College, as
pastor of the East Street Baptist Church, St. Neet’s, was held on Friday,
the 20th of February, on which occasion the Rev. J. Perkins presided. Mr.
Rogers delivered the charge to the minister, and Mr. Millard, of
Huntingdon, to the church. Mr. Stuttard, Independent minister, of St.
Neots, and Mr. R. Middleton, of Canton, also took part in the services. In
May, of 1872, Mr. Raymond, during an early part of his college course,
commenced preaching at St. Neots. Since that period under his ministry a
new chapel has been erected at the cost of £1,000. The whole cost has
been met with the exception of £140. Much good has been done, and the
church and congregation are still in a flourishing state.







84


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by J. A. Spurgeon : — Feb. 26,
twenty-two.


By earnest request we add others of the letters written from Mentone by
the Pastor.


To the Boys of Stockwell Orphanage.


“Mentone, Saturday Evening, January 24th, 1874.


“Dear Boys, — I have been much impressed by hearing that death has been
to the Orphanage. I wonder who will be the next! Are you all prepared if
he should sheet another arrow into one of the houses and lay another low?
Dear boys, would you go to heaven if you were now at once to die? Wait a
bit, and let each one answer for himself. You know you must be born
again, you must repent of sin, you must believe in Jesus. How is it with
you? If you are not saved you are in great danger, fearful danger! Be
warned, I pray you I I cannot bear to think of one boy going from the
Orphanage to hell, that would be terrible indeed. But to rise to heaven, to
be with Jesus for ever! Why, this makes it worth while even to die a
hundred deaths. I hope my dear friend Mr. Charlesworth, and all the
teachers, and matrons, and nurses are well, and I send them all my kindest
regards. I often think about you all. I want to see you all happy here and
hereafter. May you grow up to be honorable Christian men, and if God
should take any of you away, may we all meet in heaven. Will you pray a
special prayer just now that the death of one boy may bring all of you to
Jesus to find eternal life? Be diligent in school, be very kind in the houses.
Don’t cause us pain, but give us all joy, for we all love you and desire your
good. Mr. Charlesworth will, on my behalf, give you a couple of oranges
all round, and I will pay him when I come home.


“Your loving friend,
“C. H. SPURGEON.”







85


For Mrs. Bartlett’s Class.
“Mentone, Saturday Evening.


“Beloved Friends, — I write to salute you all, and especially your beloved
mother in the gospel, my dear friend Mrs. Bartlett. I hope you are enjoying
times of power such as have been so usual with the class. The Lord’s own
daughters among you, each one a princess, not in her own right, but by
marriage to King Jesus will, I trust, be living in the enjoyment of their high
privileges. Why do the children of a king go mourning all their days? Yours
it is to wear a girdle of joy, for the joy of the Lord is your strength. See to
it that your lives are consistent with your high calling, for it ill becomes the
daughters of Zion to be mean themselves like the children of earth, ‘Let
your conversation be such as becometh the gospel of Christ.’ Be earnest
for the souls of others, and support by your prayers the earnest effort of
your beloved leader, Mrs. Bartlett.


“To those of you who are unsaved I have this word — holy long halt ye
between two opinions? Years roll on, and each one spent in alienation from
God swells your dreadful account. Have you not sinned enough? Have you
not run risks enough that you must still imperil your souls? An hour even
of the toothache is too much, but what is that compared with the disease of
sin and the anger of God? Yet these you bear as if they were mere trifles.
Will the hour of decision never come, or will you linger till you perish in
your sin? Remember Lot’s wife, she is a monument of salt, take a little of
that salt and season your thoughts with it. Your graves are yawning for
you, hell also enlargeth itself. Flee from the wrath to come. Start up like
those who have been asleep upon the brink of death, and strive to enter in
at the strait gate.


“Yours lovingly for Christ’s sake,
“C. H. SPURGEON.”


To the. College.
“Mentone, Saturday Evening.


“Beloved Brethren, — In my absence I never cease to remember you,
because I have you all in my heart, as the hope of the church, and the
future benefactors of the world I trust every man is conscientiously
laboring at his studies, never wasting an hour. Your time for study is so
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short, and so much will be required and expected of you, that I beseech
you quit yourselves like men. Every moment with you is worth a Jew’s
eye, and its profiting will be a hundred-fold in the future. We have to cope
with no mean adversaries. Our antagonists are well armed and well trained.
Our trust is in the Lord alone, and we go forth armed only with a sling and
a stone, but we must practice slinging, till we can throw to a hair’s breadth
and not miss. It was no unpracticed hand which smote so small a target as
Goliath’s brow. Do not let the devil make fools of you by suggesting that
because the Lord works you may be idle. I do not believe it of the least
among you. “Brethren, for our Lord’s sake, maintain a high degree of
spirituality; may the Holy Spirit enable you so to do. Live in God that you
rosy live for God. Let the church see that her students are her picked men.
I rely upon you in my absence to help in all meetings for prayer or revival
to the utmost of your ability. Nothing would give me greater joy than to
hear that in my absence the Lord was moving some of you to make up for
my lack of service. “I am much better. ‘ Here everlasting spring abides,’
and though flowers wither, there are always fresh ones to fill their places.
The balmy summer air is as oil to my bones. “I send my sincere love to you
all, and especially to your honored tutors, and the venerable Principal, to
whom be long life, and the same to you all. My dear brother will be to you
all that I could have been, and you will pray for him, and also for your
Loving friend,


“C. H. SPURGEON.”


The Classes of Messrs Perkins and Bowker.
“Mentone, Feb. 5.


“Beloved Brethren, — Peace be to you and the dear friends who conduct
your meetings. I am hoping to see a great revival of religion throughout
our church and all its agencies, and I want your two classes not only to
partake in it, but to lead the way in promoting it. ‘ I write unto you, young
men, for ye are strong.’ the influence which a choice band of young
believers may have upon our church and congregation and the outlying
neighborhood is exceedingly great. Being yourselves soundly instructed in
the faith you are to aid in building up others, and especially in quarrying
new stones from the pit of nature. The Spirit of God will rest upon you in
answer to prayer, and then you will become vessels fit for the Master’s use.
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This you cannot be without personal holiness and individual consecration,
let not these be lacking among you, and then you will not be barren or
unprofitable. Begin by doubling your own numbers, which I believe would
be done if you laid it to heart, and resolved each one to introduce at the
least one new comer. Make each meeting full of life, power, prayer, love
and zeal. I confess I am sorry that the catechism is not still the text-book,
for I believe it is a good groundwork, and keeps you near the most
important subjects. Discussions upon the new theories of the day drive
away the Spirit of God; the old wine is the best.


“Your leaders are men of experience, and have my fullest confidence, and,
what is more, my most sincere love. Always support them and back them
up; and then let your motto be ‘advance.’ Push into the unconquered
regions. There ought to be more work done close at home around the
Tabernacle. The time for outdoor services will soon be upon us; see what
you can do beyond what is yet done. Sunday schools in many places are
pining for want of teachers, and ragged schools still more so. Where there
is a gap fill it.


“The Lord be with you. Please pray for me, that I may return strengthened
in spirit, and soul, and body.


“With Christian love, yours very heartily,
“C. H. SPURGEON.”


“FORWARD.”


BEING THE ADDRESS DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON, AT
THE COLLEGE CONFERENCE, ON TUESDAY MORNING,


APRIL 14, 1874.


Brethren, the substance of my address this morning will be found in the
words of God to his servant Moses, “Speak unto the children of Israel that
they go forward.” “Forward” is the watchword of our Conference, let it
ring through your ranks. Onward, ye elect of God! victory is before you
your very safety lies in that direction. To retreat is to perish. You have
most of you read the story of the boy in an American village who climbed
the wall of the famous Natural Bridge, and cut his name in the rock above
the initials of his fellows, and then became suddenly aware of the
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impossibility of descending. Voices shouted, “Do not look down, try and
reach the top.” His only hope was to go right up, up, up, till he landed on
the top. Upward. was terrible, but downward was destruction. Now, we,
dear brethren, are all of us in a like condition. By the help of God we have
cut our way to positions of usefulness, and to descend is death. To us
forward means upward; and therefore forward and upward let us go. While
we prayed this morning we committed ourselves beyond all recall. We did
that most heartily when we first preached the gospel, and publicly declared,
“I am my Lord’s, and he is mine.” We put our hand to the plough: thank
God, we have not looked back yet, and we must never do so. The only
way open to us is to plough right, on to the end of the furrow, and never
think of leaving the field till the Master shall call us home. But this morning
you committed yourselves again to the Lord’s work; you did not
deliberate, and consult with flesh and blood, but you plunged right in,
renouncing all for Jesus, and except ye be reprobates ye have enlisted for
life in the service of Jesus. You are the branded servants of Christ, bearing
in your bodies his mark. You have now no liberty to serve another, you are
the sworn soldiers of the Crucified. Forward is your only way; you are shut
up to it. You have no armor for your backs, and whatever dangers lie in
front there are ten thousand times as many be, hind. It is onward, or
nothing; nay, onward or dishonor; onward, or death


We were compared last night, in the eloquent address of our friend Mr.
Gange, to the little army of Sir Garnet Wolseley marching to Coomassie;
and the parallel was very beautifully worked out in all respects. Fellow-
soldiers! we are few, and we have a desperate fight in the bush before us,
therefore it is needful that every man should be made the most of, and
nerved to his highest point of strength. It is desirable that you should be the
picked men of the church, yea, of the entire universe, for such the age
demands, therefore it is as to yourselves that I am most concerned that you
should go forward. You must go forward in personal attainments, growing
in gifts and in grace, in fitness for the work of God, and conformity to the
image of Jesus. The points I shall speak upon begin at the bottom, and
ascend.


1. First, dear brethren, I think it necessary to say to myself and to you that
we must go forward in our menial acquirements. It will never do for us to
continually present; ourselves to God at our worst. We are not worth his
having at our best; but at any rate let not the offering be maimed and
blemished by our idleness. “Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy
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heart” is, perhaps, more easy to comply with than to love him with all our
mind; yet we must give him our mind as well as our affections, and that
mind should be well furnished, that we may not, offer him an empty casket.
Our ministry demands mind. I shall not insist upon “the enlightenment of
the age,” still it is quite certain that there is a great educational advance
among all classes, and that there will be much more of it. The time is
passed when ungrammatical speech will suffice for a preacher. Even in a
country village, where, according to tradition, “nobody knows nothing,”
the schoolmaster is now abroad, and want of education will hinder
usefulness more than it once did, for, when the speaker wishes his audience
to remember the gospel, they on the other hand will remember his
ungrammatical expressions, and will repeat them as a theme of jest, when
we could have wished they had rehearsed the gospel of Jesus Christ one to
another in solemn earnest. Dear brethren, we must cultivate ourselves to
the highest possible point, and do this first by gathering in knowledge that
we may fill the barn, then by acquiring discrimination that we may winnow
the heap, and lastly by a firm retentiveness of mind, which lays up the
winnowed grain in the storehouse. The three points may not be equally
important, but they are necessary to a complete man.


We must, I say, make great; efforts to acquire information, especially of a
Biblical kind. We must not confine ourselves to one topic of study, or we
shall not exercise our whole mental manhood. God made the world for
man, and made man with a mind intended to occupy and use all the world;
he is the tenant, and nature is for a while his house; why should he shut
himself out of any of its rooms? Why refuse to taste any of the cleansed
meats the great Father has put upon the table? Still, our main business is to
study the Scriptures. The smith’s main business is to shoe horses; let him
see that he knows how to do it, for should he be able to belt an angel with
a girdle of gold he will fail as a, smith if he cannot make and fix a horse-
shoe. It is a small matter that you should be able to write the most brilliant
poetry, as possibly you could, unless you can preach a good and telling
sermon, which will have the effect of comforting saints and convincing
sinners. Study the Bible, dear brethren, through and through, with all helps
that you can possibly obtain: remember that the appliances now within the
reach of ordinary Christians are much more extensive than they were in our
father’s days, and therefore you must be greater Biblical scholars if you
would keep in front of your hearers. Intermeddle with all knowledge, but
above all things meditate day and night in the law of the Lord.
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Be well instructed in theology, and do not regard the sneers of those who
rail at it because they are ignorant of it. Many preachers are not
theologians, and hence the mistakes which they make. It cannot do any
hurt to the most lively evangelist to be also a sound theologian, and it may
often be the means of saving him from gross blunders. Now-a-days we hear
men tear a single sentence of Scripture from its connection, and cry
“Eureka! Eureka!” as if they had found a new truth; and yet they have not
discovered a diamond, but a piece of broken glass. Had they been able to
compare spiritual things with spiritual, had they understood the analogy of
the faith, and had they been acquainted with the holy learning of the great
Bible students of ages past, they would not have been quite so fast, in
vaunting their marvelous knowledge. Let us be thoroughly well acquainted
with the great doctrines of the Word of God, and let us be mighty in
expounding Scripture. I am sure that no preaching will last so long, or
build up a church so well, as the expository. To renounce altogether the
hortatory discourse for the expository would be running to a preposterous
extreme; but I cannot too earnestly assure you that if your ministries are to
be lastingly useful you must be expositors. For this you must understand
the Word yourselves, and be able so to comment upon it that the people
may be built up by the Word. Be masters of your Bibles,, brethren;
whatever other works you have not searched, be at home with the
‘writings of the prophets and apostles. “Let the word of God dwell in you
richly.” Having given that the precedence, neglect no field of knowledge.
The presence of Jesus on the earth has sanctified the realms of nature, and
what he has cleansed call not you common. All that your Father has made
is yours, and you should learn from it. You may read a naturalist’s journal,
or a traveler’s voyage, and find profit in it. Yes, and even. an old herbal, or
a manual of alchemy may, like Samson’s dead lion, yield you honey. There
are pearls ill oyster shells, and[fruits on thorny boughs. The paths of true
science, especially natural history and botany, drop fatness. Geology, so far
as it is fact, and not fiction, is full of treasures. History — wonderful are
the visions which it makes to pass before you — is eminently instructive;
indeed, every portion of God’s dominion in nature teems with precious
teachings. Intermeddle with all knowledge, according as you have the time,
the opportunity, and the peculiar faculty; and do not hesitate to do so
because of any apprehension that you will educate yourselves up to too
high a point. When grace abounds, learning will not puff you up, or injure
your simplicity in the gospel. Serve God with such education as you have,
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and thank him for blowing through you if you are a ram’s horn, but if there
be a possibility of your becoming a silver trumpet, choose it rather.


I have said that we must learn always to discriminate, and at this particular
time this point needs insisting on. Many run after novelties, charmed with
every new thing; learn to judge between truth and its counterfeits, and you
will not be led astray. Others adhere like limpets to old teachings, and yet
these may only be ancient errors: prove all things, and hold fast that which
is good. The use of the sieve, and the winnowing fan, is much to be
commended. Dear brethren, a man who has asked of the Lord to give him
clear eyes by which he shall see the truth and discern its bearings, and who,
by reason of the constant exercise of his faculties, has obtained an accurate
judgment, is one fit to be a leader of the Lord’s host, but all are not such. It
is painful to observe how many embrace anything if it be but earnestly
brought before them. They swallow the medicine of every spiritual quack
who has enough of brazen assurance to appear to be sincere. Be not
children in understanding, test that which claims your faith. Ask the Holy
Spirit to give you the faculty of discerning, so shall you conduct your
flocks far from poisonous meadows, and lead them into safe pasturage.


But then, if you have the power to acquire knowledge, and also to
discriminate, seek next for ability to retain and hold firmly what you have
learned. Alas, in these times certain men glory in being weathercocks, they
hold fast nothing, they have, in fact, nothing worth the holding. They
believed yesterday, but not that which they believe today, nor that which
they will believe tomorrow; and he would be a greater prophet than Isaiah
who should be able to tell what they will believe when next the moon doth
fill her horns, for they are constantly changing, and seem to be born under
that said moon, and to partake of her changing moods. These men may be
as honest as they claim to be, but of what use are they? Like good trees
oftentimes transplanted, they may be of a noble nature, but they bring forth
nothing; their strength goes out in rooting and rerooting, they have no sap
to spare for fruit. Be sure you have the truth, and then be sure you hold it.
Be ready for fresh truth, if it be truth, but be very chary how you subscribe
to the belief that a better light has been found than that of the sun. Those
who hawk new truth about the street, as the boys do a new edition of the
evening paper, are usually no better than they should be. The fair maid of
truth does not paint her cheeks and tire her head like Jezebel, following
every new philosophic fashion; she is content with her own native beauty,
and in her aspect she is the same yesterday, today, and for ever. When men
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change often they generally need to be changed in the most; emphatic
sense. Our “modern thought” gentry are doing incalculable mischief to the
souls of men, and resemble Nero fiddling upon the top of a tower, with
Rome burning at his feet. Souls are being damned, and yet these men are
spinning theories. Hell gapes wide, and with her open mouth swallows up
myriads, and those who should spread the tidings of salvation are
“pursuing fresh lines of thought.” Highly cultured soul-murderers will find
their boasted “culture” to be no excuse in the day of judgment. For God’s
sake, let us know how men are to be saved and get to the work; to be for
ever deliberating as to the proper mode of making bread while a nation dies
of famine is detestable trifling. It is time we knew what to teach, or else
renounced our office. “For ever learning and never coming to the truth” is
the motto of the worst rather than the best of men. I saw in Rome a statue
of a boy extracting a thorn from his foot; I went my way, and returned in a
year’s time, and there sat the, selfsame boy extracting the intruder still. Is
this to be our model? “I shape my creed every week” was the confession of
one of these divines to me. Whereunto shall I liken such unsettled ones?
Are they not like those birds which frequent the Golden Horn, and are to
be seen from Constantinople, of which it is said that they are always on the
wing, and never rest? No one ever saw them alight on the water or on the
land, they are for ever poised in mid-air. The natives call them “lost souls,”
seeking rest and finding none. And, methinks, men who have no personal
rest in the truth, if they are not unsaved themselves, are, at least, very
unlikely to save others. He who has no assured truth to tell must not
wonder if his hearers set small store by him. We must know the truth,
understand it, and hold it with firm grip, or we cannot be of service
amongst the sons of men. Brethren, I charge you, seek to know, and,
knowing, to discriminate; having discriminated, I charge you “hold fast that
which is good.” Keep in full operation the processes of filling the barn,
winnowing the grain:, and storing it in granaries, so shall you mentally “Go
forward.”


2. We need to go forward in oratorical qualifications. I am beginning at
the bottom, but even this is important, for it is a pity that even the feet of
this image should be of clay. Nothing is trifling which can be of any service
to our grand design. Only for want of a nail the horse lost its shoe, and so
became unfit for the battle; that shoe was only a trifling rim of iron which
smote the ground, and vet the neck clothed with thunder was of no avail
when the shoe was gone. A man may be irretrievably ruined for spiritual
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usefulness, not because he fails either in character or spirit, but because he
breaks down mentally or oratorically, and, therefore, I have begun with
these points, and again remark that we must improve in utterance. It, is not
every one of us who can speak as some can do, and even these men cannot
speak up to their own ideal. If there be any brother here who thinks he can
preach as well as he should, I would advise him to leave off altogether. If
he did so he would be acting as wisely as the great painter who broke his
palette, and, turning to his wife, said, “My painting days are over, for I
have satisfied myself, and therefore I am sure my power is gone.”
Whatever other perfection may be reachable, I am certain that he who
thinks he has gained perfection in oratory mistakes volubility for
eloquence, and verbiage for argument. Whatever you may know, you
cannot be truly efficient ministers if you are not “apt to teach.” You know
ministers who have mistaken their calling, and evidently have no gifts for it:
make sure that none think the same of you. There are brethren in the
ministry whose speech is intolerable; either they dun you to death, or else
they send you to sleep. No chloral can ever equal their discourse in sleep-
giving properties. No human being, unless gifted with infinite patience,
could long endure to listen to them, and nature does well to give the victim
deliverance through sleep. I heard one say the other day that a certain
preacher had no more gifts for the ministry than an oyster, and in my own
judgment this was a slander on the oyster, for that worthy bivalve shows
great discretion in his openings, and knows when to close. If some men
were sentenced to hear their own sermons it would be a righteous
judgment upon them, but they would soon cry out with Cain, “My
punishment is greater than I can bear.” Let us not fall under the same
condemnation.


Brethren, we should cultivate a clear style. When a man does not make me
understand what he means, it is because he does not himself know what he
means. An average hearer, who is unable to follow the course of thought
of the preacher, ought; not to worry himself, but to blame the preacher,
whose business it is to make the matter clear. If you look down into a well,
if it be empty it will appear to be very deep, but if there be water in it you
will see its brightness. I believe that. many “deep” preachers are simply so
because they are like dry wells with nothing whatever in them, except
decaying leaves, a few stones, and perhaps a dead cat or two. If there be
living water in your preaching it may be very deep, but the light of the truth
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will give, clearness to it. At any rate labor to be plain, so that the truths
you teach may be easily received by your hearers.


We must cultivate a cogent as well as a clear style; we must be forceful.
Some imagine that this consists in speaking loudly, but I can assure them
they are, in error. Nonsense does not improve by being bellowed. God
does not require us to shout as if we were speaking to three millions when
we are only addressing three hundred. Let us be forcible by reason of the
excellence of our matter, and the energy of spirit which we throw into the
delivery of it. In a word, let our speaking be natural and living. I hope we
have forsworn the tricks of professional orators, the strain for effect, the
studied climax, the pre-arranged pause, the theatric strut, the mouthing of
words, and I know not what besides, which you may see in certain
pompous divines who still survive upon the face of the earth. May such
become extinct; animals ere long, and may a living, natural, simple way of
talking out the gospel be learned by us all; for I am persuaded that such a
style is one which God is likely to bless.


Among many other things, we must cultivate persuasiveness. Some of our
brethren have great influence over men, and yet others with greater gifts
are devoid of it; these last do not appear to get near to the people, they
cannot grip them and make them feel. There are preachers who in their
sermons seem to take their hearers one by one by the button-hole, and
drive the truth right into their souls, while others generalize so much, and
are so cold withal, that one would think they were speaking of dwellers in
some remote planet, whose affairs did not much concern them. Learn the
art of pleading with men. You will do this well if you often see the Lord. If
I remember rightly, the old classic story tells us that, when a soldier was
about to kill Darius, his son, who had been dumb from his childhood,
suddenly cried out in surprise. Know you not that he is the king?” His
silent tongue was unloosed by love to his father, and well may ours find
earnest speech when the Lord is seen by us crucified for sin. If there be any
speech in us, this will rouse it. The knowledge of the terrors of the Lord
should also bestir us to persuade men. We cannot do other than plead with:
them to be reconciled to God. Brethren, mark those who woo sinners to
Jesus, find out their secret, and never rest till you obtain the. same power.
If you find them very simple and homely yet. if you see them really useful,
say to yourself, “That will do for me;” but if on the other hand you listen to
a preacher who is much admired, and on inquiry find that no souls are
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savingly converted, say to yourself; “This is not the thing for me, for I am
not seeking to be great, but to be really useful.”


Let your oratory, therefore, constantly improve in clearness, cogency,
naturalness, and persuasiveness. Try, dear brethren, to get such a style of
speaking that you suit yourselves to your audiences. Much lies in that. The
preacher who should address an educated congregation in the language
which he would use in speaking to a company of costermongers would
prove himself a fool: and on the other hand he who goes. down amongst
miners and colliers, with technical theological terms and drawing-room
phrases, acts like an idiot. The confusion of tongues at Babel was more
thorough than we imagine. It did not; merely give different languages to
great nations, but it made the speech of each class to vary from that of
others. A fellow of Billingsgate cannot understand a fellow of Brazenose.
Now as the costermonger cannot learn the language of the college, let the
college learn the language of the costermonger. “We use the language of
the market,” said Whitfield, and this was much to his honor; yet when he
stood in the drawing-room of the Countess of Huntingdon, and his speech
entranced the infidel noblemen whom she brought to hear him, he adopted
another style. His language was equally plain in each ease, because it was
equally familiar to the audience: he did not use the ipsissima verba, else his
language would have lost its plainness in the one case or the other, and
would either have been slang to the nobility or Greek to the crowd. In. our
modes of speech we should aim at being “all things to all men.” He is the
greatest master of oratory who is able to address any class of people in a
manner suitable to their condition, and likely to touch their hearts..


Brethren, let none excel us in power of speech: let none surpass us in the
mastery of our mother-tongue. Beloved fellow-soldiers, our tongues are
the swords which God has given us to use for him, even as it is said of our
Lord, “Out of his mouth went a two-edged sword.” Let these swords be
sharp. Cultivate your powers of speech, and be amongst the foremost, in
the land for utterance. I do not exhort you to this because you are
remarkably deficient; far from it, for everybody says to me, “We know the
college men by their plain, bold speech.” This leads me to believe that you
have the gift largely in you, and I beseech you to take pains to perfect it.


3. Brethren, we must be even more earnest to go forward in moral
qualities. Let the points. I shall mention here come home to those who
shall require them, but I assure you I have no special persons among you in
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my mind’s eye. We desire to rise to the highest style of ministry, and if so,
even if we obtain the mental and oratorical qualifications, we shall fail,
unless we also possess high moral qualities.


There are evils which we must shake off, as Paul shook the viper from his
hand, and there are virtues which we must gain at any cost.


Self-indulgence has slain its thousands. Let us tremble lest we perish by the
hands of this Delilah. Let ins have every passion and habit under due
restraint: if we are not masters of ourselves we are not fit to be leaders in
the church.


We must put away all notion of. self-importance. God will not bless the
man who thinks himself great. To glory even in the work of God the Holy
Spirit in yourself, is to tread dangerously near to self. adulation. “Let,
another praise thee, and not thine own lips,” and be very glad when that
other has sense enough to hold his tongue.


We must also have our tempers well under restraint. A vigorous temper is
not altogether an evil. Men who are as easy as an old shoe are generally of
as little worth. I would not say to you, “Dear brethren, have a temper,” but
I do say, “If you have it, control it carefully.” I thank God when I see a
minister have temper enough to be indignant at wrong, and to be firm for
the right; still, temper is an edged tool, and often cuts the man who handles
it. “Gentle, easy to be entreated,” preferring to bear evil rather than inflict
it, this is to be our spirit. If any brother here naturally boils over too soon,
let him mind that when he does do so, he scalds nobody but the devil, and
then let him boil away.


We must conquer — some of us especially — our tendency to levity. A
great distinction exists between holy cheerfulness, which is a virtue, and
that general levity, which is a vice. There is a levity which has not enough
heart to laugh, but trifles with everything; it is flippant, hollow, unreal. A
hearty laugh is no more levity than a hearty cry. I speak of that religious
veneering which is pretentious, but thin, superficial, insincere about the
weightiest matters. Godliness is no jest, nor is it a mere form. Beware of
being actors. Never give earnest men the impression that you do not mean
what you say, and are mere professionals, To be burning at the lip and
freezing at the soul is a mark of reprobation. God deliver us from being
superfine and superficial may we never be the butterflies of the garden of
God.
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At the same time, we should avoid everything like the ferocity of bigotry.
There are religious people about, who, I have no doubt, were born of a
woman, but appear to have been suckled by a wolf. I have done them no
dishonor: were not; Romulus and Remus, the founders of the city of Rome,
so fed? Some warlike men of this order have had power to found dynasties
of thought; but human kindness and brotherly love consort better with the
kingdom of Christ. We are not to be always going about the world
searching out heresies, like terrier dogs sniffing for rats, and to be always
so confident of one’s own infallibility, that; we erect ecclesiastical stakes at
which to roast all who differ from us, not, ‘tis true, with fagots of wood,
but with those coals of juniper, which consist of strong prejudice and cruel,
suspicion.


In addition to all this, there are mannerisms, and moods, and ways which I
cannot now describe, against which we must, struggle, for little faults may
often be the source of failure, and to get rid of them may be the secret of
success. Count nothing little which makes you even a little more useful;
cleanse out from the temple of your soul the seats of them that sell doves
as well as the traffickers in sheep and oxen.


And, dear brethren, we must acquire certain moral faculties and habits, as
well as put aside their opposites. He will never do much for God who has
not integrity of spirit. If we be guided by policy, if there be any mode of
action for us but, that which is straightforward, we shall make shipwreck
before long. Resolve, Clear brethren, that you can be poor, that you can be
despised, that you can lose life itself, but thin; you cannot do a crooked,
thing. For you, let the only policy be honestly.


May you also possess the grand moral characteristic of courage. By this we
do not mean impertinence, impatience, or self-conceit; but real courage to
do and say calmly the right thing, and to go straight on at all hazards,
though there should be none to give you a good word. I am astonished at
the number of Christians who are afraid to speak the truth to their brethren.
I thank God I cart say this, there is no member of my church, no officer of
the church, and no man in the world to whom I am afraid to say before his
face what I would say behind his back. Under God. I owe my position in
my own church to the absence of all policy, and the habit of saying what I
mean. The plan of making things pleasant all round is a perilous as well as
a wicked one. If you say one thing to one man, and another to another,
they will one day compare notes and find you out, and then you will be
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despised. The man of two faces will sooner or later be the object of
contempt, and justly so. Now, above all things, avoid that. If you have
anything that; you feel you ought to say about a man, let the measure of
what you say be this — “How much dare I say to his face?” We must not
allow ourselves a word more in censure of any man living. If that be your
rule, your courage will save you from a thousand difficulties, and win you
lasting respect.


Having the integrity and the courage, dear brethren, may you be gifted with
an indomitable zeal. Zeal — what is it? How shall I describe it? Possess it,
and you will know what it is. Be consumed with love for Christ, and let the
flame burn continuously, not flaming up at public meetings and dying out in
the routine work of every day. We need indomitable perseverance, dogged
zeal, and a combination of sacred obstinacy, self-denial, holy gentleness,
and invincible courage.


Excel also in one power, which is both mental and moral, namely, the
power of concentrating all your forces upon the work to which you are
called. Collect your thoughts, rally all your faculties, mass your energies,
focus your capacities. Turn all the springs of your soul into one channel,
causing it to flow onward in an undivided stream. Some men lack this
quality. They scatter themselves and fail. Mass your battalions, and hurl
them upon the enemy. Do not try to be great at this and great at that — to
be “everything by turns, and nothing long,” but suffer your entire nature to
be led in captivity by Jesus Christ, and lay everything at his dear feet who
bled and died for you.


4. Above all these, we need spiritual qualifications, graces which must be
wrought in us by the Lord himself. This is the main matter, I am sure.
Other things are precious, but this is priceless; we must be rich towards
God.


We need to know ourselves. The preacher should be great in the science of
the heart, the philosophy of inward experience. There are two schools of
experience, and neither is content to learn from the other; let us be content,
however, to learn from both. The one school speaks of the child of God as
one who knows the deep depravity of his heart, who understands the
loathsomeness of his nature, and daily feels that in his flesh there dwelleth
no good thing. “That man has not the life of ‘God in his soul,” say they,
“who does act know and feel this, and feel it by bitter and painful
experience from day to day.” It’s in vain to talk to them about liberty, and
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joy in the Holy Ghost; they will not have it. Let us learn from these one-
sided brethren. They know much that should be known, and woe to that
minister who ignores their set of truths. Martin Luther used to say that
temptation is the best teacher for a minister. There is truth on that side of
the question. Another school of believers dwell much upon the glorious
work of the Spirit of God, and rightly and blessedly so. They believe in the
Spirit of God as a cleansing power, sweeping the Augean stable of the
soul, and making it into a temple for God. But frequently they talk as if
they had ceased to sin, or to be annoyed by temptation, they glory as if the
battle were already fought, and the victory won. Let us learn from these
brethren. All the truth they can teach us let us know. Let us become
familiar with the hill-tops and the glory that shines thereon, the Hermons
and the Tabors, where we may be transfigured with our Lord. Do not be
afraid of ever growing too holy. Do not be afraid of being too full of the
Holy Spirit. I would have you wise on all sides, and able to deal with man
both in his conflicts and in his joys, as one familiar with both. Know where
Adam left you; know where the Spirit of God. has placed you. Do not
know either of these so exclusively as to forget the other. I believe that if
any men are likely to cry, “O wretched man that I am.! Who shall deliver
me from the body of this death?” it will always be the ministers, because
we need to be tempted in all points, so that we may be able to comfort
others. In a railway carriage last week I saw a poor man with his leg placed
upon the seat. An official happening to see him in this posture, remarked!
“Those cushions were not made for you to put your dirty boots on.” As
soon as the guard was gone the man put up his leg again, and said to me,
“He never broke his leg in two places, I am sure, or he would not be so
sharp with me.” When I have heard brethren who have lived at ease,
enjoying good incomes, condemning others who are much 1tried, because
they could not rejoice in their fashion, I have felt that they knew nothing of
the broken bones which others have to carry throughout the whole of their
pilgrimage.


Brethren, know man, in Christ and out of Christ;. Study him at his best,
and study him at his worst; know his anatomy, his secrets, and his passions.
You cannot do this by books; you must have personal spiritual, experience;
God alone can give you that.


Among’ spiritual acquirements, it is beyond all other things needful to
know him. who is the sure remedy for all human diseases. Know Jesus. Sit
at his feet. Consider his nature, his work, his sufferings, his glory. Rejoice
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in his presence: commune with him from day today. To know Christ is to
understand the most excellent of sciences. You cannot fail to be wise if you
commune with wisdom; you cannot miss of strength if you have fellowship
with the mighty Son of God. I saw the other day in a grotto a little fern,
which grew where its leaves continually glistened and danced in the spray
of a fountain. It was always green, and neither summer’s drought nor
winter’s cold affected it. So let us for ever abide under the sweet influence
of Jesus’ love. Dwell in God, brethren; not sometimes go to him, but abide
in him. They say in Italy that where the sun does not. enter the physician
must. Where Jesus does not shine the soul is sick. Bask in his beams and
you shall be vigorous in the service of the Lord. Last Sunday night I had a
text which mastered me: — “No man knoweth the Son but the Father.” I
told the people that poor sinners who had gone to Jesus and trusted him,
thought they knew him, but that they knew only a little of him. Saints of
sixty years’ experience, who have walked with him every day, think they
know him; but they are only beginners yet. The perfect spirits before the
throne, who have been for five thousand years perpetually adoring him,
perhaps think they know him. but they do not to the full. “No man
knoweth the Son but the Father.” He is so glorious, that only the infinite
God has full knowledge of him, therefore there will be no limit to our
study, or narrowness in our line of thought, if we make our Lord the great
object of all our thoughts.


Brethren, as the outcome of this, if we are to be strong men, we must be
conformed to our Lord. Oh, to be like him! Blessed be that cross on which
we shall suffer, if we suffer for being made like unto the Lord Jesus. If we
obtain conformity to Christ, we shall have a wondrous unction upon our
ministry, and without that, what is a ministry worth?


In a word, we must labor for holiness of character. What is holiness? Is it
not wholeness of character? a balanced condition in which there is neither
lack nor redundance. It is not morality, that is a cold. lifeless statue:
holiness is life. You must have holiness; and, dear brethren, if you should
fail in mental qualifications (as I hope you will not), and if you should have
a slender measure of the oratorical faculty (as I trust you will not), yet,
depend upon it, a holy life is, in itself, a wonderful power, and will make up
for many deficiencies; it is, in fact, the best sermon the best man. can
deliver. Let us resolve that all the purity which can be had we will have,
that all the sanctity which can be reached we will obtain, and that all the
likeness to Christ that is possible in this world of sin shall certainly be in us
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through the work of the Spirit of God. The Lord lift us all as a college,
right up to a higher platform, and he shall have the glory!


5. Still I have not done, dear brethren. I have to say to you, go forward in
actual work, for, after all, we shall be known by what we have done. Like
the apostles, I hope our memorial will be our acts. There are good brethren
in the world who are impractical. The grand doctrine of the second advent
makes them stand with open mouths, peering into the skies, so that I am
ready to say, “Ye men of Plymouth, why stand ye here gazing up into
heaven?” The fact that Jesus Christ is to come is not a reason to star-
gazing, but for working in the power of the Holy Ghost. Be not so taken
up with speculations as to prefer a Bible reading over a dark passage in the
Revelation to teaching in a ragged-school or discoursing to the poor
concerning Jesus. We must have done with day dreams, and get to work. I
believe in eggs, but we must get chickens out of them. I do not mind. how
big your egg is; it may be an ostrich’s egg if you like, but if there is nothing
in it, pray clear away the shells. If something comes of it, God bless your
speculations, and even if you should go a little further than I think it wise
to venture, still, if you are more useful, God be praised for it. We want
facts — deeds done, souls saved. It is all very well to write essays, but
what souls have you saved from going down to hell? Your excellent
management of your school interests me, but how many children have been
brought into the church by it? We are glad to hear of those special
meetings, but how many have really been born to God in them? Are saints
edified? Are sinners converted? To swing to and fro on a five — barred
gate is not progress, yet some seem to think so. I see them in perpetual
Elysium, humming over to themselves and their friends, “We are very
comfortable.” God save us from living in comfort while sinners are sinking
into hell. In traveling along the mountain roads in Switzerland you will
continually see marks of the boring-rod; and in every minister’s life there
should be traces of stern labor. Brethren, do something; do something; do
something. While committees waste their time over resolutions, do
something. While Societies and Unions are making constitutions, let us win
souls. Too often we discuss, and discuss, and discuss, and Satan laughs in
his sleeve. It is time we had done planning and sought something to plan. I
pray you, be men of action all of you. Get to work and quit yourselves like
men. Old Suwarrow’s idea of war is mine: Forward and strike! No theory!
Attack! Form column! Charge bayonets! Plunge into the center of the
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enemy.” Our one aim is to save sinners, and this we are not to talk about
but to do in the power of God.


6. Lastly, and here I am going to deliver a message which weighs upon me,
go forward in the matter of the choice of your sphere of action. I plead this
day for those who cannot plead for themselves, namely, the great outlying
masses of the heathen world. Our existing pulpits are tolerably well
supplied, but we need men who will build on new foundations. Who will
do this? Are we, as a company of faithful men, clear in our consciences
about the heathen? Millions have never heard the name of Jesus. Hundreds
of millions have seen a missionary only once in their lives, and know
nothing of our King. Shall we let them perish? Can we go to our beds and
sleep while China, India, Japan, and other nations are being damned? Are
we clear of their blood? Have they no claim upon us? We ought to put it
on this footing not “Can I prove that I ought to go?” but “Can I prove that
I ought not to go?” When a man can prove honestly that he ought not to
go then he is clear, but not else. What answer do you give, my brethren? I
put it to you man by man. I am not raising a question among you which I
have not honestly put to myself. I have felt that if some of our leading
ministers would go forth it would have a grand effect in stimulating the
churches, and. I have honestly asked myself whether I ought to go. After
balancing the whole thing I feel bound to keep my place, and I think the,
judgment of most Christians would be the same; but I hope I would readily
and cheerfully and willingly go if I did not so feel. Brethren, put yourselves
through the same process. We must have the heathen converted; God has
myriads of his elect among them, we must go and search for them
somehow or other. Many difficulties are now removed, all lands are open
to us, and distance is annihilated. True, we have not the Pentecostal gift of
tongues, but languages are now readily acquired, while the art of printing is
a full equivalent for the lost, gift. The dangers incident to missions ought
not to keep any true man back, even if they were very great, but they are
now reduced to a minimum. There are hundreds of places where the cross
of Christ is unknown, to which we can go without risk. Who will go? The
men who ought to go are young brethren of good abilities who have not
yet taken upon themselves family cares.


Each student entering the college should consider this matter, and
surrender himself to the work unless there are conclusive reasons for his
not doing so. It is a fact that even for the colonies it is very difficult to find
men, for I have had openings in Australia which I have been obliged to
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decline. It ought not to be so. Surely there is some self-sacrifice among us
yet, and some among us are willing to be exiled for Jesus. The Mission
languishes for want of men. If the men were forthcoming the liberality of
the church would supply their needs, and, in fact, the liberality of the
church has made the supply, end yet there are not the men to go. I shall
never feel, brethren, that we, as a band of men, have done our duty until
we see our comrades fighting for Jesus in every land in the van of the
conflict. I believe that if God moves you to go, you will be among the best
of missionaries, because you will make the preaching of the gospel the
great feature of your work, and that. is God’s sure way of power. I wish
that our churches would imitate that of Pastor Harms, in Germany, where
every member was consecrated to God in deed and of a truth. The farmers
have the produce of their lands, the working-men their labor; one gave a
large house to be used as a missionary college, and Pastor Harms obtained
money for a ship which he fitted out, to make voyages to Africa, and then
he sent missionaries, and little companies of his people with them, to form
Christian communities among the Bushmen. When will our churches be
equally self-denying and energetic? Look at the Moravians! how every man
and woman becomes a. missionary, and how much they do in consequence.
Let us catch their spirit. Is it a right spirit? Then it is right for us to have it.
It is not enough for us to say, “Those Moravians are very wonderful
people!” We ought to be wonderful people too. Christ did not purchase the
Moravians and more than he purchased us; they are under no more
obligation to make sacrifices than we are. Why then this backwardness?
When we read of heroic men who gave up all for Jesus, we are not merely
to admire, but to imitate them. Who will imitate them now? Come to the
point. Are there not some among you willing to consecrate yourselves to
the Lord? “Forward” is the watchword today! Are there no bold spirits to
lead the van? Pray all of you that during this Pentecost the Spirit may say,
“Separate me Barnabas and Saul for the work.”


Brethren, on wings of love mount upward, and fly forward. Amen.


NOTICES OF BOOKS


Biblical Commentary on the Old Testament. The Prophecies of Jeremiah.
By C. F. KEIL, D.D. T. T. Clark, Edinburgh.







104


OUR ministerial brethren and more learned readers will be glad to hear of
the issue of the second volume of Keil on Jeremiah. The scholarship of
these commentaries is of the highest order, and of course they are therefore
only useful to the few, but by that few the many are instructed, so that
really a boon is conferred upon the entire church by their publication.
Messrs. Clark have now published 120 volumes of their Foreign
Theological Library, — a vast undertaking indeed; many societies have
attempted far less, and have failed. The whole series can be purchased for
£31 10s., a princely present for a minister, and by the way a very
opportune gift to the library of our new College should anybody feel
moved to present it. We earnestly request that two persons will not insist
upon doing it; to prevent any contest about the matter we shall be happy to
act as referee.


From Darkness to ,Light. By FREDERICK WAGSTAFF. Kempster and
Co., 9 and 10, St. Bride’s Avenue.


Tins is one of a series called the Home Library, each of which is marked
price sixpence, post free. This is an amusing temperance and Templar tale,
and is sure to be widely circulated among abstainers. The engravings are
about as


bad as any we have ever seen, but a book in a strong stiff cover for
sixpence cannot be expected to contain works of art. Another book of this
series is, “Recitations in Verse,” by Harriet A. Glazebrook. Here we have
water, water, everywhere. One of the songs upon water in Paradise, and
water from the smitten rock asks questions which we should have thought
could never have occurred to a temperance poet and a reverend!


Would Eden thus have smiled
Had wine to Eden come?


Would Horeb’s parching wild
Have been refreshed with rum?


And had Eve’s hair Been dressed in gin
Would she have been reflected fair?


Had Moses built a still,
And dealt out to that host


To every man a gill,
And pledged him in a toast,


How large a band Of Israel’s sons
Had laid their bones in Canaan’s land!
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We hope that this is meant to be funny, and that there is some mysterious
sense in it, which we are unable to discern. We heard a brother defend total
abstinence the other evening upon this ground among many others — that
when dead, teetotalers’ bodies would keep longer than other people’s.
That may have been an argument of weight with some people, but it
produced a roar of laughter in the quarter under our notice. Is it not a pity
to make a cause ridiculous by a silly advocacy of it? Review Exercises in
the Sunday School: their value and methods. By Rev. H. C. TRUMBULL.
Sunday School Union. TRUTH is fastened upon youthful minds only by
frequent repetition. We must tell children the same thing twenty times,
because nineteen times won’t do.


“Tell me the story often,
For I forget so soon:


The early dew of the morning
Has pass’d away at noon.”


It is both grievous and startling’ to find how little some children know,
who, nevertheless, have been to the Sabbath-school for years; either there
are many inefficient teachers abroad, or else their modes of teaching need
amendment. This little book advocates frequent rehearsals of the same
lessons, and regular examinations of the classes, and we like it so well that
we would have all our teachers read it, and practice its suggestions.


The Banner Unfurled. Choice Selections from Christian Writers. Edited by
E. A.H. Partridge and Co.


“THE profits arising from the sale of this book will be devoted to the
purpose of training a missionary for China.” This object speaks for itself,
and stays our critical knife. The extracts have been made with opened eyes
and spiritual taste.


The Pictorial Dictionary of the Bible. New Edition, profusely Illustrated
with Biblical Maps and Chromolithograph Engravings, etc. W.R. M’Phun
and Co., Glasgow and London.


WE have before us four shilling parts of this work, and certainly there is a
great deal of matter for the money. Some of the engravings would have
improved the volume if they had been left out; they are executed in a style
of art which deserves to become extinct, or else the plates are so worn that
the beauty has long since gone. A young fellow with thirty shillings to
spare could do better with his money by letting it rest till he had enough to
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purchase a really standard work than by taking in these numbers, but at the
same time the Pictorial Dictionary contains much valuable information, and
is an instructive assistant to the Bible Reader. We should greatly prefer
Smith’s or Kitto’s; but if these should happen to be above our reader’s
means, they will be much helped by consulting M’Phun’s Dictionary. There
are to be thirty parts, issued monthly, and many will thus be able to
purchase a Biblical Dictionary who otherwise would be without one, and
therefore we wish the enterprise success.


NOTES.


THE CONFERENCE OF THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE FOR 1874.


IT is the custom of the ministers who were educated at the Tabernacle to
come up from their several churches and meet in brotherly conference once
in the year. This ministers as much to profit as to enjoyment, and a great
deal of both is usually obtained. The fraternal feeling is kept up, and the
union of the brotherhood is cemented by this hallowed assembling of
ourselves together, while by united supplications blessings are secured, and
by mutual communion benefits are obtained. This year has been the best of
all our Conferences, though, indeed, we have said the same of each of the
former nine in its turn. Our own heart was never more cheered, nor have
we seen such a joyful expectant feeling everywhere manifest.


On Monday, April 13, the first prayer-meeting was held at the Tabernacle
at three o’clock, and those who had arrived pleaded with God for his smile
upon the coming meetings. At seven some of the brethren took part in the
usual prayer. meeting at the Tabernacle, but a far larger number accepted
the invitation of Mr. Cuff and were present at a crowded and spirited
meeting at his chapel in Shore. ditch. C.H.S. took the chair, and brethren
Whale of Ipswich, Inglis of Soham, Gange of Broadmead, Bristol, and Mr.
Cuff himself, delivered most soul-stirring addresses. Thanks are due to the
friends at Providence Chapel for providing tea so bountifully. We feel sure
good results will follow both to them and to us from our visit to their
abode.


Tuesday, April 14. — The Conference opened with a period of prayer of a
kind seldom experienced. There was a whirlwind of devotion, and a
flaming fire of importunity, and the still small voice of the divine presence
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was heard by all. Each one had his petition and request, and many were
eager to pour forth their hearts. Several rose at a time, yet each one was
ready to give way, and follow upon his fellow. To us it was a sacred
bathing in a sea of sacred influence, which both overwhelmed and refreshed
us. We fail to remember any season so full of life and power. It was indeed
good to be there.


After business had been dispatched, we gave the address which we have
printed in this month’s magazine. We had no idea it was so long, but we
hope it will not weary our readers. The assembly requested that it might be
issued, or otherwise we should have used it for other purposes. Our
beloved brother J. A. S., the Vice-President, followed with an able address,
based upon our Lord’s miraculous raising of Lazarus, and then we returned
again to prayer, which is by far the best way of refreshing and invigorating
the soul.


The Conference met at the Orphanage in the afternoon and evening.
Fraternal conversations among the brethren, and addresses to the orphans
continued till tea, when our classical tutor, Mr. Gracey, gave us a most
valuable paper upon the Holy Spirit, and was followed by our venerable
Principal, Mr. Rogers, upon “Frames and Feelings in Preaching.” The old
man eloquent held us spell-bound with his mingled wit and wisdom. We
hope to have both these essays for the Sword and the Trowel. Mr. William
Booth, of the East London Mission, gave us one of the most lively, racy,
and energetic speeches conceivable; and at the close Mr. Wheeler of
Birmingham, a gentleman whom we had not known before, made us a
princely presentation, for which we thank him right heartily. The meeting
was a great success, and the singing of certain of Mr. Sankey’s pieces gave
it abundant vivacity and variety.


Wednesday, April 15. — At 11 the Conference met in full force, almost
every man in his place, scarcely one behind time, and prayer again
ascended to heaven as pillars of incense. Then came a delightful paper by
Mr. Tarn, of Peckham, upon the kind of sermons which are most blessed to
conversions; very little discussion followed, the subject did not need it. Mr.
Benskin handled in an admirable manner the weighty theme, “The
Necessity of Regeneration because of Human Depravity,” and his work
was heartily appreciated. The third subject was taken by Mr. Compton,
who gave us an exhaustive gathering up of Scriptural teaching as to Satan
and his influence among men. When the sitting was over we felt that we
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had heard much excellent instruction, and that it had been delivered in a
manner calculated to warm our hearts.


Mr. Phillips’ supper in the evening was right royal. The preceding meeting
was most helpful to us, by winning the sympathy of our subscribers, and
the amount promised on the occasion exceeded £1,800, for which the
Lord’s name be praised. To W. McArthur, Esq., who took the chair, and
gave £100, to W. Fowler, late M.P. for Cambridge, who gave a similar
donation, to a brother who would rather be nameless, who gave £200, to a
constant friend who gave £100, and, indeed, to all who aided in any
measure or degree, we are deeply grateful, and to our host, Mr. Phillips,
most of all.


Thursday, April 16. — This day began with another outburst of mighty
prayer, which kept us at full flood all the day. The first of the morning
papers was written and read by our esteemed brother Mr. Makin, of
Sittingbourne, upon the Functions of the Ministry, and then followed Mr.
Knight, of Lowestoft, who much interested us in “Prayer Meetings, and
how to maintain Interest in them.” It was thought well not to have another
subject brought before us, but to return to united prayer. In the evening the
public meeting at the Tabernacle was attended far beyond all former years,
in fact the place was filled, and a glorious enthusiasm prevailed. The
meeting was good throughout, but that is speaking coldly; it was
incomparably full of power. Dr. Barnardo was led to speak upon a topic
singularly appropriate and telling, and his matter and manner were of the
highest order. The Lord spoke to us through him. Brethren Medhurst and
Silverton spoke warmly for the College, as the first and second men who
left it, and Mr. Danzy Sheen, Primitive Methodist, as the Primitive man
whom it has trained. Dr. Hillier showed us how, as doctor of music, he
could use his abilities for Christ, and Mr. Mayers, with his singing for
Jesus, delighted the whole assembly. Hearts glowed as we sung “Hold the
fort, for I am coming,” and I am so glad that Jesus loves me; the walls and
roof of the Tabernacle rang again as the three hundred men’s voices in a
body gave force to the singing of the rest. After this meeting, Mr. Phillips
entertained the ministers in the same manner as he had before dealt with
the friends and subscribers. May his shadow never be less.


Friday, the last day, was not the least. It commenced with a considerable
period of glowing prayer, its holy influence was sustained by Mr. Norris’
beautiful paper on Fellowship with Jesus, and Mr. W’. Olney’s practical







109


speech. It was also rendered memorable by an invaluable address from Dr.
Culross upon the exposition of the Word of God, and it finally culminated
in the Communion and the joining of hands, as a pledge of continued love,
while we sung —


“Pray that Jerusalem may have
Peace and felicity.”


During the Conference the statistical reports were given in, and were
greatly encouraging, the increase to the churches being more than on any
former occasion. Of this more next month. Mr. Harry Brown paid in an
installment from the ministers towards £1,000 for the College Buildings,
which not only reached the sum promised, but exceeded it.


Looking back our heart sings, looking around we rejoice, looking forward
we are full of expectation, looking upward we adore.


We write this in “a desert place” to which we have fled to recover from the
wear of this exciting week, and if we omit anything we cannot help it, as
we have only memory to trust to. All other notes we have forgotten, and
cannot now get at them.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Hr. J. A. Spurgeon: March 19th,
sixteen; 23rd, thirteen; 26th, twenty-five; 30th, nineteen. April 2nd, twenty-
one.


FRAGMENTS OF POPERY AMONG
NONCONFORMISTS.


WE have been greatly interested by the various opinions upon the paper
inserted in our April number, written by Mr. Charles-worth, the Head
Master of the Stockwell Orphanage. Some have pronounced that essay
upon Dissenting Ritualism as “a crazy bark,” freighted with trivialities;
others have smelt a savor of Plymouthism in it, and regarded it as flavored
with a kind of religious leveling, likely to lower the dignity of the ministry.
On the other hand, a far larger number have thanked us for inserting it, and
praised it as “trenchant,” weighty, outspoken, and laying the ax at the root
of many evils; indeed, the eulogiums upon it sent to us have been very
enthusiastic, and calculated to make its author’s face crimson with a
modesty unable to bear the shock of so much appreciation. Happily, neither
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the editor nor his esteemed correspondent are likely to perish either from
being chilled with censure, or smothered with commendation. Exposure to
continual criticism has somewhat hardened our frames, and in patience we
possess our souls. Wherein truth has been spoken it will live; wherein
mistakes have been committed we trust the Lord will graciously let them
die.


We do not believe that among our Nonconformist churches there is more
than a fly or two of the priestly system in the pot of ointment,, but even
those flies should be purged out. Great evils have small beginnings, the
little foxes are to be dreaded among the vines. Where so much is
admirable, it is a pity that the specks and spots should be suffered to
remain. We have a stern fight before us against Ritualistic Popery, and it is
well to clear our decks of all lumber and go into the controversy with clean
hands. It is a far more popular thing to find faults with other denominations
than to point out follies and failings among ourselves, but this
consideration should never occur to the right-minded, except to be
repulsed with a “Get thee behind me, Satan.”


Confining ourselves to one branch of the subject, namely, matters
concerning ministers, we shall, at the risk of fresh flagellation, pursue the
same course in the same unambitious style, by asking a few questions.
Whence comes the whole paraphernalia of ordination as observed .among
some Dissenters? Since there is no special gift to bestow, why in any case
the laying on of empty hands? Since we cannot pretend


that mystic succession so vaunted by Ritualists, why are men styled
“regularly ordained ministers”? A man who has preached for years is Mr.
Brown, but after his ordination or recognition he develops into the Rev.
Mr. Brown; what important change has he undergone? This comes before
us in the form of addresses upon letters — “ Rev. Titus Smith, Mr.
Spurgeon’s College,” or sometimes, “Rev. Timothy Jones, Spurgeon’s
Tabernacle.” Rather odd, this! Here are reverend students of an unreverend
preacher, the title being given to the one out of courtesy, and withheld
from the other for the same reason. The Reverend Titus has met with a
church which will insist upon an ordination, and he is ordained; but the
President of his College, having never undergone such a process, nor even
that imitation of it called a recognition, remains an unordained,
unrecognized person to this day, and has not yet discovered the peculiar
loss which he has sustained. We do not object to a recognition of the
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choice of the church by its neighbors and their ministers, on the contrary,
we believe it to be a fraternal act, sanctioned by the very spirit of
Christianity; but where it is supposed to be essential, is regarded as a
ceremony, and is thought to be the crowning feature of the settlement, we
demur. “The Reverend Theophilus Robinson offered up the ordination
prayer” has a Babylonish sound in our ears, and it is not much improved
when it takes the form of “the recognition prayer.” Is there, then, a ritual?
Are we as much bound by an unwritten extempore liturgy as others by the
Common Prayer.? Must there always be “usual questions”? And why
“usual”? Is there some legendary rule for the address to the church and the
address to the pastor? Mark well, that we do not object to any one of these
things, but we do question the propriety of stereotyping them, and
speaking of the whole affair as if it were a matter to be gone about
according to a certain pattern seen in the holy mount, or an order given
forth in trust to the saints. We see germs of evil in the usual parlance, and
therefore meet it with a Quo Warranto? Is not the divine call the real
ordination to preach, and the call of the church the only ordination to the
pastorate?` The church is competent under the guidance or the Holy Spirit
her own work, and if she calls in her sister churches, let her tell them what
she has done, in such terms that they will never infer that they are called
upon to complete the work. The ordination prayer should be prayed in the
church meeting, and there and then the work should be done; for other
churches to recognize the act is well and fitting, but not if it be viewed as
needful to the completion of the act itself. We have noticed many signs of
an error in this direction.


The small matter which we have mentioned leads on to another which ,is
by no means small, namely, the notion in some churches that only an
ordained or recognized minister should preside at the Lord’s table. Small
is our patience with this unmitigated Popery, and yet it is by no means
uncommon. Pulpits which are most efficiently supplied on other Sundays
by men who are without pastoral charge must be vacated by them on the
first Sunday of the month because the friends like a stated minister to
administer the sacrament. This may not always be the language employed,
but it often is and it is an unsanctified jargon, revealing the influence of
priestcraft. Whence comes it? By what scripture can it be justified?
“Breaking bread from house to house” does not read very like it. We
suppose that the idea of a deacon leading the communion would horrify a
great many, but why? If the church should request a venerable brother to
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conduct the service, a brother of eminent grace and prayerfulness, would
the ordinance be any the less instructive or consoling because he was not in
the ministry? Naturally enough the pastor, when there is one, leads the way
by the respectful consent of all; but would fellowship with Jesus be more
difficult, if he were out of the way, and an elder or deacon occupied his
place? Our experience has never led us to bemoan, on the account of our
people, that the communion was a maimed rite when a beloved deacon or
elder has filled our chair. We love to have our brethren sitting with us at
the table, breaking the bread as much as we do, and giving thanks aloud as
we do, because we hope that by this visible sign men will see that “one is
our Master, even Christ, and all we are brethren.” Are we the less
respected by our church officers for this? Do they take upon themselves
lordly airs? Far from it. A more beloved and loving set of men never
surrounded a pastor. We magnify our office in the best manner when we do
not magnify it beyond the teaching of the Lord. Who are we that our
presence should render more valid, or more lawful, the remembrance of
our Lord’s death until he come? All things are to be done decently and in
order, but that order does not necessitate a church’s going without the
Lord’s Supper because there is no pastor or regular minister to be had. At
least we fail to see any support for such an idea, except in the traditions of
the fathers, and the sooner these are consigned to oblivion the better. We
confess we do not admire the Plymouth fashion of passing round a lump of
bread for all to peck at, like so many crows, or the plan of hawking a slice
from hand to hand, for each one to break on his own account, for it is not a
clean or decorous practice; and as it never would be tolerated at our own
tables, it certainly ill becomes the table of the Lord: but even these odd
ways are better, or at least less harmful, than the practice of a slated
minister administering the elements, for “stated minister” is little more
than “priest writ large” in the idea of weaker brethren; or if it be not so
now, it soon may be so, and the sooner it is put an end to the better for
posterity. Even now we know of churches which have dispensed with the
Lord’s Supper week after week because the pastor was ill, there being, of
course, no other brother in the whole community who had grace enough to
preside at the table, or administer the sacrament, as some of the
brotherhood call it. When matters have gone so far, it is surely time to
speak out against such worship of men.


By one of those whimsical freaks of superstition for which there is no
accounting, the benediction is in some regions almost as sacredly reserved
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for the minister as the absolution for the priest in Popish churches. We
heard it remarked the other day as quite a singular thing that a non-
ministerial brother, being in the chair at a religious meeting, had actually
pronounced the benediction. We had not noticed the man’s audacity, but
evidently others had. Here was a mere layman thinking himself as able to
invoke a blessing upon the assembly as the clerics around him! The
brethren around us expressed their pleasure that he had done so, but even
this showed that it was rather an innovation, very commendable, no doubt,
in these days, but still an innovation. “Will you close the meeting?” has
often been whispered in a minister’s ear when some excellent Christian man
has been in prayer, who might just as well as not have finished his
supplication with the blessing, and so have dismissed the assembly. But
that must not be, only ministers must take those sacred words upon .their
polluted lips! Fiddle-de-dee is the only word which will enable us to vent
our feelings. But we forbear, and change the subject.


It is very natural that our friends should desire their minister to baptize
them, and yet there is no reason why he should do so on account of his
office. It does not appear from the Scriptures to have been an act peculiar
to preachers; in fact, at least one of them, and he by no means the least,
was not sent to baptize, but to preach the gospel. A vigorous Christian
member of the church is far more in his place in the baptismal waters than
his ailing, consumptive, or rheumatic pastor. Any objection urged against
this assertion is another unconscious leaning to tradition, if not a relic of
superstition. The usefulness of the ordinance does not depend upon the
baptizer, but upon the the gracious meditation and earnest prayer of the
person baptized: the good which he will receive will depend upon how far
his whole soul is receptive of the divine influence, and in no sense, manner,
or degree upon the agent of the baptism. We do not know what
Paedobaptists think upon their ceremony, but we fear that the most of them
must have the minister to do it, and would hardly like their infants to be left
to the operation of an unordained man. If it be so, we do not so very much
wonder at their belief, for as it is clear that no good arises to an infant from
its own prayers or meditations during the ceremony, there is a natural
tendency to look for some official importance in the performer of the rite;
but yet we do not and cannot believe that our Paedobaptist friends have
fallen so low as that; we make no charge, and hope we shall never have
cause to do so. For Baptists to attach the smallest importance to the
ordinance of baptism being administered either by a minister or a private
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member Would be to the last degree inconsistent, and yet we. are. not sure
that the inconsistency is not to be found in many quarters. It behooves
ministers to break down. in time every tendency to make us into necessary
adjuncts of the ordinances, for this is one step towards making us priests.


Upon the same spirit as it crops up in reference to marriages and burials
we need not remark. Neither of these things are in themselves our work,
although, as they furnish us with excellent occasions for doing good, it is
well for us to attend to them. At the same time here are two threads for the
syrup of superstition to crystallize upon, and it will do so if not prevented.
The ignorant evidently attach some importance to reading or speaking over
a corpse at a funeral, and do not regard the service as meant wholly for
themselves, but as having some sort of relation to the departed. To have a
gracious exhortation and prayer at home, and then lay the dear remains in
the tomb in solemn silence, would be regarded as barbarity by many, and
yet it would be no unseemly thing. To give the minister liberty to keep to
the word of God and prayer, and release him from serving sepulchers, is
according to apostolic precedent, and yet our churches would be grieved if
it were carried out. When one of the Lord’s disciples desired to postpone
his evangelistic labors till he had buried his father, he was bidden to let the
dead bury their dead; but such advice followed out now-a-days would
bring down heavy censure upon the minister. Is this as it should be? Our
calling is to preach the gospel, and not to marry the living or bury the dead.
By what process have these things come to be an integral part of our
ministry? Are they really the business of the ministers of Christ? It is not
meet that we should needlessly grieve any by refusing to attend upon either
of these occasions, but we must take heed that we do not feed the sickly
sentimentalism which makes the preacher necessary to them. We must all
have seen how soon a superstition springs up, and therefore we must be on
our guard not to water the ill weed.


The duty of visiting the sick and dying is one which we do not wish to
shirk, but may it not become another door for priestliness to enter? and,
indeed, is it not so? The poor will hasten to our doors, and ask us to
“come and Tray to their sick friends:” yes, those are the very words — “
Please, sir, would you come and pray to my husband?” Often have we
heard the expression, “The clergyman has been in and prayed a prayer to
him, sir.” To the London poor ministers both in church and dissent are
alike parsons or clergymen, and city missionaries are almost as good, and
in their distress they very frequently send for one or another of us out of
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sheer superstition; not because they would learn the way of salvation, but
because “having a good man in to pray to them” is the right thing to do for
dying people. The like, or perhaps a worse superstition, leads to a high
estimate of a burial service. Rattled over as it frequently is by cemetery
chaplains, who have “one on and two more a-waiting,” the burial service
cannot be of any use to the living, and must surely be performed for the
sake of the dead. Nobody says so among Protestants, but the idea is in the
air and may by degrees condense into a belief, unless we are expressly
earnest to prevent it. We shall continue to mingle with the devout men who
carry our Stephens to the sepulcher, and we shall not fail to weep with
them that weep, but we will not allow the ignorant to imagine that we are
there to perform some mystic rite.


These few remarks touch only upon ministers, and leave other matters for
another equally brief chapter; but we cannot lay down the pen without
asking why so many brethren still retain the lille of Reverend? We are
willing to reverence the aged pastor, and we did not hesitate to give that
title to our beloved friend George Rogers, just in the same way as we use
the term “the venerable Bede,” or “the judicious Hooker,” but we are not
prepared to reverence every stripling who ascends the pulpit; and,
moreover, if we thought it due to others to call them reverend, we should
still want some reason for their calling themselves so. It seems rather odd
to us that a man should print upon his visiting card the fact that he is a
reverend person. Why does he not occasionally vary the term, and call
himself estimable, amiable, talented, or beloved? Would this seem odd? Is
there any valid objection to such a use of adjectives after the fashion is
once set by employing the word reverend? If a man were to assume the
title of reverend for the first time in history it would look ridiculous, if not
presumptuous or profane. Why does not the Sunday-school teacher call
himself “the Respectable John Jones,” or the City Missionary dub himself
“the Hard-working William Evans”? Why do we not, like members of
secret orders and others, go in for Worthy Masterships and Past Grands,
and the like? I hope that we can reply that we do not care for such honors,
and are content to leave them to men of the world, or to the use of those
who think they can do some good thereby. It may be said that the title of
reverend is only one of courtesy, but then so was the title of Rabbi among
the Jews, yet the disciples were not to be called Rabbi. It is, at any rate, a
suspicious circumstance that among mankind no class of persons should so
commonly describe themselves by a pretentious title as the professed
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ministers of the lowly Jesus. Peter and Paul were right reverend men, but
they would have been the last to have called themselves so. No sensible
person does reverence us one jot the more because we assume the title. It
certainly is in some cases a flagrant misnomer, and its main use seems to be
the pestilent one of keeping up the unscriptural distinction of clergy and
laity. A lad fresh from college, who has just been placed in a pulpit, is the
Reverend Smith, while his eminently godly grandfather, who has for fifty
years walked with God, and is now ripe for heaven, has no such claim to
reverence. A gentleman of ability, education, and eminent piety preaches in
various places with much zeal and abundant success, but he is no reverend;
while a man of meager gifts, whose principal success seems to lie in
scattering the flock, wears the priestly prefix, having a name to be
reverenced when he commands no esteem whatever. This may be a trifle,
many no doubt so regard it; why, then, are they not prepared to abstain
from it? The less the value of the epithet the less reason for continuing the
use of it. It would be hard to say who has a right to it, for many use it who
have not been pastors for years, and have not preached a sermon for many
a day; what on earth are they to be reverenced for? Other men are always
preaching, and yet no one calls them reverend, but why not ‘? The
distribution of this wonderful honor is not fairly arranged. We suggest that,
as the wife is to see that she reverence her husband, every married man has
a degree of claim to the title of Rev., and the sooner all benedicts exercise
the privilege, the sooner will the present clerical use of it pass out of
fashion. We wonder when men first sought out this invention, and from
whose original mind did the original sin emanate. We suspect that he lived
in the Roman Row of Vanity Fair, although the Rev. John Bunyan does not
mention him. One thing is pretty certain, he did not flourish in the days of
the Rev. Paul, or the Rev. Apollos, or the Rev. Cephas.


SKAMPFIELDING


IN the Engineering and Mining Journal we read: “A rule, or custom,
obtains on board Norwegian ships, known as skampfielding, which is
simply this: Every morning at daylight, as soon as the decks are washed
down, the officer in charge details each individual of his watch to some
particular part of the ship skampfjelding; Johannis goes over the mainmast
and yards, from the truck to the topmast head; Jem takes the main topsail
yard and topmast; Tellog takes the main yard, top, and lower rigging, and
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so on. Thus the whole ship is par-celled out, each man takes a few rope
yarns, or ‘ Spanish Foxes,’ and spends the next twenty minutes or half-
hour in examining the part allotted to him; every seizing, splice, iron, bolt,
rope, mat, even the stitching of the sails and condition of the paint, come
under his consideration. A slight matter he repairs at once; anything for
which he is not then prepared is, on returning to the deck, reported fully to
the officer, and, if needing immediate attention, men and material are at
once sent to the spot: in many cases the officer goes himself, or sends his
second in command, to superintend the work. Things not requiring such
immediate attention are noted; and when the other watch comes on deck,
after breakfast, they are detailed to repair what has been reported, before
commencing the day’s work. In this way B repairs what A reported, and
gives a look for himself, in going and coming. Again, if anything breaks
during the day, the captain asks, ‘ Who went there skampfjelding this
morning?’ He is known, and asked why he did not report; in some cases he
gets a disagreeable job as punishment, while each man feels a personal
responsibility and interest in giving an accurate report, lest he lose his
character for seamanship.”


Is not this an admirable custom and worthy to be imitated on board the
ship of the soul? Self-examination exercised by the whole crew of mental
and spiritual faculties would keep the entire craft in order, keep her tight
and trim for all weathers, and preserve her when the hurricane comes on.
As it is, we too often keep an eye on the paint, and forget the timber which
it covers; the deck is holystoned, but the planks are rotting; sails are
stretched, but many a rope needs mending. We all need skampfjelding,
although we hardly know how to pronounce the word. Memory,
understanding, hope, fear, head, heart, desire, and faith should each take a
department of our nature, overhaul it, and report to the captain in
command, with earnest resolve that all should be set right. For want of this
the soul leaks, her sails spill the wind, her timbers become worm-eaten, and
her beauty departs from her. This should be the work of every morning,
executed in the calm light of dawning mercies, before we are buffeted by
the waves of worldly business. Is it not sadly neglected?


The like good service should be done for the church, tier membership,
schools, societies, poor, sick, and ignorant should be looked over by each
man that he may see what is his own department, and where he can best
lend a hand. The most watchful captain cannot do everything himself, all
hands must help him, every member must take his share of the work and do
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it. Some of those on board our vessels have never yet gone forward among
the children of the Sabbath-school, indeed they never do a hand’s turn
anywhere unless it is with a knife and fork. They are sure to be in the
saloon when the dinner bell rings, as if they expected to be ranked as
genteel passengers and not as able-bodied seamen, and they are always
ready to skulk into their bunks and sleep the day out; but they never go up
aloft on the look out, nor down below to see to the cargo, they neither
watch, nor work, nor wrestle, but they worry and weary all around them.
Oh for more real workers. Yards and trucks, ropes and bolts, are apt to get
out of order, and very soon no end of damage is done. Up, brothers all!
and with open eyes look about you, and with a handful of “Spanish foxes,”
or something of a more excellent texture, fix everything as straight as may
be. — C. H. S.


NOTES.


THE Tabernacle Colportage Society has held its annual meeting, and a
thoroughly lively and earnest meeting it was. The Colporteurs who spoke
of their personal adventures deeply interested the assembly, and must have
convinced every candid person that there is no cheaper, better, and more
efficient work in existence than that of Colportage. Beginning in 1866 with
three men, our society finds itself in 1874 employing twenty-nine men. It
has sold £2,000 worth of books in the year, and has received a total
contribution, in subscriptions, of £1,163, so that now it is an association of
considerable dimensions, and has vitality enough in it to grow. The friends
in the various districts speak with great warmth in favor of the Colporteur;
he is often a true pastor, missionary, lecturer, and evangelist, all in one.
Friends who can raise £40 per annum can have such a man in their own
neighborhood, or, if they would wish to see some darker region
enlightened, they can appoint him to any place they choose. We were
greatly pleased with the style of men; they were hard-working, shrewd,
sensible, earnest, godly laborers for Jesus, who need not be ashamed. We
should like to be able to place such a worker in every priest-ridden district
in England. We sometimes wish that those vast sums of money which are
laid up to rust by worldlings and greedy professors could come within our
reach, for we could make excellent use of a very considerable amount.
Those who have £40 to spare have a great luxury within their reach, for
they can have a man to work for them in places to which they could not go







119


themselves. Any remittances sent to C.H. Spurgeon, or to W. Cotden
Jones, Metropolitan Tabernacle, will be most gratefully received.


The funds of the Orphanage ran completely dry on May 8th, and drove us
to plead with God for replenishment. The answer was immediate and
sufficient. On the very day in which supplication was made nearly £400
was sent in to the treasury, and our heart was gladdened. We need
something under that amount every month. If our beloved friends would
get into the habit of sending us help regularly it would be a great comfort
to us, and save us from many temptations to anxiety. As all our time is
freely given to conducting the College, Orphanage, Colportage, etc., we
think the Lord’s people should never allow the exchequer to be bare. We
have been greatly favored as to health at the Orphanage, very few boys
ever being in the Infirmary, and those for small matters. There is also a
general good moral and spiritual tone among the boys, and we hope to
hear of many giving their hearts to Jesus. Places for lads ready to go out
have been hitherto forthcoming, but we shall in a few months have quite a
swarm ready for flight, and then we hope friends will be found to take
them.


The time is close at hand for giving our orphan lads a holiday. They will be
allowed to leave in detachments, provided that there are places for them to
go to. The time allowed will be a fortnight only. Many boys have no
mothers or other friends who can take them; and some mothers are too
poor, or too busy, to be able to provide for their boys and look after them.
No boy will be allowed to go home unless we feel confident that he will be
kept out of evil company and away from the streets. A little change does
them good, and breaks the monotony of the year, but bad company undoes
all our year’s work, and we cannot run so great a risk. How much we wish
that friends would give a poor lad a fortnight’s ran over their farms! In
1872 Mr. W. L. Lung, editor of the Southport News, by the help of a few
friends, gave nine of our boys a splendid treat. The railway company
allowed us to purchase tickets at the lowest possible fare, and the boys
remained three weeks in the bracing air of Southport. Last year Mr. Lung
kindly took twelve boys and provided for them in his own house and an
adjoining one. Everybody was kind to them, the pier, baths, steamboats,
etc., were free to them; they went out into the country with every Sunday-
school treat, and in fact found friends everywhere. We do not expect many
helpers on so large a scale to come forward, but a number of smaller
efforts would help us grandly.
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Friends who would collect for the Orphanage can have cards upon
application to Mr. Spurgeon; as also a picture card representing the
Institution.


The new College is nearly ready for opening. We still need about £3,000.
The ladies at the Tabernacle are resolved to hold a Bazaar at Christmas, to
enable the President to furnish the rooms. They will be glad of help from all
quarters. Nothing has ever flagged yet of our work, and we believe that
our divine Lord will not suffer it to do so now.


One of the most successful preachers sent out from our College is Mr. W.
Cuff, of Providence Chapel, Shoreditch. His place of worship is
surrounded not by thousands, but hundreds of thousands of working
people, tradespeople, and the very poor. His ministry has proved so
attractive that the chapel is quite inadequate, and the friends frequently
assemble in the Shoreditch Town Hall. This, of course, has to be hired, and
the friends are eager to have a house of their own. They have first of all to
pay efta debt upon their present place, and then commence a fund for the
new erection; thus they have a double burden to carry, and need double
help. If any place in the universe needs a large church under an able pastor,
it is Shore-ditch; the pastor is there, and the church is growing up around
him, but they have no house in which to meet. Their present place stands
well if a house or two in the front could be pulled down; and the site of its
schools, chapel, and graveyard, would, if entirely covered, afford room for
a very large building. What is wanted seems to be that some persons of
means should take up the project in the name of the Lord and see it
through. The friends on the spot are not wealthy, and cannot accomplish
the work laid upon them unless they have bountiful help from outside. May
the Lord accomplish this work also.


The Echo states that we have refused to undertake a lecturing tour in
Opposition to the Church of England. We wonder what next. Nobody ever
asked us to undertake anything of the kind, and therefore we never refused.
The idea of our leaving the ministry of the Word of God to become a
lecturer has never occurred to us, nor, we should think, to any sane
individual.


In reference to the present agitation among farm laborers, we cannot
restrain the expression of our conviction that farmers, as a class, are being
unjustly blamed. Our sympathies are altogether with those poor men who
are so fearfully underpaid and so badly housed that their condition is
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intolerable, and we sincerely hope that their wages will be increased; but it
must not be forgotten that in many districts wages are good, that even in
the bad districts there are enlightened farmers who are paying a fair wage,
and that in the worst eases the farmers did not create the present state of
things but have inherited the evil, and the condition arising out of it. We
meet with many employers who sincerely desire to see the condition of the
men greatly improved, and are ready to do their best towards it, but their
rent is high, their workpeople are not industrious, and their tenure of the
land is an annual one, so that they are tied hand and foot. Now, let justice
be done all round, and do not blame one class only for a condition of things
in which others have had their share, nor pour indiscriminate censure upon
a whole body of men when so many deserve praise instead of blame. The
agricultural laborer’s condition in many districts is a disgrace to
civilization, and must be altered; to do this the farmer may need a reduction
of rent, and he may not be able to get it. What, then, is to be done? The
laborer must do more in the day, and a better style of farming must be
followed. The first will only be done by the right-minded, but we hope
there are many such among our laborers; the second cannot be done at all
unless leases are granted, and in this matter the Legislature ought to
interfere. Some landlords would sooner see their land continue to be one-
quarter farmed year by year than give leases, thus the land is left
unproductive, and all of us are made to suffer for a great man’s pride. The
agricultural laborer is sure to rise, as he ought to do, but in the process let
there be as little ill-feeling as possible, and as much of the give and take
principle as can be. Neither farmers, nor laborers, nor landlords are all
good or all bad — they all look out quite enough for themselves, and it is
not unnatural that they should; but if the Christian ones among them will
look not only on their own things, but also on the things of others, the
troublesome business of a new adjustment will be got over very much more
easily than we think. Nobody likes to be bullied, even into doing right, and
there has been a little of this style of talk on both sides; it does no good,
and breeds bad blood. Many a struggling farmer, who has hardly made
ends meet when wages have been low, is much embittered by the prospect
before him when he will have more to pay, and we must not wonder that
he is so; but as he will have to pay it, as sure as eggs are eggs, it is of no
use his being angry, for that will not alter it. What can’t re cured must be
endured. More machinery, higher farming, and better prices may help him
through, and we sincerely hope they may. The inhabitants of the Southern
States of America have suffered greatly from the emancipation of the
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blacks, but they are getting over it, and in a short time they will be glad of
the change, and we feel very confident that in the far less violent alteration
which is coming over our land much less inconvenience will be felt, and
with Christian feeling among all classes it may be reduced to a minimum.
We wish all classes well through the struggle, and may God defend the
right.


Our American Baptist friends are continually challenging us to fight them
upon the communion question, but really we feel so sure of our ground,
and see so little force in their arguments, that we do not feel any
inducement to enter the conflict. We would, however, advise them to be
reasonable occasionally. One valiant champion says, in the Examiner and
Chronicle-” When Spurgeon invites to the communion all members of
Paedobaptist churches he invites men who are unconverted.” Our only
reply is, “And what would he do if he invited all members of Baptist
churches?” The writer must know that he misrepresents us. We cannot
judge the hearts of the members of churches, whether baptized or
unbaptised; we are in communion with the whole visible church of our
Lord Jesus Christ as such, and if any have entered that church who are not
regenerated persons, we are not able to cease from fellowship with the
wheat because the tares have sprung up therewith. We will ask our
opponent one question: “If among the living members of the body of Christ
there be an unimmersed believer, how can he cease to have fellowship with
him, seeing that all the members of one body must of necessity have
fellowship with each other?” Will he deny the existence of such members?
Or will he say that he gives them the substance of fellowship, but dares not
give them the sign? We should not have said even this much, but it is asked
for by our pugilistic brethren, and we hope it will please them now that
they have got it. We love them too well to be further provoked by them,
we only want them to believe that our silence does not arise from our
having nothing to say. It would answer no good end to open a controversy
about communion, and, therefore, we do not intend to do it; but if we ever
should show fight, it will be no fault of ours, but the responsibility must lie
with those zealots across the water who are for ever shaking their fists in
our face.


Baptisms at the Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : — -April
27th, twenty-one; 30th, twenty-six.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY, 1874.


THE COMMISSARIAT UNIVERSE.


A WEEK EVENING LECTURE, BY C. H. SPURGEON,


“That thou givest them they gather.” — Psalm 104:28.


THIS sentence describes the commissariat of creation. The problem is the
feeding of “the creeping things innumerable, both small and great beasts,
which swarm the sea, the armies of birds which fill the air, and the vast
hordes of animals which people the dry land; and in this sentence we have
the problem solved, “That thou givest them they gather.” The work is
stupendous, but it is done with ease because the Worker is infinite; if he
were not at the head of it the task would never be accomplished. Blessed
be God for the great Thou- of the text. It is every way our sweetest
consolation that the personal God is still at work in the world: leviathan in
the ocean, and the sparrow on the bough, may be alike glad of this, and
we, the children of the great Father, much more. The notion of modern
philosophers appears to be that the world is like a clock which an
omnipotent phantom has set agoing, and left to run on, each wheel acting
upon its fellow by rigid law: or, as a brother remarked to me, they think the
Lord has wound up the universe like a watch, and put it under his pillow
and gone to sleep. What think you, brethren? do you find pleasure in a
world bereaved of its God? To me such philosophy is dreary, for my soul
pines for an infinite love which will give itself to me, and receive my love in
return. I am orphaned, indeed, if my Maker will not pity me as his child,
and hear my prayers, compassionate my tears, and succor and comfort me.
Babes want a mother’s heart as much as her hands. Would you wish to be
a child brought up by machinery, washed by a mill wheel, rocked by a
pendulum, fed from a pipe, dressed by a steel hand, and in fine committed
to the care of a wonderful engine which could do everything except love
you? You would miss the eyes which weep with you, and smile upon you,
the lips which kiss you and speak lovingly to you, and the dear







124


countenance which laughs as you are fondled and pressed to a warm
bosom. No, I can neither accept a steam-engine instead of my mother, nor
a set of laws in exchange for my God. There is a God who careth for all his
creatures, and maketh the grass to grow for the cattle, and herbs for the
service of man. There is a Father to whom we speak, and who hears us;
one who waters the hills from his chambers, and satisfies the earth with the
fruit of his works, to whom we may come boldly in every time of need.
Because Jehovah liveth the creatures are fed, he gives them their daily
food, they gather it, and the work is done.


The general principle of the text is, God gives to his creatures, and his
creatures gather. That general principle we shall apply to our own case as
men and women, for it is as true of us as it is of the fish of the sea, and the
cattle on the hills. “That thou givest them they gather.”


I. Our first point is this — WE HAVE ONLY TO GATHER, FOR GOD GIVES.


In temporal things: God gives us day by day our daily bread, and our
business is simply to gather it. In the wilderness the manna fell outside the
camp of Israel; they had not to make the manna, but to go out in the
morning and gather it before the sun was hot. Providence has guaranteed
all the children of God their necessary food, “Thy bread shall be given thee,
and thy waters shall be sure”; our part in the business is to go forth unto
our labor and gather it. True, in some cases needful food is not gathered
without excessive labor, but this is occasioned by the injustice of man, and
not by the arrangements of God; and when true religion shall have fully
operated upon all classes of mankind, none shall need to toil like slaves.
They shall only need to perform such an amount of labor as shall be
healthful and endurable. When no man oppresses his fellow, the work of
gathering what God gives will be no hardship, but a wholesome exercise.
The sweat of labor will then be a blessed medicine.


In this light let us view our worldly business. We are to go forth unto our
work and our labor until the evening, and to expect that bounteous
providence will thus enable us to gather what the Lord himself bestows;
and if by this means he gives us food and raiment, we are to be therewith
content. If our faith can see the hand of God in all, it will be sweet to pick
up the manna from the ground, and eat thereof with gratitude, because it
tastes of the place from whence it came.
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As to spirituals, the principle is true, most emphatically. We have, in the
matter of grace, only to gather what God gives. The natural man thinks
that he has to earn divine favor, that he has to purchase the blessings of
heaven, but he is in grave error: the soul has only to receive that which
Jesus freely gives. Mercy is a gift, salvation is a gift, all covenant blessings
are gifts, we need not bring a price in our hands, but come empty-handed
and gather what is laid before us, even as the birds gather their food, and
the cattle on the hills feed on the herbage which freely grows for them.
This is one of the first principles of the gospel. “Every good gift and every
perfect gift is from above, and cometh down from the Father of lights,” and
ours it is by faith to take our omer and fill it with the angels’ food which
has fallen all around us, take it into our tent, and there feast, even to the
full. ‘Tis God’s to give, ‘tis ours to gather. Faith’s sphere is that of the
fleece which absorbs the dew, or the pool which is filled with the rain.
Believer, this is the rule in all spiritual things; you are to be a diligent
gatherer, and to strive after high spiritual attainments, but still remember
that your heavenly Father knows what you have need of before you ask
him. These superior blessings are his gifts, and the surest way of obtaining
them is to come to him for them, and receive them by faith. You have not
to pluck covenant blessings out of a closed hand, you have only to take
from the Lord’s open palm what he delights to bestow. For you to be
straitened and poor gives no pleasure to him, rather will it delight him to
fill you with his favor, and to enrich you with all the blessings of his grace.
If the calm quiet spirit of this thought could enter our minds, how happy
we should be! We should then sit down at Jesu’s feet with Mary, and leave
Martha to fret alone. To-morrow morning, before many of our eyes are
open, the sun will be rising, and, as soon as his first beams salute the earth,
the birds of every wing will awaken, and, seeing the light, they will begin to
sing. But where is your breakfast, little bird? Where is the food for to-day
for the nest full of little ones? The birds do not know, neither are they
anxious, but they gather the first seed, or crumb, or worm which they find,
and continuing to do so all day long, they are satisfied. Yes, and when
summer is gone, and the long warm days are over, and cold winter sets in,
the birds sit and sing on the bare boughs, though frost is on the ground, for
they expect that God will give, and all they have to do is to gather. We
may learn much from little birds, — yes, even from little birds in cages, for
if those who keep them should forget to give them seed and water, they
must die, must they not? And yet they sing. They have no great store,
perhaps not enough to last them another day; but it does not fret them,
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neither do they cease their music, and I believe Luther well translated their
song when he said that it meant this : —


“Mortal, cease from toil and sorrow!
God provideth for the morrow.”


There, then, is our first head; we have only to gather what God gives.


II. Secondly, it is certain that WE CAN ONLY GATHER WHAT GOD GIVES;
however eager we may be, there is the end of the matter. The most diligent
bird shall not be able to gather more than the Lord has given it; neither
shall the most avaricious and covetous man. “It is vain for you to rise up
early, and to sit up late, to eat the bread of carefulness, for so he giveth his
beloved sleep.” “Except the Lord build the house, they labor in vain that
build it; except the Lord keep the city, the watchman waketh but in vain.”
What God gives you, you will be able to gather, but if you set about to
heap up what your avarice lusts after, no blessing will attend it. What a
difference is often seen in two men placed in the same position in life, with
the same work to do, and very much the same possessions! You see one of
them working cheerfully, happy as a king, sweetening his bread with
content and joy in the Lord; while the other murmurs and repines, envying
those who are richer, and filled with hard thoughts of God. What makes
the one happy and the other wretched? Truly, only that the one has the
grace of God to give him contentment, and so is full; and the other has a
brutish hunger and greed, and so is left to be his own tormentor. As it is
with the poor, so is it with the rich; the heart has more to do with making
us happy than our possessions have. He whose soul is full of God, and
faith, and contentment, is a truly rich man. The reflection that we can after
all gather no more than God gives, should make us restful and contented. It
teaches us our dependence upon God, and tends to lessen our self-
confidence, to moderate our desires, and to abate our cares.


Recollect, dear Christian friends, that the same remark holds good with
regard to spirituals as well as temporals. You can only gather what the
Lord grants you. Before preaching I was trying to find food for you all,
and I began to pray for it, because I remembered that I could only gather
for you what the Lord my God gave me. If I bring more than that, it will
only be chaff of my own, and not good winnowed corn from his garner. I
often need to think of this, for I have to feed a great multitude almost every
day in the week with spiritual meat. Where is the poor minister to get the
supply from if the Lord does not bring it to him? He waits, therefore, upon
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his God with humble faith and prayer, expecting that fit matter will be
suggested. You also, dear friends, can only obtain when hearing the word
what the Holy Spirit gives you. You may hear a thousand sermons, but you
will gather nothing that will really quicken or feed your souls unless the
Lord gives it to you. Unless the Spirit of the Lord puts fullness into the
word, all the hearing in the world will be nothing worth. The Holy Ghost
must take of the things of Christ, and reveal them to the inner man, or you
will be surfeited with mere words, or puffed up with human opinions, and
nothing more. “That thou givest them they gather,” and no more.


So is it when you go out to work for the Lord Jesus Christ among the
ungodly. You will win as many souls as God gives you, but no one will be
converted by your own power. When we have reason to believe that the
Lord has much people in a city, it gives us much comfort in going there. I
always do my best for my congregations, because I feel that they are
always picked persons, sent to me by my Master: if there are few they are
more than I can edify if he does not help me; and if there be many, so much
the more help will my Lord afford me. I can only gather what the Lord
gives. We may plant, and we may water too, but God must give the
increase. We shall not be a sweet savor unto God, nor a savor of life unto
life to any, unless the Almighty Spirit of the blessed God shall come forth
and work with us. Should not this lead us to much prayer? No dependence
should be placed upon man, or upon the outward form of worship, for the
most successful preacher cannot by his own power quicken the dead
sinner, or regenerate a depraved soul. The Holy Spirit must be with us, or
we prophesy in vain. The most laborious reaper in the Lord’s harvest
cannot gather more sheaves than his Master gives him. Pray for him, then,
that he may not miss his reward; pray for him that he may be strong for
labor, that his sickle may be sharp, his arm vigorous, and his harvest
plenteous, that he may bring in a glorious load of sheaves to the garner. As
for yourselves, when engaged in any service for God, take heed that you
rest not in yourselves, for you can receive nothing unless it be given you
from above. Your words will be no better than silence, your thoughts no
more than day-dreams, and your efforts wasted strength, unless the Lord
go before you.


“Without me ye can do nothing” is a truth you must never forget.


III. Observe, thirdly, that WE MUST GATHER WHAT GOD GIVES, or else
we shall get no good by his bountiful giving.
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God feeds the creeping things innumerable, but each creature collects the
provender for itself. The huge leviathan receives his vast provision, but he
must go ploughing through the boundless meadows and gather up the
myriads of minute objects which supply his need. The fish must leap up to
catch the fly, the swallow must hawk for its food, the young lions must
hunt their prey. “What thou givest them they gather.” God has not
prepared in his whole universe a single corner for an idle being. In no
society does the sluggard succeed, and it is not desirable that he should. If
a man will not work, the very best thing he can do is to die, for he is of no
use alive, he is in everybody’s way, and like a fruitless tree he cumbers the
ground. God gives, and if a man will not gather he deserves to starve. It is
so in business; everybody knows we must be diligent there, for the hand of
the diligent maketh rich. The Book of Proverbs deals very hard blows
against sluggards, and Christian ministers do well frequently to denounce
the great sin of idleness, which is the mother of a huge family of sins.
Idleness is a most contemptible vice, it covers a man with rags, fills him
with disease, and makes him a ready servant of the devil. It is a shameful
thing that God, who “worketh hitherto,” and made us on purpose that we
should work, should see us wasting time and strength, and leaving good
work unaccomplished. God will not feed you, idle man, his own verdict is
— “ neither let him eat.” If you loaf about, and say, “The Lord will
provide,” he will probably “provide” you a place in the workhouse, if not in
the county jail. If the manna falls near him, and the lazy man will not take
the trouble to gather it, his omer will not be filled by miracle, neither will
an angel be sent to carry bread and meat to his table. Up, thou sluggard,
and gather what the Lord has strewn.


The law of nature and providence holds good in spiritual things. “That thou
givest them they gather.” There is a spirit abroad in the world — not so
powerful now, thank God, as it used to be — which talks a great deal
about grace and predestination; and therein I rejoice to hear what it has to
say, but its inference from those truths is that men are to sit still, to be
passive in salvation, and to look upon themselves as so many logs, as if
they had no will in the matter, and were never to be called to an account
concerning the gospel which they hear. Now, this kind of doctrine virtually
teaches that what God gives drops into our mouths, and we need not
gather it at all; the very reverse of the Savior’s exhortation to labor for the
meat which endureth unto life eternal. Sovereign grace will not take us to
heaven by the hair of our heads, or save us in our sleep, whether we will or
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no. Such teaching would have been repudiated by the apostles, for it acts
like chloroform upon the conscience, and plunges the soul into a deadly
lethargy. The fact is, brethren, there is a predestination, and the doctrines
of election and effectual grace are true, nor may we deny them; but yet the
Lord deals with men as responsible beings, and bids them “strive to enter in
at the strait gate,” and to “lay hold on eternal life.” Such exhortations are
evidently intended for free agents, and indicate that our salvation requires
energetic action. It would not appear from Scripture that we are to lie
dormant and be merely acted upon, for “the kingdom of heaven suffereth
violence, and the violent take it by force.” Of men as well as birds it is true,
“what thou givest them they gather.” God gives you faith, but you must
believe. God gives you repentance, but you must repent. These graces are
the work of God, but they are also the acts of man. How often shall we
need to remind these brethren that the Holy Ghost does not believe for us?
How can he? Is faith a matter to be done by proxy? Neither does the Holy
Ghost repent for us; it is absurd to entertain such a notion. We must
ourselves personally believe and repent. If any man does not repent as his
own act and deed, his repentance and faith are not such as are spoken of in
Scripture, or required by the gospel. Brethren, we should pray, repent, and
believe, as much as if all these were wholly our own, but we are bound to
give God all the glory of them, because it is only by his grace that we either
can or will perform them. Men must hear the word, for “faith comes by
hearing;” they must believe the word, for without faith it is impossible to
please God, and they must repent of sin, for if sin be not forsaken pardon is
not given. They must fly to the city of refuge or the man-slayer will destroy
them. They must escape for their lives to the mountains, or the fire from
God will overwhelm them in the city of destruction. “That thou givest them
they gather.” We must gather, or we shall not have.


Brethren in Christ, we must not expect spiritual gifts without gathering
them. For instance, our souls need food, but we may not expect the Lord
to feast us unless we use the means, hear or read his word, attend to
private devotion, and the like. These are channels of grace to us, and woe
be to us if we neglect them. If you saw your friend so emaciated that you
could count his bones, and so weak that he could scarcely stand, you
would inquire what had reduced him so much, for he used to be a strong
hearty man. “My dear friend, what can it be?” You question him, and
expect him to tell you of some mysterious disease, but no, his tale is far
more simple; he confesses that he does not eat, that he has given up having
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regular meals, and very seldom takes an ounce of nourishment. You quite
understand his feebleness and decline, he is injuring his constitution by
denying it nutriment. Now, when a Christian man complains that he is full
of doubts and fears, and has no joy in the Lord as he used to have, and no
enjoyment in prayer or labor for Jesus; if you find out that he neglects all
week-night services, never goes to the prayer-meeting, reads anything
rather than his Bible, and has no time for meditation, you need not inquire
further into his spiritual malady. The man does not gather what God
provides. He lets the manna lie outside the camp, and allows the water to
flow untasted from the rock, and he must not be astonished that his soul is
not in a right condition. Christians will find that if they “neglect the
assembling of themselves together, as the manner of some is,” and if they
forget to wait upon the Lord and renew their strength, they will fall into a
miserable, weak, low condition, and their souls will be full of doubts, cares,
and anxieties, such as they never would have known if they had walked
nearer to God, and maintained intimate communion with the Savior.


As it is with ourselves, so is it with us in reference to others. God will give
us souls if we pray for them, but we must seek after them. When the Lord
calls a man to speak in his name, he intends to give him some success, but
he must be on the watch to gather it. Some ministers have preached the
gospel long, but have never seen much fruit, because they never tried to
gather it; they have had no meetings for inquirers, nor encouraged the
young converts to come to them for help. What God has given them they
have not gathered. Many professors are always wishing that the church
would increase, they would like to see an aggressive work carried on
against the world; why do they not set about it? Why stand they gazing up
into heaven? Do they expect to see souls converted without means? Dear
brethren, it will not do for us to get silly notions into our heads; up to this
day God has been pleased to use instrumentality, and until the second
advent he will continue to do so. When the Lord descends from heaven it
will be time enough for us to talk of what he will then do, but till he comes
let us continue to gather the souls he gives us. We are not in such great
need of conferences about how to win souls, as of men who will do it. I
vote for less talk and more work. We cannot have too much prayer, but we
certainly need more effort. The Lord is saying,” Get thee up, wherefore
liest thou thus upon thy face?” “Why criest thou unto me?” said he to
Hoses; “speak to the children of Israel that they go forward!” We cry,
“Awake, awake, 0 arm of the Lord I” and he replies, “Awake, awake, put
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on thy strength, O Zion!” God is awake enough, the arousing is needed by
us. We have been praying for his Spirit, and rightly enough; but the Spirit
of God is never backward, we are straitened in ourselves. He would use us
if we were vessels fit for his use. Oh that we yielded ourselves fully to the
Spirit of God to be borne which way he wills, even as the clouds are driven
by the wind; then he would draw and we should run, he would give and we
should gather.


IV. The fourth turn of the text gives us the sweet thought that WE MAY


GATHER WHAT HE GIVES. We have divine permission to enjoy freely what
the Lord bestows.


Poor sinner, whatever the Lord has given in his gospel to sinners you may
freely gather. When the manna fell in the wilderness no guards were
appointed to keep off the people. No inquiry was made as to the character
or experience of those who came to gather it; there it was, and no one was
denied. Over the heads of the people might have sounded the words,
“Whosoever will, let him come and take of the manna freely.” Tests and
qualifications there were none, and yet the special design was the feeding
of Israel. No discriminating divine cried out, “You must not come unless
you feel a law-work within, and are sensible sinners.” Not a word of the
sort was whispered. The Lord has appointed no one to keep sinners away
from the water of life, but he has chosen many to bid poor souls draw near
and drink, and the Holy Ghost himself puts forth his power to draw men to
it. Jesus says, “Him that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out,” and I for
one have no commission to discourage any, nor will I. What he gives you,
you may gather. The little birds ask no questions as to whether they may
enjoy the seeds or the worms; they see the food and take it boldly: so,
sinners, it is not for you to raise difficulties about the mercy of God:
“Whosoever believeth in the Lord Jesus Christ shall be saved,” and that
whosoever is a wide word. Thou need’st not say, “I do not know whether I
am elected.” Neither can I tell you, nor anybody else, for “the Lord
knoweth them that are his,” and none of us know anything about it, except
so far as his Spirit teaches us that we ourselves are his. Your thoughts
should run in another direction: Christ Jesus came to save sinners, are you
a sinner? “Whosoever will, let him come.” Are you willing? Then come
along with you, and quibble no longer. God does not guard his great
garden of grace as men protect their little patches, wherein they hang up
old garments or dead crows to keep the birds away. The Lord giveth freely
and upbraideth not. Certain preachers hang up the dead black crow of their
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own morbid experience to scare away poor sinners from coming to simple
faith in Jesus. The Lord has no scarecrows in his garden. Do but come,
thou blackest of sinners, and he will receive thee. The strangest bird, with
speckled wing, may freely gather what mercy gives. Whatever is preached
in the gospel as the object of faith, every one that believes may have;
whatever is promised to repentance, every one that repents may have, and
whatever is promised to coming to Christ every one that comes to Christ
shall have. “That thou givest them they gather,” for God gives it to be
gathered. He gave the manna on purpose to be eaten; he would not have
sent bread from heaven if men had not wanted it, and if he had not meant
to feed them. Grace must have been meant for sinners, it will suit no other
persons. If I have a hard heart, the Spirit of God can soften it: why should
he not do so? Here is a foul sinner, and yonder is a fountain filled with
blood which cleanses completely, why should he not wash? What was
Christ meant for but to be a Savior? And if he be a Savior, why should he
not save me? Surely when I am thirsty, and I see the water springing before
me, I may as well drink. Sinner, there is a spring open here by the grace of
our Lord Jesus, and you are come this way, and therefore I suggest to you,
and I pray the Spirit of God also to suggest it to you, that between the
fountain and the thirsty soul there ought to be a connection at once begun.
God invites you, your need constrains you, may his Spirit draw you; for
even now what he has given you may gather!


V. The last thought is, GOD WILL ALWAYS GIVE US SOMETHING TO


GATHER. It is written, “the Lord will provide.” The other day as I walked
on a common, I picked up a dead sparrow; going a little further, I found
another; and my friend said to me, “I have found another,” and he
remarked, “It must have been a bad season; these birds must have been
starved.” “No, no,” I said, “you are not going to pick up dead sparrows
killed by the weather. That cottager, over the hedge, has some rows of
young peas, and he keeps a gun.” Men kill the birds, God does not starve
them.


Brother, if you are under the guardian care of God you shall not want. If
you are your own shepherd you will probably stray into very lean pastures
one of these days; but if the Lord is your shepherd, you shall not want, he
will make you to lie down in green pastures. “The young lions do lack,” for
they take care of themselves; “but they that trust in the Lord,” although
they are very often very simple-minded and easily imposed upon,” shall not
lack any good thing,” for God will take care of them. I have often noticed
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how wonderfully poor widows manage to live and struggle through with
large families. When they were dependent upon their husbands they were
often badly off, and when their husbands died it seemed as if they must
starve; but if they are Christian women they look to God, and God
becomes their husband, and he is a far better husband than the man they
have lost. When God takes the children in hand and becomes their father,
they cannot lack; help is raised up in unexpected quarters, and they are
provided for, they can scarcely tell how. If in providence we have learned
to live by faith, we may be sure the Lord will not fail us. “He will not suffer
the soul of the righteous to famish.”


Thus is it also in spiritual things. If you are willing to gather, God will
always give. Go to the Bible and say, “Lord, give me a promise,” and you
will find one suitable to your case. Go and hear his servants, whom he has
sent; go with hearts ready to receive the word and you will not return
empty. The Lord will make us speak to your case as much as if we knew
all about you. Bring your largest vessel with you, and the Lord will fill it to
the brim. Never does a believer open his mouth wide but the Lord fills it.
Be you ready to gather, and you may be right well assured that the divine
fullness will never cease to supply your need.


Thus from a very simple text we have had our lesson; go home and feed
upon what you have gathered, and take care to bless the name of the Lord.


CLAUDE BROUSSON,
THE APOSTLE OF THE DESERT.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WHEN towards the close of the seventeenth century the French king, in a.
subtle but most oppressive manner, began to exterminate his Protestant
subjects under cover of law, Claude Brousson was their bold advocate in
the various courts in which their cases were tried. Sacrificing his own
prospects as a barrister and risking his liberty and his life, he pleaded for his
brethren before the judges as long as the semblance of justice remained. It
must be a very eloquent lamb which can plead successfully the claims of
the flock before a bench of wolves, and such was the attempt of Brousson.
Louis XIV. did not at first deny the rights which by the Edict of Nantes
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had been accorded to the Reformed Church, but he issued vexatious
decrees and placed obnoxious restrictions upon Protestants and their
worship. Rules were promulgated which could be readily made into the
occasions of offense; indeed, the ordinary worship of God could not be
carried on even in the quietest manner, and in the most retired place,
without violating some regulation or other. It would have been charity to
have said at once that the Huguenots should not live in France; it was the
refinement of cruelty to grant them liberty by law upon conditions with
which it was impossible for them to comply. Brousson used his profound
knowledge of French law with great discretion and zeal, but it was not a
case in which either learning or earnestness could avail; the despotic king
had made up his mind to crush out heresy from his dominions, and he
proceeded to do so despite the statutes of the realm, and in the teeth of
common honesty. When heretics are in the case, no faith need be kept with
them; has not the Catholic Church long taught her children this unique
morality? While Oliver Cromwell lived, the eldest son of the church knew
better than to molest the Protestants; but when the great Protector’s place
was occupied by a debauched nobody, the arguments which restrained the
tyrant’s hand were removed, and persecution laughed at oaths, charters,
and edicts.


When Claude Brousson could be of no more service to his friends in the
law courts he aided his pastor in the spiritual oversight of the church at
Nismes, of which he was an elder. Not long, however, was he to have
peace, for four hundred dragoons were suddenly marched into the city to
seize the principal Protestants, of whom he was recognized as one. A
public proclamation was issued in which he was proscribed, and all persons
were forbidden to harbor him on pain of being imprisoned and having their
houses pulled down.


The proclamation was heard by Brousson as he stood near the window of
the house to which he had retired, and his danger appeared to be imminent;
for during the night he overheard, through the partition which separated his
room from that of his host, the husband and wife deliberating what should
be done upon this painful occasion. The former declared that he should be
obliged to deliver him up, in order to escape from the penalties of the
proclamation; but the latter, in a manner worthy of her sex, asserted that
she was ready to endure any extremity rather than Brousson should be
betrayal; and they concluded their conversation by resolving that they
would confer with himself in the morning. The result was that he remained
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with them during the day; and in the evening, adopting a disguised dress,
he committed himself to the streets, in which he spent the two following
nights, anxiously watching to find an opportunity to escape from the city.
This he found while the guards were somewhat inattentive to their duties,
and with other emigrants he reached Switzerland in November, 1683. The
two ministers of Nismes were condemned, the one to be broken alive upon
the wheel and the other to be hung; but as they both escaped, the
Romanists relieved their minds by inflicting those punishments upon their
effigies.


The Protestant cantons of Switzerland received the persecuted church of
the Huguenots with open arms. As the Popish oppressions increased, vast
numbers fled from France — from thirty to ninety persons arrived every
day at Geneva — and when at length the Edict of Nantes was revoked the
numbers were greatly swollen. Two hundred ministers were among the
escaped, and as the most of them found shelter at Lausanne, that town
enjoyed a perpetual Sabbath, and from the daily prayers, preachings, and
conferences, the whole city seemed transformed into a temple of praise.
The expense of such extensive hospitality, though cheerfully borne, became
at length a burden; and although Zurich and the cantons which lay further
from the French border joyfully took their share of the service, it was a
great relief when, in reply to a petition presented by Brousson, Frederick
William, Elector of Brandenburgh, and father of the first king of Prussia,
offered a free asylum in his dominions, and the other states of Germany
followed his example. The crowds who were thus sheltered may be judged
of by the fact that in Berlin alone, where the French church had seldom
been attended by more than two hundred, the number of communicants,
without counting the mere hearers, amounted to two thousand.


As the persecution raged more and more vehemently, the rush over the
boundaries into Holland, Germany, and Switzerland increased. Not less
than six hundred ministers fled for their lives, and many of them found
almost the whole of their flocks in the places of their exile. Though the
Protestant refugees had been obliged to leave behind them houses and
lands, and the whole of their possessions of every kind, except the most
portable, they were mostly persons skilled in manufacture and trade, and
therefore, through the kindness of those among whom they found shelter,
they soon rose above abject need, and by their industry rendered their exile
comparatively comfortable. It was then that the voice of Brousson was
lifted up to stir the ministers out of their nests; it grieved his brave spirit to
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learn that there did not remain in France one of the ministers of the former
churches, and he resolved to stir up their pure minds by way of
remembrance. In a letter which he published in 1688 he used the following
arousing words: “Since you are not simple believers, but pastors also,
consider, my brethren, whether by your retirement and protracted absence,
you fulfill the obligations of your calling. It is true that men have forbidden
you to preach, but does not God command you to do it? If it had only been
men who had put you in the ministry, they might have the power to
interdict you; but since it is God who has ordained you to preach his
gospel, none but himself can impose silence upon you.” He further
observes — if, instead, of retiring before your persecutors, you had
remained in the country; if you had taken refuge in forests and caverns; if
you had gone from place to place, risking your lives to instruct and rally
the people until the first shock of the enemy was past; and had you even
courageously exposed yourselves to martyrdom — as’ in fact, those have
done who have endeavored to perform your duties in your absence —
perhaps the examples of constancy, zeal, and piety, which you thus set
forth, might have animated your flocks, revived their’ courage, and
arrested, the,, fury of your enemies.” He urged them to return at all
hazards, adding, But since the ravening wolves have entered into the fold
and are destroying the flock of Christ, the faithful minister should arm
himself with courage, go valiantly to the combat, and drag the prey from
their teeth; he should not wait until he is sought; but it is for himself to
seek the flock and expose his life for their salvation.” And he concluded,
“Let us weep together, my honored brethren, on account of the sins which
have brought upon us the terrible judgments with which we are visited; let
us humble ourselves before God; let us confess our iniquities, beseech his
mercy, and implore the aid of his Holy Spirit to enlighten, to sanctify, to
counsel, and to strengthen us. Let us renew our devotion to God and to his
cause; let us vow solemnly that from henceforward we will be faithful, and
it may be the Lord in great mercy will turn to us again and bless us.”


The publication of such sentiments created much sensation among the
escaped ministers; some defended their position with arguments which
evidently contented their own consciences, others were greatly grieved,
and one at least, in high dudgeon, styled Brousson “a fanatic, a hypocrite,
and an impious person, who meddled with matters which did not belong to
his vocation.” No doubt that wrathful brother had been at great pains to
quiet his conscience, and was naturally indignant that any one should
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endeavor again to arouse it, and give him all his trouble over again.
Brousson answered with great ability, and greater patience and piety, but
his best reply was found rather in his deeds than in his words. The angry
minister haying concluded his remarks with a challenge to Brousson “first
to return to .France himself,” Brousson, though not a minister, and
therefore having no official call to do so, resolved to take his life in his
hand, and return to the place from which he had fled. At the best this
would throw him into the position of a fugitive, hunted as a partridge upon
the mountains, and added to this was the daily risk of capture and
subjection to the horrible torture of being broken upon the wheel, a death
so full of torments that we will not dare to describe it. Our hero counted
the cost, and determining to run all risks, he prep axed himself for the
enterprise in that manner which is sure to strengthen the soul and inspire it
with divine ardor: he poured out his soul before the Lord in fervent and
continual prayer, and kept many extraordinary days of fasting and
humiliation, in which he wrestled with God that he would show him the
right way, and crown his design with success. This done, with one
companion he plunged into the danger, and was found in Southern France,
attending secret meetings in towns, addressing assemblies in lonely glens
and ravines, and hiding from his pursuers in those natural caves which
abound in the mountains around Nismes. Sometimes in lone spots carefully
chosen, and cautiously made known by a secret appointment, as many as
4,000 of the reformed would meet for worship; and as their ministers had
fled, the Spirit of God moved men from among themselves to speak the
divine word, and we are not surprised to find that among the foremost of
these was Brousson. The brethren very soon regularly appointed him to be
a pastor among them, an honor which few would have coveted, for a price
was put upon his head, and all vigilance was used by his enemies to
apprehend him.


The danger by which Brousson was now surrounded required the exercise
of the utmost caution. Several regiments of dragoons had been sent into
that part of the country, for the purpose of suppressing every kind of
meeting for religious worship by the Protestants, and especially to hinder
their holding public assemblies. It was necessary, therefore, to be informed,
as fax as possible, in what places the soldiers held garrison, and to obtain
speedy intelligence of their movements. For this information he could
generally rely upon the inhabitants, who in many instances were friendly to
the cause of the gospel. It was also necessary to proceed with promptitude,
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in order to avail himself of opportunities for engaging in his work, of
which, by timorous delays, he might otherwise often be deprived.
Accordingly, as far as practicable, he followed one uniform plan of
procedure: upon the first night of his arrival in any place, the most retired
spot in the neighborhood was selected; if in the :woods, a few lanterns
were hastily hung upon adjacent boughs; outposts were stationed to give
notice in case of discovery, and an assembly ,was addressed; not, however,
without commencing and concluding with the solemn services of prayer
and melodious praise. He proceeded thus promptly, that time should not be
allowed for his presence to be widely known, and that the assembly might
not be too numerously attended, and thereby occasion be given for its
observation by the magistrates and soldiers, or their spies. Immediately
after the conclusion of the meeting, he sought a few hours’ repose in some
hiding-place; and if be deemed it sale to stay in the same neighborhood
throughout; the following day, it was his practice to hold a more private
meeting for prayer and mutual encouragement in the morning, another at
three o’clock in the afternoon, and a third in the evening. These private
meetings were intended, one for the benefit of young persons, and the
other for his more intimate friends, who administered to his support, and
also those who were unable to attend the general service. The succeeding
night he spent in traveling to another place, as be avoided being seen
abroad by daylight, lest he should be recognized. This method he uniformly
adopted during the period of his ministry in France; and, by a punctual
observance of the regular time at which he thus held his meetings, they
were known to the friends of the cause without being discovered by his
enemies. The fact that be had arrived at a certain locality being known, was
in itself a sufficient notice that, if possible, an assembly would be held upon
the same night, or before the dawn of the next morning; and that as long as
he tarried, private meetings would be punctually maintained. In this
manner, he generally presided at three or four assemblies each week, beside
two upon the Sabbath day, one early in the morning and one at noon or
night, as might be the more prudent. Sometimes the danger of being
interrupted, or of being afterwards watched, obliged him to hold ten or
twenty of these meetings before he had been able to stay a sufficient time in
any one place to obtain adequate repose. Thus the preacher was always on
the wing, and his only opportunity for thorough rest was found upon
occasions when he found it needful to lie completely hidden in some
winding cavern in the wild deserts among the mountains, there meanwhile
suffering frequently cold and hunger, and that constant fear of surprise
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which is the most westying of all. In these lone dens he wrote many letters,
tracts, petitions, and treatises, and alternating between prayer and
penmanship, his life in his solitude was probably as profitable to the church
as when he was testifying to the flock of Christ.


Notwithstanding the malicious vigilance of his enemies, Brousson
continued to evade them. He must have been covered by the power of the
Highest, for his deliverances were both multiplied and marvelous. Had it
not been for the loving faithfulness of the godly he would have been
betrayed a hundred times, but he seemed to wear a charmed life, and his
pursuers acted as if they had suddenly been blinded just when their victim
was within their grasp. His ministry was naturally much prized by the
people, for the word of the Lord was rarely to be beard in those days, but it
had also a high intrinsic value; he spoke faithfully, impressively, and
zealously, as a man who died daily, and could not afford to run so fearful a
risk except for the highest of ends. Men in his condition are not occupied
with trifles and refinements, neither do they speak in a listless and formal
manner; their tried position keeps them close to the vitals of the gospel and
the grand realities of eternity, and imparts to all their utterances a deep
impressiveness far excelling anything which the emphasis and accent of
mere rhetoric can command. In the course of his ministry Brousson revived
the flagging zeal of the brethren, restored back-sliders, and turned many to
the faith, so that the boast of Louis that he had .crushed the Protestant
interest turned out to be an idle one, for the real ,spiritual life in the desert-
assemblies was probably greater, purer, and more fervent than any which
could have been seen among them while their temples were in their own
possession, and liberty was allowed them.


After four years and five months of toilsome and dangerous labor, our hero
was compelled to retreat to Lausanne, and this had happened none too
soon, for his health had been so impaired by his privations, and so worn
and weather-beaten was his figure, that the enthusiastic welcome which he
received from his friends was tempered by the painful sensations which his
appearance excited. The fire had not consumed him, but it had dried up the
vigor of his life. It was well that he was forced into rest, or he would soon
have been in the grave.


At this time Brousson visited England, and was received with love and
honor, as a faithful servant of the Lord Jesus, and afterwards he was
elected pastor of the Walloon church at the Hague. But the zeal which
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burned within him would not let him rest in Holland; he longed to be
among his old friends in the desert, to seek the good of those whom
persecution had driven from the faith, and to console those who remained
faithful to it. Under the. direction of guides who knew all the precipices,
fords, caves, and ravines, disguised by turns as a soldier, a shepherd, or a
merchant, he passed through France, and in every place called together the
faithful and stirred them up to constancy in the faith. Having traveled
through Normandy, as well as other parts of France, he found the dangers
of arrest to be so increasingly imminent that he again returned to
Switzerland.


In 1697 Brousson set out on his third journey to the south of France, the
journey which was to end in his death, The nature of the risks which he ran
may be guessed from the following extract from a letter from a Protestant
minister in the province of Orange to a refugee in Holland : — “ Mens.
Brousson has just escaped being taken. I am informed that this is the fourth
fearful danger which he has escaped within two months, and yet he always
maintains his wonted constancy and resignation. His preservation is a kind
of miracle, especially in the last instance, for he was betrayed. The house in
which he stayed was surrounded, but happily he had just time to descend
into a well, and to hide himself in a niche formed at the side, and near the
surface of the water. The soldiers who sought for him looked down the
well one after the other, at least twenty times, but God, who protected his
servant, did not allow them to search further, although it was known for
certain that he was in the house when the soldiers entered. He has received
letters from various parts advising him to quit the province, or that he will
be traced; but he replied, that in following his duty the Lord causes him to
experience so much consolation in the work of the ministry, and that
although ‘ he feels in himself the sentence of death,’ he trusts that God
who has delivered him from ‘ so great a death,’ and who daily delivers him,
will deliver him in time to come, so long as he shall deem it expedient for
his glory, and for his own individual salvation.” Frequently did our hero lie
hidden behind rocks while soldiers were within a few yards of him, and
sometimes he had to stand still till nearly frost-bitten, because the slightest
movement would have led to his discovery.


At length the saint became a martyr; he was betrayed by one who thirsted
like another Judas for the price of blood. The magistrate to whom he was
delivered received him with undisguised reluctance, but others of another
mind, higher in authority, were eager to seize him, and his doom was
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sealed. Short was the delay; he was condemned to be broken alive upon the
wheel after having suffered the rack, and the tortures, both ordinary and
extraordinary. When the court pronounced the sentence on him, he was not
moved in the least, but showed a most undaunted courage — a soul
incapable of fear. tie was a man above the love of life and fear of death,
absolutely and entirely resigned unto God’s will. He was brought to the
rack, stretched upon the bench, and the torture was presented to him, but
he told the commissioner that he had already told his .judge the whole truth
concerning himself; that if they had forgotten or omitted to ask him
anything more of himself, he would freely, fully, and faithfully answer
them; but if they would urge him to discover and betray others, it was
bootless in them to attempt it; for he would rather endure ten thousand
racks, and be torn into a thousand pieces, than to accuse his brethren and
dishonor his ministry. He was spared the torture, and, being loosened from
the rack, he repeated aloud — “At all times I will bless The Lord my God;
his worthy praise His glory and renown always My mouth shall still
express.” Break forth, my soups glad voice; Boast in thy Savior dear: The
faithful meek thereof shall hear And shall with me rejoice.” Psalm xxxiv.


The courage and meekness of Brousson had wrung this favor from the
intendant, by whose order it was that the pain and torture had been
remitted. Another remarkable evidence immediately afterwards occurred of
the influence of his piety, together with the gracious supports which he
received in maintaining the truth in his last conflict; when the intendant had
passed sentence upon him that he must die, he sent two learned Dominican
friars to try whether they could gain him over to their religion. They
reasoned a long time with him, but Brousson defended the cause of Christ
and of the truth with such strength of evidence, that the friars gave ground,
and were in such a manner convinced and silenced, that they could not
answer him. Indeed, the arguments of a man that suffers death in
confirmation of the faith which he hath taught, carry a great weight with
them, and that same grace which converted the executioners of the
primitive Christians was pleased to display its efficacy on these two friars.
They desired at parting to embrace Brousson, who, observing their
emotion, pressed them most earnestly to give glory unto God, and to
abandon their idolatrous religion, telling one of them in particular that it
was his highest interest so to do, and to defer no longer; “for,” said he,
“the coming of the Lord draweth nigh, and I am verily persuaded that you
and I shall meet again in a very short time.” The event ratified the truth of
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his prediction, for the said friar died three days after Brousson, at which
the survivor was so terrified that he quitted his convent and fled to
Amsterdam.’


Whilst these things were transacting in the citadel, the carpenters were
busily engaged in erecting a scaffold in the midst of the esplanade, a space
of ground between the citadel and the city, the scene of countless
martyrdoms in the intendancy of De Basville. At about four o’clock in the
afternoon, Brousson was conducted from prison to suffer his awful
sentence. By his side walked the Abbe Camarignain, the lieutenant of the
citadel, and an officer of the Presidial Court. He was unfettered, and did
not appear, as was usual with criminals, only in a shirt, but in his ordinary
dress, with his hat and wig. A guard of soldiers formed the escort, and two
battalions were stationed in lines upon the esplanade. No insult was
allowed to be offered to him, nor was he plagued with those impertinent
comforters that inofficiously thrust themselves upon the dying Protestants;
I mean (says Mr. Quick) monks, priests, and Jesuits. My author, who was
an eye-witness of his martyrdom, informs me that he behaved like a true
Christian of an invincible spirit — one who triumphed over death. Nearly
twenty thousand spectators attended, most of the nobility of the city and
country, besides many foreigners, all desirous to catch a glance of the
person who had so long pursued such an extraordinary career. But
especially the Protestants were interested in the scene, many of whom
came from a distance of thirty miles and more, hoping to hear some of his
last words and to receive his parting benediction; in this, however, they
were disappointed, effectual means having been taken that none but those
immediately near him should be able to catch his voice. From the moment
of his appearance, until he had ceased to live, the drums of the regiments,
amounting to more than twenty, beat a quick march. As he walked, he took
notice of no one, although as he passed by them, the people wept and
groaned; but he continued in earnest prayer, with his eyes and hands lifted
up to heaven. The composure with which he ascended the scaffold, and his
heavenly countenance, bespoke the calmness that reigned in his soul. To
the captain of Count de Broglio’s guards, who had escorted him to
Montpellier, he gave his watch, and to one of the intendant’s messengers,
who had waited upon him during his imprisonment, he presented his cloak.
This done, he essayed to utter a few words as his dying testimony, but the
drummers hereupon beating an alarm, he briefly protested that, whatever
might be said to the contrary, his only object in returning into France was
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to fulfill his ministry, in exhorting his brethren to steadfastness; and that he
had never failed to inculcate obedience in all things which did not interfere
with duty to God. In his last act of devotion, he prayed in few and modest
terms for grace to support him in his own solemn situation, but with
animation and fluency breathed out fervent petitions in behalf of his
suffering brethren, the nation, and its sovereign and magistrates. He then
proceeded himself to put off his clothes to the shirt, and yielded himself to
be placed upon the wheel, the spokes of which were let into it in the form
of a St. Andrew’s cross. As his hands and feet were being bound thereto by
ropes, he observed calmly, “It is a comfort to me that my death hath some
resemblance to that of my Lord,” At this moment his sentence was again
read to him; and, to the surprise of all that heard it, and subsequently to the
spectators beyond the reach of hearing it, it announced that he was to be
strangled to death, and afterwards broken. “This,” remarks Sir. Quick,
“was an unexpected favor. God doth sometimes soften lions.” :Mr. Quick
further relates this very affecting incident. The executioner, having fastened
him, went down the scaffold, and, being just under the holy martyr, when
he had strangled him, the billet brake in his hand, so that Brousson came to
himself’ again and prayed. The Abbe Camarignain, hearing him call upon
God, came near to him, and Brousson seeing him, said “.Slay God
Almighty reward your great charity towards me, and grant us this mercy,
that we may see each other’s face in paradise.” These were the last words
Claude Brousson was heard to speak in this world. When he was dead they
immediately brake him upon the wheel, and afterwards, according to the
usual custom, the wheel, with its burden, was raised upon poles, an
exhibition, certainly not such as it was intended to be — of infamy — but
of triumph.


Thus was another added to the white-robed band who are more than
conquerors, having passed through great tribulation and washed their robes
in the blood of the Lamb. May this brief memoir, which we have carefully
condensed, lead many of our readers to exhibit the like courage and self-
sacrifice.
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NOTES.


WE are proceeding with Vol. IV. of the “Treasury of David,” as rapidly as
possible, and a large part of it is in the printer’s hands, but it is not a work
which we can hurry over, for we desire to do it well.


We are sorry to be compelled to omit the continuation of Mr. Carr’s
remarkably  able article upon “Melchizedek.” This deeply interesting paper
will be continued next month.


Having with all our heart and soul denounced priests, some genius in one
of the daily papers accuses us of want of charity, and intimates that there is
not much likeness between us and the monk who brought Christianity to
England. We can assure this scribbler that we hope there is no similarity,
for all that his blessed monk did was to force Popery upon a nation, which
had long before received the knowledge of the gospel by means of
apostolical or Baptist missionaries. It would have been a great blessing if
that monk had never touched these shores, and it will be a day of jubilee
when the last monk, friar, nun and priest shall die out from among men.
Charity to priests is like charity to tigers and rattle-snakes; let those feel it
who can. They have their civil rights, and no one wishes to deprive them of
them; but, as to being at all velvety in our speech concerning them, we are
not to the manner born, and shall never learn it.


With deep regret we mark how far the Congregationalists appear to be
straying from the old orthodoxy’s. One of them informs us that the wicked
will be annihilated, and another that they will be ultimately restored —
which are we to believe? Our own intention is to labor with all our might
to save men from “everlasting punishment.” We do not wonder, after the
cloudy atonement in which some Independents believe, that they are also
bent upon evaporating the law as well as the gospel. So far from Baptists
wishing to form one body with the Independents, such things as these
create fresh gulfs between us. They have often told us that there is no
reason for two denominations, and we suppose that they are resolved to
create a reason. Some of us would almost as soon be identified with the
Church of England as with the Congregational Union, now that its
members allow the grossest errors to be vented in its assemblies almost
without protest. Surely there are some of the old Puritan sort left who will
stand up for the faith once delivered unto the saints.
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The annual meeting of the Stockwell .Orphanage was a very happy one. A
fine .day, a large attendance, great interest, and much liberality, are items
which tend to make a fete agreeable. Nearly £200 was the amount brought
in; but our funds are still at a low ebb, for in twenty days that amount has
vanished like dew from the grass when the sun arises. We heartily thank
those friends who have entertained some of our orphans during the
holidays, and we are also grateful for presents in kind. It is a happy work
to care for the fatherless; we invite all our readers to join us in the pleasure.


We have received most pleasant letters from our brethren, Messrs. Charles
Brown and Robert Spurgeon, in India. We hope they will make two of the
most efficient missionaries of modern times. The Lord grant it. Our earnest
desire and prayer for our church and college are that many missionaries
may be raised up among us and thrust forth among the heathen.


Now is the time for open air preaching’. No minister should keep within
the walls of a building when he can preach the gospel upon the beautiful
green sward with the blue heavens above him. Brethren, come out of your
dens and corners, and make the gospel to be heard by those who are
ignorant of it. Fishermen do not wait for the fish to swim to them, but they
go after them. Turn out into the highways and hedges and compel the
people to come in. In great cities, where there are no fields accessible, use
halls etc., and in some way reach the outside non-hearing masses.


Mr. Wenger, one of the most esteemed of our missionaries, who has come
home for his health, tells a most affecting story of a number of shipwrecked
sailors, who took to the boat, but were lost upon the sea for thirty days,
with only nine days’ provisions. Each day began with prayer and the
reading of our “Morning by Morning,” which gave them great comfort.
Divine providence caused them to be taken up by the vessel in which Mr.
Wenger was sailing just as they were ready to perish.


Right royal actions deserve to be recorded. The Messrs. Cory, of Cardiff,
have generously allotted to the Stockwell Orphanage £1,000 worth of
shares, fully paid up, in their new colliery, and they have given the same
amount to the College. This will almost exactly free both institutions from
rates and taxes, and we feel deeply grateful for it. If wealthy men thus gave
of their substance as a general thing, the Lord’s exchequer would be filled
to the brim.
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A clergyman writes to inform us that the gout is sent to us as a judgment
from God for opposing the Church of England. If a swollen leg proves that
a man is under God’s displeasure, what would a broken neck prove? We
ask the question with special reference to the late Bishop of Oxford. As for
the information that on account of our late speech at the Liberation
Society’s meeting we shall soon have another attack, and in all probability
will be carried off by it, we will wait and see if it be true. Despite the fact
that the writer claims to be a clergyman, we are no more disturbed than if
he had signed his name Zadkiel. The amount of bitterness which the post
has brought us during the last month has proved to our own satisfaction
that our blows have not missed the mark; but none write so furiously as
our Evangelical friends, who probably are more uneasy in their consciences
than others of the State-church clergy.


We have only two numbers more to issue and “The Interpreter” will be
complete. We hope that our subscribers will aid our efforts to improve
family devotion, by purchasing this work.


Our settlements of students for this month are numerous and hopeful. Mr.
Cox has gone to the church at Market Harboro’, whilst our young brother
Higgins has commenced his work as an evangelist, from which we expect
much good. Mr. Haines has settled at Eye, in Suffolk, and Mr. Javan with
the friends at Lower Norwood, and Mr. Tomkins abides at Barking. Mr.
Charlton has accepted the invitation of the church at Maldon, in Essex. Mr.
Strong has left to carry on the work at Fareham, which promises much
success Mr. Hetherington has settled at West Hartlepool, and Mr. Roberts
has gone for three months to try and raise a cause at Aldershot.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : — May 21,
nineteen May 28, eighteen; June 4, eighteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST, 1874.


STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE.


A FEW WORDS BY C. H. SPURGEON.


LOOKING over our visitors’ book at the Orphanage the other day we were
much pleased with the following entry from the pen of a Manchester
gentleman, dated June 4th, i874, and we thought our friends would like to
read it too : —


“I am much pleased with all I have seen at the Orphanage. It struck me that
the lads could not be much happier in heaven than here. They are buoyant
and hearty, and the dogged and frightened look which is seen in the
children of many large institutions is absent here. Much pleased with the
style of the education. The boys are turned out fitted to occupy a post in
the strictest merchant’s office, and the writing and power of accounts
which some of the elder boys possess far exceed the average of the middle-
class schools which I have visited. The boys are not crammed as in many
elementary schools, but are well grounded in everything that is taught here.
May the Lord bless all who bless this institution either by service or
contribution. I cannot suggest an improvement.”


Our visits to certain most admirable institutions have sometimes pained us,
because we could not avoid noticing just that one fly in the ointment which
our visitor seems to have observed also. Children can be drilled into an
unnatural order, which is wonderfully taking with crusty disciplinarians, but
involves either wretchedness or hypocrisy in the young machines. Kittens
will never make good cats unless they are allowed to be kittens while
kittenhood lasts. In after life children who are kept under a cast-iron rule
break loose, and under the influence of a powerful but natural reaction,
frequently become the wildest and most irreligious of men. When religion
is associated with all that is stern, gloomy, and repressive, it becomes
distasteful, and is avoided as soon as the boy enters upon the liberty of
manhood. “I had a sickener of it at school” is a saying which we have
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heard more than once from men whom we have tried to influence for true
religion. Our rule at the Orphanage is firm; anything like sin is repressed
with a strong hand, and incorrigibly vicious boys, who sometimes get in
among us, are weeded out when nothing else will do, for our institution is
not a reformatory, nor do we intend to make it so: but the boys enjoy a
large measure of freedom, and fun, and frolic. Manly exercise and country
rambles are as much a part of our course as reading, writing, and
arithmetic; hence while with us our boys are natural in their manners and
buoyant in their spirits, and as a rule when they go from us they give
satisfaction to their employers and succeed in life. Under the divine
blessing the intention of the sister who founded the Orphanage is being
realized more and more, and our own heart is glad. We cannot bear to see
the workhouse, pauper look upon lads; we want them to be manly, bright-
faced, wide-awake, and ready to do right because of inward principle and
not because of outward constraint.


We have daily need of the prayers of our kind supporters, for every time
we take new boys there is a season of anxiety and trouble. Coming from
abodes of poverty, they generally, before many days, develop some
cutaneous disorder, and having frequently been neglected, because their
mothers were obliged to be out at work for them, they bring with them the
morals of the streets, and sometimes gross vices, learned from evil
companions. It is positively astounding how precocious in wickedness even
little boys will become. A little fellow of eight years of age was once a
torment to us, he seemed to be an apostle of iniquity, and though reproved
and chastened, he persevered in-evil with an obstinacy quite amazing, and
influenced others of whom we hoped better things. It was clear in his case
that, whatever we might think of the value of children’s souls, Satan set
great store by them, and put forth all his power to hold them and use them
for his own purposes. Nothing but conversion is of any avail in such
instances; the evil spirit will not be curbed, and must be cast out by the
divine power, but till that is put forth the mischief done in our happy
kingdom is painfully harassing to those concerned in it, and we shall be
right glad to have a band of helpers who remember our little ones before
the throne of the heavenly grace, and so call in celestial succors to our aid.
We have a greater need than even heads of families, for into their smaller
domain little ones are sent, with fallen natures it is true, but not with the
added superfluity of haughtiness, which comes of bad example, and low
associations. Fathers and mothers have their hands and hearts full, but in
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addition to divine grace they have near and dear ties of natural affection,
which have a potent influence in restraining from disobedience; these we
have not till gratitude creates a somewhat similar force, and while that
force is being generated the little sinner plays the rebel, and is a leaven for
evil in our community. It is right to say that some children come to us with
the benediction of a mother’s prayers, and are notable exceptions to the
rule, but as we dare not exclude a child because his mother is not a devout
woman, we must always have a large proportion of neglected orphans, and
Christian pity would hardly desire to shirk so good a work because of the
consequent trial; rather would all of us gird ourselves the more earnestly to
our labor, and by more prayer call down the larger blessing which the
circumstances demand.


For one thing we praise God at every remembrance of the work. We have
in Mr. Charlesworth, the head master, a man who loves the children’s
souls, and mingles firmness with a degree of forbearance and affection
which come not to all men. Our other teachers, matrons, nurses, and
servants occupy their spheres so admirably, and are all so willing, able, and
attentive, that what would otherwise be a terrible burden is an easy yoke to
us. We have not in a twelvemonth in our large family one tittle as much
trouble as falls to the lot of many ordinary households; in fact, for long
periods we have no jar of sufficient importance to reach our ears.
Infirmities and mistakes are unavoidable, but not once in the whole history
of the Orphanage have these caused us any serious anxiety, or even given
us an hour’s distress. Kind helpers have doubtless borne burdens in our
stead, and their love is recorded in heaven. The Lord bless them for it, and
especially remember those who may have escaped our grateful recognition
as yet. The beloved brethren associated with us as co-trustees would, we
are sure, join in our grateful expressions, while towards those brethren
themselves and the secretary our heart is full of love, esteem, and
thankfulness, for they are true yoke-fellows in the Lord’s work. Long may
they be spared to us. Some people can see no good in their fellow-workers,
and much evil in those whom they employ; perhaps their experience has
been unhappy; ours has been such that we wonder how such suitable
helpers ever came to us, and have remained so kindly faithful, and we can
only attribute it to the gracious providence of the Father of the fatherless.
Being quite unable personally to claim any special virtues, it is with
unaffected humiliation of soul, caused by sincere gratitude, that we record
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thus publicly a part of the loving-kindness of the Lord in connection with
this labor of love.


We hope our readers are not weary of these personal acknowledgments,
and lest they should be we close them by thanking hundreds of them for the
thoughtful manner in which they have helped to supply the daily needs of
the institution. May they have a rich return in their own families. If they
count us faithful to our trust, let them assist us still, and remember that if
one brother finds a joy in taking so heavy a responsibility, and a little staff
rejoice to labor continually with him, it is but just that no unnecessary
temptation to anxiety about money matters should be cast in the way of
either the leader or his coadjutors. While we thus speak we cannot but add
our solemn declaration of firm confidence that our God will supply all our
need.


NOTES


OUR work for use at family worship, which for lack of a better title we
named the “Interpreter,” now approaches so nearly to completion that we
hope the bound volume will be procurable on the first of September. It will
cost twenty-five shillings in cloth, but as it is a book for daily use our
friends will do better to purchase copies in a more lasting binding. Those
who have the numbers can procure the covers and have them bound. This
has been a very laborious work to us, for, short as the remarks often are,
we have read many of the best writers upon each book before sitting down
to pen our own notes. It would have been easier to make the book larger,
for it takes much labor to condense. Any family having our “Interpreter”
will have lessons for morning and evening throughout the year all ready for
use, and we hope it will not only be convenient to the heads of the
household but instructive to the family. Several who have used it so far,
have given us their grateful testimony in its favor. Nothing but a large sale
can remunerate the publishers for the expense involved in bringing out such
a work. It will be in outward appearance a noble volume, and we hope will
make an acceptable wedding present. Cases for binding, 2s. 6d.


Our Orphan Boys are to have a day’s treat at Margate, August 5th. Friends
who would like to go with them can procure tickets at the Tabernacle or
Orphanage for 3s. 6d., there and back. Train leaves Victoria 7.45, Clapham
7.50, Brixton 7.53, and returns from Margate at 7.40. As we have had to
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guarantee a certain number we shall be glad if friends will avail themselves
of the opportunity. As the expense of this treat cannot be paid out of the
regular funds, Mr. Charles-worth and ourselves will be glad to receive a
few donations to pay for it. A day at the seaside is a great pleasure to our
boys, and we believe many friends would like to help to give them the
enjoyment. Margate friends are, we hear, upon the move towards
entertaining the children, and we are very grateful to them under a lively
sense of favors to come.


We still need some £2,500 to complete and furnish the College, and our
friends propose to hold a bazaar the week after Christmas, or thereabout.
We shall be very glad of the help of all our contributors, for we want to
have this work done out of hand, and finished without another appeal. So
far every payment has been made with punctuality, but we have refrained
from giving orders for many necessaries because the money to pay for
them is not yet in hand.


In answer to inquiring friends, we beg to say that Mrs. Bartlett’s class is
carried on by her with as much vigor and success as ever. Her health is
always feeble, but strength is given as required, and her words are so much
attended with · divine power that large numbers from her class are
constantly added to the church.


The Lord’s work at the Tabernacle prospers.’ Among the converts have
been several Roman Catholics and Ritualists, who have become weary of
the emptiness of sacramentarianism, and are glad to find rest in the full and
finished salvation of Jesus Christ. On the 24th instant we held a noble
meeting of the Bermondsey Mission, conducted by Mr. W. Olney, jun. By
this effort 102 persons have been added to the church. God is with the
earnest band, and souls are won.


For a reply to Bishop Fraser’s remarks upon our conversion, we would
refer our readers to our sermon, “Is Conversion Necessary?” which can be
had in book form for one penny. We have endeavored, in a Christian spirit,
to vindicate the gospel doctrine of conversion, and we trust the discourse
will be profitable.


On the 14th instant we opened a new :Baptist chapel at Surbiton, near
Kingston. The ground was given us by a generous friend, and the London
Baptist Association gave £1000 towards the erection. We hope Surbiton
will prosper. We are anxious to found Baptist churches where there is need
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for them, and shall be always glad to hear of earnest friends who will
cooperate with us in taking the gospel to destitute neighborhoods.


We rejoice to see that the friends at Victoria Chapel, Wandsworth Road
are building schools. They deserve help.


Government has made two attempts to patch up the old house of
Establishment, but the concern is too rickety to bear any extensive repairs.
:Pieces of new cloth pieced into old garments make the rent worse, and
this will be the result of the Patronage Bill and the Public Worship Bill. Mr.
Disraeli, without intending it, has commenced the separation of Church and
State.


Our earnest evangelist, Mr. Higgins, is ready to visit the churches of the
College Conference. He is an earnest soul-winner, and willing to be always
at work. We hope he will find many open doors.


In answer to C. S. we would remark that to preach in the same pulpit as
another man should not be construed into an endorsement of his views. If
we are asked to preach a sermon for a good brother and afterwards find
that he has also engaged a preacher whom we cannot regard as sound in
the faith upon all points, are we to break our word and run away from
preaching the gospel? It does not seem to us to be right to act in such a
manner. Perhaps in future it may be well to ask the question, Who else is to
take part in the anniversary services? For then it will be open to the
preacher to decline the invitation; but after a promise is once made it ought
to be kept, and if necessary the statement may be publicly given that the
course taken does not involve agreement with the error held by the other
preacher. It must be a very extreme case indeed which would justify a
man’s refusal to keep a positive engagement. By the way, the habit of
putting down upon bills a number of names of speakers who never appear
is not very creditable. Who is to be blamed? The issuers of the bills, or the
parties whose sweet names are not duly answered to when the muster-roll
is read?


The College Session commences August 4. Young men who would wish to
enter should now apply, so as to be in time for next session, which comes
after the Michaelmas quarter- day. Applicants must be preachers of some
experience and ability, sound in the faith, and earnest in soul, or we cannot
receive them; of such brethren we cannot have too many; we will take all
who offer if they be really such. No considerations of poverty or







153


backwardness in education need prevent earnest and efficient speakers
from applying to us. Brethren, pray the Lord to send us the right men, and
to bless them when they come.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : — June 22,
nine; June 2,5, eleven. By Mr. J. T. Wigner, July 2, eleven.







154


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER, 1874.


ECCENTRIC BUT USEFUL


WHEN the population of the United States was sparse and widely-
scattered, the public services of religion could not have been maintained at
all if the Lord had not raised up a race of zealous itinerants, who passed
rapidly from one hamlet or homestead to another, and, by their intense
earnestness, kept alive the sacred fire. We allude to a period ranging from
one hundred years back to within half-a-century of the present date. The
men of that time were necessarily strong physically, o,: they could not have
borne the hardships of their wandering miss/on, and they were also sturdy
mentally, and needed to be, for they met with people who required
vigorous handling. Of course they were rough and unrefined — what could
they have effected had they been otherwise? Of what use would a razor be
in clearing a forest? Very frequently they were wildly humorous as well as
vehemently zealous, but probably this play of their spirits was needful to
keep them from sinking down under the burdens of their uncomfortable
and trying circumstances. At any rate, they did the work which God gave
them to do, and left America a Christian instead of a heathen country,
which last it might readily have become had it not been for their efforts.
We do not commend all that they did, much less hold them up for
imitation, but we think it profitable to see how others did their work, and
therefore we present to our readers’ notice Jacob Gruber, of whom his
contemporaries said, “He is a character, and copies no man.” Our present
article consists of extracts from a biography written by W. F. Strickland,
which has not been published in this country, and it will give some idea of
Gruber’s usefulness; his eccentricities will be more clearly seen in a second
paper, which we hope to insert next month.


“At the beginning of the present century there appeared at the seat of the
Philadelphia Conference a young man from Bucks county, Pennsylvania,
who was impressed with the conviction that it was his duty to preach. The
homestead which he had left was the place of his birth, which occurred
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February 3, 1778. His parents, whose Christian names were John and
Platina, were of German descent, and had been brought up in the faith of
the great leader of the Reformation. The German Reformed Church was
among the earliest organized in Pennsylvania, and for many years, in the
particular section about which we are writing, that denomination had the
exclusive control of the religious interests of the neighborhood. The time,
however, came when this quiet was broken. Two itinerant Methodist
preachers had divided up the country into circuits, and claiming to be
successors of the apostles themselves, thought it no robbery to imitate
them in traversing the country, and preaching the gospel whenever they
found an open door. The strangeness of their manner, and the wonderful
earnestness of their preaching, attracted the attention of the people,
particularly the younger portion, and the cabins and barns where they held
forth were crowded.


“Young Gruber listened to these circuit preachers with amazement; and
though they were denounced by the staid and sober Reformers as wild and
fanatical, he nevertheless felt strangely drawn to their meetings. There was
such a fervor in their prayers, such a zeal and earnestness in their
preaching, and such a power in their songs, that he was entirely fascinated,
and soon became convinced of the need of conversion. To obtain a thing so
desirable, he made a solemn vow that he would pray seven times a day. His
prayers for a change of heart were soon answered, and with gladness he
went with his parents to the place of meeting, and with them joined the
Methodist church.


“That the reader may have a correct description of the religious condition
of this particular neighborhood, we give an account prepared by Gruber
himself. He says: ‘ The Methodist preachers came into the neighborhood,
and held several meetings. As the result of their labors a revival
commenced, and quite a number of persons were converted and professed
a knowledge of sins forgiven.’ Some of the members of the German
minister’s church went to the old gentleman, expressing a desire to know
something about this new doctrine. In reply to their inquiries about the
knowledge of forgiveness, he said: ‘ I have been a preacher more than
twenty years, and I do not know my sins forgiven, and indeed it is
impossible that any one should know it.’ It was not considered very
wonderful by some that this preacher should be in darkness on that subject,
as he frequently became intoxicated. An aged woman, a member of the
German church, at one of the revival meetings where some were praising
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God for having pardoned their sins, stood thoughtfully shaking her head
and said, ‘ It could not be, for if they had to answer a hundred and sixty
questions, as she had before she got religion, they would learn that it could
not be obtained in such quick time.’


“Among the early itinerants who visited Pennsylvania about this time was
the eccentric Valentine Cook. He was fresh from the halls of Cokesbury
College, and perhaps the first native college-bred preacher that had
appeared in the American Methodist church. When Cook made his
appearance, and it was rumored that he was a graduate of a college, he
attracted general attention. The German Reformed, like several other
churches we could name, entertained the idea that no man could possibly
be qualified to preach who had not received a classical education; and
hence vastly more respect was paid to Cook than to any of his colleagues
in the ministry. His learning, however, did not always avail to insure him
respect, as the following incident will show : — After traveling a whole
day without refreshment in a region where he was not known, he called a
halt in the evening at the house of a German and asked if he could obtain
feed for his horse and something for himself to eat. Being a tall, gangling,
rough-looking specimen of humanity, the good woman, who was engaged
in spinning, mistook him not for a German but an Irishman. She was not at
all favorably impressed with his appearance, but at her husband’s request
she procured a lunch for him and returned to her wheel, saying to her
husband somewhat petulantly in German, she hoped the Irishman would
choke in eating. After Cook had finished his repast he asked the privilege
to pray, which being granted he knelt down and offered up a fervent
petition in German. In his prayer he besought the Lord to bless the kind
woman at the wheel and give her a new heart, that she might be better
disposed towards strangers. Such a personal reflection was more than the
good woman could stand, and she left her wheel and ran from the house
overwhelmed with chagrin at her wicked wish.


“We mention these incidents for the purpose of giving the reader some idea
of the times in which young Gruber commenced his religious career. Being
a sprightly lad, he was soon called out to exercise his gifts in public prayer
and exhortation. As usual in such cases a storm of persecution arose, not
only from those who were outside of the church and the family, but his
own household. Father, mother, brothers, and sisters, as if by one consent,
rose up against the young exhorter, and he was obliged to leave home and
seek more congenial quarters elsewhere. Some of the more zealous
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Methodists interpreted this differently from what young Jacob had
imagined, and persuaded him that it was a clear indication of Providence
that it was his duty to abandon everything for the exclusive work of the
ministry. Tiffs interpretation of Providence was soon after verified. As he
went on his way afoot and alone to the town of Lancaster he met one of
the itinerants, who in a short conversation convinced him of the duty of
entering upon the ministry, and sent him to an adjoining circuit to fill a
vacancy, He accordingly procured a horse and went to the appointment.
There was some diversity of opinion about the propriety of this course,
even among the preachers. He had a white horse, and one of them jocosely
remarked: ‘Well, you have got on the pale horse; death and hell will follow
you; only take care that you don’t let them get before you.’ Another
remarked that ‘ he would kill himself in six months;’ and still another
affirmed that, such was his zeal and physical exertion, tone month would
put him to rest.’ None of these things, however, seemed to move this
young son of Vulcan (for he was a blacksmith by trade), and, as before
stated, he found himself at the place of holding the conference, in the year
1800.


“As the conference embraced sickly regions in its territory, he knew not
but he might be sent by the intrepid Asbury to some one of these localities,
if for no other purpose than to try his mettle. Many a young man has
finished his course in one year’s service; but not so with Gruber. He had a
powerful constitution, an iron frame capable of enduring an amount of
hardship, labor, and fatigue which made him the wonder of all his
ministerial companions. He had some intimations that he would be sent
down to Delaware; but when the appointments were announced by the
bishop his name was connected with Tioga circuit. ‘ Instead, therefore, of
going down,’ as he remarked, ‘ I had to go up — up rivers and mountains,
and take my degrees among lakes, rivers, and Indians.’


“The second year of our young itinerant’s ministry was spent on the
Oneida and Cayuga circuit, embracing a large field in Western New York.
Vast tracts of wilderness interposed between the appointments, and new
hardships were to be endured. :Nothing daunted, he scaled the mountains,
penetrated the woods, and sought the cabins nestling among them, that he
might preach the gospel to their inmates. Here he labored with the most
unremitting zeal and diligence. Through his fervent appeals many were
awakened and converted.
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“Samuel Howe, an old itinerant, relates an incident illustrative of Gruber’s
power in prayer. At a quarterly meeting held in a barn in this part of the
country, after a most impressive and powerful sermon from the presiding
elder, M’Lenahan, Gruber engaged in prayer. ‘ It seemed,’ says Father
Howe, ‘ to resemble the day of Pentecost; the barn was shaken, and the
people simultaneously sprang to their feet, while shouts of joy and cries for
mercy filled the place. Many fell to the floor, and others were filled with
fear, and fled in the greatest consternation.’


“At a certain place on this circuit there lived a man who had been in great
distress of mind, bordering on despair. He wept much and prayed almost
constantly, but found no relief. He was visited by Graber, who conversed
with him for a considerable length of time, quoting such passages of the
Bible as were applicable to his case. He could not, however, be persuaded
that any promise was for him, as he believed his day of mercy and hope
were gone for ever. The following colloquy then ensued between Graber
and the despairing man : —


“‘ What will become of you?’ ‘ I shall be lost.’ ‘ Where will you go?’ ‘ To
hell.’ ‘ But if you go there you will have it all to yourself.’ ‘ What do you
mean?’ ‘I mean just what I say: if you go to hell weeping and praying you
will scare all the devils away, for I never heard or read of one going to hell
weeping and praying.’ At this a smile came over his face like sunshine on a
cloud; his despair was gone, and hope fall and joyous sprung up in his soul.


“At the next conference Gruber was sent to the Winchester circuit, having
for a colleague a young man by the name of Richards. This young itinerant
in a great measure destroyed his usefulness by getting the crotchet in his
head that, to maintain ministerial dignity, he must put on some extra airs of
reserve and sanctity. Not being afflicted with the dyspepsia, which
invariably gives a somber hue to the countenance, it became necessary for
him to assume a solemn appearance. A ‘ sad countenance,’ as our old
English version has it, in the description of the Pharisees in the days of the
Savior, has never been regarded as the true index of spirituality. One of the
old preachers who had outlived his day, and was constantly playing upon
the thousand-stringed harp, ‘Ye are fallen! ye are fallen!’ remarked on a
certain occasion that he wished some of the old preachers were as solemn
as that young man. Bishop Asbury, who was present when this remark was
made, smilingly said: ‘ Do you make any allowance for solids and fluids?’
When the dyspepsia became a fashionable complaint among preachers such
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an allowance was made. We recollect a reply once made by a light-hearted,
joyous, talented young preacher to a .pious lady, who reprovingly said to
him, ‘ I wish you would be as serious as Brother C.’ ‘ Ah!’ said the young
brother laughingly, ‘ when I get the dyspepsia as bad as he has it, I will, no
doubt, be equally serious.’


“Religion is the sunlight of the soul, and irradiates with brightness and
beauty the medium through which it shines. A ‘ sad countenance’ indicates
a sad heart; but as religion is ‘ joy unspeakable and fullness of glory,’ all
gloom and despondency are driven away by the brightness of its coming.


“He had now been six years in the work of the ministry, and had exhibited
such good proof of his fidelity and success that the good Bishop Asbury
deemed him qualified for the more responsible post of presiding elder, and
accordingly, in the year 1807 he was appointed to the presidency of
Greenbrier district. It embraced a wild region of country in Virginia, said to
be the roughest in the bounds of the Baltimore Conference. It extended
into North Carolina, taking in its sweep the wildest portion of the
Cumberland Mountains and Tygart’s Valley. To use his own language, he
had ‘ hard work, rough fare, and bad roads;’ but by way of offset to these
disadvantages he had ‘great meetings.’ Towards the close of the year
camp-meetings were held on every circuit, of which there were eight. At
these camp-meetings hundreds were converted, indeed, a camp-meeting in
those days without numerous conversions and large accessions to the
church would have been a much greater wonder than to witness such a
revival at our fashionable camp-meeting picnics of the present day.


“At that time even a quarterly meeting was considered dull and profitless
indeed, unless souls were converted and added to the church, and a revival
inaugurated for the coming quarter. In describing these camp-meetings
Gruber said: ‘ Some complained about too much wildfire, and called the
preachers the fire company; but we wanted fire that would warm and melt,
not tame-fire, fox-fire, and the like. Some say ice is water fallen asleep.
Some cry, Water, water, till all the fire is put out and nothing but ice
remains. Then it is a cold time, a winter state truly.’ During the three years
on this district he experienced many hardships, enough to try the faith of
the most stern and sturdy in the itinerant ranks. In describing his labors he
says: ‘ My travels among the Pendleton and Greenbrier Mountains were
hard and severe. One very cold night in the winter I took a path for a near
way to my stopping place, but got out of my course, wandered about
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among the hills and mountains, and went to the top of one of them to see
clearings, or hear dogs bark, or roosters crow, but all in vain. After
midnight the moon arose; I could then see my track. The snow was knee-
deep, and I went back till I got into the right course, and reached my
lodgings between four and five o’clock in the morning. The family was
alarmed, and said I was late, but I called it early. After lying down and
sleeping a little I arose, and getting breakfast departed on my da7’s
journey, filling two appointments.’


“At the end of his first year on the district he had a line of appointments
reaching to Baltimore. On his route he passed through Tygart’s Valley to
the head of the Greenbrier River, a wild, m6untain-ous region, traversed by
a dim path. Not a single cabin was to be found in a distance of twenty
miles. He struck for the path on the mountain about ten o’clock, but had
not proceeded many miles until he found it covered up knee-deep in snow,
and not a single track to be seen. He picked his way, however, as best he
could, and traveled on. During the day it began to rain, which rendered his
journey still more uncomfortable. At length he reached Cheat River, and
found it considerably swollen, with ice in the middle. When he reached the
ice it was with difficulty he dismounted, and then making his horse leap
upon it, he again mounted. The ice did not break, and he was enabled to
reach the other shore with little difficulty. He then proceeded on his
journey, and traveled on in the woods until night overtook him, when he
lost his path and became entangled in the forest. The rain, which had been
pouring down, now changed into snow, and the wind blew furiously.
Besides all this, it was becoming increasingly cold. What to do he knew
not, except to pray. The night was spent sitting on his horse. Above the
roar of the storm he could hear the scream of the panther and the howl of
the wolf. It was a dreadful night, but morning came, and with it he found
the path, and reached the Greenbrier River about ten o’clock, which he
crossed, and in a short time found himself at the house of a friend. The
family were alarmed at seeing him, and expressed their surprise at his
undertaking so perilous a journey, as no person had been known to pass
through that portion of the wilderness before in winter. Neither himself nor
horse had tasted a morsel of food since they started, but they were both
inured to hardships, and suffered but little in consequence. After obtaining
some refreshment, he started to his appointment, thankful for his escape
from the dangers through which he had passed.
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“Gruber gives several incidents that occurred at camp-meetings. ‘ In one
camp,’ he says, ‘some bold sinners came to fight for their master, the devil;
but our captain, Immanuel, made prisoners of them, and then made them
“free indeed.” One fine, strong, good-looking young man among the
mourners was in great distress, and found no relief until he drew a large
pistol out of his pocket, with which he intended to defend himself if any
one should offer to speak to him on the subject of religion. When he laid it
on the bench beside him the Lord blessed him, and gave him a great victory
over his foes. Having grounded the weapon of rebellion, he was prepared
to enlist under the banner of the Prince of Peace.’ “In those days it
frequently happened that the ministers of different denominations were
obliged to preach in school-houses and courthouses, from the fact that
there were no churches. A Presbyterian minister one Sabbath afternoon
preached, or rather read a sermon, in the village court-house. The
discourse was well written, and evinced considerable theological ability;
but it was read in such a monotonous manner that it lulled many to sleep.
All was perfectly quiet, and nothing disturbed the stillness of the hour. No
sound was heard but the voice of the preacher, which fell in soft cadences
upon the ear like the murmur of a distant waterfall. Suddenly a Methodist
woman in the court-room broke out into a shout of ‘ Glory! glory! praise
the Lord for what he has done for my soul!’ Those who had fallen asleep
under the soothing tones of the minister were awakened, others were
frightened, and the preacher himself was entirely overcome. It was some
time before he could rally so as to proceed with his discourse. When the
meeting was over the woman was asked why she so disturbed the meeting.
She replied, ‘I was converted at a camp-meeting at East Liberty last year,
and while I listened to the dry sermon I thought of old times. It was just
the kind I used to hear before I was converted; I then thought of the
wonderful change, and the happy meetings we have now, and forgetting
where I was I had to shout.’”


Gruber was dreadfully severe upon all worldliness, and especially upon
foppishness in dress, which he denounced and ridiculed. A little of his
healthy banter might be useful in these dressy days.


“While preaching in a certain place on one occasion an unusually tall lady
entered. On seeing her he stopped preaching and said: ‘ Make room for
that lady; one might have thought she was tall enough to be seen without
the plumage of that pird in her ponnet.’ Some days afterward the lady met
Gruber and complained that he had treated her rudely. ‘ O sister,’ he
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replied, ‘ was that you? Well, I did not know it was you; I thought you had
more sense.’


“He was particularly severe on some of the modem preachers because they
did not preach against the fashions of the world. ‘ Some in preaching,’ he
said, ‘draw the bow and take aim at some in the congregation, but the
arrow does not hit the mark; it is stopped in the trimming, rigging, muff,
drums, bustles, and other fashionable gear of their wives or daughters.’”


(TO BE CONTINUED.)


NOTES.


WHO would have thought that we should have lived to hear Archdeacon
Denison talking as he does in a letter in the Church Times, August 14?
“Divorce between Church and State is become not right only, but
necessary to the keeping of true religion. Meantime an ex-Divorce Court
judge is about as fitting an administrator of the new law as could be
found.” The Archdeacon is evidently having his eyes opened to some
things: we hope the process will continue.


Tidings have reached us of a large legacy soon to be paid to our College
and Orphanage. While this hay is being made the flocks continue to eat,
and cannot live on provender to come; friends will therefore please not to
forget us. The amount, when paid, cannot be used for the College
Buildings, and we are still needing help to complete that undertaking. We
open the College this month, but the library is unfinished, and much
remains to be done when we have the means.


Our friend Mr. Toller, of Waterbeach, sets apart an acre of ground upon
his farm for the orphans, and sends us potatoes and flour. Such an example
deserves imitation. Many gifts in kind are received by us, for which we are
deeply grateful. The boys wish us to say that they are very fond of apples
and pears, and are not particular as to quantity.


Our best thanks are due to the friends at Margate in connection with Mr.
Drew’s chapel, for so generously entertaining our orphans to tea on the
day of their excursion, and also to Messrs. Tebbutts, of Melton Mowbray,
for 120 of their first-rate pork pies. To all who so generously subscribed
the funds or otherwise helped we give our heartiest personal thanks, and
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our orphan lads add cheers, three times three, loud enough to make you
hope they will soon get through them. Since our accounts were made up a
Sheffield friend has sent £10.


Nineteen boys enjoyed holidays through the great goodness of friends who
took them in. We hope the ]ads behaved well, and on their behalf, and our
own, we tender grateful acknowledgments.


The Colportage advances at a healthy pace. During the past month men
have been sent to Worcester, Studley, and Croydon — new districts. We
hope to open up other places speedily. This Society will be accommodated
in the New College Buildings, and will become (me of the largest societies
in England before long. It only needs to be considered to be valued.


As we have previously noted, we intend to hold a Bazaar immediately after
Christmas to complete the amount needed for the New College, and we
shall be greatly obliged by all the help our friends can afford us. Direct to
C. H. Spurgeon, Metropolitan Tabernacle, .Newington, London.


Our friends will perceive by the Psalm inserted in this month’s magazine
that we are well advanced with Vol. IV. of “The Treasury of David.”


What a noise bishops and ministers are making about the silly title of
Reverend. If we had not long ago abjured it, we certainly would now. It
seems to be the trade mark of priests, “to imitate which is felony.” As for
the bishop, after his’ display of arrogance, the title will not be very
truthfully applied to him by many sensible people. We suppose he really
believes that he is a presbyter in the only true church in this land, but we on
the other hand do not believe that he has even been baptized yet; and we
could certainly far more easily prove our belief than he could prove his. Dr.
Wordsworth ought to know more of the worth of words than to cavil at
civilities.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. V. J. Charlesworth: — July
27th, ten; July 30th, twenty-two.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


OCTOBER, 1874.


ECCENTRIC BUT USEFUL.


(SECOND PAPER)


AS possibly some reader of this second paper may not have seen the former
one, it may be well to repeat the observation that we do not record the
eccentricities of our hero — Jacob Gruber — for imitation, but for
information. He was a peculiar man, and accomplished a peculiar work; he
who should think of imitating him would only make a peculiar stupid of
himself. Our former article showed that Gruber was a man ready for stern
self-sacrifice and hard labor; if this gives more fully the ludicrous side of his
character, let the other be remembered in connection with it.


The Methodists have usually been more attentive to matters of dress than
any other denomination except the Quakers. We all know the single piece
of ribbon and the plain cut which were once as distinctly badges as ever
were the broad brimmed hat and the collarless coat Gruber could not let
the fashions alone, but declaimed against every departure from scriptural
simplicity. We want some such vigorous reformer now to diminish the
infinite vanity of female array. Here is an instance of his queer rebukes:-


“About that time a certain article of dress, known among the ladies as the
‘petticoat and habit,’ came into general use; and as fashion will sooner or
later have its way, it obtained among the young ladies of the Methodist
church. Gruber was attending a camp-meeting in the neighborhood of
Franklin, Pennsylvania. At this meeting there were several young ladies
dressed after this fashion. Their appearance so thoroughly displeased him
that, true to his instincts, he determined, if possible, to administer a public
reproof. During a prayer-meeting some of these fashionables were grouped
together, singing a hymn which was very popular in those days. This hymn,
the chorus of which was —
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‘I want to get to heaven,
My long sought rest,’


they sang with great animation, and their animation increased as they saw
the presiding elder advance and join them. It was discovered after a while
that he changed the last line of the chorus, and instead of singing,


‘I want to get to heaven,
My long sought rest,’


he sang,


‘I want to get to heaven
With my long short dress.’


One after another, as they detected the change in the chorus, ceased
singing until all had stopped, and Gruber was left alone. At this he sang
more lustily than ever, so that all around could hear. The ‘long short
dresses’ soon began to disappear, and the conscience of Gruber was not
again disturbed on that score during the remainder of the meeting.”


“At a camp-meeting on a certain occasion, where considerable difficulty
was experienced in getting the people to observe order, from the number
of young persons who were walking about, collecting in groups, and
engaged in conversation, the presiding elder, in the most respectful and
courteous terms, requested them to be seated. Not seeming to understand,
or not caring to comply with the request, the young people paid no
attention whatever to what was said, but kept up their walking and talking.
Gruber, who was present, felt greatly aggrieved, and rising in the stand he
roared out, ‘ Mr. Presiding Elder, you called those young folks gentlemen
and ladies, and they did not know what you meant!’ He then added, ‘
Boys, come right along and take seats here,’ pointing to the right; ‘ and
you, gals, come up and take your seats here on the left.’ Earnest and
peremptory as he was, yet so comical was his manner that their attention
was at once arrested, and they came smilingly forward and took their
seats.”


To us this mode of address would have seemed rude and irritating, and
very unlikely to secure the desired end, but Jacob knew the people he had
to deal with, and how to handle them. To some persons a polite address
sounds like affectation, and, taking it to mean nothing they let it go in at
one ear and out at the other; a plain, blunt, commanding mode of speech
they see to be earnestly intended, and yield to it. Very much depends upon
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the character of the persons to whom we speak, and something also upon
our own age and position: it would meyer do for a young minister fresh
from college to address those of his own age as girls and boys, neither
would such a style of admonition be acceptable to our educated young
people even if the oldest divine so accosted them. The practical lesson is to
have the thing done somehow, if it is right, and to use just such a method
of speaking as will be best calculated to secure it. The dread of sinning
against etiquette is as much to be avoided as the vulgarity which causes
needless offense. The case in which Gruber acted so oddly will perhaps
never occur to us, and, if it does, we must use our best judgment, and hope
to succeed as he did.


“At another time the same difficulty occurred. At the close of the prayer-
meeting, when the time had come for preaching, every effort of the elder
failed to get the congregation orderly arranged. Quite a number were
standing on the seats, and among them several ladies. Gruber again lifted
up his voice, the squeaking German accent of which immediately arrested
attention, and said: ‘ If those young ladies there only knew what great
holes they have in their stockings they wouldn’t be standing on the bench
where they can be seen by everybody.’ They all dropped suddenly as if they
had been shot. Order was restored, and all was quiet. After the discourse
was ended one of the preachers asked how he knew the young ladies had
holes in their stockings. ‘ Why,’ said he in his quizzical manner, ‘ did you
ever know stockings without holes in them?’”


Now this is bad, altogether bad, if regarded as part of the service, but if
viewed as the attempt of a brother to get the place ready for service, we
see no harm in it. People must be got into order if any good is to be done,
and he who can do this by a pleasantry deserves far more credit than he
who scolds, or threatens to call in the police. View the speaker as a verger
or sexton doing his best to get the young people into order, and the witty
observation is more than excusable; but from a minister who is just about
to discourse upon God and eternity it is out of all character, and not to be
defended. Another story comes under very much the same category, but is
rather better.


“In that day it was often very difficult to control a certain class of persons
at a camp meeting. It was particularly so in certain parts of Pennsylvania,
where the ruder class not infrequently gave no little annoyance by their
violation of the rules of decorum. On such occasions Jacob Gruber’s ready
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and biting wit often served a good purpose, and frequently succeeded in
securing an end when all other means failed. A young gentleman once told
me that a friend of his went to a certain camp-meeting, and it so chanced
that he borrowed a shirt for the occasion, which shirt had a very liberal
supply of ruffle. Like several others, contrary to the rules of the meeting,
he mounted one of the seats to overlook the congregation. Some of the
ministers from the stand requested him very politely to descend, but he
paid no attention. After seeing their failure, Mr. Gruber took him in hand.
In quite a distinct and loud voice he cried: ‘ O brethren, let the young man
alone; let him enjoy himself. Don’t you see he wants to show his fine
ruffled shirt? and after all I dare say it’s borrowed.’ The young man
instantly jumped down and made off, saying, with an oath, to a friend, ‘
How did he know I had a borrowed shirt on?’”


“At a camp-meeting near Baltimore, after the trumpet had been blown
announcing the time for closing the exercises in the praying circles, one of
them, unwilling to stop, kept on singing and praying. Gruber, somewhat
impatient, and evidently not pleased at their want of obedience to order,
after standing near for a short time, shouted out at the top of his voice, ‘
That’s right, brothers, blow all the fire out!’”


Often has the same thought occurred to our own mind when we have seen
unwise brethren ranting on long after the “spirit of supplication” has been
fully exhausted. Long prayers and long addresses blow out the fire which
they are intended to increase.


Gruber’s later years were more calm and quiet, but they were not quite
devoid of stirring incident. The sinners of his day were as eccentric as the
preachers who sought to win them. If they were assailed from the pulpit
with rough weapons, they knew how to be vigorously offensive in return.
Gruber says-


“I was sent a second year to Dauphin circuit. Nothing extraordinary took
place, only some fellows of the baser sort made an attempt to blow up our
meeting-house in Harrisburg. On a Sunday night after preaching they got in
at a window, put something under the pulpit with powder in it and a match.
It made a report like a cannon, tore up the pulpit, and broke the glass out
of some of the windows. We soon, however, had all repaired, and pursued
our course. My colleague this year was a poor thing hunting a fortune. He
found out who was rich; but the girls found out that he was lazy, as they
called it, so he had little success in winning souls, and none in getting a







168


wife. He spoke to me about what he had better do; my advice was, if he
meant to locate, to get married; if to travel a circuit, to keep single. It
seems as though some young men think if they can only get married (the
sooner the better) they will be at once in paradise; and some young women
have an idea if they can only get a preacher they will have an angel for
certain; but more than one has been disappointed very much. This is a
world of trouble; man is born into it, and full of it all of his few days. But
many of the greatest troubles and misery are brought on by Master Self;
that self is a great disturber of peace, a great thief, destroyer, and
murderer; happy indeed are they who deny self, mortify the deeds of the
body, and crucify the flesh with the lusts and affections, and so escape for
life, and live for ever.”


“While in attendance at conference in Philadelphia, in 183O, he was
appointed to preach in his old charge, St. George’s. He took for his text
Psalm lxxxiv. 4: ‘ Blessed are they that dwell in thy house, they will be still
praising thee.’ Retaining a keen sense of the manner in which he was
treated by some of the members of that charge, which resulted in his
removal at the end of the first year, he felt doubtless disposed to let his
hearers know it by some witty and cutting allusions. The sermon delivered
on that occasion is thus reported by the Rev. J. L. Lenhart: ‘ It was well
arranged, and the matter was in general very instructive. Under the head of
“The Character of those who dwell in the House of the Lord,” I distinctly
recollect three characteristics.


“‘ 1. They are a humble people, willing to occupy a humble place in the
church, indeed, any place so that they might be permitted to abide in the
church; but there were some people who were so proud and ambitious
that, unless they could be like the first king of Israel, from the shoulders up
higher than everybody else, they wouldn’t come into the house at all, but
hang about the doors.


“‘ 2. They were a contented people. If everything did not exactly suit them
they made the best of it, and tried to get along as well as they could; but
there are many who are so uneasy and fidgety that they can’t dwell in the
church, but are continually running in and out, disturbing themselves and
everybody else.


“‘ 3. They were a satisfied people, always finding something good, and
thankful for it. Let who would be their preacher or preachers, they could
always get something that would give them instruction and encouragement.
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But there are some people who are never satisfied, but are always finding
fault with their preacher; some preach too loud, and some too long, and
some say so many hard and queer things, and some are so prosy and dull
that they can’t be fed at all and are never satisfied. If the multitude that
were fed by the Savior were like these people they never would have been
fed. If one had cried out, “John, you shan’t feed me, Peter shall;” and
another had said, “Andrew shall feed me, but James shan’t;” and another,
“I want all bread and no fish ;” and others, “I want all fish and no bread,”
how could they have been fed? Such dissatisfied people cannot dwell in the
house of the Lord. If they are not turned out they will soon die out: they
can’t live.’”


The following “Hints to Young Preachers” were found among his papers,
and as we do not remember having seen them in print, we think they are of
sufficient importance to give to the reader. Though specially designed for
Methodists, Baptists may study them to advantage : —


“1. Let your eye be single; seek nothing but God; let your schemes, plans,
and views begin and end in him.


“2. Make not this man or that man your model; be yourself, and aim and
reach toward the true model of all excellence, that is, Christ Jesus.


“3. Avoid, as much as may be consistent with your duty, all conversation
and unnecessary intercourse with the young, gay, volatile, and vain.


“4. Fly from idleness, lounging, gossiping, etc.: your Bible and other
valuable books, prayer and meditation, and your duty as a preacher, will
leave no time to run to waste. Weeds, briers, and thorns take possession of
uncultivated fields.


“5. Remember, it is a great mercy that although you may be greatly useful
in the church and instrumental in doing much good, yet all this is hid from
your eyes, or at least you see no more than barely suffices as an
encouragement to proceed in your work. It is a mercy, because if you saw
much fruit it might prove a temptation of a most dangerous kind. Again, if
you saw none you would doubt your call, be discouraged, and your spirit
sink. Therefore it is good for us to aim high, strive to convert the world,
and put out all our strength to pull down the pillars of Dagon’s temple. Yet
be contented; indeed, rather pray to God that you may see but little in this
world, but much in the day of eternity.







170


“6. Do not forget a Methodist traveling preacher has every year, in every
new circuit, a character to establish. The eyes of all are upon him. Do not
say, nay; do not even think, I don’t care what people say of me. This is not
the language of humility. They will indeed, it may be, think and say too
much evil of you; but certainly you must be careful to give them no cause.
Remember, they that have great objects in view can sacrifice little things.
Abraham could give up his son, and Jephthah his daughter; you are
therefore to give up all little things. Your dress, your food, your company,
your very looks and whole deportment must all say to all men, I am
crucified with Christ. Therefore for a man who has thus solemnly devoted
himself to God to make a fuss about his food, be nice and particular in his
dress, to show a fondness for a fine horse and gaudy trappings about his
horse, furniture, etc., to sleep and doze away his mornings and evenings
when in health, or to be surly, tart, crusty and hasty in his conversation, all
show a little, vain mind, and want of grace or want of understanding, or
both.


“7. Feed your horse, clean your boots (you may have this done by others in
some families; when and where, you may easily see), help the family make
the fire, be courteous, humble, condescending; let love sparkle in your
eyes, expand your heart, give agility to your feet, tune and oil the organs of
your speech, and let all your words and works show that your heart and
conversation are in heaven.


“8. Call no man master, yet reverence, respect, and greatly venerate men
of holy lives, especially the old prophets of the Lord; yet no man’s ipse
dixit is to be your creed. Think for yourself; speak modestly; yet sometimes
you must do this firmly in matters of great moment; and a man may
maintain a firm, unshaken mind, when at the same time his words and
manners may be all meekness, humility, and condescension; and this, in
fact, is the very spirit and temper of a Methodist preacher if he has the
spirit of his station.”


“Though he was sometimes severe in his criticisms on young preachers, he
always entertained for them a fatherly affection, and sought only to correct
their errors. At a certain place he preached in a house which was occupied
part of the day by ministers of another denomination. The parties had an
understanding that they were not to preach on any disputed points of
doctrine, or to interfere with each other’s sentiments or usages. One
morning a young preacher held forth, and, forgetful or regardless of the
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mutual agreement, made an onslaught on Methodism, and was very bitter
in his denunciations, as well as false in his representations. His sermon was
a caricature of Methodist doctrines and usages. Gruber was present and
heard him, and was invited at the close of the sermon to offer the
concluding prayer. He accepted the invitation, and addressed the throne of
grace in his usual manner, praying for the people and the various objects of
Christian effort, as well as for a blessing upon the various Christian
churches in the land. As was customary he also prayed for the minister,
saying: ‘ O Lord, bless the young preacher who has discoursed to us this
morning, and in thy mercy make his heart as soft as his head, and then he
will do some good.’


“A young preacher, desirous of improving his style as a pulpit orator, and
having great confidence in Father Gruber, who, we believe, at the time was
his presiding elder, wrote to him for advice. The young man had contracted
the habit of prolonging his words, especially when under the influence of
great excitement. Deeming this the most important defect in his elocution,
Gruber sent him the following laconic reply : —  “‘ Dear Ah! Brother Ah!
— When-ah you-ah go-ah to-ah preach-ah, take-ah care-ah you-ah don’t-
ah say-ah Ah-ah! Yours-ah,


“‘ JACOB-AH GRUBER-AH.’


“To reprove Jacob Gruber or to criticize his doings was rather perilous. On
one occasion, on rising in the pulpit to give out his text, he found the leaf
of the Bible containing the chapter torn out. He there.-fore quoted from
memory, and quoted it incorrectly: ‘ Beloved, now are we the children of
God,’ etc., 1 John in. 2. A young preacher, not lacking in self-esteem and
confidence, said, loud enough to be heard: ‘ “Sons,” Brother Gruber;
“:Now are we the sons of God.”‘ Instantly he replied, ‘Yes, I know that
very well, but I didn’t want to leave the sisters out.’ The congregation was
delighted, and the young minister somewhat crestfallen.


“But one of the oddest reproofs I ever knew him to administer was on a
larger scale, and proved not less effectual. In a certain church the
congregation had an unseemly practice of turning their backs on the pulpit
during a certain portion of the singing. One Sabbath Mr. Gruber conducted
the service, and, as usual, the whole congregation simultaneously turned
round, presenting their backs to the preacher. Instantly the preacher, to be
even with them, turned round also, presenting his back [o the
congregation. When the time for prayer came, at the close of the hymn, the
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congregation were astonished to find the preacher turned from them and
gazing at the wall. The hint was enough; they did not repeat the
objectionable practice.”


Mr. Martin thus describes the closing scene of Gruber’s life : — “He was
taken suddenly worse on the evening of the twenty-third of May, having
several attacks of fainting or swooning, and no doubt the work of death
began at that time, as he gradually grew weaker and weaker, until forty-
eight hours afterward the scene closed. It was matter of regret to me that
my appointments required me to leave on the morning of the twenty-
fourth, and I was thereby deprived of the privilege of being with him in his
last hours. His attentive neighbor, S. V. Blake, however, had the mournful
satisfaction of ministering to him even to the last, and his unwearied
devotion to the bedside of the venerable man is worthy of all
commendation. From him I have learned the particulars connected with his
death. Brother Gruber was perfectly conscious that his end was rapidly
approaching, and sighed for the happy release. He requested Brother
Blake, it’ it could be ascertained when he was about to die, to collect a few
brethren and sisters around him, that they might (to use his own words)’
See me safe off; and as I am going, all join in full chorus and sing : —


‘“ On Jordan’s stormy banks I stand.”‘


A few hours before he died he asked Brother Blake whether he could stand
it another night, and was answered that in his judgment he could not. ‘
Then,’ said he, ‘ to-morrow I shall spend my first Sabbath in heaven! Last
Sabbath in the church on earth, next Sabbath in the church above!’ and
with evident emotion added, —


‘ “Where congregations ne’er break up,


And Sabbaths never end.”‘ Brother Blake, perceiving that he was fast
sinking, and could only survive a few moments, asked him if he felt that he
was even then on the banks of Jordan; to which he replied, with great
effort, and these were his last words, ‘ I feel I am.’ He was exhorted to
trust in Jesus, and not to be afraid, but to look out for the light of heaven,
his happy home; and then, in accordance with his request, the hymn he had
selected was sung; but ere it was concluded his consciousness was gone.
The singing ceased, a deathlike stillness reigned, only broken by his
occasional respiration. An overwhelming sense of the presence of God
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melted every heart. A minute more and his happy spirit winged its way to
its long-sought rest, in the seventy-second year of his age.


“So calmly, so peacefully did he fall asleep in the arms of Jesus. Oh, it was
a privilege to be there. To see so aged a servant of God finish his course
with such confidence, such composure, such firmness, such blessed hope of
glory beaming from his countenance, was a privilege indeed, the grandeur
of which we will not attempt to describe.”


If any judge too severely the personal peculiarities of such a man, we
would urge them to do better; but to us it seems more than probable that
were preachers more in earnest we should see more of what are called
eccentricities, which are often only the ensigns of real zeal, and the tokens
that a man is both natural and intense. If a fisherman can catch fish with
silk lines and artificial bait let him be thankful; but if with a superior tackle
he is unsuccessful, it shows a very proud spirit if he indulges in harsh
criticisms of the style and manner of brethren who succeed better than
himself in winning souls for Christ. “Every man in his own order” is a good
rule. Apollos may be polished and Cephas blunt, but so far as they are
honest, prayerful, and true to the Gospel, God will bless them both, and it
ill becomes them to pick holes in each other’s coats. We would never say
to a man “Be eccentric”; but if he cannot help being so, we would not have
him otherwise. The leaning tower of Pisa owes much of its celebrity to its
leaning, and although it certainly is not a safe model for architects, we
would by no means advise the taking of it down. Ten to one any builder
who tried to erect another would create a huge ruin, and therefore it would
not be a safe precedent, but there it is, and who wishes it were other than it
is? Serve the Lord, brother, with your very best, and seek to do still better,
and, whatever your peculiarities, the grace of God will be glorified in you.
C. H. S.


A STRONG CHURCH.


“IS it a strong congregation?” asked a man respecting a body of
worshippers. “Yes,’,’ was the reply. “How many members are there?”
Seventy-six.” “Seventy-six.” Are they so very wealthy. “No, they are
poor.” “How, then, do you say it is a strong church?” “Because,” said the
gentleman, “they are earnest, devoted, at peace, loving each other, and
striving together to do the Master’s work. Such a congregation is strong,
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whether composed of a dozen or five hundred members I” And he spoke
the truth.


NOTES.


IN connection with the Tabernacle the most interesting event has been the
opening of the new buildings for the Pastors’ College. This very convenient
and commodious structure is not yet quite completed, and has not been
occupied by the students for regular class work, but being sufficiently
advanced for public meetings the opening services have been held. On
Friday afternoon, August 28th, the President gathered around him all the
students in the Lecture-room, and after praising God for finding the means
for the building, he gave an address, and then the brethren united in
pleading that the instructions given and received in that room might be
attended by the divine blessing, so that able ministers of the New
Testament might be there equipped for service. The meeting then moved
into the room set apart for Prayer and the Communion, and there
supplicated the Lord to be ever attent unto the voice of our cry, and make
us men of prevailing power in prayer. The next adjournment was to the
large hall, where the College public meetings will be held, and there, prayer
was presented on behalf of friends and helpers, that they might be blest in
return for their kindness, and encouraged to help us still. Moving once
more, the brother. hood met in the Common Room, where the men meet in
free conversation before and between classes, and there all united in the
petition that in our leisure moments, in our lighter communications, none
of us might grieve the Spirit of God. Thus with prayer and song four
important parts of the house were set apart for their holy uses. Much
power was felt, and a sense of acceptance in prayer enjoyed, and therefore
we know that we have the blessings which we then sought for.


In the evening of that day the pastor had invited the sisters who form Mrs.
Bartlett’s class to tea, and he availed himself of the opportunity to invite
them into the New College. They came with much delight, and each one
brought an offering, enclosed in a paper, and marked with her name. The
giving was done with great order and quietness, with perfect unanimity,
and with eager joy; no one held back, and no one needed the slightest
approach to pressing. We had a lively, earnest, spiritual meeting, an earnest
of the expected blessing. The immediate conversion of souls was aimed at,
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and one at least found joy and peace through believing. Thus the Lord set
his seal to the consecration, and made the place the very gate of heaven.
To Mrs. Bartlett and her loving children we would express our thanks, not
merely in passing words, but upon this more enduring page. With scanty
means, and many calls, these godly women brought in upon the spot £64,
or more, and, not content with this, others gave afterwards: and some even
came again and again to the subsequent meetings, bringing an offering each
time, for in no case did any one appear before the Lord empty.


With this help, and including all former donations, the President reckoned
that he would still need £2,000 to finish his work. Some of the papers
speak of that amount being needed to remove the debt; but we have never
had a debt, or thought of such a thing; we have paid all demands on the
spot, and shall be able to do so to the last penny; for if anything cannot be
paid for, it cannot be had. We cannot be said to be in debt until the time to
pay an installment arrives, and down on the nail we have paid each portion
hitherto, and have no fear as to the rest. There are other stewards of the
Lord who will yet be moved to send us help, and we shall not be left at the
last any more than at the first.


The following circular was issued to the church and congregation at the
Tabernacle, who were divided into four portions and invited on four
successive evenings.


“Aug. 24.


“Dear Friend, — Notwithstanding the gracious help sent to the College by
the Providence of God I still need at least £2,000 to complete the whole of
the work, and perhaps more. I should feel it a special token of our
fellowship with each other if every seat-holder and member of the church
would have a share in finishing this holy work. To give all an opportunity I
intend asking the friends to tea in parties, earnestly hoping that each one
will bring a personal offering.


“If you can come, please bring the enclosed ticket, and if not please return
it to the friend who will come round to your seat. This will save us much
trouble.


“Yours most truly,
“ C. H. SPURGEON.
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“THE EVENING WILL BE SPENT IN THE NEW COLLEGE
BUILDINGS.”


In response to this, a goodly company met on the evening of Sept. 8th to
tea, and brought in with gladsome readiness the sum of £292, to which Mr.
Greenwood added £130, in the hope that the amount might on each
evening reach £400, and thus, leaving only £400 for outside friends, the
whole £2,000 would be raised at once. This suggestion was not carried
out, but it showed the noble spirit of the proposer. It was not the
President’s wish to put on any pressure, or perhaps the thing would have
been done; but it was well to leave the entire matter to the free,
spontaneous movement of the people, and they did nobly. What loving
words they gave their pastor! Their grips of the hand he will never forget,
and the messages of respect and affection written within the papers and
envelopes were as precious as the gifts they enclosed. Brethren W. S.
Lewis, Francis Tucker, Dr. Burns, C. Kirtland, and W. Orsman addressed
us, and tendered fraternal congratulations; the friends circulated through
the rooms, and one of the happiest of evenings came to a gladsome,
praiseful close.


On Friday, 11th, the rain came down in torrents, and we wondered that so
many weathered the storm. Our numbers were smaller, but the spirit of
hearty love was the same, and £126 was freely offered. We had a noble
platform, including Drs. Brock and Landells, with our brethren Clifford,
Bailhache, Cuff, Rogers, J. A. Spurgeon, and Bernard. It was another
evening of the presence of God. The tithes were brought into the store-
house, and the blessing began to be poured out, and will yet come in
greater abundance.


On Tuesday, 15th, a large number of our friends came to tea, and still more
to the meeting in the College Hall. The contributions, amounting to £301,
were given in with the same cheerfulness as on former occasions, and the
same kindly wishes were uttered. Our friends Dr. Underhill, Pastors H. S.
Booth, Newman Hall, and David Jones, Mr. Carr, and Drs. Fish and
Yerkers, from America, gave us hearty words of good cheer, and our
hearts were made glad. If anything in this world could afford perfect
content it might be found in a pastor’s heart when he found himself so
generously supported in a work most clear to him.


One more evening remained; and making our preparations on the same
scale as before, we looked for about the same number of friends, but
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Wednesday, 16th, exceeded all other nights. The number present filled our
hall to its last inch, and as we sat receiving the people’s gifts, there seemed
to be no end to them. The sums were smaller, but the heartiness of the gifts
was rather greater than less. The wish was expressed by scores that they
could bring a hundred times as much. Heaping up their little parcels on the
table, they made such a hillock that a large basket had to be sent for to
contain it all. Never was greater enthusiasm or warmer zeal expressed in
any cause. The people gave willingly, for they had a mind to the work.
Though no large donor mingled in the willing throng, the amount rose to
£163, and thus the four evenings, with subsequent ingatherings, supplied
the £1,000 for which we asked at the first. It only remains by a good
bazaar, and the help of our readers, to put the other £1,000 into the
treasury, and this blessed labor will have been joyfully accomplished. To
God be all the glory. We must not omit to say that the speakers on the last
occasion were our valued brother Pastor W. G. Lewis, who thus, like Mr.
Rogers, put in a second appearance, Mr. Harley, from Savannah, W.
Olney, and Mr. Harry Brown. Each speech was fired with the general
fervent feeling, and all went on with a zest and a swing not often seen at
public gatherings.


The bazaar for the last stone of the College will be held immediately after
Christmas, and we beg for the hearty cooperation of our friends in the final
effort.


On Monday, Sept. 21, we had the great joy of baptizing our two sons, in
the presence of an immense assembly of our beloved flock, who again
displayed their hearty union with their pastor and his family in ways most
touching to our heart. The Lord has dealt well with us indeed. It was a
crowning joy that their long-suffering mother was able to be present for a
few moments to see her two boys yield themselves to be buried with Christ
in baptism.


The month has bean full of spiritual blessing as well as other mercies. Many
are coming forward to confess their Lord, a spirit of prayer abounds, the
prayer-meetings and week-night services are unparalleled in number, and
the crowds on Lord’s days eager to hear the word are greater than ever.
All glory be unto the Lord, who prospers his own truth. If Satan should
roar again we shall not be at all surprised; it will be the decisive token that
good is being done.
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We are pleased to see how much Mr. Crabb is beloved by the church in
Rothe-say, who have given him a handsome testimonial in token of their
respect for him, and of thankfulness at his election to remain with them
rather than remove to a more remunerative sphere of labor.


Mr. Jeffery, a much beloved student, has settled over the church in St.
Paul’s Square, Southsea. May the richest prosperity attend him. Our dear
brother Mr. Mayers will, we trust, strengthen the hands of the brethren in
Bristol; his place in Battersea is ably supplied by Mr. Bax, of Faversham.
Mr. Davidson has removed to Chipping Sodbury. Mr. Williams has finished
his studies with us and commenced at Clay Cross; Mr. Rotham has settled
over the church at Stourbridge; Mr. W. Townsend at En-field Highway;
Mr. Soames at Crook, and Mr. Kitchener at Walsingham, both in Durham;
and Mr. Askew at Burton-on Trent.


The Colportage Secretary reports that new agents have, during the past
month, been sent to Sheffield, Evesham, and Downton; making in all thirty-
five colporteurs now at work in connection with our Society. We were
afraid that this society would turn out to be one child too many, but it
grows finely, and will, by God’s blessing, do a grand work for this priest-
ridden land, if the sinews of war are still forthcoming. Forty pounds a year
will secure an agent in any district, so long as our funds hold out. No other
agency is so cheap or more effective.


We are very grateful to a friend who has again sent a pig to the Orphanage,
and to another who has sent some fowls, and we are also much obliged for
an offer of a truck of coals. We hope other farmers, coal owners,
gentlemen, and ladies will follow the good example. Gifts in kind are very
gratefully received at the Orphanage, and when they are articles of food
they pleasantly vary the diet. Our funds are low at present. We hope friends
will not imagine that we have received a large legacy and need no more
aid; the legacy is not paid yet, nor can we expect it to be, and while the
wheat is growing boys need bread. Not that we have any fear, only we are
bound to keep the orphans’ friends well posted up as to their needs.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — August
27th, twenty-three; September 3rd, twenty-one. September 21st, by C. H.
Spurgeon, two.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1874.


SHOES FOR PILGRIMS AND WARRIORS.


A THURSDAY EVENING HOMILY, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“And your feet shod with the preparation of the gospel of peace.”
— Ephesians 6:15.


THE Christian was evidently intended to be in motion, for here are shoes
for his feet. His head is provided with a helmet, for he is to be thoughtful;
his heart is covered with a breastplate, for he is to be a man of feeling; his
whole nature is protected by a shield, for he is called to endurance and
caution; but that he is to be active is certain, for a sword is provided for his
hand to use, and sandals with which his feet are to be shod. To suppose
that a Christian is to be motionless as a post, and inanimate as a stone, or
merely pensive as a weeping willow, and passive as a reed shaken by the
wind, is altogether a mistake. God worketh in us, and his grace is the great
motive power which secures our salvation; but he does not so work in us
as to chloroform us into unconscious submission, or engineer us into
mechanical motion, but he arouses all our activities by working in us “to
will and to do of his good pleasure. Grace imparts healthy life, and life
rejoices in activity. The Lord never intended his people to be automatons
worked by clockwork, or statues cold and dead, but he meant them to have
life, to have it more abundantly, and in the power of that life to be full of
energy. It is true he makes us lie down in green pastures, but equally
certain is it that he leads us onward beside the still waters. A true believer
is an active person, he has feet, and uses them.


Now, he who marches meets with stones, or if as a warrior he dashes into
the thick of the conflict he is assailed with weapons, and therefore he needs
to be shod suitably, to meet his perils. The active and energetic Christian
meets with temptations which do not happen to others. Idle persons can
scarcely be said to be in danger, they are a stage beyond that, and are
already overcome; Satan scarcely needs to tempt them, they rather tempt
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him, and are a fermenting mass, in which sin multiplies exceedingly, a
decaying body around which the vultures of vice are sure to gather: but
earnest laborious believers are sure to be assailed, even as fruit-bearing
trees are certain to be visited by the birds. Satan cannot bear a man who
serves God earnestly, he does damage to the arch-enemy’s dominions, and
therefore he must be incessantly assailed. The prince of darkness will try, if
he can, to injure the good man’s character, to break his communion with
God, to spoil the simplicity of his faith, to make him proud of what he is
doing, or to make him despair of success. In some way or other he will, if
possible, bruise the worker’s heel, or trip him up, or lame him altogether.
Because of all these dangers infinite mercy has provided gospel shoes for
the believer’s feet, shoes of the best kind, such as only those warriors wear
who serve the Lord of Hosts.


We shall at this time first examine the shoes, and then try them on. I. Our
first duty is to EXAMINE THE SHOES, which are provided for us by our
Captain, and in doing so we are delighted to find that they come from a
blessed Maker, for the feet of the believer are to be shod with a divine
preparation. Many preparations and inventions are used for protecting
feet, but this is a preparation in which infinite skill has been displayed, and
the same wisdom put forth as in the gospel, which is the master-piece of
God. Every p6rtion of the gospel is from God, and all the influence which
makes it a gospel of peace is his, and we are therefore thankful to find that
we are to wear “the preparation of the gospel of peace. It were not meet
that he who is helmeted with divine salvation should be shod with a mere
human production; having begun in the Spirit, it would be strange to be
made perfect in the flesh. We would not be like the image of the monarch’s
dream whose head was gold and whose feet were clay. We rejoice that all
the pieces of armor which compose our panoply come forth from the
celestial Armorer, whose productions are without a flaw.


We are glad to find that’ the shoes are made of excellent material, for they
are composed of the “preparation of the gospel of peace”; and what better
material can there be than the gospel — the gospel of peace, and that peace
which grows out of the gospel? This is what is meant. We believe in a
gospel which was formed in the purpose of God from all eternity, designed
with infinite wisdom, wrought out at an enormous expense, costing
nothing less than the blood of Jesus, brought home by infinite power, even
by the might of the Holy Spirit; a gospel full of blessings, any one of which
would outweigh a world in price; a gospel as free as it is full, a gospel
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everlasting and immutable, a gospel of which we can never think too much,
whose praises we can never exaggerate! It is from this choice gospel that
its choicest essence is taken, namely, its peace; and from this peace those
sandals are prepared with which a man may tread on the lion and the adder,
yea, and on the fierce burning coals of malice, slander, and persecution.
What better shoes can our souls require? What matchless material for
girding the pilgrim’s foot is that which is here mentioned, namely, the
peace which comes from the gospel, the preparation of heart and life,
which springs of a full knowledge, reception, and experience of the gospel
in our souls! What does it mean? It means, first, that a sense of perfect
peace with God is the grandest thing in all the world to travel through life
with. Let a man know that his sins are forgiven him for Christ’s hume’s
sake, that he is reconciled to God by the death of his Son, and that between
him and God there is no ground of difference, — what a joyful pilgrim he
becomes! When we know that as the Lord looks on us his glance is full of
infinite, undivided affection, that he sees us in Jesus Christ as cleansed from
every speck of sin, and as “accepted in the beloved,” that by virtue of a
complete atonement we are for ever reconciled to God, then do we march
through life without fear, booted and buskined for all the exigencies of the
way, yea, ready to plunge through fire and water, thorn and thistle, brake
and briar, without fear. A man at peace with God dreads neither the ills of
life nor the terrors of death; poverty, sickness, persecution, pain have lost
their sting when sin is pardoned. What is there that a man needs to fear
when he knows that in no affliction will there be any trace of the judicial
anger of God, but all will come from a Father’s hand, and work his lasting
good? Goliah had greaves of brass upon his legs, but he is better armed
who wears a full assurance of peace with God through the gospel; he shall
tread down his enemies, and crush them as grapes in the winepress. His
stores shall be iron and brass, and shod with them he shall stand upon the
high places of the earth, and his feet shall not slip. Achilles received a
deadly wound in the heel, but no arrow can pierce the heel of the man
whose foot is sandalled with reconciliation by stoning blood. Many a
warrior has fainted on the march and dropped from the ranks exhausted,
but no weariness of the way can happen to the man who is upheld by the
eternal God, for his strength shall daily be renewed.


The preparation of the gospel of peace here mentioned must be understood
to comprehend more than the legal peace of justification by faith: if we
would enjoy the fullest comfort of the well-shod pilgrim we must have the’
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exceeding peace which springs from intimate, undisturbed communion with
God. We should pray not only to feel that we have been brought out of our
natural enmity into peace with God, so as to be no more culprits but
children, but also to dwell in the full joy Of our new relationship. It is a
sweet thing for a child of God to feel that he is so acting that his heavenly
Father has no reason for walking contrary to him. You know right well that
as a child of God you will not be condemned and cast away as an alien, but
you also know that as a child you may greatly displease your Father, and
render it needful for him to frown upon you and visit you with stripes; now
this you should with the utmost diligence and prayerfulness labor to
prevent. There are times when the Lord of pilgrims hides his face from
them in sore displeasure, and then it is very hard traveling. Life is “a great
and terrible wilderness” when the Lord’s presence is withdrawn. The more
a man loves the Lord the more does he suffer when there is a temporary
suspension of happy communion between his soul and heaven, and he
cannot be happy again till he knows that he is fully restored to the paternal
favor. Oh, child of God, you will very soon have your feet torn with the
briars of the way if you do not abide in fellowship with God. When Adam
had lost his oneness with God he found out that he was naked, and so will
you if you lose your communion with Jesus. Where before you dashed
onward as with a charmed life, treading the world and all its cares beneath
your feet, you will find yourself pierced with many sorrows, bleeding with
acute griefs, scratched, torn, lacerated with trials, losses, crosses and
annoyances endless. If we continue in the love of Jesus, pleasing him in all
things, jealously watching and carefully observing his will, our mind will be
kept by the peace of God, which passeth all understanding, and our road to
heaven will be a pleasant one: it may indeed be very rough in itself and in
the judgment of others, but it will be so smoothed to us by the peace which
reigns within that we shall glory in infirmity, exult in suffering, and triumph
in distress, knowing that the Lord is with us, and no harm can come unto
us. Thus you see that the peace which comes of justification, and the fuller
peace which arises from enjoying the love of God, are a grand preparation
for our life’s journey, a shoe for the foot unrivaled in excellence.


It is also a grand sandal for a pilgrim’s foot when the gospel of peace has
fully conformed his mind to the Lord’s will. Some children of God are not
at peace with God because they do not fully acquiesce in the divine
purposes; to them the pilgrim path must be a painful one, for nothing can
please them, their unmortified self-will creates swarms of vexations for
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them; but to hearts which have crucified self, and yielded all to the will of
God, the most thorny paths are pleasant. He who can say concerning all
things, “Even so, Father, for so it seemed good in thy sight,” is shod for all
ways and’ weathers, and may .march on undismayed. Fully conformed to
the divine will, saints are invulnerable and invincible, “none shall be weary
nor stumble among them, neither shall the latchet of their shoes be
broken.”


“They hold by nothing here below.
Appoint their journey and they go;


Through joy or grief they march the same,
Triumphant still in Jesu’s name.”


Surely it is when the heart is completely at one with God that the true
beauty of the Christian character is seen. Then it is that the heavenly
Bridegroom cries out, “How beautiful are thy feet with shocks, O prince’s
daughter.” Then, too, the church in her tribulation becomes bright and
glorious, like her Lord, of whom we read, “His feet are like unto fine brass,
as if they burned in a furnace.” Shod with perfect delight in the will of the
Lord, we are able to surmount all the difficulties and trials of the way, for it
becomes sweet to suffer when we see that it is the will of God. Resignation
is good, but perfect acquiescence is better, and happy, thrice happy is the
man who feels it. :No silver sandals were ever so precious, no buskins of
golden mail adorned with precious stones were so glorious to look upon as
a mind moulded to the divine will, perfectly in tune with the mind of the
Lord most High.


The preparation of the gospel of peace, you thus see, is, in many aspects,
the fittest help for our journey to the promised land, and he who has his
feet shod with it need not fear the flinty ways, the craggy rocks, or the
thorny defiles.


But the gospel of peace has another side to it, for it not only brings us
peace with God, but it inspires us with peace towards ourselves. Civil war
is the worst of war, and for a man to be at discord with himself is the worst
of strife; the worst peril of Christian pilgrimage is that which arises from
the pilgrim’s own self, and if he be ill at ease within himself, his course
cannot be a happy one. The prayer of the evening hymn is very suggestive,


“That with the world, myself, and thee,
I, e’er I sleep, at peace may be.”
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It is a most needful matter to have peace at home. It is a cruel case for a
man when his own heart condemns him; to whom shall he look for a
defense when his own conscience indicts him, and all his faculties turn
king’s evidence against him? It is to be feared that many believers
habitually do that which they would not like to be questioned upon by the
rule of the word of God; they have to close their eyes to many passages of
Scripture, or else they would be uneasy in their consciences. Brethren, this
makes wretched traveling; it is like walking through a wood with naked
feet. If you cannot satisfy your own heart that you are right, you are in a
sad case indeed, and the sooner matters are altered the better. But if a man
can say, before the living God, “I know that what I am about to do is right;
and whatever comes of it, I have a pure motive, and the Lord’s sanction to
sustain me in it,” then he proceeds to action with a nimble tread. Such a
pilgrim is girt for roughest ways, and will hold on his way joyfully to the
end. Rest of conscience shoes us right well, but a question as to the
rightness of our procedure makes us barefooted. Come what may, if we
order our ways with reverent regard to the Lord’s commands, we shall be
able to confront the future with serenity, for we shall not have to accuse
ourselves of bringing ourselves into trouble by sin, or losing our joys by
indulging in forbidden things. When the believer falls into any trouble
through having been zealous for God, then may he spread his complaint
before God, with the full expectation that he will bring him out of all his
difficulties, for is it not written, “The steps of a good man are ordered of
the Lord, not one of his steps shall slide”? Oh, to walk in such a way that
your conscience is void of offense both towards God and towards man;
then integrity and uprightness will preserve you, and your goings will be
established. :’ He keepeth the feet of his saints.” “He shall give his angels
charge over thee to keep thee in all thy ways. They shall bear thee up in
their hands, lest thou dash thy foot against a stone.”


While traveling through the mazes of life, another form of the preparation
of the gospel of peace will be of essential service to us, namely, peace with
our fellow men. The gospel of peace leads us into the closest bonds of
amity with our fellow believers, although, alas, it is not always possible to
prevent offenses arising, even with the best of them. If we cannot make all
our brethren amiable we are at least to be at peace on our side, and, if we
succeed in this, no great disagreement can arise, for it always needs two to
make a quarrel. It is well to go to bed every night, feeling I have no
difference in my soul with any one of the members of Christ’s body, I wish
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well to every one, and love them all in my heart. This would enable us to
travel in right royal style over fields which now are often stony with
controversy, and thorny with prejudice. Theological conflicts, and
ecclesiastical squabbles would utterly disappear if we were shod with the
true spirit of the gospel of peace. An unwillingness to think hardly of any
Christian brother is a sandal most easy to the foot, protecting it from many
a thorn. Wear it in the church, wear it in all holy service, wear it in all
intercourse with Christian men, and you will find your way amongst the
brethren greatly smoothed; you will win their love and esteem ere long, and
avoid a world of jealousy and opposition which would otherwise have
impeded your course.


It is well to travel girt with this shoe of peace with all mankind. “If it be
possible, as much as lieth in you, live peaceably with all men.” It is barely
possible, but aim at it, and if you do not perfectly succeed try again.
Unconverted men will not love your religion, for they are carnal; that you
cannot help, but you must love them, carnal an they are, and by degrees
you may win them to love both you and your Lord. ]f they will not live
peaceably with you, yet give them your love, and live peaceably with them.
Be not easily provoked, bear and forbear, forgive and love on, return good
for evil, seek to benefit even the most unthankful, and you will travel to
heaven in the pleasantest possible manner. Hatred, and envy, and
persecution may come, but a loving spirit materially blunts their edge, and
oftentimes inherits the promise, “When a man’s ways please the Lord, he
maketh even his enemies to be at peace with him.” If you have to feel,
“Now I am going this part of the journey with the view of avenging a
wrong,” you will not journey pleasantly or safely; but if from the depth of
your soul you can say, “When Christ made peace with God for me, he
made peace between me and my bitterest foe,” you will march on like a
hero. Travel through the world an a sincere philanthropist, with your feet
shod with love to all of woman born, and your course will be happy and
honorable. God grant us that loving spirit which comes of free grace, and is
the work of the Holy Spirit, for that is a mystic sandal which gives wings to
the feet, and lightens a weary road.


Having thus described these gospel shoes, I should like to say that the feet
of our Lord and Master were sandalled in this manner. He was the king of
pilgrims, and to him the way was even rougher than it can be to us; but
these were the shoes he wore, and having worn them he counsels us to put
on the like. “Peace I leave with you, my peace I give unto you,” saith he.
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Evermore while he dwelt in this world he was in fellowship with God; he
could truly say, “I came not to do my own will, but the will of him that sent
me. He that sent me is with me. I am not alone, because the Father is with
me.” Ever did he seek the good of his chosen, “having loved his own which
were in the world, he loved them to the end.” And as for his enemies, he
had only prayers and tears for them; he was at peace with all above,
around, and within him. That peaceableness of his, that wonderful serenity,
was one of the marvelous points in his character. You never find him
worried, disturbed, flustered. No, that is our infirmity, because we put our
shoes off and are taken by surprise, but his feet were always shod: he dwelt
in perfect peace, and therefore he was the grandest pilgrim and the noblest
worker. We cannot need to be better shod than our Lord was; let us sandal
our hearts with his peace, and we shall be royally prepared for our journey.


I may add that these shoes are such as will last all our journey through. We
feel most comfortable in our old shoes, for they fit the foot so well, but
they will wear out at last: these shoes of my text are old, yet ever new, and
are like those which Israel wore in the wilderness, of which it is said, “Thy
foot did not swell, neither did thy shoes wax old upon thee.” The
everlasting gospel yields us everlasting peace. The good news from heaven
never grows stale, neither will the peace which it brings ever become like
the Gibeonites “old shoes and clouted.” The man who wears the
preparation of the gospel of peace was comforted by it when he was
young, and it still cheers him in his later days; it made him a good traveler
when he first set out, and it will protect his last footsteps when he crosses
the river Jordan, and climbs the celestial hills.


Friends, are ye all thus booted for your life-journey? See ye well to it.


II. We come now to our second business: LET US TRY ON THESE SHOES.


Here our joy is great to find that they fit perfectly, and need no tugging and
straining to draw them on. By a miracle more strange than magic the
preparation of the gospel of peace suits every foot, whether it be that of a
babe in grace, or a strong man in Christ Jesus. No man can travel well,
much less engage in battle successfully, unless his dress is comfortable,
especially that part of it which relates to the feet, and here we have the
grand advantage that no foot was ever uneasy when once it had put on this
shoe. Mephibosheths who have been lame in both feet even from their birth
have found this shoe work miracles, and cause them to leap as harts upon
the mountains. The gospel of peace helps all our infirmities, heals all the
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wounds of our old sins, and suits itself to all our tender places. Whatever
the weakness may be, the gospel provides for it; whatever the distress, its
peace relieves it. Other shoes have their pinching places, but he that wears
the preparation of the gospel of peace shall know no strait-ness of spirit,
for the gospel gives rest to our minds. Real gospel, really believed, means
real peace. That which disturbs us is something alien to the spirit of the
gospel, but the spirit of Christ is the spirit of peace. Who would not wear
such a shoe?


The preparation of the gospel of peace is a wonderful shoe for giving its
wearer a firm foothold. Surely it was of this shoe that Habakkuk sung
when he said, “The Lord God is my strength, and he will make my feet like
hinds’ feet, and he will make me to walk upon mine high places.” When
persons are on slippery rocks, or dangerous eminences, where a fall would
be fatal, it is well to be so shod that the feet can get grip and hold. Nothing
aids a man to stand fast in the Lord like the peace of the gospel. Many
professors are very soon thrown over; they are attacked with doctrinal
error, and they yield readily; they are assailed by temptation, and their feet
go from under them; but the man who has perfect peace with God, and
who relies upon the Most High, shall never be moved, for the Lord up-
holdeth him. His shoes have driven themselves into eternal verities, and
hold like anchors. Tell him the atonement is not true, preach up to him the
bloodless neology of modern thought, and he ridicules the ineffectual
attempt, because he knows whom he has believed, and feels a heavenly
peace within flowing from the substitutionary sacrifice. Tell him that the
doctrines of grace are a mistake, that salvation is all of free will and man’s
merit; and he says, “Nay, but I know better. I know the doctrines of
sovereign grace to be true by experience; I know I am God’s chosen; I
know that I am called, I know that I am justified, for I know that I have
peace with God, as the result of all these.” You cannot move him an inch,
his creed is interwoven with his personal consciousness, and there is no
arguing him out of it. In these days of skepticism, when no man seems to
have any resting place, it is well to be so shod that you can and do stand on
the truth, and cannot be blown about like thistledown in the breeze.


The shoe of our text is equally famous for its suitability for marching in
the ways of daily duty. Soldiers have little time for contemplating the
comfort of their shoes, or their fitness for mere standing, for they have
daily marchings to perform. We, too, have our march-lugs, and as far as
some of us are concerned they are no mere parades, but heavy marches,
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involving stern toil and protracted effort. A soul at perfect peace with God
is in a fit state for the severest movements. A sense of pardoned sin, and
reconciliation with God, fits us for anything and everything. When the
burden of sin is gone all other burdens are light. Since we are no longer on
the road to hell the roughest places of our pilgrimage do not distress us. In
every sphere a heart at perfect peace with God is the soundest preparation
for progress, and the surest support under trials, Try on these shoes, my
brethren, and see if they do not enable you to run without weariness, and
walk without fainting. All earth cannot find their like, they are unrivaled,
they make men like the angels, to whom duty is delight.


These gospel shoes are also an effectual preservative from all the ordinary
roughnesses of the road of life, although to most of us it is far from
smooth. He who expects to find a grassy walk all the way to heaven well
mown and rolled, or looks for a highway levelled by a steam-roller, will be
sorrowfully mistaken. The way is rugged, like the goat tracks of Engedi,
and oftentimes so narrow and so far on high that the eagle’s eye cannot
discern it, the blood of former pilgrims stains the way to glory; yet from all
perils to our feet the preparation of the gospel of peace will guard us, from
fears within and rightings without gospel peace will surely deliver us.
Perhaps we are more vexed with little trials than with great ones, certainly
we bear them with far less equanimity; but a peaceful heart protects alike
from tiny thorns and terrible rocks. Everyday vexations as well as
extraordinary tribulations we shall bear cheerfully when the peace of God
keeps our heart and mind.


Beloved, this shoe is also good for climbing. Do you ever practice the holy
art of spiritual climbing, God’s blessed Spirit leading the way? Do you ever
climb Mount Tabor to be transfigured with your Master? Have you
watched with him one hour, and seen his conflict and his victory? Have you
ever looked from Pisgah’s glorious heights upon the goodly land and
Lebanon, anticipating the glory to be revealed? Has your spirit ever been
away there alone in mysterious communings with God upon the Hermons?
I trust you know what climbing work means, and that you have enjoyed
rapt ecstatic fellowship with Jesus Christ; but of this I am sure, you can
never mount on high if your feet are not shod with the peace of God.
Unshod with these sacred sandals, there is no climbing. Only those who
delight themselves in the Lord God shall ascend the hill of the Lord and
stand in his holy place.
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The heart prepared by peace with God is shod suitably for rushing as well
as climbing. There are periods when all our energies must be put forth, and
we must rush forward at the heroic pace, for at certain passages in life’s
campaign things must be carried by storm, and every faculty must dash
forward at its swiftest speed. We cannot at all times keep up the swiftness
which, nevertheless, is occasionally required of us, but the man for a push
and a dash is he whose soul abides in peace. Troubled in heart our foot is
blistered, our knee is weak, and our movements are painfully slow, but the
joy of the Lord is our strength, and in the power of it we become like
Asahel, fleet of foot as a young roe. Try on these shoes, my limping
brother! What say you?


Lastly, this shoe is good for fighting; and that I gather from Paul having
put it among the armor. In the old style, fighting meant hand to hand and
foot to foot, and then it was needful for the feet to be well protected, and
indeed so well covered over as to be useful in assault, for the warriors
spurned with their feet as well as smote with their hands, and many a foe
was placed hots de combat with a heavy kick. Christian men are expected
to fight with their feet in the battle against sin and Satan, indeed they must
fight with all their powers and faculties. That grand promise has been given
us, “The God of peace shall bruise Satan under your feet shortly.” What a
tread we will give him when we once have the opportunity! We shall need
to have our feet shod with the preparation of the gospel of peace to break
that old dragon’s head, and grind his snares to powder, and, God helping
us, we shall do it. Our covenant head has trampled on the old serpent, and
so shall all his members.


Let this suffice concerning these shoes; but a serious question suggests
itself to me. Are there not some of you who have to travel to eternity, and
yet have no shoes for the journey? How can the unconverted man hope to
reach heaven when he has no shoe to his foot? How will he bear the
troubles of life, the temptations of the flesh, and the trials of death? I pray
you unconverted ones look at yourselves, and at the way, and see how
impossible it is for you to accomplish the journey unless you go to Jesus
and obtain from him the grace which will make you pilgrims to glory. Go, I
pray you, and find peace in him, and then your life-journey shall be happy
and safe, and the end eternal joy, for your feet will be shod with the
preparation of the gospel of peace.







190


A BIT FOR THE BOYS.


BY C, H. SPURGEON.


BLESS their hearts, I had forgotten the boys till one of their number wrote
to tell me that he always liked to read the magazine, but sometimes wished
I would say a word to him and those of his own age. I am right glad that
the boys do read The Sword and the Trowel; indeed, I take it as one of the
highest compliments which could be passed upon my editorial labors. Do
you know, boys, some great swell who did not like my plain way of
speaking once took the trouble to write and tell me he had met with some
poor negroes who were reading my sermons with great delight, and for his
part he did not wonder at it, he said, for in his wise opinion, my discourses
were just such as ignorant black people would be sure to relish. No doubt
he thought I should have a terrible fit of the blues after that slap in the face,
but instead thereof I was as jubilant as I knew how to be, and praised God
with my whole heart, because even an enemy admitted that the Lord had
taught me how to reach the hearts of the poor. It is very clear that what
ignorant blacks can understand the intelligent whites may understand if
they like; and so I gathered that my sermons were clear enough to be
understood by anybody who was not so conceited as to darken his own
mind with pride. Now, if boys read The Sword and the Trowel it cannot be
said to shoot over people’s heads, nor can it be said to be very dull and
dreary.


But, boys, what shall I say to you? You are growing up, and will soon be
men, and therefore I will not write to amuse you, for you are getting out of
that, but will ask you to put on your considering caps and be sober for a
few minutes. I hear that you think yourselves too old to go to Sunday-
school, now that you are getting on to fifteen or more. Well, there’s
something in that! Of course you do not want to learn the same elementary
things as when you were quite children; you almost feel your whiskers
coming through, and therefore you are conscious of becoming young men,
and therefore do not want to be treated like babies! I say again, there is
something in that! But I do not think there is very much. I think many boys
make great donkeys of themselves by trying to be men before they are so. I
have smiled at them myself, and wondered how they could be so absurd.
Their little stick-up collars, and other silly mimicries of older folks, make
them look like mannequins, and not at all like men: they might have made
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first-class boys, but as men they are very third-rate indeed. Caesar thought
he would rather be first man in a village than second in Rome; and I think I
would rather be first among boys than be the last joint in the tail of the
hobbledehoys, who are neither men nor boys. A word to the wise will be
sufficient here.


So you feel too old to be with your teacher any longer? Well, what do you
mean to do? Will it not be well to ask admission into a senior class? With a
superior teacher such a class will be of great service to you, even for years
to come, and you need never feel that you are beyond it, till you become a
teacher yourself, or engage in some other work. It is well to be either
taught or teaching, and it is best of all to be both a scholar and a teacher
throughout the whole of life. We have classes at the Tabernacle in which
there are men of thirty and forty, and I remember one dear old boy of
eighty who was the pet of one of the classes, and one of the happiest
scholars of the whole bunch. If you can get into such a class you will never
feel that you are too old for it. A man who is too old to learn is a great
stupid; he may think himself a knowing one, but he knows nothing aright,
or he would have a teachable spirit. Don’t get notions into your head that
you are a somebody, or else I shall be sure you are a nobody. Stick to the
old class as long as you can, and when in all soberness you feel that you
have outgrown it, then find a better; ask the superintendent about it, or
consult your pastor, and something will soon be done for you, at least I
hope so.


I earnestly trust that you are not trying in a side way to leave the school
altogether. If you mean that, say so, and look the matter in the face, but do
not begin finding fault with the teacher and the school, merely because you
want to make an excuse for taking yourself off. I have heard of lads who
have gone out walking on Sabbath afternoons, because they were too big
for Sunday-school, and I very sincerely hope that you are not bent on the
same folly. Perhaps you say to me, “What’s the harm of walking out on
Sunday?” Well, I will tell you. I have seen some of the best lads I ever
knew, whom I really hoped were converted, who have taken to this
walking business, and not one of them is now worth a button, for any good
purpose whatever. My hope was that by this time they would have been
among my best workers, flourishing in business and happy in the service of
God, but it is not so. The day they left the house of God for “pleasant
strolls” was the day of their doom; they became by degrees careless, idle,
boastful, loose in talk and loose in life, and made Satan more and more
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their lord. Whether a thing is bad or not may be seen by its fruit, and
there’s the fruit of being “too old for Sunday schools and classes.” Now, I
am sure you do not mean this. You would be sorry to grow up to be
despisers of God, and holy things, and therefore I charge you do not take
the step which in almost every case leads to such an end.


You have now come to a sort of turning point in the road of life, and it will
be well to pause and take matters into account before you go one way or
another. Perhaps some very doubtful companion is in a hurry for your
answer, — let him wait. He would not stand it any longer, he says, but
what is that to you, do not be led by the nose by him. Satan tells you that
the way of the world and sin is the road to happiness, and to hear idle boys
and girls laugh you might almost think so; but looking on a little closer it
does not turn out to be so. Did you never notice how hollow the laughing
of ungodly young men always sounds? An old friend of mine used to make
jokes in which nobody could see the fun but himself, and I have heard
friends whisper to one another, “Why don’t you laugh? Try and laugh and
please the good old soul.” But you know it was very awkward to have to
laugh to order, and that is just what most of the gay people in the world
do, they mimic mirth, and have hardly a taste of real joy. All is not gold
that glitters, and there is a kind of glitter which says as plainly as it can,
“This is not gold, but I want you to think it is.” It is a silly fish that jumps
at every bait; do you wait a while, and look before you leap. If on the
whole it would be best to give up all good things and live a wicked life, and
die a wretched death, and be lost for ever, you can do all that without
being in such a dreadful hurry. Do look about you, and use all the wits you
have, so that when your choice is made it may be done with your eyes
open, and you may not be quite like the pigs which the farmer carries to
any market he likes.


When I was just fifteen, I believed in the Lord Jesus, was baptized, and
joined the church of Christ, and nothing upon earth would please me more
than to hear that those! am writing to had been led to do the same. It is
twenty-five years ago now, and I have never been sorry for what I then did;
no, not even once. I have had plenty of time to think it over, and many
temptations to try some other course, and if I had found out that I had
been deceived or had made a gross blunder I would have made a change
before now, and would do my best to prevent others from falling into the
same delusion. I tell you, boys, the day I gave myself up to the Lord Jesus
to be his servant was the very best day of my life; then I began to be safe
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and to be happy; then I found out the secret of living, and had a worthy
object for my life’s exertions, and an unfailing comfort for life’s troubles.
Because I would wish every boy who reads these lines to have a bright eye,
a light tread, a joyful heart and overflowing spirits, I therefore plead with
him to consider whether he will not follow my example, for I speak from
experience, and know what I say. Once as I stood musing at a window I
saw a fly upon it, and made a brush with my hand to catch it. When I
opened my hand the fly was not inside, but still in the same place on the
glass. Scarcely thinking what I did, I made another rush with my hand, and
thought I had captured the insect, but with the same result ; — there was
the victim, quietly retaining his place in spite of me. It was on the other
side of the glass, and when I saw that it was so, I smiled at my own folly.
Those who attempt to find pleasure out of Christ will experience a like
failure, for they are seeking on the wrong side of the glass. When we are
on the side of Jesus, and, having believed in him, are cleansed and forgiven,
then our pursuit of joy will be successful, but till then we shall labor in
vain, and spend our strength for nought It is of no use digging for coal
where the geological strata show that there cannot be any, and equally
useless is it to try after happiness where God’s word and the experience of
those who have gone before us assure us that happiness cannot be found.
But then it is all the more needful that we should seek it where it can be
had, and give ourselves at once to the search. He who believes in the Lord
Jesus is blessed in the deed. What hinders you from so believing? Boys,
why should you not, while yet you are boys, believe in the Lord Jesus unto
salvation? May the Spirit of God lead you to do so.


We are looking to you, boys, for our future teachers, deacons, elders, and
ministers. As a general rule, I find that the best working Christians were
converted when they were young. A tree which has been long planted is
the more likely to bring forth much fruit. Our great Captain has found
some of his bravest marshals among those soldiers who began as drummer-
boys in the army. It is not possible to begin serving the Lord too soon; if
we would be eminently useful, the earliest moment is upon all accounts the
best. To whom are we to look for successors to ourselves and your fathers
but to the uprising race of our sons? The grand old banner of the gospel
has been carried by your sires unto this day, will you not uphold it as they
have done? Soon must we pass away, for our hair is turning white; it will
be our greatest joy if we shall know that our sons will take care that the
Lord’s work goes on. It Will make our hearts leap within us if we see you
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enlisted in the army of the bleeding Savior; but if you prove false to your
fathers’ God, it were better for you and for us that you had never been
born. Do not imagine that you cannot now be Christians; the gifts of our
heavenly Father’s love are not reserved for a certain age: boys may be
saved, boys may be workers for Jesus, boys may bring great glory to God.
Hence it is that just now, at this particular turning point in your lives, we
are anxious to see you resolute for the right way. May the Holy Spirit
incline you to resolve to be the Lord’s. Others may despise your
conscientious choice and make mirth of your holy carefulness, but what
matters it? Some of us have been laughed at for these twenty years, and are
none the worse for it; we have had all manner of evil spoken falsely of us
for Christ’s name’s sake, but we are all the happier for it. Oh, boys, if you
are renewed in heart, and become for life and death the Redeemer’s, none
can really harm you; all must be right with him who is right with God.


Hold on, then, to the school, and when you cease to be taught, become
teachers. Hold on by the Sabbath-services, and all the ordinances of the
house of the Lord, and say like Ruth to Naomi, “Thy people shall be my
people, and thy God my God.”


Since I wrote the above paragraphs I met with a capital book, entitled “The
Children’s Hour,” by Mr. Charles Bruce, f1 and it occurred to me that one
of its very telling chapters would just piece in with mine, and might do you
good. I have put it in small type, for my space is precious and your eyes are
good.


“In a green and fruitful valley, formed by two high hills, stood a cottage,
covered with ivy and honey-suckle, and with the monthly rose growing
near the door. Its roof was a thatch of yellow straw; its walls were brick
and cement, whitewashed over, and the door of good stout oak. The front
windows of the cottage looked into a small flower garden, and from thence
down the village street; the door and windows at the back opened into an
orchard of fruit trees, and beyond them into green meadows.


“When the morning sun peeped over one of the two hills it flooded the
cottage and all around it with bright light; and when it sunk to rest behind
the other, the evening sky was flushed with rosy splendor, and its last
beams lingered on some of its windows. In the quiet hush of evening, or
the still deeper solemn hush of night, could be faintly heard the everlasting
moan of the restless sea as its waters beat upon the shore miles and miles
away.
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“The rooms of this cottage were plainly but tastefully furnished; carpets
were spread upon the floor, curtains arranged at the windows, books
scattered over the tables, and a few choice paintings and water-colored
drawings hung on the walls, representing incidents of heroic adventure and
achievement. On a table in the best room stood a curiously made lamp, but
not burning; either there was no oil or some one had neglected to trim and
light it.


“In this cottage dwelt a handsome youth, with blue eyes, golden hair, and
delicate skin; he had attained to that age when the boy was merging, or
rather growing into the young man, and began to feel all the restless
impulses and ambitions which mark that period of life. He had lived all his
life in the cottage, but until very recently had never thoroughly realized that
the cottage and all it contained was his own. Now, however, he was very
proud to be able to call it his, and took great pleasure in adorning and
making it beautiful; since the fact of ownership had dawned clearly upon
his mind, he it was who had hung the pictures on the wall and scattered the
books upon the tables. He was never weary of walking from room to
room, saying to himself, ‘ This is all mine!’ He would gaze upon the
pictures and long to do deeds as brave as were there depicted, deeds that
should live in song and story; and he would dream and dream of what he
would achieve when he went out into the world to do his life’s work, until
the walls of the cottage seemed to fall away, and the whole world was
spread out before him, and ha saw himself doing some heroic action among
the tumultuous shouts of throngs of innumerable people.


“But always, in the interval between each dream, he heard a knocking at
the front door of the cottage, and always, as he inclined his ear and
listened, he would think of his untrimmed lamp, and perhaps take it from
the table, while be murmured, ‘ I ought to open the door.’ But straightway
he would push the lamp on one side, saying, ‘ Time enough yet! I will
dream one more dream!’ Then the knocking would cease.


“One day, when he had grown tired and dissatisfied with his dreaming —
for, however pleasant, there is little satisfaction to be derived from mere
dreams — the knocking sounded louder than ever at the door, so loud,
indeed, that it quite disturbed him, so much so that he determined to open
it and let the applicant in, but before doing so thought it would be as well
to trim his lamp. Now when he took the lamp into his hand, and began to
examine it, be found it had grown quite dim, and in one or two places even
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a speak of rust appeared; not liking his visitor to see it in that condition, he
took a piece of leather and set to work to clean it.


“While rubbing away at this self-imposed task, the youth fancied he saw a
group of gaily-dressed young men pass the window, while their shouts of
merry laughter seemed to float musically on his ear; discarding his lamp, he
rushed to the window to make sure his eyes and ears has not played him
false; but by the time he reached it the group had vanished, and all he saw
was a travel-stained man, standing patiently knocking at the door.
Immediately after a loud knocking was heard at the back of the cottage,
and loud voices demanding admittance. Neglecting the weary traveler at
the front, he hurried from the room, and throwing wide open the back
door, bade were there to enter, and they should receive a most hearty
welcome. In answer to this invitation a troupe of gaily-dressed, bright-
eyed, frolicsome youths stepped in, bearing in their hands, and on their
heads, flagons of wine and baskets of grapes, these were followed by
young damsels playing tambourines and rattling castanets, laughing and
dancing as they came.


“Soon the whole cottage resounded with boisterous mirth. The first thing
the merry youths did on entering was to seize upon the half cleaned lamp,
and throwing it from one to another, ridicule its shape, its make, its color,
the purpose for which it was made, and the folly of retaining so useless an
article, until its owner grew quite red with shame, and snatching it from
one of the group threw it into a disused cupboard, whereat the laugh grew
louder, the lest broader, and the merriment more uproarious. Wine was
drunk, songs were sung, and dances were danced.


“The owner of the cottage tripped it gaily with the rest, drank as deeply
and laughed as loudly, while in his heart he said, ‘ This is just what I
wanted; I got tired of dreaming; I wanted excitement; I wanted merriment;
I wanted to enjoy life: this is life!’


“And the drinking, and the song, and the dance went on; they became
intoxicated, they grew mad with merriment. The knocking at the door was
unheeded, indeed, never heard; or perhaps the weary applicant had gone
away. The hours sped swiftly on, and it was far into the night ere the merry
group took their departure, leaving their host fast asleep in bed.


“At midnight, when the young man had slept off some of the fumes of the
wine which had mounted to his brain, he suddenly awoke. The room was in
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total darkness, and all seemed as silent as the grave; indeed, he could only
hear the roaring of the distant sea, but that served only to make the silence
seem deeper, while it sent a thrill of fear through his heart, for there was a
rumor which had floated to his ears to the effect that one day that sea
would burst upon the village and wash it away. Suddenly he was startled
by hearing a knock at the door! He sat up in bed to listen. Yes, his ears had
not deceived him; there it was again! clear and distinct it fell upon his ear,
one long continuous knocking. Surely it must be the traveler he saw there
in the morning. Should he get up to let him in? No, he was ashamed; he
knew he had been unkind and neglectful in not opening the door before. So
he buried his face in the pillow, and threw the bedclothes over his head,
that he might not hear.


“Morning light usually brings reflection, and as the light of the sun poured
into his room the young man thought how foolish he had been to waste a
whole day in boisterous mirth when the time might have been turned to a
far better purpose. And as he thought thus, there came the traveler’s knock
at the front door, but ere he could move to open it he heard the merry
shouts and the loud summons of his yesterday’s companions. For a
moment he hesitated which of the applicants he should let in, he felt that
both could not, or would not, enter at the same time; if the traveler
entered, his merry friends would depart; and if they entered the traveler
would cease his knocking. Mean- while both were growing importunate.


“‘ I think,’ murmured the young man, slowly pacing backward and
forward, now to one door and now to another; ‘ I think I will just speak to
my merry friends, and tell them I can no more entertain them; yes, that will
be best. Afterwards I can let in the traveler.’


“He opened the back door, but before he could utter a word, in trooped
the gay throng with laughter, and song, and dance, and yesterday’s scenes
were enacted over again. Day after day, day after day, the same gay troupe
paid their visit, to the young man, who never hesitated now to. open the
door to them and bid them welcome: he ceased to pay any attention to the
other knock, and, indeed, he but seldom heard it. Sometimes at night, when
he awoke from a fevered sleep, it would fall upon his ear, but at those
times he would bury himself in bed that he might not hear.


“At last he grew weary of his gay friends, he became sad in the midst of all
their fun and jollity; their wine, and song, and dance lost their charm and
freshness, they grew stale and unexciting, so much so that, one morning
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when the troupe pard their accustomed visit, he disregarded their
knocking, and, instead, said to himself, ‘I said of laughter, It is mad; and
of mirth, What doeth it? ‘ And as the words fell from his lips he heard a
knock at the front door.


“‘ Is it the traveler again? ‘ he exclaimed, starting up; ‘no, no, I cannot let
him in, I have other things to do;! must live down this folly, and realize
some of my early dreams.’


“Now as he looked up at the pictures on the wall, to recall those youthful
dreams to his mind, he found them half defaced by wine stains, and some
even torn. ‘ See what my folly has done!’ he exclaimed; ‘ my pictures are
spoiled, their freshness is gone, I can scarcely make out their subjects.
Fool, fool, that I am!’


“ The knock at the front door sounded louder and louder.


“‘ I will put an end to all this folly, I will win me a name ;’ and so saying
the young man rushed from the room, and opening the back door, darted
right through his gay friends, unheeding their cries, and sped like the wind
down the valley.


“The cottage remained empty for years. The traveler still occasionally
returned to the door and knocked, but only the hollow echo of his own
knocking replied to him. Every now and again news of the .young man
found its way to the village. He had become a soldier, and was winning
renown on the distant battle-field, his deeds of prowess and valor were
recited at many a fireside, his bravery became the theme of story and song,
and the Queen conferred high honors upon him; and people looked upon
him with admiration, and sometimes even with envy, because of his fame.


“One evening, in the still twilight, he returned to his cottage. ‘ How many
years have passed since I last entered here!’ he said to himself as he paused
upon the threshold, and peered into the rooms. ‘ How narrow and
contracted the rooms appear, how dull and uninteresting! I declare,’ he
continued, entering,’ all the pictures are faded, and the furniture faded and
covered with mildew. I have had no time to see to things, they have all
gone to rack and ruin. And what have I gained since I was last in this
room? I have done great deeds, men have bestowed fame and honor upon
my name. I have become a power in the ].and. Yet I am not satisfied, I
want something else.’
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“And as he thus communed with himself, he was startled by a low, but
clear and distinct, knock at the door.


“‘ Ah!’ he exclaimed, starting and looking round, “it must be that traveler
come again, — I know his knock.’


“The knock was followed by a sweet voice of entreaty, requesting
admittance and rest for the night, promising to repay a hundredfold all
labor and expense.


“‘ I wonder,’ said the inmate, ‘ where my lamp is! I feel half inclined to
open the door!’


“While he stood hesitating, with one hand half extended towards the door,
a stranger entered the room from the back of the cottage, the door having
been left unlatched. This stranger wore robes of embroidered gold, with
buttons of gold, and with diamond studs in his shirt front, and diamond
rings on his fingers; and as he walked, he rustled crisp bank notes in his
pocket, and jingled his gold and silver coins. The face of this stranger was
the worst feature about him, it was hard and seamed with wrinkles, and
yellowish in hue, while his eyes had a cold metallic glitter in them.


“He touched the owner of the cottage upon the shoulder, saying, ‘So you
are tired of winning fame, of seeking ‘“ bubble reputation at the cannon’s
mouth;” come with me and you shall win riches, wealth, untold gold; the
race of wealth never tires, it always brings satisfaction.’


“‘ But I must open this door,” ‘ said the owner,’ hark at the knocking.’


“‘ Time enough to open that when you return replied the stranger; ‘
besides, you will be able to entertain him better when you are rich. Come! ‘


“And the man arose and went; and very speedily became thoroughly
absorbed in his search after wealth, it became quite a fever, a passion with
him; and it was very instructive to observe that the more money he gained
the more he wanted, the more he grasped at. He heaped it up in piles in his
cottage, every room contained money, gold; but some of it was wet with
tears, and some even red with blood, for it had been wrung from the
widow and the orphan, and it had caused the death of more than one; still it
was gold, gold, gold! and it was gold the man craved for, gold his eyes
gloated over, gold that his fingers so eagerly clutched. He grew old and
feeble in this pursuit of wealth, his flesh wasted, his skin wrinkled, his
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joints became stiff. And when he became too old to gather more, he retired
to his cottage, to feast his eyes upon what he had already heaped together.


“But one night, while, as usual, he sat counting his money, he felt a strange
sensation steal over him, he scarcely knew what it was; it was a kind of
want, an inward craving, which his gold could not meet and satisfy; neither
could those sheets of newspaper, and stars and crosses which he had hung
up about the room, and which told of his deeds of valor and the fame that
had been heaped upon his name; neither could the recollection of those
days of mirth and mad revelry, though they stood out clear before him,
serve to satisfy this craving want which increased more and more.


“In the midst of his despair he heard once again the knock at the front door
Had the traveler returned who had promised him rest and peace? He
started from his chair, and, with head bent forward, listened to hear it once
more! How solemn the silence! He heard the ‘click clack, click clack, click
clack’ of the clock, and glancing involuntarily up at it he saw it was nearly
twelve o’clock He heard the hoarse roaring of the distant sea ] Distant?
Why, it seemed almost at his very doors, and sounded as though it was
coming nearer and nearer every moment. What could it mean? Then, too, a
wind began to rise, at first like a moan, and then like a shrill wail, then it
increased in volume, and tone, and violence; it beat furiously on the walls
of the cottage, it rattled at the windows — oh, it was a fearful wind!


“But through all the noise and turmoil came the clear, low knock to the
listener’s ear. ‘ My lamp, my lamp, where is my lamp?’ cried the man, ‘ I
must open the door! ‘ He routed everywhere for his long discarded lamp,
but could not find it. The storm outside was increasing; in despair he
rushed to the door, to throw it open and admit the supplicant. Fancy the
man’s agony of terror when he found he could not open the door! He was
too feeble, and the door had remained too long closed; it resisted his
utmost efforts.


“For the key was stiffly rusty,
And the bolt was clogged and dusty;


Many-fingered ivy-vine
Sealed it fast with twist and twine;
Weeds of years and years before
Choke the passage of that door!


How the man tugged and pulled, how he cried, ‘ O angels, sweep the drifts
away — unbar my door.’ How despair lent him energy and strength; how







201


he shouted again and yet again, ‘Push, traveler, push, the door only sticks.’
But there was no voice to answer, and the knocking had ceased, the
applicant had gone away never to return. Too long. had the door remained
unbarred, it was never to open now.


“While the man was still vainly trying to pull it open, and just as the clock
struck twelve, a mighty gust of wind, and a huge, fierce wave from the
encroaching sea, together dashed against the cottage and swept it, man and
all; away into the storm, and darkness, and night.


“And there was heard a noise as of weeping and wailing.”


NUTS TO CRACK


THE Christian is one who is to be plainly seen, and yet his life is hidden; he
is a man in the world, but not a man of the world; he converses with other
men, and yet his conversation is in heaven.


He is one who lives to die, and dies to live; yet he is dead while he lives,
and lives when he dies.


He is one who lives in another, and for another; he seeks not himself when
he aims most at his own good; God is his all, and his all is God; he aims at
no end but the glory of God, of which there is no end.
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THE SWORD THE TROWEL


DECEMBER, 1874.


A DOUBLE KNOCK AT THE DOOR OF THE
YOUNG.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“I have a message from God unto thee.” — Judges 3:20.


My message is not sharp and deadly like that of Ehud, who when he had
pronounced the words drove at once his dagger into the heart of the tyrant
king. That was the sharp message from God to him. Mine is a message not
of death but of life. It anything be killed by it, I trust it may be that sin
which otherwise would have killed us. Young man, young woman, “I have
a message from God unto thee!”


In ordinary correspondence through the post there are four special marks
which occasionally distinguish our letters, any one of which is sure to draw
attention to them. There are, in like manner, four attractive features about
the message I have to deliver. You sometimes receive a, letter marked
“Important,” or another upon which there is written “Immediate.” You
will: see to those at the first moment. Perhaps a third comes, “On Her
Majesty’s service,” and you will look to that; but I should not wonder if
the most pleasing of all in your eyes is that which is tied round with a green
string. It is registered, and contains something of value, which you hope
may be as precious as you wish. I have four such letters to deliver at this
time to my young friends, and I shall ask: their earnest attention to them.


The first-message I have to deliver is


“IMPORTANT!”


I cannot take you by the button hole and hold you fast, but I should like
you to think I am doing so, while I try to chain your ears and engage your
hearts. Like the old mariner in Coleridges rhyme who detained the wedding
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guest with his story, so would I try to detain you. Not that I have to tell.
you any strange legend, or to relate any re-mantic narrative; but with
something practical and earnest I would hold you. Here you find yourself
with a career just opening up before you, at the age of fifteen or sixteen, or
it may be of one-and-twenty, or five-and-twenty. Infancy at least is behind
you, and immediately before you there is the sharing of your life. The
reflection you have in your mind, if you judge righteously, will be that since
God has created you. and endowed you with all the faculties you possess,
he has a. first claim upon you. From your own point of view it is
reasonable what the Creator should demand and expect that the creatures
he has formed, should answer the ends for which he save them being, and
fashioned them as men, for if you construct a machine you expect to get
the benefit of your own handicraft, and if after making it you spend money
in its maintenance yea expect it to be useful to you. God has made us, and
not we ourselves, and we are bound to render service to him. The breath in
our nostrils and the pulsing in our veins come to us from an immediate act
of God, and, therefore, every second of our lives we ought to live to him,
else we do. not live honestly. We are raider solemn obligations that our
whole life should be spent for him, and to neglect this is to rob God.
Young men and women, will you not acknowledge this obligation? As you
have any justice in your souls, I charge you. to do so. Will you defraud
your God? I pray you be not so unjust. You see I am not trifling, I am
pleading for God, my message is IMPORTANT, most IMPORTANT.


It may encourage you to accept this duty cheerfully if you remember that
the service due to God which he asks of you is by no means injurious to
yourself In fact his law, when condensed into a sentence, is just this, “Do
thyself no harm.” There is not a sin which can by any possibility be really
for our benefit, neither is there a divine command, which can be for our
hurt. His ways are ways of pleasantness, and all ]his paths are peace.
Though in the pursuit of right we may have to suffer, the trials which are
necessitated by doing right are not for a moment comparable to those
pangs of conscience and agonies of remorse which are sure to follow upon
the heels of doing wrong. Notwithstanding that the road to heaven is rough
in places, it is a smoother road take it for all in all than yonder attractive
road to hell, which so many choose. You shall find the service of God to be
liberty. If ye be men, ye shall be the more manly through being servants of
God. If you be happy by nature and constitution, you shall be the happier
through being devoted to his service; and if you be somewhat dull and
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inclined to gloom by nature, you shall find the sweetest alleviation of your
constitutional depression in the grateful love and devoted service of the
Most High. I have known the Lord and served him now since I was fifteen
years of age through his love and mercy, and if he were a bad master I
would tell you. I would not lie even for him. But I must bear him witness
that it; is sweet to do his bidding, and had I done it more perfectly I had
been happier than I am. But as it is, to have given my heart to him, and to
have sought his glory has conferred upon my life its highest joy and its
deepest satisfaction. May I ask you to think of this, and to keep on thinking
about it; until you have come to this conclusion, that God is God, and. you
will serve him.. I think I hear the good resolve to which you have come..
Your heart is yielding to the truth. I hope it is, for the matter is
IMPORTANT! MOST IMPORTANT!


But I have other important things to remind you of. One is that you have
not to choose how you shall begin life; for you have begun it already.
Unconverted as I suppose you now to be, just reflect where the beginning
of life has already placed you. You have already broken God’s commands.
I am not going to raise the question as to at what; time a child is capable of
knowing right from wrong’, and therefore becomes charged with
responsibility. You have passed the period of your childhood, and you have
gone through, or are nearly through the days of your youth. You have
sinned, you know you have, from childhoods earliest days till now. Now
before you can talk about; serving God, remember the past has to be
condoned or rather to be atoned for. How is that to be done? I pray you
attend to me while in a few words I deliver the glad tidings of forgiveness
by Jesus Christ. It is not the first time you have heard this story, but it may
be the first time you ever heeded it. Oh, believe it as I tell you it again,
practically embrace it, and obey it, and it will give you relief from the guilt
of your past transgressions. God was pleased out of infinite mercy to his
elect to lay their sins upon Jesus Christ, his Son, their substitute and
sacrifice; and Jesus Christ took at1 that mass of sin up to the cross, and
there and then so suffered for it, that the sin he carried has been put away
for ever, and now God can be just, and yet the justifier of the ungodly. You
say to me, “Did he carry my sin? That is the point I want to know.” Those
for whom Jesus was an effectual substitute are in due time known by their
faith. He laid down his life for his sheep, and he has said, “My sheep hear
my voice.” If you believe on him your sin was laid upon him. To believe on
him is to trust him. You have therefore to put; this question to yourself,
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Am I trusting my whole soul with Jesus Christ, the God-appointed Savior?
For, if you are so trusting, then your transgressions were laid on him and
are not on you, for they cannot be on two persons at the same time. Your
transgressions are alerted for, and have ceased to be, and you are forgiven.
It all hinges on this — do you believe on the Lord Jesus Christ? Do you
rest simply, and alone in him? If so, you are reconciled to God. It seems
strange that. any of us should hesitate when such a gospel as this is
propounded to us. If the Lord asked some great thing of us we might
hesitate, but when he says simply, “I ask nothing of thee, young man, but
that thou trust in the blood and righteousness of my Son, and even. that
trust I will bestow upon thee by the power of the Holy Spirit,” ‘tis passing
strange, ‘tis wonderful, and if we did not know the baseness of the human
heart it; would be incredible, that men should start back and. neglect the
great salvation. Do not be yourself so unwise, for of all concerns this is the
most IMPORTANT.


Do you know also, my dear young friend — I seem to throw myself back
to the time when I was your age, and I freely speak to you as I would have
liked at that time to have been spoken to myself — do you know that in
addition to the sin you have committed there is in you a tendency to sin, as
you must have perceived, even though you may not have examined
yourself thoroughly. You never require a teacher to lead you. into the
wrong path, but you do require a kindly word to conduct you aright. You
know ‘that you. never want an incentive to evil, for your heart goes that
way as a stone goes down hill, or as a spark ascends. There is a tendency
that way. You have seen that; you must have done so. That tendency must
be taken from you. The needle of your soul points now in the wrong
direction; it must be magnetized in some such way that it shall point to
Jesus, the true pole. Now this can. be done. You cannot change your own
nature; as well might a stone turn itself into a bird, or a deadly upas into
the vine which beareth goodly clusters. But there is one who can do it: it is
the Holy Ghost. He can change the whole bent and current of the mind,
can remove tendencies to evil, and inspire aspirations after perfection.
“Oh,” say you, “how I wish he would do this for me!” If you believe in
Christ Jesus that work is done, that change of nature has already
commenced, for there never was reliance upon Christ yet in an unrenewed
heart. Wherever there is simple faith in Jesus Christ, you may rest assured
that the first principles of eternal life are already implanted, which will go
on to grow, and operate yet more powerfully upon your character. “Oh,”
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says one, “that has taken a heavy weight from my mind: I have been
looking for some great mystery!” That is all the mystery. Seeing you have
believed in Jesus, you are forgiven: being forgiven, you love God for
having forgiven you, and it is clear that you are a changed man, or you
would not do that. Because the gospel thus reveals to you the intimate
connection between the new birth, and faith, it is above all things
IMPORTANT.


So, then, I have brought you this important message, that the Lord is able
to meet your fallen, condition, — its sin by pardon, its sinful tendencies by
renewal; and if this be done there is before you a useful, happy life, and a
glorious immortality. Young woman, if you give your heart to Jesus you
are safe for time and. eternity. Young man, you have, already thought of
insuring your life, may your soul be insured and your character insured; and
they will be if you believe in Jesus. He will not surer you. to fall away and
perish. “I give,” saith he, “unto my sheep eternal life, and they shall never
perish, neither shall any pluck them out of my hands..” The salvation which
comes by faith is not temporary, but lasting;, yea, everlasting. When the
Lord once renews a man, he suffers him not to go back like the dog to his
vomit, or the sow that was washed to her wallowing in the mire; he turns
the dog into a child, the sow into a sheep. Renewed men love purity and
holiness, their tastes and desires are altered, and they cannot return to their
former ways. Thrice happy is that young heart which entrusts itself to the
hand of Christ, for when the evil days come and the keepers of the house
do tremble, and the strong men bow themselves, you will have nothing to
dread, but will accept the summons to depart with holy calmness and
expectant delight. But ah, if there should be no yielding to God, and no
faith in Christ, there remains only for you a life of disaster, a death of
darkness, and a resurrection to shame, and everlasting contempt. The
world’s mirage and pleasure’s will-o’-the-wisp will deceive for a time, but
the sorrow that worketh death will be your portion here, and after death
the “for ever! — the dreadful for ever! — the dreadful for ever of which
we will not now speak, and which I pray you may never know by terrible
experience.


So much, then, concerning the letter which is marked “IMPORTANT.”


We shall now pass on to speak of another letter — the same message
indeed, but it is marked “IMMEDIATE!”
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I stood a very short time ago by a sick bed, and on it there lay a woman
advanced in life, who was gasping heavily for breath. I saw that I had little
opportunity for speaking to her about her soul, unless I spoke shortly and
quickly to her, as I tried to do. I warned her that she would soon die, and
begged her to remember that it would be terrible to pass into another world
unprepared. Now you are not gasping as she was; I do not observe any
sunken cheeks and glazed eyes, that look like speedy death; but, yet we are
all dying men and women, and it becomes us to hear the message of God
as such, for persons in hale strength, seeming perfectly well, have on a
sudden died, as you know. There is no reason known to you why you may
not die while yet these words are under your eye. My message, then, is
marked “IMMEDIATE.” And immediate first, because, young friend, you
have already lingered long enough. As the prophet said, “How long halt ye
between two opinions?” You that are the children of godly parents, you
have been already a long time turning over these matters. You have
sojourned long enough in the dangerous realms of indecision. Oh,
immediately may God grant you grace to decide; immediately, I say,
because your character is forming at this very moment. I remember a
remark of Mr. Ruskin, which I cannot quote in his beautiful language, but
the substance is this, that if particles of chaff or dust fall upon the Venice
glass while it is being fashioned, you may in vain invoke the north wind to
come and blow upon it until it shall become clear and transparent, for the
spots will never depart. So with the flaws of youth. The chaff which falls
upon the character while yet in process of formation will leave its trace in:
after years. In the erection of a building, if there should be any mistake in
the upper part of the structure it will discover itself by and by, and
probably may be repaired; but who has not seen a faulty public structure in
which the difficulty of rectifying faults of construction was extreme,
because the fault was in the foundation? A crack here, a settlement there,
how it spoils the whole! Young man, your early days are the foundation of
your life-character. Young woman, these bright days of yours represent the
time when your vessel is being freighted for its future voyage; when your
barque is far out to sea you will have to suffer for the errors or defects of
her lading. Your youth, dear friends, is a very beautiful thing to be
presented to God. God asks for sacrifice the firstlings, a bullock or a ram
of a year old; this shows us that the Lord would have our prime of life
dedicated to his praise. You will not have another youth: soon it will no; be
in your power to offer to God your beauty and freshness. You may be able
to give him the ripeness of middle age, but not the beauty of youth, unless
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you at once attend to the message which is marked “IMMEDIATE.” Is
there not an exceeding preciousness about youth? They gave out that there
was a fountain somewhere in the western main whereof if men would drink
it would renew their youth, and straightway a gallant Spaniard, as foolish
as gallant, Ponce de Leon, with his flotilla scoured the seas for months to
discover the fountain of immortal youth, but never found it. His vain quest
only shows how precious a thing man counts it, and God counts it precious
too. My young sister, give my Lord and Master the flower of your being
while yet it is in the bud. Bring him your first ripe clusters, a basket of
summer-fruit sweet unto his taste, for well doth he deserve it. But let it be
now, for the bloom will soon be gone, and the dewdrops will have exhaled.
Your immediate conversion is the object of our prayers. Your mother
never ]prays for you to be converted in years to come, her prayer is for
your immediate salvation; our anxiety always leads us to that desire. Have
I the faith to believe that this writing of mine will be made useful to your
souls? Well, if I cannot go so far as that, I can say my soul thirsteth, yea
even panteth that you may be led to give your hearts to Jesus at this
instant. That is our prayer, and if it be your parents’ prayer, and your
friends’ prayer, oh, that the grace of God might hear it, and might hear it at
this very moment, while yet the last month of the year is with us.


Dear friend, it is possible that if’ your heart be not given to Christ;
immediately it never will be, for you may not live to have another warning,
or to receive another invitation. Remember, yet again, that if you should be
converted in after life, it is probable that your conversion will cost you
great pain., which it may not now. When the Lord’s children come to him
early in the morning they generally come to him rejoicing; but if late in the
flay they come to him (as they do, for sovereign grace will not. lose its
own), they frequently come limping and sorely wounded. Oh it is happy,
seeking Christ early in the morning. “ They that seek me early shall find
me,” saith he. It is often hard seeking him amid the shades of evening.
Sharp affliction is often necessary to men, they will not come to Christ
without it; but oh, if we do come without it how much better it is. A
gentleman was riding on a coach one day, and the driver observed to him,
“You see that off-leader, sir?” “Yes.” “Well, when he gets to that white
gate over yonder he will shy terribly.” What are you going to do with
him?” “Why, just before he gets there, I shall give him something to think
about;” and so he did, in the form of several sharp cuts of the whip. Many
of us have been like the horse and the mule, which have no understanding,
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whose mouth must be held in with bit and bridle. May you have grace to
yield to the influence of gentler means, and it shall be well with you. May
his sweet Spirit incline you to do so immediately.


I say “immediately,” because if you should be converted afterwards, the
sins of your youth will always trouble you. Mahomet in his early days was
poisoned by a Jewish maid, who thought that she should do a. good deed if
she put; poison into his meat. His life was preserved, but when he lay
dying, and was full of pain, he said to those around him, “I can feel the
poison still in my veins.” Many a saved man has felt the sins of his younger
days in his bones. I have heard good men say that when a hymn has been
sung, a snatch of an old lascivious song has come up before them; and
sights which to the unsullied would have suggested nothing but purity,
have awakened in them recollections of unclean acts in early youth which
have been a cross and a curse to them. May God grant that we may be led
in the paths of righteousness from the earliest period, that we may not have
to go down to our grave with regrets.


Beloved young friend, wherever you may be, it is not I that invent that
word “IMMEDIATE.” It is the gospel’s call. “Today if you will hear his
voice, harden not your hearts.” What God saith ought to have weight with
us. “Today,” then I pray you, believe in the Lord Jesus. You cannot
possibly yield your heart to Christ too soon. Too soon? Too soon? Ah, it is
never too soon to be forgiven when you have committed a fault! It is never
too soon to have the kiss from the Father’s lips when you have offended
him, and to hear him say, “I have loved thee with an everlasting love.” It is
never too soon to be happy; it is never too soon to be safe; it is never too
soon to be a child of God; it is never too soon to gain an inheritance in
heaven. It is never too soon to put on the armor of the holy war, never too
soon to enlist beneath the banner of Jesus, never too soon to be the Lord’s
for time and for eternity.


Thus I have dwelt upon the immediateness of it. May the urgency be felt,
and tend to arouse you.


Let us now devote a few minutes to the consideration of a third form of
message. A letter marked O. H. M. S. would command prompt attention.
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“ON HER MAJESTY’S SERVICE.”


It may be some very unimportant matter, peradventure it is of no
consequence whatever, still one is sure to look directly when the envelope
bears these royal words on his face.


Now the message I have to you young people is most distinctly” ON HIS


MAJESTY”S SERVICE.” We want to enlist you in His Majesty’s army. One
occasionally sees in certain places announcements such as this, “Smart
young men wanted for the Guards.” Well, I am a recruiting sergeant. My
colors are crimson, and I am eager to enlist both young men, and women. I
would be glad if I could do a bit of business, and gather up recruits for
Christ. Some more aged reader inquires. “Will you not have us old.
people?” I would be glad enough, but I am not after you just now. The
Lord have mercy upon you and save you, but I have just now a message
for the young folks. We want them beyond all others to join the ranks of
the covenanted warriors of the Lord.


Why? Because they bring fresh energy into the church. This is much to be
desired. A young man, all aglow with youthful ardor and spiritual life,
coming into a church sets us all aflame. Everybody wakes up when he
begins to pray. Any church in which there is a large preponderance of
persons who have passed middle age is likely to be very respectable and
excellent, and to possess many of the virtues, perhaps all, but it is not very
likely to be consumed with zeal. I seldom hear of persons over sixty setting
the Thames on fire. At that mature age people have not, as a rule, any
strong proclivities for fervent excitement, and they are of opinion that the
Thames had better be let atone. The elders seldom exhibit the enterprise of
youth, their business is to take the Conservative side of questions. They are
valuable to the church, and cannot be spared, but the church wants some of
the fire of youth, sanctified by grace, and made into genuine zeal for the
kingdom of Christ. We want you, beloved youths, because the older
soldiers are going off the field, and others of us will soon have to think of
ourselves as in the same category. Nobody in our army ever retires on half-
pay; blessed be God they shall have their full joy, even when they can do
but little, and they have the pledge of a fall heaven hereafter. Still many
have been taken away from us, and our ranks are thinned. Oh for recruits
to fill up the vacancies! Good women, earnest matrons who were serving
in the schools, and in the classes; good men who were preaching in the
streets, and doing good in all ways, are falling asleep. Young men and
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women, step forward and fill the places of your fathers and mothers! We
cannot have a better stock; none could be more welcome than your fathers’
sons and daughters.


Young men are valuable when converted, for by God’s grace how much
they may do while yet young. Do you know that John Calvin wrote his
famous “Institutes” — a most wonderful production for thought if not for
accuracy — before he was twenty-seven years of age? Though Martin
Luther did a grand work after he was five-and-forty years old, it is
something to say of Calvin, the clearer of the two, that he had commenced
his work and wrought wonders when he was seven-and-twenty. Many a
Christian man has won his hundreds and some even thousands for Christ
before attaining that age. There is power in youth, let it. then be
consecrated to HIS MAJESTY’S SERVICE.


I am eagerly desirous that many of you should be converted, because your
influence will tell against the truth and the cause of God if you are not,
salved. A young man died in New York some time ago whose last.
expression was this, “For God’s sake gather up all my influence and bury it
with me!” That was impossible. He might be penitent for his wrong doing,
but his evil influence was gone forth and could never be stayed. He had
perverted many. His brilliant talk had led some into skepticism, and his
immoralities had plunged others into vice; and this mischief could not be
undone. Every man bring bears in his hand a box. Take off the lid (and it
must be taken off, and from it. will either stream the seeds of the disease of
sin, or a sacred perfume of grace bearing healing for the nations. Our
influence will either, under God, be a channel by which his grace works
among the sons of men, or else, if let alone, it will become the means by
which Satan destroys multitudes.


What shall I say to you with regard to this service of the Lord Jesus Christ?
I will write this inquiry — Who is on the Lord’s side? Who? Young
people, if you have believed, and are on his side, come forward and say so.
Take up Christ’s yoke early; make a profession of your saith even in your
first days, and to life’s latest hour you shall never have cause to regret
either that Jesus blessed you, or that you lived for him. You shall love him
better every day, and the more your days multiply the more will you rejoice
in your Lord.


And now the last thing was the letter marked
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“REGISTERED.”


Is it for you? Registered letters are only for those they are sent to. This
letter is directed to the young man who has by grace believed. Here is
another addressed to the young woman who has trusted in the Lord Jesus
Christ. I will show you the contents: “I have loved thee” — -thee Mary —
thee John — thee William — “I have loved then with an everlasting love;
therefore with lovingkindness have I drawn thee. I have loved thee and
giver: myself for thee.” (latch the words: “I will never leave thee nor
forsake thee. When thou passest through the waters, I will be with thee;
and through the rivers, they shall not overflow thee: when thou walkest
through the fire, thou shalt not be burned; neither shall the flame kindle
upon thee. And they shall be mine, saith the Lord of hosts, in the day when
I make up my jewels.” That is; for you, young believer, for yourself, all for
yourself. Take it; to yourself. Wear these gems, for the Lord presents them
to you. You are his chosen; you are his redeemed. He will be with you for
ever, and you shall be with him for ever. “What, all these mine?” says one;
“I have only lately believed in him.” They are just as much yours as if you
had believed in him seventy years ago, for the possessions of the covenant
as much belong to the babe in grace of an hour old as to the man who has
fulfilled his threescore years and ten in the ways of the Lord. Take that
registered letter, rejoice in the sure promises of the God of grace, and may
God the Holy Spirit open them up to you, and give you to see that they are
all yours, since you are Christ’s and Christ is God’s.


Farewell, my message is ended as far as I am concerned, what have you to
say to it?


IS THERE ANY ANSWER?


GHOST STORIES FOR CHRISTMAS


WE may be very wrong, but we confess a weakness for a ghost story, and
cannot help listening to it, and all the more if it makes the blood curdle and
blanches the cheek. It is a sort of stolen water, and that, as the wise man
says, is sweet. We lived at one time among a people many of whom
devoutly believed in apparitions, and wizards, and witches, and all that
horrible rout, and often have we heard the most thrilling stories — stories,
we believe, in more senses than one. We had sent us for review some little
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time ago a book upon apparitions, which claims to be a narrative of facts;
and as we read it through we said “Yes, these were facts where they were
done,” and we put the book aside, to be looked up somewhat nearer the
end of the year, when our Christmas number might excuse our inserting
one or more of the aforesaid facts. We are afraid our readers will think us
rather a Sadducee, but we are nothing of the kind, nor a Pharisee either;
but we do not believe that in nine out of ten ghost stories there is a ghost
of truth, and we are not quite sure that we believe the tenth one. The
Wesley family undoubtedly were favored with a very noisy visitant of some
sort, and we have no idea what it was, only there is no accounting for the
noises which rats make in old houses any more than for the foul gases in
new ones. When we meet with a thing which puzzles us we pry into the
cause as far as we can, and generally find it out; and if we cannot read the
riddle we lay it by to be solved another day, never flying to the old-
fashioned resort of dragging in the supernatural. We traced a spirit song
after much investigation to a foot-warmer filled with hot water, which was
being used by an invalid. We found a band of celestial visitants, who
whispered to us all night in a country house, and they turned out to be a
nest of birds in a hole in the plaster of the wall at our bed head, which hole
nearly came through into the room. Nothing supernatural has ever been
seen by our eyes, nor do we think we shall ever be blessed with such
visions while in this body, for after seeing Robert Houdin and other
wonder-workers we are casehardened against the whole set of tricks and
sham spirits, and these are the parents of most of the marvels which set
silly people’s hair on end. As a general rule, when we hear of an apparition,
or anything of the kind, we do not believe it to be other than an illusion or
a falsehood. The most wonderfully well-attested narratives seldom bear
investigation, they are built up upon hearsay and tittle-tattle, and will not
endure a strict examination; like most rumors, they fall like card-houses as
soon as the hand of truth touches them. Perhaps a few of them appear to
be so far true that we may safely say that they are not yet accounted for
except upon a supernatural hypothesis, but we should hesitate to say more.
Some are evidently the result of strong imagination, and are true to the
parties concerned, affecting their fears and stamping themselves upon their
minds too firmly to allow them to doubt.


In many cases religious delusions and errors create a tendency to visions
and the like, and the most vigorous repression should be exercised by
ministers and other persons of influence. A woman once called upon us in
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great trouble, for she had seen a human form at the foot of her bed. We
suggested that it might be her own gown hanging on a peg. No, that could
not be, she believed it was either the Lord Jesus or Satan. We remarked
that it did not matter a pin which it was, for many saw the Lord when he
was on earth, and our Lord himself saw the devil, and yet was none the
worse. To her, however, it was a test matter, and she informed us that she
should have known all about it if she had seen its head. We inquired how
that was, and to our astonishment she told us that she had a likeness of the
Savior, and she should have known him by it, and thereupon pulled out of
her pocket a small woodcut which was supposed by her to be like the
altogether lovely One. Our reply was an urgent entreaty to burn the horrid
thing at once, and to feel certain that if ever she saw anybody at all like that
she might be sure that it was as likely to be Lucifer himself as the Lord
Jesus. She was evidently greatly surprised, and we fell fifty per cent. in her
estimation, for she had expected to have had the opinion of her own
minister, a Methodist, contradicted by our authority. We told her that her
minister was a very sensible man, and had dealt faithfully with her in telling
her not to be deceived by optical illusions; we question, however, whether
we shook her faith, for she had a budget of other wonders to tell us, only
our declaration that they were “stuff and nonsense,” and our plain
statement of the spiritual character of true religion, made her cut the
interview very short. Half crazy people come to us in any quantity with
such marvels, and we hope we have cured a good many by a little kindly
raillery, but a considerable number leave us with the impression sadly
confirmed in our minds that there are more lunatics abroad than there are
in the asylums.


We do not affirm that ghosts have never been seen, for no one has any
right to hazard so broad a statement, but all spirits, as such, must be
invisible, and the two sorts of human spirits which we know of are both by
far too seriously occupied to go roaming about this earth rapping on tables
or frightening simpletons into fits. As for angels, though they also as spirits
are not cognizable by the senses, no doubt they have been made visible to
men, and there is no reason why they should not be made so now if God so
willed it; it would certainly be a wonder, but we do not see that any of the
laws of nature need to be suspended to produce it. We can readily believe
that those messengers who keep watch around the people of God would be
rendered visible to us and to others if some grand purpose could be
accomplished thereby, and if the safety of the saints required it. Whether in
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these days angels or departed spirits ever do assume forms in which they
can be seen is the question, and we have as yet seen nothing to lead us to
believe that they do. Others assert that they have seen such things, but as
they generally admit that they would not have believed unless they had seen
for themselves, we hope they will allow us to exercise the same abstinence.
Our two stories are so nicely balanced pro and con that when they are read
by the advocates of the positive and the negative side we hope they will
admire our judicious impartiality. The first story is from “Apparitions: a
Narrative of Facts,” f2 and it is entitled


THE MYSTERIOUS HORSEMAN.


“The Traethodydd, or ‘ Essayist,’ a Welsh quarterly periodical for 1853,
contains a biographical memoir of the late Rev. John Jones, of Holiwell,
Flintshire; and in that memoir there is an account of as remarkable an
interposition of Providence by means of an apparition, which resulted in
the preservation of life, as any on record.


“I think it will be best to allow Mr. Jones to relate the incident in his own
words, as he was often wont to do, merely premising that he was a minister
of high principle and unblemished character, andrenowned throughout the
Principality for his zeal and fervor as a preacher of the gospel, and one who
showed by his life his just appreciation of what Plutarch has so finely said
respecting-


‘Truth
‘Than which no greater blessing can man receive or God bestow.’


“One summer day, at the commencement of the present century, I was
traveling from Bala, in Merionethshire, to Machynlleth, in the neighboring
county of Montgomery, in order to attend a religious meeting. I left Bala
about 2 p.m., and traveled on horseback, and alone. My journey lay
through a wild, desolate part of the country, and one which at that time
was almost uninhabited. When I had performed about half my journey, as I
was emerging from a wood situated at the commencement of a long steep
decline, I observed coming towards me a man on foot. By his appearance,
judging from the sickle which he carried sheathed in straw over his
shoulder, he was doubtless a reaper in search of employment. As he drew
near, I recognized a man whom I had seen at the door of the village inn of
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Llanwhellyn, where I had stopped to bait my horse. On our meeting he
touched his hat and asked if I could tell him the time of day. I pulled out
my watch for the purpose, noticing at the same time the peculiar look
which the map cast at its heavy silver case. Nothing else, however,
occurred to excite any suspicion on my part, so wishing him a ‘good
afternoon,’ I continued my journey.


“When I had ridden about half-way down the hill, I noticed something
moving, and in the same direction as myself, on the other side of a large
hedge, which ran nearly parallel with the road, and ultimately terminated at
a gate through which I had to pass. At first I thought it an animal of some
kind or other, but soon discovered by certain depressions in the hedge that
it was a man running in a stooping position. I continued for a short time to
watch his progress with some curiosity, but my curiosity soon changed to
fear when I recognized the reaper with whom I had conversed a few
minutes before, engaged in tearing off the strawband which sheathed his
sickle.


“He hurried on until he reached the gate, and then concealed himself
behind the hedge within a few yards of the road. I did not then doubt for a
moment but that he had resolved to attack — perhaps murder me for the
sake of my watch and whatever money I might have about me. I looked
around in all directions, but not a single human being was to be seen, so
reining in my horse, I asked myself in much alarm what I could do. Should
I turn back? No; my business was of the utmost importance to the cause
for which I was journeying, and as long as there existed the faintest
possibility of getting there, I could not think of returning. Should I trust to
the speed of my horse, and endeavor to dash by the man at full speed? No;
for the gate through which I had to pass was not open. Could I leave the
road and make my way through the fields? I could not; for I was hemmed
in by rocky banks or high hedges on both sides. The idea of risking a
personal encounter could not be entertained for a moment, for what chance
could I — weak and unarmed — have against a powerful man with a
dangerous weapon in his hand? What course then should I pursue? I could
not tell; and at length, in despair rather than in a spirit of humble trust and
confidence, I bowed my head and offered up a silent prayer. This had a
soothing effect upon my mind, so that, refreshed and invigorated, I
proceeded anew to consider the difficulties of my position.
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“At this juncture my horse, growing impatient at the delay, started off: I
clutched the reins, which I had let fall on his neck, for the purpose of
checking him, when happening to turn my eyes, I saw to my utter
astonishment that I was no longer alone. There, by my side, I beheld a
horseman in a dark dress, mounted on a white steed. In intense amazement
I gazed upon him; where could he have come from? He appeared as
suddenly as if he had sprung from the earth. He must; have been riding
behind and have overtaken me. And yet I had not heard the slightest sound:
it was mysterious, inexplicable. But the joy of being released from my
perilous position soon overcame my feelings of wonder, and I began at
once to address my companion. I asked him if he had seen any one, and
then described to him what had taken place, and how relieved I felt by his
sudden appearance, which now removed all cause of fear. He made no
reply, and, on looking at his face, he seemed paying but slight attention to
my words, but continued intently gazing in the direction of the gate, now
about a quarter of a mile ahead. I followed his gaze, and saw the reaper
emerge from his concealment and cut across a field to our left, resheathing
his sickle as he hurried along. He had evidently seen that I was no longer
alone, and had relinquished his intended attempt.


“All cause for alarm being gone, I once more sought to enter into
conversation with my deliverer, but again without the slightest success.
Not a word did he deign to give me in reply. I continued talking, however,
as we rode on our way towards the gate, though I confess feeling both
surprised and hurt at my companion’s mysterious silence. Once, however,
and only once did I hear his voice. Having watched the figure of the reaper
disappear over the brow of a neighboring hill, I turned to my companion
and said, ‘ Can it for a moment be doubted that my prayer was heard, and
that you were sent for my deliverance by the Lord?’ Then it was that I
thought I heard the horseman speak, and that he uttered the single word, ‘
Amen.’ Not another word did he give utterance to, though I tried to elicit
from him replies to my questions, both in English and Welsh.


“We were now approaching the gate, which I hastened to open, and having
done so with my stick, I waited at the side of the road for him to pass
through; but he came not; I turned my head to look — the mysterious
horseman was gone! I was dumbfounded; I looked back in the direction
from which we had just been riding, but though I could command a view of
the road for a considerable distance, he was not to be seen. He had
disappeared as mysteriously as he had come. What could have become of







218


him? He could not have gone through the gate, nor have made his horse
leap the high hedges which on both sides shut in the road. Where was he?
Had I been dreaming? Was it an apparition, a specter which had been
riding by my side for the last ten minutes? Could it be possible that I had
seen no man or horse at all, and that the vision was but a creature of my
imagination? I tried hard to convince myself that this was the case, but in
vain; for, unless some one had been with me, why had the reaper
resheathed his murderous-looking sickle and fled? Surely no; this
mysterious horseman was no creation of my brain. I had seen him; who
could he have been?


“I asked myself this question again and again; and then a feeling of
profound awe began to creep over my soul. I remembered the singular way
of his first appearance — his long silence — and then again the single word
to which he had given utterance; I called to mind that this reply had been
elicited from him by my mentioning the name of the Lord, and that this was
the single occasion on which I had done so. What could I then believe? —
but one thing, and that was, that my prayer had indeed been heard, and that
help had been given from on high at a time of great danger. Full of this
thought,! dismounted, and throwing myself on my knees, I offered up a
prayer of thankfulness to Him who had heard my cry, and found help for
me in time of need.


“I then mounted my horse and continued my journey. But through the long
years that have elapsed since that memorable summer’s day, I have never
for a moment wavered in my belief that in the mysterious horseman I had a
special interference of Providence, by which means I was delivered from a
position of extreme danger.”


Our second extract is from Mr. Talmage’s “Christian at Work,” a very
lively, interesting, vigorously conducted paper; the extract is entitled


TRUE TALE OF A GHOST.


“The first settlers of many of the New England towns laid out their
graveyard at the center of the town, and built up the village around the
burying ground as if to keep in sight and have a tender and watchful care
over their dead. Upon this public square — a part of which was
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consecrated to burial purposes — were usually erected all the public
buildings.


“About the time of which we write, there was much being said and
published about witches and ghosts in various parts of the country; very
exciting accounts of their being seen and of their strange doings were told,
until ghost stories became the topic of gossip in the shop, at the tavern, and
at all the village gatherings by night and by day. About this time the ghosts
made such a demonstration at Morristown, New Jersey, as to call forth a
printed pamphlet of some fifty pages, giving the details of their midnight
behavior, etc., which was read and discussed by old and young, by mothers
and grandmothers, until many actually became so timid that they dared not
venture out after dark, and children would not go to bed alone. The more
people talked about them, the more ghosts were seen; but always at night,
and usually when it was very dark.


“It was late in the month of November that some persons in Guilford,
Conn., returning from a party one dark, dismal night — -when the winds
whistled and the signs creaked upon their hinges as they passed the old
graveyard — saw a large white object moving slowly about among the
tombstones, and they all unhesitatingly pronounced it a ghost. It could be
nothing, else. Such an object in such a place, at such a time of night, must
be a spirit of some departed one. Owing both to the fact of the parties
being persons of character, and to the feverish state of the public mind, no
small sensation was created in the usually quiet old town, and even put the
more intelligent people to wonder what it all meant. The next night it was
seen again, and for several succeeding nights, by different persons, whose
statements of the facts could not be questioned. At last curiosity ran so
high, and the facts being unquestioned that there was a real live ghost to be
seen every night about midnight in the graveyard, several young men of
respectability, who supposed they possessed courage, agreed to arm
themselves with lanterns and clubs, and go out the next night and ascertain
what it really was that had wrought up so many minds to such a degree of
apprehension; and if it was the unquiet spirit of some departed one, to
learn, if possible, what it wanted or what was its object in coming every
night to disturb the peace and quiet of so many harmless people. They
accordingly all met a little before midnight to carry out their plan, but
seemed rather reluctant to set forth upon their desperate errand. However,
they approached the graveyard; but they had not proceeded far when, sure
enough, there was the very identical ghost confronting them, and slowly
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moving on towards them. This brought them all to a halt, trembling with
the cold chills of fear, in the stillness of midnight darkness, not a word
spoken by any one. In a moment more they all simultaneously turned and
fled.


“The very next night after these brave young men had failed to
communicate with the ghost, just at twelve o’clock, in the dead darkness of
midnight, when the silence of the sepulcher brooded over the town, the
people were aroused from their slumbers by the tolling of the bell high up
in the belfry of the old ‘ meeting-house,’ upon the other end of the public
square. The next night the same thing occurred again, and, in connection
with the current stories of the ghost, now began to excite no small degree
of interest among all classes of the community. Several arose from their
beds and went out to the meeting-house, and there called to the sexton to
know what it meant. But they found the doors all locked and no sexton
there. Was the town haunted? At last it was unanimously resolved that
something must be done to unravel the mystery. So the next night six of
the most resolute dare-devils in the town were bargained with to go into
the graveyard and await the approach of the ghost, and when he appeared,
to respectfully demand his business, and what his ghostship really wanted.


“The night was fearfully dark and dismal, and when all the inhabitants had
retired for the night — with not a light to be seen in any dwelling, and the
profound stillness of midnight darkness was spread over the borough —
these six young fellows walked out and took a stand near where the ghost
had been several nights seen, and waited with no small degree of anxiety
for nearly two hours, with their eyes turned in every direction, when,
behold! in the dim distance was seen approaching them a large white object
moving slowly towards them, or towards the spot where they stood. They
all watched with fearful tremor. They were near the center of the grounds
enclosed. No one spoke aloud or moved a limb. Some began to feel cold
chills creep over them as they cast about in their own minds for a chance to
retreat now, as the object, with a heavy tread, approached, and uncertainty
began to take possession of them all. But here they were, and they had all
sworn to see the end of tams mystery or perish in the attempt: and the end
seemed fast approaching that was to put their courage and manhood to the
test. The object on which all eyes were fixed, to discern through the
darkness something more clearly, had now reached very near them, and as
several were on the · eve of turning to run, Fred Meigs, one of the party,
who never knew fear under any circumstances, burst out laughing, when
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they all stepped forward and, behold! Mr. Lot Benton’s old white mare,
that for several nights had found her way out of the barn-yard near by, and
quietly walked out to graze on the high grounds in the graveyard. And here
was solved the puzzle of the ghost. But the bell tolling at midnight in a
quiet old New England town for three successive nights, without the aid or
knowledge of the sexton, yet remained an unsolved mystery. So the next
day after the interview with the ghost, that matter was taken in hand, and
with more boldness since the ghost had been discovered, when the fact was
developed that a reckless fellow, who had become familiar with the
excitement that had for some time existed concerning the ghost in the
graveyard, had one night, after dark, undiscovered climbed, by ways best
known to himself, into the belfry, and tied a twine string to the tongue of
the bell, descended again to the ground and led the string to his chamber
window, and there he sat for three nights fanning the excitement of the
ghost stories by toiling the great church bell at midnight, until the whole
town became alarmed or frightened with a superstitious dread of something
— they knew not what. With these discoveries all interest in ghosts and
witches ceased, and the people settled down into their usual quietness and
sober orthodoxy.” C.H.S.


ONE CONVERT WINS OTHERS.


R. WILLIAM BOOTH, in his magazine, writes: — “ About a month ago one
of our people, who had herself been a drunkard, was standing at one of the
open-air services on the waste, when she observed a woman who had
formerly been one of her bad companions suddenly leave the crowd and
walk quickly away. Hurrying after her, she found this poor drunkard in
great distress about her soul. ‘ Oh!’ she said, ‘I listened to the speakers ;
but when I saw you standing there ,o wonderfully changed from what you
used to be, I could stand it no longer.’ She was induced, however, to
return to the meeting, and then to attend the service in the hall, where she
found salvation. She is now another living witness of the power of Christ
to save the drunkard. May God preserve her faithful unto death!”
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OUR ORPHANAGE


WHEN the Stockwell Orphanage was built we caused to be printed upon
one of pillars of the entrance gate the words, “THE LORD WILL PROVIDE,”
as seen in the accompanying wood block. This we did as a public testimony
of faith in the living God, and as a lesson to all who entered. Often have the
words refreshed us as we have gone into the building; we felt that we had
publicly pledged ourselves to rest in the faithfulness of our heavenly Father,
and had put his own word in the forefront to he tried and proved. How has
it turned out? Glory be to God, he has provided all along, and at the close
of another year we bear witness to his faithfulness. There have been several
pinches, but never a want, never an hour in which we have stood in real
need, and this is much to say when, including all the staff, there are some
two hundred and sixty mouths to be filled. Of late we have had a serious
source of difficulty, but we shall surmount it by divine be]p, though for
awhile it operates against us. A deceased gentleman left us a legacy, of
which we heard some three months ago; this was published in the
newspapers, and everybody at once said, “The Orphanage has Plenty of
funds, there is no need to send any donations.” They forgot that legacies
are not generally paid for twelve months after death, and that in the
meanwhile we could not feed our boys upon the air, neither dare we run in
debt on the strength of money yet to come. We have not received a penny
yet, and cannot reasonably expect to do so for some months, yet
meanwhile the brook Cherith runs low. The Lord will, however, bring us
through right enough, and we publish again our assured conviction that
THE LORD WILL PROVIDE.


We have .just lately buried from the Orphanage a sweet child, named Willis
Young. He has been pining away a long time, but it has been delightful to
see in how holy and happy a manner he has passed away. The Infirmary has
long been his abode, but his chamber has not been a sad room, but as
cheerful as any in the place. Mr. Charlesworth has gathered up a few of his
last words, which we now subjoin.


“When I am gone ask Mr. Charlesworth to tell the boys to love God, to
give their hearts to Jesus while young.”


“Give my love to Shook,” (another invalid boy, now at Ventnor) “tell him ]
shall be looking out for him.”
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“God is so good to send me medicine to ease my pain: I do thank him.”
“Do you think I shall he in heaven to-night? I hope I shall.”


“Call mother: I want her! ‘ Mother, I am safe in the arms of Jesus.’”
(repeated several times.)


His face was a true index of the state of his soul. He was full of joy, and his
face was radiant with smiles. Once he said, “My pains are sharp,” and when
asked if he was not happy in Jesus in spite of pain, he exclaimed, “Oh,
yes.”. When he experienced a relief from pain, he said, “Thank God, the
pain is removed from my chest.”


He never uttered a single word of impatience, and never received the
slightest attention from his devoted nurse without expressing his gratitude.
When too ill to speak, he smiled and nodded his head in grateful
acknowledgment of kindness shown. Towards the last, when his sufferings
were very great, he said, “Ask God to take me home soon.” Those who
were watching by his bedside spent a few seconds in prayer, and in three
minutes afterwards the dear little sufferer was gone to be with Jesus.
Happy release! Glorious victory!


Other dear lads who have gone from us with a similar disease have died
happily also, and though we have rich fruit on earth in the lives of boys
now occupying honorable posts in life, we reckon these in glory to be
among the choicest flowers of our dear Orphan Home at Stockwell.
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REPORT OF THE PASTORS’
COLLEGE,


1878-74.


YEAR after year I have had to tell my friends the same tale. The continued
blessing of the Lord has been with us throughout, and therefore we have
not been compelled to vary our story with lamentations and woe. Our aim
from the first has been to glorify God by the spread of the gospel, and in
that object we have obtained cheering success. Nearly three hundred
brethren are now bearing witness to the gospel of our salvation as regular
ministers who were trained among us, and a more considerable number are
acting as evangelists, colporteurs, and lay-preachers; indeed, under the last
designation, we have trained several hundreds of young men. Our principle
as to reception into the College with a view to the regular ministry is this :
— -We receive only those who have preached for about two years, and
have proved their calling of God; and these we do not pretend to make into
preachers, but simply to aid them to obtain an education. We have no lack
of applicants, indeed we are able to make a careful selection, and reject
very many, and yet to accept as large a number as we need. Young and
ardent spirits are evidently attracted to us, for such have appealed to us
from places far away in America, and from different countries of Europe,
as well as from every denomination of Christians at home. It has been
frequently hinted that our course of study is so short that our men will not
wear. Our reply is an appeal to facts, and by those facts we are content to
stand or fall. If the men of any other College had done better in that
respect, there might have been a reason for our altering our plans, but such
is far from being the case. I requested my friend Mr. Rogers to give me a
note of his observations upon this head, and he sent me the following : —


“Having visited many of the settlements of the students during the year, in
various parts of the country, I am able to speak with some degree of
confidence of their adaptation for the work for which they are designed. As
the characters formed and the acquirements made at the College are for the
accomplishment of a certain end, it is due to those who befriend it to be
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informed how far it has contributed and is still contributing to that end. If
that end be the publication of a plain and straightforward gospel in a plain
way, with a direct view to win souls for Christ, it has certainly not failed in
its design. Nor does this apply to some few only whose success has been
more signally displayed, but as a rule and with few exceptions amongst the
nearly three hundred students who are zealously engaged in this work. It is
not easy to judge while our students are in College what they will become
when thrown upon their own resources, but in general they have exceeded
rather than come short of the expectations which had been formed
concerning them. Many who have been timid and diffident during the
whole course of their studies, and have seldom ventured to take part in
collegiate criticisms and discussions, have, soon after entering upon a
sphere of labor, gained confidence in their own powers, and found ease and
encouragement in their work. Their qualifications when put to the test have
dispelled their fears, and evinced both to them and others the adaptation of
their training to the end they had in view. The kind reception they have met
with, the interest awakened in their ministry, and the early instances of
actual usefulness, have quickened their activity and zeal. The fact of a
student from Mr. Spurgeon’s College coming into a neighborhood has
excited an attention that has been turned to good account, not to
temporary merely, but to permanent good; insomuch that cold and dying
churches have been quickened into newness of life. As my visits have
generally been some few months after the pastorate has been assumed, and
I have often revisited the same sphere of labor after several years of
ministration of the same pastor, I have had abundant opportunity for
judging the capability of the students for permanent acceptableness and
growing usefulness among the same people; and I have no hesitation in
affirming, though much has been insinuated to the contrary, that they will
compare most creditably in this respect with the students of any other
similar institution. The men who preach extemporaneously, and who
preach a full gospel, and preach from the heart, less need a change of
sphere than those who read highly elaborated sermons and preach less from
the heart than from the head. The success of our students depends upon
the fact that, like the first gospel-preachers, they cease not to teach and
preach Jesus Christ, and in his name to look for signs and wonders
following. This has secured for them the friendship and goodwill of all who
love the old truths, and have no sympathy with the innovations of modern
times.”
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Some have labored under the fear that too many preachers would be thrust
forth — a pusillanimous fear scarcely worthy of a reply. It may, however,
suffice to say, that a large portion of our brethren have made their own
spheres, and so cannot be charged with crowding out other ministers; and
another considerable company have gone abroad — to America and
elsewhere — where they were greatly needed, and more are about to go.
Our field is the world. Our heart pleads continually for the missionary spirit
to move among our brethren, that very many of them may carry the gospel
to the regions beyond, both in our own land, among the churches of
America, and the colonies, and, better still, among the heathen. This prayer
has begun to receive its answer, and will have. in future days, a plentiful
reward. The world is all before us, and the more heralds of the cross the
better for the dying multitudes.


The New College Buildings are nearly completed, and their occupation is
looked forward to with great expectations, for at present we dwell as in
dens and caves of the earth in the underground rooms of the Tabernacle.
How earnestly I wish that some generous friends, who have not helped me
in this erection, would furnish me with the three thousand pounds which I
still need to finish this work. The needed money will come I am certain, but
from what quarter I know not. It is with deep gratitude that I record the
fact that the brethren who were educated in the College have raised £1,000
towards the amount, which I have already received. May the Lord reward
them for their love to this work.


Our general funds have, during the past year, never given us a moment’s
thought. They have been left to the Lord by simple faith and he has
supplied them, as he always will. Our beloved friends at the Tabernacle
supplied £1,873 by the weekly offering last year, and so greatly cheered
their Pastor’s heart. We want £5,000 per annum at the least, and, if we
could be entrusted with more, we could use it most advantageously in
helping men to break up new ground and form fresh churches. If we could
maintain some gifted and warm-hearted brother, as a traveling evangelist,
to stir up the churches, the Holy Spirit might make him of great service.
For many reasons, we pray that the means at our disposal may be
increased, for we believe there is urgent need. Several dear friends, who
have been my faithful helpers, have been taken home to heaven this year;
will not others take their places and see that the good cause suffers no
lack? The guests at Mr. Phillips’ supper have hitherto contributed a large
part of the annual income, and to him, and to them, all of us are deeply
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grateful, and yet more to our heavenly Father, who has inclined their hearts
to aid us so generously. We shall be rich indeed if we have their prayers as
well as their gifts.


The statistics of the churches in which our brethren labor are still most
gratifying, and we refer our kind subscribers to them as their best reward.
To our ministers in foreign parts we have, at the request of the Conference,
written the following letter, with which we conclude these brief notes. It
will show the union which is maintained among us when college days have
long become memories of the past :-


CLAPHAM,
September 30th.


BELOVED BROTHER,


I have been requested to salute you in the name of the Conference of
brethren in connection with the Pastors’ College, and I do so most heartily.
Grace, mercy, and peace be multiplied unto you. But I must also add the
assurance of my own sincere love to you, and earnest desire that the Lord
may be with you. Oceans divide us in body, but we are one in Christ, and
by his Spirit we are knit together in one fellowship. We who are at home
have enjoyed a considerable measure of the divine blessing, although we
earnestly desire to see far greater things: our prayer is, that you who are
abroad may be far more successful than we have been; may you yet do
great things and prevail. Your trials are peculiar, but your God is all-
sufficient. The minds of your people are tinged with the special
circumstances of the country, but the gospel is as suitable to them as to our
own countrymen. Hearts are hard in every place, but the Spirit works
effectually with the Word, and subdues wills most obdurate, to the
obedience of the faith. Be of good courage, your God and ours is faithful
to his promise, he will not leave you to be put to shame.


I feel sure, my beloved brother, that yore’ growing experience must have
endeared to you the gospel of the grace of God, I feel more and more
every day that nothing but salvation by grace will ever bring me to heaven,
and therefore I desire more and more explicitly to teach the grand truths of
electing love, covenant security, justification by faith, effectual calling, and
immutable faithfulness. Love to souls as it burns in our hearts will also lead
us to preach a free as well as a full salvation, and so we shall be saved at
once from the leanness of those who have no doctrine, and from the
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bitterness of those to whom creed is everything. The happy via media of a
balanced ministry we have aimed at, and succeeding years confirm us in the
correctness of our views.


I pray you, in these evil days be firm, clear, and decided, in your res-the(my
for the truth as it is in Jesus; nothing else will keep us clear of the blood of
men’s souls. May the Holy Ghost anoint you anew for the struggle which
lies before you. By the love which has long existed between us, I beseech
you be faithful unto death, r reach my hand across the flood, and grasp you
lovingly, and my heart goes with the word — the Lord bless thee, my
brother, and keep thee, and lift up the light of his countenance upon thee,
and give thee peace.


All goes well at the Tabernacle. Our beloved friend, Mr. Rogers, is still
among us, enjoying perennial youth in his advanced age. The other Tutors
are strong to labor. Our brethren are multiplied, and, as a body of
ministers, they are such as you may remember with satisfaction. I am
obliged to lithograph this letter, because I could not write so many copies,
but in each case the signature is with my own hand, and I pray you, dear
brother, do not look upon the lines as mere official writing. I love you in
my heart; accept that love and the hearty greetings of a]l our brotherhood
at home. Remember us in your prayers, especially remember me. By the
memory of happy days in the past, when we looked each other in the face,
do not forget us, and far more, do not forget your allegiance to our
common Lord. Blessed be His name for ever. We live a]one for H/s glory.
May he reign gloriously in your congregation. The blessing of the Triune
God be with you, dear brother.


Yours for ever heartily,
C. H. SPURGEON.


VICE-PRESIDENT’S REPORT


HAPPILY our Report can be made in terms nearly identical with those of
previous years. Our system of instruction has shaped itself according to
actual requirements, and the continued confidence of the churches leads us
to believe that the results are satisfactory.


Class work has gone on with quite an average amount of application and
consequent success. No case calling for discipline has arisen during the
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year, and the evident spiritual life of our young brethren augurs well for
their future usefulness. We have had valuable assistance from some of our
ministerial friends, and our special thanks are due to the Rev. J. Clifford,
M.A., and to the Rev. Elvay Dothie, B.A., for able lectures delivered in the
course of the past session.


With renewed vigor we prepare for another year’s campaign. One thing is
clear, that good men are still at a premium, and that the demand for such
augments year by year. -All care in selection, and faithfulness in weeding
out the inefficient brethren, will always leave some few who are not equal
to the many and heavy calls which a pastorate in our country inevitably
makes.


Our number of unsuccessful students is happily very small, while in several
cases, where we once feared total inefficiency, some other sphere of labor
has opened up, in which the brethren have amply repaid, by increased
usefulness, all the time and expense devoted to them in College. Our
opinion is confirmed, however, continually, that we cannot aim too high in
our attempts to raise a soundly evangelical and well-educated Biblical
Ministry for our denomination.


There can be no doubt that the struggle of our country churches to
maintain an educated pastorate intensifies rather than diminishes every day.
We are constantly applied to for men of the first order of talent, for some
rural district or country town, because, unless such a one can be found, the
probabilities of success are very few, and the difficulty of maintaining their
present position almost insuperable. We cannot retain our young people
unless the life and interest of the public teaching is sustained alike by vigor
of thought, and freshness of illustration, as well as by deep piety and
ripened experience. We must have for our smaller as well as our larger
churches, “workmen who need not be ashamed, rightly dividing the word
of truth.”


There is a loud demand for such men on every hand. We do not believe
that the spirit of self-consecration has died out of our churches, nor that
men of the right stamp will be wholly lacking; but we want many more of
our best young men from the families of our church officers and leading
members. We see the sacrifice this will entail on some, who must forego
pecuniary advantages, to exist upon the very limited income which our
churches, as a rule, offer to their pastors. Our ministers must be better
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paid, or our pulpits will not long continue to be filled with cultured and
able men.


We call attention to this, as we foresee how much it is likely to affect us in
the future. Already many of our young men have sought and found in
America and the Colonies wider spheres of usefulness combined with much
more of personal comfort in their work. We are glad of it, and hope that
many more will follow, and thus escape the anxiety of straitened means, to
do not less, but often more work for our one Lord, one faith, and one
baptism. The area of our work is thus enlarged, and it assumes proportions
perfectly gigantic. In the name of God we will go forward to meet it. The
harvest truly is great, and the laborer’s few, pray ye the Lord of the
harvest, to thrust forth more laborers into his harvest. J.A. SPURGEON.


OUR TUTORS’ REPORTS


I HAVE to report with thankfulness that the course of studies under my
own immediate superintendence, during the past year, has been un-
interruptedly pursued, and attended with some satisfaction, I trust, both to
myself and others. Lectures in Theology and Biblical studies have been
regularly delivered. The plan adopted during the year, of giving more
frequent opportunities of criticizing sermons has answered well, and the
discussions have maintained their usual interest and profit. The more
private classes, for Mathematics, Logic, Hebrew, the Greek Testament,
Homiletics, Pastoral Theology, and English Composition, have been
continued; owing to the changes which are unavoidably made during the
year, for mutual accommodation in the arrangement of the several classes
by the tutors, some of these may not have been so far pursued and so
numerously attended as might have been desired, but the time employed in
them, has been sufficient, it may be hoped, to give considerable attainments
in some of those studies, and a stimulus for further acquirements in all of
them. The attention given by the students to their studies, continues to
evince their eagerness to gain that information, and to exercise those gifts
which may best qualify them for the one great work to which they have
devoted themselves, and which is continually kept in view. G. ROGERS.


THE past twelve months leave a very satisfactory record of painstaking
work. The progress of many of the brethren has been marked and rapid,
showing a great degree both of diligence and aptitude. The diligence in
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some cases has been much more observable than the aptitude, it being at
first the only visible thing that could warrant the pursuit of such studies,
but never failing at length, to create, or to arouse the needed talent. Our
class-work, I believe, has had a general healthful effect upon the mind; it
has served, in no unimportant way, to discipline the faculties, and cultivate
the taste. With a view to such results among others, the subjects of the
senior classes have been chosen: these subjects have been the Ars Poetica,
and Carmina, of Horace, the sixth Book of Virgil’s AEneid, the Hecuba of
Euripides, and Demosthenes De Corona. As bearing, however, more
directly upon the preaching of the Gospel, the reading of the Gospel by
John, the Acts of the Apostles, the Epistle to the Hebrews, in the original
Greek, has been naturally the most entertaining of all our work, and the
most beneficial. :No pains have been spared in bringing to bear upon the
text the most certain results of recent criticism and research, in order that
the real meaning might, if possible, be fairly and fully elucidated. The value
of reading the New Testament in this manner, is unspeakably great to every
faithful minister thereof. D. GRACEY.


THE classes comprising the department of the Pastors’ College under my
care, have this year been enabled to get through a good amount of work
satisfactorily; this they have accomplished ‘only by hard study, continuous
effort, cheerfully put forth and sustained by a deep sense of duty to Him
who has called them, and a conscientious appreciation of the requirements
of the man who desires to be wise in winning souls. The success of this
year of study, I cannot help thinking, is due to fixed seasons of devotion
and prayer. All have been constrained to much prayer, and regularly once a
month the work of intellectual culture has been arrested, and the greater
part of one day has been set apart to wrestling with God for special help in
our particular studies, and increased supplies of grace, zeal, fire, and vital
energy in that form of spiritual life essential to him who is to live and die
catching men. The subjects of study in my department are as follows —


English. All the branches of a plain and thorough Education therein are
regularly and daily taught. The text books are : — for Grammar, Angus’s
Hand Book of the English Tongue, Fleming’s Analysis of the English
Language; Composition, Bain and Cornwall’s Treatises: Analysis, Milton
according to Morell and Angus’s system.


Geography. Text Books: Cornwall’s General Geography, and Blackie’s
Geography of Palestine.
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Bible, General Knowledge. Text books ; Angus’s Handbook of the Bible.


Metaphysics. Text Books: Whateley’s Elementary Logic, Sir William
Hamilton’s Lectures on Metaphysics, Wayland’s Ethics, Taylor’s Elements
of Thought, and Butler’s Analogy.


A. FERGUSSON.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD


OF


COMBAT WITH SIN
AND OF LABOR FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1875


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17, 18.
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PREFACE.


COURTEOUS READER,


THROUGHOUT another year we have endeavored, month by month, to
provide for your entertainment and edification. For both, because the first
is to the most of men needful to produce the second, and also because God
hath joined them together, and no man should put them asunder. See how
in nature the orange tree, side by side with its golden apples, puts forth its
delicious blossoms; mark how the painted butterfly flits among the useful
herbs of the garden, and observe how the cerulean blue of the cornflower
smiles forth from amid the stalks of the wheat. In the temple of the Lord
the chosen high priest mingled around the fringe of his robe the tinkling
bell and the precious fruit, and on the sacred candlestick were not only
seven lamps, but also “knops and flowers upon the branches.” It was an ill
day when religion became so decorous as to call dullness her companion,
and mirth became so frivolous as to demand the divorce of instruction from
amusement. It is not needful that magazines for Christian reading should be
made up of pious platitudes, heavy discourses, and dreary biographies of
nobodies: the Sabbath literature of our families might be as vivacious and
attractive as the best of amusing serials, and yet as deeply earnest and
profitable as the soundest of divines would desire. Reader, you see what
we have intended: how far short we have fallen you know full well, and we
also are not unconscious thereof. It is something to have tried, more to
have tried to our utmost, and most of all to have held our own among
many competitors, and to have so far succeeded as to have secured a host
of appreciating friends. To these we respectfully and heartily present our
Christian regards, and all the good wishes of the season.


True to our coat of arms, The Sword and the Trowel, we have smitten here
and there, with such force as the case required and our arm allowed, and
have builded upon the wall with some measure of diligence. Our object has
been practical throughout. We walked the other day through a gallery of
portraits, and noticed how little attention they secured compared with the
same men and women in historical pictures in another department of the
exhibition. Life in action awakens our emotions, mere portraiture has not.
one-half the power. In our pages Christian men are seen doing service for
their Lord; fifty disquisitions upon usefulness would not have exerted a
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tithe of the influence. We boast not when we speak of influence, for it has
come to our knowledge that many of the various labors of holy zeal which
we have here presented have obtained substantial help as the result, and in
this we’ greatly rejoice. It might have been policy to have reserved our pen
for our own varied enterprises, with the idea of bringing funds into our
own channel, as each miller turns the water to his own wheel, but we have
not so understood the law of Christ; to us every good man’s work is a part
of our own, and to help him is to help ourselves. Whenever we hear of an
effort carried on in true faith, with simplicity of motive, and real efficiency,
our monthly pages shall still be lent to foster if we can, and if not at least to
approve, and show our sympathy.


In our own vineyard, the College has become a tree of larger dimensions
than ever, the Orphanage has brought forth sweeter fruit, and the
Colportage has put forth new boughs. In all this our readers have had a
large share, and we thank them heartily. Two fresh trees of smaller growth
have been planted, namely, the Mission among the poor blind people of
London, which deserves to be well watered; and last, but not least, Mrs.
Spurgeon’s Fund for supplying poor ministers with books, which has made
many hearts leap for joy, and must, under the divine blessing, be a fruitful
source of benefit to the churches. This work ought to be sustained and
increased till no needy preacher of the gospel should find himself destitute
of daily food for his mind. The famine has been sore in the land, but this
effort shall, we trust, never cease till each son of Israel shall bring home
with him his own sack full of grain, for “there is corn in Egypt.” It remains
with our at[ached friends to see to it, that nothing fails of all these godly
efforts.


We bespeak for this year’s volume the honor of permanence. The cover is
an attractive one, which our readers can purchase for sixteen-pence, and so
preserve the whole; or the volume for 1875 can be purchased, bound
complete, for five shillings. As the articles are of abiding interest we hope
to have a place in many a library. We cannot afford that so much labor
should, like the ephemera, live only for an hour.


Should any friend spend a few moments in recommending The Sword and
the Trowel, and obtaining us fresh subscribers, we should be deeply
grateful. If all did so, our circulation, excellent as it is and always has been,
might be doubled at once, and our hopes of usefulness increased in
proportion.
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Reader, to the God of all grace we commend you. When the sun of
righteousness shines full upon you, pray for,


Yours heartily,


THE EDITOR
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1875.


TWENTY YEARS OF PUBLISHED SERMONS


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


FOR twenty years Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster have issued one of my
sermons weekly without cessation, indeed, they have done more, for the
number published has been five for every month of the twenty years, and
has now reached 1,200. In the “Baptist Messenger ‘ a sermon has been
inserted every month during the same time, making 240 more; 34 in
addition have appeared in three volumes of the “Pulpit Library,” and 16 in
“Types and Emblems.” I do not feel that I may allow the twenty years to
close without a few words of thanksgiving. The fear of being thought
egotistical does not so much affect me as the graver danger of being
ungratefully silent. I am inexpressibly thankful to the God of infinite love,
and if I did not give my thanks expression the boards of my pulpit might
well cry out against me. Life has been spared, strength has been continued,
and power to interest the people has been afforded, together with higher
and more spiritual blessings, whose preciousness and number must of
necessity move the heart of any man who is the recipient of them, if he be
not utterly graceless. “The Lord has done great things for us, whereof we
are glad.”


Before I had ever entered a pulpit, the thought had occurred to me that I
should one day preach sermons which would be printed. While reading the
penny sermons of Joseph Irons, which were great favorites with me, I
conceived in my heart that one day I should have a penny pulpit of my
own. The dream has come to pass. In the year 1854 several of my sermons
appeared in Mr. Paul’s “Penny Pulpit,” and in the “Baptist Messenger,” but
they were not regularly reported. There was, however, so good a demand
for them, that the notion of occasional publication was indulged, but with
no idea of continuance week by week for a lengthened period; that came to
pass as a development and a growth. With much fear and trembling my
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consent was given to the proposal of my present worthy publishers to
commence the regular weekly publication of a sermon. We began with the
sermon for January 7, 1855, upon the text, “I am the Lord, I change not”
(Malachi 3:6), and now after twenty years it is a glad thing to be able to
say, “having obtained help of God I continue unto this day witnessing both
to small and great.” How many “Penny Pulpits” have been set up and
pulled down in the course of these twenty years it would be hard to tell;
certainly, very many attempts have been made to publish weekly the
sermons of most eminent men, and they have all run to their end with more
or less rapidity, in some cases through the preacher’s ill-health or death,
but in several others, to my knowledge, from an insufficient sale. Perhaps
the discourses were too good: the public evidently did not think them too
interesting. Those who know what dull reading sermons are usually
supposed to be will count that man happy who has for a score of years
been favored with a circle of willing supporters, who not only purchase but
actually read his discourses. 1 am more astonished at the fact than any
other man can possibly be, and I see no other reason for it but this — the
sermons contain the gospel, preached in plain language, and this is
precisely what multitudes need beyond anything else. The gospel, ever
fresh and ever new, has held my vast congregation together these many
long years, and the same power has kept around me a host of readers.
“Wheresoever the body is, thither will the eagles be gathered together.” A
French farmer, when accused of witchcraft by his neighbors, because his
crops were so large, exhibited his industrious sons, his laborious ox, his
spade, and his plough, as the only witchcraft which he had used, and, under
the divine blessing, I can only ascribe the continued acceptableness of the
sermons to the gospel which they contain, and the plainness of the speech
in which that gospel is uttered.


The first seven volumes were printed in small type, and the sermons
formed only eight pages, but the abolition of the paper duty enabled the
publishers to give a more readable type and twelve pages of matter. This
has been better in every way, and marks an epoch in the history of the
sermons, for their name was at about the same period changed from the
“New Park Street” to the “Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit,” and their sale
was largely increased. Constant habit enables the preacher to give generally
the same amount of matter on each occasion, the very slight variation
almost surprises himself; from forty to forty-five minutes speaking exactly
fills the space, and saves the labor of additions, and the still more difficult
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task of cutting down. The earlier sermons, owing to my constant
wanderings abroad, received scarcely any revision, and consequently they
abound in colloquialisms, and other offenses, very venial in extempore
discourse, but scarcely tolerable in print; the later specimens are more
carefully corrected, and the work of revision has been a very useful
exercise to me, supplying in great, measure that training in correct
language which is obtained by those who write their productions before
they deliver them. The labor has been far greater than some suppose, and
has usually occupied the best hours of Monday, and involved the burning
of no inconsiderable portion of midnight oil. Feeling that I had a
constituency well deserving my best efforts, I have never grudged the
hours, though often the brain has been wearied, and the pleasure has
hardened into a task.


Our place of meeting at New Park Street only sufficed us for six weeks
after the publication of the “Pulpit,” and the platform at Exeter Hall was
occupied till June of the same year, when, the chapel having been enlarged,
the congregation returned to its own abode, to be there crowded,
inconvenienced, and almost suffocated for another twelve months; till at
last in June, 1856, Exeter Hall was again occupied in the evening and the
chapel in the morning. This arrangement continued till, in October, 1856,
the great hall in Surrey Gardens was by a remarkable providence prepared
for our use. This was indeed so, for its main use and benefit to any one in
any sense, until it was turned into an hospital, was connected with our
occupation of it. Even at this distance of time I dare not trust myself to
write upon the deadly horror which passed over my soul. during the
calamitous panic which brought to a speedy end the first service in that
place; but God marvelously overruled the sad event for his own glow,
leading vast numbers of all ranks to besiege the edifice, and crowd it
continually. So far as the printed sermons were concerned, it opened for
them a far wider door than before. At the Surrey Gardens the assembly
gathered in undiminished numbers till December, 1859, when, owing to the
resolution of the directors of the gardens to open them on the Lord’s-day
for music, we refused to contribute to their funds by hiring their hall, and
left the place to pay a third visit to Exeter Hall; not, however, without deep
regret at the loss of so convenient a meeting-place, where thousands had
found the Savior. At Exeter Hall the services were continued till April,
1861, when, the funds having been gathered, the Metropolitan Tabernacle
was opened, free of debt, and there the congregation has continued’ ever
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since, with the slight intermission of an excursion to the Agricultural Hall
during necessary repairs. From a few hundreds the audience has grown to
6,000, and the sermons issued weekly have increased proportionally.


Several sermons in the series have attained a remarkable circulation, but
probably the principal one is that upon Baptismal Regeneration. It was
delivered with the full expectation that the sale of the sermons would
receive very serious injury; in fact, I mentioned to one of the publishers
that I was about to destroy it at a single blow, but that the blow must be
struck, cost what it might, for the burden of the Lord lay heavy upon me,
and I must deliver my soul. I deliberately counted the cost, and reckoned
upon the loss of many an ardent friend and helper, and I expected the
assaults of clever and angry foes. I was not mistaken in other respects, but
in the matter of the sermons I was altogether out of my reckoning, for they
increased greatly in sale at once. That fact was not in any degree to me a
test of the right or wrong of my action; I should have felt as well content in
heart as I am now as to the rightness of my course had the publication
ceased in consequence; but still it was satisfactory to find that though
speaking out might lose a man some friends it secured him many others,
and if it overturned his influence in one direction it would be compensated
elsewhere. No truth is more sure than this, that the path of duty is to be
followed thoroughly if peace of mind is to be enjoyed. Results are not to be
looked at, we are to keep our conscience clear, come what may, and all
considerations of influence and public estimation are to be light as feathers
in the scale. In minor matters as well as more important concerns I have
spoken my mind fearlessly, and brought down abjurations and anathemas
innumerable, but I in nowise regret it, and shall not swerve from the use of
outspoken speech in the future any more than in the past. I would scorn to
retain a single adherent by such silence as would leave him under
misapprehension. After all, men love plain speech.


It would not be seemly for me to tell of the scores of persons who have
informed me of their being led to faith in Jesus by single sermons which
appear in the twenty volumes, but there are discourses among them of
which I may say, without exaggeration, that the Holy Spirit blessed them to
the conversion of hundreds; and long after their delivery fresh instances of
their usefulness come to light, and are still being brought under our notice.
Seldom does a day pass, and certainly never a week, for some years past,
without letters from all sorts of places, even at the utmost ends of the
earth, declaring the salvation of souls by the means of one or other of the
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sermons. The price is so small that the sermons are readily procured, and in
wonderful condescension the Lord sends the Holy Spirit to work through
them. To God be all the glory.


Many singular things have happened in connection with their publication,
but the most of them have escaped my memory; the following, however, I
may mention. One brother, whose name I must not mention, purchased and
gave away no less than 250,000 copies. He had volumes bound in the best
style, and presented to every crowned head in Europe. He gave copies
containing twelve sermons to all the students of the universities, and to all
the members of the two houses of parliament, and he even commenced the
work of distributing volumes to the principal householders in the towns of
Ireland. May the good results of his laborious seed-sowing be seen many
days hence; the self-denial with which this brother saved the expense from
a very limited income, and worked personally in the distribution, was
beyond all praise; but praise was evaded and observation dreaded by him;
the work was done without his left hand knowing what his right hand did.


In the first days of our publishing a city merchant advertised them in all
sorts of papers, offering to supply them from his own office. He thus sold
large quantities to persons who might otherwise never have heard of them.
He was not a Baptist, but held the views of the Society of Friends. It was
very long before I knew who he was, and I trust he will pardon me for here
mentioning a deed for which I shall ever feel grateful to him.


By my permission, the sermons were printed as advertisements in several
of the Australian papers: one gentleman spending week by week a sum
which we scarcely dare to mention, lest it should not be believed. By this
means they were read far away in the bush, and never were results more
manifest, for numbers of letters were received in answer to the inquiry as
to whether the advertisements should be continued, all bearing testimony
to the good accomplished by their being inserted in the newspapers. A
selection of these letters was sent to me, and made my heart leap for joy,
for they detailed conversions marvelous indeed. Besides these, many
epistles come to us of like character, showing that the rough dwellers in the
wilds were glad to find in their secular paper the best of all news, the story
of pardon bought with blood.


In America, the sale of the edition published there was extremely large, and
I believe that it still continues, but dozens of religious papers appropriate
the sermons bodily, and therefore it is quite impossible to tell where they
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go, or rather where they do not go. Of translations the Dutch have been
most plentiful, making large volumes. An edition of two volumes of
selected sermons has been circulated in the colony of the Cape of Good
Hope among the Dutch settlers of that region. In German there are three
noble volumes, besides many smaller ones. German publishers, with the
exception of Mr. Oncken, of Hamburgh, seldom have the courtesy to send
the author a copy, and I have picked up in divers places sermons bearing
date from Baden, Basel, Carlsruhe, Ludwigsburg, and so on. How many,
therefore, may have been sold in Germany I am unable to compute. In
French several neat volumes have appeared. In Welsh and Italian one
volume each. In Sweden a handsome edition in four volumes has been
largely circulated, and the translator informed me of the conversion of
some of noble and even royal birth through their perusal. Besides these
there are single sermons in Spanish, Gaelic, Danish, Russ, Maori, Telugu,
and some other tongues, and permission has been sought and gladly given
for the production of a volume in the language of Hungary. For all these
opportunities of speaking to the different races of mankind, I cannot but be
thankful to God, neither can I refrain from asking the prayers of God’s
people that the gospel thus widely scattered may not be in vain.


Brethren in the ministry will best be able to judge the mental wear and tear
involved in printing one sermon a week, and they will best sympathize in
the overflowing gratitude which reviews twenty years of sermons, and
magnifies the God of grace for help so long continued. The quarry of Holy
Scripture is inexhaustible, I seem hardly to have begun to work in it; but
the selection of the next block, and the consideration as to how to work it
into form, are matters not so easy as some think. Those who count
preaching and its needful preparations to be slight matters have never
occupied a pulpit continuously month after month, or they would know
better. Chief of all is the responsibility which the preaching of the Word
involves; I do not wish to feel this less heavily, rather would I fain feel it
more, but it enters largely into the account of a minister’s life-work, and
tells upon him more than any other part of his mission. Let those preach
lightly who dare do so, to me it is the burden of the Lord, — joyfully
carried as grace is given, but still a burden which at times crushes my
whole manhood into the dust of humiliation, and occasionally, when ill-
health unites with the mental strain, into depression and anguish of heart.


However, let no man mistake me. I would sooner have my work to do than
any other under the sun. Preaching Jesus Christ is sweet work, joyful work,
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heavenly work. Whitefield used to call his pulpit his throne, and those who
know the bliss of forgetting everything besides the glorious, all-absorbing
topic of Christ crucified, will bear witness that the term was aptly used. It
is a bath in the waters of Paradise to preach with the Holy Ghost sent
down from heaven. Scarcely is it possible for a man, this side the grave, to
be nearer heaven than is a preacher when his Master’s presence bears him
right away from every care and thought, save the one business in hand, and
that the greatest that ever occupied a creature’s mind and heart. No tongue
can tell the amount of happiness which I have enjoyed in delivering these
twenty years of sermons, and so, gentle reader, forgive me if I have
wearied you with this grateful record, for I could not refrain from inviting
others to aid me in praising my gracious Master. “Bless the Lord, O my
soul, and all that is within me bless his holy name.”


NOTES


A FRIEND who writes to express thanks for the benefit received from our
printed sermons by himself and his afflicted wife, sends us a copy of an
inscription written in a copy of THE INTERPRETER which he gave to his
niece and her husband on their wedding day : — “ This work, which was
written by Mr. Spurgeon to promote the worship of God in families, is
presented to Henry and Ellen T on their marriage, by their pastor, at the
request of their uncle and aunt, whose earnest desire is that they may
habitually use it for that purpose. Luke 11:9. 10; Philippians 4:6.” May the
Lord of all the families of Israel fulfill the desire of his servants.


FROM AMONG MANY OTHER KIND LETTERS UPON “THE
INTERPRETER” WE SELECT THE FOLLOWING : —


“Dear Sir, — The writer of this, a retired minister of the Methodist New
Connection, has the pastoral charge of an excellent charity known as
Firth’s Almshouses, founded in 1869, by Mark Firth, Esquire, of Oak
Brook, Sheffield There are thirty-six houses for forty-eight persons; twelve
of the houses to be occupied by man and wife, or two sisters, widows, or
two spinster sisters, the rest widows or spinsters, one in each house; they
should be sixty years of age, natives of Sheffield, and members of a
Protestant congregation. One part of the pastor’s work is to conduct a
short service each morning, sing, read the Scriptures, prayer. At first we
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read from ‘ Cobbin’s Condensed Commentary,’ the chapter, and reflections
at the end. Also frequently from ‘ Morning by Morning,’ reading a chapter
containing a passage on which you have reflections, and found them very
profitable. Sometimes a portion from ‘Dodridge’s Family Expositor,’
occasionally from ‘ Jay’s Morning and Evening Exercises,’ only a few of
the shortest. Two years ago you announced the ‘Interpreter.’ I ordered the
first number, and at once concluded it was the work we needed, and begun
with it the first of January following, and have read from it by far the
greater part ever since. The writer of this was surprised after the eighth
number to find Mr. Spurgeon expressing a little surprise that the sale was
not more extensive, and saying it was suggested that the mode of
publication in numbers had interfered. The writer of this felt assured this
was the case, and was strongly inclined to write and encourage by assuring
him it would make its way when complete in one volume or two. The
booksellers would not allow me the usual discount to ministers, because it
was a periodical; and if they have done so in other towns, many ministers
and others may have preferred waiting, as it would be cheaper, etc. But as
for me — aged — my people aged, we did not know we should live two
years, and could scarce expect it in some instances, and to have waited two
years to save a few shillings would have been a great loss in the way of
instruction and spiritual profit, so we went on in numbers until complete,
and though some have died in the course of the reading — died in the Lord
— yet most are spared to this present. When you commenced with the
New Testament we began to read in the New every other week. My people
have often thanked me for placing ‘ The Interpreter’ before them; by it
their faith in the truth as it is in Jesus has been greatly confirmed, their
views of Christian privilege and duty enlarged, and their personal piety
promoted. We sincerely thank God that this work was suggested by the
Holy Spirit, that your valuable life has been spared to finish it. We have no
doubt it will prove to thousands, as it is to us, a great blessing. I read it to
the alms-people in my family worship, and often in my closet. I trust the
Great Head of the Church has a great deal more work for you to do, and if
so, he will spare you until it is done. The ‘Sword and Trowel’ is read, and
then I send it round, as a weekly tract, to the delight of our folks. —
Yours, C. J. DONALD.”


On Friday, December 11th, the men of all trades who had worked in the
building of the New College came to supper with us. More than 250
accepted the invitation. A choir of Orphanage lads sang to them, and Mr.
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Murphy, Mr. Cuff, Mr. Smith, and Mr. W. Olney took part with us in
addressing the men. There was great attention, and a deep feeling was
aroused in many. We feel sure that conversions were wrought that evening.
The welcome at the feast upon the tables before them prepared their minds
to hear the more readily of the feast of mercy.


Another of our students, Mr. Miller, leaves us to become a missionary in
India. We are more glad of this than tongue can tell, for we count it the
highest honor the College can have, to send out missionaries to heathen
lands. Men who will leave all for Jesus are wanted. Are there not more in
our churches?


Dr. Barnardo had a great meeting at the Tabernacle, December 8th. We
need a great deal for our own works, but we are glad that our friends at the
Tabernacle should help other workers also, and Dr. Barnardo is one of the
greatest of them all. May God ever bless him and prosper his many noble
enterprises.


On Monday evening, December 7th, many hearts were touched, and an
after-meeting was held in the vestry, at which several testified that they had
found peace with God. We have a continuous work of grace going on
among us. Nearly fifty were added to the church on the first Sabbath of
December, and one hundred in October and November.


Mr. W. Joynson, of St. Mary Cray, who on many occasions proved himself
to be one of the best friends of our work, has gone to his rest. His loss will
be severely’ felt all over the county. His generosity to churches and
individuals was very great. Possessing immense wealth, all gained by his
own exertions, he was very independent in spirit, but had a large and
generous heart. ,May the divine blessing rest upon his descendants
evermore.


Mr. Evans, from our College, has accepted the pastorate of the church at
Staley Bridge. Mr. Pring is visiting Glastonbury and Shepton Mallet with
the view of establishing Baptist churches in those towns. Mr. Baster has
commenced his work at Surbiton, which place has been hitherto supplied
by our esteemed helper, Mr. Dunn.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : —
November 26th, twenty-three; December 3rd, fourteen; December 14th,
twelve.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


FEBRUARY, 1875.


OUR WINTER RETREAT.


OR reasons of health we take our “minister’s holiday “ in the winter instead
of the summer. It suits us best to leave our seaport isle when it is most
smothered in fogs. It is a long time since we had a day’s sunshine, and we
are about to make a journey in search of it. We remember a book entitled
“A Stray Sunbeam”; surely the bad example set by one has affected all the
rest, and the sunbeams have turned every one to its own way. We go to
find out where their haunt is. When this number of The Sword and the
Trowel reaches our readers we hope to be far away from fogs and frosts;
not exactly in a land


“Where everlasting spring abides
And never-withering flowers,”


but in a region as near akin to it as we can expect to meet with in this
world of changeful seasons. We shall at least be in a spot where the
swallow never migrates, where the lizard basks and sports in the sun all the
year round, where the brilliant dragon-fly darts before the eye in mid-
winter, and the spider spins his web every month in the year, and finds
abundant insect food. On our last visit we remained for a whole month and
never saw a drop of rain, and only noticed a single threatening cloud, and
that was the theme of conversation among the sojourners beneath that
azure sky; so that we could almost realize the expectation of rain which
filled Elijah’s bosom when he saw the little cloud arising out of the sea.
The benefit which we derived from our stay was so’ great that we cannot
think of it without gratitude, and the wish that many other rheumatic
sufferers were able to share the privilege. The dryness of the atmosphere
and the delicious warmth of the sun proved to be nature’s best medicine,
and we returned to pass a whole year with only a slight return of our
disorder, though working on with incessant strain.
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Thinking that our friends would like to see our retreat as far as it can be
represented upon paper, we have borrowed two or three of the many
engravings which adorn our friend Dr. Henry Bennett’s most valuable
work, entitled “Winter and Spring on the Shores of the Mediterranean; or,
the Riviera, Mentone, Italy, Corsica, Sicily, Algeria, Spain, and Biarritz, as
winter climates,” published by John Churchill and Sons, New Burlington
Street. This book is exceedingly well written, and, unlike a guide book, is
attractive reading even to those who may not be able to visit the places
personally. The author has an eye for the sublime and beautiful, a taste for
natural history, a relish for the moral teachings of creation, and an
absorbing interest in his subject; hence he is never prosaic and dry, though
always practical and to the point. He has been in a very large degree the
maker of Mentone as a health resort; and as Brighton honors “the first
gentleman in Europe,” and Cannes cultivates the memory of Lord
Brougham, from a lively sense of obligation, Mentone may well cherish the
name of J. Henry Bennett as her benefactor. Restored from the borders of
the grave by the influence of its sunny clime, this able physician makes
Mentone his constant winter residence, and draws towards it, both by his
book and by his personal influence, so large a number of visitors, that it is
almost to be feared that accommodation will soon be difficult to obtain, for
even now villa residences can only be procured for the season at enormous
rents. At present, however, one may spend five weeks at the best hotel, and
after paying the railway fares of both going and returning, will find that he
has not expended more in the whole time of his absence from home than it
would have cost him to reside in a corresponding hotel at Brighton. This
may encourage invalids who suppose the expenditure to be excessive.
Compared with the once popular voyage to Madeira, the cost is little and
the toil of traveling nothing at all. It is a long way for a sick man, but it can
be accomplished in four comparatively easy stages; London to Paris, Paris
to Lyons, Lyons to Marseilles, and Marseilles to Mentone. The strain upon
the strength cannot be mentioned in the same day with a sea voyage down
the Channel into the boisterous Atlantic.


Mentone is a small Italian town of about five thousand inhabitants, pitched
upon a inure cornice of land, guarded by a background of hills, and shut in
by an amphitheater of lofty mountains which most effectually protect it
from the north-west, north, and north-east winds. The mountains seem to
fold it in their arms and clasp it round, as a mother embraces her babe;
indeed, the simile may be pushed further, for as the child lies upon the
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warm bosom of love, so does Mentone flourish in the radiated heat which
the limestone rocks pour forth. There are occasional frosts, but the
abundance of lemon and orange trees covered with fruit at mid-winter, and
the blooming of the veronica and the flowering of the rose at the same
season, prove that these are not very frequent nor of great severity. Ice
may be found in the valleys which are chilled by down-draughts from the
mountains, but cold is a thing of the night, when the invalid is safe in his
chamber; the day is warm, and, as he sits in the sun, he is generally glad of
an umbrella to screen him from its powerful rays, and that, be it
remembered, when further south at Florence or Rome he might be
shivering with cold. The temperature falls suddenly when the sun sets, and,
consequently, it is the invalid’s duty to get within doors at once; but from
sunrise to sunset he may move out at a gentle pace, or sit under the rocks,
and think that summer is holding sway; indeed, it seems almost ridiculous
to read in our letters from home of the wretched weather, the deep snows,
or the dense fogs, which are afflicting our friends in the land we have left
behind us. We never felt so much before the beauty of the comparison of
the Lord Jesus to the sun, for in the Riviera the sun is everything, he is the
father of the flowers, the ruler of the weather, and the comforter of those
to whom his wings bring healing: out of his range the balm departs from
the air, and the climate is little or no better than elsewhere, but beneath his
beams life laughs for joy. The Italians have a proverb that where the sun
does not enter the physician must, and we have proved it true all too sadly,
for in a room with a northern aspect at Nice we were chilled to the bone,
and assailed in such a manner with our painful disorder, that it was a month
before we recovered. If the Sun of Righteousness does not visit our souls,
we shall soon be in an evil case, languishing and pining for lack of the
spiritual health which he alone can supply.


Those who require dissipation to render a holiday pleasant will think
Mentone dull, and prefer the gaieties of Nice — our taste lies in the
direction of quiet and repose. “There is nothing to see here” was the
exclamation of a young swell, who reckoned theaters necessaries of life.
Nothing to see, with that glorious sea before you, those innumerable
valleys, that gorgeous scenery, those weird olive groves and golden
gardens! Nothing to see, where every turn opens up a new vista among the
mighty hills, or, as you climb, fresh Alps on Alps tower before your eyes!
To the blind, beauty herself has no charms. To the man who sees in nature
the garments of the Invisible One, the footprints of infinite love, all nature
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furnishes recreation and enjoyment. The fact is that it would be hard to find
a place with so many walks near at hand as Mentone; you are out of the
town in a moment, a single turn takes you into a secluded valley, or to a
lonely foot-track among the rocks, whence you have only to look back
upon the glorious Mediterranean, or forward to lofty mountains. There are
footways innumerable among the olive and orange gardens, and one’s
rambles are not abruptly brought to a pause by announcements that
“TRESPASSERS WILL :BE PROSECUTED,” such as in our own country
confine us to dusty roads shut in by hideous walls, which deny to the
tourist even a glimpse of nature’s loveliest landscapes. Here, when feeble
knees forbid a walk of many miles, a few minutes will place the invalid
upon a position fit for an emperor, where he may sit under the olive and
figtree, none making him afraid, and drink in health and beauty at the same
moment. Nothing to see! The fop, the debauchee, and the idiot may have
the monopoly of such an exclamation. There is everything to see that a
restful spirit can desire.


Never shall we forget when our eye first caught a glimpse of Corsica
across a distance of at least one hundred and twenty miles: it rose like a
dream of fairy-land, a vision hardly to be realized as actually before our
opened eyes. We had been told that at sunrise the tops of the mountains of
Corsica could be seen, but we had looked in vain, and it was while we
were climbing a rock in the afternoon of the day that quite to our surprise
the fair island seemed to rise like Venus out of the sea. Owing to the
rotundity of the earth the shores of Corsica, which are ninety miles distant,
are not visible, but the mountain summits, which are from six to nine
thousand feet above the sea, are distinctly to be seen, with the markings of
the clefts and ravines, and even the masses of cloud anchored upon them.
The clearness of the atmosphere may be readily inferred from this fact.
When our heart is clear of all doubts and unbelief’s our spiritual eye can
behold the land which is very far off, and far over the sea of time the
bejewelled city may be seen gleaming in a glory brighter than the sun.


The old part of Mentone is just like every other Riviera town, made up of
lofty houses, arranged in narrow alleys instead of streets. Standing on the
pitch of a hill it is all up and down, except in the part which visitors
frequent, which is a wider street, and forms a portion of the famous
Corniche road. This road keeps very near the sea for the simple reason that
the -locks come down so nearly to the water, in many parts of its course,
that it must either run by the ocean’s edge or be carried aloft over the hills.
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In passing through Mentone it traverses one or two bridges over mountain
torrents, and beyond it, towards St. Remo, it is carried over the lofty arch
which spans a ravine dividing France from Italy. From this main road by
the sea there are lesser roads, bridle paths, and walks into the mountainous
regions. Beyond the frontier are the famous bone caves, in which have
been found organic remains, flint instruments, and portions of charcoal.
The supporters of the pre-Adamic existence of man have here gathered
ammunitions of war, but for our part we are not converted to their theory,
and moreover our hands are so full of matters which concern the present
race that we care not to inquire whether any other humanities occupied the
world before our own came upon it. Even if men existed before Adam, it
would make no difference to the Mosaic history, which does not profess to
tell us of any other race but our own. We think the idea to be all
moonshine, but are not at all alarmed for the Scriptures, whether it should
turn out to be true or not. It is, however, very interesting to see the
indisputable evidences that the caves were once inhabited by creatures
which were neither vegetarians nor members of the Peace Society, but in
all probability were men of like passions with ourselves. Many of the
remarkable relics are preserved in the local museum.


Everybody who visits Mentone goes over to Monaco. The Casino and
gaming-tables there are great attractions to gamblers of both sexes, but
altogether apart from these enticements the spot is charming. The little
principality of Monaco is almost the only place in Europe where the
abomination of public gambling is allowed, and there under the eye of all
comers it is carried on to the fullest extent. It is sad to see this vice so
glaringly displayed in a place which, for its beautiful gardens and
picturesque position, is worthy to be called a paradise. Truly the serpent is
in every earthly Eden. While we were enjoying the loveliness of land and
sea we heard the cooing of pigeons, and saw that vast numbers of the
pretty creatures were preserved in elegant houses, and were kept in
readiness for pigeon-shooting. On the outside of the houses were poor
wounded birds wanting to get in and associate with their old companions.
We were sick at heart to see them suffering. What sport our countrymen
find in shooting these innocent creatures we cannot tell! It is an amusement
only worthy of savages, and yet the aristocracy are the chief patrons of it.
It is sad that it should pollute so lovely a scene. And yet we do not know;
perhaps this pigeon-shooting outside is an instructive arrangement,
intended to warn the unwary who venture within the gambling saloons, an
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intimation that what is done outside by means of powder and shot is
performed upon superior game within the Casino by a surer method. Many
a bird is trapped, plucked, wounded, and done to death at the gambling-
table, where sights are occasionally witnessed which the lover of his race
would wish to forget. The rock of Monaco is altogether a thing of beauty,
whether you walk around it or look down upon it from the lofty platform
at Turbia, which well repays you for the labor of the ascent.


Roccabruna and Castellar also afford excellent excursions, and to Nice by
road and back by rail is an easy day’s work. In the other direction
Bordighera and San Remo are very pleasant rides along the shore. To us
the most charming resort is Dr. Bennett’s garden, just over the Italian
frontier. The main avenue of it salutes the eye upon entrance, and, being
full of the choicest flowers freely blooming, it delights you at once. The
doctor has terraced the rocks, and, by employing women to carry up
baskets of earth to fill up the terraces, he has, by perseverance and skill,
created a garden where else had been nothing but bare stone. He has also
restored an ancient Saracenic tower, which forms a picturesque object. The
view is magnificent, and there are dainty seats at points of sight most
desirable. There is a croquet-ground, fernery, and summerhouse, and best
of all a hammock where the sick man may lie at ease and gaze around him.
If he does not get well there what can become of him? We never knew
hours roll away so swiftly as those we spent in friendly chat with the
Doctor in his Elysium; all that could comfort the suffering body and brace
the wearied mind we had around us, and we praised God at every breath
for his infinite love in providing “so sweet a rest for wearied minds.”


The doctor says of his garden : — “ I have long had a garden in heather-
clad, fir-covered Surrey, where summer flowers smile on me when I return
from the south, bat it is only a few years ago that the thought came to
establish a garden on the sunny shores of the Riviera. At first I was
satisfied with the luxuriant wild vegetation of winter in this region, with the
sunshine, and with the natural beauties of the district. As I became more
and more familiarized with my winter home I began to grieve that the
precious sunshine, light, and heat, that surrounded me should be turned to
so little horticultural account. Nature in these southern regions is left pretty
much to herself as regards flowers, and it is surprising what fioricultural
wonders she does produce unassisted. Then the desire came to see what I
myself could do with the gardening lore previously acquired in England. So
I purchased a few terraces and some naked rocks on the mountain side,
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about a mile from Mentone, three hundred feet above the sea level, with a
south-westerly aspect, and thoroughly sheltered from all northerly winds.
Here, hanging as it were on the funk of the mountain, I have set to work,
assisted by an intelligent peasant from the neighboring village of Grimaldi,
whom I have raised to the dignity of head-gardener, and in whom I have
succeeded in instilling quite a passion for horticulture. We think we have
done wonders in the first three years of our labors, and, as the results
obtained throw a considerable light on the winter climate in this part of the
world, I shall briefly narrate them. I am encouraged to do so also by the
reflection that should this work fall into the hands of others trying, like
myself, to establish a winter garden in the south of Europe, my experience,
slight as it yet is, may be of some avail.


“I would firstly repeat that I think I have found out why horticulture is so
utterly neglected in the south of Europe, and in warm countries generally.
Mere ordinary gardening — the cultivation of common garden flowers —
is attended with considerable expense, owing to the necessity of summer
and even winter irrigation, if any degree of excellence, or if certain results
are to be obtained. In climates where, as on the Riviera, it does not rain
from April until October, where the rain falls tropically, in cataracts, at the
autumnal and vernal equinoxes, and where often in midwinter there are
droughts of six weeks’ duration under an ardent, burning sun, frequent
watering becomes indispensable for most garden plants. Thus additional
labor is required, and a heavy expense entailed, in addition to that of the
ordinary work of the garden.


“On the other hand, southerners of the higher and middle classes are thrifty
and economical, have few outlets for activity, and are at the same time
indolent. Those who have property usually live on one-fifth of their
income, and put by the rest. They thus provide for their children, and yet
can remain quiescent, taking life easily, and spending their days in an
agreeable state of ‘ dolce far niente.’ By such persons horticultural
expenses are considered an extravagance, and those foreigners who indulge
in them are thought to be all but demented. They understand paying labor
for planting and irrigating orange-trees, cabbages, peas, or wheat, because
there is a return — -a profit on the transaction; but to spend good money
on roses and jasmines, unless to make perfumes for sale, passes their
comprehension. Thus my Mentone neighbors think I am preparing for the
erection of a large house, and nearly all the masons in the country have
applied to me for my patronage. They cannot understand any one making a
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mere flower garden for pleasure on the mountain side, a mile or two from
the town.


“In the gardens planted as adjuncts to the villas built for strangers many
flowers and plants will thrive and blossom, more or less, all winter, with
scarcely any care. Thus, the following grow luxuriantly : — Aloes,
Cactaceae in general, his, Maritime Squill, Wallflowers, Stocks,
Carnations, Marguerite, Geranium, Marigold, Primula (common and
Chinese), Violets, Pansies, Nemophila, Crocus, Snowdrop, Hyacinth,
Ranunculus, Narcissus, Ixia, Sparaxis, Hepatica, Roses, Chrysanthemum,
Salvias of many kinds, Lavender, Mignionette, Tobacco, red Valerian,
Daphne, Veronica, Nasturtium, Petunia, Cyclamen, Camellias, Azaleas,
Calla AEthiopica, Begonias, Cineraria, Verbena, Cytisus, Cistus, many
species of Passion flowers, Chorozema, and many Australian winter
flowering Mimosae and Acacias. As stated, many of these plants can rest in
the warm, dry summer without being injured thereby. They are all, or
nearly all, perennial in this climate. They start into life with the autumn
rains, flowering more or less early in the winter or spring, and most of
them continue in full bloom from Christmas to April, a month which,
horticulturally, corresponds to June in England.


“Most winters, in England, paragraphs appear in the newspapers, from
residents in the more favored regions of our island, giving lists of the
flowers still blooming in their gardens. It may be remarked, however, that
these lists never appear after Christmas, or the end of December at the
latest. The fact is that in England November and December are generally
rainy, and not very cold months; although the weather is very often damp,
foggy, cold, and unfavorable to human health, it does not actually freeze so
as to destroy vegetable life, The hard frosts of winter generally commence
about Christmas or the week after, and then the autumn flowers are all
destroyed to the ground, and no such floricultural triumphs are possible.
On the Genoese Riviera, on the contrary, after Christmas, if there has been
sufficient rain, vegetation takes a start and rapidly gains ground, under the
influence, not so much of a higher night temperature (for we feel the
January cold of continental Europe), but of the increasing length of the
day, and of the ardent light and sun of an unclouded sky.”


Lest we weary our readers with a theme in which they must naturally take
less interest than the actual visitor to that sunny region, we break off
abruptly for t. he present, hoping to resume the theme when on the spot; if
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we do so we shall insert a second article in our March number. Till then we
ask for prayer that our many enterprises may not flag during our absence,
that no untoward incident may occur, and that the means for carrying on
the Lord’s work may be constantly forthcoming. Brethren, pray for us.


THE GREAT MASTER.


“I AM my own master!” cried a young man proudly, when a friend tried to
persuade him from an enterprise which he had on hand;


“I am my own master.”


“Did you ever consider what a responsible post that is?” asked his friend.


“Responsible? Is it?”


“A master must lay out the work which he wants done, and see that it is
done right. :lie should try to secure the best ends by the best means. He
must keep on the look-out against obstacles and accidents, and watch that
everything goes straight, else he must fail.”


“Well.”


“To be master of yourself you have your conscience to keep clear, your
heart to cultivate, your temper to govern, your will to direct, and your
judgment to instruct. You are to be master over a strong company, and if
you don’t master them they will master you.


“That is so,” said the young man.


“Now I would undertake no such thing,” said his friend. “I should surely
fail if I did. Saul wanted to be his own master and failed. Herod did. Judas
did. No man is fit for it. ‘ One is my Master, even Christ.’ I work under his
direction. He is regulator, and where He is Master all goes right.”


“‘One is my Master, even Christ,’” repeated the young man slowly and
seriously; “all who put themselves under his leadership, win at last: he shall
be my Master henceforth.”
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NOTES


We had a glorious Christmas at the Orphanage. Our loving friends sent us
much more than was needed to provide for the expenses of the day, and
there is quite a bonus to pay ever to the general fund. Great was the joy
and rejoicing, and there was nothing to mar the pleasure. The orphan lads
presented to the President an album containing all their portraits, with the
inscription, “From the boys of the Stockwell Orphanage to their best
earthly friend.” A little lady who was told that this was our Christmas
present, wanted to know however Santa Claus could get it into our
stocking! A very natural inquiry, seeing that the album is the largest we
have ever seen, measuring nineteen inches by fifteen.


New Year’s-day was a second high-day at the Orphanage, for then mothers
and aunts came to see the boys, and Mr. Spurgeon gave away the prizes. It
was a very excellent meeting, much was said that was well calculated to be
a blessing to the poor widows and to their boys, and their real gratitude
was shown by the hearty way in which they brought in the various small
sums, which in the aggregate made up the amount of £75 17s.


The Annual Tea Meeting of the College was held Wednesday, Dec. 30.
The ladies, with their usual generosity, gave the tea, and we gave our
Sermons in Candles. We are afraid that misreports of our remarks at that
meeting may lead to misunderstanding. Our students are in all respects
equal to those which have preceded them, and we trust that many of them
will become eminently useful. Still, we earnestly wish that young men of
the upper and middle classes would consecrate themselves unto the Lord;
their carly advantages would be much in their favor, and help them to take
leading positions in the church. Many who think themselves called to
preach are evidently under a delusion, for they have neither capacity for
learning, nor ability for teaching; we, should rejoice indeed to see those
young men coming forward whose five talents employed in business would
make them rich, or exercised in a learned Profession would bring them
honor. We want the best men for Jesus. The noblest human mind is not too
good a raw material for the Lord to use in fashioning a minister of the
gospel. We fear that wealthy parents discourage the aspirations of their
sons to preach the gospel, because they see our ministry to be poor; but,
though this is too sadly true, yet for Christ’s sake even poverty should be
endured. The cure for the poverty of our ministry lies in the increase of its
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mental and spiritual power. We believe that for young men of ability, zeal,
and abundant grace, there is no more honorable, happy, and holy course
open in this world than the ministry of a Baptist church.


The best laid plans of mortal men are often set aside. Instead of journeying
to our warm retreat, we are made the prisoner of the Lord at home. Pain
seized upon us suddenly as an armed man, and made our feet and legs
useless except for suffering. We had much to do, — too much, and to our
grief we could not even so much as think of all the good things we had
planned. We have the best advice, both from our surgeon and physician.
Our friend Dr. Palfrey, who has watched us for years, came again to
counsel us. The disease springs from mental causes, and can be as fairly
reckoned upon, when an extra pressure of care or labor occurs, as the tides
may be calculated by the moon. We shall now have rest, if the Lord will,
and be at our work again when that rest is over, but it is very sad to be
pulled up thus in full course, when good is to be done -and so much of it
lies before us.


The Annual Church-meeting at the Tabernacle was held Jan. 8, without the
Senior Pastor, whose absence and sickness · every one bewailed. After tea,
Pastor J. A. Spurgeon took the chair, and there was a warm-hearted,
loving, prayerful, enthusiastic meeting. Everybody seemed to feel that as
the leader was absent each one must do his best to keep up the interest,
and prevent the meeting from flagging. The right noble officers who so
faithfully aid the pastors at all points were there in force, and so were the
hundreds of loving brethren and sisters who make up the strength of the
thousands of our Israel.


We have received many prescriptions for the gout, both for inward and
outward application, and should have been dead long ago if we had tried
half of them. We are grateful for the kindness although we cannot utilize it.
Those who would really aid in the restoration of our health can best do so
by preventing our having any anxiety about either College, Orphanage, or
Colportage while we are away. If the funds keep up, and the works are
carried on by those engaged in them, and especially if the Lord will bless
the enterprises, it will be better to us than all the lotions, liniments,
specifics, and elixirs put together, with twenty sorts of magnetisms thrown
in.


In leaving home the Pastor commits his church to the Lord’s hands, hoping
that as last year a revival broke out during his absence the same may occur
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again. Special services to that end will he trusts be held, but he leaves all to
the brethren at home.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : —
December 31st, 1874, twenty-three.


APPEAL FOR PRAYER ON BEHALF OF MORE THAN ONE
HUNDRED AND FIFTY MILLIONS OF CHINESE.


There are nine provinces of China, each as large as a European kingdom,
averaging a population of seventeen or eighteen millions each, but all
destitute of the pure gospel. About a hundred Roman Catholic priests from
Europe live in them, but not one Protestant missionary.


Much prayer has been offered on behalf of these nine provinces by some of
the friends of the China Inland Mission, and during the past year nearly
£4,000 has been contributed, on condition that it be used in these provinces
alone. We have some native Christians from these regions who have been
converted in our older stations, and who are most earnestly desiring the
evangelization of their native districts. Our present pressing need is of
missionaries to lead the way. Will each of your Christian readers at once
raise his heart to God, and spend ONE MINUTE in earnest prayer that God
will raise up this year eighteen suitable men to devote themselves to this
work? Warmhearted young men who have a good knowledge of business,
— clerks, or assistants in shops, who have come in contact with the public,
learned to discover the wants and to suit the wishes of purchasers, are well
fitted for this work. They should possess strong faith, devoted piety, and
burning zeal; and be men who will gladly live, labor, suffer, and, if need be,
die for Christ’s sake.


There are doubtless such in the churches of the United Kingdom. May the
Lord thrust many of them out. We shall be glad to hear from such.


J. HUDSON TAYLOR China Inland Mission,


6, Pyrland Road, N.,


January, 1875.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH, 1875.


NOTES FROM “THE DIARY OF JAMES CALDER.”


WITH REMARKS BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IN years gone by we were frequently assailed by brethren who insisted
upon it that a deep and continual sense of the corruption of the heart was
the main token of a child of God. To be tempted was to them the index of
spiritual life. They looked upon strong faith as questionable, and upon full
assurance as presumption; joy in the Lord they were afraid of, and abiding
peace they dreaded as “a treacherous calm.” We remember well the
croaking of a brother of this school, whose looks were black as a raven,
and whose tones were mournful as the cry of the bittern. His was a deep
experience, rumor also added that it was an unclean one; he knew the
plague of his own heart, and the hell which lurks within the breast, and
being thus made wise by experimental teaching, he was able to sweep away
the whole race of professors with the bosom of destruction, for he viewed
them all as rotten at the core, “dead-letter men at best,” and utter strangers
to the essential experience of the tried children of God. Of this we have had
enough and more than enough, and we feel some consolation in the belief
that this peculiar phase of thought is passing away: but we have had little
space for congratulating ourselves, for the peculiarities of one party have
only vanished to give room for those of another. The pendulum is now
swinging in the opposite direction, and the watchword of “Corruption
deplored” is now exchanged for “Perfection attained.” We do not judge the
teaching which has led up to it, the disciples may misrepresent their
masters; but we now hear of brethren who are “pure as the driven snow,”
whose experience is victory unbroken and conflict closed, and from whom
doubt and sin are utterly banished. If we believed these good people’s
descriptions of their own characters and attainments we should rejoice; but
being always dubious of a man’s recommendation of himself, and being
painfully aware that we personally have nothing whereof to glory, we
hesitate to accept, we question, and in some cases we utterly reject, the
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assertions of these super-excellent beings. There is abundant room in the
church for very great advances in the divine life, and we do not doubt that
many beloved brethren have made these advances; long may they maintain
them, and still proceed from strength to strength: trot we are sure that they
are not beyond the assaults of Satan, the suggestions of the flesh, and the
power of original corruption. They do sin and will sin; they will be tried,
and the reality of their graces will be tested, and, it may be, some of that
which glitters will not turn out to be gold; they will find daily need for
divine help, for flesh is frail, and the firmest resolves, like those of Peter,
may not survive the appointed ordeal; they will learn that they are men of
like passions with the rest of us, and that even if they daily walk in the light
as God is in the light, and have constant fellowship with Him, they will still
need that the blood of Jesus Christ His Son should cleanse them from all
sin.


We have frequently turned to our well-furnished library of Christian
biography to discover whether those whom we have been accustomed to
revere as men of God were in the habit of talking as our superior brethren
are wont to do. With the exception of Fletcher of Madeley, and others of
his school, we find none. On the contrary, Watts well describes the saints
of other days in that verse : —


Once they were mourning here below,
And wet their couch with tears;


They wrestled hard, as we do now,
With sins and doubts and fears.”


It is consolatory to see the footsteps of the flock, and to know that in the
sorrows and conflicts of our inner life we are companions of those who
have gone before. Though we dare not frame excuses for ourselves from
the failings Of others, we may at least be preserved from despairing self-
accusations, by observing that others, who were undoubted saints, were,
like ourselves, compassed with infirmity.


These remarks were suggested by the perusal of “The Diary of James
Calder of Croy,” f3 one of those mighty apostles of the Highlands, whose
spiritual power is felt to this day, though they have been with God these
hundred years. Mr. William Taylor, of Stirling, has done good service to
the church of God by the publication of this Diary. Its deep, rich, fresh,
loving records will awaken echoes in many hearts, as they have done in
ours. Eschewing both the incessant moans of the corruptionists and the







260


immutable smiles of the perfectionists, Mr. Calder’s face, as seen in the
glass of his Diary, appears to us to be the natural countenance of a spiritual
man; and as in water face answereth to face, so does our inner life tally
with his. We have purposely selected passages which illustrate the good
man’s changeful moods and show the hills and dales over which he
followed the pathway to the skies.


1763. Friday, October 27th. — This day my sore complaint of heart-
coldness, heart-estrangement, heart-atheism, was awfully felt, especially in
the morning, as it has been for some mornings past, to the terror and
distress of my poor benighted soul. Had some little breathing of relief;
through the Lord’s mercy, in secret prayer and at family worship. But, alas!
I still carry about this sore and awful plague — the want of heart-felt love
to Christ, and soul-solacing complacency in God. Ah.! I fear that rye
somehow provoked the Lord to hide his blessed face from me and to
withdraw the benign influences of his Holy Spirit. O blessed Lord! show
me wherefore is it that thou contendest with me; and oh! may I be helped
to look up, and sigh, and pray, and wait for the dawning of the day and the
cheering beams of the Sun of Righteousness.


Saturday, 26th. — In yesterday’s memorandum it was my petition that the
Lord would let me see why he contended with me and hid his face from
me. This day I perceive that the Lord, by the present heavy dispensation, is
rebuking me in my solitude for the little care [took to keep near him and to
solace my soul with his presence, his countenance and his love, while my
children were about me. This I saw in a light that was very affecting and
humbling; and, glory to his name! while I was confessing my spiritual
idolatries, shameful departures, and backslidings, and attempting to betake
myself to the blood and righteousness of Christ with all my sins, and follies,
and deadness, and coldness, and darkness, he was pleased of his infinite
mercy to receive me graciously, and to manifest somewhat of his love and
glory, and his reconciled countenance to my poor soul. This was a sweet
reviving cordial. My darkness vanished, my cold heart began to warm, and
my weary soul found rest under the shadow of Emmanuel’s wings, and was
blessed with some little delightful experiences of what I was earnestly
praying for several days past, and that is, a heart-felt complacency in the
ever-blessed God in and through the Lord Jesus Christ. Thanks! eternal
thanks, to the God of all grace for this seasonable savor and revival. O for
a clearer display of his glory shining in the face of Christ — for richer and
sweeter experiences of his loving-kindness that’s better than life! May I be
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thankful for this sweet dawning, and may I take it as an earnest of the
rising sun and the perfect day.


1768. Jan, 11th. — Saturday, Sabbath-day, and tills day, my soul has been
(except the time I was lecturing and preaching in the house of God)
involved in darkness, distress, and awful desertion, which was most
sensibly felt at the midnight hours, when mine eyes were kept waking and
my soul meditated terror. On Sabbath night especially I had a clear,
distinct, and most humbling and alarming view of the atheism and vileness
of my heart and nature — of the pride and vanity and formality which
mingled with duties and my sacred administrations. The sight filled me for
a moment with trembling and horror, and “unless the Lord had been my
help, almost my soul had dwelt in silence; when I said, My foot slippeth,
my soul sinketh, thy mercy, O Lord, held me up.” I was held up a little,
yea, sustained, by these words, “Look unto me and be ye saved, all the
ends of the earth;” and these other comfortable words, “The Son of man
came to seek and to save that which is lost;” and many other passages and
promises of the Word of God came to view in this sore emergence, which
removed a great deal of that terror and slavish fear that had seized on my
soul. Nevertheless a perfect cure was not yet effected; my sore still ran in
the night. I remembered the happy time when I had my songs in the night;
but now! thought the Comforter was at a distance, and my silent harp hung
on the mournful willows. But blessed be his name, though weeping
endureth for a night, on the morn joy ariseth! The clouds began to scatter
in the morning by some comfortable beams of the Sun of Righteousness
that darted in from his blessed Word on my benighted, disconsolate soul;
and at family worship in the morning I had uncommon liberty and
enlargement. At night my discouragements recurred — the clouds began to
gather again; but in time of the evening sacrifice they were happily
dispelled.


Two things I observed as to this dispensation: one is, that at this precise
time, when! was in greater distress of soul than I had experienced for
twenty years past, providence (and a noted providence it was) put into my
hand the Memoirs of the great and venerable Mr. Thomas Shepherd, in
which I found exercises and distresses of soul very much resembling my
own, for which he blessed God as an infinite mercy to him; and glory to his
name, I hope I can join my note of praise to his! I had infinite need of these
humbling views of ‘myself; and I think I see more need of Christ this day
for my poor soul than I have seen for twenty years past; and I see enough
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in Christ — glorious, precious Christ, the adorable Redeemer — to justify,
to sanctify, to save, to solace, and glorify a poor castaway like me, a mass
of guilt and corruption like me, to the eternal praise and glory of free, free
grace! May heaven and earth praise him! Amen.


The second thing I remarked with respect to this distressful exercise is, that
whereas there are several young people at this time under my ministry, and
under my particular inspection and care, though few of them are of this
poor parish, who are in great distress of soul under a deep law-work and
spirit of bondage, as some of them have been for a year or two; and though
they are daily on my heart at a throne of grace in my poor way, and though
I have visited several of them at their distant habitations, and spent many
hours in conference and prayer with them in my house; yet it is now a very
long time since my soul was in the case of their souls, I thought, and I still
think, that my fellow-feeling and sympathy with their sore and agonizing
distress and soul-anguish, was not, and is not, so very tender and
affectionate as it ought to be; and therefore I thought that the Lord saw it
meet to hold this bitter cup for two or three nights and days to my mouth,
to give me a new taste of the wormwood and the gall of their anguish and
distress, which I long since experienced; to awaken in my soul more tender
and deep sympathy towards them, and more fervent prayers for them than
ever. — This I hope is, and will be, one of the happy effects of my sore
exercise . . . O how loudly am! called now from my late experience to be
more concerned for them than I have ever been! Lord Jesus, hear the sighs
and groans of these precious prisoners of hope, and turn them to songs of
praise and joy! Amen.


12th. — From morn till eve there were here with me one after another a
number of exercised souls, some of them in great soul-distress, but under a
most promising work, which I believe on solid grounds will terminate
happily in glory to God and the Redeemer, and eternal salvation to them!
This resort of exercised souls to my house, seeking Jesus who was
crucified, I take for my delightful New-year’s gift from my infinitely liberal
Master; and glory to his name, some such inestimable New-year’s gift he
was pleased to give me for some years past. Glory to his name. Amen.
17th, Sabbath .Eve. — The Lord was singularly kind to-day, especially in
the second exercise. Sweet, satisfying, and glorious were the views I had of
the mystery of redemption through Christ, and great was the liberty I had
in declaring to the great congregation the views I then had of Christ and of
God in Christ, and the great and solacing truths of the gospel. I observed
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several of my auditory as much affected as I was, and some of the gallery
bathed in tears. Lord, follow with a remarkable blessing! Amen.


1768. Feb. 3rd. — Would wish to be retired to-day. Many are my calls,
great are my errands to a throne of grace, outward troubles and inward
distress, without are rightings, within are fears, afflicted, tossed with
tempests and not comforted, the knell of death ringing in my ears, and the
Comforter that should relieve my soul at a distance ; — mourning without
the sun. O my God; my soul is cast down in me; depth called unto depth,
thy waves and billows going over me. Nevertheless, I trust that the Lord
will command his loving-kindness in the day, and that yet his song will be
with me in the night, as it sometimes has been, and my prayer to the God
of my life. Why art thou cast down, O my soul? Hope thou in God, for I
trust I shall yet praise him? Amen! Besides, I have a great and solemn work
in view, and the time is drawing nigh. Let me be helped, O Lord, by thy
blessed Spirit this day, to plead and wrestle at a throne of grace for thy
most gracious countenance, and most favorable and special presence on
that occasion, if I am spared to set about it.


Six o’clock afternoon. — Adored for ever be the Lord for his marvelous
lovingkindness shown to my poor distressed soul to-day! It well becomes
me to say and sing with the psalmist, “I was brought low and he helped
me.” He brought me out of a horrible pit and out of the miry clay, and
established my feet on a rock, and put a new song in my mouth, even
praises to my God and Redeemer. O! let heaven and earth praise him; for I
cannot do it enough. It is now some years since I had such near access,
such humble confidence, and such holy joy in the Lord as he vouchsafed
me this day. He helped me to read clearly his special paternal love in a long
train of merciful dispensations, signal interpositions, gracious
vouchsafements, seasonable chastisements, remarkable deliverances,
wonderful manifestations, sweet satisfying consolations and sealings of the
Spirit, surprising assistances in duties — out of weakness bringing
strength, and his frequent and merciful acceptation of my poor oblations in
and through Christ, and giving many answers to my poor prayers, and
many, many a time turning my heaviest groans into the sweetest songs.
And shall I not now say and cry out with humble joy, “My Father, my
Father, thou hast been the guide of my youth, and the strength of my age”?
I then was led to see what an undutiful, untowardly, prodigal, disobedient
child I was; which I was made to bewail bitterly before him for some time,
with vows and resolutions, in the strength of grace, of a more filial temper







264


and conduct for the future. As to some sore external trials, I was likewise
eased by being helped to plead his fatherly power, wisdom, love, and
faithfulness, as to their having a happy issue — plead likewise as to the
other points, and specially the solemnity in view; and I hope, unworthy as I
am, for an answer of peace in due time, for the sake of our adorable Jesus,
to whom, with the Father and Spirit, be eternal praise and glory. Amen!
Amen!


1774. Sabbath, Jan, 9th. — Some sweet liberty in the first discourse; much
confusion and formality in the second. Lord forgive, for Jesus’ sake! I
brought this darkness, formality, and confusion on myself by setting out in
a proud and blind dependence on myself, on what I had lately received, and
often received. Lord, make me wise to my own salvation, and that of
others! Amen.


Monday, 10th. — Glory and praise for ever be to God in Christ, for the
sweet and blessed liberty he has afforded me this morning. My clouds of
yesterday, yea, all my clouds, are scattered, all my bonds are loosed; my
soul is established on the Rock laid in Zion. I stand accepted with
unspeakable .joy in the perfect and most glorious righteousness of my
redeeming God. I have access, with humble boldness, to a throne of grace,
to a mercy-seat, and there I am at once blessed with pardoning mercy and
sanctifying grace! What shall I render to the Lord? Heaven and earth praise
him! Amen, amen! — Visited worthy E — th G — t on a bed of
languishing. Great sweetness, light, and liberty in conference and prayer
with this dear, blessed, handmaid in Jesus! Conference with sundries. This
was a blessed day to my soul — the best, upon the whole, I had for seven,
I may say for twenty years back. I was never more sweetly and solidly
established on my Rock, my Center, my Heaven, the Lord Jesus Christ.
Blessings, blessings, blessings to Him for evermore! Amen.


“SPURGEON’S ABSENCE FROM THE
TABERNACLE.”


A CASUAL visitor, with a fixed idea in his mind, sees, or thinks he sees,
what would never be thought of by those who are constantly on the spot.
Proverbially lookers on at chess see more than players, and the same
remark applies to other matters. A writer in the Christian World has visited
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the Tabernacle during the Pastor’s absence, and has made observations
which have excited more indignation among our friends than anything
which has appeared in print for many a day. All who have called upon us in
our sick chamber have, without exception, denounced the article as a
comedy of errors, and have marveled that such things could have been
concocted. We felt that if the writer’s remarks were well deserved our life-
work had been a very poor one: if our people can only receive their
spiritual food from one hand, and will only hold together because of the
presence of one man, they are individually childish and collectively a rope
of sand. We could not think so badly of them, but we were saddened to
read that any outward signs had led an evidently friendly writer to form
such an estimate of them. One thing we knew, namely, that the pretty
anecdote given in the article was utterly without foundation. The writer
says, “We have heard that there are seatholders frequenting the Tabernacle
who will rudely walk away on seeing a stranger in Mr. Spurgeon’s place;
and these selfish souls are said to have been scathingly rebuked by a smart
American brother who could flourish a little mother-wit when occasion
demanded. Casting his eyes round the sanctuary, and instantly divining the
reason why one and another were leaving their seats, the Rev. Mr.
Jonathan gave a parting blessing to those who usually frequented that place
for the purpose of worshipping Mr. Spurgeon. By-and-by he hoped that
they who were there to worship God would have it nice and quiet to
themselves. Such a speech was terribly severe, but it was well deserved.’
Now, to our knowledge, nothing of this kind ever occurred, The tale is old
and hackneyed and was worn threadbare in the days of Rowland Hill, it is
scandalous to plaster it upon the Tabernacle walls.


NOTICES OF BOOKS


ISRAEL’S IRON AGE; OR SKETCHES FROM THE PERIOD OF
THE JUDGES. BY MARCUS DODS, D.D. HODDER &


STOUGHTON.


DR. DODS seems to think that to find in Samson and other judges types of
our Lord Jesus is “mere fancy” and that he has got hold of a “rational
principle of interpretation.” He tells us that “if you merely wish to find
analogies and figures for New Testament truth, it is very easy and very
profitless work.” So he may think, but Paul was of another mind when he
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found in the story of Sarah and Hagar such admirable illustrations of the
two covenants. Mr. Dods “rational principle” makes his book very dry and
savorless to spiritual minds, and deprives it of much of the value it might
otherwise have had. He is, moreover, a dangerous teacher when he says so
much n defense of speculative minds whose border runs very close to
heathenism; he compares such to the tribe of Zebulon, who feel “the
irrepressible longing of the born seaman, who must lift the misty veil of the
horizon, and penetrate its mystery.” Had he likened them to pirates we
should have endorsed his metaphor.


His sketches are, however, useful in their way, and may be profitably
referred to as casting a sort of moonlight radiance upon a portion of
history which needs still further illumination.


MOTHER’S FRIEND. HODDER AND STOUGHTON


THE volume in paper is cheap at 1 s. 6d., and is full of useful instruction.


NOTES.


WE do not know how it can be managed, but it would certainly be an
excellent thing if the Nonconformist bodies could organize a representative
system by which they could speak for themselves. As it is, we hear of a
Nonconformist committee doing this and another committee resolving that,
and a third committee declaring the other. Possibly the representative
authority of these gentlemen may equal, or ,even exceed, that of the nine
tailors of Tooley Street; but we certainly should like to know their names
and the sources of their representative power. We are now in great danger
of being misrepresented by little knots of individuals who assume to speak
on our behalf; and perhaps we are equally in peril of being ,dragged
through the mire by a few ‘talented but headstrong leaders, who, possessed
by one idea alone, rush forward blindly like so many infuriated bulls.
Presumption might be checked and impetuosity moderated if the voices of
the more temperate minority could be heard, but under present
circumstances the dissidence of Dissent fails to secure a hearing.
‘Concerning certain resolutions passed of late by the great unknowns who
work the Nonconformist oracle, we have said again ,and again, “Speak for
yourselves, gentlemen. You do not represent the Dissenters of England.
No, nor half of them.” A large number of Nonconformists would attend a
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meeting called at a particular crisis, and give their opinions upon an
important question, who nevertheless will never be active members of
political societies, having, as they judge, something better to do: these
persons ought not to be left to be misrepresented by a handful of wire-
pullers, but should have some means of recording their judgments. If
Nonconformity is to be a power in the land, it must grow out of its almost
self-elected committees, and provide itself with legitimate representation.
For London the board of Deputies of the three denominations offers the
most available nucleus. [By those deputies the churches who choose to
send their delegates are already represented, and all other Presbyterian,
Baptist, and Congregational churches have the same liberty.


We venture very humbly to suggest that the Nonconformist opposition to
Mr. Forster has been quite as earnest as is consistent with a Christian spirit.
It certainly does not fall short in point of bitterness, nor do its failings lean
to the side of forbearance. Mr. Forster is no enemy to Nonconformists; he
has a crotchet and he sticks to it, but we believe that he has a warm side
towards us. Is he to be driven from us? We are great claimants of liberty
for ourselves; do we allow none to others? The noblest order of men are
seldom driven by opposition, except it be in a direction the very reverse of
that which was aimed at by their antagonists. This may be an infirmity of
noble minds, but it is one to which we in a great measure owe Mr.
Gladstone’s liberalism, — Oxford goaded him into a position in advance of
his anticipations. Are the Nonconformists desirous of following the suicidal
tactics of the university Tories? We believe Mr. Forster to be a most
sincere and honest Christian man, open to conviction, and ready to go as
far in our direction as his conscience will allow. He has made mistakes in
his Educational Bill, but what mortal man could avoid doing so? The
Dissenters themselves could not at one time have told him their own minds,
even if he had been willing to legislate for them alone. Had any other
member of the Gladstone cabinet been charged with the arduous task of
preparing a School Bill he must have incurred an equal share of
unpopularity from one side or another, and probably might have provoked
even more opposition. The mistakes of a friend should not be viewed in the
same light as the willful attacks of an enemy. The continuous concentration
of Nonconformist wrath upon the head of an individual because he
conscientiously differs from us upon one point may possibly be justifiable,
but it is not at the first blush so manifestly Christian as to evoke
admiration. Our duty is done when we add that against the perpetual
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hunting down of Mr. Forster we enter our personal protest, and we believe
we speak the mind of multitudes of the very staunchest of Dissenters.


On Tuesday, Jan. 26, Mr. Henry Vincent delivered a Lecture in the
Tabernacle, in connection with the Liberation Society. An attempt at
disturbance on the part of certain Church Defenders was very readily put
down. If we are not to be allowed liberty to express our own views in our
own buildings things have come to a pretty pass. Happily there are yet laws
which secure us freedom of speech, and the Tabernacle is the very last
place in which the breach of those laws will be tolerated. Romanists
murdered Murphy for using free speech, and semi-Romanists appear to be
following their example by creating riots at Nonconformist meetings, but
we warn them that they mistake their times. Such tactics are out of date,
and will recoil on those who use them. We accord to others the right to
promulgate their views without riot and disturbance from us, and we mean
to maintain the same right for ourselves. That cause which needs the aid of
disorder surely be upon its last legs.


We are very sorry that our esteemed friend, Dr. Kennedy, issued a
pamphlet severely criticizing the labors of Messrs. Moody and Sankey,
whom we judge to be sent of God to bless our land in an unusual degree.
Dr. Bonar’s reply strikes us, as amply meeting Dr. Kennedy’s strictures,
and needing no supplement. But we are sorry to read every now and then
the most bitter reflections on Dr. Kennedy, as though he were an enemy of
the gospel. Now, we know him to be one of the best and holiest of men,
and quite undeserving of severe upbraiding. Nothing but zeal for the truth
has moved him we are quite sure. He is fearful lest the doctrines of grace
should be forgotten, and he is jealous for divine sovereignty. Tie is also
fearful that the work owes more to music than to the force of truth, and is
more the work of fleshly excitement than of the Holy Spirit, Is it altogether
an unpardonable sin to feel such a sacred anxiety? We think not. At the
same time we do not feel as Dr. Kennedy does. Had the revival under our
American friends been what he thinks it to be, and what most similar ones
have been, his remarks would have been timely and useful, although they
would even in that case have been fiercely resented. As it is there are many
things suggested by his pamphlet which it will be well for the people of
God to ponder, and in so doing they may be saved from grievous
disappointments. We feel sure that Mr. Moody does not count Dr.
Kennedy an enemy, nor wish to silence him, and we trust that others will
learn the same moderation of temper and speech. Convince Dr. Kennedy
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that the Lord’s hand is in the work, and his powerful voice and pen will be
secured, and he will not be slow to issue a retraction: but to denounce him
as an opposer of the Spirit’s work is unchristian, and to those who know
the man it is a monstrous libel. We cannot expect all men to see alike, and
we ought to admire the courage which enters an honest protest, even
though it be a mistaken one. We wish that the religion of this age had more
in it of the deep, heart-searching, devoted, and unflinching piety of our
Highland brethren; while we also wish that some of our northern friends
were more joyous in heart, and less severe in their judgment of other
servants of the Lord. The matter ought to end in both sides quietly learning
something from each other, and resolving that if they cannot agree in each
other’s views they will at least abstain from ungenerous judgments and
angry replies. The work which God is doing is so great and manifest that it
cannot be injured by any man’s comments upon it; those engaged in it can
afford to turn such things to profitable account.


Our evangelist, Mr. Higgins, has wasted no time, but has from Jan. 10 —
17 been laboring in Newtown, Montgomery, in connection with the church
under our friend, Mr. Thomason. Both church and congregation felt much
benefit from our brother’s earnest labors. From Jan. 20 to 26 Mr. Higgins
worked at Wells, Somerset, where we hope to raise a Baptist church. We
have placed a student there, and also at Shepton Mallet, and in both cases
we hope to get a permanent footing. The evangelist is the best pioneer. We
wish that friends of the Baptist denomination living where there is no
church of our faith would let us knew their need, and aid us in planting new
interests.


During the early part of February Mr. Higgins aided the special meetings at
the Tabernacle, and preached in London. His engagements stand Feb. 27
— a fortnight of services in Shoreham. March 10 — -Ilkeston, Derbyshire.
for a month. May the Lord set his seal upon this work, and move his
people to aid in it.


As it is now some eight years since the Tabernacle was painted and
repaired, it is resolved to perform this necessary work while the Pastor is
laid aside; the building will therefore be closed on Sabbaths March 7, 14,
and 21. Week evening services will be conducted as usual in the lecture
hall, and the Sunday School and Classes as usual.


It is amusing to us to read accounts of our being in Italy and hoping to
return at such and such a time, the fact being that up to the morning of this
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day Feb. 19, the time of writing this, we are still at home, with no prospect
of a holiday abroad, but some hope of a change at the seaside. If
newspapers would take even the smallest care to print the truth they might
be of some use, but, as it is, it is generally safest to believe very little more
than half of what you see in their columns.


The funds of the Orphanage are very low. When the tide has ebbed quite
out the flood will come. Our 230 boys persist in eating and wearing out
their clothes, or we would not even mention the matter of failing funds; but
appetites are stubborn things, and our boys have double-barreled ones.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon : — Feb. 4,
twenty-two.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1875.


LONDON.


A PLEA, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


TRAVERSING all parts of London very frequently, we are nevertheless lost
in it. Has any living man any idea of the vastness of our metropolitan
world? It is not a city, but a province, nay, a nation. Every now and then
we find ourselves quite at sea in a locality which we thought we knew as
well as our own garden; the large mansion is gone, and the park which
surrounded it, and our friend’s house with its almost rural appurtenances is
swallowed up by a town, the garden and paddock of six acres are cut up
into building lots, and a large public house stands on the site of the arbor
where we held familiar chats and talked about the cows. We lose our
bearings, and think we have taken the wrong turning, for lines of
contractors’ make-believe houses have replaced that fine old avenue of
trees, and the green pastures and still waters have vanished, dissolving into
an ugly view of rows of tenements, all of the same hideous pattern, with
roads not yet recovered from being up for the drains and gas. We need
explorers to pry into the mysteries of London, old and new, and the maps
need as frequent altering as the almanacs.


We cut out from an American paper the other day a short article which
shows how what Cobbett called “the great wen” is demanding more and
more space in the body politic; it is worth reading, though it contains not a
tithe of what might be said.


“In few cities are there more than half-a-dozen railway stations. In London
there are at least one hundred and fifty. Some of the railways never pass
beyond the limits, and of one, the Tottenham and Hampstead, ‘ Punch’
says ‘ No one ever travels by it, as no one knows where it begins or where
it ends.’ The Metropolitan and other intramural railways run trains every
three or five minutes, and convey from twenty to fifty millions of
passengers annually. Clapham Junction is the great south-western center,
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and through it seven hundred trains pass every day. Its platforms are so
numerous, and its underground passages so perplexing, that how to find
the right train is one of those things that no fellow can understand.


“As a proof of the expansive nature of London traffic, it was supposed that
when the Metropolitan Railway was opened, all the City to Paddington
omnibuses would be run off the ground: but, although it carried forty-three
millions of passengers last year it has been found necessary to increase the
number of omnibuses on the southern route, and they yield one per cent.
more revenue than before the opening of the railway.


“Besides the railways, there are some fourteen or fifteen thousand tram-
cars, omnibuses, and cabs traversing the streets; there are lines of
omnibuses known only to the inhabitants of their own localities — such as
those across the Isle of Dogs, from Poplar to Millwall; from London
Bridge along Tooley Street to Dockhead, etc. The London Omnibus
Company have five hundred and sixty-three omnibuses, which carry
millions of passengers annually.


“It is more dangerous to walk the streets of London than to travel by
railway or cross the Atlantic. Last. year one hundred and twenty-five
persons were killed and two thousand five hundred and thirteen injured by
vehicles in the streets. Supposing every individual man, woman, and child
made one journey on foot in London per diem, which is considerably above
the average, the deaths would be one in eleven millions, while the railways
only kill about one in fifty millions of passengers, and the Cunard Company
of Atlantic steamers boast of having never lost a passenger.


“Other tokens of the immensity of the population of London are that three-
quarters of a million of business men enter the city in the morning, and
leave it in the evening for their suburban residences.


“There are ten thousand policemen, as many cab-drivers, and the same
number of persons connected with the post-office: each of these tribes of
workers, with their families, would make a large town. When London
makes a holiday, there are several places of resort, such as the Crystal
Palace, the Zoological Gardens, Kew Gardens, etc., which absorb from
thirty to fifty thousand visitors each. The cost of gas for lighting is
£2,500,000 annually; the water supply is one hundred millions of gallons
per diem. In the year 1873 there were five hundred and seventy-three fires;
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and for the purpose of supplying information on the passing events of the
day, three hundred and fourteen daily and weekly newspapers are required.


“What London will eventually become it is idle to predict. It already stands
in four counties, and is striding on to a fifth (Herts.) The probability is that
by the end of the century the population will exceed five millions, and will
have quintupled itself in the century. Should it progress at an equal rate in
the next, it will in the year 2,000 amount to the enormous aggregate of
twenty-five millions; and the question that naturally arises is how could
such a multitude be supplied with food. But the fact is, the more its
population increases the better they are fed. In the Plantaganet days, when
the population was not a third of a million, famines were of frequent
occurrence, but now, with the command of the pastures, the harvests, and
the fisheries of the world, starvation becomes an almost impossible
eventuality, even with the twenty-five millions of mouths to feed.”


Our heart has been palpitating with the question, — what is to be done for
these millions religiously? Whatever it is, it ought to be done at once. We
ought not to allow new towns to spring up around us, and to begin their
history without the means of grace. It is far easier to secure a fitting
position for the house of prayer at the founding of a new suburb than it can
be afterwards; and we are much more likely to get the ear of new-comers
than if we allow them to form the habit of going nowhere, or of
frequenting the mass-houses of ritualism. Every Christian denomination
should be on the alert for London; it is the first duty of Londoners
themselves, but believers in the country are also concerned in the right
condition of the metropolis. London is in some respects the very heart of
the world; it influences every land, its vice is a plague to the whole human
race, and its religion may be a balm to the remotest lands. London must be
the Lord’s; we long to see it set as a gem in the diadem of Jesus, as the
Kohinoor among his crown jewels.


We long to commence more churches in and around London, and to see
those churches comfortably lodged in suitable meeting-houses, or chapels if
we must use that name. The Anglican church builds its temples
everywhere; they spring up in amazing numbers, and no fear is entertained
that they will be too near each other. They secure the people by being first
on the ground; dissenters are slow, and find themselves too late; if they
were more generously enterprising they would not remain so much in the
rear.
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We know of an instance where a piece of land was given for a chapel, the
London Baptist Association voted its annual .grant, friends on the spot
added to it, a neat house of prayer was built, and a good man placed in it.
Three or four gentlemen guaranteed a moderate salary, and the work
began. In one year a church has been formed, a large Sabbath school
collected, and a good congregation gathered. The place has been self-
supporting from the first, the guaranteed income has been exceeded, the
debt is but nominal, and a tower of strength has been added to the Baptist
body. What has been done in one case might be accomplished in scores of
positions. We have done a similar work over and over again by means of
our College, and when our health is restored we mean, by God’s grace, to
be at it again. Without the slightest injury to existing interests new ones
may be formed, and the work, by God’s blessing, can be carried through
with ease. The people want the gospel; in some localities they are pining
for it; only let the fountain be opened and the thirsty .ones will flock to it.
We have lacked faith, but whenever God has given it to any they have
found difficulties vanish and success awaiting them.


For our own part we cannot live if Christ’s kingdom does not grow,


NOTES.


HAVING asked our esteemed friend, Mr. W. Olhey, to send us for
publication a brief account of the Lord’s work in our absence, he has sent
the following, which we give without alteration.


“During the month of February a series of Special Services for the revival
of religion have been held at the Tabernacle, with gratifying results. The
meetings extended over three weeks, and were well attended throughout.
As their principal object was the salvation of souls, united prayer was
offered concerning them, and earnest gospel addresses were delivered on
different evenings by Brethren F. White, H. G. Guinness, G. Waterman, W.
G. Lewis, W. H. Burton, W. Stott, Dr. Cultess, J. Box, Pastor J. A.
Spurgeon, and several of the Elders of the Church. The meetings were
much en-livened by the use of Sankey’s Hymn Book; many of the most
solemn of the hymns being sung as solos by our Brother J. M. Smith, from
the East London Tabernacle. A very solemn feeling prevailed over all the
meetings, and in the inquiry meetings, which were held afterwards on every
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occasion, very many persons were led to the Savior and found joy and
peace in him.


“On Wednesday, Feb. 24th, the young converts were invited to meet
Pastor J. A. Spurgeon and the elders of the church for prayer and
thanksgiving. That evening was one that will, we think, never be forgotten
by any person present. Eighty-two persons then stood up as a declaration
that they had sought and found the Savior during the last three weeks, and
between thirty and forty of them came up to the platform and made public
confession of their saving faith in the Lord Jesus. It is well known to the
elders of the church that many persons were not then present who also had
been brought to a decision during the meetings. The elders of the church
and our dear sister, Mrs. Bartlett, have found these meetings to be very
blessed seasons. Conversion work has been very clear and genuine, and in
many instances which will come before our beloved senior pastor’s notice
on his return among us again, the change was very striking and remarkable.


holding one weekly every Wednesday evening in the Lecture Hall, and last
Wednesday the room was not large enough to contain the numbers who
came. An instruction class held weekly for the young converts is arranged
for, which is presided over by Elder Nesbitt. The Assembly’s catechism, as
prepared by our pastor, being the class-book from which instruction is
given. One effect of the meetings has been the quickened, earnest zeal of
many of the members of the church, evidenced by their inducing their
relatives and servants to attend meetings, and sending up to the platform
requests for prayer for their immediate decision for Christ.


“Elder Davis, the superintendent of the school, reports very many
conversions among the senior scholars, and an evidently increased
earnestness among the teachers. Our Elders’ Bible Classes have also
received a blessing from these services, and Mrs. Bartlett reports from her
class a very largely increased attendance and very many decided cases of
conversion. At our Sunday School at the Almshouses also very much good
has been done lately, and Mr. Bartlett, the superintendent, reports twenty
to twenty-five conversions among the elder boys and girls in the school. It
is the desire of the elders of the church that this good work should
continue and increase, and every means will be taken to foster it by special
prayer and effort until far greater results are attained. For this, earnest
sympathy and prayer are asked from every member of the church, that
when our beloved pastor is restored to us again his heart may be greatly
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gladdened and a fresh impetus be given to the good work by his ministry.
May he come among us in the power of the Holy Spirit, and enjoy a larger
and richer blessing in the conversion of souls than has ever yet been given
him. ‘The Lord hath done great things for us, whereof we are glad.’ He
hath been mindful of us. He will bless us.”


How all this ought to encourage churches to work, and not rest on the
Pastor. Here we have a people deprived of their minister, and yet receiving
a larger blessing, though no professional revivalist is called in to fill the
preacher’s place. God be thanked for our beloved co-pastor, deacons, and
elders, and for a membership alive unto God by vital principles, and not
dependent upon such a poor instrument as their so often afflicted preacher.
How glad is he to be nothing and less than nothing so long as the Lord’s
work goes on.


From our hearts do we bless God for moving dear friends to aid our
various objects while we have been laid aside. Friends, you have our hearty
thanks and hearty Christian love. The Lord bless you, and return your gifts
into your bosoms a thousandfold. Your friend C. H. S. in his sickness has
owed much to your cheering words and kindly deeds, and in his prayers
commends you to the God who is able to enrich you with his abounding
grace.


Having often heard it questioned whether the work of Messrs. Moody and
Sankey would stand the test of time, we requested an esteemed friend to
get the opinion of one of the most calm and judicious · of the Newcastle
pastors. It will be remembered that in that town they labored with great
acceptance. We are right glad to give the reply publicity, and have all the
more confidence in doing so because the writer is one of the last men to
‘be carried away by popular enthusiasm, and is eminently one who thinks
and judges for himself. He says, “I have no hesitation as to my answer to
your question about Moody and Sankey. We here are all of us the better,
and our churches in many ways, for their visit; permanently the better.
More living, more aggressive; quicker to desire and bolder to execute plans
of usefulness: and the converts, so far as I can judge or hear, stand
wonderfully. I do not mean that there are no disappointments, it were
madness to expect that; but they are, to say the least, in every respect of
stability and character, equal to the converts received at other times. I do
not, of course, commit myself to every method our brethren use; but the
men are worthy of all confidence and love; and their work leaves a real
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blessing behind, especially to those who go in for hearty cooperation with
them. You are quite free to give this opinion as mine, for whatever it is
worth, to Mr. Spurgeon, or any other friend who is anxious on the
subject.”


The prayers of God’s people are earnestly entreated for a blessing to rest
upon the Annual Conference of Ministers educated at the Pastors’ College.
The meetings commence (D).V.)on Monday, April 12th, by a Prayer
Meeting at the College at 3, and a Public Meeting at Kingsgate Chapel,
Holborn, at 7, at which Mr. Spurgeon hopes to preside. The meetings will
be held throughout the week at the New College. Mr. Phillips’ supper is
fixed for the 14th, and the Tea and Public Meeting at the Tabernacle on the
15th- O Lord, send now prosperity!
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY, 1875. F4


INAUGURAL ADDRESS OF THE PASTORS’
COLLEGE CONFERENCE FOR 1875


WHEN the late excellent Field-Marshal, Sir John Burgoyne, took the chair
at the Tabernacle, at a lecture by Mr. Henry Vincent, he discharged his
duty as chairman briefly but admirably, by swing that, as chairman, he
looked upon himself as merely called upon to ring the bell to announce the
starting of the train. That is somewhat my position with regard to this
Conference, only it rises to a higher degree of responsibility, because your
president has not only to start the train of good thoughts and words for this
week, but to a large measure he will give a tone for better or worse to all
that shall follow. I am, therefore, more like the pitch-pipe of the olden
times, which gave the key-note to the singers in the gallery, and through
them to the whole congregation, and I feel inexpressibly anxious that the
key-note should be a right one. Brethren, a measure of the sense of
responsibility is helpful, and in many ways qualifies a man for saying the
right thing, but it may be pushed too far, it may go beyond humbling the
mind, and reach to the crushing of the spirit; it may so overwhelm you with
the feeling of what is to be done as utterly to disqualify you for the doing
of it. I am somewhat in that condition as to my part in this Conference to-
day. I pine to inspire and not to repress your zeal, I long to lead you into
the highest spiritual condition, and not to divert your attention to lower
matters, and these strong desires master me; my heart conquers my head,
and disturbs the equanimity so needful .for the creation and utterance of
thought. However; I shall do my best, and leave myself in the hands of our
great Illuminator, the Holy Spirit, that he may speak through me as he
wills.


Our subject is a duplicate, and involves the advocacy of personality, or say
individuality, and its opposite, for which I cannot find the exact word,
either in the English or Latin tongue. I want to show that each one of us is
a man by himself, and then that no one is alone by himself. Our
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individuality and our fellowship, our personality and our union with the
Lord, our separate existence and our absorption into Christ: these are the
themes I would dilate upon.


Perhaps my one thought will come better if I give you a text from the 1st
of Corinthians, the 15th chapter and tenth verse : — “ I labored more
abundantly than they all; yet not I.” “I and not I;” I to the very full, every
bit of me: Paul, once the Pharisee, the blasphemer, the persecutor, called
now to be an apostle, who finds it cause of joy that this grace is given unto
me to preach among the Gentiles the unsearchable riches of Christ: I, not a
whir behind the very chief of the apostles; and yet not I, for I feel myself to
be nothing, yea, and less than nothing, and Christ is all and in all. So it is I
and not I.


Commencing, then, let us speak of our individuality. Dear brethren, may
we, every one of us, be as far removed as possible from anything like
egotism, which is hateful to the last degree. It is to be hoped that vanity is
rare in ministers, for vanity is the vice of novices, and may be sooner
excused in young students than in actual teachers of the Word. Experience,
if it be worth having, exterminates a man’s vanity; but so bad is our nature,
that it may increase his pride if it be an experience sweetened with success.
It were hard to say which is the greater sin, vanity or pride, but we know
which is the more foolish and ridiculous. A proud man may have some
weight, but a vain man is light as air, and influences no one. From both
these egotisms may we be kept, for they are both injurious to ourselves and
hateful to God. Too frequent an intrusion of self is another form of egotism
to be avoided. I hope our sermons will never be of the same order as those
which were set up by a certain printing office, and the chief compositor had
to request the manager to send for an extra supply of capital I’s. The letter
“I” is a noble vowel, but it may be sounded too loudly. Great “I “is very
apt to become prominent with us all; even those who labor after humility
can barely escape. When self is killed in one form, it rises in another, and,
alas, there is such a thing as being proud of being humble, and boasting
one’s self of being now cleansed from everything like boasting.


Brethren, I hope that however useful God may make us in our spheres, we
do not conceive ourselves to be vastly important, for indeed we are no
such thing. The cock was of opinion that the sun rose early every morning
on purpose to hear him crow; but we know that Sol did nothing of the
kind. The world does not revolve, the sun does not blaze, the moon does
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not wax and wane, the stars do not shine, entirely for the especial benefit of
any one brother here, however admirable he may be in his own place;
neither does Christendom exist for the purpose of finding us pulpits, nor
our own particular church that it may furnish us a congregation and an
income; nay, nor does even so much as one believer exist that he may lay
himself out for our sole comfort and honor. We are too insignificant to be
of any great importance in God’s great universe; he can do either with or
without us, and our presence or absence will not disarrange his plans.


Yet for all that, our subject is individuality, and we hope that each man will
recognize and honorably maintain his personality. The proper recognition
of the EGO is a theme worthy of our attention. I will make a word if I
may: let egotism stand for proud, vainglorious, intrusive selfhood, and let
egoism stand for the humble, responsible, and honest self hood which,
finding itself in being, resolves to be at the divine bidding and to be at its
best, to the glory of God. In this age, when crowds follow their leaders,
and bold men easily command a following; when the flocks cannot move
without their bell-weathers, and rough independence is rarely to be found,
it is well for us to be self-contained, whole men and not limbs of a body,
maintaining ourselves in the integrity of personal thought, conscience,
manner, and action. Monopolizers now-a-days almost push the individual
trader out of the market: one party cry up wood as the only material for
building the house of the Lord, and another sect with equal zeal extol their
own hay and stubble. We shall not by all their efforts be induced to cease
from building with the few precious stones, which the Lord has entrusted
to us; nor shall even our brethren who so admirably pile up the gold and
silver persuade us to hide away our agates and carbuncles. We must each
build with such material as we have, neither, if the work be true and
honest, ought we to censure others or condemn ourselves because our
labor is after its own kind.


Upon this matter of individuality note first, the necessity of an earnest
sense of our individual interest in the gospel which we preach. Brethren,
we shall never preach the Savior of sinners better than when we feel
ourselves to be the sinners whom he came to save. A penitent mourning for
sin fits us to preach repentance. “I preached,” says John Bunyan
sometimes, “as a man in chains to men in chains, hearing the clanking of
my own fetters while I preached to those who were bound in affliction and
iron.” Sermons wrung out of broken hearts are often the means of
consolation to despairing souls. It is well to go to the pulpit at times with
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“God be merciful to me a sinner” as our uppermost prayer. Some mourners
will never be cheered till they see the preacher smite on his own breast, and
hear him confess his personal sense of unworthiness. It would not be right,
however, for us to stay upon such low ground, for we preach the gospel,
and not the law; we are bound, therefore, to rejoice because we feel the
power of the blood of Jesus upon our own consciences, giving us peace
and pardon in him. Our joy will give life to our message. We have also
tasted of the honey of communion with Jesus: we have not, perhaps,
feasted upon handfuls of it, as some of our Samsons have done, but we
have at least, like Jonathan, dipped the end of our rod into it, and our eyes
are enlightened, so that our hearers can see them sparkle with joy while we
tell them how precious Jesus is. This gives emphasis to testimony. When
we speak as ministers and not as men, as preachers instead of penitents, as
theologians instead of disciples, we fail: when we lean our head too much
upon the commentary and too little upon the Savior’s bosom, when we eat
too largely of the tree of knowledge and too little of the tree of life, we
lose the power of our ministry. I am a sinner, a sinner washed in the blood
myself, delivered from the wrath to come by the merit of my Lord and
Master — all this must be fresh upon the mind. Personal godliness must
never grow scant with us. Our own personal justification in the
righteousness of Christ, our personal sanctification by the indwelling power
of the Holy Spirit, our vital union with Christ, and expectancy of glory in
him, yea, our own advancement in grace, or our own declension; all these
we must well know and consider.


We must never preach to others with a counterfeit voice, narrating an
experience we have not enjoyed, but if we feel we have backslidden
ourselves, we must rally to the mark, or penitently speak from the stand-
point we actually occupy. On the other hand, if we have grown in grace, it
is wicked to conceal what we have tasted and handled, and affect a mock
humility; in fact, we dare not do so, we cannot but speak what Christ has
taught us. We must speak out of the God-given fullness within, and not
borrow from another; better far to be silent than to do that. We must be
true to our personal condition before God, for perhaps the Lord allows the
state of heart of his ministers to vary on purpose that their roving paths
may lead to the discovery of his wandering sheep. I have sometimes
traversed a portion of the pilgrim path by no means to be desired, and I
have groaned in my soul, “Lord, why and wherefore is it thus with me?”
And I have preached in a way which made me lie in the dust, fearing that
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the Lord had not spoken by me, and all the while he was leading me by the
hand in a way I knew not, for the good of his own. There have come
forward ere long one or two who have been just the people God intended
to bless, and they were reached by the very sermon which cost me so dear,
and grew out of an experience so bitter. “He carried me in the spirit,” says
one of the prophets, and such carryings, so often as they occur, are matters
for praise. :Not so much for our own good or edification so much as for
the benefit of our fellow men are we borne into valleys of dry bones and
chambers of imagery. We must watch these phases of soul, and be true to
divine impulses. I would not preach upon the joy of the Lord myself when I
feel broken-hearted, neither would I enlarge upon a deep sense of
indwelling sin while rejoicing in a full sense of cleansing by the word. We
must pray the Holy Spirit to keep up and elevate our individual life in its
connection with our ministry. We must ever remember that we are not
preaching doctrine which is good for others merely, but precious truth
which has been proved to be good for ourselves. We may not be butchers
at the block chopping off for hungry ones the meat of which we do not
partake; but we must ourselves feed upon it, and must show in our very
faces what fattening food it is which we present to the starving sons of
men.


Brethren, this personality of life in Christ being well kept in our minds, it
will be well for us never to forget our personal commission to preach the
gospel, for I hope you have each of you received such a personal
commission and know it; or else why are you here? Leave the ministry,
brethren, if you have not received it of the Lord. I preach — I dare say it
— because I can do no otherwise; I cannot refrain myself; a fire burns
within my bones which will consume me if I hold my peace. Every God-
sent Christian minister is as much called to preach the gospel as was that
apostle who spake of “the Lord, even Jesus, who appeared unto me in the
way.” This makes our preaching a solemn business. Suppose that this
morning in going down the stairs of this college alone an angel should meet
you and lay his hand upon you and say, “The Lord God Almighty has sent
me to commission you to preach the gospel henceforth.” Brother, you
would feel a burden laid upon you, and yet you would feel renewed
confidence and ardor. No angel’s hand has touched thee, brother: the Lord
Jesus Christ himself, who redeemed thee with his most precious blood, has
laid this necessity upon thee. The pierced hand which gave thee healing
now appoints thee to his service, and grasps thee as a vessel chosen to bear
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his name. Hear from his lips the commands, “Feed my sheep” and “Feed
my lambs,” even as Peter did by the sea of Galilee. Keep that clearly before
you. Who shall stand to oppose your preaching if the Lord has bid you
preach? Who shall dictate your message or drive you to change it, if the
Incarnate Wisdom has taught you what to say? You are well equipped for
testimony if you can truly say, “I received it not of men; neither was I
taught it; but by the revelation of Jesus Christ.” Dear Brothers, we must
feel just that. I believe you do. I want you to keep the feeling fresh and
warm. Kings, you know, claim to reign by the grace of God. It may be so.
God is very gracious to allow some of them to reign. But of this thing I am
sure, every true minister is a defender of the faith, “Dei gratia,” “By the
grace of God I am what I am” as a minister as well as a believer. There
may be a question about the legitimacy of monarchs, and a tribunal of
judges is too often needed to test the election of senators, but if the Holy
Spirit witness within us, our kingdom cannot be moved, our election
cannot be disproved.


Brethren, we ought in connection with our individuality to feel a great
respect for our own sphere of labor. You who are pastors are not only set
to be watchmen for souls, but to be watchmen for the souls in particular
places. You as a whole are to go into all the world to preach the gospel,
but each one of you must feed that flock of Christ over which the Holy
Ghost has made you an overseer. There your principal labors must be
expended, for there your principal responsibilities lie. I would have every
brother think very highly of the position in which God has placed him. If I
am a sentinel to guard the army at a certain post, I know that every post in
the whole cordon is important; but I am not to dream that mine is not so. If
so, I may be inclined to sleep, and the foe may surprise the camp at the
point which I ought to have guarded. I am to feel as if the whole safety of
the entire camp depended upon me — at least, I ought to be as zealous and
as watchful as if it were so. You see the links of that chain: each one of
them has a strain upon it. Suppose that one of them should say, “I may rust
through; it does not matter, for many other links are strong.” No, my
friend, the chain depends upon each link; and so for the completeness of
church work and for the perfect edification of the body of Christ, a great
weight of responsibility lies upon you. I am very responsible; I admit it, but
you have each one your measure of responsibility, which you cannot shift
to another’s shoulders. If all the world should be blest, and the hamlet to
which you minister should be unvisited, the general revival would be no joy
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to you if your negligence had made your little vineyard a mournful
exception to the rule. You would rejoice in the increase of blessing
elsewhere, but the deeper would be your regret that you had no blessing at
home.


Let each man stick to his work. If I felt that I had a call to be an evangelist
and to go everywhere preaching the word I would not retain my pastorate,
because it would be unjust to the people who call me their pastor. I rejoice
when I see very useful brethren traveling far and wide, but I lament when I
find their churches left, to be starved and scattered. “They made me a
keeper of the vineyards, but my own vineyard have I not kept.” If we
cannot do the two things we had better not try. I am not for a moment
wishing to discourage the most extended labors on the part of any of our
brethren: the farther you can go the better, for all the world is your parish:
but this must not be done at the expense of the work to which you have
pledged yourselves by accepting pastorates. A dear brother said to me, “I
wish you would go abroad and preach through the land;” and he urged as a
reason that my people would appreciate me better if they had less of me. I
replied that I did not want my people to appreciate me any more, for they
go already as far in that direction as would be safe, and I assured him that I
should stop at home for fear they should appreciate me more. I might have
rambled all the world over and done great good, if that had been my
calling, but the day will declare whether I have not been more in the path
of duty and real usefulness by fostering institutions at home and scattering
the word by my printed sermons far more widely than I could have done
with my voice. :Be it so or not, brethren, when you know which part of the
Lord’s work he has committed to you, give your whole souls to it. Going
through the famous factory at Sevres the other day, I noticed an artist
painting a very beautiful vase. I looked at him, but he did not look at me.
His eyes were better engaged than in staring at a stranger. There were
several persons at my heels, and they all looked and made observations, yet
the worker’s eye never moved from his work. He had to paint the picture
upon that vase, and what benefit would he get from noticing us, or from
our noticing him? He kept to his work. We would fain see such abstraction
and concentration in every man who has the Lord’s work to do. “This one
thing I do.” Some frown, some smile, but “this one thing I do.” Some think
they could do it :better, but “this one thing I do.” How they could do it
may be their business, but it certainly is not mine. Remember, dear brother,
if you give your whole soul to the charge committed to you it does not
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matter much about its appearing to be a somewhat small and insignificant
affair, for as much skill may be displayed in the manufacture of a very
minute watch as in the construction of the town clock; in fact, a minute
object may become the object of greater wonder than another of larger
dimensions. Quality is a far more precious thing than quantity. Have you
ever seen the famous picture at the Hague, called “Paul Potter’s Bull”? It is
one of the world’s immortal paintings. What is it? Well, it is only a bull,
and there are, besides, a man, and a tree, and a frog, and a few weeds. It is
only a bull. Ah, but there is not upon canvas another bull in the world to
equal it. Many a man has attempted to depict a marvelous piece of natural
scenery in the Alps or in Cumberland, or he has tried his pencil upon a
magnificent sea piece, with a fleet of yachts dancing on the waves, and he
has not succeeded. The subjects were superior, but the art was poor. We
must never think because the particular work we have in hand seems to be
insignificant that therefore we cannot do it, or should not do it, thoroughly
well. We need divine help to preach aright to a congregation of one. If a
thing is worth doing at all it is worth doing well. If you had to sweep a
crossing, it were well to sweep it better than anybody else. If you only
preach in Little Peddlington, let Little Peddlington know that you do your
best, and mean its good. Many a minister has achieved fame, and, what is
far better, has brought glory to God, in a congregation which could be
counted by units, while another has presided over a large church, and
though at first there was a great blast of trumpets it has ended in the silence
and sadness of utter failure. Know your work and bend over it, throwing
your heart and soul into it; for, be it great or small, you will have to praise
God to all eternity if you be found faithful in it.


Come fair or come foul, my comrades, hold ye the fort. Some men attempt
to excuse their own negligence by blaming the times. What have you and I
to do with the times, except to serve our God in them? The times are
always evil to those who are of morbid temperament. A scholar tells us that
he once read a passage from a book to a worthy gentleman of the
desponding school; it described these days of” blasphemy and rebuke” — I
think that is the correct expression — and lamented the failure of the
faithful from among men. “Ah, how true!” said the worthy man, “it is the
precise picture of the times.” “What times?” exclaimed the scholar. “These
times, of course,” was the reply. “Pardon me,” said the scholar, “the
sentiment was delivered about four hundred years ago: examine for
yourself the date of the volume.” The benefit of railing at the times it
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would be hard to discover, for railing does not mend them. What have you
to do with the times? Do your own work. Charles the Twelfth of Sweden
had his secretary sitting by his side writing from dictation, when a
bombshell fell through the roof into the next room. The secretary, in alarm,
dropped his pen, upon which the king demanded, “What are you doing?”
The poor man faltered, “Ah, sir, the bomb!” The king’s answer was, “What
has the bomb to do with what I am telling you.” You will say that the
secretary’s life was in danger. Yes, but you are safe in any case, for you are
side by side with Jesus in holy service, and no evil can befall you. Watch on
and work on even to the crack of doom. Leave the seasons with God, and
go on with your work. Carlyle speaks somewhere of the house-cricket
chirping on while the trump of the archangel is sounding : — who blames it
for so doing? If God had made you a house-cricket and bidden you chirp,
you could not do better than fulfill his will. To-day he has made you a
preacher, and you must abide in your vocation. If the earth should be
removed, and the mountains should be east into the the midst of the sea,
would that alter our duty? I trow not. Christ has sent us to preach the
gospel, and if our life-work is not finished, (and it is not), let us continue
delivering our message under all circumstances till death shall silence us.


We should consider, in the fourth place, our personal adaptation, desiring
to keep it ever in the best condition. There is not only a work ordained for
each man, but each man is fitted for his work. Men are not cast in molds by
the thousand; we are each one distinct from his fellow. When each of us
was made, the mold was broken — a very satisfactory circumstance in the
case of some men, and I greatly question whether it is not an advantage in
the case of us all. If we are, however, vessels for the Master’s use, we
ought to have no choice about what vessel we may be. There was a cup
which stood upon the communion table when our Lord ate that passover
which he had so desired to eat with his disciples before he suffered, and
assuredly that cup was honored when it was put to his lips and passed to
the apostles. Who would not be like that cup? But there was a basin also
which the Master took, into which he poured water and washed the
disciples’ feet. I protest I have no choice whether to be the chalice or the
basin. Fain would I be which the Lord wills so long as he will but use me.
But this is plain — the cup would have made a very insufficient basin, and
the basin would have been a very improper cup for the communion feast.
So you, my brother, may be the cup, and I will be the basin, but let the cup
be a cup, and the basin a basin, each as he is fitted to be. Be yourself, dear
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brother, for, if you are not yourself, you cannot be anybody else; and so,
you see, you must be nobody. The very worst notes in music are those
which are untrue; each true sound has its own music. In my aviary are
many birds, and they sing very sweetly, but there are three grass paroquets
among them which do not sing, but imitate the other birds, and very
effectually spoil the concert. Their imitation seems to drown the natural
music of the rest. Do not be a mere copyist, a borrower and spoiler of
other men’s notes. Say what God has said to you, and say it in your own
way, and when it is so said plead personally for the Lord’s blessing upon it.


Keep your adaptation for your work up to the highest pitch. Be not in so
much hurry to do that you forget to be, — so anxious to give out, that you
never take in. This is the haste which makes no speed. Old Nat had a large
wood pile before him, and he sawed very hard to make that pile smaller.
His saw wanted sharpening and re-setting; and it was dreadful work to
make it go at all. An honest neighbor stepped up to him, and said, “Nat,
why don’t you get that saw sharpened? You want to get that put to rights,
and you would do a deal more.” “Now then,” said Nat, “don’t come
bothering here. I have got quite enough to do to saw that pile of wood,
without stopping to sharpen my saw.” It is unnecessary to point the moral
of that anecdote; take note of it in future and act accordingly. It is a waste
of time, not an economy of it, to dispense with study, private prayer, and
due preparation for your work.


Keep your adaptation right, especially in a spiritual sense. We have more
cause to pray and read our Bibles than any other people in the world. It
was a very wet day the last time I was at Cologne, and I occupied a room
in the hotel, which presented me with a highly picturesque view of a public
pump. There was nothing else to see, and it rained so hard that I could not
shift my quarters, and so I sat and wrote letters and glanced at the old
pump. People came with pails for water, and one came with quite a barrel
on his back and filled it. In the course of an hour that individual came
several times, indeed, he came almost as often as all other comers put
together, and always filled up his vessel. He was coming, and coming, and
coming all the while; and I rightly concluded that he was a seller of water,
and supplied other people; hence he came oftener than anybody else, and
had a larger vessel. And that is precisely our condition. Having to carry the
living water to others, we must go oftener to the well, and we must go
with more capacious vessels than the general run of Christians. Look, then,
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to the vigor of your personal piety, and pray to be filled with all the fullness
of God.


Once more, remember our personal responsibility. I shall not trust myself
to go very deeply into this question, but every brother should remember
that however well or ill another man may do his work, it can have no effect
whatever upon our own personal responsibility before God. Some blame
others with a kind of silently implied belief that they are thereby praising
themselves, for if we censure the modes of another worker, we tacitly
suggest that our own modes are — or, if we had any, would be — superior
to theirs. Well, brother, it may be so. It may be that others are not wise, are
scarcely sound, are fanatical, erratic, and the like, but what hast thou to do
with them? To their own Master they shall stand or fall, and God’s grace
shall make them stand; but your wisdom which criticizes them may prove a
snare to you, and make you fall. You have yet to bring your work before
God, to be tried by fire. Souls are entrusted to you, and for these you must
give account. God does not mean to bless those souls by anybody else;
they are to be converted through you; are you acting, living, and preaching
in such a way that God is likely to convert them through you? That is the
question.


Personal responsibility we ought to feel now, or it may one day come home
to us in a way both forceful and painful. If you are smitten with sickness,
and lie hour after hour tossing upon the bed in the silent watches of
midnight, if you have a little respite from pain, or even if you have not, you
will, in all probability, occupy your mind mainly with the overhauling of the
work which you have hitherto done or left undone. Believe me, brethren,
this overhauling does not minister to one’s gratification. There are portions
of your work over which you linger with joy, and you say, “Glory be to
God, this work was done, at any rate, with a pure heart and to his glory,
and he blessed it;” and you feel ready to sing over it; but you have hardly
time to finish the song before you have to weep over a piece of work that
was slurred and blotted, and you cannot help wishing that you could do it
all over again. Oh, brethren, we shall soon have to die. We look each other
in the face to-day in health, but there will come a day when others will look
down upon our pallid countenances as we lie in our coffins, and we shall
not be able to return their glances. It will matter little to us who shall gaze
upon us then, but it will matter eternally how we have discharged our work
in life. “Mene, mene, tekel, upharsin “ — “ Thou art weighed in the
balances and found wanting “ — . will that be the verdict on any one of us
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when we shall stand before the Lord God Almighty, who trieth the hearts
and searcheth the reins of the children of men? His fire is in Zion, and his
furnace is in. Jerusalem. His jealousy is most fierce against those who come
nearest to him, he will not tolerate sin in his choicest servants, for he slew
Nadab and Abihu because they offered strange fire upon his altar, and he
made the false apostle to be an eternal monument of scorn. May we be
kept by grace almighty, or the responsibility which rests upon us will grind
us to powder.


I feel that this matter of personality may be pressed very earnestly upon
you, my brethren, in all five of its points; and in all it will be useful. If our
individual responsibility be well felt we shall refrain from judging others.
We are all too ready to ascend the judgment seat. One man judges his
fellow, and condemns him because he had had so few additions to his
church. I should myself be sorry if I saw few conversions, and I should
severely censure myself, but I should be very, very wrong if I were to utter
an indiscriminate censure upon others. Our brother’s congregation may be
smaller than ours; the people’s hearts may have been long steeled by a
cold, dead, stereotyped ministry, and it may be that there is a good deal of
work to be done before they will become interested in the gospel, much
less affected by it. Possibly it may happen that the preacher who has one
convert might say as the lioness did about her one cub, when the fox
boasted that she had so many, — “ One, but that one a lion!” The minister
whose whole year’s work ended with one convert, and that one was Mr.
Moffatt, did not reap a scant harvest after all.


On the other hand, I have noticed — and I think rather more frequently
that brethren who have few converts judge those who have many. Now,
that also would come to an end if each man knew his own place, and had
joy in his own work, and was not envious of another. You say, “Oh, but
these numerous conversions cannot all be genuine.” Why not? Why should
their number create suspicion? I have very few sovereigns in my purse, and
there are heaps at the Bank of England, yet I guess that in the multitudes of
golden coins which pass into the Bank of England there is not so much
probability of there being a counterfeit as in the few which reach my pocket
or yours. Quantity need not deteriorate quality. I have an idea sometimes
— I do not know whether it is correct — -that where there are very few
converts added to the church there may be some unbelief. When I came
along the Corniche Railway, from Genoa, it was broken in several places,
and in one spot the embankment was not quite destroyed, but it was
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weakened, and therefore they passed the carriages over it one by one. They
were afraid of the road, and so did not allow too many upon it at one time.
I may not judge, but I sometimes think when brethren bring the converts in
so slowly that they have a little trembling about the power of saving grace
to bear so many. It would not be difficult to be censorious on either side,
but we shall not be so if we look well to the charge committed to us, and
feel our own need of divine help.


Our individuality will preserve us, by God’s grace, from envying others.
This vice is loathsome, and eats as doth a canker. “Wrath is cruel, and
anger is outrageous; but who is able to stand before envy?” I have known
persons utter sentiments which condemned themselves merely with the
view of injuring others. They cared not if they perished like Samson so
long as they pulled the house down upon others. An ancient story tells us
that a king invited two men to his palace, one of whom he knew to be the
slave of envy. “Now,” said he, “I will give you whatever you please, upon
the condition that this man shall choose first, and his companion shall have
twice as much as he.” The first man was envious: he desired great wealth,
but he could not endure that the other man should have double. He
therefore thought that he would reduce what he asked for, but this also left
his companion his superior, and as the fable goes — for peradventure it
was but a fable — his envy so prevailed that he chose to have one of his
eyes torn out that the other man might be rendered totally blind. Somewhat
similar is the spirit of those who oppose others upon principles fatal to
their own work. Brother, do not so. If thy brother be honored of God,
thank God for it: if thou art not so honored, be humbled and pray more
earnestly. If the blessing come not to thee, still rejoice that it gladdens thy
comrade. In any case do not envy.


On the other hand, dear brethren, this sense of individuality ought to
prevent our despising others. The question sometimes comes to the lip
concerning a very weak and scantily gifted brother, “Lord, and what shall
this man do?” The answer of the Lord is, “What is that to thee? Follow
thou me.” There are much better ways of spending our time than in
deriding or despising our brethren. A better work by far is to help those
who are weak, and to encourage those who are cast down.


Dear brethren, here is enough on this point, and I shall not be so long upon
the other lest I should weary you. I wish, however, that this may abide in
the hearts of us all.
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Come we now to the opposite side of the matter. I shall not imitate the old
logicians, who could “confute, change sides, and then confute,” for what I
have to say is not in opposition, but in apposition, it is not the reverse, but
the converse. I cannot find the word with which to head it. Our language is
still imperfect; it does not contain the converse of individuality. I looked in
“Roget’s Thesaurus,” I did more, I consulted a living dictionary now
among you, but I could not find the word, and there is not such a word,
though there ought to be. Will anybody here, who is a word maker, be so
kind as to coin me a word to stand in opposition or apposition to the word
individuality? Till then I must dispense with a catch-word and proceed.


Let us all feel, dear brethren, that though we have each a work to do, and
are fitted for it, we are not the only workers in the world. Brother, you are
not the only lamp to enlighten earth’s darkness, not the only sower to sow
the field of the world with the good seed, not the only trumpet through
which God proclaims his jubilee, not the only hand by which he feeds the
multitudes. You are only one member of the mystic body, one soldier of
the grand army. This thought should encourage you and relieve the
despondency engendered of loneliness. When God sent the flies, and
locusts, and caterpillars to conquer Egypt, Pharaoh might have ridiculed
any one of these insignificant warriors and said, “What can this caterpillar
do? I defy the Lord and his caterpillars.” But the caterpillar might have
answered, “Beware, O King, for there are ten thousand of us. We come in
mighty armies, and will cover all the land. Weak as we are one by one, the
Lord will evidence his omnipotence by the multiplication of our numbers.”
Thus was it in the early days of Christianity. Christians came into Rome, —
a few poor Jews they were, and they dwelt in the Ghetto, in obscurity: by-
and-by there were more. Meanwhile a few had passed over into Spain;
soon there were more. A few had reached Britain; soon there were more.
The nations, angry at this invasion, set to work to destroy those pests of
society, which turned the world upside down. They tormented, burned, and
destroyed them; but they continued to come in shoals and swarms, and
though they were slain without mercy, there were always more to follow.
The foes of God could not possibly stand against the vast host that pressed
forward. Even so is it at this day. “The Lord gave the word: great was the
multitude of them that published it.” You publish not Christ alone, your
voice is but one of a mighty orchestra. The whole world is full of the
praises of God; their line has gone out throughout all the world, and their
word unto the ends of the earth.
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Nor do we think only of the church militant, we lift our eyes beyond the
firmament and see a still more glorious band; for the master’s honor and
glory is not left in the hands of workers here below, toilworn and weary.
His glory is sounded from harps that never clash, struck by hands that are
never defiled. As a college we have our comrades in yonder host whose
memories are yet green. I will not mention many names, but I can never
forget our early brother, Alfred Searle, in character beautiful as a choice
flower; and Paterson, in perseverance indomitable, who wore himself out in
self-denying labor. Never can we fail to remember our apostolic brother
Sergeant, worthy of a monument of precious stones; and Benjamin Davis,
unwearied in his Master’s cause. It would only awaken mournful
reflections if I were to continue the right noble list of those who have gone
up higher; may we prove as faithful as they were. But it is not merely with
them that we have fellowship, we are one with all the faithful. Luther and
Calvin, and Wycliffe, and Latimer, and Whitefield, and Wesley, are our
comrades, and all the saints who have preached Jesus Christ. They are not
preachers now, it is true, but they are still glorifying God, and that after the
noblest fashion. It refreshes my heart to think of those whose battle is
fought and won for ever. We are told that the Venetian women, when their
husbands are out upon the Adriatic fishing, go down to the verge of the sea
on the sweet summer evenings, when all is calm and bright, and begin to
sing a hymn. They sing the first stanza in the shrill silvery notes of woman’s
voice, and then they wait. They cannot see a single boat upon the sea, the
blue Adriatic is not dotted with a sail; but presently, mysteriously wafted
across the waters, comes the second stanza. Their husbands are out of
sight, but they are not out of hearing; and they have taken up the second
part of the hymn. Even thus at this moment our friends on the shores of
heaven are chanting to us! Hearken, I pray you! This is the strain, —


“All we who dwell above
In realms of endless love,


Praise Jesu’s name.
To Him ascribed be,
Honor and majesty;
Through all eternity,


Worthy the Lamb!


Did you not hear that canticle? Shall we reply? Come, my brethren, let us
answer them I Let us rapturously sing, —
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“While you around the throne
Cheerfully join in one


Praising his name,
We who have felt his blood,
Sealing our peace with God,
Sound his dear fame abroad.


Worthy the Lamb.”


Brethren, we are not alone. Legions of angels are around us. Hosts of
glorified spirits look down upon us. We are surrounded with a mighty band
of helpers. We are compassed about with a great cloud of witnesses.
“Wherefore, let us lay aside every weight, and the sin that doth so easily
beset us, and let us run with patience the race that is set before us, looking
unto Jesus.”


It is well for us to remember in addition to this that although we are
individuals, and must keep up our personality, we are only instruments of
the Divine purposes. We are nothing at all apart from God, and blessed be
God we are not apart from him. It is well to fall back every now and then,
in sheer weariness, upon predestination. It is a bed for some men’s
idleness; to us it should be a couch for our refreshment. After all, God’s
will is done. His deep, eternal, immutable purposes are accomplished. The
rage of hell and the enmity of men are neither of them able to stay the
course of the eternal decrees. God doeth as he wills not only among the
armies of heaven, but among the inhabitants of this lower world. He
maketh the wrath of man to praise him, and out of evil he bringeth forth
good. It is so sweet to feel that God is behind you, that God is in you, that
he is working with you. Mr. Oncken, in the early days of his preaching at
Hamburgh, was brought up before the burgomaster many times and
imprisoned. This magistrate one day said to him in very bitter terms, “Mr.
Oncken, you see that little finger?” “Yes, sir.” “As long as that little finger
can be held up, sir, I will put you down.” “Ah,” said Mr. Oncken,” I do not
suppose you see what I see, for I discern not a little finger, but a great arm,
and that is the arm of God, and as long as that can move you will never put
me down.” The opposition which is urged against the true minister of
Christ does not, after all, amount to more than the burgomaster’s little
finger, while the power which is with us is that eternal and omnipotent arm
whose forces sustain the heavens and the earth. We need not, therefore,
fear. God’s presence makes us bold. Let the Uhlan in the late war be our
example. Picture him, a solitary man, brave and cool, riding upon a fleet
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horse. He is going along one of those interminable French roads which
have no variety, except that now and then one poplar may be half an inch
taller than another; he rides hard and fearlessly, though there are foes on all
sides. That one man passes through a hamlet, and frightens everybody. He
enters a town. Is he not foolhardy? All alone he has ridden up to the Town
Hall, and demanded beds and stores. Why is he so bold? They are all afraid
of him, evidently. Ask the man why he is so daring, and he replies, “There
is an army behind me, and therefore I am not afraid.” So must you, dear
brother, be one of the Uhlans of the Lord God Almighty, and never be
afraid, for the eternal God will be your rearward. “All power is given unto
me in heaven and in earth,” says our commander, “Go ye therefore, and
teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son,
and of the Holy Ghost.” I feel as if he were here this very morning, looking
on you as his soldiers and saying, “Conquer in my name.” Go, then, my
brethren, ride to those villages and arouse them. Go to those towns and
summon them to surrender. Go to the great cities and tell them “Christ
demands that you yield your hearts to him.” Do this, and he will make your
word effectual.


It is well for us to feel, in association with this matter of individuality, that
we have the Spirit of God in us. I am what I am; but I am much more than
I am, for there is resident within me the Holy One of Israel. Know ye not
that your bodies are the temples of the Holy Ghost? :Not the country
residences, the mountain chalets of a traveling personage who will tarry
there for a little while. Your bodies are the temples of the Holy Ghost. This
ought to make us respect ourselves ; — understand me, and do not
misconstrue the expression. You should feel that what you do under the
influence of the divine Spirit is not such a feeble work as otherwise it
would be. Where the Spirit is there is power for the accomplishment of the
divine purposes. It would be far better to speak six words by the Spirit of
God than to speak six thousand without him. A sermon is not to be judged
according to its words, a certain inner force is its soul and life; and God’s
judgment of the discourse will be according to how much there was of the
real flower and fruit of the indwelling Spirit underlying the leaves of the
sermon. Dear brethren, I have heard persons say, “I heard so-and-so
preach, and there really was nothing in it; but still a great many were
impressed.” Just so; God does not need a painted temple; stained glass, and
all manner of adornments and outward array, he cares not for. The man
who thinks so is popish, whether he thinks so concerning the temples made
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with hands, or the temples of our manhood. Is there not a popery of
intellect and a popery of elocution, in consequence of which we suppose
that God is not resident in the uneducated or hesitating speaker, — but
only dwells with fluency and elegance. Where God chooses to dwell there
is a palace. His presence glorifies the place of his abode. Is there anything
very wonderful in the architecture of Shakespeare’s house at Stratford-on-
Avon? Yet from the utmost ends of the earth admirers of the world’s great
poet will come, because Shakespeare was once there. Suppose
Shakespeare were there now! What would his admirers do then? ]Now this
day, brethren, our poor humble constitutions and frames and bodies — be
they what they may — are the temples of the Holy Ghost. It is not only
that he was there, — that makes us respect the very ashes of the saints, but
he is there now. May we never have, to lament his absence. You may see a
fine house of which the owner is dead, only the picture of him hangs on the
wall; but our delight is that the living Christ is in us now by the power of
his Spirit. I went to the monastery which adjoins the church of Saint
Onofrio, in Rome, some years ago, and they showed me there the rooms in
which Tasso lived, and they had so skillfully drawn his likeness on the wall,
that it looked for all the world as if Tasso were there. There were also his
bed and his pen, and his inkstand, and some of the paper on which he
wrote; but there were no fresh stanzas of” Jerusalem Delivered” to be
heard. Even so we may have the likeness of Christ in our theological
knowledge of him, we may have the pen with which he used to write in our
power of speaking for him, and we may have the paper on which he was
accustomed to write in hearts that are ‘interested in the gospel; but no
“Jerusalem Delivered” will be produced, unless Jesus himself is there.
Brethren, we must have Christ in us, the hope of glory; the Spirit dwelling
in us, the pure, the ever-flowing life, or our lives will be failures. O Lord,
abide with us.


I must conclude with the remark — that it is a very delightful thing to feel
that all the work we are doing is Jesus Christ’s work, and that it is not one-
half so much ours as his. The sheep we have to shepherd are his sheep; the
souls we have to bring to him were bought with his blood; the spiritual
house that is to be built is for his habitation. It is all his. I delight in
working for my Lord and Master, because I feel a blessed community of
interest with him. That is not my Sunday-school, it is my Lord’s, and he
says, “Feed my lambs.” It is not my church, but his, and he cries, “Feed my
sheep.” Mine are his, and his are mine; yea, all are his. In the days when
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servants used to be servants, and were attached to their masters, one of our
nobility had with him an old butler who had lived with his father, and was
now getting gray. The nobleman was often much amused with the way in
which the good old man considered everything that was his master’s to be
his own. I was not only pleased with the story, but it touched my heart
when I heard it. His lordship once said to him, “John, whose wagon is that
which has just come up loaded with goods?” “Oh,” said he, “that is ours.
Those are goods from our town house.” His lordship smiled, and as a
carriage came up the drive, he said, “John, whose coach is that coming into
the park?” “Oh,” said he, “that is our carriage.” “But,” said the master,
“there are some children in it, John; are they our children?” “Yes, my lord,
they are our children, bless them, I will run and bring them in.” My Lord
Jesus, how dare I have the impertinence to claim anything which is thine?
And yet when I gaze upon thy church, I am so completely thy servant, and
so wholly absorbed in thee, that I look upon it as mine as well as thine, and
I go to wait upon thy beloved ones. Yea, Lord, and all these my brethren
are going too. Come with us, Lord, for thy love’s sake. Amen.


NOTICES OF BOOKS.


WHEN books are sent to us for review we will give our honest judgment
upon them, but it is unreasonable to expect us to enter into controversies,
or even reply to protests. We say this very courteously, but very firmly.
Those who do not relish our notices of their books should be careful not to
send us any more, but we earnestly urge them not to write to us to
complain, for it will only be a low of their time and postage. We do not ask
any one to send their works to us, they can use their own liberty about
that: neither do we promise to notice all books sent to us; we claim the
liberty of silence, and exercise it at our discretion: but when we have taken
the trouble to read and criticize a book we cannot spare further time to
justify our criticisms to the author in private. Of course, nobody likes his
writing severely handled, and each author believes his own publications to
be faultless; and therefore we fear we shall never be able to please all,
though we are very sorry to displease even one. There are editors who
butter and sugar their clients all round, and we recommend thin-skinned
writers to send on their compositions to those amiable gentlemen; as for
us, we do not belong to the Mutual Admiration Society, and have a very
unpleasant way of saying what we think, whether we offend or please. We
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have sold whole editions of a book by a favorable criticism, because the
public believe that our reviews are honest and discriminating; such we
mean that they shall be still, and therefore, take notice, ye who want
nothing but approbation.


EFFIE RAYMOND’ S LIFE-WORK. BY JEANNIE BELL.
GLASGOW: JOHN S. MARR AND SONS. LONDON: SIMPKIN


AND MARSHALL.


A TOUCHING, tender, holy narrative. The happy combination of pure and
undefiled religion, with earnest temperance teaching, commends the story
to us, and we shall be greatly disappointed if it does not become a general
favorite. Although, according to certain teetotal advocates, the cooperation
of non-abstainers is a thing to be despised, we trust that all earnest
Christians will pocket the affront, and work none the less for the
promotion of temperance in the way which best commends itself to their
judgment, and the circulation of such excellent books as the one before us
is a most admirable mode of so doing. Sufficient prominence is given to
“the pledge” to satisfy the most intense advocate of it, but the renewing
power of the gospel is put in the forefront, as it ever ought to be.


-BIBLE MONTHS ; OR THE SEASONS IN PALESTINE, AS
ILLUSTRATIVE OF SCRIPTURE. BY WM. H. GROSER.


SUNDAY SCHOOL UNION.


WE shall only say one sentence about this little book, and that we utter
emphatically to all Sabbath school teachers, BUY IT.


A FATHER’S LETTERS TO HIS SON UPON HIS COMING OF AGE.
BY THE LATE DR. URWICK, OF DUBLIN. RELIGIOUS TRACT


SOCIETY.


THE name of the late Dr. Urwick is quite sufficient to commend any
production of his pen. The letters are judicious, devout, and weighty.


NUTS FOR .BOYS TO CRACK. BY JAMES TODD. BEMROSE AND
SONS.


A CAPITAL book for boys. Too well known to need any praise from us. We
give an extract elsewhere, to let our readers see the excellent quality of the
nuts.
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THE IMAGE OF CHRIST AS PRESENTED IN SCRIPTURE. BY J. J.
VAN OOSTERZEE, D D. HODDER AND STOUGHTON, 27,


PATERNOSTER ROW.


COPIES of human works may be so faithful to the original that it may be
impossible to distinguish between them, but when the copy is human and
the work divine the case is far different. The spirit of the original, upon
which imitation chiefly depends, is less likely to be transferred. We do not,
therefore, look in human works for a perfect copy of the image of Christ as
presented to us in the Scriptures; and yet such copies have their use, as
they may not only lead to the study of the original, but assist greatly in the
discovery of its distinguishing peculiarities. Though the image of Christ as
presented in this book is one thing, and the image of Christ in Scripture is
another, yet we may distinctly recognize all the leading features of the one
in the other; while the lines and shades of deviation of the human from the
divine are precisely those upon which the true followers of Christ are not
universally agreed, and do not affect the resemblance as a whole. Every
true Christian will say of the image of Christ, as it is here presented,” This
is my Friend and this is my Beloved;” and he who cannot say this, is
without Christ and without hope in the world. It is refreshing and re-
assuring to those who have their doubts and fears of Continental piety to
look upon so clear and faithful a reflection of the image of Christ in the
Scriptures, from a Professor of Theology in the University of Utrecht. On
this account, as well as on account of its own intrinsic value, we gladly
welcome its translation into the English language. The person and work of
Christ are here exhibited and defended with much learning and zeal, in
honorable distinction from the numerous instances in which scholarly
attainments have in recent times been misapplied.


THE STEP I HAVE TAKEN; BEING LETTERS TO A FRIEND ON
TAKING HIS PLACE WITH “BRETHREN.” BY EDWARD


DENNETT. PRICE FOURPENCE. W. IT. BROOM.


DESTROYING’ AND .BUILDING; OR A FEW REMARKS ON A
PAMPHLET ENTITLED” THE STEP I HAVE TAKEN.” BY JOAN


COX. PRICE TWOPENCE. HOULSTON AND SON.


A CERTAIN man looked down upon the waves so long that at last his
head swam, and he fell into the sea: this we suppose to be the case of Mr.
Dennett. His change of mind will be viewed in different lights according to
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the opinions of the parties, but we think that both must regret his
compromising a worthy and too trustful friend; and for our own part, we
more than regret, we reprobate a man’s wantonly bespattering the friends
whom he leaves behind. How dare Mr. Dennett say to his “friend,”
“besides yourself, I never met with a dissenting minister who held the
verbal inspiration of the Scriptures?” After such a statement, surrounded
as Mr. Dennett has been with Baptist ministers, who hold this truth
tenaciously, we feel quite sure that he has gone to his own place, and will
be able to distinguish himself among “brethren.” Mr. Cox in his pamphlet
very ably notes the weak points of Mr. Dennett’s paper, which are not a
few.


THE MINISTER’S ELOCUTIONARY GUIDE TO THE PUBLIC
READING OF THE SCRIPTURE AND THE LITANY. WITH


ILLUSTRATED PASSAGES MARKED FOR CORRECT PITCH
AND EMPHASIS. ALSO SOME OBSERVATIONS ON CLERICAL


BRONCHITIS. ELLIOT STOCK.


THIS guide contains some very sensible observations, as for instance when
it says, “Clerical bronchitis arises, in most instances, from a vicious mode
of delivering the voice; that is, by speaking from the throat instead of from
the chest; an unfair use of the vocal organs, and a bad economy of
respiration in speech.” The writer has done his best, but very little can be
taught upon this matter by a book. Each man’s faults need correcting
individually, and he can only learn by observation and by practice. B
natural is the best note for a preacher, but this we cannot expect from A
FLAT.


SUNDAY MORNINGS WITH MY FLOCH, ON ST. PAUL’S LETTER
TO THE COLOSSIANS. A SERIES OF DISCOURSES, FORMING
AN EXPOSITION OF THAT EPISTLE. BY JAMES STRICT, D.D.


HODDER & STOUGHTON.


COMPELLED by long affliction to leave the pulpit, Dr. Spence has
endeavored to benefit the church by his pen, and he has succeeded right
well. Expositions of the Word, well wrought out, and delivered in plain
language, are among the choicest treasures of the church, and benefit not
only their readers, but the wider circles which those readers reach when
they in turn become teachers of others. Dr. Spence is not a member of the
school of doubt, neither does he pour a luminous haze over the text; he
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discourses in a manner at once simple and instructive, practical and
thorough, Those divines who have but scant knowledge of theology
frequently try to cover their ignorance by the affectation of despising
antiquated dogmas, and they endeavor to make up for their want of
acquaintance with God’s truth by great glibness in dealing out speculations
which they have borrowed from some of the many heresy dealers: men
who have real knowledge and culture, on the other hand, abide in the old
paths, and are content with opening up the word of God as the Spirit
teaches them. The Colossians has not been an epistle greatly run upon by
expositors, and Dr. Spence’s work will therefore be all the more valuable
to students of the Bible. We think we see clear traces in these discourses of
that mellowing process which very seldom takes place in men except in
connection with personal affliction. We are, doubtless, all of us gainers by
the good doctor’s loss’ of health. May he be a gainer abundantly above us
all.


NOTES.


FRIENDS will note that the extra accounts are not allowed to lessen the
matter of the magazine, but constitute eight extra pages.


The extract embodied in our article entitled “London,” which we cut from
an American paper, turns out to have been originally in the “City Press.”
We cheerfully acknowledge the true parentage of the interesting
description of the metropolis, and should have done so at the first had we
been aware of it. Papers ought not to appropriate the best parts of other
people’s articles, and insert them without a word of acknowledgment, for
besides their own first wrong they lead innocent people into error. We
honestly mentioned the source of our information, and had no idea that it
had been stolen in the first instance from the always interesting pages of
our own metropolitan “City -Press.”


Our thanks are hereby tendered to the many friends who have nourished
the Orphanage during the ‘last few weeks. Their generosity will not be
without its reward. Will friends be a little more careful when they send
money: we have several receipts returned to us from the Dead Letter
Office; and in one case we have answered a letter three times according to
the address given, and in each case the reply has come back with “not to be
found” written across it. It is very common for persons to write only the
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street at the head of their note and to omit the town, and if the postmark be
not legible we cannot reply. A friend sent 6d. for the orphanage, and we
had to pay 8d. for it. Another sent £20, but did not pay the postage, and
therefore we refused the letter until the postmaster informed us of the
contents. The mistakes made are marvelous, we were about to say
miraculous. We have letters constantly about enclosures which are not
enclosed, and we are requested to place our replies in accompanying
directed envelopes which are not to be found. Friends, do be careful in
sending moneys, or you cause us great trouble, and prevent our duly
acknowledging your contributions. When you write upon matters which
are no concern of ours, you ought, in all honesty, to send a stamp if you
expect to be answered; and when you forget to do so, do not wonder if no
answer ever comes, for the payment of postage so heavily taxes our
resources, that we are making a rule not to answer those who fine us a
penny for doing them a favor.


Very deeply grateful are we to friends at the Downs, Clapton, and New
Cross, who invited our Orphanage choir to give a service of song on behalf
of the orphans’ fund. Our lads were generously entertained and encouraged
to sing their very best, and the ladies and gentlemen brought up their
friends to swell the audience, and increase the proceeds. Could not other
churches do the same? The loan of the chapel, the sympathy of the
minister, and the attendance of the friends, is all we ask; the pecuniary
result would be sure and very acceptable.


We purpose to celebrate the Anniversary of the Stockwell Orphanage, and
the Chairman’s Birthday, by a fete at the Orphanage, June 18th. Particulars
next month. [We thank the collectors who came up so nobly on April 20th.
We should be delighted to furnish boxes or books to more collectors, to be
brought in on June 18th, as a birthday offering for the Orphanage.]


The Annual Conference of the Pastors’ College has passed off gloriously.
“The Lord was there.” More than two hundred ministers were up from
their charges, and with students and associates the attendance at the
Conference Meetings averaged three hundred men. The Monday evening
meeting at Kingsgate chapel was well attended, lively, earnest, and useful.
On Tuesday the President’s address and Mr. Rogers’ paper concluded a
morning spent in earnest prayer. The evening was occupied with a soiree at
the Stockwell Orphanage, where Mr. Bax, in the best of spirits, read a
paper on “Temper in Ministers,” and Sir. Gracey discoursed upon Christian
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Experience, very much to the edification of us all. The evening afforded an
occasion for unrestrained brotherly intercourse, and greatly promoted that
hearty fraternal love which is both the basis and the object of our
Conference.


On Wednesday, all punctually assembled in the New College at Eleven;
much fervent prayer was offered, and Mr. J. A. Spurgeon, Vice-President,
addressed the assembly with much power. Excellent papers by Messrs. J.
Turner and E. Henderson followed. The brethren dined and had tea
together. In the evening the guests at Mr. Phillips’ supper, under the genial
leadership of Mr. Samuel Morley, subscribed nearly £2,000. The Lord be
praised for this help to the work. The largest yet received, given freely and
joyfully, and accepted most gratefully.


On Thursday, unhappily, the President was so ill as to be unable to be
present, but he was cheered with the good news that the meetings were full
of spirit, and above all were lighted up by the divine presence. The public
meeting at the Tabernacle, enlivened by the sweet singing of Mr. Mayers,
was one of the finest ever held The brethren who spoke were all at their
best, and by their speeches created great enthusiasm for the College among
Tabernacle friends. After the meeting Mr. Phillips entertained the brethren.
May every blessing rest on our princely host.


Friday morning saw the Tabernacle crowded to the ceiling to hear Messrs.
Moody and Sankey, who were helped in the highest degree by the good
Spirit, and were enabled not only to arouse the sympathy of all hearts for
their own work, but to stimulate every one to holy zeal. With a sweet
Communion season the week closed. Happy and holy had it been; but there
was one who, above all others, desired to be present, who was kept at
home half the time the Lord’s prisoner. He is able, however, to write, “The
will of the Lord be done.” [Many workers behind the scenes deserve our
special thanks. Chiefly our ever diligent brother Mr. Murrell, and our
brethren, Messrs. Mills, Chilvers, Pasfield, and others. Thanks also, very
hearty, are due to the many friends who lodged and entertained the
brethren.]


The statistics of work done by our brethren are this year very pleasing. Will
our readers please note the account on the next page, and praise God with
us that the College has not been carried on in vain. Think of 30,600 added
to the churches by this means in ten years. Who would not have a share in
such a work?
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A most interesting and enthusiastic meeting was held in the Lecture Hall of
the Metropolitan Tabernacle on Wednesday, the 17th ult., in connection
with Richmond Street Ragged and Sunday Schools. After tea, at which
about six hundred persons sat down, Mr. Olney took the Chair, and the
public meeting was addressed by Dr. Barnardo, J. M. Murphy, and W.
Alderson, Mr. Curtis, of the Ragged School Union, and the
superintendents, Messrs. Burr and Northcroft. Mr. J. T. Dunn gave a brief
sketch of the rise and progress of this good work. The friends heartily
responded to an earnest appeal for help to build new schools, and
contributed £128 17s. ld. It is proposed to raise another £100 by 23rd of
June. The friends have thus raised in a few months over £350, which, with
Mr. Spurgeon’s promise of £150, makes £500. At least £300 more is
required.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — March
29, twenty-one; April 1, eleven.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE, 1875.


A PLEA PASTORS’ COLLEGE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IT is of the utmost importance to the church that her ministers should be
men fully equipped for their sacred work. Under God the church will
generally be very much what her ministers make her; for the old proverb,
“like priest like people,” may be transferred from priests to pastors, and it
will still hold good. When we reflect upon the influence for good or evil
exercised by the pulpit, we feel that were all Christian people to
concentrate their prayers upon that one point the object would be worthy
of all their earnestness. Yet how seldom do believers pray the Lord to send
forth laborers into his harvest: it seems to be the very last petition which
they will offer, though it ought to be among the first. Jesus in ascending
thought it to be a worthy celebration of his triumphal ascent to bestow on
his church the various gifted men who should be her preachers and
teachers, but we, on our part, as a rule, think so little of these royal favors.
that we will not even ask for them. Is it any marvel that as eminent
ministers die, their successors are not forthcoming? Need we wonder that
preachers of power are so few and far between? If we do not know how to
prize the gifts of heaven, and do not even think it worth our while to pray
for them, it is but justice that they should be withheld. If there be any one
thing which above all others would be profitable to the churches, it would
be universal and unanimous prayer for ministers: for those we have, and for
the raising up of more. We would earnestly entreat every Christian, by the
love of Jesus, and the needs of the age, to beseech the Lord to send us men
of his own choosing to gather in the wanderers, and feed the flock of God.


True ministers of the gospel must be of the Lord’s choosing, endowing,
and qualifying. Churches which supply their ministry by training
unconverted men with a view to their taking the cure of souls are acting a
suicidal part. They set wolves to watch over the Lord’s sheep, and children
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of the Evil One to sow the field of the kingdom. It is, besides, a most
presumptuous intrusion into the office and work of the Holy Spirit for any
man, or set of men, to think of making one of their fellows a minister of
Christ. Both those who usurp the Spirit’s office and send, and those who
submit to the imposture and are sent, may think themselves mercifully
favored that they escape the immediate judgments of God; but they may be
assured, beyond all hope, that no power of a divine kind ever will or can
rest upon the ministrations thus inaugurated; for God will not own the
messenger of man, nor set his seal to a commission which did not originally
emanate from his throne. We believe that the illiterate prelections of a
gracious man called of God from the plough-tail are infinitely more
effectual for good than the most elegant utterances of an archbishop,
should that dignitary be unregenerate and destitute of the Holy Spirit’s
anointing. The universities can do nothing in this business to compensate
for the absence of the divine power, neither can aught be accomplished by
episcopal hands, and the chanting of appointed psalms. The unregenerate
and uncalled put on the surplice, but the prophetic mantle falls not upon
their shoulders; they use the sacred words by which devils are cast out, but
the evil spirits defy them, crying, “Jesus we know, and Paul we know, but
who are ye?”


Pure churches have in all ages recognized the great truth that the Lord
must give pastors after his own heart, and they have in prayer looked up to
the great Head of the church for such pastors; but they have not usually
rested content with mere verbal prayer and passive waiting, they have
proved the sincerity of their prayers and expectations by action fitting and
appropriate. Care has been taken in various ways that godly youths of
promise should be encouraged to exercise their gifts, should be enabled to
devote much time to the study of Scripture, and should be associated with
ministers of experience by whose example they might be impressed. In
different ways provision has been made that each eloquent, but half-
instructed, Apollos should learn the way of God more perfectly. Pauls have
gathered around them their Timothies, even as the prophets of old had
their schools; and these Timothies in their turn have been anxious to
commit the things Which they have learned to faithful men who would
teach others also. It has never occurred to instructed and thoughtful minds
that to give further education to men called to the ministry would be an
intrusion upon the work of the Spirit: it is true, an extreme section have
acted upon this supposition, but their own decline both in numbers and
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ability will ere long either convince them of their error or cause their
extinction. The fact is that the Spirit of God will not do for us what we can
do for ourselves. He has given us an inspired book, but he does not enable
human beings to read it without having learned their letters, neither does he
miraculously endow men with a knowledge of the original tongues. Unless
men are actually inspired, and the inspiration is so complete that it
exercises no function but the voice, and leaves the mind as passive as the
wall on which the mysterious hand-writing was written, or as the ass which
spake to Balaam, preachers must be instructed in some measure, and the
only rational questions which can be raised relate to the measure, the
manner, and the subjects of the instruction. Schools of the prophets were
not inconsistent with the spirit of prophecy; no one thinks they were; why
then should it be imagined that schools of the preachers must necessarily be
subversive of the Spirit’s prerogatives in the gospel ministry?


Our Lord endowed his apostles with no mean measure of the Spirit, and
yet for three years he instructed them as carefully as if he had not intended
them to be his heralds among the nations; nay, all the more carefully
because they were to be such. The illumination of the Holy Ghost which is
vouchsafed to ordinary believers, does not by any means make them
independent of the usual means of spiritual edification: they read, meditate,
study the word and hear it preached; it would be singular indeed if those
among us who are called to teach others should be released from this
obligation, and should be allowed to inhale heavenly knowledge from the
air, and idly breathe it out again in mere mechanical speech. To what end
did the apostle exhort his young disciple in his absence to give attention to
reading? Why did he bid him study, if all learning but that which comes by
inspiration be a superfluity to a preacher of the word? Surely the time is
past in which we need seriously to argue for the utility of mental and
spiritual culture. We trust the church will never be duped into renewed
faith in that conceited ignorance which is infallible in its own assertions,
and therefore refuses all further light. We have had enough of


“That lib’ral art, which costs no pains
Of study, industry, or brains.


That voice which speaks through empty soul,
As through a trunk, or whisp’ring hole.”


When learning vaunts itself, and decries that teaching of the Holy Spirit by
which men who never sat in her academies are made wise to win souls, we
do not give place to her, no, not for an hour; and shall we after this allow
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ignorance to ride rough shod over us? If the idol of gold be broken, its
pedestal is not reserved for an image of brass. God has no need of man’s
wisdom, but he certainly has no need of his ignorance. We do not exalt the
Spirit of God, but we do the very reverse, when we lead men to suppose
that he is unable to influence educated minds, and that he can only work by
men uncouth and boorish; he is surely able to achieve his purposes by a
learned Saul of Tarsus, and a Timothy who has known the Scriptures from
his youth.


We are not among those who make sport of the inspired cobbler, or even
of the popular coalheaver; but the cobbler developed into the distinguished
linguist, and even the coalheaver styled himself the Doctor. The tendency
of godliness is to make converted men more prudent and thrifty in the
things of this life, and by the same process the possession of the inner life
leads men to prize intelligence and knowledge, so that if they do not
always set about the improvement of their own minds, they almost
invariably value the mental endowments of their fellow Christians; their
new-born instincts teaching them that ignorance has kinship with darkness,
and darkness is the congenial clement of sin, while true knowledge has
affinity with light, and light is the joy of the holy. Now, it is impossible that
the attempt to improve himself which is so commendable in a private
believer can be censurable in one who is called to the ministry; and if it be
plain that to help an ordinary Christian in his efforts for the improvement of
his mind is a praiseworthy effort, it is utterly inconceivable that to assist a
minister in the same direction can be other than a good work. Even those
who pretend to despise education are displeased when men “banish the
letter H from ‘ouse, and ‘ome and ‘caren ;” if this grosser ignorance jars on
their ears, should they not have some sympathy for others who are equally
afflicted with false pronunciations and grotesque blunders? But enough of
this; it is more than probable that the majority of persons who need such
reasoning as this are already too far gone to feel its power, and therefore
we shall only waste our powder and shot, and excite renewed opposition
where we hoped to create conviction. We are fully persuaded in our own
mind, and believe that the vast majority of believers are of the same
persuasion. Our assured conviction is that there is no better, holier, more
useful or more necessary Christian service than assisting to educate young
ministers.


The teaching given in institutions for the further education of the Lord’s
servants should have for its one end and object the furnishing of them for
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their work. They are not to be warped into philosphers, polished into
debaters, carved into metaphysicians, fashioned into literati, or even
sharpened into critics, they are to be “thoroughly furnished unto every
good work.” The Scriptures must be their chief class-book, theology their
main science, the art of teaching their practical study, and the proclamation
and exposition of the gospel their first business. With all knowledge they
may intermeddle; but upon the knowledge of Christ crucified they must
dwell. Books and parchments should be prized, but prayer and meditation
should be supreme. The head should be stored, but the heart also should be
fed with heavenly food. The tutors should be men of equal learning and
grace, sound scholars, but much more sound divines, men of culture, but
even more decidedly men of God. Such men will watch the opening mind
with interest, but their keenest glances will be directed to the inner man;
they will sedulously warn their pupils against pride of knowledge, and urge
them to growth in grace as beyond all things the preacher’s first necessity.
The young men will under such guidance be kept from despising the less
proficient, and preserved from estimating the gifts of nature above the
priceless graces of the Spirit. Criticism of each other — an exceedingly
valuable process — will not degenerate into fault-finding, but will be
sanctified into zeal for the common advancement; the classes will not be a
dreary routine, but cheerful conferences, such as they held of old who met
at the wells to draw water, fulfilling the old proverb that “as iron
sharpeneth iron, so doth a man’s countenance his friend by hearty counsel.”
Human studies should not only be subordinated to the divine, but they
should be pursued in a devout spirit, so as to be elevated into branches of
divinity, or at least consecrated, so as to be like the bells upon the horses,
“holiness unto the Lord.” To lose in ardent piety what we gain in classical
elegance is not to be educated, but despoiled; the process which produces
such a result is not training, it might rather be called, if there were such
words, the uneducating and untraining of the soul, and might be likened to
the tearing down of the vine from its trellises, or the unharnessing of the
colt to turn it loose upon the wild prairie. Such as Arabia was to Paul, and
Patmos to John, ought the retirement of college life to be to students for
the ministry: they should seek to abide with Jesus, to study with him, and
to learn of him. Can this be realized? We have heard men rejoice that so
they have found it to be. Many a minister has thanked us, and praised the
Lord, that in the Pastors’ College he was no loser in zeal or spirituality, but
a life-long gainer of the best form of wealth, quickened and not deadened
in fervor of love to Christ by his tarrying with the brethren; and we believe
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that such grateful testimonies were not only true, but are common among
those who have been our students. By no care or wisdom of tutors or
president can it be so to all men; this must depend upon the man, and the
supply of the Spirit; it is encouraging when it is so to many, and it leaves
the responsibility upon the individuals themselves when it is otherwise.
Earnestly have we striven after this; it has been our ideal, and we are not
content till we reach it more fully; wherein we have had success we give all
glory to God: our failures humble us before him, and provoke us to more
sedulous endeavors to reach the desired goal.


It is a happy circumstance for a college when it is associated with an
earnest working church, and if it grows out of the church, and is mainly
supported by it, so much the better. Isolation from the actual activities,
trials, and successes of Christian life cannot be a benefit, and may prove a
great evil to those whose future career is to be intimately connected with
such matters, and to exercise an influence over them. We at the Pastors’
College are happy in our position, for we are connected with the largest
church in Christendom, and are fostered beneath its wing. Our Institution is
the beloved object of the care and generosity of the church at the
Tabernacle; our students are members of that church and are expected to
unite in its meetings for prayer, and to aid and assist in its operations. The
method of church government comes as a matter of practical fact under
each student’s eye if he be mindful to observe it, and this is no small
privilege to him if he be wise enough to made good use of the opportunity.
In the revivals of the church he will naturally become a partaker, and in its
joys and sorrows he will be found an intense sympathizer. He will be at no
loss for Christian friends and counselors, and need never stand idle in the
market-place for a single hour, for work of all kinds invites him. He not
only learns homiletics, but hears sermons; he not only reads of pastoral
oversight, but witnesses it; he not only acquires the method of dealing with
men’s souls, but observes it in action. The method of placing a young
preacher with an older one, that he may catch his spirit and learn from his
experience, is identical with our plan, save only that the solitary student’s
place is occupied by scores. An observant young man cannot fail to carry
away with him ideas, plans, methods, and stimulating influences, which will
perhaps unconsciously affect his whole future career. The plan is probably
impracticable in the case of many theological academics; with us it has
been, from a happy necessity of circumstances, one of the first elements of
our existence.
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The manner of College training, which brings many young men under one
roof, and removes them from family life, has its advocates, and these have
no difficulty in showing its advantages. We do not wish to enter into any
controversy, but to us it has always seemed better that students should not
be isolated from every-day existence, and placed in an artificial condition.
They will, in most instances, have to economize a small income, and they
had better see how others do the same. Tendencies to levity are more likely
to be indulged when they are always in the society of those of the same
age; the sobriety’s of a household are beneficial, and the oversight of small
companies is more easy and more constant than any which can be exercised
over larger numbers. Our method has therefore been to board and lodge
our students in selected families, and we have had no reason to regret our
choice. We are thus able to receive as many or as few as may be accepted,
and the whole of our College accommodation is available for teaching. If
two hundred suitable men should be forthcoming, as the result of the
present religious awakening, we are quite able to receive them; and if only
forty or fifty should be sent to us of the Lord, we shall not have empty
chambers to mourn over. We are free [o act as circumstances require.


With great pleasure we welcome brethren who have already acquired the
ground-work of a good education; but it has always seemed to us most
desirable that men of natural gifts and much grace should not be refused,
because they happen to be extremely backward in knowledge, through the
straitness of their circumstances, or other causes. The Pastors’ College has
received men who knew no more than “their Bible true,” and Christ a
precious Savior. Many of these have become eminently devoted ministers,
and some of them have even overtaken the more cultured, and gained
sufficient scholarship to come into the front rank. It is, of course, harder
work for them, and their mistakes and early failures have been quoted
against the College; but, if they can bear the labor, we can endure the
discredit, knowing that the pleasure of seeing their future usefulness will
abundantly repay us for the occasional pain of being taunted with their
inefficiencies and crudities. To keep these men utterly silent for a time is no
part of our plan, though policy suggests it; their immature utterances bring
us into disrepute, but they are a part of the process by which the men
become developed, and for their sakes we endure the evil for the sake of
the far greater good. Muzzling these oxen would be very convenient but
very cruel. We ask them to be careful, and if we cannot always induce them
to be so, we believe that they will learn by experience, and the criticism
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they are sure to encounter will be one of their best monitors. They must
preach; for this purpose were they born if they are the men we want. They
have already preached two years or so before coming to us, and the fire is
in their bones; they must not desist altogether, or the flame may be
repressed, and thus the very force we wish to nourish may be weakened.
We are aware of the cost to the reputation of the Institution, but, as
reputation is not our object, we have put up with the temporary
consequences hitherto, and intend to do so still. No man finds our doors
closed because he is poor or illiterate; if we can but be convinced that the
Lord has called him to the work of the ministry, he is heartily welcome. His
wants shall be supplied, his deficiencies shall be borne with, and he will
suffer no contempt from his fellow-students, or harshness from his tutors.


To board, lodge, educate, and in many cases, to clothe, students, is an
expensive business. In most of our colleges a man must have some means;
in our ease, students who are absolutely penniless are taken, and this
increases our outlay materially. Yet funds have always been forthcoming
without waiting upon subscribers, or drawing from public funds. Our
confidence is that the Lord will always find means for his own work, and
that confidence is unshaken, for he has raised up a long succession of
generous helpers who make the financial burden a light one. Chiefly the
church at the Tabernacle, and the guests at Mr. Phillips’ annual supper, are
the means of our sustenance, and we would tender our grateful
acknowledgments to both. When our need is less our funds decrease, and
when we need more they are sure to rise correspondingly, and therefore
the measure of elasticity is adapted to the peculiarity of our condition: we
cannot tell how many students may come to us next year, but we know of a
surety that we need not reject a single individual on the sole ground of
want of funds, for if the Lord meant us to take five hundred, he would
cause proportionate funds to flow in.


If it were needful to speak of the success which the Lord has given to our
young brethren, we should not fail for want of materials. The ministers
who have gone from us are in the field, and several of them are very widely
known; let the Christian public judge for themselves. To single out an
instance of failure, and to measure all by that standard, would be so unfair
that we do not suspect any Christian of such injustice: to expect that all
should be as distinguished as some have been, would be unreasonable, but
without vaunting, we can claim that as winners of souls, as founders of
churches, and as workers in the ministry, the men from the Pastors’
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College occupy, by God’s grace, no dishonorable position. May the Lord
make them a thousand times more useful, and give the like blessing to all
his servants of every college or no college.


A friend who has often aided us has just sent in £100, with the remark that
as the result of such a revival as is now progressing we shall be sure to
want more preachers, and therefore he is pleased to aid the Institution. Is it
not so? The power of the Holy Spirit is being felt in almost every quarter,
souls are yielding to the love of Jesus, and in flocks they are confessing
their faith in the Savior; the area of hearing is being enlarged, and more
men will be needed to proclaim the quickening word. God will send us
these men, shall we welcome them? they may come forth with a deep
experience and a ripe knowledge of the word, and if so, may the Lord
direct them at once into the thick of the harvest, where their sheaves shall
be plenteous; but they may also come forth with zealous hearts, and
burning tongues, yet; with shallow knowledge and scant acquaintance with
the Word; in this ease we should prove the cordiality of our welcome by
being ready to assist them to obtain further instruction in divine things. The
young converts brought out by the present revival will need teaching, and
this can only be given them by those who are themselves well instructed in
the truth as it is in Jesus. Evangelists need not the same stores of
knowledge as pastors, these last should possess the keys of those granaries
of truth wherein are laid up things new and old for the feeding of the saints.
Help us then in our effort to aid the progress of the future under-shepherds
of the flock.


Nor is this all, there is yet very much land to be possessed. The masses of
our countrymen have yet to be reached. Tens of thousands have of late
gathered to hear our beloved brethren, Messrs. Moody and Sankey, but
there are other hundreds of thousands who are not moved as yet. Hundreds
of preachers are needed for crowded cities and benighted villages; our own
land needs nothing so much as earnest heralds of the gospel, and America
feels the same lack. Meanwhile the mission field calls eagerly for men;
lands newly opened to the Gospel, such as Spain and Italy, demand faithful
laborers. The fields whiten day by day, and cry aloud for sharp sickles.
More precious than a wedge of gold is a man, a live man, a man on fire
with love divine; and wise is it on the part of the Church of God to care for
such men when she gets them, and allow no stumbling blocks to lie in the
way of their usefulness.







313


Our appeal is for the Pastors’ College, for in that our heart is bound up, it
is dear to us as life itself; but we would with equal sincerity commend to
the reader’s prayers and kind consideration all institutions with similar
aims. Differing modes are of small consequence if the spirit be the same.
Where men are sharpening their swords to fight beneath the banner of
truth, where trumpeters are practicing the notes which are to stimulate the
battalions of Immanuel to the attack, where perpetual prayer goes up like
pillars of smoke to heaven — there, even there, wherever it may be, may
the Lord command the blessing, even life for evermore.


NOTES.


On April 27th our Primitive Methodist friends held their annual missionary
meeting at the Tabernacle. They do not fill the house so full as they did at
first, neither do they exhibit the same degree of enthusiasm. We hope our
brethren are not growing respectable and losing their fervor. Their wild
notes are the sweetest, and we hope they will never aim at polish and
refinement, so as to lose power and energy.


We were glad to see the Baptist Union dining in our Lecture Hall, April
29th. The numbers attending, and the harmony exhibited, appear to
increase every year. Our present Chairman, Alexander Maclaren, is a noble
example of the cultured orator and the simple believer united in one. The
influence of his inaugural address must be salutary to an immeasurable
degree. We heartily rejoice in the choice of our esteemed friend, Dr.
Landels, as Vice-Chairman. Two such mighty men are not often found in
conjunction.


On May 3rd the Colportage Society held its annual meeting at the
Tabernacle, and a very lively and intensely interesting meeting it was. The
College has the chief place in our columns this month and the Colportage
must come next month, but meanwhile we would express our delight at the
work done by the colporteurs, and our earnest hope that funds will be
forthcoming to a larger extent. It transpired in the report that although we
have had this year our largest number of colporteurs, yet towards the close
of that period some men have had to be dismissed from want of support.
This ought not to be. Will friends remember that £40 per annum will supply
a district with a man? The stock and. management our society will supply.
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Good, hardworking men are wanted for the Colportage, and they can apply
to Mr. W. C. Jones, The College, Temple Street, Newington Butts.


On May 4th our beloved brother, Mr. W. J. Mayers, gave’ us a service of
song for the Orphanage. He has a noble voice, and the service all through
is a grand affair, and calculated to be very useful. We enjoyed it
thoroughly, and felt sure that the Lord was blessing it. Happy are our
friends at Bristol in having such a pastor, they will never be destitute of
harmony. With our brethren Gange, Evans, Norris, and Mayers at Bristol
we are strong in the west.


May 5th. In the morning we united with other ministers at the Bible
Society’s annual meeting at Exeter Hall, and in the evening the Liberation
Society met at the Tabernacle. It is well to have a change of air. The soft
breezes of Christian love and the rough gales of Christian conflict must
alternate in this world so long as we dwell among men in whom there is
much to love but in whose position there is much to deprecate. Sincerely to
love those whom we earnestly withstand should be our endeavor. It is not
likely that they will understand us, but that we cannot help. While the
Church of England refuses to revise its Popish Prayer Book, and takes’ up
a position in connection with the State which no church ought to occupy,
we cannot cease our protests; yet every child of God in it is our brother in
Christ.


May 6. — Mr. George Muller, of the Orphan Houses, Bristol, preached for
us at our usual Thursday evening service. It was a sermon long to be
remembered. The wise and holy counsels then given were rendered the
more weighty by the character of the man from whom they came. He has
fought a good fight and kept the faith, and it is delightful to hear him in his
hale old age bearing sweet testimony to the faithfulness of God, the power
of prayer, and the pleasures of true religion. May our venerable friend be
attended with the divine sunlight during his present evangelistic
movements, and till the daybreak, and the shadows flee away.


May 7 and 21. — We preached at the Bow Hall, the immense area being
crowded before the time appointed for beginning service. This effort is a
most trying one, and we feel it for days afterwards, or we should have been
glad to aid Mr. Moody oftener. We cannot too earnestly express our
intense sympathy with the blessed work which our American brethren have
been privileged to carry on. We wish they would keep in one place, for we
fear that they must be wearing themselves out, and we are sure they are
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losing power by trying to be at two or three places at once. To work one
huge place of assembly well will answer far better than to leave the public
uncertain where to find them. However, that is a matter for their own
judgment. We only hope THE SOUTH will have them constantly when they
are with us, be the time long or short.


May 14. — The students from Harley House, Bow, came over to the
Pastors’ College and spent the afternoon with us. This institution aims at
training men as evangelists and missionaries, and has hitherto succeeded
admirably. Dr. Barnardo is a beloved friend and adviser to this institute, but
we were wrong in putting it down as one of the enterprises under his care.
Mr. Guinness is the founder and principal director, and our beloved
brethren Frank White and Archibald Brown are his coadjutors. We had a
very happy season, and were rejoiced to see how the soldiers of the two
regiments fraternized. One spirit possesses us all, one faith in the power of
the Holy Spirit, one love to the glorious gospel of the blessed God. We
rejoice at the valiant way in which Mr. Brown is fighting the Lord’s battles
in the east of London. He fears no man, and has no need to do so, for God
is with him.


On Monday, May 17th, six new elders were chosen by the church at the
Tabernacle, and prayer is requested for them that they may have grace to
discharge their office as in the sight of God, to the benefit of the flock, the
comfort of the Pastor, and to the honor of our Lord. On May 24, earnest
supplications were put up for them by the brethren assembled for prayer.


May 24. — Mr. Spurgeon gave a tea to poor blind persons and their
guides, and afterwards gave them an address. They were very happy and
attentive. The blind and their guides numbered one hundred and eighty.
Mr. J. Hampton continues to devote himself to the care of the blind, but he
is sadly hampered by the want of a larger room. When we can get the
means, we intend to build a chapel or hall for the blind congregation which
he has gathered. The work is one of the best in connection with the
Tabernacle, and owes its existence to a working man. Mr. Hampton earns
his bread as a painter.


We are glad to see that Mr. White of Enfield is building a chapel. He needs
help in the work, and greatly needs it just now. ]Friends interested in
Enfield should aid at once. We have sent on our donation of £50, and
mention it to lead others to help.
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At Southampton the church under Mr. Osborne enjoys much prosperity,
fifty-three having been added to it during the year. Messrs. Charlesworth
and J. T. Dunn have been visiting there and holding happy services. May
the Lord continue to bless.


We hope to have a great day on June 18th, when we celebrate the
Anniversary of the Stockwell Orphanage and the President’s birthday. The
Earl of Shaftesbury has promised to take the chair at 6.30. Gates open at 3.
We hope to hear Mr. Brown’s drum and fife band at 3. Mr. Duncan S.
Miller, and the rest of the Royal Osborne Hand Bell Ringers generously
give their entertainment at 4. Tea at 5. Mr. Chown, Mr. Lewis, and other
ministers will address the evening meeting, There will also be a sale of
goods in the tent: friends who are going to send articles should do so a few
days before the 18th. Special collecting cards can be had on application.
Friends will be glad to know that a legacy of £1,000 left to the Orphanage
by the late Mr. Pedley has been joyfully paid by his executors, who are as
hearty in the work as was the deceased.


God be thanked for this grand supply.


Our evangelist Mr. Higgins has been hard at work at Long Eaton,
Stapleford, Tenterden, and Attercliffe. We have received several kind
testimonies to his usefulness. He is an earnest and self-denying laborer. If
we were helped in the support of this brother we would undertake another,
and another, and so secure a small squadron of evangelists who would
scour the country; but at present few seem to feel enough sympathy with
the object to help us in it. We shall keep on as long as our means enable us,
and we do not fear but what the experiment will ere long succeed so well
that others will be glad one day to have a share in the work.


Our assistant, Mr. J. T. Dunn, asks us to insert the following appeal, and
we do so with great pleasure, as we regard the work as our own, and must
see it through.


“The Richmond Street Ragged School was started in February, 1859, with
four scholars; the number speedily increased, and finally we took the whole
house, employed paid master and mistress, commenced a penny bank,
clothing club, band of hope, week evening lectures for working people,
Sunday and week evening open-air preaching, mothers’ meetings, lending
library, secular classes, Bible classes, and temperance meetings, etc. At the
latter end of 1871 we removed to larger ‘premises in Villa-street,
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Walworth. At the close of 1874 we were compelled to remove again,
owing to expiration of lease, and we are now using Shaftesbury Street
School-room, kindly lent to us by the Vicar of St. Peter’s, Walworth, Mr.
Statham, but the tenure is only from month to month, to be used on
Sunday, and not in the week. We have, consequently, been obliged to
abandon nearly the whole of our work. This is a cause of much anxiety, but
we must thank God for the past and take courage for the future. There are
about five hundred children and young people in regular attendance on the-
Lord’s-day, and fifty earnest teachers. Many of our former and present
scholars. have been rescued from the paths of sin,. and are now in
fellowship with the church of Christ. Several of the present teachers were
formerly scholars. At the annual meeting of the Ragged School Union, held
in May, thirteen scholars took prizes, having kept their situations over
twelve. months. Great blessing is now resting on the teachers’ work, many
young people are giving their hearts to Jesus. Only last Lord’s-day a poor
girl expressed great desire to tell the whole school that she had found the
Savior. She was permitted to do so, and the effect of her testimony was to
bring many to tears, and it is hoped it will lead them to Jesus. We have
taken the ground for a new building, and have raised, together with a kind
promise of Mr. Spurgeon of £150, over £500 since September last. At least
£300 more is required. Will the good readers of The Sword and the Trowel
help us to clear this off? We are exceedingly grateful to the friends who
have sent us help. We only want a little more effort and the thing will be
done. May the blessing of many who are ready to perish rest upon every
loving heart and willing hand.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon. — April
26th, twenty-one; April 29th, thirty-three May 6th, five.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY, 1875.


HINTS ON THE VOICE
FOR YOUNG PREACHERS. F5


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IF you have any idiosyncrasies of speech, which are disagreeable to the ear,
correct them, if possible, f6 It is admitted that this is much more easy for
the teacher to inculcate than for you to practice Yet to young men in the
morning of their ministry, the difficulty is not insuperable.


Brethren from the country have a flavor of their rustic diet in their mouths,
reminding us irresistibly of the calves of Essex, the swine of Berkshire, or
the runts of Suffolk. Who can mistake the Yorkshire or Somersetshire
dialects, which are not merely provincial pronunciations, but tones also? It
would be difficult to discover the cause, but the fact is clear enough, that in
some counties of England men’s throats seem to be furred up, like long-
used tea-kettles, and in others they ring like brass music, with a vicious
metallic sound. Beautiful these variations of nature may be in their season
and place, but my taste has never been able to appreciate them. A sharp
discordant squeak, like a rusty pair of scissors, is to be got rid of at all
hazards; so also is a thick, inarticulate utterance in which no word is
complete, but nouns, adjectives, and verbs are made into a kind of hash.
Equally objectionable is that ghostly speech in which a man talks without
using his lips, ventriloquizing most horribly: sepulchral tones may fit a man
to be an undertaker, but Lazarus is not called out of his grave by hollow
moans. One of the surest ways to kill yourself is to speak from the throat
instead of the mouth. This misuse of nature will be terribly avenged by her;
escape the penalty by avoiding the offense. It may be well in this place to
urge you, as soon as you detect yourself interposing hum-haw pretty
plentifully in your discourse, to purge yourself of the insinuating but
ruinous habit at once. There is no need whatever for it, and although those
who are now its victims may never be able to break the chain, you, who are
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beginners in oratory, must scorn to wear the galling yoke. It is even needful
to say, open your mouths when you speak, for much of inarticulate
mumbling is the result of keeping the mouth half closed. It is not in vain
that the evangelists have written of our Lord, “He opened his mouth and
taught them.” Open wide the doors from which such godly truth is to
march forth. Moreover, brethren, avoid the use of the nose as an organ of
speech, for the best authorities are agreed that it is intended to smell with.
Time was, when the nasal twang was the correct thing, but in this
degenerate age you had better obey the evident suggestion of nature, and
let the mouth keep to its work without the interference of the olfactory
instrument. Should an American student be present he must excuse my
pressing this remark upon his attention. Abhor the practice of some men,
who will not bring out the letter “r,” such a habit is “vewys wuinous and
wediculous, vewy wetched and wepwhepwehensible.” Now and then a
brother has the felicity to possess a most winning and delicious lisp. This is
perhaps among the least of evils, where the brother himself is little and
winning, but it would ruin any being who aimed at manliness and force. I
can scarcely conceive of Elijah lisping to Ahab, or Paul prettily chipping his
words on Mars’ hill. There may be a peculiar pathos about a weak and
watery eye, and a faltering style; we will go further, and admit that where
these are the result of intense passion, they are sublime; but some possess
them by birth, and use them rather too freely: it is, to say the least,
unnecessary for you to imitate them. Speak as educated nature suggests to
you, and you will do well; but let it be educated, and not raw, rude,
uncultivated nature. Demosthenes took, as you know, unbounded pains
with his voice, and Cicero, who was naturally weak, made a long journey
into Greece to correct his manner of speaking. With far nobler themes, let
us not be less ambitious to excel. “Deprive me of everything else,” says
Gregory, of Nazianzen, “but leave me eloquence, and I shall never regret
the voyages which I have made in order to study it.”


Always speak so as to be heard. I know a man who weighs sixteen stone,
and ought to be able to be heard half-a-mile, who is so gracelessly indolent,
that in his small place of Worship you can scarcely hear him in the front of
the gallery. What is the use of a preacher whom men cannot hear? Modesty
should lead a voiceless man to give place to others who are more fitted for
the work of proclaiming the messages of the King. Some men are loud
enough, but they are not distinct, their words overlap each other, play at
leap-frog, or trip each other up. Distinct utterance is far more important
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than wind-power. Do give a word a fair chance, do not break its back in
your vehemence, or run it off its legs in your haste. It is hateful to hear a
big fellow mutter and whisper when his lungs are quite strong enough for
the loudest speech; but at the same time, let a man shout ever so lustily, he
will not be well heard unless he learns to push his words forward with due
space between. To speak too slowly is miserable work, and subjects active-
minded hearers to the disease called the “horrors.” It is impossible to hear
a man who crawls along at a mile an hour. One word to-day and one
tomorrow is a kind of slow-fire which martyrs only could enjoy.
Excessively rapid speaking, tearing and raving into utter rant, is quite as
inexcusable; it is not, and never can be powerful, except with idiots, for it
turns what should be an army of words into a mob, and most effectually
drowns the sense in floods of sound. Occasionally, one hears an infuriated
orator of indistinct utterance, whose impetuosity hurries him on to such a
confusion of sounds, that at a little distance one is reminded of Lucan’s
lines: —


Her gabbling tongue a muttering tone confounds,
Discordant and unlike to human sounds;


It seem’d of dogs the bark, of wolves the howl,
The doleful screeching of the midnight owl;
The hiss of snakes, the hungry lion’s roar,
The bound of billows beating on the shore;
The groan of winds among the leafy wood,


And burst of thunder from the rending cloud!
Twas these, all these in one.”


It is an infliction, not to be endured twice, to hear a brother, who mistakes
perspiration for inspiration, tear along like a wild horse with a hornet in its
ear till he has no more wind, and must needs pause to pump his lungs full
again; a repetition of this indecency several times in a sermon is not
uncommon, but is most painful. Pause soon enough to prevent that
“hough, hough,” which rather creates pity for the breathless orator than
sympathy with the subject in hand. Your audience ought not to know that
you breathe at all — the process of respiration should be as unobserved as
the circulation of the blood. It is indecent to let the mere animal function of
breathing cause any hiatus in your discourse.


Do not as a rule exert your voice to the utmost in ordinary preaching.
Two or three earnest men, now present, are tearing themselves to pieces by
needless bawling; their poor lungs are irritated, and their larynx inflamed by
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boisterous shouting, from which they seem unable to refrain. Now it is all
very well to “Cry aloud and spare not,” but “Do thyself no harm” is
apostolical advice. When persons can hear you with half the amount of
voice, it is as well to save the superfluous force for times when it may be
wanted. “Waste not, want not” may apply here as well as elsewhere. Be a
little economical with that enormous volume of sound. Do not give your
hearers head-aches when you mean to give them heart-aches: you aim to
keep them from sleeping in their pews, but remember that it is not needful
to burst the drums of their ears. “The Lord is not in the wind.” Thunder is
not lightning. Men do not hear in proportion to the noise created; in fact,
too much noise stuns the ear, creates reverberations and echoes, and
effectually injures the power of your sermons. Adapt your voice to your
audience; when twenty thousand are before you, draw out the stops and
give the full peal, but not in a room which will only hold a score or two.
Whenever I enter a place to preach, I unconsciously calculate how much
sound is needed to fill it, and after a few sentences my key is pitched. If
you can make the man at the end of the chapel hear, if you can see that he
is catching your thought, you may be sure that those nearer can hear you,
and no more force is needed, perhaps a little less will do-watch and see.
Why speak so as to be heard in the street when there is nobody there who
is listening to you? Whether in doors or out, see that the most remote
hearers can follow you, and that will be sufficient. By the way, I may
observe, that brethren should, out of mercy to the weak, always attend
carefully to the force of their voices in sick rooms, and in congregations
where some are known to be very infirm. It is a cruel thing to sit down by a
sick man’s bed-side, and shout out “THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD.” If you
act so thoughtlessly, the poor man will say as soon as you are down stairs,
“Dear me! how my head aches. I am glad the good man is gone, Mary; that
is a very precious Psalm and so quiet like, but he read it out like thunder
and lightning, and almost stunned me!” Recollect, you younger and
unmarried men, that soft whispers will suit the invalid better than roll of
drum and culverin.


Observe carefully the rule to vary the force of your voice. The old rule
was, to begin very softly, gradually rise higher, and bring out your loudest
notes at the end. Let all such regulations be blown to pieces at the
cannon’s mouth; they are impertinent and misleading. Speak softly or
loudly, as the emotion of the moment may suggest, and observe no
artificial and fanciful rules. Artificial rules are an utter abomination. As M.
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de Cormorin satirically puts it, “Be impassioned, thunder, rage, weep, up
to the fifth word, of the third sentence, of the tenth paragraph, of the tenth
leaf. How easy that would be! Above all, how very natural!” In imitation of
a popular preacher, to whom it was unavoidable, a certain minister was
accustomed in the commencement of his sermon to speak in so low a key
that no one could possibly hear him. Everybody leaned forward, fearing
that something good was being lost in the air, but their straining was in
vain, a holy mutter was all they could discern. If the brother could not have
spoken out none should have blamed him, but it was a most absurd thing to
do this when in a short time he proved the power of his lungs by filling the
whole structure by sonorous sentences. If the first half of his discourse was
of no importance, why not omit it? and if of any value at all, why not
deliver it distinctly? Effect, gentlemen, that was the point aimed at; he
knew that one who spake in that fashion had produced great effects, and he
hoped to rival him. If any of you dare commit such a folly for such a
detestable object, I heartily wish you had never entered this Institution. I
tell you most seriously, that the thing called “effect” is hateful, because it is
untrue, artificial, tricky, and therefore despicable. Never do anything for
effect, but scorn the stratagems of little minds, hunting after the approval
of connoisseurs in preaching, who are a race as obnoxious to a true
minister as locusts to the Eastern husbandman. But I digress: be clear and
distinct at the very first. Your exordia are too good to be whispered to
space. Speak them out boldly, and command attention at the very outset by
your manly tones. Do not start at the highest pitch as a rule, for then you
will not be able to rise when you warm with the work; but still be
outspoken from the first. Lower the voice when suitable even to a whisper;
for soft, deliberate, solemn utterances are not only a relief to the ear, but
have a great aptitude to reach the heart. Do not be afraid of the low keys,
for if you throw force into them they are as well heard as the shouts. You
need not speak in a loud voice in order to be heard well. Macaulay says of
William Pitt, “His voice, even when it sank to a whisper, was heard to the
remotest benches of the House of Commons.” It has been well said that the
most noisy gun is not the one which carries a ball the furthest: the crack of
a rifle is anything but noisy. It is not the loudness of your voice, it is the
force which you put into it that is effective. I am certain that I could
whisper so as to be heard throughout every corner of our great Tabernacle,
and I am equally certain that I could holloa and shout so that nobody could
understand me. The thing could be done here, but perhaps the example is
needless, as I fear some of you perform the business with remarkable
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success. Waves of air may dash upon the ear in such rapid succession that
they create no translatable impression on the auditory nerve. Ink is
necessary to write with, but if you upset the ink bottle over the sheet of
paper, you convey no meaning thereby, so is it with sound; sound is the
ink, but management is needed, not quantity, to produce an intelligible
writing upon the ear. If your sole ambition be to compete with-


“Stentor the strong, endued with brazen lungs,
Whose throat surpass’d the force of fifty tongues,”


then bawl yourselves into Elysium as rapidly as possible, but if you wish to
be understood, and so to be of service, shun the reproach of being
“impotent and loud.” You are aware that shrill sounds travel the farthest:
the singular cry which is used by travelers in the wilds of Australia, owes
its remarkable power to its shrillness. A bell will be heard much further off
than a drum; and very singularly, the more musical a sound is the farther it
travels. It is not the thumping of the piano which is needed, ‘but the
judicious sounding of the best keys. You will therefore feel at liberty to
ease the strain very frequently in the direction of loudness, and you will be
greatly relieving both the ears of the audience and your own lungs. Try all
methods, from the sledge-hammer to the puff-ball Be as gentle as a zephyr
and as furious as a tornado. Be, indeed, just what every common-sense
person is in his speech when he talks naturally, pleads vehemently,
whispers confidentially, appeals plaintively, or publishes distinctly.


We are bound to add — endeavor to educate your voice. Grudge no pains
or labor in achieving this, for as it has been well observed, “However
prodigious may he the gifts of nature to her elect, they can only be
developed and brought to their extreme perfection by labor and study.”
Think of Michael Angelo working for a week without taking off his
Clothes, and Handel hollowing out every key of his harpsichord like a
spoon, by incessant practice. Gentlemen, after this, never talk of difficulty
or weariness. It is almost impossible to see the utility of Demosthenes’
method of speaking with stones in his mouth, but any one can perceive the
usefulness of his pleading with the boisterous billows, that he might know
how to command a hearing amidst the uproarious assemblies of his
countrymen; and in his speaking as he ran up hill that his lungs might
gather force from laborious use the reason is as obvious as the self-denial is
commendable. We are bound to use every possible means to perfect the
voice by which we are to tell forth the glorious gospel of the blessed God.
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Take great care of the consonants, enunciate every one of them clearly;
they are the features and expression of the words. Practice indefatigably till
you give every one of the consonants its due; the vowels have a voice of
their own, and therefore they can speak for themselves. In all other matters
exercise a rigid discipline until you have mastered your voice, and have it in
hand like a well-trained steed. Gentlemen with narrow chests are advised
to use the dumb-bells every morning, or, better still, those clubs which the
College has provided for you. You need broad chests, and must do your
best to get them. Do not speak with your hands in your waistcoat pockets
so as to contract your lungs, but throw the shoulders back, as public
singers do. Do not lean over a desk while speaking, and never hold the
head down on the breast while preaching. Upward rather than downward
let the body bend. Off with all tight cravats and button-up waistcoats; leave
room for the full play of the bellows and the pipes. Observe the statues of
the Roman or Greek orators, look at Raphael’s picture of Paul, and,
without affectation, fall naturally into the graceful and appropriate attitudes
there depicted, for these are best for the voice. Get a friend to tell you your
faults, or, better still, welcome an enemy who will watch you keenly and
sting you savagely. What a blessing such an irritating critic will be to a wise
man, what an intolerable nuisance to a fool! Correct yourself diligently and
frequently, or you will fall into errors unawares, false tones will grow, and
slovenly habits will form insensibly; therefore criticize yourself with
unceasing care. Think nothing little by which you may be even a little more
useful. But gentlemen, never degenerate in this business into pulpit fops,
who think gesture and Voice to be everything. I am sick at heart when I
hear of men taking a whole week to get up a sermon, much of the getting
up consisting in repeating their precious productions before a glass! Alas!
for this age, if graceless hearts are to be forgiven for the sake of graceful
manners. Give us all the vulgarities of the wildest back-woods’ itinerant
rather than the perfumed prettinesses of effeminate gentility. I would no
more advise you to be fastidious with your voices than I would recommend
you to imitate Rowland Hill’s Mr. Taplash with his diamond ring, his
richly-scented pocket handkerchief, and his eye-glass. Exquisites are out of
place in the pulpit, they should be set up in a tailor’s window, with a ticket,
“This style complete, including MSS., £10 10s.” Notes.


WE have had during the last few weeks to thank several schools, and
senior classes, for help sent to the orphans. Nothing seems more natural
and beautiful than that happy young people, with tender parents living,
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should help those who have lost their father, and are dependent upon a
poor, struggling, widowed mother. We thank the considerate teachers who
have moved the children to thin good work, and with equal sincerity we
thank the lads and lasses themselves.


We observe with much gratitude to God that at a meeting held to celebrate
the Centenary of the Baptist Church, Wokingham, a resolution was moved
by Pastor Longhurst, of Reading. seconded by Pastor Brooks, of
Wallingford, and carried unanimously, expressing the opinion that the
Stockwell Orphanage has special claims upon the Baptist denomination,
and ought to be liberally supported by it. Our friends around Reading lead
the van in the generous help which they give to our work, and we feel most
thankful to God for moving them so to do.


If friends sending goods to the Orphanage would always put their names
and addresses in the parcels it would be a great help to us in replying to
them, and if they would write to Sir. Spurgeon at the same time the
packets would be readily identified. Our endeavor is to acknowledge every
gift as speedily as possible, but we are not always at home, and are
frequently so occupied that we must leave matters of detail to others.
Friends, we are sure, will try to save us all the care they can, and by
attending to this request they will materially lighten our daily load. We are
under deep obligations to many farmers, millers, and others who send us
help in the form of goods.


A case has been reported in the papers of the forging of our name to a
post-office order. The instantaneous discovery of the crime may reassure
all doubting senders of money. It is almost impossible for money to be lost,
if reasonable care be taken, as this instance proves. The letter was not
delivered to us, but stolen by some person unknown, and yet the cash was
not obtained and is not likely to be, for the authorities know that only
through our bankers will orders due to us be presented to them. Still we
wish senders of donations, who wish for personal acknowledgments,
would send us their correct addresses, for in one case we have had three
letters returned, [all addressed according to the sender’s desire; and in
many other cases we have the returned envelopes from the dead letter
office to show that we have written, but cannot communicate with the
parties to inform them that the error lies with them and not with us.


The anniversary of the Orphanage and the celebration of the Pastor’s Birth-
day came off as a fete at the grounds, Stock-well. Despite the rain it was
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the best anniversary the institution has ever had. The attendance was so
large that two meetings had to be held, and the amount brought in
exceeded £500. The Bazaar goods sold well, and all went off happily. The
Earl of Shaftesbury kindly spoke at both meetings in the most hearty
manner, as also did Messrs. Chown and Lewis, while Messrs. J. Wisher,
Cuff, Barnard, Inglis, Mayers, S. H. Booth, Rowe, Williamson, Samuel
Minton, and many others cheered us with their help and presence. Pastor
A. G. Brown not only presided at one of the meetings, but supplied us with
a capital drum and fife band. The day was rendered specially attractive by
the matchless music of Mr. Duncan S. Miller and his friends, the royal
campanologists; these gentlemen have carried the art of bell-ringing to
perfection. The tunes familiar to our Zion sounded very sweetly as they
rung them out. The whole day was bright with mercy, though damp with
ram.


Will hospitable friends, as on former occasions, take an orphan each for a
fortnight’s holiday? There are many who give them a change, and we hope
our heavenly Father will tell some of his children to see to it.


We are glad to see that the new chapel at Bulwell is being proceeded with
so vigorously. Truly the desert rejoices and blossoms as the rose. Our
young brother, Mr. Douglas Crouch, has been enabled to do wonders, but
he has very uphill work to raise funds for the much needed edifice. We
hope all Nottingham friends will promptly aid this most deserving work.


Just now our Colportage department is most in need. We are going on
from hand to mouth, and are hardly able to support the men we have. No
enterprise more richly deserves to be supported, for it is most cheap and
effective; but we have had to give up some of our districts for want of
funds. Have all the Lord’s stewards exhausted their trust money? Are
there no pounds hidden in the earth? We believe that no true work of God
would ever need to ask for pecuniary help if the gold and silver in the
hands of believers were viewed as “not their own.”


It has given us much pleasure to assist our brethren Messrs. Moody and
Sankey at Camberwell Hall, and we would have done far more, only our
own enterprises demand our constant attention: our heart is very warm
towards them for their work’s sake. The fuss made about their preaching at
Eton is a sad sign of the condition of Episcopalians. Among no other sect
of Christians would respectable persons have been found to oppose the
useful labors of our American friends; all other Protestants would have
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welcomed them. Our inestimably precious National Establishment has of
late had singular opportunities for displaying her bigotry. She tyrannizes in
the graveyard, and excludes her ministers from active communion with
other Christian pastors, and there really was no necessity for any of her
sons to go out of their way to that two true-hearted foreigners with
indignity. Are there not enough poor Christian Englishmen to brand as
schismatics, and ranters? Was there need to grow wrath at two Americans
whose teachings are perfectly colorless as to any point in which mere
Churchism is involved? We are sure that all true Christians in the
Establishment must feel ashamed of this wretched bigotry. What Americans
will think of our aristocracy we can shrewdly guess; we only hope they will
not confound the rest of our countrymen with these honorable and
distinguished gentlemen, nor judge the Christians in the Episcopal body by
the conduct of the worldlings who belong to it.


We have hitherto had no obituary department in our notes, but we must
have one in future. We mourn the decease of Mr. James Mursell, of
Newcastle, a singularly solid, judicious, and weighty brother of our own
denomination. He was not brilliant, but burned with a steady light, which
increased in power. He laid himself out for Christian service in all
directions, and was ever ready to help those who needed his aid. His hearty
cooperation with the revival leaders in :Newcastle was a clear proof that
beneath his calm exterior there burned the sacred volcanic force without
which great results in conversion will never be attained. We also mourn the
decease of our well-beloved brother Dr. Arnot, one of the pulpit poets of
the Free Church; a man of a choice spirit, tender as a maiden, brave as a
martyr, combining the much talked of “sweetness and light” with much of
fire and force. His literary works we regard as a priceless legacy to the
entire church of God, and though we lament his departure, we are grateful,
considering the tendency of his constitution, that he was spared so long,
and thankful that he died as he did, instead of lingering in sad decline, or
suffering protracted agony. Adieu, brother, till the day break and the
shadows flee away!


On June 14th we attended the anniversary of the Tabernacle Home and
Foreign Working Society. The name hardly indicates the object of this
quiet but most excellent institution. The ladies who compose it make
garments for missionaries and ministers at home and abroad who are poor
enough to need such aid. When we give alms to mendicants we frequently
do more harm than good, but to help a needy saint is altogether a good
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work, and to relieve a poor servant of God in the ministry is best of all.
Our friends send out clothing for the pastor’s wife and children as well as
for himself. They are now in the day of small things, but the society has so
good an object that it must grow. We are sorry that any minister should be
poor, but glad that men can be found who are willing to preach the gospel
in poverty. Such men ought to be helped. A poor preacher with seven
children and £70 per annum, prizes a box of clothing as those can hardly
imagine who roll in riches. We shall be glad to receive materials and half
worn garments for this excellent Society, and cash will be equally
welcome. The ladies by giving their work make a little money go a long
way. Our friend, Mrs. Evans, who has led the way in this enterprise, has
our hearty thanks, and so have all her helpers. Till brighter days shall come,
and God’s people shall grow more careful of their pastors, we hope that
this Society will provide for at least a portion of those good men who were
educated in our College, and are now giving their whole souls to working
among a poor people from whom they cannot expect to receive even food
and raiment sufficient for their station.


Mrs. Spurgeon, our beloved and afflicted wife, begs us to say that she has
been so much interested in reading the book entitled “Lectures to my
Students, by C. H. Spurgeon,” that she would like to bear the cost of
giving a copy to each of a hundred poor Baptist ministers who would
accept it of her. She mourns that she can do so little personally for her
Lord. and hopes that this little gift may be owned of God to the stirring up
of some of his ministers to yet more earnest labor for his glory. We cannot
deny our dear sufferer anything which causes her pleasure.
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THE SWORD THE TROWEL


AUGUST, 1875.


DYING MINISTERS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WE have-been passing through a long period of serious ministerial
thinning. From the Baptist body our Lord has taken away, not the veterans,
whom in the course of nature we might look to lose, but men in the prime
of life from whom many years of service might have been expected. One by


one they have departed quite unexpectedly, and left sad gaps in our ranks.
Attempts have been made to account for this, and theories have been
started. According to some there must have been great sin in the
denomination, and therefore we are visited with these judgments. We agree
in this opinion only so far as to wish that there may be great searching of
heart among us all; but we are quite unable to accept it as an interpretation
of the matter. We have seen times of far greater lethargy, and far less
Christian love than the present, but there was no remarkable mortality
among our leading ministers; indeed, we have even known seasons in
which fierce discussions among brethren must have grieved the Holy Spirit,
and yet neither the more litigious spirits nor any others of the offenders
were cut off. That God does occasionally, for their sins, visit churches in
the sickness and death of their members is certain; but there seems to us to
be nothing in the present case to warrant the idea that he is doing so. In
general the removals of his servants may be viewed as loving chastisements
to the survivors, but to trace them to some supposed fault would be a
dangerous practice, for it would, like the arguments of Job’s comforters,
cause very much needless grief at a time when the heart needs consolation,
and it would logically involve the flattering conclusion that, when ministers
are spared, God must be well pleased with their people, and the churches
must be in a good condition. The fact is the Lord takes his servants home
according to his own pleasure, and has other objects in view, and other
reasons for his acts besides the censure of his saints. It may be that he calls
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home his beloved ones when he knows that the church will suffer least by
their withdrawal: he may see in his people certain elements of strength
which will enable them to bear the bereavement better at this time than at
any other; and, viewed as a sign of the times, the deaths of valued pastors
may be rather a token for good than for evil. We have always proofs
enough that our churches are not perfect, and had need amend; loud calls
for humiliation and awakening come from our own consciences, and from
the world perishing around us, and there is therefore no need to invoke the
aid of that superstitious feeling which must needs see a judgment lurking in
every painful providence. The Lord prunes his vine branches, not because
he is displeased with their barrenness, but because, being charmed with
their fruitfulness, he would see it increased. The church is to be
congratulated that her Lord has found in her garden so many flowers fitted
by his grace to be gathered to himself. Not in anger but in love has the
Well-beloved gleaned her roses and her lilies.


We have observed that certain other brethren are of opinion that the rather
numerous deaths of the last few months may be traced to severe mental
labor, involving sickness, depression, and premature exhaustion. So much
is required of ministers now-a-days that the brain grows weary, and the
soul is drained of vital force. In some of the cases over which we mourn
this may have been the fact, but it certainly was not so in all. Brethren have
gone from us who rejoiced in their service as the war-horse rejoices in the
day of battle; they took their labor happily, and their cares sat lightly upon
them; wearied no doubt they often were, but they showed no sign of
flagging, and bemoaned no physical or mental strain. They fell we know
not why, their bones were full of marrow, and their bows abode in
strength. The Lord alone knoweth why and wherefore he released these his
faithful ones so early from their warfare in the high places of the field. Yet
if but one true-hearted minister has been made the victim of unnecessary
toil, and has fallen beneath burdens which he ought not to have carried, it
behooves the churches to prevent the recurrence of such a calamity. Why
cause us to serve tables so much as many of us are compelled to do? Why
expect us to attend every religious service, and compel us to do so, or else
to mourn that the interest flags and the meeting falls off? Why bring every
petty matter to us for judgment when there are other spiritual men to be
found quite able to decide the question in dispute? Why hound us to the
death to attend readings, committees, soirees, conferences, conventions,
tea fights, ordinations, recognitions, bazaars, anniversaries, stone-layings,
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chapel-openings, school-treats, etc., etc.? There must be an end to this
slavery, and it ought to come, not through the refusal of the oppressed
worker, but from the generous consideration of his friends.


It has also been hinted that an insufficient maintenance, and consequent
anxiety, has a tendency to shorten life. This also is true. That many
brethren have pined away in poverty we are unable to doubt, and that there
may yet be many more we have grave reason to fear. Surely this involves
criminality somewhere. If one worthy brother has succumbed beneath the
pressure of pecuniary want, or died of a broken heart through the
unkindness of professed friends, it is a matter to be heard before the judge
of all, and woe unto those by whom the account must be rendered; for the
Lord looks narrowly to the blood of his messengers, and will visit it upon
the covetousness which starved or the contentiousness which smote them.
We would fain hope that in no one case of recent death could such a
charge be truthfully laid; nay, more, we are fully persuaded that no such
accusation would even be suggested; but at all times it has not been so, we
know instances in which pastors have been as much murdered as if they
had been stabbed to the heart, or slowly poisoned. The Lord will certainly
require this at the hand of the guilty in the day of reckoning which cometh
on apace.


The practical point of the matter, which it is always well to seek out, lies in
the suggestion that we do all we can to disencumber the work of our
ministers of all that does not properly belong to it by our — selves fulfilling
our own part of the Lord’s service according to our ability. We must no
longer leave the mouth to do the work of the hand, but each member of the
body must fulfill its office. The inevitable labor of the pastorate is great
enough for the most laborious, wise, talented, and healthy of men: let us
not lay upon them grievous additional burdens, let us not expect them to
do impossibilities, let us not selfishly demand more of their attention than is
our proper share, let us not harass them with idle gossip, or tax their time
with objectless interviews. They have enough anxiety in dealing with
impenitent sinners, doubting inquirers, desponding saints, and miserable
back-sliders; it is wanton cruelty to cavil with them about mere words or
unimportant doctrines, and it is real brutality to carry to them the hard
speeches of the godless, or the petty quarrels and jealousies of professed
believers. Let us help, and not hinder them. Let their peace be precious to
us: worry shortens life, and therefore since we would have them live long
and win souls for many years to come, let us minister to their comfort. It
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will do us good to be their active assistants, and it will relieve them of a
great load if they see the various departments of church work efficiently
worked by our earnest efforts.


Another point well worthy of attention is — let us pray for more ministers
of the word, and do our best to aid all likely young men in the noble desire
to fit themselves for the holy service. We cannot recall the departed, let us
look out for their successors: and if we have not dealt so well as we should
have done with those who have gone before, let us pay the arrears to those
who are coming on. Young brethren are beginning in a humble way to
open their mouths for the Lord Jesus, let us not snub them and quench
their feeble light, but do our best to encourage their efforts, hoping that the
Lord’s anointed may be before us. It would not be possible to calculate
what possibilities of benediction are contained in one true-hearted minister;
God seldom gives to earth a greater blessing. The churches must revise
their feelings upon this matter. There must be no more sneers at the one
man ministry, since it is by the leadership of the one man that the blessing
evidently comes. There must be more prayer for our colleges, and a greater
interest taken in them. This interest should be shown by individuals
devoting their substance to support young men whom God has called, so
that their charges while under tuition may not be burdensome to any. If the
fathers are taken from us we must expect to receive the promise which
gives to us their sons. When God reaps we must sow again. The drilling of
recruits must be vigorously pushed forward when the efficient soldiers are
being removed from the war. The mass of Christians do not attend to this;
they under-value the ascension gifts of Jesus, and do not even think them
worth asking for. This must be changed, or the Lord may cause a famine of
the word to come over our land, until a man shall be more precious than a
wedge of gold. It has almost come to this already, and it is high time it
became a matter of prayer and effort. The Holy Spirit lies been grieved on
this point, and we must humble ourselves before him, or he may restrain his
working among men until we have no more a prophet or a wise man in
Israel.


As for the writer, he hears from the graves of brethren now with God a
cheery call to look for coming rest, and therefore to labor on while life or
breath remains. O that health permitted us our former labors! Wherefore is
a willing heart joined to an ailing frame? We champ the bit ; — but we
know that the Lord is wise. If asked what are our main thoughts when such
names as Vince, Mursell, and Best pass over our memory, we would reply,
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we inquire where are the men to fill their places? In the midst of the battle
we must not give way to lamentations over those who fall, but must cry to
the commander-in-chief to close up the ranks. We die, but God’s church
does not; our anxieties are not needed by the dead, we must fix them upon
the living. God is never short of men though we are. The ranks must and
will be closed up: God will have it so. Is there anywhere a David concealed
among the sheepfolds? We will seek him out. Is there a Timothy hidden in
a quiet, godly family? We will encourage him to testify for Jesus. Is there
an Apollos, mighty in the Scriptures, who yet needs to be taught the way
of God more perfectly? We will lay ourselves out for him and such as he is.
Reader, what will you do?


CRAZY MINISTERS


MR. TALMAGE is not only a great preacher, but a mighty editor. His
“Christian at Work” is all alive, and when we begin to read it we are
compelled to go on. After writing the previous short article our eye fell
upon the following, which will make an excellent pendant to it. We know
that what Mr. Talmage says is too true. To us personally our friends at
home are very considerate; but we know that many other pastors could not
say as much, for their people have not half as much consideration for them
as they have for their saddle-horses. It is not that they are unkind, but they
are thoughtless; and, after all, whether a shin of beef it comes to very much
the same thing  Here are Mr. Talmage’s lively remarks” —


A some one sends us a newspaper with a list of four ministers who recently
have become insane, the newspaper having a marginal note desiring us to
explain. We have no capacity to demonstrate the certain cause for such
clerical dementation, but we may imagine several reasons for such disaster.
Perhaps they may have lost their balance through a large number of
begging letters. They may by every mail have been solicited for money that
they did not possess. They may have been violently charged with
niggardliness for postponing immediate response. For instance, we have on
our table a pile of letters from the grasshopper regions, asking for relief;
from Western Sunday-schools, who want a new library; from a young man,
who needs a new suit of clothes; from a woman in Pennsylvania, who says
her husband is unable to support her; from England, Ireland, and Scotland,
asking for help in the building of chapels, — a heavy rain of applications
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that is enough to set any man’s brain afloat; and we may imagine that some
of the persons spoken of in that newspaper were mentally swamped in that
way.


“Another possible cause for the seeming epidemic of insanity among the
clergy may be the demands of lecturing committees who want you to go
and speak in behalf of their Church or Young Men’s Christian Association,
and who persist in having you go after your telling them it is impossible.
They break through all your established hours of privacy. They wake you
up after you have gone to bed, or stop you in the street with their long yarn
of necessities. If that will not make a minister crazy, nothing will.


“We present another possible cause for the series of intellectual collapses,
spoken of in the newspaper article aforesaid, in the exorbitant and
unreasonable demand for impossible pastoral services. They may have been
confused by the attempt to attend three funerals in the same hour three
miles distant from each other. Being able to go to but one of the three, of
course the other two families will feel that they have been outrageously
neglected. They will write sharp letters, talk profusely throughout the
congregation, and possibly leave the Church in high dudgeon. The attempt
of a minister to be in three places at once will naturally divide and shatter
his intellect.


“We do not know that the above causes worked in the unfortunate cases
referred to, but we only assign them as sufficient causes of aberration. We
are not surprised, like our correspondent, that there are so many lunatic
ministers, but rather amazed that there are so few. It is a matter of
congratulation that, under the pressure, there are so many clear-headed
clergymen.”


Perhaps the minds of these ministers gave way through the perpetual
motion of their door bell No sooner did they settle down to study than a
newspaper correspondent requested an interview, a lady with a mission
demanded an audience, a traveling peddler disguised as a minister desired a
few minutes’ conversation in order to sell a box of pens, a tourist wanted a
chat and an autograph, a secretary requested half an hour in which to puff
his society, a mad engineer begged to display a wonderful invention, and so
on, ad infinitum. This pest and the cheap postage threaten to craze some of
us. — C. H. S.
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A LETTER TO MY READERS.


BY THE EDITOR.


DEAR READERS, — Being prevented from day to day from preaching,
through a partial return of my painful malady, it came into my mind to
write you a brief epistle. You so constantly help me in my many
enterprises, and are, many of you, so kindly interested in my welfare, that I
cannot but feel towards you very warmly. Our relations are not the mere
common ones which exist between an editor and his subscribers — you are
all my friends, and some of you are very dear brethren and sisters in Christ.
Permit me, then, in an hour of pain and weakness, to solace myself by
writing to you.


And, first, will you pray for me? Pray that I may have bodily health, if the
Lord will. I grudge these hours in which I must lie back and gaze upon the
battle without being able to wield sword or battle-ax in the conflict for my
Master. I get to work, and plunge into it right heartily, and then I overdo
it. and am down again, jaded in mind, and racked in body. I am anxious to
do all I can, but, alas, my ability is greatly decreased through the weakness
of the body. I did something to help my brethren, Moody and Sankey, but
not a tenth of what it was in my heart to have done. My church grows, and
needs perpetual oversight, the College, Orphanage, Colportage, the
Magazine, and my books, all call me hither and thither from morning till
night, and yet when I would be doing good, I must perforce lie down and
mourn my inability. Ask then that, it’ the Lord will, I may recover my
former strength, and be able to work on. If the Lord do not hear you, I will
bow my head, and be content to do as much as he permits me, add try to
do that measure of work as best he enables me,


But the main subject which presses upon me .just now is the spiritual state
of each of my readers. I feel a burden upon me about the souls to whom I
speak by this magazine. I generally cater for you as for believers, warring
and working, with Sword and Trowel; but there may be, there must be,
some of you who could not be so described. This is painful to think upon.
Would to God it were not so. You, dear unconverted readers, are
favorable to religion, and yet do not favor it enough to yield your hearts to
its power. You have not yet repented of sin, and believed in the Lord Jesus
Christ, and consequently you are none of his. Shall this state of things
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continue? Is it right to be an unbeliever? Is it safe? Can you endure it any
longer? The world is very fascinating, perhaps, but when full of pain I do
not find it so, and hence I infer that when the death-sweat lies on men’s
brows it must yield them but poor comfort. Do you think the world will be
any stay to you in those last hours, which must come one day, and may
come so very soon? Probably you are convinced, as I am, that nothing
short of a good hope through faith will cheer you in your mortal agony;
why, then, are you not seeking that good hope? Nay, why is it that you
have it not even now, since it is to be had immediately by trusting in the
Redeemer? You are waiting — waiting for what? What more can you
desire? Has not God given his Son? See how the tints of autumn are
appearing! Another summer is almost gone and you are still unsaved!
Years fly as the eagle, and tarry not — why do you tarry? What nils you?
Life, eternal life, is proclaimed to you in the name of Jesus, and you refuse
to have it. Ah, me! How shall those be saved who are so careless about
salvation? It seems to me that if men were to throng our houses of prayer,
and demand with clamorous cries what they must do to be saved; if they
were to follow us to our houses and fall down on their knees and entreat
the Lord’s ministers to explain the gospel to them; yea, if they were to
suspend all labor and business, and weep day and night till they found
Christ, the excitement would not be worthy of censure, nor be one whit
greater than the case would justify. How can you rest in a state of enmity
to the God of love? How can you bear yourselves while the wrath of God
abideth on you? My heart weeps over you, and chides my pen for writing
so coldly. Thus saith the Lord, “Consider your ways.” Now, reader, just
now, pause, reflect, bow your knee in prayer, and end this long delay. Your
sin is a burden to you; look to Jesus, and see it laid on him. One glance of
faith will do it all; and these few lines will be repaid a million times if they
should, through God’s good Spirit, lead you to it.


To those of my readers, and I believe they are by far the major part, who
are already one with Christ, I may be permitted to say — Brethren, it
behooves us to be in good order as before the Lord, good order I mean for
enjoying his fellowship, for performing his bidding, enduring his will, or
removing to his throne. Yet it is not easy to be always as we should be.
Our graces are apt to rust and lose their brightness in the damp atmosphere
of this poor, cloudy world: even under the best circumstances we
deteriorate, unless we use great watchfulness. We are so busy too with
minor matters, and do not seem able to help it. The house work must be
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done, and Martha does not see how she could sit down with Mary, though
she would be glad enough to do so if the dinners would cook themselves
and the children’s faces would only keep clean. The business wants our
thoughts, and even the church causes us care ; — what are we to do? We
shall get choked up with these things if we are not continually awake to
keep our hearts clear. Going up the Thames the other day in a pretty little
steam vessel we were continually hindered by the weeds which wrapped
themselves around the screw. Every now and again we heard the cry,
“Stop her,” and when we inquired what was amiss, it was the weeds,
always the weeds. In the voyage of life we must be well awake to the
weeds; long golden bands hold the wealthy Christian, black, rope-like
growths twist about the poor, a wretched tangle of distracting doubt
encumbers the educated, and a miserable mass of ignorance hinders the
ignorant; the weeds are of all sorts, and must be cleared out or progress
will be impossible.


If ever an age needed and suggested the highest form of Christian
devotedness it is the present. Visited with revival on the one hand, and
weighted down with infidelity on the other, threatened by superstition and
invaded by skepticism, the church is called by her mercies to all that is
heroic, and urged by her dangers to all that is intense. Both heaven and hell
invoke us. Time and eternity are crying to us. We have glorious
opportunities and fearful perils, among which the most fearful of all is the
peril of being found unworthy of our calling and traitors to our trust. O
could I coin my heart into living words, and make this page burn with
them, I could not sufficiently exhort each individual believer to yield
himself wholly unto God. labor as in the presence of your bleeding
Redeemer. Love souls and pray for them, and woo them to Jesus as in the
immediate shadow of the Judgment-seat. Be conscientious as to personal
service, and do not stand in need of pastors and leaders to be as
taskmasters to you. By the love and blood of Jesus, beloved in the Lord,
bestir yourselves.


Especially let us be more constant and instant in prayer. Small bands of two
and three, meeting in parlors, drawing rooms, or kitchens may pray down
great blessings. Prayer at casual meetings of believers, prayer at odd times
when workmen and servants are resting, prayer under the hedge in the
corn-field, prayer anywhere and everywhere, will be sure to command a
blessing. If anything in this world is sure of success it is believing prayer.
Trade fails, crops perish, property wastes, inheritances are lost, but prayer
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is never a failure, for the Lord liveth, and he cannot lie. Therefore,
brethren, LET US PRAY.


Yours, with all my heart,
C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER 1875


WHOSE FAITH FOLLOW.


AN ADDRESS DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON TO THE
MEMBERS OF MRS. BARTLETT’S CLASS ON THE SABBATH


AFTER HER LAMENTED DECEASE. F7


My dear Friends, — On this occasion I will not try to comfort you, for I
fear I might only aggravate your sorrow. I have already attempted the
painful duty on two occasions, both at the time of the funeral and also this
morning; but your wounds are too new and too deep. May the Holy Spirit
exercise his chosen office of Comforter, and then your griefs will be
assuaged. I shall rather endeavor this afternoon to make practical use of
the life and character of our beloved friend. I am sure if we could hear her
wishes from her own mouth she would say, “Weep not for me, but follow
me so far as I followed Christ” and she would not forbid my speaking of
her if thereby any of you might be benefited, for she lived only for your
good. In that respect her desires are unchanged; even in glory she loves
you still. Anything about her that would glorify Christ she would not wish
me to withhold.


The Apostle Paul addressed the Hebrew believers in the thirteenth chapter
of his epistle at the seventh verse, and said, on the behalf of teachers and
pastors (and Mrs. Bartlett was both of these), “Remember them which
have the rule over you, who have spoken unto you the word of God, whose
faith follow.” Those last words shall serve me for a text, “WHOSE FAITH


FOLLOW.”


I could, this afternoon, have held up our departed sister as an example in a
great number of points of character, but in selecting her faith I halve
chosen that which lay at the root of all the rest. “Without faith it is
impossible to please God,” and therefore until we believe in the Lord Jesus
none of those things which, are pleasing to God are to be found in us. Faith
is the boring-rod which taps the great “deep which lieth under” and enables
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the fountain of grace to well up in streams of Christian virtue. With faith
we must begin, with faith we must continue, and with this we must close;
for, as the first sure token of salvation is faith as a grain of mustard seed,
so its perfection is faith with the far-reaching boughs, beneath which the
weaker ones find a shelter. “The just shall live by faith.” Hence the apostle
in saying “Whose faith follow” means, in fact, that we are to follow them in
every grace, only he points his finger expressly at that which is the center
and kernel of all.


But; have you faith? Have you all believed in the Lord Jesus Christ? If you
have not, why not? and wherefore? We are sometimes attacked by
unbelievers, and they seem to think it will be difficult for us to justify our
faith: we do not find it so, but, on the other hand, you unbelievers have a
task before you which you will never be able to accomplish, namely, to
justify your unbelief. Many of you know that the gospel is true, you know
that Jesus is the Son of God, you know that his blood taketh away sin, and
yet you are not trusting in the cleansing blood, you are not believers in the
Son of God, but you remain still without Christ, unpardoned, unrenewed.
How can you excuse your unbelief? How will you excuse it at the last great
day? You have no faith, and therefore you are “condemned already,
because you have not believed,” and remaining as you are you must be lost;
for ever. I would to God that this afternoon you might follow Mrs.
Bartlett’s faith by resting as she did in the great sacrifice. Come to the
Savior just as you are:, with all your sins and weaknesses, and tell him you
are lost and undone without him, and that from his feet you will never go
until he look upon you and say, “Thy sins be forgiven thee.” Come without
fear, for Jesus has sweetly said, “Him that cometh to me I will in nowise
cast out.”


There are some points about our beloved sister’s faith that I would urge
you to follow, and the first relates chiefly to you who are young. Oh that
you might follow her in the early birth of her faith. She was quite a child
when the Holy Spirit wrought saving faith in her. I do not see many here so
young as she was when she made a profession of her faith in our blessed
Lord. I would urge upon you younger ones to pry in the language of the
psalm, “O satisfy us early with thy mercy, that; we may rejoice and be glad
all our days.” I have noticed that many of the most eminent saints were
called early. Sin, even when repented of and blotted out, leaves a weakness
behind, but when the sour is preserved from falling into the grossest sins
through early conversion there is often developed by the Holy Spirit a
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character of peculiar beauty aria a piety of special excellence. Your
Samuels, and Josephs, and Josiahs, and Daniels, are “men greatly beloved,”
and young women who give their hearts to Jesus when they are young are
most likely to grow up into Christians who shall be like Deborah, who was
“a mother in Israel.” Those who give to God the morning of their youth
shall find him doubly precious in the evening of their days. From seven to
seventy makes a grand Christian life, and roughly speaking our beloved
friend realized that joy. I am myself a living testimony to the sweetness of
giving the dewy morning to Jesus. I was not vet; sixteen years of age when
I was baptized into the name of the sacred Three, and I have never
regretted that with my mouth I thus early made confession of the Lord
Jesus. Oh that I had sooner believed: It is, quite impossible for us to find
eternal life too soon. It were well to be so soon converted as to have no
bad example to regret, no wasted years to mourn over, no formation of evil
habits to lament, no memories of a conscience tampered with to embitter
the future. Oh, you who are very young, dear Mrs. Bartlett speaks to you,
and from her grave reminds you that those who seek the Lord early shall
find him.


I would new say follow her faith in the continuance of it. During all those
long years our beloved friend was kept by the grace of God standing on the
same rock on which she put her childish foot, looking up to the same
Savior whom she, had saluted in her girlish days as Christ her Lord,
growing in grace, becoming rooted and grounded and built up in him. She
continued walking in the same way — the good old way — abiding
steadfast in the fulfill even unto life’s close. We have been so stunned by
the blow of her unexpected death that we have, perhaps, forgotten that it
was almost time for her to go home. She had reached her threescore years
and ten, so that hers was not a life terminated before its time. She has been
gathered like a shock of corn fully ripe that cometh in its season.
Throughout that life which, according to the rule of nature, may be
considered to be a complete one, she was enabled to press forward in the
heavenly race with undiminished ardor. True to the last hour to her life-
work, she spent the last gasp of her breath in her Lord’s service. She was
for years what She used frequently to call herself “a dying woman,” but site
labored on to the end. She lived until her work was done; we are sure of
that, for had there been more for her to do her Master, and ours, would
have permitted her to remain to do it. Her work was finished; through
divine grace and the power of the Holy Spirit it was finished: the last
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warning to you all she had. given, the last invitation to come to Jesus she
had presented, the last prayer for you she had offered, and the last tear for
you she had shed; and then she went home, and her Lord said to her, “Well
done, good and faithful servant.” Oh, my sisters, let us follow her faith in
this. May we never be backsliders, never lose our first love, never turf.
aside to crooked ways. If any of you have clone so, return I pray you. By
the prayers and tears of her you loved so well, return, return! And may the
Lord so restore you and stablish you in the faith that from this moment
until you are summoned home you may never desert your post, nor
slumber at it. “He that endureth to the end, the same shall be saved.” Mrs.
Bartlett stood firm to the last; let us gird ourselves also with the same
mind. “Be ye steadfast, unmoveable, always abounding in the work of the
Lord.”


Another point in her faith which I earnestly commend to this class, and all
here present, was its unalloyed simplicity. Ever since I have known my
beloved sister, now with God, I have admired the way in which she has
kept to the simplicity of the gospel, both in her own experience and in her
teaching. Many have come and gone, but we have always known where to
find her. I remember her tremblings when certain novel views were
introduced into the class by a good but unwise brother. Site came to. me
and said, “ This will never do; those young people know nothing of those
points, and do not need to know; they will be puzzled and led away from
simply looking to Jesus.” I was of her mind, and rejoiced in her common
sense, and in her holy resolve to know nothing among you save Jesus
Christ and him cruel-fled. In her time she, with me, saw the rise and fall of
many wise ones, who had found out something new: — oh, so new, so
wonderful, so delightful! I have seen others go after these will-of-the-wisps
until they have plunged into the mire, but none of these things moved her.
There she stood, knowing in her soul two things, herself a sinner and
Christ a Savior. You have heard, I dare say, a good deal of talk about
higher 1ife and perfection; you never heard a syllable from her concerning
any higher life than the life of faith upon the Son of God, and vet if ever
woman possessed the higher life she had it, and because she had it she
could not see it in herself, and would never have been so vain as to assert
that she exhibited it. The spiritually ugly see beauties in themselves; but the
beautiful in heart mourn over their spots and imperfections. She knew that
there is only one true life, namely, life in Christ, and there cart be nothing
higher than that, for it is the life of God in the soul; and whoever strains
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after anything higher than that leaps at a shadow, and is in danger of
missing the substance. Exalted views of their own spiritual attainments
frequently crush men in despair when the bubble collapses. She kept to this
— “I know whom I have believed, and I am persuaded that he is able to
keep that which I have committed to him.” You never heard from her any
“divers and strange doctrines.” I know that you have listened to everything
that fell from her lips, some of you for many years, and you can bear
witness that the end of her conversation was, as Paul puts it here, “Jesus
Christ, the same yesterday, today, and for ever.” If there was anything
beyond Christ she did not seek it; if there was anything beside Christ, she
did not desire it. Her motto was “Jesus only,” and this made her so safe a
guide for young minds, and this made each one of you feel when you got
anywhere under her lee like a ship in a quiet harbor. Now, dear young
friends, and older friends too, imitate her faith in its simplicity. Be not
dazzled with this or that. If any say, “Lo, here!” or “Lo, there!” say to
yourself, and say to others too, “God forbid that I should glory, save in the
cross of our Lord Jesus Christ.”


I commend to you the faith of your departed teacher for its intensity. She
heartily and thoroughly believed, what she taught. Intense faith is not very
common. We are very apt to take things at second-hand, and put them
down as orthodox, and consider that we believe them. So to believe that
when you are on the borders of the grave you can steadily gaze upon
eternity without fear, this is faith. So to believe that, like my dear brother,
William Olney, we can realize death and feel nothing but pleasure at the
thought, because we shall so soon be with Jesus: riffs is to believe indeed.
Often has Mrs. Bartlett in spirit skirted the casts of eternity, for she was
frequently prostrated with pain, and by that extreme weakness which
succeeds it, and at; such times she has never displayed the slightest sign of
doubt or dread. Her heart was fixed, trusting in the Lord. Her intense faith
yielded comfort to herself, but it also affected others. She spoke because
she believed, and her confidence gave her power. This is an age of
falsehood, and the good must expect to be abused, but I have never heard
anybody hint that Mrs. Bartlett did not believe what she taught, or was not
in earnest while teaching it: surely Satan himself dared not insinuate that.
Her pathetic pleadings have forced the tear from the eyes of strong, minded
men, for she felt every syllable that she uttered, and made others feel it.
Through God’s Holy Spirit, her unstaggering reliance upon the Savior has
led many of you to confide in him. You saw how she believed, you saw the
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joy which her faith brought to her, the calm rest and power which she
obtained, and you were led to Jesus Christ, perhaps unconsciously to
ourselves, very much through her example. She was a thorough and
complete believer; downright in her convictions and rooted in her
principles. She was immersed into the Lord Jesus, she had not, been
content with a mere sprinkling of faith; and according to her faith so was it
unto her.


Imitate her faith, next, in its activity. What a worker she was. Nobody will
ever know until the books are opened at the last how much she did. Her
Sabbath-day work was but a small portion of her holy toil: she almost
looked upon it, as relaxation: her work continued all the day, and every day
of the week. How many times she has come to me with the burden of your
souls upon her, to speak of the tempted, the afflicted, and the backsliding!
How frequently, also, did she tell me glad tidings concerning souls
awakened and troubled ones brought to rest in Jesus. Your despondency’s,
your temptations, your failings, she carried them all on her heart. I do not
believe that any mother in this place knows her children much better than
she knew the members of this class; and, what is more, I believe that there
are few children who would tell their inward feelings to a mother so frankly
as many of you have unbosomed yourselves to her. There was about her a
sympathy of heart and an affectionateness of manner, and. an absence of
everything like reserve and haughtiness, which drew you towards her and
held you fast. Her heart was large and her efforts incessant. If her son, Mr.
Edward Bartlett, were to rise and tell you what she did, which I am sure he
cannot do, he would have a long story to tell. He himself has been fired by
his mother’s zeal, and is one of the most industrious workers among us,
and may God spare him long to labor on. She was a worker who neither
needed the pastor’s praise to encourage her, nor his exhortation to enliven
her. She needed the bit rather than the spur, for she went beyond her
strength, and when ordered to rest she only went away and worked
elsewhere. It is well to remember this, for this will make us see how long
she lived: if we measure life by work rather than by years she lived as long
as the ancients before the blood. My dear sisters, are there not some among
you who love the Lord who could be equally active for him? I do not think
we shall find her equal in all respects for many, many a day to come, but
every working sister must be after her own order, and if you consecrate
yourself as perfectly as she did you may not be useful in her line of action,
but you will succeed in some other. God will open a door of usefulness,
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and help you to enter in. Some of you who have the gifts and the graces
qualifying you to lead, should give yourselves up to the Lord, and ask him
to anoint you with fresh oil. Our ranks are thinned, close them up. A brave
officer has fallen, let each private soldier see to it that; the fight does not
falter. Be instant in season and out of season, and so follow her faith’s
activity.


Again, imitate her in her self-sacrifice, though not exactly in the form it
took. Few could rightly make so supreme a sacrifice as Mrs. Bartlett did
When she first came among us she was in a good position, obtaining by her
own efforts a considerable income, but when the class multiplied it; called
for so much of her time and attention that she determined to give up all,
and devote herself entirely to this work. Accordingly she east herself upon
the providence of God, and the kindly support of her two loving sons: but,
as in the order of God’s providence her sons did not prosper as we would
have desired, she had much reason to regret the step which she had taken,
and yet so possessed was she with the passion for soul-winning that I do
not think such a thought ever crossed her mind. I marked her self-denial,
and it. was my great privilege to help her in divers ways as best I could,
always judging that anything I could[do for her was exceedingly well laid
out. I rejoiced to know and help a woman who could, for Christ’s sake,
relinquish everything, just; before she died, as you perhaps know, her son,
whom God has greatly prospered in America, came over to this country.
She told me herself that he pressed her to return with him, as he could
provide for her most comfortably in his adopted country; he also urged his
brother to emigrate, for there would be good prospects before him. She
told me last Sabbath week that she knew it would be for her temporal
advantage, but she added, “How could I leave that dear class?” The mother
would gladly have joined her son, but; the lover of souls was stronger than
the mother, and she said, “How can I leave the class which God has given
me? How could Edward leave his work at the Alms Houses? It is
impossible for me to go.” I rejoiced in both the mother and the son, and
thanked God that I had such helpers. I am sure it was to Mrs. Bartlett a
deliberate giving up of earthly comforts for your sakes when she resolved
to abide with you She could not tell then, of course, that she was on the
doorstep of heaven at that very moment when making, once again, a
supreme sacrifice for her Lord and Master. She could not have made a
more complete surrender, even had she known that the Lord was so near.
Yet see how, in her self-renunciation, she after all was led to do the best
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thing for herself; for now she did not die on her passage across the sea, and
she did not die in a strange land, but she fell asleep amid old and happy
associations, just as she would have desired to do had it. been left to her
choice. May we also be willing, if it be for God’s glory, to suffer the loss of
all things that we may win Christ, and be found in him.


I am sure if all could be told — and I am not authorized to tell it, nor
would it be right for me to do so — she would be reckoned among the
most illustrious of consecrated women. “Whose faith follow,” my sisters..
“Whose faith follow,” my brethren. Reckon yourselves rich, not in
proportion to what you have, but in proportion to what you can sacrifice
for Christ. Reckon yourselves to be wealthy, not in proportion to what you
can lay by, but in proportion to what you can give to the Master’s cause;
for he is most honored who can most completely forget himself and live
entirely for the Lord. May that blessed Spirit who enabled her to present
herself as a living sacrifice enable each one of us to do the same.


Last of all, “Whose faith follow” in the consummation of it; for now her
faith has attained its reward. We think a great, deal of the dying words of
good men and women; but perhaps we go too far in so doing. Some
professors ought to bear a, good testimony for Christ when they come to
die, for they have never done so ,luring their lives. Sometimes God enables
his feeble ones to say good things when they are dying, for the sake of their
relatives, who might otherwise have been overwhelmed with sorrow. I
have no ambition myself to sit up in my bed and gather a company around
me, and talk as some dying Christians have done; I would prefer to bear my
testimony while I live, as Whitefield did. A friend remarked to him, “I
should like to be near you when you die, Mr. Whitefield.” “Why?” said the
man. of God. The answer was, “Because you will bear such a testimony for
Jesus.” “No,” said Whitefield, “I do not suppose I shall; there is no need
for it, for I have testified to hundreds of thousands all the while I have been
living.” I want you so to live that if your life should be, suddenly cut short
your work would be finished. There are so many unfinished lives: as you
look at them you lament over them as fragmentary and unsatisfactory. Oar
dear sister’s life has long been such that had she been called home at, any
hour she would have died in harness and gone from her post to her portion.
There was nothing particular for her to do when she reached her last;
moment. I did not hear of her sending for anybody to ask their forgiveness,
nor that there was anybody whom she had to forgive; nor did she need to
send for a minister to cheer her, nor to say to those about her, “Have pity
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upon me, oh my friends, for the hand of the Lord has touched me.” She
had but one thought which was at all distressing; it was concerning those
she left behind, and very largely about you, and who would watch over you
in her absence. Beside that she had nothing to do, and that really was no
work of theirs, because no worker is called upon to find his own successor.
We must all be satisfied like Moses to work up to the point at which God
calls us away, and then leave him to find the Joshua who shall crown the
enterprise. Her work was finished. Standing here and. looking back upon
it; as calmly as I can, I pronounce hers to be a finished life. To God be all
the glory.


Your class is now like a vessel without a captain; but meanwhile the Lord
will bless you. Follow the faith of the departed by believing in God, and not
in flesh and blood: “Whose faith follow” by expecting a great blessing still.
Do not be discouraged. Be not afraid: “only believe.’” I recollect a time
when for certain reasons this class became very thin, and its condition was
unsatisfactory, but Mrs. Bartlett said to me, “Well, if they all go away, I
will begin again and gather another class.” and she buckled to the labor
with such indomitable zeal that very soon all was flourishing again. Now
that this trial has come, we will not dishonor our God by unholy mistrust,
but we will begin again by God’s good blessing; nay, rather, we will keep
on where she has left us, and I am sure that God will certainly find for the
class the teaching which you need. We will do our best, all of us resting in
the power of God, and the work of her hands shall be established for many
years to come.


As for her who is gone, if anything could make heaven more heavenly to
her it would he if she could look down and see the class quickened with a
divine ardor, passionately longing for the conversion of souls, keeping well
together like a well regulated army, and continuing that, blessed warfare
which she for so long a time carried on in this place. I charge you by the
love of Jesus Christ and by the love you bear her, try to make this class in
years to come all that it has been in the past. Regard it; as her living
monument. While some are planting flowers over the graves of their dear
ones, be you yourselves the flowers, and this class the little garden, which
shall keep loving memories from dying out. Never let the class flag in
numbers, in earnestness, in prayer, or in service. Pray for it; work for it;
live for it; because if God has magnified himself in it, it ought to be very
precious to us.
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To her God, and my God, and your God I commend you. He ever liveth
and ever worketh. We who minister among you are all passing away, but
he is the same, and of his years there is no end. Look up, I beseech you,
from the coffin and the grave to your risen Lord, and his abiding Spirit, and
hear him say, Lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world.”
Wherefore comfort one another with these words.


NOTES.


WE have this month received the largest amount, save one, ever entrusted
to us at one time, namely, £10,000, being a legacy left to us last year by the
late Mr. Matthews, and notified to the public at that time. One half is for
the College, and upon the strength of it we have received thirty more
students, and have entered upon new fields of labor. The other moiety is
for the Orphanage, and will be invested, according to our general rule with
legacies, unless our daily needs should cause us to draw upon it. When our
capital becomes large enough to put the Boys’ Orphanage somewhat more
off our hands, it may be the Lord will then enable us to build a Girls’
Orphanage too. Had there not been a sum given at the commencement, as
an endowment, we might not have thought of one, but as that was the basis
at the commencement we feel bound to increase it when legacies are given;
using donations for our every-day expenses.


Mrs. Spurgeon requests us to say that she was very sorry to decline some
applications for lectures, and that she is exceedingly grateful to those
friends who have so generously enabled her to resume the distribution.
‘She has acknowledged these kind gifts personally, and would have printed
the list, only she believes that the donors do not wish to have it so. Poor
ministers, really ministers, and really poor, can now apply; and those
declined before will be among the first attended to. As there must be some
limit, it is thought best not to include local preachers, and others who have
resources beyond the support given by their people. Mrs. Spurgeon is
every day sending out books to needy brethren whom we ave selected for
her, and it gives her intense pleasure to be thus of use to the Lord’s people.
She suffers very greatly, and this holy service cheers the tedium of
sickness, and affords her great comfort. Those who have sent the means
have roads us both very happy, and we earnestly pray the Lord to reward
them. Very cruel is the poverty of many Baptist ministers. How can they
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feed the people when they never see a new book? To supply them with
mental food is a boon, not to them only, but to all their hearers. We trust
this beneficent service will be continued. We have named the work MRS.
SPURGEON’S FUND, and we believe that it will not soon come to an end,
but will do great good.


The loss of our excellent Mrs. Bartlett, and the continued illness of Mr.
William Olney, our right-hand helper in spiritual things, are subjects for
much earnest prayer. We feel both these sorrows very greatly. Yet there
are sweet alleviations in the love of our people and their zealous endeavors
to supply every lack of service. Nothing flags. Converts are more
numerous than ever, and the crowds at the Tabernacle so vast as to cause
great difficulties as to modes of admission. We have done our best, and
those who cavil at our plans little know what anxieties surround us on this
account, or they would not judge us so severely. When everybody is
overcrowded and inconvenienced, and those who suffer most from
pressure bear it all patiently, it is a pity that a few should be so loud in their
complaints, and throw abroad charges of discourtesy and so forth. If our
friends could know how many conflicting claims we have to meet, they
would see that ours is no ordinary case, and cannot be managed by
ordinary methods. If this great pressure continues, a crowded house and an
enormous church will lay burdens upon us which will make our position
one of eminent trial. We and our worthy helpers at the entrances are all
doing our best, but we claim the sympathy and aid of all who worship with
us, and we ought not to be saddened by ungenerous remarks.


It was great delight to us the other evening to meet a numerous band of
workers who have rallied round Mr. William Olney, junior, the eldest son
of our worthy deacon. In one of the worst parts of Bermondsey he is
carrying on a mission work, which for life, energy, and real results is
second to none.


Our excellent helper Mr. Dunn has worked hard to erect a new mission
house and school in a very poor part of Walworth, but he still needs £200.
We hope our Tabernacle friends and others will see this good work carried
through at once, for it concerns our own neighborhood, and we must not
neglect it. No debt should ever be thought of.


This cannot meet the eye of any blind gentleman, but we hope some
wealthy blind friend will ‘near of it. We are very anxious to build a chapel
for the poor blind. Mr. Hampton needs such a place for his noble efforts.
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We think we can get a site, and as these poor people often bring their dogs
with them, and as we have to provide them with tea, a separate well
ventilated building is greatly wanted.


God has been very gracious to the Orphanage in the matter of health.
While epidemics have been raging we have had only one case of fever, and
that by no means an aggravated one. The sad visitation at the noble
Orphanage at Bristol made us tremble, and while we prayed for our
brethren there, we also cried to the Lord to avert the scourge from us, and
now we bless his name that he has done so.


A fourth teacher is needed for the Orphanage. A Christian young man
would find a great sphere of usefulness among the boys. For particulars
apply to Mr. Charlesworth, The Orphanage, Stock well, London.


Our Friend, Mr. Hayles, Hanover Street, Kennington, has very kindly
painted and grained our Orphanage gates, and lettered the great board. We
are very much obliged to him, and hope that other tradespeople, by
following so good an example, of helping in their own line of things, will
save the Orphanage much expense.


A friend, J. R., a draper, has sent a fine collection of dress materials, which
have become unsaleable by change of fashion. Our worthy sister, Mrs.
Evans, will be right glad to make them up for the daughters of our poor
Baptist ministers. All sorts of material for garments will be turned to good
account by her Home and Foreign Mission Working Society at the
Tabernacle.


A friend who asks for information is informed that warm socks, shirts,
collars, etc., are always acceptable at the Orphanage, whether in large or
small quantities. We thank those who have it in their hearts to aid us by
their own work.


Grand news comes from Reading of the bazaar to be held ‘there for the
Orphanage. The stalls will be many, and the supply of goods promises to
be abundant. We cannot tell how grateful we are for this. May every
worker, donor, and helper have as much joy in it as we have. To help poor
helpless widows and orphans is a work which angels might envy us.


We are very grieved to hear of the death of our friend Mr. Edward Webb,
for twenty-five years the beloved pastor of the Baptist church, Tiverton.
Very ill can the churches afford to lose such a man. “O thou sword of the
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Lord, how long shall it be ere thou be quiet.” Our ranks are thinning sadly,
and’ as yet we see not the men arising to fill the vacancies. Pray ye,
therefore, the Lord of the harvest to. send forth laborers into his harvest.


Since writing this we find that Mr.. Joseph Wilshire, of Derby, has also
fallen, asleep and left a family of seven children totally unprovided for’. He
also was one of our active brethren, and will be greatly missed. The death
of that noble old man, and ripe scholar, Dr. Davies, of Regent’s Park
College, is yet another irreparable loss. What repeated crashes are heard in
the forest! Our cedars fall. How long will it be ere the fir-trees shall follow?


The noble Duke of Westminster has generously given some houses for the
enlargement of the Baptist Chapel, Chester, where our friend Mr. Durban
preaches. He has also opened his bazaar. May he. receive the reward of
those who help the servants for their Master’s sake. Our denomination
ought, after this, to carry Mr. Durban through his effort on the crest of the
wave.


Mr. Oldring, who is laboring so hard at Burnley, we commend to the
liberal aid of all our friends in that region.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle By Mr. V. J. Charlesworth — July
22nd, nineteen; July 29th, sixteen. By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — August 16th,
seventeen.


THE TESTIMONIAL TO MR. SPURGEON. F8


IN January last the church members at the Tabernacle presented the senior
pastor with a beautiful calligraphic testimonial, the words of which are as
follows : —


“Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington. The Baptized Church of Jesus
Christ meeting in the Metropolitan Tabernacle, assembled in its Annual
Church Meeting on Friday, January 8th, 1875, resolved unanimously, —


“That we desire as a church to record our devout gratitude to. our
Heavenly Father that he has sustained our dear Pastor C. H. SPURGEON


through twenty-one years of faithful, loving, and eminently successful
ministry in our midst. Beyond all precedent in the history of the Lord’s
people has been the result of the preaching of the word of God, as
manifested in the gathering in of the saints, and the maintenance of
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Christian fellowship and ordinances among us. For this the Lord’s name be
praised.


“To you our dearly beloved Pastor we desire to express our growing
attachment and increasing love and esteem. With you we rejoice over the
issue of the twenty volumes of sermons, in the hearing and perusal of
which so many of us have found salvation, and all of us instruction,
stimulus, and comfort. Fervently do we pray that many thousands of
readers may be by them refreshed, quickened, and guided into all truth.


“Our hearts share your joy because the good hand of God has enabled you
to erect and open free from debt the New Buildings for the Pastors’
College. Our desire for you is that for many years you may be permitted to
train up there a goodly band of preachers, who shall faithfully maintain
those truths which you have so eloquently preached to us. The conjunction
of these three striking events in your life has led us thus to address you in
this testimonial.


“We commend you and your many works of faith to the great Head of the
Church, and assure you that we esteem it a priceless privilege to follow in
your steps, to listen to your ministrations, and cooperate with you in all
your services for God.


“May all grace be yours to sustain you in your afflictions, to prosper you in
all your labors, and bless you in yore’ person and in your family.


“Praying that in the years to come we may see yet greater things than
these, we are your loving people in the fellowship of the Gospel.


“JAMES A. SPURGEON, Co-Pastor.
“Signed on behalf of the Deacons, WILLIAM OLNEY.
“Signed on behalf of the Elders, JOHN WARD.”


Our friends at home and readers generally may be glad to learn that the
above has been copied in fac simile by the Woodbury process of
photography, and may be had of Mr. E. Marshall, 1, Crown-buildings,
Queen Victoria-street, London, and of Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster, 4,
Paternoster Buildings. When framed this work of art is quite suitable for
any drawing-room, and its execution has already called forth the highest
encomiums of the press. There are three sizes, the smallest corresponding
with the ordinary cabinet album portraits, whilst the middle and the largest
sizes make tolerably large pictures. The prices are one shilling, half-a-
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crown, and four shillings. It should be added that portraits of Mr. C. H.
Spurgeon and Mr. J. A. Spurgeon, taken expressly for the purpose,
embellish the border of the Testimonial. These are not in the original, but
they add interest to the copies.


NOTES.


MRS. SPURGEON has been able to distribute a large number of parcels of
books to ministers whom she knew to be in need. Several friends have sent
sums of money, to these she tenders her sincere thanks. We trust that from
time to time others will do the same. One gentleman has sent a number of
exceedingly good books for the same object. We have on several occasions
in days past received parcels consisting of old magazines and the sweepings
of libraries, and we have concluded that the donors thought we kept a
butter shop; but this friend sent really standard volumes which will, we
trust, be a boon to some poor preacher. This good work of providing
mental food for poor preachers ought never to cease till the incomes of all
ministers are doubled. May “Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book Fund” become a
permanent source of blessing to ministers and churches. Mrs. Spurgeon is
still able to give a copy of “Lectures to my Students” to all poor ministers
who apply to her.


We are now working the College upon an enlarged scale. We have some
ninety-two men, and the weekly payments cause our cash in hand to melt
like snow in the sun. Having received a large sum, and finding that the
dearth of ministers increases, we resolved to refuse none who were
suitable, however great our expenditure might be. We have, however, now
gone very nearly to the end of our tether, for the present expenditure is
very large. Our students are continually going forth to fill vacant pulpits; in
fact, from the camp at the College a line of warriors never ceases to march
forth. Friends, do not forget us in your prayers, for the work is a very
responsible and anxious one. Who is sufficient for these things.?


Mr. Gammon, of our College, has been accepted by the Baptist Mission for
Turk’s Island. Mr. Martin, who has long led the College as its secretary,
has settled over the church which he has gathered in Erith, Kent. We
believe that with God’s blessing Mr. Martin has a life of great usefulness
before him. Mr. A. E. Johnson has also accepted the pastorate of the
church at Mount Zion, Swansea.
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We need an assistant schoolmaster at the Orphanage. A young man who
loves the Lord Jesus, and feels at home in teaching children, might here
find a suitable sphere.


Our friend, Mr. Toiler, at Waterbeech, Cambridgeshire, who always sets
aside an acre of ground for the Orphanage, reports — “ Wheat threshed;
yield poor. Potatoes now being taken up, quality good, but crop light. All
shall be sent in a day or two. This is a bad year, the worst I have ever
known; next year may be the best.” Mr. John Saunders has done the same
as Mr. Teller. but we hope his crop is better. If we had an acre in every
county the yield would probably be an average all round. Cambridgeshire is
well represented, who will see to another county for next year? To support
poor orphans is the business of all-true Christians, and not ours alone. We
trust that without needing to beg our treasury will not be suffered to fail.


The Collectors for the Orphanage are invited to meet Mr. Spurgeon to tea,
at Stockwell, on Friday evening, October 22nd. Views of the Thames will
be exhibited.


Friends in Berkshire and vicinity will please note that through the noble
exertions of the friends of the orphans at Reading a grand bazaar will be
held there, October 12th, 13th, and .14th. Mr. Spurgeon will open the
bazaar at 12 o’clock on Tuesday, and preach on the Wednesday. Very
earnestly do we thank those who have made the effort, and we trust the
result will be such as to gratify them. Reading is the town which beyond
every other, except perhaps Liverpool, has always helped the Stockwell
Orphanage.


Our orphan boys would gladly give a Service of Song for the Orphanage in
any London chapel which may be lent to us. This way of helping us would
burden no one, and yet promote our object greatly. The season for such
things is now beginning, and arrangements should now be made. Mr.
Charlesworth also is ready to lecture for the same object any Tuesday
evening, and he can do it.


August 20. — A most interesting meeting was held at the Tabernacle of
the friends who work with Mr. William Olney, Junior, in Bermondsey. This
earnest company of workers carry on missionary operations in a very
destitute district with very remarkable success. Mr. William Olney, our
beloved deacon, was present, but we regret to add that his health is not
improved, and he is not fitted for any public service. O that the Lord would
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restore him to us. Meanwhile we rejoice that his son follows so diligently in
his father’s footsteps.


September 16. — Our beloved brother, Mr. Orsman, baptized at the
Tabernacle twenty-one persons, whom the Lord has lately called by grace,
out of the region of Golden Lane. These are only a part of a larger band
who are yet to come. Our readers know something of this mission among
the costermongers and the poorest of the poor. Glory be to God, it is not
in vain.


Sept. 17. — Mr. C. H. Spurgeon presided at a meeting of the Tabernacle
Evangelists’ Society, and was delighted to hear of the zealous efforts of the
brethren and sisters in street preaching and the holding of cottage
meetings. Our people are alive, and the neighborhood is made to hear the
gospel of Jesus.


The meeting of the Baptist Union commences at Plymouth October 4th.
The prayers of believers should ascend to heaven that the gatherings may
be a great means of blessing to the denomination and the town.


Mr. Hampton’s work among the blind goes on admirably in all aspects but
the pecuniary one. The funds have run out, and we have had to make him
an advance. Yet these poor blind people must have the gospel, we are
persuaded it is the Lord’s will, and we are confident he will send the means
for getting them together to hear the word.


The Colportage Association also drags somewhat heavily in money
matters. The Lord has been very gracious to relieve us from all anxiety
upon some parts of our work, but he somewhat tries us as to other
portions of it. Nevertheless, we are sure he will not suffer his own work to
want. God only knows what we have to do, and how tempted we are at
times, but our faith is firm that he will not fail us nor forsake us.


“John Ploughman’s Talk” has now reached to the surprising number of
230,000, and still it goes. John begs us to say that his Sheet Almanac for
1876 is almost ready.


Our usual Penny Illustrated Almanac will be issued in a few days.


Friends making wedding or birthday presents would find our “Interpreter”
in its best dress a suitable gift. It would be a very plain suggestion to a
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newly married couple of the desirableness of having family prayer, and also
a grand help to them in carrying it on.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: August
25th, 22; Sept. 2, 22. By Mr. W. J. Orsman: Sept. 16th, 21.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1875.


IN COURT.


A SERMON BY MR. C. H. SPURGEON.


(SUGGESTED BY HIS BEING SUMMONED TO ATTEND THE
POLICE COURT AS A WITNESS.)


“Ye are my witnesses, saith the LORD. “ — Isaiah 43:10.


It is some time since I have known what it is to be at leisure. One’s time
from morning to night is occupied in different departments of the Master’s
service, and it has been peculiarly troublesome to rue during the last week
to be compelled[to spend many hours in a police court. While sitting on the
bench my text has again and again occurred to me. “Ye are my witnesses,
saith the Lord.”


A great trial is going on, of which all worlds constitute the jury — a great
trial between the powers of evil and the one perfect Lord of good. Slanders
have been vented against the name and majesty of heaven, and plots have
been invented with the intent to overthrow holiness and truth. The whole
fraternity of hell have stirred up their malicious craftiness to defame the
God of heaven and earth. We know which way the suit will be decided, for
we know where the truth lies; but, lo, these many centuries the matter has
been hanging in the balances. Sometimes it has seemed that truth had
gained the day, but at other times the powers of evil have come to the
front. This trial is still proceeding. Satan brings up his witnesses, ready
enough to lie and to establish the teachings of the father of lies; and, on the
other hand, the Lord brings up his witnesses to bear testimony for truth
and righteousness. There are many in this place of whom the text speaketh.


“Ye are my witnesses, saith the Lord.” We are summoned in this great trial
of the ages to stand forward as witnesses for God.
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Very simply, indeed, let us talk of this matter. At the outset we will take
the simple assertion that WE ARE WITNESSES, and inquire what sort of
witnesses we ought to be? I count it no small honor for the good Lord to
call me as a witness in his case. Hence I, for one, am a willing witness. I
need no subpoena to compel me to come forward and bear such witness as
I can for the glory of his great name. Such of you as can cheerfully come
forward for the Lord should attend to the duty of witnesses well. Let us
see what are the main points of that duty.


First, let us be present to witness, in our proper place, at the proper Nine.
I know some Christians who are of a very “retiring” disposition. — I
believe that is their favorite word. I fear truth would say they are cowardly,
and hence they are silent when their witness should be borne. They are
willing enough to bear testimony when thousands are. doing: the same, and
they can shout “Hosanna” when all the streets are ringing with it; but not
so many are prepared to witness for Christ when the hoarse cry of “Crucify
him! crucify him!” is heard on every side. If we are witnesses for God we
are bound to be witnesses to all that we know, but flesh and blood will
suggest to us to be out of the way when unpopular truths are in question.
Certain brethren find it convenient to insist upon quiet portions of the word
of God, and not on truths which might cause them trouble and provoke
discussion. That doctrine which is received already they will affirm,
because all men agree with them, but the very portion of truth which most
needs witnessing is shirked, and even looked down upon with disfavor. Let
us be always in the way when there is a witness wanted to be browbeaten
and abused because he slates unpalatable truth. Never pick and choose in
truth, or in your witness to it; or if you must make a choice, vindicate that
truth most which is most despised. If you happen to be where men are
blaspheming, witness against that blasphemy, calmly but firmly. If you
dwell where error is taught, wait till you have a fair opportunity, and then
stand up for Jesus. I do not say that you are to rush about like a knight-
errant, fighting with everybody; but when there is a demand for a witness
upon any point of truth, be you the man, and witness a good confession for
Jesus your Lord.


Next, if we are witnesses for God, we should not only be in our place, but
we should be willing to speak up when the time comes. No redeemed man
must be in any degree an unwilling witness for his Lord. It is a pity when
truth has to be extracted from us with as much difficulty as a decayed
tooth. That is the best wine which flows most freely from the grape, and
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that is the best testimony which a man bears with cheerful spirit because he
values the truth in his own soul, and would have others prize it too. The
thought that our Lord Jesus was silent for us should prevent our ever being
silent towards him. One word from his mouth in Pilate’s hall would have
broken the spell which bound him to death, but he would not speak it; and
now, if one word from our lip would sign our death-warrant, if it be a
word for truth and Christ, let us speak it and joyfully accept the
consequences God’s true children are never born dumb; therefore speak
out like a true man. What thou knowest, tell What God has taught thee,
teach. What thou hast learned in the closet, proclaim on the housetop; and
what was whispered in thine ear in communion with thy God, blaze it
abroad before all men. Speak up, speak up for Jesus.


It is required of the Lord’s witnesses that they steak the truth, the whole
truth, and nothing but the truth. Every witness in the court is sworn to do
that, and every child of God is bound by the most solemn obligations to his
Lord to do the same. Our God never requires a man to tell a lie for him.
The Jesuits have held the theory that the end sanctifies the means; and so
those — I was going to say diabolical — beings suppose they are
glorifying God when they heap falsehoods pile on pile. One of the chief
qualifications for a priest is to be able to tell a lie without the slightest sign
of blushing; and I must give some of them credit; for great proficiency in
the art. Our Lord would not have us speak falsely for him, or even
suppress the truth, to serve his cause. Occasions may sometimes arise
when you feel — “Well, I don’t know: my friend will be annoyed if I
confess that truth. I will not exactly deny my belief in it, but I will
depreciate it as a small matter of very slender importance.” Thus you will
do evi1 that good may come. Some say to themselves “I am in a false
position, but had I not better remain in it, for it gives me great
opportunities for usefulness. It is true I do. not believe in the teaching of
my church, but may I not still belong to it? Her catechism and ritual do not
represent my views, and there are many persons of an opposite way of
thinking who are very glad to use the very language which I profess to
believe in, and express thereby the most abominable of dogmas: all this is
deplorable, but had I not better put up with it and go on as I am?” My dear
friend, I do not believe that God ever desires any of his people to occupy a
position in which they cannot be strictly truthful; and I do not believe that
he will justify them in retaining such a position. Whether I am useful or not
is not one half so ranch my business as whether: I am faithful and true.
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Equivocation and suppression of truth cannot serve the cause of God. You
are to speak the truth for God. He does not want you in one syllable or
word to speak anything but the truth. And you are to bring out all the truth
as far as the Lord has taught it to you. Do not conceal anything on the
ground of policy. At the same time do not exalt, any one truth out of its
fair proportion. If a man’s portrait had to be drawn it would be a mistake
to paint his nose and nothing else, or to make that organ so large that you
could not see his eyes. Never distort truth. Some doctrines fill up the
background of a picture, but were never meant to stand in the front; still
background, foreground, and every part must be truthful. My Lord will not
call liars to witness for him, for they are detestable in his sight.


Remember, also, that we must be personal witnesses. A witness the other
day got as far as, “And he says to me, says he” — but he was immediately
stopped with the sharp rebuke that it was not evidence, and could not be
listened to. In our courts of law we do not allow of second-hand evidence.
“No,” says the judge, “what did you see yourself, my good man? We want
to know that.” It is so with regard to your witness for God. You must
testify what you have seen and felt for yourselves. It is very easy to read
biographies of good men, and then come forward and talk experience; but.
it is a very wicked thing to do. Let your experience be your own, and your
testimony for God be what you have tasted and handled of his good word.
There is a vast. difference between second-hand spiritual, gossiping
experience and the first — hand personal testing and trying of the promise
and the word of God. You cannot tell what power you will have with
children if you tell them how the Lord dealt with you when you were a
child; and upon the unconverted, if you tell them what you have discovered
of the folly of sinful pleasures, and the emptiness of the world. Nothing is
more useful to a young convert than to tell him how you found the Savior,
and what the Savior has been to you. In dealing with those who are
doubting and desponding, your own trims and your own deliverances win
be the most helpful subjects. Personal experience must furnish you with
personal testimony, and this you must never withhold.


In the matter of witnesses there are great differences between one and
another. Both witnesses may speak the truth, but you would far sooner
believe one than the other, because of the previous character of the
witness. Good lawyers do net count heads, but; they weigh them, and if
they have one man of known position and honesty, and he will assert such
a thing, they scarcely need to support his evidence; whereas, half-a-dozen
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witnesses of rather a shady description will scarcely be able to prove a fact.
In witnessing for God the holier your character the better. It does not do
to say one thing with your mouth and another thing with your hand. Your
witness for Jesus Christ in the school will be spoiled if at home there is no
piety, if in business there is a want of honesty. If your character is doubtful,
you will rather damage than help the good cause. The devil once wanted to
be a witness for Christ; and some of us would have thought it would be a
fine stroke of policy to put the devil into the box, and make him speak the
truth; but the Lord Jesus Christ would not have it. He said, “Hold thy
peace and come out; of him.” Truth did not want any assistance from the
father of lies. I do not invite the ungodly man to be a witness for Jesus
Christ Unto the wicked God saith, “What hast thou to do to declare my
statutes?” Still, if you are a child of God, the weight of your evidence will
be considerably lessened if your character be not pure. For your Lord’s
sake, then, I beseech you, watch your lives and walk according to his
commands. Oh, never let it: be said that Christ was wounded by us — by
us for whom he died — by us who have leaned our heads upon his bosom.
God grant that front first to last we may be mighty witnesses, because our
character is known and read of all men. May the Holy Spirit, who
sanctifieth us, help us in this matter.


One thing more. Every witness should be ready to bear cross-examination.
Oh, how some Christians dislike this. Even as to joining a church, I
frequently hear my brother ministers say that we should make the way into
the church as easy as possible, that we should not question the “dear young
friends,” and a lot of rubbish of that kind. I, on the other hand, believe that
if they cannot give a reason for the hope that is in them, it is time they
should learn; and if they cannot face their own Christian brethren and relate
their experience, it is more their minister’s fault than theirs. I am not going
to gather together a horde of cowardly members, nor excuse any from
declaring what the Lord has done for their souls. There are plenty of
churches where young ladies and gentlemen are taken in because they write
a very pretty little letter, and some friend hopes they are all right, and so
they are received, and thus we are inundated with people who never speak
for Christ, and tremble to call their souls their own. We have tot) much of
this kid-gloved, lavender-watered religion, and for my part I would not
care to march through the world with such a regiment of feather-bed
soldiers. Give me the men who can bear persecution, who are ready to go
into the streets and preach Christ at the corners, and are bold to speak a







362


word for Jesus to anybody they shall meet. We need a race of heroes, of
cowards we have plenty. Dear friends, we must bear to be cross-examined,
for the world will cross-examine us with harsh words, sneers, insinuations,
misrepresentations, and falsehoods. The more outspoken we are the more
of running of the gauntlet we shall have to undergo; but we must be
prepared for it. If our sires, not without blood, passed to their thrones, and
we have not yet resisted unto blood, striving against sin, shall we speak of
Christ with bated breath, or dastardly consent to hold our tongues? “I had
as lief not be as live to be in awe of such a thing as I, myself.” Is a Christian
man to be afraid of man, and conceal his principles for fear he should be
ridiculed? God forbid. Leave shame for those who have no religion, or
have a religion which is of no value. Let us be true witnesses for Christ in
life and death, worthy of the ancestors that went before us, and mindful of
the eyes which rest upon us.


We will now change the strain, and dwell upon the fact that WE HAVE


EVIDENCE TO GIVE. Let us inquire to what matters of fact we are able to
bear witness?


Let us think a little. Supposing us all to be Christians, we cannot all bear
witness to precisely the same facts, because there is a growth of
experience; bat vet there are some facts to which all of us who know the
Lord can bear most positive testimony.


First, we can bear witness to many of the attributes of God, as for instance,
that he is true. We find him stating in his Word that man is fallen…that his
heart is deceitful. Is it so, brethren? What is your witness about yourselves?
If you cannot speak of other people, how do you find it in yourselves?
Truly I must bear painfully decided witness to the depravity of my heart!
When I saw, or thought I saw, the evil of my nature, I was driven to
despair by the sight, and though a sight of Jesus Christ has given me peace,
yet I never can forget how vile my nature is. It only needs that God should
withdraw his grace, and as the floods drowned all the world, so would the
deeps of our depravity drown everything gracious within us. We. know
that God has spoken the truth there, because facts in our own case prove
it. The Lord has promised that whoso believeth in the Lord Jesus Christ
shall have eternal life. We have believed in Jesus Christ; have we found that
new life has been bestowed upon us? Let us speak out. Are we conscious
of possessing a heavenly life? If there is anything true in the world, we are
sure that this is so. Grace has changed us. Eyes have we, with which we
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see the invisible, ears have we with which we hear the eternal. We have
learned to realize the things not seen as yet, our faith is “the, substance of
things hoped for, and the evidence of things not seen.” There is a spirit-life
within us. We cannot describe it. We could net make another man who is
unconscious of such a life know what it is; but that we have it is a certain
fact, and we bear willing witness to it. There are some who ridicule religion
altogether, and have ridiculed this fact among the rest; yet they have no
right to do so. There are many of us Who are as honest and trustworthy as
other people. and almost as sensible. If we were to enter a witness-box our
evidence would not, be questioned: even those who ridicule us would
believe us there, why do they not believe us now? Why they should think it
proven that there is no such thing as a new life, because they have not felt
it, I cannot see. Negative evidence is worthless in such a case. If we bear
testimony that we have felt it, it is fair that they should accept the
testimony, whether they personally know the truth of it or not. At any rate,
let us be very, very plain about it, and say, “Yes, our God was true in what
]he said about our fallen state, and God is true in what he says about the
renewal of the soul by the Holy Ghost through faith in Jesus Christ.”


That God is true will also appear in his answering our prayers, his
delivering us in time of trial, his fulfilling his promises, and in divers other
ways. Whenever any of these occur to us let us stand forth as witnesses
and say, “Surely the Lord is true.”


We ought, also, to bear witness, beloved, to the love of God. We have an
old proverb that everybody should speak as he finds. Speak of the Lord as
you have found hits. I am sure that this is more than I shall ever be able to
do to my own satisfaction. My blessed God! Was there ever any like unto
thee! If the gods of the heathen were gods, yet were they not worthy to be
mentioned in the same day with our blessed God. What love he has
lavished upon some of us! I doubt not that all of you who know the Lord
will echo my words, but I must say that the Lord surprises me every day
with his lovingkindness and his tender mercies, He melts me down by the
fires of his grace. I cannot understand why he is so good to me. If he had
only pardoned his rebellious child, and allowed him to be a scullion in the
royal kitchen, I would have kissed his feet with gratitude; but, behold, he
has said unto me “Thou art no more a servant, but a son, and if a son then
an heir, and a joint heir with Jesus Christ.” If he had only permitted me to
have one glimpse of his love, so as to let my soul know that I was not
utterly lost, I would have praised him to all eternity; instead of which, he
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has made all his goodness pass before me, and proclaimed his glorious
name. As to his tenderness to me in providence, his goodness in
chastening, his gentleness in restoring me, am overwhelmed with it.
Blessed be his name! You may have what master you like, but he is mine
for ever; and you may worship what God you please, but I will have none
but the Lord. You may praise up year beauties as you please, but my
Beloved is altogether lovely.


Again, brethren, we can testify to our Lord’s wisdom, can we not? We
younger folk cannot do it so well as our elders; but my veteran friends here
who are getting into their sixties and seventies delight when they speak of
the wisdom of the Lord. Yon are living proofs that all the ways of the Lord
are wise, for he has overruled all things for your good, and here you are to
praise his name. By-and-by, when life’s journey is more nearly over, we
shall be able to tell to others yet more of that wisdom and prudence
wherein the Lord has abounded towards as. For the present let us testify
what we know.


Beloved friends, we can also bear witness to the immutability of God. Of
course, our span of life is so little at the longest that we cannot bear much
witness to the eternal unchangeableness of Jehovah. Still, take our five-
and-twenty years of Christian experience; or some of you can take your
fifty, has there been any change in your God? We are fickle as the winds
that: blow; but there certainly has been no change in him. He loved us, and
he loves us still; he forgave us, and he forgives us still; he chastened us,
and he chasteneth us still; but he sustained us, and he sustains us still.


Immutable his will;
Tho’ dark may he my frame,


His loving heart is still
Eternally the same.


My soul thro’ teeny changes goes,
His love no variation knows.”


We have proved this by actual trial. Perhaps in the time of trouble we
thought that his love was failing as; but in looking back we confess how
wrong we were. There was as much love in the Lord’s chastenings as in his
caresses, we were as much loved when we were hiding under the shadow
of his wings as when we were reveling in the light of his countenance.
Blessed be his name, he changes not.







365


Now, brethren, besides the things which have a manifest respect to God, in
which we are witnesses to the character of the Most High, there are other
facts to which we testify, and one is this: we can witness to the power of
prayer. As I uttered that last word, my eye caught the glance of a sister
below me whom I will not indicate. She and I knew how we wrestled
together in prayer for a certain sick daughter, and how the Lord heard us,
so that I rose from my knees and said to her, “Go your way you will fled
your daughter recovering when you reach the house.” She knows that she
found it so, and how, since then, in many other ways, God has heard her
prayers. I speak to some with whom prayer is an every-day matter; a
commerce with God which they do not carry on at certain seasons, but all
the year round; and, if you do that, answers to prayer become so usual that
you forget a large proportion of them, and only the more singular abide
upon your memory. If a man tells me. that God does not hear prayer, I
laugh in his face. He might as well tell me that the sun does not shine, or
that twice two do not make four. God hears prayer every day, and every
hour of the day, and I know it, and man might sooner beat nee out of the
belief that I exist than out of this knowledge that God listens to my
requests. Upon this point I do not stand alone, for there are thousands who
will unite in declaring “Verily there is a God that heareth prayer.” When I
hear brethren say how wonderful it is that God has heard prayer, I think it
far more wonderful that they should talk so, for surely it is not surprising
that God should keep his word. No, these are the common places of
genuine Christianity — a prayer-giving God working in the heart, and a
prayer-answering God working both in providence and in grace. Brethren,
never be slow to bear your testimony to a prayer-hearing God.


We are also quite clear upon the efficacy of the gospel. Where the gospel
is truly preached there will be results; and where the gospel is believed it is
the power of God unto salvation. Some here present are witnesses to that.
You have taught a class in the school, and you have seen the boys or girls
converted to God. There are brethren in connection with this church who
have evangelized the lowest parts of London, and they have seen those
regions abound in precious fruit unto God. Others haw. introduced the
gospel to the utterly fallen, and they have seen them reclaimed. The
manhood which appeared extinct has become bright; the womanhood
which seemed to be crushed out has shone like a precious jewel. God’s
gospel has done wonders It is not remarkable that a minister gets skeptical
if he never sees conversions. The proof of the gospel lies in what it does. If
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it does not: save men from sinning, if it does not lift up the fallen, if it does
not; give light and joy to the despairing, then, surely, it lacks the evidences
of its divine mission; for even Jesus Christ himself gave to his own mission
this as the proof — “The deaf hear, the blind see, the lepers are cleansed,
the poor have the gospel preached to them.” If these things be not true
now, we may doubt whether the gospel which we preach be the gospel of
Jesus Christ. But we can bear witness — and, oh, how joyfully we do it! —
that the gospel has not lost its power.


Another point, as God’s witness, we can speak to is the sweetness of near
communion with himself — a theme upon which I hardly dare to trust my
wandering tongue. Oh, brethren, there is nothing like the joy which comes
of high fellowship with God. Mr. Aitken told us the other afternoon that he
would give us a recipe for being miserable; I think his words were — “Be
half-and-half Christians.” He said, “If you are a worldling you will get
some sort of pleasure: you will get the painted bubble, though it will soon
burst, but you will get that; and if you are a genuine, thorough-going
Christian you will get the joy of the Lord; but if you are a sort of neither-
this-nor-the-other you will get nothing.” Have you never seen little boys,
when they go to bathe in the morning, stand up to their knees shivering? Of
course they shiver. The way to get warm is to plunge in head first. Some
professors stand in very shallow water, and they shiver and cry —


“Tis a point I long to know,
Oft it causes anxious thought” —


and so on. Oh, my brother give yourself up wholly to Christ, and the joy of
the Lord will be yours as it is ours. These are some of the things we can
speak of.


Very briefly, in the third place. When a witness is called for one side he is
against the other side: so we also must remember that OUR EVIDENCE


CONDEMNS THE OTHER SIDE.


We are witnesses against sin. Sin comes with a painted face like Jezebel;
but we witness that she is a destroyer and must die. The pleasures of sin
are but a masquerade of misery. Happy they who never drink of the cup
which this siren presents. My God, grant that none of our young friends
may try the pleasures of vice, for they are as deadly hemlock. Those who
have been converted in later life bear very sorrowful witness that sin is
misery, and that the wages of sin is death.
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We bear witness also against self. Many say with the proverb, “Self is the
man” — self will save — self is righteous; but our witness is that self has
no strength to performs his own resolutions, that self is a ragged beggar
When he thinks himself a king — that self is emptiness and vanity, deceit
and death. We bear that witness now, and we always shall have to bear it.


We bear our witness against unbelief. Is there any Christian here who has
ever gained anything by being unbelieving? Has any child of God ever
escaped from trouble by mistrusting the faithfulness of the Lord? No, we
have been losers all round by cur unbelief, but never gainers. Unbelief is a
sorry cheat. Mr. Bunyan says that Incredulity was taken and condemned to
be hanged, but he very rightly says that he broke out of prison, “for he was
a nimble-jack.” The only part of “Pilgrim’s Progress” that I felt inclined to
find fault with was where Mr. Greatheart cut Giant Despair’s head off, for
to my knowledge he is still alive, But Bunyan sets that right by saying in his
rhyme —


“Sin can rebuild his castle, make’t remain,
And make Despair, the giant, live again.”


Oh, that wretched unbelief. Brethren, let your witness against it be clear
and distinct.


Moreover, we bear testimony against Satan, whom we know to be a
deceiver, a liar, and a murderer. Evil is never good, nor dare we give place
to it in order to turn it to useful ends. We must resist the evil one, steadfast
in the faith, and ever witness that he is the deadly foe of the soul, whatever
disguise he may assume.


In closing, let me say that there sure times when our witness is peculiarly
valuable. Do you ask — and when is that? I reply, Your witness will be
precious when others are sinfully silent, if you live in a place where there
are few earnest Christians, and error abounds, be faithful, my brother. Your
light is needed where lamps are few. You need not find fault with others,
for that will not help the matter. If the place is dark, shine the more, if error
prevails hold forth the truth. There is no argument against error equal to
truth, advocated, delighted in, and practiced. Testimony becomes more
precious as it becomes more scarce. You might have held your tongue,
perhaps, had advocates been plentiful; but now that they are so few be
doubly earnest, like your divine Lord, to bear witness to the truth.
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Witnesses become valuable, again, in times of persecution. Have you been
made to suffer for Christ’s sake? Brother, be glad, for “so persecuted they
the prophets that were before you.” If you can be patient, if you can bear
ridicule without resentment, if, being reviled, you do not revile again, you
have a grand opportunity. The world looks on a man under scoffing and
ridicule to observe how he behaves; and if he conducts himself like a
Christian it feels this power, and respects his consistency. Give way a little,
and you will have to give way more, and be despised; but adherence to
principle commands respect. Put your foot down; stand firmly where God
would have you stand, and your testimony will gather value flora the very
ridicule which is poured upon it.


My brethren and sisters, your testimony will be none the less valuable
because you are poor. Nothing does the gospel more honor than the godly
lives of humble Christians. It honors the gospel when a man both wears a
coronet and prays, but how few have done so! The poor man who is
happy, contented, thankful, and trustful is one of God’s nobility, and the
church of God honors him. We rejoice to see such men standing in the
witness-box to declare the lovingkindness of the Lord.


Testimony becomes all the weightier as we grow older. People pay more
attention to the words of experienced men; it is natural and right that they
should do so. As years creep upon us, we ought to be all the more earnest
that our testimony for God should be clear, solid, and frequent. An aged
Christian who has little or nothing to say for his Master is a sad drawback
to young beginners. I very greatly deprecate the example of some who
have been long professors, but who still remain babes in Christ, if they be
in Christ at all. It is a great pity to see the head white with the sunlight of
heaven, and yet so little of heaven in the daily conversation. Rise up, ye
grave and reverend sires, and declare the faithfulness of our God.


Very choice, too, are the testimonies of the sick. It is a great trial when
those whom we love are continually suffering, we wish we could bear their
pains awhile and give them respite: yet no greater blessing can come to a
man’s house than an afflicted child of God. The tried ones go so deep, they
speak so sincerely and so touchingly. There is no nonsense about their
religion. Racking pain very soon drives away illusions; and pretences and
shams do not stand before the solemn reality of continued sickness.
Witnesses in the furnace of affliction are powerful indeed. We hear no
songs in the night till breasts are pierced with the thorn. If there were not
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some who, like the Arab divers, plunge deep into the depths of sorrow, we
should have fewer pearls; but there are such, and their testimonies are
precious. When your turn and mine come to go upstairs awhile, and preach
from our beds, God grant that we may deliver gracious sermons.


Lastly, there is something peculiarly valuable about the testimony of the
dying saint. The Lord might well say to these, “Ye are my witnesses.”
Some of us remember testimonies that we were privileged to gather up
from dying men’s lips, and they have been great strengtheners to our faith.
I remember a brother who used[to walk out to preach in the villages, a man
of very little talent, but with a great heart. I hardly know any word of
witness more powerful than the utterances of his last hours, lie was blinded
by disease, and when he heard a friend’s voice he addressed him thus —


“And when ye see my eyestrings break,
How sweet my minutes roll!


A mortal paleness on my cheek,
But glory in my soul.”


His tones of joy added deep solemnity to his words.


Oh, those sweet testimonies of the dying, how we store them up! Children
talk of Jesus in their last hours as wisely as old men. Mothers and fathers
leave witnesses behind them precious as gems. But I refrain: you and I will
go soon; may grace enable us to expire with a glad witness on our tongues.


Alas, I recollect as I finish that some of you are not witnesses for God, for
you know nothing about him. Remember, if you are not witnesses for God,
you will be prisoners at his bar; and you must either occupy the witness-
box for God, or else take the prisoner’s place, to be tried, cast, and found
guilty. Oh, sinners, I wish you would try our God, whose witnesses we are.
If we had found him untrue, we would tell you. If we had found that Christ
could not save, we would tell you. If we had found that God could not
pardon, we would tell you. If religion made us miserable, we would tell
you, or you would find it out. If God could not be trusted in providence,
and did not hear prayer, we would tell you, for we hope we would not
maintain a lie. But we have no such disclosures to make; we bear our
willing testimony for God. Remember, it is written, “Him that cometh to
me I will in nowise cast out.” Go and test the veracity of that promise, and
God bless you, for Jesus’ sake. Amen.
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MITE OR SPIRIT — WHICH?


WITTY writer, in describing a thoroughly business man, says, “He knows
the world as a mite knows cheese. The mite is born in cheese, lives in
cheese, beholds cheese. If he, thinks at all, his thoughts (which of course
are mitey thoughts) are of cheese. The cheese press, curds, and whey, the
frothy pail, the milkmaid, cow, and pasture, enter not the mite’s
imagination at all. If any one were to ask him, ‘Why cheese? ‘ he would
certainly answer, ‘ .Because cheese ;’ and when he is eaten by mistake, he
tastes so thoroughly of the cheese that the event remains unnoticed, and his
infinitesimal identity becomes absorbed in the general digestion of casein
matter, without comment of consumer.”


Truly this is a photograph of the mere worldling; he is of the earth earthy,
he feeds upon earth like the serpent who was doomed to have dust for his
meat, he accumulates earth, he adds field to field, he thinks and dreams of
the earth, and when he dies, though his body is buried in earth, his all is
gone because he is removed from the only sphere of his joys. We must not
expect wise judgments from him as to heavenly things, for they are far
above and out of his sight. Is he an infidel, or a philosopher of the Tyndall
school, we need not wonder, what more can he be? Alas, poor mite! What
can he know beyond his cheese?


How different is the regenerate man. He lives with a heavenly life, and his
conversation is in heaven. He has borne the image of the earthy, but the
image of the heavenly is now stamped upon him. His nature grows into the
character of his spiritual meat, and his thoughts, desires, and aspirations are
for the things eternal and divine. His whole mind is seasoned and flavored
by that Holy Spirit which dwells in him, and is preparing him to dwell for
ever above. Reader, which are you, the earth-worm, or the new-born
spirit? Search well your heart and see.


TESTIMONIAL TO MR. OLNEY.


THE history of the Olney family forms an interesting chapter in the records
of the church at the Tabernacle. Mr. Thomas Olney, senior, was one of our
earliest and truest friends, and was spared to us until the Tabernacle had
been erected, and the institutions of it set in going order. He was always
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ready to render the moral and material aid at his command, and, in a
thousand ways, proved himself a deacon worthy of the name; indeed he
was a deacon of deacons, as evidently made for it as Moses was made to
lead the children of Israel. He was universally beloved and esteemed, and
Father Olney’s name is still a household word among us. Out of his four
sons, all members of the Tabernacle, one has suddenly fallen asleep since
we commenced this month’s magazine. He was a warm friend of the
Lord’s cause, and was about to have become deacon of the new chapel at
Balham. The surviving members of the family have been true and devoted,
like their father, and Mr. Thomas is the treasurer of the church, but Mr.
William has been the most prominent in spiritual work. At the time we
undertook the pastorate he had been a member of the church for twenty
years, and had proved his worth in connection with the various offices he
had filled, but we believe that the last twenty-two years have out-. stripped
their predecessors.


His piety being of the most pronounced and ardent type, he has been the
pastor’s right-hand man in all things pertaining to the spiritual work of the
church. He has a passion for souls, and when warm in the work of
addressing them, he is one of the most fluent speakers we have ever met
with. In the conduct of evangelistic services and prayer meetings he has
displayed an ability which, had he entered the ministry, would have placed
him in the foremost rank of successful pastors. During the pastor’s
absences on the Continent, he has worked with double energy, and many
have been gathered into the church by special services. Other officers of
the church toil for it with great self-sacrifice, and deserve our warmest
love, but the peculiar gifts of this brother have made him one by himself.
Few men are more widely known or more justly esteemed. The students of
the College have found in him one of their truest friends, and, when settled
in their various spheres, they have been only too glad to secure his services
as chairman or preacher. For some years past he has been impatient of the
restraints of business, and has longed to be set free, to devote his whole
time and talents to the Master’s cause, but the way was not quite clear. A
painful and distressing disease, alas betrayed itself some months ago, and
for the present his more public labors are suspended, and the chamber of
affliction has become his place for glorifying God. The Lord has the
sovereign disposal of his servants, and he doeth all things well, else we
should be utterly cast down by this most grievous loss. As it is, we pray
that it may long be postponed. Should our beloved brother be called away
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after his forty years’ service he will leave a blank which few can fill, but the
record of his life-work will form a history for which the church will be
abundantly grateful.


It was most appropriate that the church should desire an opportunity for
presenting him with a testimonial expressive of their love and esteem. and
should be glad to record their indebtedness to his life and labors. An
address, beautifully engrossed and framed and glazed, was presented on
Monday, September 27th, at a large meeting of the church and
congregation, and is worded as follows :-


To our beloved brother, WILLIAM OLNEY, Senior Deacon of the Church
worshipping at the Metropolitan Tabernacle.


Dear Friend, — We have all of us thanked God for many years for the gifts
and graces with which he has seen fit to endow you, and for that spirit of
love and burning zeal for which you have been distinguished. We are all
sensible of the debt of gratitude which we owe to the Great Head of the
church for raising you up among us, to be the friend and helper of us all,
from the pastor to the youngest member. We all love you heartily and
esteem you very highly for your works’ sake. Therefore we have watched
with deepest sorrow your declining health and severe afflictions, and we
have not ceased to pray for your complete restoration to health, if the Lord
will.


We have groaned in spirit at the very thought of your being taken from us,
and viewed your sickness as a chastisement upon us all. We have not failed
to see that your illness has by no means damped your ardor, but has been
sanctified to the maturing of your piety; and for this very reason we are the
more solicitous that you may recover strength.


Dear Brother, your partial recovery has filled us all with hopeful joy, and
we have made it the opportunity for presenting you with this token of our
pure and fervent affection. You are very precious to us, for we see the
spirit of your Master in you, and we long to have you among us for many
years to come. Long may it be ere our Lord and },{[aster will say to you,
as he will do, “Well done, good and faithful servant.” Peace he to you and
to your beloved household, to which the church has so many ties. May you
live to a green old age, as your honored father did before you, and, with
your beloved brothers, see the good of Zion all your days. In the name of
our Lord Jesus we wish you every blessing.
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Signed on behalf of the whole church at our meeting,


In presenting the testimonial the Pastor paid a hearty tribute to the value of
his beloved friend and coadjutor, but he felt that he dared not attempt to
express a thousandth part of what he felt.


When Mr. Olney rose to reply many in the audience were moved to tears.
The scene was most impressive, and will not soon be forgotten. The
stillness was solemn in the extreme as he proceeded to speak in tremulous
tones. Had he come from the other world to deliver a last message to the
people among whom he had lived and labored, it could not have been more
effective. His reply was as follows : — I most cordially accept your very
handsome present with great gratitude, and warm and earnest thanks. It is
all the more welcome to me as it comes as a testimonial of your Christian
love and affection, and not in any measure as a matter of merit or reward.
In the latter sense it would have been incongruous and out of place, as my
forty years’ connection with this church has left me every year deeper and
deeper in debt to the church — in fact, under obligations which I shall
never be able to repay.


The day of my baptism and joining the church was truly the happiest and
best day of my life, and here I have found ever since then my choicest
companions and dearest friends. In your worship and service I have spent
the happiest hours of my life. Here I have learned the most important
lessons which have been taught me from my youth up, and in the service of
this church I have found the noblest sphere of Christian work, and have
frequently been brought into such close fellowship with another world that
heaven has begun on earth, and my soul has been filled with joy
unspeakable, and full of glory.


In giving myself to the church at fifteen years of age, I was enabled to do
so fully, and became at once from that time a regular attendant on the
Sabbath and week-day services, which I have never ceased to attend
regularly from that time till now. To this I owe much of the joy and peace I
have had in the service of the Lord, and I feel confident there is no means
of sanctification and growth in grace so effectual as an earnest interest in
the welfare of the church to which you belong, and a regular attendance at
all its services. The week-day services have frequently been blessed to my
sours good, even more than I realized on the Sabbath-day, and there is
nothing I more strongly recommend to the younger members of this church
than a regular attendance at the prayer-meetings and week-evening
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lectures. My first post of service for the church was in its Sabbath-school,
and there I labored for twenty years as teacher, secretary, and
superintendent; afterwards I worked for the Lord in leading the singing at
the week-evening services, and since then in the distribution of tracts, the
visitation of the sick, addressing the different classes, and in attending to
the duties of elder and deacon.


It has been my privilege to secure the esteem of the five successive pastors
who have presided over the church during my membership, though to none
of them have I been so indebted as to our present honored and beloved
pastor, whose ministry has been to me, as to many hundreds of thousands,
a constant source of instruction and joy. I might say much more, but I feel
in the present state of my health it is not advisable. I will therefore close by
again thanking you for the testimonial you have given me, by expressing
the earnest wish that this church may greatly prosper in every respect.
Peace be with you, brethren. “Be ye steadfast, unmoveable, always
abounding in the work of the Lord.”


When he had concluded the reading he added a few words expressive of
the peace he had enjoyed during his most painful affliction. Not for one
moment had his confidence in God been shaken, nor had a single cloud
eclipsed the face of his Savior; then, with an emphasis which only such
circumstances could impart, he urged the unconverted to seek the Lord. A
wave of emotion broke over the entire audience, and every soul was
thrilled. In the closing hymn the congregation sang of the confidence which
had been expressed by the beloved friend whom they had met to honor and
commend to the grace of God.


“Safe in the arms of Jesus,
Safe on his gentle breast,


There by his love o’er shadowed,
Sweetly his soul shall rest.”


In the death of Mrs. Bartlett and the illness of Mr. W. Olney the church
and its pastors have sustained two of the heaviest losses which could
possibly have happened to them, but the divine Head of the Church will no
doubt overrule all for good, and out of our midst there will arise others
who will bear the ark of the Lord. After two-and-twenty years of the
Lord’s abounding lovingkindness, it would be shameful to doubt him, and
therefore we are not afraid. Still there is grave cause for constant prayer,
and we ask it of all our friends.
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NOTES.


In answer to many inquiries, we are happy to state that Mrs. Spurgeon is
out of immediate danger, and, although appearances are not implicitly to be
relied upon, she appears to us to be decidedly better, and is certainly freer
from pain. Her physicians believe her to be so much better that we may
safely take our needed holiday in the south. She herself earnestly wishes us
to go, fearing lest there should be two invalids in the house at the same
time. She has ever thought more of her husband’s welfare than her own,
looking at the matter from the highest of all points of view, namely, the
needs of the church of God.


During her extreme illness, the work of distributing books to ministers has
been delayed, but Mrs. Spurgeon has now resumed it. The delight with
which the volumes sent out have been received is a great joy to the poor
invalid, and to us it is a matter of supreme satisfaction. We have met with
brethren who have only four books, and others who have a few more, all of
a worthless character, for hardly one out of the number would be worth
buying for sixpence at a book-stall. There is an absolute famine of books
among poor Baptist ministers, and the work of supplying them is one of
the most needful which Christian charity can undertake. We are feeding the
church when we feed the minister’s mind. God the Holy Spirit must teach
him to profit, but by supplying instructive books we have at least used the
means. So long as funds last Mrs. Spurgeon will continue the distribution,
and it is not supposable that she will be left without the needful money,
while so many of our Masters stewards are increasing in wealth She has
still a number of copies of “Lectures to my Students” to give to any poor
minister who may apply, whether a Baptist or not. Letters to her at
Nightingale Lane, Clap-ham, Surrey, will be speedily attended to.


BAPTIST UNION.


The meetings of the Baptist Union at Plymouth were, we trust, really
profitable all through. We felt ashamed to be so very prominent, for it is
the last thing in our thoughts to wish to be placed in the front; but the
friends would have it so, and we yielded. It is, however, contrary to our
own idea of things wise and proper for one person to occupy so much
space in these meetings, and hence we have frequently staid away
altogether, and propose to do so next time. Let the younger men have
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opportunities of coming forward, and let the preachers and speakers be
selected from as wide a range as possible, consistently with efficiency. We
feel very anxious that the proposed Annuity Fund for Aged Ministers and
their Widows should not fall through. It is a sin and a shame that we, as
Baptists, have not had such a fund long ago, and we ought not now to
permit an hour’s unnecessary delay. We propose that our wealthier friends
should give £100 a year each for five years, or less sums if these are too
large, so as to raise a capital sum of from £20,000 to £50,000. Then if
upon a certain Sabbath all the churches would make a desperate effort, and
put their ministers upon the fund, with all the premiums paid up for life,
this would be a grand commencement. The principle of each minister’s
insuring his own life for an amount which he will receive as a matter of
right is a sound one. To add as much as possible to the amount which will
come to him should be the ambition of all who love the Lord, and desire to
roll away reproach from that portion of the church to which we belong.
Infirm ministers and widows of the Lord’s servants have a claim upon us,
and our Baptist friends must not allow the present project to end in talking
and planning. We can do the work if we only resolve to do it Wanted — a
first-class secretary, and a liberal public. Let the watchword be for all
Baptists throughout the kingdom “ALL AT IT,” for one of the grandest
causes conceivable.


ORPHANAGE.


This month we have had many generous helps, but one of them, for
magnitude, exceeds all others. The good friends at Reading have held a
Bazaar for our Orphanage, and the net result is £1,158! We never dreamed
of such a thing, and can hardly realize it now. This is royal munificence,
surpassing anything done for us by any town in England. We are
overwhelmed by the loving respect which we received personally, and yet
more by this token of interest in our work. We can never sufficiently thank
these noble helpers. Everybody in the town, of every sect, seemed to have
a hand in the work from the mayor down to the artisan. Specially are we
grateful to our beloved friend, Mr. W. Anderson, of King’s Road Chapel,
and certain ladies of his congregation, whom we should like to mention,
but we fear we should grieve rather than please them if we did. We bless
the name of the Lord and take courage. We can now go away to our short
rest without the slightest anxiety on the score of the Orphans.
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Among the contributions of the month some are very pleasant as being
given out of the Lord’s purse by those who regularly devote a portion of
their substance to the Lord, and one is peculiarly so as being part of the
first wages of one of the Orphans.


COLPORTAGE.


Additional Colporteurs have been appointed to the following new districts —


Bacup, Lancashire, a large, densely populated, and manufacturing district.


Countesthorpe, in the neighborhood of Leicester, an agricultural district,
partly supported by the Leicestershire Baptist Association.


Stow on-the Wold, Gloucestershire, being the second district partly
supported by the Oxfordshire Baptist Association.


Hawkhurst, Kent, supported by local subscriptions, forwarded by Mrs. J.
Brine.


We hope that other county associations, in addition to those now
mentioned, and several others affiliated with our Society, will soon take up
this valuable, important, and economical work of Christian colportage.
Wherever fairly tried it gives growing satisfaction; and while mainly aiming
at the counteration of the perils of pernicious literature, our system of
Colportage blends true missionary work with its book-hawking enterprise;
and has been blessed by God to the conversion of many souls. If only the
necessary funds were forthcoming there are many needy districts which
might be worked with good results at once.


Applications for the appointment of men in districts where £40 a year can
be guaranteed may be sent to Mr. W. Cordon Jones, Pastors’ College,
Temple Street, S.E.


COLLEGE.


The venerable Thomas Cooper, without fee or reward, has delivered three
lectures on the Christian Evidences to the students. He was heard with
great enthusiasm. In addition to the good which he accomplishes, it is a
great intellectual treat to listen to “the old man eloquent.”
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Mr. Paxton Hood has commenced a course of lectures to the College upon
“The Defenses of the Old House of Faith.” After their delivery they will
probably see the world in print.


Our friend Mr. Chown has engaged to lecture at the College during our
absence. Mr. Sankey, of our College, has accepted the unanimous
invitation of the church at Ramsey, Hunts. Mr. Ensoll also goes to
Attercliff, near Sheffield, with most hearty welcomes from all concerned.


MISSIONS.


On Monday, Oct. 11, a very happy and hearty meeting was held at the
Tabernacle to bid farewell and God speed to four members of the church
who are going forth among the heathen, and to one brother of another
church who sails with them. Miss Bertha Thorne goes to undertake Zenana
work, and Miss Burnett goes to be married to our brother Mr. Charles
Brown, who is already in the field. Mr. Gammon goes to Turk’s Island,
and was unavoidably absent. These friends go forth in connection with the
Baptist Mission, and there was a grand muster of friends of that society.
The other two missionaries elect were brethren who go forth under the
superintendence of the apostolic Hudson Taylor, to labor among China’s
millions; one of these, as we have said, is from our church. Our Sabbath
School has of late been very fruitful of missionaries, and the College also.
May all this be but as the first gleams of the morning. Four at a time is
hopeful. When shall we see the young warriors go forth by forties for the
Lord Jesus?


Monday, Oct. 17. — The prayer-meeting was rendered doubly interesting
by an address from Mr. Thomas Ness, once our assistant minister, but for a
long time laid aside by ill health. We were all glad to hear his clear and loud
utterance of most suitable exhortation, creating the hope in every heart that
he may long be spared, and may sufficiently recover strength to be able to
preach the gospel frequently, if not constantly.


Our friends at Charles Street, Kenning-ton, have taken down their old
chapel to save it the trouble of tumbling down. Their minister, Mr. Griffin,
is a worthy brother, and they are an earnest people. We commend them
just now to the kindly aid of our friends. The late Mr. Thomas Attwood,
their former pastor, was a choice .spirit, but the church could never grow
in the confined and dilapidated structure in which it worshipped; we are
rejoiced to see the new house in actual course of erection.
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Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle; By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: September
23rd, twenty-three; September 30th, twenty-two.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER, 1875.


SHAM SPIRITUALITY.


BY C. H. SPURGEON,


THE most precious things are the most often counterfeited. It would not
remunerate the forger to imitate farthings, but he drives a profitable
business if he can succeed in issuing bad sovereigns. Spirituality of mind is
one of the golden coins of religious currency, rarely seen by some people,
despised only by those who do not possess it, and valued highly by all right
minded persons. It is not easily attained, but it is very readily imitated:
some have counterfeited it with remarkable success, and others have done
so in a manner too slovenly to deceive any but the most foolish. A certain
order of mimic spirituality which has come in bur way we should like to
drive out of circulation, and therefore we will nail down a couple of
specimens upon our counter.


The first is “the citizen of heaven” who proves his heavenliness by
shirking the duties of his social position, while he takes to himself all its
privileges.


“You really are very hard to deal with, Mr. Brotherton, I cannot meet you
at all to-day. That last farthing in the pound will about pay my commission,
and, as I don’t want to have your name off of the books of our firm, I shall
forfeit my commission on the transaction, and you shall have the goods. At
the same time, I must say, you are the toughest customer in the circle of
my acquaintance.”


“Times are so hard now that, if I did not reduce my expenditure in all
directions, I could not manufacture our class of goods without loss I will
take enough of you to run on with for the next few weeks, and then
perhaps your terms will be more reasonable, and I shall be a buyer.” Some
such words as these closed a very long business conversation between two
Christian men, the one a representative of a London house which supplied
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certain articles necessary to manufacturers, and the other the wealthy
owner of an immense factory, who was well known for his sharpness in
driving a bargain. They knew each other very well, and therefore when the
transaction was so far finished the London traveler observed, “Your town
seems very lively just now with this election.” “Yes, the men of Ibis world
are very eager about such mailers.” “And don’t you take an interest in the
present contest? One of the candidates is a temperance man, and the other
is the nominee of the beer interest. I believe W — to be a thoroughly
conscientious man, a friend of religious equality, a lover of peace, and in all
respects on the side of progress. As for his opponent, he is of the old
school, and would not only conserve every abuse but create a few more if
he could.” “All this is of no interest to me,” said Mr. Brotherton, with that
tone of sanctity which borders on the angelic, “I am no longer a citizen of
this world ; my conversation is in heaven.” This was too much for our
London commercial; he was a genuine Christian, but he was not very
familiar with the canal of certain modern schools, and therefore he would
have been disgusted had it not been that he was too much tickled with a
sense of the ridiculous. “Come, come,” said he, “this is rather too good.
What, Mr. Brotherton, you not a citizen of this world! Ha! Ha! Why, you
beat me down to the very last farthing over that soap, and you are known
to be about as sharp and shrewd a man as any in the country, and yet you
are not a citizen of this world! Man alive, I wish you were not, for then
perhaps there would be a chance of getting a fair profit out of you! I know
what the Scriptures mean by the expression you have quoted, but the way
in which you use it sounds to me very like a joke, or else a lazy excuse for
neglecting your duty.” The traveler had spoken the truth, though Mr.
Brotherton did not care to admit it.


Here was a man of wealth and influence who never hesitated to accept the
services of the police for maintaining order or checking pilfering in his mill,
who owed his commercial prosperity to laws which have emancipated
trade from unequal burdens, and who every day in many ways was
indebted to the rule, order, and conveniences afforded by the Government
under which he lived; and yet, when he was summoned to discharge one of
the duties required of dwellers in a free state, he refused to obey. He was a
citizen so long as it was for his own benefit, but no further. He was willing
to reap, but not to sow. When traveling in foreign countries he claimed the
rights of an Englishman with all the boldness of the Palmerstonian
“Romanus sum”; but at home, when there was something to be done for
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the benefit of his countrymen, he turned tail, and said, “I am no longer a
citizen of this world.” To make money for himself was laudable even in a
citizen of heaven, but to obtain enactments which would promote the
public health and social well-being was inconsistent with his high calling.
Does any man but a brother of the same clique believe that Jesus Christ
would have countenanced such utter meanness as this? Dirt meanness a
friend of mine calls it. If in a literal sense a man has no sort of citizenship
here, let him renounce the privileges of his position as well as forego its
duties; let him decline the benefit of laws which he will not assist in
making, and claim no further share in the liberty which he will not aid in
preserving. In this country every man is not only under the law, but he is
also a part of the lawmaking body — he is a member of the corporate
Caesar by whom our Government is carried on; and it is a blessing that it is
so, a blessing well worth all the struggles which it cost our fathers in ages
gone by. Now, as it is clear that a Christian governor would be wrong in
neglecting his government and allowing bad laws to oppress his subjects,
so every Christian Englishman sins if he neglects his own governing
vocation, and allows his portion of the control to be ill used, or not used at
all. Every vote withheld from the right side is virtually given to the wrong.
Abstinence from voting for truth and righteousness involves the abstaining
person in responsibility for all the wrong which his neglect has tacitly
supported. Nor is this all. If the virtuous dwellers in a country leave its
arrangements to the vicious — and this is what, it will come to if this non-
citizenship idea is to be carried out — then a great measure of the wrong
done by the ruling vicious class will justly be laid at the door of the
virtuous who placed them in power. Can the God of all grace have
intended us to shoulder injustice into office by our spiritual-minded neglect,
to aid and abet oppression by letting it alone, and to retard the advance of
righteousness and truth by passing by on the other side? The conscience of
every intelligent man is capable of deciding this question.


The fact is that a certain class of men love to be quiet, and are ready to sell
their country to the evil one himself so that they may live at ease, and make
no enemies. They have not the manliness to plead for the right, for it might
cost them a customer or a friend, and so they pretend to superior holiness
as a reason for skulking. The glorious truth of the believer’s citizenship in
heaven, which they use as a figleaf to cover the nakedness of their self-
indulgence, does not in reality conceal their shame. Who but an idiot would
plead that because he is a child of God he is no longer the son of his earthly
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father? What wife would urge that because she loves the heavenly
Bridegroom she may, therefore, desert the husband of her youth? What
lunatic would assert that because he wears a robe of righteousness he has
no need to put on garments made by a tailor? Any one of the whole range
of inferences from metaphors is equally as forcible as that which is drawn
from the simile of citizenship, and might as fitly be carried into practice.
The result would not, perhaps, be much worse in any of the eases
suggested above than it would be in the present one if all Christian men
were infatuated by it. Think a moment of England’s past history and the
monstrousness of the ease is clear. Go back a few years. The negro is
enslaved, and only the national will can break his fetters, yet no Christian
man must be returned to Parliament to set him free, for that would be
horrible. No Christian man may go to the hustings to record his vote, for
that would be worldly. Slaves in Jamaica must be flogged to death, and
bought and sold like chattels, till the unchristian and infidel portion of the
population shall commence an agitation for setting them free, for those
who believe in Jesus have nothing to do with it, they are citizens of another
country.


Wilberforce and Clarkson are great sinners to meddle with politics, true
saints leave negroes to bleed and die. Or take another case. Life is trifled
with; men are hanged in batches every week; for petty thefts the gallows
tree is loaded with hideous fruit. At Newgate men die by the score for
minor crimes. Is this legal murder to be continued? Does not every
Christian heart denounce it? Yet ye “citizens of heaven,” ye must not vote
for a humane member of parliament, much less must Ye go to Westminster
yourselves to plead for the precious life. No, let the wretches hang, and be
sent to hell for the matter of that! Anything must be better than the
worldliness which would be involved in the soft and sleek “citizen of
heaven” giving his vote for humanity! These are not fancy cases, but
passages of acknowledged history, and to-day, when vital questions are
still mooted, and great wrongs still remain to be redressed, the principle
which keeps a Christian from quietly exercising his judgment and voting for
right, truth, sobriety, freedom, is a principle opposed to the spirit of Christ,
and cometh not from him who bids every man love his brother. Nothing in
the Scriptures with regard to the higher life may be interpreted to relieve us
from the obligations of our natural existence; these last are not specifically
mentioned in Scripture upon the principle quoted by Paul when he said,
“Doth not nature itself teach you, etc.?” Since it is an apostolic injunction,
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“If thou mayest be free, choose it rather,” it does not need inspiration to
add, “but in choosing to be free you come under certain obligations which
you will be bound to discharge. Attend to them with jealous
conscientiousness.” Nature, common sense, and our natural sense of justice
teach us that.


Enough, however, upon this most egregious sham.


Another equally common and pernicious form of mock spirituality is the
superfinely heavenly-minded creature who never likes to hear about
money or any secular work in connection with religion.


“What a terrible waste of time we had this morning,” said brother Spiritual
to his friend Body. “To think of that number of Christian men spending
pretty nearly two hours in talking about finances! I felt ashamed to be
there and to hear about the poverty of ministers and the hundreds of
pounds wanted for foreign missions, as if everything depended upon the
pounds, shillings, and pence.” “Well,” said Body, “you surprise me. I
thought the address we listened to was one of the best, wisest, and most
timely I have heard for many a day. Like you, I felt ashamed as I heard of
the want of liberality which has caused so much poverty, but I thought it
was high time we were all brought to book, and stirred up to do better. For
my part, I should like to put a good piece of ribs of beef on every poor
minister’s table next Sunday, and I should be glad to pop an extra £20 into
his pocket to rig out his wife and children with new clothes.” Good brother
Spiritual smiled with benign compassion upon Body, who was evidently
carnal, a mere babe in grace, and he mildly replied, “But the secret of all
this mischief is the low state of grace in the churches, and we must begin
by raising the spiritual tone. Once get our members to enjoy the higher life,
and all will be well. Now, if that assembly had spent its time in prayer to
God, instead of planning how to raise money, they would have drawn
down the power from on high, and funds would have come in rightly
enough. I confess it grieves me to have so much precious time wasted with
business.”


Body nodded his head, for he very much agreed with his friend in theory,
though he totally differed from him as to the present practical matter in
hand. He saw that brother Spiritual would get no good from anything he
had to say, and therefore, softly humming a tune, he trotted off, poor
carnal man that he was, to relieve his feelings by giving a five pound note
to a poor minister who, as far as Spiritual was concerned, would probably
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live upon vegetables for a quarter of a century if he waited for the spiritual
tone of the churches to be raised to its proper point. “Ah,” said Body to
himself, “the good man is very right, if the churches were more Christlike
the Lord’s exchequer would be full to overflowing; but then, as they are
not all they ought to be, what is to be done by those who see it and regret
it? Suppose every one of us should just blame the churches and there let
the matter rest, would that mend it? Who and what are the churches but a
company of excellent brethren like Spiritual, and a lot of poor stupids like
Body? Come, then, Body, old fellow, it is just you and Spiritual who want
toning and tuning; what note can you run up to at this time? You are
nothing like so good as you ought to be, and I am afraid even Mr. and Mrs.
Pearsall Smith, good souls as they are, will never make you perfect, but is
that any reason why poor ministers should starve?”


There are many around us of the school represented by Spiritual. They are
ethereal and sublime: some say unearthly and absurd, but that is a
scandalous observation. They have listened to the music of the spheres, and
the tinkling of a collection torments their tympanum. The Lord’s work
ought to be done by faith, and if people had faith there would be none of
these miserable appeals for money. Pew rents they regard as abominable,
every one ought to sit as free as his neighbor, and rather more so. We
should trust in God to pay the charwoman, and the gas bill, and the repairs,
and the other trifles. The minister — well, it is a question if there should be
any, but there can be no question whatever that it would be very advisable
for him to keep a school, or cut hair, or sell fried fish, or sweep chimneys,
or practice as a herbalist, or follow some other respectable calling, so that
he might not be a burden to his brethren. If he must be supported by the
church, the proper way is, according to these superior people, to leave the
matter to his faith, and let him be fed like a dog whenever the dear people
choose to pitch him a bone. The Scripture says, “The laborer is worthy of
his hire;” but as it would be degrading to a pastor to pay him regularly and
fairly, like a hireling, let him be exalted into a more dependent condition,
and live on as slender a diet as a poor relation.


We have known deeply spiritual persons apply to an Orphanage for the
admission of a poor child, but when they have been asked whether they
would subscribe to the institution, they have replied that they could not do
it, for they would by so doing have “fellowship with system,” whatever that
may mean. To obtain the benefit of other people’s charity it seems would
be right, but to contribute yourself would be wrong. The same order of
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sublime beings denounce all total-abstinence societies because the world is
doomed to go to the bad, and it is the duty of Christians to scramble
through it and out of it as speedily as possible: to reform it is no business
of theirs. Societies for promoting education, thrifty habits, and social
happiness, are very proper things to be conducted by unregenerate people,
but saints must, not touch them, nor do a hand’s turn to improve or bless
anybody. Even in the matter of Dorcas societies, or hospital collections,
they are excused; the heavenly citizenship comes in again, and delivers
them from lending their beast, or subscribing their twopences; Samaritans
are good when they attend to such carnal matters, but the true seed of
Israel, whose portion is on high, are bound to abstain from such
worldliness.


We have known a very spiritual body so abstracted from all sublunary
things, as to forget to drop in the threepenny bit which had been carefully
selected for the collection, and somehow we have thought more highly of
the poor dame who pinched herself all the week in little dainties that she
might in her quiet way give her shilling to the offering. The “Be ye
warmed, be ye filled” gentlemen and ladies are, as a rule, very heavenly-
minded in their own esteem, but we question whether the angels are of the
same opinion. They fuss about that wonderful point in the fourth verse of
the fifteenth chapter of this and that, but no ragged school sees them toiling
amidst the filthy and the depraved, no soup kitchen brings down upon them
the blessings of the poor, no maternal society makes babe and mother
happy in the hour of need. They see a starving man and give him — a tract!
}{is consumptive wife, whose bones may be seen through her skin,
receives — an orthodox leaflet. What more can they expect from those
pure spirits whose fellowship with flesh and blood is over, and who only
linger here to let admiring people learn what heaven must be, where such
shining ones are to be seen in every street.


We do not like to be uncharitable, but we think our nose detects the
faintest possible smell of hypocrisy in all this. Is it so? or are we mistaken?
When a man’s view of life is always taken from the penurious side, is he
after all the model of a Christian? Is the most miserly mode of worship, the
most beggarly method of supporting Christian ordinances, quite sure to be
the Scriptural one? When a man’s grace moves his tongue but never opens
his hand it can hardly be a very real and powerful force. The truth is we do
not believe in the gaseous state of mind which makes men soar aloft among
the clouds, but leaves to others such practical duties as the helping of the
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poor, the support .of the minister, the spread of missions, and the teaching
of the Arab children. We would remind all the super-spiritual of the old
story of the beggar who asked the priest for a sovereign, and being refused
came down to a crown, a shilling, and a farthing, but obtained nothing
whatever. “Ah, then, holy father,” said he, “will you not in your charity
give me your blessing.” “That I will, my son,” replied the reverend
gentleman, “with pleasure; kneel down, and receive it.” The beggar,
however, declined the favor, and went on his way, remarking that if it had
been worth one single farthing it was clear that his reverence would not
have given it away. Never let it come to this, that we dream about heaven
and forget to relieve the needs of earth. To sunder ourselves in sympathy
from our fellow-men is certainly inhuman, and therefore it can hardly be
divine. We are men, and all that concerns men concerns us. We are
Christian men, and therefore all the more pitiful and compassionate, and if’
in addition to all this we have any claim to rank among the highly spiritual
let us prove it by the pro-eminent practicalness of our lives, the generosity
of our gifts, in a word, by the reality of our profession.


THE OLIVE


ONE of the most common and striking objects along the Mediterranean
shore is the olive tree. One rides through gardens, we had almost said
forests of olives. In going southward through France the olive first appears
in a smaller form, and reminds the traveler of a large laurel, or a Kentish
filbert tree trained in the shape of a hollow cup; but as you near the sea
coast and enter upon a warmer atmosphere, it becomes quite a forest tree
for dimensions, and its form is more irregular because it is too large for
training, and is left to its own sweet will. Some of our mountain ashes
remind us of the olive; indeed, many writers place it in the same family as
the ash, The silver gray, the sober green, the emerald drab, — we do not
know what to call it — -the faint hue, of the olive makes us sadly happy,
and happily sad by turns. It is a comfort in winter to see the sun reflected
from its silver leaves as they twinkle in the soft breeze; joy dances in the
heart at; the sight: but in other moods, especially when the sun is gone, the
tree looks almost funereal and faded, as if it wished to be green and could
not, and therefore in despair resolved that its leaves should wither, but they
in their self-will sulkily refused to complete the process.
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The tree has many charms for us, it enables us to imagine the scenery of
the Holy Land, and makes us feel at least a little nearer the theater of Bible
history. We sat down at the foot of a conical hill, which was covered from
base to summit with venerable olives, and we experienced a day-dream of
Gethsemane, so vivid that memory renews it now. Those writhing,
twisting, tortured stems looked to us like an embodied agony. There was
scarce an olive among all we looked upon but what was contorted and
snake-like as to its form; with its trunk divided, its heart laid bare, and its
bark turned inside out, each tree looked as if it had been flayed alive. The
group of trees looked like wrestlers condemned to stand for ever in
attitudes strained and painful. We almost expected to hear some OLEA


AGONISTES groan aloud in harmony with the terrible energy which its
outward form revealed. Laocoon with the serpents about him was not
more pressed and wrung than many a tree appeared to be. Musing on, we
thought we saw what it cost a living thing to fetch oil out of the flinty rock.
That marvel is wrought by the olive, but see what it costs! There are other
rocks out of which the Lord of the olive garden hath fetched both wine and
oil, and at what cost let us consider as best we may. A form more marred
than that of any other of the sons of men reveals the labor of his soul in
producing for us that oil which makes man’s face to shine.


Ever green in all weathers, the olive is not afraid of the wintry blast; it has
not the bright vivid green of deciduous trees, but it modestly wears a color
which it can retain. It is true it saddens the landscape in summer in
comparison with the livelier greens, but then it gladdens it in winter with a
verdure for which we are so grateful that we cannot criticize it. Its beauty,
though not brilliant, is perennial. We remember one who rejoiced in spirit,
but not with the hilarity of earth; his joy, which no man took from him, was
secret, solemn, mysterious, but also unspeakable and full of glory. Such joy
he from amid the olive grove of Gethsemane offers to us if we will drink of
his cup. With the oil of gladness will he anoint us, even as he is anointed
above his fellows, if we also love righteousness and hate wickedness.


If I remember rightly, I think they told me that the only manure they give
the olive is filthy rags. Those worn out woolen rags, which are of no use
for any other purpose, are buried near its roots, and it transmutes them into
oil. I dare not push the parallel, but what I may not dwell upon in words
lies gratefully in my heart.
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The olive tree, when old, renews its youth by means of the branches which
grow out of its roots and trunk. An old olive bears some resemblance to a
pollard willow, with many young shoots from the original stem. It lives by
dying, and flourishes by its own decay. Fit memento of One who, except he
had died, would have remained alone, but who being dead bringeth forth
much fruit: prophecy also of that continuous succession by which the body
of Christ shall live on in perpetual youth.


There is a capital summing up of nearly all our information about the olive
in Maria Calcott’s” Scriptural Herbal,” and as, dear reader, we are resting
now, we will let that fair lady speak to you instead of us.


“With reverence I write of the olive. The olive, symbol of peace and
forgiveness, was the firs[green thing seen by that pure family, whom faith
and hope had led into the ark, when the dread punishment of the
everlasting God rushed in the floods of heaven, and from the broken up
springs of the deep, upon all flesh. F9


“So was the olive a type of that greater mercy and forgiveness, when, in
the fullness of time, the law with all its ceremonial, its feasts under
tabernacles shaded by the olive, and its ever-burning lamps fed with the
consecrated oil of the olive, should have passed away, and the Savior and
Redeemer be born.


“While he condescended to remain on earth, where may we, on so many
important occasions, trace his steps, as on the Mount of Olives? There he
sat when he wept over Jerusalem. In a village of that Mount he
condescended to human friendship, and proved his human nature by
affection and by grief, being moved like as we are. Finally, the garden on
the Mount of Olives witnessed his agony and resignation. There the inward
sacrifice was completed by the words, ‘Father, if it be possible, remove this
cup from me. Nevertheless, not as I will, but as thou wilt.’ And from the
Mount of Olives he visibly ascended to the Father, having gained the
victory over death, and begun the reign of peace on earth, good will
towards man.


“The olive branch brought to Noah by the dove was not only a sign of
peace, but of the recovered fertility of the earth, The olive was to form a
main part of the riches of the land promised to Abraham. Moses and
Joshua tell the people of their inheritance of olive trees, which they had not
planted.
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“The beautiful fable of Jotham tells of the fatness of the olive, whereby
‘they honor God and man.’ The oil of the lamps of the temple, the
anointing oil for the altar and the priests, and the oil of the first-fruits, were
humble offerings in honor of God. The anointing of the kings, by command
of God, was an especial honor to man; and hence one of the Oriental
customs of hospitality was, and still is, to offer to a respected guest oil,
generally perfumed, to anoint his head, after having refreshed him with
water for his feet.


“The prodigious quantities of oil produced in ancient Judea may be
estimated from the number of measures annually sent by Solomon to the
King of Tyre, besides what was required for the home consumption of a
people who used vegetable oil, instead of any animal fat, in cookery; who
consumed little, if any, wax for candles in common domestic life; and,
therefore, depended for artificial light upon the oils procured from seeds
and fruits, of which the olive was the chief.


“It appears, from the epistle to the Romans, f10 that the Jews grafted their
olives, using the stock of the wild olive as an improvement to the fruit.


“In Italy, where the Greek method was probably followed, the olives were
only occasionally grafted; and the olive tree was generally propagated, as it
still is, by removing the suckers, which spring up in abundance annually
from the roots of the old trees, and planting them in fresh soil Thus
managed, the olive soon comes into bearing; and there are few trees which
can compare with it for length of life, and a long succession of productive
seasons.


“Some of the most ancient in the world still grow on the Mount of Olives,
especially in the garden of Gethsemane. Travelers have doubted whether,
as the poor monks who show them say, they are the same under which
Jesus sat. First, they object the age of the trees, and then that Titus cut
down every tree, in order to furnish himself with warlike machines, during
the siege of Jerusalem.


“To the last objection might be answered, that olive wood is little fitted for
such purposes, and that most probably the young trees at any rate would
escape; besides, Titus would hardly have been at the pains to dig up the
large spreading roots of the olives, whose nature it is to fix themselves to
rocks and stones, and which must have had many a hold in the fissures and
rents of the limestone rocks of the Mount of Olives. Though no other trees
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remained, the annual shoots which arose* from those ancient roots may
surely be considered as branches of the very trees, so precious to the
imagination of the Christian pilgrim.


“As to the objection founded on the age of the trees in the garden of
Gethsemane, there are other olive trees which claim an equal date. For
instance, there is at Gericomio, on the mountain road between Tivoli and
Palestrina, an ancient olive tree of large size, which, unless the documents
are purposely falsified, stood as a boundary between two possessions even
before the Christian era, and in the second century was looked upon as
very ancient. That tree produced a large crop annually, even so late as
1820; and may perhaps be still, as it was then, the pride of the
neighborhood.


“Pliny says the Athenians of his time showed an olive tree, which they said
was coeval with the city, and therefore sixteen centuries old; and he
mentions an olive yard, planted by the first of the Scipios, about seven
centuries before he wrote, which was then in vigorous bearing.


“Modern travelers tell us of aged olive trees, near the banks of the Ilyssus,
which probably witnessed the discourses of


‘Divine philosophy,
From heav’n descended to the low-roof’d house


Of Socrates.’


But a wiser than Socrates sat under the trees of :Mount Olivet; and his
precepts, dark at the moment of utterance, but made light by the one great
and pure sacrifice, changed the condition of man, and placed him under the
safeguard of a wisdom to which all human philosophy is but vanity,


‘ Loses discountenanced,
And like folly shows.’


“The oil of Jewry was, in ancient times, as much valued for its excellent
properties in food and medicine, as for its purity and quantity, The leaves
were also used by the ancient surgeons, in the composition of many
plasters and liniments.


“The timber of the olive tree has been in all times esteemed excellent for
furniture and ornamental carving. Homer says the nuptial bed of Ulysses
was of olive wood. The club of Polyphemus was also of olive; and from
that lofty poet, who was a keen observer of nature, whether in the great or
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the minute, we find that the handles of tools for domestic use, as well as
those of warlike weapons, were of the same solid wood. In modern times
the little town of Chiaveri, near Genoa, is famous for its light and elegant
olive wood emirs; and the delicate closeness of the grain renders it fit for
painters’ palettes; the exceeding beauty of which, in the color and veining
of the wood, shows how judiciously it was applied in the temple of
Solomon in the carvings and posts of the doors, as well as in the
foundation for the gold work of the cherubims, within the Holy of Holies.


“At a distance, the olive tree resembles the gray willow in color, though the
hue may be a shade grayer.


“The stems of old trees appear like three or four pollard willows
congregated together; and the grayish-brown bark, showing every here and
there the very white and bleached wood beneath, wherever it has been
exposed to the weather adds to the likeness, but there the resemblance
stops. The olive is ever green; and, instead of catkins, produces bunches of
whitish flowers, succeeded by a fruit about the size of the sloe, which is
more or less abundant, and larger or smaller, according to the soil and the
season. The crop seldom fails; when it does, it appears to be from some
early blight, which makes it shed its flowers prematurely; and this it was
subject to in ancient Judea, as well as in the comparatively neglected
modern olive yard.


“The olive affords a double harvest. The first in or about August; when the
fully ripe fruit drops from the tree upon sheets or mats, spread under it for
the purpose of receiving the rich produce undamaged. The second’ harvest
is about October, or later in hilly places; when the tree is beaten, and the
fruit, as at the first, caught on sheets.”


[We write these lines just as we are leaving for the Riviera. We hope to be
in time to see the poor people still gathering the remnants of the last
picking and gathering up the windfalls, which often lie quite thickly on the
paths by the side of the high-road. The tree seems to devote itself alone to
fruit bearing. Careless of its beauty, it finds its beauty in its fatness. Be it so
with us.]
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NOTES.


ON Monday afternoon, October 25th, the Pastors opened the New Schools
in Richmond Street, East Street, Walworth, to accommodate a mission
connected with the Metropolitan Tabernacle, which has grown out of the
work of Mr. Dunn. Several of the neighboring ministers were kindly
present, and uttered a cheering word. The two rooms, one above the other,
are plain, well ventilated, lofty, and moderately spacious. £300 remained to
he raised before the opening ceremony in Richmond Street; after it the sum
needed was £150. The friends adjourned to the Tabernacle school-room to
tea, a numerous and cheerful hand, all delighted to be engaged in a good
work, and to have a shake of the hand with the pastors. The prayer-
meeting was a mighty one, full of pleading and prevailing: at the close the
pastor quietly said that some £150 more was required to open the new
schools free of debt, that he would give £50 of it, and that he did not mean
to leave the Tabernacle till the other £100 was paid, for he could not
endure to have the Lord’s work in debt. Amid a little joyous excitement
friends came up to the table with offerings large and small; and though the
moneyed friends were most of them absent the sum was soon made up, and
with the singing of the doxology, the host of believers moved on, “a day’s
march nearer home,” joyfully ready for the next enterprise which the Lord
may lay upon them.


Monday, November 1st, was another joyful missionary night, for another
member of the church, who is also a student of the College, was publicly
commended to God for work in China. That honored servant of God, Mr’.
Hudson Taylor, was present, and gave a soul-stirring address, and then our
young brother, Mr. Joshua Turner, and two sisters in the Lord, were made
subjects of special prayer, all the people saying Amen as one by one they
were brought before the throne of grace. May the missionary spirit
continue and increase among us, and then the writing of these notes will be
joyful work. It ought also to be said that the senior pastor was very
lovingly prayed for by all, and the petition was expressed many times that
his rest might be of great service to him. It ought also to be noted that in
order to receive into fellowship the numbers coming forward to join the
church it was needful, as of late on several former occasions, to hold a
church-meeting simultaneously with the prayer-meeting, Mr. James
Spurgeon presiding. Thus the sower and reaper are both at work at the
same time. Let God be magnified.
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On Friday, November 5, a great meeting was held at the Tabernacle to bid
farewell to the Pastor, and to aid the College. Five of the students, Mr.
Tooley, Mr. Cummings, Mr. Mackey, Mr. Fitch, and Mr. Josephs,
addressed the meeting with remarkable power. The enthusiasm for the
College which they stirred up among the friends was delightful to witness.
The night was very cheerless out of doors, but within the Tabernacle the
crowd was so great that no one could have supposed that the weather was
bad. The Pastors were both greatly cheered by this loving meeting.


Sabbath, November 7. — Sixty-nine persons were received into Church
fellowship, the gains of another fruitful month. The Lord be praised. Month
by month our number has been increased, and perhaps never more rapidly
than at present. Our care is great, and our examination of candidates very
rigid, but they come none the less, perhaps all the more.


The Special Services, conducted at the Tabernacle by our brethren,
Mayers, Stott, and Sawday, from November 12 to 17, were attended with
such blessed results that it was resolved to continue them throughout the
following week.


The general health of the orphans is remarkably good, and a gracious work
is still bearing fruit. Thinking of our two hundred and forty boys, we are
reminded that Christmas is coming. Will our friends help us to make their
eyes bright and their hearts glad, as in former years?


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — October
21st, twenty-one; October 28th, twenty-five; November 4th, twenty-four.
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THE SWORD AND TROWEL


1876


PREFACE.


GENTLE READER,


THE Preface of our volume is written last, and so is really the It-
conclusion: thus oddly do things happen in this queer world.


There is this advantage in it, that we have the more to look back upon and
to write about in a grateful style. We have now completed twelve volumes,
and very good-looking volumes they are as they stand before us on our
library shelf. Twelve volumes represent twelve years of mercy received, of
work accomplished, of experience gained, and of progress made. “Bless
the Lord, O my soul” is the utterance which presses most importunately
upon our lip. Yes, let it come forth, “Bless the Lord, O my soul!” We
commenced this magazine very tremblingly, for our pen was a very young
goose-quill, but it has held out, and it is not worn to the stump even now.
We meant to do our best, but feared that the cider potentates in the
editorial chair would so far excel us as to snuff us out. Our fears have
vanished, our magazine is yet alive, and lively too, and full of promise of
better things in the future. Fresh subjects are found, though sometimes we
cannot tell where to look for them, and fresh contributors come forward
also to assist our editorial labors when old friends are removed. Our
mercies as pastor, president, and preacher have been many, but those
received as Editor must not be forgotten.


We have aimed at practical usefulness, and it is with much thankfulness
that we remember the many occasions in which philanthropic institutions
have obtained help through articles in these pages: in one case £1,000 was
sent by a reader of The Sword and Trowel, and in many others substantial
donations have been forthcoming. To help unknown friends to do good is
as sweet a pleasure as to receive aid for our own work, and the joy is all
the purer because no trace of selfish alloy can be found therein. -At the
same time it is with equal pleasure that we remember our personal
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obligations to Sword and Trowel readers. The College, Orphanage,
Colportage, Blind Society, and Book Fund owe to them no small measure
of their support; and here, too, our joy has no selfishness in it, for in none
of these works have we the remotest pecuniary reward, we seek only the
glory of God and the good of our fellow men. As for editing this magazine
we have never received a farthing, and it has been from the first a labor of
love, we think we shall in this case also be acquitted of selfishness if we ask
our readers to increase our circulation by commending the magazine to
their friends. If we could have double the present number of readers it
would enable us to do more good without increasing our labor.


We trust that the matter and style of The Sword and Trowel have not
deteriorated, for we have spared no pains, and have read every line
carefully ourselves. We have evidence that some of our readers appreciate
the articles, for we have continual requests to reprint this or that, and had
we always done as requested we fear our printer would have had to tax us
heavily for losses. If our friends knew our labor in a thousand ways, and
our “often infirmities,” they would be very patient with us, ,rid admit that
upon the whole we do very well, considering how much other work lies
upon us.


Dear Reader, are you serving the Lord with all your heart? If not, you are
missing the only way of happiness. Even a religious life is not joyous unless
the Lord be served either by active exertion or by patient endurance,
Unconsecrated strength has about it no power to cheer, no force to
exhilarate. To obtain perfect delight, you must not only have all the
clements of excellence, but you must write HOLINESS UNTO the LORD over
the head of them all. Only that which is God’s is truly ours. We never
ourselves know the sweetness of the ointment in the alabaster box until we
have broken it over the head of our Beloved. To live entirely for the Lord
is to live indeed, all else is mere existing.


Perhaps our reader is not at present capable of such consecration, being as
yet unconverted. The unclean animal could not be offered in sacrifice,
neither can the unrenewed heart be acceptable with the Lord. The raven
cannot be presented in the temple, but the dove can, and there is One who
eau turn the raven to a dove. May this Divine One look upon our
unrenewed friends, and with his glance of love renew, sanctify, and save
them.
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A happy new year to you, courteous reader, and many such, and at the end
of them all may we meet in heaven.


So prays,
Your willing Servant,
C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1876.


WELCOME TO 1876.


As we say farewell to the old year, we cheerfully salute the new. As
penitence drops her tears for the sins of twelve


months gone, faith smiles in expectation of the mercies of twelve months
now begun. We welcome the coming year with cheerful hope. It seems but
an hour or two ago that we did the same to its predecessor, whose death
was knelled by the very peal which announced its successor’s birth. They
will fly — these years, there is no stopping them, even while we speak of
their flight their wings are in full motion: our one sole wisdom is to make
use of them while we have them.


We know what the year 1875 was. It was by no means all we could have
wished. It was a year of considerable religious stir, but on looking back it
appears to us to have been a mere surface motion, and not a deep ground-
swell of grace. Crowds flocked to hear the Word, and professed converts
were many, but the churches of London, at least, have been but slightly
increased, and in some respects the tone of religious feeling has fallen
rather than risen. Under some aspects things look hopeful, but none except
the very sanguine can discover any great remaining results from all the
extra effort of the year. From our point of view, taking London as our
point of outlook, the year which has just gone is disappointing: a year of
revival which did not revive the churches, and of mass meetings which
have left the masses very much as they were. There is one redeeming point,
— the gospel was preached in all simplicity and faithfulness, and be the
results manward what they may, God has been glorified. Yet had a tithe of
what was looked for been obtained, had a hundredth part of what has been
proclaimed with flourish of trumpets turned out to be true, we should have
commenced this new year in very different circumstances from those which
now surround us. What will 1876 be? We reply: it will be what the divine
purpose has ordained; and with equal truth we assert, that it will also be
what the church of God shall resolve to make it. We do not attempt to
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reconcile these two answers, — they are both true, and therefore do agree,
whether we think so or no. In the year 1876 God has not appointed a
blessing; for an idle, prayerless, insensible church: be sure of that. Neither
will he in 1876 use agencies which will east a slur upon the servants whom
he has already sent upon his business, fling discredit upon his church, and
dishearten his persevering and believing people. He will work as he has
always done, in his own way, by the preaching of his gospel, accompanied
by the prayers of his saints. He will neither change the seed nor give us a
harvest without sowing, nor excuse us from breaking up the fallow ground
and ploughing the soil with diligent labor. It is quite clear that nations are
not to be enlightened with a flash, nor cities sensationalized into religion in
a month. We shall have to teach? and teach, and teach, right on. Work
must be done in the vineyard still, bread must be cast on the waters, sowing
with tears must still go on; and the end is not by-and-by. Those enthusiastic
brethren who have had their gas pipes arranged for a general illumination
to celebrate the instantaneous victory of the gospel had better defer the
jubilation, strip to their shirt-sleeves, and take their places among [hose
who bear the burden and heat of the day. They reckoned upon taking all
the fish in Gennesaret at one tremendous haul, but they will do well, once
for all, to abandon the idea, and go on quietly fishing after the manner of
those whom they once despised, because they had toiled all the night and
taken nothing. A little while ago it was beyond all things needful to call off
the minds of men from reliance upon mere organizations and
instrumentality’s, and urge them to look to the Holy Spirit; and now the
pendulum has swung in the opposite direction, and many good people are
looking for results without means, or for a maximum of effect with a
minimum of effort. According to the notions of some, the thousands of
good men who faithfully preach and teach Jesus from Sabbath to Sabbath
may almost as well be gathered to their lathers, for a passing evangelist or
two can accomplish in a few days all that the most laborious ministry can
hope for, and more. Facts have already proved that this is the reverse of
the truth. One soweth and another reapeth, but had there been no sowing
there had been no reaping; and if the tearful sowers come to be
depreciated, the large proportion of tares which certain reapers bring into
the garner may yet prove a chastisement for the wrong done to the faithful
workers.


We earnestly trust that we shall not see during the year upon which we
have entered a repetition of the fanaticism which led so many to claim
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participation in one of the attributes of Deity. “There is none holy as the
Lord,” but we heard many silly women and yet more silly men, talking as if
they were no longer sinners or liable to sin. What was an amiable delusion
will soon become a blasphemous imposition, unless the real Christian
people who have countenanced it will become wiser, and stay the mischief
by clearer statements of their aims and beliefs. If all be true that we have
heard, presumption has received an awful rebuke already, and will receive
more of the like deadly wounds if it be persisted in. It will be an ill day
when our brethren take to bragging and boasting, and call it “testimony to
the higher life.” We trust that holiness will be more than ever the aim of
believers, but not the boastful holiness which has deluded some of the
excellent of the earth into vainglory, and made their firmest friends shudder
for them.


Our motto for the year is, “Be ye steadfast, unmoveable, always abounding
in the work of the Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your labor is not in
vain in the Lord.” We believe in the Holy Ghost. We know that we can do
nothing without his power, and we are also well persuaded that all things
are possible to Him; but judging by his past operations we expect him to
work in us to will and to do of his own good pleasure, and we look to see
the Lord’s work done by earnest hearts and laborious hands. Bound to the
service of God by ten thousand ties, we are not weary of it, neither do we
hope to be released from it by the discovery of some new and quicker
method of extending his kingdom. For us still the daily testimony of the
old, old gospel, the hourly watchfulness for souls, the constant agony and
travail in birth; for our brethren still the gathering of the children and
instructing them in Holy Scripture, the warning of every man, the entreaty
and the prayer for friend and neighbor: these are the modes of service our
fathers followed, and they are ours. With the neck bowed to the yoke, and
the shoulder to the burden, we must make full proof of our love to Jesus.
Let others try the flash and the rush; ours be the steady glow and the
ceaseless march. Neither to-day nor to-morrow shall we bind our brows
with laurel; better far to gird up the loins of our mind and wait upon our
Lord, doing his bidding. Very prosaic and commonplace such conduct may
appear, but it is the only sure and successful method. O for grace to keep
to it throughout the live-long year. Plodding and pleading, working and
waiting, doing over and over the same things, only with more faith in God,
and more singleness of eye to his glory. As the grass on the house-tops
wherewith the mower never fills his arm is the hurried result of eager
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fanaticism; but as the sheaves many and golden which load the wain are the
quiet rewards of patient endurance. We therefore dedicate the year of our
Lord 1876 to perseverance, patience, and prayer.


A FEW PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF MR.
BROCK.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IT will be the duty of abler pens to give details of the life of our deceased
friend, Dr. Brock, of Bloomsbury. We are at this moment in a foreign land,
far away from books, papers, and the possibility of an interview with his
surviving relatives, or we might attempt a more ambitious article, and
venture upon an effort at biography. As it is we must be content to jot
down one or two trifles which our own memory retains, and at this
moment presents to our mind. Our last earthly fellowship with our
departed friend was at the hospitable house of the son of Mr. Horton, of
Devonport. We went down together from the Baptist Union Meeting, to
see the venerable old Baptist pastor of Devonport, and to dine with him. It
was very pleasant to hear the brotherly salutations of the two aged men,
and their joy as they talked together of former times, and the way in which
the Lord had led them. Theirs was certainly not a gloomy view of life, but
one bright with gratitude; they neither regarded the present as inferior to
the past, nor the future as likely to be less happy than the present. Both
viewed matters around them in the clear light of faith, and expressed
themselves with cheerfulness, thankfulness, and hope. Little did we think
that the younger of the two fellow-soldiers would be in heaven so soon.
The loving words with which they endeavored to cheer on their younger
brother, and the gratitude to God which they expressed for his past
usefulness, were wonderfully hearty and fervent, and such as bring tears to
our eyes as we think of them. Aged men are tempted to decry their
successors, or at least to be very chary of encouragement, but it was not so
with these two veterans, who were more generous in their kindly
utterances than it would become us to repeat.


We had heard of Dr. Brock a story of his youth, and we at dinner time
inquired as to its truthfulness, and he replied, “Oh, yes, that’s right
enough.” It seems that John Angell James, of Birmingham, remarked in
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company that the longest sermon he had ever preached was in a town in
Devonshire, where he had held forth for more than two hours, but he
added, “I never could make out how it was, for I had no intention of being
so long; it seemed as if the time would not go, and yet, when I came to
look at my watch, it had gone, and I had actually preached two hours.” Dr.
Brock remarked that he could explain the riddle, for, being a lad at the time
mentioned, and wishing to hear as much as possible of the good divine, he
had taken a key with him, and sitting at the back of the clock had managed
to stop it every now and then, and so decrease the speed of time, and
lengthen the sermon. “Ah, William Brock,” said Mr. James, “you were full
of fun, then, and I fear it is not all gone out of you now. I dare say you
would do the same again if you had the opportunity.” The company were
not a little amused when William Brock replied most decidedly that he
would do nothing of the kind; that the production of a long sermon was.
the act of his youth and inexperience, and that now with the key in his hand
he would be far more likely to put on the hand and cut the sermon We pay
honor to the men concerned in the matter, but chief of all we ascribe glory
to God.


Our deceased friend was above all things genial and warm-hearted. He
looked like a man of war from his youth, but there was no war in his heart;
his face and head of late used to remind us of a weather-beaten old bluff,
but forth from that craggy rock were hurled no bolts of fiery wrath. Many
who heard his bold, decided utterances may have supposed force to have
been his characteristic, but we have not found it so; obstinacy was not in
him, nor any preponderance of the sterner qualities; he was a
companionable man, almost too fearful of offending, and ready at all times
rather to side with you than against you. He must have been a noble
husband and father, he could not have been happy without loving and being
loved. One could see at a glance that everybody in the house studied him
because he studied everybody. He made you feel at home at once, and for a
pleasant and withal gracious hour he was the man above almost all the
choice spirits in the circle of our acquaintance, and they are not a few. We
remember when, being somewhat indisposed, as is, alas, too often our lot,
we went to spend a quiet day or two at a beloved friend’s mansion in
Regent’s Park. We were dining, and Dr. Brock was one of our little
company. Mention was made that the Stockwell Orphanage was building,
and that cash for the builder would be needed in a day or two, but was not
yet in hand. We declared our confidence in God that the need would be
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supplied, and that we should never owe any man a pound for the Lord’s
work. Our friend agreed that in the review of the past such confidence was
natural, and was due to our ever faithful Lord. As we closed the meal a
servant entered with a telegram from bur secretary to the effect that A B,
an unknown donor, had sent £l,000 for the Orphanage. No sooner had we
read the words than the doctor rose from the table and poured out his
utterances of gratitude in the most joyful matter, closing with the
suggestion that the very least thing we could do was to fall upon our knees
at once and magnify the Lord. The prayer and praise which he then poured
out we shall never forget; he seemed a psalmist, while with full heart and
grandeur both of words and sound, singularly suitable to the occasion, he
addressed the ever faithful One. He knew our feebleness at the time, and
while he looked upon the gift of God as a great tenderness to us in our
infirmity, he also seemed to feel such perfect oneness with us in our delight
that he took the duty of expressing it quite out of our hands, and spoke in
our name as well as his own. If a fortune had been left him he could not
have been more delighted than he was at the liberal supply of our wants in
the Lord’s work. We sat and talked together of the goodness of God
around the fire, and our heart was lifted up in the ways of the Lord.
Among the very last things we spoke of together when we last met on
earth was the evening at Mr. Krell’s, and the great goodness of the Lord in
response to our faith. While we write the record our heart wells up with
new gratitude for the choice benefit. Surely if in heaven the saints shall
converse together of the things of earth, this will be one of the subjects
upon which two comrades of twenty years may be expected to commune.


Dr. Brock was a man of no resentments, so far as we can judge. In years
gone by we once came into collision with him upon a matter in which we
had no object but the good of the denomination. We, with — out the
shadow of disrespect to him, felt compelled to say several things which
must have pained him at the time. We counted the cost of our action, and
reckoned among the losses the failure of his friend. ship. We did him no
injustice when we so calculated, for in nine cases out of ten it would have
been so; but we were in error, for the good soul, though evidently
somewhat hurt, took occasion to say, “Don’t you go home with the idea
that I love you any the less. For the most part what you have said was
quite right, and where you were too hard upon me I am sure you honestly
said what you thought, so give me your hand.” The hand was both given
and shaken with hearty affection, and never once did Mr. Brock show the
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slightest sign of lessened love or esteem; on the contrary, from that hour
we were far more intimate than we had ever been before.


It was in Dr. Brock’s parlor that a few brethren met to form the London
Baptist Association; a holy union, which has been of more service to the
ministers united in it than can be easily estimated. Coolness has been
banished, jealousy has been slain, love has been created, and union fostered
by this association. Dr. Brock himself was all the better for taking so
prominent a part in the movement, and he benefited us all thereby.
Together with Dr. Landels, W. G. Lewis, Francis Tucker, and others,
William Brock was a tower of strength to the association. His presence
meant a good meeting. He was generally quite at home among us, and
when in such a condition, it was fine to hear him pile up his massive
sentences, interspersed with playful allusions, and consecrated by a devout
and earnest spirit. His letter to us when he was on one occasion stretched
upon a sick bed was of such a kind that the whole association felt its
power, and the meetings rose to a tone of fervency seldom equaled. He
enjoyed the loving respect of all the London pastors, and consequently his
word was with power. We shall miss his towering stature from among us,
there will be a great gap in our ranks, and it will tax the energies of all of
us completely to fill it. Happily we have in Mr. Chown, his successor at
Bloomsbury, a man of like mind, but our heart still clings to Brock. We
would fain have had Brock and Chown too, but the Lord has appointed
otherwise. It seemed that the good man could not be laid to his rest till he
had looked upon the man who wears his mantle, but Elisha having been
found, Elijah was soon taken up.


Adieu, dear brother, with regrets unbounded! We shall not soon forget
thee, nor would we wish to do so, for, take thee for all in all, we shall not
look upon thy like again. May the Lord multiply in his church the number
of such men as thou wast in thy day: so shall his hosts be led forth to
victory, and his flocks be fed with discretion.


Perhaps the best address that Dr. Brock ever delivered was his charge to
the missionaries at our last Union Meeting at Plymouth. It was grand, nay,
sublime, lie stood aloft upon that rostrum, and spake as a true father in
Israel to the youthful heralds of the cross in words which in no case could
they ever forget, but which now will sound in their ears like a voice from
another world, and call them to valiant deeds, as if an angel spake. We
could not have dreamed that it was our beloved friend’s swan-song, yet
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was it such, and worthy to be such. It was an address so wise, so faithful,
so full of the Spirit of God, that had he known that he should never meet
his brethren again, it was such a valedictory as he might have chosen to
deliver. To us it seemed all it should be, no more, no less. Characteristic,
massive, ornate, rich in words too ponderous for our tongue, and in tones
which would have suited none but himself; but withal homely, hearty,
intense, overwhelming-as nearly perfect as can come of mortal man. It did
our inmost soul good, mainly because of the soul within it, and we shall
ever associate Dr. Brock with missions and union meetings. Can we do
better?


Our denomination has lost a leader, and the church of God at large a
zealous worker. He rests in Abney Park among the honored dead who
cluster around the ashes of the great poet of the sanctuary, not less
honored than they. Poor is our tribute, but it is deeply sincere. We condole
with his bereaved children, but we also congratulate them that he was
spared to finish his work, and left no thread of life’s web unwoven, nor
tangle to be undone. Resting in the grace of God through the atoning
blood, he has proved the truth and the glory of the gospel, which it was his
joy to preach. We follow. Brother in Immanuel’s land, we salute thee in
parting from thee. Au revoir.


FAITH IN THE BLESSED GOD BY REV WILLIAM TAIT, A. N.
WHITAKER AND CO., AVE MARIA LANE.


A Very readable book, and far above the average pulpit productions of
clergymen. We agree with the author that it is blood-shedding unto death
that makes atonement. We hold Canon Liddon to be utterly wrong if he
seeks, to maintain that “one sigh from the Redeemer’s heart, one lash on
his sacred person, would have redeemed a world.” It is the dignity of the
person, not the amount of the suffering, which is most to be regarded; yet
the victim must die, or no sacrifice able to remove the demerit of sin has
been offered, and no atonement such as the violated law of God requires.
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YANIM; OR, THE BIBLE WINE QUESTION: TESTIMONY OF
SCRIPTURE, OF THE RABBIS, AND OF BIBLE LANDS


AGAINST RECENT SACRAMENTARIAN INNOVATIONS BY
PROFESSORS WATTS, WALLACE, AND MURPHY, BELFAST;
AND REV. WILLIAM WRIGHT, B.A., DAMASCUS..EDITED BY


PROFESSOR WATTS. BELFAST: WILLIAM MULLAN. 6D.


Tatar ministers whose churches are tormented by the unfermented wine
question will here find much help in keeping to the old paths. The
document signed by Dr. Thomson of” The Land and the Book,” and by
others of the more eminent missionaries in Syria and the Holy Land, ought
to settle the question for ever. They bear witness that they have never met
with unfermented wine in the East, nor are there any records, or traditions,
that such wine was ever known there. The fact is — there is not, and there
never was, and never can be such a thing as unfermented wine, though it
suits some men to call their messes by that name. At the same time it
should be observed that much which is called wine in this country is not
worthy of the name, and it is a shame to remember our Lord’s death by
drinking such vile decoctions. Let it be really wine, as pure and good as
can be had, and no communicant has then any Scriptural right to object. As
the slightest word on this subject generally brings a flood of angry letters,
we beg to intimate that our columns are not open to discussion, and that
our own mind is made up. We are at one with those temperate temperance
friends who forbear to divide churches, and mar the unity of the saints
upon this point: to them we wish God speed, and we hope ever to
cooperate with them. They have their own sphere of action, and a very
important one it is; and when pursued in subservience to the gospel, for the
noble object of preventing and curing the great and crying sin of
drunkenness, their work is philanthropic in the highest degree; nay, more, it
is Christlike, and tends to benefit the souls as well as the bodies of men. To
make men sober is one thing, to make them quarrelsome is another:: we
are content with the former.


JESUS IN THE MIDST. BY GEORGE CROSS. THOMAS D.
MORRISON, GLASGOW.


THE incident of the nameless and Silent woman who washed our Lord’s
feet with her tears is here dealt with, and we have greatly enjoyed the
perusal of the meditations thereon. The author needs to condense his
words, which dilute as well as express his thought; but the book is one we
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prize, as dealing with a touching and instructive event in a fresh,
thoughtful, and attractive manner.


AN OLD STORY. BY S.C. HALL. VIRTUE, SPALDING, AND CO.,
26, IVY LANE.


A TEMPERANCE tale in verse, and very well told, the illustrations are above
the average, and the matter (if exaggerated) is still, alas, too true: We
heartily bid our temperance friends God speed. If we cannot agree with all
they say, we see so much room for work amidst abounding drunkenness
that we hail with joy all efforts which come to our help in seeking to
remove this curse.


THE BOOK OF PRAISE FOR CHILDREN. H. K. LEWIS, 136,
GOWER STREET, LONDON.


A VERY good collection of children’s hymns. Most of our old friends are
here, and a few new ones. The rank popery of a cross printed on the brow
of the baby in baptism sadly disfigures the book. The only certain effect of
such a superstitious piece of foolery is to make the temper of the child
cross. If that is what is meant, we see force in it.


THOUGHTS FOR HEART AND LIFE. BY


THEODORE L. CUYLER, D.D. Hodder and Houghton.


LIVELY little sketches, which all aim at doing good. There is nothing very
deep or excessively striking, but the tales are prettily told and the pious
observations neatly put. A half hour might be every now and again very
happily whiled away with these “thoughts,” and profit would be sure to
come of it as well as amusement. The story of Old Johnson is too good to
leave unquoted. “Johnson was a Virginia negro, who died in Michigan at
the almost incredible age of one hundred and twenty? He never would have
lasted so long if he had not — like Father Cleveland, of Boston — carried
about him that cheerful heart that doeth good like medicine. One day, when
he was at work in his garden, singing and shouting, his pastor looked over
the fence, and said: ‘Uncle, you seem very happy to-day.’ ‘Yes, massa, I’se
just tinking.’ ‘What are you thinking about?’ ‘ Oh! I’se just tinking’ (and
the tears rolled down his black face) — ‘ I’se tinking dat if de crumbs of
joy dat fall from de Massa’s table in dis world is so good, what will de
great loaf in glory be! I tells ye, sir, dar will be enuf and to spare up dar.’
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Once Mr. F said to him, ‘ Uncle Johnson, why don’t you get into our
meetings once in a while?’ He answered: ‘ Massa, I wants to be dere, but I
can’t ‘have myself.’ ‘You can’t behave?’ ‘Well, massa, ob late years de
flesh is gettin’ weak; and when dey gwin to talk and sing about Jesus, I
‘gins to fill up, and putty soon I has to holler, and den some one ‘ll say
“Carry dat man out the door, he ‘sturbs de meetin.”‘ ‘But you should hold
in till you get home.’ ‘O massa! I can’t hold in. I bust if I don’t holler.’
(Would it not be a blessed thing for some prayer-meet-ings that are now
dying of dignity if they could have such a’ holler’ to wake them out of their
slumber?) This ‘jubilant old negro lived in literal dependence on God.
When a gift was made to him, he received it as if sent to him by Elijah’s
ravens. ‘ When I wants anyting, Ijes asks de Lord, and He is sure to send
it; sometimes afore I’se done askin’, and den sometimes He holds back,
jus’ to see if I trust Him.’ One of the last things remembered of him was
the message he gave to a minister who called to see him, when he was ‘
waitin’ for the chariot ob de Lord.’ ‘ O massa! ‘ said he, ‘if you gets home
afore I do, tell ‘em to keep de table standin,’ for old Johnson is holdin’ on
his way. rse bound to be dere.’”


NOTES


IT will probably interest our readers to know that we were detained several
days at Marseilles by an attack of rheumatism in the foot and hand, but at
last reached Mentone, where the genial sunshine and the kind care of Dr.
Bennet soon restored us, through the divine blessing. We hope to be at
home by Christmas-day, and to be in full work at once. May the Lord send
us a year of great usefulness, and we shall indeed magnify his name.


Friends are requested to note that the various reports of sermons published
in certain new penny papers, unless they are inserted by our authority, must
be viewed as productions ‘for which we are in no measure responsible. We
are shamefully misrepresented, and our meaning wretchedly obscured, by
these pirates. Some of the pretended reports of our sermons are no more
ours than the Sultan’s or the Pope’s. During the excitement caused by
Messrs. Moody and Sankey a swarm of wretched papers sprang up, and
now that their fodder is getting scarce they are preying upon us, without
even so much honesty as a thief would have if he knocked us down; for he
might take away our money, but he would not turn our silver into
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counterfeit coin, and then pass it as our coinage. One editor has the
audacity to tell us that we ought to be. gratified at having our sermons
used to promote the sale of his nonsense. We suppose we ought also to be
grateful for the hideous caricature of our face which so plentifully appears
on notice boards, but we cannot say that we are quite overwhelmed with
that emotion.


We have met, in one of the weekly journals, with a statement about our
receiving sixty Methodist students a year into our classes. We have not the
slightest idea what the statement can mean. We have never said anything of
the kind, nor is it true. We shall not, however,


regret if it turns out to be a prophecy. If :Methodists improve into Baptists
we shall not lament it, but nothing of the sort has occurred as yet, nor do
we expect it. The Church of England has been flirting with the Wesleyans,
but we have done nothing of the kind: we have been too busy seeking the
conversion of the ungodly to have had any time to bait traps for members
of other denominations. At the same time, they will be heartily welcome if
they wish to make a change, especially if they are of the same sort as our
friend Mr. Mark Guy Pearse. We are wondering what next we shall read
about ourselves and our work? The fabrication of silly paragraphs would
seem just now to be a brisk trade.


John Ploughman respectfully intimates that he has published his sheet
Almanac this year. He is quite amazed to read in the newspaper that he has
not done so. Those who doubt it have only to expend a penny with Messrs.
Passmore and Alabaster; or order the almanac of any respectable
bookseller.


On November 26th a church was formed at Wynne Road, Brixton, most of
the members being drafted from the Tabernacle, and Mr. T. L. Edwards,
from the Pastors’ College, elected pastor. A public recognition took place
December 10th. Messrs. David Jones, of Brixton, and B. C. Etheridge, of
Balham, were the chairmen of the respective meetings; and Messrs. Rogers
and Gracey addressed the newly formed church. We expect great things
from our young brother, Mr. Edwards, and hope to see a largo church
flourishing under his ministry.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by J. A. Spurgeon: — October 21st,
twenty-one; 28th, twenty-five: November 4th, twenty-four; December 9th,
twenty.one.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SLEEP.


DR. ALEXANDER was often heard to say in substance as follows:
“Clergymen, authors, teachers, and other persons of reflective habits, lose
much health by losing sleep; and this because they carry their trains of
thought to bed with them. In my earlier years, I greatly injured myself by
studying my sermons in bed. The best thing one can do is, to take care of
the fast half-hour before retiring. Devotion being ended, something should
be done to quiet the strings of the harp, which otherwise would go on to
vibrate. Let me commend to you this maxim, which I somewhere learnt
from Dr. Watts, who says he had it in his boyhood from the lips of Dr.
John Owen: Break the chain of thoughts at bed-time by something at once
serious and agreeable. By all means break the continuity, or sleep will be
vexed, if not even driven away. If you wish to know my method of finding
sleep, it is to turn over the pages of my English Bible without plan, and
without allowing my mind to fasten on any, leaving any place the moment
it ceases to interest me. Some tranquilizing word often becomes a divine
message of peace: ‘ He giveth his beloved sleep.’ “.


LADY BOUNTIFUL’S LEGACY.


ALL last winter, in the sunniest corner of the south window of our especial
sanctum, there stood a common garden flower-pot containing a little plant
which we deemed a marvel of grace and beauty. We had sown some lemon
pips the preceding autumn with a lively hope that one or more of them
might possess the wonderful life-germ, and we were well rewarded for our
confidence. In due time a frail little stem and two of the tiniest leaves that
ever coaxed their way through the dark mold made their appearance, and
from that moment it was watched, and watered, and tended with assiduous
care. So frail at first, and delicate, that a drop of dew would have
overwhelmed it, it nevertheless soon gained courage, the tender stem
strengthened, one by one other and larger leaves unfolded themselves, and
the little plant stood perfect and complete. It was a very little thing, but it
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gave great pleasure; and though some of the younger members of the
household would occasionally ask, with just a suspicion of sarcasm in their
tone, “If there were any lemons yet?” we cherished our little plant even
more lovingly, and thanked God who, with infinite tenderness towards his
suffering children, often deepens and intensifies their enjoyment of daily
mercies, throwing a special charm around their common comforts, and
causing a leaf, a flower, or the song of a bird, to whisper sweet
“comfortable thoughts” in their hearts.


But this winter our Heavenly Father has given us a better plant to care for.
The little tree of the “Book Fund” sprang from as small a beginning as the
lemon plant itself, and we fondly hope it is as surely a creation of the
Lord’s hand. Great was the lovingkindness which brought this plant into
our sick chamber and gave us the loving commission to “dress and keep
it.” With what joy we received the charge, and how happy the work made
us, words fail us to tell; but since the little tree has grown rapidly under the
sunshine of the Lord’s blessing, we thought our friends would be interested
to know how much and what manner of fruit it bears.


At first we intended only to distribute one hundred copies of Mr.
Spurgeon’s “Lectures to my Students,” but we received so many kind
donations from friends who sympathized with our wishes that we soon
became ambitious, and without discontinuing the distribution of “Lectures”
we longed to supply needy ministers with the precious volumes of the
“Treasury of David,” Sermons, etc. This we have been enabled to do, and
the work goes on daily. Without any solicitation friends have sent in £182,
and though our dear Mr. Editor thinks they might not like their names to
be published, yet if he should one day


* The beloved writer, with profound reverence for our editorial authority,
placed this paper in our hand with a great deal of diffidence, and coaxingly
entreated us to alter and amend it, and make it presentable. It is not in our
heart to touch a word of it, we could not improve it, and we do not want
to partake in the honor of it. Every line cost the suffering writer pain, and
gave her joy, and it shall speak for itself. We cannot, dare not alter it.
change his mind they are all ready for him faithfully registered, and would
look very nice in his Sword and Trowel. We keep also a strict debtor and
creditor account, in which said dear Mr. Editor takes great interest, being
quite as delighted as ourselves when any increase to the fund is announced.
Better still, the Lord’s “book of remembrance” is open, and therein
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assuredly the names of all those who aid his toiling servants will be
recorded. We are still prepared to give the “Lectures” to all ministers who
apply direct to us. Up to this date we have sent out five hundred and fifty
“Lectures,” each one with an earnest prayer for God’s blessing, and we
have had many delightful proofs that this has been bestowed. One minister
thus writes —


“I may also say for your encouragement that after I received your copy
(Lectures) Mr. Mayers kindly sent me one which I gave to a poor brother
in a neighboring village, who has not been to our College, and the effect on
his heart has been most blessed; after reading it he went to prayer, like
myself, and next Lord’s-day he and his congregation were in tears.”


The students of Pontypool and Haverfordwest Colleges, and the members
of the East-end Training Institute, were especially anxious to possess the
“Lectures,” and were joyfully supplied, while ministers of all denominations
have eagerly accepted the gift.


As yet, with three or four exceptions, the “Treasury of David” has been
given only to pastors once students of the Pastors’ College, but as our
work prospers we may hope to extend the boon to others also. We have
had the pleasure of giving


49 Entire sets of the “Treasury” (4 vols. each).
121 Volumes of” Treasury” to complete sets.
167 Volumes Sermons to those already possessing “Treasury.’”
100 Volumes of Dr. Fish’s “Handbook of Revivals.”
4 Copies of the “Interpreter,” and a few of Mr. Spurgeon’s lesser works.


How greatly these gifts are needed, and how thoroughly they are
appreciated will be best seen by some extracts from letters which we here
subjoin.


A pastor with a salary of £80 a-year writes thus: —


“Your great gift to me came safely to hand this morning. I cannot
command language that will adequately convey to you the thanks I desire
to offer. You will believe me when I say that the gift, and the way in which
it came to me, thoroughly broke me down, and tears of joy flowed freely.”


“I beg to acknowledge with ten thousand thanks the receipt of the precious
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Treasury of David.’ I have long sighed for these volumes, but they were
out ‘of my reach. I cannot tell you with what delight I receive them.”


“My salary is £60 a-year. I have a wife and family. You will be able to
conceive my feelings (on receiving four vols. of ‘ Treasury ‘) when I tell
you that these are the only new books I have had for three years past.”


“I was not educated at the Pastors’ College, and fear, therefore, that I have
no claim, but if mistaken in this I shall be most thankful for any help of the
kind you may be able to render me. My library is small, and minus several
books which I am daily thirsting to possess, but thirsting in vain, inasmuch
as there are nine of us to subsist upon £100 per annum. It costs so much to
clothe and feed my boys and girls, that I have nothing left for the clothing
and  feeding of my bookshelves. If it is not in your power to assist me, I
will not murmur, for I have become accustomed to disappointment, but
will labor on as hitherto with the Master’s help.”


“A thousand thanks to you, and also to the kind friends who have aided
you. The four vols. of Sermons received safely to-day. They are a splendid
addition to my small library, and will be highly valued and greatly used.”
“Through the long illness of my dear wife . . . I have been unable to add a
single book to my very small stock for the last two years, therefore any
present of a book is most thankfully accepted  May the Lord raise up many
other friends, so that you may be able to help poor ministers yet more and
more.” “The prospect of having a new book seems to put new life into me.
I have often longed to have the “Treasury of David,’ but could not afford
to purchase it. After buying necessary things there is nothing left for buying
books.” “It would have been next to impossible for me to have purchased
them (the volumes of Treasury) at the published price.” “Very heartily do I
thank you for your kindness, it is most opportune. Affliction has been in
my home ever since the first week in this year (1875), and the money that
would have gone for books, will have to go towards paying a ten months’
doctor’s bill.” “I have long desired the whole of the ‘ Treasury of David.’
Mr. Spurgeon gave me the first vol. (which is all I possess), but I had given
up all hope of possessing the remaining volumes. You will understand this
when I tell you I have a wife and five little ones to support, also aged
parents, one of whom is now in his 86th year, and £100 is my only income
to meet all, so that out of it I dare not attempt to buy such a valuable work
as the ‘Treasury.’ “My family has increased very rapidly, while my income
has remained nearly stationary, consequently during the past two years I
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have not been able to buy above three or four books. I have been
compelled to be one of those whom our president addressed in his lecture
to ‘ Workers with slender apparatus.’” Perhaps in dosing this short
statement my dear Mr. Editor would graciously accord me the privilege of
laying aside for a moment that formal and perplexing” we,” and allow me
to say how deeply I am personally indebted to the dear friends who have
furnished me with the means of making others happy. For me there has
been a double blessing. I have been both recipient and donor, and in such a
case as this it is hard to say which is the “more blessed.” My days have
been made indescribably bright and happy by the delightful duties
connected with the work and its little arrangements, and so many loving
messages have come to me in letters, such kind words, such hearty good
wishes, such earnest, fervent prayers have surrounded me that I seem to be
living in an atmosphere of blessing and love, and can truly say with the
psalmist, “my cup runneth over.” So, with a heart full of gratitude to God,
and deep thankfulness to my dear friends, I bid them for the present a
loving farewell.


SUSIE SPURGEON.


MESSRS. MOODY AND SANKEY
IN GREAT BRITIAN


THE avowed object of Mr. Moody in setting foot on our shores was to win
ten thousand ‘souls for Christ; and he landed at Liverpool in the middle of
June, 1873, under somewhat ‘gloomy circumstances, such as would have
damped the zeal of any man whose all-sustaining faith had not borne him
aloft above difficulties and earthly care. Two of his most influential friends
were dead; and of those who were left few expected him, and to judge by
appearances none very particularly wished for his services. Yet, as a
beginning would have to be made somewhere, York — “ cold and dead”
— was the chosen spot. Late at night “he reached the city where very few
had ever heard his name.”


Humanly speaking, a more unpromising starting-point could not have been
selected. The inhabitants of cathedral cities have never been remarkable for
their zeal in the promotion of religious revivals, and this was most
emphatically true of the polite churchgoers whose homes clustered around
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York Minster. Having been used to have everything done in an elegant,
orthodox, ecclesiastical manner, they were the less inclined to tolerate an
invader of their primly-kept parterre, who had only one aim in life, whose
speech was as homely as his illustrations were bold and original, and who,
to crown all other disqualifications, was totally unknown to fame. The
congregation which first welcomed the evangelists was characteristic of the
place and of the times; it assembled “in one of the small rooms of the
Young Men’s Christian Association,” and “eight persons only were in
attendance.” Learn not to despise the day of small things by remembering
that this company of eight was “the first of that long series of revival
meetings which were destined to form an era in the history of England,
Scotland, and Ireland.”


Yet even in aristocratic York an impression of a kind was made before the
allotted month of service had expired; although the clergy looked on with
lofty disdain, while the Dissenters, according to their denominational bias,
timidly shrank from abetting the cause of men who were not of their
school. The common people at any rate soon discovered that strangers of
no ordinary caliber were among them. The earnestness of the visitors was
manifest. The flaming solicitude of the preacher struck numbers with awe,
and Mr. Sankey sang for a purpose. The Bible expositions were thoroughly
original and effective, so


* D. L. Moody and His Work. By W. H. Daniels, A.in., Chicago. With
Portraits and Illustrations. London: Hodder and Stoughton, 1875. that
“people who went to church with no particular religious impressions were
often brought under the influence of the truth.” The harvest at York was
no mean one — many were brought into the Savior’s fold, and both singer
and preacher rejoiced over the spoil.


On taking leave of York to continue the campaign in Sunderland the
outlook was still unpromising. Only one Nonconformist minister held out
his hand to welcome the itinerant gospellers, and this fact immediately
awakened sectarian prejudices which occasioned the main body of the
pastors to keep in the background, if not actually to discountenance the
work in progress “We can never go on in this way. It is easier fighting the
devil than fighting the ministers,” said Mr. Moody. A slight advance was
made when an invitation carne to preach before the Young Men’s Christian
Association; but when this was done, and the meetings were all ablaze in
consequence of the largeness of the blessings poured out upon them, not a
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few influential persons even became embittered against the Young Men’s
Institution because of its connection with scented Calvinistic theology” the
Wesleyans the evangelists. Having would have found reason for .justifying
a determined opposition had not the wise counsel of Dr. Punshon led them
to adopt an opposite course. Pamphlets and flyleaves more or less bitterly
hostile to the American innovators were thickly sown among the crowd.
Some lifted up the warning voice because the entire affair was different
from anything with which they were acquainted; others were offended
because people were converted too fast; and a few insisted that singing the
gospel was a snare and a sham. “Poor Mr. Moody! His soul was among
lions. Even the sweet singing of Mr. Sankey could not calm all the
disturbances which were raised by his vigorous discourses.”


At Newcastle an era of better things was inaugurated. The battle with the
ministers and with prejudices in high places was now virtually over, and
Mr. Moody was master of the situation. One after another the pastors
came forward to wish the work God-speed and to render assistance. The
best people in the town, in common with the lowest, came in crowds to the
preaching services, to the noon prayer-meetings, and to the popular Bible
readings. The searching words of the preacher went abroad far and wide to
hit their mark in most unexpected places. The hardened and the abandoned
were rescued from ruin. Half-and-half professors felt their first love
rekindled; and “More than one minister of the gospel, who found himself
without a satisfactory experience, gave himself to Christ anew, and came
into a joyful sense of pardon and acceptance.” There was one poor soul
who felt that he could not come to Christ because the fetters were about
his soul and Satan was hard upon him. Dr. Lowe read to him the passage
relating to the Pool of Bethesda; but still the inquirer was desponding —
his case clearly resembled that of the impotent folk, but still he could not
for some reason or another lay hold on the Savior: —


“‘You are impotent?’ ‘Yes; I cannot help myself a bit.’ ‘You are blind? you
just now said the devil was throwing dust in your eyes.’ ‘True.’ ‘And you
have had this infirmity as long as thirty-eight years, have you not.


‘Yes; just about that time,’ said the inquirer, ‘Now, hear what Jesus said:
— And when Jesus saw him lying, and knew that he had been a long time
in that case, he said unto him, Wilt thou be made whole?” Now, my friend,
that is just what Christ is saying to you: “Wilt thou be made whole?”‘
Quick as lightning the truth flashed in upon the poor man’s mind. He
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sprang to his feet, shouting, ‘ I am free! Where is Mr. Moody?’ And away
he rushed to find him; threw his arms about him, nearly carrying him off his
feet; seized both his bands, and shook them joyful]y, exclaiming, ‘I am free.
I am free. A number of other towns besides Newcastle, York, and
Sunderland were visited, the most marvelous results following. In the
meantime Scotland was looking on with wonder, and having received
unimpeachable testimony that all was orthodox and straightforward, she
invited the evangelists to Edinburgh.


“What can such a man as! do up there amongst those great Scotch
divines?” said Mr. Moody. The answer came when he really went, and
when the romantic capital of the north was stirred, as she has probably not
been stirred since the Reformation days, when John Knox preached in the
cathedral, and Craig in the Cowgate. What was called” the voracity” of the
evangelist’s faith astonished everybody, while his “use of the Bible was
greatly enjoyed.” The interest felt in the movement by Edinburgh soon
extended to the whole of Scotland; newspapers devoted a large portion of
their space to the daily history of the revivals, while the multitudes who
thronged the meeting places were largely composed of the elite of a city
which calls itself the modern Athens. “In thousands of Christian
households,” we are told, “the deepest interest was felt by parents for their
children, and by masters and mistresses for their servants; and so universal
was this that Dr. Horatius Bonar declares his belief that there was scarcely
a Christian household in all Edinburgh in which there were not one or more
persons converted during this revival.” The voice of slander was raised; so
was also the cry of heresy; the press poured forth its vituperations, and
letters of violent abuse were plentifully received; but still the wave of
revival swept forward. The following affords us an insight into the
character of the work carried on at this time: —


“Edinburgh is a city of wealth and leisure. Large numbers of persons who
have either made or inherited fortunes reside here; and among the very
highest classes of Edinburgh society were found the heartiest admirers of,
and the most enthusiastic workers with, the evangelists from across the
sea. But there are also, in this center of wealth and learning, a good many
educated infidels, who have united themselves into clubs for the purpose of
preaching their unbelief in much the same way as Christians unite in
churches to enjoy the fellowship of faith. Among the notable cases of
conversion was the chairman of one of these infidel clubs. He came to a
meeting, intending not only to ridicule it, but hoping also to raise a
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controversy with Mr. Moody, and thus practically break it up. In this,
however, he was altogether unsuccessful, and would have been thrust out
of the house for his interruption, if the speaker had not interposed in his
behalf. He remained for some time after the congregation were dismissed;
and Mr. Moody, seeing him, inquired if he wanted to be a Christian. He
replied that he did not, and that he had a very poor opinion of Christians. ‘
Would you like to have us pray for you?’ said Mr. Moody. ‘ Oh yes; I have
no objection to your trying your hand on me, if you like; but I think you
will find me a match for you.’ Mr. Moody kneeled down beside the scoffer,
prayed for him earnestly and tenderly, and then left him, promising to pray
for him still further at home. It was not long. before he was brought under
deep conviction of sin, resigned his presidency of the infidel club, and
earnestly and faithfully sought the Savior. At a subsequent meeting in
Edinburgh, out of thirty persons seeking the Lord, seventeen were
members of this infidel club,-one of them its chairman, the successor of him
whose conversion has just been related; and who has since become a
successful evangelist.”


The work in Edinburgh was repeated in many other towns of Scotland
such as Perth, Dundee, Aberdeen, etc., and with similar results, the people
going so far as to tolerate Mr. Sankey’s “unsanctified musical machine.”
The campaign in Ireland which succeeded was still more remarkable when
we take into account the national prejudices of the population. In Dublin
the Great Exhibition building was hired for the meetings as being the only
place in the city capable of accommodating the multitudes who came to
hear. This success of the evangelists in the Emerald Isle was a fine
testimony to the power of the simple gospel; for while no fierce
denunciations of the apostate church were heard from the platform, the
converts came alike from the ranks of Romanists as well as from the
houses of the Protestants. The Romish leaders raised the voice of warning,
but to no purpose; and their machinations were aided by a club of atheists,
who penetrated into the inquiry rooms to endeavor to turn the whole into
controversy. As an illustration of Mr. Moody’s carefulness in minor
matters, it may be mentioned that he took pains to have the vast area
Notes.


Thanks, a thousand thanks, for the noble presents to the Orphanage which
this month we chronicle, which not only gave us a right royal Christmas,
but have cheered, and adorned, and nourished our little troop in many
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ways. Kind donors we thank you heartily. May the Lord be gracious unto
you.


We came home to find some seventy converts waiting to be added to the
church. The Lord had not suffered the good work to flag. During the year
510 were added to the church, 208 went to strengthen or form other
churches, 66 went home to glory, and we have remaining a clear increase
of 136. Our number is now 4,813. We must win for our Lord at least one
soul each Sabbath or our loss by death cannot be made up.


Our Colportage Society now occupies forty-three districts. If we were not
cramped for room we would give the Secretary’s excellent report. New
districts have been taken up at Blyth, Yarm, Reading, Cardiff, and Upper
Broughton. All this is hopeful, but, alas, some stations have to be given up
because local supporters fail, and the Society cannot make up the
deficiency. Presteign is a well worked region, but will have to be
abandoned for lack of £20 a year. The Society does all it can with the
means at its disposal. One of these days it may find more friends; it
deserves to do so.


Several of our students are settling over pastorates. Many churches are
unable to obtain ministers: the harvest truly is plenteous, but the laborers
are few. We hope to have a prosperous year in the College, for we
commence it with most encouraging tokens. The missionary spirit is alive
among us, and we hope to find many recruits for the missionary army
among our men.


Jan. 24. — Our dear friend Mr., Hudson


Taylor, of the China Inland Mission, brought three of his missionaries to
the Tabernacle, and most earnest prayer was presented on their behalf. This
is one of the noblest enterprises now carried on by the Christian Church.
We have an appeal from Mr. Harvey for a medical mission to the Chinese
in Bliamo, where the beloved brethren Stevenson and Soltau have gone.
We are sorry that we could not insert it this month, for it is certainly one of
the most admirable suggestions we have lately seen. We hope our readers
subscribe to “China’s Millions,” and if so they are well posted up. The first
volume of that magazine may be had for one shilling.


The congregation in Gloucester under the pastoral care of our brother John
Bloomfield are about to build schools as a memorial of Robert Raikes. We
wonder this has not been done before. If ever man deserved a memorial, he
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does; and the form which is suggested is such as would have exactly suited
his wishes, had he been alive. Next month we purpose giving an engraving
of the proposed building. Meanwhile Sunday-schools can send on their
help to Rev. John Bloomfield, Gloucester.


The zealous friends in Finehley, under the pastorate of Mr. Chadwick, have
worshipped for some time in a place of the most inconvenient kind, and
have now quite outgrown it: they are very anxious to build a new chapel;
we wish we could give them a large donation, but just now the brook runs
low. We do, however, heartily commend their case to all the Lord’s
stewards.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J.A. Spurgeon: — December
20th, 1875, eighteen. By Rev. V. J. Charles-worth: — -December 30th,
l875, fourteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A SHORT SERMON FOR A WINTER’S EVENING.


MARCH 1876 BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“And the servants and officers stood there, who had made a fire of
coals, for it was cold: and they warmed themselves: and Peter
stood with them, and warmed himself.” — John 18:18.


WE note from this incident that it was a cold night in which our Redeemer
agonized in the garden of Gethsemane See Metropolitan Tabernacle
Pulpit, No. 2,767, “Jesus in Gethsemane.”. A cold night, and yet he
sweat! A cold night, and yet there fell from him, not the sweat of a man
who earns the staff of life; but the sweat of One who was earning life itself.
“His sweat was as it were great drops of blood falling down to the
ground.” No natural heat of the sun, or of a sultry evening, caused this, but
the heat with in his soul distilled those sacred drops. His heart’s throbs
were so mighty that it seemed to empty itself, and his life-floods rushed
with such awful force that the veins, like overfilled rivers, burst their banks,
and covered his blessed person with gory drops. On such a wintry night as
this, while you wrap your garments about you, I would ask you to
remember the olive garden, and the lone Sufferer, all unsheltered, entering
into the dread anguish by which he won our souls from death and hell. The
sharp frost may be a useful monitor to us if it makes us think of him, and
remember that dark, that doleful night, when all the powers of evil met,
and, even unto blood, he strove with them for our sakes.


Now we will take you away from the garden to the high priest’s hall where
the incident occurred which is regarded in the text, and we will make as
good a use as we can of it. I suppose it was a large dark hall in which the
soldiers, and the priests, and the rabble were gathered together. There may
have been a few lamps lighting up the further end, where Christ was with
his judge and his accusers; but the greater part of the hall would have no
other light than the glare of the fire which had been kindled, — a charcoal
fire, around which the band of men who had seized Christ, and the servants
of the high priest, gathered, to keep themselves warm. We are going to
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make five observations upon that, and upon the fact that Peter was
amongst, those who warmed themselves at that fire.


I. The first observation is this. THIS IS A TYPICAL INCIDENT AS TO THE


MOST OF MEN.


Jesus Christ was being tried. Some were very busy about it, being full of
malice and burning with rage; but a great many more were indifferent, and
in the presence of a rejected and maltreated Savior were carelessly
warming their hands. It was not a matter that interested them, they did not
care; whether he escaped or was condemned; it was very cold, and so they
warmed their hands. Now, in a land like this, where Jesus Christ is
preached, it is a sad circumstance that there are individuals who oppose
him and his gospel. There is the infidel, who denies the gospel altogether;
there is the superstitious man, who sets up another way of salvation; and
there is the persecutor, who rages at Christ and his people. Yet these active
enemies are comparatively few; the great bulk of those who hear the gospel
are not open opponents, but like Gallio, care for none of these things. They
know that there is a Christ, and they have some idea of his salvation, but it
does not interest, them, or awaken any sympathy in their minds. “What
shall we eat, and what shall we drink? “ — these are the great questions of
their catechism, but as to who this glorious Sufferer is, and why he died,
and what all the blessings which he bought with his precious blood, none of
these things move them, and they forget, neglect, or despise the great
salvation and the Savior too. They are full of the business of warming their
hands! The death of Jesus may be important to other people, it may
concern ministers, and clergymen, and professors; but it is nothing at all to
them, they have other matters to attend to, and their own comfort is their
main concern. Around that charcoal brazier the servants of the high priest
warmed their hands, and so, in their temporal comforts, or in murmuring at
the lack of them, the most of men spend their lives. To them it is nothing
that Jesus should die; a rise in their wages, a fall in provisions, or a change
in the money market is far more important to them.


If you think of it, this is a very terrible thing. Christ comes into the world
to save men, yet men do not think it worth their while to turn their gaze
upon him. He takes their nature, but his incarnation does not interest them;
he dies that men may not perish, and men care not one whit for his great
love. One tries away to his farm, and another to his merchandise; one has
bought a yoke of oxen, and goes to prove them; and another has married a
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wife, and therefore he cannot come. They are eager for the bread which
perisheth, but they make light of the meat which endureth the life
everlasting; they think much of this world, but nothing of the world to
come. Jesus is over yonder on his trial, and they are waning their hands.


I pray you think this over a few minutes, any of you who have been
indifferent to the great realities of redemption, and see what it is and who it
is that you thus, treat with discourtesy. It is the Son of God, the Redeemer
of men, whom you neglect. Can you imitate those who rattled the dice-box
at the foot of the cross, in utter hardness of heart, though Christ’s blood
was falling upon them as they cast lots upon his vesture? Can you trifle in
the presence of a dying Savior? Can you, did I say? Alas! some have done
so for thirty, forty, fifty, and even sixty years; and unless the almighty grace
of God prevents, they will continue to trifle still, —  to sport, and play, and
seek their own case in the presence of the bleeding Son of God, within
earshot of his dying groans.


See, he dies, and they place his body in the sepulcher; but, on the third day,
according to his promise, he rises again from the dead. That risen Savior is
surrounded by the glory of promises unspeakably precious, for he has risen
for the justification of his people, and as the firstfruits of them that slept,
— the great pledge that all those who sleep in him shall rise as he has risen.
An august mystery, — a mystery which brought angels out of heaven, the
one to sit at the head and the other at the feet, where his body had lain; and
yet men eat, drink, sleep, and wake as if no risen Jesus had been here. In
the presence of the risen Christ many only warm their hands, for it is gold.
The animal has mastered the mental; the body, which is the baser part of
man, and cleaveth to the dust, has subdued the soul, and so the man allows
himself to trifle in the presence of Jesus risen from the dead.


Nor is this all, for he that rose from the dead ascended after forty days. A
cloud received him out of the sight of his disciples, and he rose into the
glory, and now he sitteth at the right hand of the Father, reigning there
head over all principalities and powers, King of kings and Lord of lords.
Men do not generally trifle in the presence of a king; if they have petitions
to present, they put on an air of reverence. In the presence of the Royal
Intercessor, who pleads for us day and night, one would think there would
be some interest excited; but no, the multitude want their hands, and think
nothing of him. In his presence, they forget his redeeming love, neglect his
great salvation, and remain without God and without Christ. This is
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terrible! As I see the worldling, merely caring for his personal comfort
while Christ is in the glory, I marvel, first, at the insolence of the sinner,
and, secondly, at the infinite patience of the Savior.


The Lord Jesus is to come a second time to judge the earth in
righteousness; when he shall appear, no man knoweth, but come he will,
and before him every one of us must stand. If we he alive and remain, we
shall join in that great throng, and if we fall asleep before his coming, we
shall rise from the dead, at the sound of the trumpet which proclaims his
advent, and shall all be judged of the Most High. The hour of his appearing
is not revealed, in order that we may always stand a-tiptoe, expecting it to
be to-day, or to-morrow, for he has said, “Behold, I come quickly.” Oh,
how can you still be money-grubbing, pleasure-seeking, enjoying
yourselves, living only for this world, living to got a competence, living to
be what is called “respectable “, and to feed yourselves like, the beasts of
the field? Have you no thoughts for the Judge, and the day of his coming?
Shall our immortal spirits spend all their energies on these trifling
temporary things in prospect of that great tremendous day, when Christ
with clouds shall come? Surely the solemnities of judgment should
constrain us to think of something nobler than earth and time.


There was no harm in their warming their hands, neither is there any harm
in our attending to the things of this life; indeed, they ought to be seen to,
and seen to with care; but there is something higher,-something nobler and
loftier for us to do than to serve ourselves; and as it was horrible that we
should be so callous in the presence of the suffering Jews, so is the
widespread indifference of sinners a terrible thing. I would to God that the
unthinking portion of those who hear the gospel might be startled out of
their groveling care for the things of this life, and each one of them be led
to ask, “What have I to do with this Jesus of Nazareth? Is his blood
sprinkled upon me? Has he cleansed me from my sin? May I hope for
salvation through him?” Oh, consider ye these things, and give an answer
to your consciences; and God do so with you as you shall think of Christ
your Lord.


II. Secondly, we remark that, FOR A DISCIPLE TO MAKE HIS OWN


COMFORT THE CHIEF THING IN THE PRESENCE OF HIS SUFFERING MASTER


IS MOST INCONSISTENT.


One does not wonder at the high priest’s servants making a fire of coals,
for it was cold — and one is not surprised at their standing to warm their
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hands, for they knew but little, comparatively, of Christ. They had never
tasted of his love, they had never seen his miracles, they had not been
asked to watch with him in the garden of Gethsemane, they had never
heard him say, “Blessed art thou, Simon Bar-jona; for flesh and blood hath
not revealed it unto thee:” the marvel is that Peter should stand there
among them warming his hands. Why did he do so? Not because He was
indifferent to his Master. Let us do him justice; it is plain that he was in a
dreadful state of mind that night. He was so attached to his Master that he
followed him up to the door of the hall, and stopped there till John came
out, and admitted him. He went up to the fire because he thought he must
act as others did, so as to escape suspicion, and as they waned their hands,
he did the same, so as to appear as one of them. It so happened, however,
that the light of the fire shone upon his face, and lit up his countenance, so
that one said, “Thou art one of his disciples.” Then, to get away from
observation, we find Peter passing into another part of the hall, where, I
suppose, it was darker. The people were talking, and Peter must needs
talk, for it was his weakness to do so, and, moreover, he might have been
suspected again had he been silent. Then another remarked, “Thou also art
of Galilee, for thy speech betrayeth thee.” He was discovered again, and so
made for the door, but was known there also. He was all in a tremble. He
did love his Master, weak as his faith was, and therefore he could not leave
him, and yet he was afraid to confess him. He was worried and troubled,
tossed to and fro between a desire to rush forward and do some rash thing
for his Lord and a fear of his own life. He went to the fire, because nobody
would think that a follower of Jesus could warm his hands while his Master
was being despitefully entreated.


You see the gist of my observation, that for a disciple of Christ to make his
own ease and comfort the main thing is most palpably inconsistent with the
Christian character. Ah, dear brethren, our Lord had not where to lay his
head; though he was rich, yet for our sakes he became poor; can it be
consistent for the Christian to make the getting of money the main business
of life? Is such a disciple like his Master? The Master gives up everything,
shall the disciple labor to aggrandize himself?


Some warm their hands, not at the fire of wealth so much as at the fire of
honor. They want approbation, respect, esteem, and they will do anything
to gain it. Conscience is violated, and principle is forgotten, to gain the
approbation of their fellow-men. Whatever happens, they must be
respected and admired. Is this as it should be? Are they really disciples of







426


the Nazarene? Is that their Master, despised and rejected, spit upon and
jeered? Is he their Lord who made himself of no reputation? If so, how can
they court the smiles of men, and sacrifice truth to popularity? What can be
more insistent, — the disciple warming his hands, and the Master enduring
the contradiction of sinners against himself? Dear brethren, every time our
cheek crimsons with shame because of the taunts of the wicked, and we
lower our colors because of the jeers of the godless, we are guilty at heart
of the meanness of seeking to fare better than our Lord. Every time we
check a testimony because it would involve us in censure, every time we
stay from a labor because we covet ease, every time we are impatient at the
suffering which the cross involves, every time we “make provision for the
flesh, to obey the lusts thereof,” every time we seek case where he toiled,
honor where he was put to shame, and luxury where he endured an
ignominious death, we are like Peter amongst the ribald throng, warming
our hands at the fire while our Lord is buffeted and shamefully entreated.
May the Holy Spirit keep us from this!


III. We now come to our third observation. IT IS MUCH BETTER TO BE


COLD THAN TO WARM OURSELVES WERE WE ARE EXPOSED TO


TEMPTATION.


Peter, if he had known it, was better off outside the door than in the hall. I
suppose he had forgotten the Master’s warnings; for if he had thought of
them, he would have said to himself, “Peter, thou hadst better go home.
Did not Jesus, in fact, tell thee to go home, when he said to those who
came to seize him, ‘If ye seek me, let these go their way’?” It would seem
to have been the path of humble obedience to have gone his way, and not
to have pressed into the hall. Though no doubt the motives which led both
Peter and John into the high priest’s house were commendable, Peter’s
position among the soldiers and hangers-on around the fire was extremely
full of peril, and offered no corresponding advantages. Did he not know
that “evil communications corrupt good manners”? Did he not know that
the men who had taken his Lord prisoner were not fit associates for him?
Should he not have felt that, though he might have his hands warmed, he
would be likely to get his heart blackened by mixing with such company?


Brethren, I like to warm my hands; but if I cannot warm them without
burning them, I would rather keep them cold. Many things are in a measure
desirable; but if you cannot obtain them without exposing yourself to the
smut of sin, you had better let them alone. I have known professors far too
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anxious to mix with what is called “good society.” Now, for the most part,
good society, as things are nowadays, is very bad society for a Christian.
The best society in the world for me, I know, is to associate with my
brethren in Christ. Title, rank, and wealth, are a poor compensation for the
lack of true religion. Yet some professors covet the honors of the ungodly
world, and they say, “It is not so much for ourselves, we are advanced in
years; but we want to bring the girls out, and our young men, you know,
our sons must have some society.” Yes, and for the sake of this dangerous
luxury our churches are deprived of successors to godly fathers. Instead of
seeing the younger members of Christian households drafted into our
ranks, we have continually to begin again with new converts from the outer
world. Full often, professors who God prospers in this world so train their
children that they forsake the spiritual worship of God, and turn their backs
on principles for which their forefathers dared to bleed and die. I charge
you, brethren, remember that, if you cannot be admitted into “society”
without concealing your principles, you are far better off without society.
Has not our Lord called us to go without the camp? Are we not warned
against being conformed to this world? Deny yourselves the warm place
around society’s charcoal brazier, for its sulfurous vapor will do you more
harm than the cold.


Some whom I have known have ventured very far upon very dangerous
ground to win the affection of a chosen object. There is no wiser precept in
Holy Scripture than that which commands Christians to marry “only in the
Lord.” It never can conduce to take comfort of any Christian man or
woman to be unequally yoked together with an unbeliever, you had far
better remain in the cold of your bachelor or spinster life than warm your
hands at the fire of unhallowed marriage.


Not a few are tempted by the cleverness of certain literature to defile their
minds with skeptical and even blasphemous writings. Such and such a
“Quarterly” or “Fortnightly” is so very clever that you are regarded as a
Philistine and an ignoramus if you do not read it. Yet, if you do read it, you
are never the better, but very much the worse, for your pains; why then
yield to its more than doubtful influence? Do you pray the better for such
reading? Have you more faith in God after perusing such works? No; but
doubts which would not else have occurred to you are sown in your mind,
difficulties which only exist in ungodly brains are conjured up, and the time
which ought to have been spent in devotion, and in growing in grace, and
in bringing others to Jesus, you waste in battling for the very life of your
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faith, which you have needlessly exposed to assault. I do not believe it to
be essential to roll in a ditch every day for the sake of proving the efficacy
of the clothes brush, neither is it worthwhile to seek out infidel doubts in
order so try our logical powers upon them. Some tell us that we must keep
abreast of the times; but if the times run the wrong way, I see no reason
why we should run with them. Rather let us leave the times, and dwell in
the eternities. If I can be cheered and refreshed by good literature, and be
the better and wiser for it, I am thankful; but if I must, in warming my
hands, defile them with unbelief, I will sooner let them become blue with
cold.


Perhaps, dear friends, our liability to be injured by that which renders us
comfortable is one reason why God does not subject some of his best
people to the trials of prosperity. Have you not sometimes wished that you
were rich? I daresay you have; but perhaps you never will be. You did
prosper once, but it came to an end. Once or twice the prize of wealth
seemed within your reach, others seized it, and you are still working hard,
and earning a bare crust. We do not know what you might have been if you
had been allowed to succeed. In warming your hands you might have
burned them. Many Christians have been impoverished by their wealth, and
brought to inward wretchedness by outward prosperity. You have
flourished best in the soil in which the Lord has kept you; anywhere else
you might have run to seed. Some years since, when the first larch tree was
introduced into England, the person who had brought home the specimen
put it into his hothouse to grow. It did not flourish, and no wonder, for it
delights in a colder atmosphere; the gardener therefore pulled up the
spindly thing by the roots, and threw it upon the dunghill; and there, to
everybody’s surprise, it grew wonderfully. It was created to flourish under
trying circumstances, and perhaps you are of the same order. Learn you the
lesson, and be content to be where you are.


IV. A fourth observation is this, — IF A CHRISTIAN ACTS


INCONSISTENTLY, HE IS PRETTY SURE TO BE FOUND OUT.


Here was Peter warming his hands, and he thought that nobody would
know him, but his face, as we said before, was illuminated by the light of
the fire, and one said, “Surely thou art one of his disciples.” The fire did
not merely warm, but it threw light on him, and showed him up; and so,
when it comes to pass that a Christian gets into association with the
ungodly, and figures with them, his sin will find him out. I have noticed, in
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a very wide, sphere of observation, that bade me may do wrong for years,
and not be discovered, and that hypocrites may contrive to carry on their
hypocrisy half a lifetime without being unmasked; but a true man, a real
child of God, if he shall only do a tenth as much wrong as others, will be
certain to bet detected. Peter tried to look uncommonly comfortable and
calm while at the fire, but he could not do it; he discovered himself by the
twitches of his face, and the very look of him; and when he spoke, as we
have already said, the tones of his voice betrayed him. A Philistine helmet
will not sit well upon an Israelite, he wears it awkwardly, and is known
though in disguise. Ah, Christian man, you had better keep to your own
company; it is of no use for you to try to travel incognito through this
world, for it will detect you. Never go where you will be ashamed to be
seen, for you will be seen. A city set on a hill cannot be hid; a lighted
candle must be seen. A speckled bird will be noticed where no note is taken
of others. Worldlings have lynx eyes with which to spy out erring
professors, and they are sure to publish your faults, for they are sweet
morsels to them. “Report it! Report it!” say they. In vain will you try to
pass yourself off as a stranger to Christ, your speech will betray you, and
the finger of scorn will be justly pointed at you for your inconsistency;
therefore, keep to your own company, and walk not in the way of the
wicked.


V. The fifth point is this, — and you all know it to be true, — IT IS A
GREAT DEAL EASIER TO WARM YOUR HANDS THAN YOUR HEARTS.


A few coals in a brazier suffice to warm Peter’s hands; but even the infinite
love of Jesus did not just then warm his heart. O sirs, what was the scene at
the end of the hill? Was not that enough to set all hearts aglow? It was a
bush that burned with fire, and was not consumed. It was the Son of God
smitten on the mouth, and vilely slandered, and yet bearing it all for love of
us. O sirs, there was a furnace at the other end of the hall, — a furnace of
love divine! If Peter had but looked at his Master’s face, marred with
agony, and seen upon it the mark of his terrible night’s sweat, surely, had
his heart been right, it must have burned within him. One marvels that, with
such a sight before him, — if Peter had been Peter, — if he had only been
true to that true heart of his, he would have braved the malice of the
throng, placed himself side by side with his Lard, and said, “Do to me
whatever you do to him. If you smite him, smite me. Take me, and let me
suffer with him.” If he might not have done that, one would not have
wondered if Peter had sat there and wept till he broke his heart to see his
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Master treated so. But, alas! the sight of his Lord, accused and betrayed,
did not warm Peter’s heart.


My brethren, we sometimes wish that we had actually seen our Lord, but
seeing Christ after the flesh was of small service to Peter. It was when the
Holy Spirit used the glance of Jesus as a special means of grace that Peter’s
heart was thawed, and his eyes dropped with tears of repentance. O Lord
and Master, though a bodily sight of thee would not warm us, if thou
shouldst walk up these aisles, and shouldst show thy pierced hands in this
pulpit; yet, if thy blessed Spirit will come upon us to-night, we shall see
thee by faith, and the sight will make our hearts burn within us, winter
though it be. Come, sacred Spirit, shed abroad the love of Jesus in our
souls, and so shall our love be kindled, and burn vehemently. Grant it
therefore, we pray thee, for thy love’s sake! Amen.


“I’LL PAY”


WHEN men meet together at a tavern or alehouse, upon jovial occasions,
by way of kindness to drink together, then happy is that man, when the
reckoning is brought, that can be rid of his money first. “I’ll pay,” says one;
“I’ll pay,” says another. “You shall not pay a penny,” says a third, “I’ll
pay all,” etc.; and so it grows sometimes very near unto a quarrel, because
one man cannot spend his money before another. Thus in works of worldly
fellowship and merry makings: but come to a work of mercy, how is it
then? Is the money upon the table? Is every man ready to throw down, and
make it a leading case to the rest of the company? No such matter: one
puts it off to another; “Alas, I am in debt,” says one; ,,r have no money
about me,” says another. Then every finger is a thumb, and it is such a
while before anything will be got out, that it would trouble any one to
behold it. Then the question is not, Who shall be first? but, Who shall be
last? A sad thing! that in way of courtesy or indulgence any man should be
thus free; and yet when it comes to a work of mercy, he is thus bound up.
— From an old Sermon. Date 1642.
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NOTES.


Jas. 21. The open-air preachers of London came to the Tabernacle, and
were addressed by C. H. Spurgeon. It was a great joy to have so
intelligent, earnest, and enthusiastic an audience, but it was the reverse of a
pleasure to see he w several of the papers reported our remarks. The
method adopted seems to be to pick out every sentence in which there
appears to be a funny observation, and leave out all the rest. By this means
the utmost absurdity is foisted upon the speaker, and the address itself is
slandered rather than reported. One friend actually writes to upbraid us for
having ridiculed the open-air preachers. He WAS NOT THERE. We did our
best to give a hearty practical word of advice, and we believe we had the
thanks of all present, but it is not a little discouraging to find oneself
caricatured in the papers by persons who are supposed to report you, but
really misrepresent you. Some of the religious papers employ respectable,
educated reporters who give fair resumes of speeches or lectures, but we
shall one of these days be compelled to indicate by name certain penny
ventures which insert reports from men who can scarcely spell, and whose
ignorance is so great that they mistake the most common theological terms
and names. The daily secular papers are usually well-conducted, and so are
some of the older religious journals, but certain of the newer issues are
scandalously managed in the matter of reporting. However, we hope this
will be a great year for open-air preaching, and that in every town, and
village, and hamlet Christ Jesus will be preached to all around. Young men
who read the Sword and Trowel, this is work for you. Lift up your voices
under every green tree, wherever men and women can be got together. Be
at it as soon as the cuckoo has proclaimed the weather to be fit for al
fresco speeches. In the morning sow thy seed, and in the evening withhold
not thy hand.


On Jan. 26th prayer meetings were held in the evening at the houses of
friends connected with the Tabernacle church. Some sixty meetings were
thus commenced at the same hour, and from the letters received there
appears to have been a general manifestation of the spirit of prayer in these
household gatherings. The advantages are many in thus collecting small
companies in private houses: friends are encouraged to pray before others
who would never have done so in large assemblies, and the ice being once
broken, they are prepared to take their turn in public another time; the
members of the church are also brought into personal contact with each
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other where their intercourse need be under no restraint; and the young
people of the families where the prayer meetings are held are led to take an
interest in the proceedings of the church. Many good results have followed
from this way of encouraging church prayer. We print a list of the houses
open, send a student to each, and under direction of the elders the whole
business is a glad and joyful one. Once a quarter would be better than once
a year for these HOUSE PRAYER MEETINGS. We must try it.


On Friday, Jan. 28, the President of the College met the evening classes to
tea, with a meeting afterwards. It was a  bright occasion. Under the earnest
tutor-ship of Messrs. Fergusson and Johnson, with very. efficient officers,
the evening classes have become a strong body. Nearly three hundred
names are on the books, and some two hundred are in regular attendance.
These are all men engaged in business by day who seek to improve their
gifts for the service of God by study in the evening. From this hive come
teachers, preachers, missionaries, and workers of all kinds. Those friends
who help us by sending funds for the College may fitly rejoice with us that
this branch of our work is producing the very best results. With infidel
teachings on all sides, under the name of science, it is no small matter to
cut the ground from under the enemy’s feet by training a band of men in
the Word of God, and in that true science which is full of witness to the
divine presence and power. The evening classes have a loan library of
growing dimensions, and they have already organized various works of
usefulness on their own account. Dear reader, ask the Lord to bless this
work.


The College Conference begins April 3. We entreat the prayers of God’s
people that’ this may be a holy convocation unto the Lord.


The COLPORTAGE works well, but the gold and the silver come in very very
scantily.


The College annual tea meeting came off on Feb. 7, and was a most hearty
gathering. No work ever commanded warmer supporters than the work of
the Pastors’ College. Week by week the Tabernacle friends sustain it (they
gave £1,875 last year), and others from a distance send in aid as it is
required. Just now funds are running out and very small currents are
flowing in, but the balance will hold out for awhile.


Mrs. Spurgeon has been rendered very happy by a number of sums of
money contributed to her Book Fund by several considerate friends, whom
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we are requested to thank; and we do me not only officially but personally.
The article in Last month’s magazine has been remarkably fruitful in
encouraging applications for books. These have come in thick and
threefold, and are rather embarrassing our beloved one, for she will have to
keep some of her petitioners waiting fill she has the time and strength to
attend to them, and worse still, till the pecuniary means shall be equal to all
demands. No doubt all in good time everything will be right, but at present
the receivers are more numerous than the givers.


Some years ago friends at the Tabernacle determined to raise a sum of
money with which the College could be wound up in case of the Pastor’s
decease; with the subsidiary object that the amount should be loaned out
without interest to aid in clearing debts from new chapels. By a strong
effort the sum of £4,363 was reached, but this fell short of the £5,000
originally intended. A short time ago a friend greatly delighted us by
writing that provided we would not disclose his name he would give one-
half of the amount now deficient as soon as he knew that the other half was
paid. We beg to inform that generous donor that the moiety is promised
already, and will be in hand in a day or two, and we are ready for his
cheque for £318 10s. We thank him, and bless God for this completion of a
noble work.


We beg to thank thoughtful donors for many useful presents to the
Orphanage. All goes well with us there. We purpose holding a Bazaar all
day at the Orphanage on June 20th, when we celebrate the President’s
forty-second birthday, if all be well. Will the unwearied friends of the
orphan lend a hand again and make this a success?


The Islington Gazette, Feb. 15th, contains a letter which should make
parents careful as to where their children are allowed to go. A father says
— “My daughter, who is now sixteen years of age, went some months ago
to an evening party, at the home of a Christian family, where it appears
there were two young men, Papists, lodging. There was a good deal of fun
and some flirtation going on. One of these young men, in all subsequent
visits paid by my daughter to this family, insisted upon seeing her home.
Poor, giddy, thoughtless girl; she said on one occasion, she rather liked the
Roman Catholic religion. ‘ Well,’ said the Romanist, ‘ I will introduce you
to one of our clergymen.’ She is introduced by him to Father Smith, of 39,
Duncan-terrace. He puts the young girl into the hand of the nuns living at
No. 40, on the other side of the chapel, who proceed to instruct her. Mark
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you, these visits to Father Smith and to the nuns are entirely unknown to
us, her parents. Last Saturday afternoon this Father Smith baptized the
child into the Popish faith.” Thus may our young ones be seduced, and we
may only know it when the mischief is done. A pretty church this must be
which practices kidnapping after this fashion.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — January
31st, thirteen; February 3rd, fifteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1876.


A SERMON BEE.


REPORTED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


Sweet indeed is the communion of saints, and when the Spirit of God is
pleased to set brotherly love in active exercise, it brings those who enjoy it
into the land which borders upon Paradise. Such was our experience the
other evening when some thirty or forty ministers, laboring in London, and
all brethren of the Pastors’ College, met as is their wont once a month, to
have fellowship one with another in the things of God. “As iron sharpeneth
iron so doth a man’s countenance his friend.” Every man brought a bag of
jewels with him, and the sacred traffic in the commodities of the “far
country” ended in a gain to all.


First came the tea, a far from melancholy meal, for at a meeting of old
friends and old college comrades, the talk is very free and fraternal.
Christian love reigned in all hearts, and happiness smiled from every
countenance. Even the downcast one forgot his sorrows, or told them to
his fellows to receive words of cheer.


Then the tables were moved back and a great family circle was formed
round the fire and there we sat with the patriarchal and truly reverend G.
R. in the midst of us, the one head of snow contrasting with the many
others crowned with youthful locks. We sang one of the songs of Zion, and
asked the divine Spirit. to be present with us, and then the President
suggested that we should read the Forty-second chapter of Isaiah and give
our comments thereon, sermon fashion. This was done to pour water into
the pump that more might flow, and flow it did with living waters. We wish
we could remember even half the good things which followed, but, alas,
our memory is frail, so that much of the honey which flowed around us, as
of old it dropped in the wood of Jonathan, cannot be conveyed to our
readers. We will, however, do our best to give them a taste of it.
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P. read “Behold my servant, whom I uphold; mine elect, in whom ray soul
delighteth; I have put my spirit upon him: he shall bring forth judgment to
the Gentiles. He shall not cry, nor lift up, nor cause his voice to be heard in
the street. A bruised reed shall he not break, and the smoking flax shall he
not quench: he shall bring forth judgment unto truth. He shall not fail nor
be discouraged, till he have set judgment in the earth: and the isles shall
wait for his law.” He then remarked on verse 1, that we are called to
Behold Christ, — a duty mid a privilege never too often exercised. To
behold him as servant, and see how humbly, faithfully, and thoroughly he
acted that part. To behold where his great strength lay, viz., in God’s
upholding, in his election to his office, and in the possession of the Holy
Spirit. To behold God’s pleasure in him, and to hope for the like delight in
us if we too serve after the same manner. G. R. (not Georgius Rex, but a
royal George) suggested for another arrangement, 1. The titles he bears. 2.
The qualifications he possesses. 3. The attention he demands, — “
Behold,” etc. A grand old homilist is the aforesaid G. R., and many a
noteworthy sentence he let fall, which we, alas, have let slip.


M. most pertinently quoted a hymn which was new to most, if not all the
brethren, and charmed us all.


“O LORD, TRULY I AM THY SERVANT.”


“O! not to fill the mouth of fame
My longing soul is stirred;
O give me a diviner name;
Call me thy servant, Lord!


“Sweet title that delighteth me,
Rank earnestly implored;


O what can reach my dignity?
I am thy servant, Lord.


“No longer would my soul be known
As self-sustained and free;


O not mine own, O not mine own;
Lord, I belong to thee.


“In each aspiring burst of prayer,
Sweet leave my soul would ask


Thine every burden, Lord, to bear
And do thine every task.
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“For ever, Lord, thy servant choose,
Naught of thy claim abate;


The glorious name I would not lose,
Nor change the sweet estate.


“In life, In death, on earth, in heaven,
No other name for me!


The same sweet style and title given
Through all eternity.”


It was remembered that M. had read a paper at the London Baptist
Association upon “The source c f superhuman power in the Savior’s
ministry,” which subject is evidently contained in the verse before us.


We, have looked up this paper in the Baptist Magazine, for October, 1874,
and a capital article it is. We quote the last few sentences upon the Lord’s
restraint of his own omnipotence, and his willing dependence upon God
“How majestic is the repose suggested in the voluntary dependence of our
Lord! You look on a cup of water untroubled and still, and you do not say,
‘How I admire that calm!’ ‘but you gaze on the great ocean with. all its
proud reserve of power, lying without a ripple beneath the silent sun, and it
fills you with thoughts of rest. A child’s toy-boat floats quietly on that
same sea, yet that suggests nothing of peace, but the ‘Great Eastern,’ or
one of our colossal war ships, with its engines of many hundred horse-
power, and its guns, so terrible for thunder and destruction, floats placidly
before you — idling gently on the idle sea — and, you say, What a majestic
symbol of tranquillity! Even so; the measure of power is the measure of
repose. And, O brethren, in what a majestic aspect; does this ministry of
dependence reveal the peace of Christi Here, if what we, have tried to say
be true, — here for over thirty years is omnipotence holding itself in
reserve. Nothing provokes it to assert itself — not even the trials of the
ministry. ‘Command that these stones be made bread,’ says the tempter: it
replies gently, ‘Man shall not live by bread alone; there is other bread —
the bread of doing and following the will and plan of heaven.’ No scribes
irritate this omnipotence into action; my Pharisees provoke it. It is
challenged on the Cross to come down that all men may believe it. It does
not even break the silence, but merely thinks, as it had sometimes said
before, ‘How, then, shall the Scriptures be fulfilled? Sweet peace, that
knows no wish to be or to do anything apart from the Father’s will.”
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Then followed remarks and questions by many as to the oneness of the
Deity, whether in the Father or the Son, and many thoughts were
suggested not soon to be forgotten. It is beyond measure amazing that
Jesus should lay aside his own power to be upheld by the Father, and
anointed by the Spirit; yet such is proven both by plain Scripture and by the
facts of his life to have been the case.


As we were getting into deep waters the topic was changed and P. read
again verses 2 and 3, Isaiah 42. “He shall not cry, nor lift up, nor cause his
voice to be heard in the street. A bruised reed shall he not break, and the
smoking flax shall he not quench: he shall bring forth judgment unto truth.”
Remarks were made upon the very remarkable connection of this verse in
Matthew 12:20, where it follows upon the council of the Pharisees to
destroy Jesus, and his withdrawal from them, “that it might be fulfilled
which was spoken of Esaias the prophet,” etc. Therefore, the first sense
must be that our Lord would not come into needless conflict with such
weak and offensive bruised reeds and stacking flaxes as the Pharisees were
he was not so combative as at once to crush out the miserable pretensions
of these men. Those who strive and cry in the streets are eager for
controversy where they feel sure of an easy victory, but not so Jesus: he
turns aside and lets these despicable foes die out of themselves. From this
first sense the more common reading derives force, for if he did not stamp
out such poor pretensions as these, we may be all the more sure that real
life will be preserved and fostered by him.


The unambitious, gentle, peaceful character of our Lord’s ministry was
suggested as a topic upon verse 2.


Verse 4 was then read, “He shall not fail nor be discouraged, till he have
set judgment in the earth: and the isles shall wait for his law.” It was
remarked that until the nations shall be converted, our Redeemer will
follow out his great purpose. Topic suggested — The Lord’s
discouragements, or things which would of themselves cause failure to the
gospel; and the constancy of the Lord in his work till his end is
accomplished.


C. suggested that we heard a great deal of the final perseverance of the
saints;: it would be well to dwell upon the final perseverance of their
Savior, and, therefore, gave us an outline as follows: —
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1. The Fact of our Lord’s perseverance in the work which his Father gave
him to do. This implies his true humanity, otherwise we could hardly speak
of his persevering. What a glorious spectacle we are here permitted to
behold! It was “a new thing in the earth.”


2. The Difficulty of it. Arising from his being almost alone in his work,
from his not being strong physically, from his being poor, from his “views”
being unpopular, from his own family deriding his claims, from having raw
recruits as followers, and lastly from his real and sore temptations.


3. The Success of it. He taught the truth he came to teach, he did the work
he came to do, he suffered all that was necessary and appointed, he
triumphed over sin, death, and hell, by his resurrection and ascension. We
see his success in the triumphs of his apostles and the early Church, we see
it still today in the spread of the gospel, and that success shall continue
until “the whole earth shall be filled with his glory,”’ and he is” satisfied.”


4. Its Secret. “He trusted in God.” “The Father that dwelleth in me, he
doeth the works,” his strong, abiding, and incomparable faith was the
secret of his constancy. Jesus is the Greatest Believer.


5. Its Practical Lessons are two. Example and stimulus for his followers to
“endure unto the end,” and encouragement to those “without.” “He will
not fail” you, nor “be discouraged” about you: he saveth to the uttermost.


It was also proposed to show the Redeemer’s perseverance in the case of
each believer this would be a very choice subject.


Thus we passed on from verse to verse till we reached the 16th. We can
only remember a few of the jewels which were dropped around us by the
brethren.


On verse sixth, “I will give thee for a covenant of the people,” the Lord
was spoken of as the surety, the seal, the substance, the mediator, and the
federal head of the covenant, and as the covenant itself. On the words, “I
will give thee for a light of the Gentiles,” Christ as a light, and a light to
ignorant, deluded, sinful, miserable Gentiles, was also suggested to cur
consideration.


“Light of those whose dreary dwelling
Borders on the shades of death.”
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None need him more or will prize, him more than those whose darkness is
extreme. Y. P. illustrated the promise contained in the words “I will hold,
thy hand,” from a father’s holding a child’s hand to guide him, to comfort
him, or to strengthen him. “The arms of his hands were made strong by the
mighty God of Jacob.” When the boy tries to draw the bow his father puts
his hand upon the boy’s hands and imparts his own force to his pull.


Verse 7 is so rich that there was hardly any room or need for exposition.


Verse 8 The Lord’s jealousy of his glory, and. the practical lessons to be
derived therefrom.


Verse 9 1. The novelties of grace — “new things do I declare.” 2. Though
new to our experience, they are the “old, old story” of the word — “before
they spring forth I tell you of them.” 3. The confirmation to our faith which
this fact affords when we see how the Bible end our own experience tally
we gather confidence in God.


Verse 10. V.P. remarked upon the text as a suitable vindication of the
abundant singing at revivals. P. suggested that a new song is asked for
because we are new men, with new knowledge, new mercies, and new
hopes. Old songs are not good enough, nor suitable to new circumstances,
nor expressive of cur own peculiar delights: besides, it would argue
indolence to go on for ever in one strain, and honor the Lord with stale
music.


It was proposed to take the two verses as exhorting people under all
spiritual conditions, as well as in all physical positions to sing unto the
Lord: — the far off ones, the restless souls at sea, the lonely ones like islets
cut. off from fellowship, the barren ones in the wilderness, the little ones in
the villages, the believers to whom Christ is only a refuge, and the assured
on the mountain top. This was dwelt upon as a jubilant theme to be
handled when the heart is in tune.


Verse 13 contains a fresh and stimulating topic — the Lord in battle. 1. His
power displayed. 2. His jealousy aroused. 3. His voice heard. 4. His victory
secured.


Verse 16 produced many remarks. W. suggested divisions — 1. The
unknown way. 2. The known guide. P. remarked upon four kinds of blind;
the physically, mentally, spiritually, and consciously blind, and reminded
the brethren that at the end of the London-road, Southwark, they have all
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four; on the right is the Blind School, for the physically blind; on the left;
Bethlehem Hospital, for the mentally blind; right before yoga, St. George’s
Catholic Cathedral for the spiritually blind, and the Christian man is himself
the fourth, or consciously blind. The words of our Lord to the Pharisees
were quoted, “Now ye say we see, therefore your sin remaineth”: and P.
added this outline — 1. Who these consciously blind are? 2. What does
God promise to do for them? Bring, lead, etc. 3. What comes of his
guidance? I will make, etc. 4. How it all ends? Fulfilled promises — “these
things will I do unto them.” Everlasting preservation, “and not forsake
them.” These are mere gleanings of the vintage. Marty voices contributed
to the harmony of thought, and no one raised a discordant note, or one
aside from the subject.


It was now proposed to begin at the right hand corner of the fire and each
one give an outline of a sermon. Our brother B. who is wealthy in all good
things, gave us a handful of his golden apples. One was founded on.
Proverbs 9:8: “He knoweth not that the dead are there.”


There are other houses besides those of “ill-fame,” which contain the dead,
and there are other temptresses besides the “strange woman.” There are,


1. Madam Avarice at the house of Wealth, and in her house are 1. Dead
affections. 2. Dead generous impulses. 3. Dead joys. 4. Dead manhood


2. Madam Gambling at the house of Speculation. In her house are, 1.
Dead honor. 2. Dead truthfulness.


3. Madam Gaiety, at the house of Pleasure. In her house are, 1. Dead
virtue: young men and women ruined by music-halls. 2. Dead impressions:
impressions of the sanctuary murdered. 3. Dead hopes of parents.


4. Madam Drink at the house of Intoxication. 1. Dead promises of future
usefulness. 2. Dead talents and gifts. 3. Dead home-happiness.


5. Madam Morality at the house of Self-righteousness; a more respectable
courtesan, but she slays as many as any. Her house is full of dead souls.


After this admirable sketch, as the next brother was not prepared, B.
favored us with another in his stead, upon what God’s grace can do in an
hour. He has since favored us with this outline on paper, and here it is.
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Acts 16:33. “He took them the same hour of the night, and washed their
stripes; and was baptized, he and all his, straightway.” In the history of
the jailer we have the case of one who, in one and the same hour, Was


1. A heathen, and a brutal one; for “he thrust them into the inner prison,”
and” made their feet fast in the stocks”: — two aggravations of their
sufferings which he had not been ordered to commit.


2. At, anxious inquirer. 1. “He springs in”; see his earnestness. 2. “He
trembled”: showing his alarm. 3. “He fell down”: which indicated his
humble sense of helplessness. 4. He was suddenly courteous: he said,
“Sirs;” — grace had already produced fruit. 5. He was thoroughly serious,
and his one thought was how to be saved.


3. A rejoicing believer. He not only believed, but attained to assurance, for
he “rejoiced.” (verse 34).


4. A Christian worker. 1. He brought his family to hear the gospel. 2. He
washed the apostles’ stripes; manifesting not only his love to the
instruments used of God to his salvation; but also his desire to make
amends for his former ill-treatment of them.


5. A thorough Baptist, and the head of a Baptist family: He was baptized,
he and all his, straightway, for he is described as “believing in God with all
his house.”


These were lively and refreshing, and with many thanks we passed on to
E., who is a thoughtful elder brother, He gave us his last sermon. The text
was John 8:31-32, “Disciples indeed.” He worked out the connection,
making “disciples tricked” his central idea. From above that idea he drew
forth the two leading characteristics of true discipleship (verse 30); faith,
“then said Jesus to those Jews which believed,” and perseverance, “if ye
continue in my word.” From below the text he drew the two leading
privileges, “and ye shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free”
(verse 32). Knowledge of the truth and freedom as the result.


B. of D. suggested the Savior’s I ams of the gospels as a topic; it is one in
which there is plenty of sea room, and might be made into a series of
discourses. The Jams of the Revelation he also mentioned, and showed
how they could be profitably used.







443


V. P. gave an outline upon our Lord’s visit, to Bethesda, in which he
showed 1. Mystery ,present everywhere. Sin and sorrow existing in God’s
world. 2. Mystery examined by our Lord himself, and thus made more
mysterious, since he looked on and did not at once heal all. 3. Mystery
explained by the reasons for the existence of sorrow, and, 4., Mystery
terminated in heaven.


U. remarked that the visit of the King of kings to Bethesda might be
illustrated by the late visit of Her Majesty to the London Hospital. Sweetly
did this brother descant upon the joy of the people, upon the mottoes upon
the route, especially “Come Again,” and upon the enthusiasm of the poor
little sick child, who exclaimed, “O if I could only see the Queen, I am sure
I should get well!” How the visits of our Lord create gladness, hope, and
enthusiasm in all faithful hearts. The contrast as to what the Queen could
not do, and Jesus does do, was also hinted at.


C. observed that whenever brethren were pressed for a subject they would
find the whole of John 13 a wonderful storehouse of preachable texts,
almost every verse being available for a sermon.


Thus did one and another minister to the general edification till the time
had expired; and P. closed the meeting with prayer, after reading from
“Spiritual Fables, Apologues and Allegories” the three following eminently
beautiful pieces: —


CAMOMILES.


“You smell delightfully fragrant,” said the Gravel-walk to a bed of
Chamomile flowers, under the window.


“We have been trodden on,” replied the Chamomiles.


“Does that cause it?” asked the Gravel-walk. “Treading on me produces no
sweetness.”


“Our natures are different,” answered the Chamomiles. “Gravel-walks
become only the harder by being trodden upon; but the effect on our own
selves is, that, if pressed and bruised when the dew is upon us, we give
forth the sweet smell which you now perceive.”


“Very delightful!” replied the Gravel.
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Oh! what sweetness has issued from the sufferings of the Lord Jesus!” It
pleased the Father to bruise him” (Isaiah 53:10), and from his sorrows
spring sympathy for his afflicted, comfort to the humble, and salvation unto
sinners. (Hebrews 2:10, 17, 18.)


Our trials have theft good effects only when they cause our spirits to send
up ardent desires to heaven, and to shed a holy fragrance around us in the
world.


With the dew of grace on our hearts (Hosea 14:5) persecutions and
afflictions will bring out our divine character, so that we shall be like
bruised chamomiles. “Thy dew is as the dew of herbs.” (Isaiah 26:19.)


SOFTENING.


“Unaccountable this!” said the Wax, as from the flame it dropped melting
upon the paper beneath.


“Do not grieve,” said the Taper. “I am sure it is all right.”


“I was never in such agony!” exclaimed the Wax, still dripping.


“It is not without a good design, and will end well,” replied the Taper.


The Wax was unable to reply at the moment, owing to a strong pressure;
and when it again looked up, it bore a beautiful impression, the counterpart
of the seal which had been applied to it.


“Ah! I comprehend new,” said the Wax:, no longer in suffering. “I was
softened in order to receive this lovely durable impress. Yes, I see now it
was all right, because it has given to me the beautiful likeness which I
could not otherwise have obtained.”


Afflictions in the hand of the Holy Spirit effect the softening of the heart,
that it may receive heavenly impressions. Job said, “God maketh my heart
soft” (Job 23:16).


As the wax in its naturally hard state cannot take the impress of the signet,
and needs to be melted to render it susceptible, so the believer is by
sanctified trials prepared to receive and made to bear the Divine likeness.
“In whom also after that ye believed (says the apostle) ye were sealed with
that Holy Spirit of promise” (Ephesians 1:13). “Who hath also sealed us,
and given the earnest of the Spirit in our hearts” (2 Corinthians 1:22).
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EBB AND FLOW.


“Mother,” said a little Limpet, sticking to the rock, “Mother, what has
become of the sea? I am so dry here!”


“Nothing unusual has taken place, dear,” said the old Limpet,
affectionately.


“Oh, it was so nice to be in the deep water,” said the little one. “Is the, sea
all gone?”


“It will come again by-and-by, love,” replied the kind old Limpet, who had
had long experience of ebb and flow.


“But I am so thirsty, and almost faint; the sea has been away so long.”


“Only wait awhile in hope, little one; hold fast to the rock, and the tide will
soon come back to us.”


And it did come, soon come; rolling up the ‘beach and humming over the
sands, making little pools, and forming tiny rivers in the hollows; and then
it rolled up against the rocks, and at last it came to the Limpet, bathed it
with its reviving waters, and so amply supplied its wants that it went to
sleep in peace, forgetting its troubles.


Religious feeling has its ebbings and flowings. But, when former sensible
comforts are departed, still to hold fast to the immovable, unchangeable
rock, Christ Jesus, is the soul’s support and safety.


Love mourns the absence of spiritual enjoyments. “Hath the Lord forgotten
to be gracious? hath he in anger shut up his tender mercies? Will he be
favorable no more? and is his mercy clean gone for ever?” .(Psalm 77:7-9).


It is then that faith checks fears, and encourages confidence in God. “Why
art thou cast down, O my soul? and why art thou disquieted within me?
hope thou in God: for I shall yet praise him, who is the health of my
countenance, and my God.” (Psalm 42:11).


[Since preparing this for the press it has been mildly hinted to us that the
brethren cannot use these suggestions if we print them. Well, for this once
we crave forgiveness. We will not transgress again until next time. Three
weeks or more have elapsed since the meeting, and we hope all the
gatherers have eaten their manna by this time. At any rate, we are seldom
so near heaven as on that evening, and, having a great weakness as to
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letting out secrets, we could not keep our revelation for fifteen years as
Paul did, nor is there the same need. If we stir up other brethren to meet
together and edify each other in the same way our end will be served.]


OUR FIRST SEVEN YEARS


[We have been preparing a History of the Tabernacle, and it will be ready
with the magazine, or soon after, price one shilling. It is full of illustrations,
and to give our readers a taste of it we here insert part of Chapter VIII.]


IT is not to be expected that we should write the story of our own I
personal ministry : this must be left to other pens, if it be thought worth
while to write it at all. We could not turn these pages into an
autobiography, nor could we very well ask any one else to write about us,
and therefore we shall simply give bare facts, and extracts from the
remarks of others. On one of the last Sabbaths of the month of December,
1853. C. H. Spurgeon, being then nineteen years of age, preached in New
Park Street Chapel, in response to an invitation which, very much to his
surprise, called him away from a loving people in Waterbeach, near
Cambridge, to supply a London Pulpit. The congregation was a mere
handful. The chapel seemed very large to the preacher, and very gloomy,
but he stayed himself on the Lord, and delivered his message from James
1:17. There was an improvement even on the first evening, and the place
looked more cheerful; the text was, “They are without fault before the
throne of God.” In answer to earnest requests, C. H. Spurgeon agreed to
preach in London on the first, third, and fifth Sundays in January, 1854, but
before the last of these Sabbaths he had received an invitation, dated Jan.
25, inviting him to occupy the pulpit for six months upon probation. The
reply to this invitation will be found entire in Mr. Pike’s “Sketches of
Nonconformity in Southwark.” The six months’ probation was never
fulfilled, for there was no need. The place was filling, the prayer- meetings
were full of power, and conversion was going on. A requisition for a
special meeting, signed by fifty of the male members was sent in to the
deacons on April 12, and according to the church book it was, on April 19,
resolved unanimously, “that we tender our brother, the Rev. C. H.
Spurgeon, a most cordial and affectionate invitation forthwith to become
pastor of this church, and we pray that the result of his services may be
owned of God with an outpouring of the Holy Spirit and a revival of
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religion in our midst; that it may be fruitful in the conversion of sinners and
in the edification of those that believe.” To this there was but one reply,
and it was therefore answered in the affirmative in a letter dated, 75, Dover
Road, April 28, 1854, also inserted in Mr. Pike’s book, which can be had
of our publishers. In a very short time the congregation so multiplied as to
make the chapel in the evening, when the gas was burning, like the black-
hole of Calcutta. One evening in 1854 the preacher exclaimed, “By faith
the walls of Jericho fell down, and by faith this wall at the back shall come
down, too.” An aged and prudent deacon in somewhat domineering terms
observed to him, at the close of the sermon, “Let us never hear of that
again.” “What do you mean?” said the preacher, “you will hear no more
about it when it is done, and therefore the sooner you set about doing it the
better.” A meeting was held, and a fund was commenced, and in due
course the vestries and schools were laid into the chapel and a new school-
room was erected along the side of the chapel, with windows which could
be let down, to allow those who were seated in the school to hear the
preacher. While this was being done, worship was carried on at Exeter
Hall, from Feb. 11, 1855, to May 27 of the same year. At this time
paragraphs began to appear in the papers announcing that the Strand was
blocked up by crowds who gathered to hear a young man in Exeter Hall.
Remarks of no very flattering character appeared in various journals, and
the multitude was thereby increased. Caricatures, such as “Brimstone and
Treacle,” adorned the printsellers’ windows, the most ridiculous stories
were circulated, and the most cruel falsehoods invented, but all these things
worked together for good. The great Lord blessed the word more and
more to the conversion of the hearers, and Exeter Hall was thronged
throughout the whole time of our sojourn. To return to New Park-street,
enlarged though it was, resembled the attempt to put the sea into a teapot.
We were more inconvenienced than ever. To turn many hundreds away
was the general if not the universal necessity, and those who gained
admission were but little better off, for the packing was dense in the
extreme, and the heat something terrible even to remember. Our enemies
continued to make our name more and more known by penny pamphlets
and letters in the papers, which all tended to swell the crowd. More
caricatures appeared, and among the rest “Catch-’em-alive-O!” In June
1856 we were again at Exeter Hall, preaching there in the evening and at
the chapel in the morning; but this was felt to be inconvenient, and
therefore in August a fund was commenced to provide for the erection of a
larger house of prayer. Meanwhile the Exeter Hall proprietors intimated
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that they were unable to let their hall continuously to one congregation,
and therefore we looked about us for another place. Most opportunely a
large hall, in the Royal Surrey Gardens, was just completed for the monster
concerts of M. Jullien, and, with some trembling at the magnitude of the
enterprise, this hall was secured for Sabbath evenings. We find the
following entry in the Church-book:— “Lord’s-day, Oct. 19, 1856. On the
evening of this day, in accordance with the resolution passed at the Church
meeting, Oct. 6th, the church and congregation assembled to hear our
pastor, in the Music Hall of the Royal Surrey Gardens. A very large
number of persons (about 7000) were assembled on that occasion, and the
service was commenced in the usual way, by singing, reading the
Scriptures, and prayer. Just, however, after our Pastor had commenced his
prayer, a disturbance was caused (as it is supposed, by some evil-disposed
persons acting in concert), and the whole congregation were seized with a
sudden panic, This caused a fearful rush to the doors, particularly from the
galleries. Several persons, either in consequence ‘of their heedless haste, or
from the extreme pressure of the crowd behind, were thrown down on the
stone steps of the northwest staircase, and were trampled on by the crowd
pressing upon them. The lamentable result was that seven persons lost their
lives, and twenty-eight were removed to the hospitals seriously bruised and
injured. Our pastor not being aware that any loss of life had occurred,
continued in the pulpit, endeavoring by every means in his power to
alleviate the fear of the people, and was successful to a very considerable
extent. In attempting to renew the service, it was found that the people
were too excited to listen to him, and the service was closed, and the
people who remained dispersed quietly. This lamentable circumstance
produced very serious effects on the nervous system of our pastor. He was
entirely prostrated for some days, and compelled to relinquish his
preaching engagements. Through the great mercy of our heavenly Father,
he was, however, restored so as to be able to occupy the pulpit in our own
chapel on Sunday, Oct. 31st, and gradually recovered his wonted health
and vigor. “The Lord’s name be praised!”


The church desire to note this event in their minutes, and to record their
devout thankfulness to God that in this sad calamity the lives of their
beloved pastor, the deacons, and members were all preserved; and also
with the hope that our heavenly Father from this seeming evil may produce
the greatest amount of real lasting good. This was the way in which this
great affliction was viewed by our church; but we had, in addition to the
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unutterable pain of the whole catastrophe, to bear the wicked accusations
of the public press. We will give only one specimen; it is taken from a
popular newspaper which has long been most friendly to us, and therefore
we will not mention names. In the days of its ignorance it said— Mr.
Spurgeon is a preacher who hurls damnation at the heads of his sinful
hearers. Some men there are who, taking their precepts from Holy Writ,
would beckon erring souls to a rightful path with fair words and gentle
admonition; Mr. Spurgeon would take them by the nose and bully them
into religion. Let us set up a barrier to the encroachments and blasphemies
of men like Spurgeon, saying to them, “Thus far shalt thou come and no
further;” let us devise some powerful means which shall tell to the
thousands who now stand in need of enlightenment—This man, in his own
opinion, is a righteous Christian, but in ours nothing more than a ranting
charlatan. We are neither straightlaced nor Sabbatarian in our sentiments:
but we would keep apart, widely apart, the theater and the church—above
all, would we place in the hand of every right-thinking man, a whip to
scourge from society the authors of such vile blasphemies as on Sunday
night, above the cries of the dead and the dying, and louder than the wails
of misery from the maimed and suffering, resounded from the mouth of
Mr. Spurgeon in the Music Hall of the Surrey Gardens. A fund was raised
to help the poor sufferers, and to avoid all fear of further panic the
preacher resolved to hold the service in the morning, though that part of
the day is least favorable to large congregations. The multitude came,
however, and continued still to come for three good years. All classes
came, both high and low. We have before us a list of the nobility who
attended the Music Hall, but as we never felt any great elation at their
attendance or cared to have their presence blazoned abroad, we will not
insert the names. It was a far greater joy to us that hundreds came who
were led to seek the Lord, and to find eternal life in him. A famous letter,
signed Habitans in Sicco, and dated from Broad Phylactery, Westminster,
appeared at this period in the “Times,” and as it was known to be written
by an eminent scholar it produced a very favorable impression. Part of the
letter ran as follows:— “I want to hear Spurgeon; let us go.” Now, I am
supposed to be a high churchman, so I answered, “What! go and hear a
Calvinist—a Baptist!—a man who ought to be ashamed of himself for
being so near the Church, and yet not within its pale?” “Never mind; come
and hear him.” Well, we went yesterday morning to the Music Hall, in the
Surrey Gardens. . . . Fancy a congregation consisting of 10,000 souls,
streaming into the Hall, mounting the galleries, humming, buzzing, and
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swarming—a mighty hive of bees—eager to secure at first the best places,
and, at last, any place at all. After waiting more than half an hour—for if
you wish to have a seat you must be there at least that space of time in
advance—Mr. Spurgeon ascended his tribune. To the hum, and rush, and
trampling of men, succeeded a low, concentrated thrill and murmur of
devotion, which seemed to run at once, like an electric current, through the
breast of every one present; and by this magnetic chain, the preacher held
us fast bound for about two hours. It is not my purpose to give a summary
of his discourse. It is enough to say of his voice, that its power and volume
are sufficient to reach every one in that vast assembly; of his language, that
it is neither high-flown nor homely; of his style, that it is at times familiar,
at times declamatory, but always happy, and often eloquent; of his
doctrine, that neither the Calvinist nor the Baptist appears in the forefront
of the battle which is waged by Mr. Spurgeon with relentless animosity,
and with gospel weapons, against irreligion, cant, hypocrisy, pride, and
those secret bosom sins which so easily beset a man in daily life; and to
sum up all in a word, it is enough to say of the man himself, that he
impresses you with a perfect conviction of his sincerity. But I have not
written so much about my children’s want of spiritual food when they
listened to the mumbling of the Archbishop of _______, and my own
banquet at the Surrey Gardens, without a desire to draw a practical
conclusion from these two stories, and to point them by a moral. Here is a
man not more Calvinistic than many an incumbent of the Established
Church, who “humbles and mumbles,” as old Latimer says, over his liturgy
and text—here is a man who says the complete immersion, or something of
the kind, of adults is necessary to baptism. These are his faults of doctrine;
but if I were the examining chaplain of the Archbishop of ______, I would
say, “May it please your grace, here is a man able to preach eloquently,
able to fill the largest church in England with his voice, and what is more to
the purpose, with people. And may it please your grace, here are two
churches in the metropolis, St. Paul’s and Westminster Abbey. What does
your grace think of inviting Mr. Spurgeon, this heretical Calvinist and
Baptist, who is able to draw 10,000 souls after him, just to try his voice,
some Sunday morning, in the nave of either of those churches?” Meanwhile
the collection of funds for a new building went on, and in January, 1858,
the money in hand was £6100; by January, 1859, it was £9,639, and £5,000
of it was set aside to pay for the ground near the Elephant and Castle. We
went plodding on, the pastor collecting personally, or by his sermons, very
much of the money, traveling far and wide to do so; Scotch friends
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especially helping; till in January, 1860, after the first stone had been laid,
£16,868 was in hands or more than half of the sum required, so that the
land had been paid for, and installments paid to the builder as required. The
first stone of the Metropolitan Tabernacle was laid with great rejoicings,
August 16th, 1859, by Sir Morton Peto; but as a report of the whole
proceedings can be procured of our publishers we will say but little here.
We feel constrained, however, to mention the singular providence which
placed Mr. Spicer and other friends upon the Court of the Fishmongers’
Company, so as to secure the land; next, the fact that the company was
able to sell the freehold; and, next, that the late Mr. William Joynson, of
Mary Cray, deposited the amount to pay for an Act of Parliament to enable
the company to sell in case it had turned out that they had not the legal
power to do so. Singularly happy also was the circumstance that a
gentleman in Bristol, who had never heard the pastor, nevertheless gave no
less a sum than £5,000 towards the building. Eternity alone can reveal all
the generous feeling, and self- denying liberality evinced by Christian
people in connection with this enterprise,—to us at any rate so gigantic at
the time that apart from divine aid we could never have carried it through.
One of the chief of our mercies was the fact that our beloved brother,
William Higgs, was our builder, and treated us with unbounded liberality
throughout the whole affair. He is now a worthy deacon of our church. In
December, 1859, we left the Surrey Music Hall. We paid the company a
large sum for our morning service, and this was the only amount out of
which a dividend was paid. They proposed to open the gardens for
amusement on the Lord’s-day evening, and we threatened to give up our
tenancy if they did so. This prevented the evil for some time, but at length
the baser sort prevailed, and under the notion that Sunday “pleasure”
would prove remunerative, they advertised that the gardens would be
opened on the Sabbath: we, therefore, felt bound in honor to leave the
place, and we did so. After a while a fire almost destroyed the building, and
the relics were for years turned into a hospital. We commenced on
December 18th, 1859, our third and longest sojourn at Exeter Hall, which
ended on March 1st, 1861. A few of our remarks upon leaving that place
may fitly be quoted here. In the providence of God we, as a church and
people, have had to wander often. This is our third sojourn within these
walls. It is now about to close. We have had at all times and seasons a
compulsion for moving: sometimes a compulsion of conscience, at other
times a compulsion of pleasure, as on this occasion. I am sure that when
we first went to the Surrey Music Hall, God went with us. Satan went too,
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but he fled before us. That frightful calamity, the impression of which can
never be erased from my mind, turned out in the providence of God to be
one of the most wonderful means of turning public attention to special
services, and I do not doubt that—fearful catastrophe though it was—it
has been the mother of multitudes of blessings. The Christian world noted
the example; and saw its after-success; they followed it; and to this day, in
the theater and in the cathedral, the word of Christ is preached where it
was never preached before. In each of our movings we have had reason to
see the hand of God, and here particularly; for many residents in the West
End have in this place come to listen to the word, who probably might not
have taken a journey beyond the river. Here God’s grace has broken hard
hearts; here have souls been renewed, and wanderers reclaimed. “Give unto
the Lord, O ye mighty, give unto the Lord glory and strength; give unto
the Lord the glory due unto his name.” And now we journey to the house
which God has in so special a manner given to us, and this day would I
pray as Moses did, “Rise up, Lord, and let thine enemies be scattered, and
let them that hate thee flee before thee.” Under date January 6th, 1861,
there stands in our records the following solemn declaration, signed by the
pastor and leading friends: “This church needs rather more than £4,000 to
enable it to open the New Tabernacle free of all debt. It humbly asks this
temporal mercy of God, and believes that for Jesus’ sake the prayer will be
heard and the boon bestowed. As witness our hands.” Now let the reader
mark that, on May 6th of the same year, the pastor and many friends also
signed their names to another testimony, which is worded as follows: We,
the undersigned members of the church lately worshipping in New Park
Street Chapel, but now assembling in the Metropolitan Tabernacle,
Newington, desire with overflowing hearts to make known and record the
lovingkindness of our faithful God. We asked in faith, but our Lord has
exceeded our desires, for not only was the whole sum given us, but far
sooner than we had looked for it. Truly the Lord is good and worthy to be
praised. We are ashamed of ourselves that we have ever doubted him, and
we pray that as a church and as individuals we may be enabled to trust in
the Lord at all times with confidence, so that in quietness we may possess
our souls. To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost we offer praise and
thanksgiving, and we set to our seal that God is true. After about a month
of Opening Services, of which a full account can be had of our publishers,
we began regular work at the Tabernacle in May 1861, the whole building
being free of debt, and the accounts showing that £31,332 4s. 10d. had
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been received, and the same amount expended. Truly we serve a gracious
God.


NOTES


Feb. 22. — This was the evening appointed for the annual meeting of the
late Mrs. Bartlett’s Class, now conducted by her son, and every one was
full of expectation; but, alas, the senior pastor was confined to his bed with
a thorough influenza cold, attended with rheumatism. However, with
Pastor J. A. Spurgeon in the chair, and a good staff of willing speakers, the
evening passed off happily, though all lamented the sick pastor’s absence.
They sent him £110 15s. 10d. for the College as their token of affection.
He wrote them a letter bewailing his absence, and inviting them to meet
him at some future day.


Feb. 26. — At the annual meeting of the Baptist County M/as/on, C. H.
Spurgeon presided. It was a good hearty meeting throughout, and the
pastor was himself again. This is a capital society, and does a great deal of
good upon very little money. The brethren who go out to preach spoke up
like men, and told of the Lord’s dealings with them. At Carshalton,
Walthamstow, and Puthey, there will soon be Baptist churches as the result
of their efforts. Never did the small sum of £60 enable men to do so much
as these brethren are doing in the villages which surround London. Some
may think our brethren intruders, but it will be of no use their thinking so,
for they are bound to intrude much more as their numbers increase and
God blesses them.


March 1. — A meeting of the collectors was held at the Orphanage, and a
very lively, loving, enthusiastic meeting it was.


Friends came up in good numbers and brought in £200, the orphans sang
like cherubs, and looked bright and cheerful as the morn. The Rev. John
Spurgeon, C. H. Spurgeon, and Thomas Spurgeon — grandfather, father,
and son, addressed the meeting, and the deepest possible interest was
manifested. The grandsire spoke of twenty years ago, when C. H.
Spurgeon preached at his grandfather’s jubilee and three generations were
present, and he blessed God that as the older generation had gone a new
one had arisen. We all ‘joined in his gratitude; and the more so when the
grandson proved by his cool, clear delivery, and lively warm-hearted
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manner, that he would worthily sustain the family name. We thank the
collectors, and hope they will go on again, for the orphan boys are going
on morning, noon, and night, and will eat up £200 as fast as silkworms eat
up mulberry leaves. We thank several friends for their presents in kind, they
are as valuable as money.


March 6. — The Tabernacle Ladies’ .Benevolent Society met in their
annum meeting and gave a very good report of work done with an income
of £105. We hope every lady in our congregation will join this society, or
at least send in a subscription, for our poor are very numerous, and our
visitors find out many outsiders in deep distress.


March 7. — C. H. Spurgeon opened a bazaar in the Agricultural Hall for
Mr. Stone, Arthur Street, Gray’s Inn Road. This esteemed brother, who
hails from our college, has crowded an empty chapel and been the means of
leading hundreds to Christ. We have had six or seven students from his
church. We mentioned this in our address, and we were somewhat amused
to read in the newspaper report that we had 478 members of Mr. Stone’s
church in our College! I Think of this, dear friends, and never believe
reports of our speeches again. It is really too bad thus to misrepresent a
man’s utterances. Where the 478 came from we cannot tell. However, Mr.
Stone is a brother for whom we ask the sympathy and help of all around
him, for he is doing a real work among a poor population, near to the spot
where our friend Mr. Sawday is so usefully engaged.


On the same day the members of the Baptist Fund dined together at the
Guildhall Coffee House, according to annum custom. It was a pleasure to
meet so many esteemed brethren. This fund distributes some £3,200
annually among poor ministers and students, and it deserves the attention
of all the London churches. A very few churches have


done all this work, and we wish others would now join them. A payment of
£50, would admit the pastor of a Baptist church and a delegate. Members
of Baptist churches who give £50 can be elected personal members, and
many of our wealthy brethren ought to join upon these terms: their
presence at the board would be of the utmost service. Our poor country
churches must be sustained, and London must take its full share in this
Christian service. We observe that some caustic remarks have been made
as to the Fund having £600 in hand; but really these ought not to be made,
for the amount had been very properly reserved to aid new churches with
large temporary grants. As the new churches have not been forthcoming
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the money is not now needed, and will be gladly expended next year, but it
was needful to provide for contingencies, for it would have been very
unwise to have offered aid and then have had no means of giving it. All
things considered, the Baptist Fund is one of the best, most useful, and
most adaptable of all our denominational institutions, and deserves to be
largely increased.


March 14. — The .Butchers’ Annual Meeting was held at the Tabernacle.
Some 1,600 sat down to a sort of tea-dinner, in which the consumption of
meat, mustard, tea, and cake was immense This is Mr. Varley’s work, and
he throws his whole heart into it, and we are sure that it is attended with
the best results. We are glad that our rooms are available for such a
gathering. We do not know where else such a force of men could be
feasted and preached to.


March 10. — This was the night of the Sermon .Bee: a night to be long
remembered. After it the Pastor went into a lively meeting of Mr. Perkins’
Bible Class, and assisted at a presentation to Mr. Rayner, the retiring
Secretary, and Mr. Perkins, the President. The class presented £26 to the
Pastor for the College. Thus one agency helps another, and God’s cause
goes on.


March 16. — Pastor J. A. Spurgeon presided at the formation of a new
Baptist church in Merstham, near Redhill. Mr. Barrow kindly built the
chapel, and it must be a great joy to him to see it well attended and
becoming a birth-place to many immortal souls. The little church only
numbers seventeen, but the friends know that others are on the way, and
they look for greater things. Surrey has few Baptist churches, but by God’s
grace we shall grow.


March 17th. — Dr. Angus and the students of Regent’s Park College came
over to the Pastors’ College and spent the afternoon. There was very
hearty fraternization among the men, and not less among the tutors. It was
a cheering season. The addresses were all hearty, solid, and well received.
We believe that the best interests of the denomination were subserved by
the hours which were spent in social intercourse and Christian communion
by the two Colleges. The Tabernacle men escorted their guests over the
College and Tabernacle rooms, and we doubt not made acquaintances
which will ripen into friendships when they meet each other on the actual
field of service.
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March 20th. — C. H. S. had his annual party of blind people at five
o’clock. What a noisy, happy lot they were. There were many blind
children; it was sad to see them, and yet we were glad to see them so
happy. Our Blind Society was £45 in debt, but a collection on a Thursday
night at Tabernacle has set us straight. Still we have nothing to go on with,
and every Sunday expenses are incurred by giving tea and paying the
guides. Will not some wealthy brother come out generously to help Mr.
Hampton and our Society to preach Jesus to the poor blind, and to feed
them at the same time? After tea Mr. Hampton and a Blind brother spoke
to us in the prayer-meeting and touched all our hearts. We did pity the
poor blind, and yet we rejoiced to find that they could see Jesus.


The same evening Mr. Hudson Taylor, for the third time, came over to ask
our prayers for another missionary who is going forth to work with the
China Inland Mission. The friends were earnest in prayer. This is a noble
work, and deserves both the prayers and the gifts of God’s people.


March 21st. — This evening the Pastor presided at a meeting of the
parents of the Sabbath-school children. Long ago we abandoned the
system of treats to the children, seeing them to be in our case needless, and
fraught with many dangers. The teachers agreed to spend the money in a
tea for the parents. This brings them together, enables them to know the
teachers, enables the teachers to plead with the parents, and is often made
the means of salvation to fathers and mothers. Very excellent were the
speeches of the superintendent and others, and very heartily did the pastor
rejoice in the loving unity which was manifested, in the success of the
teachers’ labors, and in their zeal for the glory of God.


Mr. Pilling has removed from Potter’s


Bar to a larger sphere, Abingdon-street, Blackpool. We hope the great
floods which have assailed that town will prove to be omens, not of storms
and trials but of floods of blessing.


We were pleased to hear of a good work among the farm laborers at
Eynsford, in Kent, under our friend, W. Mummery. Let but the country
people be led to Jesus and we shall have hope that the continued influx into
our cities will pour healthy blood into the veins of the body politic.
Country pastors can seldom see the result of their work, for their young
people remove to London if they can’; but the Lord knows what they have
done, and will reward them at the great day. It is sad to see how people
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who were accustomed to attend a place of worship in the country come to
London and go nowhere. If they are converted before they are assailed
with town temptations it will be a blessing indeed,


COLPORTAGE. — In addition to the new districts reported in February, the
Association has started the following fresh ones: Cinderford, Forest of
Dean, Hanley, Staffordshire Potteries, Ewell and River, Kent. A colporteur
has also been started to work in the neighborhood of the Tabernacle, who
will be supported by Mr. Charlesworth’s Bible Classes. Other districts
might be opened if the funds would permit the society to do so, but at
present general subscriptions to the work are greatly needed. Many
persons readily subscribe when they receive personal benefit from the
labors of a colporteur; will our friends help by subscribing to the General
Fund? Nearly fifty men are now engaged in the work with much blessing.


It will give pleasure to our friends to observe that our Loan Building Fund
has been brought up to £5,000 by the generosity of an anonymous donor,
who excited the liberality of others by offering to give half the deficit.


In the first week of April our Conference will be held. All the pastors
educated at the College are invited, and nearly all come to this “gathering
of the clan.” Dear friends, pray for a blessing. Remember, also, that the
College cannot; prosper without your prayers.


Our annual account, which was issued in January, shows a large balance in
hand, but this was occasioned by a legacy of £5,000. A considerable
portion of this must be transferred to the trustees of the College Building
to secure the payment of the rent and incidental expenses, and therefore the
balance is not what it appears to be.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY, 1876.


LAID ASIDE. WHY?


A FRAGMENT BY C. H. SPURGEON.


MYSTERIOUS are the visitations of sickness. When the Lord is using a man
for his glory it is singular that he should all of a sudden smite him down,
and suspend his usefulness. it must be right, but the reason for it does not
lie near the surface. The sinner whose every act pollutes the society in
which he moves is frequently permitted year after year to spend an
unabating vigor in infecting all who approach him. No sickness removes
him even for an hour from his deadly ministry; he is always at his post,
energetic in his mission of destruction. How is it that a heart eager for the
welfare of men and the glory of God should find itself hampered by a sickly
frame, and checked in its utmost usefulness by attacks of painful disease?
We may ask the question if we do so without murmuring, but who shall
answer it for us? When the advance of a body of soldiers is stopped by a
galling fire which scatters painful wounds on all sides, we understand that
this is but one of the natural incidents of war; but if a commander should
check his troops in mid-battle, and proceed with his own hand to render
some of his most zealous warriors incapable of service, should we not be at
a loss to conceive his motives? Happily for us our happiness does not
depend upon our understanding the providence of God: we are able to
believe where we are not able to explain, and we are content to leave a
thousand mysteries unsolved rather than tolerate a single doubt as to the
wisdom and goodness of our heavenly Father. The painful malady which
puts the Christian minister hers de combat when he is most needed in the
conflict is a kind messenger from the God of love, and is to be entertained
as such: this we know, but how it can be so we cannot precisely tell. Let us
consider awhile. Is it not good for us to be nonplussed, and puzzled, and so
forced to exercise faith? Would it be well for us to have all things so
ordered that we ourselves could see the reason for every dispensation?
Could the scheme of divine love be indeed supremely, infinitely, wise if we
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could measure it with our short line of reason? Should we not ourselves
remain as foolish and conceited as spoiled and petted children, if all things
were arranged according to our judgment of what would be fit and proper?
Ah, it is well to be cast out of our depth, and made to swim in the sweet
waters of mighty love! We know that it is supremely blessed to be
compelled to cease from self, to surrender both wish and judgment, and to
lie passive in the hands of God.


It is of the utmost importance to us to be kept humble. Consciousness of
self-importance is a hateful delusion, but one into which we fall as naturally
as weeds grow on a dunghill. We cannot be used of the Lord but what we
also dream of personal greatness, we think ourselves almost indispensable
to the church, pillars of the cause, and foundations of the temple of God.
We are nothings and nobodies, but that we do not think so is very evident,
for as soon as we are put on the shelf we begin anxiously to enquire, “How
will the work go on without me?” As well might the fly on the coach wheel
inquire, “How will the mails be carried without me?” Far better men have
been laid in the grave without having brought the Lord’s work to a
standstill, and shall we fume and fret because for a little season we must lie
upon the bed of languishing? If we were only put on one side when
apparently we could be easily spared, there would be no rebuke to our
pride, but to weaken our strength in the way at the precise juncture when
our presence seems most needed, is the surest way to teach us that we are
not necessary to God’s work, and that when we ate most useful he can
easily do without us. If this be the practical lesson, the rough schooling
may be easily endured, for assuredly it is beyond all things desirable that
self should be kept low and the Lord aloe magnified.


May not our gracious Lord design a double honor when he sends a double
set of trials? “Abundant in labors” is a high degree, but “patient in
suffering” is not less so. Some believers have excelled in active service, but
have scarcely been tried in the other and equally honorable field of
submissive endurance; though veterans in work, they have been little better
than raw recruits as to patience, and on this account they have been in
some respects but half developed in their Christian manhood. May not the
Lord have choice designs for some of his servants and intend to perfect
them in both forms of Christly imitation? There seems to be no natural
reason why both a man’s hands should not be equally useful, but few men
actually become ambidextrous, because the left hand is not adequately
exercised. The left-breaded men of the Scriptures were really men who had
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two right hands, being able to use both members with equal dexterity.
Patience is the left hand of faith, and if the Lord requires an Ehud to smite
Eglon, or a Benjamite to sling stones at a hair’s breadth, and not miss, it
may be he will take turns with him, and exercise his patience as well as his
industry. Should this be so, who would wish to avoid the divine favor? Far
wiser would it be to remember that such double warfare will require double
grace, and involve corresponding responsibility.


A change in the mode of our spiritual exercises may also be highly
beneficial, and avert unknown but serious evils. The cumbering engendered
by much service, like a growth upon the bark of a fruit tree, might become
injurious, and therefore our Father, who is the husbandman, with the rough
instruments of pain scrapes away the obnoxious parasite. Great walkers
have assured us that they tire soonest upon level ground, but that in scaling
the mountains and descending the valleys fresh muscles are brought into
play, and the variety of the exertion and change of scene enable them to
hold on with less fatigue: pilgrims to heaven can probably confirm this
witness. The continuous exercise of a single virtue, called forth by peculiar
circumstances, is exceedingly commendable; but if other graces are allowed
to lie dormant, the soul may become warped, and the good may be
exaggerated till it is tinged with evil. Holy activities are the means of
blessing to a large part of our nature, but there are other equally precious
portions of our new-born manhood which are unvisited by their influence.
The early and the latter rain may suffice for the wheat, and the barley, and
the flax, but the trees which yield the fragrant gums of Araby must first
weep with the night dews. The traveler on terra firma beholds the hand of
God on all sides, and is filled with holy admiration, but he has not
completed his education till he has tried the other element; for “they that
go down to the sea in ships, that do business in great waters, these see the
works of the Lord and his wonders in the deep;” nor is the advantage
confined to what they see, for the breath of the ocean inspires them with
health, and its waters cleanse them from the defilements of the shore. It is
good for a man to bear the yoke of service, and he is no loser when it is
exchanged for the yoke of suffering.


May not severe discipline fall to the lot of some to qualify them for their
office of under-shepherds, We cannot speak with consoling authority to an
experience which we have never known. The suffering know those who
have themselves suffered, and their smell is as the smell of a field which the
Lord hath blessed. The “word to the weary” is not learned except by an ear







461


which has bled while the awl has fastened it to the door-post. “The
complete pastor’s” life will be an epitome of the lives of his people, and
they will turn to his preaching as men do to David’s Psalms, to see
themselves and their sorrows, as in a mirror. Their needs will be the reason
for his griefs. As to the Lord himself, perfect equipment for his work came
only through suffering, so must it be to those who are called to follow him
in binding up the broken-hearted, and loosing the prisoners. Souls still
remain in our churches to whose deep and dark experience we shall never
be able to minister till we also have been plunged in the abyss where all
Jehovah’s waves roll over our heads, If this be the fact-and we are sure it is
— then may we heartily welcome anything which will make us fitter
channels of blessing. For the elect’s sake it shall be joy to endure all things;
to beard part of “that which is behind of the afflictions of Christ in my flesh
for his body’s sake, which is the church” shall be bliss to us. Alas, there
may be far more humiliating causes for our bodily afflictions! The Lord
may see in us that which grieves him and pro-yokes him to use the rod.
“Show me wherefore thou contendeth with me” should be the prompt
petition of the jealous heart. “Is there not a cause?” It can never be
superfluous to humble ourselves and institute self-examination, for even if
we walk in our integrity and can lift up our face without shame in this
matter, as to actual sin, yet our shortcomings and omissions must cause us
to blush. How much holier we ought to have been, and might have been I
How much more prevalently we might have prayed! With how much more
of unction we might have preached! Here is endless room for tender
confession before the Lord. Yet it is not good to attribute each sickness
and trial to some actual fault, as though we were under the law, or could
be punished again for those sins which Jesus bore in his own body on the
tree. It would be ungenerous to others if we looked upon the greatest
sufferer as necessarily the greatest sinner; everybody knows that it would
be unjust and unchristian so to judge concerning our fellow-Christians, and
therefore we shall be very unwise if we apply so erroneous a rule to
ourselves, and morbidly condemn ourselves when God condemns not. Just
now, when anguish fills the heart, and the spirits are bruised with sore pain
and travail, it is not the best season for forming a candid judgment of our
own condition, or of anything else; let the judging faculty lie by, and let us
with tears of loving confession throw ourselves upon our Father’s bosom,
and looking up into his face believe that he loves us with all his infinite
heart. “Though he slay me yet will I trust in him,” — be this the one
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unvarying resolve, and may the eternal Spirit work in us a perfect
acquiescence in the whole will of God, be that will what it may.


GIVE THYSELF WHOLLY TO THEM


PASSING through the chambers of the factory at Sevres, we observed an
artist drawing a picture upon a vase: We watched him for several minutes,
but he appeared to be quite unconscious of our observation. Parties of
visitors passed through the room, glanced at his work more or less
hurriedly, and made remarks, but he as a deaf man heard not, and as a dead
man regarded not. Why should he? Had he not royal work on hand? What
mattered to him the approbation or the criticism of passers by? They did
not get between him and the light, ‘and therefore they were no hindrance,
though they certainly were no help. “Well,” thought we, “after this fashion
should we devote our heart and soul to the ministry which we have
received. This one thing I do.” Bowing over our work, scanning earnestly
our copy, and laying on each line and tint with careful, prayerful hand, we
would finish the work which the Lord has given us to do without regard to
friend or foe. The Sevres vase retained no impress of the onlooker’s gaze;
the result of the worker’s skill would have been the same if he had been
altogether unseen: human criticism can help us but little, and human
approbation may damage our work most seriously. Let us forget that we
are judged of men, and henceforth live only as in the (treat Master’s eye,
absorbed in doing his will.


NOTES


THE twelfth annual conference of the ministers educated at the Pastors’
College was held during the week commencing Monday, April 3rd. The
first public gathering was held at the great East London Tabernacle, pastor
A. G. Brown. There was great delight, loudly expressed, as comrades
hailed each other, and exchanged the hearty grip of fellowship. The good
people of Stepney provided a good tea, and it was a love-feast indeed.
Two hundred or more earnest brethren, knit together as one man, who
have been at their several spheres for twelve months, meet again with a
zest and enthusiasm quite unknown to more formal gatherings. The
meeting upstairs was all alive. Mr. Brayers’ singing was to the great
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assembly like martial music to an army, and stirred all hearts to their inmost
deeps. The speaking was admirable, bold, clear, and to the point, and upon
the sympathetic it produced manifest effect. We separated with the full
conviction that a period of great blessing was prepared for us, and the
expectation has not been disappointed.


Commencing on Tuesday with earnest prayers, which at times seemed to
carry us all away, we enjoyed the presence of the great Head of the
Church, and the power of his Spirit every day of the week, even to the
closing communion service of Friday, when we all linked hands, and


sung the psalm in which we implore prosperity to Zion. To have had loving
speech with some three hundred brave young soldiers of the cross, and to
have seen how the Lord has been largely blessing almost every one of them
is a joy well nigh too great. We intended to have written a full and
particular account, which we feel sure would have made our generous
helpers partakers of our joy; but we are quite laid aside with pain of body,
the natural result of great mental labor.


Mr. Phillips gave us his annual supper during the Conference, and the
amounts spontaneously given to the College closely verge upon £2,000.
We are glad of this, for we have had but few donations of late, and half
suspect that our old friends are growing forgetful. However, when need
comes we have no doubt our Master will wake them up. Some of our
funds are low, and we shall hail it as a token for good if the “fresh springs”
break forth anew.


Our brain refuses to dictate the Notes for this month, and therefore they
must go. If our friends would earnestly ask for us more health, and more
grace, we should be deeply grateful.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — March
23rd. seven; March 30th, twenty-five.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE, 1876.


INAUGURAL ADDRESS


DELIVERED AT THE CONFERENCE OF THE PASTORS’
COLLEGE, BY


C. H, SPURGEON, ON TUESDAY, APRIL 4TH, 1876.


HAVE selected a most vital topic, and one upon which it would be difficult
to say anything which has not been often said before; but peradventure it
will be good to bring forth the old things, to put you in remembrance of
them. Our subject is “THE HOLY SPIRIT IN CONNECTION WITH OUR


MINISTRY,” or the work of the Holy Ghost in relation to ourselves as
ministers of the gospel of Jesus Christ.


“I believe in the Holy Ghost.” Having pronounced that sentence as a
matter of creed, I hope we can also repeat it as a devout soliloquy forced
to our lips by personal experience. To us the presence and work of the
Holy Spirit is the ground of our confidence as to the wisdom and
hopefulness of our life work. If we had not believed in the Holy Ghost we
should have laid down our ministry long, ere this, for “who is sufficient for
these things?” Our hope of success, and our strength for continuing the
service, lie in our belief that the Spirit of the Lord resteth upon us. I will
for the time being take it for granted that we are all of us conscious of the
existence of the Holy Spirit. We have said we believe in him; but in very
deed we have advanced beyond faith in this matter, and have come into the
region of consciousness. Time was when most of us believed in the
existence of our present friends, for we had heard of them by the hearing of
the ear, but we have now seen and heard each other, and felt the influence
of happy companionship, and therefore we do not now so much believe as
know. Even so we have fell the Spirit of God operating upon our hearts,
we know and have perceived the power which he wields over human
spirits, and we know him by conscious personal contact. By the
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sensitiveness of our spirit we are as much made conscious of the presence
of the Spirit of God as we are made cognizant of the existence of the souls
of our fellow-men by their action upon our souls, or as we are certified of
the existence of matter by its action upon our senses. We have been raised
from the dull sphere of mind and matter into the heavenly radiance of the
spirit-world; and not as spiritual men, we discern spiritual things, we feel
the forces which are paramount in the spirit-realm, and we know that there
is a Holy Ghost, for we feel him operating upon our spirits. If it were not
so, we should certainly have no right to be in the ministry of Christ’s
church. Should we even dare to remain in her membership? But, my
brethren, we have been spiritually quickened. We are distinctly conscious
of a new life, with all that comes out of it; we are new creatures in Christ
Jesus, and dwell in a new world. We have been illuminated, and made to
behold the things which eye hath not seen; we have been guided into truth
such as flesh and blood could never have revealed. We have been
comforted of the Spirit: full often have we been lifted up from the deeps of
sorrow to the heights of joy by the sacred Paraclete. We also have, in a
measure, been sanctified by him; and we are conscious that the operation
of sanctification is going on in us in different forms and ways. Therefore,
because of all these personal experiences, we know that there is a Holy
Ghost, as surely as we know that we ourselves exist.


I am tempted to linger here, for the point is worthy of longer notice.
Unbelievers ask for phenomena. The old business doctrine of Grad-grind
has entered into religion, and the skeptic cries, “What I want is facts.”
These are our facts: let us not forget to use them. A man says to me, “I
cannot pin my faith to a book or a history; I want to see present facts.” My
reply is, “Yon cannot see them, because your eyes are blinded; but the facts
are there all the same. Those of us who have eyes see marvelous things,
though you do not.” If he ridicules my assertion, I am not at all astonished.
I expected him to do so, and should have been very much surprised if he
had not done so; but I say to him, “What right have you to deny my
evidence? If I were a blind man, and were told by you that you possessed a
faculty called sight, I should be unreasonable if I railed at you as a
conceited enthusiast. All you have a right to say is — that you know
nothing about it, but you are not authorized to call us all liars or dupes,”
Brethren, to me the phenomena which are produced by the Spirit of God as
clearly demonstrate the truth of the Christian religion as ever the
destruction of Pharaoh at the Red Sea, or the fall of manna in the
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wilderness, or the water leaping from the smitten rock, could have proved
to Israel the presence of God in the midst of her tribes.


We will now come to the core of our subject. To us, as ministers, the Holy
Spirit is absolutely essential. Without him our office is a mere name. We
claim no priesthood over and above that which belongs to every child of
God; but we are the successors of those who, in olden times, were moved
of God to declare his word, to testify against transgression, and to plead
his cause. Unless we have the spirit of the prophets resting upon us, the
mantle which we wear is nothing but a rough garment to deceive. We
ought to be put forth with abhorrence from the sons of men for daring to
speak in the name of the Lord if the Spirit of God rests not upon us. We
believe ourselves to be spokesmen for Jesus Christ, appointed to continue
his witness upon earth; but upon him and his testimony the Spirit of God
always rested, and if it does not rest upon us, we are evidently not sent
forth into the world as he was. The commencement of the great work of
converting the world at Pentecost was with flaming tongues and a rushing
mighty wind, symbols of the presence of the Spirit; if, therefore, we think
to succeed without the Spirit, we are not after the Pentecostal order. If we
have not the Spirit which Jesus promised, we cannot perform the
commission which Jesus gave.


I need scarcely warn any brother here against falling into the idea of having
the Spirit so as to become inspired. Yet certain peculiar people need to be
warned against this folly. They hold that their meetings are under the
presidency of the Holy Spirit: concerning which notion I can only say that I
have been unable to discover in holy Scripture either the term or the idea. I
do find in the New Testament a body of Corinthians eminently gifted, fond
of speaking, and given to party strifes — true representatives of modern
Plymouth Brethren, but as Paul said of them, “I thank God I baptized none
of you,” so also do I thank the Lord that few of that school have ever been
found in our midst. It would seem that their assemblies possess a peculiar
gift of inspiration, not quite perhaps amounting to infallibility, but nearly
approximating thereto. If you have mingled in their gatherings, I greatly
question whether you have been more edified by the prelections produced
under celestial presidency, than you have been by those of ordinary
preachers of the Word, who only consider themselves to be under the
influence of the Holy Spirit, as one spirit is under the influence of another
spirit, or one mind under the influence of another mind. We are not the
passive communicators of infallibility, but the honest teachers of such
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things as we have learned, so far as we have been able to grasp them. As
our minds are active, and have a personal existence while the mind of the
Spirit is acting upon them, our infirmities are apparent as well as his
wisdom; and while we reveal what he has made us to know, we are greatly
abused by the fear that our own ignorance and error may be manifested
also, because we have not been more perfectly subject to the divine power.
I do not suspect that you will go off in the direction I have hinted at:
certainly the results of previous experiments are not likely to tempt wise
men to that folly.


This is our question. Wherein may we look for the aid of the Holy Spirit?
When we have spoken to this point, we will, very solemnly, consider a
second — How may we lose that assistance? Let us pray that, by God’s
blessing, this consideration may help us to retain it.


Wherein may we look for the aid of the Holy Spirit? I should reply, — in
seven or eight ways. 1. First, he is the Spirit of knowledge, — “ He shall
guide you into all truth.” We need to study, for the teacher of others must
himself be instructed. Habitually to come into the pulpit unprepared is
unpardonable presumption: nothing can more effectually lower ourselves
and our office. After a visitation discourse by the Bishop of Lichfield upon
the necessity of earnestly studying the Word, a certain vicar told his
lordship that he could not believe his doctrine, “for,” said he, “often when I
am in the vestry I do not know what I am going to talk about; but I go into
the pulpit and preach, and think nothing of it.” His lordship replied, “And
you were quite right in thinking nothing of it, for your churchwardens have
told me they shared your opinion.” If we are not instructed, how can we
instruct? If we have not thought, how shall we lead others to think? It is in
our study-work, in that blessed labor when we are alone with the Book
before us, that we need the help of the Holy Spirit. He holds the key of the
heavenly treasury, and can enrich us beyond conception; he has the clue of
the most labyrinthine doctrine, and can guide us into all truth. He can break
in pieces the gates of brass, and cut in sunder the bars of iron, and give to
us the treasures of darkness, and hidden riches of secret places. If you
study the original, consult fife commentaries, and meditate deeply, yet if
you neglect to cry mightily unto the Spirit of God, your study will not
profit you; but even if you are debarred the use of helps (which I trust you
will not be), if you wait upon the Spirit of God in simple dependence upon
his teaching, you will lay hold of very much of the divine meaning.
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The Spirit of God is peculiarly precious to us, because he especially
instructs us as to the person and work of our Lord Jesus; and that is the
main point of our preaching. He takes of the things of Christ, and shows
them unto us. If he had taken of the things of doctrine or precept we
should have been glad of such gracious assistance; but since he especially
deals with the things of Christ, and focuses his sacred light upon the cross,
we rejoice to see the center of our testimony so divinely illuminated, and
we are sure that the light will be diffused over all the rest of our ministry.
Let us wait upon the Spirit of God with this cry always — “O Holy Spirit,
reveal to us the Son of God, and thus show us the Father.”


As the Spirit of knowledge, he not only instructs us as to the gospel, but he
leads us to see the Lord in all other matters. We are not to shut our eyes to
God in nature, or to God in general history, or to God in the daily
occurrences of providence, or to God in our own experience; and the
blessed Spirit is the interpreter to us of the mind of God in all these. If we
cry, “Teach me what thou wouldst have me to do; show me wherefore
thou contendest with me; tell me what is thy mind in this precious
providence of mercy, or in that other dispensation of mingled judgment and
grace,” — we shall in each case be well instructed; for the Spirit is the
seven-branched candlestick of the sanctuary, and by his light all things are
rightly seen. Oh, my brethren, wait upon him for this light, or you will
abide in darkness, and become blind leaders of the blind.


2. In the second place, the Spirit is called the Spirit of wisdom, and we
greatly need him in that capacity; for knowledge may be dangerous if
unaccompanied with wisdom, which is the art of rightly using what we
know. Rightly to divide the Word of God is as important as fully to
understand it, for some who have evidently understood a part of the gospel
have given prominence only to that one portion of it, and have therefore
exhibited a distorted Christianity, to the injury of those who have received
it, since they in their turn have exhibited a distorted character in
consequence thereof. A man’s nose is a prominent feature in his face, but it
is possible to make it so large that eyes and mouth, and everything else, are
thrown into insignificance, and the drawing is a caricature and not a
portrait: so the most important doctrines of the gospel can be so
proclaimed to excess as to throw the rest of truth into the shade, and the
preaching is no longer the gospel in its natural beauty, but a caricature of
the truth, of which caricature, however, let me say, some people seem to
be mightily fond. The Spirit of God will teach you the use of the sacrificial
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knife to divide the offerings; and he will show you how to use the balances
of the sanctuary so as to weigh out and mix the precious spices in their
proper quantities. Every experienced preacher feels this to be of the utmost
moment. Alas, some of our hearers do not desire to hear the whole counsel
of God. They have their favorite doctrines, and would have us silent on all
besides. Many are like the Scotchwoman, who, after hearing a sermon,
said, “It was very well if it had not been for the trash of duties at the hinner
end.” There are brethren of that kind; they enjoy the comforting part — the
promises and the doctrines; but practical holiness must scarcely be touched
upon. Faithfulness requires us to give them a four-square gospel, from
which nothing is omitted, and in which nothing is exaggerated, and for this
much wisdom is requisite. I gravely question whether any of us have so
much of this wisdom as we need. We are probably afflicted by some
inexcusable partialities and unjustifiable leanings; let us search them out
and have done with them. We may be conscious of having passed by some
texts, not because we do not understand them (which might be justifiable),
but because we do understand them, and hardly like to say what they have
taught us, or because there may be some imperfection in ourselves, or
some prejudice among our hearers which we fear those texts would reveal
too clearly. Such sinful silence must be ended forthwith. To be wise
stewards, and bring forth the right portions of meat, we need thy teaching,
O Spirit of the Lord!


:Nor is this all, for even if we know how rightly to divide the Word of
God, we want wisdom in the selection of the particular part of truth which
is most applicable to the season and the people assembled; and equal
discretion in the tone and manner in which the doctrine shall be presented.
I believe that many brethren who preach human responsibility deliver
themselves in so legal a manner as to disgust all those who love the
doctrines of grace. On the other hand, I fear that many have preached the
sovereignty of God in such a way as to drive all persons who believe in
man’s free agency entirely away from the Calvinistic side. We should not
hide truth for a moment, but we should have wisdom so to preach it that
there be no needless jarring ‘or offending; but a gradual enlightenment of
those who cannot see it all, and a leading of weaker brethren into the full
circle of truth. Brethren, we also need wisdom in the way of putting things
to different people. You can knock a man down with the very truth which
was intended to build him up. You can sicken a man with the honey with
which you meant to sweeten his mouth. The great mercy of God has been
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preached unguardedly, and has led hundreds into licentiousness; and, on
the other hand, the terrors of the Lord have been occasionally preached
with such violence that they have driven men into despair, and so into a
settled defiance of the Most High. Wisdom is profitable to direct, and he
who hath it brings forth each truth in its season, dressed in its most
appropriate garments, and placed in its proper position. Who can give us
this wisdom but the blessed Spirit? O, my brethren, see to it, that in
lowliest reverence you wait for his direction.


3. Thirdly. we want the Spirit in another manner, namely, as the live coal
from off the altar, touching our lips, so that when we have knowledge and
wisdom to select the fitting portion of truth, we may enjoy freedom of
utterance when we come to deliver it. “Lo, this hath touched thy lips.” Oh,
how gloriously a man speaks when his lips are blistered with the live coal
from the altar — feeling the burning power of the truth, not only in his
inmost soul, but on the very lip with which he is speaking! Mark at such
times how his very utterance quivers. Did you not notice in the prayer-
meeting just now, especially in two of the suppliant brethren, how their
tones were tremulous, and their bodily frames were quivering, because not
only were their hearts touched, as I hope all our hearts were, but their lips
were touched, and their speech was thereby affected. Brethren, we need
the Spirit of God to open our mouths that we may show forth the praises
of the Lord, and we need him almost as much to keep us back from saying
many things which, if they actually left our tongue, would mar our
message. Those of us who are endowed with the dangerous gift of humor
have need, sometimes, to stop and take the word out of our mouth and
look at it, and see whether it is quite to edification; and those whose
previous lives have borne them among the coarse and the rough had need
watch with lynx eyes against indelicacy. Oh, brother, far be it from us to
utter a syllable which would suggest an impure thought, or raise a
questionable memory. We need the Spirit of God to put bit and bridle upon
us to keep us from saying that which will take the minds of our hearers
away from Christ and eternal realities, and set them thinking upon the
grovelling things of earth.


Brethren, we require the Holy Spirit also to incite us in our utterance. I
doubt not you are all conscious of different states of mind in preaching.
Some of those states arise from your body being in different conditions. A
bad cold will often not only spoil the clearness of the voice, but freeze the
flow of the thoughts. For my own part if I cannot speak clearly I am unable
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to think clearly, and the matter becomes hoarse as well as the voice. The
stomach, also, and all the other organs of the body, affect the mind; but it
is not to these things that I allude. Are you not conscious of changes
altogether independent of the body? When you are in robust health do you
not find yourselves one day as heavy as Pharaoh’s chariots with the wheels
taken off, and at another time as much at liberty as “a hind let loose.” To-
day your branch glitters with the dew, yesterday it was parched with
drought. Who knoweth not that the Spirit of God is in all this?


The divine Spirit will sometimes work upon us so as to bear us completely
out of ourselves. From the beginning of the sermon to the end we might at
such times say, “Whether in the body or out of the body I cannot tell: God
knoweth.” Everything has been forgotten but the one all-engrossing subject
in hand. If I were forbidden to enter heaven, but were permitted to select
my state for all eternity, I should choose to be as I sometimes feel in
preaching the gospel. Heaven is foreshadowed in such a state: the mind
shut out from all disturbing influences, adoring the majestic and
consciously present God, every faculty aroused and joyously excited to its
utmost capability, all the thoughts and powers of the soul joyously
occupied in contemplating the glory of the Lord, and in extolling to
listening crowds the Beloved of our soul; and all the while the purest
conceivable benevolence towards one’s fellow creatures urging the heart to
plead with them on God’s behalf. Alas! we have reached this ideal, but we
cannot always maintain it, for we know also what it is to preach in chains,
or beat the air. We may not attribute holy and happy changes in our
ministry to anything less than the action of the Holy Spirit upon our souls. I
am sure that the Spirit does so work. Often and often, when I have had
doubts suggested by the infidel, I have been able to fling them to the winds
with utter scorn, because I am so conscious of a power working upon me
when I am speaking in the name of the Lord, infinitely transcending any
personal power of fluency, and far surpassing any energy derived from
excitement such as I have felt when delivering a secular lecture or making a
speech — so utterly distinct from such power that I am quite certain it was
not of the same order or class as the enthusiasm of the politician or the
glow of the orator. May we full often feel the energy divine, and speak
with power.


4. But then, fourthly, the Spirit of God acts also as an anointing oil, and
this relates to the entire delivery — not to the utterance merely from the
mouth, but to the whole delivery of the discourse. He can make you feel
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your subject till it thrills you, and you become depressed by it so as to be
crushed into the earth, or elevated by it so as to be borne upon its eagle
wings; making you feel, besides your subject, your object, till you yearn for
the conversion of men, and for the uplifting of Christians to something
nobler than they have known as yet. At the same time, another feeling is
with you, namely, an intense desire that God may be glorified through the
truth which you are delivering. You are conscious of a deep sympathy with
the people to whom you are speaking, making you mourn over some of
them because they know so little, and over others because they have
known much, but have rejected it. You look into some faces, and your
heart silently says, “The dew is dropping there;” and, turning to others, you
sorrowfully perceive that they are as Gilboa’s mountains. All this will be
going on during the discourse. We cannot tell how many thoughts can
traverse the mind at once. I once counted eight sets of thoughts that were
going on in my brain simultaneously. I was preaching the gospel with all
my might, but could not help feeling for a lady who was evidently about to
faint, and also looking out for the brother who opens the windows that he
might give us more air. I was thinking of that illustration which I had
omitted under the first head, casting the form of the second division,
wondering if A felt my rebuke, and praying that B might get comfort from
the consoling observation, and at the same time praising God for my own
personal enjoyment of the truth I was proclaiming. Some interpreters
consider the cherubim with their four faces to be emblems of ministers, and
assuredly I see no difficulty in the quadruple form, for the sacred Spirit Can
multiply our mental states, and make us many times the men we are by
nature. How much he can make of us and how grandly he can elevate us I
will not dare to surmise.


He can do exceeding abundantly above what we ask or even think.
Especially is it the Holy Spirit’s work to maintain in us a devotional frame
of mind whilst we are preaching. This is a condition to be greatly coveted
— to continue praying while you are occupied with preaching; to do the
Lord’s commandments, hearkening unto the voice of his word; to keep the
eye on the throne, and the wing in perpetual motion. I hope we know what
this means; I am sure we know, or may soon experience, its opposite,
name]y, the evil of preaching in an undevotional spirit. What can be worse
than to speak under the influence of a proud or angry spirit? What more
weakening than to preach in an unbelieving spirit? But, oh, to burn in our
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secret heart while we blaze before the eyes of others! This is the work of
the Spirit of God. Work it in us, O blessed Comforter!


In our pulpits we need the spirit of dependence to be mixed with that of
devotion, so that all along, from the first word to the last syllable we may
be looking up to the strong for strength. It is well to feel that though you
have continued up to the present point, yet if the Holy Spirit were to leave
you, you would play the fool ere the sermon closed. Looking to the hills
whence cometh your help all the sermon through, with absolute
dependence upon God, you will preach in a brave, confident spirit all the
while. Perhaps I was wrong to say “brave,” for it is not a brave thing to
trust God: to true believers it is a simple matter of sweet necessity — how
can they help trusting him? Wherefore should they doubt their ever-faithful
Friend? I told my people last Lord’s-day morning, when preaching from
the text, “My grace is sufficient for thee,” that for the first time in my life I
experienced what Abraham felt when he fell upon his face and laughed. I
was riding home, very weary with a long week’s work, when there came to
my mind this text — “ My grace is sufficient for thee:” but it came with the
emphasis on two words: “My grace is sufficient for thee.” My soul said,
“Doubtless it is,” and I laughed, and laughed again and again to think how
far the supply exceeded all my needs. It seemed to me as though I were a
little fish in the Thames, and in my thirst I said, “Alas, I shall drink up this
river.” Then Father Thames lifted up his ancient head, and smilingly
replied, “Little fish, my water is sufficient for thee.” It made unbelief
appear to be utterly ridiculous, as indeed it is. Oh, brethren, we ought to
preach feeling that God means to bless the word, for we have his promise
for it, and when we have done preaching we should look out for the people
who have received a blessing. You ought not to say, “I am overwhelmed
with astonishment to find that the Lord has converted souls through


Everybody knows that, and humility! Your ministry is poor enough. you
ought to know it most of all: but, at the same time, is it any wonder that
God who said, “My word shall not return unto me void,” has kept his
promise? Is the meat to lose its nourishment because the dish is a poor
platter? Is divine grace to be overcome by our infirmity? No, but we have
this treasure in earthen vessels, that the excellency of the power may be of
God and not of us.


We need the Spirit of God, then, all through the sermon to keep our hearts
and minds in a proper condition, for if we have not the right spirit, we shall
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lose the tone which persuades and prevails, and our people will discover
that Samson’s strength has departed from him. Some speak scoldingly, and
so betray their bad temper; others preach themselves, and so reveal their
pride. Some preach as though it were a condescension on their part to
occupy the pulpit, while others preach as though they apologized for their
existence. To avoid errors of manner and tone, we must be led of the Holy
Spirit, who alone teacheth us to profit.


5. We depend entirely upon the Spirit of God to produce actual effect
from the gospel, and it is at effect that we always aim. We do not stand up
in our pulpits to display our skill in spiritual sword-play, but we come to
actual fighting: our object is to drive the sword of the Spirit through men’s
hearts. If preaching can ever in any sense be viewed as a public exhibition,
it should be like the exhibition of a ploughing match, which consists in
actual ploughing. The competition does not lie in the appearance of the
ploughs, but in the work done; so let ministers be judged by the way in
which they drive the gospel plough, and cut the furrow from end to end of
the field. Always aim at effect. “Oh,” says one, “I thought you would have
said, ‘ Never do that.’” I do also say, never aim at effect, in the unhappy
sense of that expression. Never aim at effect after the manner of the climax
makers, poetry quoters, handkerchief manipulators, and bombast blowers.
Far better for a man that he had never been born than that he should
degrade a pulpit into a show box to exhibit himself in. Aim at the right sort
of effect; the inspiring of saints to nobler things, the leading of Christians
closer to their Master, the comforting of doubters till they rise out of their
unbeliefs, the repentance of sinners, and leading them to immediate rest in
Christ. Miracles of grace must be the seals of our ministry; who can bestow
them but the Spirit of God? Convert a soul without the Spirit of God?
Why, you cannot even make a fly, much less create a new heart and a right
spirit. Lead the children of God to a higher life without the Holy Ghost?
You are inexpressibly more likely to conduct them into carnal security, if
you attempt their elevation by any method of your own. Our ends can
never be gained if we miss the cooperation of the Spirit of the Lord.
Therefore, with strong crying and tears wait upon him from day to day.


6. Next, we need the Spirit of God as the Spirit of supplications, who
maketh intercession for the saints according to the will of God. A very
important part of our lives consists in praying in the Holy Ghost, and that
minister who does not think so had better escape from his ministry.
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Abundant prayer must go with earnest preaching. We cannot be always on
the knees of the body, but the soul should never leave the posture of
devotion. The habit of prayer is good, but the spirit of prayer is better.
Regular retirement is to be maintained, but continued communion with
God is to be our aim. As a rule, we ministers ought never to be many
minutes without actually lifting up our hearts in prayer. Some of us could
honestly say that we are seldom a quarter of an hour without speaking to
God, and that not as a duty but as an instinct, a habit of the new nature for
which we claim no more credit than a babe does for crying after its mother.
How could we do otherwise? Now, if we are to be much in the spirit of
prayer, we need secret oil to be poured upon our hearts, even the spirit of
grace and of supplication. As to our prayers in public, let it never be
truthfully said that they are official, formal, and cold, yet they will be so if
the supply of the Spirit be scant. You cannot pray acceptably in public year
after year without the Spirit of God; for this reason, certain weaklings have
said, “Let us have a liturgy!” Rather than seek divine aid they will go down
to Egypt for help. Rather than be dependent upon the Spirit of God, they
will pray by a book. For my part, if I cannot pray, I would rather know it,
and groan over my soups barrenness till the Lord again visit me with
fruitfulness of devotion. If you are filled with the Spirit, you will be glad to
throw off all formal fetters, that you may commit yourself to the current of
the divine Spirit, and by his power be borne along till you find waters to
swim in. Sometimes you will enjoy closer fellowship with God in prayer in
the pulpit than you have known anywhere else. To me my greatest secrecy
in prayer has often been in public; my truest loneliness with God has
occurred to me while pleading in the midst of thousands. I have opened my
eyes at the close of a prayer and come back to the assembly with a sort of
shock at finding myself on earth and among men. Such seasons are not at
our command, neither can we raise ourselves into such conditions by any
preparations or efforts. How blessed they are both to the minister and his
people no tongue can tell! How full of power and blessing habitual
prayerfulness must also be I cannot here pause to declare, but for it all we
must look to the Holy Spirit, and blessed be God we shall not look in vain,
for it is especially said of him that he helpeth our infirmities in prayer.


7. Furthermore, it is important that we be under the influence of the Holy
Ghost, as he is the Spirit of holiness; for a very considerable and essential
part of Christian ministry lies in example. Our people take much note of
what we say out of the pulpit, and what we do in the social circle and
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elsewhere. Do you find it easy, my brethren, to be saints? — such saints
that others may regard you as examples? We ought to be such husbands
that every husband in the parish may safely be such as we are. Is it so? We
ought to be the best of fathers. Alas! some ministers, to my knowledge, are
far from this, for as to their families, they have kept the vineyards of others,
but their own vineyards they have not kept. Their children are neglected,
and do not grow up as a godly seed. Is it so with yours? In our converse
with our fellow men are we blameless and harmless, the sons of God
without rebuke? Such we ought to be. I admire Mr. Whitefield’s reasons
for always having his linen scrupulously clean. “No, no,” he would say,
“these are not trifles; a minister must be without spot, even in his
garments, if he can.” Purity cannot be carried too far in a minister. You
have known an unhappy brother bespatter himself, and you have
affectionately aided in removing the spots, but you feel that it would have
been better had the spots been avoided. O to keep ourselves unspotted
from the world. How can this be in such a scene of temptation, and with
such besetting sins unless we are kept by superior power? If you are to
walk in all holiness and purity, as becometh ministers of the gospel, you
must be daily baptized into the Spirit of God.


8. Once again, we need the Spirit as a Spirit of discernment, for he knows
the minds of men as he knows the mind of God, and we need this very
much in dealing with difficult characters. There are in this world some
persons who might possibly be allowed to preach, but they should never be
suffered to become pastors. They have a mental or spiritual
disqualification. In the church of San Zeno, at Verona, I saw the statue of
that saint in a sitting posture, and the artist has given him knees so short
that he has no lap whatever, so that he could not have been a nursing
father. I fear there are many others who labor under a similar disability:
they cannot bring their minds to enter heartily into the pastoral care. They
can dogmatise upon a doctrine, and controvert upon an ordinance, but as
to sympathizing with an experience, it is far from them. Cold comfort can
such render to afflicted consciences, their advice will be equally valuable
with that of the highlander who saw an Englishman sinking in a bog on Ben
Nevis. “I am sinking!” cried the traveler. “Can you tell me how to get
out?” Calmly replied the highlander, “I think it is likely you never will,” and
he walked away. We have known ministers of that kind, puzzled, and
almost annoyed, with sinners struggling in the slough of despond. If you
and I, untrained in the shepherd’s art, were placed among the ewes and







477


young lambs in the early spring, what should we do with them? In some
such perplexity are those found who have never been taught of the Holy
Spirit how to care for the souls of men. May his instructions save us from
such wretched incompetence.


Moreover, brethren, whatever our tenderness of heart, or loving anxiety,
we shall not know how to deal with the vast variety of cases unless the
Spirit of God shall direct us, for no two individuals are alike; and even the
same case will require different treatment at different times. At one period
it may be best to console, at another to rebuke; and the person with whom
you sympathized even to tears to-day may need that you confront him with
a frown to-morrow, for trifling with the consolation which you presented.
Those who bind up the broken-hearted, and set free the captives, must
have the Spirit of the Lord upon them.


In the oversight and guidance of a church the Spirit’s aid is needed. At
bottom the chief reason for secession from our denomination has been the
difficulty arising out of our church government. It is said to “tend to the
unrest of the ministry.” Doubtless, it is very trying to those who crave for
the dignity of officialism, and must needs be Sir Oracles, before whom not
a dog must bark. Those who are no more capable of ruling than mere babes
are the very persons who have the greatest thirst for authority, and, finding
little of it awarded to them in these parts, they seek other regions. If you
cannot rule yourself, if you are not manly and independent, if you are not
superior in moral weight, if you have not more gift and more grace than
your ordinary hearers, you may put on a gown and claim to be the ruling
person in the church; but it will not be a church of the Baptist or New
Testament order. For my part I should loathe to be the pastor of a people
who have nothing to say, or who, if they do say anything, might as well be
quiet, for you are Lord Paramount, and they are mere laymen and
nobodies. I would sooner be the leader of six free men, whose enthusiastic
love is my only power over them, than play the dictator to a score of
enslaved nations. What position is nobler than that of a spiritual father who
claims no authority and yet is universally esteemed, whose word is given
only as tender advice, but is allowed to operate with the force of law?
Consulting the wishes of others he finds that they first desire to know what
he would recommend, and deferring always to the desires of others, he
finds that they are glad to defer to him. Lovingly firm and graciously
gentle, he is the chief of all because he is the servant of all. Does not this
need wisdom from above? What can require it more? David when
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established on his throne said, “It is he that subdueth my people under me,”
and so may every happy pastor say when he sees so many brethren of
differing temperaments all happily willing to be under discipline, and to
accept his leadership in the work of the Lord. If the Lord were not among
us how soon there would be confusion. Ministers, deacons, and elders may
all be wise, but if the sacred Dove departs, and the spirit of strife enters, it
is all over with us. Brethren, our system will not work without the Spirit of
God, and I am glad it will not, for its stoppages and breakages call our
attention to the fact of his absence. Our system was never intended to
promote the glory of priests or pastors, but is calculated to educate manly
Christians, who will not take their faith at second-hand. What am I, and
what are you, that we should be lords over God’s heritage? Dare any of us
say with the French king, “L’etat, c’est moi “ — “ the state is myself,” — I
am the most important person in the church. If so, the Holy Spirit is not
likely to use such unsuitable instruments; but if we know our places and
desire to keep them with all humility, he will help us, and the churches will
flourish beneath our care.


I have given you more than a sufficiently long catalogue of matters wherein
the Holy Spirit is absolutely necessary to us, and yet the list is very far from
complete. I have intentionally left it imperfect, because if I attempted its
completion all our time would have expired before we were able to answer
the question, How MAY WE LOSE THIS NEEDFUL ASSISTANCE? Let none of
us ever try the experiment, but it is certain that ministers may lose the aid
of the Holy Ghost. Each man here may lose it. You shall not perish as
believers, for everlasting life is in you; but you may perish as ministers, and
be no more heard of as witnesses for the Lord. The Spirit claims a
sovereignty like that of the wind which bloweth where it listeth; but let us
never dream that sovereignty and capriciousness are the same thing. The
blessed Spirit acts as he wills, but he always acts justly, wisely, and with a
motive, and reason. At times he gives or withholds his blessing, for reasons
connected with ourselves. Mark the course of a river like the Thames; how
it winds and twists according to its own sweet will: yet there is a reason for
every bend and curve: the geologist studying the soil and marking the
conformation of the rock, sees a reason why the river’s bed diverges to the
right or to the left; and so, though the Spirit of God blesses one preacher
more than another, and the reason cannot be such that any man could
congratulate himself upon his own goodness, yet there are certain things
about Christian ministers which God blesses, and certain other things
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which hinder success. The Spirit of God falls like the dew, in mystery and
power, but it is in the spiritual world as in the natural, certain substances
are wet with the celestial moisture while others are always dry. Is there not
a reason? The wind blows where it lists; but if we desire to feel a stiff
breeze we must go out to sea, or climb the hills. The Spirit of God has his
favored places for displaying his might. He is typified by a dove; but the
dove has its chosen haunts: to the rivers of waters, to peaceful and quiet
places, the dove resorts; we meet it not upon the battle-field, neither does
it alight on carrion. There are things congruous to the Spirit, and things
contrary to his mind. The Spirit of God is compared to light, and light can
shine where it wills; but some bodies are opaque, while others are
transparent; and so there are men through whom God the Holy Ghost can
shine, and there are others through whom his brightness never appears.
Thus, then, it can be shown that the Holy Ghost, though he be the “free
Spirit” of God, is by no means capricious in his operations.


But, dear brethren, the Spirit of God may be grieved and vexed, and even
resisted: to deny this is to oppose the constant testimony of Scripture.
Worst of all, we may do despite to him, and so insult him that he will speak
no more by us, but leave us as he left king Saul of old. Alas, that there
should be men in the Christian ministry to whom this has happened; but I
am afraid there are.


Brethren, what are those evils which will grieve the Spirit? I answer,
anything that would have disqualified you as an ordinary Christian for
communion with God also disqualifies you for feeling the extraordinary
power of the Holy Spirit as a minister: but, apart from that, there are
special hindrances.


Among the first we must mention a want of sensitiveness, or that unfeeling
condition which arises from disobeying the Spirit’s influences. We should
be delicately sensitive to his faintest movement, and then we may expect
his abiding presence, but if we are as the horse and the mule, which have
no understanding, we shall feel the whip, but we shall not enjoy the Spirit.


Another grieving fault is a want of truthfulness. If a great musician takes a
guitar, or touches a harp, and finds that the notes are false, he stays his
hand. Some men’s souls are not honest; they are sophistical and double-
minded. Christ’s Spirit will not be an accomplice with men in the wretched
business of shuffling and deceiving. Does it really come to this — that you
preach certain doctrines, not because you believe them, but because your
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congregation expects you to do so? Are you biding your time till you can,
without risk, renounce your present creed and tell out what your dastardly
mind really holds to be true? God deliver us from such men, and if they get
into our regiment, may they speedily be drummed out to the tune of the
Rogue’s March.


You can greatly grieve the Holy Spirit by a general scantiness of grace.
The phrase is awkward, but it describes certain persons better than any
other which occurs to me. I know the man. He is not dishonest, nor
immoral, he is not bad tempered, nor self-indulgent, but there is a
something wanting whose absence spoils everything about him. He wants
the one thing needful. He is not spiritual, he has no savor of Christ, his
heart is not warm, his soul is not alive, he wants grace. We cannot expect
the Spirit of God to bless a ministry which never ought to have been
exercised, and certainly a graceless ministry is of that character.


Another thing which drives him away is pride. The way to be very .great is
to be very little. To be very noteworthy in your own esteem is to be
unnoticed of God. If you will dwell near the skies, you shall find the
mountain summits cold and barren: the Lord dwells with the lowly, but he
knows the proud afar off.


The Holy Ghost is also vexed by laziness. I cannot imagine the Spirit
waiting at the door of a sluggard, and supplying the deficiencies of an idle
man. Sloth in the cause of the Redeemer is a vice for which no excuse can
be invented. We ourselves feel our flesh creep when we see the dilatory
movements of sluggards, and we may be sure that the active Spirit is
equally vexed with those who trifle in the work of the Lord. Neglect of
private prayer and many other evils will produce the same unhappy result,
but there is no need to enlarge, for your own consciences will tell you,
brethren, what it is that grieves the Holy One of Israel.


And now, let me entreat you, listen to this word: — Do you know what
may happen if the Spirit of God be greatly grieved and depart from us.
There are two suppositions. The first is that we never were God’s true
servants at all, but only temporarily used by him, even as Satan’s agency
may be overruled for good. Suppose, brethren, that you and I go on
comfortably preaching for a while, and are neither suspected by ourselves
or others to be destitute of the Spirit of God: it may all come to an end on
a sudden, and we may be smitten down in our prime, as were Nadab and
Abihu, no more to be seen ministering before the Lord. We have no
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inspired annalist to record for us the sudden cutting off of promising men,
but if we had, it may be we should read with terror of zeal sustained by
strong drink, and of strange fire presented upon the altar till the Lord
would endure it no more, and cut off the offenders with a sudden stroke.
Shall this ever be our doom?


Alas, I have seen some deserted by the Holy Spirit, as Saul was. It is
written that the Spirit of God came upon Saul, but he was faithless to the
divine influence, and it departed, and an evil spirit occupied its place. See
how the deserted preacher moodily plays the cynic, criticizes all others, and
hurls a javelin at a better man than himself. Saul was once among the
prophets, but he was more at home among the persecutors. The
disappointed preacher worries the true evangelist, resorts to the witchcraft
of philosophy, and seeks help from dead heresies, but his power is gone,
and the Philistines will soon find him among the slain. Some, too, deserted
by the Spirit of God, have become like the sons of one Sceva, a Jew. These
pretenders tried to cast out devils in the name of Jesus, whom Paul
preached, but the devils leaped upon them and overcame them; thus while
certain preachers have declaimed against sin, the very vices which they
denounced have overcome them. The sons of Sceva have been among us in
England: the devils of drunkenness have prevailed over the very man who
denounced the bewitching cup, and the demon of unchastity has leaped
upon the preacher who applauded purity. If the Holy Ghost be absent, ours
is of all positions the most perilous; therefore let us beware.


Alas, some ministers become like Balaam. He was a prophet, was he not?
Did he not speak in the name of the Lord? Yet Balaam fought against
Israel, and cunningly devised a scheme by which the chosen people might
be overthrown. Ministers of the gospel have become Papists, infidels, and
freethinkers, and plotted the destruction of what they once professed to
prize. We may be apostles, and yet, like Judas, turn out to be sons of
perdition. Woe unto us if this be the case!


Brethren, I will assume that we really are children of God, and what then?
Why, even then, if the Spirit of God depart from us, we may be taken away
on a sudden as the deceived prophet was who failed to obey the command
of the Lord. He was no doubt a man of God, and the death of his body was
no mark of the loss of his soul, but he broke away from what he knew to
be the command of God given specially to himself, and his ministry ended
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there and then. May the Holy Spirit preserve us from deceivers, and keep
us true to the voice of God.


Worse still, we may reproduce the life of Samson, upon whom the Spirit of
God came in the camps of Dan; but in Delilah’s lap he lost his strength, and
in the dungeon he lost his eyes. He bravely finished his life-work, blind as
he was, but who among us wishes to tempt such a fate?


Or — and this last has saddened me beyond all expression — we may be
left by the Spirit of God to mar the close of our life-work as Moses did.
Not to lose our souls, nay, not even to lose our crown; but, still, to be
under a cloud by once speaking unadvisedly with our lips. I have lately
studied that story of the prophet of Horeb, and I have not recovered yet
from the deep gloom of spirit which it cast over me. What was the the sin
of Moses? You need not enquire. It was not gross like the sin of David,
nor startling like the sin of Peter; it seems an infinitesimal sin as weighed in
the balances of ordinary judgment. But then, you see, it was the sin of
Moses, of a man favored of God above all others, of a leader of the people,
of a representative of the divine King. The Lord could have overlooked it
in anyone else, but not in Moses: Moses must be chastened by being
forbidden to lead the people into the promised land. Truly, he had a
glorious view from the top of Pisgah, but it was a great disappointment
never to enter the land of Israel’s inheritance, and that for once speaking
unadvisedly. I would not shun my Master’s service, but I tremble in his
presence. It is a dreadful thing to be beloved of God. “Who among us shall
dwell with devouring fire? Who among us shall dwell with everlasting
burnings? He that walketh righteously and speaketh uprightly” — he alone
can face that sin-consuming love. Brethren, I beseech you, crave Moses’
place, but tremble as you take it. Fear and tremble for all the good that
God shall make to pass before you. When you are fullest of the fruits of the
Spirit bow lowest before the throne, and serve the Lord with fear. “The
Lord our God is a jealous God.” Remember that God has come unto us,
not to exalt us, but to exalt himself, and we must be diminished as he
increases in us. You will not increase as Jesus increases, but the reverse.
“He must increase, and I must decrease.” Oh, may God bring us to this,
and make us walk very carefully and humbly before him. God will search
us and try us, for he begins in judgment firs[at his own house, and there he
begins with his ministers. Will any of us be found wanting? Shall the pit of
hell draw a portion of its wretched inhabitants from among us? Terrible
will be the doom of a fallen preacher: his condemnation will astonish
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common transgressors. O for the Spirit of God to make and keep us alive
unto God, faithful to our office, and useful to men’s souls. Amen.


ARE YOU CARRYING A LIFE
SHELL ABOUT YOU?


A LIVE shell fell on the quarter-deck, and a brave sailor seizing it with both
hands carried it to the ship’s side and threw it overboard. Was not this cool
courage? It was, and it is to be admired. The man voluntarily placed
himself in jeopardy of instant destruction, and yet retained his calm
presence of mind: it was wonderfully heroic. But what shall we think of
men who remain in peril of the destruction of their souls, for no heroic
purpose, or justifiable reason, and yet are as unconcerned as if there were
no danger? They carry hell in their bosoms and are not afraid! They even
rejoice in that which will be their sure damnation. This is not courage, but
madness. The sailor was rid of his terrible handful as soon as possible, but
these retain the deadly shell and play with it as if it were a toy. Reader: is
this true of you?


TAKE TIME BY THE FORELOCK


IF we have half-a-dozen trains starting between now and the time when we
must go to meet some engagement, we are not particular which train we
take; but if we know that the next train is the last, how very earnest we are
in the matter of getting to the station. Every hour there is a last train — the
going of opportunities which will never, never come back. Indeed, all our
opportunities of usefulness are speeding away. You have less physical
strength — perhaps less mental strength — than you once had. You will
have less in the future. The people with whom you come in contact in
business circles during the approaching week, you will meet, perhaps for
the last time. The fields all around us are white to the harvest. The gospel
sickle is ready, the wages are large, and Jesus asks us to go into the harvest
fields and bind sheaves for the heavenly garner. Shall we refuse? —
Christian at Work.
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JOHN PLOUGHMAN’S SERMON ON
“BEWARE OF DOGS”


IF this were a regular sermon preached from a pulpit of course I should
make it long and dismal, for fear people should call me eccentric. As it is
only meant to be read at home I will make it short, though it will not be
sweet, for I have not a sweet subject. The text is taken from the Epistle to
the Philippians, the third chapter and the second verse. “BEWARE OF


DOGS.” You know what dogs are, and you know how you beware of them
when a bull-dog flies at you to the full length of his chain, so the words
don’t want any clearing up.


It is very odd that the Bible never says a good word for dogs: I suppose
the breed must have been bad in those eastern parts, or else, as our minister
tells me, they were nearly wild, had no master in particular, and were left to
prowl about half starved. No doubt a dog is very like a man, and becomes
a sad dog when he has himself for a master. We are all the better for having
somebody to look up to; and those who say they care for nobody and
nobody cares for them are dogs of the worst breed, and, for a certain
reason, are never likely to be drowned.


Dear friends, I shall have heads and tails like other parsons, and I am sure I
have a right to them, for they are found in the subjects before us.


Firstly, then, let us beware of dirty dogs — or as Paul calls them, “evil
workers “ — those who love filth and roll in it. Dirty dogs will spoil your
clothes, and make you as foul as they are themselves. A man is known by
his company; if you go with loose fellows your character will be tarred
with the same brush as theirs. People can’t be very nice in their
distinctions; if they see a bird always flying with the crows, and feeding and
nesting with them they call it a crow, and ninety-nine times out of a
hundred they are right. If you are fond of the kennel, and like to run with
the hounds, you will never make the world believe that you are a pet lamb.
Besides, bad company does a man real harm, for, as the old proverb has it,
if you lie down with dogs you will get up with fleas.


You cannot keep too far off a man with the fever, and a man of wicked
life. If a lady in a fine dress sees a big dog come out of a horse-pond, and
ran about shaking himself dry, she is very particular to keep out of his way,
and from this we may learn a lesson, — when we see a man half gone in
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liquor, sprinkling his dirty talk all around him, our best place is half-a-mile
off at the least.


Secondly, beware of ,snarling dogs. There are plenty of these about; they
are generally very small creatures, but they more than make up for their
size by their noise. .They yap and snap without end. Dr. Watts said-


“Let dogs delight to bark and bite,
For God has made them so.”


But I cannot make such an excuse for the two-legged dogs I am writing
about, for their own vile tempers, and the devil together, have made them
what they are. They find fault with anything and everything. When they
dare they howl, and when they cannot do that they lie down and growl
inwardly. Beware of these creatures. Make no friends with an angry man:
as well make a bed of stinging nettles or wear a viper for a necklace.
Perhaps the fellow is just now very fond of you, but beware of him, for he
who barks at others to-day without a cause will one day howl at you for
nothing. Don’t offer him a kennel down your yard unless he will let you
chain him up. When you see that a man has a bitter spirit, and gives nobody
a good word, quietly walk away and keep out of his track if you can.
Loaded guns and quick tempered people are dangerous pieces of furniture;
they don’t mean any hurt, but they are very apt to go off and do mischief
before you dream of it. Better go a mile round than get into a fight; better
sit down on a dozen tacks with the points up than get into a dispute with
an angry neighbor.


Thirdly, beware of fawning dogs. They jump up upon you and leave the
marks of their dirty paws. How they will lick your hand and fondle you as
long as there are bones to be got: like the lover who said to the cook,
“Leave you, dear girl, never, while you have a shilling.” Too much sugar in
the talk should lead us to suspect that there is very little in the heart. The
moment a man praises you to your face mark him, for he is the very
gentleman to rail at you behind your back. If a fellow takes the trouble to
flatter he expects to be paid for it, and he calculates that he will get his
wages out of the soft brains of those he tickles. When people stoop down it
generally is to pick something up, and men don’t stoop to flatter you unless
they reckon upon getting something out of you. When you see too much
politeness you may generally smell a rat if you give a good sniff. Young
people need to be on the watch against flatterers, especially young women
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with pretty faces and a little money. To these we would say beware of
puppies!


Fourthly, beware of greedy dogs, such as can never have enough.
Grumbling is catching; one discontented man sets others complaining, and
this is a bad state of mind to fall into. Folks who are greedy are not always
honest, and if they see a chance they will put their spoon into their
neighbor’s porridge; why not into yours? See how cleverly they skin a flint;
before long you will find them skinning you, and as you are not quite so
used to it as the eels are, you had better give Mr. Skinner a wide berth.
When a man boasts that he never gives anything away, you may read it as a
caution — beware of dogs. A liberal, kind-hearted friend helps you to keep
down your selfishness, but a greedy grasper tempts you to put an extra
button on your pocket. Hungry dogs will wolf down any quantity of meat,
and then look out for more, and so will greedy men swallow farms and
houses, and then smell around for something else. I am sick of the animals:
I mean both the dogs and the men. Talking of nothing but gold, and how to
make money, and how to save it — why one had better live with the
hounds at once, and howl over your share of dead horse. The mischief a
miserly wretch may do to a man’s heart no tongue can tell; one might as
well be bitten by a mad dog, for greediness is as bad a madness as a mortal
can be tormented-with. Keep out of the company of screwdrivers, tight-
fists, hold-fasts, and bloodsuckers; beware of dogs.


Fifthly, beware of yelping dogs. Those who talk much tell a great many
lies, and if you love truth you had better not love them. Those who talk
much are likely enough to speak ill of their neighbors, and of yourself
among the rest; and therefore if you do not want to be town-talk, you will
be wise to find other friends. Prate-a-pace will weary you out one day, and
you will be wise to break off his acquaintance before it is made. Do not
lodge in Clack-street, nor next door to the Gossip’s Head. A lion’s jaw is
nothing compared to a talebearer’s. If you have a dog which is always
barking, and should chance to lose him, don’t spent a penny in advertising
for him. Few are the blessings which are poured upon dogs which howl all
night and wake up honest householders, but even these can be better put
up with than those incessant chatterers who never let a man’s character
rest either day or night.


Sixthly, beware of dogs that worry the sheer. Such get into our churches,
and cause a world of misery. Some have new doctrines as rotten as they
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are new; others have new plans, whims, and crochets, and nothing will go
right till these are tried; and there is a third sort, which are out of love with
everybody and everything, and only come into the churches to see if they
can make a row. Mark these, and keep clear of them. There are plenty of
humble Christians who only want leave to be quiet and mind their own
business, and these troublers are their plague. To hear the gospel, and to be
helped to do good, is all that the most of our members want, but these
worries come in with their “ologies” and puzzlements, and hard speeches,
and cause sorrow upon sorrow. A good shepherd will soon fetch these
dogs a good crack of the head; but they will be at their work again if they
see half a chance. What pleasure can they find in it? Surely they must have
a touch of the wolf in their nature. At any rate, beware of dogs.


Seventhly, beware of dogs who have returned to their vomit. An apostate
is like a leper. As a rule none are more bitter enemies of the cross than
those who once professed to be followers of Jesus. He who can turn away
from Christ is not a fit companion for any honest man. There are many
abroad now-a-days who have thrown off religion as easily as a ploughman
puts off his jacket. It Will be a terrible day for them when the heavens are
on fire above them, and the world is ablaze under feet. If a man calls
himself my friend, and leaves the ways of God, then his way and mine are
different; he who is no friend to the good cause, is no friend of mine.


Lastly, finally, and to finish up, beware of dogs that have no master. If a
fellow makes free with the Bible, and the Jaws of his country, and common
decency, it is time to make free to tell him we had rather have his room
than his company. A certain set of wonderfully wise men are talking very
big things, and putting their smutty fingers upon everything which their
fathers thought to be good and holy. Poor fools, they are not half as clever
as they think they are. Like hogs in a flower-garden, they are for rooting up
everything, and some people are so frightened that they stand as if they
were stuck, and hold up their hands in-horror at the creatures. When the
hogs have been in my Master’s garden, and I have had the big whip handy,
I warrant you 1 have made a clearance, and I only wish I was a scholar, for
I would lay about me among these free-thinking gentry, and make them
squeal to a long meter tune. As John Ploughman has other fish to fry, and
other tails to butter, he must leave these mischievous creatures, and finish
his rough ramshackle sermon.
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Beware of dogs. Beware of all who will do you harm. Good company is to
be had, why want bad? It is said of heaven, “without are dogs.” Let us
make friends of those who can go inside of heaven, for there we hope to
go ourselves. We shall go to our company when we die; let it be such that
we shall be glad to go to it.


THE MINIMUM CHRISTIAN.


THE minimum Christian! And who is he? The Christian who is going to
heaven at the cheapest, rate possible. The Christian who intends to get all
of the world he can, and not meet the worldling’s doom. The Christian
who aims to have as little religion as he may without lacking it altogether.


The minimum Christian goes to worship in the morning’; and in the
evening also, unless it rains, or is too warm, or too cold, or he is sleepy, or
has the headache from eating too much at dinner. He listens most
respectfully to the preacher, and joins in prayer and praise. He applies the
truth very judiciously, sometimes to himself, oftener to his neighbors.


The minimum Christian is very friendly to all good works. He wishes them
well, but it is not in his power to do much for them. The Sabbath-school he
looks upon as an admirable institution, especially for the neglected and
ignorant. It is not convenient, however, for him to take a class: his business
engagements are so pressing during the week that he needs the Sabbath as
a day of rest; nor does he think himself qualified to act as a teacher. There
are so many persons better prepared for this important duty, that he must
beg to be excused. He is very friendly to home and foreign missions, and
colportage, and gives his mite, but he is quite unable to aid in the
management, for his own concerns are so excessively important. He thinks
there are “too many appeals;” but he gives, if not enough to save his
reputation, pretty near it, at all events he aims at it, and never overshoots
the mark.


The minimum Christian is not clear on a number of points. The opera and
dancing, the theater and card-playing, and large fashionable parties give
him much trouble. He cannot see the harm in this, or that, or the other
popular amusement. There is nothing in the Bible against it. He does not
see but what a man may be a Christian and dance or go to the opera. He
knows several excellent persons who do so; at least, so he says. Why
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should not he? He stands so close to · ,he dividing-line between the people
of God and the people of the world, that it is hard to say on which side of
it he is actually to be found.


Ah, my brother, are you making this attempt? Beware, lest you find at last
that in trying to get to heaven with a little religion, you miss it altogether;
lest without gaining the whole world, you lose your own soul. True
godliness demands self-denial and cross-bearing, and if you have none of
these you are making a false profession.


NOTES


THROUGHOUT the months of April and May sickness has kept us to our
chamber, but in great goodness the Lord has now permitted us to preach
on the Lord’s-day. For some months to come this, with our pressing home
duties, is all that we can attempt. All engagements to preach abroad must
stand postponed or canceled, and no new work of any sort can be
undertaken. Necessity has no law. If the great Master would give more
physical and mental strength, we should be delighted to use it for him and
for his church, but if he denies it, we must submit.


The colporteurs have usually come up to the Tabernacle each year, after
the College Conference, and we believe the custom has been very
beneficial, breaking the monotony of the year, keeping the men together,
and helping to warm their hearts. This year, the president being ill, only a
few were brought up, and these held meetings and were addressed by
Pastor J. A. Spurgeon and some of those indefatigable brethren who
manage the Colportage Association. We believe they were all the better for
assembling, and they showed their affection to the President by sending
him a letter of tender sympathy. Our workers are all a loving clan, and so
are our people and adherents. May they receive rich blessings in return for
their kindness to us. The report of the Colportage is very encouraging, for
God is blessing the work very greatly: the only thing which troubles us is
the private information that funds are lust now at a very low ebb. There are
forty-seven men at work, good books to the value of £4,415 were sold last
year, and the work is growing, but God’s people do not think enough of
this means of usefulness to support it adequately. We do not intend to let
this difficulty trouble us, for we have no strength to waste on care, but we
should be all the happier if this good work commended itself to more
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Christian men, who would be both able and willing to help. A report will be
sent to any one who applies for it, enclosing a stamp. Direct, Secretary of
Colportage, Pastors’ College, Newington Butts, London. Shall the priest-
ridden villages of England be evangelized by this efficient agency or not?
The answer must depend upon the means with which the society is
supplied. We shall give a condensation of the report next month. One
friend who read of the colportage work in our “History of the Tabernacle,”
has just sent on £40 to start a fresh colporteur. Here is good cheer.


Mrs. Spurgeon desires gratefully to record the signal success and blessing
which attends her “Book Fund.” Contributions come steadily in, books are
constantly going out, and our beloved one has the happiness of seeing the
work of the Lord prospering in her hands. There are many very interesting
facts and details connected with this little “labor of love” which we shall
hope to give our readers on some future occasion. Meanwhile Mrs.
Spurgeon charges us with two messages: — the first of thanks to those
kind friends whose liberal gifts enable her to continue and extend the
benefits of the fund; and the second — of invitation to those pastors whose
means and libraries are limited, to apply to her for a grant of books. Both
of these will be sure to meet with a hearty response. We are personally full
of adoring gratitude to God for enabling our beloved sufferer to commence
and carry on a work of such magnitude, so full of blessing to pastors and
people. “Lectures to My Students” have, by the generosity of a friend, been
offered to all the Calvinistic Methodist preachers in North Wales, and now
the same thing is being done for South Wales. It is no small work for an
invalid, and a daily sufferer, to send out many hundreds of these, besides
parcels of books to applicants.


From the number of students in the College we hate to report one as gone
home to glory. Our brother Lawrence was an earnest, promising preacher
of the word, but he is called by his Lord to sing instead of preach. May all
of us who survive be stirred up to use this life while we have it. Will our
brethren pray for an increased blessing on the College.


Recognition services have just been held in connection with the promising
settlement of our brethren, Mr. H. O. Mackey (at Southampton), and Mr.
W. Buster (at Surbiton).


Mr. Charles Wright has accepted the co-pastorate of the church at
Horncastle, Lincolnshire, and Mr. Bailey is going to the pastorate of the
church at Smethwick, near Birmingham.
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Mr. F. Page is about leaving England for Adelaide, South Australia, to
labor in connection with the Baptist Association there.


In reference to the Orphanage, all goes well. The annual meeting is to be
held on Tuesday, June 20. On that day there will be a fete, public meeting,
and sale of goods. If friends will forward bazaar goods as soon as they
conveniently can we shall be much encouraged. The boys will be glad of
interesting books for their library, and we commend the orphans’ request
to all booksellers and publishers in particular and good people in general
The annual meeting on June 20 will celebrate the Pastor’s forty-second
birthday.


We heartily congratulate the Baptist denomination upon the calling of Dr.
Landels to the Presidential chair for this year. His inaugural address was
the utterance of a Greatheart. It has, of course, brought upon him the
wrath of certain Independents and others, but that will be a small matter to
him. Truth is at home in the midst of storms, and a strong nature like that
of Dr. Landels takes delight in battling for a good and great cause. The
Baptists have had enough of being patronized as a small sect, whose
peculiarities were not offensively intruded; we have no wish to be indulged
and tolerated by the more respectable branch of the Congregational body,
for such kindness is tinctured with contempt. We have a deposit of sacred
truth to defend, and we shall not hesitate to battle for it. It is well to be put
by our leaders into this position. Our best thanks are due to the bold man
who is more eager to bear the responsibility of his office than to wear its
honors.


In the matter of the Burials’ Bill, Dr. Landels also spoke out right honestly.
We were amused to find him quoted in the House of Lords, as though
singular in his assertions, for to a man the Baptists are all of erie mind; we
can never rest till Episcopacy is disestablished and perfect religious equality
is found everywhere. Leave to bury our dead in the graveyards which
belong to every Englishman will be a liberty for  which we shall not even
say “thank you,” for it is no more than our right. As for the idea that this is
the end of our demands, it is preposterous. There must be no patronage or
oppression of any faith by the State, and all men must stand equal before
the law whatever their creed may be; and until this is the case our demands
will not cease. Dr. Landels did not go an inch beyond his brief; he only
stated energetically the common claims of all Nonconformists. There may
be a few odd and cranky Dissenters of another mind, but we never come
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across them; those among whom we move from day to day have long ago
made up their minds that the patronage of a sect is a violation of the
natural rights of men, an insult to the consciences of many, and the root of
innumerable evils. The cause of disestablishment is no mere piece of
politics, but a sacred inheritance for which we contend with our whole
hearts.


THE EDITOR AND THE VESTRY OF
SHOREDITCH


THE article in our last number, entitled “A Picture of Shoreditch,” has
brought us into hot water. The authorities of Shoreditch were naturally
very indignant at finding their district so described, and demanded a
retraction. We expressed our readiness to withdraw any statements which
could be proved to be untrue, and meanwhile we also set to work to put
the details of the article to the test. We found at once that the sum and
substance of the error lay in the title. Mr. Pike, the writer of our article,
described the district near Mr. Cuff’s chapel, and called it Shoreditch: but
his remarks almost entirely relate to streets which are not within the
boundaries of that parish. As a little paper, entitled The Ventilator, remarks
— “ The district whose unodorous perfume is made to stink in the nostrils
of the people is not Shoreditch.” We are glad to find that the vestrymen are
jealous of the honor of their parish, and ready to resent any implied charges
of neglect of sanitary laws; and we are glad to be able at once to
acknowledge the mistake made, and to express our regret that any offense
has been given them. At the same time they should look leniently on the
blunder, for it is a very natural one, and we feel sure we should ourselves
have fallen into it, had we written the article. Very few persons are so
learned in parochial geography as to know at once that a district verging
close upon Shoreditch High Street, and lying hard at the back of
Shoreditch church, is not in Shoreditch, but in quite another region. The
Sunday Magazine, edited by Dr. Guthrie, for the month of April, 1869,
contains an article entitled “A Sunday in Shoreditch,” but the spots of
which it speaks are in Bethnal Green. Where one writer has blundered
another may be excused.


Mr. Pike’s article contains within itself a rectification of the misnomer of
the title, for it mentions particular streets and rows, and also speaks of that
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“awful region at the back of Shoreditch Church,” which the vestrymen
themselves know is not under their jurisdiction. Still, a mistake has been
made, and we are sorry for it, and in the frankest manner tender our
apologies to the gentlemen aggrieved. Changing the title of the article, and
leaving Shore-ditch parish out of consideration, is the article true? It is. We
believed it to be so all along; for Mr. Pike has been known to us for many
years, and we have the utmost confidence in him: still, we made inquiry as
best we could, considering our severe illness. Mr. Pike informed us at once
that his materials came mostly from “The City Mission Magazine,” and
that he had nothing to withdraw or alter except the title. So far, so good.
We then sent an impartial gentleman to make diligent search, and the result
was fully confirmatory. We do not think it our duty to go into sanitary
matters in this magazine; but what our commissioner saw and smelt with
his own eyes and nose would be rather more startling than our constituents
would care to read about. We have before us a list of courts, places, and
streets, with an estimate of the number of families in each house, and the
state of sanitary matters; and we are surprised that a pestilence is not
created in such places. Our commissioner’s summary concludes with the
words, “The report in the Sword and Trowel is substantially correct.” Of
this investigation Mr. Pike knew nothing, or he might, perhaps, have
indicated places where every detail could be verified. As it is, we think that
quite as much has been made of the erroneous title as need to have been,
for no one intended to blame the authorities of Shoreditch or any other
parish, and persons on the spot must have seen with half an eye where the
mistake lay.


THE POWER OF NONCONFORMITY.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


NONCONFORMITY in England was at first a protest against the errors of the
church established by law, it is at the present time a protest against the
establishment of any church whatever by the state. In the enlarged area of
its protesting it is driven to use other weapons than it employed at first,
and to give greater prominence than it once did to matters aforetime
regarded as of small moment: our fear is lest the baser weapons should put
the nobler out of fashion, and the secondary aims should overshadow the
primary intents. We think it right to struggle earnestly against the
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unhallowed alliance of church and state, and to use the political power with
which we are entrusted to promote the principles of religious equality. May
the best success attend the exertions of those who devote their lives to this
object in their own way. We wish them God speed with all our heart. Still
the real power of Nonconformity will never be increased at the hustings; it
may be displayed there ever and anon for noble ends, but it is not gained
there nor fostered there. Ministers do well to give their votes, and to
express their opinions for the guidance of their people, but in proportion as
the preaching becomes political, and the pastor sinks the spiritual in the
temporal, strength is lost and not gained. Romanists obtain power by
various maneuvers, and devices which we would not use if we could; their
kingdom is of this world, and they are not slow to use all the methods of
the children of this world in gaining their ends; Dissenters will never be
powerful in this fashion. There will we hope never be a Nonconformist
brass band in the House of Commons ready to side with either party in
order to obtain fresh privileges for their clan, nor will men in office be
secretly influenced and induced to patronize Dissent by the hope of
quieting secret societies of Nonconforming rebels. The Church of England
also has not scrupled for its own purposes to ally itself with the partisans of
the liquor traffic, and write upon its banners “Beer and Bible”: to this also
it is to be hoped Dissent will never come; neither will it ever be supported
by the landed interest, the nobility, and the vast army of persons whose
positions are more or less mixed up with the conservation of things as they
are. We are to a very large extent shut out from the use of instrumentality’s
which others possess in abundance, and it is well that it is so, at least we
think it well, and many others agree with us in the opinion. Our forefathers
left the Church of England because of the serious errors of her prayer-
book, her form of church government, and her manner of ecclesiastical
procedure. Upon spiritual grounds they left her, and suffered the loss of all
things. They could not be true men and subscribe to her doctrines, nor
honest pastors if they sanctioned her laxity of discipline, nor faithful to
their convictions if they yielded allegiance to her prelates. Their piety as
much as their creed drove them out, and made them a power in the land
despite the persecution which they endured. Very few of them objected to
a state-church, as such; probably most of them agreed with an ideal church
of the nation, though the actual embodiment of it was obnoxious to them;
in this we have outrun them, and we ought to be grateful for our greater
light. But the narrowness of their protest may greatly have tended to
increase its force. They fixed their eye on doctrinal and practical evils of
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the first magnitude, and turned their undivided energy in that direction; we
would not obscure what we have added, but we wish the first original
things were more tenaciously held. Spirituality of mind was the Puritan’s
weapon against religious formality, sound doctrinal teaching was his shield
against Popery; by watchful discipline in the church he protested against an
all-comprehending establishment, and by a careful maintenance of
household devotion, every man being a priest in his own home, he
superseded the daily services of the steeple-house and the pretensions of
the parish priest. The life and power of the gospel made the meeting-house
the resort of devout men, and made it impossible for the State-paid parson
with informers, bailiffs, and county magistrates at his back, to put down
Dissent. These holy men had no influence at the polling-booth, but they
were mighty at the mercy-seat; they were nowhere on an election-day, but
they went everywhere preaching the word. Hence came their
acknowledged power, and hence must ours come also.


Alas, there were times of wretched blight, when Nonconformity became
respectable, intellectual, cold, and worldly. Her great antagonist and herself
alike felt the deadly power of Arianism, and then it is true she sought to
justify her position rather by appealing to the rights of man than to the
truth of God. Small enough was her success. The uprise of Methodism
under Whitefield and Wesley did more for Nonconformity than all the
agitators for religious liberty that ever lived. The object aimed at was the
glory of God and the conversion of souls, the end gained was the arousing
of the churches and the revival of evangelical doctrine, but as a remoter
consequence the entire position of Dissenters was elevated, and it became
impossible to keep them down. Like a volcanic force which cannot be kept
in cheek, but moves all things according to its will, the power of vital
godliness caused a general upheaval, and hurled to the ground institutions
of persecution which seemed to have been built upon a rock. The
awakened church of God began again to Seek first the kingdom of God
and his righteousness, and other things were added unto her, for which she
had scarcely hoped. She grasped no longer the wooden weapon of mere
intellect, but took for her watchword “the sword of the Lord and of
Gideon,” and her victories were sure.


At this time we deem it needful to insist upon it that the real power of
Nonconformity must still be found in true doctrine, holy living, burning
zeal, and simple faith. Agitate by all means for those just reforms which
will give religious equality to all men, but do not neglect the weightier
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matters; “these things ought ye to have done, but not to have left the other
undone.” If our pulpits become infected with errors which becloud the
atonement, if our members grow worldly and lukewarm, and if the life of
piety and the power of prayer become weak in our churches’, the essential
force of Nonconformity will be gone. The subscriptions to the Liberation
Society may not be diminished for a generation, and the funds of our
various institutions may even show an increase, but the worm is at the root,
and in a few years decay will assuredly appear, if spirituality shall be at a
discount and truth be undervalued. Nothing can serve the ends of our semi-
popish established church so much as unspiritual Dissent. “I was driven to
the parish church,” said a devout Baptist to us the other day, “because the
only dissenting place near me was an Independent chapel, where the
minister did not preach the gospel as I had been accustomed to hear it; no,
nor the gospel at all. I found more food for my soul under an evangelical
clergyman than at the chapel, and so I went to church, sorely against my
will.” We have heard others say “The people at the Baptist chapel were so
dead, and of such high doctrine, that I could not join them. I went several
miles to hear a pious curate in a little’ church, and much as I dislike a form
of prayer, I put up with it for the sake of the gospel which the good man
gave us.” Such things ought not to be; but we fear such things are
becoming far too common. Where the old orthodox faith is preached with
the Holy Ghost sent down from heaven, and errors are pointed out plainly
and the truth declared, our people become Nonconformists to the
backbone; but no true man of God will sacrifice the vital doctrines of the
word of God, and the good of his soul and the hope of seeing his children
converted, to what is an important, but still a secondary matter. We fear
that in certain quarters, Nonconformity has need to cry, “Save me from my
friends.” The “modem culture” men are undermining the structure which
they profess to build up, the pretenders to intellectual preaching are
clouding the gospel which they are supposed to proclaim, and the
gentlemen of aesthetic taste are aping the ritualism against which it should
have been their first business to protest. We confess we do not understand
why certain persons are with us at all, they would be more in their places in
the opposite camp. A Nonconformist, and yet use a liturgy! If a man can
bring his mind to a liturgical service it is a mere whim which makes him
seek an improvement on that of our National Church. A Dissenter who
knows not why he dissents, and only does so from political motives, or
from the force of education, is a weakness to those among whom he is
classed; but a Dissenter who actually leads others towards the very church
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from which he professes to dissent is far worse, he is a traitor in the camp
and ought not to be endured. If we had a writ to serve upon the parties
here intended we should not be long in finding them.


We need at this time to make our spiritual and doctrinal protest more clear
than it has been. A powerful society represents our political demands, but
we have no organization whatever to promote our far higher designs. Why
is this? Dissent is represented politically, but not doctrinally. How comes
this to be the case? Surely the second is by far the more important. If the
present Anglican church were disestablished to-morrow we should
conscientiously dissent from her as much as ever, for our differences are
solemn, grave, vital, and are not at all confined to her being a state-church.
It is a pity that this fact should be so little remembered. How is it that
Nonconformists are so little instructed in the great religious principles by
which they justify their distinctive position? How is it that they take so little
trouble to instruct others in the same? Is it more pleasant to talk politics
than to preach Christ? Are there more charms in warring against flesh and
blood than in wrestling with spiritual wickednesses in high places? Our call
is for old-fashioned Dissenters, for doctrinal Protesters, for godly
Nonconformity to the world, for deeper piety and more sound doctrine; we
must have them or the cause will go down, and deserves to go down. The
life of God in the soul is a force which nothing can baffle, and it has power,
like the cherub’s flaming sword at the gates of Eden, to turn every way:
“There is none like it, give it me.”


We may be misunderstood in this article, and some may suppose that we
are shifting our ground, but they will greatly err if they think so. We have
aforetime urged every Christian to exercise the franchise and use his
political privileges as in the sight of God, and we do so still with equal
energy; but this is by no means so vital, or so essential to the best interests
of Nonconformity as soundness in the faith, and depth of piety. We value
the agency which protests against the unrighteousness which patronizes a
sect, but we believe that this is not all; there ought to be a powerful
organization for spiritual objects, whose one business should be to expose
the original sins of the Anglican body, and to lay bare the ever-growing
errors within her pale. If ever this work needed doing it is now. It would
lay the ax at the root of the tree, and accomplish far more towards
disestablishment than any other imaginable agency, with the one exception
of the church herself, which is doing all it can for its own overthrow. For
our part, we should like to see a vigorous, evangelical Episcopal church in
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this land, free of the Slate, and purged of Popery; we have no enmity in our
heart towards any branch of the true church of Christ, but desire to see it
flourish and fill the land with fruit; but the present hodge-podge must be
ended or mended. It cannot be described by any one term, it is good and
evil, light and darkness, Popery and Protestantism, and while the evil
neutralizes the good, the good assists the evil to do its mischievous work.
O Lord, how long! Souls are being ruined wholesale by high church and
broad-church teaching, and the low church lends the aid of its association
to the deadly work: this moves our very soul. Party ends we have none; but
God’s gospel, the good of souls, the honor of Jesus, all demand of us that
this evil corporation should not go unrebuked, but should be resisted with
the sword of the Spirit, ‘ which is the Word of God. Are there none who
think with us, and are able and willing to make our suggestion a fact?


NOTES.


Mr. Spurgeon is much better in health, mercy ye eager pleaders for “just
one day but is still weak, and earnestly begs friends at our anniversary!” At
least enclose a not to press him so importunately to preach stamp when,
after getting one answer, ever)’ day and every where. Have some you write
again. Why should the postage  tax be to the poor victim a growing load 1
Could any one of our readers guess what a public man’s correspondence
costs him! Make it a penny less by not asking him to preach when he is not
well.


June 19. The ordinary prayer meeting was turned into a season of
thanksgiving on account of the restoration of the Pastor and our beloved
deacon William Olney to a measure of health. It is indeed a special favor
from God to the Pastor to have his zealous deacon spared. Great numbers
were present and much of the Divine presence was enjoyed. As the
members of the church had earnestly prayed for their two brethren so did
they with equal fervor magnify the name of the Lord who has so graciously
answered the petitions of his people. At the same meeting prayer was
offered for Mr. Page, one of the students, who is sailing for Australia, and
for two others, who are settling in spheres of usefulness at home. It imparts
great interest to prayer meetings when there are distinct objects before the
people, and those too of a practical character. The reports which are
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continually being sent in of answers to special prayers here presented are
very cheering and greatly tend to encourage faith.


June 20. A fete was held at the Orphanage to celebrate its anniversary and
to keep the Pastor’s birthday. The crowds were beyond all precedent on
such occasions, and all the provision which had been made, though it was
very large, failed to meet the demands and had to be greatly increased.
Difficulties and delays were borne with patience, and all went merry as a
marriage bell. Everybody came with loving heart and smiling countenance.
The Pastor’s arm and hand will long remember the thousands of hearty
salutations which he received, and his heart will never forget the
affectionate and encouraging words which were addressed to him by his
beloved people and attached friends. The goods which have been received
during the year were sold at a bazaar. We shall be glad at all times to
receive contributions of all sorts, for we always find a fit occasion for their
sale sooner or later. The meeting in the evening, presided over by Sir
Henry Havelock, was held in the open air, for no hall at the Orphanage, or
near it, could accommodate the multitude. Dr. McEwen, of Clapham, Mr.
Jones of Brixton, Mr. President Wigner, and five Spurgeons addressed the
meeting. Seldom does a man find himself followed in his ministry by two
sons and two grandsons, and live to speak with them at the same meeting.


The Lord’s name be praised for mercies to the families of his people.
Writing as we do, just at the close of the meeting, we cannot be accurate in
our statements, but we believe that at least £500 will be gained for the
Orphanage by the day. We owe special thanks to the generous friend who
sent in £42, so as to give a golden token of his esteem for every year of the
Pastor’s life. Many other birthday gifts ought also to be noted, but space
prevents. Everybody has been kind and we feel bowed beneath the load of
our mercies. Never was the Orphanage in so happy and holy a state, never
were the funds in so sound a condition, or friends so hearty in supporting
it. The Foundation fund has received legacies of about £6,500 this year,
and the general income has also been larger than ever. Business is slack and
money is hard to obtain, so all the world is saying, but the orphans’ Father
knows how to provide for his own. The Report will be issued with the
Magazine. Our best thanks are due and are hereby tendered to our friend
Mr. Murrell and his staff for the tremendous exertions which they made on
the day just past. They were at its close like men who had fought a great
battle. The feeding of three thousand when the loaves and fishes grow by
miracle does not involve the toil which has to be borne by those who on a
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sudden find that bread and butter and cake and hot tea are needed by a
thousand more people than they expected, although they looked for. two
thousand. God bless the men who so cheerfully do the Church’s hardest
work. We wish, however, that our friends when they mean to come to a
meeting would buy their tickets a day before, that we may know how to
provide. It is a singular fact that up to the very morning only four hundred
tickets were taken, and yet when the thousands came without giving us
notice they expected us to be ready for them. Next time we shall have to
consult Dr. Cumming or some other prophetic brother.


June 21. The Female Servants’ Home Society held its annual meeting in
our Lecture Hall. The Pastor presided. Prizes were given to sixty or more
domestic servants who had kept their places for 2, 5, 9, and 15 years, the
last receiving valuable gold medals. The Society provides a home for
servants while out of place. More than 1,000 were thus shielded from evil
during the past year, and the whole expense to the public, including prizes
was only £150. Was ever money better employed? The Society deserves to
be greatly enlarged.


Mr. Collins, of Penge, sends us a most pleasing account of the anniversary
just held there. What with sermons from Messrs. Maitland, Cuff, and
Varley (in whose restored health we greatly rejoice), and speeches from
Brethren Tarn, J. A. Brown, and Stone, the Penge people must have had a
fine time of it. Everything goes on well, and in the autumn the friends hope
to hold a Bazaar to reduce their debt. Old friends of Mr. Collins, and
Penge, who wish to help can send parcels to Mr. Blackshaw, at the
Tabernacle, who will gladly send them on.


We are endeavoring to form a Baptist church at Herne Bay. The land is
given, and the friends have brought up £115 to which we will add £100.
Baptists who take in their year’s salt at this quiet little watering place will,
we hope, back us up in this effort. Students from the College preach in the
Town Hall.


A like effort is also being made at Southend, Essex, where a church has
been formed. A chapel is needed.


Erith also has a prospering church under the care of our late student Mr.
Martin, but a meeting-house is needful, and that speedily.


Mr. Silverton has opened his noble Exeter Hall, in Nottingham, under the
most pleasing auspices. He has his own ways of doing things, but no one
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can deny that souls are saved and multitudes reached by his ministry, whom
no one else has ever got at. We hoped to have taken part in the opening,
but illness has prevented us. As soon as we feel able we shall fulfill our
promise.


One of our most urgent needs is a chapel for the blind people who
assemble with Mr. Hampton. He devotes all his time and energies to this
work among the poorest of the blind, but the room in which the blind
people gather is too small. Very few of our readers would dare to enter
during service, for the smell from the thickly packed poor people
assembled is described as “awful.” One speaker told us that it made him
feel sick, and all who go there feel it to be injurious to health. Besides,
there is no room for those who wish to come. We have an opportunity for
gathering together the very poorest and most helpless of mankind, and now
we are at a standstill for a chapel or hall to put them in. The improvement
in many of our blind friends in a short time is something wonderful to see,
and it pains us to think that we cannot enable Mr. Hampton to gather a yet
larger flock. A spot within half a mile of the Tabernacle is wanted,


and a thousand pounds to build a hall’ with. Who can find a piece of cheap
land? Who can build us the hall? Some lover of the blind and of the gospel
will be the most likely person to aid us, and we believe he will be forth
coming.


Colportage Association. The secretary, Mr. Corden Jones, says, “Since I
last wrote new districts have been commenced at Wolveshampton,
Maryport, and Melton Mowbray, the last specially among railway navvies.
We have applications also from several other districts for men. but if all are
to be entertained our General .Funds will need immediate and increased.
support. The blessing on the work seeing to increase, and. also the desire
to have men employed. A gentleman writes this month, ‘We are
increasingly pleased with our colporteur. He is active in holding cottage
open air meetings, and in his visits to the sick. Many persons have been
induced to attend on the preached gospel, and there are some few hopeful
characters. We hope to have another in the C. N. District.’ Will friends
who value the work, but do not need the personal services of the
colporteur, help us to send out more men by contributing to the General
Fund?


“The colporteurs get a fixed salary, and do not personally receive any
further remuneration for the books they sell either by commission or







502


otherwise. The profits on their sales go to the funds of the association, and
help to maintain the work.”


The Eleventh Annual Meeting of the Band of Hope was held on Friday
evening, May 26th, in the Lecture Hall of the Tabernacle, which was
crowded to excess. Mr. W. R. Selway occupied the chair, and the meeting
was opened with singing and prayer. The report, which was read by the
Secretary, Mr. Percy Selway, stated that eleven meetings had been held
during the year, at which 126 pledges were received. After a careful
visitation at the homes of the members the total number still true to their
pledge and in full membership with the society was found to be 642.
Excellent addresses were delivered by Revs. G. in. Murphy and T. T.
Lambert, and Messrs. G. C,. Campbell, Jabez Inwards, Thomas Whittaker,
and Thomas and Charles Spurgeon, the presence of the last two being a
most welcome feature of the meeting. A Band of Hope choir stag
melodies, and two lads from the Orphanage gave recitations.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — May
25th, fourteen; May 29th, seventeen; June 1st, twenty-one.







503


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


THE GREAT POT AND THE TWENTY LOAVES.


AUGUST 1876.


A SHORT SERMON BY C. H. SPURGEON. AT THE
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.


“Set on the great pot.” — 2 Kings 4:38.
“Then bring meal.” — 2 Kings 4:41.
“Give unto the people that they may eat.” — 2 Kings 4:42.


WE scarcely need go over the story. There was a dearth in the land; Elisha,
came to the college of the prophets, which consisted of about a hundred
brethren, and found that they were in want, as the result of the famine.
While he was teaching the young men, he observed that they looked as if
they needed food, and he found that there was none, in the house. Elisha,
therefore, ordered his servant, to take the great pot, which generally stood
upon long legs over the fire, and make a nourishing soup in it. True, there
was nothing to put in this pot, but he believed that God would provide. It
was for him, to set the pot over the fire, and it was for the Lord to fill it.
Some of the young men were not so sure as Elisha, was that God could fill
it without their help, and one with great eagerness went out to gather
something from the fields; his help turned out to be of small service, for he
brought home poisonous cucumbers, and cut them up, and threw them into
the broth; and, lo, when they began to pour it out, it was acrid to the taste,
gave them a terrible colic, and made them cry out, “There is death in the
pot.”


Then the prophet said, “Bring meal.” This was put into the steaming
caldron, the poison was neutralized, the food was made wholesome, and
the students were satisfied. This miracle was in due time followed up by
another. A day or two afterwards, the young prophets were still needing
food, and the larder was again empty. Just at that time, a devout, man
comes from a little distance, bringing a present for the prophet, which
consisted of a score of loaves similar to our penny rolls. The prophet bids
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his servitor set this slender quantity before the college. He is astonished at
the command to feed a hundred hungry men with so little, but he is
obedient to it; and while he is obeying, the little food is multiplied, so, that
the hundred men eat and are perfectly satisfied, and there is something left.


I believe there are lessons to be learned from these two miracles, and I shall
try to bring out these lessons in three forms. First, as they shall relate to the
present condition of religion in our land; secondly, as they may be made
to relate to the condition of backsliders; and, thirdly, as they may afford
comfortable direction to seeking sinners.


I. First, then, our text, as in a parable, sets forth in a figure our course of
action in connection with RELIGION IN THIS LAND.


And, first, there is a great need of the gospel of Jesus Christ. We have not
a hundred men famishing nowadays, but hundreds of thousands, and even
hundreds of millions in this great world who are perishing for want of
heavenly food. The Church must feed the people. It is not for us to say,
“We hope they will be saved,” and leave it there; or set it down as a work
that cannot be done till the millennium, and therefore we have nothing to
do with it. Our business is in the strength of God, to grapple with the
present condition of things. Here are the millions famishing; shall we let
them famish? I remember seeing similar sentences under the likeness of the
late Richard Knill; — “The heathen are perishing! Shall we let them
perish?” “But,” says one, “how can we possibly supply them with food?”
See what Elisha did; the people were hungry, and there was no food in
hand, except a little meal, yet he said, “Set on the great pot.” Faith, always
does as much as she can; if she cannot fill the pot, she can put it on the fire,
at any rate. If she cannot find meat for the pottage, she pours in the water,
lights the fire, and prays and waits. Some have not this faith nowadays; and
until we have it, we cannot expect the blessing. Thus saith, the Lord,
“Enlarge the place of thy tent, and let them stretch forth the curtains of thy
habitation.” Why? Because “thou shalt break forth on the right hand and on
the left.” Few will regard such a summons as this. The feeble faith of our
time finds it difficult to enlarge the tent, even after the increase has come,
and the people are there to fill it. Great faith would enlarge the tent, and
expect the Lord to keep his promise, and multiply us with men as with a
flock. The Church, of God greatly needs, not foolish confidence in herself,
which would lead her to be Quixotic, but simple confidence in God, which
would enable her to be apostolic, for she would go forth believing that God
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would be with her, and great things would be accomplished by her. She
would open her mouth wide, expecting that God would fill it, and fill it he
would. Faith does what she can, and waits for her Lord to do what he can.
Brother, what is your faith doing? Are you putting a great pot on the fire in
expectation of a blessing,


“Set on the great pot,” said the prophet, “and seethe the pottage.” He was
not in jest, he meant what he said. Often, when we get as far as setting on
the pot, it is not for seething pottage! We feel the desire to carry out
spiritual work, but we do not come to; practical action as those who work
for immediate results. Oh, for practical common sense, in connection with
Christianity! Oh, for reality in connection with the idea, of faith! When a
man goes to his business to make money, he goes there with all his wits
about him; but, frequently, when men come to prayer and Christian service,
they leave their minds behind, and do not, act as if they were transacting
real business with God. Eilisha, when he said, set on the great pot,”
expected God to fill it; he was sure it would be So, and he waited in all
patience till dinner was ready. O Church of God, set on the pot, and the
great pot, too! Say, “The Lord will bless us.” Get your granary cleaned
out, that, the Lord may fill it with his good corn. Put the grist into the
hopper, and look for the wind to turn the sails of the mill. O ye doubters,
throw up the windows, that the fresh breeze of the Divine Spirit may blow
in on your sickly faces! Expect that God is about to send the manna, and
have your omers ready. We shall see greater things than these if we awake
to our duty and our privilege. It is the Church’s business to feed the world
with spiritual bread; she can only do so by faith, and she ought to act in
faith in reference to it.


The faith of Elisha was not shared by all the brethren. There were some
who must needs go and fill the pot, as we have said, but they gathered the
gourds of the colocynth vine, and poisoned the whole mess, and it became
needful to find an antidote for the poison. We here see our second duty,
the Church must provide an antidote for the heresies and poisonous
doctrines of the time. There has entered into the public ministry of this
country a deadly poison. We may say of the Church in general, “O thou
man of God, there is death in the pot!” Zealous persons, whose zeal for
God is not according to knowledge, have gone about and gathered the
gourds of the wild vine. I think I could tell you what kind of gourds they
are; some of them are very pretty to look at, and they grow best on the
seven hills of Rome, they are called “Ritualistic performances”; these they
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shred into the pot. There are gourds of another kind, very delicate and
dainty in appearance, which are known as “liberal views” or “modern
thought.” As a philosopher once talked of extracting sunbeams from
cucumbers, so thee wild gourds are said to consist of “sweetness and
light,” but the light is darkness and the sweetness is deadly. They have shed
these into the pot, and nobody can taste the doctrinal mixture which is
served out from some pulpits without serious risk of soul-poisoning, for
“there is death in the pot.” What Scriptural doctrine is there which, men do
not deny and yet call themselves Christians. What truth is there which our
fathers held which is endorsed by those who think themselves the leaders
of advanced thought? Have they not polluted the entire sanctuary of truth,
and lifted up their axes against all the carved work of the temple? On the
other hand, have we not, almost everywhere, Christ put aside for the
crucifix, and the blessed Spirit thrust into a corner by the so-called
sacraments? Is not the outward made to drown the inward, and is not the
precious truth of the gospel overlaid by the falsehoods of Rome?


There is death in the pot; how is the Church to meet it? I believe it is to
imitate Elisha. We need not attempt to get the wild gourds out of the pot,
they are cut too small, and ate too cunningly mixed up; they have entered
too closely into the whole mass of teaching to be removed. Who shall
extract the leaven from the leavened loaf? What then? We must look to
God for help, and use the means indicated here. “Bring meal.” Good
wholesome food was cast into the poisonous stuff, and by God’s gracious
working it killed the poison; and the Church must cast the blessed gospel
of the grace of God into the poisoned pottage, and false doctrine will not
be able to destroy men’s souls as it now does. We shall not do much good
by disputing, and denouncing, and refusing to associate with people. I call
such things barking, but preaching the gospel is biting. The surest remedy
for false doctrine is preaching the truth. Christianity is the cure for Popery.
Preach up Christ, and down go the priests; preach grace, and there is an
end of masses. I am more and more persuaded that the good old Calvinistic
truths, which are now kept in the background, are the great Krupp guns
with which we shall blow to pieces the heresies of the day, if once more
they are plainly and persistently preached in harmony with the rest of
revealed truth.


Is the remedy very simple? Do not, therefore, despise it. God be thanked
that it is simple; for then we shall not be tempted to give the glory to man’s
wit, and wisdom when the good result is achieved. In, this work, you can
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all help; for if only meal is needed, a child may bring his little handful. One
man may contribute more than another, but the humblest may put, in his
pinch of meal, and even the commonest servitor in; the house may assist in
this work. Spread the gospel. Spread the gospel. Spread the gospel. A
Society for prosecuting Puseyites, will that do the work? Appeals to
Parliament, will they be effectual? Let those who choose to do so cry to
lawyers and Parliaments; but as for us, we will preach the gospel. If I could
speak with a voice, of thunder, I would say to those, friends who are for
adopting other means to stop the spread of error, “You waste your time
and strength, give all your efforts to the preaching of the gospel. Lift up
Christ, and lay the sinner low. Proclaim justification by faith, the work of
the Holy Spirit in regeneration, and the grand old doctrines of the
Reformation, and your work will be done; but by no other means.” “Bring
meal,” said the prophet; and our word at this time is, “Preach the truth as it
is in Jesus.”


Some of the grossest errors of our own day may yet be overruled by God
for the promotion of his truth. There are men who believe in
sacramentarianism, who love the Lord Jesus very ardently. When I read
some of the poetry of this school, I cannot but rejoice to see that, the
writers love my Lord and Master, and it strikes me that, if the whole gospel
could be put before them, we might expect to see some of them become
noble preachers of the truth, and perhaps save the orthodox from dead dry
doctrinalism by reviving a more direct devotion to the Savior. Perhaps they
will not, with us, talk often of justification by faith, but if they extol the
merit of the precious blood and wounds of Jesus, it will come to much the
same thing. For my part, I care little for the phraseology, if essential truth
be really taught, and the Lord Jesus be exalted.


Some of the doubters, too, “thinkers”, as they prefer to be called, if thine
Lord renewed them by his Spirit, might bring out the old truths with
greater freshness than our more conservative minds are able to do. I love
to hear those who have known the vanity of error speak out the truth. They
are more sympathetic towards the tempted, and are generally more
conversant with the grounds of our faith.


Who knows? Who knows? I have a hope which may not prove a dream. I
hope that thousands are feeling their way into light, and will come forth
soon. Let us not despair, but keep to our work, which is gospel preaching,
telling about Jesus and his dear love, the power of his blood, the
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prevalence of his plea, and the glory of his throne, and who knows but that
a multitude of the priests may believe, and the philosophers also may
become babes in Christ’s school? “Bring meal,” and thus meet the poison
with the antidote.


Another lesson comes from the second miracle; let us look at it. The loaves
brought to Elisha were not quartern loaves like ours, but either mere
wafers of meal which had been laid flat, on a hot stone, and so baked, or
else small rolls of bread. That store was but little, yet Elisha said, “Feed the
people,” and they were fed. That is the third lesson, the Church is to use
all she has, and trust in God to multiply her strength. Nowadays,
individuals are apt to think they may leave matters to Societies, but this is
highly injurious; we should every one go forth to work for God, and use
our own talents, be they few or many. Societies are not meant to enable us
to shirk our personal duty, under the idea that our strength is small. Little
churches are apt, to think that they cannot do much, and therefore they do
not expect a great blessing. What can these few cakes do towards feeding a
hundred men? They forget that God can multiply them. Ye limit the Holy
One of Israel. Do you think he needs our numbers? Do you think he is
dependent upon human strength? I tell you, our weakness is a better
weapon for God than our strength. The Church in the apostolic times was
poor, and mostly made up of unlearned and ignorant men, but she was
filled with power. What name that would have been famous in ordinary
history do you find among her first members? Yet that humble Church of
fishermen and common people shook the world. The church nowadays is
for the most part too strong, too wise, too self-dependent, to do much. Oh,
that she were more God-reliant! Even the whom you call great preachers
will be great evils if you trust to them. This I know, we ought never to
complain of weakness, or poverty, or lack of prestige, but should
consecrate to God what we have.


“Oh, but I can scarcely read a chapter!” Well, read that chapter to God’s
glory. You who cannot say more than half-a-dozen words to others, say
that little in the power of the Spirit. If you cannot do mare than write a
letter to a friend about his soul, or give away a tract to a stranger in the
streets, do it in God’s name. Brother, sister, do what you can; and in doing
this God will strangely multiply your power to do good, and cause great
results to flow from small beginnings. Active faith is needed; and if this be
richly present, the Lord in whom we trust will do for us exceeding
abundantly above all that we ask, or even think.
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II. And now, briefly, but very earnestly, I desire to speak TO


BACKSLIDERS.


In all our churches, there are members who are no better than they should
be. It is very questionable whether they ought to be allowed to be members
at all; they have gone very far back from what they used to be, or ought to
be. They scarcely ever join the people of God in public prayer, though they
once professed to be very devout. Private prayer is neglected, and family
prayer given up. Is it not so with some to whom I address myself? Have
you not lost the light of God’s countenance, and gone far away from happy
communion with! Christ? It is not for me to charge you; let your own
consciences speak. I hope that you are now beginning to feel an inward
hunger, and to perceive the your backslidings have brought famine upon
you. What shall I bid you do? Go and attempt your own restoration by the
works of the law? By no means: I bid you bring your emptiness to Christ,
and look for his fullness. Yours is a great empty pot; set it on the fire, and
cry to God to fill it. Jesus says to lukewarm Laodicea, “If any man hear my
voice, and open the door, I will come in to him, and will sup with him.”
“Alas!” says the Laodicean, “I have nothing in the house.” Your confession
is true; but when our Lord comes to sup, he brings his supper with him. He
stands at the door of every backslider and knocks. Will you let him in?
“Oh!” say you, “I wish he would enter.” Dear brother, open your heart
now, just as you did at the first, when as a poor sinner you went to him.
Say unto him, “Blessed Lord, there is nothing in me but emptiness, but
here is the guest chamber. Come in all thy love, and sup with me, and let,
me sup with thee. I am nothing, come and be my All-in-all.” “But,” says
the backslider “may I really come to Jesus, just as I did at the first?” Listen.
“Return, ye backsliding children, for I am married unto you, saith the
Lord.” He is married unto you; and though you have behaved badly, the
marriage bond is not broken. Where is the bill of divorcement which he
hath sued out? Is it not written “he hateth putting away”? Come just as you
are, and begin anew, for he will accept you again.


“But,” say you, “alas for me, I have been gathering wild gourds!” What
have you been doing, professor? You have left undone what you ought to
have done, and you have done many things you ought not to have done,
and therefore there is no health in you. You have been trying to find
pleasure in the world, and you have found wild vines. You have been
tempted by love of music, love of mirth, love of show, and you have
gathered wild gourds, a lap full, almost a heart full. You have been
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shredding death into the pot, and now you cannot feel as you used to feed,
the poison is stupefying your soul. While we were singing just now, you
said, “I want to sing” as saints do, but there is no praise in me.” Whom you
meet with a man who is mighty in prayer, you say, “Alas, I used to pray
like that, but my power is gone;” the poison is paralyzing you. If you are a
worldling, and not God’s child, you can live on that which would poison; a
Christian, but if you are a child of God, you will cry out, “O thou man of
God, there is death in the pot!” Some of you have become rich, and have
fallen into worldly fashionable habits; these are the colocynth cucumbers.
Others of you are poor, and necessarily work with ungodly men, and
perhaps their example has lowered the tone of your spirit, and led you into
their ways. If you love, this condition, I grieve for you; but, if you loathe it,
I trust you are a child of God, notwithstanding your state.


What are you to do who have in any way fallen? Why, receive afresh the
soul-saving gospel. “Bring meal,” — simple, nourishing, gospel truth, and
cast it into the poisoned pottage. Begin anew with Jesus Christ, as you did
at first; say to him, “God be merciful to me a sinner.” “Repent, and do thy
first works.” Do you not recollect the period when first your eyes lighted
on his cross, and you stood there burdened and heavy-laden, fearing that
you would sink to hell, until you read in his dear wounds that your sin was
put away? There you found peace as you saw your transgressions laid on
Jesus, and removed from you. Oh, how you loved him! Come, brother, let
us go to-night again to the cross, and begin to love him again. That will
cure you of the world’s personal influences, and bring back the old
feelings, the old joys, the old loves, and take the death out of the pot.
Backslider, you see now exactly what you needed at first, namely, faith in
Jesus. Come repenting, come believing, to the Savior, and he will remove
the ills which the gourds of earth’s wild vines have brought upon you.


“Ah!” say some of you, “we can understand how the Lord Jesus can fill our
emptiness, and heal our soul’s sicknesses, but how shall we continue in the
right way? Our past experience has taught us our weakness, we are afraid
that even the great pot will only last us for a little while, and then our souls
will famish.” Then remember the other part of our text, in which we read
that, when the few loaves, and the ears of corn in the husks, were brought
to Elisha, the Lord multiplied them. Though you may have very little grace,
that grace shall be increased. “He giveth more grace.” We receiveth grace
for grace, daily grace for daily need. Between this and heaven you will
want a heaven full of grace and you will have it. No one knows what
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draughts you will make upon the sacred exchequer of the King of kings,
but his treasury will not be exhausted. “Trust in the Lord, and do good so
shalt thou dwell in the land, and verily thou shalt be fed.”


III. Our third and last word is TO THE SEEKING SINNER.


Many of you, I trust, desire salvation. The subject before us has much
comfort in it for you. You are hungering and thirsting after Christ, and
have not yet found peace in him. You lament your own emptiness of all
that is good. Then, poor soul, do just what the prophet bade his servant do,
“set on the great pot,” that is, confess your emptiness unto the Lord. Tell
the Lord what a sinner you are. I know not whether the story be true of
Mr. Rowland Hill’s leading the landlord of an inn to pray. Mr. Hill would
have family prayer wherever he stayed; and if this was refused, he would
order out his horses, and go on. On one occasion, he is reported to have
asked the landlord to act as priest in his own house, but the man replied, “I
can’t pray, I never prayed in my life.” However, after a while, Mr. Hill had
him on his knees, and when the man said, “I cannot pray,” Mr. Hill cried
out, “Tell the Lord so, and ask him to help you.” The man exclaimed, “O
God, I can’t pray, teach me.” “That will do,” said Mr. Hill, “you have
begun.” Whatever your state is to-night, if you desire salvation, go and tell
the Lord your condition. Say, “Lord, I have a hard heart; soften it.” If you
cannot feel, tell him so, and ask him to make you feel. Begin at the root of
the matter, set on the great pot, empty as it is. Be honest with the Most
High, reveal to him what he so well knows, but what you so little know,
the evil of your heart, and your great necessity. If you cannot come with a
broken heart, come for a broken heart. If you cannot come with anything
good, the mercy is that nothing good is needed and a preparation for
coming to Christ. Come just as you are. Do not wait to fill the pot, but set
it on to be filled.


Do I hear you reply, “Ah, you don’t know who I am; I have lived many
years in sin”? Yes, I know you; you are the young man that found the wild
vine, and went and gathered of its gourds a lapful, —  a horrible lapful.
Some of you rebellious sinners have ruined yourselves, body and soul, and
perhaps in estate as well, by your sins. We hear of people sowing their wild
oats; that is a bad business. They had better never do it, for the reaping of
those wild oats is terrible work. You have poisoned your life, man, with
those wild gourds. Can the pottage off your life be made wholesome again?
Yes, you cannot do it with your own efforts, but “bring meal” and it will be
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done. If thou believest on the Lord Jesus, he will be the antidote to deadly
habits of sin. If thou wilt simply trust in him who bled for thee, the
tendency of thy soul to sin shall be overcome, the poison which now boils,
in thy veins shall be expelled, and thy soul shall escape as a bird out of the
snare of the fowler. Thy flesh upon thee, in a spiritual sense, shall become
fresher than a little child’s. Though thou art full of the poison, till every
vein is ready to burst with it, the great Physician will give thee an antidote
which shall at once and for ever meet thy case. Wilt thou not try it? Incline
thine ear, and come unto him; hear, and thy soul shall live. May God put
the meal of the gospel into the pot to-night!


“Ah!” say you, “but if I were now pardoned, how should I hold on? I have
made a hundred promises, and always broken them; I have resolved scores
of times, but my resolutions have never come to anything.” Ah, poor heart,
that is when thou hast the saving of thyself; but when God has the saving
of thee, it will be another matter. When we begin to save ourselves, we
very soon come to a disastrous shipwreck; but when God, the eternal
Lover of the souls of men, puts his hand to salvation-work, and Jesus puts
forth the hand once fastened to the cross, there are no failures then.


I have tried to preach a very simple sermon, and to say some earnest
things; but it is likely that I may have missed the mark with some, and
therefore I will again draw the gospel bow in the name of the Lord Jesus.
O Lord, direct the arrow! If God will bring souls to Jesus, I will bless his
name throughout eternity. Poor lost souls, do you know the way of
salvation, do you know how simple it is? Do you know the love of God to
such poor souls as you are, and yet do you refuse to attend to it? Do you
know that he does not exact any hard conditions of you, but, he points to
his Son on the cross, and says, “Look”? Can it be that, you will not look?
Does Jesus die to save, and do you think it is not worth your while to think
about salvation? What is the matter with you? Surely you must be mad.
When I look back on my own neglect of Christ till I was fifteen years old,
it seems like a delirious dream; and when I think of some of you who are
thirty or forty, and yet have never thought about your souls, what can be
invented to excuse you? I see some of you with bald heads, or with the
snow of wintry age lying upon them, and you have not yet considered the
world to come; I would say to you, “Men, are ye mad?” Why, ye are worse
than mad; for if ye were insane, ye would be excused. Alas, the madness of
sin has responsibility connected with it, and therefore it is the worst of all
insanities. I pray you, by the living God, you unsaved ones, turn unto the
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Savior to-night. Whether you are saved or lost cannot so much matter to
me as it will to you. If I faithfully beseech you to look to Jesus, I shall be
clear, even if you reject the warning; but for your own sakes, I beseech you
to turn to Jesus. By death, which may be so near to you; by judgment,
which is certain to you all; by the terrors of hell, by the thunderbolts of
execution, by eternity and better still, by the sweets of Jesus’ love, by the
charms of his matchless beauty, by the grace which he is prepared to give,
by the heaven whose gates of pearl are glistening before the eye of faith, by
the sea of glass unruffled by a single wave of trouble, where you shall stand
for ever blest if you believe in Jesus, by the Lord himself, I entreat you,
seek him at once, while he may be found. May his Holy Spirit lead you so
to do! Amen and Amen.


“YET THERE IS ROOM”


THAT was a long pull for the horses, and we ourselves were utterly
wearied, but the pretty little town was just before us, and we reckoned
upon the refreshments of its well-known hostelry. Alas! there was no room
for us in the inn. The very stables were filled. A grand wedding at the
manor house had filled the village, and made every inch of space in the
“King’s Arms” the subject of double occupation. It was a sorry end to a
weary day. This was the one sole house of entertainment for miles around,
and we must needs turn away from its door. “We are very sorry, indeed,
sir, but we have no room, and we do not believe that there is such a thing
as a spare bed in the parish.” Nowhere else to go, and no room here! A
sorry look out as the sun is setting!


Dear reader, if you at this time approach the Lord Jesus, and by simple
faith seek a refuge in him, you need not fear a repulse. Yet there is room.
Come and welcome. Thank God that it is so, and prove your thankfulness
for the mercy by availing yourself of it.
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A LETTER TO FRIENDS,


BY MRS. SPURGEON.


DEAR FRIENDS,


MY “Few Words” in the February number of the Sword and Trowel were
received with so much tender sympathy and consideration, that I feel
encouraged to present you with another slight sketch of the work which
the Lord’s love and your kindness have made so prosperous. I then told
you from how small a matter the fund arose, and how pitifully and
graciously the Lord dealt with me in giving me so blessed a work to do for
him when all other service was impossible. Now I have the same song to
sing, but the notes are higher and more assured, and the accompanying
chords deeper and fuller, for the “little one has become a thousand,” and
the mercy which was so great before has grown exceedingly, until my heart
echoes the poet’s words: —


“For if thy work on earth be sweet,
What must thy glory be?”


I have very much to tell you, and I shall do it in the best way I can, but as
all my friends know that my pen is “unaccustomed to public speaking,” I
think I may crave special indulgence for all failures and shortcomings.


We will discuss money matters first, because I want you to sing “Laus
Deo” with me. John Ploughman says that “Spend, and God will send is the
motto of a spendthrift.” Now, I must not dispute this, for dear John is
always right, and, moreover, knows all about everything, but I may say I
consider it singularly inappropriate to the spendthrift, and should like it
handed over to me at once and for ever for my Book Fund, for again and
again has it been proved most blessed]y true in my experience. I have
“spent” ungrudgingly, feeling sure that the Lord would “send” after the
same fashion, and indeed he has done so, even “exceeding abundantly
above what I could ask or even think.” I have received now upwards of
£500, and the glory of this is that it is all spent, and more keeps coming I I
never tell you, dear friends, when my store is slender, but I am sure the
Lord does, and opens your hearts to give just when it is most needed, for
never since I first began the work have I had to refuse an application for
want of funds. I must tell you, too, that this £500 represents quite £700 or
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£800 in books, for Mr. Spurgeon’s good publishers let me purchase on
such liberal terms that by their delightful magic my sovereigns turn into
thirty, and sometimes forty shillings each! This, also, is of the Lord, and I
bless him for it. I often look with intense pleasure on the long list of
subscribers’ names spread out before the Lord, and before him only; for
your kind deeds, my dear friends, are unpublished to the world, but are,
perhaps, for this reason, all the more precious in his sight, who “seeth not
as man seeth.” It is, indeed, pleasant to look down the long columns and
note how many strangers have become dear friends, and former friends
have grown dearer through this loving link of sympathy for Christ’s
servants between us.


But it is time I now gave you some details of the work accomplished. The
number of books given up to this moment runs as under, and the persons
receiving them have not all been pastors of the Baptist denomination, but
the list includes Independents, Wesleyans. Primitive Methodists, some
Clergymen, and one or two “Brethren.” Is not this a goodly army of
volumes? —


But ah! dear friends, when I look at this list I see the only shadow of
sadness that ever rests upon my Book Fund. It is the grief of knowing that
there exists a terrible necessity for this service of love; that without this
help (little enough, indeed, compared with their wants) the poor pastors to
whom it has been sent must have gone on famishing for lack of mental
food, their incomes being so wretchedly small that they scarcely know how
to “provide things honest” for themselves and their families, while money
for the purchase of books is absolutely unattainable. Hear what one says,
who like Paul can thank God he is chargeable to none. “Dear Mrs.
Spurgeon, — In this month’s Sword and Trowel ministers are kindly
invited to apply for a grant of books from your ‘ Book Fund.’ I should be
glad of a grant if ever so small  I have no income from preaching whatever,
have a wife delicate in health, necessitating the keeping of a servant; we
have had twelve children, six the Lord has taken home, and six are with us
here. Not a year has passed since our marriage (twenty-five years ago)
without the doctor being in the house; I am but now slowly recovering
from illness, the effect of an overwrought mind and frame; the eldest of our
children living is the only one earning anything, and he but a trifle more
than sufficient to clothe him; we hardly make the two ends meet, and were
it not for the extras the Lord is ever and anon sending us we could not do
so at all. .... For the past eighteen months I have kept an evening school, in
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order to get the means of procuring a fair education for my boys, but my
health and other labors will not admit of this any longer. I mention these
things that you may learn from them I have but little to spare for books. I
take in The Sword and the Trowel, Baptist! Messenger, and Mr.
Spurgeon’s Sermons; am extravagant enough sometimes to buy a two
shilling or two shilling and sixpenny book, but the whole of my library
would scarcely fetch thirty shillings ..... The Lord is good to us; though
often lacking, there is help at last, and I trust if it is his will the lack which I
feel for books he will kindly supply, to some extent, through your ‘ Book
Fund.’”


After having received a nice box of books this tried brother writes “I know
not how to express my gratitude for the choice and valuable books you
have sent me. I do not think I could ever have dreamed of having the four
volumes of the ‘ Treasury of David.’ May the Lord grant, indeed, that it
may be a ‘ treasure’ to myself and others. Bless his name, he has indeed
done all things well, and has again and again showed us ‘ He is good, a
stronghold in the day of trouble, and he knoweth them that trust in him.’ In
that he has through you sent me such valuable aid, he has shown again how
mindful he is of the least of his children.” Their very gratitude for the boon
conferred often makes my heart ache in the midst of its gladness, for the
sense of need must have been sorely felt, since relief is received with such
rapture. Here are two or three more selections from scores of similar
epistles. “I have a family of eight children, four of whom are now grown
up. My stipend at first was £60, it is now £70; my wife for seventeen years
has managed the house without the assistance of a servant, and our
expenditure, with the utmost thrift and economy, always exceeds my
stipend; but through a kind Providence we are enabled to do, and pay
ready cash for everything.”


“My salary is £80 per annum; with a wife and three children into the
bargain. I have a few books, and among them the first five volumes of Mr.
Spurgeon’s ‘ Sermons,’ which I purchased before I was married; and a
short time since I invested £2 17s. in the purchase of “Brown and Fausset’s
Commentary,” and my wife thinks it will be a very long time before we
recover the shock which this outlay has given to our finances.”


A pastor’s wife writes thus on her husband’s behalf “He has strongly
desired to possess the ‘ Treasury of David,’ and we have been waiting in
the hope of being able to procure it without further taxing your noble
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Fund; but now that, as far as our possibilities are concerned, we appear to
be as far as ever from attaining the object, I am again troubling you .....
Such a grant would be a great boon to my dear husband, who is the
hardworking pastor of two churches in a scattered district ..... We find it
difficult with a small and increasing family so to manage our income (£80)
as to keep free of debt and leave a margin for buying one or two
periodicals.” The books were sent, and the answer was as follows — “My
dear Madam, — I beg to acknowledge with sincere thanks the safe arrival
of your valuable, kind, and very generous gift. I have felt and expressed to
my dear wife my longing desire to possess the ‘Treasury of David,’ and she
made the application quite unknown to me, so that your kind letter, and
your esteemed husband’s noble work on the Psalms were to me a very
pleasing and joyful surprise... The ‘Treasury of David’ will be indeed a
‘treasure’ to David [his own name], and I trust through him to many
more.”


It is most touching to hear some tell with eloquence the effect the gift
produced upon them. One is “not ashamed to say” he received his parcel
with “tears of joy,” wife and children standing around and rejoicing with
him. Another, as soon as the wrappings fall from the precious volumes,
praises God aloud and sings the Doxology with all his might, while a third,
when his eyes light on the long-coveted “Treasury of David,” “rushes
from the room” that he may go alone and “pour out his full heart before
his God.”


Now this is very beautiful and admirable, but is there not also something
most sorrowfully suggestive to the church of God? Surely these “servants
of Christ,” these “ambassadors for God,” ought to have received better
treatment at our hands than to have been left pining so long without the
aids which are vitally necessary to them’ in their sacred calling. Books are
as truly a minister’s needful tools as the plane and the hammer and the saw
are the necessary adjuncts of a carpenter’s bench. We pity a poor mechanic
whom accident has deprived of his working gear, we straightway get up a
subscription to restore it, and certainly never expect a stroke of work from
him while it is lacking; why, I wonder, do we not bring the same common-
sense help to our poor ministers and furnish them liberally with the means
of procuring the essentially important books? Is it not pitiful to think of
their struggling on from year to year on £100, £80, £60, and some (I am
ashamed to write it) on less than £50 per annum? Many have large families,
many more sick wives, some, alas ‘, have both; they have heavy doctor’s
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bills to pay, their children’s education to provide for, are obliged to keep
up a respectable appearance or their hearers would be scandalized, and
how they manage to do all this and yet keep out of debt (as, to their honor
and credit be it said the majority of them do) only they and their ever-
faithful God can know! I never hear a word of complaint from them, only
sometimes a pathetic line or two like this: “After upwards of sixteen years
service in the Master’s vineyard, I am sorry to say that with a small salary
and a wife and five daughters to provide for, my library is exceedingly
small, and I am not, in a position to increase its size by purchasing books.”
Or again like this: “My salary is small (£60), and if I did not get some little
help from some benevolent societies, I should have very great difficulty in
keeping the wolf from the door.” Are these men to be kept in poverty so
deep that, they positively cannot afford the price of a new book without
letting’ their little ones go barefoot? The “laborer is worthy of his hire;”
but these poor laborers in the gospel field get a pittance which is unworthy
both of the workman and the work, and if their people (who ought to help
them more) either cannot or will not do so, we, at least, dear friends, will
do all in our power to encourage their weary hearts and refresh their
drooping spirits. This is a digression, I dare say, from my authorized
subject, but I was obliged to say what I have because my heart was hot
within me, and I so earnestly want to do these poor brethren good service.
Now I return to the details of my work.


I have been doing a brave business in Wales through the magnificent
generosity era stranger whom now we count a friend. This gentleman first
introduced himself to us by sending £100 to Mr. Spurgeon, £50 of which
was for my Book-fund. I was greatly gratified at receiving so large a sum
all at one time, and set about “spending” it as quickly as possible, and here
you will see how grandly true my “motto” proved, for, about six months
after the first gift, the same kind friend called at our house one evening,
and to our sincere admiration and astonishment announced his intention of
giving a copy of “Lectures to my Students” to every Calvinistic Methodist
minister, preacher, and student in North


Wales (of whom there are 500) if I would undertake the “trouble” of
sending them. Trouble!! The word was inadmissible! With intense joy and
deep gratitude to God I received the charge, and another £50 to meet
expenses! This was on the 18th of March, 1876. Since then to this day the
work there has flourished, for as soon as 400 copies had been given in the
northern part I received authority from the same noble donor to continue at
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his expense the distribution throughout South Wales also. The books are
very eagerly accepted by our Welsh brethren, and on May 16th, the
“Quarterly Association” sent copies in Welsh and English of a resolution
passed at their meeting at Ruthin of “Cordial thanks to the kind brother
whoever he may be, to whose liberality we are indebted, etc., etc., and
grateful acknowledgments to Mrs. Spurgeon for her kindness in
forwarding the books.” Nor does the matter rest here; other ministers
besides Calvinistic Methodists coveted the precious volume, and wrote to
me asking why they should be left out? I have supplied all who have
written, and at this present moment I have promised copies to all the
Wesleyan ministers of South Wales, and when they are satisfied, I doubt
not their northern brethren will request the same favor. These copies, of
course, are provided by my Book-fund, our friend’s gift being confined to
his own denomination; but you see, dear friends, I never can be the least
troubled at a large expenditure, because I have the firmest possible faith in
my motto “Spend, and God will send.” “Lectures to my Students” has
traveled to Holland and Sweden, to Michigan and Nebraska (U.S.), and to
Ontario, and Miss Macpherson took with her to Canada 100 copies from
my fund for poor ministers in the backwoods. Mr. Orsman’s “workers” in
Golden-lane were supplied with forty-one copies, and in addition to the
colleges of Haverfordwest, Pontypool, and the Training Institute at Bow,
mentioned in my last account, I have now on my list those of Bala and
Trevecca and Clymnog as having applied for and received grants for all
their students. Surely such a wholesale scattering of the seed of truth by
this precious little book cannot fail to bring a rich harvest of glory to God
and good to man. Lord, follow every copy with thine own blessing!


Some weeks since a gentleman sent me a splendid lot of second-hand
books, so well selected and suitable, that they have proved most valuable in
making up parcels but usually I would prefer that help did not come to me
in that shape, for I find, as a rule, that Mr. Spurgeon’s works are more
eagerly sought after, and more joyfully welcomed than any others. “His
words are like the dew-drops of heaven to my soul,” writes one pastor, and
to most the “Treasury of David” seems to have been a possession long-
coveted and ardently desired.


A letter just received says — “ With great joy and gratitude I acknowledge
the receipt of your parcel of books. I had heard and read much about dear
Mr. Spurgeon’s ‘Treasury of David,’ but I was not prepared to receive a
work of such dimensions and value. I esteem it as the most valuable and
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precious gift I ever received, and I do sincerely hope and pray that its
glowing thoughts and fervid utterances may be as heavenly manna to my
own soul, and, through me, to the souls of my hearers.”


Am I not happy to have been able to send forth 700 vols. of this veritable
“Treasure.” You will observe, dear friends, in the list given above, a
goodly number of Mr. Spurgeon’s lesser works. This arises from the fact
that many evangelists, colporteurs, and lay preachers apply to me for
books; and, although my fund is chiefly for the aid and comfort of poor
Pastors, I find this other class so sorely needing encouragement and help
that I cannot pass them by. Denied the blessing of a solid education in their
youthful days, they find it difficult to pick up knowledge in middle life, and
when called upon to conduct cottage meetings or open-air services, they
painfully feel the strain on their mental powers. To such the “Morning and
Evening Readings” are an inestimable boon, for, open the book where they
will, they may find sermons in embryo in every page, and nuggets of
thought only waiting to be picked up and appropriated. The two following
letters, the first from one who left the Colportage for the ministry, and the
second from one still a Colporteur, will confirm my statement


“Dear Madam, — Pardon the liberty I am taking, but I think I may say if
any one needed a little help in the book line I do. I am laboring in three
country villages, preaching to and visiting the people. I am receiving £60 a
year, and have five children to provide for. I cannot find money to
purchase books, and my stock is limited to a few works — old sermons,
etc. I can assure you Mr. Spurgeon’s ‘ Lectures to my Students’ would be
thankfully received. I dare not ask any further, having no claims whatever
on your generosity. Your kind letter in the Sword and Trowel has
encouraged me to make this application. I don’t know what I should do
sometimes but for Mr. Spurgeon’s ‘Evening by Evening,’ which not only
helps us in our family devotions, but provides me with many a subject for
my congregations.”


Some books were sent and this grateful answer received: —


“I beg to acknowledge your kind present, which reached me on Saturday
evening. My children could not have been more delighted if they had
received a parcel containing toys than I was when I saw the contents of the
package. I cannot find words to express my heartfelt thanks to you; I could
only exclaim, ‘ How good is my Father in heaven!’ Like the poor negro, I
might say, ‘ Bless the Lord; me hab all kind o’ commodations, like Joseph
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in Egypt.’ May the Lord reward you by sending in abundantly the help you
need to carry on your work of love.”


“Dear Madam, — I once more appeal to you for aid to enable me to
preach the gospel of my Lord more efficiently. He has been graciously
pleased to bless my poor efforts. When I entered Colportage work in
September last I had never gone out to preach, and had only occasionally
spoken of spiritual things at temperance meetings. In November I preached
at a cottage meeting, and about three weeks afterwards I heard the joyful
news of a young man being blessed; for this mercy I am very thankful, and
I can truly say “Ebenezer.” Much to my surprise, I receive requests from
all parts of my district, and out of my district, to preach the gospel, from
Baptists, Independents, Free · Church, and Methodists, but with so much
on my hands have not much time to study, and I feel deeply my
shortcomings. I know full well that it is the Lord’s work, but I think and
believe that we should go about our Master’s work in the best possible
way. I have long had as desire for assistance, and should be deeply grateful
for any help you may deem me worthy to receive, in the shape of books, to
aid me in my studies.”


Next to the “Treasury of David,” the “Sermons” of our very dear Editor
are the objects of desire on the part of those who know their , and happy is
he who has the set complete. I have helped very many to attain their wishes
in this matter when they have already possessed many volumes; others have
to be content for the present with three, four, six, or eight volumes, as the
case may be. Two whole sets I have given, one to the Open-Air Mission in
London, and one to the Wesleyan Missionary Library in Barbadoes. I
cannot speak of the blessing these Sermons carry with them wherever they
go; God owns and blesses them so mightily that eternity alone will reveal
their power and value. “Flashes of Thought” and “Feathers for Arrows”
have been useful to send to those who had neither time nor ability to work
out illustrations for themselves. Watson’s “Body of Divinity” is always
thankfully received by those whose scarcity of theological literature
troubles them. Mr. Bardsley’s “Illustrative Texts and Texts Illustrated”
found so much favor with Mr. Spurgeon that I could not resist the pleasure
of giving away fifty among the pastors who were formerly students at the
College. “Power in Weakness,” by the Rev. C. Stanford, was kindly given
me for distribution by Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton, and Dr. Fish’s
“Handbook of Revivals,” has been so well appreciated that I have indulged
in a second and third supply. And now, dear friends, though I have by no
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means exhausted my information, I think I have told you all I can
remember of special interest. What do you think of your work? It is yours
as much as mine, for without your kind and loving aid I could not carry it
on to so large an extent. Does it satisfy and please you? To me, as you
know, it brings unalloyed joy and comfort, and to the Lord’s poor servants
it carries new life, and light, and vigor; but I want most of all that it should
promote God’s glory, and have for its chief aim and object the uplifting of
his holy name. Do, dear fellow-workers, pray very earnestly that a rich
blessing may rest upon every book sent out, so that first the minister, then
his church, and next of all the unsaved in the congregation, may be the
better, and the Lord may receive “the thanksgiving of many.”


I cannot close my letter without reference to my little lemon plant, for its
history interested many, and it will ever be tenderly associated in my mind
with my God-given work. It has thriven in its way as gracefully and grandly
as the Book Fund, and is now an ambitious, healthy young tree, preparing
itself I hope for future fruit-bearing. One of John Ploughman’s “boys”
(such a dear, good boy according to his mother) can use his pencil deftly,
and handle the graying tool with some skill (though John’s wife says she
knows his father’s heart is set upon his following the old plough some day),
so I asked him to make me a little sketch of my pretty tree, and here it is,
dear friends, for you to see, though I can assure you the grace of its form
and the glossy beauty of its leaves cannot be depicted. I have always
cherished the fanciful idea that each leaf must represent £100, so now you
can count them, and smile at the magnificent future I anticipate for my
Book Fund. Twenty-one, are there not? That must mean £2,100, and
plenty of strength to grow more! Well, it seems a great deal of money,
certainly, but what a trifle it must be to the God who made all the silver
and the gold! Ah! I believe that some day


“When grace has made me meet
His lovely thee to see,”


the subscription list of the Book Fund will record its thousands of pounds,
the once tiny plant will be a tree bearing fruit to perfection, and the dear
old motto,” Spend, and God will send,” will be found true and unfailing to
the end.


With the utmost loving gratitude, dear friends, I am, on the behalf of
Christ’s poor servants, your happy almoner.
SUSIE SPURGEON.
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DAY’S ENTRIES IN A COLPORTER’S DIARY


OCT. 26th. — Leave home at 8 p.m., after seeking the Lord’s blessing as
usual on the visits to the cottages, etc., and make my way to F — ,calling
at several houses on the road. One woman came to the door. “Oh, sir, I am
so pleased you have come. I want to tell you about that book you sold me;
it is the best book, except the Bible, ever printed.” I replied, “What book?
that dear book, “Come to Jesus.” I have read it through several times to
my husband, and he is delighted with it, and a lady called to see me and I
told her how kind you were to us, and talked to us, and sold such good
books, and she has taken that book home, and you are to go and see her.
She lives at that large house (pointing to a gentleman’s seat), and she
wants to buy some of your books.” Alter having a talk about good things, I
go to the house, up the hill. I knocked and asked to see the lady. I am
asked inside, and have a good conversation. The gentleman also said “I am
glad to hear of your work and that God is blessing you so much around
me.” After wishing me God-speed, and buying four shillings’ worth of
books, he wished me to go the kitchen and have something to eat. Making
my way there, as it was now one o’clock, I sat down and cut from a good
joint of beef, then showed my books to the servants and gave some tracts
to them, and had a talk about the Savior. I sold a Bible and a shilling book.
With a joyful heart, praising God for such unexpected blessings, on I go
again. I come to a farm-house. Having seen these people ‘several times,
and sold several hooks, I am quite at home with them. I ask how they are,
and I am very much surprised to hear that the mother, who was well at my
last visit a month ago, is now lying beneath the clods. Thinks I, this is a
good chance to press home the truth. I speak to them all of the uncertainty
of life, and the blessing of having Jesus the unchangeable Friend. They aft
seemed broken down, and thanked me for my sympathy and kindness, and
took a tract each. I left them, praying God to bless the few words which I
had spoken. At F— the people seem so glad to see me. Says one, “Do, sir,
come and have a meeting here; nobody cares for us here; last Sunday week
there was a cricket match on the green, and we have no church nearer than
two miles and a half, and the whole service there lasts only an half hour,
sermon and all. Sir, do come and talk to the other people like you have
talked to me.” I found the people here very dark, but, praise God, I got
into every house, and sold several books, after giving every one a tract.
Then I start for E — , calling at houses on the road. Here there had been a







524


chapel shut up for four years, and little trees growing up through the floor.
Some months ago I opened it, and, praise God, had several meetings there.
Last time I had a hundred and thirty-seven people present. When I first
visited here, the people seemed afraid of me or my pack, but now, praise
God, I have had a hearty welcome into every, home. I call at one house
where an old lady lies very ill, and has done so for some time. The old lady,
fastening her eyes on me, said, “I am so glad to see you, I thought you
never was coming again. Do come alongside me and talk to me a little.
You do me so much good. I have been praying the Lord to send you here,
as nobody comes to read or pray but you, and God always seems to give
you something for me.” I sat down beside her, and she seemed to catch
every word; then we prayed together, and, looking at me, she said, “Do
come again as soon as you can. God bless you. This has been a treat to my
poor soul.” I next go to the rectory, see the rector, and sell him several
books, then give the servants a tract each, and talk to each one upon good
things. I wish our friends could have gone with me from house to house
here and have seen the reception I met with, and the eagerness to get me
into their homes to talk to them, it would have done our society good. I
called at a farmhouse, the friends here having taken a great interest in the
work since the meeting at the chapel, ask me to stop and have some tea,
and tell me to put my donkey in one of their stables and he shall be fed and
kept for the night. As I am now nearly twelve miles from home, and both
myself and my donkey very tired, I am glad to accept this invitation.


This donkey and carriage were given me by several gentlemen at D — ,
who know the blessing and value of the work around, and see it to be so
well adapted to the villages because we visit those who otherwise never
would have been visited. They wished me to enlarge my field of labor, and
therefore gave me the donkey to take my books. We agree very well
together, as I don’t believe that a great stick outside is the best means of
getting him along, but a good feed inside, and kind words.


My friends gave me a good tea, which is just what I need just now, and,
after seeing my donkey all right, I now have a long talk to the farmer, and
he seems pleased to listen and do anything for me. Now I go to see some
others to spend a little time before going to rest. I call at the house on the
hill. “Come in, Mr. B — , and have some tea, we have set it all ready, and
have been waiting for you.” I tell them of the kindness of the farmer and
the good tea he gave me. These people work very hard, but now the work
is put aside, and they come around me to hear what I have to say. The
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Lord here, I believe, has given me the honor of being blessed to the souls
of the inmates, and they seem as if they cannot do enough for me. They tell
me to call next morning, and they will give me a half-bushel of apples, as
they think they cannot reward me for what God has done for them. I then
go back to my lodging where I generally put up for the night, and have a
good talk with the mistress and the children. We all kneel down together to
pray. I then go to my bed tired, but happy. I wake up next morning and
find the people about. his nearly seven o’clock; I get up, have a good
breakfast, for which ][pay one shilling and the bed is included. I now call at
the house on the hill for my apples, and go to the farm house and sell a
“John Ploughman.” The lady gives me some lunch to put in my pocket, and
wishes me God speed. I am on my return journey, having sold the day
before sixteen shillings’ worth of books and Bibles.


SPECIAL SERVICE. On Lord’s-day evening, July 16th, the members and
seat-holders at the Tabernacle were requested by the pastor to absent
themselves and leave the building for strangers. We desire to record our
gratitude to them for yielding to our wish with great heartiness, and
absolute unanimity. The elders and their helpers were present, by
arrangement, to place persons in the seats and to converse with inquirers;
but with this exception we could not discover any of the regular hearers, or
not more than half-a-dozen at most. This is splendid discipline, worthy of
the best trained army — the discipline of love. Much prayer has been
offered at various meetings, and the officers had a baptism of fire in prayer
before the doors were opened. From the moment of opening the house till
the time of commencing service crowds of strangers poured in, the richest
and the poorest being alike represented, until the Tabernacle was full as a
barrel packed with herrings, although the heat was extreme. That they were
strangers was evident by many signs, and we cannot doubt that the Word
came with freshness and power to these new hearers. After the hour of
service the multitude continued to come, but the gates were closed, for not
another could enter. The experiment has succeeded beyond all expectation,
and we shall, if spared, repeat it in three months with more confidence.
There are other places in which this method might be tried, and we hope it
will be. We did not invent it, and it is not patented. Our own beloved
people held three prayer-meetings, and an open air service, while we were
preaching, and so lost nothing themselves. On Monday, June 26. Among
others who were baptized at the Tabernacle there were three friends who
were led to confess the Savior through the preaching of the pastor’s two
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sons, Charles and Thomas Spurgeon. There was great joy among the
friends at the sight of the first-fruits of the youthful ministry, which in its
own limited sphere the Lord is blessing. Our sons need a preaching room,
for the cottage in which they have held their services is now too small. A
piece of ground is purchased in Chatham Road, Bolingbroke, but means
are needed to build the meeting-house. There are probably some loving
friends who will help the sons for the father’s sake, and we are sure that
there are many others who will aid them for the Lord’s sake. C.H.
Spurgeon is treasurer to the fund. OUR ACCOUNTS. These are made up
very early this month, so that many sums will not be found because they
came in after the 14th. We were called into the country to preach, and so
made up the magazine earlier. QUE MAGAZINE. — Friends would do us
good service if they would try and extend the sale of the SWORD AND


TROWEL. It ought to be doubled. We take great pains to keep it lively and
interesting. If you think we succeed, help us. ORPHANAGE. — The boys are
nearly all away for holidays. A few remain, because they have no friends to
give them a change. There are only forty. Another year we hope friends
will be found to take these into their houses for a little holiday. Poor boys,
we make them as happy as we can, but it is rather dull for them. We need a
good schoolmaster at the Orphanage, as a valued helper is leaving for
Australia. Address, Mr. Charlesworth, Stockwell Orphanage.  Among
donations for the Orphanage, none have pleas I us more than sixpence
from a poor woman in a workhouse infirmary, who could not help giving it
as a token of gratitude for benefit received from reading the sermons. This
is an offering truly acceptable with the Lord. We are also rejoiced when we
receive portions derived from the Lord’s purse, which is kept full by
weekly storing, these have a holy aroma about them, as being the fruit of
obedient, constant, practical love. Many very kind letters enclosing help for
the orphans have been received of late, and have made us very happy.


OUR EVANGELIST. — Our friends have almost forgotten that we support
an evangelist in connection with the College to visit and stir up the
churches. he has lately been at Lincoln, Gainsborough, West Row,
Ruddington and Bulwell, Dolton, St. Giles, and Beaford (North Devon),
and in all places a blessing has rested on his work. Churches have, by the
divine blessing, been raised by this earnest brother, and great benefit has
been bestowed upon flagging churches. For some reason or other our
College brethren are slow to invite Mr. Higgins, and therefore at this time
his engagements are few. This must arise from forgetfulness. In the smaller







527


churches special services by this brother would lead to growth, if well
supported by the prayers of the people. Letters should be sent to Mr.
Higgins, 16, Florence-terrace, Kingswood-road, Penge, S.E.


Mission To THE BLIND. — Mr. Hampton now gives all his time to this
work, but we have neither met with money for a hall nor ground to put it
on. Yet both will come. We must gather together the blind and the halt and
the lame. This is Christly work, and must not be long delayed.


ANNUITY FUND — July 4th. — On Mr. Spurgeon’s lawn at a tea given in a
large tent the sum of £2,400 was promised to the Annuity Fund for aged
Baptist ministers. Dr. Landels is laboring heroically to raise £50,000, that
our poor ministers may be cared for in their old age. He wishes to
complete this work during his year of office, as President of the Baptist
Union. He has, together with Mr. Charles Williams and others, already
obtained about £15,000, and therefore he has a very long and laborious
work before him, in which we trust he will be sustained. If this grand
worker does not finish the work in his one year of office, we hope he will
be re-elected for another year, since he is the very best man to complete
the undertaking, and his presidential position gives him right to speak.
Every Baptist in England ought to give at once, without pressing, to this
needful work, which once done will last for ever. Every Baptist church
should also put its minister upon the Fund, either by making the annual
payments for him, or by paying up the whole amount in full to make him
free for life. Ladies of our Baptist churches, will you see to this? We mean
to propose this question to you until you accept the privilege. The present
scheme contemplates two hundred applicants, and therefore the sooner
application. is made the better. Our heart is warmly in the work, and we
only wish we had the physical strength to go about and plead for it.


On our lawn we received a very happy commission which we executed at
once. A friend gave us £100 to give to poor ministers, to let them have a
change at the seaside or in the country. We sent off cash to twelve brethren
at once. What joyful letters in return. Would any one else like to employ us
in the same way? Hard pressed as we are, we count it a recreation to help a
poor brother minister. Should not wealthy Christians sanctify their own
sea-side trip by seeing that some poor pastor has a change too?


COLPORTAGE. — We are still happy to report progress in the opening of
new districts, but regret that our appeal for General Funds to supplement
the Local Subscriptions has not yet met with anything like an adequate
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response. We greatly need help at this time for the good work. The
following additional districts have been accepted by the committee since
last month, and in most cases colporteurs are at work in them. Every new
district increases the demand upon the General Fund, and this is at a low
ebb.


Dorchester, supported by a friend who desires to be anonymous.


Devizes and Wineanton; two new districts subscribed for by the Wilts and
East Somerset Association, which has long helped to support one of our
agents.


Matlock Bridge, Derbyshire, where local friends have been interested to
subscribe, partly by the agent appointed and partly by the visit of our
traveling agent, Mr. T. 8. Buckingham.


Ironbridge, Salop, where a local committee has been formed by Mr.
Buckingham, and Town Mulling, where a gentleman has promised to
subscribe for a man to work among the hop pickers. From one of our new
districts the agent writes — “On Saturday evenings I preach to sailors by
the sea, and on last Saturday evening at least 500 Irish Papists turned out
and created a great row. They say I shall not do it again. But it has done a
very great deal of good. It has made me and my mission known all over the
district.


We still require suitable men to act as colporteurs. All applications will be
attended to if addressed to Mr. W. Corden Jones, Pastors’ College, Temple
Street, S.E.


COLLEGE. — Men all away for vacation. They return Aug. 1. Applicants
are very numerous; we are adding some twenty hopeful recruits to our little
army. Prayer is needed for the divine anointing, though in a great measure
it is enjoyed. We are looking for increased success. The College is the most
important of all our enterprises, and we trust it will live in the hearts of our
friends.


In the month of June sixty-three persons were received into the fellowship
of the church, and in July forty-six.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — June
26th, sixteen; June 29th, twenty-two.
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CONSECRATION OF OUR SUBSTANCE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


ONE of the things which we cannot unriddle is the waif in which professing
Christians use their wealth. We are not extreme in our views, and do not
believe the Lord to be a hard taskmaster, but we cannot understand the
manner in which many of his avowed servants act towards him. When we
gave ourselves to God we meant it, and it was no mere form: we gave him
then and there our whole self and all that we had, and we have no desire to
run back from the vow. We suppose that other Christians did the same, and
that they regard themselves as not their own, but bought with a price: how,
then, can we interpret their lives? They accumulate tens of thousands of
pounds for themselves and families, and leave the heathen to perish in
ignorance; they add field to field, or ship to ship, and allow poor churches
to be crippled with debt. The ministers of God are starving, and among the
people whom they serve there are men worth scores of thousands;
missionaries cannot be sent out for lack of means, and yet those who
profess to love Jesus continue to lay by, not for their needs, but for mere
greed. Ah, if they did but know it, they are missing one of the brightest
joys of life, compared with which avarice is misery. He lives indeed who
lives for God, and he enjoys his money who lays it out to glorify Jesus.
Reading the other day a book entitled” Wesleyan Local Preachers,”* we
dropped upon the following account of Thomas Bush, which we
recommend to Baptists as well as Methodists: —


“Thomas Bush entertained a high estimate of the duty of Christian
benevolence; and in the plans he adopted to carry out his beneficent
wishes, he proved himself to be, in heart and action, a Methodist.t Heavy
affliction did not sour his nature, neither did it cause his zeal for God to
occupy a second place in his thoughts and purposes. Although prevented,
in the providence of God, from teaching the truth by his voice, he felt that
there was no barrier in the way to hinder the manifestation of the truth in
his life and conduct. That he lived the gospel which he had preached to
others, is attested by a solemn covenant which he made with his Maker,
and which also he strictly observed to the latest day of his pilgrimage on
earth. Ascending, one day, an eminence called White Horse Hill, about the
year 1820, he gazed upon the fertile plain which lay stretched before him.
Saddening thoughts filled his mind, as he considered that at his feet dwelt
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multitudes who could not claim any interest in the atonement of Christ —
men and women who were passing to eternity, heedless alike of happiness
and misery. True, there were watchmen appointed for the purpose of
warning these thoughtless ones against the dangers of the path on which
they journeyed; but the counsel, he believed, was misleading and unsafe.
No sooner did the magnitude of the evil present itself forcibly to his
imagination, than he determined to do what in him lay to mitigate, and, if
possible, remove it. Animated by a lively faith and holy love, he committed
himself and the cause he had espoused to God. The following record of the
circumstance was noted by himself: — ‘ On White Horse Hill I solemnly
and unalienably made an entire surrender of body, soul, substance, time,
influence, and talent of every kind, to thee as my triune God, Father, Son,
and Spirit; and I took that whole district as my special vineyard.’ An
extract from the covenant itself will show its scope, and the devoted piety
and zeal which called it forth: — ‘ I will lay out my yearly income faithfully
for thee — if not in the same year, yet uprightly and faithfully. And if thou
sparest me to pursue the great work in the Vale of the White Horse, I will
plant the gospel, and purchase premises, and erect preaching-houses, and
settle them on the Conference Plan, without the Wesleyan Local
Preachers: Biographical Illustrations of their Position in Connexion, Utility
in the Church, and Influence in the World. By the Author of “Tyneside
Celebrities.” Hewcastle-upon-Tyne: William D. Lawson, 9, Ash-field
Terrace West. t Say rather, a Christian.  selfish reserve:. I will not lend my
yearly income on interest, but will honestly lay it up for the cause of God.
Oh, make me as a child of eternity while in time! Oh, in sovereign mercy,
give me to go through the world under the influence of special power from
thee! May I be raised above the influence of all sensual desires and
pursuits! Oh, give me to feel that I am ordained, called, qualified, and
redeemed, by thee, for special service both in the church and in the world!
Oh, give me to live in this holy atmosphere at all times, and in all places
and companies, in all humility of mind, and gracious soul- humbling, soul-
transforming feelings, for Jesus Christ’s sake, for thy name’s sake, and for
thy own glory! Oh, restore my voice again! Lord, heal me, I beseech thee,
for these great and holy ends! Oh, let nothing incapacitate me for thy
service!  My chapels shall be settled so that the surplus income go to
support the regular ministry in the circuit.’ Such was the grand scheme of
practical usefulness which Thomas Bush devised in humble dependence
upon God. That he did not lose sight of the important objects for the
attainment of which it had been conceived, the following memorandum
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proves. Five years after his special day of communion with Jehovah upon
White Horse Hill, he thus writes: — ‘ O my God! I have most solemnly
given myself up to thee. I have particularly covenanted and engaged to
take the whole district of the Vale of the White Horse as my vineyard, as
far as my yearly income will allow, with proper quotas to thy general cause
and poor relations. Oh, look upon the still desert parts of my native land!
How many counties are still comparatively destitute of Methodism, and the
genuine doctrines of the gospel, by any truly evangelical ministration! I
know foreign missions .are of inconceivable importance, the most noble
subject that can engage the mind of man; and while-Christians are alive to
God, they can never view with in- difference the state of the heathen
world. Blessed be God! the missionary flame is revived, and is, I trust,
increasing. A Christian public is alive and active in that department. As to
myself, I am a poor, solitary, afflicted, in- significant individual; and have
for some years been led to try to do a little good in those ways and
directions where, I believe, humanly speaking, it would not otherwise have
been done at all. I will be entirely and unreservedly de- voted to God. Oh,
that I may, as fully as my nature is capable! If the Lord should continue or
increase my providential talents, I will use them fully for him. I will have a
particular eye not only on one district, but to the neglected parts of the
country in general, if I can possibly, by my yearly income, my little
influence, or by writing, advance the glory of God in that way. O my God,
if thou canst so greatly bow, heal me, restore my voice and strength, so far
as shall enable me to glorify thee. Oh, ordain me for special service for
thee! Even favor me with justness of thought, humility of soul, spirituality
of mind, that will enable me to glorify thyself, for Christ’s sake.’”


PREACHING TO BE PLAIN.


THERE is a sea-bird called the Great Northern Diver, which is worth
watching. He is floating upon the sea at one moment, and in the next you
miss him: he is gone, gone for quite a time, and then he comes up so far
away that unless you know his habits you will never believe that it is the
same bird. He is great at diving. Have we never seen his like in the
ministerial world P Assuredly we have. The preacher is there, and you
think you see what he is at, but on a sudden be has plunged and is lost to
comprehension. Wait awhile, and he will again appear upon the surface,
but it will be at a considerable distance from his last position. This may be
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thought very fine by those hearers who consider that they are profited
much when they understand least, but it is not the preaching which glorifies
or benefits men. “We use great plainness of speech,” said Paul, and the
more honestly a man can say the same the better. When the hearers cannot
understand there is room to suspect the preacher of a lack in his own
understanding.


COMFORT TO BE DISPENSED JUDICIOUSLY


CHILDREN can be coddled into the grave. The dear boy is deprived of fresh
air from the terrible fear of taking cold; he must not play at any game
requiring healthy exercise lest he should over-exert himself; he must be
physicked when he is well to prevent his taking some terrible disease; and
he must he pampered and indulged in order that he may not become unduly
excited by having his will opposed. We have seen children positively
murdered by their anxious parents, coddled to death. Is it not easy to do
the same with converts? Is it not too common to keep back solemn truths
lest the new comers should be discouraged, and give a comfortable but
untruthful gloss to every searching doctrine that their peace may not be
disturbed? Is it right to do this? Can it be a good thing to screen the
conscience from searching inquiry, and the heart from testing doctrines? It
must surely be far better to let every part of revelation act on the professed
disciple after its own manner, and produce the effect for which it was
intended.


The same evil may happen if we comfort unbelieving Christians, and never
upbraid them for their unbelief. We may treat them to too much pity till
they come to like to be despondent for the sake of being consoled. In this
way their Christian manliness may be checked in its development, and their
general spiritual health be reduced to constant ailing. Doubting saints, like
children, must be loved and cared for, but not indulged in sinful unbelief
and cossetted into constant weakness. We have seen a boy kept in a heated
room in an atmosphere quite enough to drive him into a fever, and we have
been reminded of the unnatural and artificial conditions into which some of
the weaker sort of believers are constantly placed by the mistaken kindness
of unwise friends.
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UNITY OF PURPOSE


IN a garden at Mentone is a tree upon which may be seen at the same time
oranges, lemons, citrons, and shaddocks. All the grafts were alive, but they
were not all equally vigorous. If I remember well there was but one fruit of
each kind on any but the orange and the lemon, and the orange greatly
preponderated in fruitfulness. The stronger wins the day. The more
vigorous of the grafts took the sap to itself, and left the others to pine. One
kind of fruit is enough for one tree, and one great object in life is enough
for one man. If we have two or three aims, either one will kill the rest or
else all will be poor, miserable, pining, worthless things. “This one thing I
do” is a wise motto. “One thing is needful,” let us pursue it.


AMUSEMENTS, AVOIDED FROM THEIR
SURROUNDINGS.


BECAUSE of the ravages of the Colorado beetle, all foreign potatoes,
though in themselves unobjectionable, are kept out of Italy. It seems a hard
measure, but the danger appears to justify it. We are often placed under the
same necessity as to amusements: in themselves they may be well enough,
but we cannot shut our eyes to the serious evils which have become
connected with them, and therefore we feel it to be our only course to
make them contraband altogether. You cannot sift out the beetles, and so
you must shut out the potatoes; you cannot remove the attendant sins, and
so you must forego the pleasures. “Hard Puritanism!” cries one. Common
sense, say we, and if we had more of the so-called Puritanism among us we
should be all the better for it.


NOTES.


THE Editor has been out of the way of taking notes of anything except
Highland cattle, sea gulls, herrings, and heather, Hence this department of
the magazine must go bare this month. Perhaps, also, the rest of this issue
may show that the ruling hand is absent; and if so, gentle reader, forgive
the fault. We must rest now and then, and breathe the ocean air, or else we
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shall become as fiat, stale and unprofitable as a stagnant pool. What ‘salt
could be expected in a magazine if the editor never went to the seaside?


Mrs. Spurgeon is being overwhelmed with applications for books, quite
out of proportion to the assistance which enables her to supply them. Will
friends please take kindly the hint that when perfect strangers of various
denominations apply to her they should mention the names of some well-
known individuals who could recommend them. Our beloved wife is
anxious to do her work well and judiciously, and it would grieve her very
much if she found that unworthy persons perverted this good work to their
own undue advantage. It is needful, therefore, that she be enabled to judge
each application. The need is so great, and the means are so limited, that
she wishes every penny to go to really bona fide poor ministers of the
gospel. Every one will see the necessity for this hint. To generous donors
who have aided her, our dear helpmeet asks us to give her sincere thanks,
and we also add our own personal gratitude. Her joy in the Lord’s work is
ours. Our great Master, also, which is far more important, graciously
accepts what is done for his needy ministers. It is an offering of sweet
smell, pleasing to his heart. To his church, also, it is no small profit that her
indigent preachers should be provided with at least some little store of
mental food.


Friday, Aug. 4. A meeting was held at the Tabernacle of the friends
meeting in the Green Walk, Bermondsey, under the leadership of Mr. W.
Olney, junior. This is a mission of the right kind, where working men and
women throw their whole hearts into the work of evangelizing their
neighbors, and under the divine blessing are eminently successful. Open-air
preaching, tract giving and lending, house to house visitation, and every
form of holy service are carried on with abounding perseverance and
prayerfulness, and many are thus gathered unto the Lord. How many such
good works might be accomplished if earnest workers would unite, and in
how many cases they would unite if they could find a leader as devoted and
whole-hearted as our esteemed brother, the worthy son of our worthy
senior deacon. Could not other young gentlemen of education and position
collect around themselves a band of hearty men and women, and push
forward into the enemy’s territories. Our Christian young men would find
that such an enterprise would afford them more happiness and interest than
any other pursuit in the world. Let them try it.
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The students of the Pastors’ College re-assembled for another term on
August 1st. The first day was spent in the grounds of Sir Charles Forbes,
Clapham, and the occasion furnished pleasant opportunities for intercourse
between the elder students and the new comers. Friends at the Tabernacle
furnished the entertainment, and the day was one of great enjoyment. We
have now 110 men in the College, and earnestly ask to be remembered in
daily prayer that every brother may become an able minister of the New
Testament. Our expenditure is largely increased, owing to our larger
number of students; and we therefore look up for larger help from our
great Lord through his people. Ministers are needed everywhere. The earth
is to be subdued for Jesus, and there cannot be a better work than to aid
the Lord’s young soldiers to put on their harness for the great fight.


Our bird’s-eye view of the Orphanage will, we hope, give our readers a
clear idea of that Institution, so far as its local habitation is concerned.
Observe the Dining Hall as soon as you enter the square, and the Infirmary
at the further end, a separate building. God blesses us with our orphans
very greatly, and we trust he will continue to do so. We entreat the friends
of orphans to continue to us their prayers and sympathies. We are well
supplied because the Lord thinketh upon us, and guides the kind thoughts
of his stewards in the same direction.


On Sabbath, August 13th, C. H. Spurgeon preached at Blairmore to an
immense out-door company, consisting of comers from all the surrounding
towns. The two services were happy occasions, and much Christian
fellowship was shown by our Scotch brethren to the southern preacher.
Mr. Duncan, of Benmore, a gentleman of boundless hospitality, enter-
rained Mr. Spurgeon, and carefully guarded him from the incessant
invasions of those who wanted him to preach. Mr. Spurgeon received not
less than fifty invitations to preach during the thirteen days he remained in
Scotland. This during REST! As it was, he delivered only four sermons.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — July 31st,
twenty-two; August 3rd, thirteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


THE MAN WHOSE HAND CLAVE TO HIS
SWORD.


OCTOBER, 1876


A THURSDAY EVENING BY C. H. SPURGEON, AT THE
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.


“And after him was Eleazar the son of Dodo the Ahohite, one of
the three mighty men with David, when they defied the Philistines
that were there gathered together to battle, and the men of Israel
were gone away: he arose, and smote the Philistines until his hand
was weary, and his hand crave unto the sword: and the LORD
wrought a great VICTORY that day; and the people returned after
him only to spoil.” — 2 Samuel 23:9. 10.


IN David’s muster-roll we find the names of many mighties, and they are
honored by being found there. These men came to David when his fortunes
were at the lowest ebb, and he himself was regarded as a rebel and an
outlaw, and they remained faithful to him throughout their lives. Happy are
they who can follow a good cause in its worsts estate, for theirs is true
glory. Weary of the evil government of Saul, they struck out a path for
themselves, in which they could best serve their country and their God, and
though this entailed great risks, they were amply rewarded by the honors
which in due time they shared with their leader. When David came to the
throne, how glad their hearts must have been; and when he went on
conquering and to conquer, how they must have rejoiced, each one of them
remembering with intense delight, the privations which they had shared
with their captain. Brethren, we do not ourselves aspire to be numbered
with the warlike, the roll of battle does not contain our names, and we do
not wish that it should; but there is a roll which is now being made up, a
roll of heroes who do and dare for Christ, who go without the camp, and
take up his reproach, and with confidence in God contend earnestly for the
faith once delivered to the saints, and venture all for Jesus Christ; and there
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will come a day when it will be infinitely more honorable to find one’s
name in the lowest place, in this list of Christ’s faithful disciples than to be
numbered with princes and kings. Blessed is he who can this day cast in his
lot with the Son of David, and share his reproach, for the day shall come
when the Master’s glory shall be reflected upon all his followers.


I. We will now turn our attention to one particular here, Eleazar, the son
of Dodo, and see what he did for his king and country. Our text records
one of his feats. It is very instructive, and the first lesson I gather from it is
THE POWER OF INDIVIDUAL ENERGY.


The Philistines had set the battle in array; the men of Israel came out to
fight them, but, for some reason or other, “being armed and carrying bows,
they turned back in the day of battle.” Ignominious is the record, “the men
of Israel were gone away.” This man Eleazar, however, made up for the
failures of his countrymen, for “he arose, and smote the Philistines.” He
was a man of marked individuality of character, a man who knew himself
and knew his God, and did not care to be lost in the common mass, so as
to run away merely because they ran. He thought for himself, and acted for
himself; he did not make the conduct of others the measure of his service,
but while Israel fled, “he arose, and smote the Philistines.”


The personal obligation of each individual before God is a lesson which all
should learn. It is taught us in our baptism, for there each believer makes
his own confession of faith, and by his own act and deed avows himself to
be dead with Christ. Pure Christianity knows nothing of proxies, or sureties
in baptism. After our profession of faith is made, the believer is responsible
for his own religious acts, and cannot employ priests or ministers to
perform his religion for him; he must himself pray, search the Scriptures,
commune with God, and obey the Lord Jesus. True religion is a personal
thing. Each man, with one talent or with ten, will on the great day of
judgment be called to account for his own responsibilities, and not for
those of others, and therefore he should live as before God, feeling that, he
is a separate personality, and must in his own individuality consecrate
himself, spirit, soul, and body entirely to the Lord. Eleazar the Son of
Dodo, felt that he must play the man, whatever others might do, and
therefore he bravely drew his sword against the uncircumcised Philistines. I
do not find that he wasted time in upbraiding the others for running away,
nor in shouting to them to return; but he just turned his own face to the
enemy, and hewed and hacked away with all his might. His brave example
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was rebuke sufficient, and would be far more effectual than ten thousand
sarcastic orations.


Never let it be forgotten that our responsibility, in a certain sense, begins
and ends with ourselves. Suppose you entertain the opinion that the
Church of God is in a very sad state, you are only responsible for that as
far as you yourself help to create that condition. Do you regret that many
persons with much wealth do not consecrate their substance? I do not
wonder that you feel thus; but, after all, the most practical thing is to use
your own substance in your Master’s cause. It is very easy to pick holes in
other people’s work, but it is far more profitable to do better work
yourself. Is there a fool in all the world that cannot criticize? Those who
can themselves do good service are but as one to a thousand compared
with those who can see faults in the labors of others. Therefore, if thou be
wise, my brother, do not cavil as others, but arise thyself, and smite the
Philistines.


Our responsibility is not diminished by the ill conduct of other men; but, on
the contrary, it is increased thereby. You say, “How so?” I answer, — If
every man fights his best, then Eleazar may he well content to fight as well
as the rest; but if other men are running away, Eleazar is called upon by
that unhappy circumstance to rise above himself, and retrieve the fortunes
of the day. It will never do to allow the enemy to triumph, and, therefore, if
we have fought well before, we must now gird up our loins for
extraordinary battle. Dear Christian brother, if you are solemnly impressed
that the condition of the churches is not what it should be, you must leave
no stone unturned to set it right. Are your fellow-Christians worldly? You
should yourself become more spiritual and heavenly-minded. Are they
sleepy? Be you the more awake. Are they lax? Be you the more strict. Are
they unkind? Be you the more full of love. Set your watch all the more
strictly because you see that others are overcome, and be you doubly
diligent where you perceive that others are negligent. Dare, like Eleazar, to
stand alone, and from the shortcomings of others gather motives for a
nobler life.


Perhaps Eleazar on that occasion was the better off for not having that
cowardly rout at his heeds. When we have good work to do for our Lord,
we are glad of the company of kindred spirits, determined to make the
good work succeed; but if we have no such comrades, we must go alone.
There is no absolute necessity for numbers. Who knows? The friends we
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invite might be more hindrance than assistance. When Luther went to a
holy man, and told him what he had discovered in the Scriptures, the
prudent old gentleman replied, “My brother, go back to your cell, keep
your thoughts to yourself, serve God, and make no disturbance.” Dear old
soul, he little dreamed what disturbance that aforesaid Luther was going to
make in the camp. I daresay Luther would not have been able to work such
a reformation if he had been surrounded by a host of kind, prudent friends;
but when, like the hero of our text, he was clear of all the excellent
incapables, he made splendid havoc of the Philistines of Rome. When dear,
good, motherly Christian men are forever saying, “Do not be too
venturesome, be careful never to offend, do not over-exert yourself,” and
all that kind of talk, a man is better without them than with them. A
Christian man should seek the help of his brethren, but, at the same time, if
he is called to a service for his Lord, and they will not aid him, let him not
be alarmed, but let him consider that if he has God with him he has all the
allies he needs. The mighty God of Jacob is better than all the armies of the
saints; and if he shall put out his hand, and say, “Go in this thy might,” a
man may be content to step forth alone, the solitary champion of Jesus and
his gospel. Solitary prowess is expected of believers. I hope we may breed
in this place a race of men and women who know the truth, and know also
what the Lord claims at their hands, and are resolved, by the help of the
Holy Spirit, to war a good warfare for their Lord whether others will stand
at their side or no.


II. Secondly, we have, next, in the text, A LESSON OF PERSONAL


WEAKNESS.


This brave man, though he arose, and smote the Philistines, was only a
man, and so he fought on “until his hand was weary,” and he could do no
more. He reached the limit of his strength, and was obliged to pass. This
may somewhat console those noble men who have become brain-weary in
the service of God. Perhaps they chide themselves, but indeed there is no
reason for so doing, for of them it may be said as of Eleazar, that they are
not weary of fighting, though they are weary on fighting. If you can draw
that distinction in your case, it will be well. We wish we could serve our
Lord day and night; but the flesh is weak, and there is no more strength left
in us. This is no strange thing, and there is no sin in it. Eleazar’s weariness
was that of bone, muscle, sinew, —  the weariness of his arm; but
sometimes God’s people; grow weary in the brain, and this is quite as
painful and quite as little to he wondered at. The mind cannot always think
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with equal clearness, or feel with equal emotion, or find utterance with
equal clearness, and the child of God must not blame himself for this. To
blame himself in such a case would be to blame his Master. If your servant
has been in the harvest-field from the daybreak till the moon has looked
down upon him as he binds his sheaves, and if, as he wipes the sweat from
his brow, he says, “Master, I am sorely wearied, I must have a few hours’
sleep” who but a tyrant would blame him, and refuse him the rest? These
are to be blamed who never weary themselves, but those who wear
themselves out are to be commended, and not censured.


Perhaps Eleazar became weary because of the enormous number of his
enemies. He cut dozens of them down with his death-bearing sword, but
on they came, and still on. It seemed like a repetition of the day when
Samson slew heaps upon heaps, and smote Philistia hip and thigh with
great slaughter. Christian friend, you have been the means of bringing some
few to Christ, but the appalling number of the unconverted oppresses you
till your mind is weary. You have opened a little room, and a few poor
people attend, but you say to yourself, “What are these among so many?”
When we begin in the Master’s service, we think we shall turn the world
upside down in six weeks, but we do not do it, and when we find that we
must plod on, and not despise the day of small things, we are apt to
become weary. Lifelong service under great discouragement is not so easy
as mere dreamers think.


Perhaps Eleazar grew tired because nobody was helping him. It is a great
assistance to receive a word of good cheer from a comrade, and to feel
that, after all, you are not alone, for other true hearts are engaged in the
same battle, zealous for the same Lord. But as Eleazar looked around, he
saw only the backs of the retreating swords who ought to have been
fighting by his side, and he had to mow down the Philistines with his lone
sword. Who marvels that at length he grew weary?


The mercy of it all is this, that he only became weary when he could afford
to be so, that is to say, the Lord did not allow his weariness to overcome
him till he had beaten the Philistines, and the people had rushed upon the
spoil. We are such very feeble creatures that faintness must come over us
at times; but what a mercy it is that the Lord makes our strength equal to
our day, and only when the day is over does he let us sink into ourselves.
Jacob wrestled with the angel, and he did not feel the shrinking sinew till he
had won the blessing. It was good for him to go halting on his thigh after
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his victory, to make him know that it was not by his own strength that he
had prevailed with God; and so it was a good thing for Eleazar to feel
weary, for he would now understand where the strength came from with
which he smote the Philistines. Eleazar only failed when there was spoil to
be divided; and if you and I only shrink back when there its praise to be
awarded, we need not be troubled, for there are plenty who have never
done anything else who will be quite ready to claim the credit of all that is
achieved.


Let us ask ourselves whether, weak as we are, we have given up ourselves
to the Lord. If so, all is well, he will use our weakness, and glorify himself
by it. He will not let our weakness show itself when it could endanger the
victory. He gives us strength up to the point where strength is absolutely
essential; and if he lets us collapse, as Elijah did after his great conflict was
over, we must not be surprised. What a difference there is between Elijah
on Carmel triumphant over the priests of Baal, and the same man on the
morrow fleeing from Jezebel, and crying “Let me die, for I am no better
than my fathers.” Of course, that was the natural result of the strong
excitement through which he had passed, just as the weariness of his hand
was the natural result of the mighty battle which Eleazar had fought; and
when you become downcast, as I often am after having obtained a great
blessing, do not be so very terribly alarmed about it. What does it matter?
The work is over; you can afford to be laid low before God. It, will be well
for you to know how empty and how weak you are, that you may ascribe
all glory to the Lord alone. He is almighty, however weak you may be.


III. There is a third lesson in the text, and that concerns THE INTENSITY


OF THE HERO’S ZEAL.


A singular circumstance is here recorded, his hand crave unto his sword.
Mr. Bunyan seems to have thought that it, was the congealed blood which
fastened the hand and the sword together, for he represents Mr. Valiant-
for-Truth as being wounded, till the blood ran forth, and his hand was
glued to his sword. But perhaps the better interpretation refers to the fact
which has occasionally been observed in battles. I remember reading of a
sailor who fought desperately in repelling a boarding attack from an
enemy’s ship, and when the affair was over it was found that he could not
open his hand to drop his cutlass lie had grasped it with such force that,
until a surgical operation had been performed, it was quite impossible to
separate his hand from his sword.
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This was the case with Eleazar; this cleaving of his hand to the sword
proves the energy with which he gripped his weapon. At the first, he laid
hold upon it in the right way, so that he could hold it firmly. I wish that
some of our converts would get hold of the gospel in a better manner. A
missionary said to me, the other day, “There are numbers of revival
converts who will never be worth anything till they are converted again.” I
am afraid it is so. The work is not deep, their understanding of the gospel
is not clear, and their hold of it is not fast. They have got something which
is of great good to them, I hope, but they hardly know what it is; they have
need to come again to him who has abundance of grace and truth to
bestow, or they will never be worth much. Many young people do not
study the Word; they pick up texts here and there as pigeons pick up peas,
and they do not see the analogy of faith. But he is the man to fight for God
who lays hold of truth by the handle, and grips it as though he knew what
he had got, and knew that he had got it. He who intelligently and intensely
knows the Word is likely to hold it fast.


Eleazar, having grasped his sword well, retained his hold; whatever
happened to him in battle, he never let go his weapon for an instant. If he
had once opened his hand, there would have been no cleaving, but he all
the way through kept his hand on his weapon. According to some modern
teachers, you are wise if you change your doctrines every week, because
some fresh light may be expected to break in upon you. The advice is
dangerous. O young man, I trust you will get hold of the grand old gospel,
and always hold it, and never relax your grip of it; and then what will
happen to you? Why this, that at last you will not be able to relax your
grip. I have frequently been delighted to observe the perseverance of
earnest workers, who have loved their work for Christ so heartily that they
could not cease from it. They have served the Lord year after year in a
particular work, either at the Sunday-school or in some other useful labor,
and when they have been ill, and could no longer be in their places, their
hearts and their thoughts have still been there. We have known them when
ill with brain fever talking continually about the schools and the children. In
their very dreams their good work has been on their minds, their hand has
been cleaving to the sword.


I delight to hear the old man talk about the work of the Lord even when he
can no longer join in it, and the dying man, with “the ruling passion strong
in death,” inquiring about the church and the services, his sword cleaving
still to his hand. Christmas Evans was wont to drive his old pony from
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town to town in his journeys to preach the gospel, and when he was about
to die he thought he was riding in the old pony-chaise still, and his last
words were, “Drive on.” Napoleon with his dying breath exclaimed, “Head
of the army,” and so do Christ’s soldiers think to the last of the grand army
of the saints and of Christ their Head. When a certain good man lay dying,
he had forgotten his wife and his children; and yes, when the name of Jesus
was whispered in his ear, he said, “Oh, I know him; he has been all my joy
these fifty years!” See how the sword cleaves to the hand.


Years ago, we who have believed, grasped the sword of the Lord with
such a grip of cheerful earnestness that now there is established an almost
involuntary connection between the two which cannot be severed. Every
now and then, some wise men think to convert us to skepticism, or what is
very like it, modern thought, and they approach us with full assurance that
we must give up our old-fashioned faith. They are fools for their pains, for
we are at this time hardly voluntary agents in the matter; the gospel has
such hold upon us that we cannot let it go. We now believe because we
must. I could sooner die a thousand deaths than renounce the gospel I
preach. The sophistical arguments I have met with in skeptical books are
not half so strong as the arguments with which the devil has assailed me,
and yet I have beaten him. Having run with them, the footmen cannot make
us afraid. How can we give up the gospel? It is our life, our soul, our all.
Our daily experience, our communion with God, our sitting with Christ in
heavenly places, have made us proof against all temptations to give up our
hope. We hold our sword, it is true, but our sword also cleaves to our
hand. It is not possible that the most clever falsehoods should deliver the
elect, for they Lord has created such communion between the renewed
soul and the truth, that the truth must hold us, and we must hold the truth,
even till we die. God grant it may be so with all of you!


IV. I must pass on to notice the fourth lesson; that concerns THE DIVINE


GLORY.


Does the text say that his hand crave unto the sword, and that he wrought
a great victory that day? Look at your Bibles, and you will see that I have
been misquoting. It does not ascribe the victory to Eleazar, but it is
written, “and the Lord wrought a great victory that day.” The victory was
not won without Eleazar, and yet it was not won by Eleazar, but by the
Lord. Had Eleazar belonged to a certain class of professors, he would have
said, “We can do nothing, the Lord will fulfill his own eternal purposes,”
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and then he would not only have done nothing, but he would have found
fault with others if they had been forward in the fight. If he had belonged to
another class of professors, he would have said, “I do not believe in the
one-man ministry. I will not go alone, but wait till I have gathered a few
brethren, who can all take a turn at it.” Instead of either of these
theorizings, he went straight to his work, and the Lord gave him the necks
of his enemies, and then he ascribed the victory, not to himself, but to the
Lord alone. The right thing to do is to work as if all depended upon us, and
yet look to the Lord alone knowing that all depends upon him. We must
have all the humility and all the activity of men who feel that they cannot
do anything by themselves, but that God worketh in them to will and to do
according to his own good pleasure. You must be humbly God-reliant, and
personally resolute. Trust in God, and keep your powder dry. Have you
won a soul to Christ? Then the Lord has won the victory. Have you upheld
the truth against an antagonist? The Lord must have the glory of your
triumph. Have you trampled down sin? Can you cry, with the heroine of
old, “O my soul, thou hast trodden down strength”? Then, lay your
trophies at the foot of the throne. I am glad that my text runs as it does, or
else some captious critic would have said that I was exalting man, and
honoring flesh and blood. Nay, nay, the Lord hath wrought all our works in
us; not unto us, but unto his name give all the praise.


V. The last lesson is one of ENCOURAGEMENT. It is said in the text that
“the people returned after him only to spoil.”


Dear brethren, does it grieve you to think that many professed Christians
seem more like unbelievers than believers? Do you feel sad to see them all
run away in the day of battle? Be comforted, then, for they can be brought
back, and your personal prowess for God may be the means of making
them return. The feeble folk, if the Lord makes you strong, will gather
courage from your bravery. They may not have been able to look a live
Philistine in the face, but they know how to strip a dead one. You will get,
them back by-and-by, when the spoil is to be divided. It, is not a small
thing after all, to encourage the Lord’s downcast people. Eleazar was
pleased to see them in the field again. I daresay he did not say one rebuking
word to them, but perhaps remarked, “Well, you have come back, have
you? Share the plunder among yourselves. I might claim it all myself, but I
will not; you are welcome to it.” It has sometimes happened that one man,
speaking in God’s name, has turned a community in the right way; one
Christian woman too, has saved thousands. There are points in the history
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of England where certain individuals have been the hinge upon which our
nation’s destiny has turned. If thou seekest of God to be faithful, and if his
grace be in thee, then be firm in the day of battle, and thou wilt confirm
other wavering souls. My young sister, you will turn your family round yet;
one by one they will come to seek our Savior. Young man, you are
entering into that large house of business; it is very perilous to yourself,
but, if the Lord enable you to be strong in the power of his might, you may
transform that whole house into a church of God. You may hardly believe
it, but you will have prayer-meetings in that large room yet. Remember Mr.
Sankey’s hymn, —


‘Dare to be a Daniel!
Dare to stand alone!


Dare to have a purpose firm!
Dare to make it known!”


Dare to be an Eleazar, and go forth and smite the Philistines alone; you will
soon find that there are others in the house who have concealed their
sentiments, but when they see, you coming forward, they will be openly on
the Lord’s side. Many cowards are skulking about, try to shame them.
Many are undecided, let them see a brave man, and he will be the standard-
bearer around whom they will rally.


Thus have I thought to say a few practical words, which I hope the Lord
will bless. I have finished when I have made one observation to a different
class of people. It is clear that, when a man gets old of a sword, grips it
fast, and holds it for a while, such a thing may happen that he cannot drop
it. Has it ever occurred to you, —  to you especially who have never given
your hearts to Christ, — that the eager way in which you hold your sin,
and the long time that you have held to it, may produce a similar result
upon you? One of these days you may be unable to get rid of those habits
which you are now forming. At first, the net of habit is made of cobweb;
you can soon break it through. By-and-by it is made of twine; soon it will
be made of rope; and last of all it, will be strong as steel, and then you will
be fatally ensnared. Beware in time. Young man, you are hardly yet aware
how strong a hold your habits have already taken upon you. I mean your
habits of prayerlessness, your practice of secret sin, and your intemperance;
nay, I will not mention all your follies, they are best known to yourself.
They are fastening upon you like huge serpents, coil upon coil. You have
always intended to go so far, and no further; but if you could see a picture
of what you will become, you would he horrified. Did we not read in the
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papers, a few months ago, the story of a man who was respectable ill many
ways, and gifted above the average of men, who nevertheless descended by
degrees; till he perpetrated a horrible crime, which made the world stand
aghast? Little did he dream, at one time, that he would have plunged into
such wickedness, but the path to hell is downhill, and if you descend one
step at first, you take two steps at once next time, and then you take four,
and so by great leaps descend to hell. O man, cast away the weapon of
iniquity before it glues itself to your hand! Cast it away at once and for
ever. The only way of breaking with sin is to unite with Christ. No man
does in heart part with sin till he is one with his Savior, and that comes by
trusting him, simply trusting him. When you trust him, he delivers you from
sinful habits, and no longer allows you to be the slave of evil. “If the Son
therefore shall make you free, ye shall be free indeed.” Seek that freedom.
May he bestow it upon every one of us, and then may we become heroes
for Christ, and he shall have the glory, for ever and ever. Amen.


NOTES.


COLLEGE. — Our great Master has sent us a large number of most hopeful
men; we never had so many before. One hundred and ten is a fine squadron
of soldiers for our Lord. Several are going forth. One brother leaves for
New Zealand, another for the Cape, a third to be a medical missionary, and
others to fill up vacancies in the home field. God’s blessing is upon the
entire work, and we feel it, for the spirit of prayer abides over the whole
College. The young brethren propose to hold a week of revival services in
a short time, and we feel sure good will come of the effort. We sometimes
fear that old friends and sermon readers are forgetting us. Do not let it be
so! We plod on without fee or reward, and we trust that our brethren will
continue to pray for us and help us.


ORPHANAGE. — We are in need of a junior schoolmaster. He must be able
to teach well, and manage boys with loving firmness. Our bulletin for the
Orphanage is, All full, boys in fine health, moral con-ditto, of the
institution excellent, cash nearly exhausted.


On Sept. 1, our good friend Mr. Richard May, of Dulwich, gave the
orphans and staff a treat in his grounds. Unfortunately it rained before the
day was over, but the outing was greatly enjoyed. Perhaps when the bright
days come next year, if we are alive and well, some other benevolent
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reader of the Sword and Trowel will give the lads a day’s treat. At any rate,
“three cheers for Mr. May.” So say all of us.


Our Colportage Association continues to extend its operations, and now
employs fifty-two colporteurs; and the labors of the men are owned of God
to the salvation of souls. New districts have just been opened up at
Chesterfield and Lyndhurst. We are, however, sadly crippled for lack of
funds, and have hard work to find the money required from month to
month for the purchase of books, without which the whole work would
come to a standstill. Many friends appear to have a mistaken impression
that colportage is self-supporting; this it never is nor can be, though the
profits on the sales contribute to make it one of the cheapest agencies that
can be devised. Most of the districts subscribe £40 each, but even were all
to do so there would still be a considerable sum needed to meet the depot
expenses, and the special cost always attending the starting of a new
district. Some of the districts, however, are wholly dependent on the
general fund, and all cost more than is provided by the local subscription.
Besides this, capital is absorbed in the purchase of stock, and as each new
man started must be supplied with a stock of books, the total need on that
account is a growing one. We have been working all along with too little
capital, and at the present moment we need about £400 to meet the
quarter’s accounts, and we are under responsibilities to districts which
have paid in advance amounting to about £300. Our capital is therefore
£700 below what it ought to be to work it at all, and some £1,000 below
what it really needs. We have kept on hitherto very much as young
tradesmen do who have a very slender capital, but we do not like it, and
shall be very glad if a few large-hearted Christians would say, “Here is a
good work which is burdensome to Mr. Spurgeon and his helpers, who
have quite enough to do in looking after its details: we will send in the
amount, which will enable them to feel solvent, and work without being
continually hard up.” .Mr. Jones and other brethren work the Society
splendidly, but they look to us for financial help and oversight, and we are
often looking up for moneys to apportion to them. for we do not know
where else to look. The Society has growing pains. Its clothes are now too
small for it, and need letting out; but as we have not the means to buy it a
new suit, and cannot bear to see it dwarfed, we hope that help will come.


We trust our friends will hear in mind our need in this direction: we are not
distressed, for our trust is in God, but everybody knows that we cannot
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long carry on this holy trade of Colportage without capital. Colportage is
so good a work that


we wish rather to double the number of our colporteurs than have to
abandon one; but what are we to do?


Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book Fund. — During the last two months (Aug. and
Sept,.) Mrs. Spurgeon has sent out 600 volumes to ministers, colporteurs,
and evangelists of all denominations. She is thankful and happy to serve
any of the Lord’s servants, but she wishes to remind our friends that the
Book Fund is specially intended to help poor Baptist Pastors, and she
affectionately invites more applications from them.


Sept. 4. — Miss Ivimey’s Mothers’ Mission had a meeting. A fine number
of mothers and workers were present at tea. Several capital speeches were
made, and the pastor looked in twice, gave a short address each time, and
was refreshed to see the Lord’s work going on among the wives of our
working men.


Sept. 20. — The Tabernacle Loan Tract Society held its meeting and a
very lively, earnest one it was. Abundant evidence was given that the
pastor’s sermons when lent from door to door are valued by the readers
and blest to them.


Sept. 22. — The Tabernacle Evangelistic Society celebrated its
anniversary. The brethren of this community not only preach in the streets,
distribute tracts and sing the gospel, but they send evangelists to any places
of worship where they will be welcomed to hold special services. More
than one hundred such services have been held. Pastors who would like
two young brethren to come on weeknights, and speak under their own
superintendence, and feel that such a change would be good for their
people, need not hesitate to write to Mr. Elvin, the secretary, at the
Tabernacle. There is no fear of our young brethren enticing the people
away from their pastors, or teaching them to ramble after excitement, for
their aim is to work with the minister at all times, and under his presidency.
These young friends are willing to help any churches in London, and have
already held meetings in several Baptist and Congregational chapels and
schoolrooms.


With regard to the Bulgarian atrocities, we have received a full measure of
abuse. We never prayed that the Turks might be exterminated, as some
willfully rots-re-ported. We wish ill to no man. But we do continually pray
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God to overthrow the power which has perpetrated such enormities, and
which has so long held under its withering dominion lands which groan
beneath its sway. From the letters we have received we perceive with
astonishment


that there are creatures living in England which justify the Turks in their
enormities. These beings do not sign their names, and therefore we hope
that they are not Englishmen; but be they who they may, they may rest well
assured that we would sooner have their abuse than their praise.


During the month C. I{. S. has preached at Walthamstow (2), Harlow (2),
Tring (2), Landport (2), St. Mary Cray(1), Stepney (1). This has been, with
meetings and sermons at home, lectures to College, seeing inquirers,
visiting the sick, editing, letter writing, etc., quite enough to wear out an
iron man. Still all this is nothing if we have divine help, and means come in
to carry on the work.


All our brethren will be grieved to hear that our well-beloved brother, Mr.
Archibald Brown, of the East London Tabernacle, has been heavily
bereaved. His second wife has been taken away, just when she seemed
essential to his little ones, and to the church at Stephey. tits anguish is most
acute, and we invite all our brethren to pray that he may be sustained, and
enabled to pursue that wonderful career of usefulness for which our Lord
has raised him up.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. V. J. Charlesworth: —
August 28th, eleven; 31st, sixteen. By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — September
14th, six.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


HOW THE LAMBS FEED.


NOVEMBER 1876.


A SHORT DISCOURSE BY C. H. SPURGEON,


“Then shall the lambs feed after their manner.” — Isaiah 5:17.


THE sense of this passage may be that Judea would be so desolated that it
would become rather a wild wilderness pasture for flocks than an inhabited
country; but that is not the meaning which the old readers of the Bible
were accustomed to give to it. The Hebrews commentators considered ‘the
lambs’ to mean the house of Israel and regarded this as a promise that, in
all times of distress and affliction, God’s flock would still be fed, these
would still be a people kept alive, and these should still meet with suitable
support. Whether that be the correct sense or not, I shall use the words as
having some such meaning.


Our text deals with the lambs, and to the lambs we intend to speak; may
the Good Shepherd speak to them also! Young converts, newborn souls,
these words are for you; you shall feed after your manner.


I. Our first observation is, that GOD WOULD HAVE ALL HIS CHURCH FED;
— a simple enough observation certainly, and clearly to be inferred from
the common course of nature; for no sooner is any living thing created than
there are appliances for its feeding. No sooner is a seed cast into the
ground and vitalized than it gathered to itself the particles upon which it
feeds, and no sooner is an animal born than it receives food. Surely the
Lord does not create life in the regenerated soul without providing stores
upon which it may be nourished. Where he gives life he gives food.


Simple as this statement is, it has often been forgotten by those who should
best have borne it in mind. It strikes me that it has been forgotten by some
ministers. They have exhorted, threatened, and thundered, but they have
never fed those to whom they have preached. They have cried, “Believe!
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Believe!” but seldom explained what was; to be believed, or, when they
have mentioned the simple elements of the faith, they have gone no further,
but have continued still to speak the first principles of the gospel, and no
more. These brethren have their proper sphere, but they should not be
pastors unless they can feed the flock of God. The wanderers must he
gathered first, but afterwards they must be fed. For want of this, many have
remained in weakness and bondage, and have made no advance in the
divine life. The necessity for spiritual food has been forgotten by some
ministers, who have continually harped upon the sublime doctrines of the
gospel, but have not preached the elementary truths. Surely they have not
carried out their Lord’s command, “Feed my lambs.” They have been
content to feed the older people, who by reason of use have had their
senses exercised, forgetting that the like necessities befall all the flock, and
that the lambs need to be fed as well as the sheep.


If the teachers have forgotten this, the taught have also failed to remember
it. I have been very anxious, beloved, that you should be diligent in the
service of God, and I have continually stirred you up, not to be sitting
listening to sermons when you ought to be doing good, and the
consequence has been that some have gone forth to attempt to do good
whom I should not have exhorted to do so, because for them it would have
been better if they had waited a while, till they had learned somewhat more,
both of doctrine and experience. Young brethren, there is a time for
feeding as well as a time for working. There is work for strong men, and
there is nurture for babes. To little children we do not allot the labors of
husbandry; some little service in the house is suitable for them, and will do
them good; but we do not exact much labor from them, for we know that
youth is a time in which they must be learning and growing. Therefore let
me say to some of you who know little or nothing of your Bibles, or of
your own hearts, — Wait a little, and run not, before you are sent. Sit
thou, young brother, still a while at Jesus’ feet, and learn what he has to
say to thee; then, when thou runnest as a messenger, thou wilt have a
message; but mayhap now thou hast more foot than heart, more tongue
than brain, and this is ill.


Let us not forget that our souls need to be fed, and this I say to some of
you who do but little for the Lord Jesus, and may be said neither to work
nor to eat. Look at the mass of our Christian people, what do they do?
Monday morning early at business, and on till Saturday evening late at
business. What is their reading the daily paper! I condemn it not, but of
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what use is this to their souls? What, then, do they read to nourish the
inner life? Ah, what? A magazine with a religious tale in it! A tale which
will probably be spun out to two or three volumes! If the religion were
taken out of it, it would probably be improved; and if the rest of the book
were burned, some light might come of it; but none come by reading it. I
will not judge severely, but what is the reading of many Christians: Is it
food for their souls? And beyond reading, what else are they doing that
their spirits may be nourished? Our fathers would go into their chamber
three times a day, and take a quarter of an hour for meditation, how many
of us maintain such a habit? Is it done once a day. It was once my privilege
to live in a house where, at eight o’clock, every person, from the servant to
the master, would have been found for half an hour in prayer and
meditation in his or her chamber. As regularly as the time came round, that
was done, just as we partook of our meals at appointed hours. If that were
done in all households, it would be a grand thing for us. In the old
Puritanic times, a servant would as often answer, “Sir, my master is at
prayers,” as he would nowadays answer, my master is engaged.” It was
still looked upon as a recognized fact that Christian men did meditate, did
study the Word, and did pray; and society respected the interval. It is said
that if in the days of Cromwell, you had walked down Cheapside in the
morning, you would have seen the blinds down at every house at a certain
hour. Alas, where will you find such streets nowadays? I fear that what
was once the rule is now the exception. When will God’s people perceive
that it is not enough to be born again, but that the life then received must
be nourished daily with the bread of heaven. It is not enough to be
spiritually alive; our life, to be vigorous, must be familiar with its source.
Every Christian man should know that he needs times for supplying his
soul with the meat which endureth unto life eternal; as the body needs its
mealtimes, so must you sit down to your heavenly Father’s table until he
has satisfied your mouth with good things, and renewed your strength like
the eagle’s. The more intensely earnest we are in feeding upon the Word of
God, the better.


My young friends, you require to be fed with knowledge and
understandings, and therefore you should search the Scriptures daily to
know what are the doctrines of the gospel, and what are the glories of
Christ. You will do well to read the “Confession of Faith,” and study the
proof texts, or to learn the “Assembly’s Catechism,” which is a grand
condensation of Holy Scripture would say, even to many aged Christians,
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that they could not spend their time better than in going over the Shorter
Catechism again and comparing it with the Book of God, from which it is
derived. Truly, in these days, when men are so readily decoyed to Popery,
we had need know what it is that we believe. Protestantism grew in this
land when there was much simple, plain, orthodox teaching of the
doctrines which are assuredly believed among us. Catechisim was the very
bulwark of Protestantism. But now we have much earnest preaching, and
yet people do not know what the doctrines of the gospel are: be ye not
ignorant, but be ye nourished up in the truth.


My young friends, may you obtain a spiritual understanding of God’s
Word, which is more than knowledge! May you discern the inward sense,
compare spiritual things with spiritual, and see the relation between this
truth and the other, and the relation of all truth to your own selves and to
your standing before God! May the Holy Spirit feed you so! May you also
be fed by mingling with the saints of God, and learning from their
experience! Many a young Christian gathers from advanced saints what he:
would never discover elsewhere. As they tell of what they have felt, and
known, and suffered, and enjoyed, the lambs of the flock are strengthened
and consoled. Seek for your companions those who can instruct you. It is a
dreary thing for a young man to have association with those only who are
below himself in experience, and not to know those from whose lips pearls
drop, because they have been in those deeps where pearls are found. Be
much with experienced Christians who have been with Jesus, and you will
be fed by them.


Young friend, much feeding will come to you by meditation on the truth
that you hear. As the cattle lie down, and chew their cud, so does
meditation turn over the truth, and get the very essence, and nutriment out
of it. To hear, and hear, and hear, and hear, as some do, is utterly useless,
because, when they have heard, it is all over with them; it has gone in at
one ear and out at the other, and has left nothing upon the mind. Press the
truth as men tread the grapes in the winevat filing the red clusters into the
press of memory, and trample on them with the feet of meditation, then
shall the rich juice flow forth to cheer thy heart, and make thy spirit strong
within thee. Meditate, young man. This is the thing thou needest if thou
wouldst be fed.


And, higher still, there is a divine nourishment in communion, when the
soul ascends to Jesus Christ, and feeds on the Lord himself, when the
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incarnate God becomes the soul’s bread, and the bleeding Savior in his
substitutionary sacrifice, becomes the heart’s wine. Feed on him, O
beloved, ye who have lately come to him Eat, yea, drink abundantly, O
beloved! May the Lord give you a mighty hunger after his Word, and after
himself, and then lead you by the still waters, and make you to lie down in
green pastures!


Thus much on the first simple fact, that God will have all his sheep, and his
lambs fed.


II. Secondly, the text says that the lambs shall feed “after their manner;
and that leads us to observe, that YOUNG BELIEVERS HAVE THEIR OWN


WAY OF FEEDING.


I believe every single Christian has his own idiosyncrasy in that matter.
Beloved, there are some of you who could not constantly hear me to profit,
and yet this is neither my fault nor yours, but a wise arrangement, for you
can hear some other brother, and thus there is work for him as well as for
me. If all could be fed by me, and by no one else, where should I put my
congregation, and where would others get theirs? Certain persons can
receive the truth from one man better than they can from another, not
because that man is any better, or the other any worse, but because there is
a way of putting it, or there is a kind of congruity of nature between the
hearer and the preacher. I am glad to think that God has not cast all his
people in one mold, and made them all desirous to listen to one voice in
order to be spiritually fed.


It may happen, moreover, that in our church, there are people who cannot
be instructed in one of our classes. Well, if it is so, do not quarrel with the
brother who conducts it; go to another teacher, and try him. Or perhaps
you are not edified by the teaching of some Christian with whom you
associate. Well, the world is wide, try another. “Then shall the lambs feed
after their manner.” Each Christian has his own way of feeding on the
Word. Let him have it in, his own way, and do not judge him. There may
be something of self in his peculiarity, but perhaps there is also something
of God’s purpose in it. Do not pass an Act of Uniformity, but rejoice in the
diversities of operations, provided you see the same Lord.


There are several things certain about the manner of feeding of all lambs.
The first is, that if they feed after their manner, they feed on tender grass.
Young Christians love the simple truths of the gospel; hence these ought to
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be often preached, and we ought not to be angry with newborn believers if
they cannot understand the higher doctrines. I hope we shall never, as a
church, exact from young converts the wisdom of age. I trust we shall
never say, “There, you must go back; you won’t do for us, you are not up
to our mark, for you cannot expound the deep things of God.” God forbid!
If we shut out the lambs, where shall we get our sheep? If the Lord has
received them, let us receive them. No father excluded a child from his
table when he is three or four years old because, he is not yet able to speak
Latin. If the little ones know their A B C, it is a good beginning. We think
a great deal of the first little verse our babes repeat; they say it in such a
queer way that nobody thinks it is language at all except father and mother,
but they are charmed with the simplest form of speech which infant lips can
try. So, to see a little spiritual knowledge in new converts should gratify
us, and cause us to love them. Leave the lambs to feed on tender grass, and
you older ones may take as much of the tougher herbage as you like.


Again, lambs like to feed little and often. They are not able to take in much
at a time, but they like to be often at it. I love to see our young people
coming to the prayer-meetings and week-day services so continually. You
will grow in grace if you are often engaged in the means of grace; but it is
possible to make such things a weariness to the flesh if they become
protracted. Strong saints can bear whole days of devotion, and delight in
them; yea, a whole week spent alone in a sacred retreat might be a glorious
holiday, — a holy day, rather, — an anticipation of heaven; but for young
believers, let them have here a little and there a little, — a text and a text,
line upon line, precept upon precept, — but let them have it often. “Then
shall the lambs feed after their manner.”


The lambs, if they feed well, feed after their manner, quietly. If there is a
dog in the field, they will not feed; if they are driven about hither and
thither, and not allowed to rest, they cannot feed. I pity young Christians
who get into churches where there are disturbances and troubles. Oh, may
we ever be kept at peace! I bless God for the love that has reigned among
us. May it continue, and may it deepen! Beloved friends, when we fall out
with one another, we shall find that the Spirit of God has fallen out with us.
We cannot expect to see young converts among us at all, much less can we
hope to see them advance in grace, if we indulge a party spirit, or a
controversial spirit within the fold. All believers should endeavor to
maintain a sacred quiet within the church for the sake of the little ones.
Have you never heard of the child who was greatly impressed under a
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sermon, and had resolved to pray on reaching home, but he heard his father
and mother on the road home discussing the discourses, and finding such
fault with it, that the happy season of tenderness passed away from that
child; and, in after years, he was accustomed to say that his becoming an
infidel was due to that conversation? Let the lambs feed in quiet. If a little
bit of the sermon suits my boy, though it seems childish to me, let me be
glad that there is something for him. If the preacher did state the truth in a
way which I do not like, I daresay the preacher’s Master knows how to
guide him far better than I do, and perhaps my neighbor who sat next to
me has profited by precisely that which I have criticized. Let the lambs feed
quietly. I would say to young Christians, — Never mix up in the
controversies of these days. There are people about who seem to be cut on
the cross, and the only use they are in this world seems to be to raise
irritating questions. They and the mosquitoes were created by infinite
wisdom, but I have never been able to discover the particular blessing
which either of them confer upon us. Those persons who discuss and
discuss, and do nothing else, had better be let alone. If there be a way to
live peaceably with all men, I should say to the young Christian, “Follow
it.” The lambs feed best when they are not worried, but dwell in peace with
all.


Then, next, when lambs feed after their manner, they feed in pleasure. A
very disorderly lot the lambs are, if you look over the gate at them, they
are never proper and solemn. A draughtsman could scarcely sketch them in
their friskings and gambols. Young, Christians ought not to be told to
cease their holy mirth; they ought not to be expected as yet to groan with
those that groan, but let them rejoice with those that do rejoice. Their days
of sorrow will probably come soon enough, without their being anticipated;
let them rejoice in the Lord, yea, let them rejoice always. I am glad our
friends do not universally call out in the Tabernacle,


“Hallelujah,” and “Hosannah,” and the like; but, for my part, when I am
preaching in the open air in the country, and our Methodist friends do so, it
seems to stir my blood, and I am glad of it. It is much better than having a
sleepy congregation.


A little excitement in the Christian church, especially by young converts, is
by no means to be deprecated. I remember hearing dear Doctor Fletcher
say, when talking to a number of children, that he once saw a boy standing
on his head, dancing on the pavement, and displaying all sorts of antics of
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joy. He stopped near him, and said, “Well, my lad, you seem to be
exceedingly merry.” “I think I am, and so would you be, Sir, (or Guv’nor, I
think he said,) if you had been locked up three months, and had just got
out.” “Well,” said the venerable man, “I thought it very reasonable, indeed,
and I told him by no means to stop his performances because of me.” Now,
when a poor man has felt the burden of sin, and has been shut up in the
prison of the law, and Jesus comes and brings him out, and he begins to
rejoice with joy unspeakable, and full of glory, if any man living would stop
him, I would not. Nay, let him rejoice. Let the lambs feed “after their
manner.” And if somebody to-night should come to me, and say, “Your
young converts have been extravagant in expression, and injudicious in
zeal,” I should reply, “My dear brother, are you better than these young
ones? At any rate, there is one respect in which you are worse, for you
show a propensity to find fault with those who are serving God with all
their might. Go your way, and join them. If you have not a heart to do so,
and if they seem to be enthusiastic beyond measure, only thank God that
there are some few left among us yet who can appreciate fervor, and wish
that there were a little more of it.” For my own part, I would like to see a
downright fanatic. It is so long since one has set one’s eyes upon such a
curiosity, that I should like to see one, — just one! I have seen snow
enough, pray let me see a fire-flake. I have seen thousands of wet blankets,
oh for the touch of a live coal! Enthusiasm in excess might be a blessing in
disguise. Let the lambs feed pleasantly, in their own wild, natural way.


Once more, when the lambs feed after manner, they feed in company.
They like to get with others if they can. Sheep thrive best in flocks. I call
upon every young Christian here to get into some part of Christ’s flock. I
invite you into this portion of Christ’s church; but if you find any other,
where all things considered, you think it would be better for you to be, go
there. Mind that you join yourself first to Christ, and after that unite with
his people. Do not try to go to heaven as a solitary individual, that is not
the Christian way. Jesus gathers his people into a Church, he does not
profess to lead his people one by one, as solitary pilgrims, but they are to
go in groups and bands. From company to company they proceed towards
the New Jerusalem. May you have much love to the visible Church, and
believe that, notwithstanding all her faults, there is none like her in the
earth; that, notwithstanding all her spots, she is excellent for beauty, and
fairest among women.
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III. I must close with the remark that IN THE WORST OF TIMES, GOD


WILL SEE THAT HIS LAMBS AND THE REST OF HIS FLOCK ARE FED.


It is said, in the text, “Then shall the lambs feed after their manner;” that is,
when the vineyard was destroyed and the hedge broken down, when thorns
and briars had come up, and the clouds had refused to rain, and God had
sent desolation upon Israel, and the people were gone into captivity; even
then shall the lambs feed after their manner. This is a blessed truth; come
what may, God’s people shall be saved, and they shall have spiritual meat.
There may come persecuting times. Never mind. Never did Christ seem so
glorious as when he walked with his Church in the dungeon and up to the
stake. Never were there sweeter songs than those which rose from the
Lollards’ tower and Bonner’s coal-hole. Never did the Church have such
marriage feasts as when her members died at the gallows and the fire.
Christ Jesus has made himself preeminently near and dear to a persecuted
church. Therefore, fear not if you should have your little trouble to bear in
the family, or rebuke and shame from an evil world, for you shall feed after
your manner. Though your mother should be grieved, though your husband
should be angry, though your brother should ridicule, though your
employer should scoff, you shall be fed with spiritual meat, and your soul
shall surmount all these ills, triumphant in her God.


“But I dread,” says one, “that there will come times of sickness to me; I
have premonitions of it.” Yes, but you shall be fed after your manner. And
I, for one, bear witness that sometimes, periods of sickness are times of the
greatest spiritual nourishment. The Lord can furnish a table in the
wilderness. A very wilderness sickness is of itself, but God can find us daily
manna. He can make you strongest in heart when you are weakest in body.
Therefore fear not, God will feed you.


“I am afraid of poverty,” says one. Art thou? That has been the lot of many
of his people. For many an age hath the Lord chosen the poor to be his
disciples. Thou needest not fear that. Thy Master was poor; thou wilt never
be so poor as he was, for he had not where to lay his head. Fear not, he
will feed thee. Canst thou not trust him? “Ah, but I fear death,” says one.
“Then shall the lambs feed after their manner.” Even in the valley of the
shadow of death thou shalt find tender grass. Have you never seen others
die? Has it not been a joyous thing to see; some saints depart? I recall to
your memories, dear brethren, those who have but lately ascended, whom
we loved. Was there anything terrible about their deaths? Did they not
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smile upon us in their last hours, and make us feel that we would willingly
change places with them, and die, as they died? Have I not often seen the
young girl sickening with consumption, and heard from her strange things
that made me think her half a prophetess, — a seer whose eyes had been
anointed so that she had looked within the veil, and seen the glory of the
invisible? Oh, how texts of Scripture have been placed in golden settings by
dying saints! How sweetly have they set promises to music! Speak of
monks and their illuminated missals! Scripture illuminated by dying saints is
far more marvelous. What amazing joy they have felt! They told us that joy
was killing them, — that they did not die of the disease, but of excess of
delight. It was as though the great floods of glory had burst their banks,
and they were being swept right away by them to eternal bliss. It has visibly
been blessed for the saints to die, and therefore it is foolish, — perhaps
wicked, — for any child of God to be afraid to depart. “Then shall the
lambs feed after their manner,” feeding near the very scythe of death, and
cropping choice morsels at the grave’s mouth; for the Lamb, Jesus Christ,
being with them, no lamb of all the flock shall have cause to fear.


We shall now separate, and scatter, as congregations have scattered, I
might say, these hundreds of times from this house; and scattering and
going each our way to his own home, shall we ever meet again? Probably
by no means shall we all of us meet in the body, so that these eyes shall
look to other eyes, and say, “I saw those eyes before.” Well, well, truth be
the truth remembered that we are a flock, and must gather again in one
meeting-place before the judgment-seat, on that day of wrath, that dreadful
day. Shall we meet then as the sheep of Christ, or, meeting, will it be to be
divided, to the right and to the left, as the sheep of the Great King, or the
goats condemned to be cast away? We shall meet there certainly, but will it
be an eternal meeting for unending joy? God grant it may! Oh, infinite,
mercy of the blessed God, let us all be united at the throne of Christ! But I
hear thee say, O angel, in answer to that prayer, — I hear thee speak out of
the glory, and say, “There can be no union at the throne except there first
be union at the cross.” Hearken to that warning, and come to Jesus. There
stands the cross, which is the center of the Church! Lo, I see upon it the
Son of God, his wounds still founts of cleansing blood! Will you come to
the cross? Will you trust the Redeemer? Will you bow before him? Will
you be washed in his blood? Will you be saved with his salvation? If so, we
shall all meet in heaven to see the face of the Lamb in his glory. God grant
we may, for Jesus sake! Amen.
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NOTES.


COLLEGE. We are working on with a large body of students, and God is
with us. During the week commencing October 30th the students will
conduct services at the Tabernacle for the ingathering of souls to Christ,
and the revival of true religion. We ask our readers’ prayers. It seems most
comely that our young brethren should make a special effort for the


work of the Lord at the Tabernacle, seeing that the College owes so much
to the weekly offerings of the church. This source of supply aids us from
week to week, and is specially valuable when outside friends forget us, as
we fear many have done of late.


To our great joy our beloved brother, John Collins, of Penge, has accepted
the pastorate of Bedford Row Chapel, and Alfred Bax, of Battersea, has
been unanimously invited to Salters’ Hall. These are both most important
spheres, and we invite prayer that these two most estimable brethren may
be sustained and prospered.


Mr. Dykes, of Parliament-street, Toronto, has also removed to College-
street. During his five years’ pastorate at Parliament-street the church has
increased from 33 to 213.


Mr. Tarrant, of our College, has settled at Romney Street, Westminster.
He is worthy of the help of all our friends in that region.


COLPORTAGE. Last month we mentioned our great need, not only of means
for meeting current expenses, but of capital with which to work the
concern. Our hope was that there were persons who would sufficiently
appreciate this form of Christian labor, and put us in possession of the
necessary funds: such is not the case. However, one gentleman has sent
£2100 to serve as a challenge to nine others to make up the l,000 required
for capital. If it please the Lord, he will move others to follow this good
example. Meanwhile our heart is cheered by this timely and generous act,
and we pray that every blessing may rest on the anonymous friend who has
thus encouraged us at a time when the stream of expenditure is at flood
and every source of income at the ebb. The Lord liveth and will not fail us
or forsake us. The Monday Prayer-meeting, September the 25th, was
mainly directed towards Colportage, and very deep was the interest felt. At
the close of the meeting the Pastor, in the name of the Committee and
other friends, presented Mr. Frederick Jones with some forty or more
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volumes of books in testimony of the high regard felt for him, and in
recognition of his eminent services to the Society. Mr. Jones is now
studying in the College; happy will the church be which in due time
obtains, as its pastor, a man with the gifts and graces which we have
observed in him for these many years.


ORPHANAGE. We are still greatly in need of an under-schoolmaster. There
is such a scarcity of school-teachers now that we scarcely know where to
look. Apply to Mr. Charlesworth, The Orphanage, Stockwell. The meeting
for the Collectors is fixed for Friday, November 10th, at Five o’clock. Our
son, Thomas, will then give a lecture. We look for a good muster and
substantial aid.


We have received, with thankfulness, the donations and presents so kindly
sent by the “Widow Chesterman,” and if we had but known her address we
would gladly have acknowledged them. The 10s. for Mrs. Spurgeon’s
Fund have come safely, as also the parcel for the orphans, and the personal
gifts — but as only goods for the orphans are mentioned in the magazine
we had no means of communicating with our kind friend. Will friends, in
sending parcels, be so good as to put their names upon or in the package
itself as well as in the letter of advice.


Sept. 26. — A meeting of the pastors, delegates, and officers of the Baptist
churches forming the London Association was held in the Lecture Hall of
the Tabernacle. During tea there was much Christian intercourse, and
afterwards the meeting was full of life and earnestness. A cloud hung over
all in the absence of Mr. Archibald Brown, by whom the meeting was
suggested, but who on that day went to the grave with his beloved wife.
Mr. Wigner, the president, conducted the meeting admirably, and from the
lips of such brethren as Charles Stanford, Dr. Culross, and W. G. Lewis,
we received much stimulus, but somehow we missed practical results,
except, indeed, that it is a grand result in itself to bring some 500 earnest
men into fellowship with each other. The very sight of so many
representative men made us feel that the Lord has work and blessing in
store for the Baptists of London. May they only prove worthy of their high
calling, and continue in hearty unity, and the arm of the Lord will be made
bare among them. Evangelistic services are to be held all through
November and December in the various chapels, and it is also proposed to
start colporteurs for London, but this last matter hangs fire until good Mr.
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Brown is able to step forward and urge it on. We pray that he may be
comforted and restored to his people and to us all.


Sept. 28. — The President gave a lecture to the members of the College
Evening Classes. It was a fine sight to see some 250 men of good build and
intellectual form, met together to improve themselves in knowledge that
they might the better serve the Lord. Our evening classes are the training
ground for our College, Sabbath schools, open-air preaching, and
evangelist societies, and indeed for all Christian organizations. Young men
engaged in business hero get an education for nothing, and nearly three
hundred avail themselves of the privilege. This is a Working Men’s College
of the Christian order, and will, we trust, prevent many from seeking
mental culture in regions where modern doubt and masked infidelity mingle
with the instruction.


Oct. 3. — The memorial stone of a new building for Ned Wright was laid
in George Street, Camberwell, hard by the spot where Messrs. Moody and
Sankey had their great hall. Mr. Wright has to our knowledge, been the
means of leading many to the savior; he shows marvelous vigor and tact,
and has great power to attract and impress an audience. We wish him God
speed. Although his work is not actually connected with any one
denomination, Mr. Wright is a Baptist, and a large number of those
converted under him are baptized upon profession of their faith.


Oct. 3-5. — The Baptist Union met at Birmingham, under the presidency
of Dr. Landels. The meetings were enthusiastic and the only regret
appeared to be that they were too short for practical discussion. Our
brethren like to have ample room and verge enough for talk, and they
evidently missed this, principally because too many subjects were brought
forward. Are we every year to discuss total abstinence and the Contagious
Diseases Acts? A deliverance once for all, or say every three years, might,
we should think, be sufficient for a body which only meets twice in the
year, and then only for a few hours. The subjects are worthy of zealous
advocacy, but enough is as good as a feast. The union meetings increase in
importance, and the subjects, which are really their own, are pressingly
urgent, and therefore we suggest to the committee that next year they put
nothing on the agenda paper but the Union’s own work.


Here is the place to express our deep obligation to our admirable chairman,
Dr. Landels. He has served his denomination well and faithfully, and we
can assure him that his brethren admire and love him. A Paedebaptist paper
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has dared to say that Dr. Landels does not represent us. Nothing could be
more false. We have never heard a whisper or a complaint against him from
any one of the thousands of Baptists among whom we move. If there be
among us any cravens who would court the favor of the wealthy by
concealing their sentiments, we do not know them, and these only are the
persons who would dissent from the doctor’s outspoken address. Has it
come to this, that the only answer to his arguments is a vilification of his
character by cutting him “the apostle of discord,” and such like pretty
names? If so, the cause is very weak which resorts to such weapons. We
usually find that the gentlemen who most loudly boast their broadness and
liberality of soul, are the first to wince when unpleasant truth is vigorously
spoken. True manliness delights to meet an honest opponent; and there
lives not a man beneath God’s heaven who can doubt our chairman’s
honesty, tie pricks too near the heart of the matter, he has not the manners
of the carpet knights, who care not a penny for any doctrine whatever, he
has convictions and yields himself to them, therefore the word is passed
round, “Call him the Apostle of Discord, and say that the best of the
Baptists are not with him; never mind the falsehood, it may serve for the
occasion, and silence discussion, for if men once begin to think and search,
much evil will come to our cause.” All honor to Wm. Landels, brave as a
lion and true as steel. We are not accustomed to magnify any man, but we
must and will give our champion a word of hearty cheer now that his
antagonists would make men believe that he stands alone. Such dastardly
tactics arouse our spirit. Fight with fair arguments, gentlemen, but do not
abuse the man. Do not represent him as deserted by his brethren, for they
bless God at every remembrance of him.


Oct. 6. — A number of leading Baptist ministers breakfasted with the
Mayor of Birmingham, who happens to be a member of the Society of
Friends. All the speeches went to show how near akin are the Baptists and
the Quakers. One common fear of priestcraft, sacramentarianism, and
ecclesiastical domination over the conscience possesses both bodies; and
though herein others are partakers, none are so sensitive upon these points.
Several ministers said, “If I were not a Baptist I must become a Quaker,”
and we believe this to be the general feeling; certainly it is ours. We
maintain the two outward ordinances because they appear to us to be
plainly taught in Scripture, and because when used only by believers they
cannot be perverted into means of salvation: but when we see them
regarded as saving ordinances, or as in any way contributing to salvation,
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we lament the perversion and marvel not that brethren are driven by
honest, but erring impulses, to reject the outward symbol altogether.


Birmingham, from its mayor downward, entertained our brotherhood most
hospitably, and made the visit of the Union a most pleasant one.


Oct. 16. — The memorial stone of a new house of prayer for the ancient
church in Maze Pond, Southwark, was laid at the corner of Albany Road,
Old Kent Road.


The building will be a fine commodious structure, but a great deal of help
will be needed to prevent its being heavily in debt. All over the world there
are Old Maze Pond people, and they are mostly of a thriving class: we
suggest to them that now is the time to remember the love of their
espousals, and the haunt of their early days, and pour a horn of oil upon the
top of the stone. We suggest golden oil, and shall be happy to pass the
flask to Mr. Cope, the pastor of the church.


Oct. 22. — In the evening the regular attendants at the Tabernacle
absented themselves, and a fresh host of hearers filled the house. How they
poured in! Fustian and satin, corduroy and sealskin, — the dress showed
the variety of the classes. Long before time the Tabernacle was crowded,
and numbers sufficient to fill the place again and again had to be shut out.
Much prayer has been offered about this service, and we are sure of happy
results.


A friend suggests that we should imitate Mr. Aitken and Mr. Muller, and
visit all the large towns in a long preaching tour. We are much obliged, but
we can assure our friend that we do a good share of such work even now,
and we could not hearken to advice which would lead to the scattering of
our church and all its organizations. Our congregation is larger through the
printed sermons than if we wandered hither and thither, much as we should
like such work.


We rejoice to mention that during the last few months we have met with
more converts from Messrs. Moody and Sankey’s meetings than in all the
time before. Some-of our brethren have also made the same observation. It
is probable that many held back till they saw where it was best for them to
join, and if so, they are to be commended. We expressed our
disappointment very plainly some time ago, because we met with so few
decided conversions, audit is therefore with the utmost pleasure that we
intimate more pleasing tidings. We could not believe that such earnest
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gospel preaching conic[be without saving result, but we feared that the
converts would remain separate, and not unite with the churches. For
awhile it seemed to be so, but we are delighted to have seen and conversed
with many who make good disciples and hearty workers. God be thanked
for this evermore.


The church at New Park Road, Brixton Hill (Rev. D. Jones, B.A., pastor),
opened their now Lecture Hall October 18th by a public meeting, which
was very largely attended. Edward Rawlings, Esq., presided, and addresses
were delivered by the Revs. Dr. Angus, Dr. Green. the Pastor, and other
friends. The total cost, exclusive of site, which was given by one of the
members, is £1,300, of which £800 is subscribed. It is hoped to clear off
the balance by a bazaar, which will be held Nov. 7, 8, 9. The attendance of
all readers of The Sword and the .Trowel residing in the vicinity is earnestly
requested.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — September
28th, twenty-two.


WATCHING THE EBB


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


TO an active mind bent on going forward it is most pleasant to observe the
incoming tide, to see wave overleaping wave, the sand covered by degrees,
and the heads of the rocks gradually submerged. It is the emblem of
progress and success, in which there is always something to stimulate and
exhilarate. To succeed and to go on succeeding. to prosper and enlarge the
prosperity — this is, when the Lord vouchsafes it, a joyous passage in
one’s life. But, reader, did you ever watch the ebb? Have you seen old
ocean retreat, giving up foot by foot the shingle, the sand, the mud, the
rocks, till perhaps it has ebbed out a mile or more, and left a dreary
expanse where once all was alive with leaping waters? This is the emblem
of reverses, failure of resources, and decline. Who can quietly survey such
a scene, his own work being the subject of it? This has been our lot, in one
point of view only, for the last few weeks. We have been watching the ebb,
so far as our funds go for the various enterprises. For months all that was
needed came when required and left even a surplus beyond immediate
demands; we grew accustomed to plenty, as children to their daily meals.
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Then came a pause, we know not why, and as this continued we had to live
upon stores in hand; as it continues still with the Orphanage and most other
matters, those stores are well-nigh spent, if not quite. What then?
Ebb!ebb!ebb! What will come of it?


We pen our thoughts for the good of others whose personal trials may be
of much the same kind; it is not for orphans, students, colporteurs, etc. that
they are anxious, but for their own households, yet the trial is the same:
that long, sad, trying ebb. What then are our thoughts upon the matter?


This withdrawal of resources for a time leaches us gratitude. How thankful
we ought to be for the abundant supplies which have been so long awarded
us! And what a mercy that there is no absolute pinching need as yet, nor
will there be. A fast now and then only teaches us how much we owe for
the long feasts of love with which our Lord has indulged us. If the table is a
little longer in being prepared it is intended by the delay to call our
attention to the marvelous kindness which has for so many )’ears furnished
our table in the wilderness in the presence of our enemies.


“The fullness and continuance of a blessing,
Doth make us to be senseless of the good;
And if sometimes it fly not our possessing


The sweetness of it is not understood.
Had we no winter, summer would be thought
Not half so pleasing; and if tempests were not,
Such comforts by a calm could not be brought;
For things save by their opposites appear not.”


The ebb of our visible supplies is meant also to try our faith, whether it be
faith or not. When all goes well we think ourselves mighty believers and
wonder how our brethren can be so unbelieving, but short commons soon
change our tune and we discover that about nine parts out of ten of our
supposed faith were only a pretense. We believe more in our balances than
in our promises, and yet we compliment ourselves that we are manifesting
great trust in God. Bring us to push of bayonet and our courage
evaporates; or at least, if it do not so, we are then truly brave. It is of great
benefit to know exactly how we do stand towards God, whether we really
believe in him or not; and hence the decline of manifest supplies has a most
salutary effect upon our spiritual condition. Brother, do you now believe?
When the brook Cherith dries up? When the children are needing new
garments and the last tailor’s bill is not yet paid? When even necessary
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food is not visibly on the way: do you now believe? Is it quite so easy a
matter to trust in God as you once thought it was?


Here we are with a weekly demand for not less than £250, and it does not
come in. We think of Elijah at the brook Cherith when in process of time
the brook dried up. How did he feel? He was only one man. There was no
orphanage with a quarter of a thousand orphans to be fed and clothed, nor
a hundred sons of the prophets in like case, nor a band of colporteurs
needing support, nor a company of blind people wanting help: how would
he have felt if all these, as well as himself, were watching the failure of the
stream? Would the iron man have had no anxiety? Would the prophet of
fire have known no damps of care? As one big stone after another grew
dry, and the pools which had been so many cisterns gradually leaked into
mere cups, and the water dwindled into a mere driblet, would he never
have heaved a sigh? We cannot tell, but this we know, the devil has risen
up from among the sand of the failing brook and hissed in our face such
words as these — “ The Lord has forsaken you. God’s people have grown
tired of helping, and you have ventured too far. Now there will come a
collapse.” Have we agreed with the foul fiend? No, not for a moment, for
we know whom we have believed. Yet the struggle has been severe in the
soul, and the battle has pressed sore. We have no faith to boast of. Such as
it is we would not give it up for all the world, but we have none to spare,
and none to exhibit as a wonder. God is good, and his mercy is unfailing,
but our faith is a poor starveling thing, which would utterly die if it were
not kept alive by omnipotence.


The trial of faith by the decrease of supplies is also meant to make us give
all glory to God. When things go too smoothly self is apt to ride on the
fore horse. Continuance without change breeds carnal security, and that is
the mother of self-conceit. It is a very beneficial thing to be made to see
how dependent we are every moment, how readily we may be emptied out,
and how impossible it would be for us continue in prosperity if the Lord’s
hand were withdrawn. The best established work for the Master has no
more endurance in it than a bubble unless he daily smiles upon it. To be laid
absolutely at the Lord’s feet, and to be made to stay there, is a most
needful thing for us. Our conscious needs chase out our carnal rejoicings.
We see that the Lord alone is our all-sufficient helper, and we give him the
more hearty and undivided praise. Will such results come to us and to
those in like case? If so they will be “comfortable fruits of righteousness.”
Many a time, also, trial has preceded great mercy, prepared us to enjoy it.
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The long and terrible ebb has been connected with an extraordinary flood.
As we have learned to fear and tremble when we have perceived too much
delight, because the calm is so often the prelude of the storm, so on the
other hand we have learned to rejoice in deep distress as the herald of
enlarged blessing. Adversity acts as a tonic: it braces our manhood, and fits
us for something higher and greater than our previous attempts. Watching
the ebb, we have wondered what the Lord was preparing us for! Instead of
contemplating the abridgment of our enterprises we have said unto our
soul, “See what emptiness God is making, and how low he is bringing us.
Now do we see that all things are of him, and therefore all things shall be
to his glory. The tide will soon turn, and rise all the higher because of this
present grievous outflow. God has great things in store if we can only
believe.”


So, turning from our bare exchequer to the bottomless mines of eternal
wealth, we are not dismayed. Why should we be? Yet, brother, in similar
case we will pray for thee, for we know thy sorrow, thy weariness, and
long-expecting hope. Pray thou for us also, for the prayer of a son of
sorrow is unfeigned, and the petition of a daughter of grief is very
prevalent with the Lord. The Lord is not slack concerning his promise as
some men count slackness. He will turn again and have compassion upon
us.


UNCLE TOM’S BUZZARDS


UNCLE Tom was a good, pious old negro, who was loved by all the
neighborhood, and though he was often teased and worried by some of the
heedless, thoughtless young men of the place, his good sense and piety
brought him out of all their traps and pitfalls which they set for him in word
or deed. There was one thing Uncle Tom hated particularly, and that was
to hear church members abused, and many a time was his hear[pained by
the light remarks made against Christians, by those who knew how
sensitive Tom was about them, and who said them merely to hear Tom
defend his brethren.


One day some of the young men were unusually hard in their strictures,
and brought forward as an argument the case of a man who had just been
exposed in some fraud, and who had run away. Old Tom heard their tirade
till he could stand it no longer, so when they paused, purposely to give him







569


a chance to answer [hem, he cried out, “Young masters, you makes me
think of a flock of buzzards. “How so, Uncle Tom?” asked the young men.
“Well,” said Tom solemnly, “when der is a big pastur full of great fat cattle,
de buzzards fly way off, up .high; but let a little, lean, sickly calf fall into de
ditch and de buzzards in ready to pick out he eyes befor he’s dead.”


So keen and true was the rebuke, that the young men could utter no reply,
and they felt it so deeply that they never troubled Uncle Tom any more by
abusing lame Christians. Two of the three most active in calling forth the
above rebuke have since become consistent members of the church.


STREET PREACHING


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


I AM persuaded that the more of open air preaching there is in London the-
better, if it should become a nuisance to some it will be a blessing to
others, if properly conducted. If it be the gospel which is spoken, and if the
spirit of the preacher be one of love and truth, the results cannot be
doubted: the bread cast upon the waters must be found after many days. At
the same time it must be the gospel, and be preached in a manner worth the
hearing, for mere noise-making is :in evil rather than a benefit. I know a
family almost driven out of their senses by the hideous shouting of
monotonous exhortations, and the howling of” Safe in the arms of Jesus”
near their door every Sabbath afternoon by the year together. They are
zealous Christians, and would willingly help their tormentors if they saw
the slightest probability of usefulness from the violent bawling; but as they
seldom see hearer, and do not think that what is spoken would do any
good, even if it were heard, they complain that they are compelled to lose
their few hours of Sabbath quiet because two good men think it their duty
to perform a noisy but perfectly useless service. I once saw a man
preaching with no hearer but a dog, who sat upon his tail and looked up
very reverently while his master orated. There were no people at the
windows nor passing by, but the brother and his dog were at their post
whether the people would hear or whether they would forbear. Once also I
passed an earnest declaimer, whose hat was on the ground before him,
filled with papers, and there was not even a dog for an audience, nor
anyone within hearing, yet did he” waste his sweetness on the desert air.” I
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hope it relieved his own mind. Really it must be viewed as an essential part,
of a sermon that somebody should hear it: it cannot be a great benefit to
the world to have sermons preached in vacuo.


As to style in preaching out of doors, it; should certainly be very different
from much of that which prevails within, and perhaps if a speaker were to
acquire a style fully adapted to a street audience he would be wise to bring
it indoors with him. A great deal of sermonizing may be defined as saying
nothing at extreme length; but out of doors verbosity is not admired, you
must say something and have done with it, and go on and say something
more, or your hearers will let you know. “Now then,” cries a street critic,
“let us have it, old fellow.” Or else the observation is made, “What are you
driving at? You’d better go home and learn your lesson.” “Cut it short, old
boy,” is a very common admonition, and I wish the presenters of this
advice gratis could let it be heard inside Bethel and Zoar and some other
places sacred to long-winded orations. Where these outspoken criticisms
are not employed, the hearers rebuke prosiness by quietly walking away.
Very unpleasant this, to find your congregation dispersing, but a very plain
intimation that your ideas are also much dispersed.


In the street, a man must keep himself alive, and use many illustrations and
anecdotes, and sprinkle a quaint remark here and there. To dwell long on a
point will never do. Reasoning must be brief, clear. and soon done with.
The discourse must not be labored or involved, neither must the second
head depend upon the first, for the audience is a changing one, and each
point must be complete in itself. the chain of thought must be taken to
pieces, and each link melted down and turned into bullets: you will need
not so ranch Saladin’s sabre to cut through a muslin handkerchief as Coeur
de Lion’s battle-ax to break a bar of iron. Come to the point at once, and
come there with all your might.


Short sentences of words and short passages of thought are needed for out
of doors. Long paragraphs and long’ arguments had better be reserved for
other occasions. In quiet country crowds there is much force in an eloquent
silence, now and then interjected; it gives people time to breathe, and also
to reflect. A solemn pause prepares for that which is coming and has a
great power over an audience. Do not however, attempt this in a London
street, there you must go ahead, or someone else may run off with your
congregation. In a regular field sermon pauses are very effective, and are
useful in several ways both to speaker and listeners, but to a passing
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company who are not inclined for anything like worship, quick, short,
sharp address is most adapted.


In the streets a man must from beginning to end be intense, and for that
very reason he must be condensed and concentrated in his thought and
utterance. It would never do to begin by saying, “My text, dear friends, is a
passage from the inspired word containing doctrines of the utmost
importance, and bringing before us in the clearest manner the most valuable
practical instruction. I invite your careful attention and the exercise of your
most candid judgment while we consider it under various aspects and place
it in different lights, in order that we may be able to perceive its position in
the analogy of the faith. In its exegesis we shall find an arena for the
cultured intellect and the refined sensibilities. As the purling brook
meanders among the meads and fertilizes the pastures, so a stream of
sacred truth flows through the remarkable words which now lie before us.
It will be well for us to divert the crystal current to the reservoir of our
meditation, that we may quaff the cup of wisdom with the lips of
satisfaction.” There, brethren, is not 486 that rather above the average of
word-spinning, and is not the art very generally in vogue in these days? If
you go out to the obelisk in Blackfriars Road, and talk in that fashion, you
will be saluted with “Go on, old buffer,” or” Ain’t he fine .’ MY EYE!” A
very vulgar youth will cry, “What a mouth for a rarer!” and another will
shout in a tone of mock solemnity, “AMEN!” If you give them chaff they
will cheerfully return it into your own bosom. Good measure, pressed
down and running over will they mete out to you. Shams and shows will
have no mercy from a street gathering; but have something to say, look
them in the face, say what you mean, put it plainly, boldly, earnestly,
courteously, and they will hear you. Never speak against time or for the
sake of hearing your own voice, or you will obtain some information about
your personal appearance or manner of oratory which will probably be
more true than pleasing. “Crilcey,” says one, “wouldn’t he do for an
undertaker! He’d make ‘em weep”: this was a compliment paid to a
melancholy brother whose tone is peculiarly funereal. “There, old fellow,”
said a critic on another occasion, “you go and wet your whistle. You must
feel awfully dry after jawing away at that rate about nothing at all.” This
also was specially appropriate to a very heavy brother of whom we had
afore-time remarked that he would make a good martyr, for there was no
fear of his burning well, he was so dry. It is sad, very sad, that such rude
remarks should be made, but there is a wicked vein in some of us, which
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makes us take note that the vulgar observations are often very true. and
“hold as ‘twere the mirror up to nature.” As a caricature often gives you a
more vivid idea of a man than a photograph would afford you, so do these
rough mob critics hit off an orator to the life by their exaggerated censures.
The very best speaker must be prepared to take his share of street wit, and
to return it if need be; but primness, demureness, formality, sanctimonious
long-windedness, and the affectation of superiority actually invite offensive
pleasantries, and to a considerable extent deserve them. Chadband or
Stiggins in rusty black, with plastered hair and huge choker, is as natural an
object of derision as Mr. Guido Fawkes himself. A very great man in his
own esteem will pro-yoke immediate opposition, and the affectation of
supernatural saintliness will have the same effect. The less you are like a
parson the more likely you are to be heard; and if you are known to be a
minister the more you show yourself to be a man the better. “What do you
get for that, governor?” is sure to be asked, if you appear to be a cleric,
and it will be well to tell them at once that this is extra, that you are doing
overtime, and that there is to be no collection. “You’d do more good if you
gave us some bread or a drop of beer, instead of those tracts,” is constantly
remarked, but a manly manner, and the outspoken declaration that you
seek no wages but their good, will silence that stale objection.


The action of the street preacher should be of the very best. It should be
purely natural and unconstrained. No speaker should stand up in the street;
in a grotesque manner, or he will weaken himself and invite attack. The
street preacher should not imitate his own minister, or the crowd will spy
out the imitation very speedily, if the brother is anywhere near home.
Neither should he strike an attitude as little boys do who say, “My name is
Norval.” The stiff straight posture with the regular up and down motion of
arm and hand is too commonly adopted, but it is not worthy of imitation:
and I would even more condemn the wild raving maniac posture which
some are so fond of. which seems to be a cross between Whitefield with
both his arms in the air, and Saint George with both his feet violently end-
aged in trampling on the dragon. Some good men are grotesque by nature,
and others take great pains to make themselves so. Clumsy, heavy, jerky,
cranky legs and arms appear to be liberally dispensed. Many speakers don’t
know what upon earth to do with these limbs, and so they stick them out,
or make them revolve in the queerest manner. The wicked Londoners say,
“What a cure!” I only wish I knew of a cure for the evil.
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All mannerisms should be avoided. Just now I observe that nothing can be
done without a very large Bagster’s Bible with a limp cover. There seems
to be some special charm about the large size, though it almost needs a
little perambulator in which to push it about. With such a Bible, full of
ribbons, select a standing in Seven Dials, after the pattern of a divine so
graphically described by Mr. McCree. Take off your hat, put your Bible in
it, and place it on the ground. Let the kind friend who approaches you on
the right hold your umbrella. See how eager the dear man is to do so! Is it
not pleasing? He assures you he is never so happy as when he is helping
good men to preach to the poor sinners in these wicked places. Now close
your eyes in prayer. When your devotions are over, somebody will have
profited by thee occasion Where is your affectionate friend who held your
umbrella and your hymn-book? Where is that well-brushed hat and that
orthodox Bagster? Where? Oh where? Echo answers, “Where?”


The catastrophe which I have thus described suggests that a brother had
better attend you in your earlier ministries, that one may watch while the
other prays. If a number of friends will go with you and make a ring around
you it will be a great acquisition; and if these can sing it will be still further
helpful. The friendly company will attract others, will help to secure order,
and will do good service by sounding forth sermons in song.


It will be very desirable to speak so as to be heard, but there is no use in
incessant bawling. The best street preaching is not that which is done at the
top of your voice, for it must be impossible to lay the proper emphasis
upon telling passages when all along you are shouting with all your might.
When there are no hearers near you, and yet people stand over the other
side of the road and listen, would it not be as well to cross over and so
save a little of the strength which is now wasted? A quiet, penetrating,
conversational style would seem to be the most telling. Men do not bawl
and holler when they are pleading in deepest earnestness; they have
generally at such times less wind and a little more rain; less rant and a few
more tears. On, on with one monstrous shout and you will weary
everybody and wear yourself out. Be wise now, therefore, O ye who would
succeed in declaring your Master’s message among the multitude, and use
your voices as common sense would dictate. Notes.


We wrote strongly last month upon the Baptismal Controversy in which
our honored friend Dr. Landels has been so assailed, and we have nothing
to retract. We hope, however, that personalities will cease. The question
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itself is too weighty to be thrown into the background by personal attacks
and replies. What has our Lord commanded? That is the question.
Whatsoever he hath said unto us let us do. Jokes about “the loafer” are
profane, and it is to be feared that in tolerating them, if not in repeating
them, many of the Lord’s servants have been verily guilty. A matter may be
quite trivial in itself and yet assume very serious proportions when it
becomes a question of reverential obedience to a divine command. Search
and look. Let the New Testament decide whether the babe is to be
sprinkled or the believer immersed: we have no other book to recommend,
and shall not be afraid of the result as time rolls on, and the precept of
Scripture drives out the prescription of custom. At the same time we trust
that Christian fellowship, and the union of saints upon other matters, are
not to be endangered in the mind of any man by an honest utterance of
opinion. We can differ on that point surely (if we must) without exhibiting
unkindly feeling.


We have been again ill, but were only laid aside for a fortnight. Mental
labor of a very pressing kind has made us almost prostrate, but we hope to
be able to keep on with home work, until we can take a rest abroad. We
wish friends would allow us a pause from incessant work, by no longer
compelling us to preach away from home. If they do not, we know that
there must come an end.


ORPHANAGE. The boys entreat us to say that Christmas is coming — “
Please friends remember the orphans at Stockwell, who are as fond of plum
pudding as your own Will and Harry. There are nearly 270 of us, including
all the staff, and we like also to have our mothers or aunts to see us after
Christmas-day, and so we want a good deal of help to spread the tables
with good things. If we have more sent than we need we have some other
holiday further on, and this is very nice for us. Mr. Spurgeon promises to
spend the day with us, and we hope there will be a Christmas tree. Please
send all sorts of things to Mr. Charlesworth, Stockwell Orphanage. Don’t
forget us, kind people.” Bless the boys’ hearts, we feel sure that friends
will make them a merry Christmas. We wish they would be mindful of the
expenses incurred all the other days of the year. Perhaps they will: at any
rate, the Lord will remember us.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND. Our beloved wife placed the following
letter on our blotting-pad, and as we cannot improve it, here it is.
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“My very dear Mr. Editor. — The receipts of the Book Fund have now
exceeded £900; don’t you think I ought to show a balance sheet? My
books are all ‘ posted up,’ my accounts ‘squat(,’ the vouchers (I think you
call them) are ready, and all that is wanted is some competent person to act
as auditor. I have fixed upon you to do me this sweet service, because none
can know so well as you the deep joy with which this work has filled my
life, and no other eyes than yours could see so clearly the ‘tender mercies’
that lie ‘manifold’ between the pages of those little account books.


‘Then I want you to tell your friends (and mine) that in the new year, if
all’s well this ‘ balance sheet’ shall be presented to them for their comfort
and encouragement and the strengthening of their faith in our
compassionate God, and that at the same time, if space be graciously
granted to me in The Sword and the Trowel, I propose to give some more
details of my work, and introduce to their notice a few ‘English Interiors,’
whose inmates have had cause to bless the Lord for the ‘Book Fund.’
Upwards of five thousand volumes distributed must have enriched some
scantily furnished bookshelves; but, alas! this is but as a drop in the ocean
of want. These · five loaves and two fishes ‘ are not enough to satisfy the
multitude of ministers who are hungering and thirsting for mental food. We
must cry mightily to the Lord that once again he may bless, and break, and
divide, so that all may be filled ‘.


“Now, my dear Mr. Editor, if these plans of mine meet your approval,
please jot them down among the ‘ Notes’ of the Magazine, in your own
incomparable way, and oblige


“JOHN PLOUGHMAN’S WIFE.”


We are filled with joyful gratitude as we see the parcels of books going out
to poor preachers. They must do good. The instances in which brethren
have spoken to us of the profit they have derived from


these books have been many, and in each one the report has been
enthusiastic. Of course it would need many thousand pounds to properly
supply all poor ministers with books, but that which our beloved wife has
accomplished must be a blessing. She has spent all her little strength upon
the work, and the Lord has cheered her in it, and made us glad together.
We will gladly give her space for the accounts, but we will invite some
more impartial person to act as auditor. She knows how heartily we
sympathize in this her peculiar service for the Lord, and how we rejoice in
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her success therein. Perhaps this work will become a permanent institution,
and therefore its auditing must be done in the most orthodox and public
fashion by some public business man, and not by us. Meanwhile, before the
year closes we hope there may be more to audit.


COLPORTAGE The Colportage Secretary sends us his monthly report as
follows: —


“I have again the pleasure to report three additional colporteurs added to
our list, Ludlow, Salop, Wellington, Salop, and Sedgley, Worcestershire.
As two agents are constantly employed traveling from place to place for
the express purpose of trying to start new colporteurs, we are anxious to
enlist the cooperation of friends in the localities which they visit. This
would greatly facilitate their efforts. Mr. T. S. Buckingham is in the
midland counties, and Mr. J. Kettle is now in Suffolk. In addition to the
£100 so generously given towards the £1,000 for stock, another friend has
promised £50, but this is the only response to our appeal. The need of
capital is seriously felt. The work grows, and its intrinsic value and
importance necessitate a still larger increase, but this cannot be while the
income is so small. Fifty-seven colporteurs are now at work ‘ sowing the
seed.’ Shall this encouraging progress be checked, and the harvest be
limited?”


COLLEGE. From the brethren of the College we have cheering words. The
students commenced a series of evangelistic services on Monday, 30th
October, in the Tabernacle, intending to continue them for the week only;
but at the unanimous desire of the brethren, they were prolonged to the
10th inst. All speak of the meetings as times of great blessing. Various
means were used for gathering the people in to hear the word, and on more
than one occasion a band of students resorted to “the highways,” and by
singing and preaching “compelled them to come in.” Deep earnestness
characterized both audiences and speakers, and on no evening did our
brethren leave their work without being able to rejoice over some sinners
brought to repentance.


On Thursday afternoon, Nov. 2, the students met together for fellowship
and to seek a blessing on themselves. In the evening they took the Lord’s
supper together. Afterwards Mr. Spurgeon preached in connection with
the services from John 5:40. It was a day of heart-melting to all. The
Master was very near.
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We rejoiced in Mr. W. Olney’s presence on more than one occasion; his
enthusiasm and loving counsel much helped us, and his pathetic appeals
touched every heart, “Those meetings did us a world of good” is the
general comment in the College. That they have done much good to the
congregation is beyond all question.


Several students have lately settled, but our illness causes our reports to be
imperfect this month.


REGENT STREET, LAMBETH. This chapel is not an aristocratic sanctuary as
its name would seem to imply: on the contrary it stands in a poor locality
and has fallen into a poor way itself. Our brother-in-law, Mr. Page, has
been the means of greatly reviving the church, but the building is out of
order, its fittings are uncomfortable and its outward appearance is
repulsive. Moreover the ground can be made a freehold for a moderate
sum, and the present tenure is unsatisfactory. For all this at least £500 will
be required, and as the people are poor we ask help for them. It is our duty
to maintain the poor churches which work among the crowded
populations. A bazaar is to be held in George Street Schools. Regent
Street, December 26, 27, 28. Articles for the bazaar can be sent to Mrs.
Page, 92, Newington Butts, and cash to Mr. Page. This is a case in which
no minister could have been supported, but Mr. Page, who is a solicitor,
has added the gospel to the law, and thus supplied the deficiency. Many
more business or professional men might do good service by imitating the
example. Our impression is, that the alteration of the old structure will
inaugurate an era of success for Regent Street.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon:-October
26th, twenty-two; November 2nd, twenty-six. By Mr. V. J. Charlesworth:
— November 9th, eight. By Mr. W. J. Orsman: — November 16th,
seventeen.
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FOOTNOTES
Ft1 The Children’s Hour. Addresses to Young Congregations about


Houses, Flowers, Ships, Books, etc., etc. By Charles Bruce. Our friend
Mr. Paxton Hood introduces this book with a commendation, and it
richly deserves his good word. To Sabbath-school teachers it would be
very useful and suggestive. The addresses are fresh, lively, telling, and
in all ways admirable.


Ft2 Apparitions: a Narrative of Facts. By the Rev. Bourchier Wrey Savile,
M.A., author of “The Truth of the Bible,” etc., etc. London: Longmans
and Co.


ft3 “Diary of James Calder, Minister of Croy.” By the Rev. William Taylor,
M.A., Stirling. Stirling: Peter Drummond, Tract and Book Depot.
London: S. W. Partridge and Co. 1875


ft4 Though addressed to ministers, we hope this address will be equally
acceptable to all workers.


Ft5  This short article is extracted from our lecture on the voice, which is
one of a series of addresses to our students, which we have just
published in a handsome volume at 2s. 6d. We believe that Christian
readers generally will be interested in these lectures, which are largely
illustrated from our own life and experience. They are not dreary
essays, like the prelections of Dr. Dryasdust. This much we feel safe in
saying.


Ft6 “Take care of anything awkward or affected either in your gesture,
phrase, or pronunciation.” — -JOHN WESLEY.


Ft7 Many, if not all of our readers, must have heard of this female adult
class, in which the attendance was from five to eight hundred, and from
which several hundreds have been called into the church by Mrs.
Bartlett’s instrumentality.


Ft8 We insert this notice, which has been sent to us by a contributor, simply
because we would serve Mr. Marshall. He has made copies of the
Testimonial at his own risk, and we should be sorry that he should be a
loser.


Ft9  When we have seen doves amid the olive branches, the sight has
brought the tears to our eyes. One must be present to feel the force of
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the realization.
Ft10  Romans 11:17.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD OF


COMBAT WITH SIN AND


OF LABOR FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1877


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17-18







10


PREFACE


IN this magazine the reader has not only the history of those religions and
charitable agencies which have found their center at the Tabernacle, but an
outline of the religious condition and activity of the period. This we would
now summarize. At no time was so much being done in so many ways for
the spread of religion of one kind or another; the reign of stagnation has
ended, and everywhere things are on the move as to spiritual matters. This
is so far good, for anything is better than lethargy; but we are naturally
anxious to discover the result of all this stir: does error flourish, or does
truth prevail? This, then, is our judgment, formed from observing our part
of the spiritual world. Rome compasses sea and land to make one
proselyte, and she snatches up here and there a pauper or a peer, but we do
not believe that she gains so many as she loses. Our own observation can
readily be corrected by that of others, but it leads us to the opinion that
Popery pure and simple is not making much headway in England. We once
lost a member to the Church of Rome, and we are informed that he has
now deserted it: we cannot remember another instance, but we have
baptized many Catholics who have not only escaped from the errors of
their former creed, but are most decided and established believers in the
great doctrines of grace. In fact, before the steady preaching of the gospel,
and in the neighborhood of an earnest church, the hold of Popery upon the
mind is in many cases relaxing, and in not a few it is gone for ever. There is
far more reason to fear the Ritualistic party in the Anglican Establishment:
these double-faced gentlemen are making good their ground in the English
Church, and are becoming more firmly planted every day. They gain both
by their defeats and their successes, and advance none the less surely in
places where apparently they are repressed. It is their connection with the
National Church which is their strength, allowing them, under the prestige
of authority, to lead men astray. Our Episcopalian neighbors at first
disliked the Popish revival, then they tolerated it, next they excused it, and
now to a large extent they admire it. It seems incredible that in so short a
space a body of daring men should have set up the old idols, and brought
back the entire Romish paraphernalia; if within the next ten years the
church should reunite with that of Rome we should not be one whit
astonished — nothing but the secular interests involved therein, and the
dread of disestablishment, appear to us to prevent it. The National Church
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is drunken with the wine of Rome’s abominations, and reels towards the
confessional and other filthinesses.


Where are the Evangelicals? Where are the Evangelicals? Fraternizing with
the High Church. What more can be hoped for from them? They
capitulated at Croydon, and the enemy exult in the surrender.


What of the Dissenters? The morning cometh and also the night. To our
view there is a predominating faithfulness to the gospel among our
brethren, but there are spots of rationalism which should cause great
searchings of heart. We cannot be made to believe that Scotch
Presbyterianism is largely affected, but we know a denomination in
England which is sadly gangrened with a pseudo-intellectualism which
counts it manly to doubt, and reckons the believer in the orthodox faith to
be a weak-minded creature, worthy of their sublime pity. If this thing goes
on, the prospect for those who indulge therein is none of the brightest;
their fine notions will alienate the people and make many feel that even
superstition is better than cold negations and the chill of perpetual
questioning. Where this modern thought comes, it is the hand of death, and
all things which are worth preserving wither before it. However, the truth
lives and influences millions, and we believe that its profession is more vital
and more extensive than ever it was. It cannot be frowned down or sneered
down; never did it more prevail than now. Never had we a firmer hope or a
brighter expectancy.


Concerning our own work, we render thanks that we have had a year of
great mercy in connection with every department of it. Both in men and
means the College has grown; the Orphanage has been blest with sufficient
supplies, and the orphans have enjoyed remarkable health; the Colportage,
though greatly crippled and straitened for money, has made progress; Mrs.
Spurgeon’s Fund has scattered happiness among the poor pastors more
plentifully than before, and the church has steadily increased and all its
agencies have been strengthened: in fact, all things have prospered with the
increase of God. Blessed be his holy name for evermore.


One word only. Old and faithful friends have gone home, and we need new
helpers. Our donors have decreased in numbers lately, and had it not been
that the amounts given have been larger, we should have had a deficiency.
We do not like losing the love and the prayers of the small givers. Where
are they? Is this the work of the Lord?  May he not, therefore, design that
the reader whose eye now glances over the page should become a helper in
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our labor of love? It is a great enterprise — read our shilling “History of
the Tabernacle” and see for yourself — and it needs many helpers. The
Lord will direct them to us. Is he now directing you?


Dear reader, we have done our best for another year, and now beg a
continuance of your patience and good will for the time to come.


C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1877


A NEW YEARS WISH.


“But my God shall supply all your need, according to his riches in glory by
Christ Jesus.” — Philippians 4:19


THE Philippians had several times sent presents to Paul, to supply his
necessities. Though they were not rich themselves, yet they made a
contribution, and sent Epaphroditus with it, “all odor of a sweet smell, a
sacrifice acceptable, well pleasing unto God.” Paul felt very grateful: he
thanked God, but he did not forget also to thank the donors; he wished
them every blessing, and he did as good as say, “You have supplied my
need, and my God shall supply yours. You have supplied my need of
temporal food and raiment out of your poverty: my God shall supply all
your need out of his riches in glory.” As he says in the eighteenth verse, “I
have all and abound. I am full,” so, he adds, “my God shall supply all your
need.” You have sent what you gave me by the hand of a beloved brother,
but God will send a better messenger to you, for he will supply all your
need “by Christ Jesus.” Every single word sounds as if he had thought it
over, and the Spirit of God had guided him in his meditation, so that he
should to the fullest extent wish them back a blessing similar to that which
they had sent to him, only of a richer and more enduring kind.


Now, on this New Year’s day I would desire, somewhat in the spirit of
Paul, to bless those of you who have supplied according to your abilities
the wants of God’s work in my hands:, and have given, even out of your
poverty, to the cause of God, according as there has been need. I count
myself to be personally your debtor though your gifts have been for the
students, and the orphans, and the colporteurs, and not for myself. In
return for your kindness, after the manner of his gracious love, “my God
shall supply all your need, according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus.”


This verse is particularly sweet to me, for when we were building the
Orphanage, I foresaw that, if we had no voting, and no collecting of annual
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subscriptions, but depended upon the goodness of God, and the voluntary
offerings of his people, we should have times of trial, and therefore I
ordered the masons to place upon the first columns of the Orphanage
entrance these words, “My God shall supply all your need, according to his
riches in glory by Christ Jesus.” The text therefore is cut in stone upon the
right hand and upon the left of the great archway. There stands this
declaration of our confidence in God, and as long as God lives we shall
never need to remove it, for he will certainly supply the needs of his own
work. While we serve him he will furnish our tables for us.


The text might suggest to us a field of gloomy thought, if we wished to
indulge the melancholy vein, for it speaks of “all your need.” Behold A
GREAT NECESSITY, — all your need. What a gulf! What an abyss! “All
your need.” I do not know how many believers made up the church at
Philippi, but the need of one saint is great enough: what must many need?
It would not be possible to tell the number of God’s children on earth, but
the text comprehends the need of the whole chosen family — “All your
need.” We will not ask you to reckon up the wonderful draught upon the
divine exchequer which must be made by all the needs of all the saints who
are yet on earth: but please think of your own need; that win be more
within the compass of your experience and the range of your meditation.
May the Lord supply your need and all your need.


There is your temporal need, and that is no little matter. If we have food
and raiment we should be therewith content, but there are many of God’s
people to whom the mere getting of food and raiment is a wearisome toil;
and what with household cares, family trials, sickness of body, losses in
business, and sometimes the impossibility of obtaining suitable labor, many
of God’s saints are as hard put to it as Elijah was when he sat by the brook
Cherith. If God did not send them their bread and meat in a remarkable
manner, they would surely starve; but their bread shall be given them, and
their water shall be sure. “My God shall supply all your need.” You have,
perhaps, a large family, and your needs are therefore greatly increased, but
the declaration of the text includes the whole of your needs personal and
relative.


After all, our temporal needs are very small compared with our spiritual
needs. A man may, with the blessing of God, pretty readily provide for the
wants of the body, but who shall provide for the requirements of the soul?
There is need of perpetual pardon, for we are always sinning; and Jesus
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Christ’s blood is always pleading and cleansing us from sin. Every day
there is need of fresh strength to battle against inward sin; and, blessed be
God, it is daily supplied, so that our youth is renewed like the eagle’s. As
soldiers we need armor from head to foot, and even then we do not know
how to wear the armor, or how to wield the sword, unless he who gave us
these sacred implements shall be always with us. Warring saint, God will
supply all your need by his presence and Spirit. But we are not merely
warriors, We are also workers. We are called, many of us, to important
spheres of labor, (and, indeed, let no man think his sphere unimportant,)
but here also our hands shall be sufficient for us, and we shall accomplish
our life-work. You have need to be helped to do the right thing at the right
time in the right spirit and in the right manner, your need as a Sunday-
school teacher, as an open-air preacher, and especially as a minister of the
gospel will be very great: but the text meets all requirements — “My God
shall supply all your need.” Then comes our need in suffering, for many of
us are called to take our turn in the Lord’s prison-house. Here we need
patience under pain, and hope under depression of spirit. Who is sufficient
for furnace work? Our God will supply us with those choice graces and
consolations which shall Strengthen us to glorify his name in the fires. He
will either make the burden lighter, or the back stronger; he will diminish
the need, or increase the supply.


Beloved, it were impossible for me to mention all the forms of our spiritual
need. We need to be daily converted from some sin or other, which,
perhaps, we have scarcely known to be sin. We need to be instructed in the
things of God, we need to be illuminated as to the mind of Christ, we need
to be comforted by the promises, we need to be quickened by the precepts,
we need to be strengthened by the doctrines. We need, oh, what do we not
need? We are just a bag of wants, and a heap of infirmities. If any one of us
were to keep a want-book, as I have seen tradesmen do, what a huge folio
it would need to be; and it might be written within, and without, and
crossed and re-crossed, for we are full of wants from the first of January to
the end of December: but here is the mercy, “My God will supply all your
need.” Are you put in high places? Have you many comforts? Do you
enjoy wealth? What need you have to be kept from loving the world, be
kept from wantonness, and pride, and the follies and fashions of this
present evil world. My God will supply your need in that respect. Are you
very poor? Then the temptation is to envy, to bitterness of spirit, to
rebellion against God. My God shall supply your needs. Are you alone in
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the world? Then you need the Lord Jesus to be your companion: your
companion he will be. Have you many around you? Then you have need of
grace to set them a good example, to bring up your children and manage
your household in the fear of God: “My God shall supply your need.” You
have need in times of joy to be kept sober and steady: you have need in
times of sorrow to be strong and quit yourselves like men; you have needs
in living, and you will have needs in dying, but your last need shall be
supplied as surely as your first. “My God shall supply all your need.”


Come, then, brethren, and look down into this great gulf of need and
exultantly say, “O Lord, we thank thee that our needs are great, for there is
the more room for thy love, thy tenderness, thy power, thy faithfulness, to
fill the chasm.”


That first thought, which I said might be a gloomy one, has all the
dreariness taken out of it by four others; equally true, but each of them full
of good cheer. The text not only mentions great want, but it mentions also
a great helper — “ My God;” next, a great gift — he “shall supply all your
need; “thirdly, an abundant store out of which to draw the gift, —
“according to his riches in glory;” and lastly, a glorious channel through
which the supply shall come — “by Christ Jesus.”


First, then, for our enormous wants here is A GREAT HELPER: My God
shall supply all your need.” Whose God is that? Why, Paul’s God. That is
one of the matters in which the greatest saints are no better off than the
very least, for though Paul called the Lord “My God,” he is my God too.
My dear old friend who sits yonder, and has nothing but a few pence in all
the world, can also say, “and he is my God too.” He is my God, and he is
as much my God if I am the meanest, most obscure, and weakest of his
people, as he would be my God if I were able, like Paul, to evangelize the
nations. Is it not delightful to think that my God is Paul’s God, because,
you see, Paul intended this; he meant to say, “You see, dear brethren, my
God has supplied all my wants, and as he is your God he will supply
yours.” I have been in the dungeon in which Paul is said to have been
confined, and a comfortless prison indeed it is. First of all you descend into
a vaulted chamber, into which no light ever comes except through a little
round hole in the roof; and then in the middle of the floor of that den there
is another opening, through which the prisoner was let down into a second
and lower dungeon, in which no fresh air or light could possibly come to
him. Paul was probably confined there. The dungeon of the Praetorium in
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which he was certainly immured is not much better. Paul would have been
left well nigh to starve there, but for those good people at Philippi. I should
not wonder but what Lydia was at the bottom of this kind movement, or
else the jailer. They said, “We must not let the good apostle starve;” and so
they made up a contribution, and sent him what he wanted; and when Paul
received it he said, “My God has taken care of me. I cannot make tents
here in this dark place so as to earn my own living; but still my Master
supplies my need, and even so when you are in straits will he supply you.”
“My God.” Now, it has often been sweet to me when I have thought of my
orphan children and money has not come in, to remember Mr. Miller’s God
and how he always supplies the children at Bristol. That God is my God,
and I rest upon him. When you turn over the pages of Scripture, and read
of men who were in sore trouble, and were helped, you may say, “Here is
Abraham, he was blessed in all things, and Abraham’s God will supply all
my need, for he is my God. I read of Elijah, that the ravens fed him: I have
Elijah’s God, and he can command the ravens still if he pleases.” The God
of the prophets, the God of the apostles, the God of all the saints that have
gone before us, this God is our God for ever and ever. It seems to be
thought that God will not work now as he used to do. “Oh, if we had lived
in miraculous times,” say some, “then we could have trusted him. Then
there was a manifest declaration of God’s existence, for he pushed aside
the laws of nature, and wrought for the fulfillment of his promises to his
people.” Yet that was a rather coarser mode of working than the present
one, for now the Lord produces the same results without the violation of
the laws of nature, it is a great fact that without the disturbance of a single
law of nature prayer becomes effectual with God, and God being inquired
of by his people to do it for them does fulfill his promise and supply their
needs. Using means of various kinds he still gives his people all things
necessary for this life and godliness. Without a miracle he works great
wonders of loving care, and he will continue so to do.


Beloved, is the God of Paul your God? Do you regard him as such? It is
not every man that worships Paul’s God. It is not every professing
Christian that really knows the Lord at all, for some invent a deity such as
they fancy God ought to be. The God of Paul is the God of the Old and
New Testament — such a God as we find there. Do you trust such a God?
Can you rest upon him? “There are such severe judgments mentioned in
Scripture.” Yes, do you quarrel with them? Then you cast him off; but if,
instead thereof, you feel, “I cannot understand thee, O my God, nor do I
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think I ever shall, but it is not for me, a child, to measure the infinite God,
or to arraign thee at my bar, and say to thee, ‘Thus shouldest thou have
done, and thus oughtest thou not to have done.’ Thou sayest ‘Such am I,’
and I answer ‘Such as thou art, I love thee, and I cast myself upon thee, the
God of Abraham, of Isaac, and of Jacob, the God of thy servant Paul.
Thou art my God, and I will rest upon thee?” Very well, then, he will
supply all your need according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus. Just
think of that for a minute. If he will supply you, you will be supplied
indeed, for God is infinite in capacity. He is infinitely wise as to the manner
of his actions; and infinitely powerful as to the acts themselves. He never
sleeps or tires; he is never absent from any place, but is always, ready to
help. Your needs come, perhaps, at very unexpected times; they may occur
in the midnight of despondency or in the noonday of delight, but God is
ever near to supply the surprising need. He is everywhere present and
everywhere omnipotent, and he can supply all your need, in every place, at
every time to the fullest degree. Remember that omnipotence has servants
everywhere, and whenever God wishes to send you aid he can do it
without pausing to ask, “How shall it be done?” He has but to will it, and
all the powers of heaven and earth are subservient to your necessity. With
such a helper what cause have you to doubt?


The next point in the text is, A GREAT SUPPLY. “My God will supply all
your need.” Sometimes we lose a good deal of the meaning of Scripture
through the translation, in fact, nothing ever does gain by translation
except a bishop. The present passage might be rendered thus, — “My God
will fill to the full all your need.” The illustration which will best explain the
meaning is that of the woman whose children were to be sold by her
creditor to pay the debts of her late husband. She had nothing to call her
own except some empty oil-jars, and the prophet bade her set these in
order and bring the little oil which still remained in the cruse. She did so,
and he then said to her “Go among your neighbors and borrow empty
vessels not a few” She went from one to another till she had filled her room
full of these empty vessels, and then the prophet said, “Pour out.” She
began to pour out from her almost empty cruse, and, to her surprise, it
filled her largest oil-jar. She went to another, and filled that, and then
another and another. She kept on filling all the oil jars, till at last she said to
the prophet, “there is not a vessel more.” Then the oil stayed, and not till
then. So will it be with your needs. You were frightened at having so many
needs just now, were you not? But now be pleased to think you have them,
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for they are just so many empty vessels to be filled. If the woman had
borrowed only a few jars, she could not have received much oil, but the
more empty vessels she had the more oil she obtained. So the more wants
and the more needs you have, if you bring them to God, so much the
better, for he will fill them all to the brim, and you may be thankful that
there are so many to be filled. When you have no more wants (but oh,
when will that be?) then the supply will be stayed, but not till then. My God
will fill up to the brim all your needs, according to the riches of his glory by
Christ Jesus. How gloriously God gives to his. people! We wanted pardon
once: he washed as, and he made us whiter than snow. We wanted
clothing, for we were naked. What did he do? Give us some rough dress or
other? Oh no, but he said, “Bring forth the best robe and put it on him.” It
was a fortunate thing for the prodigal that his clothes were all in rags, for
then he needed raiment, and the best robe was brought forth. It is a grand
thing to be sensible of spiritual needs, for they will be supplied. A
conscious want in the sight of God — what is it but a prevalent request for
a new mercy? We have sometimes asked him to comfort us, for we were
very low, but when the Lord has comforted us, he has so filled us with
delight that we have been inclined to cry with the old Scotch divine, “Hold,
Lord, hold! It is enough. I cannot bear more joy. Remember I am only an
earthen vessel.” We, in relieving the poor, generally give no more than we
can help, but our God does not stop to count his favors, he gives like a
king. He pours water upon him that is thirsty and floods upon the dry
ground.


We must pass on to the next thought, and consider for a minute or two
THE GREAT RESOURCES out of which this supply is to come. “He will
supply all your needs, according to his riches in glory.”


There, the preacher may sit down now, for he cannot compass this part of
the text. God’s riches in glory are beyond all thought. Consider the riches
of God in nature? Who shall count his treasures? Get away into the forests:
travel on league after league among the trees which cast their ample shade
for no man’s pleasure, but only for the Lord. Mark on lone mountain and
far reaching plain the myriads of flowers whose perfume is for God alone.
What wealth each spring and summer is created in the boundless estates of
the great King. Observe the vast amount of animal and insect life which
crowds the land with the riches of divine wisdom, for the earth is the
Lord’s and the fullness thereof. Look towards the sea: think of those
shoals of fish, so countless that when only the fringe of them is touched by
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our fishermen they find enough of food to supply a nation. Mark, too, the
sunken treasures of the ocean, which no hand gathereth, but that of the
Eternal. If you would see the wealth of the Creator, cast your eye to the
stars: tell ye their numbers if ye can. Astronomy has enlarged our vision,
and made us look upon this world as a mere speck compared with
innumerable other worlds that God has made; and it has told us that
probably all the myriads of worlds that we can see with the telescope are a
mere fraction of the countless orbs which tenant infinite space. Vast are
God’s riches in nature. It needs a Milton to sing as he sang in “Paradise
Lost,” the riches of the Creating God. The riches of God in providence are
equally without bound. He saith to this creature “Go,” and he goeth, and to
another “Do this, and he doeth it,” for all things serve his bidding. Think of
the wealth of God in grace. There nature and providence stand eclipsed,
for we have the fountain of eternal love, the gift of an infinite sacrifice, the
pouring out of the blood of his own dear Son, and the covenant of grace in
which the smallest blessing is infinite in value. The riches of his grace!
“God is rich in mercy,” — rich in patience, love, power, kindness, rich
beyond all conception. Now, you shall be supplied according to the riches
of nature and the riches of providence and the riches of grace: but this is
not all; the apostle chooses a higher style, and writes “according to his
riches in glory.” Ah, we have never seen God in glory. That were a sight
our eyes could not behold. Christ in his glory when transfigured was too
resplendent a spectacle even for the tutored eyes of Peter, and James, and
John. At the too transporting light darkness rushed upon them, and they
were as men that slept. What God is in his glory do ye know, ye angels?
Does he not veil his face even from you, lest in the excessive brightness of
his essence even you should be consumed? Who amongst all his creatures
can tell the riches of his glory, when even the heavens are not pure in his
sight, and he charged his angels with folly?


“Riches in glory.” It means not only the riches of what he has done, but the
riches of what he could do: for if he has made hosts of worlds he could
make as many myriads more, and then have but begun. The possibilities of
God omnipotent who shall reckon? But the Lord shall supply all your need
according to such glorious possibilities. When a great king gives according
to his riches, then he does not measure out stinted alms to beggars, but he
gives like a king, as we say; and if it be some grand festival day, and the
king is in his state array, his largesses are on a noble scale. Now, when God
is in his glory, bethink you, if you can, what must be the largesse that he
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distributes — what the treasures that he brings forth for his own beloved.
Now, according to his riches in glory, he will supply all your needs After
that, dare you despond? Oh, soul, what insanity is unbelief! What flagrant
blasphemy is doubt of the love of God! He must bless us; and, blessed by
him, we must be blest indeed. If he is to supply our needs according to his
riches in glory, they will be supplied to the full.


Now, let us shut up our meditation with the fourth remark, and that is —
THE GLORIOUS CHANNEL by which these needs are to be supplied.
“According to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus.”


You shall have all your soul’s wants satisfied, but you must go to Christ
for everything. “By Christ Jesus.” That is the fountain-head where the
living waters well up. You are not to keep your wants supplied by your
own care and fretfulness, — “Consider the lilies, how they grow.” You are
to be enriched “by Christ Jesus.” You are not to have your spiritual wants
supplied by going to Moses, and working and toiling, as if you were your
own Savior, but by faith in Christ Jesus. Those who will not go to Christ
Jesus must go without, for God will give them nothing in the way of grace
except through his Son. Those who go to Jesus the most shall oftenest
taste of his abundance, for through him all blessings come. My advice to
myself and to you is that we abide in him, for since that is the way by
which the blessing comes we had better abide in it. We read of Ishmael,
that he was sent into the wilderness with a bottle, but Isaac, dwelt by the
well Lahairoi, and it is wise for us to dwell by the well Christ Jesus, and
never trust to the bottles of our own strength. If you wander from Christ
Jesus, brother, you depart from the center of bliss.


All this year I pray that you may abide by the well of this text. Draw from
it. Are you very thirsty? Draw from it, for it is full, and when it is pleaded
the Lord will supply all your need. Do not cease receiving for a minute. Let
not your unbelief hinder the Lord’s bounty, but cling to this promise, “My
God shall supply all your need according to his riches in glory by Christ
Jesus.” I know not how to wish you a greater blessing. If you are enabled
by the Holy Spirit to realize it, you will enjoy what I earnestly wish for
you, namely —


A HAPPY NEW YEAR.
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IT IS A QUESTION WHETHER WE SHALL ALL GO
TO HEAVEN


A NUMBER of intimate friends being at dinner together, on the Lord’s-day,
one of the company, in order to prevent improper discourse, said, “It is a
question whether we shall all go to heaven or not.” This plain hint
occasioned a general seriousness and self-examination. One thought, “If
any of this company go to hell, it must be myself,” and so thought another
and another; even the servants who waited at table were affected in the
same manner. In short, it was afterwards found that this one sentence
proved, by the special blessing of God upon it, instrumental to their
conversion. What an encouragement is this to Christians, to give a serious
turn to the conversation, when in company! It should be observed,
however, that the Lord’s-day was not instituted for the visiting and
entertainment even of Christians. How is their conduct, who make a point
of meeting and feasting on the Sabbath, to be distinguished from the
Sunday parties of the profane? Our place of meeting, on that day, is the
house of God; and our feast, the rich provisions of the everlasting gospel.
How we wish that all professors would remember this!


GRACE SHOULD PERMEATE THE ENTIRE MAN


IN the camphor tree every part is impregnated with the precious perfume;
from the highest twig to the lowest root the powerful gum will exude.
Thus grace should permeate our whole nature, and be seen in every faculty,
every word, every act, and even every desire. If it be “in us and abound” it
will be so. An unsanctified part of our frame must surely be like a dead
branch, deforming and injuring the tree. “Bless the Lord, O my soul, and
all that is within me bless his holy name” — when praise is truly spiritual it
pervades the whole man.
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HOW THE BOOK FUND PROSPERS.


BY MRS. C. H. SPURGEON


“A RECORD OF COMBAT WITH SIN, AND LABOR FOR THE. LORD.” These
words on the cover of our magazine startled me the other day as I sat
thinking over my work and what I should say about it. I felt almost
ashamed of my audacity in presuming to ask a place again amidst these
pages, seeing that I am not strong enough to bear a “sword,” and my
“trowel” is such a very little one that it can only hope to gather enough
mortar to supply some few of the laborers who build up the living stones.
But I remembered with exceeding comfort that, when the wall of Jerusalem
was repaired, in Nehemiah’s time, the work of the daughters of Shallum
was as faithfully recorded as the labor of the princes and the priests.


So I take courage to tell again of the Lord’s great goodness to me, and
how marvelously he has continued to help and bless the “Book Fund.” As
certainly as if he had stretched forth his hand from the heavens and given
me a written commission for the service, so surely do I know that this
work came to me through his indulgent love, and from the first moment of
its existence to the present, he has guided and supported and blessed it, and
every atom of the glory shall be his. He sent me the needful funds to carry
it on, by moving the hearts of his people to help me, for not one penny of
that £926 was solicited except from him. And he has heard and answered
the prayer that a great blessing might follow the books into the homes of
his dear servants, comforting their hearts and refreshing their spirits, as
well as aiding them in their preparation for the pulpit. I have two great
heaps of letters from them, so heavy that I lift them with difficulty, and if
all the joy and gratitude to God therein expressed could be written out it
would fill some volumes. Knowing how deeply interested in these letters
the readers of The Sword and the Trowel have hitherto been, I propose in
this paper to give a series of extracts from them, (When the writers of
these letters recognize their own compositions they need have no fear of
betrayed confidence, for with my own hands I have prepared all the copy
for the printer, so that their names might be unknown.) a set of word
pictures as it were, which I shall call —
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A GLIMPSE AT SOME ENGLISH INTERIORS


Years ago, when I had the felicity of sharing my dear husband’s annual
holiday, one of our chief pleasures consisted in visiting the picture gallery
of every continental town we entered. There, “walking circumspectly” over
the shining, treacherous floors, we spent many happy hours, and enjoyed to
the full the works of the grand old masters, but I am not ashamed to
confess that I at least used to linger longer and more lovingly over a
“Dutch Interior” by Teniers or Ostade, than I cared to do over any
“Madonna and child” that Raphael or Rubens ever painted. These latter
never stirred any devotional feelings within my soul, and failing this, they
ceased to interest, and even grew tiresome by constant repetition. But it
was charming to be absorbed in the “little beautiful works” (as an authority
on painting calls them), which the Dutch masters loved to draw with such
wonderful and tender minuteness of detail. The interior of a fisherman’s
hut, with its quaint wooden cradle, and its basket of freshly-caught fish,
would on close inspection reveal unsuspected objects of interest, and the
picturesque farm kitchens with their glittering array of bright pans, their
wealth of delf ware, their chubby children, and their comely Vrows, were
so homelike and so natural that the more one gazed at them the more
vividly real they became, and it was an easy task to weave a tale of family
joy or sorrow around each glowing canvas.


But now I want to show my friends, by pen in lieu of pencil, some scenes
of English home-life where the tale of gladness or of suffering is even more
plainly pictured, and needs no effort of the imagination to unfold it. A hasty
glance into a parlor, at the moment when a gift from the “Book Fund” has
arrived; a peep into a study where the four portly volumes of the “Treasury
of David” have just enriched the scanty store of books; a glimpse of a
figure with bowed head and clasped hands, pouring out a heartful of
gratitude before his God, — these, and such as these, tell their own story,
and as we pass from one picture to another will only need a word or two
from me to introduce them. I could show some where tearful faces gather,
and a little coffin occupies the foreground, but these are veiled, and my
hand dares not withdraw the covering.


The first “interior” which I point out to you is shining with the brightness
of domestic love. The little room may be poorly furnished, and the
bookshelves I know are sadly bare, (how can they be otherwise when the
minister’s income has the very uncomfortable habit of oscillating between
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£40 and £60 a year?) but you can see with what intense delight that kind
and happy wife is assisting to unpack the treasure of new books which will
cheer her husband’s heart and make him feel a richer man for some time to
come. There is a “Sword and Trowel” lying on the table, and.... but you
shall look for yourselves —


“The receipt of your communication this morning was a surprise. A
pleasing and agreeable surprise; for I had no idea that my kind, good wife
had written to you. Often have I seen the ‘Treasury of David’ advertised,
and have secretly desired to have it. But in order to be happy I am
compelled to nip my desires in the bud, lest they should grow to be
troublesome. My soul’s desire for books has to be slain, which is
wearisome work, so that some passages of Scripture, in an improper sense,
have a secret meaning to my soul. ‘My soul is weary because of
murderers.’ ‘Happy is he that taketh and dasheth thy little ones against the
stones’; but in this case I have to thank you and my dear wife that my
desire for the ‘Treasury of David’ has not perished with the rest; a little
Moses saved, and I trust will prove a blessing. Please accept my hearty
thanks. May the Lord abundantly bless you in your mission, and move the
hearts of his children to contribute. Much pleased to see a sketch of your
lemon plant, and to find it flourishing: I have often thought and wondered
whether the little thing was still alive. No one but the Lord, and the partner
of our joys and sorrows, knows the struggles of a minister. Thank God for
a good wife. Minster churchyard, in Kent, has a monument to the wife of a
minister, of whom it is recorded. ‘She cheered him with her smile,
sustained him with her counsel, and aided him in his ministry for thirty-six
years.’ And she is not the only one. After examining the work, I am
constrained to write again and express my high appreciation of it. I am
impressed with the immense amount of labor which must have been
expended in its production — the mines of truth it contains. It is indeed a
treasury of things new and Old — to me a treasure indeed. Others have
labored, and I am favored to enter into their labors. It is the most valuable
work I have, the Bible, of course, excepted. The whole church owes Mr.
Spurgeon a debt of gratitude, not only for his own thoughts, but also for
bringing up from the past of the thoughts of the thoughtful of other ages. It
will, it must, be a lasting benefit to thousands, and ought to be on the shelf
of every minister. Yours is a noble work, to distribute to those who cannot
afford to purchase. Pardon me for writing a second time. If I were to hold
my peace the stones would cry out.”
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There is so much homely yet pathetic grace in the next picture, that it must
attract all eyes, and hearts also, I hope. How true to nature, and how
touching is the chief incident — the evening stroll down the brightly-
lighted streets of the town, the unmistakable gravitation of the poor
minister’s mind and body towards the fatal bookstall, and the
overwhelming anxiety of the tender wife to avert the threatened peril to her
scantily-filled purse!


“Being the wife of one of those ministers whom God has put it into your
heart to help, I feel that I owe you a debt of gratitude, and as my heart is
too full to hold all it feels, I pour it out before God and you whom he has
chosen to carry out a work so noble. A thousand thanks for your timely aid
.... I am the mother of seven children — six are yet with us — the eldest is
fifteen, the youngest, just over eight. While rearing these children up to
now, mine has been a life of hard work and self-sacrifice. Our salary in the
past has been much lower than it is now, but still we have to struggle to
make ends meet as family wants increase year by year. My husband is a
great lover of books, and I am almost ashamed to confess that when
walking in town with him I have very carefully avoided going into the
streets where the book stores were kept, knowing it would be hard work
for him to pass them by. Many times after receiving our quarter’s salary it
has puzzled me to know how to divide it — the quarter’s school bills
nearly due, one must have a new suit of clothes, another a dress, the twin
boys must have new boots, caps, etc. I assure you that to spare a little for
my husband’s library I have had to be servant, tailor, and dressmaker, and
very frequently have my hands been in the dye-pot in order to send my
family out respectable.”


We cannot help saying “Well done! good wife, good mother, the Lord
reward thee in that day!”


Now we come to a small but choice picture. The minister sits in his study
(a cozy one), and we rejoice to see his shelves moderately stocked with
books; he has just had the pleasure of adding the “Treasury of David,” and
“Watson’s Body of Divinity” to his store; he is writing rapidly, and this is
what he says: —


“This evening I have received the four much-desired vols. Heartily, I thank
you, and unfeignedly bless the Lord, joining in the prayer so kindly
recorded in Vol. 1 that the precious contents may avail me. Here is a mine
of gold — I hope to dig up nuggets for my people. How the cream of the
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gospel stands thickly on this unadulterated milk! Prayer and meditation
shall churn it into butter; nay, shall I not give them butter and honey till
they all know how to refuse the evil flesh-pots of Egypt, and choose the
good things of the land where David dwelt, where milk and honey flow?
Your noble efforts for ministers will be a blessing to both mind and body. It
is rather trying to the nerves to be clearing the ground with a borrowed ax,
carving wood with one’s fingers, and working at the pump when the
sucker is dry. But now, through Mrs. Spurgeon’s loving work, poor men
whose thoughts stand still for want of gear-oil will have heart and mind set
spinning like the ‘Chariots of Amminadib’!”


There is one difficulty I experience in arranging this little gallery of home
scenes, which arises from the loving gratitude of the sketchers themselves.
Some of the most interesting and touching letters I receive contain so many
gentle and gracious personalities that I am obliged to conceal them from
public view, and for this reason many a bright picture enshrined in the
privacy of my “sanctum” can never leave it to touch other hearts as it has
touched mine. I hope, however, that those I am able to present to my
friends will interest them greatly, and next in order I place two
stereoscopic views which need no comment.


“For nine full years I have toiled along as pastor here, my salary having
generally been £80. I married soon after settling in this place, and have
now five children besides one who is gone to the “better land.” I have been
obliged to eke out my scanty means by taking a few pupils. My library I
need scarcely say is, for a minister, ridiculously small. It is impossible for
me to purchase books which I should greatly value, and the possession of
which would be a benefit not to myself alone, but also to the people to
whom I minister.


“It is indeed kind of you to send me so munificent a present. I wish to
express my very best thanks and to assure you that I shall value your
generous gift very highly. Nor shall I alone reap the benefit; those to whom
I minister are sure to participate in the blessing. I must tell you that
yesterday was my birthday, and today is the birthday of my eldest little girl
— six years old — so that your kind gift comes as a most seasonable
present.”


It is several long years since I have been able to replenish my small library
with a new volume. With the strictest economy we find it is all that we can
do to keep up an appearance suitable to our station and pay everyone
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twenty shillings in the pound, which, thanks to our heavenly Father, we
have done. My stipend is £62 a year, with a house. I have had a great deal
of affliction in my house — five have passed away by death, and now my
wife is ill and has been under medical care for eighteen months, so that,
what with doctors bills and extra expenses, new books appear to be among
the last things I can find money for. A grant ever so small will be thankfully
received.


“When opening the parcel and beholding its precious contents I cannot
express to you the emotions of my soul, nor will words convey to you the
thanks I wish to express. I can only say that I happened to my study, and
on bended knee poured out my gratitude to my heavenly Father, who has
Supplied my need. Nor did I forget to invoke the benediction of heaven
upon the kind donor.


The next picture has two aspects — winter and summer — for thanks to
the kindness of dear friends, I was able, for a time at least, to make the sun
shine in the hitherto cheerless prospect. Would to God I could do more,
not only for this “good wife,” but for the many others who I know have
terrible reason to be “afraid of the snow, for their households.” Just think
of the dear little children patiently lying in bed while their scanty clothing
was being washed!


“Forgive me for troubling you with a statement of our poverty. Many times
I have felt prompted to ask if you have a fund for supplying poor ministers’
wives and children with clothes. If so, I sincerely trust you will have
compassion on us, for we are in great need. My husband has been in the
ministry more than twenty-six years, and has never received more than £5
per month. We are seven in family, and I am such a sufferer from
rheumatics that I cannot do the housework, and as we cannot pay for hired
help, our eldest girl, who was in a situation, is obliged to come home again.
If you can help us in any way, it will be very, very acceptable, for the
winter is near, and firing and house-rent are high, and my dear husband’s
clothes are getting as bare as our own.


“I am going to try to drop you a few lines, but do not know how
sufficiently to thank you and dear friends for your great kindness to us. We
were all of us overjoyed; it is an old saying that it is always darkest before
the dawn, and we found it is so, for when your present came to hand the
dear little ones were in bed, that we might wash their clothes, as we had
not change of raiment for them. But you may depend there was no more
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sleep for that day when they were told that Mr. Spurgeon had sent money
to buy them new warm clothes. Since then we have received a cheque from
Mr.____, and a box of very valuable clothing from Mr.____ which we feel
sure is through your sympathy..... We sincerely hope that none of the kind
friends who have helped us will ever know one-tenth of the trouble that we
have had, yet we never had so much joy as this week has brought us!”


One more picture I must give which has just come into my hands. This time
not an “English Interior,” but a French one. A night-scene evidently, for
the midnight-oil is in full flow and the earnest student be-comes so
fascinated by his studies that the early dawn finds him still input upon his
treasure. There is a great dearth of theological literature in France, and this
good pastor having acquired somewhat of the English language, ardently
desired to enrich his mind and feast his soul on the fat things of English
divinity. He wrote to Mr. Spurgeon asking for the “Treasury Of David” at
a reduced price, and of course I gladly sent it as a gift from the Fund. His
gratitude is intense, but he is far from being satisfied. His appetite is
whetted, and he hungers for more of such substantial food. In the latter
part of the following letter, which I have translated for my readers, he not
only announces his determination to obtain the two volumes of “Treasury”
(which alas! do not yet exist) but also begs to be informed what would be
the cost, of the twenty-one volumes of the “Metropolitan Tabernacle
Pulpit,” which he thinks a necessary part of the equipment of every
Christian pastor. I wish I could give them to him.


TRANSLATION


“I must tell you that I felt utterly amazed when I found that these precious
and valuable volumes were actually a present to me, a perfect stranger! It
is impossible for me to express my gratitude; but I do thank you with all
my heart, and I wish I could see my greatly revered brother, to tell him
with my own lips how much I owe him. Assure your dear husband, madam,
that his books will be a real ‘treasure’ to me, and not to me only, but also
to the people whom the Lord has confided to my care. I received the parcel
at eight o’clock in the evening, and I spent the whole night in devouring
the contents! I shall pray earnestly that Mr. Spurgeon may soon accomplish
the work so successfully commenced, and that then every English-speaking
Christian may be the happy possessor of the ‘Treasury of David.’ I dare
not ask you to think of me when the work is completed, that would be
abusing your kindness, but I shall not fail (though I am very poor) to
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procure the other vols. for myself as soon as they appear, and appear they
will I am certain, for the Lord would not allow so precious and useful a
work to remain unfinished.”


Although I have scores more of such letters, I am afraid I must close my
collection here lest I tire my readers’ patience, and trespass too far on my
Editor’s precious pages. It has been a joy inexpressible to minister even in
the least degree to the crying needs of the pastors who have sought the aid
of the “Book Fund,” but I cannot forget that there are hundreds still
unsupplied, and if the Lord permit and spare me, I hope to do more this
year than was accomplished in the past. I depend wholly on the Lord to
move the hearts of his people to help me, and I know he “will not fail me,”
nor “forsake the work of his own hands.” The amount of work already
done stands thus —


4,967 volumes distributed. Of these 1,950 were “Lectures to My
Students.” 1,346 volumes “Treasury of David.” 820 volumes of
“Sermons.”


And the remaining 851 volumes comprised works by other authors, some
valuable secondhand books presented to me by friends, and the lesser
writings of Mr. Spurgeon. 701 ministers have received grants of books
(varying from 4 to 8 volumes each) and as I am corresponding secretary,
as well as treasurer, manager, etc., my friends can imagine I have had full
employment. The only part of the work delegated to another is the packing
of the parcels, and this service is always performed as a “labor of love” by
the willing hands of the dear friend to whose devoted affection I already
owe so much. Who should be my “director in chief” and my “referee” in all
perplexities but my dear Mr. Editor? To him I run in search of counsel,
comfort, or wise advice, and need I say I always find it?


Let me direct the attention of contributors to the fact that the only
expenses incurred in this work are the carriage of books and the postage of
“Lectures” (at 3d. each). These two items are heavy, but fully justified, for
I consider the prepayment of parcels and books as part of the present, and
think the gifts would be robbed of half their grace if they did not reach the
recipients franked and free! The postage of the many letters written is more
than covered by a donation of £610 from my beloved husband.


Dear friends, farewell. As on former occasions, so now I must beg that the
effort to place before you some details of my work may be viewed with
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lenient and indulgent eyes. “John Ploughman’s Wife” may well be forgiven
when she humbly acknowledges that the “pen of a ready writer” is not to
be wielded by her feeble fingers; yet, notwithstanding conscious inability
and weakness, she confidently hopes that some “honor, and glory, and
blessing” will be laid at the Lord’s feet by this tribute to his wonderful
lovingkindness, shown so manifestly in the continued prosperity and rigor
of the “Book Fund.” —


“REMEMBER ME, O LORD, FOR GOOD.”


THE SCHOOL BOARD VICTORY.


BY C. H. SPURGEON


WHEN we saw the polling lists for the London School Board we confess
that we were as much astonished as delighted. The victory for the
undenominational party was so complete, so universal, so far beyond the
most sanguine expectations, that we could only look at the list again and
again, and then thank God and take courage. We have from the first
differed from the Birmingham platform, for we feel that if Government may
educate at all it ought not to leave out the essential element of religion. The
reading of the Scriptures from day to day we hold to be of the utmost
importance if teaching is to have any moral influence whatever, and it is
mainly upon the ground of moral influence that the nation educates at all.
Moral teaching apart from the Bible we have no faith in, and education
without moral teaching will not answer the design which the State aims at,
namely, the production of intelligent and orderly citizens. In London we
have no question about the use of the Bible in the schools; that is regarded
as settled, not only by the authority of the Board, but by the practically
unanimous consent of the parents. The contest therefore was not between
the Church party and the secular party, but between the Church with the
Prayer-book, and the Old School Board with the Bible: the issue is to us all
the more pleasant, and to true Christians in the Establishment it ought to be
all the less disagreeable. The people have decided that the truly National
System, which knows nothing of sects, should not be held in fetters in
order to leave space for the sham National System, which is in truth only
the adjunct of the Episcopal denomination. This decision has been given,
not in London alone, but in almost every constituency, and it will be wise
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on the part of our opponents to accept the verdict, and never raise the
question again; but we fear such wisdom can hardly be expected of them.


The Nonconformists of London did not desire to make the School Board
the arena of controversy. Upon this last occasion the conflict was forced
upon them, and they entered upon it with the resolve to do their best, but
with grave fears as to the result. The common opinion among the voters in
Lambeth was that we should be defeated, and there was some talk of
accepting the situation and allowing the Anglican candidates to walk over
the course. A compromise which would have divided the representation
would have been cheerfully accepted; indeed, that was the only result
aimed at or desired. But no, the opposition felt itself to be exceedingly
strong, and must have four out of six representatives at the very least, and
so they marched on with heads aloft to a defeat so overwhelming that the
mere naming of it grieves some of them as much as the mention of a rope
vexed the man whose father was hanged. They find to their amazement that
their despised antagonists could easily have returned four members, and
might possibly have even secured five. We do not care to “sound the loud
timbrel,” but we do wish to gather up the lesson: let us know our strength
and never give way to discouragement. Better far to fight well when things
look dismal, and so gain an unexpected victory, than to glory before the
event and meet with defeat; but it is best of all to be hopeful and daring
from the very first. The fact is that Nonconformists do not know their own
political strength, and consequently do not put it forth as they might; they
will do well henceforth to feel their feet and take up their position without
hesitation. We can do more if we will. In Parliament, as well as upon the
School Board, if we have candidates who truly represent us, we can return
them in scores of places where mere Liberals will fail, because they excite
no enthusiasm, and have at present; no essential principles to maintain.


It has been said since this late election that the contest was not between
Church and Dissent: it may be that it was not altogether and purely so, but;
had the event been different the Established Church would have claimed it
as a victory peculiarly her own. We do not care to claim it, because we
have it; still it was made very distinctly an ecclesiastical conflict. Else why
did even our evangelical brethren hang out the boards of the
denominational candidates upon the railings of their churches? And what
was the meaning of the handbill, “Churchmen, VOTE FOR — ?” Why did a
bishop and several canons go off so loudly at public meetings? They knew
what they were at; they saw the education of the people slipping out of
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their hands, and they meant to stop the evil, for otherwise the masses might
grow up unbiased to their peculiar views. This was their one concern, and
the talk about economy was only a means to an end. The election did not
declare for Dissent. God forbid that any election ever should be asked so to
declare; we want no political favors, we only want equality; but it did
thunder out the verdict of Englishmen that they do not intend to leave the
education of their children in the hands of any sect, nor to allow a great
national system to be hindered and thwarted by the partisans of a favored
denomination. We never asked to have the children, we are content to see
them read the Bible, and have no wish to intrude a book which would
teach our special views. All we have ever asked is equality, not preference;
our Episcopal friends must have favors, and the public have told them once
for all that they do not intend to yield to their demands.


More than this, the polling lists of the School Board are in some districts
not very far from the truth as a census of Church and Dissent. We are not
in the minority, as we feared. So many churches have been erected, and the
Establishment assumed such airs of greatness that we almost believed
ourselves to be going back, though we could hardly tell how it was. High
churchism boasted of its revival, and of the numbers crowding its churches,
and we thought — surely the current has set in towards Rome, and pure
religion will soon be hard to find. Our own churches are multiplied,
enlarged, and greatly encouraged, but an undefined fear was upon us that
after all we were not making headway. This did not dishearten us in the
least, for it makes no difference to the truth of a cause whether its
adherents are few or many, but we felt that we lived in “the day of small
things,” and must be content to plod on and hold our own as best we
could. Our view of matters is now altering. Upon inquiry we find that it is
far easier to build a new church than to get a congregation, far easier to
hold daily service than to secure more than the parson’s family, the sexton,
and two ladies as a regular audience. We hear of huge churches in London,
not in the city, where such things are general, but on our own side of the
water, where, instead of a thousand hearers, there are not fifty. By means
of endowments places are kept open long after they are resorted to, and
thus the apparent strength of the Anglican system is far in excess of the
reality. We have been informed by many witnesses that numbers of the
edifices which were for a short time crowded by means of the scenic
displays of the Ritualists are now miserably attended. We do not wonder at
it, for what can there be in mere ceremonialism to retain a congregation;
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but we confess we are glad to hear that the decadence of the system has
come so soon. Evangelical churches, where the preacher has any ability,
are still full, and we have no doubt will remain so, a feature of the case
which gives us unfeigned satisfaction; but there are plenty of parochial
edifices in which a heartless service has by degrees alienated the people,
and made them forget that such a building exists, except as the right place
for being married in. We do not wonder that Episcopalians object to a
census of attendance at places of worship. It is the fairest test of the
religious character of the people, but it would reveal too fully the
nakedness of the land, and therefore it is not to be borne with. Let us also
have an account of the communicants if the attendance at worship is not
thought to he a sufficient index. In either way, we believe that the numbers
will be such as to show that the favored denomination does not occupy the
position which it thinks it does.


If Nonconformists will but look well to the spiritual condition of the
churches, maintain earnest piety, and proclaim sound doctrine, they need
not be under any apprehension as to their ultimately gaining their full civil
rights. “Seek ye first the kingdom of God and his righteousness, and all
these things shall be added unto you.” If we have the divine blessing resting
upon us, we may look forward with confidence to the future. Among an
educated, reading people our principles will have a fairer hope of success:
the increase of light is in our favor. The more free the masses become to
inspect and examine for themselves the better for us, for we court the most
rigid inquiry. The eddies of public thought may tend every now and again
towards the maintenance of superstition, but the set of the main current is
in the right direction. God is abroad among men, the influence of truth and
justice is being more and more felt, and by God’s grace, if we are but true
to our convictions the times of victory for the fight shall be hastened on.


CHARLES H. SPURGEON AND HIS WORK. f1


(FROM “THE FRIEND.”)


WE know hardly any record of Christian work more worthy of perusal than
that furnished in a shilling pamphlet, entitled “The Metropolitan
Tabernacle, its History and Work, by C. H. Spurgeon.” The history of the
Baptist congregation now represented by that worshipping in the
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Tabernacle is traced in the earlier chapters, from the time of the first Stuart
kings of England, to a period, now twenty-three years ago, when Charles
H. Spurgeon first preached in New Park Street Chapel. Soon after his
settlement there as pastor it was found necessary to enlarge and improve
the building, to accommodate the crowds who thronged to hear the young
preacher. Whilst these alterations were in progress Exeter Hall was used as
the place of worship, and the preacher’s fame was yet more spread abroad
by the caricatures published about him. Some of these are transferred to
the volume before us. After various changes the Tabernacle was erected,
and entered upon as a place for public worship in the spring of 1861. It
cost £31,332 4s. 10d., and was opened free from debt. It accommodates
about 6,000 people without excessive crowding.


The membership of Charles Spurgeon’s congregation was at the close of


1854 — 313
1859 — 1,332
1864 — 2,937
1869 — 4,047
1875 — 4,813


Around the Metropolitan Tabernacle have sprung up an important group of
auxiliary institutions. The Pastors’ College receives men who are believed
to have received a call from the Holy Ghost for preaching the Gospel, and
gives them a training to equip them better for the work. Upwards of
£5,000 annually is expended on the Pastors’ College. The Stockwell
Orphanage is another outcome of the Christian zeal of the Metropolitan
Tabernacle congregation. Two hundred and forty boys are clothed, fed,
and instructed, at a charge of £5,000 per annum. The Colportage
Association was started under the conviction that the sale of bad books is
most effectually counteracted by the diffusion of good ones. Forty-five
men, under the direction of a secretary, are engaged in carrying literature
— cheap, popular, and healthy in tone — from house to house in various
districts of England and Wales. The colporteur is often missionary and
preacher as well as hawker. Three hundred thousand visits annually, chiefly
amongst our rural peasantry, must be an evangelistic agency of great
power, irrespective of the permeating influence of the literature that is sold.


Bible classes, book funds, missions to the Jews, missions in various parts of
London; services specially for the blind, for mothers, for ladies; Sunday-
schools, with 1,000 children in regular attendance; benefit societies, loan
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tract societies, are but a selection from the long list of affiliated agencies
that cluster round the Metropolitan Tabernacle.


In the seventeenth century the Friends and the Baptists said many bitter
things of each other. Yet their acts were often better than words. It is a
beautiful episode in the dreary story of Nonconformist persecution, that
John Bunyan owed his release from Bedford Jail to the kind offices of
George Whitehead and other Friends. As time has passed the two
denominations have often found it wiser to dwell on the many points in
which they agree than on those in which they differ. Our last number
contained an interesting notice of a breakfast given by the Mayor of
Birmingham (George Baker) to some of the Baptist ministers who had
been attending the autumn, meeting of their Union., The catholic tone of
the meeting is echoed in last month’s Sword and Trowel. C. H. Spurgeon
says: —


Oct. 6th — A number of leading Baptist ministers breakfasted with the
Mayor of Birmingham, who happens to be a member of the Society of
Friends. All the speeches went to show how near akin are the Baptists and
the Quakers. One common fear of priestcraft, sacramentarianism, and
ecclesiastical domination over the conscience possesses both bodies; and
though herein others are partakers, none are so sensitive upon these points.
Several ministers said, “If I were not a Baptist I must become a Quaker,
and we believe this to be the general feeling; certainly it is ours.”


In view of the priestcraft and sacramentarianism rife on every hand, it is
impossible to regard without deep thankfulness the work carried on by
Charles H. Spurgeon, and not to desire that grace, strength, and wisdom
may continue to be largely bestowed upon him.


It is, too, a question of the highest interest — Wherein doth his great
strength lie? In the volume before us we read the following words: —


“We remark at once that at the Tabernacle we have no written code of laws
but the Book of Inspiration, and we unhesitatingly assert that all such
printed rules, as some have desired and others adopted, are only fetters at
the best of times, and snares and traps in periods of dispute and difficulty.
We have faith in sanctified common-sense, resulting from an application to
the source of all wisdom by prayer and reading the Scriptures. Acting in
things temporal after a truly business principle, and in things spiritual as
God’s word and Spirit dictate, no formal system of rules, in our opinion,
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will ever be required. Certain recognized courses of procedure, from
which, without cause assigned, no deviation shall be made are certainly
necessary for mutual cooperation and peace in any Church; but for
emergencies, special action should be adopted to suit the exigencies of the
case, and no rules or traditions must forbid the course which wisdom
suggests, even though it should be, contrary to all the precedents of the
previous history of the Church. A general understanding of leading
principles, and an elastic interpretation of them as cases may require, will
be all the rule, outside of the Scripture required in churches where
confidence abounds between pastors, officers, and members; if this be
wanting, no rules, human or divine, can make them work harmoniously
together. We must have faith in each other’s intentions and integrity, or we
shall loosen the pins of church action, and all will lapse into confusion and
conflict.”


In this passage we have the clue to much of Charles H. Spurgeon’s
strength. His sermons f2 (of which more than a thousand have been printed,
and millions of copies sold) tell the old, old story, much as Paul of Tarsus
told it. He tells it with deep earnestness; he tells it with living faith in its
power; he tells it in words ever seasoned with the grain of salt that
prevents insipidity. He uses homely English speech. He has a voice that,
without straining, makes itself heard through every part of the Tabernacle.
His addresses possess that indescribable authority that arises from spiritual
unction. It is not often that these qualifications are combined in one man,
who also possesses the faculty for organization, and a homely practiced
sense, which would have made him successful as a railway manager or as
the Home Secretary of State. He handles the trowel as deftly as the sword.


In the phraseology of Friends, the purpose of this article is not the
exaltation of the creature.” It were an easy task to prove that the treasure
is in an earthen vessel, It were easy to find, in the teachings of C. H.
Spurgeon, views that do not commend themselves to our apprehension of
Divine truth. It is easy to urge that he has nothing to say on some of the
perplexing problems of nineteenth-century thought. So be it; and yet we
repeat with confidence that few phenomena in the Christian life of our day
are more teaching than the career of C. H. Spurgeon. The order of his
mind is, in the best sense of the word, Friendly. His special talents are of a
class that have been common amongst Friends, and are so at the present
time, but which almost always find spheres of action other than that of
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Congregational edification and development. Why this should be so, it is
simply impossible now to discuss.


The present writer once found himself in the Metropolitan Tabernacle
instead of his wonted seat at meeting. The day was wild and stormy; the
building was comfortably full; two-thirds of the congregation were men.
The preacher’s text was, “Ye serve the Lord Christ.” His discourse —
admirably fitted for any congregation in England — was a powerful appeal
for a spiritual, a practical, an every-day religion. As we wended our
homeward way through the streets of Southwark, where there are now but
few Friends to testify to these great truths, we could not but rejoice that so
powerful a teacher had been raised up, in an age that is too prone to forget
them. “The true way to serve the Lord in the common acts of life,” said
Charles Spurgeon on the occasion referred to, “is to perform them as unto
Himself; and this can be done with everything which it is lawful to do. God
forbid we should maintain, as some do, a broad, unbending distinction
between things secular and religious. This wicked age must, forsooth, have
its holy place and its holy days. What is this but a confession that most of
its buildings are unholy, and its days unholy too? Of heaven it is written, ‘I
saw no temple therein,’ and we get nearest to the heavenly state when all
superstitious notions about sacred places and sacred substances shall be
swept away once for all. To a man who lives unto God nothing is secular,
everything is sacred. He puts on his work-day garment, and it is a vestment
to him; he sits down to his meal, and it is a sacrament; he goes forth to his
labor, and therein exercises the office of the priesthood: his breath is
incense and his life a sacrifice. He sleeps on the bosom of God, and lives
and moves in the Divine presence.”


FALSE CONVERSIONS.


GETTING into a hammock is an art. I have seen a stranger attempt it and
succeed so well that in getting in on one side he has fallen out at the other.
It is an amusing sight to see how simultaneous are the getting in and the
tumbling out, but the sight suggested to us a sad parallel. Conversions are
thought to be easy things by a certain enthusiastic school, and truly they
ought to be, for they are soon over. We have known men converted just
long enough to become apostates, — a week sooner and they could not
have so dishonored the church, for they had not then been found in the
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inquiry room. Conversion is something more than this. It is a divine work.
“Turn us, O God, and we shall be turned.”


NOTES.


WE have been most savagely assailed for praying the Lord to preserve
peace, and if our rulers would not learn wisdom, to remove them. We fail
to see any reason for altering the prayer, and only trust that it may be
heard. To us mere party politics are nothing; but when we see war
threatened on behalf of a detestable tyranny, contrary to all the dictates of
humanity and religion, we cannot do otherwise than implore the Judge of
all the earth to save us from such an astounding wickedness, and to remove
from office the man whose rash bravados give rise to our fears. It is ours to
pray, but it is ever with the deep feeling that the Lord of Hosts will
accomplish his own purposes in his own way, and if the form of his
servant’s prayers should not be answered yet the spirit of them will be
acceptable with him. Many of the persons who have written us abusively
have not signed their names, and we are glad that they did not, for there is
hope that some sense of shame remains in them. Did they know how little
their fierce language annoys us they would save their paper and postage.
One such note as the following from Slavonia makes amends for a
thousand scurrilous epistles; we do not give the writer’s name because we
have not asked his permission, but he is engaged in relieving distress
among the fugitives from Bosnia. We suppose he alludes to our former
prayer, that the Lord would break the power of the oppressor —


“Palcratz, Slavonia, Austria.


“Dear Sir, — I think it will interest you to know that the little quotation
from our prayer which has appeared in the English papers has been
translated into German and Serbian, and has been in most of the
newspapers in those languages. While to the persecuted Christians of
Turkey, and their brethren in race, language and faith, of other countries,
the attitude of the English Government is so incomprehensibly hostile, a
token of sympathy and pity, and the evidence that they are not despised
and forgotten by the English people, is doubly precious. I write that you
may have the pleasure of knowing that your words have cheered and
comforted many sorrowful hearts. Oh, may they but be heard! and the
thousands now groaning in slavery and exile, the victims of Turkish







40


barbarism, be delivered from the hand and power of the wicked. I am sure I
need not ask you to be unceasing in your supplications for them.”


FUNDS — Thanks be to God, we have no longer to watch the ebb. The
Lord has stirred up a host of kind friends, and the Orphanage exchequer,
which was more and more closely nearing a condition of vacuum, has now
been replenished. We have seldom had such a number of donations in so
short a time. Our heart is full of gratitude to God and to the donors. We
have a wish, and we take leave to express it to those who take a loving
interest in our work. We hope to go to the South of Europe in a few days,
and we shall, if the Lord will, be absent for six Sabbaths. We should like to
leave enough bread and butter in all the cupboards for orphans, students,
colporteurs, and the poor blind, so that we need not even think about them
while we are among the olive groves of the Mediterranean Sea. Our rest
under such circumstances would then do us the maximum of service. The
Colportage, the Blind, and the Orphans are the most in need.


We go to press before Christmas-day, but already we see tokens that the
orphans will not be forgotten. Not by any means enough has come in as
yet, but there is a beginning made. We intend next month, if all be well, to
get Mr. Pike to describe our Christmas festivities. The poor boys are merry
indeed on that day.


COLPORTAGE — With the new year additional districts will be started at
Sittingborne, Cardiff, Coseley, Dudley West, Cradley, also Hadleigh in
Suffolk. Several other districts promise fairly, and we expect to send
colporteurs soon. Increased attention is being manifested towards the
work, not only in fresh places, but also in existing districts. The General
Secretary has visited Bacup during the past month, where he addressed
several hundreds of the colporteurs’ friends, who had previously taken tea
together. The owner of a cotton mill who presided said that he had sought
the services of a colporteur because of the large number of injurious
publications he observed in the hands of his employees, and much good
had been done during the past year through the agent’s work. Our balance
at the bank is very low, and we have heavy publishers’ accounts to meet in
a few days. In this department the “ebb” continues, but must soon have
reached the worst, for there will be nothing left.


Tuesday Dec. 12th — We preached twice in Mr. Silverton’s new place in
Nottingham, called Exeter Hall. Of all places we have ever preached in it is
at once the most compact, easy for speaking and comfortable. We
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recommend all who are building to see it. The cost was the lowest we have
ever heard of for a building of such capacity, so substantial, and so elegant.
It seats two thousand, and cost £4,700, apart from the site. Common sense
is the characteristic of Mr. Silverton, and he has shown it in this case. The
amount raised during the day was £500, and the giving and hearing were of
the most enthusiastic order.


Friday, Dec. 15th — The men of the Pastors’ College accepted the
fraternal invitation of their brethren of Regent’s Park College to spend the
afternoon and evening with them. There was very hearty intercourse
between the students and tutors of the two Colleges, and much enjoyment
in consequence. Mr. Spurgeon spoke upon culture, and Dr. Angus upon
go. With prayers, hymns, addresses, and speeches the time passed away
very pleasantly. The words of wisdom of Mr. Rogers, “the old man
eloquent,” will probably abide in the memories of all present for many a
year to come. May the two Colleges prosper with the rich blessing of God.
and may the men while in training, and when actually in the field, never
forget that “all we are brethren.”


From our College the following brethren have gone forth to pastorates,
Mr. G. Dunnett, to Newcastle-under-Lyne, Mr. N. T. Miller to Huraley,
Wotton-under-Edge, Mr. T. H. Smith to Shefford, Mr. C. Joseph to Small
Heath, Birmingham, where a new interest is in process of formation. Mr.
Davis to Ottery St. Mary, Mr. Blaikie to Irwine, Mr. Bloyto Forncett, in
Norfolk, Mr. Sumner to Brentford.


Mr. Hamilton, who left us to form a Baptist church at Cape Town, has
been well received, for we have met with the following paragraph in the
Cape Times:


“The Rev. Mr. Hamilton has preached for the last two Sundays, at
Temperance Hall, to the Baptist congregation which is now forming in this
city. The building is not large enough for the number of attendants, and it is
now the object of the congregation to obtain a more commodious place of
meeting. Mr. Hamilton is said to be an able and earnest preacher, and it
would appear that, as a student in Spurgeon’s College, he has caught
something of the master’s tact and power. The Baptists consider
themselves very happy in having Mr. Hamilton’s ministrations, and we
hope that they will succeed in procuring a more suitable tabernacle.”
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Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. V. J. Charlesworth: — Nov.
27th, seven. By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — Nov. 30th, sixteen.


TO SEEK AND TO SAVE THAT
WHICH WAS LOST.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


PERSONS may be so lost on land or on sea as to need saving and not
seeking; but we were spiritually lost, so as to need both saving and seeking
too. I heard a little while ago of a party of friends who went to the lakes of
Cumberland and endeavored to climb the Langdale Pikes. One of the
company found the labor of the ascent too wearisome, and so resolved that
he would go back to the little inn from which they started. Being a wiser
man than some, in his own esteem, he did not take the winding path by
which they had ascended. He thought he would go straight down, for he
could see the house just below, and fancied he should pitch upon it all of a
sudden, and show the mountaineers that a straight line is the nearest road.
Well, after descending, and descending, leaping many a rugged place, he
found himself at last on a ledge from which he could go neither up nor
down. After many vain attempts he saw that he was a prisoner. In a state of
wild terror, he took off his garments and tore them into shreds to make a
line, and tying the pieces together he let them down, but he found that they
reached nowhere at in all the great and apparently unfathomable abyss
which yawned below him. So he began to call aloud; but no answer came
from the surrounding hills beyond the echo of his own voice He shouted by
the half-hour together, but there was no answer, neither was there anyone
within sight. His horror nearly drove him out of his wits. At last, to his
intense joy, he saw a figure move in the plain below, and he began to shout
again. Happily it was a woman, who, hearing his voice, stopped, and as he
called again she came nearer and called out “Keep where you are. Do not
stir an inch. Keep where you are.” He was lost, but he no longer needed
seeking, for some friendly shepherds soon saw where he was. All he
wanted was saving; and so the mountaineers descended with a rope, as
they were wont to do when rescuing lost sheep, and soon brought him out
of danger. He was lost, but he did not want seeking; they could see where
he was.
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A month or two ago you must have noticed in the papers an advertisement
for a gentleman who had left Wastwater, some days before, to go over the
hills, and had not been heard of since. His friends had to seek him, that, if
still alive, he might he saved; and there were those who traversed hill and
moor to discover him, but they were unable to save him, because they
could not find him. If they could have found out where he was I do not
doubt that, had he been in the most imminent peril, the bold hills’-men
would have risked their lives to rescue him; but, alas, he was never found
nor saved: his lifeless corpse was the only discovery which was ultimately
made. This last is the true image of our deplorable condition; we are by
nature lost, so that nothing but seeking and saving together will be of any
service to us.


Let us see how our Lord accomplishes the saving. That has been done,
completely done. My dear friends, you and I were lost in the sense of
having broken the law of God and having incurred his anger, but Jesus
came and took the sin of men upon himself, and as their surety and their
substitute he bore the wrath of God, so that God can henceforth be “just,
and yet the justifier of him that believeth in Jesus.” This blessed doctrine of
substitution, I would like to die talking of it, and I intend, by divine grace,
to live proclaiming it, for it is the keystone of the gospel. Jesus Christ did
literally take upon himself the transgression and iniquity of his people, and
was made a curse for them, seeing that they had fallen under the wrath of
God; and now every soul that believeth in Jesus is saved because Jesus has
taken away the penalty and the curse due to sin. In this let us rejoice.
Christ has also saved us from the power of Satan. The seed of the woman
has bruised the serpent’s head, so that Satan’s power is broken. Jesus has,
by his mighty power, set us free from hell’s horrible yoke by vanquishing
the prince of darkness, and has moreover saved us from the power of
death, so that to believers it shall not be death to die. Christ has saved us
from sin and all its consequences by his most precious death and
resurrection.


“See God descending in the human frame,
The offended suffering in the offenders name;


All thy misdeeds to him imputed see,
And all his righteousness devolved on thee.”


Our Lord’s saving work is in this sense finished, but there is always going
on in the world his seeking work, and I want you to think of it.
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He can save us, blessed be his name. He has nothing more to do in order to
save any soul that trusts him. But we have wandered very far away, and are
hidden in the wilds of the far country. We are very hungry, and though
there is bread enough and to spare, what is the use of it while we are lost
to the home in which it is so freely distributed? We are very ragged; there
is the best robe, and it is ready to be put on us; but what is the good of it
while we are so far away? There are the music and the dancing to make us
glad and to cheer us, but what is the use of them while we still tarry among
the swine? Here, then, is the great difficulty. Our Lord must find us out,
follow our wanderings, and, treating us like lost sheep, he must bear us
back upon his shoulder rejoicing.


Many need seeking because they are lost in bad company. Evil companions
get around men and keep them away from hearing the gospel by which
men are saved. There is no place to be lost in like a great city. When a man
wants to escape the police he does not run to a little village, he hides away
in a thickly populated town. So this London has many hiding-places where
sinners get out of the gospel’s way. They lose themselves in the great
crowd, and are held captives by the slavish customs of the evil society into
which they are absorbed. If they do but relent for a moment, some
worldling plucks them by the sleeve and says, “Let us be merry while we
may. What are you so melancholy about?” Satan carefully sets a watch
upon his younger servants to prevent their escaping from his hands. These
pickets labor earnestly to prevent the man from hearing the good news of
salvation lest he should be converted. Sinners therefore need seeking out
from among the society in which they are imbedded; they need as much
seeking after as the pearls of the Arabian Gulf.


The Lord Jesus Christ in seeking men has to deal with deep-seated
prejudices. Many refuse to hear the gospel: they would travel many miles
to escape its warning message. Some are too wise, or too rich to have the
gospel preached to them. Pity the poor rich! The poor man has many
missionaries and evangelists seeking him out, but who goes after the great
ones? Some come from the east to worship, but who comes from the west?
Many more will find their way to heaven out of the back slums than ever
will come out of the great mansions and palaces. Jesus must seek his elect
among the rich under great disadvantages, but blessed be his name he does
seek them.







45


See how vices and depraved habits hold the mass of the poorer classes.
What a seeking out is needed among working-men, for many of them are
besotted with drunkenness. Look at the large part of London on the Lord’s
day: what have the working population been doing? They have been
reading the Sunday newspaper, and loafing about the house in their shirt
sleeves, and waiting at the posts of the doors — not of wisdom, but of the
drink-shop. They have been thirsting, but not after righteousness. Bacchus
still remaineth the god of this city, and multitudes are lost among the beer-
barrels and the spirit-casks. In such pursuits men waste the blessed Sabbath
hours. How shall they be sought out? Yet the Lord Jesus is doing it by his
Holy Spirit.


Alas, through their ill ways men’s ears are stopped and their eyes are
blinded, and their hearts hardened, so that the messengers of mercy have
need of great patience, it were easy work to save men, if they could but be
made willing to receive the gospel, but they will not even hear it. When
you do get them for a Sabbath-day beneath the sound of a faithful ministry,
how they struggle against it. They want seeking out fifty times over. You
bring them right up to the light, and flash it upon their eyes, but they
willfully and deliberately close their eyelids to it. You set before them life
and death, and plead with them even unto tears that they would lay hold on
eternal life; but they choose their own delusions. So long and so patiently
must they be sought that this seeking work as much reveals the gracious
heart of Jesus as did the saving work which he fulfilled upon the bloody
tree.


Notice how he is daily accomplishing his search of love. Every day,
beloved, Jesus Christ is seeking men’s ears. Would you believe it? He has
to go about with wondrous wisdom even to get a hearing. They do not
want to know the love message of their God. “God so loved the world” —
they know all about that, and do not want to hear any more. There is an
infinite sacrifice for sin: they turn on their heel at such stale news. They
would rather read an article in an infidel Review, or a paragraph in the
Police News. They want to know no more of spiritual matters. The Lord
Jesus, in order to get at their ears, cries aloud by many earnest voices.
Thank God, he has ministers yet alive who mean to be heard and will not
be put off with denials. Even the din of this noisy world cannot drown their
testimony. Cry aloud, my brother; cry aloud and spare not, for, cry as you
may, you will not cry too loudly, for man will not hear if he can help it. Our
Lord, to win men’s ears, must use a variety of voices, musical or rough, as
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his wisdom judges best. Sometimes he gains an audience by an odd voice
whose quaintness wins attention. He will reach men when he means to save
them. That was an odd voice, surely the oddest I ever heard of, which
came a little time ago in an Italian town to one of God’s elect ones there,
He was so depraved that he actually fell to worshipping the devil rather
than God. It chanted one day that a rumor went through the city that a
Protestant was coming there to preach. The priest, alarmed for his religion,
told the people from the altar that Protestants worshipped the devil, and he
charged them not to go near the meeting-room. The news, as you may
judge, excited no horror in the devil-worshipper’s mind. “Ay,” thought he,
“then I shall meet with brethren,” and so he went to hear our beloved
missionary who is now laboring in Rome. Nothing else would have drawn
the poor wretch to hear the good word, but this lie of the priest’s was
overruled to that end. He went and heard, not of the devil, but of the
devil’s conqueror, and before long was found at Jesus’ feet, a sinner saved.


I have known my Lord, when his ministers have failed, take out an arrow
from his quiver, and fix upon it a message, and put it to his bow, and shoot
it right into a man’s bosom till it wounded him; and, as it wounded him,
and he lay moaning upon his bed, the message has been conned, and felt,
and accepted. I mean that many a man in sickness has been brought to hear
the message of salvation. Often losses and crosses have brought men to
Jesus’s feet. Jesus seeks them so. When Absolom could not get an
interview with Joab, he said, “Go and set his barley-field on fire.” Then
Joab came down to Absolom, and said, “Wherefore have thy servants set
my barley-field on fire?” The Lord sometimes sends losses of property to
men who will not otherwise hear him, and at last their ears are gained.
Whom he seeketh he in due time findeth.


Well, after my Lord has sought men’s ears he next seeks their desires. He
will have them long for a Savior, and this is not an easy thing to
accomplish; but he has a way of showing men their sins, and then they wish
for mercy. He shows them at other times the great joy of the Christian life,
and then they wish to enter into the like delight. I pray that, at this hour he
may lead some of you to consider the danger you are in while you are yet
unconverted, that so you may begin to desire Christ, and in this way may
be sought and found by him.


Then he seeks their faith. He seeks that they may come and trust him; and
he has ways of bringing them to this, for he shows them the suitability of
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his salvation, and the fullness and the freeness of it; and when he has
exhibited himself as a sinner’s Savior, and such a Savior as they want, then
do they come and put their trust in him. Then has he found them and saved
them. All this does his Holy Spirit work in men for their eternal good.


He seeks their hearts, for it is their hearts that he has lost. And oh, how
sweetly does Christ, by the Holy Spirit, win men’s affections and hold them
fast. I shall never forget how he won mine, how first he gained my ear, and
then my desires, so that I wished to have him for my Lord; and then he
taught me to trust him, and when I had trusted him and found that I was
saved, then I loved him, and I love him still. So, dear hearer, if Jesus Christ
shall find you, you will become his loving follower for ever. I have been
praying that he would bring this message under the notice of those whom
he means to bless, I have asked him to let me sow in good soil: I hope that
among those who read these pages there will be many whom the Lord
Jesus has specially redeemed with his most precious blood, and I trust that
he will appear at once to them, and say, “I have loved thee with an
everlasting love, therefore with loving kindness have I drawn thee.” May
the Eternal Spirit open your ears to hear the still small voice of love. By
grace omnipotent may you be made to yield to the Lord with the cheerful
consent of your conquered wills, and accept that glorious grace which will
bring you to praise the seeking and saving Savior in heaven.


NOTES.


With profound gratitude to God we record not only the ceasing of the ebb
in our funds, but the continuance of the flood. We also with warmest love
thank the many generous friends by whose united contributions we are now
placed at ease with regard to the College and Orphanage. They have
relieved the care of one to whom care is just now as a poison, and we hope
that now our rest will be real, and therefore the more beneficial, because
we leave all in good trim. By a little thought such another great drain may
be avoided in the future. Occasional help given with regularity would
furnish all that is needed for these works of the Lord.


The Colportage, however, still needs capital, and is worked under great
disadvantage. One friend gave £100, and another £50 towards the £1,000,
which is absolutely needed; but this, though we are very thankful for it, is
not a fifth part of the real need. How are we to go on with sixty







48


colporteurs with no more capital than when we had ten? We cannot stop
the work, but what are we to do? Can any friend show us how to make
bricks without straw?


Our friends will be gratified to learn that the great wish of our beloved
wife’s heart was granted, and the contribution list of the Book Fund made
up to a thousand pounds on Saturday evening, December 20th, 1876. She
intends having the list printed, and thinks that in the form of a nice little
book it will be welcomed and read with interest by every contributor.


We are charged to make a special offer to ministers who were formerly
students of the Pastors’ College, and to them only, of six volumes of the
“Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit,” as a little help towards completing their
sets. They may be obtained by writing to Mrs. Spurgeon, and mentioning
the number of volumes already possessed.


“G. B.” who sent some really good second-hand books, and desired an
acknowledgment in The Sword and the Trowel, is hereby warmly thanked
for the gift.


December 22 — The College Evening Classes met to hold their annual
meeting. A grand work is being done in these classes in the education of
about 200 men, who remain at their trades, but thus become equipped for
various branches of the Lord’s work. The President was ill and unable to
be present, but his two sons did their best to make up the deficiency. The
meeting was good throughout.


Tuesday, Jan. 2 — was the Annual Meeting of the College. The ladies of
the Tabernacle again gave the tea, the friends came up in great numbers,
Mr. Mayors sang, and Mr. Silverton and Mr. J. A. Spurgeon spoke nobly.
We also gave such a lecture as our weary brain could concoct. There are
now 380 ministers actually in the field who were trained in the College.
What hath God wrought! Our heart is very rejoiced to see how our Lord
has made this good and needful work to prosper.


Jan. 5 — We met our Church Officers to tea and conference on the Lord’s
work, and had a most joyful season. Never church had better elders or
deacons; never pastor so valuable a co-pastor. Never was any body of
workers so hearty, so unanimous, in the work of the Lord. Points were
discussed frankly and earnestly in such a spirit of love that it brought tears
to our eyes to be one of such a band of true brothers. No heart-ache ever
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comes to us through our friends in office, they do us good and no harm all
the days of their lives.


The same evening three friends gave a meat tea to 450 hard-working men,
coal-heavers and others. They were the real sort, as any one could see at a
glance: not regular hearers of the gospel, but outsiders. The singing of Mr.
Evan Edwards of Wynne Road, and the various gospel addresses, riveted
their attention. We never saw a more hopeful meeting. We liked to see men
in their working clothes, and to talk to them in working man’s language.
More of such meetings ought to be held. All sorts are willing to come, and
eager to listen: we could have had ten times the number without an effort.
We cannot expect them to hear on an empty stomach, and the cost of the
food is a trifle compared with the joy of getting them to listen to the
gospel. We felt equally at home with Stock Exchange gentlemen and coal-
hearers, and hope to find many more such opportunities of going outside
all regular congregations. By the way, we did not tell our friends that on
December 4th we addressed more than a thousand gentlemen of the Stock
Exchange in the Pillar Room of the Cannon Street Hotel. It was a very
cheering opportunity. Our address can be had of our publishers for two-
pence.


Tuesday Jan 9 — C.H. Spurgeon addressed the prayer-meeting of the
Evangelical alliance at the Wesleyan Centenary Hall. There was quite a
convocation of Wesleyan ministers, and we are bound to thank them for
their hearty reception of their Calvinistic friend.


Wednesday, Jan. 10th — was the Annual Church Meeting at the
Tabernacle. All accounts, having been duly audited, were read to the great
host there present: the College accounts among them, as usual; for the
College is part and parcel of our Church work. The Trust Deed of the
College Buildings was signed in the presence of all, and that noble pile is
now in the hands of trustees, with a sufficient sum of money to pay
insurance, taxes, and repairs. Time has been taken to make the trust deed
carefully, but, long ago, the Pastor executed a temporary instrument for
fear his death might occur, or he might seem to wish to retain public
property in his possession.


There are grave reasons why none of the great philanthropic works of the
day should vest property in one person: everything ought to be in trust, and
nothing should be done in a corner. Everything has been in the hands of
trustees all along with the Orphanage; and at the first moment when we
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could frame a deed to which our wiser brethren could perfectly assent we
have made it so with the College property. No person ought to give money
for buildings which are not to be put in trust, and we wish all donors would
see to this, making it a sine qua non No matter how zealous and faithful a
man may be he ought not to be the sole holder of public property in any
case one moment longer than is absolutely needful. We have grave reason
for saying that the Christian public may yet see serious reason to regret
having in certain cases neglected the ordinary rules of prudence, and
allowed single individuals to hold its property in their own name.


Our friends are probably aware that the College is built upon ground held
from the Ecclesiastical Commissioners for a long term of years, These
gentlemen have with great courtesy agreed to sell us the freehold, and we
are now in process of completing the purchase. As we often hear of
instances of refusal to sell to Dissenters on the part of the great ones of the
earth, it is only right to let it be known that the conduct of the
Ecclesiastical Commissioners to us has been all that could be desired. We
pay a handsome and adequate price for what we purchase of them, but they
might have refused to sell had there been any intolerance towards us. In a
few days we hope the Trustees will hold the College free and
unencumbered for the service of God’s church till the Lord himself shall
come.


The statistics of the Church at the Tabernacle are as follows —


INCREASE


By baptism 317


From other churches 117


Profession by persons
already baptized


39


Restoration 1


TOTAL                474
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DECREASE.


Joined other Churches 185


Emigrated 15


Non-attendance 81


Other causes 8


Deaths 49


TOTAL                328


Net increase 146. Number on Church Books 4938


Thursday, Jan. 11 — In the afternoon we had great pleasure in addressing
the clerks engaged at Messsrs. Peek and Frean’s Biscuit Works. We have
since received a very hearty letter of thanks from those gentlemen. These
special occasions will, we feel sure, produce great results.


Tuesday, Jan. 1 — The London Baptist Association met at the Tabernacle
and enjoyed a festival of brotherly love. God is with us in London and our
churches are growing.


A gentleman sends us three different reports of one of our addresses, and
asks which is correct and what are the public to do? We answer, no one of
the reports is exactly accurate, and not one of them quite so faulty as usual.
As to what the public should do, we are sure we do not know. It would be
wicked to shoot all the incompetent reporters, and till this is done
newspaper reports will generally be incorrect. Only one thing we ask our
correspondent not to do, and that is, do not make us responsible for
anything we are reported to have said. We will abide by our own
utterances, but not by any reporter’s notes, unless we know our man.


ORPHANAGE. Special thanks are due for the hosts of friends who loaded us
with favors at Christmas. “God bless you all,” says the chairman, and the
boys join in with, “And so say all of us.”


To Cambridge friends a shower of thanks: for two good collections after
sermons by Mr. Charlesworth, for entertaining a choir of hungry boys, for
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paying to hear the aforesaid boys sing in the Guildhall, for sending them
home as happy as sand-boys and for making up in all £75 for the
Orphanage. Old friends are sometimes the best of friends, and in this matter
our Cambridge brethren have earned unto themselves a good degree. We
would mention names, but perhaps we had better not, but return our
thanks in the lump. Cambridge friends, we feel your kindness, and bless
you for it.


COLLEGE — Mr. Herries has left us for Consett, Durham, with our best
wishes and prayers for his success. Mr. G. Samuel has accepted the
pastorate at Penge, from which Mr. Collins lately removed to Bedford
Row.


Colportage Report — The secretary writes — “While I have nothing
special to report this month, the work is steadily progressing. To
encourage the colporteurs, and to obtain from them the best statement as
to the need, value, and success of their work four prizes have been offered
to them for the best Essays upon the subject; and it is hoped that much
valuable information will thus be afforded to justify and extend colportage
in England. We still need energetic Christian workers who have the
business tact necessary to sell good literature, combined with some
experience in Christian work and an earnest desire for the salvation of
souls. Any such should apply to the General Secretary, Mr. W. Corden
Jones, Pastors’ College, S. E., who would also be very glad to receive the
names and addresses of additional subscribers for the new year.”


Friends will please note that Mr. Spurgeon is now absent for rest, and will
be glad to be considered as having gone beyond reach for a season.


Will friends please note that our contribution list closes early this month, so
that many sums may not be acknowledged in print till March. Will donors
be a little more particular in sending correct addresses. We have many
receipts returned by the Dead Letter Office.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — December
28th, twenty-three; January 1, nineteen; 4th, sixteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1877


SCALES TAKEN FROM THE EYES.


NO. 3205


A SERMON PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY, JULY 7TH, 1910,


DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,


AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.


“And immediately there fell from his eyes as it had been scales.” - Acts 11:18.


THIS means that the film upon Saul’s eyes was comparable to the scales of
a fish, or else that it fell off as scales might fall. When the blinding film was
gone, light broke into the darkness of Saul. In different men, sin manifests
its chief power in different parts of their nature. In the case of many, sin is
most apparent in their eyes; that is to say, ignorance, error, and prejudice
have injured their mental sight. Some have the withered hand of conscious
inability, others have the deaf ear of mental obtuseness; but there are far
more who hear the joyful sound, and display much energy, but they hear
without understanding, and are zealous without knowledge, for they are
blind. This was Saul’s condition. He was thoroughly honest: we might say
of his heart, when; it was at its worst, that it was always true to its
convictions. He was no deceiver, and no timeserver. He went in for what
he believed to be right with all his might; lukewarmness and selfish policy
were alien to his nature. He dashed with all his might against the doctrine
of the cross because he thought it to be an imposition. His fault lay in his
eyes, and so, when the eyes were set right, Saul was right. When he
perceived that Jesus was, after all, the Messiah, the man became just as
earnest a follower of Christ as before he had been a persecutor.


We will talk about scales falling from men’s eyes. I want to address those
who would be right if they knew how; who are earnest, but it is in the
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wrong direction, for they do not see the truth. If the Lord, in his infinite
mercy, will but touch that sightless eyeball, and remove the film, so that
they discern the right way, they will follow it at once. May the Lord
remove many scales while we are proceeding!


First, we will speak of scales which men fail to perceive, because they are
inside. Secondly, we will show what makes these scales come to the
outside so that men do perceive them; then, thirdly, what instrumentality
the Lord uses to take these outside scales away; and, fourthly, what did
Saul see when the scales were gone?


I. First, then, THERE ARE SCALES WHICH MEN DO NOT PERCEIVE.


Saul had scales upon his eyes when he was on the road to Damascus; but if
you had looked at his face, he would have appeared to have as bright an
eye as any man. Scales on his eyes! Why, he was a sharp-sighted
philosopher, a Pharisee, and a teacher of others. He would not have
believed you for a minute if you had said to him, “Saul, you are blind.” Yet
blind he was, for his eyes were shut up with inside scales, — the worst sort
of scales that can possibly becloud the sight. Saul had the scale of self to
darken his eye. He had a great idea of Saul of Tarsus. If he had written
down his own character, he would have begun it, “a Hebrew of the
Hebrews; as touching the law, a Pharisee,” and then he would have gone
on to tell of countless good works, and fastings, and prayers, and have
finished with, “concerning zeal, persecuting the church.” He was far too
great in his own estimation to become a disciple of Jesus Christ. How
could the Rabbi who sat at the feet of Gamaliel become a follower of the
despised Galilean? Poor peasants might follow the man of Nazareth, but
Doctor Saul of Tarsus, — a man so educated both in the knowledge of the
Hebrew literature and of the Greek philosophy, — it was not likely that he
would mingle with fishermen and peasants in adoring the Nazarene. This is
the reason why a great many people cannot see the beauties of Christ, and
cannot come to him that they might have life, namely, because they are so
great in their own esteem. Ah, my lord, it might have been a goad thing for
you if you had been a pauper! Ah, good moralist, it might not be amiss for
you if you would sit by the side of those who have lost character among
men, and discover that after all, there are not many shades of difference
between you and them! Great “I” must fall before the great Savior will be
seen. When a man becomes nothing in his own estimation, then Jesus
Christ becomes everything to him; but not till then. Self is an effectual
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darkener of the windows of the soul. How can men see the gospel while
they see so much of themselves? With such a noble righteousness of their
own to deck themselves with, is it likely that they will buy of Christ the fine
white linen which is the righteousness of saints?


Another scale on Saul’s inner eye was ignorance, and learned ignorance,
too, which is by far the worst kind of ignorance. Saul knew everything but
what he ought to have known; he was instructed in all other sorts of
learning, but he did not know Christ. He had never studied the Lord’s
claim and character; he had picked up the popular rumors, and he had
thought them to be sterling truth. Ah, had he known, poor soul, that Jesus
of Nazareth really was the Christ, he would never have haled men and
women to prison; but the scale of ignorance was over his eyes. And how
many there are in this city of London, in what we call this “enlightened”
nineteenth century, who know a great deal about a thousand things, but
nothing about the one thing needful! They have never troubled to study
that; and so, for lack of knowledge, they grope as the blind.


With ignorance generally goes another scale, namely, prejudice. The man
who knows nothing about truth is usually the man who despises it most.
He does not know, and does not want to know. “Don’t tell me,” he says,
“don’t tell me.” He has nothing but a sneer for you when you have told him
the truth to the best of your ability; the man has no candor, he has made up
his mind, he has. Besides, his father before him was not of your religion,
and do you think he is going to be a turncoat, and leave the old family
faith? “Don’t tell me,” says he, “I don’t want to know anything of your
canting Methodism,” or “Presbyterianism”, or whatever it is that he likes to
call it. He is so wise! He is wiser than seven men that can render a reason.
O prejudice, prejudice, prejudice, how many hast thou destroyed! Men
who might have been wise have remained fools because they thought they
were wise. Many judge what the gospel ought to be, but do not actually
inquire as to what it is. They do not come to the Bible to obtain their views
of religion, but they open that Book to find texts to suit the opinions which
they bring to it. They are not open to the honest force of truth, and
therefore are not saved by it. Oh, that this scale would fall from every eye
which it now closes.


Saul’s soul was also darkened by the scale of unbelief. Saul had seen
Stephen die. If he saw the martyr’s heavenly face, he must have noticed the
wondrous peace which sat upon his countenance when he fell asleep amid a
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shower of stones; but Saul did not believe. Though no sermon, is like the
sight of a martyrdom, yet Saul was not convinced. Perhaps he had heard
about the Savior more than he cared to remember, but he did not believe it;
he counted the things rumored concerning him to be idle tales, and cast
them under his feet. O brothers and sisters, what multitudes are being
ruined by this cruel unbelief towards Christ! Some of you, too, whom I
have been addressing for years, are believers in the head, but unbelievers in
the heart, not really putting your trust in Jesus. Who can see if he refuses
the light? Who shall find salvation if he will not trust the Savior for it?
Unbelief is as sure to destroy those who are guilty of it as faith is sure to
save believers.


Then the scale of habit, too, had formed over Saul’s inner eye, for he had
been for a long time what he then was. “Can the Ethiopian change his skin,
or the leopard his spots?” If so, then he that is accustomed to do evil may
learn to do well. They say that use is second nature; and when the first
nature is bad, the second nature is like the first, only it goes further in
wrong. Ah, dear friends, some of you have been so accustomed to refuse
the gospel, so accustomed to follow after the pleasures and the vices of the
world, that it does not seem possible that you should follow after Christ.
Habits of secret sin are peculiarly blinding to the soul. May this scale be
speedily made to fall!


Another scale is worldliness, and Saul had that upon his inner eye, for he
loved the praise of men. He had his reputation to maintain, for he had
profited beyond most of his brethren, and was reckoned to be a most
hopeful and rising teacher of Israel. It was not likely that Saul would
believe in Jesus Christ, for then he would have to lose, the esteem of his
fellow-countrymen. The fear of man, and the love of man’s applause, how
they prevent men from seeing the truth about Jesus, and recognizing him as
the Son of God! “How can ye believe, which receive honor one of
another?” How can men bow themselves before Jesus Christ when, all the
while, they are bidding high for the homage of their fellow-sinners? The
love of adulation, which is a form, of worldliness, blinds the eye; and so
will any other love of things beneath the moon. Let but the heart be set
upon this blinding world, and there will be little sight for things divine.


II. These scales were upon the inside of Saul’s eyes when he was on the
way to Damascus, but now we have to notice them BROUGHT TO THE


OUTSIDE. Those outside scales revealed in type and figure what had always
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been the matter with Saul; they were the material index of the spiritual
mischief under which he had long labored, only now they were brought
outside so that he knew they were there, and others could perceive that
they were there. Now there was hope that they would be removed from the
eye; now that he was conscious of them, the evil was half cured. What
brought those scales to the outside, and made Saul know that he was
blind?


Well, first, it was the exceeding glory of Christ. He says, “About noon,
suddenly there shone from heaven a great light round about me,” and he
adds, “I could not see for the glory of that light.” Let my Lord Jesus Christ
only manifest himself to any of you, and you will be well enough aware of
your blindness, and you will say to yourselves, “What a strangely blind
being I must have been not to have loved such beauty as this, — not to
have yielded myself to such grace as this, — not to have trusted myself to
so complete a Savior as this!” Oh, the glory of Christ! It has even laid the
saints prostrate when they have seen it. Those who dwell nearest to their
Lord are frequently overcome with the exceeding brightness of his glory,
and have to confess with those favored three, —


“When, in ecstasy sublime,
Tabor’s glorious steep we climb,


At the too-transporting light,
Darkness rushes o’er our sight.”


So it is with the sinner when he gets his first view of a glorious Christ, the
inrush of the glory makes him mourn his native blindness; he perceives that
he has had no perception, and knows that he has known nothing.


Another thing which made the scales pass to the outside of Saul’s eyes was
that unanswerable question, “Why persecutest thou me?” That brought
home to him a sense of his sin. “Why?” That was a “why” for which Saul of
Tarsus could not find a “because.” When he discovered that the man of
Nazareth was the glorious Christ of God, then, indeed, he was
“confounded.” He could make no reply to the demand, “Why persecutest
thou me?” Oh, that the Lord would fix such a “why” in some of your
hearts! Why should you live in sin? Why are you choosing the wages of
unrighteousness? Why are you hardening your hearts against the gospel?
Why are you ridiculing it? Why do you sneer at the servants of God? If the
Holy Spirit drives that “why” home to your heart, you will begin to say,
“What a blind fool I am to have acted as I have done, to go kicking against
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the pricks, fighting against my best friend, and pouring scorn on those
whom I ought most of all to admire!” The why from the lip of Christ will
show you your blindness.


The scales were on the outside of Saul’s eyes now, because his soul had
been cast into a terrible bewilderment. We read of him that, when his eyes
were opened, he saw no man; but, trembling and astonished, he asked the
Lord what he must do. Some of us know what that experience means. We
have been brought under the hand of God till we have been utterly
astonished, — astonished at our Savior, astonished at our sin, astonished
that there should be a hope remaining for us, astonished that we should
have rejected that hope so long. With this amazement, there was mixed
trembling lest, after all, the mercy should be too great for us, and the next
word from the Lord should be, “You have kicked against the pricks so
long that, henceforth, the gates of mercy are shut against you.” May the
Lord fill some of you with trembling and astonishment, and, if he does,
then you will perceive the blindness of your soul, and cry for light.


I have no doubt the scales became all the more, perceptible to poor Saul
when he came to those three days and nights of prayer; for, when you get
a man on his knees, and he begins crying for mercy, he is in the way of
being more fully taught his need of it. If relief does not come at once, then
the penitent cries more and more intensely; his heart all the while is aching
more and more and he perceives how blind he must have been to bring
himself into such a condition. It is a good thing, sometimes, when the Lord
keeps a man in prayer, pleading for the mercy, and pleading, and pleading,
and pleading on and on, until he perceives how great his need of that mercy
is. When he has bitterly felt the darkness of his soul, he will be exceedingly
bold in bearing light to his fellowmen. May God bring many of you to
agonizing prayer; and if that prayer should last days and nights, and you
should neither eat nor drink for anguish of spirit, I warrant you that you
will learn your blindness thoroughly, and the scales upon your eyes will be
painfully evident to yourself.


III. Now thirdly, and here I should like to stir up the people of God to a
little practical business; — we have seen Saul with the scales outside his
eyes: he now knows that he is blind, though he did not know it before
when he was a proud Pharisee; he can see a great deal better now than he
could when he thought he could see; but, still, there he is, in darkness, and







59


we long for the scales to be removed; WHAT INSTRUMENTALITY DID THE


LORD USE TO GET THE SCALES AWAY?


It was not an angel, nor was it an apostle, but it was a plain man, named
Ananias, who was the means of bringing sight to blind Saul. We do not
know much about this useful brother. We know his name, and that is
enough; but Ananias was the only person whom the Lord used in taking off
the scales from this apostle’s eyes. Dear brethren, dear sisters, too, there
are some of you, if you be but alive to it, whom God will bless in like
work. Perhaps this very night, though you are unknown and obscure
Christian people, he may make you to be the means of taking the scales
from the eyes of somebody who will be eminently useful in future years.
The Holy Spirit blessed the great apostle to the Gentiles by Ananias, and he
may lead another of his mighties to himself by some obscure disciple.


Ananias was a plain man, but he was a good man. You can see that
Ananias was a thorough man of God. He was one who knew his Lord, and
recognized his voice when he said to him, in a vision, “Ananias,” and he
was a man whom the Lord knew, for he called him by his name. “I have
called thee by thy name: thou art mine.” The Lord will not send you on his
errands unless you are sound, and sincere, and living near to him; but, if
you be that, no matter how feeble you may be, I beseech you be looking
not, even to-night, for some blind soul to whom you may be as eyes.


Notice, that this Ananias was a ready man, for when the Lord spoke to
him, he said, “Behold, I am here, Lord.” I know many professors who
would have to answer, “Behold, I am anywhere else, Lord, but certainly
not here.” They are not “all there” when they are in Christ’s work; the
heart is away after something else. But, “Behold, I am here, Lord,” is a
grand thing for a believer to say when his Lord bids him seek the wanderer.
It is well to say, “Behold, I am here, Lord, ready for the poor awakened
one. If he wants a word of comfort, I am ready to say it to him; if he wants
a word of direction, here am I, as thou shalt help me to speak it to him.”
My brother, be thou like Ananias was, a ready man.


And he was an understanding man, for, when the Lord said to him
concerning Saul, “Behold; he prayeth,” he knew what that meant. He well
understood the first indication of grace in the soul. Beloved, you must have
a personal experience of the things of God, or you cannot help newborn
souls. If you do not yourself know what it is to pass from death to life, and
do not know the marks of regeneration, you are useless.
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At the same time, he was a discerning man, — an inquiring, discriminating
man, for he began to say, “Lord, I have heard by many of this man.” He
wanted to know a little about Saul, so he inquired of the great Master as to
his character, and whether it was a genuine work of grace in his soul. It
will not do to pat all people on the back, and give them comfort without
examining into their state. Some of you must know by this time that
indiscriminate consolation does more hurt than good. Certain classes need
no consolation, but rather require reproof. They want wounding before
they can be healed; and it is a good thing to know your man, and especially
to wait upon the Lord, and ask him to tell you about your man, so that you
may know how to deal with him when you do come to him. Use all
diligence to know the case as Ananias did.


But when once he had made his inquiry, he was an obedient man. He was
told to go into a house where I do not suppose he had ever left his card in
his life; but he did not stop for an introduction, but went off at once to the
house of Judas, and inquired for one called Saul, of Tarsus. He had divine
authority; the Lord had given him a search-warrant, and so he entered the
house.


“Thus the eternal mandate ran
Almighty grace, arrest that man.”


Ananias must be the sheriff’s officer to go and arrest Saul in the name of
the Lord, and so away he went.


And you will notice what a personal-dealing man he was, for he did not
stand at a distance, but, putting his hands on him, he said, “Brother Saul.”
Ah, that is the way to talk to people who are seeking the Lord; not to stand
five miles off, and speak distantly, or preach condescendingly, as from the
supreme heaven of a sanctified believer, down to the poor sinner mourning
below. No, go and talk to him; call him brother. Go and speak to him, with
a true, loving, brotherly accent, as Ananias did, for he was a brotherly
man.


Ananias also was a man whose subject was Christ. As soon as ever you do
speak to the sinner, let the first thing you have to say be, “The Lord, even
Jesus.” Whatever you say next, begin with that, “Brother Saul, the Lord,
even Jesus.” Have something to say about Jesus, but say it personally and
pointedly, not as though you were alluding to persons living in Australia
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seven hundred years ago, but as referring to Brother Saul, and intending
the word for him.


Among Christian people, there are mighty hunters before the Lord, who
strive after souls, but I wish that a hundred times as many really cared for
the souls of their fellow-men. Some church members never speak to
anybody about spiritual things. You come into your pews, and you like two
sets if you can get them; like gentlemen in a first-class carriage, you want a
compartment to yourselves; and then, after service, no matter who is
impressed, many of you have not a word to say. Should it be so, brethren?
We should always be on the look out to seat strangers comfortably, and
afterwards to drive home by personal remark any truth which may have
been advanced. “Ah! says one, but I may speak to the wrong person.”
Suppose you did, is it such a mighty misfortune to miss your mark once:
Ah, brethren, if you were to address the wrong person fifty times, and
ultimately meet the right one once in a year, it would well reward you. If
you were to receive rebuffs, and rebuffs, and rebuffs, and yet at last you
should find out the Brother Saul who is to have the scales removed by you,
and by none but you, you would be well rewarded. A plain common-sense
word from a common-sense Christian has often been the very thing to set
some able critic at liberty. Some man of profound mind — a Thomas of
abundant doubts and questions, — has only just wanted a simple-hearted
Christian man to say the right word, and he has entered into peace and
liberty. You must not think that learned personages, when the Lord
touches them in the heart, want to be talked to by doctors of divinity. Not
they! They become as simple-hearted as others, and, like dying kings and
dying bishops, they ask to hear a shepherd pray, because they find more
savor, more plainness, more earnestness, more faith, and more familiarity
with God, in the humble expressions of the lowly than in the language of
courtly preachers. Do not, therefore, Brother Ananias, say, “I cannot go
and talk to anybody. I have never been to college.” Do not, sister in Christ,
keep back because you are a woman, for oftentimes the Lord makes the
sweet and gentle voice of woman to sound out the music of grace. God
grant that many of us may be the instruments of taking the scales from
men’s eyes!


IV. LASTLY, WHAT DID SAUL SEE WHEN THE SCALES WERE GONE?


The first person he saw was Brother Ananias. It was a fine sight for Saul
to see Brother Ananias’s Christian countenance beaming with love and joy.
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I fancy he was like one of our elders, a fine old Christian man, with love to
souls written on his face. When Saul opened his eyes, it must have done
him good to see just such a face as that, — a plain, simple man full of holy
zeal and intense anxiety for his good. Dear friend, if the Lord opens your
eyes, you will see the brotherhood of Christians. Perhaps you will enjoy
that among the first delights of your Christian experience; and, for a little
while, your faith, it may be, will hang upon the testimony of an instructed
Christian woman, and your confidence will need confirmation by the
witness of a more advanced brother in the Lord. But, my fellow-worker,
the saved one will never see Brother Ananias unless Ananias goes to him,
and becomes the means of opening his eyes; but if you will go and do that,
you will win a friend who will love you as long as life lasts. There are some
of you between whom and myself there are ties which death cannot snap. I
will find you out in heaven if I can and I know you will desire to meet me.
The Lord gave you to me as my spiritual children; and if it should come to
pass that earthly fathers should not see their children in heaven, yet the
spiritual father will see his children there praising and blessing the Lord.
One of the next joys to knowing Christ yourself must surely be that of
leading others to know him. Seek after this bliss.


The next thing that Saul would see would be a Savior in Christ, for
Ananias said to him, “The Lord, even Jesus, that appeared unto thee in the
way as thou camest, hath sent me, that thou mightest receive thy sight.”
Now he would see what an opener of the eyes Jesus is, what a mighty
Savior for sinners. And, oh, this is a blessed sight, — to see Christ as a
Savior, as my Savior, opening my eyes, so, that I can say, “One thing I
know, whereas I was blind, now I see.” This is a heavenly sight. May you
help many to gaze upon it!


Right speedily he saw the Spirit of God waiting to fill him: “that thou
mightest receive thy sight, and be filled with the Holy Ghost.” Ah, dear
soul, when thou hast come to see Christ, then the blessed Spirit will
become dear to thee, and thou wilt rejoice to think that he will dwell in
thee, to sanctify thee, to enlighten thee, to strengthen thee, and to make
thee a vessel of mercy unto others.


One more thing that Saul saw, when his eyes were opened, was what some
do not see, although their eyes are opened in other aspects. “He received
sight forthwith, and arose, and was baptized.” He saw the duty of believed
baptism, and he attended to it directly. You who believe in Jesus should
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confess Jesus, and you who have confessed Jesus should gently bestir the
memories of those very retiring young converts, who are afraid to put on
Christ in baptism. You know right well that salvation lies in the believing,
but still how singularly the two things are put together, “He that believeth
and is baptized shall be saved.” The two things are joined together by
Christ, so let no man put them asunder. Surely, dear friends, wherever
there is a genuine faith in Christ, there ought to be a speedy obedience to
the other matter. I once met a man who had been forty years a Christian,
and believed it to be his duty to be baptized; but when I spoke to him about
it, he said, “He that believeth shall not make haste.” After forty years delay,
he talked about not making haste. I quoted to him another passage: “I
made haste, and delayed not to keep thy commandment,” and showed him
what the meaning of his misapplied passage was. Now, soul, do not delay.
As soon as Saul’s eyes were opened, straightway he took upon himself the
outward badge of the Christian faith, and arose, and was baptized. Now, I
call upon you who love the Lord Jesus Christ not to play the coward, but
come out, and own your Lord and Master. You that are truly his disciples,
confess it. I like to see the soldier wearing his red coat; it is the right thing
for him to wear his regimentals. It is the same with the soldiers of Christ.
What are you ashamed of? Be ashamed of being ashamed, if you are
ashamed of Christ. “Oh, but, I am afraid I might not hold on my way!”
Whose business is it to make you hold on your way? Is it not his business
who has bidden you to take up your cross, and follow him, and who has
said, “Whosoever shall confess me before men, him will I confess before
my Father which is in heaven; but whosoever shall deny me, before men,
him will I also deny before my Father which is in heaven”?


I pray the Lord to bless the feeble words of mine. O souls, O souls, it does
seem to me so dreadful that so many of you should come here continually,
and yet be blinded! I try to talk plainly about your souls need, and about
Christ Jesus as able to meet that need; how long must I repeat the old
story? Once again, I beseech you, think upon my Lord and Master, and see
what a Savior He is, and how suitable it is for you. I would entreat you to
delay no longer, but to close in with the invitations of his mercy. I think,
sometimes, that my Master deserves that we should do more than invite
you. We command you, in the name of Jesus of Nazareth to bow before his
scepter, for he is the King. Own his dominion, and let him be your Savior,
for this know, — that his gospel comes with divine authority as well as
with gentle persuasion, neither can men reject it except at the peril of their
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souls. He whom I preach to you to-night will shortly come to be your
Judge; and if you will not trust, him, on his cross, you must tremble before
him on his throne. Oh, come to him! Simple trust is the way to come to
him. Believe in him, and he is yours, and his salvation is yours.


THE TWO DOORS.


OUR hotel stands upon the side of a hill, and so has two entrances, one in
the usual position, and the other on the second floor; so that to meet some
friends we who live upon the first story have to go down, and to speak
with others we have to go up. This is the position of the average Christian;
he has to come down to the weakness and scant spirituality of many of his
brethren, but he must climb to have fellowship with better developed
children of God. We allowed a friend to pass us the other day at the higher
level, but by running down stairs we overtook him before he had passed
our front door on the beach; and thus when you are unable to have
communion with a brother in his high joys you can meet him upon the
lower platform of his trials and infirmities. Some cannot understand the
joys of the saints, and others cannot tolerate their griefs; it is well to have a
porch on each of the two levels, so as to “weep with them that weep, and
rejoice with them that do rejoice.”


NOTES OF THE EDITORS TRIP TO MENTONE.


As we are unable to furnish particulars of anything done in the Christian
world, or in our own little domain at the Tabernacle, and are altogether
over the edge of public life, we can only fill up our space with notes of our
journey in search of health and rest. Some of our friends take such a
personal interest in the Pastor himself that they have asked for this, and we
do not profess to have modesty enough to refuse their loving request.


MONDAY, JAN. 22 — We left Charing Cross at 10:45 in company with our
beloved deacon, Mr. Joseph Passmore, and two gentlemen whom we have
long regarded as our country deacons, Mr. Teller, of Waterbeach, and Mr.
Abraham, of Minster, near Oxford. The day was cold, the sea smooth, and
the journey from Boulogne to Paris about as dull as other traversers of that
monotonous piece of country usually find it: but the yoke was removed
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from the shoulder, and pleasant companions were with us, and the time
sped away. The next day was bitterly cold, and there was a piercing wind,
but we saw some of the old sights over again, rode into the Bois de
Boulogne, and tried to forget those burdens which have of late seemed so
heavy to our soul. We lingered long in the Sainte Chapelle, that glorious
vision of azure and crystal. We almost dreamed there of the unclouded
skies where the weary are eternally at rest. We should like to gaze upon
that gem of purest ray serene every morning in the year; one would surely
never tire of such sweetness of light. Verily God maketh man a creature
exceeding wise; what must his own wisdom be? By God’s blessing the
change of scene made our nights more refreshing than they have long been.
O sleep, what a boon thou art!


WEDNESDAY, JAN 24 — We had eleven hours of cold ride to Lyons. The
ground was all white with frost, but the country very pleasant to look
upon, our track following the course of rivers, and running through many
towns with historical associations. We are not going to inflict extracts from
Murray upon our readers, or we could spin out a long description. The
land is well tilled, and abounds in vineyards and corn lands. It was odd to
see a woman driving a plough with two horses, but she seemed well at
home at the work, and probably would not thank us for our pity.
Mountains in the distance covered with snow made us glad that our iron
way was unobstructed, and we sang, “Praise God, from whom all blessings
flow.”


Lyons was, as we have generally found it, sweltering in fog, and we were
glad before eleven at night to be housed at the Hotel de l’Univers, close to
the station, though not much aided in our slumbers by the roaring of lions and
the trumpeting of elephants confined in a traveling menagerie in the square. We
tried to see something in Lyons on Thursday, for there really is a good deal to
be seen, but as the fog was too thick for us to do more than dimly discern the
opposite banks of the rivers we made but small discoveries, and waited
patiently till we felt strong enough for another day’s journey. Lyons was no
improvement upon London as far as damp and cold were concerned. We
had come far and fared no better, but then we knew it would be better on
before. We cheerfully traverse weary ways when we have a sunny clime
before us. Life itself is such a journey to the land


“Where everlasting spring abides,
And never-withering flowers.”
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FRIDAY, JAN. 26. — We were off soon after seven for nearly nine hours
more of rail. We had a coupe, and so could see all that was to be seen, and
could there be more? From the land of vines we glided into the region of
mulberries, and on to that of olives, with here and there an orange to mark
the neighborhood of a still sunnier clime. The Rhone was almost constantly
in view, rushing between two walls of rock, backed by giant mountain
masses, and the views were sublime. We were in the country of the
Camisards and other heroic strugglers for our holy faith against the
outrageous tyranny and sevenfold persecutions of Popish monarchs, —
there was Valence still the headquarters of the Reformed Church in the
South, and Orange, aforetime a city of refuge for the persecuted Huguenot.
The blood of saints has bedewed all that fruitful region, and watered the
neighboring desert with its priceless drops. There, too, stands the
monstrous dungeon-like pile of Avignon, the perpetual refutation of
Rome’s lying claim to apostolical succession, and perpetual unity and
catholicity. Within these gloomy walls reigned successive Antipopes,
making the Papal church a two headed giant, each head cursing the other
with equal vehemence and infallibility. We dined beneath the shadow of the
palace walls, and found no terrors in the cave from which Giant Pope has
gone to bite his nails, and grin at pilgrims whom he is no longer able to
devour. On we went till the blue waters of the Mediterranean informed us
that the day’s journey was nearly over, and we were near the city of
Marseilles. The wind was blowing terribly, and in walking through the
streets we were scarcely able, to keep upon our feet. So far we had gained
in warmth but to no very great degree: damp, however, was gone, and so
one factor of rheumatism had disappeared.


SATURDAY, JAN. 27, — we were on our way to Hyeres, and found on the
road that great coats were an encumbrance, for we were in the heat of an
average June day. At Hyeres beneath a cloudless sky, with a blazing sun,
we thought we had found the golden isles at last, and could count on a
summer holiday in mid-winter. There were avenues of palms, hedges of
blooming roses, oranges, and pepper trees, and gardens all in full bearing,
and withal a little town as quiet as a country village, just the spot for a
Sabbath’s halt. In the evening the temperature fell so much as to make the
blazing pine logs on the hearth a real luxury, and in cheerful chambers we
spent the evening, and at night our sleep was exceeding sweet to us.


The Sabbath was luxurious, no sky could be clearer, no created sun could
bear more healing beneath its wings. We thought of beloved ones far away,
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and as we broke bread together in our chamber in memory of our dying
Lord, we had fellowship with the saints at home, yea, and with the whole
family in heaven and on earth, and best of all with the ever glorious Head
of the One Church “above, beneath.” In an olive garden we also whiled
away a couple of hours, lying in the blessed sunshine, almost too warm to
bear, and speaking together of the goodness of the Lord which we had
each experienced.


This is a very cheap spot to sojourn in, the charges being little over five
shillings per diem for lodging and three good meals a day, for those who
take up permanent residence and do not demand the very best rooms. We
cannot imagine a more delightful dwelling place if it were not for one
exception, which is not a little one. The sun went down on Sunday night
amid great splendor, and the full moon made the scene wondrously clear
and lustrous, and all was after Herbert’s mind, “so calm so bright”; but the
next morning saw a notable change. The sun was equally bright, but the
mistral was abroad, a terrible wind, which is similar to our east wind with
its worst qualities made yet more vicious. How it howled and raved, and
raged, and tossed the palms about and bowed the trees and worried
everybody! This one could bear; but the dust! Well, it seemed to cut the
eyes, fill the hair, and make the teeth grind grit, besides demanding one’s
hat and lifting the body as if the feet must no longer touch the ground. We
gave up the unequal contest and remained indoors on Monday, resolved to
remove our tent to Cannes and see whether the boisterous wind was
equally abroad on the other side the Estrelles. Thus readily can the Lord
stir up our nest, and make us say of the most dainty abode, “Depart ye,
depart ye, this is not our rest.”


JAN. 30. — The railway journey to Cannes was delightful; every inch of the
road is a picture. Among the olive gardens which look so quiet and solemn
and old-world-like, the locomotive seems out of place. The contrast took
another form when we paused within a stone’s throw of an ancient Roman
amphitheater, and saw the remains of fortifications, city gates, and arches
of aqueducts. From the age of pagan civilization to the present, very
imperfect though it be, what a stride! Could the victims of the arena have
foreseen a period like this, they would have called it the age of gold as
compared with their own.


Cannes, stretching out its wide arms to embrace a beautiful bay, is quite a
different place from Hyeres, not only because it has the seaside element,
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but because the many villas of the wealthy give it an aristocratic character.
It is none the better for that, but it is all the handsomer. The bay is lovely
indeed, and the isle of St. Marguerite helps to shut it in and make it the
more picturesque. Alas, we had not yet escaped the mistral. In a somewhat
quieter mood it had followed us from Hyers and cast dust upon us as
before. Resolved, however, to gain health and strength by exercise, we
pushed along the shore to the garden of the Hesperides, where a vast
number of orange trees, still loaded with fruit, well justified by their golden
apples the name of the garden. What a sight a well-kept garden presents
when in full bearing! Here is the reward for abundant labor and expense.
Our Lord’s garden, for which all has been done that can be done, should be
of all others the most fruitful: and truly a church when it yields plenteously
its works of faith and labors of love is a sight comparable to Paradise of
old, and her ministry becomes as apples of gold in baskets of silver.


We were weary with the day’s riding and walking, but found our sleep
sweet to us, and our mind like a bird let loose. Blessed be the Lord, who
resteth our soul


JAN. 31 — The wind blew still, and the day was by no means pleasant till a
little before noon, when there came a sudden lull and then the gale ceased,
and the soft balmy atmosphere comforted us. We took carriage to Grasse,
a town above Cannes, more among the mountains, a place where essences,
liqueurs, perfumes, and candied fruits are manufactured. The road
ascended through fields of roses and forests of olive trees, and all along
presented pleasant views; but the climax of the journey was the elevated
esplanade of Grasse itself from which the far reaching scene is
extraordinary, even for a land of beauty. We saw a sea of olives, dotted
with villages like islands, and then, beyond all, the Mediterranean. We
gazed in delight and wished that we could have lingered the livelong day,
Our sojourn, however, was necessarily short, for the day was advanced,
and it was needful to reach our hotel before the cold of evening could seize
upon us. We observed rose-leaves and violets preserved as sweetmeats
after the cunning manner of the confectioner, and for the first time we
tasted violets and found them as sweet to the mouth as to the nose. Our
friends need not be alarmed, we can assure them that our speech will not
become flowery, we did not consume sufficient for that. Crack went the
whip, and with the skid well on, we descended towards Cannes, dogs
rushing out perpetually to bark at the hastening wheels. Cannes and canis
must have a mysterious connection, for assuredly no town can boast such a
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canine population. There are dogs everywhere, and such curs as we never
remember to have seen before. We never thought so badly of the canine
race before, and are inclined to believe that the hard oriental feeling
towards dogs so frequently shown in the Bible must have arisen from there
being so many of them in eastern cities, and those of the worst breed.


In wandering through the markets and streets we were pleased to meet the
colporteur with his Bibles, and to notice a little square watch-box, by
courtesy called a kiosque, upon which some good body had pasted
pictures, scriptural cards, and pieces of religious literature. As an indication
that a true heart was doing what it could we welcomed this laudable
attempt to publish the gospel, but if its author wishes to attract attention
the little business should be done a little more artistically, and with
somewhat of the common sense which a tradesman would show when
displaying his goods. That which is done for Jesus deserves to be done in
the best possible style. It is well, however, when we see work done at all,
for a voice for Jesus has power in it even if it be not accurate in melody.


We basked in the sun, and watched the waves hour after hour, having no
wish for exciting scenes, or picture galleries, or museums: rest, sweet rest,
was all we sought, and, finding it, we were content. Cannes abundantly
justifies the partiality of Lord Brougham, who here spent his later years; it
is a choice spot, even in a land which is the favorite of the sun.


FEB. 2 was a day which we shall not seen forget, for we had a sail past the
island of St. Marguerite, in whose gloomy prison once dwelt the man in the
iron mask, and, what is more to our purpose, where many Protestant
pastors pined away in that terrible period which succeeded the revocation
of the edict of Nantes. In later days Marshal Bazaine made his escape from
the island in 1874. One would imagine that some back door must have
been left open, and that sentinels winked very hard, or the bird would not
have flown. Our voyage took us to the island of St. Honorat, which in
early times was to this region what Iona was to Scotland, an island of
saints. Honorat, in the opening years of the fifth century, retired to this
little isle, and attracted around him a number of students, many of whom
became such famous missionaries that the Romish church has enrolled
them among her saints. The best known to our readers will be Patrick, the
evangelizer of Ireland. Christianity was then almost as pure as at the first,
and we can well imagine the holy quietude in which hundreds of good men
spent the years of their preparation for future ministry among the rocks of
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this sea-girt isle. It must have been a Patmos to them, with constant
meditation and prayer, and when they, left its holy shores, they went forth,
full of zeal, to cry like John the divine, “the Spirit and the bride say come,
and whosoever will let him take the water of life freely.” In all ages it has
seemed good unto the Lord to gather men around some favored instructor,
and enable them, under his guidance, to sharpen their swords for the battle
of life. Thus did Honorat and Columba in the olden time, and so did
Wycliffe and Luther and Calvin in the Reformation times, train the armies
of the Lord for their mission. Schools of the prophets are a prime necessary
if the power of religion is to be kept alive and propagated in the land. As
we sat under the umbrageous pines by the calm sea, and gazed upon the
almost more than earthly scene around, our heart swelled with great
desires, and our prayer went up to heaven that we also might do something
to convert the nations ere we go hence and be no more. If God wills it we
may yet commence new missionary operations, and we mean on our return
to call our men together to pray about it. Perhaps there are warm hearts at
home which may be moved to pray with us, and something may yet come
out of our meditations among the pines of St. Honorat.


FEB. 3 saw us safely landed at Mentone, our delicious haven of rest. VALE.


Mr. Morison Cumming has accepted a call from the church at New Barnet,
N. The chapel is one built by the London Baptist Association during the
Rev. F. Tucker’s presidency.


Another brother, Mr. A.E. Spicer, has also just settled in Cornwall, having
accepted an invitation to the church at Hayle.


LETTER FROM MR. SPURGEON.


BELOVED FRIENDS, — I have heard with the utmost satisfaction of the
enthusiasm with which the special services have been taken up by so many
of you. It is a token for good which encourages my largest expectations.
The anxiety of the church for conversions is in a very distinct manner
connected with the desired result: for that desire leads to increased prayer,
and so secures the effectual working of the Holy Spirit, and it also inspires
an ardent zeal which sets believers working for the salvation of those
around them, and this also is sure to produce fruit. I look there- fore for
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the conversion of many with as much confidence as I look for the ships to
arrive at their haven when a fair wind is blowing.


To those who are thus earnest for the Lord’s glory I send my heart’s
gratitude, and for those who are not as yet aroused to like ardor, I put up
my fervent prayers that they may no longer lag behind their brethren. Our
children are growing up around us, our great city is daily adding to its
enormous bulk, and our cemeteries are being gorged with the dead; so long
as one soul remained unsaved and in danger of the unquenchable fire, it
behoves every Christian to be diligent to spread abroad the healing savor of
the Redeemer’s name. Woe unto that man who conceals the light, while
men are stumbling in the darkness. Woe unto him who keeps back the
bread of life in the season of famine. Beloved, I am persuaded better things
of you, though I thus speak.


Persevering, quiet believers, who in secret implore the divine blessing, and
then regularly give their aid to the continuous worship, service, and
intercession of the church, are the strength of the brotherhood, the main
body of the hosts of the Lord. Let all such rejoice because their labor is not
in vain in the Lord.


But we need also dashing spirits who will lead on in continually renewed
efforts: thoughtful, practical men and women who will suggest and
commence aggressive movements. We have such among us, but others
need to be pressed into the service. One should canvass for the Sabbath-
school, another should break up fresh tract districts, and a third should
commence a cottage service, and a fourth should preach in a court or alley
which has not been as yet visited. Brethren, we must all do all that can be
done for Jesus, for the time is at hand when we must give in our account,
and our Master is at hand.


Beloved in the Lord, my joy and crown, walk in all love to each other, in
holiness towards God and in uprightness and kindness toward all men.
Peace be with you all.


May those who have heard the gospel among us, but have not as yet felt its
power, be found by the Lord during the services which have been held in
my absence. If they have escaped the net when I have thrown it, may some
brother fisher of souls be more successful with them. It is very hard to
think of one of our hearers being lost for ever, but how much harder will it
be for them to endure in their own persons eternal ruin! May the great
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lover of men’s souls put forth his pierced hand, and turn the disobedient
into the way of peace.


I am most grateful to report that my health is restored, my heart is no
longer heavy, my spirits have revived, and I hope to return to you greatly
refreshed. Loving friends in Christ, I beg to be continually remembered in
your prayers. I send my love to my co-pastor and true helper, to the
deacons, elders, and every one of you in Christ Jesus.


Yours heartily, C. H. SPURGEON.


Mentone, Feb. 13.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1877


A CHURCH WE KNOW OF.


BY C. H. SPURGEON


APTNESS to discover and report faults is a very common gift. A good nose
for heresy and a quick ear for slander are very ordinary endowments. In the
Book of Record there are innumerable entries concerning the worldliness,
discord, and general declension of the churches, and some of these are as
full of lamentation as the prophet’s roll. If it be faithfulness to publish
failures and sins on the part of God’s people, there has certainly been no
lack of faithfulness in these last days; it even strikes us that the virtue has
been a little overdone. Wise men and fools have been alike eager to try
their pens at writing bitter things against the degenerate church of God.
One could have wished that there had been more plentiful traces of tears
blotting the record, and that the penman’s hand had quivered a little with
sorrowful emotion; but still the memorial has been made with stern fidelity,
and nothing has been extenuated. A ruthless severity which has never fallen
short of the truth has drawn the indictment, collected the evidence, and
commented thereon unsparingly. Well, there may have been a need for all
this; at least it will be wisest for the church to receive it all in the spirit of
the saint who said, “Let the righteous smite me, it shall be a kindness, and
let him reprove me, it shall be an excellent oil which shall not break my
head.” At any rate let us, hope that those who penned the charges and
reported the evil deeds were themselves all the easier when they had
relieved their minds.


Let the way of the faithful faultfinders shine with honor: we have, however,
no wish to follow in their track while speaking of a church and people that
are just now in our thoughts, and we could not if we would, for it would
require us to be false to facts and untrue to our own heart. If all churches
were as a church we know of, if all manifested the same unity, concord,
and zeal, the very smallest drop of gall which ever entered into the
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composition of ink would be far too much to write out the complaints of a
century. The reader may accuse us of partiality, but we cannot help it: if
others have taken leave to vilify dissenting churches, both in the measured
language of distinct accusation and by the sneering caricatures of fiction,
we also will have our say and give forth our opinion and experience
concerning the one church of which we are better able to judge than any
other living man. Facts are facts, and ought to be as freely stated to honor
as to dishonor. Is detraction necessarily more impartial than praise? Must
justice of necessity condemn? Is it not as faithful to praise the good as to
censure the evil? So far as we can judge, the popular part is that of the
censorious critic, while he who praises will certainly be suspected and will
probably be condemned as a flatterer, or an injudicious partisan. We accept
the difficult and unenviable position, and will speak the truth come what
may of it.


The pastor of a church which we know of was weary in mind and needed
rest. He had but to intimate the need, and he was urged to seek repose at
once. He felt that he could not leave his post just then, but no tie held him
to his work except such as he himself felt to be binding. Not a whisper laid
a constraint upon him. All his friends wished him to do as he judged best,
and what is better, they furnished him with the means to make holiday
whenever he pleased. Quietly and unostentatiously this was attended to as
a matter of course, but it was none the less gratefully received. No one had
any wish but that the pastor whom they loved should find refreshment from
mental strain, and come back full of the blessing of the gospel of peace.


In due time the pastor was gone — what then? Did matters flag,
congregations fall off, and prayer-meetings decline? Far otherwise. Of
course there was less of a crowd of outsiders at Sabbath services, but the
people, the flock, did not wander; it was their point of honor to fill the
house, and let the good men who occupied the pastor’s place feel that they
were appreciated. Good old Dr. Liefchild used to tell a merry story of his
chapel-keeper, which is worth repeating. “Ah, Doctor,” said the old lady,
“there is one point in which I admire you above all the preachers I ever
knew, for the most of them when they go away fill up their pulpits with any
sticks they can find, but you never do that. I was only saying the other day
that you never go out but what you sent us a better preacher than
yourself.” The pastor we are writing of always endeavors to imitate Dr.
Liefchild in this point, and if he does not elicit quite so outspoken an
eulogium he at any rate tries to deserve it. Yet even with the best
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substitutes, certain fickle ones will not be kept at home, and therefore it is
the more pleasant to meet with a church which is free from this fault.
Nothing can be worse than to see a people scattered hither and thither
because their elect preacher is unavoidably absent; it looks as if the work
depended upon a single life, and it raises the suspicion that the faith of the
hearers stands rather in the force of human teaching than in the power of
the Holy Ghost. If ever a church member should vacate his seat it should
not be in the minister’s absence, for it sets an ill example and tends greatly
to the discouragement of the servant of the Lord who has undertaken to
minister temporarily in the congregation. The people of whom we write
escape all just remark on this score, though from the absence of the
strangers and the mixed multitude of curiosity-hearers some have taken
opportunity to offer ungenerous and untruthful insinuations.


But what of the prayer-meetings? The church which is now in our mind’s
eye has always been given to prayer, and its assemblies for supplication
constitute its main peculiarity and its source of strength. Some have hinted
that interesting addresses are the potent attraction and that the presence of
the pastor is a lodestone to many. How then did the preacher’s absence tell
upon the gatherings? Did the numbers dwindle down? No, they were
greater rather than less. The praying people felt all the more their
responsibility to sustain the sacred work of intercession, and therefore they
mustered in full force; they would not desert the junior pastor, and the
deacons and elders, rather did they feel that they must rally round them,
and make the meetings for supplication more hearty and more prevalent.
The senior pastor was prayed for with all the greater freedom because of
his absence, and all his helpers were also the more fervently commended to
the divine keeping because of the extra duties which devolved upon them.
The Holy Spirit gave life to the supplications, and the praying brethren
being many, and well led by earnest officers, the prayer- meetings were
memorably excellent, and full of refreshment.


But it will at least be imagined that special efforts would slacken, or
perhaps be suspended. Cruel sneers at the “one-man ministry” are often
backed up by the question, “If the one man were gone, what would you
do?” The church of which we are now writing is a fair specimen of this
much-decried one-man ministry, and what is its fruit, what are its capacities
when the despised “one man” is out of the way? Why, it is so soundly vital,
so universally at work, so independent of any one individual, that it of its
own accord selected the period of the senior pastor’s vacation for the
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holding of special services that there might be no call upon him for extra
exertion, and that there might be an additional hold upon the young people
to compensate for his absence. Those services under the divine blessing
were attended with the best results. At the very commencement interest
was excited, and very soon enthusiasm was amused; the officers were
punctually at their posts, and the members who are addicted to soul-
winning were there too; speakers were found among themselves, and,
supplemented by brother ministers, sufficed to arouse and sustain the
revival spirit. Week after week the services went on with growing energy,
backsliders were restored, saints quickened, and sinners converted. The
brethren, as one man, put their necks to the work of the Lord, and labored
with double diligence. Beloved leaders were to the front, but there was no
lack of the rank and file. The people needed no eloquent appeals or
pressing exhortations, they had a mind to the Redeemer’s glory, and
therefore each one conscientiously took his place and filled it, and the Lord
smiled on the united and earnest work of his people. No one could ascribe
honor to the one man in the conversions wrought during his absence, and
at the same time there was no fear of his instrumentality being despised
among so attached a people, and therefore it seemed good unto the Lord
to bless the efforts of his servants very remarkably. What a joy is this to the
minister! How deeply he loves, and how greatly he honors the brethren
who have thus dealt faithfully to the great Head of the church! What union
of heart he feels with his noble band of helpers! God is very gracious in
having raised up such men, and in having made them able to go in and out
before the Lord’s people with zeal and discretion clothed with the divine
power.


Content, yea, delighted, to consecrate their substance and their gifts to the
common cause, some of them labor more abundantly for the church than
for their own secular business, while others to whom worldly possessions
are denied do not envy their fellows, but heap up such things as they have
upon the altar of the Lord, and by the unceasing sacrifice of time and toil
for the good of the church earn unto themselves a good degree. Strife as to
which shall be the greatest is altogether banished, but a sacred emulation as
to which shall best conduct his own department still remains. Imperfect
tempers, and erring dispositions are kept in check by the divine Spirit, and
a powerful public sentiment of love and unity rules the little
commonwealth, so that incipient evils are nipped in the bud. The Lord has
done it, and it is marvelous in our eyes. Poor human nature could never
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compass a score years of peaceful fellowship, but a baptism into the one
Spirit has accomplished it, and works mightily still to the same end. Glory
be to God for it.


But did no work flag? None. The over-looking eye doeth much; did not
some things drag when in some measure let alone? No, not so much as
one. The workers were more than ordinarily diligent, and the various
agencies were rather quickened than retarded. Contributions did not fall
off, the weekly offering was up to its general average; in fact, in the
direction of liberality certain special matters were devised, arranged, and
carried through with peculiar promptitude, and were reported to the pastor
only as accomplished facts. The watch-man’s eye fails to detect a failure
anywhere, and it is lifted to heaven in adoring gratitude because “all is
well.”


These things are not written to magnify man, nor out of mere personal
affection, but that they may stimulate others. This church prospers with the
increase of God, and do you wonder? Where there is little love between
pastor and people can the good work succeed? Where everything depends
upon incessant whip and spur can there be real prosperity? Where the work
of the Lord is official business, and the members find little else to do except
to gossip, dispute, and quarrel, can the Holy Spirit dwell with them? There
must be the graces of love, unity, zeal, or we cannot expect to see the hand
of the Lord stretched out in power. We are afraid that there are churches
still in existence where every church-meeting is anticipated with anxiety
lest it should be made a season of debate, where family feuds poison the
springs of Christian fellowship, and where differences of opinion upon vital
doctrines effectually prevent any approach to spiritual unity. Under such
conditions edification may be sighed for in vain, and the conversion of
sinners may be regarded as most improbable. Surely there has been enough
of that scrupulosity which wars a fierce warfare about microscopic points,
and it is time to turn our care and energy into a more profitable direction.
To remove everything which genders unto strife, to overcome evil with no
weapon but love, to be eager to do service to the least of the Lord’s
people, and to be on a blaze with zeal for his cause — this is far, far better
than cold decorum and watchful suspicion. Whatever else is lacking in a
church, love must be present, or the best sign of blessing is absent. How
sweetly does the inspired poet rehearse the praises of fraternal unity! But
his warmest expressions are justified by experience.
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“Behold how good a thing it is,
And how becoming well,


Together such as brethren are
In unity to dwell.”


Let churches do less in criticizing their minister, and do more in praying for
him; let them expect less from him and more from God; let them, as a
whole, arise and put on strength; let them have no strife but which shall
best serve the brotherhood to edification, and they will yet see the windows
of heaven opened and a blessing poured out upon them unspeakably
beyond their largest hopes. “The same God over all is rich unto all that call
upon him.” He is a sovereign, but yet he acts according to recognized rule,
and when a people are loving, living, laboring, and longing for his
presence, that presence will be vouch-safe. When church fellowship is not a
mere name, but a blessed, joyful, active reality, when those who are called
“brethren,” are really so, then may we look for the blessing which maketh
rich. Only the Lord can give to a church the condition requisite for success,
but when he gives it he will not fail to send the corresponding increase.
Churches need to be more loving within if they would be more powerful
without. They must be more hearty, and more like a family; the shepherd
and the flock must be on more tender terms, and brotherhood must be
brotherhood indeed, and then shall we see greater things than these.


We have not space to give the letters which the pastor from Sabbath to
Sabbath addressed to his loving people, but one telegram which he sent
and the reply are worthy to be remembered, as they fairly express the
mutual love and esteem which fills their hearts. The telegram from the
pastor ran thus: — “To my beloved church. John’s Second Epistle, third
and twelfth verses.” This, when written out in full, reads as follows: —
“Grace be with you, mercy, and peace, from God the Father, and from the
Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of the Father, in truth and love. Having many
things to write unto you, I would not write with paper and ink; but I trust
to come unto you, and speak face to face, that our joy may be full.”


The answer sent was as follows: — “Yours to hand. Our reply. To our
beloved Pastor. We give thanks always to God for you, making mention of
you in our prayers. Remembering without ceasing your work of faith, and
labor of love, and patience of hope, in our Lord Jesus Christ, in the sight of
God and our Father.”
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THE PALM TREE.


GATHERINGS BY C. H. SPURGEON.


When staying at Mentone the visitor is sure to observe a sunny promontory
which juts into the sea at the extreme east. It is so constantly bright, and
catches the sun so long after the shadows have fallen elsewhere, that it is
quite impossible to avoid noticing it, and inquiring its name. “That is
Bordighera,” is sure to be the prompt reply; and if you take a carriage and
go to the aforesaid Bordighera you will find it to be like Jericho, the city of
palm trees; plenteously endowed no doubt with those noble plants because
it basks so continually in the beams of the sun. There are forests of palms
around the town, supplying such a spectacle as can be rarely seen out of
the West Indies. Other towns along the Riviera possess a few stately date,
palms and boast in them, but in Bordighera they abound, and mark: out the
spot as altogether peculiar. The grand ceremonials of Palm Sunday and
Easter at Rome require many leaves of the palm, and to Bordighera is
given the honor of supplying St. Peter’s and the Pope’s Chapel. We were
happy in seeing the palms before their fronds had been stripped off for
papal uses; but had we been there after the stripping we should have been
somewhat compensated by the story which is told of the way in which
Bordighera obtained its peculiar Easter privilege. We had heard the
anecdote told concerning a British tar, but that is an invention of our
national vanity, the truth being as we now tell it. An immense multitude
had assembled in Rome to witness the raising of a huge obelisk. Silence
was enjoined upon all, on pain of death, while a host of laborers tugged at
the cables of the lifting machinery. There was a suspense, the stone would
not settle on its base, all the strength applied to it seemed insufficient, and
yet the work was so nearly accomplished that the hitch was all the more
deplorable. There was a sailor in the throng who saw it all, and knew the
remedy; but the sentence of death held him in prudent silence. All men
grazed with excitement while the monolith still resisted all force, and it
seemed probable that the strain must be relaxed and the task abandoned. At
last, death or no death, our sailor friend could restrain himself no longer,
but shouted with all his might, “Wet the ropes!” It was done, and the
obelisk was in its place, but the seafaring man had been seized by the papal
guards, and was now to answer for his daring breach of infallible rule. He
turned out to be a man of Bordighera, and being pardoned for his offense
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was also rewarded for his courage and common sense by being allowed to
ask any favor he chose. He only asked that his native town might be
favored to supply his Holiness with palms; upon what terms we know not,
but from the fellow’s shrewdness we may be sure that they were not to be
disposed of without money and without price. Our inference from the
legend is, that he who knows how to do the right thing at the right moment
is the man who will bear the palm. Many men have wit, but they have left it
at home; they know that the ropes should be wetted, but they do not
happen to think of it at the time.


Of course at Bordighera the palm is grown more for ornament than for use,
and a most stately adornment it is to any street, or garden, or plain, where
it may be found; but it is in other lands famous beyond measure for its
usefulness. Beauty and utility are nowhere more completely united than in
the date palm. In Kirby’s “Chapters on Trees” we read, “The blessings of
the date palm are without limit to the Arab. Its leaves give a refreshing
shade in a region where the beams of the sun are almost insupportable.
Men, and also camels, feed upon the fruit, and sweet liquor is obtained
from the trunk by making an incision. It is called the milk of the palm tree,
and by fermentation it becomes wine.


The wood of the tree is used for fuel, and as a material for building the
native huts; and ropes, mats, baskets, beds, and all kinds of articles are
manufactured from the fibers of the leaves. The Arab cannot imagine how
a nation can exist without date trees; and he may well regard it as the
greatest injury that he can inflict upon his enemy to cut down his date
trees.


“There is rather an amusing story told of an Arab woman, who once came
to England in the service of an English lady, and remained there as nurse
for some few years. At length, however, she went back to her own
country, where she was looked upon as a great traveler, and a person that
had seen the world. Her friends and relations were never tired of listening
to what she had to tell them, and of asking her questions. She gave such a
glowing account of England, and the fine houses, and rich people, and
grand clothes she had seen, that the Arabs became quite envious, and
began to despise their own desert land, with its few villages scattered here
and there. Indeed, the effect of the conversation was to make them very
low spirited, and to wish they had been born in England. But happily this
state of things did not last. The woman chanced to say as a kind of after-







81


thought, that one thing was certainly a drawback in the happy country she
had been describing. In vain she had looked for the well-known date trees,
and she had been told that not one single tree grew in England. It was a
country without dates. ‘Ah, well!’ said her neighbors, much relieved, and
their faces brightening up, ‘that alters the case. We have no wish now to
live in England!’”


The Israelites were very fond of calling their daughters Tamar, or palm
tree, the stately beauty of the tree appearing to be peculiarly symbolical of
a queenly woman. What a sight must Tadmor or Tamar in the Desert have
been! The Greeks rightly turned the Hebrew name into Palmyra; it was a
palm city in the center of the wilderness where the caravans halted on their
journey between the luxurious East and the needy West. Scarcely would
the two thousand five hundred columns of pure white marble, all gleaming
in the brilliance of an eastern sun, have rivaled the glory of the palms which
lifted their pillar-like trunks into the air two hundred feet, and then threw
out their graceful fronds, light as the feather of the ostrich, yet strong to
resist the storms from heaven. Alas, the watercourses which feed the
gardens of that magnificent city are broken up, the tanks which supplied
the caravans of the merchants have been destroyed by war or by
earthquakes, and, since the discovery of the passage by sea from Europe to
India, the march of the caravans in that direction has ceased, there is no
one to repair the stations of the desert, to dress the gardens, or to renew
the palms.” In vain do we mention the names of Solomon, and Zenobia,
Adrian and Aurelian, the palm-treed city of the wilderness is dead, and the
Bedouin prowls around her tomb. Have we not seen flourishing churches
also pass away in the same manner? Neglect, forgetfulness of the sacred
irrigation of prayer, failure of spiritual life, and other causes, have caused
the glory to depart, and made the city to become a heap, and the garden a
desolation. May such evil never happen in our day, but may we see the
Lord’s hand stretched out still to prosper his people.


We did not commence writing with the intention of saying all that can be
said upon the palm tree, for many have been over this ground before us,
and have brought out a vast variety of useful lessons; ours is but a leisure
paper of odds and ends, perhaps not quite so well known to our readers as
other matters about the palm may be. We have seen them growing in the
Bordighera nurseries, and have borne upon our shoulder weighty branches
pulled from growing specimens; we have also seen the male, or barren tree
planted where it could fertilize its fruit-bearing neighbors; we have marked
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the little ferns growing upon the decayed ends of the fronds, and watched
the happy lizards sporting in the crevices, and we seem now to be at home
with palms, at least as much so as a man can be who has never been in
Egypt or Persia. Probably there are as many instructive uses in the palm
tree as there are actual uses in its material, but we are too idle to work
them out just now, and so we open a book written at Calcutta by the Rev.
J. Long, and transfer a page to our magazine to let our readers see what an
Indian missionary makes out of this oriental tree. He, says, “The righteous
are like the palm.”


1. “The palm tree grows in the desert. Earth is a desert to the Christian;
true believers are refreshed in it even as a palm in the Arabian desert, so
Lot amid Sodom’s wickedness, and Enoch who walked with God amongst
the antediluvians.


2. “The palm tree grows from the sand, but the sand is not its food; water
below feeds its tap roots, though the heavens above be brass. Some
Christians grow, not as the lily, Hosea 14:5, by green pastures, or as the
willow by the water-courses, Isaiah 44:4, but as the palm of the desert. So
Joseph among the cat worshippers of Egypt, Daniel in voluptuous
Babylon: faith’s penetrating root, reaching the fountains of living waters.


3. “The palm tree is beautiful, with its tall and verdant canopy, and the
silvery flashes of its waving plumes; so the Christian virtues are not like the
creeper or bramble, tending downwards, their palm branches shoot
upwards, and seek the things above, where Christ dwells, Colossians 3:1;
some trees are crooked and gnarled, but the Christian is a tall palm as a son
of the light, Matthew 3:12; Philippians 2:15. The Jews were called a
crooked generation, Deuteronomy 32:5, and Satan a crooked serpent,
Isaiah 27, but the Christian is upright like the palm. Its beautiful unfading
leaves made it an emblem of victory, it was twisted into verdant booths at
the feast of tabernacles, and the multitude, when escorting Christ to his
coronation in Jerusalem, spread leaves on the way, Matthew 21:8. So
victors in heaven are represented as having palms in their hands, Revelation
7:9. No dust adheres to the leaf as it does to the battree; the Christian is in
the world, not of it, the dust of earth’s desert adheres not to his palm leaf.
The leaf of the palm is the same — it does not fall in winter, and even in
the summer it has no holiday clothing, it is an evergreen.


4. “The palm tree is very useful. The Hindus reckon it has 360 uses. Its
shadow shelters, its fruit refreshes the weary traveler, and it points out to
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the pilgrim the place where water may be found. Such was Barnabas, a son
of consolation, Acts 4:36, such Lydia, Dorcas, others, who on the king’s
highway showed the way to heaven, as Philip did to the Ethiopian eunuch,
Acts 9:34.


5. “The palm tree produces fruit even in old age. The best dates are
produced when the tree is from thirty to one hundred years old; three
hundred pounds of dates are annually yielded; so the Christian grows
happier and more useful as he grows older: knowing his own faults more,
he is more mellow to others; he is like the setting sun, beautiful, mild, and
enlarged; or like Elim, where the wearied Jews found twelve wells and
seventy palm trees.”


This is very good, and has somewhat of freshness in it. It reminds us of
what Dr. Thomson says in “The Land and the Book,” upon the text, “The
righteous shall flourish like the palm tree. Those that be planted in the
house of the Lord shall flourish in the courts of our God.” He says, “The
palm grows slowly but steadily, from century to century,” uninfluenced by
the alterations of the seasons which affect other trees. It does not rejoice
overmuch in winter’s copious rain, nor does it droop under the drought
and the burning sun of summer. Neither heavy weights which men place
upon its head, nor the importunate urgency of the wind can sway it aside
from perfect uprightness. There it stands, looking calmly down upon the
world below, and patiently yielding its large clusters of golden fruit from
generation to generation. They bring forth fruit in old age. The allusion to
being planted in the house of the Lord is probably drawn from the custom
of planting beautiful and long-lived trees in the courts of temples and
palaces, and in all ‘high places’ used for worship. This is still common;
nearly every palace and mosque and convent in the country has such trees
in the courts, and, being well protected there, they flourish exceedingly.
Solomon covered all the walls of the ‘Holy of Holies’ round about with
palm trees. They were thus planted, as it were, within the very house of the
Lord; and their presence was not only ornamental, but appropriate and
highly suggestive. The very best emblem, not only of patience in well-
doing, but of the rewards of the righteous — a fat and flourishing old age
— a peaceful end — a glorious immortality. The Jews used palm branches
as emblems of victory in their seasons of rejoicing, and Christians do the
same on Palm Sunday, in commemoration of our Savior’s triumphant entry
into Jerusalem. They are often woven into an arch, and placed over the
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head of the bier which carries man to his ‘long home,’ and speak sweetly of
victory and eternal life.”


We were thinking of the way of climbing a palm tree, and noted how easy
it would be to step from the notch of one departed frond to another, but
we could not see our way clear to read the lesson of the physical fact till,
turning to good Moody Stuart’s “Song of Songs,” we found him thus
sweetly expatiating upon the eighth verse of the seventh chapter: —


“I said, I will go up to the palm tree, I will take hold of the boughs
thereof.” This is for the purpose of gathering the fruit, or rather it is the
grasping of the fruit itself, for the laden boughs of the palm are little else
than vast fruit-stalks. No tree presents a more beautiful picture of
abundance; the single, branchless, untapered stem, the magnificent crown
of branching leaves at the summit of the stem, and beneath the leaves the
boughs or fruit-stalks, each of them clustered round with innumerable
dates, and sometimes hanging downward not far from the outstretched
hand. The fruit of the palm is so abundant that in some of the oases of the
great African desert, it is said to form the principal food of those sons of
Ethiopia, ‘who will soon stretch out their hands to God,’ and pluck living
fruit from a nobler palm. In these last days we sometimes look back with
desire on the patriarchal infancy of the church ere the palm tree had
attained its present height, and when our fathers in the faith gathered the
ripe fruit from the low summit of its still slender stem.


“Sweet were the days when thou didst lodge with Lot,
Struggle with Jacob, sit with Gideon,


Advise with Abraham, when thy power could not
Encounter Moses’ strong complaint and moan;


Thy words were then, Let me alone.
One might have sought and found thee presently,


At some fair oak, or bush, or cave, or well.” — Herbert.


But if the tree has grown taller, its fruit is more abundant, in words of life
multiplied tenfold to us and to our children; its thickened stem is more
easily grasped, and is notched round year by year with helpful footsteps by
the very gathering of the laden boughs. Each successive produce of the tree
both prepares for a greater, and leaves like the palm a permanent step in
the ladder by which we may reach the ample fruit, all the past a handmaid
to the future.”
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Our musings and gatherings must now end. We must go from the palm
trees of a sunny clime to the oaks and elms of Old England, which also
have their teaching, and one of these days we may perhaps put it into
words for our readers.


THE STAGE


THE Bishop of Manchester, whose manliness compensates for many faults,
may nevertheless do a great deal of mischief if he continues to endorse the
stage. Surely he cannot be so dazzled by the virtues of one or two eminent
performers as to forget the manifest tendency of the whole institution. His
grace need not go inside a theater in order to correct his present opinions;
let him only pass by a playhouse between the hours of eleven and twelve
and see what he shall see. If he should be in need of a housemaid, or a
cook, or a butler, would he select a person whose character was endorsed
— is a frequent attendant at the theater? Would the bishop in his heart
think any the better of a young man for becoming an habitue of the pit?
Would he wish his own daughter to become a prima donna, or would it
gladden his heart for his son to become lessee of a royal opera? His grace
has spoken upon the boards of two theaters — will he now introduce Mrs.
Fraser and family to the ladies and gentlemen of the green-room,
requesting the latter to feel themselves under no restraint whatever? Has
the Right Reverend Father in God found grace and holiness promoted
among his flocks by the plays they have seen? If so, would he be so good
as to publish the titles of the dramas? Will communion with God, and
likeness to Christ be most promoted in renewed hearts by tragedies or
comedies? Dr. Fraser ought some times to think before he speaks; and not
only to have the courage of his convictions, but convictions worthy of so
much courage. C.H.S.


A NEW VERSION OF AN OLD HYMN


THE following hymn has been sung at the Tabernacle with remarkable
effect. We print it in the Sword and Trowel because we hope that other
congregations will be glad to use it. They can have it of our publishers for
sixpence per hundred. Of course the eighth verse can only be sung where
there are orphans, but all the rest, if only the voices mentioned are allowed
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to join in their appointed verses, will go very sweetly, and make up a
charming variety of praise unto the Most High.


“CROWN HIM LORD OF ALL.’


A HYMN ARRANGED FOR VARIOUS VOICES,
BY C. H. SPURGEON.


TO BE SUNG BY ALL BELIEVERS —


1 All hail the power of Jesus’ name!
Let angels prostrate fall;


Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown him Lord of all.


2 We who compose his court below,
And wait his gracious call,


In marshall’d ranks before him bow,
And crown him Lord of all.


MEN’S VOICES —


3 Let men and sires loud praises bring
To him who drank the gall;


Adore their now ascended King,
And crown him Lord of all.


4 Lo, in our strength and vigor we
Would crowd his royal hall,


Bring forth our sweetest minstelsy,
And crown him Lord of all.


WOMEN’S VOICES —


5 Now to the Lord, of woman born,
Who slept in Bethlehem’s stall,


Matrons and maids lift up their song,
And crown him Lord of all.


6 For unto us a Son is given,
To save from sin and thrall;


We join the angelic choirs of heaven,
And crown him Lord of all.
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CHILDREN AND THE ORPHANS —


7 Because he suffers babes to sing,
And smiles on children small,


We make our loud hosannas ring,
And crown him Lord of all.


8 We who had else been fatherless,
Our Jesus “Father” call;


and by his care his name we bless,
And crown him Lord of all.


TO BE SUNG BY ALL —


9 Now in one glad exulting song
We at his footstool fall,


Unite with all the bloodwashed throng,
And crown him Lord of all.


NOTES


OUR sojourn at Mentone has greatly refreshed us mentally, but the extreme
cold of the mistral at Marseilles laid us up with rheumatism, and has
caused us intense pain and weakness. Will friends accept our thanks for
their great kindness, but will they be so good as not to send us any more
remedies: we know now of at least fifty infallible cures, and are
embarrassed with medical riches which, like the miser, we hoard up for the
benefit of others. We had hoped and expected to be able to fulfill all our
engagements, and work at high pressure, but it is now evident that home
work is all that we shall be able to attend to.


A learned M. D. writes to the Christian World to complain of our theology
and science, because we believe that our affliction, which was the result of
a cold wind, was also of the Lord’s sending. Now it so happens that the
error, both in science and theology, lies at the door of the M.D., and not at
ours. We believe that the mistral wind is sent for some wise end, but
certainly not for that which Adelphos, M. D. supposes. It is the scourge of
Province, and is neither the friend of fruits nor flowers, but is regarded as
the enemy of man, beast, and plant. However, let that be as it may, even if
the wind be sent to promote vegetation, yet this by no means prevents its
answering other divine purposes as well. A special providence, even in the
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lighting of sparrows, and in the number of the hairs of our head, is the
doctrine of the Bible, and it is also matter of fact. While winds blow for
great, far-reaching purposes the infinite Jehovah also sends them for special
and individual designs. We, like the M.D., do not see how art unchanging,
loving God can ordain ill weather to afflict his servants, but we do not
want to see, we are quite able to believe it, and do not for a moment doubt
that he does all things in love. The fact that wind and weather can be
scientifically predicted, and that they are produced by fixed laws we know
quite as well as M.D.; we are quite scientific enough for that: but this by no
means opposes the grand doctrine that the hand of the Lord ordereth all
things. Fixed laws do not operate apart from divine power; the hand of
God is as certainly present in the ordinary operations of nature as in what
we call miracles. True science teaches more truths than one. The
unscientific inferences belong to M.D. and not to us. We trust we are not
less reverent and scientific when we behold God in everything than those
are who see him only here and there. When we testify to our faith in God’s
love it is hard to be accused of representing God as a capricious and
vindictive ruler. Adelphos, M.D., writes in too friendly a spirit to have
intended so scandalous an accusation. No, blessed be the name of the Lord,
though he slay us yet will we trust in him. We loathe the very idea of
calling our God vindictive.


COLLEGE. The Annual Conference of the ministers educated at the Pastors’
College will be held during the week commencing April 9. Our longing is
for the manifest presence of God. If the brethren shall all return to their
churches full of the Holy Ghost we may expect great things for our land.
We earnestly entreat the prayers of the Lord’s people that it may be so.
Mr. Phillips will give his usual supper, and we trust the Lord will incline
the friends to furnish the funds as on former occasions.


Mr. Gooding, from our College, has settled at Burnham, Essex.


We are delighted to hear of conversions and baptisms in connection with
Mr. Silverton’s work at Nottingham.


Mr. Cuff is hard at work with his proposed Shoreditch Tabernacle. The
place is terribly needed, but the friends are poor and must be aided from
outside. If rich churches do not help striving societies in poor localities,
how are the masses to be evangelized? The best way to benefit the
crowded parts of London is to help earnest churches rather than mere
personal enterprises.
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We have received interesting accounts of the first baptism in Cape Town
by our friend, Mr. W. Hamilton, who left us to form a Baptist Church in
that colony. The work has from the beginning attracted attention, gathered
to itself a goodly band of helpers and enjoyed the divine blessing. We
should rejoice to hear of other colonies, cities, or towns, whether far or
near, where there is need for a church after our order. If even a few
brethren get together to form a nucleus, we are prepared to help during the
commencement of the cause. There is very little enterprise abroad, or
surely our principles would spread far more rapidly.


ORPHANAGE. — We understand that a person is going about selling picture
cards and stating that the profits or proceeds will go to the Stockwell
Orphanage. As no person has bean authorized by us to do this, and as we
believe the plan to be a fraud, we shall be glad of information which may
enable us to call the party to account. All goes well with our orphan boys.
Health excellent.


We hope our friends will be as gratified as we have been by the following
testimony of the inspector from the Local Government Board. It is
something to have an Orphanage, but it is far more to have it in a condition
which secures such approbation: —


Report of F. J. Mouat, Esq., M. D., of the


Local Government Board.


“March 16th, 1877


“I have today visited for the second time the Stockwell Orphanage,
and examined into the system of training and education pursued in
it, with special reference to an inquiry in which I am now engaged,
regarding the pauper schools throughout the country. In many
important particulars this institution is well in advance of most
kindred establishments which I have yet seen. The plan of feeding
and clothing in particular is excellent, and the instruction of the
class rooms is conducted with intelligence and life. The boys look
healthy and happy, and I shall only be too glad if I succeeded in
transplanting some of the advantages of this place to the pauper
schools, in which they are much needed. I have seldom enjoyed a
visit to any school more thoroughly than that of which I am now
leaving this most imperfect record.
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“(Signed) F. J. Mouat, M. D.,


Formerly Secretary to the Council of Education, Bengal.”


COLPORTAGE. — The work of the Colportage Association still progresses,
and friends connected with various denominations apply for men, while
sometimes a united local committee support the colporteur. The accounts
received from the various districts are full of encouragement. Families are
united in villages where otherwise the ritualistic priest would have full
sway. The written word finds its way where the living voice cannot get the
opportunity to speak, and will do its own work. Above all, numerous cases
of conversion are reported. As the Annual Meeting will be held during the
first week in May, and some of the colporteurs will then give details, we
forbear to do so at present. Another £100 has been given by a friend
towards the £1,000 needed for capital to work the society, and about £80
in smaller sums, for which we are very thankful, and trust that other friends
will be moved to contribute the remaining £650. The need of this capital is
really very urgent, and some of the Lord’s stewards will, we hope, consider
the matter. How are we to enlarge this work on credit? It is not a right and
safe principle to go upon. Additional colporteurs have been appointed to
the following districts: — Walsall, Staffordshire, Sevenoaks, Kent,
Nottingham, Notts; Shildon, Yorkshire.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND. — During our absence our beloved one
has managed to get through a large amount of work, for a glance into her
carefully kept records shows that she has distributed one thousand three
hundred and eighty-eighty books since January 1, 1877. These are grand
outgoings, and we trust that a like prosperity and success may attend her
efforts during the entire year. An interesting little “Report” of the Fund has
been printed and sent to every contributor whose address is known, and
Mrs. Spurgeon will gladly post one (on application) to any friend interested
in the work.


There have long labored at the Tabernacle as general managers of our tea
department an excellent couple, Mr. and Mrs. Pasfield. They did their work
for the love of it, and nothing came amiss to them. We all feel under
immense obligations to them, as humble, laborious, useful, and yet almost
unseen servants of the church. To the intense sorrow of us all our aged
sister was struck down while in the very midst of her labor, preparing for a
large Sunday School tea in the midst of all the arrangements she died upon
the spot. Who could wish to die in better case? In the full service of the
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church of God. No long illness, no enforced idleness, no sense of
uselessness, but active to the last. We hope our dear brother Pasfield will
be comforted concerning his departed one.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — March
5th, seventeen; March 15th, twenty.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY, 1877


INAUGURAL ADDRESS f3


DELIVERED AT THE THIRTEENTH ANNUAL CONFERENCE
OF THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE, BY C. H. SPURGEON


BELOVED friends, allow me to welcome you all most heartily. I have
already received a blessing in the prayers which have been offered; and we
have all, I think, enjoyed the earnest of a divine refreshing during the first
hallowed hour of our meeting. Let us continue in the believing confidence
that he who has already deigned to visit us will tarry with us until the time
shall come for us all to say, “Let us go hence.” I can hardly indicate in a
few words the run of my address; you will discover its subject or range of
subjects as we go along, but if one line could contain it, it would be: —


THE EVILS OF THE PRESENT AGE,
AND HOW TO MEET THEM.


So far as I remember, every year has been an exceedingly critical period,
and so far as I can see in history, almost every six months some fervid spirit
or another has written about “the present solemn crisis.” There are persons
who always believe in the imminent peril of the universe in general and of
the church of God in particular, and a sort of popularity is sure to be
gained by always crying “Woe, woe.” Prophets who will spiritually imitate
Solomon Eagle, who went about the streets of London in the time of the
plague, naked, with a pan of coals on his head, crying, “Woe, woe,” are
thought to be faithful though they are probably dyspeptic. We are not of
that order: we dare not shut our eyes to the evils that surround us, but we
are able to see the divine power above us, and to feel it with us, working
out its purposes of grace. We say to each of you what the Lord said to
Joshua in the chapter we have just read, — “Be not afraid, neither be thou
dismayed: for the Lord thy God is with thee whithersoever thou goest.”
Our trust is in the living God, who will bring ultimate victory to his own
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cause. Still, it is a wise thing to admit that these days have their own
peculiar perils and trials. The kaleidoscope shifts, the scenes presented to
our gaze are changed, whether for good or evil; good has infinite varieties,
and so, has evil. We are not troubled, as our Puritan forefathers were, by
persecution and oppression such as would take from us our civil rights and
our liberty to worship God. Evil has assumed quite another form with us,
and we must meet it as we find it. The battle front is altered, but do not
imagine that the conflict will be less severe. I look for a sterner struggle
than we have ever yet engaged in, and we must be prepared for it. During
the progress of a battle, the Duke of Wellington was observed riding along
the lines to a certain part of the field, and a soldier said to his fellow,
“There goes the Duke, and there’s sure to be warm work.” Brethren, we
have evidence that the Lord Jesus is with us, let us therefore set the battle
in array. He is not a general who rides about for mere parade, he means
fighting wherever he comes, and we may expect warm work! When he
girds his sword upon his thigh, and rides forth on his white horse, you may
rest assured that his sword will smite heavily, and his arrows will fly thick
and fast, while on the other hand his enemies will furiously rage.


First among the evils of the age we must notice the return of superstition.
Ritualism has sprung up among us, and spread as most ill weeds do. It is, I
suppose, distinguishable from Romanism by omniscience, but it is also
probable that omniscience sees more of its likeness to Romanism then we
do. It is sadly spreading, spreading everywhere. It suits our evangelical
brethren in the Church of England to speak of “a noisy minority practicing
ritualism,” and to remind us that each denomination has its difficulties; but
to us, who are impartial onlookers, it seems that the most vital and
vigorous part of the Anglican Church is that which is tainted with this
error. The difference in the two parties is most marked, for the ritualists are
brave as lions, and the evangelicals are timid as hares. You have only to go
into the churches immediately around us, or into those of large towns, such
as Brighton, to see the strength, the force, the determination, in a word, the
detestable vitality of ritualism. Every doctrine of Romanism is preached by
these men except the infallibility of the pope, and perhaps the celibacy of
the clergy — the presence of certain rosy-cheeked boys and girls in the
rectory garden proving many Anglicans to be soundly Protestant upon that
point. I am persuaded that there are many priests in the Church of Rome
who preach more gospel, and understand it better, than do these pretended
priests in the Church of England. The worst of it is that the growth of
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sacramentalism in the Established Church is not like that of the mistletoe or
a fungus upon an oak, it is a real and legitimate branch of the parent stem.
There is no man living, and there never was a man, and never can be one,
who believes the whole of the Book of Common Prayer in its natural
signification. The only way in which it can be done is by some such device
as that of the two nuns who had borrowed a mule which would not go
without being sworn at. As neither of them could be so profane as to
swear, one good sister pronounced the first syllable of the French word
sacre and the other finished it, and thus between the two the mule was
made to go. So must it be with belief in the Prayer-book, no one man can
believe it all; possibly high church, low church, and broad church can
manage it between them. But if I were driven at the point of the bayonet to
certify that one of the parties was a grain or two more consistent with the
Prayer-book than the others I must declare in favor of the high church
party. It is true that the articles are against them, but what are the articles?
They are only read over perhaps once in a lifetime. The mischief is in the
catechism and the service book which are in constant use. We have not to
deal with a parasitical evil, but with a natural off-shoot of the national vine,
which will remain as long as the Book of Common Prayer is unrevised; and
when will it be revised? Then, too, this mischief is carried on by men who
mean it. They are in downright earnest. I believe there is among them a
remnant who, despite their ceremonialism and their mummeries, are true
believers in the Lord Jesus Christ. With them there is a host of mere
believers in postures, masquerading, and drapery, and all that kind of
rubbish; but there is, nevertheless, a gracious company whose sweet spirit
breathes in holy hymns and in devout, Herbert-like utterances concerning
our Lord, which we should be sorry to have missed. As a party they are
earnest, they compass sea and land to make one proselyte, and great are
the sacrifices which they make for the cause which they have espoused.
This system, my brethren, is well entrenched, and you have to dislodge it.


This superstition, too, is in harmony with the innate idolatry of the human
heart; it offers gratification to the eye and to the taste, it sets up a visible
priest and outward symbols, and these man’s fallen heart craves after. It
offers to save men the necessity of thought by offering an outward service,
and furnishing a priest to do your religion for you but alas it takes man off
from the real and spiritual, it consoles hint without true regeneration, and
buoys him up with hope though he has not submitted himself to the
righteousness of Christ.
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A second, and what I regard as an equally terrible, evil, is abounding
unbelief. I am not speaking now of that coarse kind of infidelity which rails
at the Scriptures, and blasphemes the name of the Lord our God. There is
not much mischief in such a devil as that, he is too black, too plainly a fiend
of hell! There is a more dangerous spirit now abroad, entering into
Nonconformist churches, climbing into their pulpits, and notably perverting
the testimony of some who count themselves somewhat, and are regarded
as leaders by those who reckon themselves to be men of culture and
intellect. Macaulay rightly said that theology is immutable, but these are for
ever contradicting that opinion in the most practical manner, for their
theology is fickle, as the winds. Landmarks are laughed at, and fixed
teaching is despised. “Progress” is the watchword, and we hear it repeated
ad nauseam. Very far are we from denying that men ought to make
progress in the knowledge of the truth, for we are aiming at that ourselves,
and by daily experience, by study, and by the teaching of the Holy Ghost
we trust that in some humble measure we are gaining it. But words need
interpreting — what is intended by progress in this case? Which way does
it go? It is too often progress from the truth, which, being interpreted, is
progressing backwards. They talk of higher thought, but it is an ascending
downwards. I must use their terms and talk of progress, but their progress
is a going from, and not a going to, the place of our desires. Evidently it is
progress from usefulness. They invite us to follow them in their advance
towards a barren Socinianism, for thither the new theology tends, or to
something worse. Now, we know at the present time certain ancient
chapels shut up, with grass growing in the front of them, and over the door
of them the name Unitarian Baptist Chapel. Although it has been said that
he is a benefactor of his race who makes two blades of grass grow where
only one grew before, we have no desire to empty our pews in order to
grow more grass. We have in our eye certain other chapels, not yet arrived
at that consummation where the spiders are dwelling in delightful quietude,
in which the pews are more numerous than the people, and although an
endowment keeps the minister’s mouth open, there are but few open ears
for him to address. It is pretty certain that Christ is not lifted up there, for
he does not draw all men unto him. There is no attractive force, no power,
no influence for good; it is a frost-bound religion, and we are not at all
desirous of making an excursion to that sea of ancient ice. “Gentlemen,”
we say to them, “you are immensely clever; we often wonder how one
small head can carry all you know, but for all your cleverness we cannot
give up the old, old gospel, for the results of your preaching do not
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fascinate us. Where are your converts? Where are your hearers? Where will
your churches soon be found?” Handel on one occasion played the organ in
a country church, and at the close of the service he gave a voluntary of
such a sort that all the people lingered to hear it. The old organist was
indignant, and said, “Now, let that alone, you can’t play the people out; let
me do it.” These progressive gentlemen certainly can play the people out.
Their gifts of dispersion are amazing. Put them down in any warm-hearted
Christian community and see if they will not scatter and divide it; place
them in any town you may select, and though they may be at first attractive
(for some are attracted by any novelty, however erroneous), yet after a
short time, there being no life, there will be no power to retain the people.
We remember the experiment of Daventry, under that eminently godly
man, Dr. Doddridge, and we are not inclined to try the like under any
circumstances. That worthy man did not dogmatize to the “dear young
men” who came to his college, but adopted the plan of letting them hear
the argument upon each side that they might select for themselves. The
result was as disastrous as if error had been taught, for nothing is worse
than lukewarmness as to truth. Dissent became enervated with a
fainthearted liberalism, and we had a generation of Socinians, under whom
Nonconformity almost expired. Both General and Particular Baptists have
had enough of this evil leaven, and we are not inclined to put it again into
the people’s bread.


Besides, we are invited to follow the guidance of men who are not
qualified to be leaders. I have waited with a good deal of interest to see
whether modern thought would be capable of producing a man, a man of
mark, of profound mind, and philosophic genius; but where is he? Where is
the man who will found a school and sway his fellows; a man for the
orthodox to tremble at, a great Goliath, head and shoulders above his
fellows. Truly there are some who think they have power, and so they have
amongst those young gentlemen whose moustachios are on the point of
developing, but they have no influence over those who read their Bibles,
have had experience, and are accustomed to try the spirits.


The great lights are the literary men who produce articles in certain reviews
which are the oracles of the elite, or of those who think themselves so. I
wonder how many these precious reviews sell, but that of course is of small
consequence, because the quality of their readers is so high. See what airs
a man gives himself because he reads a review! Are these things so very
clever? I am unable to see it. I used to hear that evangelical writers
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produced platitudes; I believe they did, but surely they never wrote more
watery trash than is produced in the present day in opposition to the
orthodox faith, but then you see it is given out in such a latinized jargon
that its obscurity is mistaken for profundity. If you have the time and
patience to read a little of what is written by the modern-thought
gentlemen, you will not be long before you are weary of their word-
spinning, their tinkering of old heresies into original thought, and their
general mystifying of plain things. It only needs a man of power to smash
them up like potters’ vessels, but then the result would only be pieces of
pottery. “Show us a man worth following,” say we, “and when you do we
will not follow him, but fight with him: at the present we are not likely to
leave Calvin and Paul and Augustine to follow you.”


We are invited, brethren, most earnestly to go away from the old-fashioned
belief of our forefathers because of the supposed discoveries of science.
What is science? The method by which man tries to conceal his ignorance.
It should not be so, but so it is. You are not to be dogmatical in theology,
my brethren, it is wicked; but for scientific men it is the correct thing. You
are never to assert anything very strongly; but scientists may boldly assert
what they cannot prove, and may demand a faith far more credulous than
any we possess. Forsooth, you and I are to take our Bibles and shape and
mold our belief according to the ever-shifting teachings of so-called
scientific men. What folly is this! Why, the march of science, falsely so
called, through the world may be traced by exploded fallacies and
abandoned theories. Former explorers once adored are now ridiculed; the
continual wreckings of false hypotheses is a matter of universal notoriety.
You may tell where the learned have encamped by the debris left behind of
suppositions and theories as plentiful as broken bottles. As the quacks
which ruled the world of medicine in one age are the scorn of the next, so
has it been, and so will it be, with your atheistical savans and pretenders to
science. But they remind us of facts. Are they not yet ashamed to use the
word. Wonderful facts, made to order, and twisted to their will to
overthrow the actual facts which the pen of God himself has recorded! Let
me quote from “Is the Book Wrong?” f4 by Mr. Hely Smith, a pamphlet
worthy of an extensive reading.


“For example, deep down in the alluvial deposits in the delta of the Nile
were found certain fragments of pottery. Pottery, of course, implies
potters, but these deposits of mud, Sir Charles Lyell decreed, must have
taken 18,000 years to accumulate, therefore there must have been men







98


following on the occupations of civilized life at least 7000 years before the
creation of man as recorded in Scripture. What clearer proof could be
wanted that the Book was wrong? For who would presume to suspect Sir
C. Lyell of making a mistake in his work? A mistake, however, he had
made, for in the same deposits of mud, at the same depth in which this
‘pre-Adamite pottery’ was discovered, there also turned up a brick bearing
the stamp of Mahomet Ali! [Yet we were bound to shift the Bible to suit
that ‘fact’ — muddy fact!] Again, some curiously-shaped pieces of that
were discovered in 1858 in what has been called ‘the famous cavern at
Brixham.’ It was at once decided that the flints showed signs of human
workmanship, and as they were found in company with the bones of extinct
animals, it was also at once considered proved that man must have existed
in immensely remote ages, and the evidence was said to have
‘revolutionized the whole of Western Europe on the question of man’s
antiquity.’ The history of these flints is remarkable. For fourteen years they
were kept under lock and key in the rooms of the Geological Society, but
public curiosity was gratified by plaster casts shown at the cavern, and by
illustrated descriptions published in an imposing volume. According to the
evidence thus afforded to the public, there seemed no doubt left but that
these flints bore the marks of the mind and hand of man, thus associating
man with a pre-Adamite race of animals. The cause of truth owes a debt of
gratitude to Mr. Nicholas Whitley, hon. secretary of the Royal Institution
of Cornwall, for the acuteness which led him to suspect that there was
something wrong, the perseverance with which he followed up his
suspicions, and the boldness with which he made public the result, which
was simple but suggestive. The plaster casts, the drawings and
descriptions, were not the casts, drawings, or descriptions of the real flints
found in the cavern! The originals were, with one or two exceptions,
evidently purely natural specimens of flints; and persons who have seen the
landscape stones and the marvelous likeness of human faces on inaccessible
rocks, will not be disposed to overthrow the whole of revelation because of
one or two curiously-shaped stones found in company with the remains of
extinct animals. If the cause had not been so weak, what was the necessity
for trying to strengthen and supplement it by presenting the public with
false statements? With regard to all these supposed that implements and
spears and arrow-heads, found in various places, it may be as well to
mention here the frank confession of Dr. Carpenter. He has told us from
the presidential chair of the Royal Academy that no ‘logical proof can be
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adduced that the peculiar shapes of these flints were given them by human
hands.’”


So the bubbles go on bursting, and meanwhile more are being blown, and
we are expected to believe in whatever comes, and wait with open mouth
to see what comes next. But we shall not just yet fall down and worship
the image of human wisdom, notwithstanding all the flutes, harps,
sackbuts, psalteries, dulcimers, weekly papers, quarterly reviews, and
boastful professors. Show us a man of science worthy of the name, and
then we will not follow him if he dares to oppose revealed truth; but show
us one in whom the next generation will believe; at present there is not one
alive worthy to be compared with Newton and other master minds reverent
to the Scriptures, compared with whom these men are mere pretenders.
See, my brethren, we have unbelief, scientific and otherwise, to contend
with, and we must meet it in the name of the Lord.


Another manifest evil of this our time is not so serious, but it is exceedingly
annoying, I refer to the spirit of disintegration which infects portions of
the church of God and causes much heartburn and discord in certain
quarters. Years ago, when a man was converted, he used, as a matter of
course, to unite with that church with which he most nearly agreed, and
work for the Lord in connection with it; but now a brother does not like to
go to the place where most of the Christians in the town or village
assemble, but he prefers to hold a meeting in his own room, in order to
show that he dislikes sectarianism, and believes in Christian unity. Not
caring to work with any recognized organization, because it is
denominational, he feels bound to form a little denomination of his own.
We would not in an angry spirit forbid these brethren because they follow
not with us, but we cannot conceal the fact that by thus working alone they
are injuring themselves, weakening our churches, and robbing us of those
who ought to be our most efficient helpers. I fear that some are bitten with
the notion that work outside the church is more useful than regular efforts;
but a little experience will, I hope, teach many of them better. Christian
labors disconnected from the church, are like sowing and reaping without
having any barn in which to store the fruits of the harvest; they are useful
but incomplete. I trust the evil of Ishmaelitish enterprise will gradually cure
itself, but meanwhile it goes on, and loving, earnest people are decoyed
away from our fellowship. On the other hand, it is a good thing for some
brethren who “count themselves something though they be nothing,” to
have the opportunity of finding a sphere of activity, where they will
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probably be less troublesome to us than they would have been nearer
home. Some persons distinguished by a kind of piety which might be called
mag-piety, are happiest where they can talk most. They are fond of hearing
themselves speak, and can sing, “How charming is the sound” such are best
accommodated in assemblies of their own convening. We have this to deal
with, and to some brethren it is a cause of heart break, and has bowed them
down with grief of soul. Many an earnest pastor can testify to this.


The fourth evil is one to which I call your very earnest attention, the
growth of wickedness in the land, especially in two forms, which we ought
not to overlook. One is the growing worldliness among professing
Christians. They are indulging in extravagance in many ways, in luxurious
habits, dress, equipages, feastings, and so on, and wasting the substance of
which they are stewards. When a man is giving liberally to the cause of
God I count it very foolish to forbid his spending liberally in other ways,
for men usually spend by scale. It would be absurd to hold up a wretched
miser who gives nothing either to God or man as an example to a liberal
spender: but there is too much of ostentatious extravagance abroad which
wastes the Master’s money in worldly pleasurable and doubtful
amusements, yes, and amusements worse than doubtful. Some who are
called ministers of Christ have in these days even defended amusements
which moralists have felt bound to abandon, but let us hope that such
ministers will not repeat the mistake. We must be careful, wise, and yet
decided in our dealings with this growing evil, or we shall lose all
spirituality from the churches. But, beside this, have you not noticed with
horror the increase of the national sin of drunkenness throughout the land?
Only look at the bill for intoxicating drinks! That amount cannot be
expended annually without producing a terrible record of drunkenness,
crime, disease, and death. Ten years ago it is pretty certain that men drank
quite enough: to what must we impute this ever-growing consumption?
The evil is positively appalling. I look upon the law permitting the sale of
wines and spirits at the grocers as one of the most mischievous pieces of
modern legislation. To my grievous knowledge the sin of intoxication
among women has been suggested in some instances and promoted in
others by this easy and respectable method of obtaining strong drink. For
women to drink is loathsome even to men who can freely indulge in it
themselves. Is it really more shameful that women should be drunken than
men? It has that appearance, and the frequency of the evil among them
proves that the drink cancer is getting nearer to the heart of the body
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politic. I was in France, at the Carnival at Mentone, and I remarked again
and again that I saw no sign of intoxication. All day long the peasants and
townspeople amused themselves with masks, and music, and comfits,
amusements fit for little children, but I saw no drunkenness, and do not
think there was any. Yet France is a Popish country: do we not blush to
think that it should excel us in so ordinary a virtue as sobriety? One of my
friends said to me, “If this Carnival had been held in England, these people
would have been all drunk before they started the procession.” Several
years ago when staying on the island of Heligoland I noticed with regret a
regulation that no more than four English sailors should come ashore at
one time, and then each one must be attended by a soldier till he returned
to the boat. I saw hale and hearty sailors come to the little town and walk
up the street, but how differently they reeled back, and how difficult it
seemed to get them safely away. Are our fellow-countrymen to become the
scorn of mankind for their drunkenness? The world will begin to cry shame
upon the Christian church unless something is done in this matter. Consider
the suffering and poverty which arise out of the waste of money involved in
this vice, and the crime which is its inevitable result. The whole land reeks
before the Lord, and is corrupt with this sin. If Christians do not labor to
stay this evil who will do it? If ministers do not seek to the utmost of their
ability to apply a remedy, the world will think that their outcry against
unbelief and other evils is not very sincere. He who does not cry out
against the wolf cannot surely be at enmity with the lion.


These are the mischiefs. Now for the REMEDY. What are we to do to meet
this superstition, and this unbelief, and this disintegration, and this growing
drunkenness? I have only one remedy to prescribe, and that is that we do
preach the gospel of our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, in all its length and
breadth of doctrine, precept, spirit, example, and power. To give but one
remedy for many diseases of the body is the part of an empiric, but it is not
so in the affairs of the soul, for the gospel is so divinely compounded as to
meet all the evils of humanity, however they may differ from one another.
We have only to preach the living gospel, and the whole of it, to meet the
whole of the evils of the times. The gospel, if it were fully received through
the whole earth, would purge away all slavery, end all war, and put down
all drunkenness and all social evils; in fact you cannot conceive a moral
curse which it would not remove, and even physical evils, since many of
them arise incidentally from sin, would be greatly mitigated and some of
them for ever abolished. The spirit of the gospel, causing attention to be
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given to all that concerns our neighbor’s welfare, would promote sanitary
and social reforms, and so the leaves of the tree which are for the healing
of the nations would work their beneficial purpose. Keep to the gospel,
brethren, and you will keep to the one universal, never-failing remedy. You
have read of sieges, in which the poor inhabitants have been reduced to
skeletons, and fevers and diseases scarcely known at other times have
abounded: when the city has at last surrendered, if you wished to give the
people what would meet all their wants, you would begin with giving them
food. Hunger lies at the bottom of the fever, hunger has caused the other
diseases, gaunt and grim, and when the constitution is again built up by
food it will throw off most of the other ills. Give the bread of life to the
multitude, and the maladies and diseases of fallen humanity will be divinely
removed. I am sure it is so. It is evident enough that the gospel meets
superstition. In the Revelation we read “Babylon is fallen, is fallen,” and
we see her cast like a millstone in the flood. But was it not because a little
before we read “I saw another angel fly in the midst of heaven, having the
everlasting gospel to preach unto them that dwell on the earth.” Between
the fall of Babylon and the flight of the angel there was an intimate
connection. If you were to enter a ruin and could not bear the hooting of
the owls and the presence of the bats, and wanted to disperse them, if you
could let the blessed light shine into the deserted halls, the bats and owls
would soon find their wings. Let the flambeaux blaze in every corner and
the creatures of darkness will quit the scene. Do you wish to put an end to
baptismal regeneration, the lie of lies? Procliaim spiritual regeneration by
the Holy Ghost, and exalt the work of the Spirit of the Lord. Would you
make men see through the sham of Romish and Anglican priesthood.
Proclaim the everlasting priesthood of the Great Melchisedec. If you would
end belief in sacraments, proclaim the substance, of which ordinances can
never be more than the shadow. You will find men turn away from the
husks when you set before them solid food, God by his Spirit being with
you to give them the wisdom to discern between things that differ.


As to the unbelieving business, my brethren, I bear my witness that the
preaching of the gospel confronts it well. I was speaking to a brother
minister concerning the number of young men who fall into one form or
another of false doctrine. When I told him that I was very little troubled in
that way he replied, “I don’t suppose you are. Calvinism drives them away,
it does not allow them enough scope. A man of that kind would not come
to hear you many times.” Now I am bold to say that in some preaching
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dovecotes are provided for the birds of doubt, and I am not surprised that
they fly in clouds, and as doves to their windows. Preach the doctrines of
grace, dear brethren, and those who like not your Lord will either be
changed themselves or change their minister. Preach the gospel very
decidedly and firmly, no matter what people may say of you, and God will
be with you. Some would like us to treat the Bible as if it were a peal of
bells sounding forth from a church steeple which we can make to say
whatever we please: rather let us sound forth Scriptural truth like a
trumpet, giving a certain sound that people may know that there is a
meaning in it, and may learn at the same time what that meaning is.


I give the progressive gentlemen a motto to be engraved on their
escutcheon, for which I hope they will be very grateful, it is this — “Ever
learning.” It is their boast that they are ever learning. Accept it, gentlemen,
but take the whole of it, “and never able to come to the knowledge of the
truth.” 2 Timothy 3:7. They themselves confess that they do not come to
definite knowledge, for they are always telling us that what they teach
today they may repudiate tomorrow, for a process of development is going
on, so that having commenced with the oyster of Calvinism they may yet
reach the superlative manhood of atheism, for where else will it stop?
Preach the truth with all your hearts as God teaches it to you, and this
plague will be stayed.


As to disintegration, I know of no way of keeping God’s people together
like giving them plenty of spiritual meat. The simple shepherd said that he
tied his sheep by their teeth, for he gave them such good food that they
could not find better, and so they stayed with him. Be this our custom as
the Holy Spirit shall help us. Let us also labor by our preaching to make
church fellowship a great deal more real. Have we not many times heard
the remark, perhaps a pardonable one, “I will never go to another church
meeting.” Why should it be so? An old story furnishes me with an
illustration. A clergyman was burying a corpse, and not knowing whether
to use the word “brother’” or “sister” in the service, he turned to one of
the mourners and asked, “Is it a brother or a sister ?” “No relation at all,
sir,” was the prompt reply, “only an acquaintance.” We are always talking
about beloved brethren and sisters, but on examination how much of real
brotherhood is there in most churches? Does it not amount to this — “No
relation at all, only an acquaintance.” Do you wonder that people start a
little meeting of their own where they hope that there will be a little more
communion? Try to make church fellowship full of life and love by
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preaching and living the gospel of love and brotherhood. Be to your people
like a father among his children, or an elder brother among his brethren,
that you may be the means of blessing to them, and at the same time meet
the evil of disintegration. As to that terrible matter of drunkenness, I
believe there are many palliations for the disease, but I am equally certain
that there is no complete and universally applicable cure for it except the
gospel. The best way to make a man sober is to bring him to the foot of the
Cross. It is a practical question, well worth your pondering, whether in
order to bring him there it may not be necessary to get him sober first, for
we cannot hope to see men converted when they are drunk. You may find
it wise to use with rigor all the appliances which the temperance movement
has so amply provided, but whether you personally agree to do so or not, if
you see others earnestly warbling with the demon of drink, even though
they use weapons which you do not admire, do not despise them nor treat
them otherwise than as allies. Let your own personal habits be such as shall
tend to overthrow the evil, and to encourage those who are laboring to that
end. Let the current and tone of your conversation be always friendly to
the man who fights this foe, even if he does not come upon your platform,
for the enemy is so strong and so all-devouring that no honest helper may
be scorned. But, after all, the gospel is the needle-gun of the conflict. If
you could make every man in England sign the pledge of total abstinence
you could not secure sobriety for any length of time, since pledges are too
often broken; but if men’s hearts are changed, and they become believers in
the Lord Jesus Christ, then the stamina of principle will by divine grace be
given to the mental constitution, promises will be kept, and vices will be
forsaken.


So far you have followed me in the general truth, I will now give a few
practical exhortations. The old, old gospel is to be preached, it is not to be
ground out like tunes from a barrel organ, but to be preached in the very
best way, and by God’s blessing we are so to work up the church that both
ourselves and our fellow members shall confirm the witness of the gospel,
and be hearty and unanimous in spreading it.


To begin with, we must have more knowledge of the gospel. It is not every
minister that understands the gospel: many ministers who understand its
elements have never attempted to grasp and to preach the whole of it, and
even he who knows most of it needs to understand it better. You must
preach the whole of the gospel. The omission of either a doctrine or an
ordinance or a precept may prove highly injurious. Even points which
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others think trivial must not be trivial to the man who would make full
proof of his ministry.


Do not, for instance, fail to be faithful upon believers’ baptism, for if that
part of your testimony be left out, an ingredient essential to meet
superstition will be wanting. Though it may seem at first sight as if you
might very well leave out a minor doctrine without mischief, do not so, for
since the God who put it into the word is supremely wise, he is not a wise
man who would leave it out. Fulfill the whole of your commission:
“teaching them,” says your Lord, “to observe all things whatsoever I have
commanded you.” Preach the gospel north, south, east, and west, but be
sure you preach the whole gospel as far as God has taught it you, and
nothing else.


To accomplish this we are bound to search and study in order to know
more and more of the inspired word. Have you not found that. the precious
gospel is like a cavern into which you must enter bearing the torch of the
Holy Spirit, who alone can show you all things? Were you not astonished
as you stood in the first chamber and saw its clear soft silver light? What
treasures were all around you, for all its walls were slabs of silver, and the
roof was hung with filigree of the precious metal. “I have found it! I have
found it!” cried you for very joy. But just then one of the shining ones
touched you on the shoulder and said, “Come hither, and I will show thee
greater things than these.” You passed through a portal hitherto
unobserved, and lo, there opened up another chamber more lofty and more
spacious than the last. The floor, the roof, and the pendant stalactites were
all of gold — pure gold, like unto transparent glass; and then you said,
“Now have I entered the inner most shrine of truth.” Yet was there more to
be seen, for again the shining one touched you, another secret door flew
open, and you were in a vast hall, where every form of precious stone
flashed forth upon you: rubies and jaspers, and emeralds, and amethysts
emulated each other’s beauties, while all in a blaze of light the terrible
crystal and all manner of choice gems made the cavern to shine like a
thousand firmaments crowded with stars. Then you marveled indeed. And
now, perhaps having seen such treasures, you are of opinion that nothing
more remains, but God’s glory as yet no mortal hath fully seen, and the
divine Spirit waits to lead you by study and prayer to a yet clearer vision of
the deep things of God. In order to preach the gospel well we must have
such a knowledge of it that we are practically conversant with it. We must
have it in our hearts, and also, as the proverb has it, at our fingers’ ends.
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We must be rich that we may scatter treasures. We must be scribes well
instructed that we may be apt to teach. Let us see well to this, dear
brethren; and if any of you have at all slurred your private studies and your
communion with God, and your deep searching of the word, I pray you do
not so; for you may get on a little while with the stores you have on hand,
but they will be soon spent, or become moldy. Gather fresh manna every
morning; gather it fresh from heaven. Manna is all very well out of a
brother’s omer if I cannot go where it falls, but God’s rule is for each man
to fill his own omer. Borrow from books if you will; but do not preach
books, but the living word. Get much inward knowledge, and then deal it
out.


Secondly, we must seek after a deeper and more experimental
acquaintance with the gospel. The word “experimental” is one which
theology has manufactured; and it is not correct, for true religion is no
experiment. Surely it is a well ascertained fact, a force the result of which
may safely be predicted, for no cause more certainly ensures its effect. But
we mean “experiential,” or that which groweth out of experience; pardon
the uncomely coinage. Does a man know any gospel truth a right till he
knows it by experience? Is not this the reason why God’s servants are
made to pass through so many trials, that they may really earn many truths
not otherwise to be apprehended? Do we learn much in sunny weather? Do
we not profit most in stormy times? Have you not found it so — that your
sick-bed — your bereavement — your depression of spirit, has instructed
you in many matters which tranquillity and delight have never whispered to
you? I suppose we ought to learn as much by joy as by sorrow, and I hope
that many of my Lord’s better servants do so; but, alas, others of us do
not; affliction has to be called in to whip the lesson into us. Brethren, a
minister who handles the word of God as one who has tried and proved it
is known at once by his congregation. Even the unconverted know the
touch of the practiced surgeon of souls. If a woman who never nursed
anybody before were to come to your bedside to attend to you during an
illness you would find it out without being told. But mark the skilled nurse.
Note the wonderful way in which she makes up your pillow! What an art
she has in putting on the bandages! How downy are her fingers when she
touches the wounded flesh! And if she has ever been afflicted as you now
are how pleasantly she says, “Ah, I know how you suffer. I understand that
feeling; for I have felt the same.” Why you feel that nurse to be the very
one you needed. There is a way of talking about the gospel and its
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privileges and duties in a style which does not come home to the heart at
all. I once read the following criticism upon a certain preacher. I do not
think it was at all just as applied to that minister and so I shall not mention
his name, but the remarks were as follows: — “He preaches as if you had
no father or mother, no sister or brother, no wife or child, no human
struggles and hopes; as if the great object of preaching was to fill you with
Biblical pedantry, and not to make the man better, wiser, stronger than
before. Perhaps it may be, because this is the case, that the church is so
thronged. You need not tremble lest your heart be touched, and your
darling sin withered up by the indignant denunciations of the preacher. He
is far away in Revelation or in Exodus, telling us what the first man did, or
the last man will do; giving you, it may be, a creed that is scriptural and
correct, but that does not interest you; that has neither life, nor love, nor
power; as well adapted to empty space as to this gigantic Babel of
competition, and crime, and wrong, in which we live and move.”


Such a criticism would justly apply to many preachers. They do not treat
the gospel as a practical thing, or as a matter of fact which immediately
concerns the people before them. If the gospel referred only to certain
unclothed humanities in the bush of Australia, they could not themselves
appear to be less interested in it. A pleading experimental sermon from
them we could not expect, nor even the simple gospel, except so far as
they may occasionally condescend to men of low estate by abusing
themselves from the serenity’s in which their highnesses exist in order to
consider a few of the depravities of the lower classes. This will never do.
No, we must have personal experience of the things of God. As to our own
depravity we must feel it and mourn it; and as to the glorious power of the
grace of God and the wondrous riches of Christ, we must go on to realize
these in our own souls more and more, if we are to preach with power and
meet the evils of the times.


I have to say, thirdly, that we must keep to the gospel more continually. I
do not know any audience to whom there is less need to say this than to
the present; but, still, let us “stir up your pure minds by way of
remembrance.” It is worth while stirring up that which is pure, the impure
will be best let alone. Seeing that ye have these things, let me excite you to
have them more abundantly. Often, very often, ought we to teach the
simple rudiments of the gospel. It is astonishing, after all the preaching that
there has been in England, how little the gospel is understood by the mass
of men. They are still children, and have need to be told the A B C of the
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gospel of Christ. Keep most to those themes, brethren, which are most
soul-saving — to those which are practically useful to the people. Keep
close to the cross of Christ. Point continually to the atoning sacrifice and to
the doctrine of justification by faiths, which, when preached aright, are
never preached without the divine approbation. Every truth is important,
let it have its due place; but do not suffer many secondary truth to take you
away from the first. Aristotle, in his wonderfully unnatural natural history,
tells us that in Sicily the herbs in the woods and fields smell so exceeding
sweetly that the dogs lose all scent of their prey, and so are unable to hunt.
Let us beware of such herbs. There is to our minds — to mine, I know — a
great fascination in poetry, in true science, in metaphysics, and the like; but
you, I trust, dear brethren, will prove to be dogs of so keen a scent that the
perfume of none of these shall prevent your following closely after the
souls of men, for whom you hunt at your Master’s bidding. No doubt many
are taken off from the main pursuit, and think, when they have taken to
frivolous philosophizing, that they have outgrown their fellow Christians,
but be not ye of their mind.


A woman was once very busy in fetching out of her burning house her
pictures and her choicest pieces of furniture. She had worked for hours at
it, toiling hard to save her little treasures, when on a sudden it came to her
mind that one child was missing. One child had been left in the burning
house, and when she rushed back again that chamber had long ago been
consumed, and the child had, doubtless, perished. Then did she wring her
hands, and bitterly bewail her folly. Every bit of furniture that she had
saved she seemed to curse, and wished that she had not saved it, because
by looking after such poor stuff she had lost her child. Even so every little
piece of curious learning and quaint proverb, and deep doctrine that you
manage to save from the fire will only accuse your conscience if you let
men’s souls perish. We must have them saved, and it is infinitely better that
fifty of those admirable discourses upon a difficult point should lie by till
we are dead than that we should bring them out and waste fifty Sundays
when precious souls are waiting for the good news of mercy. I have often
wondered what some sermons were preached for, what design the preacher
had in concocting them. I would not suspect the preachers of wishing to
display themselves; what else they meant I do not know. Caligula marched
his legions with the beating of drums and sounding of trumpets, and display
of eagles and banners down to the sea-shore, to gather cockles. And there
are sermons of that sort: beating drums and sounding trumpets and
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flaunting flags, and cockles. A beautiful story is told of the famous
Bernard. He preached one day to a congregation with marvelous eloquence
and poetic diction; he charmed them all; but when the sermon was done,
Bernard was observed to walk away disquieted. He wandered into the
wilderness and spent the night alone, fasting because of sadness. The next
day, at the time for preaching, he was ready, and delivered himself of a
common-place discourse which the great gentlemen who had listened to
him the day before thought nothing of, but the poor of the people
understood his words and drank them in, and though he heard the censures
of the critics, he was observed to walk away with a smile upon his face,
and to eat his bread with a merry heart. When one asked the reason, he
said, “Heri Bernardum: hodie Jesum Christum.” “Yesterday I preached
Bernard; but today Jesus Christ.” You, my brethren, will feel happy when
you have preached unto them Jesus, and, whoever frowns, your sleep will
be sweet to you, for your Master has accepted you.


Keep to the gospel, then, more and more and more. Give the people Christ
and nothing but Christ. Satiate them, even though some of them should say
that you also nauseate them with the gospel. At every meal set out the salt
without prescribing how much. If they do not like it (and there are
creatures that cannot endure salt), give them all the more, for this is your
Lord’s mind.


I would add that in our preaching we must become more and more earnest
and practical. That paragraph which I read to you just now concerning a
certain divine, must never be true concerning us. We must preach as men
to men, not as divines before the clergy and nobility. Preach straight at
them. It is of no use to fire your rifle into the sky when your object is to
pierce the heart. To flourish your saber finely is a thing which has been
done so often that you need not repeat it. Your work is to charge home at
the heart and conscience. Fire into the very center of the foe. Aim at effect.
“Oh! oh!” say you, “I thought we ought never to do that.” No, not in the
perverted acceptation of the term, but in the right sense aim at effect —
effect upon the conscience and upon the heart. Some preachers remind me
of the famous Chinese jugglers, who not long ago were everywhere
advertised. One of these stood against a wall and the other threw knives at
him. One knife would be delivered into the board just above his head, and
another close by his ear, while under his armpit and between his fingers
quite a number of deadly weapons were bristling. Wonderful art to be able
to throw to a hair’s breadth and never strike! How many among us have a
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marvelous skill in missing! “Be not afraid,” says the preacher, “I am never
personal, never give home-thrusts.” Stand quite still, my friend! Open your
arms! Spread out your fingers! Your minister has practiced a very long
while, and he knows how to avoid troubling you in the least with truth too
severely personal. Brethren, cultivate that art if you desire to be damned
and your hearers also; but if you desire both to save yourselves and them
that hear you, cry to your Lord for faithfulness, practicalness, heart-moving
power. Never play at preaching, nor beat about the bush; get at it, and
always mean business. Plutarch tells us of two men at Athens who were
nominated for a public office. One of them was famous for his oratory, and
to gain the election he gave a description of what he could and would do if
the citizens would choose him. He would have charmed them with his fine
promises, but they knew him too well. His rival was a man of few words
and simply said, “All that this gentleman has said I mean to do.” Now, be
ye of that kind, not speakers of the word only, but doers also. Have you
not heard scores of sermons about the gospel, and about what the gospel is
to do? Is it not a grand thing at a public meeting to give a glorious
description of what the gospel has accomplished and what it will
accomplish, though you have contributed nothing to the grand result? But
of what avail is it to preach about the gospel, let us preach the gospel
itself. Hope not to alarm the foe by a description of a Krupp-gun, but
wheel up your artillery and open fire. Don’t be content with describing
conviction of sin, but labor in the power of the Spirit to produce conviction
at once. Don’t satisfy yourself by picturing the peace which follows upon
believing, but preach the truth which men are to believe, so that they may
actually obtain the peace which you describe. We want more of what I call
the “doing” preaching, and less of the “talking” preaching. Set yourselves
steadily to labor with men even to an agony. Show men their sin. Set it out
before them, and say, “Sinner, is not this sin? Are you so blind that you
cannot see it. If you cannot see it I will mourn your blindness and pray the
ever-blessed Spirit to open your eyes. And do not you see Christ, sinner? I
have seen him! It was the most blessed sight I ever beheld, for his wounds
are my healing and his death is my life. I have nothing to show you but
Christ my master, but a look at him will save you. I will pray the Holy
Spirit to illuminate you, but if you do not understand, it shall be the fault of
your mind and not of my language.” We have heard sermons preached in
which the minister prayed God to save souls, but unless he had departed
from his usual laws of procedure it was not possible for the Almighty God
to use such discourses for any such purpose, for they have consisted of
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mere trifling with words, or an exposition of some minute point of opinion,
or a philosophizing away of the mind of the Spirit. Pray the Lord to save
your hearers, and then drive at them as though you could save them
yourself. Trust in God, and then employ such logical arguments as may
convince the judgment and such pathetic appeals as may touch the heart, so
that if effects depend upon causes you may see them produced, God’s hand
being with you.


I need scarcely add to you, brethren, that we must be more and more
simple and clear in the preaching of the gospel. I think we are pretty clear
and plain already, but sometimes young men are fascinated by some
famous preacher whose style is grandiose, sublime, or involved. They see
the thing done very splendidly, and as they look on they marvel, and by
degrees think they will try that, too; and so they put on the seven-league
boots, large enough for them to live in, and the result is ridiculous, nay,
worse than that, it is spiritually useless. When a man tries to do the
magnificent, with elaborate sentences, and pompous diction, and grandeur
of manner, it must and will come to nought. There is also a tendency
among some young gentlemen to go off into excessive quotation of poetry.
There are fine young men who probably were born with a rose between
their lips, and with a nightingale singing above their bed when first their
infant cries were heard, and these are for ever consecrated to the sublime
and beautiful. Every breeze wafts to them from the mountains of Araby the
sweet odors of poetic thought.


“They scarce their mouths can ope
But out there flies a trope.”


Very fine! very fine, brethren; but do not be beguiled with it. As much as
ever you can avoid all artificial oratory, or what simpletons now-a-days
mistake for eloquence. The word is shamefully used, but in the common
acceptation of the term the most detestable thing is eloquence. Speak from
your heart and never mind eloquence. Do not speak after the manner of
oratory; speak as a lover of souls, and then you will have eloquence, real
eloquence. The oratory which allies itself with the dancing-master, and
practices before a looking-glass, and is fond of classical geography, and
obscure verses from unknown poets, is for ever to be abhorred by you.
Perishing sinners do not want your poetry, they want Christ. If you are
poetical ride on the back of your poetry, but do not let it ride you. What
you have to do is to be the means of saving souls, and look you well to
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that. If soldiers can win a battle and sing sweetly at the same time, by all
means let them sing, but if it so happens that while regarding the harmonies
they miss a cut at their enemies, let the singing come to an end at once.
There, young warrior, give over your crotchets and quavers and vault into
your saddle. I Regard your pulpit as your steed, and dash into the battle
like Khaled of old, smiting right and left with dauntless valor; and when
you come back you will have more honor from your Master than he who
stayed at home to arrange the plumes of his helmet, and then at length rode
out bedizened to admiration only to come home like that glorious hero of
old time who “marched up a hill and down again.”


I must hasten on to notice that if we are to make the gospel meet the evils
of the time, we must be quite sure to exemplify it in our lives when out of
the pulpit. I thank God I know, in the case of numbers of brethren here,
that the gospel which they preach is illustrated in their lives by their self-
denials and self-sacrifices. It charms me when I hear a brother say, “I left
my position to go to one where my income would be twenty pounds a year
less, for I felt that there was a wider sphere of usefulness before me, and
that I should not be building on another man’s foundation, but conquering
new territory for Christ.” I glory in God’s grace as shown in many of you,
because of your zeal, your endurance of poverty, and your faith in God.
The Lord will bless you. It delights my soul to think that the spirit of the
apostles and martyrs is in many of you. You make sacrifices for Christ and
say nothing about them, content to do grandly though none proclaim it. Go
on, my brethren, in the name of the Lord. I hope you will not have to suffer
more than needs be, but where there is a needs be take you the suffering
joyfully. If we cannot conquer without the loss of a few men, do not let us
hesitate for a moment. If we cannot take this Malakoff without filling the
trench with dead bodies, let us leap in. Let us never shrink from poverty,
rebuke, or hard labor; but determine that the old flag shall be carried to the
top of the fortress, and, in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ, error shall be
trodden under foot as straw is trodden for the dunghill. Ah, it is a cause
worthy of your utmost zeal, if you could spill your blood in a thousand
martyrdoms a day the cause deserves it. It is the cause of God, the cause of
Christ, the cause of humanity. Preach the gospel, brethren, preach it all,
and preach it with the Holy Ghost sent down from heaven, and you shall
yet save this perishing world, but may God help you to live in the spirit of
the gospel, or you will fail.
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I am afraid that there are some ministers who get into a pulpit, intending
there to stick. There is no moving them, and they never move the people. It
is sometimes remarked to me, “Some of your men move about a good
deal.” “Yes,” I say, “many shall run to and fro, and knowledge shall
increase.” I like the self-sacrifice of a man who feels that he can move and
will move when he can do more good elsewhere. Never move or stay for
selfish reasons, but hold yourself at your great Captain’s beck and call. An
old Scotch minister, as he was riding along, saw, according to his own
description, something coming which greatly alarmed him. It was a gypsy
riding aloft upon an ass which he had loaded high with fagots. The beast
which the minister was riding was alarmed as well as its rider, set its feet
down very firmly, and put its ears back, after the manner of amiable horses!
“And,” said the minister in describing it, “I prepared myself for a fall, so
that I fell somewhat more easily.” “But,” said a friend, “I should have got
off.” That idea had never crossed the worthy man’s mind. So it is with
some ministers, they prepare themselves to be dismissed by their people,
but never propose to remove of their own will. It is within my knowledge
that a brother, not of our Conference, said to his people, when they were in
a most earnest manner endeavoring to get rid of him, “it was the Spirit of
God that brought me here, and I shall never go till the Spirit of God leads
me to go away, and that will be a very long while.” The last sentence cast
suspicion on all that preceded it, for, surely, he could not foretell what the
mind of the Spirit might be. Stay or move, brethren; go to Africa, or
America, or Australia, or flit from John o’Groat’s house to the Land’s End,
only do accomplish your mission and glorify God. Be holy, be gracious, be
prayerful, be disinterested, be like the Lord Jesus: thus only will your lives
be consistent with your ministries.


One thing more, and it is this. Let us, dear brethren, try to get saturated
with the gospel. I always find that I can preach best when I can manage to
lie a-soak in my text. I like to get a text and know its meaning and
bearings, and so on; and then, after I have bathed in it, I delight to lie down
in it and let it soak into me. It softens me, or hardens me, or does whatever
it ought to do to me, and then I can talk about it. Become saturated with
spices and you will smell of them. You need not be very particular about
the woods and phrases if the spirit of the text has filled you. Thoughts will
leap out and find raiment for themselves, a sweet perfume will distill from
you and spread itself in every direction — we call it unction. Do you not
love to hear a brother speak who abides in fellowship with Jesus. Even a
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few minutes with such a man is refreshing, for, like his Master, his paths
drop fatness. Dwell in the truth and let the truth dwell in you. Be baptized
into its spirit and influence that you may impart thereof to others. If you do
not believe the gospel do not preach it, for you lack an essential
qualification; but even if you do believe it, do not preach it until you have
taken it up into yourself as the wick takes up the oil. So only can you be a
burning and a shining light. Personally to me the gospel is something more
than a matter of faith: it has so mingled with my being as to be a part of my
consciousness, an integral part of my mind, never to be removed from me.
If stretched upon the rack I might be weak enough in the extremity of pain
to say that I did not believe the truth; but I could not help believing it still.
Faith in the old orthodox creed is not a matter of choice with me now. I am
frequently told that I ought to examine at length the various new views
which are so continually presented. I decline the invitation: I can smell
them, and that satisfies me. I perceive in them nothing which glorifies God
or magnifies Christ, but much that puffs up human nature, and I protest
that the smell is enough for me.


“Should all the forms that men devise
Assault my faith with treacherous art,


I’d call them vanities and lies,
And bind the gospel to my heart.”


I hope the truths of the gospel have become our life: experience has
incorporated them with our being. Be laid low with pain, and nothing will
then suffice you but gracious realities. Bind philosophy around an aching
heart, and see if it will relieve the agony. Take a draught of modern
thought, and see if it will cure despair. Go to sick beds, where men are
looking into eternity, and see if the principles of the skeptical school can
help the sick to die in triumph.


Brothers, I beseech you keep to the old gospel, and let your souls be filled
with it, and then may you be set on fire with it. When the wick is saturated,
let the flame be applied. Fire from heaven is still the necessity of the age.
They call it “go,” and here is nothing which goes like it, for when it kindles
upon a prairie or a dry forest all that is dry and withered must disappear
before its terrible advance. May God himself, who is a consuming fire, ever
burn in you as in the bush at Horeb. All other things being equal, that man
will do most who has most of the divine fire. That subtle, mysterious
element called fire — who knoweth what it is? It is a force inconceivably
mighty. Perhaps it is the motive force of all the forces, for light and heat
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from the sun are the soul of power. Certainly fire, as it is in God, and
comes upon his servants, is power omnipotent. The consecrated flame will,
perhaps, consume you, burning up the bodily health with too great ardor of
soul, even as a sharp sword wears away the scabbard, but what of that?
The zeal of God’s house ate up our Master, and it is but a small matter if it
consume his servants. If by excessive labor we die before reaching the
average age of man, worn out in the Masters service, then, glory be to
God, we shall have so much less of earth and so much more of heaven.
And suppose we should be abused, misrepresented, and slandered for
Christ’s sake, then glory be to God that we had a reputation to lose for his
sake, and blessed be our Lord who counted us a worthy to do it. Be on fire
within yourselves with perfect consecration to God, and then you will blaze
in the pulpit.


There are the evils, brethren. I have tried to set them forth; you will not
forget them. But we have only one remedy; preach Jesus Christ, and let us
do it more and more. By the roadside, in the little room, in the theater,
anywhere, everywhere, let us preach Christ. Write books if you like, and
do anything else within your power; but whatever else you cannot do,
preach Christ. If you do not always visit your people (though I pray God
you may not be blameworthy there) yet preach. The devil cannot endure
gospel preaching, nothing worries him so much as preaching. The pope
cannot bear it, nothing makes him so ill as preaching. Preaching is our
great weapon — use it perpetually. Preaching is the Lord’s battering-ram,
wherewith the walls of old Babylon are being shaken to their foundations.
Work on with it, brothers, work on. Preach, preach, preach, preach,
preach, preach, till you can preach no more, and then go above to sing the
praises of God in heaven, and make known to the angels the wonders of
redeeming love.


ADVERTISING FOR THE DEVIL.


THERE are many well-meaning people in the world who do a good deal of
gratuitous advertising for Satan. They seem to doubt whether anything is
settled until they settle it; and so they go to work disputing with unseen
opponents, and confuting in the pulpit theories which, to most of their
hearers, are as unknown and unintelligible as Sanscrit.
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A minister expressed great surprise at seeing an objectionable book on the
table of a friend, but was informed that his curiosity was excited by the
minister’s denouncing the book on the previous Sunday, and at once he
went and bought it.


We shall do well to remember that our harvest depends upon the amount
of wheat which we sow, and not upon the number of tares which, we pull
up. We may work ourselves to death in trying to undo what Satan has
done, and we shall find him at last too agile for us to overtake him. We
shall do better to work for God with all the energy of devout and devoted
hearts, trusting him to bless his own Word, and bring to naught the devices
of evil men and devils.


An earnest writer has well said: “Teachers have better work than to
advertise the devil’s nostrums.” The best way, as a rule, to preach down
error, is to preach up truth. Fill the mind and saturate the soul with the
truth of God’s word, and there shall be no room for error. Seldom attack
error directly; but if you throw down the gauntlet to the devil, be sure you
give him a deadly lunge. Error is a plant of such prolific growth, that the
more you try to pull it up by the roots, the more you will cause them to
sprout. Sow ‘the good seed of the kingdom’ in every spot of the ground,
and you will choke out and keep out error by the presence of truth. We
have paid too much respect to Satan. We owe him nothing but contempt
and disobedience. Let us stop abusing the devil and the pope, and begin in
good earnest to teach God’s word. If that word abide in us richly, if we
teach it fully, we shall have little occasion to mourn over the power of
error.


“Never before has God more signally honored his own Word. Never before
was the Bible more bitterly opposed; never before was it so tenderly loved
and widely read as now. Never before was prayer more questioned; never
before was prayer more graciously answered. Truth is mighty; as God lives
it will prevail. Let us believe it, teach it, and live it. Let us fill the minds of
our children with the truths of God’s word; and by his blessing, new
trophies to redeeming grace shall be won in every class.” — From the
Boston “Christian.”
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THE COLLEGE REPORT FOR 1876-77


BY C. H. SPURGEON


IT becomes more difficult every year to prepare a Report for our friends,
because we have already said all that can be said, and said it in several
ways. Our College is now in middle life, and this is at once the most
laborious and the least romantic period of existence. We are quietly
plodding on, doing nothing new, but persevering in downright hard work.
Very prosaic, but at the same time very fruitful, is the history which can be
thus summarized. We have gone on now for twenty years, aiding our
young brethren to preach the gospel more intelligently, and we are by no
means weary of the work, or shaken in our conviction as to its extreme
necessity; but, on the contrary, we are more than ever wedded to the
service, and are resolved so long as we live to continue in it. Our plans and
methods are the same as at the first, because we have not been shown any
reason for altering them, but have accumulated proofs of their efficiency.
Instead of drawing back or changing our course, we are taking counsel for
the continuance of the Pastors’ College when we shall have ended our own
personal career; and there are indications that the Lord will enable us to
place the institution upon a permanent footing for generations yet to come.


Although there is nothing in mere plodding perseverance which can furnish
matter for a sensational report, yet there is sterling value in it. Many can
start an institution (for we have seen it done), but they lose their breath
after a little running, and either let the work die, or turn it over to others,
and try something newer and more dazzling. It has been our privilege to be
associated with brethren who are not given to change, but are endowed
with patient continuance in well doing, and so the College holds on its way
without faltering. It is our duty to render praise to God for this, for
whoever the laborers may be, he only can establish the work of our hands
upon us. He only could have raised us up so many generous and faithful
friends by whose liberality we are enabled to carry on the work, and he
only could have sent success to the men who have gone forth. To him be
grateful praise.


During the year the number of students has been greater than ever; it
constantly varies, but it has reached at one time as many as one hundred
and ten, but the funds have increased in like proportion, and there has been
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no lack. Men have been forthcoming in such large numbers as to enable us
to make a very careful and jealous selection without fear of running short
of accepted students. The men now with us are equal to any former body
of brethren we have ever had, and many of them are preachers of great
promise. Our brother and all the tutors have been spared to us in excellent
health, and everything has worked as we could desire.


The Evening Classes, in which men who desire to serve the Lord can
obtain a gratuitous education, have been very efficiently conducted, have
gathered up large numbers of young men, and have been a great source of
supply to the College, besides sending out colporteurs, city missionaries,
lay preachers, Sabbath-school teachers, and workers of all sorts. Between
two and three hundred names are on the books of this Christian Working
Men’s College, and a fine spirit prevails among them.


We have now been able to purchase the freehold of the College, which
was before held upon lease for eighty years, of the Ecclesiastical
Commissioners, and we have put the property in trust, together with a
sufficient sum to pay the rates and keep it in repair. This is a very glad
event to the President, and he begs his friends to unite with him in gratitude
to God. No debt, no rent, and virtually no rates: the College is thus housed
by the gracious Lord, who has removed all difficulties and sent all supplies
in answer to prayer. Our trustees are the brethren who conduct the
Orphanage, and are at our side in every good work — in fact, the deacons
of the church at the Tabernacle.


An old friend of the College sent us the other day the following remarks,
which he thought should be incorporated in the Report, although he wished
us to put them into other language. We shall not, however, hammer them
on our anvil, but give them just as we received them, for we could not
improve them.


“The wisdom and grace of God in the institution of this College are
increasingly manifested every year. Such a necessity for its existence could
not be foreseen by its first promoters. That there was some need for its
origin for a better provision for the plain preaching of a plain gospel was
seen and felt, but little did they think that a departure from the true faith
would have proceeded so rapidly as to render this College so needful for
the preservation of the old gospel as it has now become. ‘This is the Lord’s
doing, it is marvelous in our eyes.’ It was the Lord’s doing that the
President was led to the idea of a Pastors’ College. It is the Lord’s doing
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that young men in exact conformity with that idea have been provided. It is
the Lord’s doing that they have zealously and unitedly acquiesced in the
instructions that have been given them. It is the Lord’s doing that spheres
of usefulness have been presented to them. It is the Lord’s doing that they
have faithfully adhered, almost without exception to the doctrines for the
maintenance of which this College was raised up both by God and man. It
is the Lord’s doing that those doctrines have been preached by them with
unexampled success, and in few, if in any, instances in vain. Some have
ranked among the foremost for distinction and usefulness in the
denomination, the majority are increasingly influential and of solid worth,
and the humblest of them are not less qualified for their own particular
spheres. ‘This also cometh forth from the Lord of hosts, who is wonderful
in counsel and excellent in working.’


“It is wonderful indeed that such a gospel should have been provided for
lost and helpless men, and that it should please God by the foolishness of
preaching (not by foolish preaching, but, by what to wise men after the
flesh may seem foolishness), to save them that believe; but having instituted
this method of salvation it is not wonderful that this alone should receive
the divine sanction and blessing. It is not wonderful that the plain and
earnest preaching of a pure gospel should have the greatest influence upon
the minds and hearts of men, because it alone comes within the promise for
that end. Effects there may be of a certain intellectual and moral worth
from other preaching, but in proportion as they are the result of real gospel
teaching, in that proportion only will they give real peace to the soul. It is
by confining themselves almost exclusively to the fundamental doctrines of
the gospel that the students from this College have awakened unusual
interest, and have been favored with unusual success. They owe their
prominence in no small degree to the omissions of others. With or without
learning and eloquence, they have shown what are the truths that are most
blessed for the conversion of sinners and the consolation of the saved.
Presented as living truths in their own experience, they have been received
as such by others. Such, we are thankful to say, have been the results of the
College, and such they continue to this day.


“Hitherto the College has been gradually increasing. Last month it was
twenty years old, and it may now be considered to have nearly attained its
full growth. There is a certain size for everything, in which it becomes most
complete and most conducive to its own ends, It is so with flowers and
trees, with animals and men, with families and nations, and communities of
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every kind. It is not less so with colleges. Universities do not furnish the
best examples for religious purposes. The amalgamation of dissenting
colleges has not answered the expectations that led to its formation. The
Pastors’ College is limited by its accommodation and its relation to a single
pastorate, and, having come up to those limits, may be considered
providentially to have arrived at its full growth. No great advance of its
funds will be henceforth required, but only that they be well sustained.
Already its supply of pastors is in excess of all the other Baptist colleges
combined. It has outlived the jealousies and fears awakened by its first
appearance, has gained the confidence of kindred institutions, and been
recognized as an established power for great good both in the church and
the world.


“If such have been the achievements of its youth, much more may be
expected from its manhood. What if all that has hitherto been done by its
instrumentality were undone! Where would the majority of the 380 men
have been who have now successfully engaged, and some for many years,
in the Christian ministry? No provision was made for them in other
colleges, so that in all human probability they would have remained in the
same private capacity, and upon the same level from which they came
amongst us. Where would the many chapels have been that have been
erected for their use, the new churches which have been formed, and the
old churches which have been revived by their instrumentality? Where
would the many souls have been if all that has been effected through their
instrumentality were now to be undone? How many would have to quit
their glorious high thrones in heaven, put off their spotless robes, lay down
their golden harps, resign their crowns, and leave their blest abodes for
regions of sorrow and despair? How many thousands of rejoicing pilgrims
to the heavenly Jerusalem must go back to the world of sin and sorrow
from whence they came? How many who have been comforted by their
ministrations must resume their old burdens, and return to their perplexities
and fears? How many awakened by their faithful appeals must return to
their former indifference, without God and without Christ in the world?


The change would be felt by many in all lands, and when to these
considerations we add the saving benefits which these many thousands may
have conveyed, or may hereafter convey, to others, the blessings resulting
from the College are incalculable. It is not an unfair method of
argumentation thus to suppose all that has been done by the College to be
undone. If we would know the benefit which the earth derives from the sun
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for a single day, we have only to suppose its light for that one day to be
withheld; or the benefit of refreshing showers in a time of drought:, we
have only to suppose all their quickening and reviving influence to be
withdrawn. To know the value of health, and outward mercies of any kind,
we have only to think what we should have been, and where we should
have been, without them. Why may we not judge in the same way of all
spiritual good, with all the additional force it acquires from that good
abiding for ever? Should the college now in its twenty-first year expire, it
will not have lived in vain; but it has, we trust, a long life of a yet more
vigorous and effective manhood before it, and its past benefits will prove
but the dew of its youth in comparison with the showers of blessings which
are stored up in it for many ages yet to come.”


THE COLLEGE REPORT FOR 1876-7.


BY C. H. SPURGEON


(CONTINUED)


WHILE diligently considering how we could give variety to our reports it
occurred to us that it would be a new feature to print extracts from the
letters which we have received. Our joy in reading the budget of epistles
from all parts of the earth has been very great, and we hope that our
thousands of donors will share therein. We feel deeply grateful to all our
brethren who so kindly sent in accounts of their work. To print all would
need a large pamphlet, and as we cannot afford that, we have picked a little
here and there, leaving quite as good behind.


We shall intersperse our own notes and remarks as we cull from these
letters.


It is with much pleasure that we see our beloved but much afflicted brother
Archibald Brown still prospering abundantly in the great house which he
has been enabled to build, and we are glad to see that London has gained
other successful workers from our ranks, some of whom occupy leading
positions. Mr. Cuff is urging on his great enterprise at Shoreditch, Mr.
Collins has come to John Street, Bedford Row, and Mr. Bax to Salters’
Hall, while such brethren as Mr. Tarn, of Peckham, Mr. White, of Talbot
Tabernacle, Mr. Sawday, of Pentonville, Mr. Inglis, of Victoria Park, are a
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few among many soul-winners who are favored with memorable success in
our great city.


The ancient church of Broadmead, Bristol, has had a season of great
prosperity under Mr. Gange; a few sentences will show what material
progress has been necessitated by the spiritual advance.


“We are enlarging Broadmead for the second time since my
pastorate commenced. ‘The old chapel remained for over 200 years
the size it was when built. We enlarged it five years ago, and are
now spending 2,500 upon it. This will bring the old, long-hidden
meeting-house out into a public street, so that Broadmead is now
visible for the first time; and it will give us 400 more sittings,
making ours one of the largest chapels in the provinces.”


Other churches in Bristol have their song to sing, and we only omit
mention of them from want of space, but the good secretary of the church
in Thrissel! Street has sent us such an excellent account of God’s blessing
upon Mr. Osborne’s pastorate there, that we must give it entire.


“It is with great joy and thanksgiving that we send this our first
report to you, and though we have for many years ‘lien among the
pots,’ yet we can rejoice that God has indeed been mindful of us,
and, like the dove, our wings are receiving the sprinklings of gold
and silver. Thrissell Street Chapel, the only Baptist cause in a
district containing 40,000 inhabitants, has for many years been in a
very dead and desolate condition, but we bless and praise our
heavenly Father that, in the answer to the prayers of some of his
children whose minds were stirred up with anxiety concerning the
state of this cause, there has been a grand revival. The Pastor, who
had been settled here over thirty years, resigned a little more than
two years since, when the few, who had for a long time sorrowed
and moaned over their condition, immediately set themselves to
prayer that God would cause the light of his countenance to shine
upon them, which prayer was answered by his sending amongst us
our present beloved Pastor, the Rev. W. Osborne, a choice for
which we have not had cause, to regret but to abundantly praise
and give thanks. In the first place, our present Pastor came to a
church in which there was no organization, certainly there was a
school, but it was far from being in a working and satisfactory
condition. Twelve months since one of our present deacons was led
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to take the leadership of the Bible Class which at that time
numbered only twelve, but which now, by the blessing of God,
numbers over 100, and out of which twenty have been received into
the church. Another one of our deacons was led to organize a Tract
Society which now is in thorough working order, and tracts are
every week distributed in between twenty and thirty districts. Our
next anxiety was concerning the School, but after much prayer we
were able to see our way clear, difficulties were removed, and one
of our earnest working brethren was led to take the
superintendence of this agency, the result of which gives us great
cause for thanksgiving, and we are rejoicing in the fact that not a
few are deeply anxious concerning their souls eternal welfare. For
several years previous to Mr. Osborne coming into our midst the
baptistery had been closed, but at the end of the first month it was
opened, and since that it has been regularly opened every month,
with but two exceptions, which were owing to repairs and cleaning.
As you will see by the Report, seventy-six fresh members have been
added to the church. We have also been enabled to thoroughly
clean and renovate the Chapel and Schoolrooms, and, instead of
being a dead church where all seem sleeping, we have a church full
of workers, anxious for the salvation of sinners. Our Pastor’s
earnestness and zeal in his work, together with his geniality, seemed
to have sent an electric current, through the church, and to such an
extent has God blessed him in his work that every Tuesday evening
he is kept from 8:30 till 10 seeing inquirers. We feel now we want
more room, and this is a matter which is occupying our minds at
the present, and about which we are earnestly praying for guidance.
In none of these things, however, do we take glory to ourselves,
but bless and praise God for his mindfulness of us, and to-day we
seem to hear his voice saying to us, ‘For this my son was dead and
is alive again; and was lost and is found.’”


Many letters of similar character have been read by us, and have made our
heart leap for joy, and if we do not print them all, it is not from want of
appreciation, but lack of space. The extraordinary success of Mr. Silverton,
at Nottingham, the steady work of Mr. Medhurst and other brethren at
Portsmouth, and other tempting matters might call for notice, but we
forbear.
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The smaller churches often receive a larger proportionate blessing than
those of greater size: here is a letter from Mr. Smith, Malton, Yorkshire, a
brother in feeble health, and, like most of the brethren, with but small
income.


“When I came down here I found the chapel empty and forsaken by
all, with the exception of a few members. For the last ten years the
place has been going down. Some could remember a baptism seven
years ago of one person, but since then no members were added,
and the church had become so low that they came to the conclusion
they could not keep open any longer, but the Lord willed it
otherwise. I was sent to preach for two Sabbaths as the last trial. I
left the Tabernacle with our beloved President’s blessing and his
promised prayers. When I arrived at Malton I found, with all effort
in posting bills, announcing a student from Mr. Spurgeon’s
Tabernacle, only twelve persons were present at the morning
service. At the close, I invited all who could to join me and help in
an open-air service before the service in the evening. At the time
appointed five persons came, and after much earnest prayer for
divine help, we took our stand at a point where I could be seen and
heard in four of the main streets in the town. We commenced by
singing one of Mr. Sankey’s hymns, and to our surprise the people
came from every quarter until by the end of our meeting not less
than three hundred persons were present. We closed and invited all
who did not attend a place of worship to come with us. Our friends
led the way and the crowd came too, and that night the Baptist
chapel was full, and not only was the chapel filled, but the Lord
filled our hearts. We had a good meeting, and good was done.
Many stayed behind for counsel and prayer. I could give you many
most interesting and wonderful answers to prayer, and conversions;
but I know your limited space, and therefore send you the result of
our labor. I have been here one year and a half. Many have found
the Lord. I have baptized over fifty persons, and they are useful,
active members. We commenced a Bible class; five on the first
Sunday, now over a hundred attend every Sunday afternoon. We
had a Sunday-school numbering twelve, teachers included. Now we
have two hundred and twelve teachers, etc., Our schoolroom is so
small, we are hoping to get a new and larger one. Our congregation
has not fallen away, but is growing, and at the commencement of
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this winter some had to go away from want of room. We
commenced improvements and enlargements. This has been done
and nearly all the sittings let, and we have paid £200 for alteration,
cleaning, and repairs. We have £30 yet to pay. When we have done
that other things must be done. We commenced a mission station at
Old Malton; and it has been very successful, many have been saved
there. This year we commenced a local paper called “The Malton
Monthly Magazine.” We had four hundred copies monthly; next
month we hope to increase to five hundred. We hold thirteen
meetings in the week, all well attended, and growing in interest and
blessing. We give our heartfelt thanks to the Lord our God who has
blessed us and made us a blessing, and pray that we may still go on
to glorify his holy name.”


Very interesting is the news from Eastcombe, near Stroud, as showing
what can be done in the villages if ministers have spirit and zeal. Mr. Brett
and his excellent wife have done grand service to Nonconformity and to
the gospel by their united endeavors.


“We are surrounded with High Churchism, and the only elementary
school was connected with the High Church party. The children
who attended were compelled to be ‘christened,’ or refused
admittance, and told that they were heathen children. In view of
this state of things, my wife and myself resolved to commence a
day-school on the British and Foreign School system. We
commenced it and taught the children ourselves.


The Lord greatly blessed the effort, and now we have the joy of
seeing the matter taken up; and a master has been engaged, who
commenced his duties on the 1st inst. We have about seventy
scholars, which has left the opposition with about sixteen. We all
look to this as a future source of strength to the church and the
cause of truth. We shall be tried this year, as funds are low. The
preached word has been blessed to the conversion of sinners.
Besides those received into the church during the past year, there
are several persons waiting for baptism, and we have hopeful signs
of may others. The congregation steadily increases. The week
evening meetings are very well attended. There is evidently a spirit
of hearing amongst the people. The Sunday-school is in a
prosperous condition. During the past two years it has increased in
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numbers about forty, The church during the same period has
increased by nearly fifty members. We have a night school, which
has done much to check the influence of the Conformists. The
temperance work in which we have engaged has given us more
influence with the people, and has made many homes happier. We
have been enabled to clear off nearly all the debt of about £200,
besides paying for a new heating apparatus, and repairs done to
chapel, etc. We bless God for what we have been enabled to do for
him. Our strength has been sorely tried sometimes with meetings
every evening during the week, Saturday inclusive, and always five
meetings on Sunday; but our heavenly Father has been faithful, and
has given strength equal to our day. We feel, after all, but very little
has been done compared with what is to be done.”


Villages where there are living churches and an earnest ministry
become themselves centers of influence for the hamlets around, but
the village bishop’s office is no sinecure, as witness the work
needed to carry on the operations of the church at Eythorne, in
Kent. “To write a complete record of the work here during the year
would be to write a small volume, as will be seen by a simple
statement of the various agencies in operation amongst us. First on
the list is the work in Eythorne itself, with three Sunday services,
Sunday-school, and prayer meetings. Next may be mentioned the
chapel at Ashley, at a distance of two miles, where preaching
services, Sunday-school, and week-evening meetings are regularly
conducted. We have also a chapel at Eastry, four miles distant,
where preaching services, Sunday-school, prayer-meetings, and
various classes are most successfully carried on. Then, seven miles
off, is our chapel at Barnswell, where Sunday services and school
are constantly maintained. In addition to the work at these Chapels
we have regular Sunday and week-evening services at Barfrestone,
two miles off; Adisham, five miles; and Woodnesborough, seven.
Though the increase in the membership of the church has not been
large during the year, the spirit of hearing is greater, the
congregations being much larger at most of the chapels, and
especially at Eythorne. We have a good earnest brother constantly
working as colporteur, who is also an acceptable supply at our
village stations, taking his turn with the pastor and the local
preachers in the church. Many interesting facts might be mentioned
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in connection with the work, but, fearing to trespass on the
President’s valuable time, a simple outline of the sphere of labor
must suffice.”


Churches in a low estate have been greatly revived in scores of cases, and
this is almost as difficult and quite as important a work as to found new
interests.


Here is a letter which refers to Mr. West’s work in Boston:


“If our statistics are to me unsatisfactory, yet we have had a year of
what my people call ‘great prosperity.’ [The people are quite right,
for there is a clear increase of thirty-one.] When I settled in January
last year the cause was very low, not more than forty people
meeting together in the morning, and the high pews rendering them
almost invisible. We have since repewed the chapel, and substituted
a platform for the old pulpit, in which I felt too near the skies to be
in sympathy with the people; and now we have a comfortable place
of worship. Our congregations have greatly increased, and in the
evening our chapel is filled. The spiritual condition of the church is
much better, and although we are still very imperfect, yet we are
getting into some- thing like working order. We have had several
conversions and baptisms; amongst others three men and their
wives.”


The following is from Smethwick:


“When I came here, in July last, the church was in a very low
condition, and consisted of fifty members, the average congregation
being about the same. This was exceedingly distressing in a large
population of about thirty thousand souls, and especially as this is
the only Baptist church representing that vast number of people.
But although our numbers were small, yet there were some warm
and earnest hearts among the people who mourned over the low
state of the church, and longed for its increased prosperity. For
some few weeks matters did not seem to improve, until one
Thursday night I preached from the words, ‘Though thy beginning
be small, yet thy latter end shall greatly increase.’ This seemed to be
the dawn of brighter days to our church, and after the service I met
together with some earnest brethren, and organized a house to
house visitation, as we knew that more than one-half the population
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attended no place of worship. This was successfully carried out in
direct answer to prayer; our congregation began greatly to increase,
and many came forward to offer themselves for baptism. Since that
time the church and congregation have steadily increased, and the
number of additions reported on the accompanying form (namely,
49) does not nearly represent the direct evidence which we have
had of God’s blessing. There are many now who are still waiting
for baptism, and a large number are anxiously inquiring. Amongst
other special efforts that have been made there is one that has been
particularly blessed, that is, a special service in the Public Hall for
working men. We there had a congregation of nearly 700 of the
working classes, the majority of whom attended no place of
worship, and they listened earnestly and attentively whilst I
preached very simply and plainly upon the conversion of Saul of
Tarsus. We have had many tokens for good resulting from that
service, and I shall be under the mark if I say that it was the means
of a permanent increase to our congregation of 50 of the working
men. There is a great deal of interest now amongst the people in
reference to the subject of baptism, that point never having before
been brought prominently to the front. It is then with much joy that
I can speak of the work here, and there is only one thing which is a
serious drawback to us, that, is, we have not sufficient
accommodation for our services. We have no school-room,
consequently the Sunday-school is compelled to be carried on in
the chapel. We have nearly 200 children, and if we had
accommodation the number could at once be increased to four or
five hundred. The chapel also is much too small for the
congregation; it seats about 850, and generally on Sunday evenings
we have 500 people there, as the aisles and every available place
are occupied; even then many are often unable to gain admittance.
We have decided to erect both chapel and schools, the former to
seat about 800 people, but our great difficulty is want of funds.”


Our brethren have been remarkably successful in raising new churches, but
we can only give one typical instance, which will show how much the
operation of breaking up new ground calls for liberal help from Christian
friends, for at the first the young churches are seriously tried by financial
difficulties, and we often marvel as we see them weather the storm. If
friends would come forward with means, we know of scores of towns
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where we are as yet unrepresented, and where the presence of Baptists
would be a means of benefit to all the other communities, stirring them up
to greater zeal, if nothing else. Where are the Lord’s stewards who will aid
us in home and foreign missionary operations? This is the case we have
selected.


“You will doubtless remember that in 1873, Mr. H. C. Field
undertook the joint pastorate of Burslem and Newcastle, with the
object of working both places up to the position of independent
support, i.e., for each church to have a pastor entirely to itself. This
object has been reached this year, Mr. Field settling here entirely in
July; Newcastle having just secured the services of Brother G.
Dunnett from the College. In this we gratefully rejoice, having
realized our object in three years’ time. During the same period our
progress in other matters has been very encouraging. In 1873, at
Burslem, we had only 24 members and a small iron chapel, which
would only seat 120 at the utmost, and which place was only worth
£55 when it came into the market; now we rejoice over a
membership of 59 and a beautiful tabernacle in course of erection,
to seat 400 persons, at a cost, with land, of £2,200, half of which
sum we have raised. The foundation was laid, and the ceremony
took place, on September 5th, the receipts of the day being £150.
We are worshipping until the new tabernacle is finished in the
Wedgwood Institute, and can rejoice over increased congregations;
our increase to church this year has been 18, and after deducting
losses by death, dismission, etc., we have a clear gain of 13. The
Newcastle church while in union with us was enabled to reduce its
debt of £600 to £320, and to raise its membership 24 to 51.


In many cases the reports are quietly worded, but mean very much, as
those friends know who are upon. the spot. We know of no work more
solid than that done by Mr. Lauderdale, at Grimsby, and by Mr. Durban, at
Chester. Here are the simple records.


“The church at Grimsby is abiding in the blessing of God. A deep
interest in the work is very manifest. We have not seen all we desire
or hope to see, but do not believe for a moment that we shall be
disappointed in our expectation, for our expectation is from Him.
We are erecting a new chapel in the chief street, and in a most
eligible position, which will accommodate about 400 more than the
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one we now worship in. The latter will be retained, if possible, for
school-room and lecture-hall, a want long felt. We have 600
scholars, but with the larger space we could have as many more.
Toward the chapel our own friends have contributed nearly £2,000
during the past year, and the ladies are working hard to increase the
funds. The entire cost will be about £5,000. The whole of our
attention therefore must of necessity be centered in this great work.
Help is much needed.”


“The Baptist church at Chester, under the pastorate of W. Durban,
is now well and fairly established, the membership being steadily on
the increase. We are newer without some happy conversions, and
the church is among the most harmonious of communions. A new
chapel is likely to be built this year, and altogether the prospects are
full of promise and encouragement.” [The Duke of Westminster has
given the ground, his architect has prepared the plans, and the
building will be a credit to the denomination.]


Thus could we fill page after page, but these specimens will suffice. During
the year we have sent out Mr. Hamilton to the Cape of Good Hope, where
no Baptist Church existed, and his success has greatly cheered us. He says:
“On Nov. 29, 1876, we began the church with 22; now we have 44, and 5
more applicants. Our Sabbath-school has 50 children, and 10 teachers. The
attendance at all the services is good. There is a meeting for prayer or
preaching every day of the week.”


At the request of the friends in Christchurch, New Zealand, we sent them
Mr. Dallaston, who has been received with open arms, and has the happiest
prospects before him.


Our brethren in America, who are now numerous, appear to be usefully
and successfully engaged, but they find as many difficulties in the States as
others do at home. Letters of the most cheering character have, however,
come from some of them.


The Australian brethren are doing well, and are not unmindful of “the old
house at home.”


During the year the brethren settled over the poorer churches have again
participated in the bounty of a friend “unknown yet well known,” who
counts it a great pleasure to aid those who labor among a poor people.
Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book-fund has also been eminently helpful to the libraries
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of many who, without its assistance, would have no new reading to keep
their thoughts fresh, and inspire renewed zeal. Our friends, when they find
their exchequer in a healthy condition, cannot do better than assist our
beloved wife in this most useful department of service. To give a preacher
new books is like putting fuel upon a fire, or watering a drooping plant.


We end abruptly, but not without again praising the Lord, who has used a
feeble instrumentality to produce results exceeding abundant above what
we asked or even thought.


A THOUGHT FOR THE BELIEVER


“As far as the east is from the west, so far hath he removed our transgression
from us.” — Psalm 103:12.


RUMINATING upon this text the other day, it came to me with a peculiar
sweetness after this fashion: “As far as the east is from the west, so far hath
he removed our transgressions from” — himself? Yes, that is true, but the
text says, “from us,” from us. And this was what passed through my mind
— “Then my sin is gone away from me, from me! Here am I, fretting that I
am not what I should be, and groaning and crying before God about a
thousand things; but, for all that, there is no sin upon me; for, ‘As far as the
east is from the west, so far hath he removed our transgressions from us.’
From ourselves our sins have gone; from us, as well as from his book, and
from his memory, they have been removed. “But I committed them,” says
one. Ah, that you did. Your sin was yours, yours with a vengeance! It was
like that poisoned tunic which Hercules put on, which he could not drag
from him let him do what he might, but which burned deep into his flesh
and bones. Such were your transgressions. You could not tear them off.
But God has taken them off — every one of them — if you have believed
in Jesus; and where is that tunic of fire now? Where is it? It shall be sought
for, but it shall not be found, yea, it shall not be, saith the Lord. It is gone
for ever. I sometimes see believers troubling themselves as if all their sins
were laid up like a treasure in an iron safe in some part of their house. It is
not so; it is not so. Your guilt is carried to an infinite distance, and will
never be charged against you. The eternal God has removed your sins, and
they are removed; be ye sure of this. They are all gone; gone for ever;
Satan may stand and howl for accusers, and say, “Come forth and accuse
the child of God!” and you yourself may inwardly fear that they will come,
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and therefore you may put on your filthy garments, and go in before the
great judge, and stand there like a wretched criminal about to be tried. But
what does Jesus say when he comes into the court? He says, “Take away
his filthy garments from him!” What right has he to put them on; for I have
taken them away from him long ago with my precious blood? Take them
off! Set a fair miter on his head. This is one whom I have loved and
cleansed: why does he stand in the place of condemnation, when he is not
condemned and cannot be condemned, for there is now no condemnation?


Ah, we many times go down into the hold of the vessel and there we lie
amongst the cargo, and the ship-men put the hatches on, and there we are,
half stifled, when we might as well come up on the quarter deck and walk
there, full of delight and peace. We are moaning and fretting ourselves, and
all about what does not really exist. I saw two men, yesterday, handcuffed
and marched to the prison-van to be taken off to gaol. They could not
move their wrists for they were manacled. Now, suppose I had walked
behind them, holding my wrists in the same way, never opening my hands,
nor stirring them, but crying, “I once had handcuffs on.” And suppose it
was said, “Well, but are they not taken off?” and I were to reply, “Yes, I
have heard that they are gone, but somehow, through habit, I go about as if
I wore them still,” — would not everybody say, “Why, that man must be
insane!” Now you, child of God, once had the handcuffs on; your sins were
upon you; but Jesus Christ took them off. When you believed in him, he
took the fetters away; why do you go about in bondage? “I am afraid!” say
you. What of, man? What of? Are you a believer and afraid of your old
sins? You are afraid of things which do not exist. Your sins are so gone
that they cannot be laid to your charge. Will you rise to something like the
truth of your position? You are not only pardoned, but you are an accepted
child of God. Go to your Father with joy and thankfulness, and bless him
for all his love to you. Wipe those tears away, smooth those wrinkles from
your brow: take up the song of joy and gladness, and say with the apostle
Paul, “Who shall lay anything to the charge of God’s elect? It is God that
justifieth. Who is he that condemneth? It is Christ that died, yea rather, that
is risen again, who is even at the right hand of God, who also maketh
intercession for us.” — C. H. S.
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THE CONFESSIONAL.


ACCORDING to the papers a certain reverend “curate in charge” in the
south has recently alluded to the subject of confession in the following
select and instructive terms. He says: — “Let them come boldly to God’s
appointed priest to receive absolution. They did not know what a tender tie
would soon spring up between themselves and him — a tie more lender
than ever existed between husband and wife or any other relation.” This is
very frank language and deserves to be well weighed. We do not dispute
the truth of the assertion, but, on the contrary, believe it to be only too
true. Who are the husbands whose wives are to be bound to the reverend
father by this tender tie? With this warning before them are they going each
one to march down to the church with his wife on his arm and see the good
gentleman who intends to form this tender tie. Will the fathers and brothers
of England also contemplate this tying process with cool satisfaction? Is
our nation, given up to a deadly lethargy upon the matter of popery, and
will they allow these false priests for ever to go on from one thing to
another till they fetch over the Pope and his cardinals, red hats and blazing
stakes and all?


We are among those who would as warmly defend the liberty of a Catholic
as we would our own, but liberty is not license, neither does liberty give
leave to a servant to act as a master. The clergy are bound to do the
religion of the nation in the way which the nation prescribes, and it has
never yet, either by an Act of Parliament or by any other mode of
expression, agreed to the practice of auricular confession. Summon the
men of England and put it “yea” or “nay,” “Shall your wife and daughters
confess to the parish clergyman, who calls himself a priest?” and it would
be carried in the negative amid much enthusiasm and waving of horse-
whips. Why then are the Ritualistic gentlemen allowed, in the name of the
national religion, to carry on a loathsome practice, which has only to be
mentioned to excite universal execration? The peace of families can never
be maintained while the confessional exists, the word home may as well be
left out from the Englishman’s vocabulary when the women of the
household have other confidants for their most secret thoughts besides
their natural guardians.


The bishops appear to care very little what the papistical party may next
proceed to do, legislative enactment’s are also impotent to restrain them;
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our servants have become our masters, and refuse to perform their
functions according to order. What then? Would it not be better to give
these gentlemen a quarter’s salary and their full liberty to find other
situations? At any rate if we close the Establishment to which they belong
if they continue at their pranks they will not then have the national
authority to back them up. This “tender tie” business is not to John Bull’s
taste, we are quite sure. In the barbarous days of the past a sour apple tree
and a less tender tie would have been the reward of any man who tried to
“confess” Mr. Bull’s daughters. Happily that period has passed away; but
we hope that Paterfamilias will find gentle but equally efficacious ways of
protecting the easily beguiled, and will in some way or other put an end to
this very “tender tie” business. One of the best ways will be to refrain from
entering Anglican mass-houses, and attending only at places where the
gospel is preached without the admixture of popish rites. Too many attend
Tractarian performances merely to see the embroidery, floriculture, and
posturing; but from seeing the softer sort go on to admiring, and thence to
accepting. Better cut the connection at once before any of these tender ties
are formed. — C. H. S.


THE REFINER’S FIRE.


“He is like a refiner’s fire.” — Malachi 3:2


NO sorrowful cross
Of sickness or loss,


Has in itself virtue to purge away dross.


One furnace alone,
With breath of grace blown,


Can soften and hallow this heart of a stone.


With delicate Skill,
And fuel at will,


The Savior refineth and purgeth us still.


His love never tires,
But kindles new fires,


To burn up, our idols and paltry desires.
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The dross that will stay
In flames of to-day,


More fuel tomorrow shall melt it away.


As Fresh scums arise,
Fresh faggots he tries,


And ever keeps melting, and thus purifies.


Where flesh can’t survive
Grace gets a revive,


And in a bush burning will crackle and thrive.


Thine heavenly art,
Great Chemist, impart,


To separate tinsel and dross from my heart.


And let me not dread
The furnace to tread,


But conquer the world through Jesus my Head.


— John Berridge (altered).


The Faith once Delivered to the Saints; or, Doctrinal, Experimental, and
Practical Godliness Vindicated and Enforced, and the Errors of the Times
Exposed. By the Late John Fox. Elliot Stock.


THE late John Fox must have had a very odd notion of what is meant by
cordiality, for he says of his little book, — “To the people, and to the
ministry or servants of the various sectarianisms of the present day, this
work and labor of love is cordially dedicated by the author.” Grim
cordiality this, which begins by describing the churches as “the various
sectarianisms.” Equal cordiality towards Baptists and Calvinists will be
found all through the book; but the revisers of the work, who knew the
author personally, assure us that “any acerbities of expression found in this
book were not written in a spirit of bitterness or vindictiveness.” We quite
believe it, for it often happens that, persons who write fiercely are among
the meekest of men when the pen is out of their hands. We hope that the
miniature portraits taken by the late excellent John Fox were more
successful as works of art than this volume as a piece of theology. The
good man’s portrait of a Calvinist is so far from the truth that we are glad
that we never sat to him, for he would probably have depicted us with
horns and hoofs. It is among the ironies of history that this book is printed
by a firm of sound Calvinistic Baptists, so that it is probable that all the
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good which will ever come from the production of the miniature portrait
painter’s book will fall to the share of one of the men whom he most
vehemently denounces. Peace to his ashes! Calvinists can bear such
assaults as his with unruffled serenity.


Central Truths. By the REV. CHARLES STANFORD. Hodder and Stoughton;
and Power in Weakness, by the same author and publishers.


THE issue of these volumes in plain stiff covers at two shillings and
eighteen pence will, we trust, bring them within the reach of many poor
men who have hitherto been unable to procure them. The books
themselves are too well known to need our commendation. Their chaste
style and mellow tone have long ago placed them among the Christian
classics.


Winds of Doctrine. By CHARLES ELAM, M.D. Smith, Elder, and Co., 15,
Waterloo-place.


THE most absurd theories will have their admirers if they come from men
of great scientific attainments. Their speculations will be taken upon the
credit of their actual discoveries. But as real wealth often leads to ruinous
speculations, so real scientific knowledge often leads to more than ordinary
folly. Those to whom we should look for real acquisitions and clear
reasonings in natural science are the first to overleap its boundaries and to
substitute their own reveries for established facts. They may reason
themselves into the descendants of apes and lobsters and material
molecules, but have no right, we think, to do so for others. As from
nothing man gradually came — so we are required to believe — to nothing
he gradually returns. “If this doctrine,” says the book before us, “as now
held by a large and powerful section of the scientific world, does indeed, as
it professes, afford the only plausible solution of the various problems of
ontology, then it follows naturally and of necessity that matter is all-
sufficient, and that man is an automaton without spirit or spontaneity. Then
is our immortality a dream; volition, choice, and responsibility are mere
delusions; virtue, vice, right, and wrong are sounds without possible
meaning; and. education, government, rewards, and punishments, are
illogical and mischievous absurdities. Let us eat and drink, for tomorrow
we shall be carbonic acid, water, and ammonia.” We are thankful for the
author’s scientific refutation of such errors, and are yet more thankful that
our own common sense upon these subjects still remains.
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After Work. A Magazine for Home Reading. WILLIAM POOLE, 12A,
Paternoster Row.


A WELL-MEANING magazine, advocating temperance and virtue. It may be
useful among working people, but it does not exhibit any very remarkable
ability.


The Holy War by John Bunyan versified. By E. J. James Nisbet and Co.,
Berners Street.


IT has often occurred to us that Bunyan’s “Holy War” has received far less
attention than it deserves. In metaphysics it is not surpassed by other works
upon mental philosophy; nor in experience by other writers upon
experimental Christianity. It might have even taken the place of “Pilgrim’s
Progress” if it had come out before it.  Both allegories are powerfully
descriptive of a type of true godliness from which, it is to be feared, the
church is fast receding. This poetic version will serve, we hope, to direct
fresh attention to the “Holy War.”


NOTES


OUR notes this month will be very few, for our College Address occupies
all the space. We have to apologize for the great length of our first article,
and of the accounts; but it was unavoidable, and we hope our friends have
sufficient interest in our work to bear with it.


The College Conference, though a trying occasion to the President, who
was incessantly occupied, was one of the most joyful seasons of our life.
The brethren met in great numbers with increased enthusiasm; every
meeting was good, for the Lord was there. At Mr. Phillips’ supper more
help was given than ever, amounting to over £2,200; and we are most
grateful to God, and to all his servants, specially to our bounteous host,
and to the generosity of the chairman, and another friend, who gave £200
each. What hath God wrought! We do not look to money power; still
money is needed and it has come, and the divine blessing with it.


Of our students Mr. Short, late of Sittingbourne, has gone to Marlborough
Crescent, Newcastle: Mr. Ney, Mr. Burt, and Mr. Edgerton from the
College to Amersham, Mildenhall, and Beccles.
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Our brief reply to the Bishop of Manchester has created no little
amusement in the North, for we spoke of the bishop’s wife and daughters,
and it appears that the worthy prelate is unmarked. We really are not to
blame for that, nor for making the mistake; for on the ground that “a
bishop must be blameless, the husband of one wife,” it was not a wild flight
of imagination, suppose that the worthy prelate was married. One ferocious
writer charges us with gross ignorance for this error, and wonders at our
presumption in trying to teach otters: well, we are afraid that upon the
important matter of the bishops’ wives and families we are somewhat at
sea, and perhaps our critic will direct us to a work which will furnish us
with all particulars, with the latest additions.


Any Independent church needing an old-fashioned gospel minister, and an
experienced pastor, would we think do well if they were to hear our
beloved father, who is at this time without a pastorate. He can be
addressed Mr. John Spurgeon, Mount Pleasant, Barnsbury Square,
Islington. We insert this without his knowledge, because we hope that
some of our Independent readers may know of a suitable sphere for him.


Mrs. Spurgeon has handed us the following letter in reference to her Book
Fund, and we beg special attention to it:


“My very dear Mr. Editor, — I am able to report the Book Fund
‘very prosperous,’ so far as the distribution of books is concerned,
for as the work becomes more widely known the demands increase
in number and urgency, and are met by a glad and speedy response;
but I regret to say that the funds do not show a corresponding
activity and energy, in fact, they are, as our City friends would
express it, ‘very dull and greatly depressed.’


So assured, however, am I that the work is the Lord’s, and that he
will not suffer it to fail, that I am full of expectancy, and am looking
out every day for some fresh proof of his goodness in inclining the
hearts of his people to help me in this sorely needed service. Not in
vain did I stand by your side when, some time since, you were
‘watching the ebb,’ for I hope I then learned a lesson of patient
waiting for the Lord’s good time, which will sweetly avail me in
this my hour of need. If you think fit to let our friends know how
busy yet how bankrupt I am, it may be the Lord will send me help
by the hands: anyhow, in the comfortable confidence that aid will
come speedily,
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I remain,


Your very happily,


‘THE MANAGER OF THE BOOK FUND.’”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: —
March 26th twenty-one. By Mr. V. J. Charlesworth: April 5th,
eight.


Advance Thought. By CHARLES E. GLASS. Trubner and Co., Ludgate Hill.


ADVANCE thought may be in error as well as in truth, and there can be little
doubt in the minds of those who understand the difference between them to
which the advance here belongs. It is an advance from revelation to reason,
and from reason to spiritual medium-ship, as it is here called. The author
professes to be inspired as much as the penmen of the sacred oracles. Be it
so, but certainly not with the same Spirit. He speaks of “the immense
influence which leading minds like that of Jesus, or in our own time that of
Thomas Carlyle or J. S. Mill, exercise over mankind,” which may suffice to
show that he is not one to whom “discerning of spirits” has been given. We
should advise him to beat a retreat rather than advance any further.


The Highway of Salvation. By H. K. WOOD. Hodder and Stoughton, 27,
Paternoster Row.


AMID so many books pointing downwards, we gladly welcome every
addition to those which point out the way upwards to life eternal. The
highway of salvation is clearly delineated in this little volume. Elementary
as it may be, it may attract some by its numerous anecdotes, both new and
old, whose interest might not be awakened by any other means.


Memorials of the Life and Work of the Rev. William Johnston, M. A.,
D.D., Limekilns. William Oliphant and Co., Edinburgh.


THIS same Dr. Johnston was one of the notables in Scotland of the 19th
century. He was not a Chalmers, or a Macleod, or a Guthrie, but he was
not unworthy to be mentioned in connection with them. He was pre-
eminent both in his pastoral influence and in his public career. He was little
known in other countries, but well known in his own land. He was ever in
advance of the above-named divines in advocating the most liberal
measures of his own times. His memoir, and specimens of his sermons and
speeches upon public occasions, are here comprised in one volume. Young
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ministers will do well to peruse it for the promotion of their own piety and
zeal.


Our Social Relationships and Life in London. By Rev. WILLIAM BRADEN.
James Clarke and Co., 13, Fleet St.


IT is not from what these discourses are, so much as from what they are
not, that they are not in full sympathy with our ideas of a gospel ministry.
We could not afford to give up so large a portion of our public teaching
almost exclusively to social relationships, and especially in the early part of
a ministerial career. Judging from the place which the duties of social life
occupy in the teachings of Paul and of Peter, and the instructions given to
Timothy upon the subject, and the motives by which they are enforced,
excellent as these discourses may be, there is a still more excellent way.
Men do not want to know what their social duties are so much as to be
instructed in the gospel principles from which they will spontaneously flow.


The Three Caskets, and other Essays. By Miss E. J. WHATELY. W. Hunt
and Co., 12, Paternoster-row.


A curious title of fabulous origin is here applied to three principal schools
of theology in the present day. The connection between the things and their
name is not, we think, very clear or very interesting. This, however, is but a
small part of the volume. The essays that follow upon Christian doctrines
and duties have that clear ring of gospel truth which will find an echo in
every renewed heart. This lady is a better theologian than the majority of
preachers in our day. Nor is it for want of ability to comprehend, or of
culture to appreciate the various phases of modern thought that the old
paths are preferred to the new, for she is fully aware of all the novelties and
their arguments. The two chapters upon “Thoughts on Prayer” cannot fail
to be helpful even to those who are most familiar with the subject. The
composition will bear comparison with our first-rate authors.


NOTES.


We do not make these notes a record of the news of the churches, because
all that kind of information our readers have already met with in the weekly
papers, and they will have the “cauld kail het again” in several of our
contemporaries.
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The first week of the May meetings belonged to the Baptists, and it was as
happy and enthusiastic a feast of brotherly love as could be well looked for
this side heaven. Owing to great changes in the arrangements of our
Societies, several brethren were removing from offices long occupied with
honor, and therefore there was an unusual amount of thanking and
testimonializing, but this was quite unavoidable from the peculiarity of the
circumstances and quite unregretable from the excellence of the persons
who were the recipients of our denominational honors. It is far better to
have too much congratulation than too much contention.


It was a great joy to and that Dr. Landels and his coadjutors had obtained
promises of £52,000 towards the Annuity Fund. The proper course will,
we hope, be followed promptly, namely, to strike while the iron is hot and
get in £80,000, for all will be needed to keep aged ministers from starving.
We know the need; facts upon our memory are almost too bad to be
written. Our friends who hold the promises would do well also to
remember that they will probably lose 10 per cent. of them. Deaths,
removals, failures, and so on, render any subscription which extends over
five years, among the best of people, a matter requiring heavy discount.
We are delighted to think that the fund has been so far established, and we
both hope and believe that it will be of essential benefit in binding the
brethren together; the greater have herein helped the less, and given a
pledge to do so in other matters also. The Baptists are no longer a heap of
units; we are coming together, cohering and uniting in one, and in all this
ultimate designs of God for the spread of his truth are manifesting
themselves. Never were the signs more hopeful. God is with us; and the
whole brotherhood feel the value and need of that presence. We see
everywhere the true evangelic spirit in happy contrast with other quarters
where intellect is idolized and novelty of doctrine sought after.


April 26th. The Annual Meeting of the Baptist Missionary Society at
Exeter Hall was thoroughly good, and well sustained throughout. The
Society’s income has increased, and part of its debt is gone, but it is still in
arrears. Annum subscribers of a guinea, or half-a-guinea, are wanted to
increase the reliable income. There must be many well-to-do Baptists who
are not subscribers, and the heathen are perishing. All through our
churches there is a sound missionary spirit but the fire needs stirring.
Brethren! sisters! can we let our mission remain in debt? By the love we
bear to our Lord, it must not be. Write Mr. Alfred Baynes, Baptist Mission
House, Castle Street, Holborn, London.
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May 1st. We had the pleasure of preaching for our friend Dr. Landels at
Regent’s Park, and of speaking at a meeting, during which Sir Robert
Lush, in the name of the church and congregation, presented our good
brother with £1,000. It served him right. Few can conceive how hard he
has worked during the past years for the Annuity Fund, and how he has
concentrated all his faculties upon the accomplishment of the benevolent
purpose. His church has had to put up with a good deal on this account,
and it has not only done so most patiently, but, to crown it all, shows its
appreciation. of its pastor in this royal fashion. May the happiness of pastor
and people abound yet more and more.


It has long been our desire to speak with the merchants and gentlemen of
the City of London upon the weighty concerns of religion. The way opened
through our being invited to address members of the Stock Exchange at
Cannon Street Hotel. The meeting was so successful that we looked round
for place to repeat the service, but could find none except the Friends’
Meeting House, Bishopsgate. To the honor of these brethren, conservative
as Quakers are apt to be, they lent us their largest meeting-house very
freely, and on May 2nd, at one o’clock, we found the house filled with city
notables, to whom we spoke of the Claims of God. A few earnest friends
had quietly given away tickets, and an audience of 1,000 or 1,200 was thus
secured without a single bill or advertisement. On May 8th we had a
second assembly of like character, only the feeling was deeper and more
evident. It was a grand sight to see those city men — men only, streaming
in to the moment, and then listening with discriminating earnestness as we
pleaded for faith in Jesus. Brethren in Christ of all denominations
surrounded us and begged us to continue such hopeful work. We have
arranged for two addresses in June, but, alas, our physical strength has
failed us, and while we write this we are laid by the heels in the Lord’s
prison-house, whereof the north-east wind is the jailer. The kind
brotherliness of the Society of Friends affects our heart; some in that
Society are very dear to us. Will brethren in Christ seek for a blessing upon
this effort?


May 2nd. Liberation Society Meeting. “Politics at the Tabernacle,” said
one. Yes, politics, or anything else when duty calls. While the crown rights
of Jesus are insulted by a church taking her laws from Caeser it is not for
the world to protest, but for the people of God. Reforms in social
arrangements may be left to that common sense of justice which still lives
in many, but ecclesiastical crimes are not readily judged by carnal men, and
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it needs that spiritual men should speak out emphatically where Jesus and
his glory as head of the church are concerned. This is not a matter to be left
to skeptics and worldlings. We hope that in Scotland the question will be
fought out upon religious grounds only, and the keen sense and theological
acumen of the people will soon settle the controversy. The meeting at the
Tabernacle was enthusiastic to the utmost possible degree; our friends are
reckoning upon easy’ and speedy victory — we are not, but victory for the
truth will come all in good time, and we are content to struggle on.


We hail with great satisfaction the advance towards a settlement upon the
Burials Bill. The subject is not appropriate for party strife, and we do not
wonder that the Archbishops felt that to maintain the exclusiveness of the
past was not desirable, either from a Christian or ecclesiastical point of
view. Dissenters must see to it that whatever is done is done thoroughly to
prevent future heart-burnings. Although we are not among the sensible
dissenters who accepted an invitation to Lambeth Palace, we are
nevertheless fully confident that the Archbishop of Canterbury desires to
conciliate his Nonconformist brethren, and has quite faith enough in them
to leave the conducting of services at the grave to their discretion; but this
is not the question: we must not leave the humble village pastor to the
mercy of the pompous rector, whose dignity at home, where he is a little
pope, it is not easy for those to conceive who only see him during his visit
to town, where he resides among ordinary mortals as one of themselves.


May 7. — The colporteurs were many of them brought up from the
country to have a few days of prayer and conference. We spoke to them in
the afternoon, and were pleased to see, so fine a band of Christian men.
The Tabernacle Colportage Society is doing a world of good. Its peculiar
agency suits the condition of affairs,, and meets the case of sparse
populations. It is wrong to wish for riches, but if we could stumble on a
gold mine we would at once multiply our agents by ten, and the sixty
should become six hundred. Instead, however, of finding treasure in that
wholesale way, we have to mourn that comparatively few friends
encourage this grand work. The general funds are sustained with difficulty.
The capital fund still needs £400 even to go on with, and for enlargement,
which is our aim and desire, we shall need still more. How can we trade
without capital and keep on in and in our case, it puts us to all sorts of
trouble. The responsibility, however, lies not with us but those of God’s
stewards who withhold their help. Mr. Corden Jones, Colportage Society,
Metropolitan Tabernacle will be happy to send a Report to any address,
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and also to hear of likely young men with consecrated hearts, who will
undertake Colportage work.


On Sabbath, May 13, the Tabernacle was open in the evening to all
comers, the congregation having been requested to stay away. To our great
delight our regular attendants were all absent; never surely were people
more hearty and unanimous in carrying cut the wish of their pastor; but
then that wish commends itself so thoroughly to their judgments that it is
the less wonder that they yield to it. We want to bring in outsiders, and
when we looked at our audience, crowded to the last deuce of endurance,
and saw also the great masses who had to be turned away as soon as
service began, we saw more than ever the need of these clearings out of the
saved ones to let the uncalled ones come within hearing of the gospel. We
had help from on high, and we look for many converts as the result of the
evening’s work. At the close of the service we felt the fell stroke of our
bodily enemy, and went home to learn for some few days the varied forms
which pain is able to assume. Brethren, pray for us that the fiery furnace
may be of essential service by fitting us more completely for our Master’s
service.


Baptist and Independent Churches should never choose a minister without
inquiring as to his standing among the people with whom he last labored.
No church would willfully choose an unworthy person as pastor, but we
know a man who has gone from church to church and disgraced himself
again and again. Even now he is seeking a pastorate, and will probably get
one if he can manage to keep the deacons from inquiring as to his previous
career. We were shocked the other day to see a man announced as a newly
recognized minister whose character is of the foulest. Of course, as soon as
matters are made known the pretender is discharged, but meanwhile what
evil is done, and what dishonor is brought upon the cause of God. Our
organizations are more than sufficient to enable the churches to protect
themselves, but if they will neglect the most ordinary precautions they are
themselves rest blameworthy should they find their pulpits profaned by
unholy men. In the cases of men claiming to belong to the Pastors’
College, it will always be well to write to us for the list, and if the name is
not there the fact will be instructive.


Mr. James Wilson of our College has become pastor of the church at
Shotley Bridge, Durham.
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We rejoice to find that our Tabernacle young ladies have taken up with
vigor a Flower Mission. Flowers are given away at the hospitals with texts
of Scripture appended to them. Country friends can help by sending
flowers, carriage paid, so as to arrive on Wednesday, directed, Secretary of
the Flower Mission, Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington.


ORPHANAGE. The annual fete day will be held on the Pastor’s birthday,
Tuesday, June 19th. Will country friends please take this as an intimation
to send on goods for the sale which will be held on that day, and also to
come up themselves and see the buildings and the boys.







146


THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY, 1877


“FEED MY SHEEP.”


NO. 3211


A SERMON TO MINISTERS AND STUDENTS,
PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY, AUGUST 18TH, 1910,


DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,


AT THE PASTOR’S COLLEGE CONFERENCE,


ON FRIDAY MORNING, APRIL 13TH, 1877.


“He saith unto him, Feed my sheep.” — John 21:16.


THIS commission was given at a suggestive time. After Pete and his
companions had dined with their Lord, and enjoyed the most intimate
intercourse with him, he said to them, “Feed my Sheep.” My sermon comes
after dinner; for you have all feasted, not only with one another in brotherly
fellowship, but also with your Master in heavenly communion; so now that
you  are refreshed and able to bear it, it is right that you should listen to his
word of command.


Those whom the Lord addressed, and especially Simon, had become
fishermen. “Simon Peter went up, and drew the net to land full of great
fishes.” In the early part of your career most of you were fishermen, or
men-catchers, and, truly, to be fishers of men should be your ambition all
your lives; but you have now become something more, the fisher has
developed into a shepherd. The fisherman represents the evangelist who
casts the net into the waters and draws the fish to land, but it is not to him
that Christ says, “Feed my sheep;” that is reserved for those of greater
maturity and experience. Many of you have now for years been settled in
one sphere, and while you will continue to fish, I trust that more and more
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you will remember that you now have other duties, to perform; you have to
feed as well as to fish, to handle the crook as well as the net. We now leave
the sea, wherein we were drifted to and fro, and we abide among our own
flocks, standing and feeding in the strength of the Lord: we cease not to do
the work of an evangelist, but we pay special attention to the duties of the
pastor, for he who once said, “Cast the net on the right side of the ship,”
now saith to us, “Feed my sheep.” I am addressing disciples to whom the
Lord hath shown himself; may he now at this happy season commission us
anew, and send us home with the word which he spake to Peter resting in
our hearts.


I. This was a sort of ordination of Peter to the pastorate. He needed to be
publicly recognized, for he had publicly offended; and his ordination
commenced with AN EXAMINATION BEARING ON THE WORK. “Jesus saith
to Simon Peter, Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me?” Our Lord does not
admit any to the oversight of his flock without first of all questioning them
as to their inner condition; neither should any man dare to accept such an
office without great self-examination and searching of heart. Many
questions, should be put to our hearts, and answered as in the sight of God;
for no man rightly taketh this honor upon himself but he that is called
thereunto, neither is every man fitted for the work, but he alone who is
anointed of the Lord. You will observe that the examination was directed
to the state of Peter’s heart, and so it touched the innermost spring of all
his religion; for if love be absent all is vain: the heart of goliness is missing
where love is lacking.


Love is the chief endowment for a pastor; you must love Christ if you
mean to serve him in the capacity of pastors. Our Lord deals with the most
vital point. The question is not “Simon, son of Jonas, knowest thou me?”
though that would not have been an unreasonable question, since Peter had
said, “I know not the man.” He might have asked, “Simon, son of Jonas,
knowest thou the deep mysteries of God?” He did know them, for his Lord
had called him blessed for knowing that which flesh and blood had not
revealed to him. Our great Bishop of souls did not examine him with
regard to his mental endowments, nor upon his other spiritual
qualifications, but only upon this one, “Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou
me?” If so, then, “Feed my sheep.” Does not this plainly show us that the
chief endowment of the pastor is to love Christ supremely, only such a man
as that is fit to look after Christ’s sheep. You will fulfill that office well if
you love Jesus: your love will keep you in your Lord’s company, it will
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hold you under his immediate supervision, and will secure you his help.
Love to him will breed a love for all his sheep, and your love for them will
give you power over them. Experience testifies that we never gain a
particle of power for good over our people by angry words, but we obtain
an almost absolute power over them by all-enduring love; indeed, the only
power which it is desirable for us it have must come in that way. I have had
the high pleasure of loving some of the most objectionable people till they
loved me; and some of the most bitter I have altogether won by refusing to
be displeased, and by persisting in believing that they could be better. By
practical kindnesses I have so won some men that I believe it would take a
martyrdom to make them speak evil of me. This has also been the
experience of all who have tried the sacred power of love. My brethren,
learn the art of loving men to Christ. We are drawn towards those who
love us; and when the most callous feel “that man loves us,” they are
drawn to you at once; and as you are nearer to the Savior than they are,
you are drawing them in the right direction. You cannot look after God’s
people, and properly care for them in all their sins, temptations, trials, and
difficulties, unless you love, them; you will grow sick and weary of pastoral
work unless there be a fresh spring of love in your heart welling up
towards them. A mother tires not of watching by the bedside of her sick
child, because love sustains her; she will outlast the paid nurse by many an
hour; love props her drooping eyelids. Even so, “the hireling fleeth because
he is an hireling, and careth not for the sheep,” but “the good Shepherd
giveth his life for the sheep.” If you really love the sheep, you will be ready
to spend your life for them or even to lay it down for their sakes. Love,
then, I take to be the chief endowment of the pastor; although having that,
I trust you will not fall short in any other respect but be thoroughly
furnished unto every good work. Do not forget what you have been told
about study and culture, but remember as the same time that the heart has
more power in pastoral work than the head. In this ministry, a humble,
godly, ill-educated man with a great, warm, heart will be blessed far more
than the large-headed man whose heart is a little diamond of rock-ice
which could not be discovered without a microscope, even if he were
dissected.


The Lord Jesus Christ connected his examination upon the matter of love
with the commission “Feed my sheep,” because our work in feeding the
flock of God is the proof of love to the Lord. Do we not tell our people
that love must be not in word only but also in deed? We judge whether any
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man has love to Christ by testing what he will do for Christ. What suffering
or reproach will he endure for him? What of his substance will he
consecrate to his service? What of himself will he use for the Lord? We can
tell which of us, as a minister, is proving his love to Christ by ascertaining
who is really shepherdizing Christ’s flock, and laying out himself for the
benefit of the Lord’s redeemed. The man to whom Jesus said, “Lovest thou
me?” was the same who before had said “Lord, if it be thou, bid me come
unto thee on the water.” Some among us would readily venture upon that
water-walking, for it would be something extraordinary and brief, and this
would suit us, for we are not given to plodding perseverance. Our zeal is
great, and we dash off as Peter did, though soon, like him, we begin to
sink. Note well that Christ does not say, “Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou
me? Go and walk the water.” The Master seems to say, “You have done
enough of that in your young days, now go and quietly feed my sheep. It is
hard, tiring, quiet work: and if you have no love to me, you will soon
weary of it. ‘Feed my sheep,’ ‘Feed my sheep,’ ‘Feed my sheep;’ three
times I bid you do it, that you my continue in the work as long as you live,
for thus will you have given proof of the reality of your affection for me.”
Brethren, go back to your flocks, and feed them well, and so give fresh
evidences of your love to your Lord.


This pastoral work for Christ is the craving of love in every heart that is
set apart for it of the Lord. Every soul that truly loves him longs to do
something for him: it cannot do otherwise, love must serve its beloved, it
yearns to go and lay its offering at his feet. No pressure was needed to
make the forgiven sinner wash Christ’s feet with her tears, and wipe them
with the hairs of her head, and anoint them with precious ointment; her
heart suggested it, and she hastened to obey; and if you, my brethren, are
true pastors, you cannot help looking after the wandering sheep, you
naturally care for your people, you have a sacred instinct which compels
you to be lovers of men’s souls. You see how little girls, as if it were in
them naturally to act as nurses, will kiss their dolls, and fondle, caress,
dress, and care for them as mothers do for their children; and just so we
have seen mere lads converted to Christ, and intended by the Lord to
become pastors, who, before they have been out of their teens, have begun
to speak of Jesus to their little friends and companions. The Lord has
caused them even from their new birth to feel a shepherd’s propensities
strong within them. It was so with some of us, we could not have helped
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preaching even if we would, we were born to preach when we were born
again; let us then indulge the sacred passion to the full.


Brethren, since we have been at this work, it has been to us the stimulus of
love. The way to love another more is to do more for him. When a man has
done a kindness to you, he will love you; the receiver may be unmindful of
the favor, but the giver has a better memory. There is no fear of our Lord’s
ceasing to love us, since for us he has suffered even unto death; the
supreme sacrifice made once for all renders it impossible that he should do
otherwise than rest in his love. Even so, if we labor and pray, and practice
self-denial for others, we are sure to love them all the more. Then, too, as
you go on feeding Christ’s sheep, building up his people, and cheering his
discouraged ones, you will love your Master more, and your love for him
will act again upon you, and cause increased love to the people, and so on
evermore. Those over whom you have most agonized have delighted you
most when at last they have been converted; your joy has been increased as
you have waited for the realization of your hope.


This feeding of the sheep is to the love which is the matter in question a
sphere of communion. “Feed my sheep” unites us in service with Jesus.
Love longs to be with Jesus, and in fellowship with him. The Lord was
about to ascend to heaven when he said to Simon, “Feed my sheep,” and
Simon could not as yet go with him; but if he would accompany his Lord
while abiding here, he must follow on his Lord’s work, and abide with his
Lord’s flocks. If we will undertake labors of love, for those whom he has
redeemed, if we will go wherever his sheep are lost, seeking, —


“With cries, entreaties, tears, to save,
To snatch them from the fiery wave,” —


we shall soon find ourselves where Jesus is. He is always at that business,
he seeketh poor sinners still; and if we are engaged in the same search, we
shall be with him, we shall enter into his feelings, we shall share his desires,
and feel his sympathies. When thus with him, we shall witness his heart
breaking throes, and almost see his bloody sweat streaming down when he
was agonizing for souls, for we shall in some feeble measure feel the same.
You cannot understand your Lord till you have wept over your
congregations; you will understand him then, as you see him weeping over
Jerusalem. If you feel towards your hearers that you could die to save their
souls, you will then have fellowship, with the death of your Lord. In grief
over backsliders and joy over penitents you will commune with the
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Redeemer in the most practical manner. You must feel a shepherd’s
feelings, and give practical proof of it by daily feeding the flock, else will
your fellowship with the great Shepherd be mere sentiment, and not a fact.


So much about the previous examination of the candidate for the pastorate.
But it is worth noting that the examination is often needed in after life, for
we need to be kept right as well as to be made so. Our Lord comes to us
this morning with the old question, he pauses at each man, and questions
him just as at the first. He seems to say, you have read many men’s books,
do you still love me? You have heard many conflicting opinions, do you
still love me? You have been very poor and hardworked, do you still love
me? Your people have treated some of you very badly, you have had to go
from place to place, you have been slandered, reviled, maligned, do you
love me still? You have been sorely put to it to find discourses; I have
sometimes left you, as you thought, to make you own your weakness, do
you still love me?” Imagine that he changes his tone, and says, “Simon, son
of Jonas, you have not been all that you promised. You thought you would
go to prison and to death with me, and you never dreamed that you could
have been so cold-hearted in my service as you have been, and have lived
at so great a distance from me as you have done; but do you still love me?
If so, remember that in going back to your ministry, you must gather
renewed strength from renewed love. Love me more, and then feed my
sheep.” We rejoice as we listen to his gracious voice, and each one of us
answers, “Lord, thou knowest all things, thou knowest that I love thee; and
I will feed thy sheep.”


II. Secondly, let us LOOK AT THE PERSON EXAMINED IN RELATION TO


THE WORK. Perhaps he may bear the same relation to you as he does to
me. Painfully do I know myself to he a successor of one of the apostles; —
not of Judas, I hope, but certainly of Peter. I could have wished that it had
been John whom I had succeeded; but although it is only Peter, it is some
consolation to know that he also was “an apostle of Jesus Christ”
notwithstanding his terrible fall. Why did the Savior examine Peter rather
than any other? Because Peter was in peculiar need of a re-ordination.
Had he not received it from his Lord, some would have said in after days,
“Was he really an apostle?” and others would have replied, “He thrice
denied his Master, surely he is not one of the twelve.” We cannot help
feeling that blindness has seized the church of Rome when she boasts of the
commission to feed Christ’s sheep having been given to the apostle Peter,
when with half an eye anyone can see that our Lord addressed these words
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to Peter because at that time he was the least of the twelve. He had denied
his Master, the others had not, and, therefore, he was the one concerning
whose apostleship distrust was most likely to arise. The sheep would in all
probability have refused to recognize him; they might have said, “We
cannot receive food at your hands, for we remember how you were
frightened by a silly maid, how you denied your Lord, and supported your
denial with oaths and curses.” Therefore, came the voice to Peter, who
needed it. If there is one with us now who feels like conscience-stricken
Peter, let him hear the text. Dear friend, if you have any doubt about your
call, and even if there should be as grave cause for that doubt as there was
in Peter’s case, yet still, if you feel that you love the Lord, hear him again
commission you with “Feed my sheep.” In your present condition, which
its rather that of the weeping penitent than of the assured believer, it will be
well to go to your work very steadily, for it will comfort you, deepen your
piety, and increase your faith.


Our Lord called Peter to this work because it would be peculiarly
beneficial to him. He knew how sincere was his repentance, and how
hearty was his grief on account of his great sin; and, therefore, lest he
should be overtaken with too much sorrow, he said to him, “Feed my
sheep.” If nothing had been spoken personally and specially to him, he
might have mourned heavily, saying, “Alas, I denied my Master, I swore
that I never knew him;” and when the Lord was gone up again into glory,
instead of standing up as he did on the day of Pentecost to preach that,
ever-memorable sermon, he might have been found at home weeping;
instead of going up to the temple with John at the hour of prayer, he might
have kept in his chamber, and there mourned all the day. Grief is best
expelled by other thoughts; when you have been cast down, it is well when
some important engagement has called off your attention from your
trouble, and I think the compassionate Master raised Peter out of what
might have grown into a morbid condition of continual grief by bidding him
feed his sheep. He seemed to say, “Come hither, my dear disciple. I know
you are sincerely penitent, and I have fully forgiven you for denying me as
you did. Mourn no longer, but go and feed my sheep.” Then, as the Lord
fed the sheep by him, and blessed him to the conversion of others, he
would feel certain that his Lord did not remember his faults, and thus he
would learn how perfect was the pardon he had received. I do not know
that there is a brother with us this morning who is in the condition of Peter;
but if I did know such an one, and could read his heart, I would go out to







153


him, and say, “Come, brother, we are not going to cast you out; we
consider ourselves lest we also be tempted. You have been converted once
as a sinner, you must now be converted as a minister; and when you are
converted, strengthen your brethren. Yes, my brother, go back to your
Lord and Master, and then, with all your soul inflamed with love for him,
feed his sheep, and the Lord bless you in so doing!”


Dear brethren, in Peter’s case we see a man zealous for his Lord, but of
imperfect character, and we see how his failure had been overruled by
God to prepare him for is life-work of feeding Christ’s sheep. John did not
want such preparation, and the other nine did not require it. It was only
Peter who needed to be thus rebuked by a display of his own weakness.
This man was too great, too self-confident, too much Peter, and too little a
disciple; and he must therefore, come down. Probably nothing could have
brought him to his true bearings like his being left to see what was in his
heart. We speak with bated breath when we say that, to some men, a
painful break-down has been the making of them. They became from that,
time free from their former self-esteem, all were as cleansed and emptied
vessels, fit for the Master’s use. A deep sense of our weakness and a
humbling consciousness of unworthiness form a considerable part of our
qualification for dealing with Christ’s sheep. Because you are a sinner, you
will deal lovingly with sinners; because you know what backsliding means,
you will be very gentle and forbearing with backsliders because you have
broken your own bones, you will be very careful how you handle those
who have broken theirs.


You see, then, that this feeding of the sheep, as I have already shown you,
would benefit Peter in the particular condition in which he then was, and it
is not hard to see that it would benefit him by keeping his rashness in
check. I know some beloved brethren who are impetuous, and, God bless
them, I love them none the less for that, especially when they know how to
bridle their impetuous spirits, and only allow them to dash out against evil;
but some are rashly impetuous and strong-headed, and it will need
considerable discipline to make them into useful, workable men; but when
the Lord has done this, they will become those determined, independent,
resolute men of mark and mind who are so valuable to the Church of God.
Such brethren want the education of a pastorate at once to curb and to
develop them. You did not know how foolish you were till you had to deal
with fools, and found that you could not suffer them gladly. You did not
know how passionate you could be till you had to meet with quick
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tempered people like yourself. You did not know how rash you could be
till you fell into the society of a dozen rash men like yourself, who egged
you on in your fool-hardiness. You have now discovered that, where you
fancied there was a great deal of strength, there was a vast amount of
weakness. I believe that the Peter of the Epistles grew out of the Peter of
the sea of Tiberias and the Peter of the denial, by means of the grace given,
him, while feeding the flock of God. Peter was a bigoted, narrow-minded
Jew, and could not readily believe that any others beyond the chosen nation
were to be saved; but when he mixed with mankind, and was sent to the
house of Cornelius, his heart grew larger, although it was not as large as it
should have been till Paul boldly withstood him to the face because he was
to be blamed. “Feed my sheep” is, therefore, beloved, a commission
intended for your own good as well as theirs.


It touched me very much to find our Lord addressing Peter by his old name
of Simon, son of Jonas. I do not know why he should not have said,
“Peter, lovest thou me?” John writes “Jesus saith to Simon Peter.” Why did
not our Lord call him so? Was it not, in the first place, to remind him of his
natural weakness? He is not called Petros, the stone, the rock; but the son
of Jonas, the son of a timid dove; and it is under that name that he is
commissioned to feed the sheep. Brethren, if this morning you are filled
with a consciousness of your own weakness and unworthiness, the Master
says to you, “Still go and feed my sheep.” If you are not in your own
opinion fit for the work, still let the sheep be fed. Do not let them suffer
because you are not in a right state of mind and heart. These sheep, what
have they done; Why should they starve? It is only too true that you have
sinned, but let not that sad fact rob the people of a full display of the gospel
next Lord’s day. “Feed my sheep.” Go as Peter, if you can; but when you
cannot do so, go as “Simon, son of Jonas.”


But I think there was a deeper reason, and one which touched me more,
why our Lord said, “Simon, son of Jonas, lovest thou me?” This was his
old name before he was converted, for when Jesus first saw him, he said,
‘Thou art Simon, the son of Jonas.’ Nothing will help you to feed the flock
of God, brethren, like recollecting the time and circumstances when you
were first brought to Jesus. If it were possible, which it is not, I should like
to be converted every Sunday morning before preaching. At any rate, I
should like to feel just that tenderness of heart, that admiration for my
Savior, that all-absorbing love, to my Lord, and that wonderment at the
grace of God toward me which I felt when I was converted.
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There may have been another reason why Jesus said, “Simon, son of Jonas,
lovest thou me? Perhaps it was because, when Simon had discovered that
Jesus was the Christ, the Son of the living God, his Master said to him,
“Blessed art thou, Simon Bar-Jona; for flesh and blood hath not revealed
this unto thee, but my Father which is in heaven.” By repeating that name,
our Lord made Peter recollect, in addition to his conversion, the many
happy seasons which he had enjoyed, in which the Lord had manifested
himself to him as he does not unto the world. We are bound to preach of
the things which we have tasted and handled. If, like John, we have been in
Patmos, let us not cease to talk of him that walketh among the golden
candlesticks. Come down from the mount to tell of what you have yourself
seen there. Be filled with recollections of all the blessed intercourse you
have enjoyed with Christ, and then speak about him to others, thus the joy
of the Lord shall be your strength. You will have no doubt then of your call
to the ministry, but you will say, “that which was from the beginning,
which we have seen with our eyes which we have looked upon, and our
hands have handled, of the Word of life, declare we unto you.” “We speak
that we do know, and testify that we have seen.”


III. In the third place, I must confine myself to giving you a mere outline
of THE WORK ITSELF, as our time is flying so fast. What have we to do,
then? “Feed my sheep.” In the English, you have the command three times
over, “Feed my sheep.” What are we to do with the sheep? Feed! Feed!
Feed! That seems to be the whole of our business, “Feed my sheep.” Truth
to tell, the middle Greek word properly means shepherdize them, guide
them, lead them, go before them as a shepherd does. The first and last
words are the same, feed. In each of the three sentences there is a minute
difference, but twice out of three times in the original the word is feed. If I
mention nothing else but feeding as the pastor’s duty, it will be the very
best lesson I could have given you, even if other valuable duties are cast
into the shade. Wherever you are weak, be strong in the pulpit. Give the
people a good hearty meal whenever you preach. They will put up with a
great many defects if you will only feed them. An Englishman is in a good
condition if he is fed. Feed him, and he will be all right; but if you dress
him, and do not feed him, he will not care for the clothes you put on him
however fine they are. You may wash him if you like, but you must feed
him. There is an inward, powerful persuader which convinces a man that to
be happy and healthy he must be fed. Now, God’s people are the hungriest
people in the world, they never seem to be satisfied. If you watch a flock of
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sheep feeding in a clover field, you will be surprised to see how they will
eat: they eat, and eat, and eat; and so God’s people are a hungering,
craving people. It is written, “Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst
after righteousness: for they shall be filled.” They “shall be filled;” it does
not say, they shall have a nip and a bite, and then be driven away; and
therefore we are to treat them as God would have them treated, — feed
them, feed them to the full. Never be afraid of being too free with the food,
or of giving them too much sound doctrine and gospel provender.


Some want to drive the flock, but that will never do; we must feed, not
drive. We will lead them, say you; that is very good but do not lead lean
sheep; feed and fatten them, and then they will follow gladly. Perhaps you
wish to govern them, well, the middle word does mean govern after the
gospel fashion; but if you somewhat govern, yet give two supplies of
feeding for one of ruling. You will be sure to succeed if you keep to the
feeding. Blessed be God, you have not to invent a new food for his sheep;
it is written, “Feed them,” but it is not written, “invent food for them.” God
has appointed the proper food for his sheep; hand that out to them, and
nothing else. The Pope of Rome, who claims to be the lineal successor of
the apostle of whom we are speaking, attempts to feed in a strange manner.
I wonder how many of the sheep are able to feed on his allocutions, and
other specimens of cursing. He seems to be mainly engaged in uttering
maledictions upon the wolves; I see no food for the sheep. How is it that
he has founded no Bible Societies in Rome for the circulation of the pure
Word of God? One of his predecessors has called the Protestant version
“poisonous pastures.” Very well, then, why not circulate a pure version:
Why not spend a part of Peter’s pence in distributing the Epistle to the
Romans? Why not exhort priests, cardinals, and bishops to be instant in
season and out of season, preaching the gospel according to the
commission of the Lord? Verily, Peter at this day is crucified head
downwards at Rome. The tradition is symbolic of the fact, for the apostle
is placed in a wrong position, and exalted to honors which are a crucifixion
to him.


Brethren, you have to feed Christ’s sheep. Our Lord says, “Feed! Feed!
Feed!” He begins with “Feed my lambs.” My little lambkins, or young
believers, — these need plenty of instruction. “Feed my sheep” comes next;
feed the middle-aged, the strong, the vigorous: these do not require feeding
alone, they also need to be directed in their Christian course, and to be
guided to some field of earnest service for Christ, — therefore shepherdize







157


them. Then, in the last “Feed my sheep” you have the gray-headed
believers in Christ. Do not try to govern these, but feed them. They may
have far more prudence, and they certainly have more experience than you
have, and therefore do not rule them, but remind them of the deep things of
God, and deal out to them an abundance of consoling truth. There is that
good old man, he is a father in Christ; he knew the Lord fifty years before
you were born; he has some peculiarities, and in them you must let him
take his own course, but still feed him. His taste will appreciate solid meat,
he knows a field of tender grass when he gets into it; feed him; then, for his
infirmities require it. Feed all classes, my brethren, that is your main work;
mind that you not only get good food for the sheep, but feed them with it.
A farmer one day, after he had listened to a simple sermon, which was the
very opposite of what he generally heard, exclaimed, “O Lord, we bless
thee that the food was put into a low crib to-day, so that thy sheep could
reach it!” Some brethren put the food up so high that the poor sheep
cannot possibly feed upon it. I have thought as I have listened to our
eloquent friends, that they imagined that our Lord had said, “Feed my
camelopards.” None but giraffes could reach the food when placed in so
lofty a rack. Christ says, “Feed my sheep,” place the food among them, put
it close to them.


Take care also that you feed yourselves. “Who rules o’er freemen should
himself be free;” we will alter the line into “Who feeds Christ’s sheep
should feed on Christ himself.” A preacher who is starved in soul will be
likely to starve his hearers. Oh, fatten yourselves on Christ, dear brethren!
Ask to have the promise fulfilled, “I will satiate the soul of the priests with
fatness, and my people shall be satisfied with my goodness, saith the Lord.”
May the Holy Ghost work this in you!


Having fed them, your work should also comprehend all the rest that a
shepherd does for his flock. Neglect none of these things. Go before them,
set them an example, encourage them, and direct them in difficulty. Let
your voice ever be familiar to them, carry the lamb in your bosom, gently
lead those that are in circumstances of pain and peril, care for all the flock,
be tender with any that may wander, seek after them, and bring them back.


Now what does all this involve? Knowledge. You must “feed them with
knowledge and understanding.” Watchfulness. No shepherd can afford to
slumber; and at one part of the year he must be up all night, for the lambs
are being born. When you have a lambing time on, or, in other words, a
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blessed revival, you will need to be especially watchful; and, as the wolf
comes not only at lambing time, but as all other seasons, you should be
always vigilant against him.


One of the chief qualifications of a true pastor, and one that is not very
common, is a great deal of patience. Perhaps you say, “These people are so
sinful, and erring, and foolish.” Yes, they are like sheep; and if they were
not so, they would not need you or any other shepherd. Your calling would
be abolished if all Christ’s people were strong, and able to instruct others.
Be very patient with them, as a nurse is with the child committed to her to
watch, and love, and teach. What an honor this office puts upon you! To
belong to the College of Fishermen with Peter, James, and John, is a great
honor; but the work of the pastor is nobler still. Well did they speak of old
of shepherd-kings, for the shepherd’s business is such as is worthy of a
king; indeed, amid his flock he is the truest of kings. What a line of
shepherds can be traced right through the Word of God! Your business is
one which the first martyr followed, for Abel was a keeper of sheep: stand
like him in the midst of your flock, ready to sacrifice life itself at God’s
altar. You are following the business of Jacob, who said to Laban, “In the
day the drought, consumed me, and the frost by night; and my sleep
departed from mine eyes.” Yours is the calling of Joseph, who even when
exalted to a throne, was still “the shepherd and stone of Israel.” Whatever
your position may be, brethren, be shepherds still. You are following the
trade of that noblest of woman born, I mean Moses, who kept the flock of
Jethro, his father-in-law, in the desert, and there beheld the bush on fire,
out of which God spoke with him. He who led the people like a flock all
through the wilderness was ready like a true shepherd to lay down his life
for the flock, even asking to have his name blotted out of God’s book if by
that means they might live. You are following the occupation of the men
after God’s own heart. If a man in these days is after God’s heart, let him
be a shepherd of the flock. “He chose David also his servant, and took him
from the sheepfolds: from following the ewes great with young he brought
him to feed Jacob his people, and Israel his inheritance.” I hope, my
brethren, that like him in your youth you have slain both the lion and the
bear, and that if an uncircumcised Philistine comes in your path, you will
defy and destroy him in the name of the Lord. You are following the trade
of God’s only-begotten Son. The Lord had but one Son, and he made a
Shepherd of him. Imitate that good Shepherd of the sheep, who loved
them, and laid down his life for them. Trust that great Shepherd of the
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sheep, whom “the God of peace has brought again from the dead through
the blood of the everlasting covenant;” and by-and-by you shall see the
chief Shepherd, and “shall receive a crown of glory that fadeth not away.”


Never forget that it is Christ’s sheep that you have to feed. Jesus says,
“Feed my sheep.” Many find fault with the churches of the present day, and
the easiest work in the world is to find fault, but, my dear brethren, bad as I
know some of the churches to be, I know no better people than God’s
people, and with all their faults I love them still. I find my choicest
companions and my bosom friends among them. I love the gates of Zion,
for, —


“There my best friends, my kindred dwell,
There God my Savior reigns.”


I always feel, in reference to my own people, that if they can put up with
me, I can very well put up with them. They are Christ’s people; therefore
love them, and feel it to be an honor to do anything for those who belong
to Jesus.


Much honor lies in the fact that our Lord says to each of us personally,
“Feed my sheep.” I think that I see him here among us; he of the pierced
hands and the marred countenance, with the thorn crown about his brow,
stands in this hall, and speaks to us. Or, if you will, with all his glories on
he comes among us, he looks on us all, and even on me also, my dear
brethren; and he says to each of us, “Do you see those poor tempted
people? They are my sheep. I have loved them from before the foundation
of the world; will you feed them for me? I have called them out of the
world by victorious grace, will you feed them for me? I have provided
abundant pasture for them, will you feed them for me? I have bought them,
with my blood, behold the memorials of my purchase in my hands and my
feet, my head and my side; will you feed them for me? I have loved you
also, and you love me; will you feed my sheep for me? I will feed you, will
you feed them? Your bread shall be given you, and your water shall be
sure; will you feed my beloved ones for me? I have gone to prepare a place
for them in my own sweeter pasturages on the hill-tops of glory. Will you
feed them till I come again? I will feed them through you by the Holy
Spirit, will you be my instruments?” Do we not all reply, “Beloved Master,
we think it our highest honor to be privileged thus, and cost us what it
may, we will spend our lives in feeding thy sheep”? Brethren, say not much
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by way of vow, but say much by way of prayer. Lord, help us all
henceforth to feed thy sheep! Amen.


SOCIAL CONVERSE.


I DO not find where Jesus was ever bidden to any table and refused. If a
Pharisee, if a publican, invited him, he did not hesitate to go, not for the
pleasure of the dishes, but to do good. . . . If he sat with sinners, he
converted them; if with converts, he confirmed them; if with the poor, he
fed them; if with the rich in substance, he made them rich in grace. At
whose board did he ever visit and left not his host a gainer? The poor
bridegroom entertains him, and hath his waterpots filled with wine. Simon,
the Pharisee, entertains him, and hath his table honored with the public
pardon of a penitent sinner, and with the heavenly doctrine of remission.
Zaccheus entertains him; salvation came that day to his house with the
Author of it. That presence made the publican a son of Abraham. Matthew
is recompensed for his feast with an apostleship. Martha and Mary
entertain him, and, besides divine instruction, receive their brother from the
dead. — Bishop Hall.


The Apostle of the Gentiles: a Handbook on the Life of St. Paul. With
Notes, critical and illustrative. By B. P. PASK. Special Notes on Ephesus;
by J. T. WOOD, Esq., F.S.A. Sunday School Union.


WHAT can the man do that cometh after the king? What can B. P. Pask
accomplish after Conybeare and Howson? Yet we are bound to confess
that Mr. Pask’s volume has a peculiar adaptation for its own purpose, and
contains more new and interesting information than we could have thought
it possible to gather upon Paul and his travels. To Sabbath-school teachers
who cannot afford to buy larger and fuller works we recommend this hand-
book, for it will answer all practical purposes and be a great assistance to
them in preparing for their classes. The book is very properly got up in that
neat and sober style which becomes expository writings. It will be a
valuable addition to the teacher’s library.


Beacons and Patterns: or, Lessons for Young Mens. the REV. W.
LANDELS, D.D. Hodder and Stoughton.


WE are glad to see these “lessons” in the third thousand. The beauty of the
style will commend to many reader the weighty instructions of the
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preacher, and all young men and women who read his earnest admonitions
will feel that they have been in contact with a warm heart and a wise mind.
Dr. Landels is intensely practical, and aims at winning the soul for Jesus
and for holy living: may the best of blessings rest upon his efforts, both
with tongue and pen.


Whose Dog is it?” or, the Story of Poor Gyp. S.W. Partridge and Co.


A clever antivivisection tale. We felt ourselves shivering while reading the
little book; but it ends pleasantly, and so we recovered our equanimity.


Philological French Primer; with a Classified Vocabulary and familiar
Phrases and Dialogues. By A. Cogery, B.A., L.L. Relfe Brothers.


M. COGERY teaches French in our day-school, and does his work very
efficiently. We are glad to see that his conversation book is in the second
edition, for it is carefully prepared.


Education Progressive through Life.


Essays for Students. By HENRY TRIGG. Elliot Stock.


VERY respectable essays. Young men who will read them with care will
not regret doing so, for they contain wise advice put in a scholarly form.


The Word of God on True Marriage. [Anonymous]. Trubner and Co.


THIS book will meet with no readers on this side the Atlantic. It proves
what we all believe, namely, the Scripturalness of Christian marriage and
the unholiness of Mormonite polygamy; but it goes further, and asserts that
Biblical authority neither sanctioned nor tolerated a plurality of wives
among the people of Israel. The author is greatly in earnest against the
admission of the territory of Utah into the Union, and well he may be so
long as the Mormon abomination remains, but the evil is too gross to live.
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NOTES.


DURING the early part of the past month we were called upon to suffer the
Lord’s will rather than to do it. Engagements at Liverpool, Norwich and
Maze Pond were unfulfilled through inability. Friends must excuse our
refusing for some time to come to make any promises, since we have no
power to perform those already made. We are just able to do the home
work, but no more at present. The choice seems to lie between being laid
aside pretty frequently with depression of spirit and pain of body, and
steadily keeping on with home duties; we prefer the second, because we
hope that the comparative quiet may bring greater strength for future
endeavors.


COLLEGE. Mr. Harrington leaves us for China-man’s Flats, Victoria, and
Mr. Hancock settles at Tonbridge, in Kent.


Here, perhaps, we may be allowed to notify to our Australian friends that
our son, Thomas Spurgeon, left us for Melbourne, on June 16, taking a
voyage in the Lady Jocelyne for his health. We shall be grateful to any
friends who will extend kindness to him. He will be willing to preach as
opportunity may occur.


Messrs. Clark and Smith, two worthy students of our college, will
commence evangelistic work next August. We have engaged to find them a
maintenance, that they may go through the length and breadth of the land
and preach Christ. They are very lively and able speakers. Mr. Smith is a
singer, and also plays upon a cornet, by which means he not only fetches in
the people to the service, but interests them when they are gathered
together. We have made him a present of a new silver trumpet, upon which
is engraved a verse from the Psalms, “With trumpet and sound of cornet,
make a joyful noise before the Lord the King.” Both Mr. Clark and Mr.
Smith have been greatly useful in conversions, and we send them forth in
the name of the Lord, with high hopes of blessing. Their appointments
from time to time will appear in the Sword and Trowel. Our friends may
confide in these brethren, and feel quite safe in helping them. They go first,
we believe, to Hartlepool and the northern towns. The expenses will be
considerable, and therefore we shall be willing to be assisted in this effort
by any who would like to have a share in the enterprise. Both the
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evangelists are authorized to receive subscriptions, but no one is asked to
give.


May 22-24 — A number of friends some time ago united with Mr. Coxetor
to accept the vote of the London Baptist Association of £1,000, and erect
a new chapel at High-gate Road. Mr. Coxeter generously gave the ground.
The chapel is opened, and work has hopefully begun. Knowing that the
little band were striving nobly, and had a heavy debt, C. H. S. invited Mrs.
Coxeter and her friends to bring the remainder of her Bazaar to the
Tabernacle. Friends came up to the mark to help, though the Pastor was
absent from illness, and the very useful sum of about £250 was realized. It
is a healthy thing, even when we are loaded with home service, to lend a
hand to brethren in whose enterprise we have no selfish interest; thus the
purest Christian feeling is brought into exercise. Thanks are tendered to the
ladies who got up a Tabernacle stall on the shortest possible notice, and
carried on its operations with so much vigor. Indeed, the whole incident
caused the Pastor great pleasure, as remarkably illustrating the willingness
of the people to aid in every good work.


June 4. — The Annual Meeting of the Home and Foreign Missionary
Working Society, was held before the prayer meeting. The pastors were
present, and both spoke in high praise of this association. Many boxes of
clothes have been sent to poor pastors during the year, for themselves and
their wives and children. Very grateful letters were read. Mrs. Evans, at the
Tabernacle, would be very glad of half-worn garments, remnants of
material, and other gifts which could be used by families. Many ministers
are very poor, and the clothing of large families is a heavy expense; a box
from this society is a great blessing, and as the ladies work up the
materials, the outlay is much less than the value of the goods distributed.
Are there not many drapers and others who have materials which are out of
the fashion, which they could well spare? If so, send them on, for we do
not care about the fashion so long as the poor ministers’ children are
clothed. Boots and shoes, and garments of all sorts and sizes can be all
utilized, and cash too. There is serious distress in many a poor minister’s
home; let us relieve it. Address Mrs. Evans, Tabernacle, Newington Butts.


June 6 — Although we are quite forbidden to take any services beyond our
home work, we felt able to go down and lay the foundation stone of a
school-chapel near our own house in Nottingham Road, Upper Tooting.
Here a little band of true-hearted believers have formed a church, and given
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generously to build a place wherein to worship. We had great pleasure in
helping them, and as they will need about £400 more, we shall be glad if
others will help them too. Any sums sent to us will be duly appropriated.
Baptist friends in London ought to know that these good people have not
gone round to them, or received a penny from the Association, but have
helped themselves as God has enabled them. We hope that there are at
least a few who will admire this effort of a very slender band and send them
aid without being waited upon. Such giving would be of the very best kind.
Note that this is not our sons’ chapel. It is near it, but in quite another
district, with a common between. Friends can help both, or either, and we
shall be equally glad. Partiality might have made us wish to see our sons
raise their amount first, but in the Lord’s work we know no such feeling.


We find that we have given offense by saying that there was no Baptist
Church in Tooting. We really thought so, but we are informed that there is
a small one, and therefore we heartily apologize to our brethren for
appearing to ignore them; for whatever their views, or however obscure
the site of their chapel, we would not willfully overlook any member of the
family. We have been through the little town scores of times, but have
never seen the building: may our friends increase and multiply, and come to
the front. We ought to have a large and influential church in Tooting,
where there are many Baptists who remain unattached, or travel for miles
to worship, showing that they do not feel that they are provided for. A
movement is on foot for a church of the same faith and order as that at the
Tabernacle, and there is plenty of room.


June 11 — Our Almshouse Sunday School gave a tea to the parents. We
are greatly gratified at the success of the many operations carried on in our
Almshouse premises. The efforts there form an important branch of our
work.


June 18. — At the prayer-meeting some of the preachers of the Baptist
Country Mission gave accounts of their stewardship, which were
particularly pleasing. Churches have been formed at Putney, Carshalton,
Walthamstow, etc. We never attended a better meeting. Our young
brethren visit villages and country towns near London and labor to raise
new churches in them. One of them has already commenced in Tooting, of
which we wrote in a former paragraph. These earnest evangelists are ready
for more work. If they were informed of destitute suburbs, where a few
resident helpers would throw in their strength, this society would soon
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send a man to preach the gospel on the green, or in a room, and raise a
Baptist Church. Address Mr. Bowker, Elder, Metropolitan Tabernacle,
Newington Butts.


The Tabernacle Evangelist’s Society is another organization altogether,
which finds speakers for special services in London, and works in
connection with the churches. Thus much good is done in co-operation
with settled agencies. Mr. Elvin, the secretary, may be addressed at the
Tabernacle. His workers do not restrict themselves to any denomination,
but are willing to aid all pastors who are willing to accept their help for a
short series of meetings. Besides this they carry on open-air preaching and
lodging-house visitation.


Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book Fund is rich in opportunities for doing good, but it
is very poorly off as to the means of meeting those opportunities. A fine
vein of Primitive Methodist applicants has been opened, and very large
numbers of books have been sent out; but it does not happen that any
wealthy Primitive has been eager to contribute. Our dear suffering one
never doubts that the Lord will send in what he intends her to send out, but
requests from needy pastors are very numerous and urgent, and she hopes
that she will not have to say them nay. Many needy preachers in Ireland are
now applying, and it is important that they should be supplied: but where
are the means? Our beloved begged us to express her thanks for valuable
books to Mr. Hodge and Mr. Gibson, of Glasgow, and to Dr. Carson and
Mr. Robert Haldane, and others; but, alas! ere we can thank Mr. Haldane
our Lord has called him home. One of his last acts was to send Mrs.
Spurgeon a number of the works of the famous Mr. Haldane.


June 19 — This was a very happy day for the friends of the Orphanage
who were able to gather to the fete, but most of all for the Pastor, whose
forty-third birthday was thus celebrated. Nearly 3000 persons in all came to
the Orphanage grounds, and all seemed delighted, and especially were all
unanimous in congratulating the Pastor, who was overwhelmed with their
love. The sermon in the afternoon was from Genesis 30:27: “I pray thee, if
I have found favor in thine eyes, tarry: for I have learned by experience that
the Lord hath blessed me for thy sake;” and the Pastor dwelt upon the fact
that he had received countless blessings through his faithful people, and he
hoped that they would all continue with him for many a year to come. The
Public Meeting in the evening was held in the open air, and was
enthusiastic throughout. Our good friend Thomas Blake, Esq., M.P.,
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worthily occupied the chair, and was well supported by the speakers.
C.H.S. mentioned that he had that morning received 71 letters of
congratulation, all containing help for the Orphanage, amounting to about
£70, together with £43 from a friend, to tally with the number of his years,
and the same from a trustee. To all these thoughtful friends he tendered his
warmest gratitude. He also mentioned that no praise whatever was due to
himself in managing the Orphanage, but to his beloved brother and the
other trustees who so regularly conduct the business, and to Mr.
Charlesworth and the very efficient staff who do the actual work. All glory
is due to God, but it is right that any need of honor given to men should be
justly distributed. The Orphanage is so well conducted by its officers as to
cost its President the minimum of care.


On the fete day the public saw for the first time the very handsome fountain
presented to the Orphanage by our esteemed friend Mr. B. Vickery. It is a
very useful present, and an enduring memorial of his deceased wife. We
thank the donor in the name of the trustees, but more especially on the
behalf of the two hundred and forty thirsty boys, who appreciate it much
during the hot weather.


Thanks are due to Mr. Murrell and the friends who helped to refresh the
vast assembly. So admirable were the arrangements that there was no
inconvenience experienced by a single person, so far as we could learn, but
“all went merry as a marriage bell.” God was very gracious in sending so
fine a day, and our friends in their thousands not only enjoyed themselves,
but one another. They little know the thought and labor which was
expended to carry out such a day’s proceedings: our invaluable deacon,
Mr. Murrell, labored like twenty men rolled into one; and his staff of
helpers seemed fired by his example. We cannot tell the exact net proceeds
of the day, but they cannot be much under £400. The small bazaar realized
a nice little sum, but if more friends would send us goods somewhere near
the time we could largely increase the income from this department. All
sorts of things can be sold, especially useful articles, and those who cannot
afford money might help us in this way. We notice in the auditing of the
accounts that our subscriptions were less last year than the year before.
Friends will not allow any failing off — will they? Our heart is cheered, and
we begin another year of our life with more pleasure than we can express.
Yet earnestly do we thank our kind friends, the best any man ever had.
More solemnly do we bless the Lord who has dealt so graciously with us,
and will do so evermore.
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The churches at Walworth Road Chapel and Park Road, Peckham, have
both made collections for the Orphanage without being solicited, to do so;
we are greatly gratified by this unsolicited kindness.


Mr. Cuff wishes us to report progress with regard to the Shoreditch
Tabernacle, which is so greatly needed. He has obtained promises of £6000
out of £8000 which he desires to raise this year. He has heavy work before
him: he has to build an immense house for a poor people, in a poor
neighborhood, and unless wealthy friends from other regions help again
and again the work will hardly be accomplished. It is to be done, and will
be done, the Lord being our friend’s helper.


Our short article upon the Confessional has gone the round of the papers,
and we are glad it should. The more that detestable matter is looked into
the better — it is so filthy a business that no decent person could write the
whole of what he knows about it: it ought not to be tolerated in civilized
society. The questions which we have read with our own eyes fastened up
inside the confessional boxes in Italy were so loathsome that we would not
like to give a hint as to their subjects. Anglican confession shows strong
leanings towards the same putridity. If we must have an Established
Church we hope our spiritual pastors and roadsters will keep their house as
sweet as they can, for at present there is an odor of something rather high.
Parents write to us about children decoyed by Popish devices, and we are
grieved that families should be liable to such invasions; but, whatever we
may have to put up with from Romish priests, there can be no reason why
we should breed a second set of these creatures inside the church which the
nation favors with its partialities.
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REPORT 1876-7


THIS Orphanage, originally founded by the self-sacrifice of an esteemed
sister in the Lord, is conducted by C. H. Spurgeon, assisted by his brother,
and a body of Trustees. It receives destitute Fatherless Boys, without
respect to the religion of the parents. The buildings are arranged for the
accommodation of Two Hundred and Fifty Children, who are eligible for
entrance between the ages of six and ten. Orphans received without putting
the mothers to the trouble and expense of canvassing for votes: the
Trustees themselves selecting the most needy cases. The family system is
carried out, the boys living in separate houses under the care of matrons,
and not in one vast building like a workhouse. The great object is to train
the boys in the fear of the Lord, hoping that by God’s blessing they may be
truly converted before they leave us: at the same time the Institution
provides them with an education which fits them to take good positions in
the world.


The Institution is mainly supported by spontaneous gifts, no Collector
being paid, and no Subscriber being  waited upon to pay year by year,
although a number of donors send as regularly as if they were expected to
do so. The Lord alone supplies the needs of the work by means of his
people’s generous gifts, but he sometimes tries the faith of those who
conduct it. Upwards of £10 per day is wanted to pay for the Board,
Lodging, Clothing, and Education of the Boys.


In presenting the Eighth Report, the President and Committee have to
record again their testimony to the goodness and lovingkindness of the
Lord, by whose gracious help they have been sustained during another
year, and by whose bounty the necessities of the Institution have been
supplied. “They shall abundantly utter the memory of thy great goodness,”
suggests at once the duty and the privilege of those who have received,
“from the beginning of the year to the end of it,” daily manifestations of his
love. That the Institution enjoys the smile of “the Father of the fatherless”
is seen in many ways, and the gratitude we feel finds expression in the
language of the Psalmist — “Bless the Lord, O my soul: and all that is
within me, bless his holy name.”
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I — STATISTICAL.


The growth of the Institution will be seen in the following table of figures:
—


Report Date Admission Total Removal Total
Removal


In
Residence


1 From Aug.,
1867, to
March, 1870


154 154 6 6 148


2 From April
1870 to
March 1871


42 196 7 13 183


3 From April
1871 to
March 1872


38 234 9 22 212


4 From April
1872 to
March 1873


21 255 15 37 218


5 From April
1873 to
March 1874


36 291 38 75 216


6 From April
1874 to
March 1875


63 354 42 117 237


7 From April
1875 to
March 1876


28 382 29 146 236


8 From April
1876 to
March 1877


46 428 52 198 230


It will be seen that a greater number than usual left during the year, and
although at the close of the year the average number of inmates was
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reduced, there are, at the time of issuing this report, a larger number in
residence than at any previous period of our history.


Of the 52 boys who left, no less than 47 were supplied with situations and
received a good start in life; 1 entered the Marine Society’s Training Ship
for the sea; 2 were removed by friends whose improved circumstances
enabled them to support them; and 2 were dismissed on the re-marriage of
their mothers.


It is gratifying to be able to report that in many instances the employers
who have taken boys from the Institution apply for others as vacancies
occur in their establishments. In one large house in London no less than 12
boys are now engaged, all of whom are steadily rising in their respective
departments.


II. — DOMESTIC


The general conduct of the boys is praiseworthy, and the moral tone
prevailing is excellent. Fewer troubles have arisen by the admission of new
boys than in any previous year, although many of the new comers had
suffered in many ways from the disadvantages and evils incident to
orphanage and poverty. Until our new recruits fall in with the general
discipline of the Institution they are a source of anxiety, as only a lengthy
residence fully reveals the moral taint which they have incurred, and
manifests their disposition, which is so difficult to eradicate or control, if
bad, and foster and develop if good. An earnest Christian spirit prevails
amongst all the workers, who endeavor, in a thousand ways, to
compensate as far as possible to the boys the loss of those natural
privileges which their bereavement implies.


Family worship is conducted twice daily, before the morning and evening
meals; by the Head Master and his assistants. The service is occasionally
taken by the President, or a member of the Committee, or a visitor to the
Institution who may happen to be present. The Word of God is read and
expounded, hymns sung, and prayer offered, and the whole of the boys
repeat a text selected for the day. A religious service is conducted for the
elder boys every Wednesday evening, when addresses are given by
ministerial and other friends.


On the Lord’s-day morning the elder boys attend the service at the
Tabernacle; a second detachment is accommodated at the Wynne Road
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Chapel; and a suitable service is conducted for the rest at the Orphanage,
by Messrs. Bartlett and Daniels. Mr. W. J. Evans still superintends the
Sunday School in the afternoon, assisted by a large staff of earnest
teachers, and Mr. Macgregor presides over the Evening Service, assisted
by Mr. C. Carpenter. All these good friends, who labor with commendable
zeal to win the children to Christ, have been connected with the Institution
from its commencement.


Some of the boys who give evidence of a change of heart are formed into a
“Young Christians’ Band,” which numbers, at the present time, 92
members. During the year several were admitted to the fellowship of the
Church at the Tabernacle.


The annual meeting was held in June to celebrate the President’s birthday,
and the annual excursion took place in September when all the boys and
the staff were kindly entertained by Mr. and Mrs. Richard May, in their
grounds at Dulwich.


During the MidSummer holidays, friends were found to take several of the
boys who, but for such generous kindness, would not have been able to
leave the Institution. We shall be glad to receive the names of those willing
to receive one or two boys for the whole or part of the time between July
25th and August 22nd of the present year.


The Christmas season was a joyous time, friends from all parts of the
country kindly sending all sorts of good things for the boys. Mr. William
Harrison sustained the precedent of former years by sending a box of figs
for each boy, and was again the medium for conveying 240 new shillings,
fresh from the Mint, from a friend who chooses to be known only by two
initials, “J.D.” The old boys, as usual, mustered in good force, and were
the heroes of the day. Through the kindness of the President all the
members of the staff received a useful present, and “Christmas at the
Orphanage” will always be a precious memory it the history of all who
participate in its festivities.


During their term of residence in the Institution all the boys are total
abstainers, no alcoholic liquors being allowed, except by order of the
Medical Officer. A Band of Hope is conducted under the presidency of Mr.
A. Dunn, which numbers at the present time 152 members, who are
enrolled by their own free will, and with the approval of their friends. The
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elder boys attend the monthly meetings, and all are present at the lectures
which are given from time to time.


A goodly number of the boys who have left the Institution are engaged in
Sunday Schools, and others assist in Evangelistic Services at Mission
Stations and in Lodging Houses. “We have no greater joy than to know
that our children walk in the truth,” and adorn the doctrines they profess,
by devoutness of spirit, consistency of conduct, and earnest Christian labor
in the Lord’s vineyard.


III — EDUCATION


The Schools have been efficiently maintained, and the progress of the boys
in the subjects of an ordinary English education is alike creditable to both
teachers and pupils. The extra subjects are French, Drawing, and Music.
The French classes are conducted gratuitously by Madame Blim, an
accomplished French lady, who devotes two afternoons a week to her
classes. Mr. F. G. Ladds (formerly a boy in the Orphanage and now one of
the teachers), and Mr. F. Simmonds, one of the masters, have given
instruction in vocal music, and Mr. Smith has continued his class for the
harmonium.


Drawing is taught by our own teachers, all of them being qualified to
present the boys for examination in connection with the Science and Art
Department.


We presented 186 boys for examination in Freehand, Geometrical and
Model Drawing with the following results: — 61 gave satisfactory
evidence of having been taught drawing; 78 obtained certificates for
proficiency; and 42 secured prizes for excellence. The sum earned was £15
5s. 6d., apart from the value of the prizes. A lower scale of payment has
been adopted this year, which considerably reduced the grant. The progress
indicated by this report is most encouraging, for, notwithstanding the
higher standard of merit adopted, the boys obtained 28 more certificates,
and 21 more prizes than last year. Only four boys failed to satisfy the
examiners.


The object being to give a useful rather than an ornamental education, the
success achieved by the boys who have passed through the institution fully
justifies the methods pursued and the limits prescribed.
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IV. — SANITARY.


During the past year a wide-spread epidemic prevailed, and although
several isolated cases of small-pox occurred in the Institution, we are
thankful to report that, with the blessing of God upon the measures which
were promptly taken, the disease was arrested without a second individual
taking it from another.


No death has occurred in the Institution for three years, a fact which, while
it calls for special thanksgiving to God, may be accepted as an evidence of
the sound sanitary condition of the Institution. The visit of Dr. Mouat,
from the Local Government Board, who is engaged on an inquiry into the
various systems adopted for the maintenance and education of the children
of the poor, elicited the following report, which is of the most encouraging
nature: —


“I have today visited for the second time the Stockwell Orphanage, and
examined into the system of training and education pursued in it, with
special reference to an inquiry in which I am now engaged, regarding the
pauper schools throughout the country. In many important particulars this
institution is well in advance of most kindred establishments which I have
yet seen. The plan of feeding and clothing in particular is excellent, and the
instruction of the class rooms is conducted with intelligence and life. The
boys look healthy and happy, and I shall only be too glad if I succeed in
transplanting some of the advantages of this place to the pauper schools in
which they are much needed. I have seldom enjoyed a visit to any school
more thoroughly than that of which I am now leaving this most imperfect
record.


(Signed) F. J. MOUAT, M.D. Formerly Secretary to the Council of
Education, Bengal.”


There has been no falling off in the funds; donors sending as regularly as
though they were pledged annual subscribers. Gifts in kind have been as
numerous and varied as in former years. The young ladies of Miss
Dransfield’s educational establishment, the Ladies’ Working Association,
of the Wynne Road Chapel, and the Juvenile Dorcas Society in connection
with New Cross Chapel, have sent their usual supply of shirts, thereby
saving the Institution a considerable sum. Miss Winslow has enlisted the
co-operation of her pupils in knitting woolen comforters for the boys
during the winter months. It would be impossible to enumerate all the
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presents sent by generous friends, and which are duly acknowledged every
month in the Sword and Trowel; they are all received with gratitude, and
we take this opportunity of repeating our thanks. It is a cause of grief to us
when friends do not receive a prompt acknowledgment of their gifts, but in
almost all instances where this has occurred, the donor has failed to send
name and address with the present. We are too grateful for any help,
however small, to risk giving pain or offense to those who remember us,
and we respectfully request to be informed of the transmission of presents
at the time, and their receipt shall be duly acknowledged. As the work is
carried on in dependence upon God, and as His blessing evidently rests
upon it, we are confident the mean will be forthcoming as the need arises.


The work is of the Lord, and therefore the Lord’s people should help us in
it. Will it need much pleading? If so, we cannot use it, as we shrink from
marring the willinghood which is the charm of such a service. No collector
shall ever draw a commission from us for dogging unwilling subscribers,
nor will we press and squeeze niggard gifts from reluctant hands. God will
see to his own work, and though we do not use the method of sitting still
and waiting without action, but rather stir up the minds of the Lord’s
stewards by way of remembrance, yet we are sure that he who feeds the
ravens will give his children bread.


Subscriptions large or small, will be gratefully received by C. H.
SPURGEON, Nightingale Lane, Clapham, London, S.W. Gifts of Food,
Clothes, Books, Toys, and other useful articles, are always welcome, and
should be directed to MR. CHARLESWORTH, Head Master, the Orphanage,
Stockwell, London.


VI — MODE OF ADMISSION


Applications for the admission of children should be addressed in writing to
the Secretary, and full particulars given. If the case appears eligible, a form
of application is sent, the questions on which must be answered by the
applicant, and the form returned as soon as possible. The slightest
untruthfulness will necessitate the immediate rejection of the case. After
the case is entered on the list of candidates, the Trustees, as soon as
convenient, appoint a visitor to make personal inquiries into it. Should
these be satisfactory, the child appears before the committee and the
doctor, and, if duly elected, enters the Institution as soon as there is room.
As the number of most necessitous candidates is largely in excess of our
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accommodation there is no difficulty in supplying vacancies as they occur.
The Trustees, therefore, issue forms of application very sparingly, as they
consider it unwise to encourage hopes which are not likely to be realized.
Friends, who are only acquainted with the case in which they are specially
interested, must not be surprised at its rejection by the Trustees, if it is
proved by them to be less necessitous than others. The election of children
not being determined by subscribers’ votes, the Trustees endeavor to
maintain the strictest impartiality while considering the claims of the
various applicants, and the greatest need has the loudest voice with them.


In every case certificates of the marriage of the parents, the death of the
father, and the birth of the child will be required. The cases of illegitimate
children are not within the scope of the Institution.


Applicants are requested not to call upon the Trustees privately, as they are
bound not to attend to them otherwise, than officially. Cases will be
considered on their own merits, and they will derive no advantage from
personal solicitation. MR. SPURGEON cannot personally see any
applicants, and should not be written to. All letters on this business should
be addressed to the Secretary, MR. CHARLES BLACKSHAW, Metropolitan
Tabernacle, Newington, London, S.E.


The Orphanage is open for the inspection of the public on the afternoons of
Tuesday and Thursday in each week. At other times an order is necessary,
which can be obtained of MR. SPURGEON, or any of the Trustees. All
letters requiring an answer must contain a stamped envelope.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST 1877


HOW THE BOOK FUND PROSPERS.


BY MRS. C. H. SPURGEON


FOR many weeks past I have had a great desire in my heart to write out the
gracious details of the Lord’s dealings with the Book Fund during the
present year, but almost constant pain has fettered both head and hand, and
rendered the fulfillment of the heart’s wish well-nigh impossible. But even
the “school of affliction” has its “holidays”’ (true holy-days these), and as
the “good Master” has granted me one such today, I will consecrate it to
his honor and glory by telling what great things he hath done for me and
my work since I wrote last. The commencement of the new year was
marked by an offer of six volumes of the Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit to
every minister who had formerly been a student of the “Pastors’ College”
and so enthusiastically was it responded to that in three months’ time 164
of our own old students had received 980 volumes! I had intended this
effort to be an extra one, and extend over the entire year, but the Lord had
more work for me to do than I knew of, so he would allow of no lingering,
but graciously gave me strength to accomplish easily what at first sight
seemed a formidable task. During this time the usual work of the Book
Fund was not neglected, all applications being cheerfully responded to, one
notable feature of interest being the sudden and simultaneous awakening of
Primitive Methodist ministers to the fact that they could have the “Treasury
of David” by asking for it. Nearly 100 of their “traveling preachers” have
received the four published volumes since January last, and if God grant his
blessing on them (as he certainly will) we may look for a hundred-fold
harvest from  such seed sown in such soil. Very poor in this world’s goods,
these brethren are rich in good works, and as a rule labor more abundantly
than any of their brethren. They must urgently need books, and it is certain
that their terribly small allowances cannot procure them, and therefore it is
a true Christian charity to relieve their mental need. A good book given to
an idler is a doubtful speculation: to a worker it is a sure benefit.







179


For a short time during the months just flown by it seemed as if the Lord
were trying my faith by sending me more “needs” than “supplies,” but I am
almost ashamed to speak of fears which then possessed me, they have been
so utterly routed and destroyed by subsequent favors. Now I see that the
Lord only brought a cloud over the sun to veil its brightness, lest the heat
of labor should overpower his weak child, and cause her to faint under the
burden of the day. So, blessed be his name, he “leads on softly” as “we are
able to bear it.” Turning over the pages of my “day-book” I cannot but
rejoice to know that already nearly 3,000 volumes have been distributed
since the beginning of this year, and though this number falls woefully short
of supplying the need which exists, yet I thank God and take courage. The
few following extracts from letters will show that the intense appreciation
and loving eagerness with which these gifts were at first received has not
abated one whit. The first letter, written by a venerable pastor, a true
“bishop” in his district, runs thus: —


“My dear Mrs. Spurgeon, — Last night I received the parcel of books, and
what shall I say? I hardly know how to express my thanks to you and your
excellent husband for such generous and Christian kindness. As I could do
nothing else, I asked the Lord to bless you and reward you most amply for
such a valuable gift. I can say it is to me better than thousands of silver and
gold could be; for I could never get from earthly riches what I this morning
obtained from reading Mr. Spurgeon’s comment on Psalm 23. The books
may well be called the ‘Treasury of David;’ I shall keep it as a ‘Treasury’
for my own use, and will never let it go out of my family, the Lord so
helping me. You cannot tell What a nice show the volumes make in my
little library; and while I am quite proud of the outside I delight myself with
the thought of what I shall find within, both for my own comfort and I trust
for the benefit of others. I am quite a book-worm, I assure you, and it
pleases me beyond expression to find so many good old authors quoted in
the ‘Treasury.’ I pronounce it one of the most useful works a minister can
have in his library. When I think of such Herculean labor as this, together
with so many other things, I am lost in astonishment as to how Mr.
Spurgeon pushes through all as he does. But a passage comes to my mind
which solves the mystery — By the grace of God I am what I am, and his
grace which was bestowed upon me was not in vain; but labored more
abundantly than they all: yet not I, but the grace of God which was with
me.’”
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“My dear Mrs. Spurgeon, — Though I have watched with interest and
pleasure, the birth, growth, and usefulness of your ‘Book Fund,’ I little
thought I should ever be so deeply indebted to you as I find myself today.
The nice parcel you so kindly sent came as ‘cold water to a thirsty soul,’
and judging from the feelings of gratitude and delight produced in my own
breast I feel your work of love has made not a few pastors’ hearts to ‘sing
for joy.’ I rejoice also to know that the work yields such sweet solace of
joy to you in your affliction; I really think it must be one rose at least on
this sin-blighted earth ‘without a thorn.’”


What this dear brother says is perfectly true. The Book Fund is the joy of
my life, and ever since the Lord gave the sweet service into my weak and
unworthy hands he has led me by green pastures and beside still waters,
and crowned me with lovingkindness and tender mercies. The next letter is
from a much-tried servant of God, who, with a wife, invalid daughter, and
four young children to support (there are nine children living) on eighty
pounds per annum, may well be “unable to buy books.”


“My dear Madam, — Most gratefully do I beg to acknowledge the receipt
of the four volumes Of the ‘Treasury of David.’ The gift, I can assure you,
is a most acceptable one. Often when at the homes of my brethren I have
seen the work, and longed for its possession, deeming the desire however
quite Utopian, seeing that the purchase of such books is altogether beyond
the limit of my slender income. Ten years have elapsed since my return
from ____, where for a long time I labored, and those years have been one
long protracted struggle for bare existence. Blessed be God, that is not all;
for if my tribulations hare abounded, so also have my consolations,
‘Hitherto the Lord hath helped me.’ The Psalms of David are ever a tower
of comfort to tried saints, and your honored husbands work is to my mind
the best book that I have seen, in that it brings out the marrow and fatness
of the text. Again, I thank you most deeply and sincerely for the gift, as
also for the good wishes by which it was accompanied.”


The foregoing letter (and, alas! I have hundreds like it) reminds me of a
few sentences which I read the other day, translated from the German of
Pastor Harms, of Hermannsburg. They are so quaint, and so much to the
point, that I cannot resist quoting them. He says, speaking of a
representative country minister in the “Fatherland,” “With temporal goods,
however, this pastor is not specially well provided and, were it not that he
has a living God in the heavens, he must many a time grow anxious and
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dispirited, which, in truth, he does not always escape, as he himself humbly
confesses. For if you have a small benefice, a large family, and a couple of
children at school to boot, sometimes that gives even a believer the
headache; though, indeed, there is no need for that, were faith but strong
and prayer simple enough.”


The two letters which follow are from a “Methodist” preacher and a
“Baptist” minister, both being charming expressions of a glad and grateful
heart. When I receive such epistles I always wish they could be passed
round to every kind friend who has contributed to the “Fund,” that they
might catch glimpses of the abounding happiness which they thus bestow
on others.


“My dear Mrs. Spurgeon, — The parcel containing four vols. of ‘Treasury
of David’ arrived all safe yesterday. I had been rejoicing over my good
fortune in getting as I supposed, one volume of Mr. Spurgeon’s great
work; but the receipt of such a gift was a surprise for which I was wholly
unprepared. I am entirely at a loss to express all I feel respecting such
kindness; but I beg to offer my heart’s deepest gratitude, and my earnest
prayers that heaven’s richest blessings may come down upon yourself and
upon all through whose disinterested generosity you are able to carry on
such a work of love.


“This is a gift indeed! May God help me to use it for his glory. One may, I
think, justly feel proud of having four such volumes in his library, and the
aid they will afford in my work no one can fully realize but myself.
Probably there are hundreds of grateful hearts lifted up from day to day in
prayer for yourself and your indefatigable husband; if my feeble prayers can
be of any possible advantage, most gladly will I pray daily that in your
affliction the Lord will impart a large measure of his soothing grace, that
your soul may always be filled with the brightness and peace of the
Savior’s presence, and that you may long be spared to continue the noble
enterprise, which has already sent relief, joy, and light into hundreds of
homes, and brought  blessings into probably thousands of minds.”


“Madam, — The very handsome present which you have so kindly sent me
(Mr. Spurgeon’s’ ‘Treasury of David’ four vols.) arrived quite safely about
half-an-hour ago. It has come upon me as a pleasant surprise, for your
kindness has much exceeded my expectations. I thought you might send
me one volume — I never even hoped, so far as I remember, for more than
two; and yet here are the whole four! A valuable present, truly, in more
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senses than one. I have already been tasting its quality with relish, and feel
certain that I shall find it, as you kindly wish, ‘a treasure indeed.’ Thank
you very, very, very much for it; and for your letter with all the kindness of
heart which it reveals. Whatever may be the needs and privations of some
village pastors, you, at all events, are trying to minister to their joy, and to
make them more efficient in the service of the Master. And you know,
without my suggesting it, that he will give reward. Again I thank you with
earnestness which increases as I continue to look into the volumes.”


The Book Fund has received this year some splendid additions as gifts, to
its stores of works by other authors, and I have rejoiced greatly to have at
my disposal such standard volumes of divinity as the works of the sainted
brothers Haldane, Dr. Hodge, and others. But the fact becomes more and
more evident to me every day that unless already possessed of the
“Treasury of David,” our pastors look upon no other volumes as my gift
with complete satisfaction, and that in applying to me for books they fix
their heart’s desire upon the “Treasury’ or the “Sermons” as the “summum
bonum” of their happiness. And I think this is very natural and very proper,
so long as the management of the Book Fund rests entirely in these feeble
hands; but I trust that some day when all the churches, awaken to a sense
of the urgent need there is that “the poor minister’s bookshelf” should have
plenty of books upon it, many a noble volume, both ancient and modern,
will take its place beside the “Treasury of David.”


As to old books which sometimes come to me troublously fast, I am
obliged to smuggle them in with the coveted works of my dear husband,
and but a very faint echo of any welcome they receive ever reaches my ear.
I really fear that some people think that anything in the shape of a book
will do for a minister, or they would scarcely send such things as “Advice
to Wives and Mothers,” “Essays on Marriage,” or “Letters to a Son” as
aids to pulpit preparation!


On looking over the list of contributors for last year, I find a falling away
of some old friends, which somewhat grieves me, for the work is more
deeply needed than ever. The famine is sore in the land — not a famine of
bread nor a thirst for water, but a deeply felt and widespread need of
mental food, by those under shepherds who have to “feed the flock of
God” and I had hoped that all the friends who had so generously aided me
at the commencement of my work would have “continued with me.” To
the many who have done so I tender my most heartfelt thanks: “God bless
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you,” dear friends, and return into your own bosom some of the joy, and
gladness, and gratitude with which you have filled mine. New friends, too,
are cordially welcomed to cooperation in the blessed work, and every gift
that comes for the Book Fund is offered to the Lord as a sacrifice of
thanksgiving. I am just now rejoicing over the fact that the Lord has
inclined the heart of a dear friend to whom I am already greatly indebted to
give me a large donation for the purpose of supplying all the Presbyterian
ministers in Argyleshire with the “Treasury of David,” and I have another
sum of money given by one who is a great sufferer, set apart for the
distribution of the same precious volumes in Ireland. So, for the next few
months, dear friends, you may know that the “work of the Book Fund” will
be in the full swing of business, and I pray you to remember that you can
truly and tenderly help me by asking the Lord to set the seal of his blessing
on every book sent out. Does any one care to know that my lovely lemon
tree is in vigorous health and perfect beauty? I have not dared to count its
leaves lately, because I feel it has far outstripped the proportions with
which my fancy fettered it; yet I never look upon it or think about it
without blessing God for making it grow so wonderfully in my sick room
that winter, where it heralded, and illustrated, helped forward, and finally
became the emblem of the “Book Fund.”


“I NEVER CARED FOR THEIR SOULS.”


A REMINISCENCE BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A MINISTER will never, I should think, forget his earliest converts. He lives
to see hundreds begotten unto God by his means, but of these who were
the children of his youth he still treasures delightful memories, for are they
not his firstborn, his might, and the beginning of his strength? I can recall at
this moment, though a quarter of a century has passed, the form of an
elderly woman who had found peace with God through my youthful
ministry, and especially do I recollect her wail of woe as she told of the
days of her ignorance, and the consequent godless bringing up of her
children. Her words were somewhat as follows, and I write them down for
the good of mothers who labor hard out of love to their dear ones, and
provide them with all necessaries for this life, but never think of the life to
come. “Oh, sir,” said she, “I should be quite happy now, only I have one
sore trouble which keeps me very low. I am so sad about my children. I
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was left with eight of them, and I worked hard at the wash-tub, and in
other ways, morning, noon, and night, to find bread for them. I did feed
and clothe them all, but I am sure I don’t know how. I had to deny myself
often both in food and clothing, and times were very hard with me.
Nobody could have slaved worse than I did to mend and clean and keep a
roof over our heads. I cannot blame myself for any neglect about their
bodies; but as to their souls, I never cared about my own, and of course I
never thought of theirs. Two of them died. I dare not think about them.
God has forgiven me, but I can’t forget my sin against my poor dears; I
never taught them a word which could be of any use to them, poor dears.
The others are all alive, but there is not one of them in the least religious.
How could they be when they saw how their mother lived? It troubles me
more a good deal than all the working for them ever did; for I’m afraid
they are going down to destruction, and all through their cruel mother.”


Here she burst into tears, and I pitied her so much that I said I hardly
thought the was cruel, for she was in ignorance, and would never
intentionally have neglected anything for her children’s good. “Don’t
excuse me,” said she, “for if I had used my common sense I might have
known that my children were not like the sheep and the horses which die,
and there’s an end of them. I never thought about it at all, or I might have
known better; and I feel that I was a cruel mother never to have considered
their souls at all. They are all worldly, and none of them goes to a place of
worship, year in and year out. I never took them there, and how can I
blame them?


“As soon as I was converted I went down to my eldest son, who has a
large family, and I told him what the Lord had done for me, and entreated
him to come here with me to the services; but he said he wondered what
next, and he had no time. When I pleaded hard with him he said he was
sure I meant well, but ‘it was no go’ — he liked his Sunday at home too
well to go to hear parsons. You know, sir, you can’t bend a tree; I ought to
have bent the twig when I could have done it. Oh, if I had led him to the
house of God when he was little! He would have gone then, for he loved
his mother, and so he does now, but not enough to go where I want him.
So, you see, I can do nothing with my son now. I was a cruel mother, and
let the boy go into the fields or the streets when he should have been in the
Sunday-school. Oh, that I could have my time back again, and have them
all around me as little ones, and teach them about my blessed Savior. They
are all beyond me now. What can I do?”
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She sat down and wept bitterly, and I heartily wish all unconverted mothers
could have seen her and heard her lamentations. It was very pleasant to
know that she was saved herself, and to see in her very sorrow the
evidence of her genuine repentance; but still the evil which she lamented is
a very terrible one, and might well demand a life of mourning. Young
mother, do not, as you love your babe, suffer it to grow up without divine
instruction. But what am I saying, — how can you teach your child if you
do not know the Lord Jesus yourself? May the good Lord lead you to give
your heart to Jesus at once, and then you will train your dear little ones for
heaven.


PULPITS. f5


PULPITS hate much to answer for in having made men awkward. What
horrible inventions they are! If we could once abolish them we might say
concerning them as Joshua did concerning Jericho — “Cursed be he that
buildeth this Jericho,” for the old-fashioned pulpit has been a greater curse
to the churches than is at first sight evident. No barrister would ever enter
a pulpit to plead a case at the bar. How could he hope to succeed while
buried alive almost up to his shoulders? The client would be ruined if the
advocate were thus imprisoned. How manly, how commanding is the
attitude in which Chrysostom is usually represented! Forgetting his robes
for the moment, one cannot but feel that such a natural posture is far more
worthy of sublime truth than that of a person crouching over a sheet of
paper, looking up very occasionally, and then revealing no more than his
head and shoulders. Austin in his Chironomia f6 very properly says,
“Freedom is also necessary to gracefulness of action. No gestures can be
graceful, which are either confined by external circumstances, or restrained
by the mind. If a man were obliged to address an assembly from a narrow
window, through which he could not extend his arms and his head, it
would be in vain for him to attempt graceful gesture. Confinement in every
lesser degree must be proportionally injurious to grace; thus the crowded
bar is injurious to the action of the advocate, and the enclosed and
bolstered pulpit, which often cuts off more than half of his figure, is equally
injurious to the graceful action of the preacher.”


The late Thomas Binney was unable to endure a platform, and was known
to fetch gowns and other materials to hang over the rails of an open
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rostrum, if he found himself placed in one; this must have arisen solely
from the force of habit, for there can be no real advantage in being
enclosed in a wooden pen. This feeling will no doubt retain the close pulpit
in its place for a while longer, but in ages to come men will find an
argument for the divinity of our holy faith in the fact that it survived
pulpits.


Ministers cannot be blamed for ungainly postures and attitudes when only a
very small part of their bodies can be seen during a discourse. If it was the
custom to preach as Paul did at Athens public speakers would become
models of propriety, but when the usual method is modeled upon our
woodcut of “The Reverend Dr. Paul preaching in London” we cannot
marvel if the ungainly and the grotesque abound. By the way, it is
interesting to note that Raphael in his representation of Paul at Athens
evidently had in his mind the apostle’s utterance, “God dwelleth not in
temples made with hands, neither is worshipped with man’s hands”: hence
he delineates him as lifting his hands. I am indebted for this hint to G. W.
Hervey, M.A., who has written a very able and comprehensive “System of
Rhetoric.” F7


Remarkable are the forms which pulpits have assumed according to the
freaks of human fancy and folly. Twenty years ago they had probably
reached their very worst. What could have been their design and intent it
would be hard to conjecture. A deep wooden pulpit of the old sort might
well remind a minister of his mortality, for it is nothing but a coffin set on
end: but on what rational ground do we bury our pastors alive? Many of
these erections resemble barrels, others are of the fashion of egg cups and
wine glasses; a third class were evidently modeled after corn bins upon four
legs; and yet a fourth variety can only be likened to swallows’ nests stuck
upon the walls. Some of them are so high as to turn the heads of the
occupants when they dare to peer into the awful depths below them, and
they give those who look up to the elevated preacher for any length of
timers crick in the neck. I have felt like a man at the mast-head while
perched aloft in these “towers of the flock.” These abominations are in
themselves evils, and create evils.


While I am upon pulpits I will make a digression, and remark for the
benefit of deacons and churchwardens that; I frequently notice in pulpits a
most abominable savor of gas, which evidently arises from leakage in the
gas-pipes, and is very apt to make a preacher feel half intoxicated, or to
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sicken him. We ought to be spared this infliction. Frequently, also, a large
lamp is placed close to each side of the minister’s head, thus cramping all
his movements and placing him between two fires. If any complaints are
made of the hot-headedness of our ministers, it is readily to be accounted
for, since the apparatus for the purpose is arranged with great care. Only
the other night, I had the privilege, when I sat down in the pulpit, to feel as
if some one had smitten me on the top of my head, and as I looked up there
was an enormous argand burner with a reflector placed immediately above
me, in order to throw a light on my Bible: a very considerate contrivance
no doubt, only the inventor had forgotten that his burners were pouring
down a terrible heat upon a sensitive brain. One has no desire to experience
an artificial coup de soleil while preaching; if we must suffer from such a
calamity let it come upon us during our holidays, and let it befall us from
the sun himself. No one in erecting a pulpit seems to think of the preacher
as a man of like feelings and senses with other people; the seat upon which
you are to rest at intervals is often a mere ledge, and the door-handle runs
into the small of your back, while when you stand up and would come to
the front there is often a curious gutta-percha bag interposed between you
and your pulpit. This gummy depository is charitably intended for the
assistance of certain deaf people, who are I hope benefited; they ought to
be, for every evil should have a compensating influence. You cannot bend
forward without forcing this contrivance to close up, and I for my own part
usually deposit my pocket-handkerchief in it, which causes the deaf people
to take the ends of the tubes out of their ears and to discover that they hear
me well enough without them.


No one knows the discomfort of pulpits except the man who has been in
very many, and found each one worse than the last. They are generally so
deep that a short person like myself can scarcely see over the top of them,
and when I ask for something to stand upon they bring me a hassock.
Think of a minister of the gospel poising himself upon a hassock while he is
preaching: a Boanerges and a Blondin in one person. It is too much to
expect us to keep the balance of our minds and the equilibrium of our
bodies at the same time. The tippings up, and overturnings of stools and
hassocks which I have had to suffer while preaching rush on my memory
now, and revive the most painful sensations. Surely we ought to be saved
such petty annoyances, for their evil is by no means limited by our
discomfort; if it were so, it would be of no consequence: but, alas! these
little things often throw the mind out of gear, disconnect our thoughts, and
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trouble our spirit. We ought to rise superior to such trifles, but though the
spirit truly is willing the flesh is weak. It is marvelous how the mind is
affected by the most trifling matters: there can be no need to perpetuate
needless causes of discomfort. Sydney Smith’s story shows that we are not
alone in our tribulation. “I can’t bear,” said he, “to be imprisoned in the
true orthodox way in my pulpit, with my head just peeping above the desk.
I like to look down upon my congregation — to fire into them. The
common people say I am a bould preacher, for I like to have my arms free,
and to thump the pulpit. A singular contretemps happened to me once,
when, to effect this, I had ordered the clerk to pile up some hassocks for
me to stand on. My text was, ‘We are perplexed, but not in despair;
persecuted, but not forsaken; cast down, but not destroyed’ I had scarcely
uttered these words, and was preparing to illustrate them, when I did so
practically, and in a way I had not at all anticipated. My fabric of hassocks
suddenly gave way; down I fell, and with difficulty prevented myself from
being precipitated into the arms of my congregation, who, I must say,
behaved very well, and recovered their gravity sooner than I could have
expected.”


But I must return to my subject, and I do so by repeating the belief that
boxed-up pulpits are largely accountable for the ungainly postures which
some of our preachers assume when they get out of their cages and are
loose upon a platform. They do not know what to do with their legs and
arms, and feel awkward and exposed, and hence drop into ridiculous
attitudes. When a man has been accustomed to regard himself as an
“animated bust” he feels as if he had become too long when he is made to
appear at full length.


AN EARNEST WARNING AGAINST UNBELIEF.


NO. 3217


A SERMON PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY,
SEPTEMBER 29TH, 1910,


DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,
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AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.


“And to whom swear he that they should not enter into his rest, but
to them that believed not? So we see that they could not enter in
because of unbelief. — Hebrews 3:18, 19.


ALL the histories of Scripture are written for our ensamples, but especially
the story of the Israelites in the wilderness, which is given to us at a length
far exceeding the value of the narrative except it be intended for purposes
of spiritual instruction; for it occupies four books of the Old Testament,
and those by no means short ones. These things were written that we might
see ourselves in the Israelites as in a glass, and so might be warned of
dangers common to us and to them, and be guided to a worthier use of the
privileges which we enjoy. Always read Exodus, Leviticus, Numbers, and
Deuteronomy with this view, — “This is the story of the church of God in
the wilderness: I would see how God dealt with them and how they dealt
with him, and from this learn lessons that may be useful to me in my own
pilgrimage to the eternal rest.”


The great promise which was given to Israel was Canaan, that choice land
which God had of old allotted to them. “When the Most High divided to
the nations their inheritance, when he separated the sons of Adam, he set
the bounds of the people according to the number of the children of
Israel.” He made Palestine to be the center of worship, the joy of all lands,
the seat of his oracle, and the place of his abode. In the wilderness, the
tribes were journeying towards this country, and it was a very short
distance from Egypt, so that, they “might almost at once have taken
possession of the land,” and yet it “cost them forty years’ traveling. If you
trace their journeyings, you will see that they ran a perpetual zigzag,
backward and forward, to the right and to the left. Sometimes they were
actually journeying away from the promised rest, plunging into the deeps
of the howling wilderness; and all, we are told, because of their unbelief.
The land itself flowed with milk and honey: it was a land of brooks and
rivers, a land upon the surface of which all choice fruits would grow, and
out of whose bowels they could dig copper and iron. It was the choicest of
all lands, and will yet again become so when there is an end of the accursed
rule which now makes it desolate. Once more, under decent, settled rule,
and properly irrigated, it will again bloom, and become such a country as
all the world besides cannot match. This was the promised land, and into it
they were to enter, and therein to multiply and increase as the stars of
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heaven, and to be a nation of kings and priests unto God. But “they could
not enter in because of unbelief.” This alone shut them out.


Brethren, Canaan is a type to us of the great and goodly things of the
covenant of grace which belong to believers; but if we have no faith, we
cannot possess a single covenant blessing. This day, in the proclamation of
the gospel, the demand is made of faith in God; and if there be no faith, no
matter how rich the gospel, how full its provisions, and how precious the
portion which God hath prepared, none of us can ever enter into the
enjoyment of them.


Some of you, because of unbelief, have not entered into the rest which God
giveth to his people even here below (“for we which have believed do enter
into rest;”) and into the rest which remaineth, the blessed Sabbath of the
skies, you will not be able to enter because of unbelief. This pains and
troubles me, but so it is. Moses wrote a mournful Psalm which began,
“Lord, thou hast been our dwelling place in all generations,” and then he
went on to weep and bewail the transitory nature of man’s estate. He
wrote it while he was seeing forty funerals, at the least, every day, for it
required an average of forty deaths per diem to carry off all the people that
came out of Egypt in the forty years. Their days were spent in bewailing
the dead so that it was true of them as it is not true of us, “All our days are
passed away in thy wrath.” They had to mourn and sigh, with Canaan but a
little way ahead. They might have been laughing in its glades, sunning
themselves in its plains, feasting on its figs and grapes and corn; but,
instead there they were pining and dying, digging graves and expiring, for
they could not enter in because of unbelief.” Many, many, many this day
are tormenting themselves with needless despondency, shivering in fears
they need not know, and vexed with plagues they need not feel, because
they fail to rest in Christ through unbelief. Alas, myriads more are
descending into the lake, that burneth with fire, and know no rest, and
never shall know any! For them the harps of angels never sound, for them
the white robes are not prepared, because the unbelieving must have their
portion in the fiery lake. Oh, that God would now deliver them from this
dreadful sin of unbelief!


I have only three remarks to make, and the first is, that these were a
highly-favored people, yet they could not enter in because of unbelief;
secondly, that the sole and only thing, according to the text, which shut
them out was unbelief; and that, thirdly, there were other people, their own
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sons and daughters, who, being delivered from this unbelief, did enter in.
That must have made the case more clear against them, because their little
ones, who they said should be prey, were nevertheless permitted each one
to stand in his lot. God’s purpose was not frustrated because of man’s
unbelief. “If we believe not, yet he abideth faithful: he cannot deny
himself.”


I. First, then, THESE WERE A HIGHLY-FAVORED PEOPLE, YET THEY


COULD NOT ENTER IN BECAUSE OF UNBELIEF.


Mark you, this was not said of Egyptians Amorites, Philistines; no, it was
said of Israelites who occupied the position of those who, in the New
Testament, are called the “children of the kingdom”, many of whom will be
cast out. These are the persons to whom it may be truly said, “Be ye sure
of this, that the kingdom of God is come nigh unto you.” The dust of the
feet of God’s servants will be shaken off against you, but yet you have
heard the message of mercy, and you have been as highly-favored as
Bethsaida and Chorazin when they heard the word which, through its
rejection, wrought for them a more intolerable doom.


Now, think of it. These Israelites had seen great wonders wrought. These
men were in Egypt during those marvelous plagues. What times to live in,
when they heard of miracle after miracle, peals of God’s great thunder
when he made his storm to beat about the head of proud Pharaoh! These
men had seen the waters turned into blood, and the fish floating dead upon
the stream; they had seen the murrain on the cattle, and the great hailstones
which destroyed the harvest. They had been in the light when all the
Egyptians were in the darkness that might be felt. They had seen the
plagues of locusts and of lice, and all the terrors of the Lord, when Jehovah
took arrow after arrow out of his quiver, and shot them against the hard
heart of Pharaoh. They had all eaten of the paschal lamb on that dread
night when Egypt wept sore because the chief of all their strength had been
smitten in all the dwellings of the sons of Ham. They had gone out with
their kneading-troughs in haste to escape from the land of bondage,
brought forth with a high hand and an outstretched arm. These very men
had been with Moses when Pharaoh pursued them, and when that lifted rod
affrighted the Red sea, and Israel found an open channel where of old the
waves had perpetually rolled. They had marched through the depths as
through the wilderness; and they had seen the eager waters leap back again
into their place, and drown all Egypt’s chivalry. They had heard the song of
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Miriam, “Sing ye to the Lord, for he hath triumphed gloriously; the horse
and his rider hath he thrown into the sea.” Yet “they could not enter in
because of unbelief.”


And, oh, brethren, there are some among you who have seen great marvels
wrought by God! You have known the gift of his dear Son, so as to be
assured of the fact, and to see it with your mind’s eye, though you have not
believed unto salvation. You know what God has wrought for his people,
you know how he delivered them, and saved them by the blood of his Son.
You have been present when the power of the Lord has swept through the
audience as the wind sweeps through the forest, and breaks the cedars of
Lebanon. You have known the mighty works which God has done in the
midst of the congregation, and your eyes have seen them, and your fathers
have also told you of the wondrous things which he did in their day and in
the old time before them; and yet, with all this before you, and your mother
in heaven, and your sister in the church of God, and your friends saved,
you yourselves cannot enter in because of unbelief. Ah! the Lord will not
have mercy upon you because of what you have seen, for so much light is
but an aggravation of the guilt of your unbelief; and, instead of pleading in
your favor, it demands justice on those that believe not after all they have
seen.


To these Israelites great things had been revealed, for during their sojourn
in the wilderness, they had been scholars in a gracious school. You
yourselves have marveled that they did not learn more. What glorious
marchings those, were through the wilderness, when the mountains saw
thee, O God, and they trembled, when Sinai was altogether on a smoke!
To what other people did God ever speak as he spake to them? To whom
did he give the tablets of divine command, written with his own mysterious
pen? Where else did he dwell between the cherubim, and shine forth with
glorious majesty? Where else did he reveal himself in type and shadow, by
priest and sacrifice and altar? Where else was heard so sweetly holy psalm
and daily prayer? Where else smoked the morning and the evening lamb,
God teaching by all these? And yet, when they heard, they did provoke;
when they were taught, they refused to learn; when they were called, they
went not after him. Their hearts were hardened, and they believed not the
Lord their God.


We too, have enjoyed a clear revelation. We have heard the gospel more
plainly than the Israelites ever did. This blessed book has more light in it
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than Moses could impart, and the preaching of the gospel, where it is done
affectionately and earnestly, and by the help of the Spirit of God, is a
greater means of grace  to the soul than all the sacred rites of the
tabernacle. Shall it be with us as with them? “They could not enter in
because of unbelief”; shall we labor under the same disability? Sharers in
solemn feasts, and yet their carcases fell in the wilderness! Partakers of
countless blessings, favored with the light of God, and yet shut out from
Jehovah’s rest because they believed not! Will this be our portion also?


Remember also, that, they were a people with whom God had great
patience. Has it ever struck you — the great patience which must have
been exercised in forty years of provocation? I put it to any man here who
has a good temper, and is very calm and cool, and singularly forgiving;
how long could you stand provocation? Brother, if they did always
provoke you intentionally, willfully, and repeatedly, how long could you
bear it? Ah, you would not be provoked one-half so long as you think you
would, without, at least, coming to blows. When Jesus said to his disciples
that, if a brother should trespass against them seven times in a day, and
seven times in a day should turn and say, “I repent,” they should forgive
him. The very next thing we read is that the apostles said to the Lord,
“Increase our faith,” as much as to say, “Flesh and blood can never attain
to that Lord, thou must increase our faith if we are to do that.” But forty
years’ provocation, what think you of that? Some men bear provocation
well because they cannot return it, on the principle mentioned in Cowper’s
ballad, —


“So stooping down, as needs he must
Who cannot sit upright.”


But when a man knows his power to end the provocation, and to deliver
himself, he is not so slow to ease him of his adversary. See the gentleness
of the Lord. Forty years is he provoked! One would have thought that,
surely, in that time these people would turn and repent. Moses himself, I
think, in the greatest agony of his prayer, could only have said, “Lord, give
them twelve months in which they may mend their ways.” That gracious
intercessor who is mentioned in the parable of the fig-tree only said, “Let it
alone this year also.” That was all. But this was forty years! A fruitless tree
standing for forty years! Why cumbereth it the ground? Oh, the stupendous
mercy of God! But they could not enter into his rest after all. Will it be the
same with you who have heard the gospel for many years? What is to
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becomes of you? When so much patience is lost upon you, what, must
happen next? I scarcely feel as if I could pity you, I seem as if I pitied God
that he has borne your indifference so long as the only return for his great
love. In what manner has he acted that you should so ungenerously treat
him and continue still to provoke him? I fear it will ere long be said of you,
“they could not enter in because of unbelief.”


Once more only on this point. These people had also received great
mercies. It was not merely what they had seen, and what they had been
taught, and the longsuffering they had enjoyed; but they had received very
remarkable favors. They drank of the rock which followed them; and the
manna fell every morning fresh from heaven for them. Men did eat angels’
food. They had a cloudy pillar to guide and shield them by day; and that
same pillar at night became a light of fire, and so lit up the canvas city all
night long. The Lord was a wall of fire round about them and a glory in
their midst. Will you think, dear friend what God has done for you from
your childhood until now? Mayhap you found yourself upon a mother’s
lap, and she was singing of Jesus; and as you grew up, you dwelt in a
family circle where that dear name was a household word. By-and-by, you
were led to a godly teacher to be taught more about Jesus; and since then,
you have heard from the pastor’s mouth a message which he tries to steep
in love whenever he delivers it. Then think of the lord’s gracious
providence. You have been fed and cared for. Perhaps you have been,
brought very low, but you have had food and raiment. Others are pining in
the workhouse and you have, probably, a competence, or you are in health,
and are able to earn your livelihood, and in times of sickness, God hears
you, and keeps you from death. You have been preserved incident, and
here you are, kept alive with death so near. Will you not turn unto the
Lord? For if not, he will not always spare you. Earth feels your weight too
much for her, and almost asks God to let her open a grave for the wretch
who refuses to love his Creator. Time itself is getting impatient of your sin,
and hurrying on the hour when your allotted span will be over, and you will
be forced into a dread eternity. O soul, soul, highly-favored as thou art, it
seems so sad a thing that of thee it should be said, “He could not enter in,”
or “she could not enter in” — “because of unbelief.”


II. And now a few words upon our second head. NOTHING BUT UNBELIEF


SHUT THEM OUT. They could not enter in because of unbelief.”
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It was not through great sin in other respects although they were a sinful
people. God was ready to forgive them everything else but unbelief; and
had they but been willing and obedient, the times of their ignorance he
would have winked at. He had provided sacrifices on purpose to take away
sins of ignorance, and multitudes of sins besides; but nothing takes away
the sin of unbelief, so long as it remains in the heart. Ye must be believers,
or the blood of Jesus Christ itself shall never be sprinkled upon you to your
cleansing. However great your sins may have been, all manner of sin and
iniquity shall be forgiven unto you if you believe. The greatness of his sin
shall shut no men out of heaven; unbelief alone, will stop the way.


Neither, my dear brethren, would their other evil tendencies have kept
them out of Canaan. God knew what they were. They had been a race of
slaves in Egypt, and it is not easy for a nation long in bondage to rise to the
dignity of freedom: the Israelites in the wilderness were people of a low
type, much degraded by slavery, and God was therefore lenient with them.
Many laws he did not make, because he knew they would not keep them;
and there were some things which he permitted them which could not be
permitted to us. “Moses, because of the hardness of your hearts, permitted
you to put away your wives,” said Jesus. The Lord was very gentle
towards their moral weakness, and bore with them as a nurse with her
children but when it came to unbelief, — a doubt of him who was so
clearly God — a denial of his power, his faithfulness, his truth, then they
were shut out of Canaan as with an iron gate.


My brethren, they were not unbelieving from want of evidence; yet they
had not more than you have, because most of you have abundant evidence
of the truth of the gospel. The Bible to you has been God’s Book from
your childhood and you take its inspiration for granted and you are
therefore inexcusable if you do not trust Christ. If a man’s skepticism
includes a doubt of the existence of God, or the truth of Scripture, we will
talk to him another time; but with most of you there are no such
questionings, and the Lord Jesus might well demand of you, “If I tell you
the truth, why do you not believe me?” If before the judgment seat of
Christ a man shall be forced to confess, “I believe the Bible to be God’s
Word,” I cannot imagine the apology which he can frame in his heart for
not having believed in Jesus Christ. To you, then, there is no lack of
evidence; and if you are shut out of heaven, your own willful unbelief must
bear the blame.
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The Israelites were not unbelieving from want of encouragement for as I
have already shown you, the Lord sweetly encouraged them to believe in
him by the great things he did for them, and by his gentle dealings day by
day. Most of you have been gently persuaded and encouraged to trust in
the Lord Jesus. How blessedly the word of God has worded its invitations
so as to suit the timorousness of poor trembling sinners; and as a preacher I
can honestly say that I lay out all my wits to think of truths which might
cheer desponding souls! God, who abounded to me in all goodness and
mercy is bringing me tenderly to his feet, has made me long after souls that
I may bring them to him! If you have not believed, it has not been for want
of invitations, and expostulations, and encouragements, and words of
consolation. No, you will not be able to blame the Bible or the preacher;
but unbelief of the most wanton kind will be chargeable upon you, and will
shut you out of God’s rest.


Nor would it have been true if the Israelites had said that they could not
enter in because of difficulties. There was the Jordan before them, and
when they entered the land, there were cities; walled to heaven, and giants
before whom they felt like grasshoppers. Yes, but that did not hinder, for
God divided the Jordan, made the walls of Jericho to fall flat to the ground,
and sent the hornets before them to chase out the giants. Israel had little
more to do than to go up and take the spoil.


Now, soul, there is no difficulty between you and eternal life which Christ
either has not removed already or will not remove as you believe in him. As
for your iniquities, when you believe, they are gone — the Jordan is
divided. As for your inbred sins, he will surely drive them out little by little,
when you believe in him. As for your old habits, which are like the high
walls of the Canaanitish cities, they shall fall down at the sound of the
ram’s horns of faith. Only believe, and thou shalt enter into rest. Trust in
God, and impossibilities shall vanish, and difficulties shall become a
blessing to thee. Nothing hinders thee except, that thou will not believe;
and if thou wilt not believe, neither shalt thou be established. “If ye believe
not,” says Christ, “that I am he, ye shall die in your sins.” “This is the
condemnation, that light is come into the world, and men loved darkness
rather than light.” This is the sin of which I pray the Spirit of God to
convince you, “Of sin because they believe not on me.”


III. The third head was that SOME DID ENTER IN. These were their own
children, and I have been wondering whether, if I should preach in vain to a
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whole generation of those who reject Christ, I might yet hope that their
children would rise up to call the Redeemer blessed. Dear young man, do
not follow in your unbelieving father’s footsteps. Dear girl, do not imitate
the indecision, the halting between two opinions, which you have seen in
your mother. If her carcase must fall in the wilderness, there is no reason
why yours should. Is it not a great mercy that the Lord does not reject us
because of the sins of our fathers? Though you were a child of shame, yet
you may be a child of graces; though your pedigree, were dishonorable,
your end may be glorious. If the history of your ancestors is full of unbelief
and rejection of the Lord, yet this need be no reason why you should perish
with them.


Look at the effect of this upon the fathers, as they looked upon their sons,
and said, “That boy of mine will have a house and home in the holy land,
but I must die in the desert, That girl of mine will be among the merry
wives that make joy in Eshcol, and that go up to the house of the Lord in
Zion; but I must be buried in this waste of sand, for the Lord has sworn in
his wrath that I shall not enter into his rest.” Fathers and mothers, how do
these things suit you? I am sure, if it were my lot to see my boys rejoicing
in the Lord while I was myself an unbeliever, and could not enter in
because of unbelief, I could not bear it. I could not bear it. How I wish that
your children would entice you to Christ! I have known it happen by the
influence of dear departing infants. Many a time, the Lord has caught a
babe away from its mother’s breast, to her grief at first, but to her salvation
in the end. The shepherd could not get the sheep to follow till he took up
its lamb, and carried it in his bosom, and then the mother would go
wherever he liked. Perhaps the Lord has done that with some of you on
purpose that you may follow him. Do you want him to come, and take
another little one? Ah, he may, for he loves you! If one is not enough, he
may take another, till at last you follow the Shepherd’s call. If you will not
follow Jesus you cannot enter where your babes have gone. Mother, you
shall not see the heavenly field wherein your little lambs are resting; you
are divided from them, for ever. Unbelieving father, you cannot follow
your sons; your believing offspring are with God, but you must be cast out
from his presence. Can you endure this?


O impenitent sinner, do you not know that God’s purpose shall not be
frustrated? If you will not have Christ, others will. If you will not come to
the banquet of his love, he will gather the wanderers and the outcasts, for
his wedding shall be furnished with guests. As surely as the Lord liveth,
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Christ shall not die in vain. Heaven shall not be empty, and the sacred
orchestra of the skies shall not lack musicians. If you count yourselves
unworthy, others whom you have despised shall be welcomed to the feast
of love. Harlots and outcasts, his mighty grace will save, and you, the
children of the kingdom, shall be cast into outer darkness, where weeping
and wailing and gnashing of teeth are heard. Can you bear it? Can you bear
to think of it? If you can, I cannot. When I think of any of my hearers
perishing I feel like Hagar when she could not help her child, and therefore
laid him under the bushes, and went away saying “Let me not see the death
of the child!” One of you lost! One of you lost! It is too much for me to
think of! Yet to many of you the gospel has been preached in vain, for the
bearing of it has not been mixed with faith. The Lord have mercy upon
you!


To me it is especially appalling that a man should perish through willfully
rejecting the divine salvation. A drowning man throwing away the lifebelt,
a poisoned man pouring the antidote upon the floor a wounded man
tearing open his wounds: any one of these is a sad sight, but what, shall we
say of a soul putting from it the Redeemer, and choosing its own
destruction? O souls, be warned and forbear from eternal suicide. There is
still the way of salvation “Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt
he saved.” To believe is to trust. I met with one the other night, who had
imbibed the notion that saving faith was simply to believe that the doctrines
of the Word of God and the statements therein made are true. Now faith
includes that, but it is much more. You may believe all this Book to be
true, and be lost notwithstanding your belief. You must so believe it as to
act upon it by trusting. “Trust what?” say you. Let us alter the question
before we answer it. “Trust whom?” You have to trust in a living person,
in the Lord Jesus Christ, who died as the Substitute for those who trust
him, and lives to see that those whom he bought with blood are also
redeemed from their sins by power, and brought home to heaven. Trust
Jesus Christ, soul. Have done with yourself as your confidence, and
commit your soul unto the keeping of the faithful Redeemer.


Have you done so? Then, even if the clock has not ticked once since you
believed in Jesus Christ, you are as surely saved as if you had been at saint
these twenty years, for he that believeth in him is not condemned. This
declaration makes no stipulation as to time. “There is therefore now no
condemnation to them which are in Christ Jesus.” “He that believeth and is
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baptized shall be saved.” God grant that you may obey the heavenly
precept, for Jesus Christ’s sake! Amen.


NOTICES OF BOOKS.


Reading Covers for Spurgeon’s Sermons. Passmore and Alabaster.


FRIENDS who wish to keep their sermons clean can have very neat cases
for them for one shilling. These covers are really very useful articles.


Northern Lights: Pen and Pencil Sketches of Modern Scottish Worthies.
By Rev. JABEZ MARRAT. Wesleyan Conference Office, and 66, Paternoster
Row.


IT was a happy thought to gather together a number of memoirs of great
Scotchmen under so brilliant a title; and it somewhat amuses us that our
Wesleyan friends should have carried it out. What can be more pleasant
than to see Arminians gazing upon Calvinists with admiration, and
regarding them as “northern lights”? This is as it should be. Here we have
miniatures of Sir Andrew Agnew and Sir James Brewster, Chalmers and
Irving, the Haldanes, Guthrie, James Hamilton, and many others. The style
of the writing is by no means first-class, but as a whole the book is of the
right sort, and the more of its class the better. We have given our readers
the life of David Sandeman as a specimen.


The Atonement in its Relations to the Covenant, the Priesthood, and the
Intercession of our Lord. By HUGH MARTIN, D.D. Edinburgh: Lyon and
Gemmell.


SOMETHING like theology. We wish our young divines would feed upon
such meat as this, and we should hear no more of the modern sham
redemption. Dr. Martin teaches a real substitution, and an efficient
atonement, and has no sympathy with Robertson, and those of his school.
We thank God for Scotland, and trust that she will ever nurse for us a host
of sturdy Calvinists, for whom the boastful schemes of the “modern
thought” men will have no charms. We are that told many Free Church
ministers are going over to the Broad School, but we do not believe it, and
will not till we have far more evidence than at present.


Israel in Canaan under Joshua and the Judges. By ALFRED EDERSHEIM,
D.D., Phil. D. Religious Tract Society.
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DR. EDERSHEIM is producing a series of Bible Histories, of which this is the
third volume. Each one is complete in itself, and replete with information
and godly uses. To Sabbath-school teachers and junior students of the
word of God these works will supply much important instruction. Few
authors possess so much knowledge of Jewish manners and modes of
expression, and with none may the orthodox feel more safe than with the
worthy doctor.


The Evangelistic Hymn Book. Compiled for J. Manton Smith and Alfred J.
Clarke. With a prefatory note by C. H. SPURGEON. Price One Penny.
Passmore and Alabaster.


OUR two evangelists will use this collection of one hundred and forty
hymns, and we hope others will use it too. We believe it to be one of the
cheapest hymn-books extant, and one of the best. It contains good
doctrinal hymns as well as the popular pieces used at revival meetings; and
we beg our friends who are holding special services to try it before they
purchase others. The profits will go to our evangelistic enterprise, which
will be costly and needs all the help we can obtain. The hymns are choice
and the variety great: our esteemed brother, Mr. Charlesworth, made the
selection and executed it with great pains.


Poems, Lectures, and Miscellanies. By ADAM B. TODD. Edinburgh: John
Forsyth, Guthrie Street.


FARMERS in Scotland are often well-read, literary men, and we suppose
that along the Border there are more minor poets among them than in any
other region. Mr. Todd writes in a very capital style, with much poetic
feeling. His work is not quite in our line of things, nor could we endorse all
he says, but we doubt not that many will while away an hour pleasantly
with his poems and lectures.


Commentary on the Song of Songs and Ecclesiastes. By FRANZ


DELITZSCH, D.D. Translated from the German, by Rev. M. G. EASTON,
D.D. Edinburgh: T. and T. Clark.


THIS work, like most of Messrs. Clark’s series, is intended for scholarly
readers, and if any others should purchase it they would make but little out
of it. We have given elsewhere an extract from Dr. Delitzsch’s introduction
to the Song of Songs: his theory commends itself to us far more than any
other we have seen, though we think that its first, and not its second
subject, is the love of Christ and his church. The Commentary is mainly
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critical, and though dry, as nearly all German works are, it is sound, and
likely to be of great assistance in discovering the literal sense. It is pleasing
to know that evangelical teaching is now in the ascendant in the German
universities. Our learned English brethren will much value this exposition
of Dr. Delitzsch.


The Martyr Graves of Scotland. Second Series. By the Rev. JOHN H.
THOMSON. Edinburgh: Johnstone, Hunter, and Co.


WE do not wonder that Mr. Thomson has issued a second series of papers
describing is visit to the martyrs’ graves: it must have been a pleasant
occupation for him to travel to those sacred spots, and certainly his notes
are full of interest to the lover of heroic memories. The materials which
Mr. Thomson has gathered are usually taken from larger works of Scottish
history, but his descriptive notes place these details in a more vivid form
before the reader. On both sides of the Tweed this volume deserves to be
widely read.


Seven Wonders of Grace. By C. H. SPURGEON. Being No. 2 of Spurgeon’s
Shilling Series. Passmore and Alabaster.


To set forth some of the “Wonders of Grace” this little book was prepared.
Come, reader, and see the various characters upon which grace operates,
and it may be, if you are unsaved, you will find here a something to arouse
or to encourage you.


Pendower: a Story of Cornwall in the time of Henry the Eighth. By M.
FILLEUL. T. Nelson and Sons.


POPISH persecutions in Cornwall are here worked up into a considerable
volume, and those who give works of religious fiction to their young
people will find this to be one of the best and safest.


Mariner Newman; a Voyage in the good ship “Glad Tidings” to the
Promised Land. By DUNCAN MACGREGOR. Hodder and Stoughton.


TIME is a very precious commodity with us, or we should have given a
lengthened notice of this evidently interesting allegory. For the present we
are saving it for a season of quiet, when we can read it through and review
it at length; which we should not purpose to do if we did not think very
much of it. Our young readers especially will find here much that will
instruct and at the same time gratify them. If half the talent wasted on
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stories had been sanctified to nobler ends and spent as Mr. Macgregor has
spent his, we should not, perhaps, have had more “Pilgrims” like Bunyan’s,
but we should have had a number of charming allegories.


NOTES.


THIS has been a vacation season, and we have shared in it and have
therefore but few jottings for our memoranda; we are, however, right glad
to have received a letter from Dublin as to our two evangelists, Messrs.
Clarke and Smith. The opening of the campaign looks well. Let us pray for
increasing blessing.


“Dear Sir, — Messrs. Clarke and Smith, so recently delegated by your
College to evangelistic work, are here amongst us. They have come at the
instance of our ‘United Services Committee’ to hold a series of meetings in
connection with a Tent Mission carried on each summer in our ‘ Liberties.’
The ‘Liberties’ used to be the best part of our metropolis. In them wealth
and religion had their abode. Weaving factories, gentlemen’s residences,
churches, and meeting-houses abounded. For a century, however, the
locality has been steadily degenerating, and as it has sunk in the social scale
it has passed more and more into Romish hands. It saddens a visitor to see
all through this district, amid its present misery and barbarism, the relics of
a vanished civilization. Large houses apportioned to several poor families,
yet still bearing expensive carvings and adornments indicative of ‘the pride
of former days.’ The narrow streets where lived the Huguenot Latouches,
Lefroy, Delacherois are now out of the circulation of the city’s traffic, and
almost blocked up with stalls for old clothes, furniture, vegetables, fish,
meat, etc. Here the stench on a hot day, or after a sudden shower, is
sometimes dreadful. it is this locality which gives Dublin its sad pre-
eminence on the mortuary list. The Coombe and its adjoining streets and
lanes are the St. Antoine of our city. Squalor, ignorance, drunkenness, and
the crassest superstition abound. To evangelize this district, to cause the
pure stream of the water of the River of Life to flow through its purlieus, is
the problem of Dublin Christianity. And a door of hope is still left; for
while Romanism has almost entirely possessed this neighborhood, yet there
are some spots in its very heart still conserved to Protestantism. On one of
these rises annually the snowy awning of a commodious Gospel Tent. Here
Messrs. Clarke and Smith have resolved to minister in speech and song.







203


“These brethren arrived on Saturday, the 7th instant, and, though scarcely
recovered from the nausea of a rough passage, presented themselves that
evening at the preliminary workers’ meeting. It was large and enthusiastic.
Mr. Smith and Mr. Clarke, each in his department, cheered the audience to
the onset. On Sunday they both conducted the valedictory services in the
Metropolitan Hall: this structure — dear to Dublin Christians as the scene
of many blessed seasons during ‘59 and ‘60, and also, as the common
religious center of our city — is to come down to make way for buildings
in connection with the Y. M. C. A. Your evangelists awoke up its old walls
to their final echoes by earnest commendation of Him, the ‘Wonderful.’ In
the evening, at a numerously attended young men’s meeting, Mr. Clarke
impressively pointed out the blessings of forgiveness. On Monday, the 9th
instant, Mr. Clarke addressed the Monday meeting, and Mr. Smith sang
with much effect, ‘Waiting and Watching.’ They started that afternoon for
Bray to hold ‘a week of meetings.’ Bray is a popular watering place
situated in our beautiful Wicklow. The meeting on that evening was so
interesting that it was thought advisable to appoint a noon prayer-meeting
in the town. Both noon and evening meetings increased in numbers and
interest as the time went on. Many instances of impression and usefulness
were mentioned. Take an example — a lady observed a stranger girl at the
hotel where she was stopping. She brought her to the meeting. On
returning she had some earnest conversation with her protege on the
subjects Mr. Clarke had been pressing.


“Soon after she bade her adieu for the night. During the night she was
summoned to see the person in whom she had taken such an interest, and
found her truly anxious. Prayerfully and perseveringly she pointed her to
the Atoning Sacrifice, and in the brightening of that summer dawn there is
reason to believe that a sinner became “a child of light and of the day.” It is
said that some who wished to hear the preaching, but dreaded its being
known, got stowed away into a small recess before the audience gathered,
and remained there within earshot till all was over. Friday’s meeting was
the last. About three hundred were present. The lingering groups and
affectionate and oft-repeated farewells attested the interest all felt in our
brethren’s labors. ‘God bless you, sir, and we wish you had been staying
with us longer,’ said a poor woman to Mr. Clarke at the terminus, and this
was the general sentiment.


“Next evening (Saturday, 14th) they came once more to Dublin. The Bray
meetings had been but a preliminary skirmish. The special conflict was to
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come off in the ‘Liberties.’ Brother Smith met his choir at eight o’clock.
Then, when all had been arranged, with what solicitude the workers looked
forward to the first service. The Lord’s Day came, but what a day! Rain
pouring and incessant. Scarcely a churchgoer to be seen. A cab here and
there, rari nantes in gurgite vasto, of Dublin mud. About half-past three
about one dozen people were under the dripping canvas of the tent, and the
service commenced at four. A prayer-meeting is held, asking the Lord to
encourage the evangelists under the depressing circumstance. We have
scarcely risen from our knees when the crowds begin to pour in, and soon
after the hour for commencing the tent is nicely filled — about eight
hundred being present. Mr. Clarke spoke of Jesus as the hiding place, the
covert, and the rivers of water. Mr. Smith gave “Sweetly Resting” as a
solo, and thus concluded a most orderly and attentive meeting — an
excellent augury of a successful campaign. In the evening the evangelists
both addressed the young men’s meeting The unusually hearty singing of
the hymn, “Only Trust Him,” showed the presence of a good spirit in the
audience. Now Messrs. Clarke and Smith have really entered on the tug of
war. There are meetings of some sort for every day for the next three
weeks. May the Lord’s people support them in prayer.


“Yours truly,


“R. K. ECCLES, M.D.”


Since the letter arrived we see that the Romish newspapers have begun to
abuse our brethren in the usual style, and we are greatly encouraged to
hope that much good will come of the work. Merrion Hall is, we are
informed, to be bought for £7,000. We never were so much tempted to
wish that we were rich as on this occasion. If we could get this fine hall
and supply it with our best men we might, under the divine blessing, build
up a Baptist church in Dublin which would influence the whole of Ireland
for good. It is ours to be willing, but when the means are not in our reach
we can do no more, but must pray that some other of our Master’s
servants may be able to save the noble edifice and hold the fort.


COLPORTAGE. We have several times mentioned our great straits for capital
for the Colportage, and explained that the increase of our colporteurs
necessitated enlarged stock. We hoped that some few friends would have
made up the £1,000 which we asked for our Lord’s work, but this has not
been done, and now we have even more men and the need is greater. What
we asked for a year ago is not enough now; but we shall be glad of it as an
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installment. Since we have left town we have had an offer from a generous
helper in London to give one half of the £450 which is needed out of the
£1,000, if other donors will give the rest. He will pay as others contribute.
We thank this kind friend very much, and now leave the matter with the
Master’s stewards. We cannot carry on this work properly without means;
it is a good and needful work, and it is as much the duty of other Christians
to carry it on as it is ours, perhaps more, for we have enough of other
service. Therefore we leave the case with those who have been entrusted
with the means to help, and simply say — judge whether you should help
or no, and act accordingly.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: By J. A. Spurgeon — June 21,
fourteen; June 28, eighteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER , 1877


SOME MEMORABLE CONVERSIONS.


THE account which Richard Baxter gives of his own conversion has often
been quoted as a testimony to the power of good books. When Richard
was about fifteen years of age a certain day laborer known to the family
lent them “an old torn book” called “Bunny’s Resolutions,” and the reading
of this became a means of enlightenment. What happened farther goes to
show the value of colportage, though colporteurs as an organized band
were not known in England until centuries afterwards. A peddler, whose
pack contained some indifferent wares, as well as others of sterling merit,
one day halted at the Baxters’ house and sold a copy of Sibbes’s “Bruised
Reed.” That book was the instrument used to confirm Richard in the faith:
though, as is sometimes represented, it was not the means of his
awakening. “The Bruised Reed” has in reality taken the honor due to the
“old torn book” of the poor day laborer.


In the era of the Reformation it appears that educated men were frequently
converted despite their former prejudices, if not in opposition to their
prayers. Prince George of Anhalt was of this description; for after reading
the books of Luther from mere curiosity, and not without inward
misgivings as to his own weakness, he embraced the reformed faith and
built up the church. Even more striking was the case of Vergerins, legate of
the pope in Germany, and whose eminent services to the Roman see “His
Holiness” purposed to reward with a cardinal’s hat. There were those
about the court, however, who counseled a becoming caution; for having
been so long absent from the center of orthodoxy, some suspected that
Vergerius at least smelled of Lutheranism. On learning how matters stood
the ecclesiastic was more than a little chagrined, being conscious of his
own integrity and devotion to the church. He resolved to prove his
sincerity by writing down the Reformation, in a book to be entitled
“Against the Apostate Germans,” and he retired to a suitable retreat for
that purpose. He set himself industriously to work at the task of reading
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the books of the enemy, but this reading was blessed to his conversion. He
went to his brother to tell him what had occurred, and that brother likewise
renounced popery. They both of them became zealous preachers and pillars
in the Protestant church.


A Turk, who was baptized at St. Paul’s church in Covent Garden, in 1658,
under the new name of Richard Christophilus, owed his conversion to a
singular train of circumstances, which plainly showed the leading of
Providence. At Constantinople he had served the Porte in a high official
station, and by embracing Christianity he became liable to such torture and
death as are characteristic of the Turkish rule. It happened that he had a
slave who was a devout Christian, and this man could not be prevented by
any of the ill-usage to which he was subjected from pressing upon his
master the claims of the gospel. Though again and again repulsed, this
procedure was at length successful; a breach was made in the great man’s
Mahomedan bigotry, and he began to suspect that Christ was the Messiah
and the prophet of Islam an impostor. At once resigning every brilliant
prospect in life, he fled to Paris; but after seeking instruction at the hands
of the Romish priests the fugitive felt disappointed, thinking that if such
things were the doctrines of Christ there was some reason to return to
Constantinople. Hearing that there were other sections of the church in the
city the poor man determined to find them, and thus he was instructed in
the truth by the Protestant pastors during a space of six weeks. He soon
became happy in the faith, and renounced the abominations of Islam before
the congregations of the church in London, where he was received into
communion.


The Puritans believed that persons might be brought into paths of
righteousness by severe dealing. An atheist, and a profane swearer, named
White, was said to have been converted through seeing the devil at his
bedside in the form of “a great ugly man,” whose smile was more repulsive
than his frown. He was one of those commonplace boors who look upon
hell and demons as names invented by interested parsons, and only by a
terrible vision of the night was he cured of his illiterate belief.


A beautiful story illustrative of some of the very finest traits of the
Christian character belongs to the family of Sergeant Granvil. The sergeant
had two sons, and unfortunately the elder, on whom it was hoped the
estate might be conferred, was a fast liver, and he promised soon to
squander in waste and riot the property of which he was utterly unworthy.
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As neither entreaty nor threatenings sufficed to bring about a reformation
the father at last, in self-defense, settled the inheritance on the younger
brother, who was of a more tractable disposition. After the good father’s
death the youthful renegade sat down to meditate on his folly: he grew
melancholy, but at length, perceiving that he had forfeited an earthly estate,
he determined to lay hold on a better inheritance in heaven. The brother
beheld the change with admiration, the evidences of its reality being quite
convincing. Soon afterwards the friends of the family were invited to a
great feast, at which the rejoicings suddenly took an unexpected turn. A
dish was placed before the elder brother, and this on being uncovered was
found to hold a pile of deeds transferring the whole of the property into his
possession. The younger intimated that in so acting he had only done what
their father would have done had he lived to see the blessedness of the
change they themselves were privileged to witness.


The conversion of Mr. Studly, whose father was a Kentish lawyer who
hated aught savoring of Puritanism with fervent hatred, presents many
points of interest, and is besides illustrative of English life when Charles the
Second reigned at Whitehall. Reared in the faith and practices of a cavalier,
the younger Studly was no better than his tutors until he was arrested in his
course of sin by a surprising adventure in the streets of London. Having on
a certain occasion sat late at night with some roystering companions, he
was returning homeward the worse for liquor, when he fell into a cellar
which opened on the pathway, and lay at the bottom partially stunned, but
with a dreadful suspicion floating in his mind that he had fallen suddenly
into the infernal regions. Fortunately the shock was one which did not
vanish as the morning dew on the return of consciousness. The habits
which had occasioned the catastrophe were forsaken, the young man
became subject to fits of melancholy, he took to reading, and sought by
prayer to remove the burden which oppressed him. This change in the
current of the young man’s life was not relished by the father, who at once
adopted means to extinguish all this Puritan enthusiasm, such as dealing
out rough treatment, and obliging the youth to engage himself with horses
or worldly employments. When it was discovered that he read at night,
candle was denied, but so long as fire-light sufficed for a substitute the
want was scarcely felt. In the hope of curing what he supposed to be a
religious distemper the father resorted to other means; he sent his son to
France, expecting that the frivolous society of gay people would have the
desired effect. All things turned out quite different from these expectations.
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A lodging was taken in the house of a godly Protestant pastor, who in due
time returned to England with his young friend, though on the pastor’s
character being discovered he was not permitted to remain in the home of
the squire. As the youth still remained Puritanically inclined, a situation was
obtained for him at Whitehall, where as gentleman-in-waiting to a lady of
high station it was hoped he would forget his religion. It turned out
precisely contrary; instead of conforming to the world he contributed to the
reformation of those about him, and to the lady’s extreme satisfaction such
order reigned in her establishment as she had never known before. Still
perplexed as to what he should do next, but determined to carry his point,
the elder Studly thought that marriage might probably win the victory
where everything else had failed. A neighboring gentleman of wealth and
position had a beautiful daughter who would in all respects make a
desirable match, and it was determined that the incorrigible young Puritan
should be united with this lady. This was the final attempt, and the penalty
for not acceding to the paternal wish and returning to the world was
forfeiture of the family estate. The young man so far yielded that he
consented to woo the lady, and in order that no unnecessary obstacles
might obstruct the way, loose, profane conversation or immoral doings
were for the time, as far as was practicable, suspended in the household.
The family wore masks as it were until their true characters were
concealed; but at the wedding dinner, which occurred soon afterwards, this
mask was suddenly laid aside. Wine and profane talk were largely indulged
in, and amid the riot the bride was heard to utter an oath. Horrified and
humiliated, the bridegroom left the table, went to the stable to saddle his
horse, and, unobserved, left the yard. In an agony of mind he now
condemned himself for not having sufficiently sought the counsel of God in
a momentous affair of life; but as the die was cast, and there was no path of
retreat, he resolved that he would plead earnestly for the conversion of his
wife. In the most solitary part of a neighboring wood he spent the
afternoon in prayer and tears, and. the cry of his soul was the language of
faith. While thus employed in quiet seclusion, the scene at the house was
one of consternation and uproar. The bridegroom had mysteriously
disappeared, and mounted horsemen were scouring the country in a wild
and fruitless search. At length the missing one quietly returned, sought his
wife in the solitude of her chamber, and in reply to her reproaches
acquainted her with the occupation of the afternoon as well as with the
story of his life experience. He spoke of God’s grace having led him this
way and that way, till at last the lady’s curiosity was excited to ask the
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meaning of so singular a phrase. Still more surprising and welcome was her
question: “Is there no grace for me, who am so wretched a stranger to God
?” “Yes, my dear,” replied the husband, “there is grace for thee; and I have
been praying for it this day in the wood.” He believed, moreover, that his
petition was heard, and now proposed that they should pray together. After
such exercises, they presented a singular appearance before the ribald
company at supper. Their eyes were red and swollen with weeping, though
their features were staid with heavenly peace. “I beseech you, father, swear
not,” said the bride, when her sire, according to custom, talked profanely,
thus testifying to the miraculous change which had come over her since
noon. The table was soon in a blaze of discord. “What!” said the elder
Studily, rising in a consuming rage, conscious of being defeated at this final
stage by a power which was irresistible, “What? is the devil in him? I
would rather set fire to the four corners of my fair-built house than that he
should enjoy it.” The old lawyer did according to his threats; for when he
died, soon after, the estate was willed away, and the son received only ten
pounds. The bride fared likewise, being denied her dowry on account of
her Puritanical religion; but having £200 pounds of her own, they were able
to take and stock a farm, the once fine lady cheerfully undertaking the
many duties of a farmer’s wife. After prospering in this manner for a time,
the tenants on the estate unexpectedly discovered that, after all, Mr. Studly
was their legal landlord, as the father had no power to will away the
property. Thus the good man altogether regained what he unmurmuringly
surrendered for conscience’ sake.


The case of Saint Augustine, the greatest of the Christian fathers, is
sufficiently interesting to be included in the category of remarkable
conversions. He was born in the year 354, his father being a pagan at the
time of his son’s birth, while his mother, Monica, was a model of Christian
unselfishness and devotion, a worthy mother of an illustrious son. Being
naturally inclined to pleasure and love of the world, Augustine in youth
resisted the importunities of his mother to embrace the Christian faith, and
following the example of his father, drank deep of earthly pleasures. He
was an ardent lover of the stage, and in a day when, as a writer in the
Encyclopoedia Brittanica tells us, “one of the most significant signs of a
man having become a Christian was his habitual absence from the theater.
No one was more emphatic on this point afterwards than Augustine
himself, and as the result of his own experience, he seems to have doubted
whether, apart from the gross immoralities of the pagan stage, the
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indulgence in fictitious joys and woes is a warrantable excitement.” On
renouncing idols, he embraced the heresies of Manichaeism, which,
however, he soon relinquished for a better creed. He left Carthage, where
he had lived as a student, glad to escape from its pagan abominations, and
settled at Milan, where Ambrose was at the height of his fame and
usefulness. In the preaching of the great bishop, Augustine found the light
he had long needed, though the perfect peace of faith in Christ came not all
at once into his soul. As he studied the Epistles of Paul, the inward
struggles of his soul were prolonged and severe. One day he lay on the
ground beneath a fig tree in his garden, overcome with groans and tears,
longing for relief; and at the height of the conflict he imagined he heard
these words coming from an invisible person: “Take up and read, take up
and read.” His companion Alypius, who sat a short distance off, had the
Scriptures in his hand, and in the Epistle to the Romans Augustine read:
“Not in rioting and drunkenness, not in chambering and wantonness, not in
strife and envying. But put ye on the Lord Jesus Christ, and make no
provision for the flesh to fulfill the lusts thereof.” That was the moment of
the victory of grace when, according to Augustine’s own confession, peace
streamed into his soul, and the shades of doubt were chased away by
heavenly light.


It is charming thus to see the same variety in grace as in nature. The Lord
does not cause the new creature to come forth in one set form and fashion.
The Holy Ghost is called by David “thy free Spirits” and so he is; working
after his own sweet will, and not according to some invariable standard. He
uses ordinarily the appointed instrumentality of public ministry, but
sometimes he does without it, and calls in his chosen by other means; and
this doubtless that we may not place our confidence in men, or dream that
any agency is necessary with the Lord. This should inspire us with hope
even for those who are beyond the reach of common means. Let us pray
for them, for they are not beyond the reach of the Lord. Though the sinner
may wander beyond the range of our voice, our eye, or our pen, yet not
beyond gunshot of grace, nor beyond the omnipresence of eternal love.
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EARNESTNESS IN MINISTERS


A LECTURE TO THE STUDENTS OF THE PASTORS’
COLLEGE,


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IF I were asked what, all other things being equal, is the most essential
quality for securing success in winning souls to Christ, I should reply,
“earnestness:” and if I were asked a second or a third time, I should not
vary the answer, for personal observation drives me to the conclusion that,
as a rule, real success is proportionate to the preacher’s earnestness. Both
great men and little men succeed if they are thoroughly alive unto God, and
fail if they are not. We know men of eminence who have gained a high
reputation, who attract large audiences, and obtain much admiration, who
nevertheless are very low in the scale of soul-winners: for all they do in
that direction they might as well have been lecturers on anatomy or
political orators. It the same time we have seen their compeers in ability so
useful in the matter of conversion that evidently their acquirements and
gifts have been no hindrance to them, but the reverse; for by the intense
and devout use of their powers, and the anointing of the Holy Spirit, they
have turned many to righteousness. We have seen brethren of very scanty
ability who have been terrible drags upon a church, and have proved as
inefficient in their spheres as blind men in an observatory; but, on the other
hand, men of equally small attainments are well known to us as mighty
hunters before the Lord, by whose holy energy many hearts have been
captured for the Savior. I delight in M’Cheyne’s remark, “It is not so much
great talents that God blesses, as great likeness to Christ;” In many
instances ministerial success is traceable almost entirely to an intense zeal,
a consuming passion for souls, and an eager enthusiasm in the cause of
God, and we believe that, in every case, where other necessaries are
present, men prosper in the divine service in proportion as their hearts are
blazing with holy love. “The God that answereth by fire, let him be God”;
and the man who has the tongue of fire, let him be God’s minister.


Brethren, you and I must, as preachers, be always earnest in reference to
our pulpit work: we must resolve to bring it to the highest point of
excellence. Often have I said to my brethren that the pulpit is the
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Thermopylae of Christendom: there the fight will be lost or won. To us
ministers the maintenance of our power in the pulpit should be our great
concern, we must occupy that spiritual watch-tower with our hearts and
minds awake and in full rigor. It will not avail us to be laborious pastors if
we are not earnest preachers. We shall be forgiven a great many sins in the
matter of pastoral visitation if the people’s souls are really fed on the
Sabbath-day; but fed they must be, and nothing else will make up for it.
The failures of most ministers who drift down the stream may be traced to
inefficiency in the pulpit. The chief business of a captain is to know how to
handle his vessel, nothing can compensate for deficiency there, and so our
pulpits must be our main care, or all will go awry. Dogs often fight because
there is a scarcity of bones, and congregations frequently quarrel because
they do not get sufficient spiritual meat to keep them happy and peaceful.
The ostensible ground of dissatisfaction may be something else, but nine
times out of ten deficiency in the rations is at the bottom of the mutinies
which occur in our churches. Men, like all other animals, know when they
are fed, and they usually feel good tempered after a meal; and so when our
hearers come to the house of God, and obtain “food convenient for them,”
they forget a great many grievances in the joy of the festival; but if we send
them away hungry they will be in as irritable a mood as a bear robbed of
her whelps.


Now, in order that we may be acceptable, we must be earnest when
actually engaged in preaching. Cecil has well said that the spirit and
manner of a preacher often effect more than his matter. To go into the desk
with the listless air of those gentlemen who loll about the pulpit and lean
upon the cushion as if they had at last reached a place of rest, is, I think,
most censurable. To rise before the people to deal out commonplaces
which have cost you nothing, as if anything would do for a sermon, is not
merely derogatory to the dignity of our office, but is offensive in the sight
of God. We must be earnest in the pulpit for our own sakes, for we shall
not long be able to maintain our position as leaders in the church of God if
we be not so. Moreover, for the sake of our church members, and
converted people, we must be energetic, for if we are not zealous, neither
will they be. It is not in the order of nature that rivers should run uphill,
and it does not often happen that zeal rises from the pews to the pulpits; it
is natural that it should flow down from us to our hearers. The pulpit must
therefore stand at a high level of ardor, if we are, under God, to make and
keep our people fervent. Those who attend our ministry have a great deal
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to do during the week. Many of them have family trials, and heavy personal
burdens to carry, and they frequently come into the assembly cold and
listless, with thoughts wandering hither and thither; it is ours to take those
thoughts and thrust them into the furnace of our own earnestness, melt
them by holy contemplation and intense appeal, and pour them out into the
mold of the truth. We must regard the people as the wood and the
sacrifice, well wetted a second and a third time by the cares of the week,
upon which, like the prophet, we must pray down the fire from heaven. A
dull minister creates a dull audience. You cannot expect the office-bearers
and the members of the church to travel by steam if their own chosen
pastor still drives the old broadwheeled wagon. The world also will suffer
as well as the church if we be not fervent. We cannot expect a gospel
devoid of earnestness to have any mighty effect upon the unconverted
around us. One of the excuses most soporific to the conscience of an
ungodly generation is that of half-heartedness in the preacher. Men tacitly
draw from the indifference of the minister the conclusion that the subject is
of no great consequence. “Surely,” say they, “if the person whose business
it is to warn us of the wrath to come felt that his message was really true,
and if he believed that there was but one way of escape from the terrible
danger, he would not speak to us in any but the most hearty and moving
terms.” If the sinner finds the preacher nodding while he talks of judgment
to come, he concludes that the judgment is a thing which the preacher is
dreaming about, and he resolves to regard it all as mere fiction. The whole
outside world receives serious danger from the cold-hearted preacher, for
it draws the same conclusion as the individual sinner: it perseveres in its
own listlessness, it gives its strength to its own transient objects, and thinks
itself wise for so doing. How can it be otherwise? If the prophet leaves his
heart behind him when he professes to speak in the name of God, what can
he expect but that the ungodly around him will persuade themselves that
there is nothing in his message, and that his commission is a farce?


Earnestness in the pulpit must be real. It is not to be mimicked. I have
seen it counterfeited, but every person with a grain of sense could detect
the imposition. To stamp the foot, to smite the desk, to perspire, to shout,
to bawl, to quote the pathetic portions of other people’s sermons, or to
pour out voluntary tears from a watery eye will never make up for true
agony of soul and real tenderness of spirit. The best piece of acting is but
acting; those who only look at appearances may be pleased by it, but lovers
of reality will be disgusted. What presumption! What hypocrisy it is by
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skillful management of the voice to mime the passion which is the genuine
work of the Holy Ghost. Let mere actors beware, lest they be found
sinning against the Holy Spirit by their theatrical performances. We must
be earnest in the pulpit because we are earnest everywhere; we must blaze
in our discourses because we are continually on fire. Zeal which is stored
up to be let off only on grand occasions is a gas which will one day destroy
its proprietor. Nothing but truth may appear in the house of the Lord; all
affectation is strange fire, and excites the indignation of the God of truth.
Be earnest, and you will seem to be earnest. A burning heart will soon find
for itself a flaming tongue. To sham earnestness is one of the most
contemptible of dodges for courting popularity; let us abhor the very
thought. Go and be listless in the pulpit if you are so in your heart. Be slow
in speech, drawling in tone, and monotonous in voice, if so can best
express your soul; even that would be infinitely better than you make your
ministry a masquerade, and yourself an actor.


But our zeal while in the act of preaching must be followed up by intense
solicitude as to the after results; for if it be not so we shall have cause to
question our sincerity. Here, I think, I cannot do better than allow a far
abler advocate to plead with you, and quote the words of Dr. Watts: —
“Be very solicitous about the success of your labors in the pulpit. Water
the seed sown, not only with public but secret prayer. Plead with God
importunately that he would not suffer you to labor in vain. Be not like that
foolish bird the ostrich, which lays her eggs in the dust, and leaves them
there regardless whether they come to life or not (Job 39:14-17). God hath
not given her understanding, but let not this folly be your character or
practice; labor, and watch, and pray that your sermons, and the fruit of
your studies, may become words of divine life to souls.”


It is an observation of pious Mr. Baxter (which I have read somewhere in
his works), that he has never known any considerable success from the
brightest and noblest talents, nor from the most excellent kind of
preaching, nor even when the preachers themselves have been truly
religious, if they have not had a solicitous concern for the success of their
ministrations. Let the awful and important thought of souls being saved by
my preaching, or left to perish and be condemned to hell through my
negligence, I say, let this awful and tremendous thought dwell ever upon
your spirits. We are made watchmen to the house of Israel, as Ezekiel was;
and, if we give no warning of approaching danger, the souls of multitudes
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may perish through our neglect; but the blood of souls will be terribly
required at our hands (Ezekiel 3:17, etc.)


Such considerations should make us instant in season and out of season,
and cause a zeal for the Lord’s house to eat us up at all times. We ought to
be all alive, always alive. Our ministry must be emphatic, or it will never
affect our times; and to this end our hearts must be habitually fervid, and
our whole nature fired with an all-consuming passion for the glory of God
and the good of men.


Now, my brethren, it is sadly true that true earnestness when we once
obtain it may be easily damped, and as a matter of fact it is more
frequently chilled in the loneliness of the village pastorate than amid the
society of warm-hearted Christian brethren. The devout Adam once
observed that “a poor country parson, fighting against the devil in his
parish, has nobler ideas than Alexander the Great ever had;” and I will add
that he needs more than Alexander’s ardor to enable him to continue
victorious in his holy warfare. Zeal also is more quickly checked after ten
years of continuance in the same service than when novelty gives a charm
to our work. Mr. Wesley says, in his fifteenth volume of “Journals and
Letters,” “I know that, were I myself to preach one whole year in one
place, I should preach both myself and most of my congregation asleep.”
What then must it be to abide in the same pulpit for many years!


Earnestness may be, and too often is, diminished by neglect of study. If we
have not exercised ourselves in the word of God, we shall not preach with
the fervor and grace of the man who has fed upon the truth he delivers and
is therefore strong and ardent. An Englishman’s earnestness in battle
depends, according to some authorities, upon his being well fed; he has no
stomach for the fight if he is starved. If we are well nourished by sound
gospel food, we shall be vigorous and ardent. An old blunt commander at
Cadiz is described by Selden as thus addressing his soldiers: — “What a
shame will it be, you Englishmen, who feed upon good beef and beer, to let
these rascally Spaniards beat you that eat nothing but oranges and
lemons!” His philosophy and mine agree he expected courage and valor
from those who were well fed. Brethren, never neglect your spiritual meals,
or you will lack stamina and your spirits will sink.


Zeal may, on the other hand, be damped by our studies. There is, no doubt,
such a thing as feeding the brain at the expense of the heart, and many a
man in his aspirations to be literary has rather qualified himself to write
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reviews than preach sermons. A quaint evangelist was wont to say that
Christ was crucified beneath Greek, Latin, and Hebrew. It ought not to be
so, but it has often happened that the student in college has gained light but
lost heat. He has gathered fuel, but lost the spark which is to kindle it.


True earnestness may be greatly lessened by levity in conversation, and
especially by levity with brother ministers, in whose company we often take
greater liberties than we should like to do in the society of other Christians.
There are excellent reasons for our feeling at home with our brethren, but
if this freedom be carried too far we shall soon feel that we have suffered
damage through vanity of speech.


We shall often find ourselves in danger of being deteriorated in zeal by the
cold Christian people with whom we come in contact. What terrible wet
blankets some professors are! Their remarks after a sermon are enough to
stagger you. You think that surely you have moved the very stones to
feeling, but you painfully learn that these people are utterly unaffected.
You have been burning and they are freezing; you have been pleading as
for life or death, and they have been calculating how many seconds the
sermon occupied, and grudging you the odd five minutes beyond the usual
hour, which your earnestness compelled you to occupy in pleading with
men’s souls. If these frostbitten men should happen to be the officers of the
church, from whom you naturally expect the warmest sympathy, the result
is chilling to the last degree, and all the more so if you happen to be young
and inexperienced: it is as though an angel were confined in an iceberg.
“Thou shalt not yoke the ox and the ass together” was a merciful precept:
but when a laborious, ox-like minister comes to be yoked to a deacon who
is not another ox, it becomes hard work to plough.


Frequently the audience itself, as a whole, will dishearten you, You can see
by their look and manner that the people are not appreciating your warm-
heard endeavors, and you feel discouraged. Those empty benches also are
a serious trial, and if the place be large, and the congregation small, the
influence is seriously depressing: it is not every man who can bear to be “a
voice crying in the wilderness.” Disorder in the congregation also sadly
afflicts sensitive speakers. The walking up the aisle of a woman with a pair
of pattens, the squeak of a new pair of boots, the frequent fall of umbrellas
and walking-sticks, the crying of infants, and especially the consistent
lateness of half the assembly: — all these tend to irritate the mind, take it
off from its object, and diminish its ardor. We hardly like to confess that
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our hearts are so readily affected by such trifles, but it is so, and not at all
to be wondered at. As pots of the most precious ointment are more often
spoilt by dead flies than by dead camels, so insignificant matters will
destroy earnestness more readily than great trials. Under a great
discouragement a man pulls himself together, and then throws himself upon
his God, and receives divine strength: but under lesser annoyances he may
possibly worry, and the trifle will irritate and fester till serious
consequences follow.


Pardon my saying that the condition of your body must be attended to,
especially in the matter of eating, for any measure of excess may injure
your digestion and make you stupid when you should be fervent. From the
memoir of Duncan Matheson I cull an anecdote which is much to the point
— “In a certain place where evangelistic meetings were being held, the lay
preachers, among whom was Mr. Matheson, were sumptuously entertained
at the house of a Christian gentleman. After dinner they went to the
meeting, not without some difference of opinion as to the best method of
conducting the services of the evening. ‘The Spirit is grieved; he is not here
at all, I feel it,’ said one of the younger, with a whine which somewhat
contrasted with his previous unbounded enjoyment of the luxuries of the
table. ‘Nonsense,’ said Matheson, who hated all whining and morbid
spirituality; ‘nothing of the sort. You had just eaten too much dinner, and
you feel heavy.’” May it not be very possible that dyspepsia has on other
occasions been mistaken for backsliding, and a bad digestion has been set
down as a hard heart? I say no more; a word to the wise is enough.


Long continued labor without visible success is another frequent damp
upon zeal. Quaint Thomas Failer observes that “herein God hath humbled
many painstaking pastors, in mulling them to be clouds, to rain, not over
Arabia the happy, but over Arabia the desert and stony.” If non-success
humbles us it is well, but if it discourages us we ought to look about us
with grave concern. It is possible that we have been faithful and have
adopted wise methods, and may be in our right; place, and yet we have not
struck the mark; we shall now feel heavily bowed down and feel scarcely
able to continue the work, though if we do so we shall one day reap a ripe
harvest, which will more than repay us for all our waiting. “The
husbandman waiteth for the precious fruits of the earth”; and with a holy
patience begotten of zeal we must wait on, and never doubt that the time
to favor Zion will yet come.







219


Nor must it ever be forgotten that the flesh is weak and naturally inclined
to slumber. We need a constant renewal of the divine impulse which first
started us in the way of service. We are not as arrows which find their way
to the target by the sole agency of the force with which they started from
the bow, nor as birds which bear within themselves their own motive
power; we must be borne onward like the ship by the instant; and constant
power of the heavenly wind, or we shall manifest no speed. Preachers sent
from God are not musical boxes which, being once wound up, will play
through their set tunes, but they are trumpets which are utterly mute until
living breath shall cause them to give forth a certain sound. We read of
some who were dumb dogs, given to slumber, and such would be the
character of us all if the grace of God did not prevent. We have need to
watch against a careless, indifferent spirit, and if we do not so we shall
soon be as lukewarm as Laodicea herself.


[To be continued.]


PREACHING ON UNPROFITABLE SUBJECTS.


AT Mentone the shepherds bring their flocks down to the beach among the
stones. What can be their motive? Not a green blade is to be seen: there is
surely nothing to eat, yet the poor sheep regularly traverse the hard shingle.
Is this the reason why the mutton is so hard? But this strange habit of the
shepherds can be paralleled at home. Do not certain preachers bring their
people to consider dry, unpractical, worthless themes, as barren of all food
as the stone of the Mediterranean shore? So we have been informed by
some of those lean sheep which look up but are not fed. What can be their
motive for conducting their flocks to such waste places? Is this the reason
why they find the people so hard in heart when it comes to supporting the
cause?


Our Good Shepherd never conducts us to the stony shore. “He maketh me
to lie down in green pastures, he leadeth me beside the still waters.”


The Hidden Life. Thoughts on Communion with God. By Rev. ADOLPH


SAPHIR. John F. Shaw and Co.


SWEET evangelical doctrine always flows from Mr. Saphir’s tongue and
pen. Unction is his prevailing characteristic rather than depth or variety;
but that one quality will always make his works precious among the more
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spiritual of the Lord’s people He often bring out the choicest thought from
passages of the Word which had not struck us before in the light in which
he sets them. In the present instance the theme is one of great importance,
and is handled with much spiritual power. His admirable power of
arranging texts is well set forth in the opening passage of the book, which
we subjoin.


“There is a hidden wisdom. The apostle Paul writes: ‘We speak the
wisdom of God in a mystery, even the hidden wisdom, which God ordained
before the world unto our glory’ (1 Corinthians 6:7). The secret of the
Lord is with them that fear him. In the hidden center of their being God
makes them to know wisdom (Psalm 51:6). They have an unction from
above, which teacheth them of all things, and is truth (2 John 2:27).
‘Knowest thou where wisdom is found? and where is the place of
understanding?… The depth saith, it is not in me: and the sea saith, it is not
with me’ (Job 28:12, 14). But Jesus declares that the Father hath revealed
it unto babes (Matthew 11:25).


“There is a hidden glory. It is manifested, and yet only faith can behold it.
Jesus changed the water into wine at the marriage of Cana, and showed
forth his glory. Men saw, and yet did not see; but his disciples believed in
him (John 2:11). Jesus raised Lazarus from the grave. There were many
witnesses, yet only they who believed saw the glory of God, and the Son of
God glorified: (John 11:4, 40). The glory of God is beheld by faith in the
face of Jesus Christ (2 Corinthians 3); and Jesus Christ is known only by
those who know the mystery of his cross and resurrection (Philippians
3:10), and are waiting to be glorified together with him (Romans 8:17).


“There is a hidden life far, far away — high, high above. It is life hid with
Christ in God; life born out of death; as it is written, ‘For ye have died, and
your life is hid’ (Colossians 3:3). It is mysterious in its commencement.
‘The wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou heareth the sound thereof, but
cause not tell whence it cometh, and whither it goeth: so is every one that
is born of the Spirit’ (John 3:8). It is mysterious in its progress: ‘I live; yet
not I, but Christ liveth in me’ (Galatians 2:20). It is mysterious in its
consummation — the marriage of the Lamb (Revelation 19:7, 9). We shall
be for ever with the Lord.


“There is a hidden manna. We have meat to eat which the world knows
not of (John 4:32). ‘There is an unseen river, the streams whereof make
glad the city of God’ (Psalm 46:4; Revelation 22:1). Only God’s children
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see it, and know the Source from whence it cometh, and the Ocean whither
it is flowing. It is impossible to deny the mystic character of Christianity
when we consider such passages as these: ‘If a man love me, he will keep
my words: and my Father will love him, and we will come unto him, and
make our abode with him’ (John 14:28). ‘Christ will manifest himself unto
us, and not unto the world.’ ‘They are not of the world, even as I am not
of the world.’ ‘The natural man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of
God.’ ‘Christ dwelleth in the heart by faith.’ ‘labor, striving according to
his working, which worketh in me mightily.’


“If we know these hidden things, then are we ourselves hidden ones, who
shall be made manifest when Christ, who is our life, shall appear.”


Brighter days for Working Men. By WILLIAM GLENN. John Kempster and
Co.


A WELL intended mass of rhymes upon teetotalism and other worthy
subjects. We wonder if anybody will ever read it through; if so, we venture
to quote from it, and say:


“I’m very glad that he’s held up so brave;
I’m sure he’s worked as hard as any slave;


With wholesome food and coffee there’s no fear
That he’ll knock up for want of Fleece’em’s beer.”


Mrs. Bartlett, and her Class at the Tabernacle. By her son, EDWARD H.
BARTLETT. With a preface by C. H. SPURGEON, and a portrait. Price Half-
a-crown. Passmore & Alabaster.


IT was most meet that some memorial of Mrs. Bartlett should be written,
and who more fit to prepare it than her own son, who has succeeded to her
work? There might have been found more tutored and accustomed pens,
but none could know so well the life of this earnest woman, or so well
understand the spirit which animated it. All who knew our departed helper
will, we feel sure, be glad to possess this unpretending tribute to her
memory. It is stimulating, and unveils much of the inner life of the
Tabernacle Church. We were requested to correct and revise it, but we
thought it better not to do so, but to let it be the son’s own memorial of his
mother; and hence it comes forth to the world in all simplicity, with some
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things which the critics would have omitted, but which other folk will
rejoice in.


A Peep Behind the Scenes. By Mrs. WALTON. Religious Tract Society.


EVERYONE knows what to expect from the authoress of “Christie’s Old
Organ.” Our lady reviewer tells us that it is a darling book, full of gospel
and full of life. It is the story of child who lived in a traveling cart. “There
now,” said the lady “if ever you do praise a tale, be sure to say the kindest
things possible for this story, for it is one of the sweetest and most gracious
ever written.” Our readers will clear out a whole edition after seeing this.


The Pentateuch and Hebrews analyzed and illustrated. By the Rev. JAMES


DAVIDSON, M.A. Edinburgh: A. Elliot, London; Simpkin, Marshall, and
Co.


A VERY commendable attempt at an analysis of the Pentateuch and the
Hebrews, somewhat resembling the headings of the chapters inserted in the
authorized version. The writer aims at bringing out the general structure of
the books of Scripture, and the train of incident in their narratives or lines
of argument. There are many maps, and the author has spared no pains, but
we are afraid, that there will be few readers. The result of much thought is
not a book, but an outline table of contents, with brief explanations, not at
all likely to be extensively consulted.


The Worship of Bacchus a great Delusion. Illustrated by Drawings,
Diagrams, Facts, and Figures. James Clarke and Co.


VERY sensible, popular teaching upon the inutility of alcohol as a source of
nutriment. It will furnish the temperance advocate with many forcible
illustrations when pleading with those who consider beer and porter to be
necessary to give them strength for labor. No fallacy can be more
transparent, but none is more prevalent.


NOTES.


THIS month we commence another phase of work for the Lord by sending
forth Messrs. Clarke and Smith as evangelists. Last year we supported Mr.
Higgins, who moved about among the Churches and did much service, but
he has now settled, and we have found two brethren in all respects fitted
for the work, who will go together. They commenced August 14 at the
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Tabernacle, and had good meetings throughout the week, Mr. Smith’s
silver trumpet is very useful in attracting people from the street, and then
Mr. Clarke and himself knows how to address them in a lively, earnest
manner. The evangelists are going first to Stockton, Hartlepool, and
neighborhood, where they will remain a month or more. We are sure they
will make a stir, and by God’s blessing souls will be gathered in. They will
send us monthly reports, which we hope to condense and insert in these
columns. A friend from Scotland so heartily approves of the idea that he
sends £10, and another brother has sent £3. As the cost of such a work
must be considerable, we are willing to be helped by those who believe that
evangelists are needed, and that they occupy a very useful place in the
work of the church; but if no one unites in the service we shall carry it on,
for our mind is made up that regular evangelists, in connection with the
churches, and not mere free lances, would be a great blessing in these
times.


August 7 — The men of the College mustered at Mr. Coventry’s fields,
which were kindly lent to us by that gentleman. A day’s outdoor exercise
secures the men’s coming in time to begin the hard work of the session. It
rained hard, but we were very happy under the tent with Professor Hodge,
and Messrs. Smith and Pigott from India, Our father, and other good
friends. We have now 113 men: the paying out is very rapid for so many,
but he who sends the mouths will send the bread, though our receipts
occupy small space this month.


While we were writing the above paragraph, we received the deeply painful
information that our beloved brother in Christ and son the faith William
Priter, of Middlesborough, had fallen asleep. What a loss he is, his people
know best, but we mourn him deeply. He was one who feared God above
many, a true gospel preacher and a great winner of souls. All who know
him will lament his early departure, for beside what the Lord had already
wrought by him he was a man of such superior talents and remarkable
ripeness in prudence that we looked to him as one who would occupy a
still more prominent position and become a leader in our Israel. We insert
the following notice from the local journal, which is in no single expression
overstrained. These are our sorrows, but we have great joy in having been
favored to lead this dear brother to Jesus, and in having aided his
endeavors to go forth equipped for the fight, here is the extract: “It is our
painful duty this morning to inform our readers that the Rev. William
Henry Priter, of Middlesborough, died at his residence, Linthorpe-road, at
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a few minutes after seven o’clock yesterday evening. The announcement
will be received with the deepest regret by all the inhabitants of
Middlesborough who had the slightest acquaintance with him. Since he
came to-labor amongst them his devotion to his pastoral duties has won the
esteem and affection of the members of his church and congregation, while
the action he has taken in public matters has rendered him quite a favorite
with the general public, he was universally regarded as a young man who,
possessing considerable ability, was always ready to do what he could for
the good of his fellow-townsmen, and the regret that a life which appeared
so full of promise has been cut short at so early a stage will be widely felt.
The rev. gentleman was born in Devonshire in 1851, and he was therefore
but twenty-six years of age. While but a youth he became a student in Mr.
Spurgeon’s Pastors’ College, and when nineteen years of age he received
the call, and was appointed pastor to the Baptist church, Park-street,
Middles-borough. He succeeded the Rev. M. Bontems, and found the
Baptist church then composed of about sixty members, and worshipping in
the rooms in Park-street, now used as a Sunday-school and lecture rooms.
Some idea may be given of the zeal with which he has labored during his
residence in Middlesborough when we remember that at the last church
anniversary he referred in terms of thankfulness to the fact that since his
appointment to the church he had baptized over five hundred persons, and
there are now on the church books three hundred and eighty members. He
also set himself to work to build a place of worship which should be quite
equal to the growing demands of his congregation. The site chosen was in
Newport-road, the back of the church adjoining the schoolrooms in Park-
street, and in March, 1874, he had the satisfaction of seeing opened a large
and commodious place of worship, which will remain a lasting monument
of the zeal which he brought to bear on his work. He was more than once
offered charges, but he declined to be lured away from his first
appointment merely for the sake of pecuniary advantage. In 1875 he went
on a tour to Rome, for the purpose of recruiting his health, as he was then
suffering from weakness, the result of overwork. He returned somewhat
strengthened, but had not long been amongst his people when he burst a
blood vessel, and was unable to undertake his duties as pastor for six or
seven weeks. Since then he had enjoyed tolerable health, though he could
never be described as a strong man, until about three weeks ago, when he
called in his medical attendant, Dr. Williams. He was suffering from
congestion of the lungs, but afterwards appeared so fully recovered that
Dr. Williams felt justified in going on a journey to Wales, leaving him in the
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care of his assistant. But on Friday last Mr. Priter was suddenly taken ill,
and from that time had been confined to his bed. Hopes and fears had
succeeded each other until yesterday forenoon, when Dr. Hedley and Dr.
M’Cuaig were called in, and consulted with Dr. Williams’s assistant, and
the conclusion that was then arrived at was that it was but a question of a
few hours. During the afternoon the rev. gentleman, who was conscious to
the last, turned on his side and said that soon he felt he would get rest, and
at seven o’clock he passed away. The deceased gentleman was unmarried.
The rev. gentleman was a member of the Middlesborough School Board,
his views being decidedly unsectarian. During the last two or three years he
has taken an interest in all public matters, and when the public meeting was
held in Middlesborough condemning the Bulgarian atrocities committed by
the Turks he delivered a speech in which his strong and manly
condemnation of the perpetrators of the outrages made a favorable
impression upon his hearers. He also took great in interest in the
Middlesborough Sunday School Union.”


Our friend, Mr. B. Vickery, has made the Orphanage a handsome present
of a drinking fountain, which causes great delight among our thirsty boys.
It is really a beautiful object, and a pretty ornament to the grounds. Our
good friend gives it in memory of his deceased wife, but we shall use it in
remembrance of himself and his frequent kindnesses. He first gave us light
by putting new burners and glasses all over the Tabernacle, and now he
gives us water: may his light never be dim, and his joy always overflow.


We have also received from “The Southwark Society for the Improvement
of Men employed in Manufactories” the whole of their Library and other
property. Upon winding up the association the members voted their stock
to the Orphanage, and thus we have gained 1,300 volumes to our library,
with cupboards to keep them in, and also a magic lantern, which will not be
allowed to rust. We thank those who thought so well of us as to make us
their legatees; best possible use will be made of the bequest.


A thousand thanks to all friends who received our poor orphans for a
holiday. May God reward them a thousandfold. Friends at Reading have
invited all down for a grand holiday on August 28, and promise to pay all
expenses. That town has acted in a princely manner to our Institution; it
seems to be full of great-hearted people. We mention no names, for fear of
giving offense to modesty, but there is a pastor there whose love to his
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College, and its grateful President, seems to be unbounded, and he fires
others with the same feeling.


On Tuesday, Aug. 14, we opened the little chapel which has been built for
our sons at Bolingbroke Grove. The friends filled the house, and
afterwards took tea upon our grounds. There will be no debt upon the
chapel, for enough was given to pay everything within £30, and we believe
that several who meant to give only need the intimation that the time is
come, and they will quite complete the work.


August 19. — On this Sabbath all seat-holders at the Tabernacle vacated
their seats in the evening, and though no bills had been used, and the fact
was only announced in the papers, the crowds began to assemble an hour
before time. The house was soon packed in every corner by a congregation
in which the male element very far predominated. The audience was
singularly mixed a large number being persons from the West End, while
others were evidently new to places of worship. In the judgment of our
most reliable brethren, it was the best service we ever had; to God be all
the glory. Some two or three hundred remained, professedly in an anxious
state, and many more were conversed with by our workers, who were
dotted here and there all over the place. Several confessed Christ, and
rejoiced in his salvation, and we hope fruit will appear in days to come, as
well as on the spot.


During the evening, addresses were given in the grounds of the Orphanage,
where a large and interested open air meeting was held. Some were
Tabernacle friends, but many were residents in the neighborhood. The
Evangelists’ Society, under our Elder Elvin, supplied two earnest speakers.


On the same day services were held in a tent pitched along the front
gardens of some houses in Bermondsey. This tent has to be erected on
Saturday night and removed early on Monday morning. In Bermondsey,
very few of its many thousands attend any place of worship, and our heart
is touched at the consideration of the condition of the people. Mr. Wm.
Olney, has an eminently practical and living mission in Green Walk, and is
doing great good, but what is all that can be done in this way among so
many? Messrs. Olney, Smith and Clark conducted services on the Sabbath,
and many heard who never heard before. We hope that this effort, which
will last four Sundays, will lead on to some further permanent and
extensive mission work. London will become a great danger to the realm if
the working people are not Christianized. In some localities the streets are
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the same on the Sabbath as on the week-days. All shops are open, and
trade is even more brisk than on the week-days. The men neglect religion
altogether. There are churches and chapels with miserable congregations;
and many of their preachers are very well fitted for their own people, but
quite incapable of talking “market language,” and getting at the outlying
heathendom all around. O Lord, how long! It is time that dwellers in our
great city began to cease from being content with being saved themselves,
and thought about others in a practical manner. Awake, awake, O Zion.


COLPORTAGE. — The Society is in full work, and we have two agents
traveling expressly to try and extend its operations. Our efforts have been
rewarded by applications for Colporteurs in the following new districts: —
Bulwick, Northampton-shire; Whitchurch, Shropshire; Neston, Cheshire;
Kidderminster, Worcestershire; Widnes, Lancashire. There are many
districts where the Colporteur is greatly needed, and would do an immense
amount of good, but local funds cannot be obtained, owing to the poverty
of the neighborhood. Colporteurs might be sent to some of these if friends
would subscribe specially for the purpose. The total of our Fund for
increased capacity is now £601 actually received, so that we still need
£200, and then a generous friend has promised to give the other £200, to
make up the £1,000. There are 62 agents at work at present.


Good news continues to come from the Cape of Good Hope of the success
of our student there. The brother went out in simple faith, depending upon
God and the people whom he might gather, and without seeking aid from
us he has preached the Word, gathered a self-supporting church, and led
them on in evangelizing to their utmost the outlying population. When
more doors open men are ready. We have several brethren waiting to go
for missionaries, but our society has not the means for further extension,
nor do we know what to do. We have just paid the passage money of Mr.
Blackie, who goes out to Delhi with Mr. Smith, not depending upon the
Missionary Society’s funds, but hoping that when he is prepared to preach
to the heathen he may be commendeth to their notice; or that some English
church in India may desire his services, so that he may ultimately labor in
that great country. O that he may prove the pioneer of many more. There is
a missionary spirit in the College, and much prayer is offered that doors
may open, but work among the heathen on present plans is expensive, and
we cannot yet see how we are to get at it. If the Missionary Society had
mere means it would be glad enough to undertake new work; but how can
bricks be made without straw? We almost sigh for access to those deep,
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unconsecrated purses which swing at the sides of many professed
Christians, while the heathen are perishing.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


OCTOBER, 1877.


EARNESTNESS IN MINISTERS.


A LECTURE TO THE STUDENTS OF THE PASTORS COLLEGE,


BY C. H. SPURGEON,


CONTINUED FROM ABOVE.


REMEMBERING then, dear brethren, that we must be in earnest and that we
cannot counterfeit earnestness, or find a substitute for it, and that it is very
easy for us to lose it, let us consider awhile and meditate upon the ways
and means for retaining all our fervor and gaining more. If it is to continue,
our earnestness and be kindled at an immortal flame, and I know of but
one — the flame of the love of Christ, which many waters cannot quench.
A spark from that celestial sun will be as undying its the source from
whence it came. If we can get it, yea, if we have it, we shall still be full of
enthusiasm, however long we may live, however greatly we may be tried,
and however much for many reasons we may be discouraged. To continue
fervent for life we must possess the fervor of heavenly life to begin with,
— have we this fire? ‘We must have the truth burro into our souls, or it
will not burn upon our lips. how understand this? The doctrines of grace
must be part and parcel of ourselves, interwoven with the warp and woof
of our being, and this can only be affected by the same hand which
originally made the fabric. We shall never lose our love to Christ and our
love to souls if the Lord has given them to us. The Holy Spirit makes zeal
for God to be a permanent principle of life rather than a passion, — does
the Holy Spirit rest upon us, or is our present fervor a mere human felling?
This should lead us to be seriously inquisitive with our own hearts,
pressing home the question, Have we the holy fire which springs from a
true call to the ministry? If a man can live without preaching, let him live
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without preaching. If a man can be content without being a soul-winner —
I had almost said he had better not attempt the work, but I had rather say
— let him seek to have the stone taken out of his heart, that he may feel for
perishing men. Till then, as a minister, he may do repetitive mischief by
occupying the place of one who might have succeeded in the blessed work
in which he must he a failure.


The fire our earnestness must burn upon the hearth of faith in the truths
which we preach, and in their power to bless mankind when the Spirit
applies them to the heart. He who declares what may or may not be true,
and what he considers upon the whole to be as good as any other form of
teaching, will of necessity make a very feeble preacher. How can he be
zealous about that which he is not sure of? If he knows nothing of the
inward power of the truth within his own heart, if he has never tasted and
handled of the good word of life, how can he be enthusiastic? But if the
Holy Ghost has taught us in secret places and made our soul to understand
within itself the doctrine which we were to proclaim, then shall we speak
evermore with the tongue of fire. Brother, do not begin to teach others till
the Lord has taught you. It must be dreary work to parrot the dogmas
which have no interest for your heart, and carry no conviction to your
understanding; I would prefer to pick oakum or turn a crank for my
breakfast, like the paupers in the casual ward, than to be the slave of a
congregation and bring them spiritual meat of which I never taste myself.
And then how dreadful the end of such a course must be! I How fearful the
account to be rendered at the last by one who publicly taught what he did
not heartily believe, and has perpetrated this detestable hypocrisy in the
name of God.


Brethren if the fire is brought from the right place to the right place, we
have a good beginning; and the main elements of a glorious ending kindled
by a live coal borne from off the altar by the winged cherub with the sacred
tongs to our lips, the fire has begun to feed upon our inmost spirit, and
there will it burn though Satan himself should labor to stamp it out.


Yet the best flame in the world need is renewing. I know not whether
immortal spirits, like the angels, drink on the wing, and feed on some
superior manna prepared in heaven for them; but the probability is that no
created being, though immortal, is quite free from the necessity to receive
from without the sustenance for its strength. Certainly the flame of zeal in
the renewed heart, however divine, must be continually fed with fresh fuel.
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Even the lamps of the sanctuary needed oil. Feed the flame, brother feed
frequently; feed it with holy thought and contemplation, especially with
thought about your work, your motives in pursuing it, the design of it, the
helps that are waiting for you, and the grand results of it, if the Lord be
with you. Dwell much upon the love of God to sinners and the death of
Christ on their behalf, and the work of the Spirit upon men’s hearts. Think
of what must be wrought in men’s hearts ere they can be saved.
Remember, you are not sent to whiten tombs, but to open them. Meditate
with deep solemnity upon the fate of the lost dinner, and, like Abraham,
look towards Sodom and see the smoke thereof going up like the smoke of
a furnace. Shun all views of future punishment which would make it appear
less terrible, and so take off the edge of your anxiety to save immortal
souls from the quenchless flame. If men are indeed only a nobler kind of
ape, and expire as the beasts, you may well enough let them be unpitied;
but if their creation in the image of God involves immortality, and there is
any fear that through their unbelief they will bring upon themselves endless
woe, arouse yourselves to the agonies of the occasion, and be ashamed at
the bare suspicion of unconcern. Think much also of the bliss of the sinner
saved, and like holy Baxter derive rich arguments for earnestness from “the
saints’ everlasting rest.” Put these glorious logs of the wood of Lebanon
upon the fire: it will burn freely and yield a sweet perfume as each piece of
choice cedar glows in the flame. There will be no fear of your being
lethargic if you are continually familiar with eternal realities.


Above all, feed the flame with intimate fellowship with Christ. Man was
ever cold in heart; who lived with Jesus on such terms as John and Mary
did of old, for he makes men’s hearts burn within them. I newer met with a
half-hearted preacher who was much in communion with the Lord Jesus.
The zeal of God’s house ate up our Lord; and when we come into contact
with him it begins to consume us also and we feel that we cannot but speak
the things which we have seen and heard in his company, nor can we help
speaking of them with the fervor which comes out of actual acquaintance
with them. Those of us who have been preaching for these five-and-twenty
years sometimes feel that the same work, the same subject, the same
people, and the same pulpit, are together apt to beget a feeling of
monotony, and monotony may soon lead on to weariness. But then we call
to mind another sameness, which becomes our complete deliverance; there
is the same Savior, and we may go to him in the same way as we did at the
first, since he is Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever.
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From him we drink in the new wine and renew our youth. He is the
fountain, for ever flowing with the cool, refreshing water of life, and in
fellowship with him we find our souls quickened into newness of life.
Beneath his smile our long consumed work grows new, and wears a
brighter smile than novelty could have given it. We gather new manna for
our people every morning, and as we go to distribute it we feel an
annointing of fresh oil distilling upon us. “They that wait upon the Lord
shall renew their strength.” Newly come from the presence of him that
walketh among the golden candlesticks, we are ready to write or speak
unto the churches in the power which he alone can give. Soldiers of Christ,
you can only be worthy of your Captain by abiding in fellowship with him,
and listening to his voice as Joshua did when he stood by Jordan, and
inquired — “What saith my Lord unto his servant?”


Fan the flame as well as feed it. Fan with much praying. We cannot be too
urgent with one another upon this point: no language can be to vehement
with which to implore ministers to pray. There is for our brethren and
ourselves an absolute necessity of prayer. Necessity — I hardly like to talk
of that, let me rather speak of the deliciousness of prayer — the wondrous
sweetness and divine felicity which comes to the soul which lives in the
atmosphere of prayer. The devout Mr. Hervey resolved on the bed of
sickness — “If God shall spare my life, I will read less and pray more.”
John Cooke, of Maidenhead, wrote — “The business, the pleasure, the
honor, and the advantage of prayer press on my spirit with increasing force
every day.” There should be special seasons for devotion, and it is well to
maintain them with regularity, but the spirit of prayer is even better than
the habit of prayer; to pray without ceasing is better than praying at
intervals. It will be a happy circumstance if we can meet frequently with
devout brethren, and I think I ought to be a rule with us ministers never to
separate without a word of prayer. Much more intercession would rise to
heaven if we made a point of this, especially those of us who have been
fellow students. If it be possible, let prayer and praise sanctify each meeting
of friend with friend. But, for all that, to fan your earnestness best it will
need to seek after the spirit of continual prayer, so as to pray everywhere;
and always; in the study, in the vestry, and in the pulpit; praying right
along, when sitting down in the pulpit, when rising give only the hymn,
when reading the chapter, and while delivering the sermon; holding up one
hand to God, empty, in order to receive, more with the other hand
dispensing to the people what the Lord bestows. Be in preaching like the
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conduit pipe between the everlasting and infinite supplies of heaven and the
all but boundless needs therein. Pray for them while you preach to them;
speak with God for them while you are speaking with them for God. Only
so you can expect to be continually in earnest. A man does not often rise
from his knees unearnest; or, if he does, he had better return to prayer until
he feels the flame descending upon his soul. Adam Clarke originally said,
“Study yourself to death, and then pray yourself alive again”: it was a wise
sentence. Do not attempt the first without the second, the neither will the
second be honestly accomplished without the first. Work and pray as well
as watch and pray; but pray always.


As a subordinate but very useful means of keeping the heart fresh, I would
suggest the frequent addition of new work to our old engagements. I
would say to brethren who are soon going away from the College to settle
in spheres where they will come into contact with but few superior minds,
and perhaps will be almost alone in the higher walks of spirituality, look
well to yourselves that you do not become flat, stale, and unprofitable. You
will have a good share of work to do and few to help you in it, and the
years will grind along heavily; watch against this, and use all means to
prevent your becoming dull and sleepy. I find it good for myself to have
some new work always on hand. The old and usual enterprises must be
kept up, but somewhat must be added to them. It must be with us as with
the squatters upon our commons, the fence of our garden of our most roll
outward a foot or two and enclose a little more of the common every year.
Never say “it is enough,” nor accept the policy, “rest and be thankful.” Do
all you possibly can, and then do a little more. I don’t know by what
process the gentleman who advertises that he can make short people taller
attempts the task but I should imagine that if any result could be produced
in the direction of adding a cubit, to one’s own stature it would be by every
morning reaching up as high as you possibly can on tiptoe, and having
done that, trying day by day to reach a little higher. This is certainly the
way to grow mentally and spiritually, “reaching forth to that which is
before.” If the old should become just a little stale, add fresh endeavors to
it, and the whole mass will be leavened anew. Try it, and you will soon see
there is virtue in breaking up fresh ground, invading new provinces of the
enem., and scaling fresh heights to set the banner of the Lord thereon.
This, of course is a second expedient to those of which we have already
spoken, but still it is a very useful one, and may greatly benefit you. In a
country town, say of two thousand inhabitants, you will, after a time, feel,
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“Well, now I have done about all I can in this place.” What then? There is a
hamlet some four miles off: set about opening a room there. If one hamlet
is occupied, make an excursion to another, and spy out the land, and set it
before you as an ambition to relieve its spiritual destitution. When one
place is supplied look to another. It is your duty, it will also be your
safeguard. Everybody knows what interest there is in fresh work. A
gardener will become weary of his work unless he is allowed to introduce
new flowers into the hothouse, or to introduce new beds upon the lawn in
a novel shape; all monotonous work is unnatural and wearying to the mind,
therefore it is wisdom to give variety to your labor.


Far more weighty is the advice, keep close to God, and keep close to your
fellow men whom you are seeking to bless. Get into close quarters with
those who are in an anxious state. Watch their difficulties, their throes and
pangs of conscience.  It will help to make you earnest when you see their
eagerness to find peace. On the other hand, when you see how little earnest
the bulk of men remain, it may help to make you more zealous for their
arousing. Rejoice with those who are finding the Savior, this is a grand
means of revival for your own soul. When you are enabled to bring a
mourner to Jesus you will feel quite young again. it will be as oil to your
bones to hear a weeping penitent exclaim: “I see it all now! I believe, and
my burden is gone: I am saved.” Sometimes the rapture of newborn souls
will electrify you into terrible intensity. Who could not preach after having
seen souls converted? Be on the spot when grace at last captures the lost
sheep. Be in at the death with sinners. Be able to lay hold of them and say,
“Yes, by the grace of God, I have really won this soul;” and your
enthusiasm will flame forth. If you have to work in a large town I should
recommend you to familiarize yourself, wherever your place of worship
may be, with the poverty, ignorance, and drunkenness of the place. Go if
you can with a City missionary into the poorest quarter, and you will see
that which will astonish you: the actual sight of the disease will make you
eager to reveal the remedy. There is enough of evil to be seen even in the
best streets of our great cities, but there is an unutterable depth of horror in
the condition of the slums. As a doctor walks the hospitals, so might you
to traverse the lanes and courts to behold the mischief which sin has done.
It is enough to make a man weep tears of blood to gaze upon the
desolation which sin has made in the earth. One day with a devoted
missionary would be a fine termination to your college course and fit
preparation for work in your own sphere. See the masses living in their
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sins, drinking and Sabbath-breaking, rioting and blaspheming, and see them
dying sodden and hardened, or terrified and despairing. This would kindle
expiring zeal if anytiling would. The world is full of grinding poverty and
crushing sorrow; shame and death are the portion of thousands, and it
needs a great gospel to meet the dire necessities of men’s souls. Go and see
for yourselves. Thus will you learn to preach a great salvation, and magnify
the great Savior, not with your mouth only, but with your heart; and thus
will you be married to your work beyond all possibility of your leaving it.


Death-beds are grand schools for us. Surely they are intended to act as
tonics to brace us to our work. I have come down from the bed-chambers
of the dying, and thought that everybody was mad, and myself most of all.
I have grudged the earnestness which men devoted to earthly things, and
have said to myself, why was that man driving along so hastily? Why was
that woman walking out in fine dress? They were all to die so soon; and
nothing seemed worth doing but preparing to meet one’s God. To be often
where men die will help us to teach them both to die and to live. M’Cheyne
was wont to visit his sick or dying hearers on the Saturday afternoon, for,
as he told Dr. James Hamilton, “Before preaching he liked to look over the
verge.”


I pray you, moreover, measure your work in the light of God. Are you
God’s servant or not? If you are, how can your heart be cold? Are you sent
by a dying Savior to proclaim his love and win the reward of his wounds,
or are you not? If you are, how can you flag? Is the Spirit of God upon
you? has the Lord anointed you to preach glad tidings to the poor? If he
has not, do not pretend to it. If he has, go in this thy might, and the Lord
shall be thy strength. Yours is not a trade, or a profession. Assuredly if you
measure it by the tradesman’s measure it is the poorest business on the face
of the earth. Considered as a profession, who would not prefer any other,
so far as golden gains or worldly honors are concerned? But if it be a
divine calling, and you a miracle-worker, dwelling in the supernatural, and
working not for time but for eternity, then you belong to a nobler guild,
and to a fraternity that is higher than any that springs of earth and deals
with time. Look at it aright, and you will feel that it is a grand thing to be
as poor as your Lord, if like him, you make many rich; you will feel that it
is a grand thing, to be as unknown and despised as were your Lord’s first
followers, because you are making him known whom to know is life
eternal. You will be satisfied to be anything or to be nothing, and the
thought of self will not cross your mind, or only cross it to be scouted as a







236


meanness not to be tolerated by consecrated men. There is the point.
Measure your work as it should be measured, and I am not afraid that your
earnestness will be diminished. Measure it by the light of the judgment day.
Oh brethren, the joy of saving a soul on earth is something very wonderful;
you have felt it, I trust, and know it now. To save a soul from going down
to perdition brings us to a little heaven below; but what must it be at the
day of judgment to meet spirits redeemed by Christ, who learned the news
of their redemption from our lips! We look forward to a blissful heaven in
communion with our Master, but there is the added joy of meeting those
loved ones whom we led to Jesus by our ministry. Let us endure our cross
and despise the shame for the joy which Jesus sets before us of winning
men for him.


One more thought may help to keep up our earnestness. Consider the great
evil which will certainly come upon us and upon our hearers if we are
negligent in our work. Oh, the horror of the doom of an un-faithful
minister! And every unearnest minister is unfaithful. I would infinitely
prefer to be consigned to Tophot as a murderer of men’s bodies than as a
destroyer of men’s souls; neither do I know of any condition in which a
man can perish so fatally, so infinitely, as the man who preach a gospel
which he does not believe, and assumes the office of pastor over a people
whose good he does not intensely desire. Do let us pray to be found
faithful always, and ever. God grant we may!


STRAINING AT GNATS


“Ye blind guides, which strain at a gnat, and swallow a camel.” —
Matthew 23:24


THE note on this in the “Pictorial Bible” is valuable: — “In the East, where
insects of all kinds abound, it is difficult to keep clear of insects liquors
which are left for the least time uncovered; for which reason it was and is
usual to strain the wine before drinking, to prevent insects from passing
into the drinking vessel. Beside the common motive of cleanliness for this
practice, the Jews considered that they had another and more important
one — that of religious purity. For as the law forbade them to eat ‘flying
creeping things,’ they thought themselves bound to be particularly careful
in this matter . . .   The Talmud contains many curious explanations and
directions relating to it. Thus, ‘One that eats a flea or a gnat is an apostate,
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and is no more to be counted one of the congregation.’ It seems, however,
that a person doing this might, under certain circumstances, escape further
consequences by submitting to be scourged. ‘Whosoever eats a whole fly,
or a whole gnat, whether dead or alive, is to be beaten on account of the
flying creeping thing.”


The resemblance between modern and ancient Ritualists is remarkable and
somewhat amusing, as appears in the “Directorinto Anglicanum.’ After
having ordained that “if by any negligence any of the Blood be spilled upon
a table, the priest officiating must do penance forty days” (p. 90), it
proceeds: —


“But if the chalice have dripped upon the altar, the drop must be sucked
up, and the priest must do penance for three days.


“Also if anyone by accident of the throat vomit up the Eucharist . . . if he
be a cleric, monk, presbyter, or deacon, he must do penance for forty days,
a bishop seventy days, a laic thirty.


“But who does not keep the Sacrament well, so that a mouse or other
animal devoured it, he must do penance forty days”. (p. 91).


Modern ritualists breathe the same spirit as their Jewish predecessors; but
they very discreetly prefer penance to scourging. — From Spalding’s
“Scripture Difficulties.”


Answers to Prayer as Recorded in the Old Testament Scriptures. Samuel
Bagsruer and Sons.


A PAMPHLET upon a choice subject, simply continuing the texts and the
incidents which they set forth. Here a preacher will find ready to his hand a
splendid series of discourses. Answers to prayer such as many of us can tell
may be questioned; but these are recorded by the divine Spirit himself, and
are the surest possible evidence. Verily there is a God that heareth prayer,
and the Scriptures not only reveal Him, but establish our faith by giving
many instances of holy men of old time who have tried and lived the
faithfulness of the prayer-hearing God.


The Hidden Mystery; or, the Revelations of the Word. Being thoughts
Suggestive and Practical upon Psalm 19:1-6. By ROBERT BROWN. James
Nisbet and Co.
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A FINE volume in outward appearance, containing a great many good
things within it; but what the end and drift of it all may be is indeed “a
hidden mystery.” one cannot read a page without finding rich evangelical
doctrine and deep experimental instruction, but the connection of it all with
the nineteenth Psalm and the jewels of the high-priest’s breast-plate is what
we fail to perceive. The author is evidently a man of extensive reading, and
his work is full of savor and earnest piety, and yet we do not believe that
many persons will ever read it through, for it seems to us to hang together
by too invisible a thread, if indeed, it bangs together at all. It is a great pity
that such a heap of good bricks could not be built into a house.


The Acts and Monuments of John Foxe. Fourth Edition. Revised and
corrected, with Appendices, Glossary, and Indices, by the Rev. JOSIAH


PRATT, M.A., of Trinity College, Cambridge, and Vicar of St. Stephen’s,
Coleman Street, London; also an introduction, Biographical and
Descriptive, by the Rev. John Stoughtoa, D.D. In eight volumes. Royal
8vo. With plates. 50s. the set. Religious Tract Society.


IT is very brave of the Society to issue so heavy a work, and we have our
fears as to the number likely to be sold. Still, the great history of Foxe
ought to be in all large libraries, especially in all congregational libraries.
Earnest Protestants should see that their ministers have every one of them
a copy. The heroic sufferings of our forefathers ought to be held in
perpetual remembrance, and nothing can better ensure this than the wide
distribution of old Foxe’s work. The price seems very little for so large a
work, but we have not yet seen a copy so as to judge of the plates and the
general appearance of the edition.


NOTES.


The following note was found upon our study table. We cannot fulfill the
loving request which it contains one half so well by any words of ours as
by inserting it just as we received it:


My very dear Mr. Editor, —


“Among your ‘Notes’ for the coming month, will you kindly sound one,
clear and jubilant, of grateful blessing on behalf of the Book Fund? Nay, a
‘note” will scarce suffice me, I need psalms of praise, and symphonies of
sweetness wherewith to make melody unto the Lord for his great
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goodness. Tell the dear friends who read the Sword and the Trowel that my
mouth is filled with laughter, and my tongue with singing at the
remembrance of the gracious love which continues to give support and
sustenance and success to me in my beloved work. I am impatient to speak
of his mercy, and cannot wait for the close of the year, when the report
must be written, but feel constrained now to call on all who love the Lord
to rejoice in my joy, and aid me in magnifying his dear name. It is only two
years since this sweet service was gently and graciously laid on my heart
and hands, and yet during that time the Lord has enabled me, though
compassed with infirmity, to send forth, like seed corn, many thousands of
volumes to aid the toiling laborers in the gospel field. More than £2,000
have been received and expended; the money coming fresh from the mint
of heaven,’ for God has sent it all: as the dear friends through whom it
reaches me must very well know, seeing that I never ask them for their
loving gifts. Just as the olive trees in Zechariah’s vision constantly and
silently shielded their rich streams to feed the lights of the golden
candlestick, even so, as divinely and mysteriously does the Lord send me
the means to provide ‘oil, beaten oil, for the lamps of the sanctuary.’


“Ah dear Mr. Editor, sound the notes of praise for me! I want God’s
people to know how very good he is to unworthy me, that they may take
comfort and courage from my experience of his tenderness and love. I
would I had Miriam’s timbrel in my hand to-day to ‘sing unto the Lord’
withal, and lead out others to sing also, but as that cannot be, I pray you,
lift up your voice for me, and ‘praise the Lord before all the people.’”


“Yours with true love and ‘reverence,’


“S. SPURGEON.”


In all this delight we join, and in the praise which thus ascends to heaven.
How many poor ministers’ hearts are singing too! Surely our Lord Jesus
accepts this service his needy servants as specially rendered unto himself.
To the Ever Blessed be the glory, world without end.


COLLEGE — We have in the College an earnest and able brother who is
anxious to go to Japan to preach Christ. We hope that the Baptist
Missionary Society will give a grant in aid, but shortness of funds prevents
their taking the brother altogether to their staff. If a few friends would join
us in giving £10 a year the thing might be done at once. The brother
appears to be eminently qualified. Here is the account of himself which he
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wrote us at our request a few days ago. He has been with us about a year:
—


“Herewith I send you a brief account of myself while I lived in Japan.


“I first landed in that country in May, 1871, and left for England in July,
1876. During nearly five years of this time I was engaged as a teacher of
English in Japanese schools, and the last year and a half was a teacher in
the English Department of the Imperial College. Thus my position brought
me into immediate contact with the Japanese people.


“For some time I held a Bible Class on Sunday afternoon in my own house,
to which I invited my scholars. In this class I generally explained the
Scriptures, keeping to those portions which contained gospel invitations, as
I found those easier to explain. Several of my pupils who attended these,
classes have since become believers in Christ, the last of whom is a lad by
the name of Anyoji, who since my leaving Japan has joined himself to the
Presbyterian church at Yokohama. Owing to opposition from the directors
of my school I was obliged to discontinue these classes, and content myself
with private conversation with my scholars, in which I endeavored to lead
them to the Lord Jesus Christ, and I believe that in several instances God
blessed this unassuming work.


“At the outset of my Christian life, I had a strong desire to enter the
ministry and become a missionary, but a feeling of unfitness for the work
led me to give up the thought of it, and hence I remained out of the path of
duty; but God, whose ways are often mysterious, in his wisdom saw fit to
take from me my dear wife, to whom I had been married for the short
space of seven months. This he used as the means of bringing me into my
present position. It was seemingly a hard way of the Lord with me, but
now I bless and praise his name that even in this way he has led me to give
myself up entirely to his service. From that time of trouble I resolved to
devote myself to the Lord’s work in Japan. The old feeling of unfitness for
the work of preaching again came over me, and I determined to study
medicine and prepare myself for medical mission work. At once I
commenced a course of preparatory study. Some time after, Dr. Palm, a
medical missionary, writing to me from Nugata respecting medical mission
work said, ‘If I had had more faith in the power of the simple preached
word I should not have become a medical missionary.’
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“At once I saw my mistake; I saw that it was by the foolishness of
preaching that sinners should be led to the Savior. After much prayer I
made up my mind to come home, and with the little money I had saved go
through a course of theological study, in order that I might be better fitted
to preach the gospel to the Japanese. Dr. Palm gave me a letter of
introduction to Mr. Lewis of Bayswater, who very kindly asked you to
receive me into your College; you did so, and I thank God for it. And here,
sir, allow me to thank you most heartily for all the kindness you have
always shown towards me, and especially with regard to the work in Japan,
for I feel in debt to the Japanese; and until I have faithfully preached to
them the gospel of Christ I feel that debt will remain upon me.


“In going forth from the Tabernacle and the College I have an exceedingly
great encouragement in that I know the prayers of the Tabernacle and
College will follow me, and having such, I feel doubly sure the Master will
be with me to bless the word wherever it is preached.


“Praying that God’s richest blessing may rest on you and yours,


I am,
“My dear Mr. President,
“Yours affectionately and respectfully,


“W. JNO. WHITE.”


The settlements from the College are as follows: Mr. Holmes, to Belfast;
Mr. G. Smith, to Bexley Heath; Mr. Petramo, to Herne Bay. Mr. Bacon
also, having honorably finished his course with us, has left to pursue his
studies at Edinburgh.


We are very much obliged to a worthy friend who has sent us the following
account of the labors of our two beloved evangelists at Stockton: —


“Dear sir, — In a note in the September number of The Sword and the
Trowel, you promise condensed reports from the evangelists, Messrs.
Clarke and Smith, so recently set forth, and who have now commenced
their labors in Stockton. Perhaps a short report of the work from a visitor
may be acceptable.


The invitation to Stockton was given in connection with the Evangelistic
Mission, commenced about three years since by Mr. E. P. Telford; and the
Exchange, the largest public building, was secured for the services.
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On Friday, August 24th, a Workers’ meeting was held in the Mission
Room and was packed with earnest souls on fire with zeal for the work,
and many a heartfelt prayer arose for a great blessing upon the town. The
presence of the Lord was felt, and a firm confidence that he was about to
work mightily in our midst.


The hearts of many of the Lord’s people have been stirred up of late to ask
for great things and at no time since the commencement of the Mission has
the spirit of earnest, believing prayer been so greatly felt. One feature of
the present work has been the large number of specific requests for prayer
which have been sent to prayer-meetings, and which have received
immediate answers, not a day has passed without a note of praise being
heard for answers to definite requests — ‘What things soever ye desire
when ye pray, believe that ye receive them and ye shall have them.’


The daily noon prayer-meeting, held in the Young Men’s Christian
Association rooms, has been well attended. Many working men have
hurried from their work to spend a portion of their dinner hour at these
meetings, and their petitions for the salvation of relations and shop-mates
have shown how much they desire that others should be saved. Often, too,
has the petition gone up for grace to withstand the scorn and derision of
those with whom they have to work. The population of Stockton being so
largely composed of men employed in the iron works, ship building yards,
etc., and of the class who rarely, if ever, attend any place of worship, the
meetings held in the Marketplace are of great importance. These have
usually been held each evening for half an hour before the meetings in the
Exchange, and great numbers have been attracted to them by Mr. Smith’s
cornet, and many become sufficiently interested in the singing and short
addresses to follow into the hall.


The Exchange meetings have been held twice on Sundays, and once on
each week-night, except Saturday, the congregation varying from about
800 to 1,900. The interest in the meetings has evidently deepened as they
have gone on, and the blessing also has continued to increase. At first but
few would remain to the after-meetings, but as the same people came again
and again under the preaching of the gospel, the Lord’s power was
manifested, and every night some are found deciding for him.


A service of song on Saturday evening attracted many to the Exchange
who probably would have been found at the various places of amusement.
The singing was varied by short addresses from Mr. Smith.
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On the 10th, instead of the usual evening service, an experience meeting
was held in the Hall, at which many who had been brought to the Lord in
the mission during the last year or two gave an account of what he has
done for them.


Two or three of the cases which show the complete and striking change in
the lives of these men may be of general interest.


One said that he had been one of the most notoriously bad characters in
Stockton, ready for anything bad, but the Lord Jesus had found him and
made him a new creature, so that now his great desire was that, whereas he
had been a faithful servant of the devil, he might now be found a faithful
servant of Christ.


Another who had been a drunkard and a betting man was upon his
conversion soon told by his companions that it would not last, but he said,
“I cannot keep myself; the Lord keeps me, and has done ever since.”
Speaking of his racing habits he said that now he had got on the grand
stand. The consistent lives of these men are a constant annoyance to many
of their companions who are opposed to the gospel, but many others are
probably thus led to seek for a like blessing.


During the fortnight of Messrs. C1arke and Smith’s meetings about one
hundred persons have given in their names as having received blessing, and
as the services will not be concluded until Sunday, the 16th, a continued
blessing is earnestly desired, and that many more may decide for Christ.


In the whole of the work Messrs. Clarke and Smith evidently desire to be
guided by the apostle Paul’s injunction, “Whatever ye do, do all to the
glory of God;” fully realizing that their labors are quite useless unless they
have the continued blessing of God and the power and direction of the
Holy Ghost in all that they say and do.


On Monday next, a week of meetings will be commenced at
Middlesborough in the Baptist chapel erected by the late lamented Mr.
Priter, and the intended meetings at Hartlepool will consequently be
postponed.


May there be a great blessing resting upon these also, and many be found
accepting the gift of God eternal life through Jesus Christ our Lord.”


“JOHN STERRY.”
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Leaving Stockton, our two brethren, though nearly exhausted by their toils,
have been to Middlesborough. We joy and rejoice in their success; but we
would again remind our friends that the whole expense rests upon us
personally, and that it is natural that we should hope that those who see
good accomplished, especially in the towns where they live, should aid in
bearing the charges, for surely the laborer is worthy of his hire. If we were
helped with these brethren, we would assist two others, and so the band of
regular, approved evangelists would grow. Their engagements at present
stand as follows: — Barking, Oct. 14 to 21; Bristol Oct. 28 to Nov. 5;
Reading, Nov. 25 to Dec. 16. In 1878 Landport, Jan. 6 to 13: Southsea,
Jan. 14 to 27; Metropolitan Tabernacle, Feb. 1 to 28; Newcastle-under-
Lyes, March 11 to 30: Newcastle-upon-Tyne, April 16 to May 10;
Bishop’s Stortford, May 14 to 30; Red Hill, Surrey, June 3 to 24; in July,
rest


August 22. — The church at Farsley, near Leeds, through its estimable
pastor, Mr. Parker, gave two collections to the Stockwell Orphanage, and
gave them so heartily as to make them of double value. We were happy to
be well enough to preach. We wish our friend Mr. Parker great success in
his new position as head of the Baptist College in Manchester. May that
institution vie with our own in sending out men who hold to the old-
fashioned and now much-despised theology of the Puritans. There is good
need; for the mildew of philosophy has fallen on the good wheat, and is
marring the harvest of the Lord.


Aug. 29. — Our orphans were entertained at Reading in a right royal
manner. It was one of the happiest days of our life. The boys were the
objects of universal kindness. We do not know how to thank the friends
sufficiently; they not only gave all that was needed for the treat and the
traveling, but a handsome surplus remained. Truly God is good to find us
such helpers.


August 31. — We met the workers who, under the leadership of Mr. Wm.
Olney, junr., are evangelizing in Bermondsey. It was very refreshing to see
their zeal for the Lord, and the hearty manner in which all sorts of people
worked together to reach the ungodly around them. While one preaches in
the street, many help to gather the people by singing, and others distribute
tracts. O that the salvation of God were come out of Zion! The millions
perish and few lay the matter to heart. Benmondsey needs a great many
workers like these who unite with Mr. Olney. Are there none to commence
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similar enterprises? Young gentlemen of education and position could not
better glorify God, nor more surely secure to themselves a good degree in
the church of God than by consecrating themselves to evangelistic works in
needy districts. Look at our brother Orsman, in Golden Lane, and Mr.
Hatton, in St. Giles — their names are honorable where honor is best
worth the having. Mr. W. Olney has our loving thanks for all that he does
so faithfully for his Lord.


September 7. — We had an evening with Mr. Perkin’s class, and a very
happy one too. The brethren manifested love, life, and light, and spoke
admirably, testifying to the good received in the class. Their esteemed
president received a well-earned testimonial from them; we had a
handsome sum from the College, and the whole proceedings were full of
hearty enthusiasm. Our visit to this band of young men revived us. We saw
that the Lord is gloriously at work at the Tabernacle, and is not
withholding the blessing, as our eager anxiety sometimes makes us fear he
may do. Young men are rising up, and by diligent study of their Bibles are
preparing themselves for future usefulness. There is a large attendance of
interested friends


September 14 — The evening of this day was spent among the Evangelists
of the Tabernacle, who mustered in good force under their worthy leader,
Mr. Elvin. The friends of the work came up very numerously, and the
meeting was all alive. We shall never forget some of the details of lodging
house visitation. Work in low London is far more interesting and romantic
than your genteel lover of propriety would believe, and it is refreshing to
hear details. The men have shown great courage, tact, and zeal in their
ministrations among the worst parts of our neighborhood, and good must
have resulted from testifying to the gospel in street corners and in the
haunts of the poor and the fallen. Our young men make our heart leap for
joy. We are often heavy, for our charge is great, but when we see their
ardor and industry we feel more than rewarded, and leap to our work
again. Mr. Elvin was also most fittingly testimonialized by his little army;
he is a brother whose steady working and organizing ability are an
invaluable gift to our church.


OUR FUNDS. — We hope that friends are not forgetting us. The week
ending Sept. 22, when we are writing these lines, has been the dullest we
have known for a long time. Donors great or small have been so few as to
be counted on our fingers and the cash is going out as usual. Still there is
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no actual want at present, nor can there be, since the work is the Lord’s,
and we have in all things endeavored to carry it on in all simplicity of heart
for his glory.


AUSTRALIA. — Urgent invitations have come to us to go Australia for a
tour, and we beg publicly to thank the churches for doing us this honor.
Having well weighed the matter, we feel that we cannot at this time leave
our post, if indeed we shall ever he able to do so. Our numerous
institutions must be watched, the great congregation must he kept
together, and the weekly sermon must continue to be published. These all
require us to be at home, and our absences must be brief ones; otherwise
we should enjoy beyond measure a trip to the Southern Sea. It is not
indifference to our friends abroad, but a conviction of duty which keeps me
at home. We wish every blessing to those who in so loving a manner have
invited us to their shores.


COLPORTAGE. — Progress still continues in the work of opening up new
districts, and hence the need of renewed and continued aid to support the
colporteurs sent out. Our friends in the Southern Baptist Association find
the agency to work so satisfactorily that from one agent they have now
increased to five, and Colporteurs will commence work for them at
Michaelmas at Salisbury and Poole. Chester and Preston, too, have new
colporteurs now at work. The great evil of unhealthy literature, with which
colportage mainly seeks to grapple by supplying something better, has
latterly become so prominent as to call for notice in parliament, and has
had to be dealt with in our law courts. One of the prisoners arrested for the
Blackheath highway robbery had a number of vicious publications in his
box, and similar occurrences constantly crop up. The vilest productions of
the press are surreptitiously hawked about all over the country, and
nothing can satisfactorily cope with the mischief except a personal house to
house canvass by Christian men, presenting a supply of good and attractive
reading accompanied by prayerful endeavors to lead men to Christ. This
our society is doing in upwards of sixty districts in England and Wales.
Will not some of the Lord’s servants ponder the vast importance of
wielding the immense power of the Christian press? It carries the gospel far
beyond the limited number of hearers which can at the best listen to the
preacher’s voice. Colportage supplements and extends the work of the
church to a large extent, and should therefore be welcomed and employed
on a much larger scale. Our work is thoroughly unsectarian, supplying
laborers in connection with any Christian church or churches who will







247


subscribe towards their support. Sometimes a wealthy individual subscribes
the whole £40 per annum required, and a colporteur is sent into some
needy district where otherwise the funds cannot be obtained. Why should
we not have one hundred men at once? The secretary will be glad to
correspond with friends in any neighborhood who would be willing to co-
operate to raise £40 a year to start a colporteur. Please address W. Cordon
Jones, Colportage Association, Metropolitan Tabernacle, SE.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by J. A. Spurgeon: — August 27,
four; 30th, eighteen; 31st, one.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1877.


OUR LORD’S PREACHING.


A FRAGMENT BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“The Lord hath anointed me to preach good tidings unto the meek;
he hath sent me to bind up the broken-hearted” — Isaiah 61:1.


OUR Lord’s anointing was with a special view to his preaching. Such honor
does the Lord of heaven and earth put upon the ministry of the Word that,
as one of the old Puritans said, “God had only one Son, and he made a
preacher of him.” it should greatly encourage the weakest amongst men,
who are preachers of righteousness, to think that the Son of God, that
blessed and eternal Word, came into this world that he might preach the
same glad tidings which we are called to proclaim.


We may profitably note how earnestly our Lord kept to his work. It was
his business to preach, and he did preach, he was always preaching
“What,” say you, “did he not work miracles?” Yes, but his miracles were
sermons; they were acted discourses, full of instruction He preached when
he was on the mountain, he equally preached when he sat at table in the
Pharisee’s house. All his actions were significant; he preached by every
movement. He preached when he did not speak; his silence was as eloquent
as his words. He preached when he gave, and he preached when he
received; he was preaching sermon when he lent his feet to the woman that
she might wash them with her tears and wipe them with the hairs of her
head, quite as much as when he was dividing the loaves and the fishes and
feeding the multitude. He preached by his patience before Pilate, for there
he witnessed a good confession. He preached from the bloody tree; with
hands and feet fastened there, he delivered the most wonderful discourse of
justice and of love, of vengeance and of grace, of death and of life, that
was ever preached in this poor world. Oh, yes, he preached wondrously, he
was always preaching; with all his heart and soul he preached. He prayed
that he might obtain strength to preach. He wept in secret that he might the
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more compassionately speak the word which wipes men’s tears away.
Always a preacher, he was always ready in season and out of season, with
a good word. As he walked the streets he preached as he went along; and if
he sought retirement, and the people thronged him, he sent them not away
without a gracious word. This was his one calling, and his one calling he
pursued in the power of the eternal Spirit; and he liked it so well, and
thought so much of it, that he trained his eleven friends to the same work,
and sent them out. to preach as he had done; and then he chose seventy
more for the same errand, saying, “As ye go, preach the gospel.” Did he
shave the head of one of them to make him a priest? Did he decorate one
of them with a gown, or a chasuble, or a biretta? Did he teach one of them
to say mass — to swing a censer to elevate the host? Did he instruct one of
them to regenerate children by baptism? Did he bring them up to chant in
simplices and march in processions? No, those things he never thought of,
and neither will we. If he had thought of them it would only have been with
utter contempt, for what is there in such childish things? The preaching of
the cross — this it is which is to them that perish foolishness, but unto us
who are saved it is the wisdom of God, and the power of God; for it
pleaseth God by the foolishness of preaching to save them that believe. Nor
at the close of his career had our Lord lowered his estimation of preaching,
for just before he ascended he said, “Go ye into all the world and preach
the gospel to every creature.” His last charge in brief was — preach,
preach even as I have done before you. He lived the Prince of preachers, he
died and became the theme of preachers, he lives again and is the Lord of
preachers. What an honorable work is that to which his servants are called!


Now, as you have seen that our Savior came to preach, now notice his
subject. “The Lord hath anointed me to preach good tidings to the meek.”
And what good tidings did he preach? Pardon, pardon given to the chief of
sinners, pardon for prodigal sons pressed to their father’s bosom.
Restoration from their lost estate as the piece of money was restored again
into the treasury, and the lost sheep back to the fold. How encouragingly
he preached of a life given to men dead in sin, life through the living water
which becomes a fountain within the soul. You know how sweetly he
would say, “He that believeth in me hath everlasting life.” “He that
believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he live.” “Like as Moses
lifted up the serpent in the wilderness, even so must the Son of man be
lifted up, that whosoever believeth in him should not perish, but have
everlasting life.” He preached a change of heart, and the need of a new
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creation. He said, “Ye must be born again,” and he taught those truths by
which the Holy Ghost works in us and makes all things new. He preached
glad tidings concerning resurrection, and bade men look for endless bliss
by faith in him. He cried, “I am the resurrection and the life: he that liveth
and believeth in me shall never die.” He gave forth precepts, too, and
threatenings in their place, — some of them very searching and terrible, but
they were only used as accessories to the good news. He made men feel
that they were poor, that they might be willing to be made rich by his
grace. He made them feel weary and burdened, that they might come to
him for rest; but the sum and substance of what he preached was the
gospel — the good spell — the glad news.


Brethren, our divine Lord always preached upon that subject, and did not
stoop to secular themes. If you notice, though he would sometimes debate
with Pharisees, Herodians, and others, as needs must be, yet he was soon
away from them and back to his one theme. He baffled them with his
wisdom, and then returned to the work he loved, namely, preaching where
the publicans and sinners drew near together “for to hear him.” Our
business, since the Spirit of God is upon us, is not to teach politics, save
only in so far as these immediately touch the kingdom of Christ, and there
the gospel is the best weapon. Nor is it our business to be preaching mere
morals, and rules of duty; our ethics must be drawn from the cross, and
begin and end here. We have not so much to declare what men ought to
do, as to preach the good news of what God has done for them. Nor must
we always be preaching certain doctrines, as doctrines, apart from Christ.
We are only theologians as far as theology enshrines the gospel. We have
one thing to do, and to that one thing we must keep. The old proverb says,
“Cobbler, stick to your last,” and, depend upon it, it is good advice to the
Christian minister to stick to the gospel and make no move from it. I hope
I have always kept to my theme; but I take no credit for it, for I know
nothing else. I have “determined to know nothing among men, save Jesus
Christ and him crucified.” Indeed, necessity is laid upon me; yea, woe is
unto me if I preach not the gospel. I would fain have but one eye, and that
eye capable of seeing nothing from the pulpit but lost men and the gospel
of their salvation: to all else one may well be blind, so that the entire force
of the mind may center on the great essential subject. There is, certainly,
enough in the gospel for any one man, enough to fill any one life, to absorb
all our thought, emotion, desire, and energy, yea, infinitely more than the
most experienced Christian and the most intelligent teach, or will ever be







251


able to bring forth. If our Master kept to his one topic, we may wisely do
the same, and if any say that we are narrow, let us delight in that blessed
narrowness which brings men into the narrow way. If any denounce us as
cramped in our ideas, and shut up to one set of truths, let us rejoice to be
shut up with Christ, and count it the truest enlargement of our minds. It
were well to be bound with cords to his altar, to lose all hearing but for his
voice, all seeing but for his light, all life but in his life, all glorying save in
his cross. If he who knew all things taught only the one thing needful, his
servants may rightly enough do the same. “The Lord hath anointed me,”
saith he, “to preach good tidings”: in this anointing let us abide.


But now notice the persons to whom he especially addressed the good
tidings They were the meek. Just look to the fourth of Luke, and you will
read there, “The Lord hath anointed me to preach the gospel to the poor”:
the poor, then, are among the persons intended by the meek. I noticed
when I was looking through this passage that the Syriac renders it “the
humble,” and I think the Vulgate renders it “the gentle.” Calvin translates it
“the afflicted.” It all comes to one thing. The meek, a people who are not
lofty in their thoughts, for they have been broken down; a people who are
not proud and lifted up, but low in their own esteem; a people who are
often much troubled and tossed about in their thoughts; a people who have
lost proud hopes and self-conceited joys; a people who seek no high things,
crave for no honors, desire no praises, but bow before the Lord in humility.
They are fain to creep into any hole to hide themselves, because they have
such a sense of insignificance and worthlessness and sin. They are a people
who are often desponding, and are apt to be driven to despair. The meek,
the poor: — meek because they are poor: they would be as bold as others
if they had as much as others, or as others think they have; but God has
emptied them, and so they have nothing to boast of. They feel the iniquity
of their nature, the plague of their hearts; they mourn that in them there
dwells no good thing, and oftentimes they think themselves to be the
offscouring of all things. They imagine themselves to be more brutish than
any man, and quite beneath the Lord’s regard; sin weighs them down, and
yet they accuse themselves of insensibility and impenitence. Now, the Lord
has anointed the Lord Jesus on purpose to preach the gospel to such as
these. If any of you are good and deserving, the gospel is not for you. If
any of you are keeping God’s laws perfectly, and hope to be saved by your
works; the whole have no need of a physician, and the Lord Jesus did not
come upon so needless an errand as that of healing men who have no
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wounds or diseases. But the sick need a doctor, and Jesus has come in
great compassion to remove their sicknesses. The more diseased you are,
the more sure you may be that the Savior came to heal such as you are.
The more poor you are, the more certain you may be that Christ came to
enrich you; the more sad and sorrowful you are, the more sure you may be
that Christ came to comfort you. You nobodies, you who have been turned
upside down and emptied right out, you who are bankrupts and beggar’s,
you who feel yourselves to be clothed with rags and covered with wounds,
bruises, and putrefying sores, you who are utterly bad through and
through, and know it, and mourn it, and are humbled about it, you may
know that God has poured the holy oil without measure upon Christ on
purpose that he might deal out mercy to such poor creatures as you are.
What a blessing this is! How we ought to rejoice in the anointing, since it
benefits such despicable objects. We who feel that we are such objects
ought to cry, “Hosannah, blessed is he that cometh in the name of the
Lord.”


We must now consider our Lord’s design and object in thus preaching the
gospel to the poor and the meek.


It was, you observe, that he might bind up the broken-hearted. “He hath
sent me to bind up the broken-hearted.” Carefully give heed, that you may
see whether this belongs to you. Are you broken-hearted because of sin;
because you have sinned often, foully, grievously? Are you broken-hearted
because your heart will not break as you would desire it should break;
broken-hearted because you repent that you cannot repent as you would,
and grieved because you cannot grieve enough? Are you broken-hearted
because you have not such a sense of sin that you ought to have, and such
a deep loathing of it as you perceive that others have? Are you broken-
hearted with despair as to self-salvation; broken-hearted because you
cannot keep the law; broken-hearted because you cannot find comfort in
ceremonies; brokenhearted because the things which looked best have
turned out to be deceptions; broken-hearted because all the world over you
have found nothing but broken cisterns which hold no water, which have
mocked your heart when you have gone to them; broken-hearted with
longing after peace with God; broken-hearted because prayer does not
seem to be answered; broken-hearted because when you come to hear the
gospel you fear that it is not applied to you with power; broken-hearted
because you had a little light and yet slipped back into darkness; broken-
hearted because you are afraid you have committed the unpardonable sin;
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broken-hearted because of blasphemous thoughts which horrify your mind
and yet will not leave it? I care not why or wherefore you are broken-
hearted, but Jesus Christ came into the world, sent of God with this object
— to bind up the broken-hearted. It is a beautiful figure, this binding up —
as though the Crucified One took the liniment and the strapping and put it
around the broken heart, and with his own dear gentle hand proceeded to
close up the wound and make it cease to bleed. Luke doesn’t tell us that he
came to bind up the broken-hearted: if you examine his version of the text,
you will read that he came to cure them. That is going still further, because
you may bind a wound up and yet fail to cure it, but Jesus never fails in his
surgery. He whose own heart was broken knows how to cure broken
hearts. I have heard of people dying of a broken heart, but I always bless
God when I meet with those who live with a broken heart because it is
written, “A broken and a contrite heart, O God, thou wilt not despise.” If
you have that broken heart within you, beloved, Christ came to cure you;
and he wilt do it, for he never came in vain: “he shall not fail nor be
discouraged.” With sovereign power anointed from on high he watches for
the worst ,f cases. Heart disease, incurable by man, is his specialty! His
gospel touches the root of the soul’s ill, the mischief which dwells in that
place from whence are the issues of life. With pity, wisdom, power, and
condescension he bends over our broken bones, and ere he has done with
them he makes them all rejoice and sing glory to his name. Come then, ye
troubled ones, and rely upon your Savior’s healing power. Give yourselves
up to his care, confide in his skill, rest in his love. What joy you shall have
if you will do this at once! What joy shall I have in knowing that you do
so! Above all, what joy will fill the heart of Jesus, the beloved Physician, as
he sees you healed by his stripes!


“GREAT CRY AND LITTLE WOOL.”


AS THE MAN SAID WHO CLIPPED THE SOW.


OUR friend Hodge does not seem to be making much of an out at shearing.
It will take him all his time to gel wool enough for a blanket and his
neighbors are telling him so. But he gets plenty of music of a sort; Hullah’s
system is nothing to it, and even Nebuchadnezzar’s flutes, harps, sackbuts,
and dulcimers could not make more din. He gets “cry” enough to stock a
Babylon of babies, but not wool enough to stop his ears with.
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Now is not this very like the world with its notions of pleasure? There is
noise enough; laughter, and shouting, and boasting; but where is the
comfort which can warm the heart, and give peace to the spirit? Thousands
have had to weep over their mistake, and yet it seems that every man must
have a clip at his own particular pig, and cannot be made to believe that
like all the rest it will yield him nothing but bristles. One shears the
publican’s hog, which is so fond of the swill tub, and he reckons upon
bringing home a wonderful lot of wool; but everybody knows that he who
goes there for wool will come home shorn himself: the “Blue Boar” is an
uncommonly ugly animal to shear. Better sheer off as far as you can.
Another tries greediness, and expects to be happy by being a miser. That’s
a very clean hog to clip at. Some try wickedness, and run into bad
company, and give way to vice. I warrant you, they may shear the whole
styful of filthy creatures, and never find a morsel of wool on the whole lot
of them. Loose characters, silly amusements, gambling, wantonness, and
such like, are swine that none but a fool will try his hand on. I don’t deny
that there’s plenty of pig music, — who ever expected that there would be
silence in a piggery? But then noise is not enough to fill the heart or cheer
the soul.


John Ploughman has tried for himself, and he knows by experience that all
the world is nothing but a hog that is not worth the shearing: “Vanity of
vanities, all is vanity.” But yet there is wool to be had; there are real joys to
be got for the asking, if we ask aright. Below, all things deceive us, but,
above us there is a true friend. This is John Ploughman’s verdict, which he
wishes all his readers to take note of —


“‘Tis religion that can give
Sweetest pleasures while we live;


‘Tis religion must supply
Solid comfort when we die.”


From John Ploughman’s Sheet Almanack.


NOTES.


WE rejoice to hear on all hands that the meetings of the Baptist Union at
Newport, Monmouthshire, have been among the best that have ever been
held. An infusion of Welsh enthusiasm set the whole thing on fire, and the
meetings were crowded throughout. Our heart was with our brethren, and
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we rejoice to hear of all that was done. If brotherly love continues and
increases; if evangelistic truth has universal sway, and it humble
dependence upon God is maintained, there is a future for the Baptists
which shall well repay all the waiting and the watching of the centuries.


The Church Congress at Croydon was a model of quietness, but all lovers
of divine truth must mourn to see her delivered into the hands of her
enemies. The evangelicals seem eager to sell their birthright, so long as
they may but continue to eat of the pottage. Surely there will be some
protesting voices! Is the cry of “Peace, peace, where is there no peace” to
be taken up by all the professed lovers of the Protestant faith? We are
pleased to note a line or two in the “Hand and Heart” indicating that Mr.
Bullock sees no possibility of united action with the Romanizing party, and
we are even more glad to see brave old Hugh McNeile sounding a
vigorous alarm in the Times. But what ailed the evangelicals at the
congress?  It is the fear of disestablishment through internal strife which
has hushed honest protest, and produced a hollow truce. May the great
God of truth save his weak children from the ensnaring influences which
now entangle them, and make them prefer honest poverty to their present
false position.


Our review department occasionally gets us into hot water. We must,
however, assure all good people whose views are not advocated, or are
even opposed, that we cannot discuss matters with them. If they do not
like our opinions they can state their own as publicly as they please, but we
do not intend to enter into argument on all the topics which arise; we have
neither the time nor the ability. Of course the secretary of a society, who
lives to advocate the views of his associates, is fully justified in drawing his
sword to defend his favorite principle, and we are very pleased to see his
courage and zeal; but when he has been studying a subject all his life, it is
not quite so brave a thing as it looks to challenge a busy man who has
other fish to fry to come out and fight. However, if it does brethren good
to be able to feel that we are afraid of them, our benevolence leads us to
rejoice in their gratification. It will be quite safe for another dozen or two
to challenge us.


Another matter needs a word. We deliver what we think an earnest, sober
address, and lo, in some one or other of the newspapers which are rather
sharp set during this hungry season, we come upon what profess to be a
report of our speech. A sentence culled here and there, a tale ill told and a
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remark set up on the wrong end, are jumbled together and called a report,
and then friends send a flight of letters asking if the report is correct. Now,
once: for all, let us say “No.” We will not be held responsible for the
caricatures of what we say which are sent out to the public as our
productions. In many late instances we can appeal to every man, woman,
and child in the audience, except, perhaps, the penny-a-liner himself; and
they will unanimously say that their impression of what they heard was as
different as light from darkness from that which the so-called report was
calculated to produce upon the reader.


Three members of the Tabernacle church sailed for the Indian Mission with
Mr. Smith, of Delhi: — Mrs. Brown, Miss Kemp, and Mr. Blackie of our
College. It is very probable, that Mr. Blackie will minister to the church in
the Lal Bazaar, Calcutta. We rejoice to see the missionary spirit thus alive
among us. There art more willing to go.


Our friends who have offered aid to send forth Mr. White to Japan, and to
support him there, will we trust send their donations to the Baptist Mission
house, Castle Street, Holborn, for the Society has generously seen fit to
undertake the mission. May the Lord prosper the effort. The remark in our
last number upon medical mission work will not, we trust, prejudice a
single reader against medical missions. We believe most in the man who
gives himself wholly to the ministry of the gospel, but the other form of
usefulness is not be despised, for in some cases it is a most suitable agency.


COLLEGE. During the month Mr. Abrahams has settled at Redruth, Mr.
Hewlett at Shepton Mallett, Mr. Whetnail at Ulverstone, and Mr. D. Sharp
at Bath. Our brother Winter has gone to his home above to the sorrow of
us all.


ORPHANAGE. Collectors Meeting will be held at the Stockwell Orphanage
on Friday evening, Nov. 9. Will our young friends be sure to bring in their
collecting books, and we trust they will have good amounts to pay in, for
subscriptions are rather scanty at this time.


Friends who have any of the Lord’s money in hand could not expend it
better than in helping our hard-working brother, Mr. Honour, of Olivet
Chapel, Deptford. Some years ago we helped his friends to buy a piece of
ground in the midst of a dense population. We aided them to build a
schoolroom on the back of the land, leaving a good site in front for a
chapel. The time has now come to build the house, but the people are poor
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and need help. Unless the rich help the poor, how can London be
evangelized?


During the summer our students have gone forth two and two into the
villages and towns around London, preaching, as the Lord gave doors of
utterance, upon the green, or at the street corner. The season now forbids
such labors, and we shall be glad to hear of openings for the hire of rooms,
etc., under cover in and around London. In many a district a new church
might be raised if those on the spot would only get together, and then send
on to us. We would at least do our best for them.


COLPORTAGE. — Two gentlemen, who do not wish their names mentioned,
join in making the Association a very generous offer towards the support
of twenty new colporteurs for one year, if the whole number is at work
before the end of this year. To enable us to accept this challenge, and
permanently profit by it, a large increase in the amount of yearly
subscriptions to the General Fund is necessary. The committee, therefore,
most earnestly appeal to the readers of the Sword and Trowel to help them
by becoming annual subscribers, and will thankfully accept any amount
however small. During the month of November only the committee will be
glad to receive applications for the appointment of colporteurs at a reduced
rate from the usual £40 a year required for the partial support of a
colporteur. Application from new districts for the reduced rate should be
prompt, as immediate action will be taken to start colporteurs in the whole
number of districts. Earnest Christian workers who are members of some
Christian church, have good physical strength, and possess tact as
salesmen, can apply for employment to the secretary, 5V. Cordon Jones,
Colportage Association, College Buildings, Metropolitan Tabernacle, S.E.,
to whom all communications should be addressed.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: Sept. 27,
nineteen; Oct, 1, six; Oct. 4, twenty.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER, 1877.


“DO NOT SIN AGAINST THE CHILD.”


NO. 3237


AT A PRAYER MEETING FOR SABBATH-SCHOOLS IN THE
YEAR 1877.


DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,


“And Reuben answered them, saying, Spake I not unto you, saying,
Do not sin against the child, and ye would not hear? therefore,
behold, also his blood is required.” — Genesis 42:22


A Sermon by C. H. Spurgeon, upon the same text, is No. 840 in the
Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit, also entitled “Do not Sin against the
Child.” It was delivered as preface to a series of services for children
conducted in the Tabernacle, in the year 1868, by the late Mr. E. Payson
Hammond.


You know how Joseph’s brethren, through envy, sold him into Egypt; and
how ultimately they were themselves compelled to go down into Egypt to
buy corn. When they were treated roughly by the governor of that country,
whom they did not know to be their brother, their consciences smote them,
and they said one to another, “We are verily guilty concerning our brother,
in that we saw the anguish of his soul, who he besought us, and we would
not hear; therefore is this distress come upon us.” While their consciences
were thus accusing them, the voice of their elder brother chimed in, saying,
“Said I not unto you, Do not sin against the child?” From which I gather
that, if we commit sin after being warned, the voice of conscience will be
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all the more condemning, for it will be supported by the memory of
disregarded admonitions, which will revive again, and with solemn voices
say to us, “Said we not unto you, Do not sin against the child?” We who
know what is due to children will be far more guilty than others if we sin
against their souls. Wiser views as to the needs and hopes of the little ones
are now abroad in this world than those which ruled the public mind fifty
years ago, and we shall be doubly criminal if now we bring evil upon the
little ones.


The advice of Reuben may well be given to all grown-up persons, “Do not
sin against the child.” Thus would I speak to every parent, to every elder
brother or sister, to every schoolmaster, to every employer, to every man
and woman, whether they have families or not, “Do not sin against the
child:” neither against your own child, nor against anybody’s child, nor
against the poor waif of the sweet whom they call “nobody’s child.” If you
sin against adults, “do not sin against the child.” If a man must be profane,
let him have too much reverence for a child to pollute its little ear with
blasphemy. If a man must drink, let him have too much respect for
childhood to entice his boy to sip at the intoxicating cup. If there be aught
of lewdness or coarseness on foot, screen the young child from the sight
and hearing of it. O ye parents, do not follow trades which will ruin your
children, do not select houses where they will be cast in evil society, do not
bring depraved persons within your doors to defile them! For a man to lead
others like himself into temptation is bad enough; but to sow the vile seed
of vice in hearts that are as yet untainted by any gross, actual sin, is a
hideous piece of wickedness. Do not commit spiritual infanticide. For
God’s sake, in the name of common humanity, I pray you, if you have any
sort of feeling left, do not play the Herod by morally murdering the
innocents. I have heard that when, in the cruel sack of a city, a soldier was
about to kill a child, his hand was stayed by the little one’s crying out, “O
sir, please don’t kill me; I am so little!” The feebleness and littleness of
childhood should appeal to the worst of men, and restrain them from
sinning against the child.


According to the story of Joseph, there are three ways of sinning against
the child. The first was contained in the proposition of the envious
brothers, “Let us slay him, and we shall see what will become of his
dreams.” “Shed no blood,” said Reuben, who had reasons of his own for
wishing to save Joseph’s life. There is such a thing as morally and
spiritually slaying boys and girls, and here even the Reubens unite with us;
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even those who are not so good as they should be will join in the earnest
protest, “Do not sin against the child, “— do not train him in dishonesty,
lying, drunkenness, and vice. No one among us would wish to do so, but it
is continually done by bad example. Many sons are ruined by their fathers.
Those who gave them birth give them their death. They brought them into
the world of sin, and they seem intent to bring them into the world of
punishment, and will succeed in the fearful attempt unless the grace of God
shall interfere. Many are doing all they can, by their own conduct at home
and abroad, to educate their offspring into pests of society and plagues to
their country. When I see the member of juvenile animals, I cannot help
asking, “Who slew all these?” and it is sad to have for an answer, “These
are mostly the victims of their parents’ sin.” The fiercest boasts of prey will
not destroy their own young, but sin makes men unnatural, so that they
destroy their offspring’s souls without thought. To teach a child a
lascivious song is unutterably wicked; to introduce him to the wine cup is
evil. To take children to places of amusement where everything is
polluting, — where the quick-witted boy soon spies out vice, and learns to
be precocious in it; where the girl, while sitting to see the play, has kindled
within her passions which need no fuel, — to do this is to act the tempter’s
part. Would you poison young hearts, and do them lifelong mischief? I
wish that the guardian of public morals would put down all open impurity;
but if that cannot be, at least let the young be shielded. He who instructs a
youth in the vices of the world is a despicable wretch, a panderer for the
devil, for whom contempt is a feeling too lenient. No, even though thou art
thyself of all men most happened, there can be no need to worry the lambs,
and offer the babes before the shrine of Moloch.


The same evil may be committed by indoctrinating children with evil
teachings. They learn so soon that it is a sad thing to teach them error. It is
a dreadful thing when the infidel father sneers at the cross of Christ in the
presence of his boy, when he utters horrible things against our blessed Lord
in the hearing of tender youth. It is sad to the last degree that those who
have been singing holy hymns in the Sabbath-school should go home to
hear God blasphemed, and to see holy things spit upon and despised. To
the very worst unbelievers we might well say, — Do not thus ruin your
child’s immortal soul; if you are yourself resolved to perish, do not drag
your child downward too.


But there is a second way of sinning against the child, of which Reuben’s
own proposition may serve as an illustration. Though not with a bad
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motive, Reuben said, “Cast him into this pit that is in the wilderness, and
lay no hand upon him.” The idea of many is to leave the child as a child,
and then look him up in after days, and seek to deliver him from
destruction. Do not kill him, but leave him alone till riper years. Do not kill
him, that would be wicked murder; but leave him in the wilderness till a
more convenient season, when, like Reuben, you hope to come to his
rescue. Upon this point I shall touch many more than upon the first. Many
professing Christians ignore the multitudes of children around them, and
act as if there were no such living beings. They may go to Sunday-school
or not; they do not know, and do not care. At any rate, these good people
cannot trouble themselves with teaching children. I would earnestly say
“Do not sin against the child by such neglect.” “No,” says Reuben, “we will
look after him when he is a man. He is in the pit now, but we are in hopes
of getting him out afterwards.” That is the common notion, — that the
children are to grow up unconverted, and that they are to be saved in after
life. They are to be left in the pit now, and to be drawn out by-and-by. This
pernicious notion is sinning against the child. No word of Holy Scripture
gives countenance to such a policy of delay and neglect. Neither nature nor
grace pleads for it. It was the complaint of Jeremiah, “Even the sea
monsters draw out the breast, they give suck to their young ones: the
daughter of my people is become cruel, like the ostriches in the
wilderness.” Let not such a charge lie against any one of us. Our design
and object should be that our children, while they are yet children, should
be brought to Christ; and I ask those dear brothers and sisters here present
who love the Lord not to doubt about the conversion of their little ones,
but to seek it at once with all their hearts. Why should our Josephs remain
in the pit of nature’s corruption? Let us pray the Lord at once to take them
up out of the horrible pit, and save them with a great salvation.


There is yet a third way of sinning against the child, which plan was
actually tried upon Joseph: they sold him, — sold him to the Midianite
merchantmen. They offered twenty pieces of silver for him, and his
brothers readily handed him over for that reward. I am afraid that some are
half inclined to do the same now. It is imagined that, now we have School-
boards, we shall not want Sabbath-schools so much, but may give over the
young to the Secularists. Because the children are to be taught the
multiplication table, they will not need to be taught the fear of the Lord!
Strange reasoning this! Can geography teach them the way to heaven, or
arithmetic remove their countless sins? The more of secular knowledge our
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juveniles acquire, the more will they need to be taught in the fear of the
Lord. To leave our youthful population in the hands of secular teachers will
be to sell them to the Ishmaelites. Nor is it less perilous to leave them to
the seductive arts of Ritualists and Papists. We who love the gospel must
not let the children slip through our hands into the power of those who
would enslave their minds by superstitious dogmas. We sin against the
child if we hand it over to teachers of error.


The same selling of the young Josephs can be effected by looking only to
their worldly interests, and forgetting their souls. A great many parents sell
their children by putting them out as apprentices to men of no character, or
by placing them in situations where ungodliness is the paramount influence.
Frequently, the father does not ask where the boy can go on the Sabbath-
day, and the mother does not inquire whether her girl can hear the gospel
when she gets out; but good wages are looked after, and not much else.
They count themselves very staunch if they draw a line at Roman
Catholics, but worldliness and even profligacy are not reckoned as barriers
in many cases. How many there are of those who call themselves Christians
who sell their daughters in marriage to rich men! The men have no religion
whatever, but “it is a splendid match,” because they move in high society.
Young men and women are put into the matrimonial market, and disposed
of to the highest bidder: God is not thought of in the matter. Thus the rich
depart from the Lord, and curse their children quite as much as the poor. I
am sure you would not literally sell your offspring for slaves, and yet to sell
their souls is by no means less abominable. “Do not sin against the child. “
Do not sell him to the Ishmaelites. “Ah!” say you, “the money is always
handy.” Will you take the price of blood? Shall the blood of your children’s
souls be on your skirts? I pray you, pause awhile ere you do this.


Sometimes, a child may be sinned against because he is disliked. The
excuse for undue harshness and severity is, “He is such a strange child!”
You have heard of the cygnet that was hatched in a duck’s nest. Neither
duck, nor drake, nor ducklings could make anything out of the ugly bird;
and yet, in truth, it was superior to all the rest. Joseph was the swan in
Jacob’s nest, and his brothers and even his father did not understand him.
His father rebuked him and said, “Shall I and thy mother and thy brethren
indeed come to bow down ourselves to thee to the earth?” He was not
understood by his own kin. I should fancy that he was a most
uncomfortable boy to live with, for, when his elder brothers transgressed,
he felt bound to bring unto his father “their evil report.” I doubt not that
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they called him “a little sneak”, though, indeed, he was a gracious child.
His dreams also were very odd, and considerably provoking, for he was
always the hero of them. His brothers called him “this dreamer”, and
evidently thought him to be a mere fool. He was his father’s pet boy, and
this made him even more obnoxious to the other sons. Yes that very child,
who was so despised by his brothers, was the Joseph among them. History
replicates itself, and the difference in your child, which now causes him to
be pecked at, may perhaps arise from a superiority which as yet hasn’t
found its sphere, at any rate, “do not sin against the child” because he is
singular, for he may rise to special distinction. Do not, of course, show him
partiality, and make him a coat of many colors; because, if you do, his
brothers will have some excuse for their envy; but, on the other hand, do
not suffer him to be snubbed, and do not allow his spirit to be crushed.


I have known some who, when they have meet with a little Joseph, have
sinned against him by foolish flattery. The boy has said something rather
good, and then they have set him upon the table so that everybody might
see him, and admire what he had to say, while he was coaxed into
repeating his sage observations. Thus the child was made self-conceited,
forward, and pert. Children who are much exhibited are usually spoiled in
the operation. I think I hear the proud parents say, “Now do see — do see
what a wonderful boy my Harry is! “Yes, I do see; I do see what a
wonderful stupid his mother is. I do see how unwise his father is to expose
his boy to such peril. Do not sin against the child by fostering his pride,
which, as it is an ill weed, will grow apace of itself.


In many cases, the sin is of quite the opposite character. Contemptuous
sneers have chilled many a good desire, and ridicule has nipped in the bud
many a sincere purpose. Beware of checking youthful enthusiasm for good
things. God forbid that you or I should quench one tiny spark of grace in a
lad’s heart, or destroy a single bud of promise! We believe in the piety of
children; let us never speak, or act, or look as if we despised it.


“Do not sin against the child,” whoever you may be. Whether you are
teacher or parent, take care that, if there is any trace of the little Joseph in
your child, even though it be but in his dreams, you do not sin against him
by attempting to repress the noble flame which God may be kindling in his
soul. I cannot just now mention the many, many ways in which we may be
offending against one of the Lord’s little ones; but I would have you
recollect that, if the Lord’s love should light upon your boy, and he should
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grow up to be a distinguished servant of the Lord, your conscience will
prick you, and a voice will say in your soul, “Said I not unto you, Do not
sin against the child.” And if, on the other hand, your child should not
become a Joseph, but an Absalom, it will be a horrible thing to be
compelled to mingle with your lametations the overwhelming
consciousness that you led your child into the sin by which he became the
dishonor of your family. If I see my child perish, and know that he becomes
a reprobate through my ill teaching and example, I shall have to wring my
hands with dread remorse and cry, “I slew my child! I slew my child! and
when I did it, I knew better, but I disregarded the voice which said to me,
‘Do not sin against the child.’”


Now, dear Sunday-school teachers, I will mention one or two matters
which concern you. “Do not sin against the child” by coming to your class
with a chilly heart. Why should you make your children cold towards
divine things? Do not sin against them by coming too late, for that will
make them think that punctuality is not a virtue, and that the Sunday
school is of no very great importance. “Do not sin against the child” by
coming irregularly and absenting yourself at the smallest pretense, for that
is distinctly saying to the child, “You can neglect to serve God when you
please, for you see that this is what I do.” “Do not sin against the child” by
merely going through class routine, without really teaching and instructing.
That is the shadow of Sunday school teaching, and not the substance, and
it is in some respects worse than nothing. “Do not sin against the child” by
merely telling him a number of stories without setting forth the Savior, for
that will be giving him a stone instead of bread. “Do not sin against the
child” by aiming at anything short of his conversion to God through Jesus
Christ the Savior.


And then, you parents, “do not sin against the child by being so very soon
angry. I have frequently heard grown-up people repeat that verse,
“Children, obey your parents in all things.” It is a very proper heart, very
proper text, and boys and girls should carefully attend to it. I like to hear
fathers and mothers preach from it; but there is that other one, you know;
there is that other and, — “Likewise, ye fathers, provoke not your children
to anger, lest they be discouraged.” Do not pick up every little thing
against a good child, and throw it in his or her teeth, and say, “Ah, if you
were a Christian child, you would not do this and you would not do that!”
I am not so sure about that; you who are heads of families do a great many
wrong things yourselves, and yet I hope you are Christians; and if your
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father in heaven we sometimes to be as severe with you as you are with the
sincere little ones when you are out of temper, I am afraid it would go very
hard with you. Be gentle, and kind, and tender, and loving.


At the same time, do not sin against any child by over-indulgence. Spoiled
children are like spoiled fruit, the less we see of them the better. In some
families, the master of the house is the youngest boy, though he is not yet
big enough to wear knickerbockers. He manages his mother, and his
mother, of course, manages his father, and so, in that way, he rules the
whole house. This is unwise, unnatural, and highly perilous to the
pampered child. Keep boys and girls in proper subjection, for they cannot
be happy themselves, nor can you be so, unless they are in their places. Do
not water your young plants either with vinegar or with syrup. Neither use
too much nor too little of rebuke. Seek wisdom of the Lord, and keep the
middle of the way.


In a word, “do not sin against the child,” but train it in the way it should
go, and bring it to Jesus that he may bless it. Cease not to pray for the child
till his young heart is given to the Lord. May the Holy Spirit make you
wise to deal with these young immortals! Like plastic clay, they are on the
wheel. Oh, that he would teach us how to mold and fashion their
characters! Above all, may he put his own hand to the work, and then it
will be done indeed!


GOOD NEWS FROM A FAR COUNTRY


KNOWING full well that many of our readers will “rejoice with us in our
joy,” even as we are sure they would weep with us in sorrow, were we
called upon to endure it, we have determined to lift for a moment the veil
which usually covers our home circle, and introduce them to our fire-side,
while some portions of the letters from our dear son in Australia are being
read. Verily, “goodness and mercy have followed him” every step of the
way he has taken, and the kindness of Christian friends has been displayed
in a marvelous manner. All listeners are eager to hear the pleasant news,
and every now and then you would see, if you were present, the
handkerchief slily steal to the eyes, and you would notice that the voice of
the reader occasionally grows hoarse with emotion, and her eyes are
dimmed by glad tears, as she unfolds page after page of the “manifold”







266


mercy which “his father’s God” has shown to the young sojourner in a
strange land.


By printing any parts of the letters of our own boy we run the risk of being
thought egotistical, and so on; but we had rather suffer under this charge
than be deemed ungrateful, as we fear we shall be if we pass over all in
silence. The brethren in Australia have placed us under everlasting
obligations by their great kindness to the father through the son. We are
overcome by their exceeding goodness, and if we do not mention all their
names it is not because anyone is forgotten, but because the list is too long
to be written.


Our son’s voyage out was speedy, prosperous, and pleasant: companions
few, but occupations many and varied, so that time seems rarely to have
hung heavily on hand. At the request of our esteemed friend, Captain
Jenkins, our son held services every Lord’s-day while on board, and
sometimes amid very much disorder and difficulty, consequent upon being
at sea. Of these services he thus writes: — “I am sure you are very anxious
to know all about Sundays, and I am glad to report pretty favorably of our
Sabbaths on the ocean. The second Sunday on board was anything but a
pleasant day, as far as the weather was concerned, the sea was very rough,
and the rain fell constantly. The bell for church commenced to ring about
half-past ten, and not having far to travel, the audience soon arrived. It was
not an easy task to stand, but after a while I succeeded in wedging myself
between a table and the back of a seat, and presently forgot circumstances
and inconveniences in the glory of my subject. Unfortunately many of my
hearers were not so successful, for their white faces grew whiter every
moment, and at last they were compelled to leave...... I think I may say that
every other Sunday was much more pleasant than the one just described.
The next week we were near the tropics, and enjoyed fine weather. I
determined to have two services. In the evening it was dreadfully hot, but
we had a good time. Sunday, July 15th, is recorded as the happiest Sabbath
spent on board. Both meetings were better attended than ever, and in the
evening there were nearly sixty persons present. When you remember that
there were so many Roman Catholics on board, a band of men “on the
watch,” and many who preferred sleep to service, besides several absentees
through sickness, you will see that this was a most encouraging audience. I
bless the Lord for inclining them to come, for making them so wonderfully
attentive, and for so graciously aiding me in speaking. I spend much time in
making sure of my sermons, for I preach without notes, one reason being
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that at night the lights are turned down on account of the heat. The sailors
came in great force to the meeting, and plainly showed they felt the word,
by hoping for opportunities to hear it in Melbourne. I ought, indeed, to be
thankful for help and blessing on those days. Many a time, despite outward
circumstances, I enjoyed preaching, and have been encouraged often. I feel
sure the seed, though thus ‘cast on the waters,’ must be found again ‘after
many days.’ The 29th July was about our roughest Sunday. With little wind
to steady the ship, the rolling was very considerable and very inconvenient.
During service it was difficult for some to retain their seats and for me to
maintain my post. It, was not easy either to sustain the thread of the
discourse, for swinging trays, and an audience ‘moved’ in anything but a
desirable way, are not conducive to retention of ideas, or expression of
thought. That evening our largest congregation met, and, best of all, the
Lord was there. Yet I cannot disguise the fact that I have felt loneliness to-
day as regards the services. I sadly miss the encouraging looks of eager
listeners at home, and there is a want of life and interest which saddens me,
but I am not cast down about it, for the one great source of aid is with me,
and after all ‘tis welcome trouble if it drive me close to him.’”


Evidently God was teaching his youthful “hands to war and his fingers to
fight,” in anticipation of future battles. Three months preaching to the same
audience amid the rolling of the sea is an admirable preparation for
addressing crowds on shore. The discouragements especially which the
young preacher met with were specially calculated to train him for the far
greater hardness which awaits the good soldier of Jesus Christ. On the 12th
of August, after giving an account of interruptions to the service by the
frequent entrance of a large dog, he thus writes, “I was grieved to see the
audience completely disturbed by the intruder. Rats running across the
saloon and persons passing the doors were further hindrances to worship,
and altogether I certainly stood greatly in need of the help God so
graciously gave.” The last Sunday on board ship he addressed the assembly
from the appropriate text, “So he bringeth them to their desired haven,”
and he says, “Oh, that some who listened would accept Jesus as the true
pilot who brings us to the desired port of peace. Join with me in blessing
God for making Sunday life on board this ship so different to what it often
is, and pray that the word spoken under such circumstances may be
blessed.”


His reception at Melbourne was most gratifying and enthusiastic. On the
pier a crowd of friends awaited him, almost vying with each other as to
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who should claim the young stranger as their guest. “I seemed to keep on
shaking hands,” he says, “and which of the many offered will be my home I
cannot tell, but God seems to be arranging everything most graciously.”
After a brief stay of two or three days at Melbourne with Mr. Wade, of the
Religious Tract Society, who has long been a friend of ours through
correspondence, though unknown by face, he removed to Geelong. To Mr.
Wade and other brethren at Melbourne we all at home render most sincere
thanks. At Geelong Tom took up his quarters with our dear friend and
former student, Mr. Bunning. Here he has met with kindness which stirs
our hearts to their depths. His first sermon in Australia was delivered on
Sunday evening in the chapel of his good friend, Mr. Bunning. He writes,
“I did not intend preaching on my first Sunday ashore, but as I expect to be
at Ballarat next Sabbath, I seized perhaps my only opportunity of helping
our dear brother. We had a grand time, the beautiful chapel was thronged,
and God was in the place. I do not know the number of persons whom I
have seen who knew dear father, or have received benefit from his
sermons. I am overwhelmed with their stories, and it gladdens them to tell
them to me. By this means I believe I have the way open to many hearts in
this colony. I have seen them weep when I spoke, I suppose because of the
recollections that are raised. If God will guide me where I shall go, and tell
me what I shall say, I hope to be able to do great good. God give the
youthful mind prudence and discretion. Yesterday I received a telegram
from Adelaide, ‘Please preach in Town Hall, or Wesleyan Chapel,
Adelaide, October or November. Letter coming.’”


After speaking at a large meeting on behalf of the Young Men’s Christian
Association, the young traveler took a journey to Ballarat, and visited a
gold mine, of which he gives a most interesting description, too long to
insert in this brief paper. Here he preached for Mr. Clarke, another old
student of the Pastors’ College, and we give in his own words the details of
the service. “We had a grand time on Sunday night. Dawson-street Chapel
is a fine building, seating, I suppose, about seven hundred persons. It was
crammed long before service time, and when we commenced the large
platform was crowded, and the pulpit besieged, while all the forms in the
place were in use. We had such a sweet service. The Lord of hosts stood
by my side, and helped me mightily. (2 Chronicles 15:2.) I cannot tell the
number of persons who came to shake hands with me. During the week I
have attended the noonday prayer-meeting and addressed a children’s
class, in which Mr. Clarke takes especial interest, and bade farewell to the
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people at the Wednesday evening meeting. Mr. Clarke has been as kind and
as generous as Mr. Bunning, and Mr. Allen the same, so that I have had the
A B C of kindness.


From Ballarat our son journeyed to Stawell, a mining town about seventy-
six miles from Ballarat. Here again he was initiated into the mysteries of
search for gold in the bowels of the earth, and his amazement seems great
at the difficulties which everywhere attend the discovery of the precious
metal. New friends, fresh hospitalities, and unvarying kindness await the
young voyager. He is feted and made much of, and treated in quite a
princely fashion. How we can ever thank friends for all this we know not,
but two warm hearts feel this kindness very deeply.


Of the services in Stawell, he says, “Sunday up here was a very pleasant
day. I took the morning service in the Baptist chapel, and in the evening
the town hall was crammed; to all appearance it would have been the same
had the space been doubled. We had a blessed meeting. I felt God’s help
most certainly, and the hearing ear was assuredly listening.”


We must pass over a very glowing account which he gives of a day’s picnic
in the Grampian Hills, some thirty miles from Stawell, to follow him back
to Geelong, where, in the society of Mr. Bunning and his people, his
twenty-first birthday was to be spent. Little could he have anticipated the
loving welcome which awaited him, or the splendid gift which liberal hearts
would devise and tender hands bestow on him that day. We will let him tell
in his own words the story of that ever memorable epoch of his life. “I was
glad that my twenty-first birthday should be celebrated at Geelong, but it
never occurred to me that it would be done on so great and magnificent a
scale. No sooner had I risen in the morning than I was presented with a
beautiful pair of slippers from Mrs. Bunning. A new Union Jack waved in
the breeze next door, and a bunch of violets hung over the fence for ‘the
son of John Ploughman.’ A little daughter of one of the deacons came with
good wishes and splendid flowers, and a Mr. V. had previously sent a folio
of Geelong views. I was overwhelmed with kindness. About 10:30 Mr. W.
took us a lovely drive to his house, where there was a feast indeed. A good
many friends, most of whom I had seen before, gave me a hearty welcome.
At dinner the first toast was the Rev. C. H. Spurgeon, and dear mother was
very affectionately remembered by all. Then ‘our’ guest,’ who tried to
reply. [Tom is a life abstainer, and therefore the toasts need shock no
teetotaller, however scrupulous.] The walls were decorated with greenery
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and mottoes, ‘The Lord bless thee and keep thee,’ ‘Many happy returns of
the day,’ etc. were appropriately interspersed. But the half has not been
told you. I learned that there was to be a tea meeting in the evening, but
they tried to keep particulars from me most mysteriously. At length it all
came out. At the tea there were some two hundred persons, and such a tea
I never saw before! The provisions both in quantity and quality proved it to
be something out of the ordinary way, and charming flowers were
numberless. At the after meeting, which was held in the new chapel, there
were about 500 people. The affair had not been made public, except by a
short announcement that got into the papers, nobody knows how. This
paper was, of course, jealously guarded from my sight. Well, as the
newspaper accounts will inform you, I was presented with a gold watch.
Are you not wonder-struck? After the presentation had been made, Mr.
Banning most considerately said, ‘Now we will sing a hymn, to give our
young friend an opportunity of getting himself together.’ I can assure you I
was glad of the pause, and when I did get up I felt all anyhow. I thanked
them as best I could, but remained astonished at their liberality. During the
meeting I was greatly touched by the receipt of a telegram from the Collins
Street Church, in Melbourne, congratulating me, and cordially approving
of the meeting. Was not this kind? Are you not thankful I have found such
good friends out here? How I wish you could have heard the prayers that
were offered up by all of us, especially by dear Mr. Bunning and Mr.
Clarke, at morning and evening worship. Oh that they may be answered for
you and every member of the family. What a thing it is to have a father so
admired and loved!”


All this may be trifling to outsiders, but to us it causes a sort of sinking of
heart that so many people on the other side of the globe should take such
loving interest in our son. He well deserves their confidence; but such
earnest and superabundant kindness, rendered to him for our sake, is too
much. We would gladly express our gratitude by writing privately to each
one of the friends, but when they come to be numbered by the hundred we
must return thanks in another form. These loving deeds have been done in
public, and therefore we must render thanks in public too. Returning to our
dear boy’s letter, we find him telling of a sorrowful parting from his dear
friends at Geelong, and giving an account of some services in Melbourne
itself. He says “Mr. Varley is drawing wonderful crowds, and great good is
being done.” Of his own doings he thus writes: — “Some one told me last
evening that I must give a ‘glowing account’ to you of Sunday evening last
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(Sept. 23), but this would scarcely be within my province, as I was so
prominent in the affair. You will rejoice with me, however, in the fact that I
had another glorious opportunity of preaching the gospel. Albert-street
Baptist church (Mr. Bailhache’s — Thanks also to this good friend.) is
comparatively new, and built in the amphitheater style. The seats rise tier
above tier, and form a semicircle round the pulpit. I have told you how
other places have been crowded, but nothing equaled this. It was with
great difficulty that I gained the vestry, and the pulpit was harder still to
reach. Unfortunately that evening I had a cold, and had not been speaking
five minutes before my voice failed me, and it was a great exertion to
continue. Those who had listened before could plainly tell I was not talking
in my ordinary voice. This was a great drawback, and consequently I did
not get on as well as usual. However, the people seemed pleased, and I
trust were profited.” A week after this painful experience he writes again:
“We have had another very happy Sunday. I preached at Collins-street
Baptist church. I felt at home, and, with the message of freedom through
the Son, it was glorious indeed to speak to so large and attentive an
audience. Yesterday I received an invitation to Dunedin, New Zealand.
Churches here seem to be prospering, I wish I could find time to write an
article for The Sword and Trowel.... God bless you all. My mind now
thinks of every one. Dear home is before me. God bless the inmates, help
father in his work, mother in hers, and all the rest in their different spheres.
I trust this news will make you glad.”


It has made us glad. Will our friends when they read this be so good as to
pray for both our sons: Charles who is working hard in the College, and is
preaching with all his might, and Thomas, who, though preaching and
traveling, is not strong in health. We beg also to be mentioned at the throne
of grace ourselves. C.H. & S.S.


A MESSAGE


TO ALL MINISTERS WHO WERE FORMERLY STUDENTS OF THE


PASTORS’ COLLEGE.


MY DEAR FRIENDS. — You know that “History repeats itself.” This trite
saying has been so well worn lately, that I am almost ashamed to reiterate
it, yet it just came handily into my head as my fingers grasped the pen.
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And, being but a ploughman’s poor wife (not a poor ploughman’s wife,
don’t mistake me), I am glad enough to catch at any stray thought which
may help me in “saying my say,” or give me the faintest possible chance of
clothing my “Message” in some of the “goodly words” which were
Napthali’s promised blessing. We are assured that the old saying is as true
as it is trite, and I am inclined to put it to the test, and see whether at my
bidding the desired repetition will take place. The bright little bit of
“history” which I am very wishful should “repeat itself,” occurred at the
beginning of this present year, when at my request you all wrote to me,
accepting, with great delight, my offer of six volumes of Our President’s
sermons towards the completion of your sets. Ah! what a busy time it was!
And how happy! Your letters came streaming in, their loving words and
hearty good wishes flooding my heart with joy, and almost making me
forget my pain in the sacred pleasure of ministering to your necessities.
One hundred and ninety of you availed yourselves then of the proffered
boon, and assurances of the most grateful and fervent nature have not been
lacking that the Lord’s blessing manifestly accompanied the volumes.
Perchance there is a plentiful spice of selfishness in the longing which now
possesses me for a renewal of this bright spot in my history. These last few
months my work has seemed to lie away from “mine own people,” and I
have sorely missed the tenderness of the mental atmosphere which always
surrounds me when dealing with those loving hearts. Come then, dear
friends, let us mutually comfort and refresh one another as heretofore.
Again I offer you six volumes of the sermons which the Lord has so greatly
blessed, and which I know are most precious and useful to you in your
work for Him. God will be glorified by the gift, if the study and prayerful
perusal of these books should rekindle your zeal, and inflame your love,
and make you more than ever determined to preach nothing but “Christ
and him crucified” to poor perishing souls; and my hands will be
strengthened, and my spirit braced for further work, by the encouragement
and blessing which are sure to return to me from the over-flowing of glad
and grateful hearts. It may not be out of place if I tell you here a choice
little bit of “history” touching these same precious sermons. It came to me
the other day from Ireland; and, after reading it, I think you will join me in
praying that it may “repeat itself” indefinitely. My correspondent writes
thus: “The town in which Mr.___ labors is densely and fiercely Popish, —
the people wholly under the thumb of the priest, — his heel rather, for he
does not scruple to use physical punishment to compel them to do his will!
A Presbyterian shopkeeper, a grocer, tries to do good by means of your
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husband’s sermons. Of course the Romanists dare not buy them. It would
be as much as their salvation is worth to be known to have anything to do
with such heretical publications. But when they come to buy a loaf, this
good grocer wraps it in one of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons, and of course
there is no harm taking it that way! He finds they read it, too, and when
they come back for another loaf, he sees them looking anxiously, though
furtively, to see whether they are going to get another sermon as well! So
they are being circulated and read among these poor people, and who can
tell how God may bless them!” Will you take note of this touching incident,
and remember poor dark Ireland in your prayers for Christ’s sake?
Returning to the business of this letter, I should like, if God spare and
enable me, to begin the New Year with this proposed sweet service for you:
this month I have to prepare and write the “Report” of my work for the
past twelvemonths, and nobody knows how very hard I shall have to
“cudgel” my poor brains to get THAT out of them in anything like a comely
fashion. Letters can be sent to me before January, if any one so please; but,
pending the “cudgelling’ process just spoken of, they must be laid aside,
and await my attention till the commencement of 1878, when, all being
well, I shall with the greatest delight respond to all applications in the order
in which they will have been received. You are aware, dear friends, of my
entire dependence on the Lord for all I need in carrying on the work which
he has given me to do. May I ask you to “speak for me to the King,” when
it shall be well with you; that He would graciously “remember me for
good,” “fulfill all my petitions,” and “give me the desire of my heart” in His
service. Blessed be His name, the “history” of His love, and His grace, and
His faithfulness, “repeats itself,” in one continual song of praise on the lips
of those who have been “redeemed from among men by His blood.” With
hearty Christian love, and delightful anticipations of future service,


Very truly yours, SUSIE SPURGEON.


NOTICES OF BOOKS


The Bible for the World: a Lecture. By the Rev. A. N. SOMERVILLE, D.D.
Morgan and Scott.


IT was a good thought to preserve this almost valedictory speech of Dr.
Somerville, delivered on the eve of his departure to Australia. We have
given elsewhere a lengthy extract, which will show the author’s poetic
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power. The doctor’s mission has been of the utmost service to the southern
world.


Kind Questions; or, “Speaking the Truth in Love.” By A. M. STALKER.
Second Edition. Elliot Stock.


WE hope that this work will always be kept in print. We ought to have a
dozen good manuals of baptism, but there is a sad lack of such books. Mr.
Stalker’s is in every way admirable, and we hope it will go through a score
editions.


By Land and Ocean; or, the Journal and Letters of a Young Girl who went
to South Australia with a Lady Friend, then alone to Victoria, New
Zealand, Sydney, Singapore, China, Japan, and across the Continent of
America Home. By FANNY L. RAINS. Sampson Low and Co.


THIS book scarcely comes within our range, for our review department
mainly deals with religious works, while this is true to its title in keeping to
land and ocean: the writer, however, is “with us,” and therefore might
without difficulty, have risen above her present theme. Miss Rains has gone
round the world all alone, and has returned to interest her family with her
adventures. She has shown marvelous fortitude and common sense, and
has evidently gone about with her eyes open, and therefore her book will
command readers. She has a flowing style, and a pen which we hope will
be used again. The favorite expressions of young ladies occur pretty often,
but then the writer is a young lady, and as kind and good, and withal as
brave a young lady as we know. Those who want to know how the world
looks to an “unprotected female,” who is not of an uncertain age, but very
young and full of spirit, will find their desires fulfilled if they read “By Land
and Ocean.”


The Flowers and Fruits of Sacred Song and Evangelistic Hymns. Edited
by VERNON J. CHARLESWORTH and J. MANTON SMITH. Prefatory note by
C. H. SPURGEON. Passmore and Alabaster.


THE penny edition of this hymn-book will be very suitable for gospel
services, and the shilling edition, with the music, will be welcomed in the
family as well as in the choir. Both books are marvelously cheap. Intended
for the use of our evangelists, Messrs. Clarke and Smith, they will, we
trust, commend themselves to other leaders of congregational singing. Mr.
Charlesworth, of our Orphanage, is both poet, composer, and singer, and
therefore is eminently calculated to edit the work with Mr. Smith. If our
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readers buy the shilling edition with music they will find some beautiful
new pieces and the best of the old ones.


Christmas Carols. Music and Words arranged by W. H. Essex, Organist.
Religious Tract Society.


A MIRACULOUS pennyworth. We ought to have carols enough next
Christmas. Here are more than a score, with the music in the tonic sol-fa,
for a penny. How is it done ?


The Sunday School Teacher’s Pocket Book and Diary for 1878. Sunday
School Union.


WE have for years found this a very handy pocket-book, and feel sure that
to teachers it must be of great service.


The Baptist Magazine fights its way gallantly under difficulties. The
General Baptist is full of vigor. The Gospel Magazine contains good
spiritual matter, but is at times rather prosy. The Baptist Messenger is a full
pennyworth. The King’s Highway means well, but to our mind it ministers
more to spiritual pride than to true holiness. The Appeal is a very useful
halfpenny periodical for general distribution: at fifty for a shilling the back
numbers make good readable tracts. The Presbyterian Monthly only began
in November, price 6d. It represents orthodoxy, and has its armor on, and
its sword drawn. We hope it will outlive the enemy it defies.


Devon’s Theology. By a Ploughboy. Or, A Voice from the Downs of
Freshwater. Printed for the Author.


THIS is a comment upon the catechism of the Council of Trent, principally
with a view to show that Romanism, with all its pretensions to infallibility,
has not always been the same. The ploughboy is quite capable of reasoning
with Romanism if Romanism would listen to reason, but if it will not, he
fighteth as one that beateth the air, and so wastes his own strength without
producing any effect upon others.


NOTES.


FIRST and foremost, — Christmas day at the Orphanage. We have had
very particular and special injunctions not to forget a little bit in the
magazine, to beg our friends to provide the roast beef and plum pudding,
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oranges, and so on, so that the orphans may have a high day at Christmas.
Of course the boys see no reason why the festivities of the season should
ever be forgot; and we confess that we see eye to eye with them in the
grand doctrine, that as Christmas comes but once a year, our friends will be
sure to remember it. Does not the president dine with all the matrons and
the masters, and the boys, and when he comes there shall the cupboard be
bare ? Now is the time to replenish the general funds of the Orphanage,
and we hope it will be done so well, that when the president is away on the
Continent he may not have one careful thought, or be like the old lady in
the shoe, feeling that he has so many children he does not know what to
do. Special gifts for Christmas should be accompanied by the information
that they are so designed, as they go to a separate account.


NOV. 9. — Our young friends, the Collectors, had a happy evening at the
Orphanage. It was quite a family gathering. We wish many more would
take cards, to be brought in next March, when we hope to have another
evening together. The boys of the Orphanage were all made very happy by
good Mr. Lobb, who sent them each a copy of his “Uncle Tom.” Thank
you, Mr. Lobb, for this and many other kind acts. What with this
presentation, and the bell-ringers, and the boys’ mimic drum and fife band,
and the fireworks, which some friends gave us, we were a very merry party
of young folks; and we hope next March to be equally so, if we are alive
and well. So let the boys and girls collect, and then bring in their moneys
for the orphans.


NOV. 11. — This day the Tabernacle was open to all comers; but the night
was as dreary, windy, and wet as can be well conceived. Notwithstanding
the boisterous weather the house was filled by a congregation mostly of
men, and the Lord was with the Word.


NOV. 14. — We had great delight in opening a new chapel at Streatham,
which has been presented by the sons of our late friend, Mr. Caleb Higgs,
as a memorial of their departed father. What better form can be given to a
monument ? It is precisely such as our departed friend would have
approved. Here is an example for others. The chapel is a remarkably
beautiful specimen of the taste and common sense of our deacon, Mr.
William Higgs, who carried out the work.


NOV. 19. — This day was spent as a day of prayer by the church at the
Tabernacle. There were four gatherings. The first from 7 to 9 was for the
early risers; the second from 12 to 2 enabled many to sanctify the dinner
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hour; the third from 4 to 6 gave an opportunity to persons of leisure; and
then from 7 to 9 we welcomed the members of the other Baptist churches
in our district, with whom we united in prayer and breaking of bread.
Owing to the extremely bad weather our meetings were smaller than usual,
but in the evening, when the rain had ceased, the number assembled far
exceeded any previous occasion. The Lord was with us, prayer was
wrought in us by the Spirit was heard and will yet more fully be answered.


COLLEGE. — Mr. Paige has accepted the pastorate at Truro, and Mr.
Coller leaves us for Melbourne, owing to feeble health. We commend him
to the churches there. More young men than usual are offering themselves
to the College just now with the view of becoming missionaries. We have
as many as we think it wise to take upon the funds, but this does not seem
to keep the men back, for quite a number have come forward who offer to
support themselves. The missionary spirit is increasing, and will, we trust,
continue to seize upon gracious men and women. Last month we were in
error in mentioning Miss Kemp as in membership at the Tabernacle, she
belongs to the Baptist church at Rochdale. So many of that beloved family
have been with us for a season that we reckoned her still as ours. May
many young ladies be moved to follow her noble example, and devote
themselves and their all to the service of the Lord.


COLPORTAGE. — The secretary bewails the fact that we have an offer of
part support for twenty new men, but the amounts needful to meet the
offer are not forthcoming. Shalt God’s work be hindered for lack of the
gold which is in the possession of his own children? Colporteurs can at
once be appointed to some twenty places, on application to Mr. W. Corden
Jones, the College, Temple-street, Newington. He will be happy to furnish
terms. Men who volunteer for Colportage work should apply to the same
person.


Our notes are short this month, for we have placed some matters in the
magazine as little articles which else would have figured here. Perhaps we
have occupied too much space in that way, but the last month of the year is
a sort of clearing up time; we hope to do better in January.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by J. A. Spurgeon: — November 1st,
twenty-one; November 15th, nine.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD OF COMBAT WITH SIN AND OF LABOR FOR THE
LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1878.


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with those
that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the work, and


with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders, every one had his
sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he that sounded the


trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17, 18.
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PREFACE.


AS we close the fourteenth volume of The Sword and the Trowel we also
complete the first twenty-five years of our ministry in London. How swiftly
time has fled, and how like a dream the retrospect appears! Yet it has been
no dream, but a blessed and wonderful reality, for which may the name of
the Lord be magnified.


Twenty-five years ago we began this work for the Lord with a slender
handful of friends, so slender, indeed, that it is easy enough to make a list
of them. A few poor, godly people were the nucleus of the present great
host. They were, however, as good as they were few. Having been for
some years discouraged and disappointed, they were delivered from all
unpractical squeamishness, and were ready to join heartily with their young
leader in an effort for restoring their church and increasing the kingdom of
Christ. Prayer was made unto God without ceasing for prosperity, and the
prosperity came suddenly, like the bursting of a great rain cloud, but it did
not pass away, or even abate. Year alter year there was still the sound of
abundance of rain. The feeble folk at New Park-street soon felt strong
enough to attempt an aggressive work by holding services at Exeter Hall,
and, when this turned out to be more than a success, future progress was
forced upon them rather than selected by them. From Exeter Hall to the
Surrey Gardens, and from the Surrey Gardens to the Metropolitan
Tabernacle has been an advance in which there has been the freest action of
simple faith and honest common sense, and yet those who have been
behind the scenes know that there has really been no choice at all, but the
Lord has shut his servants up to one way and one method, and all they
have had to do has been to go forward in his strength.


College, Orphanage, Colportage Association, Society of Evangelists, might
any one of them be regarded as works of Christian inventiveness, but it
would be by far the smaller half of the truth to view them from that point
of view. These enterprises have succeeded each other by a natural rule and
order of Providence as inevitably as the links of a chain follow each other.
We have heard kind friends speak of “genius for organization” and “great
practical common sense” as abiding in the leader of these various works for
the Lord; but, indeed, it would be far nearer the truth to say that he
followed with implicit, and almost blind, confidence what he took to be the
intimations of the divine will, and hitherto these intimations have proved to
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be what he thought them. At the close of twenty-five years we see a vast
machinery in vigorous operation, in. better working condition than ever it
was; and, as to means and funds, perfectly equipped, although it has no
other resources than “My God shall supply all your need, according to his
riches in glory by Christ Jesus.” Gratitude bows her head, and sings her
own song to her Well-beloved, to whom it belongs. What are we to see in
the years which remain to us? It is not ours to supply an answer. Few and
feeble the years may be which shall complete our pilgrimage here below.
They may be but as seven lean kine, which shall eat up the fat kine that
have gone before. Let the reader pray that such a wretched supposition
may not be realized. Otherwise may we read the lines of destiny. According
to the riches of his mercy our Lord will fulfill the promise, “Thou shalt see
greater things than these”: and if spared for another quarter of a century
each branch of the work will be stronger, the whole enterprise far more
widely developed, and many new ends and objects hitherto unattempted
will have been carried out to the glory of God.


At any rate, with all our heart we thank the thousands of friends who have
helped us during these twenty-five years. Our chief gratitude is due to the
Most High; to him be it paid: but it would by no means be pleasing in his
sight that we should be ungrateful to those of his friends and servants who
have been our fellow-helpers. What could we have done alone? We are the
debtor of all. There have been the regular contributors with their small
amounts coming in constantly; these have been sweet as daily bread. There
have been the occasional donors whose gifts have been special thank-
offerings of mercies received; these have been pleasant dainties. And there
have been the brethren, true stewards of the Lord, who every year in
dividing out their substance have made an item of each branch of our work,
and have sent us large sums, so that the cause of God might not lack; these
have been royal providers. Upon helpers of all sorts may the dew of the
Lord descend; may they have their full share of the comfort which cometh
of doing good. We should be willing, personally, to surrender our own
portion of the pleasure if we could send it on to some heavy-hearted
subscriber who needs good cheer at this moment.


Brother, if you have helped by the College to teach many a young Apollos
the way of God more perfectly; or if in the Orphanage you have provided
for the widow and the fatherless; or if by the Book Fund you have helped
the impoverished servant of God; or by the Colportage have joined in
sending pure literature into the dark spots of your own country; or by the
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Society of Evangelists have enabled the earnest proclaimer of the gospel
with his silver trumpet to sound out the word of life — if you have helped
in any one or all of these works, let us rejoice together; let us give a grip of
hearty fellowship, and with a song in our mouth and a prayer on our
tongue let us go on our way till the end shall be.


C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


JANUARY, 1878


THE VOICES OF OUR DAYS


A MEDITATION FOR THE NEW YEAR. BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“I said, Days should speak, and multitude of years should teach wisdom.” —
Job 32:7.


IN the discussion between Job and his three friends Elihu was present, but
though by far the wisest man he remained quiet. Sometimes a still tongue
proves a wise head. In our text he gives his reason for refraining from
speech. He felt inclined to deliver his mind, but being the younger man he
modestly said “These gray-headed men ought to know better than I.
Perhaps if I speak I shall display my ignorance, and they will say, ‘Be
silent, boy, and let your fathers teach you.’“ Therefore he said to himself,
“Days should speak, and multitude of years should teach wisdom.”


Elihu had, however, been disappointed. His words plainly say that he had
heard but little wisdom from the three ancients, and he added, “Great men
are not always wise, neither do the aged understand judgment.” He was
not the only man who has been disappointed when looking to his seniors
for wisdom, for it is a sorrowful truth that the lapse of years will not make
us wiser apart from the grace of God. Though width the teaching of the
Holy Spirit every year’s experience will make the Christian riper, yet
without that teaching it is possible that each year may make a man, not
more ripe, but more rotten. Among all sinners the worst are those who
have been longest at the trade; and among saints he is not always the best
who has lived long enough to grow cold. We have known some exhibit
ripeness of experience in their very youth through divine teaching, and by
growing on the sunny side of the wall of fellowship; while others who have
been far longer on the tree are still sour, because they hang out of the
blessed sunlight of the divine presence, in the cool shade of worldliness.
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You cannot measure a man’s wisdom by the baldness of his head, or the
grayness of his hair; and yet if the Spirit of God were with us to sanctify
each day’s experience it ought to be so. “Days should speak, and multitude
of years should teach wisdom.”


This. then, is our new year’s theme — the teaching of our years as they
pass over our heads. What are we learning from them?


Our first remark shall be that DAYS HAVE A VOICE. Elihu said, “Days
should speak.” Every day, as a day, has its own lesson. “Day unto day
uttereth speech, and night unto night sheweth knowledge.” The sun never
breaks upon the earth without light of a superior order for those who have
intelligence, and especially for those who have the Holy Spirit. For
instance, the mere fact of our beginning another day teaches us to adore
the mercy which kept us alive when the image of death was on our faces
during the night, An extraordinary mercy indeed: for sleep is near akin to
death, and waking is a rehearsal of the resurrection. When the day begins it
tells us that God has already provided us with mercies, for there are our
garments ready to put on, and there too is the morning meal. Each day in
its freshness seems to hint that the Lord would have us attempt somewhat
new for him, or to push forward with that which we have already
commenced, or to draw nearer to him than we have ever been before. The
Lord calls us to learn more of him, to become more like him, to drink more
fully into his love, and to show forth that love more clearly. Every hour of
the day teaches us its own lesson, and till the shadows fall the voices speak
to us if we have ears to hear. Night, too, has its teaching. Does it not bid us
pray the Lord to draw a curtain over the day and hide the sin of it, even as
he draws the curtain across the sky, and makes it more easy for us to fall
asleep? Do we not delight, as we go to our beds, to ask to be unclothed of
all our sins, even as we are stripped of our garments, and should we not
pray to be prepared to fall asleep, and lie in our last bedchamber, till the
everlasting morning breaks upon us and we put on our glory robes? Did we
but exercise sanctified thought, each day would bring its precious dower of
wisdom, and make us better acquainted with the Lord.


What a message do our Sabbath-days bring to us! To those who toil all the
week long the light of the Lord’s-day seems fairer and fresher than that of
any other day. A person at Newcastle who had a house to let took an
applicant for it to the top of his house, spoke of the distant prospect, and
added, “We can see Durham cathedral on a Sunday.” “On Sunday,” said
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the listener, “and pray why not on a Monday?” “Why,” said he, “because
on the week-days great furnaces and pits are pouring forth their smoke,
and we cannot see so far; indeed, we can scarcely see at all; but when the
fires are out our view is wide.” Is not this a true symbol of our Sabbath-
days when we are in the Spirit? The smoke of the world no more beclouds
the heavens, and we see almost up to the golden gates. Such days do
speak, indeed, and tell us of the rest which remaineth. They sing in our ears
with soft and gentle voice, and tell us that we shall not always need to bow
like galley slaves, tugging at the our of this world’s work, but may even
now look up to the place where our home awaits us, and the weary are at
rest. These peaceful Lord’s-days call us away to the top of Shenir and
Hermon, whence we may view the land of our inheritance. They cry to us,
“Come up higher.” They beckon us to commune with “him whom, having
not seen, we love; in whom, though now we see him not, yet believing, we
rejoice with joy unspeakable and full of glory.” All days speak, but
Sabbath-days speak best, — they are orators for God! These resurrection
days, these days of the Son of man, these have angel voices. he that hath
ears to hear let him hear.


While each day speaks, some days have peculiar voices. Days of joy speak,
and bid us bless the Lord and magnify his name. Days of sorrow speak and
cry, “Depart ye, depart ye, this is not your rest, for it is polluted.” Days of
communion with God speak, saying, “Abide with me”; and days of lost
communion cry in warning, “Are the consolations of God small with thee?
Is there any secret thing with thee?” Days of health say, “Whatsoever thy
hand findeth to do, do it with thy might”; and days of sickness say, “In the
day of adversity consider.” Each day, whether bright or dim, clear or
cloudy, festive or desolate, has its own tone and modulation, and speaks its
message. Some of these days are great preachers, and from them we have
learned more than in months before. Solemn days of decision when sins
have been abandoned, joyous days of manifestation when Christ has been
precious., triumphant days of victory in which God has been exalted —
these speak indeed, and like prophets claim a hearing in the name of the
Lord. Whether common or special, each day is to us a new page of sacred
history, a new window into the truth, another halting place in the march to
the celestial city.


Here let us add that all our days have had a voice to us. There were
youthful days, and we thought they said, “Rejoice, O young man, in thy
youth, and we listened all too eagerly; yet we misunderstood those voices.
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Had we hearkened to the end of their sermon we should have heard them
say, “But know that for all this God will bring thee into judgment.” To
some of us our youthful days were full of blessed teaching, for they called
us to seek him early in whom we have rejoiced and found our all in all.
Days of middle life have a voice, which we hear as we buckle on our
harness for stern fight, and find but little space for rest, and none for self-
congratulation. What do these days say to us but “Work while it is day, for
the night cometh when no man can work.” Those gray hairs scattered upon
our brows warn us that our sun will not remain at noon for long. I hear a
voice which cries to me, “Quick! quick! quick! The night cometh.” As to
those later days, to which our text more pointedly alludes, they say to you,
dear brothers and sisters, who have reached them, “Make sure work for
eternity. Hold time loosely. Lay hold on eternal life.” The declining
strength, the teeth long gone, the limbs trembling, the eyes needing the
optic glass to aid them, the hair snowy with many winters — all these are
messages of which the purport is, “Be ye also ready, for the Bridegroom
cometh.” Knowing our frailty, each day sounds in my ear the trumpet call,
“Boot and saddle. Up and away. Linger no longer. Press on to the battle.”
One of the loveliest sights in the world is an aged believer waiting for the
summons to depart. There is a lovely freshness in the green blade; the
bloom upon the ripening corn is also fair to look upon, but best of all we
delight in the golden ears drooping down from very weight of ripeness,
expectant of the sickle and the harvest home. We have some among us
who are so lovely in their lives and heavenly in their conversation that they
seem like shining ones, who have lingered here a little late; they ought to
be in heaven, but in mercy to us they tarry here to let us see what the
glorified are like. I have heard of stray sunbeams, and these are such. It is
well when our old age is such a voice from heaven, but with the
unconverted man or woman how different are all things! To them we must
tenderly but faithfully give warning. “You must soon die. The young may
die, but you must: you know you must. Be wise, therefore, and prepare to
meet your God.” The eleventh hour with iron tongue calls to you, hear it,
or you will have to hear it sound your condemnation for ever.


Our days all have a voice, and those which mark the different stages of our
life and the flight of time have voices which demand special attention.
Birthdays, as often as they come, have a chiding voice, if we are lingering
and loitering; and they have also a voice appealing to us for gratitude for
years of mercy past. They have a voice calling to us for more strenuous
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exertions, and bidding us draw nearer to God than before. There is always
a buoyancy and gladness about the first days of the year, they speak of
thankfulness, and call us to devote ourselves anew to God, and seek new
grace to make the coming year more holy than the past. The dying hours of
the last day of the year are well kept as a watch, for by their fewness we
see their preciousness. There are also last days to a lift; and it will depend
upon what that life is whether they will be rang out with joyous peals or
knelled with despair. Let days speak, then, for they have much to say to us.


The next thing in our text is, that INCREASING YEARS SHOULD INCREASE


OUR WISDOM — “multitude of years should teach wisdom.” A man ought
not to be at this moment; as foolish as he was twelve months ago. He
should be at least a little wiser. Christian men ought to learn several things
by the lapse of years.


We ought to learn to trust less to ourselves. Self-confidence is one of the
commonest faults of the young: they judge themselves to be better than
their fathers, and capable of great things. Untried strength always appears
to be greater than it is. For a man to trust himself in the beginning of his
Christian career is very unwise, for Scripture warns him against it; but for
him to trust himself after he has been twenty or thirty years a Christian is
surely insanity itself — a sin against commonsense. If we have spent only a
few years in the Christian life, we ought to have learned, from slips, and
follies, and failures, and ignorances, and mistakes, that we are less than
nothing. The college of experience has done nothing by way of instructing
us if it has not taught us that we are weakness itself. To rest upon yourself,
or upon any particular virtue which you possess, or upon any resolution
which you have formed, is vanity itself. Brother, has that spider’s thread
already failed you so many times, and do you still call it a cable? Has reed
after reed broken beneath you, and do you still rest on them as though they
were bars of iron? Are you an aged Christian, and yet self confident?
Surely this cannot be.


Age should teach every man to place less and less confidence in his fellow
men. I do not mean that we are to lose that legitimate confidence which we
should place in our fellow Christians, and in the moral integrity of those we
have tried and proved, but I refer to that carnal confidence which makes
flesh its arm: this should be cured by age. When we begin the Christian life
we are like feeble plants needing a support. We cling to our minister, and
everything he says is gospel; or we follow some superior person, and place
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our admiring confidence in him. Alas! it often happens that helpers fail, and
unless we have in the meantime learned to do without them the
consequences may be very serious. In the course of time I think most
Christians had their idols among men broken before their eyes. They at one
time said, “If such a man were to fall, I should think that there was no truth
in Christianity;” but they have learned better now. God will not have us
make idols of his saints or ministers, and years prove to us that those are
cursed who trust in man; but he is blessed that trusteth in the Lord.


We ought to learn, again, that there is no depending upon appearances.
Have you not found out, as far as you have now gone, that the direst
calamity that ever overtook you was our greatest mercy? And have you not
found that what you thought would have been a choice blessing would
really have been a terrible danger to you if it had been bestowed? You have
judged the Lord by the outward manifestation of his providence according
to your folly; have you not now learned to believe in his tried fidelity, and
to trust him at all times, let him do what he may? In this, age should
instruct us. We ought not to be afraid because the day is cloudy, but
remember that, if there were no clouds there would be no rain, and it no
rain, no harvests. Surely it is time that we had done judging each inch of
time by itself, and began to see things upon a broader scale. We should
neither be too much depressed nor too exultant, because of our immediate
present condition, if we knew that things are not what they seem.


Years also should teach us greater reliance upon the divine faithfulness. It
ought every day to be easier for a Christian to trust in God. The young
believer is like a young swimmer who, for the first time, feels his feet off
the bottom, and scarcely knows what will become of him; but the old
swimmer feels like a fish in its native element, and he is not afraid of
drowning. The little waves which, in his boyhood, he thought would
swamp him, he takes no notice of whatever, and even if huge billows roll
he mounts them like a sea bird. Oh, it is a grand thing to be established in
the faith, grounded and settled, so as to be able to say, “Therefore will we
not fear, though the earth be removed.’ So it ought to be with us. “Days
should speak, and multitude of years should teach wisdom.”


 And truly, dear friends, we ought to attain a deeper insight into the things
of God, as every year rolls over our heads. The conversation of mature
Christians is always very delightful. Young Christians sparkle most, at old
Christians are diamonds of the first water. You shall get good fruit from a
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young and earnest Christian, but it lacks the mellowness and full flavor of
the ripe believer. I love to talk with aged Christians, even when they are
uneducated people. Many holy women may be met with among the poor of
the church who know a world of sound divinity; and if you will but listen
to them you will be surprised. They do not deal in theories; they tell you
matters of fact. They do not explain points like the school men, but they
illustrate by their experience what else seemed dark. They have been
instructed by living near to God, by feeding upon truth, by lying in Jesus’
bosom like the poor man’s ewe lamb, which did eat of his bread and drink
of his cup: this makes men wise unto salvation, and, in such cases, years
sanctified by grace teach them wisdom.


I shall have to speak long if I have to show in what respects Christians
ought to grow wiser. They ought to grow wiser with regard to themselves
— to be more watchful against their besetting sins, more intent in that
particular department of service for which they find themselves most
qualified. They ought to be wiser towards Satan, more aware of his
devices, and of the times when he is likely to assail them. They ought to
learn how to work better with others; to manage more easily people with
queer tempers; to get on better with those who are under them, or with
them, or above them. They should be learning how to deal with trembling
sinners, with hard hearts, and with tender consciences; with backsliders,
with mourners, and the like. In fact, in all things every year we ought to be
more fully equipped; and, under the blessing of God’s Spirit, years should
teach us wisdom.


Brethren, we ought to learn, if we remember who it is that has been
teaching us, if we are Christians. It is the Holy Ghost himself. If your boy
goes to a school two or three years, and does not make progress, you do
not feel satisfied with the master. Now, you cannot, in this case, blame the
teacher. Let the pupil take much blame to himself then. “Days should
speak, and multitude of years should teach wisdom,” since the Holy Ghost
dwells in us who are converted to God. Let us remember how sweetly he
has taught us by means of the choicest mercies. They used to teach their
children the alphabet in the olden times by giving them A B C on pieces of
gingerbread, and when the boy knew his letter he ate the gingerbread for a
reward. That is very like the way in which we have been taught doctrine: it
has been sweet to us, and we have learnt it by feasting upon it. I know it
has been so with me. The mercy of God has been a divine instructor to my
soul. “Thy gentleness,” says one of old, “has made me great.” With such







289


sweet teaching, kind teaching, loving teaching, forbearing teaching, we
ought to have learned something in all these years.


And then, sometimes, how sharply the Holy Ghost has taught us. I have
heard say that boys do not learn so well now, because the rod is so little
used. I should not wonder; but in God’s school the rod never has been put
aside. Some of us do not go long without a stroke or two; and if you have
been very much tried and troubled, and yet have not learned, my dear
brother, my dear sister, what can be done with you? What with all this
smarting, with all this sickness, with all these losses and crosses, and yet no
profiting? O vine, with all this pruning, are there so few clusters? O land,
with all this ploughing and harrowing, is there so slender a harvest? Let us
mourn before God that it should be so. And let us remember again how
much teaching we have had front the ministry, under the blessing of God’s
Holy Spirit. I should not wonder if some Christians do not profit, because
their Sabbaths are very dreadful days to them. All the week they are hard at
work, and on Sunday there is nothing to feed upon in what they hear, and
they come home from public worship dissatisfied and troubled. Now, if
your souls have been fed, — if you have often said, “Surely, God was in
this place, and I knew it,” and you have gone home with your souls fed
with the finest of the wheat, should there not be some wisdom to show for
it? Consider the position which some of you occupy as teachers of others,
as heads of families and instructors If you do not learn, how are you to
teach? And if there is no learning with you, you cannot wonder if your
scholars make no progress under your instructions. With God as our
teacher, if we do not learn we cannot blame others if they do not learn
from us who are but men and women. May God grant that instead of losing
time in frivolities, or “killing time” as the world calls it, we may seek to
increase in the knowledge of God and in likeness to Jesus, so that every
day we may be better heirs of heaven.


My last word shall be a short one, and it is this: according to my text,
THOSE WHO HAVE WISDOM SHOULD COMMUNICATE IT TO OTHERS. “I
said, days should speak” — not be silent, “and multitude of years should
teach wisdom;” that is to say, those who have days and multitude of years
should try to teach the younger folks what they know. Now, it is a fault
with some of our brethren that they do not teach us young people enough.
They are too quiet. I should not like them to die and go to heaven without
having told us all they know: and yet when a venerable saint is buried who
has been very reticent in speech, and has never used his pen, what a mint of
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teaching is buried with him! It always seems to me to be a pity that
anything should be lost through the hand of death; it should rather be a
gain. There are some of us who have. told people all we know, and we are
always repeating it, so that if we die no secrets will sink into oblivion; but
there are others of the opposite sort, a great deal goes into them, and there
must be a. deal of wisdom in them, for none ever comes out. Doubtless
many believers have been walking with God and enjoying the means of
grace for so long a time that they are quite able to teach others, but they
are of small service to us because they are so retiring. I never like to see a
Christian like an old-fashioned money-box, into which you put the money,
but from which you cannot get it out again unless you break the box. It
ought not to be so. Does not our Savior tell us that the well of water in us
is to become rivers of water streaming out from us? As we receive we
should give. The more we learn the more we should teach; and if God
teaches us it is because he expects us to instruct others.


Now, brethren, I presume to speak to those who are older than I am. Try
and teach somebody, dear brethren; ask yourselves how did you learn what
you know? You were taught. Return the blessing by teaching somebody
else. You were taught. Did your mother teach you? Are you a mother
yourself? Then teach your own children. Did you learn from your father?
Then, father, be not ungenerous to your family. Hand on the inheritance:
what your father gave you, pass on to your sons, that they may teach the
same to their heirs. Or did you learn from a Sunday-school teacher? Be a
Sunday-school teacher yourself, and teach the rising generation. Remember
that according as you have ability you are a debtor to the church of God,
by whose means you received the truth, and to the church of God pay
back, in the shape of instrumentality, the teaching which you have received
by teaching those around you.


Note, next, that you are bound to do it, for without this the truth cannot be
propagated in the land. There is not a tree that stands at this moment
leafless and bare in the winter’s blast but what has within itself preparation
for casting its seed into the earth next year. Take off a bud, and you will
find concealed within it the flower and everything preparatory for the
creation of another tree like itself when the fullness of time shall come. The
violet and the foxglove in the bank are waiting for the time to cast seed
abroad, that the species may be continued on the face of the earth, each
after its kind. In like fashion should each believer, by making known the
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truth of God, secure a succession of the faithful among men. Are those of
ripe years among us attending to this as they should?


Again, remember that the devil is always teaching, and his servants are
always busy. When the sons of Belial invent some new blasphemy their lips
ache to tell it. Let but a loose song be sung in any music hall in London,
and before many hours it will have a thousand voices occupied with it. The
devil has his missionaries ready to teach iniquity wherever they go, and
they neither lack for zeal nor courage. And shall Satan have such busy
servants and Christ’s cause languish for want of agents? God forbid! If you
have learned a great truth, go and tell it. If you have found out something
that is fresh to you, concerning the Lord and his love, do not wait till the
morning light, but tell it at once. If you have found the Savior, tell about
him; tell about him; tell about him with all your might whenever you have
opportunity, and spread abroad the gladsome news of his salvation.
Remember that to tell to others what you have known is often the very best
way of deepening and increasing your own knowledge. Holy occupation is
one of the most important things for our spiritual health. If you see a
church sinking low the last persons to leave that church are the Sunday-
school teachers, and others, who are practically occupied with serving
God; and the first to go are those fluffy professors who are neither use nor
ornament, but cling to a church like dust to your coat. Very largely will
you find that, in proportion as you serve Christ, Christ will serve you;
therefore seek you to feed his lambs, and he will feed you.


At the beginning of this year I would urge each one of you to say, “Cannot
I make next year better than this? Can I not pray more, believe more, love
more, work more, give more, and be more like Christ?” Was last year an
improvement upon 1876? Whether it was so or not, let 1878 be an advance
upon 1877. It ought to be, for it is a year which lieth somewhat nearer
heaven than its predecessors. If you have lived up till now without a
Savior, end that dangerous state. Listen to the gospel message — “Believe
and live.” Ere New Year’s Day is over look unto Jesus Christ, and be
saved. He will have glory and then shalt have happiness, and thus shall you
begin aright another year of our Lord, and his Holy Spirit will make it to
you a year of grace.
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NOTES


CHRIST ALL AND IN ALL. A DISCUSSION ON THE PERSON
AND WORK OF CHRIST. BY TWO BROTHERS. ELLIOT


STOCK.


A VERY excellent little book to give to young people of Socinian
tendencies. The arguments used appear to be fair and conclusive, though,
like the most of such dialogues, the discussion is necessarily all on one
side, and one wanders what the Unitarian could or would have said if he
had been well drilled in Socinian reasoning. Whatever he might have said
would not have destroyed the force of the statements on the right side, and
therefore the book is quite as well as it is.


THE TEMPTATION IN THE WILDERNESS; OR, THE CONFLICT
AND VICTORY OF THE SON OF MAN. BY E. REEVES PALMER,


M.A. JOHN SNOW AND CO.


MR. PALMER has handled his subject as a devout and thoughtful man
would do, and the result is an able treatise. We do not, however, care for
speculations as to whether the human soul of Christ was in his earlier days
conscious of its union with his Deity. It is a question which was originally
started by a certain foolish and presumptuous unbelief, which went the
length of asserting that our Lord was not divine till his baptism; and to
meet this it is proposed to concede that he may not as man have known his
own Deity. Faith would never have raised the point, and is instinctively
shocked at the concession proposed. It is to deprive the sacred manhood of
all reason, and almost of consciousness, to conceive that it was not aware
of its union in one person with the Divine Word. We wish good men would
not rush in where angels fear to tread. The high mystery of our Lord’s
nature is not a fit subject even for devout speculation, for the line of
reverence is so soon overpast. We have indicated a fly in the pot of
ointment, but there is sweet ointment left after all.
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INSPIRED ETHICS: BEING A REVISED TRANSLATION AND
TOPICAL ARRANGEMENT OF THE BOOK OF PROVERBS. BY


JOHN STOCK, LL.D. ELLIOT STOCK.


IN this fashion the Proverbs may be more handy for reference, but we
scarcely think that there will be much demand for the work. The
arrangement is elaborate, and must have involved much careful thought,
but we like the Proverbs best as they are.


NOTES


AT the time for making up the magazine Mr. Spurgeon is completely laid
aside and in a condition of pain which prevents his doing anything: hence
the notes are few and rough.


EVANGELISTS. We have an excellent report from our friend Mr. Anderson
of Reading: — “Our brethren Messrs. Clarke and Smith have been in
Reading and the surrounding neighborhood for three weeks. You will
doubtless be pleased to have some account of their meetings. Their work
among  us began with a Christian workers meeting which, though
necessarily smaller than the others, formed a fitting introduction to them.
The time was mainly occupied in stirring up believers to seek conversions,
counseling them how to deal with the anxious and in making appeal to the
King of kings for blessing. We could not help hoping that the connection
between the upper room and the day of Pentecost might among us receive
some parallel. The few first meetings were less numerously attended than
we had anticipated. This was fully accounted for by the stormy state of the
weather and the biscuit factory, which gives employment to several
thousands, working overtime. Even this however worked us good, as it led
to greater fervor of prayer and effort. Towards the close of the first week
much power was felt in the meetings and several professed having found
the Savior. On Monday night you, dear sir, visited and preached to us.
Long before the time advertised for the opening of the doors crowds from
the neighboring towns and villages, as well as from Reading, gathered in
the street, and afterwards, as a policeman at the gates remarked, ‘More
people went away than got in.’ Several cases of quickening among
Christians and conversions have come to our knowledge as the result of
the sermon then preached on ‘the angels hastened Lot.’ On Thursday
evening about thirty of the Stockwell Orphanage boys sang at the service,







294


and Mr. Charlesworth, in conjunction with the evangelists, addressed the
crowded congregation. Tears of joy gathered in the eyes of many as they
looked upon the happy home-like appearance of the boys and thought of
what they might and indeed would have been but for the Orphanage. The
meetings of our brethren in Reading closed on Sunday night with a crowd
which overflowed the chapel, filled the large schoolroom, and even then
many had to go away. At the close of the service the chapel remained full
to the prayer-meeting, and afterwards many inquirers came into the
vestries, several of whom profess there to have closed with Christ. Two
crowded children’s services and two Saturday night men’s meetings were
addressed by Mr. Smith in a bright, racy, gracious manner, which could not
fail to effect great good, while the earnest, solemn and heart-searching
appeals made and truth spoken by Mr. Clarke night after night will we feel
sure yield yet a still larger harvest than even now appears. Services were
also held with similar success in Wokingham, Henley and Pangbourne.
Again thanking you for so generously helping us, and praying for the
prosperity of your many works. I am, yours, etc., W. ANDERSON.”


COLLEGE. The following brethren have gone forth from the College: Mr.
W. Hobbs to Norwood New Town, Mr. McNab to Great Broughton,
Cumberland. Mr. Dean also leaves us to study medicine at Glasgow, for
medical mission work.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — Nov.
26th, sixteen; 29th, twenty; 30th, one.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND


OUR readers have all along taken such a hearty interest in Mrs. Spurgeon’s
endeavor to replenish the libraries of poor ministers, that we feel it to be
their due that they should read a portion of her new Report, which will be
sent to all subscribers, so that they may see the money duly acknowledged,
the balance-sheet properly audited, and the number of books distributed set
forth in detail. Twelve hundred and eighty odd pounds, all given without
personal solicitation, make up the account for the year, and with this
amount (less the balance) six thousand three hundred and forty-eight
volumes have been purchased and sent carriage paid to pastors’ libraries.
Almost all the Christian denominations, including the Church of England,
have shared in the division. Our own students have very properly led the
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way, but Methodists, Presbyterians, and Congregationalists have had no
stinted share; in fact, all needy ministers who have applied have received a
grant; and we trust that for many a day there may be no need to deny any
hungry applicant a portion of mental meat. Personally we thank all the
donors for their kindness, and having said this, we leave the extracts from
the Report to speak for themselves. — C. H. S.


THE BOOK FUND: ITS OBJECT.


The Book Fund aims at finishing the bare bookshelves of poor pastors of
every Christian denomination with standard works of divinity by various
authors; books full of the glorious gospel of Jesus Christ, the study of
which shall enrich their minds, comfort their hearts, quicken their spiritual
energy, thereby enable them to preach with greater power and earnestness
“all the words of this life.” How deeply needed this service of love has long
been, what an urgent and painful necessity it has become, is fully proved by
the intense eagerness shown on every hand to obtain the proffered boon.
The writer could point to many a faithful servant of the Lord, who, toiling
on in secret poverty for years, has not even seen a new book (except in the
shop windows), till a grant from the Book Fund tilted his heart with joy
and his lips with thanksgiving. “These books have brightened my hope, and
quickened my faith,” writes one such pastor, “I will not trouble you with
my difficulties for want of a commentary to stimulate and guide my poor
thought, they are too sad to tell, but they have helped me to appreciate
your gifts.” Those whose resources enable them to enjoy without stint the
luxury of a new book, can scarcely realize the longing and craving which
gnaws at the heart of a poor minister when he sees beyond his reach — the
help and refreshment he so sorely needs. His brain is weary with producing
unaided thoughts; his mental powers are flagging for want of stimulus and
encouragement; his spirit is burdened with the pressure of cares, which
stern poverty brings upon him; and yet, though a few sterling, solid books
would be a specific for much of this misery, the purchase of such blessed
potions is as impossible to him as would be the acquisition of the “Elixir of
Life” itself! Many a one has told me that the books sent seemed to “put
new life” into him, and it is not difficult to read in those three words a sad
and sorrowful story of mental faintness and famine. “Read good suggestive
books,” says the President of the Pastors’ College in his “Lectures to my
Students,” “and get your minds aroused by them. If men wish to get water
out of a pump which has not been. lately used, they first pour water down,
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and then the pump works. Reach down one of the Puritans and thoroughly
study the work, and speedily you will find yourself like a bird on the wing,
mentally active and full of motion.” But what if there is no water at hand to
coax the up-springing of the living stream? or rather, what if the
bookshelves are bare, and no Puritans can be reached down? This is a
question which the Book Fund seeks to answer in the only satisfactory
manner, by placing as a free gift in the hands of poor pastors that
nourishment for their brains which is as absolutely necessary to mental
vigor as food for their bodies is essential to physical existence. “Ten
thousand, thanks,” said a dear brother, writing lately, “for sending the
books when you did. Their coming brought deliverance and salvation to my
mind. I was in an agony of spirit — at my wits’ end for a text. I opened
one and found, ‘ The Lord liveth, and blessed be my rock.’ This was just
what I wanted; it took hold of me, and the Lord helped me to take hold of
it.” “I have very little to spend in books,” says another. “My salary is only
£60 per annum; so that when a new book comes,  it is like bread to the
hungry. I do not say this to make you think I am a martyr — if so, I am a
very happy one, for I have chosen willingly Christ’s service, and my very
wants are a means of grace to me.” Again, another pastor writes, “I cannot
tell you how much the receipt of these useful and suggestive volumes
cheered me. The sight of a refreshing spring never more gladdened a weary
traveler.”


No one who knows anything of the position and means of our country
pastors can doubt that the “object” of this Fund meets, and, as far as it is
able, alleviates a sadly overlooked evil. After more than two years’ daily
correspondence width ministers all over the land, the writer feels that she
speaks with sad and serious certainty on the matter, and she is grieved to
know that everywhere the want is felt, and the same cry is heard. “Oh for
some books to help me in my pulpit preparation,” says one, “I have to
preach before the same people three, perhaps four times a week, and
though the Lord has promised that my ‘branch shall not wither,’ it
sometimes gets very dry.” “I know we should depend upon the Spirits
aid;” says another — “and so I do, but if I could read some of the burning
thoughts which are recorded by God’s earthly seraphs, my lips, too, might
glow with holy rapture, and give forth ‘goodly words.’ I never dare now to
think of a new book,” writes a third, “two or three times I have begun to
save a little money towards the purchase of a long-coveted work, but every
time it has gone for something else; Johnny and little Harry and Walter
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must have boots, or mother is ill, or the girls’ frocks are getting shabby,
and so the precious volumes are still unattainable.” And yet a fourth most
touchingly says: “When I witness the self-denial, and hard unremitting
labor to which my wife so cheerfully submits herself to keep our household
moving comfortably in the sphere God has given, I cannot, with any
pleasure add to her difficulty by purchasing the books I often covet, though
this doubtless hinders the freshness and variety of my ministry.”


Dear Christian friends, these are no fancy pictures which I am painting,
these are no silly tales of fiction, told for the purpose of exciting emotions
as worthless as they are weak, but I write of living, suffering realities of
flesh and blood, our brethren in Christ, and men moreover who claim and
bear the title of the “King’s ambassadors,” and I ask, “Ought they to be
thus treated?” I want you to ponder for a moment the sad fact that
throughout the length and breadth of this dear England of ours there are
hundreds of Christ’s ministers so poor that they can scarcely find proper
food and clothing for themselves, their wives and their little ones, out of
the miserable pittance which is called their “salary!” Books, which ought
to be “common things” with them, littering their rooms in “most admired
disorder,” crowding each nook and corner with mute but matchless
companionship — are, through their poverty, unattainable luxuries, vainly
coveted blessings, the very thought of which must be laid aside, lest the
longing should lead to repining, and the desire deepen into distress. Such
things ought not to be, but unhappily they are, and till the churches of
Christ shall awaken to a sense of their responsibility in this matter, and
their moral obligation to provide their ministers with mental food, I will
rejoice that my Book Fund does at least lighten a little the pressure of the
famine. I read the other day a description of the late Bishop Thirlwall’s
library at St. David’s, and among other things the writer says: “It was a
little room very plainly furnished with mahogany and horsehair, but it was
literally covered with books. They were everywhere — on the chairs, on
the window-sills, on the mantel-piece, on the coal-scuttle, by the fireplace,
even inside the fender! Still he knew where to find any book that he
wanted.” I am afraid I thought with almost jealous pain of the ludicrous
contrast which would be presented, could the “bare bookshelf” of a poor
Baptist pastor’s parlor be brought for a moment into comparison with any
bishop’s overflowing library! Perhaps the pain at my heart was not harmful,
for it brought the prayer to my lips, “Oh Lord, give me greater strength
and larger means to continue and extend this urgent work which thou hast
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given me to do.” Happy will the day be both for pastor and people, when
“books for the minister” shall be as acknowledged necessaries as his daily
bread, and when both the study and the dinner-table shall be more liberally
provided for.


ITS SUSTENANCE.


“The silver is mine, and the gold is mine, saith the Lord of hosts.”


The Book Fund has been nourished and fed from the King’s Treasury, and
I must “make my boast, in the Lord” that all needful supplies for the
carrying on of the work have plainly borne the stamp of heaven’s own
mint. I say this because I have never asked help of any one but Him, never
solicited a donation from any creature, yet money has always been
forthcoming, and the supplies have constantly been in the due proportion
to the needs. Once only during the year did the Lord try my faith by
allowing the grants of books to outnumber the gifts of money, and then it
was only for a “small moment” that a fear overshadowed me. The dark
cloud very speedily passed away, and fresh supplies made me more than
ever satisfied with the resolution I had formed to draw only on the
unlimited resources of my heavenly Treasurer. None of the friends whose
hearts have “devised liberal things” on behalf of my work will reproach me
with ingratitude towards them when I lay my first loving thanks at his feet;
they will rather join me in praising him for so sweetly inclining their hearts
to help his needy ones, and will joyfully say: “O Lord, of thine own have
we given thee!”


I recall with glad satisfaction the very first donation which reached me, “for
sending books to ministers.” It came anonymously, and was but five
shillings worth of stamps, yet it was very precious, and proved like a
revelation to me, for it opened up a vista of possible usefulness and
exceeding brightness. The mustard seed of my faith grew forthwith into it
“great” tree, and sweet birds of hope and expectation sat singing in its
branches. “You’ll see,” I said to my boys, “the Lord will send me hundreds
of pounds for this work.” For many a day afterwards mother’s “hundreds
of pounds” became a “household word” of good-humored merriment and
badinage. And now “the Lord has made me to laugh,” for the hundreds
have grown into thousands; he has done “exceeding abundantly above what
I asked or even thought:” and faith, with such a God to believe in and
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depend upon, ought surely to “smile at impossibilities, and say ‘it shall be
done.’”


After praising him “from whom all blessings flow,” my loving thanks are
due to the friends who, by their generous gifts, have co-operated with me
in this blessed work. Money has come to me from all quarters, and always
with congratulations and good wishes. Many dear personal friends have
liberally aided me; some of my dear husband’s constant and devoted
helpers have been pleased, when sending him a check, to make it a little
larger for the “Book Fund,” while quite a number of strangers (though
strangers no longer), whose names were previously unknown to me, have
sent very considerable donations to my beloved work. God bless them all!
And if only a tithe of the happiness their gifts have secured to me and my
poor pastors be returned into their own hearts, their cups will be full to
overflowing, and their joy will abound. Oh! how sweet some of these sums
of money have been to me! Real “Godsends” I may truly call them, for the
gold has seemed to lose its earthly dross when consecrated to him and has
often shed a light as from heaven’s own “golden streets” upon my
pathway! Coming sometimes in seasons of great pain and suffering, these
gifts have been like precious anodynes to soothe my weary spirit, and hush
my restless thought, for they plainly showed the Lord had not “forgotten to
be gracious.”’ They have almost charmed away my sorrow by teaching me
to plan for others’ joy, and ofttimes they have been truly, “means of grace”
to me, leading to blessed commerce with heaven, by supplying frequent
occasions of prayer and praise. Surely, after so much mercy past, if I did
not bless his name, “the very stones would cry out.”


ITS SUCCESS.


Judged by the benefits and blessings it has conferred, its success will be
best told by extracts from letters received in acknowledgment of gifts, and
as the “Book Fund” has become entirely unsectarian in its operation, it will
perhaps be interesting and pleasant to introduce some “kind words” from
ministers of different denominations who have joyfully accepted this
service of love. It has been no easy matter to restrain my hand in making
these selections from the many hundreds of letters I possess; I have felt a
veritable embarras de richesses, and most unwillingly have omitted many a
passage brimful of joy and gladness, lest I should weary my readers; but
when they have perused these thankful, loving words, they may rest
assured the “half has not been told” them. Having commenced the year by
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offering six volumes of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons to all ministers formerly
students of the Pastors’ College, first speech is accorded to two of their
number.


“My dear Mrs. Spurgeon, — I feel deeply grateful to you for the six
volumes of sermons which reached me this morning. When I opened the
parcel I experienced such a rush of emotion as made me kneel down
instantly and thank God for his goodness to me, as well as to pray for his
blessing to descend upon you. Many times when a few brethren have met
together at my house, or I have gone to theirs, have we mentioned, your
work in our prayers, and the best expression of my gratitude, I feel, will be
in the fervency and faith of my petitions. I trust you will accept my thanks,
though they are so imperfectly conveyed. My heart glows, but my pen
fails.”


“The six volumes that you sent me last February were a precious boon.
They were most opportune to my moral and spiritual state; for I was
racked with doubts on many matters, and my spiritual life was low. When
those volumes came they brought to my remembrance the joyful seasons I
used to spend at the Tabernacle, and I could not refrain from crying out in
agony of soul, ‘Oh that I were as in months past.’ Then I said I will see
what my old teacher says, I will apply my heart unto his instructions; so for
weeks I read the sermons, and studied them hard to see if I could find an
answer to the questions which vexed my soul and weakened my grip of
gospel truth: and, blessed be God, I have found an answer. I have found
peace, satisfaction, increasing delight. The truths which those sermons
contained have been marrow and fatness to my soul. They have kindled my
zeal, they have directed my energies, they have strengthened my arm for
the fight. Such a change as this affected my preaching. It made me more
earnest, more decided, more affectionate in my appeals, more importunate
in entreating men to accept Jesus as their Savior. Many persons noticing
the change came to thank me for the gospel truth with which my sermons
were charged, and to join me in earnest prayer for the conversion of souls.
Our prayers and desires have been answered in the increasing
congregations we get, and in the deep attention they give to the preached
word. We labor on, believing the blessing will come according to the
promise. The members of our church display a quickened zeal in the
service of Christ, and we are now watching for souls as those who must
give an account. I have thus, my dear Mrs. Spurgeon, told you briefly and
very poorly the good I have received from the volumes you have sent me,
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and the good which, by God’s help, I have been able to do. Should you be
able to send me some more, I can promise you a very attentive reading,
and an ardent study.”


The extract next subjoined is also from an old student, but it claims special
notice because the writer is one of those who are laboring in a distant land,
and a gift of books to such is truly “as cold water to a thirsty soul.” It is
not often that the opportunity is afforded of ministering to their necessities,
on account of the heavy expense of transit; but when friends are found to
take charge of a parcel, we have the rare pleasure of receiving, in due time,
such answers as these: —


“Dear Mrs. Spurgeon. — I have to acknowledge, with gratitude and
pleasure, the receipt of six volumes of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons, which you
so kindly forwarded by Mr.—— of this village. May the Lord reward you a
thousandfold for this great, and I might almost say, unexpected kindness to
a stranger in a strange land. When settling here rather more than three
years ago, I often found an American volume of the sermons, well worn,
and highly appreciated; and I assure you they made me feel more at home
than otherwise I should have done in this rugged country You can scarcely
imagine the joy I felt in receiving the sermons fresh from England; but this
you may rest assured of both yourself and your dear husband were prayed
for that night with more than usual fervor and feeling, and special thanks
were given to him ‘from whom all blessings flow.’“


If space permitted I could give extracts of letters from France, Sweden,
Spain, Nova Scotia, Nebraska, Cape of Good Hope, Sydney, Adelaide,
Bengal Jamaica, Barbadoes, and many other “strange lands,” which would
delight and interest my readers, but I must content myself and them with
the following much-prized communications from Church of England
missionaries, one on leave of absence for awhile, the other just starting to
his work in that country, India. The first-mentioned writes thus: —


“Many MANY thanks for the four volumes of the ‘Treasury of David,’ I
prize them much. I doubt not that, if not already, these volumes will soon
become standard works on the Psalms. Every one knew and felt that there
must be a feast of fat things for mind and soul in the Psalms, but Mr.
Spurgeon has dished them up in a way so superior to what anybody else
has ever done that both mind and soul receive lunch more from his
‘Treasury’ than from any other work. I am thankful to find the books in the
libraries of Church of England clergymen at D—— and K——, with less







302


dust on them than ‘Browne on the Articles,’ or theological works akin to
‘Den’s Theology,’ etc. The day of Christ will reveal the great good the
Lord has been doing through Mr. Spurgeon’s instrumentality. When a
student at —— College I used to visit some of the Irish courts around the
neighborhood. In one of these dens of villainy and iniquity there lived a
man who was my terror, and who more than once sent me flying out of the
court, pushing me by laying his hand to the hack of my neck. My heart
sank every time I entered the place if I met this man. He was all that was
wicked and iniquitous. One day, to my surprise, instead of cursing me, he
asked me to his filthy darkroom. I entered it with fear, not knowing what
was in store for me; but, thank God, it was to tell me that he had found
Jesus, and had resolved in his strength to follow him. The message of love,
and mercy, and peace had been conveyed to this man’s heart by the lips of
your good husband. He heard Mr. Spurgeon preach in some public place or
other, and there Jesus met him and called him. From that day till his death
he lived the life of a Christian, and died glorifying the depths of Jesus’ love.
I do not think you can hate ever heard of this case, and there must he many
unknown to you who on the great day will welcome your dear husband as
the one who was the means of leading them to the feet of Christ.”


“Dear Madam, — The books arrived safely on Saturday night. May God
bless you for your kindness and liberality to a perfect stranger. I have long
been under deep obligation to your honored husband, since it was through
reading a passage in one of his books in South India that I was first
awakened out of a sinner’s natural self-complacency to cry, ‘What must I
do to be saved?’ Though we may never meet on earth, and may differ on
minor points, ever shall my prayers ascend to God for you both, and we
shall assuredly meet where partings are unknown.”


I may just say here that many missionaries of different denominations,
have, on leaving England, applied to me for the “Treasury” to carry with
them to their distant stations (Damascus, Madrid, China, the Punjanb,
Ceylon, Delhi, Lagos, and Timbuctoo, recur to my mind at this moment,
but there are many more) and it has given peculiar satisfaction to grant the
requests of these dear brethren, and to receive from them assurances of the
great comfort and refreshment they have derived from the perusal of the
precious volumes when toiling far from home, and friends, and country.


About the middle of the year an unexpected and most delightful impetus
was given to the “Book Fund” by a very kind and generous friend, who
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desired that all the ministers in Argyleshire should possess the “Treasury of
David,” and entrusted the writer with funds to carry out his wishes. We wish
we had space for some of the grateful letters which acknowledged the gift.


This year, too, Ireland has been a sharer in the benefits of the work: many
Presbyterian and Wesleyan ministers there having hailed with enthusiasm
the offer which I was enabled to make to them by the kindness of a lady,
whose generosity has often made my heart to sing aloud for joy.


Returning to home-work, I will quote a letter from a Congregational
pastor, a specimen of hundreds, for my Book Fund has had the privilege of
ministering to very many in the Independent denomination.


“Dear Madam, — I am at a loss for words wherewith to express my
gratitude to you for your kindness in forwarding to me the ‘Treasury of
David.’ But I can commend you and your work to my Father in heaven,
praying that he may abundantly enrich you with the treasures of his grace,
and that he may so bless and prosper you in your work of love, that you
may be enabled to make the hearts of hundreds of my brethren beat for joy
as mine did when I received your present. The volume will certainly be a
‘treasure’ to me. I have already feasted my soul upon the precious words
which are contained therein, and am looking forward to many such occasions
as I carry out my intention of reading the books through again and again. None
but myself and God can know what a help the ‘Treasury’ will be to me in my
labor. May the Lord enable me to use the gift to his glory.”


Being fearful of over-taxing the patience of my readers, I must pass
without notice the epistles received from Evangelists and Home
Missionaries, some of which would certainly vie in interest and pathos with
any that have been already given, and I will introduce but one other letter,
making it do duty as the representative of kind and appreciative words
from the many divisions of Methodism, Wesleyan, Primitive, and so forth.
It is from the pen of a “Bible Christian” minister, and it tells the same “old
story” of deep need of books and utter inability to procure them.


“Dear Madam, — Your very valuable and welcome present came duly to
hand, and positively made my heart leap for joy, and outflow with a
thousand blessings upon the kind donors. I can never express in words the
deep feelings of gratitude I am the subject of, for your great kindness in
thus shedding sunshine upon the difficult pathway of one who is trying,
amid all his unworthiness, to serve his generation faithfully and to do the
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work assigned him by the Master; but what I cannot put into language I
can breathe in heart at the heavenly throne, that Jehovah’s benedictions in
ever-increasing richness may fall upon you and your honored husband, until
taken to the eternal home. The Psalms have always been my favorite resort
for meditation and exposition, and I should long ago have purchased the
‘Treasury of David’ had I been able, but a salary of £80 a year allows but a
very small margin for books, and though my mind often craved for them,
the luxury was not enjoyed.”


It is not easy by culling extracts to give a fair idea of a report which has
been carefully written, but if the above passages should assist in creating,
maintaining, or increasing an interest in the mind of a single reader we shall
be exceedingly glad. An appeal for bread and clothing touches the hearts of
all, but it needs a measure of mental and spiritual culture to appreciate the
dire necessities of a bookless preacher; to those who possess such power
to sympathize we commend our dear wife’s earnest effort. From all those
who wish to see our poorer pastors helped, and especially to see their
mental furniture improved, we expect continual aid for the indefatigable
worker who has the holy task in hand.


THE LAST DAYS OF DR. JOHNSON.


IT appears that it was a letter from the Rev. Mr. Winstanley, Rector of St.
Dunstan’s in the East, which was the instrument permitted by God to bring
his mind to a quiet trust. In answer to the anxious question written to Mr.
Winstanley by the dying moralist, — “What must I do to be saved?” Mr.
Winstanley wrote, “I say to you in the language of the Baptist, ‘Behold the
Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of the world.’” That passage had
been often read by him, and had made but a slight impression, but now
being pressed home by the gracious Spirit, it went straight to his heart. He
interrupted the friend who was reading the letter, “Does he say so? Read it
again.” He then earnestly begged that the writer might be sent for that he
might hear from him a confirmation of the truth. The state of Mr.
Winstanley’s health and nerves made an interview impossible, but he wrote
enforcing the truth. We have no doubt that this was well for Dr. Johnson’s
mind. He whose life had been passed among men; who had derived his
chief pleasure from their society and had leaned upon their friendship, was
taught that he must look for comfort in religion from a different source;







305


and that as Christ only was the Mediator, the Spirit of God alone could be
the Comforter. A little before he died Dr. Johnson turned to Mr.
Brocklesby with great earnestness. “Doctor,” he said, “you are a worthy
man, but I am afraid you are not a Christian. What can I do better for you
than offer up in your presence a prayer to the great God that you may
become a Christian in my sense of the word.” Instantly he fell upon his
knees and offered up a fervent prayer. When he rose he caught hold of his
hands with great earnestness and cried, “Doctor, you do not say amen.”
The doctor looked foolish, but after a pause said “amen.” Johnson said,
“My dear doctor, believe a dying man, there is no salvation but in the
sacrifice of the Lamb of God.”


With that witness he died. With his reason unclouded, he gave this remarkable
testimony to a simple faith in Christ, a testimony specially valuable at the time it
was delivered. — The Christian Observer, January, 1859.


CHINA’S MILLIONS. BY J. HUDSON TAYLOR. MORGAN AND
SCOTT.


THE annual volume of this deeply interesting magazine is now to be had all
gloriously arrayed. It would be a worthy work if some wealthy Christian
were to present a copy to all our great merchants and rich professors and
let the book plead for China’s millions. How vast the area, how profound
the need, how urgent the claims of that great empire.” The Christian
church has net begun to think of it yet in a thoroughly earnest spirit. Widen
will the wail of the dying millions be heard?
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THE BRITISH WORKMAN, THE BAND OF HOPE REVIEW, THE
WEEKLY WELCOME, THE FAMILY VISITOR, THE FAMILY
FRIEND, THE CHILDREN’S FRIEND, AND THE INFANT’S


MAGAZINE. S. W. PARTRIDGE AND CO., 9, PATERNOSTER
ROW.


A WONDERFUL set of periodicals, all owing their existence and maintenance
to the genius and zeal of one man. No society has been able in excel the
British Workman, or to rival the Weekly Welcome. Whichever of this
sevenfold series we select we can do no other than extol it: whether for
children or adults, the matter is sure to be suitable, attractive, and practical.
These serials are their own best advertisement and recommendation.


HEAVEN NOT OUR HOME, BUT THE RENOVATED EARTH THE
ETERNAL ABODE OF THE REDEEMED SAINTS, ELLIOT


STOCK.


If this good man does not want heaven to be his home, he, is quite at
liberty to tarry elsewhere; but we would respectfully remind him that he
may go further and fare worse. His book is mere dreaming. There is
nothing either in his style or in his matter to deserve our readers’ attention.


Were half the ink thus vainly spent
In sober extortation spent,


Reviewers’ tasks would tighter be
And readers’ time press pleasantly.


DAY UNTO DAY: AN ILLUMINATED DIARY. RELIGIOUS TRACT
SOCIETY.


A LOVELY note book, well suited to bear upon its page memorials of the
Lord’s goodness. Ladies, for once take our advice and buy this dainty
morsel; it you use it to record special mercies it will become a treasure
indeed.
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THE MEDITERRANEAN ILLUSTRATED. PICTURESQUE VIEWS
AND DESCRIPTIONS OF ITS CITIES, SHORES, AND ISLANDS.
BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE BURIED CITIES OF CAMPANIA.”


T. NELSON AND SONS.


THIS is an extraordinary volume, worthy of a palace. It seems to us to be
perfection in all respects — letterpress, engraving, and binding. The subject
is a wide one, and is well set forth. As though we were sailing on the sea
itself, we glide by the sunny shores of Spain, France, Italy, Greece, Egypt,
and Africa always entertained with condensed history, pithy anecdote, and
pleasing information. Those who think of making the tour of the
Mediterranean, or even of visiting a portion of its shores, should be sure to
carry with them this unrivaled guide.


MISSIONARY STORIES, NARRATIVES, SCENES AND
INCIDENTS. BY REV. W. MOISTER, WESLEYAN CONFERENCE


OFFICE, AND 66, PATERNOSTER ROW.


“Now, Arthur, why are we sure that this is not a dry book?” “That’s no
riddle at all, my learned brother, for the book may be all the drier because
its author is Moister. Mark you, I don’t say it is so; but what’s in a name?”
The narratives are mostly in connection with Wesleyan missions, and are
many of them very charming. Christians of any denomination are all the
better for being well acquainted with the doings of their brethren in other
churches, and therefore we should advise those who are not Methodists to
read these missionary stories and put them in their Sunday School libraries.
The book is prettily bound and well illustrated.


BRIC-A-BRAC STORIES. BY CHERITH . AUTHOR OF
“HOMESPUN STORIES.” HATCHARDS, PICCADILLY.


EXCEEDINGLY well-told stories. Very affecting to tender hearts. The first
story, entitled “Sam,” sets forth the evils of “treating” in an unusually vivid
manner; and truly the evil of making others drunk out of generosity or
custom is a very grievous one. Prettily got up, and touchingly written, this
little book is worthy to be read in my lady’s boudoir, and in his lordship’s
lounge.
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MILTON’S POETICAL WORKS. THE GLOBE SERIES.
MACMILLAN AND CO.


THERE, young man, you have Milton in as neat a from as you can desire
well edited and printed in a fair, clear type, for three shillings and sixpence.
What would you have more? We do not know a handier form of Milton,
and yet it is tit for a library; nothing can be cheaper, and yet there is no
touch of meanness about the volume.


BIBLE-CLASS TEACHING. BY THE AUTHOR OF “THE OLD,
OLD STORY.” HATCHARDS, PICCADILLY.


THE author is evidently of the Church of England but truly of the Church
of Christ. Teachers will thank us if we induce them to buy this helpful little
book. Its theme is “Jesus Himself” its style is pleasing, its spirit devout, its
teaching sound, its manner suggestive. Its twenty-five lessons would
furnish a sensible teacher and his class with half a year’s rich instruction.


GOOD WILL; A COLLECTION OF CHRISTMAS STORIES. BY
MARK GUY PEARSE. WESLEYAN PUBLISHING HOUSE, 66,


PATERNOSTER ROW.


HERE is Mark Guy Pearse at it again! He never ceases to tell his tales. But
he is not a bore; not a bit of it. He and Daniel Quorm will live for ever and
a day; and those who buy this lot of tales will laugh and cry, and say —
May Mark Guy and Mister Horn and his friends have plenty of delighted
readers.


THE EXPOSITOR’S COMMENTARY: ILLUSTRATED NOTES ON
ST. PAUL’S EPISTLE TO THE ROMANS. BY THE REV. C. NEIL,


M.A.; R. D. DICKENSON.


LIKELY to be very helpful to Bible-class teachers. It is a lively commentary,
and adorned with many a fitly chosen illustration and well-selected
explanation. It belongs to an order of works of which the more the better:
not standard and first class, and therefore above ordinary comprehension,
but plain and popular, and therefore useful to the thousands.
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NOTES


Worn out with weariness of brain Mr. Spurgeon has left home for a period
of rest, and asks the prayers of his many considerate friends that he may
soon recover, and may be permanently strengthened for his work. Certain
symptoms, which recur each year with painful force, appear to indicate that
the strain upon the mind must be lessened or the periods of rest lengthened.
Steps are being taken to remove some of the burden, to other shoulders. It
is a great mercy that when weary the pastor is at this time able to leave
without being burdened with care as to provision for any of his enterprises:
all funds are in a healthy state, and loving hearts and hands will keep them
so; above all, the great Lord will provide.


The annual church-meeting at the Tabernacle is a great event in the
commonwealth which finds its head quarters there. It was held January 9th.
A large number of members met for tea at 9, and then at 6.30 the business
meeting began. All accounts, having been audited by two appointed
brethren, were read before the church and ordered to be passed, and
entered on the minutes. The statistics of the church were as follows:


INCREASE.


By Baptism 296


By Letter 121


By Profession 20


TOTAL                437
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DECREASE.


By Dismission 138


Do to form new Churches 24


Joined other Churches without letters 38


Emigrated 5


Names removed for non-attendance etc. 71


Deaths 61


TOTAL                337


Leaving a net increase of 100. Number at present on our Church Books
5045.


It is remarkable how large a gross increase is needed to make any clear
increase. As a church grows older this difficulty increases, and great work
must be done for but little statistical result: still souls are saved, and
whether other churches on earth or the hosts triumphant above are the
gainers it is equally matter for rejoicing.


The pastors and officers who spoke were received with such hearty
enthusiasm as can be seldom witnessed. Love has not every day full
opportunity to express itself, but on this occasion the cheers and other
demonstrations of loyal affection were such as cannot easily be forgotten.
We are not frozen together, but melted into one mass by the fire within.
The pastor mentioned that he had virtually completed 24 years of his
ministry; and had held office, not perhaps de jure, but certainly de facto for
that period, for his preaching had been continuous, and though not actually
elected till April 19, yet there had never been any doubt about the matter,
and he had been from January, 1854, the actual shepherd of the flock. It
was proposed and heartily carried by all that the deacons should consider
how best to celebrate the pastor’s silver wedding when the 25th year
should close, if God should spare the senior pastor to that time. Mr.
Spurgeon then reminded the church that its heaviest burden was the
Almshouses, which having been scantily endowed for 6 aged sisters, now
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accommodated 17 and made a heavy drain on the Sacramental Fund. It
appeared from the balance sheet that the alms given away to the poor
annually exceeded £1000, and, from the great number of the poor
members, it had been needful for the pastor to find £120 and for other
friends to give privately in order to balance the account. This was
principally due to the large item for support of almswomen, and Mr.
Spurgeon requested that if friends would make an effort to raise about
£5000 this part of the church work would be put into proper shape, and he
should regard it as a fit way of celebrating the anticipated event. He
remarked that it was comparatively easy to carry the lead now, but that he
should not like to leave such a heavy burden for his successor. Should he
himself be suddenly called away, the church might find it no great cause for
blessing Mr. Spurgeon’s administration if it found that houses had been
built for the aged widows to starve in, but that their daily bread had been
forgotten. He remarked that the good ship was in trim condition from stem
to stern with this exception, and he would like to see the matter done, and
done well. From the enthusiasm of the meeting there is little doubt that by
many hands the needful amount will be brought in on or before January,
1879. The deacons meantime will deliberate and arrange, and report
progress in The Sword and the Trowel: they are not men to let grass grow
under their feet.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Clarke and Smith have continued their useful
labors, and the most pleasing accounts have reached us from Reading,
Trowbridge, and Landport In Mr. Medhurst’s large chapel great multitudes
assembled, inquirers were numerous, and the Lord’s blessing was evident
to all. We can hardly print the high praises which have been privately sent
to us of these two brethren, whose fitness for this special agency is very
remarkable. Without excitement the Lord works by them mightily, and the
churches are refreshed and the outside world is impressed. A friend has
promised help for two more evangelists; and if the right men are found, we
shall not hesitate, for the need of such workers in connection with the
churches is more and more apparent to us. This important branch of
service has been left to unattached amateurs with serious results to church
work; although the blame of this fact does not rest on the men themselves,
but upon the slumbering churches, which did not soon enough perceive the
need of the agency, and upon the officialism which frowned at anything
like innovation. Evangelists in full harmony with the churches will be a
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great blessing, and prevent the disorder which arises out of the present
disorganized mode of doing or pretending to do the work.


COLLEGE. — We have worked during the last twelve months at double
pressure, having had far more than our usual number of men. We have
been obliged to keep many eligible candidates waiting till next August, for
though at the present moment we have a considerable sum in hand, as the
balance of a legacy, we do not see it right to spend it all in one year, but
deem it best prudently to regulate the outgoings. We never had a better or
mere diligent set of students, and we Lope by their means to open up new
spheres, both in England and elsewhere. Since last report the settlements
are: Mr. Pope to Thorpe le Soken, Essex; Mr. Foster to Braintree, Essex;
Mr. Hobbs to Norwood New Town; Mr. McNab to Great Broughton,
Carlisle; Mr. Hutton to Hawick. Mr. Dean has left to study medicine at
Edinburgh, preparing for a medical missionary.


We have been greatly gladdened by seeing that our brother, Mr. Gammon,
has formed a church and commenced building a chapel at Puerto Plata, San
Domingo. We hope the Baptist Mission will now have great joy in this
work.


A very kind letter from the church in Lal Bazaar Chapel, Calcutta, rejoices
us with the welcome given to our late student Mr. Blackie, who has
become their pastor. Truly our young brethren are spread abroad all over
the world. God bless them all.


ORPHANAGE. — The boys enjoyed their Christmas very greatly, and we
thank all the generous friends who made it a merry day. May God bless
them all, especially the princely donor of the shillings and boxes of figs.
Mr. Newman Hall and his congregation began our Christmas for us in a
new way by a collection at Christ Church, which amounted to £50. A party
of the boys attended the service and assisted in the singing. Mr. Hall writes
us that the appearance of the boys and their behavior and singing were
much approved by all Alas, for the President of the Institution, he was
debarred the pleasure of joining in the mirth of his great family; but the
trustees and the esteemed master saw that all was in order. Our aim has
been to make the boys happy as well as orderly, and nowhere in the world
are there more open countenances, joyful faces, or more obedient children
than at the Stockwell Orphanage. The success in life of many who have
gone out from the institution causes us un-feigned deight: the young men
cling to their orphan home in a right loyal manner, and already donations
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from them are coming in. All friends who have assisted to make up our
grand list of presents are hereby personally thanked by the President on his
own account, and in the names of the trustees, and especially on behalf of
the boys, whose hearty cheers might have been heard for many miles if the
telephone had been in operation.


COLPORTAGE. The work of the Colportage Association increases and
extends rapidly. Availing themselves of the liberal offer from two
gentlemen, alluded to in a previous number, the committee set to work
energetically, and with the commencement of the new year twenty
additional districts were opened and colporteurs at work. Ten of these
labor in connection with the Town Mission in and around the important
town of Birmingham. The Great Yarmouth Town Mission have also
employed an agent, and other towns would do well to follow their
example. The agency being entirely unsectarian is admirably fitted to co-
operate with mission efforts. Associations of Christian churches, too,
might employ colporteurs with great advantage, the written and spoken
word being thus presented together.


These extended efforts will require increased pecuniary aid, which we trust
will flow in as needed. By the end of February upwards of ninety districts
will be occupied by men fully devoted to the work. We ask our readers to
remember the colporteurs in their prayers. They distribute thousands of
tracts; and parcels of gospel tracts for gratuitous distribution by them will
greatly aid the Association. We append a list of the twenty districts.


New Districts opened January, 1878 — Oxfordshire — Oxford and
Chipping Norton; Suffolk — Haverhill, Thurlow; Wiltshire —
Chippenham, Bower Chalk; Lancashire — Southport; Essex — Tiptree;
Nottinghamshire — Longeaton; Devonshire — Newton Abbot; Wales —
Haverfordwest, Rhyl. Ten around Birmingham, as follow: — Smethwick,
Shirley, Erdlington, Worst Bromwich, Yardley, Stichford, Minworth,
Hampstead.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by J. A. Spurgeon: December 31st,
eighteen; January 3rd, ten.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


MARCH, 1878.


AN ADDRESS FOR SAD TIMES.


BY C. H. SPURGEON


DAVID in his sixty-first psalm prays, “When my herart is overwhelmed:
lead me to the rock that is higher than I.” It is a very wise and appropriate
prayer. He is in great sorrow, and asks to rise above it; he has great faith
and therefore is sure that there is a safe refuge for him; and he is conscious
of great weakness, for he does not speak of climbing the rock of safety by
himself, but implores divine leading that he may come to it. His prayer wilt
well befit the lips of men like ourselves who dwell where troubles rage and
toss their waves on high.


By many forces the heart may be overwhelmed. A sense of guilt may do it.
Carelessness and indifference are swept away when the Holy Ghost. works
conviction of sin upon the conscience, reveals the justice of God, and leads
a man to see that he is in danger of the wroth to come: then heart and flesh
fail, courage and hope depart, and the man is overwhelmed. Such a season
is the fittest time for crying, “Lead me to the rock that is higher than I.” If
you can but find shelter in the rifts of the Rock of Ages what security will
be yours! The rock of atoning sacrifice rises higher than your sin, and upon
it the most guilty may stand far above the surging billows of vengeance.
Led by the divine hand to cling to the great Redeemer and Substitute, the
utterly shipwrecked soul is safely landed and may sing because of his
escape.


Sometimes, however, believers in Jesus, though quite secure from divine
wrath, are, nevertheless, overwhelmed with trouble. They should not be so,
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for if their faith acted as it ought no fear would fasten upon them; but
through the infirmity of the flesh, and, partly, also through inbred sin,
unbelief comes in like a flood and drenches and deluges the anxious heart.
At times also the trials of life roll onward like enormous Atlantic billows,
and toss our poor barque till we reel to and fro and stagger like a drunken
man. The ship becomes waterlogged, and does not answer to the helm of
reason; she drifts with the adverse current whithersoever it pleases to hurry
her, and eternal shipwreck seems near at hand. It is good for a Christian
then to cry, “Lead me to the rock that is higher than I;” for though a rock
is to be avoided in a natural storm, yet in our spiritual tempests there is a
high rock which is to be sought unto as our shelter and haven. Truly that
rock is higher than we are, and its very height is our comfort. God, the
infinitely high and glorious, is not troubled nor dismayed, his purposes are
far above and out of our sight, and they are also far beyond the operation
of evil; hence by confidence in God we leave the storm beneath us and
smile at the hurly-burly down below.


To me, my brethren, the most overwhelming thoughts do not come to my
heart from my own personal sin, for I know it is forgiven, nor from worldly
trouble, for I am persuaded that all things work for my good; but I am
deeply distressed by the present condition of the church of God. Men who
are called of God to care for his flock are grievously bowed down when
the signs of the times are dark and lowering. Moses carried the whole
people of Israel in his bosom in the wilderness, and they were sometimes a
heavy load to him; and thus each true minister bears the church upon his
heart, and is often sorely burdened. At this moment I can sorrowfully cry
with Jeremiah, “My bowels, my bowels! I am pained at my very heart. I
cannot hold my peace.”


It is overwhelming to my spirit to see the growing worldiness of the visible
church. Many professed Christians — the Lord alone knows whether they
are true believers or no — give us grave cause for apprehension. We see
them tolerating practices which would not have been endured by their
fathers: my blood chills when I think of how far some fashionable
professors go astray. There are families in connection with our churches in
which there is no household prayer; but much luxurious eating and drinking
and extravagance. I have my suspicions that there are among professors a
considerable number who attend the theater, spend their evenings in card
playing, read the most frivolous and foolish of books, and yet come to the
Lord’s table. If they differ from the world it is hard to see how or where.
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Neither in their dress, nor in their speech, nor in their mode of trading, nor
in their habits at home are they at all superior to the unconverted. Is not
this an evil under the sun? When the church descends to the world’s level
her power is gone. Yet we cannot root up these suspected tares; we are
even forbidden to do so lest we root up the wheat with them. If false
professors were more open in their conduct we should know them, but
their evil is secret, and therefore: we are obliged to let them grow together
with the wheat: yet sometimes the sorrowful husbandman goes to the great
owner of the farm and cries, “Didst thou not sow good seed in thy ground?
From whence, then, hath it tares?” The answer is that “an enemy hath done
this,” and we are overwhelmed in spirit because we fear that our sleeping
gave the enemy the opportunity.


I look again and see numbers of professors apostatizing altogether. In this
great London persons who were members of churches in the country fall
into the habits of their neighbors, and absent themselves altogether from
the means of grace, or treat the worship of God on the Lord’s-day as if it
were optional, and when they attend to it they go tripping from one place
of worship to another, and forget the duties of Christian fellowship. Many
others are content to hear noted preachers, not because they preach the
gospel but because they are reputed to be “clever men.” Once men were
esteemed for soundness, unction, and experience; but now men crave after
popularity and cleverness. Some who call themselves Christians make fine
music their grand requisite. If they need that gratification why do they not
content themselves with a week-day concert in the proper place for such
displays? God’s house was never meant to be made a hall where tweedle-
dee and tweedle-dum may vie with each other in pleasing man’s ears. Not a
few choose their Sunday resort because the “church” is an imposing
structure, and the congregation is composed of “very respectable people.”
If they seek society, let them go where the elite may fitly gather, and keep
themselves select; but in the worship of God “the rich and poor meet
together, and the Lord is the maker of them all” It is an ill sign when God’s
poor saints, are despised; but so it is in this day. If tradesmen save a little
money they grow too great for the assembly in which they were once at
home and must needs make part of a more fashionable congregation. These
things also cause my spirit to be overwhelmed, not because in one single
instance it has happened to members of my own church, but because the
fact is open to the view of all and is the subject of general remark.
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Equally grievous to the heart is it to see the spread of superstition. You
can hardly go down a street but you will pass some popish joss-house,
called an Episcopal church, where self-styled priests entice silly women to
the confessional, and amuse them with masses and processions. Vile
impostors! Clergy of an avowedly Protestant church, and supported by this
nation, they are yet ravenous to eat out the very vitals of Protestantism.
Fools enough are found to believe in these priests, and bow before their
crucifixes, and their stations of the cross and the like rubbish, and the
abomination evidently spreads like the leaven among the meal as described
by our blessed Lord. Heaven alone knows where this England of ours is
going, and he who loves his country feels his spirit overwhelmed within
him.


Nor do I think this to be the worst sign of the times. All around us there is
growing up in tangled masses the ill weed of “modern thought,” which is
nothing better than an infidelity too cowardly to wear its proper name.
There are preachers in Christian pulpits who deny the authenticity of
various books of the Bible, and reject plenary inspiration altogether. There
is not a doctrine of the gospel which is not denied by some “thinker” or
other, and even the existence of a personal God is by the more advanced
regarded as a moot point; and yet the churches bear with them, and allow
them to pollute the pulpits once occupied by godly preachers of Christ.
After having denied the faith, and plunged their daggers into the heart of
vital doctrines as best they can, they still claim to be ministers of the
gospel, and ask to be received into union on the ground of some peculiar
inward virtue which exists in them apart from all doctrinal belief. Men who
might justly he prosecuted for obtaining property under false pretences by
violating the trust-deeds of our churches may well wish to abolish creeds
and articles of faith, because these are perpetual witnesses against their
knavery. I would not care what became of the pelf if the churches Were
saved from error. I see this leaven of unbelief working in all directions, and
many are tainted with it, in one point or another; it eateth like a cancer into
the very soul of the churches. God deliver us from it! It is hard to know
what to do, for no one wishes to suspect his fellow, and yet a pest seems to
be in the very air, so that it penetrates into the best guarded chambers. We
hear of this man and then of another breaching strange notions, and those
who were thought to be pillars suddenly become rolling stones. Who next?
And what next? In the midst of this confusion our heart is apt to be
overwhelmed within us. Is there not a cause? It is not our household, it is
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not our estate, it is not our bodily health which is in danger, or we would
bow in silence and bear it; but it is the household of God, it is the estate
and kingdom of Christ, it is the church of God on earth, which is thus
suffering; and well may those who love the Lord and his Christ and his
truth tremble for the ark and feel a holy jealousy burning within them. At
such a time the prayer of David is priceless, “Lead me to the rock that is
higher than I.” Let us see how this petition meets the case.


First, let us remember that God lives. Glorious thought! The Lord sitteth
upon the floods, yea, the Lord sitteth King for ever. The Lord reigneth, let
the earth rejoice. Still he effects his purposes and accomplishes his will. It
would be very childish if we were afraid for the moon because dogs bay
her when she walks in her splendor; it would be very absurd to fear for the
eternal mountains because the winds blow upon their granite peaks, and it
would be equally idle to tremble for the truth of God. The stable things will
stand, and those which cannot stand are better gone. God liveth, and
everything that is of God liveth in his life. On this rock let us rest.


“Error must die, and they who love her most,
And suck the poison from her venomed lips,


Will find her vaunted strength an empty boast,
And share the horrors of her last eclipse.


“But truth is strong, and worthy of our trust,
And truth shall stand when time no more shall be,


And man is leveled to his native dust,
For God is truth to all eternity..”


Next, let us remember that God’s truth is still the same. It does not matter
whether fifty thousand espouse its cause, or only five, or only one. Truth
does not reign by the ballot box, or by the counting of heads: it abideth for
ever. All the tongues of men and angels cannot make truth more true; and
all the howlings of devils and doubters cannot transform it into a lie. Glory
be to God for this! Jesus Christ is the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever.
The eternal verity hath its deniers in derision, for they are as the chaff
which the wind driveth away. “Where is the wise? where is the scribe?
where is the disputer of this world? hath not God made foolish the wisdom
of this world?”


Another rock may also afford us shelter, namely, the high doctrine that, the
Lord will save his own. The much despised truth of election stands us in
good stead in troublous times. We sigh and cry, because so many worship
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the deity of the hour, but the Lord answereth, “Yet, have I reserved unto
myself seven thousand men who have not bowed the knee to Baal. Even so
then at lifts present time also there is a remnant according to the election of
grace.” The words of the apostle are true at this moment, — “The election
hath obtained it, and the rest were blinded, according as it is written, God
hath given them the spirit of slumber, eyes that they should not see, and
ears that they should not hear, unto this day.” I bow before the awful
sovereignty of God, and the clamor of the people comes not into mine ears.
Jehovah’s purpose shall stand, and he will do all his pleasure. No drop of
the redeeming blood shall be spent in vain, no line of the everlasting
covenant shall be erased, no decree of the Eternal shall be disannulled. This
angers the adversary, but in its divine truth we find our consolation while
the heathen rage and the people imagine a vain thing.


A rock that is higher than I may be useful not only for shelter but for
elevation. If you stand upon high ground, though you may be a dwarf, you
can see farther than the tallest man who remains below; and now, standing
upon the high rock of God’s word, what do we see? Look! Clear your eyes
of doubt and mist, and look! Forget the present far awhile and gaze
through the telescope of faith. What do we see? Systems of error broken in
pieces, superstitions given to the moles and to the bats, the clouds
vanishing, the darkness of night disappearing, and the beasts going back to
their dens, for the Sun of Righteousness a rises with healing beneath his
wings. A day of the triumph of the truth must dawn. If it do not come
before the advent of our Lord it shall come then, to the confusion of his
adversaries and to the delight of his saints, and there shall be “new heavens
and a new earth wherein dwelleth righteousness.” If this old earth will still
reject the truth, and the old heavens still look down on a reign of error,
they shall be utterly consumed with life, and on this very earth on which we
stand, renewed and purified, there shall be placed a throne as glorious and
terrible as the cross of Christ was ignominious and shameful. The blood of
Jesus has fallen on this word and guaranteed its redemption from the curse,
and one day, when he has delivered the subject creation, our Lord will
dwell here, and reign amongst his ancients gloriously. We can afford to
wait, for eternity is on our side. We can afford to see the ranks of the
Lord’s army pushed back awhile, we can afford to see the standard
fluttered by the rough winds, we can afford to hear the “Aha! Aha!” of the
Philistines, for when the Prince cometh they shall know his name and the
power of his might. If they will not yield to him now and kiss his scepter
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silvered with love, they shall bow before him when they see the naked iron
of hits rod breaking them in pieces like potters’ vessels. Oh to be on God’s
side! The whole matter lies there. If a man knows that his heart and soul
are given to the cause of God and truth, he is entrenched within an
impregnable fortress, and he shall find in the eternal verities munitions of
stupendous rock. He shall be steadfast “though the earth be removed, and
though the mountains be carried into the midst of the sea; though the
waters thereof roar and be troubled, though the mountains shake with the
swelling thereof.”


What then are we to do? We are to give all diligence: to make our calling
and election sure. See to that for, though some denounce such holy care as
selfishness, our Lord and Master knows best, and he charged his servants
not so much to rejoice in their power over devils as in the fact that their
names were written in heaven. Watch over your own spirit, and east not
away your confidence. Then zealously in dependence upon God do the
little you can do; do it well, and keep on doing it. You and I are not; called
upon to regulate the world, nor to stay the raging sea of human sin. Let us
not attempt to wield the divine scepter; it: befits us not. Naturally you
would like to set all people right, and make all preachers orthodox. But,
my brother, the task is beyond you. Be careful to be right yourself in your
own life, and be resolute to bear your complete, honest, obedient testimony
to all the truth you know; and there leave the business, for you are not
responsible beyond your possibilities. No one of us is much more than an
emmet on its little hill. Now, if yon tiny ant were to indulge in serious
reflections upon the state of London and forget to assist in the labor’s of
the insect commonwealth, it would be a foolish creature; but if it will let
those great matters alone and go on doing its ant-work, as an ant, it will fill
its little sphere, and answer the purpose of its Maker. A mother teaching
her little ones, and doing all she can to bring them up in the fear of God; a
humble village pastor with his score of two of people around him; a teacher
with her dozen children; a quiet Christian woman in her domestic circle
bearing her quiet godly testimony; a young man speaking for Jesus to other
young men; — there is nothing very ambitions about the sphere of any one
of these, but they are wise in the sight; of the Lord. Leave the reins of the
universe in the hand of the Maker of the universe, and then do what he has
given you to do in his fear and by his Spirit, and more will come of it than
you dare to hope. We are like coral insects building each one his minute
portion of a structure far down in the deeps of obscurity. We cannot, as yet
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war with those vaunted ironclads which sweep the ocean and hurl
destruction upon cities, and yet — who knows? — we may build and build
until we pile up a reef upon which the proudest navies may be wrecked. By
the steady, simple, honest, Christian upbuilding of holiness and truth —
defying no one, attacking no one — we may nevertheless create: a
situation which will be eminently perilous to the boastful craft of falsehood
and skepticism. A holy, earnest, gospel church is a grand wrecker of
superstition and of infidelity. The life of God in man, patience in suffering,
perseverance in well-doing, faithfulness to truth, prayer in the Holy Ghost,
supreme zeal for the divine glory, and unstaggering faith in the unseen God
— these are our battle-axe and weapons of war, and by the aid of the Holy
Ghost we shall win the battle ere the day comes to its close. Till then, O
Lord, when our heart is overwhelmed, lead us to the rock which is higher
than we are.


PLACING OUT THE BOY


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


ONE of the most critical periods in a boy’s life is the time when he leaves
home to become an apprentice or to take a situation. Parents should be
specially upon their guard in the selection of new homes for their sons, for
on that choice may depend their entire future. Placed with a firm, kind
Christian master a young man may happily develope powers and faculties
which might have remained dormant in the less stimulating atmosphere of
home. Self-reliance and manly courage have been gained by removal from
the too tender care of a fond mother, and the struggle of life has been
commenced under more advantageous circumstances by emerging from the
narrow limits of home affairs. If our boys could be for ever bound to their
mother’s apron strings it might be safe for their morals, but it would be
fatal to their growth. They must go out into the world as their fathers did
before them, and it is for their good that they should do so; but care must
be taken that they are not subjected to needless risks in the operation. A
lad should not be sold into temporary slavery by being bound to a brutal
master, nor driven into duplicity and cowardice by subjection to a morose
employer, nor tutored in vice by being located in a godless and immoral
household. All this is clear enough, and yet it is not always considered: the
business is a good one, or the premium is small, or the master is a distant
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relative, and so the child, tenderly reared under godly influences, and
altogether unused to the world’s courser mood, is thrust out into the chill
blasts of sin, and made to bear the unfeeling rudeness of vulgar natures,
and the result is at first misery, by-and-by defilement of conscience, and
ultimately depravity of life. Of course the grace of God may interpose, but
that is no excuse for the want of thought which placed the young mind in
such peril. “Lead us not into temptation” should be cur daily prayer, and
we should carefully remember the precept which it suggests. To tempt a
child is infernal, and to place it where it will be tempted is next door to it.
We would not place our sons or daughters in a lion’s den or near a viper’s
nest, and yet we do worse if we commit them to the care of ungodly men
and women, whose whole spirit and conduct will have a corrupting
influence.


We have been led to make these remarks by reading a passage in the lately
published Life of our friend William Brock. His experience was a very
bitter one: he records it in his own words.


“I had been forced as a schoolboy to rough it — roughing was still to be
my lot, and such roughing, that I remember it almost with dismay. My
master was illiterate and profane, His wife was ill-favored, ill-bred, ill-
mannered, and ill-disposed; a wrangler with her husband, and with all who
came within her reach. My fellow-apprentices were ignorant, boisterous,
and debased, knowing nothing more about literature or religion than the
beasts which perish. Until I entered the house I do not believe there was a
book within its walls. Whatever talk there was, either in the shop or at the
table, never rose above vulgar twaddle, The domestic arrangements were
beggarly and bad. Neither food nor beverage was tolerable in quality or
sufficient in amount. I had to sleep on the stairhead for years. Of the
commonest; conveniences there were hardly any; of the ordinary comforts
there were none at all. The material and the moral wretchedness of the
place was complete. It troubles me to remember it, I have not overcharged
my representation in the least.


“For a while it was more than I could bear. To my mother I wrote piteous
complaints. She sent me the means to buy some necessary food; and ones
she interfered. By degrees, however, I became inured to the domestic
hardships, and things which I could not help I tried to bear as best I could.
As I remember, unto this day, it was trying to bear it, but the discipline, I
dare say, did me good.
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“By the moral wretchedness which surrounded me, I was especially
distressed. When Sunday came, I found that neither Mr. nor Mrs. B. was
going to church. Mr. B. was going to the belfry to chime the people into
church, but he was afterwards coming home again. This I found to be the
general rule. In no way whatever was there any recognition of God. It had
been arranged that I should attend the services, in the Independent chapel,
the only place in the town with whose minister or congregation my mother
had any acquaintance. Mr. Ward was then the minister — a good minister
of Jesus Christ. I went on the first Sunday, both morning and evening,
spending the intervals of service in the way that I knew my mother would
approve. The next morning I was christened, as they told me, ‘Parson
Brock,’ a designation, by the by, which adhered to me all through my
Sidmouth life. Banter and chaff I might have borne easily enough, but it
turned out that banter and chaff were to be by no means all. Mr. B.
distinctly attempted to annul the arrangement for my going to chapel. ‘He
wouldn’t have any of the saints about his place;’ and then he swore. My
follow apprentices joined in the swearing and in its denouncings. ‘Trust
them for making the place too hot to hold me, unless I would give my
religion up!’ Correspondence a little mended matters, and, so far as
violence went, I was to be let alone. One think, however, was carried out,
and that was the determination that I should have none of my reading and
praying, either in getting up or in going to bed. I was warned never to try
that again but as I did not exactly see any reason why I should not, I just
did what I had been went to do before getting into bed that night. Away
came S’s shoe from his hand to my head, with an emphatic warning that, as
often as I said my prayers like that, so often the shoe would be flung; and
the harder it hit me the better should he be pleased.”


Now, it could not be right to expose a lad to all this; and if the result was
not fatal to his youthful piety, the credit was not due to those who placed it
in such serious jeopardy. Where is the use of our keep-ins our children out
of evil company while they are with us at home and then thrusting them
into it afterwards when we are no longer near them to advise or console?
Fathers should not only see that their sons are allowed the full privileges of
the Sabbath, but should look out for masters who care for such matters for
themselves. Of course there must be an eye to the secular advantages of
the trade and to the peculiar recommendations of the particular shop or
establishment; but it, is must not be all in all, nor the first thing. For others
as well as for ourselves we should seek first the kingdom of God and
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whom righteousness; for our own flesh and blood, the offspring whom
God has given us. we must deliberately elect the service of the Lord in
preference to all earthly gain. If we do not act thus in the case of our own
children, it will heroine questionable whether we have chosen the Lord for
ourselves. If we do not wish to see our own sons grow up to be earnest
servants of the Lord, we may justly doubt our own conversion; but how
can we honestly desire such a result if we place them for years under
influences which must powerfully work in the opposite direction.


It is not only upon grave questions of morality that parents should exercise
thought, but also upon minor details of comfort and association, which
may lead up to the weightier matters. We remember a well-behaved and
hopeful youth who early fell into sin, to the deep horror of the honest,
godly family to which he belonged; and yet when we learned that he had
eaten his meals, and spent the brief hours after shoptime, in the sole
company of the one domestic servant, in the kitchen of a little general shop
in a country village, we were not at all amazed: the offense was very
grievous but had the youth been received at his master’s table, and had he
been provided with fitting associates, it might never have been committed.
In London the custom still lingers, even in some large, and well-known
establishments, for the young men to sleep on and under the counters in the
shop. Of course, all sense of comfort and a considerable portion of the
delicacy of decency vanishes under such a condition of things; and when
loose talk leads on to loose living who is to wonder? In certain shops the
assistants are expected to be more sharp than honest, and to stick at a
round lie would involve their dismission no Christian parent or guardian
should permit a youth to live under such regulations. These rules form an
unwritten code, but are none the less rigidly binding on those subject to
them, and a toad under a harrow has not a more uneasy life of it than the
youth who is troubled with scruples. Very long and late hours ought also
to be considered by those who are seeking situations for lads. We are not
men those who would go to an extreme in crying out against hard work,
for to some young men the most arduous labor is a far less evil titan the
temptations of a leisure which they have not the sense to improve; but we
feel certain that in many young people the seeds of consumption and other
diseases are sown, and made to develop rapidly, by weary hours of
standing in hot shops in the midst of dust and stagnant air, and sometimes
amid smells and exhalations, from which they are not allowed a moment’s
escape till the shop is closed. Can it be right to place our boys where they
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will be slowly murdered? Nor is injury to health the only danger, for,
fagged and languid, the young people have no spirit to use aright the late
interval after the shutters are put up and the stock cleared away: and
therefore amusements which excite the baser feelings seize upon their
condition of mind, and drag them down as by an iron chain. We could say a
great deal more, but we forbear. There are trades or professions which
suggest gambling and drunkenness, and are to be shunned at once, and yet
we have known professing Christians offer their children to Moloch by
placing them in such occupations. This is sad indeed!


Parents cannot discover much about the internal condition of families in
which they place their sons and daughters, but they ought to learn all they
can, and act with decision and prudence. A tyrant master can ruin a lad’s
temper, break his spirit, and reduce him to a semi-imbecile; on the other
hand, a negligent, easy, unscrupulous head of a house can, without
intending it, place a thousand temptations in the way of youth, make vice
easy, and dishonesty almost inevitable. Dangers lie on all sides, and how
can they be avoided? Certainly not by negligence, or leaving the boy to
take his chance, as some say.


The hour is critical for the young man, and full of responsibility for those
who are his guides; let it be a season of doubly earnest prayer: and let it be
postponed a score times sooner than once done in a manner which the
Lord would disapprove. The boy’s temperament and character should be
studied, and a thousand points taken into the reckoning, and it will be
better to endure a dozen sleepless nights to arrive at a right decision, than
to judge hastily and repent for a lifetime, and make our child mourn long
after we are in our grave. “It is better,” said a statesman. “to spend six
millions now in preventing war, than six hundred millions afterwards upon
the evil itself”: as to the particular instance to which he referred we may
debate upon his statement but the general fact is self-evident, and its moral
is exceedingly applicable to the point in hand. Plant a tree carefully if you
would have it flourish, and place out your son anxiously if you would see
him prosper in the fear of the Lord.


THE ROD THAT BUDDED


PAUL JOANNE ascribes amazing fertility to the soil of Mentone, and backs
his assertions by a story which reads like a legend. He says that a stranger
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coming to pay a visit to his Mentonese friends stuck his walking-stick into
the ground and forgot it. Coming back some days afterwards to seek his
cane, he was surprised to and it putting forth leaves and young branches.
He declares that the little tree has grown vastly, and is still to be seen in the
Rue Saint Michel. We have not seen it, and are afraid that to inquire for it
in the aforesaid Rue would raise a laugh at our expense.


We may believe the story or no as we please; but it may serve as an
emblem of the way in which those grow who are by grace planted in
Christ. All dry and withered like a rod we are thrust into the sacred soil and
life comes to us at once, with bud and branch and speedy fruit. Aaron’s rod
that budded was not only a fair type of our Lord, but a cheering prophecy
of ourselves. Whenever we feel dead and barren let us ask to be buried in
Christ afresh, and straightway we shall glorify his name by bearing much
fruit. C.H.S.







327


NOTES.


It is very difficult to write notes of work while one is altogether absent
from the scene of action, and pledged to be as quiet as possible; but as our
readers expect a little personal gossip we must give it.


We are thankful that no religious papers reach us here, for they are usually
the least satisfactory of publications, and certain of them are among the
heaviest afflictions of the church of God. Happily we do not here refer to
either of the two Baptist papers. We do not at this present know what new
heresy has been started during the last month, but we expect to find that
“modern thought” has undergone some fresh development, and has
produced another batch of falsehoods. When we left we heard on all sides
the intelligence that the punishment of sin in the next world would be a
mere trifle, and would soon be over, and some even went further and
reported that all those who live and die without Christ were to be in due
time admitted into glory; perhaps by this time the opinion may have been
started that the devil himself is God. We venture no guess upon the
subject, for theological hypotheses are now as wild as they are abundant,
and no man living can tell where the advanced gentlemen will end. We are
glad to get away from the continual smother of their deceitful teachings,
and to have our Bible to read by sunlight. The more we turn to that volume
the more are we confirmed in the old, creed, and the more certain are we
that the modern spirit is deadly to grace, fatal to zeal, and hostile to the
truth of God. Our first article will show how we felt when our heart was
heavy, and now that we are in brighter spirits our impressions are not less
solemn.


The daily papers have been welcome, for they have helped to answer the
countless rumors with which from day to day the English colony in this
place has been tortured. One day we heard that war was proclaimed, on
anther it was only the Russians in Constantinople, and there again our
ambassador was recalled from St. Petersburg and all Europe was in a
blaze. “Wars and rumors of wars” have been the daily talk, and only by the
somewhat greater sobriety of letterpress could we tell where we were. Far
away from home report seems more busy than even in London, and it
certainly lies at an astonishing rate — fifteen to the dozen, as the old ladies
say. Amid all this hurly-burly Christians ought to learn that all the boasted
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influence of commerce and civilization in causing wars to cease is mere
fiction, and that nothing but the kingdom of Christ can drive out the demon
of war. We are also called upon to watch for the Lord’s coming: not to
prophecy that he will come at once, or begin to cast up figures and guess at
dates; but to be ready, because he will surely come when men look not for
him. “Wars and rumors of wars” are warnings to keep us from slumber.
“Awake, thou that sleepest.”


From home we have received letters from a large number of our students,
all of them most pleasing. We cannot help giving an extract from one of
them, because it is very much a sample of other testimonies —


“I cannot express my gratitude for all the benefits I have received during
my two years at the College. It has been a precious two years to my soul:
and instead of dryness and barrenness to my soul, as I almost feared, it has
been a time of sweet refreshing and joy to my heart. I cannot say what a
delight the College prayer meetings have been — times when I could say
with the psalmist — ‘My cup runneth over.’ Although as you so kindly told
us when first we saw you in the College, that it would take two years to
show us what fools we were, is literally true in my case, yet I feel it has
made me, if there can be such a thing, an intelligent feel. The last two years
have been the happiest in my life, and the College has seemed more of a
home than anything else, where it could be truly said, ‘one is our Master,
even Christ, and all we are brethren.’ And it has been marvelous to me how
much he helps. It seems quite a joy to learn a Greek lesson for Jesus, and
even the verb is comparatively easy when learnt with him looking over
one’s shoulder.”


Our evangelists, Messrs. Clarke and Smith, have been holding special
services at the Tabernacle, and up to the time at which we write they have
enjoyed marvelous success. Feb. 11, our good deacon, Mr. Murrell, sent us
a telegram announcing a marvelous children’s service on Sabbath
afternoon, Feb. 10, with 4,000 children and about 1,000 adults present,
although, as the superintendent of the school afterwards informed us,
“there was from morning to night nothing but gloom over the whole city,
accompanied by dripping rain without intermission, and the streets were
ankle deep in mud and slush.” It must, from all accounts, have been a very
wonderful occasion.


Wednesday, February 13, brought us another telegram: — “Enthusiastic
meetings. Tabernacle full on Tuesday night. Monday largest prayer-
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meeting ever held in Tabernacle.” This was as oil to our bones, and
though rapidly gathering strength it was a better tonic than the wisest
physician could have prepared, and none the less efficacious because it
contained no trace of bitterness. The Lord’s name be praised that all goes
well, and that for us to rest is no loss to his work.


Our beloved brothel J. A S., invaluable at all times, has proved himself a
priceless gift from God to us, by bearing all our burden, and throwing all
his energies into the work at home while we are forced into the rear rank.
The zealous aid of all our officers, and the loving prayers of our own
people, and numerous friends, have all worked together to secure us
perfect peace of mind, and, by the divine blessing, to lift us up to renewed
health.


On Feb. 14 we received a loving letter from our deacons, requesting us to
prolong our rest for two weeks more. This is brotherly forethought, and
tender love, and we are very grateful to God: and to our brethren, but we
hope that one out of the two weeks may suffice. We like to write down
and publish these Christian courtesies and deeds of love, because such
things are not universal, and there have been cases where pastors have
been treated in a very different manner. If we ever die of grief it will not be
caused by unhappiness at home or unkindness in the church, unless the
whole of our past life should be succeeded by its exact reverse. Our
deacons are remarkable men, not only for kindness to their pastor, but for
individuality; one of them has preached in our absence on one occasion and
made strangers inquire if the deacon preaches like this, what must the
pastor be?” Another makes us smile while he writes. “My advice would be,
take not only the two weeks, but twelve if necessary. Get thoroughly
sound before returning to work, and when you do, take it as easy as you
can. My experience has been that seven or eight weeks is not sufficient
time to recover after being so thoroughly overworked. It was the case with
my old horse, ‘Major,’ a good bit of stuff as ever lived, but too free (very
like yourself) would overdo himself if he had the chance, and at last got
queer in the legs and giddy in the head. A three months’ run on a suitable
soil brought him round wonderfully, and on being sold he fetched the
original price.”


The most cheering news has reached us from our son in Australia. He has
been preaching incessantly to full houses in the region around Adelaide.
Here also is cause for thankfulness.
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Personally we have experienced special mercy in restoration to health. We
seem to get better every five minutes. Mentone is still to us a charming
retreat, unsurpassed for its warmth, sunshine, and scenery. Nor must any
one imagine that it is a spiritually barren spot; for we have seldom known a
more happy fellowship. Here are ministers of Church and Dissent forming a
practical Evangelical Alliance, besides esteemed brethren and sisters in
Christ of no mean order. M. Delapierre, of the French Church, and his
assistant minister and evangelist are doing much, not only for the visitors
but also for the Mentonese, and they are always glad to manifest a loving
interest in members of ether churches. One could readily work in Mentone
as much as at home, for requests to visit the sick, preach, etc., are of
constant occurrence. No one who is ill need fear coming to this place under
the notion that they will find no friends and no opportunities for usefulness:
if they should come here and make that complaint it will be their own fault.


ORPHANAGE. — Mr. Charlesworth’s report is as sweet as it is short. “All
well at the Orphanage.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1878


PERIODICAL WAR MADNESS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A FRIEND who was some long time ago prostrated by African fever assures
us that he still feels it once a year. The enemy was repulsed in its first
assault, but it annually resumes the attack, and will probably do so as long
as our friend survives. This curious phenomenon has its parallel in the
moral world, for certain evils may be subdued and apparently driven out of
a man and yet they return with great fury and resume their former sway.
The like is true of races and nations. At intervals the world goes mad and
mad in the very same direction in which it had confessed its former
insanity, and resolved never to rave again. England, at set seasons, runs
wild with the war lunacy, foams at the mouth, bellows out “Rule
Britannia,” shows her teeth, and in general behaves herself like a mad
creature: then her doctors bleed her, and put her through a course of
depletion until she comes to her senses, settles down to her cotton-spinning
and shop-keeping, and wonders what could have ailed her. A very few
months ago it would have been difficult to discover an apologist for the
Crimean war, and yet in this year of grace 1878 we find ourselves
surrounded by a furious crowd whose intemperate language renders it
almost a miracle that peace yet continues. If they do not desire war, they
are mere bullies; but if they do desire it, they certainly go the right way to
bring it about.


One stands amazed at the singular change which has come over the
populace, who, if they are faithfully represented by their journals, have
learned nothing by experience, but long to thrust their burned hand again
into the fire. The mistakes of former days should minister to the wisdom of
the present generation, for history is a nation’s education; it is, therefore,
to the last degree unfortunate when the people relapse into their
acknowledged errors, and repeat the blunders of their sires. If our country
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has been fairly depicted by the advocates for war, its condition is
disappointing to the believer in progress, and alarming to the patriot who
gazes into the future. We are still pugnacious, still believers in brute force,
still ready to shed blood, still able to contemplate ravaged lands and
murdered thousands without horror, still eager to test our ability to kill our
fellow men. We are persuaded that a large portion of our fellow citizens
are clear of this charge, but the noisier if not the more numerous party,
clamor for a warlike policy as loudly as if it involved no slaughter, and
were rather a boon to mankind than an unmitigated curse. A mysterious
argument, founded upon the protection of certain mythical “British
interests” is set up as an excuse, but the fact is that the national bull-dog
wants to fix his teeth into somebody’s leg, and growls because he does not
quite see how to do it. The fighting instinct is asking to be gratified, and
waxes violent because it is denied indulgence.


It is cause for gratitude that the cool heads among us are now sufficiently
numerous to act as a check upon the more passionate. We are not now all
mad at the same time, nor are quite so many bitten by the ban-dog. When
last our people barked at the Russian bear, Messrs. Cobden and Bright and
a small band of sensible men entered a protest which only enraged the
fighting party; but now, thank God, the advocates of peace are heard, and
even though abused, their power is felt. They may be unpopular, but they
are certainly influential; their opponents have to stand upon the defensive,
and exhibit some show of apologetic argument, whereas aforetime they
laughed the peace-man to scorn as un-English, fanatical, and idiotic.
Though our people have not advanced as we could desire, yet there has
been progress, and that of a solid kind. Statesmen are now found who
forego considerations of party to obey the higher dictates of humanity;
ministers of the gospel now more frequently denounce the crime of carnage
and pray for peace; and among the masses there are juster ideas of the
lamentable results of war. We are bound to be thankful even for small
mercies, and on that ground we rejoice in the faintest sign of advance
towards truthful estimates of bloodshed; but we are sorry to temper our
rejoicing with a large measure of regret that our fellow countrymen, aye,
and fellow Christians are still so far from being educated upon this most
important subject. Many who did run well apparently, and were theoretical
lovers of peace, lost their heads in the general excitement and went over to
the enemy; some of them, fearful lest English prestige, alias British
swagger, should suffer; others afraid that Russia, by capturing
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Constantinople, would block our road to India; and a third class, carried
away by unreasoning sympathy with the dominant feeling around them.
Times of feverish excitement test our attachment to great principles, and
are probably intended by providence to act as a gauge as to their real
growth; viewing the past few months in that light, there has been cause for
congratulation, but greater reason for regret.


What is the cause of these periodical outbreaks of passion? Why does a
peaceful nation bluster and threaten for a few months, and even commence
fighting, when in a short time it sighs for peace, and illuminates its streets
as soon as peace is proclaimed? The immediate causes differ, but the
abiding reason is the same — man is fallen, and belongs to a race of which
infallible revelation declares “their feet are swift to shed blood; destruction
and misery are in their ways, and the way of peace they have not known.”
Wars and fightings arise from the inward lusts of the corrupt heart, and so
long as human nature is unrenewed, battles and sieges, wars and rumors of
wars will make up the history of nations. Civilized man is the same creature
as the savage; he is washed and clothed, but intrinsically he is the same
being. As beneath the Russian’s skin you find the Tartar, so the Englishman
is the savage Briton, or plundering Saxon, wearing broadcloth made from
the wool of the sheep, but with a wild fierce heart within his breast. A
prizefight a few years ago excited universal interest, and would do so again
if it exhibited gameness and pluck, endurance and mettle. As a race we
have these qualities and admire them, and it is idle to deny that if we were
unrestrained by education and unrenewed by grace, there is not a man
among us but would delight to see, or at least to read of, a fair stand-up
fight, whether between fighting men or fighting cocks. We are not cruel,
and therefore the brutal contests of Roman gladiators, or the disgusting
scenes of Spanish bull-fights, would never be tolerated among us; but we
are a fighting nation, and are never better pleased than when we see an
exhibition of spirit and courage. Doubtless some good runs side by side
with this characteristic of our countrymen, and we are far from wishing to
depreciate bravery and valor, but at the same time this is one of the
difficulties which the peace advocate must not fail to recognize. A tamer
people might more readily adopt our tenets, not from conviction, but from
force of circumstances; we find a warrior race slow to learn the doctrine of
“peace on earth, good will toward men’: nor may this discourage us, for
such a race is worth instructing, and when thoroughly indoctrinated will be
mighty to spread abroad the glorious truth. Rome covets England because
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she knows it to be the center and pivot of the world, and we covet it also
for the self-same reason: let Great Britain once declare from her heart that
her empire is peace, and the whole earth shall be in a fair way to sit still and
be at rest. We are far from this consummation at present, nor need we
wonder when we remember the hearts of men and the passions which rage
therein, and especially when we note the peculiarly warlike constituents of
which our nation is composed. Observe the bold dash of the Irish, the stern
valor of the Scotch, the fierce fire of the Welsh, and the dogged resolution
of the English, and you see before you stormy elements ready at any time
to brew a tempest.


What, then, is to be done? Shall we unite with the clamorous patriots of the
hour and sacrifice peace to political selfishness? Or shall we in silence
maintain our own views, and despair of their ever being received by our
own countrymen? There is no need to take either course: let us believe in
our principles, and wait till the present mania comes to an end. We would
persuade all lovers of peace to labor perseveringly to spread the spirit of
love and gentleness, which is indeed the spirit of Christ, and to give a
practical bearing to what else may become mere theory. The fight-spirit
must be battled with in all its forms, and the genius of gentleness must be
cultivated. Cruelty to animals, the lust for destroying living things, the
desire for revenge, the indulgence of anger — all these we must war
against by manifesting and inculcating pity, compassion, forgiveness,
kindness, and goodness in the fear of the Lord. Children must be trained
with meekness and not with passion, and our dealings with our fellow-men
must manifest our readiness to suffer wrong rather than to inflict it upon
others. Nor is this all: the truth as to war must be more and more insisted,
on: the loss of time, labor, treasure, and life must be shown, and the satanic
crimes to which it leads must be laid bare. It is the sum of all villainies, and
ought to be stripped of its flaunting colors, and to have its bloody horrors
revealed; its music should be hushed, that men may hear the moans and
groans, the cries and shrieks of dying men and ravished women. War brings
out the devil in man, wakes up the hellish legion within his fallen nature,
and binds his better faculties hand and foot. Its natural tendency is to hurl
nations back into barbarism, and retard the growth of everything good and
holy. When undertaken from a dire necessity, as the last resource of an
oppressed people, it may become heroic, and its after results may
compensate for its immediate evils; but war wantonly undertaken, for self-
interest, ambition, or wounded pride is evil, only evil, and that continually.
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It ought not to be smiled upon as a brilliant spectacle, nor talked of with a
light heart; it is a fitter theme for tears and intercessions. To see a soldier a
Christian is a joy; to see a Christian a soldier is another matter. We may not
judge another man, but we may discourage thoughtless inclinations in the
young and ignorant. A sweeping condemnation would arouse antagonism,
and possibly provoke the very spirit we would allay; while quiet and holy
influence may sober and ultimately overcome misdirected tendencies. Many
of our bravest soldiers are on the side of peace, and in the present crisis
have spoken out more boldly on the right side than we might reasonably
have expected of them. This must be duly acknowledged and taken into
account, and we must speak accordingly, Rash advocates mar the cause
they love, and this also is not to be wondered at, since a portion of the
same fighting nature is in them also, and leads them to be furious for peace,
and warlike on behalf of love. The temptation to fight Christ’s battles with
the devil’s weapons comes upon us all at times, and it is not marvelous that
men speak of “fighting Quakers,” and “bigots for liberality.” We must
guard our own spirits, and not lend ourselves to the service of strife by
bitter contentions for peace; this, we fear, has not always been
remembered, and the consequences have been more lamentable than would
at first sight appear: opponents have been needlessly created, and
prejudices have been foolishly confirmed. Let us profit by all the mistakes
of zealots, and at the same time let us not become so extremely prudent as
to lose all earnestness. The cause is a good one, let us urge it onward with
blended rigor and discretion.


Seeing that the war-spirit is not slain, and only at the best wounded, we
must in quiet times industriously inculcate the doctrines of peace. The
work begun must be deepened and made more real, and where nothing has
been taught we must begin in real earnest. It is wise to keep the evil spirit
down when it is down. We had better shear its locks while it sleeps, for if
once the giant awakes it snaps all arguments as Samson broke the new
ropes. As a drunkard should be reasoned with in his sober intervals, and
not when he is in liquor, so must our nation be instructed in peace when its
fit of passion is over, and not when it is enraged. Have we well and wisely
used the period since the last great war? Perhaps not: and it may be that
the late ebullition has come to warn us, lest we beguile ourselves into the
false notion that a millennium has commenced, and dream that men are
about to beat their spears into pruning-hooks. Peace teaching, which is but
another name for practical gospel teaching, must be incessant, line upon
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line, precept upon precept, here a little and there a little. “Thou shalt love
thy neighbor as thyself” must resound from our pulpits, and be practiced in
our homes. “Let us love one another, for love is of God,” must be more in
our hearts and lives. Above all we must evangelize the masses, carry the
truth of the loving God to their homes, preach Jesus and his undying love
in their streets, and gather men to his fold. All soul-saying work is a blow
at the war-spirit. Make a man a Christian and he becomes a lover of his
race; instruct him, and he becomes ashamed of blows and battles; sanctify
him, and he sweetens into an embodiment of love. May the Holy Ghost do
such work on all sides among our countrymen, and we shall see their
outbursts of rage become less frequent and less violent, for there will be a
strong counteracting influence to keep down the evil, and to restrain it
when in a measure it breaks loose.


TOO TRUE


IT is to be feared that an immense amount of time and money is wasted in
these days upon mere schemes. The clergy are ready to rely upon
everything rather than upon the substantial claims of their message. One
party takes to new dresses, banners, and processions; another to penny
readings, political lectures, and concerts. They change from one thing to
another day by day, and the result is only a weary waste of their own time
and the creation of a certain amount of social feeling, which might equally
be produced without the supernatural influence of the church and religion.
Religious truths, if they are what they are believed to be, cannot need all
this trivial machinery to recommend them; and religious convictions, which
are to be of any value, must be produced and maintained by more simple
and permanent means, If we may judge by the history of the church, both in
early and modern times, a man of true religious feeling needs nothing but a
room and a Bible, in order to produce the greatest results. The one thing
essential is not new plans, new experiments, and daily changes, but a belief
in the power of the permanent truths of the Christian religion, and a
devotion to these and to these alone. — The Times.
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THE GREAT BUILDER AND HIS WORK


SPEAKING of that enormous mountain peak known as the Matterhorn,
which is the universal admiration of Alpine travelers, a writer says that the
materials of which it is composed are remarkable, and he goes on to give
us the following description: “Few architects would like to build with them.
The slope of the rocks to the north-west is covered two feet deep with
their ruins, a mass of loose and slaty shale, of a dull red brick color, which
yields beneath the feet like ashes, so that, in running down, you step one
yard and slide three. The rock is indeed hard beneath, but still disposed in
thin coarses of these cloven shales, so timely laid that they look in places
more like a heap of crushed autumn leaves titan a rock, and the first
sensation is one of un-mitigated surprise, as if the mountain were upheld by
miracle; but surprise becomes more intelligent reverence for the Great
Builder when we find, in the middle of the mass of these dead leaves, a
course of living rock, of quartz as white as the snow that encircles it, and
harder than a bed of steel. It is only one of a thousand iron bands that knit
the strength of the mighty mountain. Through the buttress and the wall
alike the courses of its varied masonry are seen in their successive order,
smooth and true as if laid by line and plummet, but of thickness and
strength continually varying, and with silver cornices glittering along the
edge of each, laid by the snowy winds and carved by the sunshine.”


Now, all this suggests a parable. The church of God, that glorious
mountain of his habitation, is apparently built of very frail materials. The
saints are, to all appearance more like “a heap of crushed autumn leaves
than a rock,” and beneath the feet of tyrants and persecutors they seem to
yield like ashes; and yet the church defies the storm and towers aloft, the
obelisk of the truth, the eternal pillar of almighty grace. Faith, with eagle
gaze perceives the thousand iron bands which prevent the disintegration of
the mass, and the central foundation harder than a bed of steel upon which
the colossal fabric rests. The church abideth for ever: infinite love,
faithfulness, and power sustain her, and the gates of hell shall not prevail
against her. C. H. S.
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NOTES


A CERTAIN growling critic affirms that we make too much of the
Tabernacle and its affairs. This is a sin which we fear he is never likely to
commit towards any good work. It may suffice us to say that our pages
from month to month prove that our sympathies extend to every form of
holy service in all Christian denominations. Those notes are specially
intended to set forth our own portion of the work which is done for our
Lord, and we cannot see any objection to their being so occupied. Other
agencies and communities have their own organs and reports, and this is
ours; and if we keep very much to home affairs, our friends are, we find, all
the better pleased. The Lord is making much of our work, and though we
have passed through, great personal trial he is blessing us mere than ever
and raising n p princely friends to help us; therefore the growler may growl
on.


The weekly religious papers have already given full accounts of the
remarkable work of grace which has been going on at the Tabernacle
during the pastor’s absence, and therefore we will not repeat stale news;
but we must at least declare our grateful praise and cry, “What hath God
wrought?” A very gracious influence is upon our church and people. The
believers around us are, evidently greatly quickened, which is a most
important point; and all are on the lock out for souls, which is equally a
matter to rejoice in. Love and unity are conspicuous, as will as joyful
energy. Our evangelists, Messrs. Clarke and Smith, have done a noble
work among us; and let the Lord be glorified for it. They have gone to
Newcastle-under-Lyne, and are having marvelous times. Everywhere we
trust they will now find open doors, for they are worthy. On our return the
crowds were almost terrible; two Tabernacles might have been readily
filled on the first Sabbath. The eagerness to hear was remarkable, even for
a place where crowding is constant. We have always been heartily
welcomed when returning from a vacation, but never so warmly as on this
occasion. Every outward token showed that the people were joyous not
because of mere natural feeling, but because they had been aroused and
awakened, and were hungering to hear the Word of Life from the lips
which have fed them in former times.
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On Monday evening, March 18, the new converts, more than four hundred
in number, were invited to tea together with the evangelistic choir and the
singers. What a happy meeting it was! We were all overjoyed. Then came
the great prayer-meeting at 7. The Tabernacle was almost entirely filled,
and both praying and singing were carried on with a spirit and enthusiasm
such as, even among our naturally warm-hearted people, we have never
seen excelled. Eighty-four had been added to the church on the previous
Sabbath, and this encouraged us to look for greater things.


COLLEGE. The College has largely shared in the visitation of grace with
which the Lord has favored us. A whole day of prayer was kept by the men
in preparation for the services, and then all threw themselves into the work
with the utmost zest. Many of the students had the great privilege of
leading individuals to Jesus by personal conversation, and nothing can
better conduce to joyful encouragement than such blessed success. To be
in union with a living church is a great part if a young minister’s training,
and to be actually engaged with inquirers is a splendid preparation for after
service. All goes well with the College; and those friends who have helped
us in this our well-beloved work would be rewarded a thousand times
could they hear a tenth part of the good news which often gladdens our
heart. We do not make too much of this work; we have never spoken of it
as we might have done, for we prefer to leave it to speak for itself. We do
have failures, and some men who were very hopeful turn out to be weak;
but can it be otherwise while we have to deal with imperfect beings? Those
who are mighty soul-winners, and these are not a few, shall be our
advocates. Our only desire is to send out men who will hold to the old
faith, and preach it with some measure of intelligence, and above all with
the Holy Ghost sent down from heaven. How far the Lord has made the
effort a success eternity will reveal, and we await the verdict without fear.
Meanwhile, we are having such sweet letters from our men in foreign lands
that we brush the tears from our eyes to see how they love us, and how
they love the gospel, for which we would live and die. There are some four
hundred of the men preaching now; God bless every one.


The following account from our former student, Mr. Gammon, now an
agent of the Baptist Missionary Society, will interest our readers, and show
that our College men are doing a good work in foreign lands.


“Puerto Plata, San Domingo,
West Indies, Feb. 22, 1878.
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“My dear President, — My report for last year, whilst being very
far from what I could wish, is a slight improvement on the previous
one; we have baptized forty-nine persons, on a profession of their
faith in Christ, at the different stations, and there have been but few
cases calling for exclusion from the church.


“With regard to my new work in San Domingo, so far, it has been
very rough and discouraging; however, the small church we have
formed has given us some encouragement, and the few members
we have are very faithful to their duties; several months of the short
period during which we have been resident in Peurto Plata, have
been taken up by revolutions.


“On Sunday, January 13th, we opened our new Iron Chapel,
seating four hundred persons, but that very morning fighting
commenced in town, and since then — five weeks — very little has
been done besides visiting the sick and wounded. I have keen
obliged to send my wife and child away, for from the beginning of
the year we have been surrounded by the rebels; and often just as
one sits down to write or study the firing will commence. and all
work is over for the time being. When it will end we cannot tell, for
both the Government and the rebels seem determined to hold out.
We are in a very unpleasant position, for our houses are of wood,
and the Remington rifle balls go through them like paper. Many
rencombatants have thus been wounded and killed by stray balls.
There are about forty wounded soldiers in the hospital now, and
they very eagerly received the Spanish tracts and books which we
give them. I should be very glad if some kind friend at the
Tabernacle would send me a supply of tracts, but especially of your
sermons, both in English and Spanish for distribution among the
people; my poor, weak voice cannot be heard everywhere, but
these silent messengers of the gospel may prepare the way for me,
and even do the work I am unable personally to accomplish; any
parcel of books sent to the Baptist Mission House, under care of
Mr. Baynes, will be forwarded to me by him. This is the port from
which most of the people from the interior ship their tobacco,
mahogany, etc., which is brought in by them on horses so that it is
plain what an amount of good might be done by giving them
SPANISH tracts, gospels, and Testaments.
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“Hoping to be able to give you a much better and more detailed
account next year,


“I remain, my dear President
Yours very sincerely,
R. E. GAMMON.”


The news from our son, Thomas Spurgeon, in Australia, continues to be of
the most delightful character. The exciting kindness of friends is almost
more than we dare to think upon; we thank the brethren in the various
colonies, one and all. Brightest of all to our heart is the fact, that from
various quarters we hear of conversions which probably our dear son has
not been informed of. Christians at home tell us of sons and brothers
abroad who write to say that they have been brought to the Savior by
hearing our son’s sermons. A grand presentation at Adelaide has evidently
touched Tom’s heart as it has done ours. Mixed with it all the father and
mother at home get their share of loving remembrance from friends. Things
of this sort come to us, and as they are genuine words, though we do not
feed worthy of them we must give a specimen: —


“Ballarat Ministers’ Association,
November, 1877.


“Resolved unaminously, — That in giving a hearty welcome to Mr.
Thomas Spurgeon, on the occasion of his visit to Ballarat, the Association
would avail themselves of the opportunity thus afforded of putting on
record their deep sense of the services rendered by his father, the Rev, C.
H. Spurgeon, to the cause of Christ throughout the world, and not least to
Victoria, through the influence of his printed sermons: their hope that the
father may be long spared as a watchman on the towers of Zion: and their
earnest; prayer that the son may prove worthy of so noble a sire, and may
be increasingly blessed as a worker for God”


We have had so many of these kind messages that we might appear to be
indifferent to them if we did not take some public notice of them. We have
needed them all, and each one has come opportunely. In times of sickness
and depression of spirit the Lord often employs human sympathy as a
cordial and restorative, and we have found it so. Generous aid to our work,
and affectionate words of thanks, have often made labor light and suffering
endurable.
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ORPHANAGE. Our friends will have read Mr. G. D. Evans’ interesting paper
as to the orphans’ visit to the west. Everyone seems to receive our orphans
kindly, and we thank them. The beloved lady who founded the Orphanage
should be remembered in our prayers. May she enjoy in her own heart the
Lord’s gracious smile as she sees her substance accepted by him and used
to his glory.


Mr. Latimer, the first youth from the Orphanage to enter the College, has
passed through his course of instruction with great satisfation to us all, and
now settles at Willingham, Cambs, with the unanimous and hearty vote of
the church and congregation. This is a noteworthy fact in our Orphanage
history. Another Orphanage student is now in the College, and very many
are in positions of respectability and trust. The condition of the Orphanage
is good.


Our valued friend, Mr. Vickery, who so generously presented the
Orphanage with a very handsome drinking fountain, desires us to mention
that it was manufactured by Messrs. W. and T. Allen & Co.. 2, Somerset
Buildings, Lambeth Hill London, E.C. It certainly does great credit to the
firm.


The Post Office authorities have not removed our residence but they have
altered our postal description. All moneys and letters sent to us should be
directed, C. H. Spurgeon, Nightingale Lane, Balham. It is more convenient
to us to have letters so addressed than to have them sent to the Tabernacle.
If sums of money fail to be promptly acknowledged we should be glad if
friends would write us at once, for some mistake may have occurred, and
by a timely notice it may he rectified. Friends writing about matters which
do not concern us, but are merely for their own information, should not
expect us to pay postage: it is growing to be a heavy tax. A large part of
our daily toil arises from letters which ought not to be written, but which
we try to answer, and do answer, as a rule, though it makes life a slavery.
If postal labor increase, as they threaten to do, it may come to this, that,
courtesy or no courtesy, we shall have to decline answering; for life is not
long enough for us to be perpetually writing explanations of hard texts,
giving names of books, replying to people seeking situations, refusing
requests for loans of money which we cannot spare, answering questions
upon degrees of affinity, church government, medicine for gout, hotels at
Mentone, and so on ad infinitum. Certain people never seem happy until
they have a pen in their hand with which to torture a public man. It will be







343


needful in self-defense to declare that we will answer nobody unless they
have a right to an answer, and this implies that the letter is short, sensible,
about some important matter, and has a stamp enclosed. If a man asks me a
question in the street, and I am to pay a penny if I reply to him, he cannot
reasonably expect me to answer unless he pays the penny himself; why then
should a person be expected, to pay a penny for the great privilege of
giving advice gratis, for which he uses his own stationery and gets no
thanks? Letters which are to the purpose shall always have a reply, but we
cannot promise to answer every epistle; indeed, we do not intend to do so
much as we have done in that direction.


COLPORTAGE. The Secretary sends us the following report: — “The
Report of the Colportage Work, which we have now to offer, is most
encouraging; and will, we trust, stimulate others to help us in a still further
extension of this valuable and economical agency. Since the end of
December, 1877, no fewer than thirty additional agents have been added to
the staff of the Association, and are now actively engaged working in new
districts. Through the liberality of two most generous and tried friends of
Colportage all these districts have been commenced with a lower rate of
subscription from local friends than we usually require, which is £40 a year.
But this has been done in the full hope that during the first year the work
will so commend itself, that Christian friends in the district will become
sufficiently interested to subscribe the full amount for the second year.
About ninety of our agents are now at work in England and Wales. Will
friends remember them in prayer? Ninety godly men all day long traveling
from street to street, and from door to door in our towns and villages,
sowing the seed of God’s word, by the printed page, by the pointed appeal,
and by the daily life. More than a hundred pounds worth of Bibles and
Testaments alone are sent out every month, besides Bible parts and a
variety of religious periodicals and books, and sound, instructive
publications. Help is much needed just now to provide the Colporteurs
with a sufficient and suitable supply of Tracts for gratuitous circulation.
Many Christians have not much time to distribute tracts; here are ninety
distributors at hand, whom they can supply with gospel messages. Parcels
will be thankfully received and acknowledged if sent to the depot, and
dressed to Mr. W. Corden Jones, Seceretary, Colportage Association,
Pastors’ College, Metropolitan Tabernacle, London, S.E. Subscriptions or
donations for this purpose, or for the General Fund, will be duly
acknowledged in The Sword and the Trowel. The Annual Meeting will
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(D.V.) be held early in May, when, as usual, several of the Colporteurs will
give an account of their work, and the Annual Report will be issued.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — March
4th, twenty-one; 7th, twelve; 11th, eleven; 14th, eighteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY, 1878.


A VOICE FROM THE SEA.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Yea, it shall be at an instant suddenly.” — Isaiah 29:5.


“The Lord sent out a great wind into the sea.” — Jonah 1:4.


ABOUT four o’clock in the afternoon of Lord’s-day, March 24th, the
inhabitants of London were startled by a sudden hurricane which all at
once brought with it darkening clouds of dust, and for a short season raged
furiously. Sitting in our study in quiet meditation we were aroused and
alarmed by the noise of doors and windows, and the terrible howling of the
blast as it swept upon its headlong course. Unhappy were travelers across
heath and moor who were overtaken by such an overwhelming gust, for it
gave no warning, and allowed no time to seek a shelter. It was soon over,
but it was followed by cold and dreary weather, and it would seem to have
been a token that winter meant to make another struggle to assume his
ancient throne. His Parthian arrow was driven forward with intense force
and left its mark in ruin and death.


Just at the moment when landsmen were terrified by the threatening storm,
her Majesty’s training ship “Eurydice,” which had returned from a cruise to
the West Indies, was rounding Dunnose headland, off the Isle of Wight,
with all plain sails, and also her studding sails set. Those on board were all
naturally anxious to reach their homes, and having only to round the coast
and to anchor off Spithead, they were making the best of the wind. The
noble frigate was plainly seen from the lovely village of Shanklin; but one
who was watching the fine vessel suddenly missed it and wondered why.
She was hastening along with all sails set except her royals, and her ports
open, when in a moment the fierce wind pounced upon her. It was in vain
that the captain ordered sail to be shortened; the ship lurched till her keel
was visible, and in less time than it takes us to write it the ship capsized,
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and more than three hundred brave seamen perished. Well might her
Majesty’s telegram speak of “the terrible calamity of the ‘Eurydice.’” What
mourning and lamentation had that one cruel blast scattered over the hind!
How swift is the swoop of death! How stealthy its step! How terrible its
leap! In the midst of life we are on the verge of the sepulcher. This lesson
is preached to us by those three hundred men who lie enshrouded in the all-
devouring sea, with a gallant ship as their mausoleum.


“Toll for the brave!
The brave that are no more!
All sunk beneath the wave,
Fast by their native shore!”


Great is the peril of the ocean, but there are also dangers on the land, and
at any moment we also may be summoned to appear before our God. Since
this cannot be questioned, let each prudent man foresee the evil and
prepare himself for it.


Another lesson which lies upon the surface of this sad event is this — never
feel perfectly safe till you are in port. Many awakened souls are almost
within the haven of peace, and are at this time rounding the headland of
thoughtfulness, with the sails of earnest inquiry all displayed to the breeze.
Their condition is very hopeful but it is not satisfactory to those who are
anxious about their eternal welfare, nor should it be satisfactory to
themselves. They are steering for the harbor, they enjoy favoring winds,
they have all sails set, but still they have net quite believed in Jesus, nor
surrendered themselves to his grace. We who watch them can see that their
ports are open, and we dread lest they should be overtaken by a sudden
temptation and should suddenly be overturned at the very moment when
our hopes are at their best. Is the reader in such case? Then let us beseech
him not to be content till he has found Christ and so by faith has anchored
in the harbor of “eternal salvation.” Do not be happy, dear friend, till you
are moored to the Rock of Ages, under the lee of the everlasting hills of
divine mercy, through the stoning blood. It seems very wonderful that a
ship which had been to sea so many times and had just completed a long
winter’s cruise in safety should at last go down just off the coast in a place
where danger seemed out of the question. It is doubly sad that so many
men should be within sight of a shore upon which they must never set their
foot. To perish in mid ocean seems not so hard a lot as to die with the
white cliffs of Albion so near: to die with the gospel ringing in our cars is
still more sad. Never reckon the ship safe till it floats in the haven: never
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reckon a soul safe till it is actually “in Christ.” The “almost persuaded” are
often the last to be fully persuaded. Aroused, impressed, and moved to
good resolutions, to tears, and even to prayers, yet men postpone decision,
and by the force of Satan’s arts are lost, — lost when we all hoped to see
them saved. O that seekers were wise enough to be distressed until they are
thoroughly renewed. Any position short of regeneration is perilous in the
extreme. The manslayer would have been cut down by the avenger had he
lingered outside the walls of the refuge-city; it would have been all in vain
for him to have touched its stones or sheltered near its towers: he must be
within the gates or die. Seekers after salvation, you are not safe till you
actually close in with Jesus, place all your confidence in him and become
for ever his. Shall it be so now, or will you abide in death? Rest not an
hour. Trifle not for another moment; for death may seize you, or a spiritual
lethargy may come over your soul from which you may never again be
aroused. Give no sleep to your eyes nor slumber to your eyelids till your
anchor has entered into that within the veil and you are saved in Christ
Jesus.


A further lesson should be gleaned from the scant wreckage which as yet
has floated up from the sunken vessel. Let us all take warning, and
remember that we cannot tell when fierce temptation may assail us.


“Be watchful, be vigilant, danger may be
At an hour when all seemeth securest to thee.”


As the wind bloweth where it listeth, and we cannot tell whence it cometh,
our want of foresight keeps us in constant jeopardy, and should therefore
induce unceasing watchfulness. The gale may burst upon us either from the
north or from the south, and if we make ready for an easterly breeze we
may be assailed from the westward instead. He who has sailed upon the sea
never trusts it; he who has been at the mercy of the wind never depends
upon it.


Beloved believer, you have had a long stretch of fair sailing; let a brother
whisper in your ear, “keep a good look-out.” Those who are familiar with
spiritual navigation know that there is never more likelihood of storm than
when the barometer stands at “set fair.”
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“Whene’er becalm’d I lie,
And storms forbear to toss;


Be thou, dear Lord, still nigh,
Lest I should suffer loss:


Far more the treacherous calm I dread
Than tempests bursting o’er my head.”


The danger of a foreseen tempest is comparatively little, for your ship with
close-reefed sails, and bare poles, is ready for whatever comes; but the
perils of the calm lie in the temptation to security, and the liability that
sudden temptation may find us unprepared. “What I say unto you I say
unto all, Watch”: for if the good captain of the ship had known at what
hour the storm would come he would have lowered all his sails, and have
weathered the gale. He did all that a brave man could do, but all was little
enough, for the huge ship was tossed over and sucked down, and but two
remained to tell the tale. Be ye always ready, for in such an hour as ye
think not the danger will be upon you.


One other warning let us collect from the wreck while yet it lies beneath
the wave. Always be most afraid of sudden temptation when all sails are
filled with a fair wind. Personal experience teaches some of us that our
gladdest times attract perils to us. The temper of the placid may readily be
ruffled when they have newly come from solitary communion with God:
the rude shock of the world’s rough speech tells most upon a mind which
has been bathed in heaven. Even the love of Jesus may lead us in the heat
of our spirit to wish that we could invoke fire from heaven on his foes.
Great power in prayer, unless we guard ourselves well, may be followed by
a fit of depression, even as Elijah fled from Jezebel very soon after his
wrestlings upon Carmel. High and rapt enjoyment may be followed by
fierce temptation, for the enemy watches for loaded vessels when he allows
the empty bark to escape. Even our Lord found but a short interval
between the testimony from heaven at his baptism and the temptation from
hell which beset trim in the wilderness. Our full sails tempt the prince of the
power of the air to rage with more than his usual malignity. It is right that,
all sail should be set when the wind is favorable. Why should we not avail
ourselves of everything which may speed us on our way? Still, let us never
forget to watch unto prayer, or our happiness may be our danger. Brother,
mark well your steps in coming down from the mount of communion, for
at the foot of it you may meet mocking Pharisees, dispirited disciples, and
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perhaps one possessed of an evil spirit of the kind which goeth not out save
with prayer and fasting.


Let the self-exalting professor specially beware; but remember, dear
brother, that you may soon become such a character. When your sails are
big with the wind, and you are flying over the waves, clap your hands if
you please and hope soon to have perfected your voyage, but take care to
have all hands ready for an emergency. Perhaps one of the best things that
could happen to you would be that when you are sailing along so bravely,
confident and at ease, your topsails of pride should be carried away; you
would be all the better for losing such lofty gear. Plenty of ballast must be
stowed away or our royals may be our ruin. Better have our glory rent to
ribbons by the gusts than for the ship itself to be blown over. Mark this.


Are you prospering in business? Keep your eye on the weather, and do not
flatter yourself that you will never be moved. Is all going well with your
family? Be grateful, but rejoice with trembling. Is every desire gratified?
Thank God, but do not fold your arms, or suffer the watch to go below.
Are you progressing wonderfully in the spiritual life? Doubtless Satan has
told you that you are somebody now, strong in faith, exceedingly earnest,
wonderfully busy, and altogether an example to others! Do you not see
that the storm-fiend is near you, and do you not know what a wind he can
raise? Remember how he slew Job’s children by a wind which smote all the
four corners of the house. He saves up those four-cornered hurricanes for
men in high estate as Job was; therefore beware Brother, take in those
sails, for the weather is very gusty just now and cannot be relied on for five
minutes. As you would dread shipwreck, cultivate a holy jealousy, maintain
godly fear, and evermore look to him that keepeth Israel. He never
slumbers nor sleeps, for he knows that his children always need his
watchful eye.


“CALLING OUT THE RESERVES.”


“Reserved against the time of trouble, against the day of battle and war.”
Job 38:23.


ON the evening of April 1st, the Lord Chancellor read a message from the
Queen, stating that
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“Her Majesty has thought it right to communicate to the House of Lords
that her Majesty is about to cause her Reserve Force and her Militia
Reserve Force, or such part thereof as her Majesty shall think necessary
to be forthwith called out for permanent service.”


Might not some such message from the King, who is in the midst of Zion,
be just now very seasonable, if the Holy Spirit should convey it to all the
churches? There should be no reserves in the hosts of the Lord; but alas,
through the lukewarm condition of many, these reserves form a numerous
part of our membership, and need a great many calls from their officers
before they will obey. Perhaps if they felt that the King himself ordered that
they should be “forthwith called out for permanent service,” the love of
Christ would constrain them, and we should see them marching forth to
war. “I pray thee have me excused” has been upon their lips for a long
time, or else they have said, “I go, sir,” but they have not gone. The word
of Moses to the children of Gad and Reuben is exceedingly needed by
many at this time, “Shall your brethren go to war, and ye sit still?” The
reserved forces are so terribly numerous as compared with the active army
of our great King that our holy war is sadly hindered and the Canaanites
are not subdued. Among these inactive professors there are many who are
commonly known as “very reserved people.” These must no longer sit at
ease, but must summon up courage enough to come up to the help of the
Lord against the mighty, lest the curse of Meroz fall upon them. Others are
idle, and allow their armor and their weapons to rust. Many are busy here
and there about inferior things, but forget their allegiance to their Lord.
Very much time, talent, and opportunity is held in reserve for various
reasons, and ought at once to be brought forth and consecrated actively to
the Lord. What meanest thou, O sleeper? What aileth thee, O sluggard?
There is much to be done, why doest thou not thy part? Every man has a
place appointed him in the battle, what excuse can be accepted for those
who are at ease in Zion, and stir not a hand for their Master and his cause.
Nor is it in men alone that a sinful reserve is made, but great treasures of
gold and silver belonging to Christians are laid by to canker while the Lord
hath need of them. Men talk of loving Jesus so as to give him all, and in
their hymns they say that if they might make some reserve, and duty did
not call, their zeal would lead them to a total sacrifice, and yet the
financial reserve of the church of God is probably a hundred times as great
as that which is expended in the Lord’s service. Your own judgments will
confirm this statement. The funds actually in the hands of professed
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believers are immense, for many Christians are enormously rich, and yet we
hear daily appeals for money, till one might conclude that all professors of
the Christian faith were poor as Lazarus, and that nowadays no holy
women were able to minister to the Lord of their substance, and such
persons as Joseph of Arimathaea were no longer disciples of Jesus.


There is a great deal of reserve time, and reserve talent, and reserve energy
and fire, and we would in the name of Jesus call it all out. Why, some men
when engaged in the service of God seem to be only the tenth part of men
compared with their zeal in their business pursuits. It would take nine of
some church members to make one real praying man, and twice that
number of some preachers to make a downright earnest minister of the
gospel. Is this judgment too severe? Are not some men mere apologies for
workers, even when they do pretend to be up and at it? Verily it is so. Oh,
if they would but be aroused; if all their manhood, all their heart, and soul,
and mind, and strength, were truly engaged, how differently they would
act; and if they sought strength from on high, what grand results would
follow! I long to see the Holy Spirit filling us all with ardor, and causing
every man and woman among us to yield himself or herself fully unto the
Lord.


When the reserves are called out matters look very serious, and we expect
to see war. Every lover of peace shuddered as he read the Queen’s
message, for he felt that at last war was really threatened. God grant it may
not be so. But with regard to the church of Christ, when the reserves are
called out, the world believes that it really means war for Christ. At present
the world despises many a church for its inactivity, but when all Christians
come forth it will know that we are in earnest. While the regular workers
are marching to and fro like a standing army going through its regular drill,
very little is done beyond mere defense, but when the reserves are called
out, it means defiance, and the gauntlet is thrown to the foe. Our Lord
would have us fight the good fight of the faithful, and go forth in his name
conquering and to conquer, but the elect host is hampered and hindered by
the suffers and camp-followers who hang about us and work us serious ill.
If all this mixed multitude could be drilled into warriors, what a band
would the Son of David lead to the war! Once get the reserved members of
this church praying, working, teaching, giving, and the enemy would soon
know that there is a God in Israel. These is too much playing at religion
nowadays, and too little of intense, unanimous, enthusiastic hard work. A
part of the church is all alive, but a far larger portion is as a body of death,
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by which the life of the church is held in bondage. Once find the whole
body tingling with life from head to foot, from heart to finger, and then you
shall have power over the adversary and prevalence with God. When all the
people shout for joy and long for the battle, the Philistines will be afraid,
and cry out, saying, “God has come into the camp.” O that my eyes could
once perceive the signal! Zion travailing is the sign by which those who
know the times will be able to prophecy concerning Zion triumphant. O for
the universal agony, the inward throes of deep compassion and consuming
zeal; for when these are felt by the whole body, the joyous hour is come.


The Queen’s message reminds me of a great and comforting truth. God
himself, blessed be his name, has forces in reserve which he will call forth
in due time. Remember the Lord’s own language in the book of Job: “Hast
thou entered into the treasures of the snow? or hast thou seen the treasures
of the hall, which I have reserved against the time of trouble, against; the
day of battle and war?” He represents himself in the language of his servant
Joel, as calling out innumerable locusts as a part of his host: “The Lord
shall utter his voice before his army; for his camp is very great.” The hiding
of his power we cannot estimate, but we know that nothing is impossible
to him. Whatever the church may have seen and experienced of divine
power there is yet more in reserve, and when the fit moment shall come all
restraint shall be withdrawn, and the eternal forces shall be let loose to rout
every foe-man, and secure an easy victory. For the moment our great
Captain puts his hand into his bosom and allows the enemy to exult, but he
is not defeated, nor is he in the least disquieted. “He shall not fail, nor be
discouraged.” His time is not yet, but when the time comes he will be
found to have his reward with him and his work before him. Let us never
be daunted by the apparent failures of the cause of God and truth, for these
are but the trial of patience, the test of valor, and the means to a grander
victory. Pharaoh defies Jehovah while he sees only two Hebrews and a rod,
but he will be of another mind when the Lord’s reserves shall set
themselves in battle array and discharge plague upon plague against him.
Even the doubling of the tale of bricks, and the wanton cruelty of the
tyrant, all wrought towards the divine end, and were no real hindrances to
the grand design; nay they were reserved forces by which the Lord made
his people willing to leave Goshen and the fleshpots.


Today, also, the immediate present is dark, and there is room for sad
forebodings; but if we look a little further, and by faith behold the brilliant
future which will arise out of the gloom, we shall be of good cheer. My eye
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rests at this moment somewhat sorrowfully upon the battle field of
religious opinion; truly, there is much to rivet my gaze. It is a perilous
moment. The prince of darkness is bringing up his reserves. The soldiers of
the devil’s old guard, on whom he places his chief reliance, are now
rushing like a whirlwind upon our ranks. They threaten to carry everything
before them, deceiving the very elect, if it be possible. Never were foes
more cunning and daring. They spare nothing however sacred, but assail
the Lord himself: his book they criticize, his gospel they mutilate, his wrath
they deny, his truth they abhor. Of confused noise and vapor of smoke
there is more than enough; but it will blow over in due time, and when it is
all gone we shall see that the Lord reigneth, and his enemies are broken in
pieces.


Let us watch for the coming of recruits divinely prepared. Let us be eager
to see the reserves as they come from the unlikeliest quarters. There may
be sitting even now by some cottage fireside, all unknown, the man who
shall make the world ring again with the gospel, preaching it with apostolic
power. The orthodox advocate, born to cope with subtle minds and
unravel all their sophistries, may even now be receiving his training in
yonder parish school; yea, and even in the infidel camp, like Moses in the
palace of Pharaoh, there may dwell the youth who shall act the iconoclast
towards every form of skepticism. Jabin and Sisera may reign, but there
shall come a Deborah from mount Ephraim, and a Barak from
Kedeshnaphtali. Let the Midianites tremble, for Gideon who threshes
wheat in the wine-press will yet beat them small. The Ammonites shall be
smitten by Jephtha, and the Philistines by Samson; for every enemy there
shall be a champion, and the Lord’s people shall do great exploits. I for one
believe in Omnipotence. All other power is weakness, in God alone is there
strength. Men are vanity, and their thoughts shall perish; but God is
everlasting and everliving, and the truth which hangs upon his arm, like a
golden shield, shall endure to all eternity. Hither come we, then, and bow
before the face of the Eternal, who reserveth wrath for his enemies and
mercy for them that seek hire; and as we lie at his feet we look up right
hopefully, and watch for the moment when all his reserves of grace, and
love, and glory shall be revealed to the adoring eyes of his chosen people
world without end. C.H. S.
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MORE GOOD NEWS FROM A FAR COUNTRY


BY MRS. C. H. SPURGEON.


[PRIVATE AND CONFIDENTIAL.]


“DEAR MR. EDITOR,” said a coaxing voice the other morning, “do you
think you could find room in next month’s magazine for a few further
particulars, telling how the dear boy gets on in Australia?” “Foolish little
mother,” says the Editor, putting on as solemn a face as he knows how,
“do you think people care to hear anything about your boy?” “No, perhaps
not,” says the voice demurely, “but they think ever so much of your boy,
and . . . and God is so good to him and to us.”


“That he is!” comes from the depths of the father’s heart. “Well, we’ll see,”
presently replies the Editor; “have you there some extracts from his
letters?” “Yes,” (this very meekly), “they are woven together in rather a
rough fashion, but friends are so indulgent, and ‘Good news from a far
country’ was received so warmly and drew forth so much tender sympathy
that, instead of fearing criticism, one longs to renew the sweet experience
of touching such harmonious chords. Will you please let it pass the
editorial chair?” What was that dear Editor to do, good reader? Surely he
will be pardoned for having said “Yes,” and placing before his friends a
record which aims simply and only at magnifying God’s mercy and tender
care over one of his little ones.


The thread of the story is taken up where Mr. Bunning laid it down on
their return from the Bush.


Mr. Bunning’s charming paper “Out in the Bush” leaves nothing more to
be said about that journey, except that the kindness received by our dear
son from the master and owner of Quambatook has deeply touched our
hearts, and will be remembered with the warmest gratitude and love while
life shall last.


Returning to Melbourne he renewed the busy life which has been habitual
to him since he set foot in the colonies, preaching continually, attending
meetings, traveling hither and thither to help some struggling cause, and
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everywhere receiving a genial welcome and a full share of that splendid
hospitality which flourishes so grandly on Australian shores. “All the
people are so kind and friendly,” he says, “that you have not been in their
society for half an hour before you feel quite at home with them.” A visit to
Kyneton, a stay at St. Kilda, a few days at Pt. Henry, “where we did enjoy
ourselves,” and then he is away to Adelaide, of which place and its people
we will allow him to speak for himself.


“I am writing from Adelaide, a much quieter and smaller place than
Melbourne, and therefore in some respects preferable. Friends are as
numerous and as kind in South Australia as in Victoria, and I anticipate a
very pleasant stay. We are located in a splendid house, situated among the
hills, commanding a view of Adelaide, the sea beyond, and the peninsula
beyond that. Host and hostess are kindness personified, and we have
everything that heart can wish. My first Sabbath here, Nov. 18, was indeed
a happy time. I preached the anniversary sermons of the Norwood Baptist
Chapel (Mr. Lambert’s) and once again had the pleasure and honor of
telling the way to heaven. The place is comparatively small and was
densely packed, the ample lobbies and vestries being both morning and
evening crowded with eager listeners. Not expecting to have to preach
twice, I had nothing prepared for evening service, and did not feel justified
in delivering an old sermon. Then I found the Lord to be ‘a very present
help,’ and more than I have ever done before I realized that the ‘Spirit
helpeth our infirmities.”


The first Sabbath in Adelaide was succeeded by a week which he describes
as “teeming with mercy and full of blessing.” Monday night was devoted to
a meeting at Flinders-street Chapel (Mr. Silas Mead’s), and Tuesday to a
tea and public meeting in Norwood Baptist Chapel. Then on Wednesday
his kind friends planned an excursion which gave him much pleasure, and is
thus described “we drove to the very top of Mount Lofty, nearly 3,000 feet
high, and pic-nic’d there. Lovely scenery delighted us as we ascended.
Rugged chasms and steep gullies opened up as we wound round the hills
by easy gradients, while the broader valleys had pretty houses peeping from
the green trees, and gardens flourishing with oranges and cherries, and rich
with the perfume of flowers and strawberries. Far, far up the hills were
villas, whither the wealthy owners resort to catch the breeze, and to escape
the scorching heat of the plains below. Arrived at the summit, a panorama
most extensive and delightful lay before us. Like the city of Jerusalem,
there stood Adelaide, a perfect square, with towers and spires, and trees
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surrounding it, lacking only the hills to make it exactly like views I have
seen of the ‘City of David.’ We could plainly see the ‘Port’ with its
smoking chimneys, and the winding channel leading to it. Just beyond
Adelaide lay the Bay of Glenelg, a favorite sea-side resort only four miles
from the city. Landwards and to the south stretch a series of hills not so
high as Mount Lofty, but richly timbered and extending to the Murray.”


A few “little outings” similar to this pleasant one, were enjoyed all the
more that they were sorely needed, for constant excitement and public
speaking were trying to the not very robust frame of the young visitor, and
the most grateful thanks are due to the dear friends at Glen Camend who
took an almost parental interest in our beloved boy. The following Sunday
is thus described: “Another Sabbath has gone by. One just as full of
blessing as its predecessors. I was glad to listen to a sermon in the
morning, a most appropriate and helpful one, on the highest motive for
serving Christ, and the best stimulus in doing so,— ‘For my sake.’ In the
evening a very large Wesleyan Church was crowded. Before six o’clock
the yard at the side and back was filled with vehicles which had brought the
people, and 2,500 listened to the Word. A very deep slanting gallery goes
entirely round the building; the pulpit stands nearly as high as the gallery,
and is reached by a winding stair. When with no small difficulty I had
succeeded in gaining the steps, I was surprised at my elevation and at the
mass of people. I had to conduct all the service. The heat was very trying,
but it made my heart glad to receive those hearty thanks for the sermon as
I left the building. Today I feel as tired as possible, but have to speak at a
meeting in the same place tonight.”


The following week was spent in an excursion to Moonta, some 100 miles
from Adelaide, a trip enjoyable, though tiring. Here he preached in a large
Wesleyan Chapel, and as most of the congregation were Cornish
Methodists, his audience was not “by any means dull.” Then, “On to
Kadina, where bills, distributed in the morning only, announced —


SPURGEON AT KADINA.


WESLEYAN CHURCH.  SEVEN O’CLOCK.


No Collection.’


The crier too, had gone round the little township, and about 800 souls
attended. Back to Adelaide Friday morning. A more tedious journey than
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before — hot, dusty, jolting, anything but pleasant. One of our wheels got
red hot, but having neither oil nor water we were obliged to continue on
our way. At the first inn we came to, we succeeded in cooling it down, but
it had been smoking and burning so long that the wonder is no accident
happened. On this trip I have seen one of the most celebrated mines in the
world, but best of all I rejoice to know that several persons found the Lord
through the services.”


Yes, dearest son, this is the goal and climax of our hopes and desires for
you, that God would give you “souls for your hire.” None can doubt your
“high calling of God in Christ Jesus,” to be an ambassador for him, if you
carry with you such credentials as these. The Lord increase them “an
hundredfold how many soever they be.” On Sunday, December 2, we find
him preaching again in Flinders Street Chapel, but “suffering from the
effects of the tiring trip to Moonta and Kadina.” He says, “Concerning that
service, and several others both in town and country, I have received most
encouraging news. The Lord has blessed me to the conversion of souls,
and to the upbuilding of saints more in South Australia than anywhere else
— at all events I hear of more good done. To his name be all the praise!”


On Monday, Dec. 3, our son and a large party of friends took train
northwards, intending to spend ten days in what they call the “Area,” — a
vast tract of newly-cultivated land, where fields of wheat are waving for
miles and miles. For ten days they journeyed on and on, Tom preaching
four times and finding it “rather hard work after a long ride.” The weather
was dreadfully hot, and the flies an intolerable nuisance, while worse
enemies than flies were constantly being exhibited to landlords of hotels as
“spoils taken in the night.” One bright spot in this journey was a pleasant
Sabbath spent at Fort Augusta, where he met with a companion of his
childhood, a son of our esteemed deacon, Mr. Olney. The two young men
seem to have been delighted to grasp hands once again and talk over “old
times,” but farewell had soon to be said, and our dear son had to go on his
way. After this journey preaching engagements multiplied, and we note one
of which he thus writes: — “On Sunday, December 16, I preached in the
open air a few miles from Adelaide. The advertisement of the meeting
would have amused you. After the usual announcements came the word
‘MOONLIGHT.’ People drove in from considerable distances and moonlight
aided their return. We had a blessed season beneath a clear Australian sky
amongst the gum trees. I found it to be rather an effort, and have had a
slight cough ever since. Still I have the same news to tell of happiness and
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blessing, and though I have not been quite so well lately, feeling weak, as I
used to do after services at home. I believe I shall soon be right again.
What rejoices me most is to know that I am not laboring in vain. By God’s
blessing the churches are profited and souls are saved. I have ever so many
kind letters encouraging me, and though adverse criticisms appear
occasionally, they usually come from the atheistical papers. If God owns
my endeavors to serve him, I can need no earthly commendation, yet it is
very encouraging to get a kindly word, and both ministers and people give
it to me. The waters were not crossed in vain, dear parents; you were not
bereft of your son for nought.”


The letter from which these latter extracts are taken gave fond hearts at
home some deep anxiety, for we feared the dear boy’s strength was too
heavily taxed by incessant work and excitement. But subsequent news
calmed our fears and caused us to bless the “hand unseen” which was
directing “all his steps.” A delightful “lazy week” followed the time of
weakness and weariness, and seems completely to have restored his failing
energies. A party of friends was formed for a trip to Victor harbor, and he
gives a very lengthy and detailed description of the pleasures and prospects
of this most enjoyable excursion. We have, however, only space for a very
condensed account of it. Leaving Adelaide on Tuesday, Dec. 18, their way
lay over the hills to Battunga, from whence they turned aside to attend an
anniversary meeting at Macclesfield, where one of the party was to deliver
a lecture, and of course the good people could not let Tom off without a
speech. The next day “Strathalbyn” was reached, “a small town as pretty as
its name,” boasting a “Scotch kirk with considerable pretensions to
architecture, and a bridge in front of it, spanning a delightful little stream
skirted with willow trees.” This seems to have been quite a refreshing sight
to him, after the “bare and desolate places” to which he had been
accustomed up north. From Strathalbyn they went by tramway twenty-
eight miles, and of this part of his journey he shall himself speak:—


“The ride was most monotonous, for miles ahead one could see the straight
line of rails piercing direct as an arrow through the wretchedest scrub
imaginable. Right glad were we to regain our friends and get a scramble on
the rocks, and a ramble on the sea-shore in the afternoon. Here between
Port Elliott and Port Victor we went, literally, on a ‘wild goose chase,’ and
caught two of the birds. They seemed to be a species of swan, and had, I
presume, got washed down the Murray, out to sea, and then again ashore.
That same evening we took a delicious stroll along a jetty, half a mile long,
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to Granite Island, where wild ocean billows dashed in furious grandeur on
the rugged rocks; . . . At twelve o’clock we reached the mouth of the
Murray. This, the largest river in Australia, navigable for over 3,000 miles,
has a mouth so narrow, and so blocked by land, that it is very rarely a
vessel ventures through it. This very fact makes it worth inspection. We
saw the whirling eddies of tide contending with opposing currents: round
the numerous sand banks, where pelicans flourished, the wild waves
surged, driven on from bank to bank, twisted and turned, now here, now
there, in vain endeavor to reach the sea. Just one solitary buoy danced in
smoother water, just one solitary flag-staff stood in front of the solitary hut
on an island opposite, and everywhere else, land-ward and seaward, was
utter desolation.” Less than an hour sufficed them there, and they traveled
back to their last starting place, from whence they took another line of
tramway to Goolwa, a port of the Murray. Here they propelled to
interview some natives, and the result is thus described: “On the way we
met the king and his ‘lubra.’ His majesty wore a large, thick Mackintosh, a
fur cap was on his head, and a short pipe protruded from his mouth. Over
his back was a swan in a sack, for which he wanted two shillings. We were
anxious to see a corobaree, or native dance: but when we gained the camp
we had the greatest difficulty in persuading them to gratify us in any way.
Only one woman and an old man took pains to interest us. The lady
referred to collected some pieces of flannel or rag, and made a hard pad of
them, which she placed between her knees, and then commenced beating it
with her skinny hand, at the same time rolling her head and eyes about,
shrieking, moaning, yelling, groaning, and producing a combination of
sounds more hideous than words can tell.” They had to pay pretty literally
even for this questionable exhibition, and left, without having induced the
“black fellows” to give a demonstration of their satisfactory movements.


Next day they commenced their homeward journey, and after sundry
adventures reached Adelaide on Friday night, blessing God for a “ most
enjoyable holiday.” On the following Sabbath our son preached in the
evening in a beautiful church in North Adelaide, and says, “I was mightily
helped.” Passing over Christmas, of which he himself says very little,
possibly because just then a sharp attack of home sickness overcame him,
we find him at Gawler and Lyndock Valley, two stations occupied by
former students of the Pastors’ College, where he was received with open
arms and a true brotherly welcome. We give in his own words his
impression of the place and people. “Gawler is a little more than an hour’s
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slow traveling from Adelaide. It glories in the name of the ‘modern
Athens,’ though this can have no reference to its architecture, and is the
second town in the colony. The advantage of possessing two rivers is in
summer somewhat nullified by the fact that the bed of one of them can be
driven over without wetting the horse’s hoofs, and that at the other, if you
wish to obtain a bucket full of water, your patience must enable you to
hold the pail for half-an-hour. Of course in the winter season matters are
very different, and at nearly every creek we heard of teams being washed
away and drivers drowned only a few months back. At Gawler Station we
were met by Mr. Morgan. whose appearance in silk coat and white helmet,
seated in a four- wheeled ‘buggy,’ behind two rough steeds, was as unlike
one of ‘Spurgeon’s Students’ as one could have imagined. The warm grasp
of the hand meant something uncommon between us, however, and the
very horses seemed so pleased that I think the reins must have conducted
the excitement from the driver into their legs, for they dashed along in fine
style.” “Our first halting place was the home of the ‘Faireys.’ Here was no
enchanted glen, no star-tipped wands and magic scenes, but on a hill
overlooking the pretty town, and standing in a newly-planted garden which
promises to be a cool retreat when grown, is the manse of the Baptist
Bishop of Gawler (Mr. S. Fairey). He too was rejoiced to see the son of
him whom he still calls ‘President,’ and gave me a hearty welcome. We had
nine miles further to drive to Lyndoch Valley, the scene of the pastoral
labors of my companion, Mr. Morgan. I feel an intense joy in seeing and
helping these former students of dear father’s College, they have a claim on
me which I am delighted to recognize, and in serving them I am truly
happy. My present host is indeed a good specimen of a hard-working
pastor He takes three services on the Sunday and has a considerable
journey from one to the other, in fact he is rarely out of the saddle or trap,
except to preach or prepare for another service. Pleasant conversations
about the Tabernacle and its Pastor, the College and its tutors, the
Orphanage and its President delighted him and comforted me, and when
the Sabbath came I know not which was the happier. There were about
two hundred people in the little chapel, and amongst them hearts as loving,
and souls as earnest as I have ever met with. Saturday was hot, but Sunday
was hotter still, it seemed to take the life out of everything but the flies. As
the heat becomes greater their coolness increases, and they most
persistently annoyed me while preaching. Old colonists do not seem to
mind them much, but I unfortunately am not sufficiently acclimatized to
allow them to fly down my throat and stop up my ears unrebuked. After
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service on the Sunday morning we had the Lord’s Supper, and one good
brother did pray so fervently for my dear father and for me, that I felt sure
my loved ones at home would have a happy day, brightened like mine by
the outpourings of so loving a heart. That same evening I preached in a
large Wesleyan church at Gawler, the place was lent, the collection given
to the Baptists and a right joyous time we had. Everyone was so kind to
me, that I was quite sorry I had to leave so soon, but I was advertised to
take the watch-night service at Norwood, so was obliged to hasten back to
town (Adelaide). New Year’s Day was spent with some friends “who
almost worship father.” Anon he is off to Mount Barker, where he
preached in the Baptist chapel and spoke at a meeting of the Bible Society.
Again returning to Adelaide, the kind and generous friends who first
welcomed him there (Mr. and Mrs. F.) had arranged for him to visit them
at Glenelg, the sea-side resort of Adelaide’s inhabitants. About this time
the intense heat tried him greatly, and the mosquitos were a constant
annoyance. He says, “It is stated that Adelaide is the hottest city in the
world inhabited by Europeans, and only once have they had it hotter than it
is now. I should not mind the heat by day so much, if the mosquitos would
let me sleep at night, but all our efforts to defy their malice seem in vain.
One night we managed the net arrangements so deftly that the wretches
could only look through the lattice at me, and sing their mournful ditty
outside, but alas, the next night the net slipped, and through the meshes of
the covering they had their will of me, and bit me from head to foot.” On
the Sunday after his return from Mount Barker he preached to young
people in Flinders-street Baptist church, and had a large and attentive
congregation. Receiving just then letters from home, counseling a little less
work and excitement, he remarks, “You seem exactly to anticipate my
situation, and my desire to do all I can. I felt quite sad you should be
anxious about it. I have done my best to get strong consistently with work
for the ‘Master.’ If during the months I have been ashore I had been
rusticating all the time in one or two places, I doubt not I should be
stronger than I am, but God called me to something better. ‘Not to over-
work,’ you say. No, my darling mother, but this I have not done as yet, and
under God’s guidance shall not do. ‘Hitherto, the Lord hath helped, me,’
and I can truly say that I enter on no engagement without first I ‘take it to
the Lord in prayer.’


We are now drawing near the close of his happy stay in South Australia,
and must hasten on to let him tell of the farewell meeting and the beautiful
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presentation by which his generous friends sought to testify their love and
interest in him. The last Sunday in Adelaide was exceptionally hot, and he
felt thoroughly prostrated by it. Nevertheless, he preached in the evening in
the Town Hall to an overflowing audience, and by God’s gracious help
surmounted all physical obstacles which lay in his path. After the sermon
the people crowded round him. “I should like to have shaken hands with
the whole two thousand,” he says,” and I believe that there was not our
who would not have been glad to do so for my dear father’s sake.”


(To be continued.)


NOTES.


MANY things must be omitted this month in order to give space for a
summary of the Conference proceedings, but we must not crowd out the
gathering of butchers.


The Butchers’ Annual Festival was held at the Tabernacle on Tuesday,
March 26. 2,100 of the London butchers and their wives were entertained
in the rooms below the Tabernacle, and 600 of the masters and their wives,
and other friends, had tea in the College Lecture Hall. To feed this great
multitude the committee provided a ton of meat, 71/2 cwt. of carrots, 600
lbs. of cake, 200 loaves of bread, and a half chest of tea, at a total cost of
£150, which, was defrayed by subscriptions amongst the master butchers
and their friends. The feeding of all this great multitude was accomplished
by our marvelous deacon Mr. Murrell, without a trace of disorder or a
moment’s delay, How he and his assistants do the work so merrily we can
hardly imagine. He might be general of an army, so well does he organize.
Mr. Farmer, a city missionary in Camberwell, obtained gratis from the
publishers sufficient periodicals to give all the men and their wives at least
one each. After tea, or “supper,” the butchers, masters, and their wives
adjourned to the Tabernacle, where they were entertained with music and
singing by our evangelist, Mr. J. Manton Smith, and the evangelistic choir,
until the time for commencing the public meeting. Meanwhile, the
Tabernacle was rapidly filled by the general public, about 5,000 persons
being present. The order and attention of the men was all that could be
desired, even had they been peers of the realm. The chair was taken by C.
H. Spurgeon, who addressed the men on their need of civility, morality,
humanity, and true religion. We do not give a report, because so many of
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the respectable daily and weekly papers have already issued very fair
accounts of the speech, while a number of ethers have abused us in their
ablest style, their writers being rather hard up for a subject. Earnest
addresses were delivered by our brother Alfred. J. Clarke; Mr. Dennis, a
meat salesman, who read a letter from Mr. Henry Varley; Mr. Varley, jun.,
and Mr. Lambourne. Mr. Dennis quoted the following definition of a letter,
which is worth preserving.


WHAT IS A LETTER?


“A silent language uttered to the eye,
Which envious distance would in vain deny;


A tie to bind where circumstances part,
A nerve of feeling stretched from heart to heart;


Formed to convey, like an electric chain,
The mystic flash, the lightning of the brain;
And bear at once along each precious link


Affection’s life pulse in a drop of ink.”


These meetings, besides creating and fostering a good feeling between
masters and men, are calcutated to be of great service by letting working
people see that the church of God cares for them, and aims at their good.
Our Lord fed the multitude as well as preached to them, and thus for ever
placed this mode of operation beyond the reach of criticism. What a
blessing to be able by means of the Tabernacle and College to
accommodate so vast a company and make “a great supper” for more than
two thousand.


The fourteenth annual Conference of the Pastors’ College Association
was held during the week commencing April 8th, and a wonderful season it
has proved to be.


On Monday afternoon, at three o’clock, a preliminary prayer meeting was
held at the College, that the fire might he burning on the hearth when the
guests arrived. At 5:30 about 150 ministers and students were entertained
at tea at what is best known as Baptist Noel’s Chapel, Bedford Row, by
invitation of Mr. Collins, the pastor, and his friends, to whom a cordial
vote of thanks was passed by the brethren, who rejoiced to see one of their
number in so honorable a position. There were many happy greetings in the
schoolroom, and the President appeared to be happiest of all as he saw his
clan mustering for the week. At seven there was a public meeting, at which
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C. H. Spurgeon occupied the chair. Addresses were delivered by the
chairman, and brethren Bateman (Leicester), Chambers (late of Aberdeen),
Gange (Broadmead, Bristol), and Tarn (Park Road, Peckham). The
meeting was full of life, power, and joy from beginning to end, and was a
fine beginning of the Holy Week. At the same hour a prayer-meeting was
held at the Tabernacle, at which Vice-President J. A. Spurgeon presided,
and brethren Medhurst (Portsmouth), and Norris (Bedminster), gave
addresses.


Tuesday morning, April 9. At the College the President presided, warmly
addressed a few word of welcome to the brethren, and prayed for a
blessing on the whole Conference. After a season of wrestling prayer, and
great melting of heart, the President delivered his inaugural address, which
was intended to promote self-examination and lead to a calm review of our
life-work, arguments being drawn from the commission, “Go ye into all the
world and preach the gospel to every creature. He that believeth and is
baptized shall be saved, and he that Believeth not shall be damned.”
Searching questions were suggested by the letter and authority of the
commission and by the spirit in which it would be carried out. Action and
result were also made contributory to he heart-searching work. The
address will be given in a future number, so that no description is needed in
this place. Never was audience more responsive to a speaker’s words, and
especially when adherence to the old truth was declared and modern
innovation denounced.


After a recess, business was transacted, the principal items of which were
very touching references to the deaths, during the past year, of our
brethren Priter, Sparrow, and Winter. The reception of forty-one students
into the roll of the Conference; the unanimous re-election of the President,
Vice. President, and officers, and the report of the Conference Benevolent
Fund, of which Mr. Greenwood was most cordially asked to become
treasurer. By this fund assistance is rendered to subscribers at the death of
wife or child. A levy of five shillings was made for the coming year, and
members of conference who have not handed in that amount are reminded
that they will have no claim upon the fund unless they send at once: the
benefit of last year’s subscriptions having ceased on April 80.


Dinner was served at the Tabernacle, and tea at the dining-hall of the
Orphanage, which in the evening was filled for a soiree. This was a festive
social season, a true feast of love. Mr. J. Manton Smith and the orphans led
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the singing, and an “all alive” paper was read by Mr. Durban, B.A. “The
Bishop of Chester,” on “Pains and Pleasures of Pastoral Life,” which the
President said he should like to print, that all might read it with the care
and attention it deserves Mr. Latimer was called to the platform that he
might receive £10 worth of books which had been subscribed for by the
trustees, masters. teachers, matrons, nurses, and everybody at the
Orphanage, on the acceptance of the pastorate of Willingham by the first
student who had entered the College from the Orphanage. After Mr.
Latimer had briefly and feelingly acknowledged the pleasing presentation,
the President said he believed the day was not far distant when he should
begin to strike out for the Girls’ Orphanage. He had been waiting for a
long time, but there were now certain premonitions that the Lord meant
him to take up the work. All was ready for action, and he only waited the
signal. Brethren Gange and Mealhurst spoke of the great joy that had been
felt when the orphans visited Bristol and Portsmouth, and recommended
other pastors to invite them to their places. We trust the hint will be taken,
for in this way the Orphanage might be helped without anyone being
burdened. The boys sing remarkably well.


Pastor Frank H. White then presented to the President, for Mrs. Spurgeon,
a beautifully framed Illuminated Testimonial, as a token of the gratitude of
the brethren for her abounding kindness to them in connection with her
Book Fund, and in other ways.


“An address to Mrs. C. H. Spurgeon.


“Dear Mrs. Spurgeon, — The return of our much valued College
Conference affords us another opportunity of learning from each
other of your continued kindness in replenishing the libraries of
many of our brethren, by means of your Book Fund. We, therefore,
offer you our warmest thanks for all your generous acts, kindly
words, and gentle sympathies. It is a marvel to us that you are able
to put forth such efforts; but we know your ministry is one of love,
and can only pray that our gracious Father may continue to
strengthen you, and that you may long enjoy ‘the luxury of doing
good.’ Your name is already engraved on every page of our history
as a College. Our beloved President has put upon record how much
he owed to your sympathy and cooperation in the work, when its
burdens were heavier, and its friends were fewer than now. As for
ourselves, we have had many proofs of your interest in our welfare,
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and we feel assured of a constant place in your prayers. We join
you in heartfelt gratitude for the restoration of our more-than-ever-
loved President; and for him, and for yourself and your worthy
sons, we desire all happiness, peace, and usefulness. May the smile
of God refresh you, the hand of God guide you, the word of God
instruct you, the heart of God compass you, and at last the Son of
God address you with a welcome to the heavenly home, We are,


“Dear Mrs. Spurgeon,


“Yours ever gratefully on behalf of the Pastors’ College and
Conference,


“Frank H. White, Archd. G. Brown,
E. J. Silverton, Walter J. Mayers,
T.W. Medhurst, Win. Anderson,
E. G. Gange, J. Alex. Brown.”


The President and Mr. C. Spurgeon, junior, acknowledged the gift for Mrs.
Spurgeon, who was too ill even to receive a deputation from the
Conference.


Our colored brethren, Johnson and Richardson, who are accepted by the
Baptist Missionary Society as missionaries to Africa, “the land of their
fathers,” sang in a most touching manner the hymn, “Africa,” which Mr.
Johnson has composed to express his longing to preach the gospel to his
own race. After prayer this most delightful meeting closed right joyously.


Wednesday morning, April 10, at the College, the President in the chair, a
hallowed season was spent in prayer specially for the brethren in distant
lands, of whom the President presented a general and cheering report. The
Vice-president then read a valuable soul-stirring paper on a subject which
appropriately followed his two previous ones — “The Christian principle:
how both to be and to do.” This was followed by two extraordinary
papers, the first by brother C. A. Davis (Manchester), on “Jesus, the
preacher’s model”; and the other by brother W. B. Haynes (Stafford), on
“Loyalty to King Jesus, as the soul reigning influence.” Often did the whole
assembly weep during the reading. Towards the close of the second paper
there was a most thrilling scene. Mr.. Haynes, in the course of his reading,
quoted the first verse of Perronet’s grand hymn, “All hail the power of
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Jesu’s name,” and the whole assembly, without a signal or the least
premeditation, rose as one man and sang the verse with grand effect. Many
will never, while reason holds its throne, forget this season, for the Lord
Jesus was conspicuously in the midst of his servants, and communed with
them till their heart burned within them. Probably few there had ever been
more under the divine power. It was good to be there. Dinner was
provided again, about 350 sitting down each day. The task of feeding so
great a number every day was performed by our good deacon, Mr. Murrell,
and his helpers, in a masterly style. Not a hitch or a moment’s delay.


In the evening, the College subscribers were entertained at tea, and
afterwards adjourned to the College Hall for the annual meeting, over
which John Kemp Welch, Esq., presided. Dr. McEwan offered prayer, the
President presented a resume of the annual report, addresses were
delivered by the chairman, and our venerable tutor, Mr. Rogers; Messrs.
Latimer, T. L. Johnson, A. J. Clarke, J. Manton Smith, I. A. Martin (Erith),
A. G. Brown, J. Edwards, and William Olney, all gave a good word.
Brethren Smith, Johnson, and Richardson contributed to the happiness of
the evening by their sweet sacred songs. The large company then retired to
partake once more of Mr. Phillips’ generous hospitality, and at the close
contributed to The College funds about £1,600, a sum which is somewhat
less than usual, but is still a grand help towards another year’s campaign.
To God be abounding thanksgiving.


Thursday morning, April 11, at the College, the President in the chair, the
first hour was spent in the utterance of a succession of brief pointed
petitions of one or two sentences, in which more than twenty brethren
followed each other with very stirring effect. Two papers were then read,
the first on “Paul’s one aim,” by Mr. W. J. Dyer (High Wycombe), and the
second on “Evangelistic Work,” with special reference to the labors of our
brethren, A.J. Clarke and J.M. Smith, by brother G.D. Evans (Bristol).
Reports of the evangelists’ visits to Portsmouth, Bristol, Reading, and
other places were given by ministers from those towns, and an interesting
discussion followed. The success of the first year’s labors of the evangelists
has been so great that as soon as funds are forthcoming others will be
started if the right men, offer themselves from our own body.


Again the Conference dined, but this time in the College lower hall, for the
great rain had caused a flood, and the basement of the Tabernacle was a
sheet of water. By energetic measures the waters were assuaged, and at
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5.30 a large number of friends assembled with the ministers and students
for tea in the Lecture Hall.


In the evening the Tabernacle witnessed the enthusiasm of the annual
public meeting. The President was still in his place, and after prayer
summarized the report, and addresses were delivered by Messrs.
Fergusson, T L. Johnson, Mackey (Southampton), Bax (Salter’s Hall
Chapel), and the Vice-President; and sacred songs or solos were sung by
the evangelistic choir, and brethren J M. Smith, Mayors, Burnham,
Johnson, and Richardson: sweet singers all, even as were Homart and
Asaph of old.


The ministers and students then adjourned to the Lecture Hall, where they
were sumptuously entertained by Mr. Phillips, who together with Mr.
Murrell, Mr. Greenwood, and Mr. William Olney, replied to the hearty
thanks and cheers which were accorded them. What a day it had been!
What a happy meeting in the Tabernacle! What affectionate meetings of
College friends!


Friday morning, April 12, the last and best day of the feast, the President
still in the chair, a theme of moral thankfulness, since he has on former
occasions been quite disabled before the week came to an end. The
morning was a season of sacred communion with God Amongst others,
prayers were offered by the President’s son, brother, and father; and the
following letter from Mrs. Spurgeon to the assembled brethren was read:


“To the Ministers attending Conference of 1878


“Friday, April 12, 1878


“My very dear friends, — It will give you some joy to know that
the distant echoes of the silver trumpets of your solemn feasts have
penetrated even to my sick chamber and filled my heart with joy
and gladness, The Conference of 1878 has been one which we shall
all remember as long as we live. You have been favored with the
presence of the Master in so remarkable a manner, that whether in
the body or out of the body you could scarcely tell. Oh, how my
heart ‘burned within me’ when I was told how he ‘manifested
himself unto you as he doth not unto the world’ during these days
of heaven upon earth! How ardently I longed for a crumb from
your table, or a drop from the full fountain where you were slaking
your seals’ thirst. But though I, like poor Thomas, ‘was not with
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them when Jesus came,’ he has not left me desolate; the recital of
your wonderful experience of a present Savior has lifted the veil for
me also, so that I too have seen ‘his hands and his feet,’ and heard
him say, ‘Peace be unto you,’ and have answered, ‘My Lord and
my God.’ As for the kindness which, both individually and
collectively, you have shown to me this Conference, I hardly know
how to speak of it. Your handsome present was a great surprise
and pleasure to me. and the loving words of the ‘address’ went
straight to my heart, and will ever abide there. I did not NEED this
costly expression of your affection and interest, to convince me that
such feelings existed on your part towards me, but as I am sure it
has given you unfeigned delight to put this on record in so graceful
and gracious a manner, I am rejoiced to accept it at your hands
with heartfelt thanks, and shall always feel as proud a pleasure in it
as is compatible with my deep sense of unworthiness of it.


“Fare well, dear friends, may the solemn joy and gladness of this
week refresh and revive you for many months to come. You have
seen your Lord, and you must carry home with you some trace of
his presence: the clay caught the sweet perfume of the rose by
being near it; and if only ‘the smell of his garments’ has passed
upon you, your people will recognize and enjoy the blessed
fragrance of your renewed consecration of heart and life to his
service. Before another conference comes some of us may ‘see the
King in his beauty,’ and ‘go no more out from his presence for
ever’! So ‘farewell,’ again, dear servants of the Lord, heaven is our
meeting-place! Heaven is our home!


“Your loving and grateful friend,


SUSIE SPRUGEON.”


A thoroughly characteristic paper on “College Friendship” was read by
dear old Father Rogers; and then, after a short interval, we gathered
around the table of our Lord for the communion and farewell. C.H.
Spurgeon preached a sermonette on our Savior’s words, “I thirst.” Here
was his substitutionary pain, his longing for communion with his people,
his longing to save multitudes. All partook of the bread and wine, and
remembered that love divine which shone in the great sacrifice. The
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blessing of the President, “The Lord be with you,” was responded to by the
heartfelt utterance of nearly four hundred soldiers of the cross as they said
with one voice, “and with thy spirit”, and then with linked hands the
Scotch version of Psalm 122, was sung to the tune Martyrdom, three grips
were given as we remembered our triple unity in “One Lord, one faith, and
one baptism”; and so closed the formal gatherings of the Fourteenth
Annual Conference of the pastors’ College Association.


At the farewell dinner our faithful remembrance, brother Frank White,
reported that 130 pastors had sent up £435 during the year to the College
funds; the President presented Bibles to Mr. Phillips and Mr. Murrrell, both
of whom again addressed the assembly; hearty cheers were given for Mr.
and Mrs. Spurgeon and their sons: thanks were accorded to all the willing
workers, for whom Mr. Allison responded; and the meetings were finally
closed by the doxology, sung by all present, “The Lord hath been mindful
of us, he will bless us.”


COLLEGE. Since our last report, the following brethren have accepted
pastorates: Mr. E. P. Riley, Middleton-in-Teesdale; Mr. K. S. Latimer,
Willingham, Cambs.; Mr. G. C. Williams, Mill-street, Bedford; Mr. W.
Hackney, Commercial-road, Oxford; Mr. T. Breewood, Mark-house-
common, Walthamstow; Mr. J. J. Ellis, Gosberton, near Spalding; Mr. F.


A. Jones, Cross-street, Islington; Mr. W. Compton, Western-road, Hove,
Brighten; and Mr. C. A. Fellowes, Keynshum, near Bath. Mr. W. J. White
is returning to Japan as an agent of the Baptist Missionary Society.


At considerable expense we give our readers the bulk of the College
Report, because we are anxious that all who have subscribed should share
our joy in the success which has attended the effort. Perhaps some who
have known but little of us may be interested and led to help for the future.
This report only touches London; another relating to the country would be
equally cheering.


COLPORTAGE. The secretary writes: “This month we are busily preparing
for our forthcoming conference and annual meeting of colporteurs to be
held in the Tabernacle on Monday, May 6. This is always a most
interesting meeting, as the colporteurs speak of the actual results of their
labors during the year. We should much like to see a greatly increased
attendance at this most important meeting, and are glad to know that you
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hope to be with us. As full information will then be given, a full report now
is unnecessary.


“We thank one friend who responded to our appeal for tracts last month
and brought a parcel, also another who sends a donation for the purpose.
Will more friends think of this matter, and help to circulate the gospel of
Jesus?”


PASTORS COLLEGE, METROPOLITAN
TABERNACLE.


STATEMENT OF RECEIPTS FROM MARCH 20TH TO APRIL 18TH, 1878.


Giver £ s. d. Giver £ s. d.


Mr.E. Bitbray 5 5 0 R. M. H 1 0 0


Ebenezer 0 2 6 Mr. Robert
Gibson


10 0 0


Thankoffering,
per Rev. A. A.
Rees


2 0 0 Mrs. Harriet
Elias


10 0 0


Miss Couch 0 5 0 L.C.W. and
J. W


1 1 0


Mrs. Ellwood I 1 0 Mr. Dowsett 1 0 0


Mr. H. P. Wright 0 7 6 Mrs. Berry 0 10 0


Mr. John Lewis 1 1 0 Miss
Dransfield


5 5 0


Mr.J.G,
Cumming


0 10 0 Mr. J.G. Hall 1 1 0


Collected by
Miss M. A. Jephs


1 12 0 MrW. C.
Parkinson


5 5 0


Mr. R. S, 21 0 0 Mr. Balne 0 10 0
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Faulconer


Miss Steedman 10 0 0 Mr. Turner 1 0 0


A. T 0 10 0 Mr. and Mrs.
Outland


3 3 0


Readers of”
Christian
Herald”.


20 0 0 Mr. W.
Williamson


5 0 0


Mr. and Mrs. D.
Stirling


1 0 0 Mr. T. Stone 10 0 0


J. and E. C 1 0 0 Mr. W.C.
Price


5 0 0


C.D.E 25 0 0 Mr.B.
Venables


1 1 0


Legacy, late Miss
Chilton.


90 0 0 Mr. J. E.
Tresidder


I 1 0


Mrs. J.
Robertson
Aikman


3 0 0 Mr. H. Keen 1 1 0


C. S. F 0 5 0 Mr. H.
Burgess


2 2 0


J.B.E 0 7 6 Mr. and Mrs.
Startin


5 5 0


.Awake 1 1 0 Mr. W.
Payne


2 2 0


Mr. and Mrs. C.
H Spurgeon


100 0 0 Mr. W.
Edwards


5 0 0


Mrs. T 100 0 0 Rev. T. King 18 0 0


Dr. Angus 5 0 0 Mr. H.
McKay-


2 0 0
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Mr. W. R.
Selway


2 2 O Mr. G.
Gasttell


0 5 0


Mr. Winter’s
Bible Class
Richmond-street,
Walworth


1 10 0
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COLLEGE BUSINESS OFFICERS.


PRESIDENT.


C. H. SPURGEON, Nightingale Lane, Balham.


VICE-PRESIDENT.


J. A. SPURGEON, White Horse Road, Croydon.


TRUSTEES IN WHOM THE PROPERTY IS BESTED.


THE PASTORS AND DEACONS OF THE CHURCH AT THE


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE:


MR. WILLIAM OLSEY, 9, The Paragon, New Kent Road, S.E.
MR. WILIAM HIGGS, Bedford Road, Stockwell, S.W.
MR. JOSEPH PASSMORE, 4, Paternoster Buildings, E.C.
Mr. W. C. MURRELL, The Lawn, South Lambeth, S.W.
Mr. T. R. PHILLIPS, Quarry Farm, Bletchingly, Kent.
Mr. T. H. OLNEY, 1, Fountain Court, Aldermanbury, E.C.
Mr. WILLIAM MILLS, 392, Old Kent Road, S.E.
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The work of the College has for many years been adopted by the church at
the Tabernacle as its own. The accounts are audited with the accounts of
the church by appointed auditors, and are read and passed at the Annual
Church -Meeting in the first month of each year.
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REPORT OF COLLEGE WORK


IN AND AROUND LONDON.


COMPILED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


YEAR by year we have presented our subscribers with a Report or the
Pastors’ College, until we begin to fear that we shall tire them with our
repetitions. Paganini is said to have produced exquisite music upon a single
string, but we do not possess his melodious secret, and therefore find it
difficult to harp upon one subject without falling into monotony. We will
therefore summarize our report of the College by saying once for all, that
the blessing of God is resting upon it, that it has a plentiful supply of
students, that the tutors remain as they were, their funds have not been
lacking, and that everything works well. Our heart is often heavy within us
with sore travail in supervising all the various agencies which have been
formed around us, and were it not that we can take our cares to our
heavenly Father we should sink: but yet so great has been the loving favor
of our God in affording direction in hours of dilemma and supplies in times
of need that we are right happy as we adore and magnify our gracious
Lord. Bound to persevere, and yet trembling under the responsibility, we
feel like Gideon’s men when they were “faint, yet pursuing.” We are
thankful, but we are not satisfied wish what has been already done, feeling
an increasing hunger to see our great city thoroughly permeated with the
gospel. The population grows far beyond our power to overtake it, and all
we do seems as a drop in the sea to its awful need of holy influences, and
its grievous ignorance of the true God. Thank God, others are working
too, and reaping their reward; but this only makes us the more eager to do
our full share.


We tarry a moment to express our deep gratitude to many generous friends
who have from time to time assisted us, and to the great Disposer of all
heart, who has led them so to do. Mr. Phillips’ supper and the Weekly
Offering are our chief channels of supply, and these yielded right plentifully
last year. Our many donors will never know how much of benefit has been
bestowed upon the sons of men through the instrumentality of the men
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educated by the College, until eternity shall reveal all things. Then will it be
seen what multitudes have been instructed, awakened, and decided by the
earnest appeals of those who have been trained for their life-work in our
beloved institution.


This year we purpose reviewing the work of the College in the metropolis;
this will give a measure of variety, and perhaps set results in a clearer light
than usual. We ought to have something to show, as the outgrowth of
years of giving, working, and praying; and we think we have. The success
of our men both in England and abroad has been very encouraging, and
would vie with the London work in importance and interest; but at this
time we make no mention of it, reserving our space for the recapitulation
of the work done in and around our great city. Even upon this we cannot
enter into full particulars, but must for the most part keep to cases in which
chapels have been built or purchased, and churches formed, or raised from
the brink of destruction; adding only a mere summary of pastorates
occupied by our men over churches of older date.


A large amount of very earnest evangelistic work results in the conversion
of souls, but does not produce any church organization: this, however, is
by no means labor in vain, for thereby our Lord sees of his soul’s travail,
whether we see it or not. We could not, however, write much upon this
point, unless we were to descend to the tabulation of professed
conversions; and this we dare not do, for such statistics are very unreliable
and unsatisfactory, and are generally best omitted. Our College men have
carried on open-air preaching in divers places, besides assisting regular
pastors when desired; and halls and rooms have been taken for a. time and
then. dropped when there seemed no hope of permanent success. Our
policy has been to imitate the florist, by planting a large number of slips, in
the hope that some of them would strike. In the process a great many
prove to be failures as to any church result, but they are not failures in
other respects, and inasmuch as Christ has been preached, we rejoice, yea,
and will rejoice. On this occasion we confine ourselves to operations which
have been successful in forming, saving, or greatly increasing churches of
Christ. If our successes in this direction had been much fewer we should
not have been disappointed; for the difficulty of founding churches, and
especially of building chapels, can only be known by those who have
experienced it. Societies have existed, and have I not been able to
accomplish much even by long continued efforts; and this makes us the
more grateful that our God in his great mercy has enabled our men to
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achieve very marked results, such as materially affect the spiritual provision
for our teeming population, and the growth of the Christian body to which
we belong.


Often under very difficult circumstances a brother has labored on under
hardship and discouragement, and only after a considerable period has
perseverance been rewarded. The plan is generally to begin in a hall or
other hired building, to get together a few people, to gather converts, and
to struggle on till a small church is formed: then commences the labor of
collecting money to build a schoolroom or part of a building, or to erect an
iron chapel, and, this accomplished, the chapel is undertaken. This has in
some cases proved too small, but the smaller one has housed the people
until they have been strong enough to erect a more commodious structure.
Thus by degrees with slender funds a new house of prayers opened and
Christian activities set in motion, and despite the prejudice of some good
men against regular places of worship, we are at a loss to know what
London would have been if these permanent centers of gracious influence
had not been maintained among us. No amount of occasional evangelistic
services will ever render needless the abiding work of organized
Christianity; in fact, in proportion as special efforts are of use, our churches
will become the more necessary. The larger the harvest, the more need of
barns.


The College funds, aided by private friends, have largely assisted in
building operations, and, whatever we have personally possessed has been
cheerfully given; yet the Christian public, and especially a few noble givers,
who appear to help every deserving cause, have had to be relied upon.
Therefore we by no means claim for our College all the credit of the work
done, nor indeed do we ask for any credit at all, but simply wish to give an
account of our stewardship to our subscribers, and most heartily to lay
whatever of honor there may be resulting from it at the feet of the Ever
Gracious One. The credit of some of the chapels mentioned is due mainly
to the London Baptist Association, and it is the furthest thought from our
mind to rob it of a single atom of its need of praise, for it has done noble
service to the metropolis, and deserves the growing confidence of the
denomination which it represents. If we include in our Report any portion
of Association work, it is simply that we may express our gratitude that it
has consented to work with us so often. Other denominational
organizations have also been our hearty friends, and we trust will ever
remain so. We have no object distinct from that of the church of Christ at
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large; the new churches melt into the community to which we belong, and
will be found to be doing Christian Work in perfect harmony with churches
before established. It is no concern of ours to keep the new spheres for our
own men, and when more fitting preachers come forward we have never
expressed any regret at the fact, nor have we been conscious of feeling any.
The pulpits are there, and let the best men fill them whether they hail from
our College or from another, or from none at all. The churches must
choose for themselves, and although we are glad that they, as a rule, feel a
grateful tie binding them to the fostering mother, yet if they see reason to
go elsewhere they do not find us repining at this use of their Christian
liberty.


Should there be any errors in our account, they may arise from the fact that
we have had to collect the details with considerable difficulty, and they are
mere extracts from materials prepared by a willing hand, but digested by an
overwrought laborer who cannot spend time in examining the minute
accuracy of every line. We trust that nothing has been overstated, for we
have endeavored in every case to be below rather than above the truth, and
we do not believe that any one of our brethren would mislead us. Still,
some men are sanguine, and see everything through magnifying glasses,
and if it be found to have been so in any one case we can only assure our
readers that we have not sinned in that direction in compiling our record,
but have rather inclined to the other side. The ministers themselves may
even discover cause for complaint that we have unduly toned down their
reports; we must therefore assure them that we have never done so
because we doubted their word, but in order that all might be under rather
than over the mark.


Our fear is that there may be omissions of acknowledgments to others,
which they might reasonably expect. If so, they must excuse this fault, for
space is limited, and this paper is not prepared with any idea of saying; all
that could or even should be said. To obviate all misunderstandings on this
score, we would say in one word that nothing has been done by us alone,
but that in many cases the work may as fairly be ascribed to other people as
to ourselves, and all we intend by mentioning certain enterprises in this
Report is neither more nor less than this — the work has been done, in
connection with the College, under the leadership of our young brethren,
an we are rejoiced to have had even the humblest share in it. If we tread on
any one’s corns after these somewhat lengthy apologies we shall have the
consolation of having done so unintentionally.
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Only one other fact requires to be mentioned, namely, that from the
commencement our plan was not only to train students, but to found
churches. Our subscriptions have been received after due announcement
that all sums not needed for the education of young men would be used for
the work of God in connection with them, and this has all along been done.
Hence our expenditure is not all for the men themselves, and no estimate of
the cost of each man deduced from our balance-sheet can be correct if it
omits this consideration. On the other hand, the large sums which we have
supplied for buildings have in almost every instance been either the gift of a
generous helper who insists upon being anonymous, or they have come
from our own private purse, which is now so thoroughly drained that we
could wish that some brother of wealth were moved to come to our
assistance. This said, we enter upon our record of labor for “the Master” in
London.


NEW CHAPELS OR CHURCHES.


I. — EAST HILL, WANDSWORTH,


Was the first scene of our endeavors. In the year 1859 the Assembly
Rooms of the Spread Eagle Tavern were hired, and one of our then very
little band of students, Mr. J. W. Genders, was sent to preach the gospel.
After three months, the youthful preacher and nine other believers were
formed into a church. A great blessing followed the ministry, and at the end
of four-and-a-half-years’ labor in the Assembly Rooms the church had
increased to about 150 members.


In May, 1863, Mr. Spurgeon opened their new chapel, capable of
accommodating nearly 700 persons, and costing £3,000, towards which he
contributed a considerable amount.


After a successful ministry of ten years, Mr. Genders removed to Luton,
and Mr. F. G. Marchant, a former student, accepted the pastorate in 1870.
He has lately become pastor of a church at Hitchin.


A large amount has been expended, upon school and class rooms and
improvements, by the friends at East Hill.


II. — STEPNEY GREEN, AND EAST LONDON TABERNACLE, BURDETT


ROAD.
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The eminent success of our beloved brother, Mr. A. G. Brown, late
President of the London Baptist Association, is too well known to our
readers, and indeed to the Denomination, to require more than a brief
notice.


The Church was originated in 1858, by the efforts of one of our early
students, in a small chapel in Grosvenor Street, Commercial Road. This
place proving too strait for the numbers attending, the Hall of the
Beaumont institution was hired, and ultimately a commodious Chapel
erected on Stepney Green, at a cost of £3,500, towards which we gave
largely, and our Loan Fund voted £500. This was in 1864.


In November, 1865, our brother, Mr. T. Ness, took the oversight of the
church, but though favored to see increasing spiritual prosperity, he was
obliged within twelve months, through failing health, to relinquish his work
and go to Australia for a season.


In January, 1867, Mr. Brown entered upon the duties of the pastorate. Of
his work in his previous sphere, undertaken while yet a student in our
College, an account will be found under Number V. Speedily the Chapel at
Stepney was thronged Sabbath after Sabbath; aisles, vestries, platforms all
densely crowded; and every Lord’s-day evening large numbers were turned
away from the doors, unable to gain admission. Necessity being thus laid
upon them, the Pastor with his earnest and united people encouraged
themselves in their God and determined to build. While their new building
was in progress they negotiated with friends of the Primitive Methodist
connection for the sale of the Stepney Green Tabernacle, and received a
fair price for it, which amount was paid to the new Chapel Fund.


On February 22nd, 1869, the President of the Pastors’ College opened the
new sanctuary: a noble pile indeed, which he described as “a Dissenting
Cathedral, plain, massive, immense.” It contains 2,724 sittings, and has
cost about £12,000. Bat for the princely generosity of the builder, Mr.
Higgs, the expense would have been far greater; but on this occasion, as
upon many others, he has used the office of Deacon well, and earned unto
himself a good degree. From the first the noble building has been well
filled, and frequently overcrowded, and, best of all, the spiritual results
have been in the highest degree satisfactory. The church now numbers
1,753 members: the tide of blessing has never ebbed.


III. — SOUTH STREET, GREENWICH.
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Mr. Benjamin Davies, who at an early age was an acceptable preacher of
the gospel among our Baptist brethren of the Strict and Hyper-Calvinistic
order, after several short pastorates, was called to the pastorate of the
church in Bridge-street, Greenwich, in 1858. The College was then in its
infancy, and our friend, feeling his need of the advantages it offered, sought
our help and was heartily welcomed. A change taking place in his views as
to the mode in which the gospel should be presented to the unconverted,
he resigned his charge, and was about to proceed to Natal to take the
oversight of a church, when large numbers of people called upon him
urging him not to leave Greenwich, as his ministry had been greatly blessed
to their souls. This led to the Lecture Hall, at Royal Hill, being rented; and
Mr. C. H. Spurgeon, who greatly assisted and encouraged the undertaking,
preached the opening sermons in February, 1859. Then followed years of
patient and unwearied toil — preaching, lecturing, and collecting for a
chapel. At length, mainly by the liberal aid and timely activity of Mr. John
Olney and Mr. Huntley, the church and its hard-working pastor saw their
long-cherished hopes fulfilled; and the noble sanctuary in South-street, with
inimitable class and school accommodation, was opened by Mr. C. H.
Spurgeon on the 21st day of March, 1872. For a few Lord’s-days only
after the opening services was Mr. Davies permitted to serve his Master
upon earth, for after a few days’ suffering, from what at first was thought
to be but a trifling ailment, he fell asleep and entered into rest on May 11th,
1872. This pulpit is not now occupied by a brother from our College, but
we none the less wish to the church an abundant blessing.


IV. — LOWER SLOANE STREET, CHELSEA.


Our beloved brother Mr. Frank H. White, who is now at Talbot
Tabernacle, Notting-hill, was sent in the early days of our College to
Paradise Chapel, Chelsea, situated at the end of a most unsavory court in a
very low neighborhood, where the friends were often insulted as they
passed to and fro. Despite these difficulties, Mr. White’s efforts led, by the
divine blessing, to the ingathering of many, and after several years a
handsome chapel was erected in the main road at a cost of £1,500, towards
Which Sir S. Morton Peto generously gave £2,000. We contributed £750
to the work, and also a loan from our Building Fund.


The Lord greatly prospered the church under our dear brother’s care for
some years, till failing health forced him to resign and seek rest. The church
then passed through a series of vicissitudes, and was brought very low. At
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length our former student, Mr. Knight, removed from Lowestoft at the call
of the church, in October, 1876, since which time there has been a
continual improvement. The church now numbers 261 members, 69 of
whom were added during the past year.


V. — BROMLEY, KENT.


The Baptist chapel at Bromley, Kent, is the result of the work commenced
by one of our earlier students, Mr. T. Harley, at the first by open-air
preaching, and by services in the old market-house. Little, however,
remained when Mr. Archibald G. Brown, then a student with us, entered
the town and left his mark upon it. We once heard the following story
concerning our brother’s first Sundays at Bromley in 1862. On the Monday
following his second visit, in reply to an inquiry as to “how he got on,” he
answered that his sermon had some effect, for the congregation of 18
persons on the first occasion had come down to 12: he had evidently
“moved” half-a-dozen. The next Monday he reported further progress in
the same direction, for he had had but 6 hearers on the third occasion, and
he remarked that it only required another Sunday to finish the work. Full of
youthful pleasantry, our dear brother was also full of zeal for God’s glory,
and prayer and faith soon caused the tide to turn; the meeting-place was
filled, and the White Hart Assembly Rooms had to be taken to
accommodate the numbers anxious to hear the young preacher. It was
soon necessary to admit the regular attendants by ticket. A church of about
30 persons was formed in 1863; many of the members were the seals of his
ministry. The little community rapidly increased by the addition of converts
from among the eager listeners, and a house became needful for the
growing family. Mr. Brown gave himself to the enterprise with all his heart,
and consequently he succeeded.


In July, 1864 Mr. C. H. Spurgeon laid the memorial-stone of the present
chapel, and preached the opening sermon in July, 1865. As will be seen by
reference to the history of the East London Tabernacle, Number II., Mr.
Brown removed to Stepney, and another of our former students, Mr. A.
Tessier, of Coleraine, was chosen pastor in May, 1867, and has the
happiness of ministering to an earnest and united people.


During the past year extensive alterations and improvements have been
effected in the building at a considerable outlay, towards which the friends
have raised nearly £400.
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VI. — EALING.


Ealing Baptist Chapel has sprung up, not from the efforts of a student, but
from the ministry of our esteemed tutor, Mr. Fergusson, whom it was a
great pleasure to assist in this work by a grant of £100. Our friend and
fellow-member Mr. John Olney also lent his very efficient aid, and
Tabernacle friends espoused the cause. The chapel accommodates a
healthy and earnest church, which values its pastor’s thoughtful preaching.
The debt is gone, and large schoolrooms have been erected. The
membership numbers 127.


VII. — OCTAVIUS STREET CHAPEL, DEPTFORD.


In the year 1863 a few of the members of the Metropolitan Tabernacle
church residing at Deptford formed themselves into a church, and hired a
large room at the Lecture Hall. Students from our College ministered to
the little community, but as each brother neared the close of his College
course, he had to seek a self-supporting sphere of labor, and vacated his
temporary place of service for a permanent pastorate. These changes
greatly interfered with the progress of the work. For the past eleven years,
however, the church has been favored with the earnest ministry of our
friend Mr. D. Honour, who has borne much and worked hard, and the
result is that he now sees ground of hope that a numerous church will be
gathered as soon as he has a house to hold the people. We helped our
friends years ago to build the schoolroom in which they now worship, and
we have promised them £200 towards their long-needed chapel; most
earnestly do we commend their appeal to the prompt and generous aid of
all who wish to see the working classes evangelized. Both minister and
people are worthy of help if industry and perseverance constitute a claim.
This is an effort among the working classes, and is one of a kind which we
would gladly see multiplied. The people have supported their pastor and
have done their best to find funds for a chapel; this is far better for them
than if a missionary effort had been made by others, and the people had
been pauperized. Help in erecting their chapel is the safest and best mode
of aiding a working-class church: once let these good people have their
chapel built and free from debt, and by God’s grace they will need no more
help from outside. Mr. Honour would be delighted to receive
subscriptions.


VIII. — UPPER KENNINGTON LANE.
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The building, in the above road, then known as St. Paul’s Episcopal
Chapel, came into the possession of our denomination in the year 1864,
under the following circumstances. A small but increasing congregation
had been gathered by the zealous efforts of Mr. G. Hearson, in a large
carpenter’s shop In an out-of-the-way place near the Vauxhall Railway
Station, and a more suitable meeting-place became a necessity. When the
ritualistic congregation vacated St. Paul’s chapel for a more architectural
building, Mr. Hearson’s friends, acting with Mr. Spurgeon, secured the
chapel on lease, and a considerable sum was expended on necessary repairs
and improvements. Mr. Hearson joined the College and carried on pastoral
work at the same time. He still remains with the church doing a good
work:, and ministering, like the apostle of old, to his own necessities.


IX. — OLD FORD, VICTORIA PARK.


Here a church has been gathered and an iron chapel erected through the
persevering endeavors of Mr. R. R. Finch. The freehold site has been
purchased and the whole property is free from debt, Mr. Spurgeon having
given five per cent. of the money as it was collected. Having worshipped
for about fourteen years in the iron chapel, the inevitable wear and tear of
such a structure will compel the congregation to erect a more permanent
building; but for this they will require much aid from friends beyond their
own circle, and they must be content to work on year by year till their
means shall increase. We wish the friends every success in their project, but
we wish their were stronger, or had a smaller task before them.


X. — DRUMMOND ROAD, BERMONDSEY.


Students of our College having for some time preached the word in a
schoolroom in Mill Lane, the nucleus of a Baptist church was gathered. In
August, 1865, the pastor of the Tabernacle church laid the foundation-
stone of a chapel in the new neighborhood of the Drummond Road. This
was entirely a missionary effort, and we and our friends at the Tabernacle
raised £1,270 of the cost and lent £500 free of interest. A church was soon
formed and a considerable congregation gathered under the ministry of our
student Mr. J. A. Brown. In 1870 the growing needs of the earnest church
rendered necessary the erection of far larger premises for the schools.
These buildings quite eclipse the chapel, and are the scene of a very
gracious work among the children, who number 655. The dew of God’s
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blessing has continued to rest upon our brother’s labors from the first day
until now. The present membership is 258.


XI. — PENIEL TABERNACLE, CHALK FARM ROAD.


This interest originated about 1865 in the labors of a person to whom we
had for a while accorded the benefits of the College Classes, but who
turned out to be far more zealous than wise. Without our sanction or
knowledge he contracted liabilities and proceeded to erect a chapel, and
finding that disaster would follow, we helped to save the building from
being sold by giving £250. The originator of the unwise enterprise
disappeared very speedily, and the buildings, was burdened with debt. Mr.
Edgley, one of our students, took up the work after a time, but the
pecuniary difficulties proved so great that he resolved to leave the building
and to erect another chapel in the Berkley Road. This the church its own
responsibility, and the wisdom or otherwise of the course remains with
them. In our opinion they were only creating another difficulty, but in their
judgment they were following the right path. We gave them aid after the
deed was done, but we had no hand in the doing of it. Certainly the
Berkley Road building is a great advance upon Peniel, and is incomparably
better as to situation. The first chapel, however, was still used by a portion
of the congregation, who invited Mr. E. W. Thomas to minister to them,
which he has continued to do with successful results till within a short time
since. The present pastor is Mr. R. T. Sole, of our College; but the chapel
is badly situated, and the task of raising a church in it will remind the
preacher that Peniel was the place where Jacob wrestled hard.


XII. — BERKLEY ROAD, CHALK FARM.


This chapel, referred to in the preceding paragraph, was opened in 1871,
and Mr. Edgley was favored with a fair measure of success until his
removal to Swindon in 1873, when Mr. E. Leach, the present pastor,
succeeded him. His esteemed brother is fighting gallantly an uphill battle,
and we pray that the divine blessing may crown his endeavors. There is
room for both the churches, and even for others, if the people could but
free themselves from the burden of debt, which is severely felt, and is no
doubt a great hindrance to the cause. When our men run before us they
usually run into debt, but when we have controlled a movement we have
either cut down the expense or waited till the funds came in to pay the
cost.
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XIII. — MAPLE ROAD, PENGE.


This was an entirely new work. In the year 1865, Mr. J. M. Cox
commenced preaching in the lower rooms of a small house in Penge, which
soon became inconveniently crowded. A church was formed, and within
twelve months it grew to the number of 41 members. With great generosity
the friends connected with the Wesleyan body lent their Baptist neighbors
their temporary chapel, and they migrated from their hired house. A project
for a chapel was set on foot, and the little band worked with a will, and we
rendered them substantial help. On June 4th, 1867, the chapel, which cost
about £1,200, was opened by us free of debt with the exception of £300
granted as a loan free of interest by our Loan Building Fund. Upon the
removal of its first pastor, the church cordially welcomed our dear friend
Mr. John Collins, now of John Street, Bedford Row, to be their minister,
and by the divine blessing much spiritual prosperity was the result of the
union. In 1869 first-class schoolrooms were erected and soon paid for. Mr.
G. Samuel is now the pastor. Peace and prosperity reign in the midst of this
people.


XIV. — BRENTFORD.


About the year 1865 a few friends left Park Chapel and endeavored to raise
a new interest; they were soon after formed into a church under the
ministry of Mr. Walter, a student of the College. When persons, seceding
from other churches, apply to us, we always try our best to induce them to
make peace; but when they altogether refuse to do this, and feel that they
can do better by themselves, we do not think it right to let them drift, but
endeavor to see how far they can be used for the increase of the church.
We believe that in this case good has resulted from this new interest,
though we were sorry that it sprung up at first. The present members of the
church are not those by whom it was set on foot, but are nearly all new
comers. On Mr. Walter’s removal Mr. W. Smith was sent by us, and
continued with the little church until his removal to Malton. How he
suffered and labored, and endured poverty, is written in the book of the
record of the living martyrs for the faith. Mr. W. Sumner, the present
pastor, sends the few particulars which we subjoin: —


“My predecessor was Mr. Smith, who left in June, 1875, and is now settled
at: Melton, Yorkshire. He labored here for several years with remarkable
zeal and self-denial. I followed him as a student in July, 1875, and the Lord
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greatly blessed me in preaching the gospel; but in the December of the
same year the church received notice from the Directors of the Town-hall,
wherein the friends had worshipped for nearly ten years, that they would be
obliged to raise the rent of the Hall. The church considering it impossible
for them to stay, betook themselves to prayer, and the Lord graciously
interposed. Just at this time two Congregational bodies amalgamated,
leaving, as a consequence, the Albany Chapel, in High Street, which holds
nearly 400 persons, unoccupied. Upon leaving our prayer-meeting we
heard of this, and hired the Chapel at once at £25 per annum. Thus, instead
of giving the Directors more money, we were enabled to give them notice,
God in his good providence having provided a better place for us. We took
possession of Albany Chapel in March, 1876, and our first business was to
make a baptistery. The good work went on, and the church called me to
the pastorate in January, 1877. The Lord has continued his blessing, and
upwards of 40 have joined our fellowship. The church now numbers 72.”


XV. — CRANFORD, MIDDLESEX.


About the year 1859 a few members of a neighboring church residing in
this village commenced holding Sunday-evening services in one of the
cottages; but the increasing attendance rendered larger accommodation
necessary, and the friends hired a larger cottage, and converted it into a
mission-room, where, in December, 1865, they formed themselves into a
church of 15 members, and regular Sabbath servicers and schools were
conducted. Mr. E. E. Fisk, of the College, was invited to minister to them,
and he was favored to see souls saved and added to the little company. By
the help of one of their number, who gave much time and labor to the
work, a pretty little chapel, with baptistery, vestries, and all needful
accommodation, was erected at a cost of £600, towards which some £200
had been collected. Mr. Fisk removing to a larger sphere of usefulness in
1868, another student, Mr. Walter J. Mayers, took his place, and God
greatly prospered his work during his short stay. He removed to the new
chapel, Battersea-park, in January, 1870, and students were sent to supply
the church at Cranford, which ultimately chose Mr. Young as pastor, who
soon after went to labor in Scotland, where he died. This is one of the
smaller village churches; but these are as needful as larger ones.


XVI. — STREATHAM, LEWIN ROAD.
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In the latter part of the last century some Christian people erected a small
wooden building as a preaching-station in Greyhound-lane. The history of
the little community, like the wheels upon which we are told that the little
meeting-house once stood, is lost in obscurity. This dilapidated building fell
into the hands of Mr. Spurgeon, who rented it of a clergyman. Student
after student preached here during their College course with varying
success. A small church was formed in 1867, and Mr. Lauderdale became
the minister; but the place was extremely small, low, hot, and uninviting:
many a barn is much more attractive.


About the year 1870, Mr. W. Coombs, of our College, was induced to stay
with the little church through the liberality of an esteemed Christian lady in
the neighborhood, in the hope that a suitable chapel would soon be
erected, as our revered friend Mr. Caleb Higgs (now with God) had
purchased a freehold site for the purpose. Through domestic affliction Mr.
Coombs left without seeing his hopes realized. The church then invited Mr.
J. L. Keys to become their pastor, and we were enabled, with the help of
our beloved deacon, Mr. W. Higgs, to erect a neat iron chapel in the rear
of the site; this was opened free of debt in February, 1874, by our brother
and Co-pastor J. A. Spurgeon.


On November 14, 1877, we had great delight in opening a new chapel
erected on the ground in front of the temporary iron structure. It is a
remarkably beautiful specimen of the taste and common sense of our
deacon, Mr. W. Higgs, who carried out the work; it was presented by
himself and his brothers, as a memorial of their departed father, Mr. Caleb
Higgs. What better form can be given to a monument? It is precisely such
as our departed friend would have approved. Here is an example for
others.


Mr. J. Johnstone; from our College, is the present minister.


XVII. — TRINITY CHAPEL, JOHN ST., EDGWARE ROAD.


Our much esteemed brother, Mr. J. O. Fellowes, succeeded Mr. W. A.
Blake as pastor of the church at Shouldham-street in 1865, where he
labored with success until 1868, when he and his friends obtained
possession of the noble chapel in John-street, which had originally been
erected for the congregation of the late Mr. Ridley Herschell. The Word
was with power, and the people came in numbers to hear it, and were
saved. Thus in the providence of God a small impoverished church has
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advanced to the front, and now numbers 571 members. This is a clear gain
to the denomination, for Shouldham-street Chapel still remains as before.


XVIII. — CHISWICK.


After the larger church which we have just noticed this is but a small affair.
The church meeting in Chiswick-lane is one of those which owes its origin
to the Pastors’ College. The chapel was for some years in the hands of our
brethren the Congregationalists. Under the ministry of the late Mr. Millar, a
much respected and devoted servant of God:, the cause was prosperous.
After his death it declined, and in the year 1867 Mr. Spurgeon took the
place, and sent a student to conduct services and preach the gospel on the
Lord’s-day. The brethren from the College continued to sustain the work
for some years, during which time congregations were gathered, and a
Sunday-school put into working order. The preaching of the Word was
owned of God, souls were saved, and a small church was formed. Many
students have worked here with varying success, for the place is a difficult
one. About a year ago Mr. Lynn, formerly a student of the College, was
invited to become the pastor. During the past year fifteen members have
been added to the Church, and there has been a considerable increase in the
attendance. The church and congregation are for the most part composed
of the working classes, but they contribute liberally in proportion to their
means in support of the cause. We trust God will answer prayer, send
down his Holy Spirit in rich abundance upon all the efforts of the church
for his glory, and magnify his grace in the salvation of many souls. The
church is one of the weaker sort, but it has “held the fort” very bravely,
and we cannot doubt that a brighter future awaits it.


XIX. — WYNDHAM ROAD, CAMBERWELL.


A case in which the help of a wealthy brother would be very valuable:
especially if he would build the people a chapel very soon, for otherwise all
available ground will soon be covered. A company of believers banded
themselves together in the year 1866 to form a new interest in this crowded
locality, and worshipped for some time in the Claremont Rooms, under the
leadership of Mr. J. Spanswick, of the College. Mr. E. Morley succeeded
his fellow-student, and the Lecture Hall in Carter Street was hired for the
Sunday-evening services. It was found necessary by the little church to
secure a permanent home, and two railway arches were leased and fitted up
at considerable expense, the one for public worship and the other for
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Sunday-school purposes. Mr. Aabington, of the College, labored here as
pastor with satisfactory success until his removal to Eastbourne. As this is
a struggling cause in a very poor neighborhood, and could not afford
support to a minister, the pastors have, after leaving College, been
compelled to remove to congregations which could maintain them, so that
the little church has had special difficulties to contend with; and, moreover,
converted railway arches do not form very attractive homes or “quiet
resting-places.” Mr. Childs, another student, has been for some time pastor
of the church, and under him there has been a time of great happiness and
blessing. He has had many opportunities to remove, but he loves the
people, and will abide by them as long as ever he can. A fund has
commenced for the building of a chapel, but it is the day of small things as
yet. Who will help?


XX. — DALSTON JUNCTION, ASHWIN STREET.


Mr. D. Paterson, one of our students, labored very strenuously in the
neighborhood of Kingsland Gate for several years to raise a Baptist
Church; and about the year 1866 he and his friends obtained a short lease
of the old Congregational Chapel, which had been occupied by the church
under Dr. Aveling. Mr. Paterson removed to Oxford, where after a short
pastorate he fell asleep in Jesus. Mr. A. Bird, another student, then went to
Kingsland, and at Luxemburg Hall, Dalston, carried forward his late
fellow-student’s work. After a time his people erected a noble building
near Daiston Junction, at a cost, including land, of £5,300. With this last
enterprise our College has had nothing to do, as we judged the scheme to
be beyond the means of the people, and therefore imprudent. However,
substantial friends have appeared upon the scene, and have carried on the
work with mingled zeal and wisdom, and we now believe that the
enterprise will be carried through. We were sorry to differ from our
brethren, who were more venturesome as to borrowing money than we
have ever been, and we join with them in congratulations as to the hopeful
future which lies before them. At the moment of writing we are informed
that our friend Mr. Burton, of Kingsgate Street, has been invited to the
pastorate, and should he accept it we look forward to great things, the
Lord being his helper.


XXI. — BARNES, SURREY.
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About the year 1866 some gentlemen in this neighborhood, mourning over
its spiritual destitution, determined to erect a Baptist Chapel. After
considerable difficulty this was done. The cause thus started at first bade
fair to be a success, but after some time declined so much as to become
almost extinct. However, in August, 1868, one of our students, Mr. W.
Priter, took up the work while continuing his college duties. This brother,
who so lately died, to our intense distress, left a name behind him in the
north of England which will not soon be forgotten. Under his earliest
direction the work of the Lord prospered; within twelve months 30 persons
were added to the church, and much blessing continued to rest upon his
labors until his removal to Middlesborough in 1871. Several changes have
since taken place at Barnes, and but little progress has been made until
within the past eighteen months. Signs of returning prosperity cheer the
hearts of the friends under the ministry of Mr. F. Brown, of our College,
who baptized 28 believers last year, and is evidently raising the church into
a healthy, self-supporting condition.


XXII. — CORNWALL ROAD, BRIXTON.


In December, 1866, a small room was opened in this district, and Mr.
Asquith, of the College, was sent to see what could be done towards
raising a new cause. The friends obtained the loan of a joiner’s shop, where
they held services until September, 1867. By that time, through the
generosity of Mr. Spurgeon, who gave £50, and the still more efficient
assistance of Pastor A. G. Brown, a small chapel was erected. A church of
eight members was soon afterwards formed, which within eighteen months
was increased to sixty. The crowded state of the little chapel and the
rapidly increasing Sunday-school rendered a much larger building
necessary, but the attainment of this would have been utterly impossible to
so poor a people had not the Lord moved one of the members of the
Tabernacle generously to secure suitable property close by, and to erect at
his sole expense a convenient chapel to seat 500, with house for the
minister This with some adjoining houses is the property of the Stockwell
Orphanage, who let the chapel and house to the church and minister at a
nominal rent; such being the wish of the donor. The arrangement is a very
useful one, as it gives to a small church an efficient board of reference in
case of any dispute out of which scandal might arise. Thus helped, the
friends have appropriated the smaller chapel to Sabbath-school purposes,
and are carrying on their work without the burden of a debt. On the
generous donor may every blessing rest.
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XXIII. — CHEAM.


Cheam is a small village in Surrey. Our students commenced here, and in
the neighboring village of Ewell, in the open air. The two lower rooms of a
cottage were hired and made into one, and here, in a most self denying
manner, our students continued to preach. At last a new chapel was
erected under the leadership of Mr. W. Sullivan, who is partially occupied
in the post office, and is thus enabled to render service to the little
community without being a burden to it.


XXIV. — SUTTON.


In this growing town Mr. W. Norton erected a small chapel, and upon his
removing we purchased it of him for £400. A congregation was gathered
and a church formed, which, after paying us £300 for the chapel (ourselves
giving them the remainder), has removed into a better position in the High
Street, where they have erected part of a more ornate structure, and are
going on to raise funds for the completion of what will evidently be a
handsome and suitable chapel. Under the able pastorate of Mr. Bergin, this
community is increasing in power and usefulness. This esteemed brother is
not of our College, but we are none the less interested in Sutton, where
from the character of the population we hope that a strong church will
grow up. The first chapel is now used as a schoolroom.


XXV. — SHOOTER’S HILL ROAD CHAPEL.


This chapel is situated on the old road which from time immemorial has run
from London to the sea at Dover, traversed, in all probability, by the
Roman legionaries as well as by the Canterbury pilgrims, and in later days
by the stage coaches. Near the chapel are two distinct neighborhoods, the
one consisting of handsome suburban villas, and the other of a large
working-class colony known as Sunfields.


It was in a little mission chapel in Sunfields that the Baptist church now
worshipping in Shooter’s Hill Road Chapel was first organized. This
mission chapel was built by persons of various denominations, and was to
be used for the preaching of the gospel without any sectarian basis. This
scheme resulting in a congregation of less than half-a-dozen, a few Baptists
living in the neighborhood took up the cause, the original promoters having
abandoned it, and applied to Mr. Spurgeon for a student to supply the
pulpit. The present pastor, Mr. H. Rylands Brown, was sent. After much
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anxious toil and many discouragements a church numbering ten members
was at length formed. Circumstances then occurred which rendered the
building of a new chapel imperative. In the good providence of God a most
eligible site was secured in the main road, and the present chapel was
opened, Mr. Spurgeon preaching one of the sermons.


The church has steadily grown both in numbers and power, especially in
earnestness and oneness of purpose, internal disputes being practically
unknown. There are at present 137 on the church books, 28 having been
added since January of the past year. There is now no debt upon the
property. The church was assisted by a loan of £200 from the Tabernacle
Loan Fund; and by a gift from Mr. Spurgeon of £250. From the advent of
the pastor, upwards of ten years since, the interest has been self-
supporting.


XXVI. — NORTH FINCHLEY.


In July, 1867, Mr. W. Clarke, now of Ballafat, was sent from the College
to open a preaching station at North Finchley. The services were held in
the front room of a dwelling-house. At the beginning of the following year
a building known as the “Cottagers’ Chapel” was secured, and a church
formed. A good congregation was gathered during the time of Mr.
Clarke’s ministry, but in the early part of 1870, having accepted an
invitation to the pastorate of the church at Ashford, he severed his
connection with Finchley.


During the next two years a variety of circumstances combined to scatter
the congregation, and in August, 1872, the brother who had supplied the
pulpit for the space of about a year joined himself to the Plymouth
Brethren, a number of those who had been associated with him following
his example.


A very small company of worshippers was left in possession of the chapel,
but at the invitation of these friends Mr. J. Chadwick, then a student in the
College, who had on several occasions conducted the Sabbath services,
agreed to take the oversight of the work. The church was reorganized in
October, 1872, and consisted of ten members, with Mr. Chadwick as
pastor. He labored with them continuously during the two years remaining
of his term in College, and then went to reside permanently amongst them.
From the beginning of his ministry the work has greatly prospered: the
congregation soon increased so as to fill the room, and the church has now
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a membership of nearly a hundred, while it has won for itself through
God’s blessing the sympathy and esteem of the various churches in the
district. Further progress, however, is impossible so long as the church
remains in its present place of meeting. The “Cottagers Chapel,” originally
a stable, is a low, dilapidated, and in every way inconvenient building,
incapable of enlargement or improvement, and as the recent extension of
railway facilities is bringing to the district a continuously increasing
population, the members of the congregation feel that the duty is thrust
upon them of providing a meeting-house that shall not only meet their
present requirements, but shall be suited to the wants of a growing and
attractive neighborhood.


Rather more than two years ago a most eligible site was purchased at a
cost of £450, and vested in trustees. Plans have been prepared by Morton
M. Glover, Esq., and accepted by the committee. They are designed
ultimately to accommodate, with galleries, 850 persons; but for the present
the building is so arranged as to provide 400 sittings on the ground floor,
while under the same roof there will be vestries, class-rooms, and a lecture
or schoolroom for about 300 children. The estimated cost, including land,
gas fittings, etc., is £4,000, towards which a large amount is already
promised.


The President of the College has very warmly commended this cause to the
sympathy of the churches, and has himself contributed £100 towards the
cost of the undertaking.


XXVII. — ENFIELD BAPTIST TABERNACLE.


Early in the year 1867, a few friends of Baptist principles resolved, after
serious and prayerful consideration, to commence a Baptist cause at
Enfield. Accordingly a deputation waited upon the President of the
College, who promised to render all the assistance in his power. A large
room, known as the Assembly Room, adjoining the “Rising Sun” public-
house, was forthwith rented and opened for public worship on the 24th of
March, and students from the College conducted the services. On Whit
Sunday of the same year a church consisting of 12 baptized believers was
formed by four of the deacons and elders of the Metropolitan Tabernacle,
and a building fund commenced. The success of the work soon excited a
considerable amount of prejudice and opposition, and the landlord of the
“Rising Sun,” doubtless finding that the preaching of the gospel on his
premises was not the most likely method of increasing his business,
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summarily gave the friends notice to quit. This involved them in an
unexpected difficulty, as no other suitable place could be found. However,
assured that the work was of God, they determined without delay to erect
a temporary building, and on the 3rd of December an iron chapel was
opened by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon. From that time the cause rapidly increased,
and the church found itself able to support a pastor. Accordingly, in 1868,
Mr. D. E. Evans, of the College, was invited, and labored for upwards of
two years with most cheering results. Upon the resignation of Mr. Evans,
in 1870, Mr. George W. White — who during his College course
commenced the church at Shoreham, Sussex — accepted the pastorate.
Early in his ministry it became evident, owing to the increasing
congregation and the inadequate accommodation in the iron chapel for the
advancing agencies of the church, that a more suitable and substantial
building would be required. And in December, 1872, an enthusiastic
meeting was held and a building scheme inaugurated. For two years the
friends worked unanimously and heartily to raise the necessary funds, after
which the committee felt justified in commencing operations, and on the
16th of June, 1875, the memorial stone of the new tabernacle was laid by
W. Fowler, Esq., J.P. In the following September the building was opened
for public worship, Dr. Landels preaching the first sermon. The total
expenditure, including freehold site and accommodation for Sunday-
schools, was £2,517. The people have done nobly, as may be gathered
from the fact that a debt of only £590 remains. To remove this burden four
gentlemen have promised £25 each on the condition that the entire debt be
cleared during the present year, and it is earnestly hoped that other friends
will come to the assistance of this church in its final struggle for freedom.
During the ministry of the present pastor the church has steadily increased,
and now numbers 90 members. Souls are being saved, and the work bids
fair to be one of the most successful of the College enterprises.


XXVIII. — TOTTERIDGE ROAD, ENFIELD HIGHWAY.


The neighborhood of Enfield having been selected by the government for
the erection of large works for the manufacture of rifles and other weapons
of war, a very large number of artisans settled in the locality. A few earnest
friends, desiring to employ the weapons of our warfare, which are mighty
to the pulling down of strongholds, sought our advice and help. A plain
schoolroom was erected at a cost of £200, of which sum we provided the
half. We went brethren from the College to preach the word, under the
ministry of one of whom there was considerable success, and a small
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church was organized; this was in 1868. In the following year Mr. Doel
was chosen pastor, and the church and the congregations rapidly grew,
until larger accommodation became necessary, and a neat chapel was
erected, towards which we contributed. After the retirement of Mr. Doel
from the work Mr. W. Townsend received a call to the pastorate; since
which time between forty and fifty persons have been received into
fellowship. The great decline of work in the gun factory has caused the
removal of large numbers of persons from the neighborhood, and affects
the progress of Christian work. In these stirring times, as an ill wind blows
good to some one, it may be that this church will increase with the number
of gun-makers employed. The present membership is about ninety. The
friends have reduced their debt of £800 to £550, by the help of a loan of
£150 from our Tabernacle Building Fund.


XXIX. — GRESHAM CHAPEL, BARRINGTON RD., BRIXTON.


In May, 1868, one of our students, Mr. G. Kew, obtained the large hall of
the Angell Town Institute for Sunday services, at an annual rental of £50,
for which two friends became responsible. Within a short time a church of
thirty-six baptized believers was formed, which number increased to sixty
within twelve months, and there were large congregations on Sabbath
evenings. As there was no accommodation for week-night services or
Sabbath-schools, the friends began to raise funds for a chapel, our good
friend Mr. James Stiff acting as treasurer, and rendering them considerable
pecuniary help. A plot of ground was taken on lease and a neat iron Chapel
erected in 1871. Within twelve months, however, the Lord was pleased to
call his young servant home, after a long and painful illness.


Mr. J. T. Swift, of the College, the present pastor, succeeded Mr. Kew,
and much blessing has resulted from his earnest pleadings with men’s souls.
The chapel has long been too small for the numbers attending, and there is
great need of a larger chapel and suitable school-rooms, but the path has
been blocked up hitherto.


XXX. — HORNTON STREET, KENSINGTON.


While studying with us, Mr. R. J. Mesquitta was chosen by a few friends to
be their minister, and to aid in a movement to form a new church. He
succeeded in raising a Baptist church in a public hall in High-street,
Kensington, in 1868. The friends, after a time, obtained possession of the
old chapel in Hornton-street, formerly occupied by Dr. Stoughton’s
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congregation. By their self-denying efforts, and some outside help, the
place was converted into an elegant place of worship at a cost of £70! Mr.
Mesquitta left the church in 1870 for another sphere of labor, and our
brother, Mr. Hawes, who is not of our College, is now the pastor. May
prosperity attend him.


XXXI. — SURREY LANE, BATTERSEA.


The church meeting at Surrey-lane was formed in 1868, at the Laminas
Hall, under the ministry of one of our students, Mr. J. Eames. A piece of
ground in Surrey-lane was soon after secured, and the present temporary
iron chapel erected, capable of holding 300 persons. Here Mr. Vaughan
works with great diligence, but the lease of the ground has almost run out,
and unless a friend is raised up to save the interest, this church of working
people will lose its place of worship. They are bound to build a permanent
chapel in eighteen months, or to forfeit both chapel and lease. We were not
parties to this agreement; but as it was so constructed we should deeply
regret the winding up of the enterprise, but we do not see how it is to be
avoided unless some friend is moved to help more largely than we are able
to do.


XXXII. — BATTERSEA PARK CHAPEL.


The London Baptist Association having voted £1,000 towards the chapel,
we purchased a fine freehold site for £750, and our esteemed deacon, Mr.
Riggs, erected the chapel-school upon the back part of the ground, for the
small cost of £1,000, leaving the land in front for the future chapel. The
building now holds about 500 persons. The place was opened free of debt
in January, 1870. We selected our earnest student, Mr. W. J. Mayers, now
of Bristol, to commence the work of the Lord in the new building, and
right happy were we in our choice, for soon a good congregation was
gathered, a church of earnest workers formed, Mr. Mayers recognized as
its pastor, and schemes of usefulness entered upon and successfully carried
out. In 1871 it was found necessary to erect a gallery to accommodate
more hearers.


Upon the removal of Mr. Mayers to Bristol, in 1874, our former student,
Mr. A. Bax, of Faversham, was heartily welcomed to the pastorate, and
spiritual prosperity was enjoyed by the church, and Sabbath-schools and
vestries erected. To the regret of the church and congregation, he left at
the call of the important church at Salter’s Hall Chapel, and was succeeded
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by another of our College brethren, Mr. T. Lardner, of Ulverstone, who
has during the past year baptized 61 believers. The present membership is
289. We have said that there is freehold ground for the erection of a large
chapel, but the people are mostly poor, and will need much aid from
outside before they can hope to achieve their purpose. At present they do
not seem to look upon the design as practicable with their small means.
They need a good start, and being an earnest folk they would go on with it
and by degrees reach their aim.


XXXIII. — JAMES’ GROVE, PECKHAM.


The gathering of a congregation and the erection of a substantial chapel in
James’ Grove may be considered as a home-missionary enterprise of our
own beloved people at the Tabernacle. The work was commenced in 1864
by Mr. J. B. Field, one of our elders, who preached for several years in a
room in a friend’s house. A much larger place became necessary, and the
large hall of the Rosemary Branch Tavern was hired. The attendance was
large and souls were converted. The people, though of the humbler class,
worked hard and were liberal, so that a considerable sum was collected
towards the cost of a chapel. We contributed £140, and in December,
1870, had the pleasure of preaching the opening sermon. Mr. Field
relinquished his secular calling and entered our College some time
previously, and he continued to minister to the people he had gathered until
his removal to Aylsham in 1875. The converts have from the first been
received into fellowship at the Tabernacle, but they will be formed into a
church as soon as it will be wise to do so. Discordant elements have
hindered progress, our student, Mr. Chettleborough, has united the people
around him, and the prospects are very pleasing


XXXIV. — MERTON ROAD, NEW WIMBLEDON.


In 1871 our friend Mr. J. L. Keys having had his attention drawn to this
new neighborhood as a likely field for a Baptist interest, rented the
Palmerston Hall, then used as a preaching station by our Independent
brethren. The little company was upon the point of giving up the work, but
willingly transferred their tenancy to Mr. Keys. A congregation was
gathered, and in the course of twelve months a small church formed. Mr.
W. W. Robinson, also from our College, succeeded Mr. Keys. and labored
among the people for about three years. During his ministry the friends
purchased the freehold building, which was very fairly adapted for a
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Nonconformist chapel, having a good schoolroom and vestry. Towards the
cost (over £1000) we apportioned them £200. The present pastor, Mr. A.
Halford, another of our College men, became pastor in 1875. There are
now sixty-five members in fellowship and a flourishing Sabbath school.


XXXV. — SUNNYSIDE ROAD, HORNSEY RISE.


The church and congregation now worshipping in this place have been
gathered by the persevering efforts of Mr. Frank M. Smith of the College.
Between seven and eight years since Mr. Smith had his attention drawn to
an unoccupied place of worship in the growing neighborhood of Hornsey
Rise. It was known as Duncombe Road Chapel, and had been erected and
used for a congregation of the “Free Church of England” order, but had
passed into the possession of the Birkbeck Building Society and was “to
let”. Our young brother sought out a few friends of the gospel in the
vicinity, and, obtaining some promises of help, boldly hired the building,
and by the divine blessing succeeded in the course of four years in
gathering an earnest working church and congregation, who, with the
generous help of other friends, were enabled to erect a commodious iron
chapel and schoolroom in a better position, at a cost of £1,680, towards
which we contributed £50.


During Mr. Smith’s ministry at Hornsey he has baptized one hundred and
forty-three believers, and there are now one hundred and seventy in
fellowship. The church is healthful and aggressive; it is, however, heavily
weighted with debt, and deserves assistance.


XXXVI. — HAMILTON ROAD, NORWOOD.


Mr. R. P. Javan furnishes the following particulars of his work: — “Four
years since, while a student in the Pastors’ College, I commenced
preaching services in a mission room. At the first service there were not
half-a-dozen persons present; the congregation grew, but very slowly.
After I had preached there for nine months, the friends urged me to settle
down amongst them, and I complied with their request. The first year they
promised me a salary of £80, to which sum Mr. Spurgeon added £20. The
next year they promised me £90, and Mr. Spurgeon added £10 and
contributed a further sum of £10 for general purposes. We rent the Paxton
School Room for our meetings. We have had unusual difficulties to
contend with, as our work is of quite a home missionary character. We are
contemplating the erection of a chapel.” This interest is a weak one, but it
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has made a gallant effort, and has never drawn upon us when it could help
itself. Its position is not convenient, and as yet there seems little hope of
getting into a better place. Mr. Javan’s friends have wrought hard and done
well, but experience proves that without a home of their own churches do
not rise into a vigorous condition.


XXXVII. — OAKLANDS CHAPEL, SURBITON HILL.


An eligible site having been presented to us by our kind friend, Mrs.
Woodfall, the London Baptist Association gave £1,000 towards the
erection of a chapel thereon. We opened it in July, 1874. For a time our
rained helper, Mr. J. T. Dunn, undertook the work of gathering a church
and congregation; but as we could no longer spare him, Mr. Baster, of our
College, was invited to settle among the people, and became pastor in
January, 1878. The work advances slowly but surely: there is now a
Church of 70 members, and a good Sabbath-school.


XXXVIII. — ST. PETER’S PARK, PADDINGTON.


Through the persevering labors of one of our former students, Mr. J. M.
Cox, a church has been gathered and a chapel commenced in this new and
roadless neighborhood. Mr. Cox began the work here by preaching in a
barn, and after some time a church of 18 believers was formed. A shop and
parlor were then fitted up as a meeting-room, and the little company
migrated thither, and worked on until the present school-chapel was
erected in 1875, at a cost, including the land, of £1,150, towards which
£600 have been raised. We could not at first see any probability that Mr.
Cox could carry out his plan; but his spirit is indomitable, and his courage
boundless. We have felt bound to give him a measure of help. Still, the
work is his own from the beginning to this hour. Certainly his self-denial,
perseverance, and push have achieved far more than we expected. The
present building is the basement upon which it is hoped ultimately to raise a
chapel as the superstructure. The plan of using the basement as a
temporary building is somewhat new, but it has been tried before and found
to answer. The present number of believers in fellowship is 50.


XXXIX. — WYNNE ROAD CHAPEL, BRIXTON.


A little band of our Tabernacle friends maintained for some time a
preaching station at a hall in St. Anne’s Road. In the early part of 1874
they secured the commodious but dingy iron chapel erected for the late Mr.
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W. Carter, and under the ministry of Mr. T. L. Edwards, one of our
students, succeeded in forming a thoroughly working church, in which are
some of the choicest of our own friends. The membership is now 120, last
year’s returns showing a net increase of 41 persons. A considerable sum
has been expended in purchasing, renovating, and decorating the building,
which now presents a very different aspect from that of former days, one of
our invaluable deacons having largely helped both with influence and
money. The pastor and people are abundant in labors for the extension of
the Redeemer’s kingdom in the neighborhood, especially in attracting
young men and women to their well-conducted Bible-classes and special
meetings, from which frequent additions are made to the church.


XL. — VICTORIA CHAPEL, WANDSWORTH ROAD.


This is another of the London Baptist Association chapels, in the work of
erecting which our beloved people at the Tabernacle took a large share.
We agreed to undertake the work if the Association would grant £1,000
towards it. While we were seeking restoration to health in the beginning of
1872 our friends raised a subscription to present us with the means of
purchasing the freehold land. This helped us grandly. The chapel was
opened in April, 1873, and Mr. Henderson, one of our students, was
chosen pastor. From the first the Lord has owned and blessed his earnest
labors. The church at the present time numbers 252 baptized believers.
Within twelve months it became necessary to erect schools and class-
rooms, and these have been built and paid for. This church is a great power
for good in the neighborhood, and is diligently laboring to remove all debt
from its handsome premises.


XLI. — PLAISTOW — BARKING ROAD.


The good work going on among the friends to whom Mr. Gillespie
minister’s is best described in a letter he has lately sent to us: —


“My Dear Sir, — On February 23rd, 1872, you sent for me to come and
see you in your vestry. On going there I found you had company, four
gentlemen whom I had never seen before, and who seemed to look me
through. Yon then addressed me thus, ‘Gillespie, I want you to go down to
Barking-road and preach for two or three Sundays, and if you don’t like
the place, don’t stay; if you do, stick to it, I’ll help to support you. These
gentlemen have come for you, and may God’s blessing go with you.’ The
following Sunday I went to Barking-road, and did not like either place or
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people, the second Sunday I liked the people, and the third Sunday I
thought I could like both place and people. They wished me to come for a
few more Sundays, and as I saw signs of blessing, I consented. In two or
three months’ time the chapel was nearly full, and several had been brought
to the Lord. The blessing came in this way: the sons and daughters of
several families were brought to the Savior, and at once I had gained the
fathers and mothers. Ah, many times I have seen a whole family bowing
before God, and one in particular, a very large family. One son had been
their great trouble. He came to chapel, and the text, ‘God so loved the
world,” (John 3:16) brought him to Christ. O what a blessed time that was
for his family. The father took me by the hand, saying, ‘I thank God for
sending you here, sir, my son is now alive.’ “I soon came so to like the
people, that I felt I could not leave them, and thus the work went on till
eventually I settled with them. The chapel got too small: what was to be
done? Several began to pray about a new one, and after having made a few
alterations in the shape of a small platform, and reducing size of vestries, to
give a little more room for hearers, we saw that a new chapel we must
have. But the money, where was that to come from? We could only raise
about £80 a year, and £30 of that was to go for rent. I laid the matter
before James Duncan, Esq., one day, and to my great surprise he said,
‘When you get £600 come to me and I will give you £1,000.’ We then set
to work, and in six months’ time we had the £600 in cash and promises,
Mr. Duncan, at a public meeting, put the cheque into my hand. I never had
such a thing in my hand before, and never since. Towards the £600 you
kindly gave us £100, and I must add that the first two years you gave me
£50 a year, making in all £200. The new chapel was in course of erection,
and everyone doing something towards it. They had besides to make up the
£50 towards my salary. It was a pull, I can assure you, but God was
blessing the word.


“On June 21,1876, our new chapel was opened, and of course we all felt
very grateful, though we were in debt about £2,500. The first year we
exactly doubled the increase we had in the old place, and the work today is
going on steadily. We started with a membership of 25, and have reached
to 198. We are in debt, and more than we can well manage, but we shall
get that down. Give us time and Christ’s presence. To our Lord and
Master be the praise. — Yours sincerely, R. H. GILLESPIE.”


XLII. — MARKHOUSE COMMON, WALTHAMSTOW.
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Among the various agencies by which our friends at the Tabernacle seek to
extend the kingdom of Christ is the “Metropolitan Tabernacle Country
Mission,” whose work consists in establishing preaching stations around
London, and assisting young brethren who are endeavoring to plant Baptist
Churches around London, by contributing towards the expenses of
traveling, hire of rooms, etc. The members preach and pay, for each
brother is expected to contribute towards the common fund. Several
churches have already been formed through the efforts of its members, but
we do not give a full account of them here, as they do not come within the
scope of this report. We refer to this very useful Society here, because its
first secretary, Mr. T. Breewood, who was the originator of the church at
Markhouse Common, has been for some time in the College. The society
was applied to by a few friends in the neighborhood of Walthamstow to
assist in starting a new interests, and Mr. Breewood was sent; but the
progress of the work was such as to necessitate his retirement from the
Country Mission, which he had so well served for seven years. He gives
the following particulars of his work: —


“The work was commenced three years ago in a private house, in which we
held regular services for ten months. Being compelled to look for a larger
place we obtained the free use of an abandoned chapel in the
neighborhood; on the first Sunday the congregation increased from 70,
who used to meet in the house: to 170, and in a few weeks the 200 seats
were occupied; and from then to the present the congregations have kept
up well. We were formed into a church by elders Bowker, White, and
Dunn in June, 1876, with 14 members, now we number 78. The Sunday-
school has grown from one boy to 300 scholars, among whom a joyful
work is going on.”


XLIII. — ERITH.


The Baptist church in this place has been identified with the College from
its commencement. A Baptist friend, earnestly desirous that our principles
should be represented in this rapidly increasing town, entered into
arrangements with the Vice-President, as the result of which the Public
Hall was engaged, and the present pastor, then a student, was sent down to
commence services. From the first very satisfactory progress was made,
and evident tokens of divine approval rested upon the work. About four
months after the services were commenced a very cordial invitation was
given to Mr. J. E. Martin to settle, with the view of gathering a church.
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The church is now two years old, and numbers 31 members, the large
majority of whom have been gathered in as the result of the services. In
November last the new chapel was opened. It is a handsome building,
seating about 250 persons, and already there are signs that the place is
becoming too strait. The building cost nearly £1,400, a debt of only £300
still remains, and this it is hoped will be cleared off this year. There are two
Sunday-schools in connection with the church, numbering together 180
scholars. There are likewise organized two weekly Cottage Services, a
Band of Hope, and so on, all of which are in a flourishing state.


This is one of the numerous instances in which a vigorous and self-
supporting church has been speedily raised in connection with the College,
without whose initial aid, humanly speaking, it could never have existed.


XLIV. — GEORGE STREET, BROMLEY-BY-BOW.


In this spot a Christian brother, who was formerly a member of the
Tabernacle, erected a chapel in 1856. Mr. Lainbourne, the pastor, writes to
us: —


“It is nearly five years since I accepted the pastorate of the church
worshipping at George Street Chapel, Bromley-by-Bow, E., from which
time the church dates its connection with the Pastors’ College. For two
years previously there had been no settled minister, and the general results
might be easily imagined; but to the glory of God be it said, that during the
five years of our ministry the smile of our gracious God has been
constantly upon us. After the first three years labors our number of
members had increased threefold, and the building had become far too
small to allow us to worship God with any degree of comfort or
convenience. Being the property of a private friend, we were unable to
enlarge it, consequently we were compelled to secure a large site, upon
which we hope to erect a chapel to accommodate 1,000 persons, with
schoolrooms for the same number of children. The foundation-stone of the
schoolroom was laid on Monday, March 11th inst. This well accommodate
500 people, and we intend to use it for the present both as a chapel and
school-room. The cost of this building will be £1,000: towards this sum we
have in cash £600, with promises amounting to another £100. We have
received the promise of between £300 and £400 towards the chapel itself,
including £100 promised by our beloved President.”
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This will be another new place of worship. The church is reported in the
Handbook as numbering 200. Mr. Lambourne gives a very modest account
of his labors. He is a brother admirably adapted to reach the class among
whom he resides.


XLV. — PONDERS END.


We were asked by a few friends to assist them in raising a Baptist church in
this place. Students were sent, and at length Mr. Cotton was chosen to
take permanent charge. The church numbers 25, with 5 more about to be
added: a hopeful beginning. The friends have a small chapel, and are
working hard to erect another more suitable to their present and future
need: this they hope to open in two months, and then the small place will
be their schoolroom. We have promised to give help in proportion as the
friends help themselves.


XLVI. — WOOLWICH — CHARLES STREET.


Our former student, Mr. James Smith, now of Chatham, carried on a very
useful evangelistic work in Woolwich until a church was formed, which
settled down in Charles Street, where it still remains under the able
pastorate of Mr. Wilson. The friends have purchased the chapel. The
church now numbers 112.


XLVII. — PEOPLE’S MISSION HALL, PECKHAM.


In Gordon-road, Peckham, our student, Mr. Linnecar, an earnest
evangelist, fresh from the sea, has gathered a people together, fitted up an
arch with his own hands, and formed a church of 41 members. Here is the
nucleus of a hopeful community, which may the Lord multiply exceedingly.
We confess that our joy is great when we see the working people drawn to
attend the means of grace and to take an interest in extending the
Redeemer’s kingdom. Men like Mr. Linnecar seem to gather a
congregation better than some of those who are more refined but have less
energy. Of course his work is but a commencement as yet, and a railway
arch is a poor makeshift; but, if the Lord will give his blessing, though the
beginning be small, the latter end will greatly increase. Mr. Linnecar does a
great deal of open-air work.


XLVIII. — PERRY HILL CHAPEL.
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Mr. Spurgeon has lately taken upon a long lease at a very small rental the
school-chapel at Perry Hill, Catford Bridge, which stands at the rear of a
fine plot of ground. Through the large-heartedness of friends on the spot
who desired to see the gospel preached more fully in the neighborhood this
exceedingly well furnished little building has been transferred to us, and is
now a Baptist chapel, where a congregation is already gathered. Repairs to
about £50 have been carried out at our expense. This is but a small outlay
to secure such a property. As there is a large piece of ground in front
which is taken with the building, it is hoped that ere long a goodly house
will be built upon it. Our student, Mr. Greenwood, junior, has undertaken
the task of raising a church, and he has met with remarkable success.


XLIX. — FONTHILL ROAD, FINSBURY PARK.


In 1874 Mr. John Wilson, a former student of the College, commenced
preaching in a small hall near Finsbury Park. It was indeed a day of small
things, the preacher had not before been in the neighborhood, and did not
know whether a congregation would be in the hall when he went to preach;
some eight persons, however, came to the morning service, and in the
evening the attendance was multiplied fourfold. Success had so far
attended the undertaking that in March, 1875, an iron chapel costing £400
was opened, Mr. Tucker, of Camden Road Church, and others taking part
in the services. From the first a measure of prosperity attended the labors
of both, minister and people, but towards the close of the year 1876 Mr.
Wilson mind was moved towards the higher Calvinistic line of doctrine and
also to Strict Communion, and he judged it to be the honorable course to
leave the people and begin elsewhere. This is certainly better than strife and
ill will. Mr. Wilson left behind a Baptist church of some sixty members,
with nearly two hundred scholars. The present minister, Mr. H. S. Smith,
continues the work at Fonthill Road, and Mr. Wilson is preaching in the
Holloway Road. We wish both the brethren abounding success.


Although the following cases of New Chapels are not so completely
connoted with the College as the former, they have some relation to it, and
yet more to the President of the institution, through the Tabernacle church
and its societies, or through the Evening Classes.


L. — CHATHAM ROAD, WANDSWORTH COMMON.


Here a chapel, accommodating 240, has been erected and paid for through
the efforts of our two sons, C. and T. Spurgeon. This is purely a mission
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chapel, in the midst of a neighborhood greatly needing the gospel, but far
from eager to hear it. It is a light in a dark place. We rejoice that our son
Charles is now a student in the College.


LI. — NOTTINGHAM ROAD, UPPER TOOTING.


Chiefly through the consecrated energies of two brethren, members of the
Tabernacle, a room was opened here some few years ago. A very pretty
little chapel has since been built, towards which we subscribed £250; the
people have given up to the full of their means in order to secure; a place
to meet in where they might have a hope of gathering a congregation. Mr.
Tredray, of our College, was for some months the preacher at present the
little church is seeking a pastor.


LII. — PUTNEY.


The Tabernacle Country Mission has for some time been sending a
preacher here, and at length Mr. Geale has succeeded in building a small
chapel in Werter Road, in a good position in a new neighborhood. The new
church numbers 42, and is growing hopefully. We aided this enterprise as
far as we had the means and our Tabernacle friends joined heartily in it.


LIII. — CARSHALTON.


Here our Country Mission has rented a hall, gathered a congregation, and
formed a church of more than 60 members, which prospers under the care
of our brother Mr. May, who is a member at the Tabernacle. Thus there
are still young plants taking root and branching out; all, we hope, are likely
to be fruitful to the glory of God. They need, however. much tending, and
some will need a good deal of water from the golden stream of Christian
liberality if they are to become strong trees. May the Holy Spirit yet more
abundantly water the whole of the trees of the Lord with “the river of God,
which is full of water.”


CERTAIN CHURCHES REVIVED.


The resurrection and salvation of an old church is often a more difficult
task than to commence a new one. They remind us of the man who used
profanely to swear, “God mend me,” to whom a Christian man remarked,
“It were better if he made you new.” In very many instances our young







409


brethren have been remarkably successful in this work; but it is not easy to
say much about it, for except the case is extraordinary, and altogether
undeniable, there are always affectionate friends of the old cause and of the
former ministers who feel greatly hurt at any statement which appears to
bear hard upon them. To them, it may be, the new order of things may
even be distasteful, for the noise and stir of large additions, and the
introduction of new ways, causes them disturbance of mind, and is hardly
counterbalanced by any joy at the manifest increase of numbers and
development of resources. Therefore we confine ourselves to those
instances in which the growth of the church seems to us at least to be
specially remarkable. We have omitted several which might justly have
been inserted, lest in any way we should raise a question: our brethren who
find themselves unmentioned will not, we trust, take it as a slight, nor fancy
that we underestimate their services to the Redeemer’s cause.


VERNON CHAPEL, PENTONVILLE.


One of the earliest of our students was Mr. Alfred Searle, who, while in
College, endeavored to raise a church in the heart of our great city, first at
a little old meeting-house in the Old Bailey, thence removing with his little
company to Shaftesbury Hall, in Aldersgate-street, where he ministered
until invited to Vernon Chapel, Pentonville. He, however, fell ill, and after
preaching a few times, fell asleep in Jesus. At this time the heavy liability
upon Vernon had to be met, or the place to be sold, and lost to the
Baptists. Sir S. M. Peto joined with Mr. Spurgeon in the endeavor to
redeem the building and secure it to the denomination, This desirable
object was accomplished, and knowing the, result thereof, we are
unfeignedly glad.


Our brother C. B. Sawday, who was then a very young man, took his late
fellow-student’s place, and the pews soon began to receive occupants, and
the occupants to receive the word of life. This was in 1863. To few
youthful pastors has so large a blessing been vouchsafed as to our friend’s
early labors. In one year 198 persons were added to the church, and how
many were converted then and in after years it would be hard to estimate,
for the ministry has been remarkably useful in soul-winning.


A crowded chapel led to hiring the large hall of the German Gymnasium
for Sunday services in 1867, and at length to the enlargement of Vernon,
which is now a very commodious building, seating 1,300. This church of
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650 members, with its schools and organization, is one of the most useful
in London. We have both given help and granted a loan to this church.


ARTHUR STREET, KING’S CROSS ROAD.


The church worshipping in Arthur-street Chapel has records of “a strange,
eventful history’ of well-nigh a century and a half, as we learn from a little
book compiled by one of the deacons for the information of his fellow-
worshippers; but as we have only space for so much of its history as
connects it with our College work, we must pass over all but a few facts
within our recollection. The chapel is within a few hundred yards of
“Vernon,” where our beloved brother Sawday ministers; and its history is
closely connected with that of “Vernon”; for about the year 1860 the
church and congregation, with their pastor, Dr. Wills, were literally locked
out of Vernon Chapel, owing to some unfortunate disputes about the
ownership of the property, and they eventually erected Arthur-street
Chapel.


Passing by the intervening years, we come to the period when the present
pastor. Mr. H. E. Stone, entered upon the work at Arthur-street, in 1872.
At that period there was a debt of £900 on the chapel, and the church was
in a very low condition, 38 names only being on the church book, of these
not a few had absented themselves for upwards of two years. A great
change soon took place, for many came to hear the word, faith came by
hearing, and souls were saved; and now, notwithstanding the migratory
character of the surrounding population, there are 333 believers in church
fellowship, and the chapel, which will accommodate 800, is often well
filled.


The position of the chapel has certainly had little to do with the popularity
and success of the preacher; for so out-of-the-way is it, that a stranger
must needs ask half-a-dozen times, even when close to it, ere he finds it,
for it has been described as “next door to nowhere.” The pastor says he
believes that very many have been induced to attend through hearing him
preach at the theaters and in the open-air.


The interior of the building has undergone a very great change, spacious
galleries having been erected and considerable improvements made, at a
cost of about £900; and as the debt is now a little over £900, it will be seen
that this large sum has been raised besides all necessary expenses of
worship.
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In the little book above referred to, the good deacon thus writes: — “Our
present esteemed pastor, Mr. Stone, was formerly a student in Mr.
Spurgeon’s College; and if there were not already so many notable proofs
of the value of that noble institution, the present would more than suffice
for the acknowledgment of the great debt of gratitude we owe to its
founder.”


ROMNEY STREET, WESTMINSTER.


This church under the influence of ultra-calvinistic preaching had almost
become extinct when, in 1865, we were waited upon by one of the few
members to whom a heavy sum was due. We released him from his
liabilities and saved the place from sale. Mr. J. S. Morris, a student of the
College, went to preach in the chapel; his first audience consisted of six
persons only. We aided by a draft of members from the Tabernacle, and
gave considerable pecuniary help so as to remove the debt. Our friends
were thus enabled to renovate the chapel and render it more comfortable.
The church soon became a power for good in that densely populated, and
poor neighborhood. There were about 120 in fellowship when Mr. Morris
removed to his present sphere at Leyton in 1866. Mr. H. Tarrant of our
College is now the pastor and an earnest missionary work is carried on by
himself’ and people in a place where it is greatly needed. What with its
ecclesiastical heresies, and over-crowded lanes and courts, Westminster
needs all the help that all its Christian churches can supply.


SOUTHWOOD LANE, HIGHGATE.


Mr. J. H. Barnard, while pursuing his studies with us, labored hard to
reinstate the cause at Highgate. The church had been established about fifty
years, and worshipped in a small old-fashioned building under an esteemed
minister, who at length retired through old age. Mr. Barnard commenced
to preach there in 1862. In 1867 the chapel was enlarged and modernized,
in fact almost rebuilt, at a cost of £700, which sum the friends were
enabled to raise when they returned to their comfortable meeting-house.
The friends are still favored with the ministrations of our dear friend Mr.
Barnard, and, better still, with continued spiritual blessing. The church
numbers 121 members.
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KINGSGATE STREET CHAPEL, HOLBORN.


The church here has a history of nearly a century and a half, and has
numbered among its pastors several Baptist worthies. The ancient meeting-
house was in Eagle Street, adjoining the present modern structure, which is
dark and dreary to an almost impossible degree. The most noteworthy
circumstance about this church at the time we were called to the rescue
was an enormous debt. When our brother Mr. Burton became the pastor in
April, 1865, the church was very low; he has labored long and well for his
Lord, and has seen much prosperity. The debt has been reduced by £1,900,
and £500 more have been expended in improving the property. From our
Loan Fund the church has borrowed at different times £300. The pastor
has received into fellowship about 700 persons. The population of the
neighborhood is a very changing one, and church members are constantly
being transferred to our suburban sanctuaries, so that the preacher, who is
in poor health, feels much discouraged, and yet he need not be, for the
souls are saved whether they stay with him or not. When Mr. Burton
became pastor there were about 100 names on the books; now there are
above three times that number.


BARKING.


The pastor, Mr. Tomkins, shall tell his own story. “The cause at Barking
became connected with the College some six years ago, and was at first
supplied by students from week to week. In the autumn of 1873 I was sent
to preach, and continued to do so occasionally until the summer of 1874,
when owing to the increase of congregation, and other signs of blessing, I
accepted the pastorate, though the temporal reward is but small. The cause
was then in a very low state, the chapel was small and the number
attending few. They had never been able to support a settled ministry.


“During the three years and a-half of my ministry the following work has
been accomplished: — 1. A debt of £80 upon the schoolroom has been
cleared off. The chapel has been enlarged to double its former size at a cost
of about £200, all of which has been paid, our worthy President
contributing £20. 2. The congregation has more than trebled, while the
membership which then stood at 27 is now 102, most of these having been
brought in from the world. The attendance at the Sabbath school has
during the same time more than doubled. Our chapel is again crowded and
we are about to re-enlarge at an outlay of £400. This estimate is for two
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vestries, new pews, and accommodation for about 150 more people. I may
here mention that during the past two winters I have conducted services in
a large hall on Sunday afternoons, which were attended by between two
and three hundred people, and were much blessed. Altogether we have
reason to thank God and take courage.


SHOREDITCH TABERNACLE.


The following is taken from a circular issued by the church: — “The
church and congregation meeting in Providence Chapel, Hackney Road,
London, have increased to such an extent under the ministry of Mr. Cuff
that there are now 200 more members on the church books than the
present chapel will accommodate. About four years ago, in consequence of
the crowded state of the chapel, it was decided to take the Shoreditch
Town Hall for our evening services. This building holds nearly 2,000
people, and from the commencement to the present time has been well
filled, and very often large numbers have to go away.


“During the time of our pastor’s ministry 700 persons have joined the
church, an old debt of £1,200 has been cleared off, about £1,000 per
annum has been raised for the current expenses of the church, including
pastor’s salary, Sunday-school, Dorcas Societies, Poor Funds, hire of Hall,
and incidental expenses, in addition to which two large Mission Schools,
numbering about 1,000 children, have been largely supported by our
congregation. We have also a Christian Mission, consisting of about 50
persons, who devote their evenings to preaching the gospel in the open-air
during the summer months, and in the lodging houses and other places in
the winter; also Tract Societies and other evangelistic agencies. Our School
and Bible glass accommodation is quite inadequate to the requirements of
our present position.


“Under these, and many other circumstances that might be named, the
church has unanimously resolved to build a large Chapel, to seat 2,500
persons; but, in order to accomplish this great work, a frontage had to be
secured in the Hackney Road by purchasing several houses, four of which
are already in our possession, and two others are agreed for. We have
received from our own people, in cash and promises for this special fund,
about £2,500, and in cash and promises from outside friends nearly the
same amount, making a total of cash and promises received, up to this date
of £5,000.
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“The new building will cost about £12,000, and, with purchase of houses,
about £,4,000 more, making a total outlay of about £16,000. The entire
plot of ground being freehold, the Committee earnestly, yet with
confidence, commend their case to the thoughtful consideration of
Christian people in all parts of the country, for they are deeply conscious
that, unaided by a sympathetic public, they dare not embark in so great a
work: and, therefore, they appeal to Christians of every name and
denomination for help in this important undertaking.”


PECKHAM — PARK ROAD.


We do not mention this church because we had any share in founding it,
but because under the ministry of our beloved student, Mr. Tarn, it has
risen from a low and straggling condition to become a large and influential
community. By the divine blessing everything is changed, for the Holy
Spirit works mightily with the word. Mr. Tarn has sent us the following
particulars: —


“Two years ago, when I settled at Peekham Park Road, the church was
exceedingly weak, and the chapel well nigh empty. The need of the church
and district was its chief recommendation to me. The band of workers,
though small, was united, earnest, and prayerful, and our efforts have been
attended by copious and continuous blessing. The congregations soon
became so large that we were compelled to erect galleries. Additional
accommodation was thus provided for 300, at a cost of £620, toward
which our beloved President contributed £10. This provision has, however,
proved inadequate; all the sittings are appropriated, and seats are generally
used in the aisles. During the past five years God has added to us 489
souls, and every month, with one exception, we have been privileged to
welcome new members. The fellowship of the Church has increased from
59 to 463.


“In the Sunday-schools God has been pleased to bless us with
corresponding increase. The two schools, with 620 scholars and 41
teachers, have become five schools, numbering 1,489 scholars and 108
teachers. We are now engaged in the erection of spacious schoolrooms for
our home school, which contains 813 children. The cost of the new schools
and the freehold site is £2,400, towards which we have received £1,160 in
cash and £100 in promises. We have four mission stations where the gospel
is regularly preached, and where manifold efforts are made to elevate men
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and win them to Christ. Two of our young men have become missionaries,
one has accepted a pastorate in Lincolnshire, and four more are at present
in the College. In every part of our widespread organization there is the
throb of healthy life. All our agencies are well sustained, and during the last
three years our income for all purposes has amounted to £3,606.


“Further chapel enlargement is sorely needed. Our aggressive efforts are
crippled for lack of room. We grieve that the accommodation is not equal
to the anxiety for hearing the gospel. We are anxious to enlarge the chapel
by adding to it the old schoolrooms, and thus we shall gain about 250 more
sittings. The work is both pressing and promising. Will any of the Lord’s
stewards help us thus to extend our sphere of usefulness in a district where
earnest effort is needed, appreciated, and blessed? — T. G. TARN.”


STRATFORD GROVE.


Mr. J. H. Banfield, of the College, became pastor of the Union Church at
Stratford in 1875. The cause had been established about twenty years, and
the membership at the time of our friend’s settlement was 50 only.
Through the Lord’s blessing upon his labors, the church now numbers 119
members. Towards the liquidation of a debt of £800 the friends have given
and collected £350, including a gift of £20 from ourselves. The income of
the church has also been more than doubled. We greatly rejoice in our
brother’s prosperity.


TWICKENHAM.


Here the cause was so utterly reduced that the chapel was about to be sold,
and must have been so, had we not taken upon ourselves the payment of
the interest of the debt, and thus helped the almost extinct society at its
lowest ebb. We have greatly rejoiced to observe that, after our College
men had labored with but slender success, this church has been taken up by
Mr. Edward Brown, brother of A. G. Brown, of the East London
Tabernacle, and under his ministry the wilderness rejoices and the desert
blossoms, as the rose. Though not of our College, Mr. Brown was one of
our Tabernacle members, and it has been a delight to us to aid him in
clearing away the incubus of debt.
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OTHER LONDON CHURCHES.


Of other London churches among whom our College men have labored we
can only give a passing notice, though in several instances a page or two
might be filled with interesting matter.


GROVE ROAD, VICTORIA PARK. — This is an Association chapel. Mr. G.
D. Evans here gathered a church of 120 members, which, under the earnest
ministry of Mr. W. J. Inglis, has subsequently increased to 318. Here we
find a good chapel, a working church, and an efficient pastor, but there is a
debt.


REGENT STREET, LAMBETH. — We carried on this church when others had
left it “minished and brought low.’ It had fallen on evil days, and our
students could barely keep it going. Our good brother-in-law, Mr. T. C.
Page, has both renovated the building and revived the church.


UPTON CHAPEL, LAMBETH. — We have had the honor to supply two
pastors to this old-established and honored church. Under Mr. Williams of
our College, the cause is enjoying unmistakable tokens of the divine favor.


LOWER EDMONTON. — Mr. D. Russell has been the pastor here for
fifteen years.


ALFRED PLACE, OLD KENT ROAD. — This feeble interest has been
furnished with preachers by us, but it is in a bad situation and deserted by
everybody. We shall do our best for it.


BEXLEY HEATH. — Under the ministry of Mr. George Smith this church is
increasing in strength, removing its burdens, and enlarging its borders.


BOW. — Mr. Edgley is cheered by an increased congregation, and trusts
that the old church will renew its youth.


TALBOT TABERNACLE, WESTBOURNE PARK. — Our well-beloved brother
Frank White took up the work of Mr. Gordon Furlong, and by the divine
blessing has built up a church of 230 members. This church is doing its
utmost for the masses around.


NEW BARNET. — Mr. M. Cumming has for a year been pastor of this new
Association church, and has been the means of greatly adding to the
congregation and uplifting the cause.
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LEYTON. — Mr. Morris of Romney Street was selected to raise a church
here, in the Association Chapel. It is a difficult position. The church
commenced in 1876 with 26 members and now numbers 58.


JOHN STREET, BEDFORD ROW. — We count it no small honor that our
College should furnish one of the successors of Baptist Noel and
Harrington Evans. From the peculiarities of the neighborhood our excellent
brother, Mr. Collins, has a hard task before him; and we earnestly pray the
Lord to send him his gracious help in a special degree.


SALTER’S HALL CHAPEL, ISLINGTON — Mr. Bax is happily settled here,
and one of the deacons writes us, “Our church is prospering. Our growth is
not extraordinarily rapid, but I believe it is of a very substantial character.”


DACRE PARK CHAPEL, BLACKHEATH. — We hold no very strong views as
to open or strict communion, and we are glad that we always have in the
College a few brethren of the sturdy school of old-fashioned Baptists.
Among these is Mr. W. Usher, who at Dacre Park is enjoying a very
encouraging measure of success, with every omen of better times to come.
The membership is 115, of which number 73 have been added since Mr.
Usher’s advent in June, 1875.


WEST GREEN. — Mr. G. Turner has been working since 1872 in the chapel
which was purchased by the Association. The region is chaotic and “cut
up” With railway and new roads. There are 108 members, and as the
district fills up there will, by God’s blessing, be a strong and useful church.


SPRING VALE CHAPEL, NOTTING HILL — Mr. Honan’s church in this chapel
is reported as numbering 53.


WELLINGTON ROAD, STOKE NEWINGTON. — This decayed church in 1875
chose Mr. Rawlings. He finds it uphill work, but he is not without
encouragement.


NORWOOD NEW TOWN. — Here Mr. Hobbs has supplied the pulpit of a
society which maintains an undenominational position. Under his ministry it
has so prospered that he is induced to remain. There are about 100 in
fellowship.


LOUGHTON. — Mr. Vivian accepted this pastorate in 1874, and under his
ministry the cause is built up.


HARLINGTON. — Mr. Crick settled here in 1876. Church numbers 174.
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POTTER’S BARN — Mr. Hart has been pastor here since 1876.


PARSON’S HINT, WOOLWICH. — Mr. J. Turner, after successfully building
a church at Tunbridge, has undertaken this church, for which we pray that
its prosperity may return.


CROSS STREET, ISLINGTON. — This church has invited our worthy student,
Mr. F. Jones, to settle among them. May the Lord revive the work by his
means.


Thus have we ended our summary; not without regret at being compelled
to be so brief. This hath the Lord done by the hand of his servants, and
unto his name give we praise.


NON NOBIS DOMINE.


FLOODS IN THE STREETS.


“Rivers of waters in the streets.” — Proverbs 5:16.


“Let judgment run down as waters,
and righteousness as a mighty stream.” — Amos 5:24.


ON Thursday morning, April 11th, when we reached the Tabernacle, at
eleven in the morning, we found the rooms of the basement covered with
water, so that they could not be occupied. Our conference was unable to
meet for dinner in the schoolroom, and was obliged to adjourn to another
building. The papers, among many accounts of the flooded districts, thus
speak of our near neighbors in the somewhat aristocratic region of Brixton:


“The easterly gale which had been blowing since Sunday morning subsided
on Wednesday night, and was followed by such a downpour of rain as
seldom occurs in this latitude except in connection with summer
thunderstorms. It was very heavy all through the night, and continued
yesterday without much abatement through the early hours of the
forenoon, until more rain had fallen in a few hours than the average rainfall
for a month. At Brixton there was a serious flood, caused by the inability
of the Effra river, which is nothing better than a covered sewer, to carry off
all the water. It burst forth at all openings, and even forced itself upward in
jets which are compared to the spoutings of a whale. The water rising with
much rapidity, the inhabitants, who in most eases were sitting down to or
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preparing for breakfast, had barely time to escape from their breakfast
rooms, when the water was upon them. Snatching up what came first to
hand, they made the best of their way upstairs, and finding all efforts to
save their property futile, gave up the attempt in despair. In Brixton-road,
not alone the carriage way, but the footpaths were submerged, and in some
places the flow of water was so great that the roadway and pavement were
broken up by the rushing waters seeking to find an outlet, and in some
instances the pavements were actually washed away. The main road itself
was like a quickly-flowing river, and many of the side roads were also
flooded. The water was in most places upwards of a foot in depth, and in
many nearly two feet. Locomotion was exceedingly difficult, vehicles of all
descriptions having to be drawn through the flood, with the horses nearly
up to their knees in water, while with the tram-cars the water reached up to
the step, and an extra horse was necessary to draw the car.”


When the Lord is pleased to open the windows of heaven and refresh the
thirsty earful with plentiful showers, man in his boasted wisdom has so
arranged the cities where he dwells that there is no room for the divine
bounty, and a benison becomes a danger. His careful preparations in
blotting out rippling brooks and water courses begirt with willows, and
burying in the earth beneath arches of brick the once silvery streams, are all
sources of peril to him; peril, too, from that which should have been his
greatest blessing. The rain is good, but we have not room enough to
receive it; we have space for our own filthiness if the heavenly rains will let
us alone, but for “showers of blessings” our arrangements have left no
receptacle, and they must drown us out, and stop our traffic, to gain even a
temporary lodging-place. Time was when the Effra river would have
carried the water down to the Thames without any greater inconvenience
than a flooded meadow, or a garden swamped for an hour or two. Some
living persons remember the Effra as a pretty brook with a charming walk
by its side and overhanging trees. We have seen some pretty bits of scenery
which an artist copied from this rural streamlet of days gone by. There
were little rustic bridges here and there, and many a nook where lovers of
quiet could sit down and meditate; but now there is no sign of the brook
until you pass into Dulwich; almost throughout its entire length our
modern civilization has transformed it into a covered drain. Confined
within a dark arch of brick, the stream forgets its sunny days, and like a
prisoner urged along the corridor of an underground dungeon pursues its
dreary way. Alas, that man should have made human life to be so much
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after the same manner. Of green fields and fresh breezes how little do the
multitudes of our toilers ever see or feel: of cheerfulness and content how
little do many of our merchants and traders understand; and of sacred joy
and consecrated delight the bulk of men know nothing whatever. Life
comes to us, but too often we will not allow it to flow freely in holy
content and joy, where the trees are flourishing and the birds singing
among the branches, but we compel it to grovel underground in anxiety
and unbelief.


Yet heavenly life cannot always be made to abide among the dead, just as
the Effra when fed by showers from heaven would no longer brook its
prison. It burst forth wherever a vent existed and forced ways of escape for
itself where there were none before. Every now and then this happens in
spiritual affairs and men behold the phenomenon with wonder and even
with alarm. It was so in the age of Whitefield and Wesley, when the Lord
opened the windows of heaven upon our land. What an outbreak there
was! What a commotion and upheaval! The old pavements of
conventionality were torn away, and the floods burst up through them.
Attempts were made to stop the stream, persecution was tried against the
Methodists, they were denounced from the pulpit, threatened by mobs, and
ridiculed as modern enthusiasts and madmen, and regarded as the
offscouring of all things; but all this availed nothing, omnipotence was at
work and malice could not hinder. The sacred flood would not be denied a
channel, but found free course and God was glorified. Of course it stirred
the mud and raised the foulness of the community to most offensive rage,
but it cleansed as it rushed forward, and swept away the accumulated vices
of dreary years. May the like happen again in our times, indeed we are not
altogether strangers to such burstings forth of the living waters even now.


It were well if in individuals there were such floodings of the soul with the
grace of God, that the divine life would break forth everywhere, in the
parlor, the workshop, the counting-house, the market, and the streets. We
are far too ready to confine it to the channel of Sunday services and
religious meetings, it deserves a broader floodway and must have it if we
are to see gladder times. It must burst out upon men who do not care for
it, and invade chambers where it will be regarded as an intrusion; it must be
seen by wayfaring men streaming down the places of traffic and concourse,
hindering the progress of sinful trades, and surrounding all, whether they
will or no. We want another universal deluge, not of destruction, but of
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salvation, so that the knowledge of the Lord shall cover the earth as the
waters cover the sea.


Would to God that religion were more vital and forceful among us, so as to
create a powerful public opinion in behalf of truth, justice, and holiness. It
will be a blessed day when all the streets of our land shall be flooded with
grace. Amos in the text which we have quoted bids us aim at this, in the
name of the Lord. The formalities of religion are of little worth compared
with this, for the Lord says, “I hate, I despise your feast days, and I will not
smell in your solemn assemblies.” “Though ye offer me burnt offerings and
your meat offerings, I will not accept them: neither will I regard the peace
offerings of your fat beasts. Take thou away from me the noise of thy
songs; for I will not hear the melody of thy viols. But let judgment run
down as waters, and righteousness as a mighty stream.” He would have us
exhibit a life which should purify the aged and sweep before it every
obstacle; a life to be seen even in the streets, where men care least to have
it. It is much to be desired that the Christian church may yet have more
power and influence all over the world for righteousness and peace.
Something of it is felt even now, but not enough. The Church of Christ in
England has more power to-day than it ever had before. Our country
would have been plunged in war months ago (May, 1878), if it had not
been for Christian men who have been the backbone of the opposition to
the war party. Peace would not have been kept unbroken so long as it has
been had it not been earnestly promoted by the prayers and labors of those
who worship the Prince of Peace. In other matters, also, of social reform,
and moral progress, the influence of true religion is felt, and it will yet be
far more mighty. May the day come when the spirit of righteousness shall
have complete control over those who govern, and direct our affairs, then
shall judgment run down as waters, and righteousness as a mighty stream.
All will not go pleasantly even then, for many will be greatly vexed by such
prevalence of right principles: their craft will be in danger, they will be
greatly inconvenienced in their sins, they will be up to their knees in an
element which they do not relish, and they will rave against it; but for all
that it will be a blessing if God sends us such showers of grace as to
become an irresistible flood. Come, mighty stream; send it, we beseech
thee, O Lord: and let us live to see Ezekiel’s vision fulfilled. “Then said he
unto me, These waters issue out toward the east country, and go down
into the desert, and go into the sea: which being brought forth into the sea,
the waters shall be healed. And it shall come to pass, that every thing that
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liveth, which moveth, whithersoever the rivers shall come, shall live: and
there shall be a very great multitude of fish, because these waters shall
come thither: for they shall be healed; and every thing shall live whither the
river cometh.”


C. H. SPURGEON.


CLEAR THE ROAD


“Go through, go through the gates; prepare ye the way of the
people; cast up, cast up the highway; gather out the stones.”
— Isaiah 62:10.


“Make straight paths for your feet, lest that which is lame be turned
out of the way: but let it rather be healed.” — Hebrews 12:13.


“THE DAILY TELEGRAPH,” May 9, informs us that “a singular want of
thought on the part of the Parisian authorities has been much commented
on by strangers. Some days before the opening of the Exhibition a great
many of the principal roads in the center of the city were partially closed
for repairs, and at this moment many of them are almost impassable. This
applies particularly to the opera district, where the Rue Auber, the Rue
Scribe, and the Boulevard Haussman form a mass of unpaved ground
covered with heaps of stone and sand, staked off with ropes against the
public. Everyone acquainted with Paris is aware that the carriage way and
footpath accommodation in this part of the town is insufficient for ordinary
requirements, and he may judge of the inconvenience and confusion
existing there under present circumstances.” Have not some whose
business it is to proclaim the gospel of Jesus Christ been equally negligent
as to clearing the way of those who are coming to the light? In many cases
doctrinal difficulties are overlooked, or by crude exaggerated teachings are
even multiplied, so that the poor troubled heart is unable to travel the path
of faith because of hard thoughts and doubtful questions which sorely
perplex it. The ministers of Christ should often dwell upon the stumbling
blocks which lie in the way of earnest seekers, and endeavor as far as
possible to remove them, that simple minds may not be staggered. The
language used by teachers is often so refined and oratorical that the
common people do not understand it, and hence their way is blocked up
“with heaps of stone and sand.” “We use great plainness of speech,” said
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the apostle, but his example is not followed in every case. Theological
distinctions, crabbed definitions, and high-sounding phrases are often like
the ropes with which the Paris footpaths are staked off against the public:
they tend to hinder those who are in the right way. Minds are troubled with
niceties which need never be raised, and perplexed with distinctions which
need never be mentioned.


We know cases in which opportunities of Christian conversation are not
offered, and the inquirer is not encouraged to bring his doubts and fears to
those whose experience might assist him. In some places the kingdom of
heaven sufferer violence, and only the very violent are able to enter into the
professing church at all: the strait gate is made straiter than Christ left it,
and the narrow way is almost entirely blocked up. This is not wisdom: free
grace should not be preached as if it were the monopoly of advanced
saints, but an open door should be set before the anxious sinner, and he
should lovingly be pressed to enter it. What is the use of the house of
mercy if those who would enter it are rather repulsed by hard speeches
than assisted by affectionate invitations? It is said of one of old time, “They
brought him to Jesus”  let us zealously occupy ourselves by doing the same
to all souls who ask the way to Zion with their faces thitherward. God has
made such a glorious exhibition of himself in Christ Jesus that it would be a
sin and a shame if we should even in the least degree hinder one of the least
of these who would behold it. C.H.S.


MORE GOOD NEWS FROM A FAR COUNTRY


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 225)


BY MRS. C. H. SPURGEON.


“ON Monday evening, Jan. 14, tea and public meetings were held in the
Flinders — street Baptist church to bid farewell to Mr. Thos. Spurgeon.
who purposes returning to Victoria today by the steamer Aldinga. The tea
which was spread in the church, was partaken of by upwards of four
hundred persons, and the large public meeting held subsequently was
presided over by Mr. G. S. Fowler, who referred in felicitous terms to the
benefits of Mr. Spurgeon’s visit to South Australia and the widely
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experienced regret at his approaching departure. Suspended in front of the
gallery was the word ‘Farewell’ worked in flowers.”


The above paragraph is taken from one of the many full and lengthy
newspaper reports which have reached us of the doings and sayings of the
good people of Adelaide on parting with our dear son. We shall not
transcribe all the kind and loving things said on this occasion concerning
both father and son, because we mean this paper to be a record of the
young voyager’s own views and feelings, rather than a mere recital of
“what folks thought of him,” but we think it a fitting opportunity to renew
our expressions of hearty gratitude to all dear friends in the colonies, for
the gracious, generous, tender kindness with which he has everywhere been
received and entertained. “With what measure ye mete, it shall be measured
to you again,” saith the Scripture, and our fervent prayer is that the Lord
himself may reward those who have been so good to our boy, returning to
them” good measure, pressed down, and running over” of spiritual blessing
for the temporal mercies and comforts which they have so constantly
lavished upon him.


We now give in his own words some details of the last few days in
Adelaide. “The farewell meeting was one to he remembered. Knowing as I
do your dislike for testimonials, etc., I am afraid you will think this one
unnecessary; but the customs of this hospitable land would have been sadly
infringed if some such outlet for kindly feeling had not been allowed.
Moreover, though there was a great deal of interest manifested in me, love
for father underlaid it all, and made this expression of affection peculiarly
gratifying. At the tea-meeting I walked about, shaking hands with
everyone, and conversing with those who had anything to say. Words fail
to tell of the heartiness of the people. They seem as sorry that I am leaving
as if I hail been a pastor among them for years. I must have shaken hands
at least; a thousand times. I know my hand ached enough, This parting was
not altogether a happy one for me, for I was really grieved to have to say
‘good bye’ to so many dear friends. Their kindness overwhelmed me. I
never expected so great a reward for the services I have rendered them.
Then came the speeches, which you will see reported in the papers, but I
must just tell you one little thing. In the course of my speech, when talking
of the results of my visit and their kindness, I mentioned how rejoiced
father was, and read a short extract from his last precious letter. They were
delighted, sat forward in their seats to listen eagerly, as they always do
when the magic name is pronounced. Then I went on to tell how happy it
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had made my sick mother, and spoke thus till tears on their cheeks told me
I had reached their hearts, and so I left them to be happy in having made
my loved ones joyous. I tried to speak as cheerfully as I could all through,
but really did feel ‘awfully sorry.’ The silver mounted emu’s egg inkstand
which these loving friends presented to me is really very splendid. The egg
is placed on silver ground with a couple of silver emus on one side and a
native brandishing his spear over a slain kangaroo on the other, while let
into the egg itself is a view in silver of two more emus. The receptacle for
ink is surmounted by a silver cockatoo, and an appropriate inscription is at
the base. Besides this the surplus of contributions was presented to me in a
purse.”


This testimonial was subscribed for by the town and country churches in
which our son had preached, and was a most delicate way of showing their
appreciation of his services. Not content with this, however, some
generous spirits proposed that a contribution to the “Pastors’ College” and
the “Stock-well Orphanage,” would form a fitting memorial of the pleasant
visit, and some time after the visitor’s departure £20 were forwarded
through Mr. G. S. Fowler for these institutions. Hearty thanks to the kind
donors!


During the eight weeks the dear boy was in South Australia, he attended
and preached or spoke at twenty-four meetings, and we are sure it was in
no spirit of self-glorification, but in humble thankfulness to God that he
writes, “There is scarce a sermon I have preached but what some are
blessing me for it. Oh! this is glorious! not the praise of men, but the smile
of God! I tell you this only that you may share my joy.”


Bidding adieu with much reluctance to the friends who “accompanied him
unto the ship,” he commenced the return voyage to Melbourne, and in a
small overcrowded steamer — a head wind blowing all the way — “did not
find it very enjoyable.” Nearing the end of the journey, an incident
occurred which must be transcribed, as it gives an insight into some unique
conditions of river traveling in Australia.


“Reaching Port Philip Heads, we had a delightful sail up Hobson’s Bay.
But our journey was not to terminate pleasantly. Going up the river Yarra
is never a desirable trip, but this time we were doomed to something extra
in the way of ‘disagreeables.’ The stream is wonderfully narrow, so narrow
that one is surprised that large vessels can navigate it, though in most
places it is deep to the edge. Unfortunately for us, the tide was out, and as







426


we proceeded cautiously up stream the harbor-master hailed us from his
boat, and desired to board our vessel. This so much hindered us that we
got ‘stuck,’ and only escaped by stirring up mud of the blackest and richest
quality. The visitor brought us the bad news that a little higher up there
was a wreck lying right across the river, and that it would be extremely
difficult to pass. Alter a prolonged council, off we went again, and soon
came up to a vessel run right ashore. Our pilot kindly offered to tug them
off, but after a deal of pulling and straining the hawser broke and the steam
ship Dawn was immovable. Not many yards on was the wreck of the
Otago, a very fine vessel which had foolishly attempted to sail without
ballast. While being towed down the river, a strong south wind caught her
and toppled her clean over. There she lay — not exactly bottom upwards,
for the masts rested on the other shore, but a sufficiently terrible
impediment to our progress. It seemed impossible to pass her. Our captain
stamped and — well — did not sing hymns, but a skillful pilot took us by.
The ‘fenders’ on one side rubbed the Otago’s hull, while we could easily
have stepped ashore on the other. I never saw such a curious sight. A fine
vessel wrecked in a tiny river! The escaped crew had erected tents on the
bank — perhaps their position was better than that of most shipwrecked
mariners, but I felt very sorry for them. All this maneuvering took up our
time, and it was evening before we landed, instead of early morning.”


Safely returned to Melbourne, he meets with a glad welcome from former
loving friends, and as it was too late in the week to make arrangements for
services on Sunday, he takes a Sabbath’s holiday for the first time since
leaving home, and he enjoys a “feast of soul.” “I was delighted,” he says,
“in the morning with a really a first-rate sermon from Mr. Chapman, the
new pastor of Collins’ Street Baptist Church, and in the evening I heard
Mr. Jones, the Independent Minister. This was a true ‘Sabbath’ to me, and
I feel all the better for the rest. Up to this date I have not missed preaching
on a Sunday since I saw you, but I have no ambition to be able to say this
always, and am sure I did right in embracing the opportunity of learning
from others. I feel the honor of serving Jesus more, and, more, and pray for
that full consecration, and that consuming zeal which God has given to my
father.”


Alter a few days’ sojourn in Melbourne, we find him writing from “Como,”
near Geelong, the residence of those same dear friends who showed to him
and Mr. Bunning, such splendid hospitality in the “bush” at Quambatook.
In this letter also we have the first reference to the fearful drought which
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threatened to devastate the Colonies a few months since, but which the
Lord in his mercy turned away by giving them at last “a plenteous rain.”
We think these extracts will be read with interest by our friends.


“Como, Jan. 30, 1878.


“What a blazing hot day! I must still at times confess to feeling weak, but I
think this its due in great measure to the extremes of a variable climate.
When I tell you that last evening we were sitting round a fire, and today
are afraid to expose ourselves to the scorching sun, you can understand
that such changeableness is not conducive to constant health. However, as
it is too hot to do anything like work, I will give you a description of the
place from which I am writing, and the way to it. From the town of
Geelong, a road extends, more mountainous if possible than the generality
of roads in the neighborhood. For seven miles we journey on, and then turn
to the right for a drive along a lane two miles in length. The only possible
excuse for calling it a lane, lies in the fact that it is hedged by furze-bushes.
No sylvan shades, no rippling streams making music along the road, no
banks of flowers — no bursts of song, nothing indeed that constitutes the
loveliness of a lane in dear old England. The only passengers we meet are a
few poor cattle, wandering in search of water. They have been turned out
to provide for themselves, and are partially successful for they do not
scruple to break down fences if a ‘water-hole ‘ is in view beyond. Along
the lane, and above the hedges, we notice swarms of flies, so thick that, as
the sun shines on them, they look like clouds of dust. See how the
swallows enjoy this feast, and flit about with rapid, graceful wing! They are
not quite like our swallows, not so pretty or so slim, but they are making
havoc among the flies! Success to their endeavors, say I, for the flies are
intolerable! Soon we enter a white gate, and draw rein before a cottage
which overlooks Lake Connewarre. The garden is sadly scorched, but a
well-wooded slope extends towards the water. ‘Ill weeds grow apace’ in
water as well as on land, and this lake is a melancholy instance of the truth
of the proverb. It is of large extent perhaps four miles long, and more than
two across, but its depth is so inconsiderable that it is difficult to get it dear
of weeds, There are several boats on it, and any quantity of black swans
and a variety of game. The Barrow river flows through it, and connects it
with the sea. The sand-hills on which Neptune spends his fury are visible in
the distance, and cool evening breezes from the south bear plainly to our
cars the dash of ocean billows. Altogether, Como and Connewarre have as
much of the picturesque about them as most places I have seen in the
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Antipodes, but even if the place were only half as inviting as it is, I should
be happy here, for I am once again among my noble and valued friends of
Quambatook. I need not speak their praises — their love and kindness is
for ever enshrined within my heart.”


“It will always be for me a memorable fact that I visited Victoria at a time
which will be a date of mark in its history. You may possibly have read of
the political disturbances with which the land is agitated. Many are fearful
of coming events, and dark forebodings are cherished by some. May the
Lord direct the government to wise measures, and avert the threatened
evil! Another distressing feature of the day is the dread of drought! We
read of whole flocks up-country perishing, and of mail coaches having to
make tracks in the scrub to avoid the carcases! Human beings must suffer
unless rain comes soon. Even in towns supplied by reservoirs it is
forbidden to water flowers or vegetables. The fruits suffer, that men may
live. Last season was very dry, but this is drier still, and the most
tantalizing part about it is that almost every any towards evening it looks as
if it could not help raining. I have seen the clouds appear jagged, as though
the precious liquid descended half way, while never a drop reached the
parched ground. Never before have I realized so fully the misery
occasioned by want of water. It has reached so sad a point that no one who
has any feeling for the dumb creation can forbear to pray that the heavens
may withhold their coveted treasures no longer.”


After taking services at Geelong on the Sabbath following this happy visit,
we find him the next week in the company of new friends bound on an
excursion to their home 35 miles “up country” They started “in a
commodious buggy drawn by two strong horses,” and they expected to
reach their destination by six o’clock in the evening. But after ten miles’
pleasant and comfortable traveling, one of the wheels of their conveyance
was disabled, and then commenced a series of disasters and distresses
which are very amusing in the detail, but which proved most trying to the
patience and complacency of the unfortunate travelers. “The box of the
wheel was in a fix,” says Tom, “and so were we,” and truly their position
was not a cheering one — on a lonely country road, five-and-twenty miles
from home, with a vehicle hopelessly broken down. Relief came after some
hours of patient waiting in the shape of another carriage and horse, which
one of the party had procured from a village five miles distant, but their
trials were not yet ended, for thenceforward their progress was marked by
a succession of difficulties which did not cease till home was reached late
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at night, and then both bipeds and quadrupeds were thoroughly knocked
up. “A little colonial experience of which the usual remarks must be made.
‘Worse things happen at sea,’ and ‘Accidents will occur to the best
regulated buggies.’“ The “home” to which the “way” had proved so
disastrous, was a very happy and pleasant one and our son’s description of
it gave us so much pleasure (perhaps we are partial!) that we give it at
length in his own words: — “Warrambeen is a large sheep station. The
homestead is not in the center of the ‘run,’ so portions of the property are
many miles away from the house. The land is so unsuitable for cultivation,
that Mr. A. is not as much annoyed by ‘selectors’ as some ‘quatters’ are.
You would almost wonder that the ground was good for anything at all.
Where the sheep get sufficient ‘feed’ is a puzzle to all ‘new chums,’ and I
fancy it must puzzle the sheep too sometimes! ‘Is that grass?’ ‘Was it ever
green?’ ‘Is existence possible upon such scanty fodder?’ In answer to such
questions as these you are assured that ‘it is very good feed, they don’t
want for anything to eat, — how to give them water is the great question’
and one soon discovers the sad truthfulness of the reply. Lake waterholes
are empty, and dams that have never been dry here are without a drop. The
poor sheep are lingering near where they have often drank, looking
anxiously for water in the bed of the exhausted reservoirs. Silly sheep they
seem, to stay where disappointment stares them in the face, yet are they
wise to wait where water will collect when first it rains! The ‘home’ of
Warrambeen really consists of three houses, first, second, and third —
positive, comparative, and superlative! The first positively small, the
second comparatively large, and the third superlatively commodious! In the
smallest dwelling the owners of all three originally resided, but now its
rooms have been done away with and it is used as a church. It boasts a
pulpit too, which though of bush construction is quite ecclesiastical in
appearance. In this ‘church in the house’ service is held every Sabbath
evening, and though it is conducted by Mr. A., my dear father is the
preacher. Once in a while the Presbyterian minister of Shelford leaves his
people in the morning to minister here, and then C. H. S. preaches at
Shelford. I am told these sermons are listened to with wonderful attention,
and interest is sustained by them where it might otherwise suffer through
incompetent supplies. To be able to keep a congregation fed so regularly
and efficiently is no small blessing, and to have the wisdom to make use of
such a privilege, is an example which many others would do well to
imitate. But I must hurry on — there is not time to be dwelling now in the
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‘courts of the house of the Lord,’ we leave the church reluctantly, but will
return to it ere long,


“The blackened roof of the old kitchen hard by, tells of long and smoky
use. We reflect how many a yarn was spun by early bushmen round the
glowing fire, when they returned at eventide to their hard-earned rest. Full
many a sheep was sacrificed to roast before that fire, and the ashes on that
hearth have baked many a cake of ‘damper.’ These weather-board houses,
and rude constructions, tell of the ‘early days’ in the colony, and of the
toils, and perils, and hardships which some have experienced, but which we
are very well content only to hear about.


‘The second house is a short distance from the first in point of space, but a
long way beyond it as regards size and comfort. It is now almost entirely
fitted up for bedrooms, and the hospitality of its owner is so expansive and
hearty that I urn told they are often filled with friends enjoying a visit up
country.


“The new house is built of a blue stone found in large quantities on the
estate. It is, of course, all ‘ground floor, for though there is no lack of land
on which to build, there is a great scarcity of the extra labor which would
be required to erect storied dwellings. ‘Besides, who wishes to run up
stairs, when stopping down will answer better?’ Fine dining and drawing
rooms are here, and a nursery for the rising generation. Further back are
more rooms, and a large ‘store, a regular shop with scales and appliances,
and provisions of all sorts. A station store is an emporium of a most
interesting nature, if there be any truth in the statement that ‘variety is
charming.’ Hardware and soft goods things to put on, and things to put
away, and all put by till they are wanted. . . . Let us look out now — alas,
‘the view is desolate. There is a garden just in front which, doubtless, could
produce any quantity of vegetables in an ordinarily propitious season, but
now it looks somewhat bare. Beyond, there are no trees, only some tiny
shrubs, which may be trees some day, if the boards about them succeed in
keeping the cattle off, and if the soil, and sun and rain permit. Everywhere
is a wild waste, and were it not that in the winter a small stream runs by the
garden, there would be the same lack of the picturesque all the year round.
Far, far in the distance are some hills blest with trees, but all around are
dreary, sun-scorched plains.”


After writing out this “very dry” bit we must crave permission to lay down
both letter and pen for a moment or two, while we refresh the eye of mind
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and body by gazing on the delicious verdure of the grass and the tender
beauty of the waving trees visible from our own little window. The rain
falls softly, and the trunks and branches of the oaks, limes, and sycamores
show jet-black among the pale and lovely greens of the new-born foliage,
— scarcely dense enough at present to conceal their beautiful interlacing.
Throw up the window! What a variety of delightsome scents and sounds
fill the moist air! The songs of the blackbird and the “mavis” lose nothing
of their liquid sweetness while the “clouds are dropping fatness,”’ the lilac
blossoms bend beneath their load of fragrance, the guelder roses hang out
their snowy balls for a shower-bath of cooling drops — shaken off again by
every passing breeze, and the golden tassels of the laburnum droop till they
kiss the forget-me-nots below them, and help to fill the sweet blue eyes
with grateful tears for the welcome shower!


Though birds are the only living creatures to be seen in our small
landscape, we think as we look on the fresh greensward that we can almost
hear the low music of the cow bell and we find ourselves half
unconsciously repeating some quaint lines we read the other day: —


With tinkle, tankle, tinkle,
Through fern and periwinkle,
The cows are coming home;


A-loitering in the checkered stream,
Where the sun-rays glance and gleam,


Clarine, Peach-bloom, and Phoebe-Phillis
Stand knee-deep in the creamy lilies,


In a drowsy dream;
To-link, to-lank, to linkle linkle,


O’er banks with buttercups a-twinkle,
The cows come slowly home.


There! we are content! our dear friends in Australia will not find fault with
us for praising up this dear foggy, misty Old England of ours, and we turn
now with renewed zest; to hear more about the country which they rightly
think “the fairest that e’er the sun shone on.” Our son continues his letter
thus: —


“Notice could not be given that services were to be held by Mr.
Spurgeon’s son till Wednesday in the previous week, but this had made
parties interested in the affair more zealous in informing friends and
neighbors of the fact. Letters and post cards had borne the message in
every direction for miles round that I should preach at Shelforal in the
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morning, and at Warrambeen (our host’s residence) at night. Quite a
cavalcade left the house at 9:30 a.m. Horsemen and pony-boys, and men,
women, and children, in every available buggy, the one which had broken
down with us included. The songs of Zion and of Sankey rose above the
tramp of horses, and the rattle of vehicles, and all were glad to go ‘with
them that kept holy-day.’ Traps and horsemen were descried in the
distance, and as the roads converged, our numbers were increased, and
there was every prospect of a good congregation. The township of
Shelford is a small one, and the district very thinly populated. We had
driven over nine miles, and only passed one solitary hut, but the few
inhabitants there are mostly Scotch, and therefore you will be prepared to
hear that they have built a commodious and substantial kirk. The aisles
were lined with forms and filled with people, and when I reached the pulpit
I faced a very good audience. The omission of hymn singing was not
pleasant to me, but I spake with great freedom to Christians on the text,
‘Ye are not as yet come to the rest and to the inheritance, which the Lord
your God giveth you’ (Deuteronomy 12:9). Rarely have I had more
attentive hearers, and never a more blessed sense of ease and help in
speaking than among these sons of Scotia who have wandered to the
seclusion of Shelford, Victoria. I needed not to say a word about the
collection, for the Lord had ‘opened their hearts;’ and as the little boxes at
the end of long rods were passed from pew to pew the offerings were
dropped in by cheerful givers, and the elders informed me, after thanks for
preaching, that ‘the collection was very good.’ As men remounted horses,
and ladies took their seats in buggies, the thanks of many caused me to feel
deeply grateful to the Lord, who again bad graciously helped me. The
evening service was held in the little church at Warrambeen, which I have
before described to you. It was filled with people and we had indeed a
good time. What a happy trip it has been. On leaving for Geelong, on
Monday morning, my kind hosts ‘loaded me with benefits.’ They are
greatly interested in our father’s labors of love, and some time back sent
£100 to him through Mr. Bunning. God bless and prosper them!”


Soon after his return to Como, near Geelong, he is able to give the
delightful intelligence that “the drought has broken up and the land has
been refreshed,” and preaching the same evening at a small Primitive
Methodist chapel near, he takes the appropriate text. “There is a sound of
abundance of rain.” Preaching engagements seemed to come thick and fast
upon him. He says — “There are so many causes to help that even now I
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find it difficult to attend to half the requests I receive.” On Sunday, Feb.
10, “the rain descended and the floods came. Driving nine miles to church
that morning was anything but pleasant. A regular tropical down-pour, so
that the dry ditches were soon over-flowing, and streams of water were
rushing in every direction. We were very thankful. As the torrents
descended our praises ascended, for on every hand the grass is springing
up again, and we may hone the country is saved. There were very few
people in Aberdeen Street Church that morning, but the ‘Master’ was
there, and when we had all moved into the center seats of the building we
enjoyed true fellowship, and listened with delight to a good sermon from
Mr. Bunning. The weather cleared towards evening, but the atmosphere
was oppressively hot and steamy, and anything but helpful to preacher or
hearers. My text that evening was from Ephesians 5:8, and after the
sermon a good number stopped to a delightful prayer-meeting, where my
father mother, and brother were remembered before the throne.” Here, for
the present at least, we must leave our “young wanderer,” lest we tire our
readers with details which, though all-important and interesting to us, may
not prove so engrossing to them; but we ask all who have thus far followed
our dear son’s course with interest and pleasure to join us in praising and
extolling the wonderful goodness and grace of the Lord to him. He has
“led him by a plain path,” though he went forth “not knowing whither he
went.” He has “guided him by his counsel,” for not a step has been taken
without seeking to know his will. He has taught him to declare his truth,
giving him “favor” in the eyes of all the people, and he has “kept him as the
apple of the eye,” hiding him beneath the shadow of his wings.


NOTES


As the weekly papers give the news of the churches, we reserve these
Notes for matters relating to the work of the Tabernacle, and other special
items. All else they will find in other periodicals.


Monday evening, April 29. — Mr. Hudson Taylor, “the Apostle of China,”
brought a number of his friends of the China Inland Mission to our prayer-
meeting at the Tabernacle, that the prayers of our church might be specially
presented for eight missionaries who were to sail for China on the
following Thursday. It was a touching service, especially moving all hearts
when one by one the missionaries stood up and special prayer was
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presented for each one. With heroic self-denial our beloved brother, Mr.
Taylor, sends back his own wife to take charge of some of the orphans
saved from the famine: he will follow as soon as he can, but to tarry here
without her on the Master’s business is right noble. Mr. Taylor gave some
delightful instances of the way in which the Lord has heard his prayer in
sending money and men, and also encouraged our hearts by proofs that the
Holy Spirit is applying the gospel to Chinese hearts.


Thursday afternoon, May 2. — The Baptist annual meetings of this year
have been full of life and joy. They closed with a true love-feast, for about
450 ministers of the Baptist Union were entertained at dinner in the
Tabernacle Lecture Hall, at the expense of the London Baptist Association.
The after-dinner addresses were thoroughly hearty and fraternal, and were
followed by the Annual Meeting of the Baptist Total Abstinence
Association, which was a large and enthusiastic gathering. We are glad to
see that a majority of our own students, and indeed of all the men in our
different denominational colleges, except those of Wales, are total
abstainers. We never hear of characters being ruined, and dishonor being
brought upon the cause of Christ, through a man’s drinking water. No man
has a right to deny another his Christian liberty in this matter, but it is
safest to feel quite free to do without.


COLPORTAGE, — The Annual Conference of the Colporteurs was held on
Sunday and Monday, May 5 and 6, at the Tabernacle. Twenty-five of the
Colporteurs selected from the eighty-six now employed, came up to
London from their various districts to report progress, to renew old
acquaintances and make new ones with their fellow-laborers, to consult
with the committee as to past and future operations, and to receive such an
inspiration for their work as these visits to head-quarters usually supply.
Though only commenced eleven or twelve years ago in a very small way,
our Colportage Association has grown, by the blessing of God, until it now
numbers eighty-six men, fully employed as Colporteurs, and eight who give
part of their time as book-agents. It is impossible to tell how much good is
effected by this means of spreading the truth, especially in the villages and
country districts where the only enlightenment the inhabitants receive
comes from the ritualistic clergyman’s Roman candle, but the following
statistics will reveal something of the extent and success of the work.
During the year 1877, the average number of men employed has been
about sixty-one, and they have distributed gratuitously 160,000 tracts,
visited 500,000 families, and sold 84,147 books, and 239,758 periodicals,
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for which they received £6,651 19s. 10d., that amount being £743 18s. 1d.
in excess of the previous year’s receipts. The total subscriptions for the
year amounted to £3702 16s. 6 d., which included £545 5s. for the Capital
Fund, and £1991 6s. 6d. local subscriptions. It is also worthy of remark
that our men sell more than £100 worth of Bibles and Testaments every
month. If Christian people only knew the value of this agency among our
rural population we should never have to ask for subscriptions, but should
treble the number of men at once. The president of the Association, C. H.
Spurgeon, presided at the annual meeting in the Tabernacle, after having
addressed the Colporteurs in one of the class rooms in the afternoon in a
more private manner. We were glad to see so large an attendance, which
evidences a growing interest in the society. Prayer was offered by two of
the committee, our brethren Goldston and Pearce; the Report was
presented by the honorary secretary, Mr. Fred A. Jones; the balance sheet
was read by the honorary finance secretary, Mr. G. Gregory, and addresses
were delivered by the general secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones; Mr. J.
Manton Smith, and five of the Colporteurs. The collection amounted to
£23 10s. 6d., which, though very good, considering that there were two
other collections in the same week, was very small compared with the need
and the merit of the society. Probably some who were present did not like
to give an amount so small as that which they had in their purses at the
time and are waiting to send in heavy cheques. If so we trust they will not
delay till they forget. Tabernacle friends will not be behind-hand and
friends from a distance will not lag. The Report can be had of Mr. Corden
Jones, Colportage Office, Metropolitan Tabernacle.


Tuesday evening, May 7, the fifty-ninth Anniversary of the Congregational
Home Missionary Society was held in the Memorial Hall, Farringdon
Street. Mr. Samuel Morley, M.P., was in the chair, and intimated pretty
plainly what he and other influential “laymen” would do if the
Congregationalists did not take some decisive step to declare the
evangelical objects of the Union. We thank God that this step has been
taken, and that it has been done with a heartiness and unanimity more
significant than the deed itself. It was our privilege, at the Home Mission,
to advise our brethren to imitate Cobbett, who said, “I not only speak so
that I can be understood, but so that I cannot be misunderstood.” Our
brethren of the Independent order will never, as a whole, go our lengths in
old-fashioned Calvinistic doctrine: but we are delighted to believe that they
are determined to abide by the verities of the common faith. A few noisy
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individuals, for ever clashing the “high-sounding cymbals” of their
pretended thoughtfulness and culture, have led many to fear that
Congregationalism would ultimately become another name for a lawless,
creedless skepticism, but those fears are groundless; the sons of the
Puritans are aroused, and have avowed the faith once delivered unto the
saints. God bless the brethren, and send them a down-pour of his grace,
that in the power of the Spirit the preaching of the gospel among them may
greatly glorify the Lord. It was high time that something was done, and
now that it is done we thank God and take courage, and feel that the
Congregational Union has made a new departure, and will henceforth no
longer be a place where Pantheists and Socinians will dare to say that they
find themselves at home.


Wednesday evening, May 8, the Annual Public Meeting of the Liberation
Society was held at the Tabernacle, which was crowded in every part, the
resolutions in favor of the policy of the society were carried with one
dissentient, whom Mr. Henry Richard, M.P., seemed to be able to single
out as “a D’Israelite indeed.” In nothing are Tabernacle friends more hearty
than in the desire to free the domain of the Savior from the intrusion of
Caesar, whether Caesar gives gold or makes laws. Liberal and
Conservative are distinctions of small consequence to us, compared with
those which arise out of the Church and State question.


Thursday evening, May 9. — At the request of the British Society for the
Propagation of the Gospel amongst the Jews we preached at the
Tabernacle, and made a collection on behalf of that society. We know
neither Jew nor Gentile under the gospel, and are half sorry to have any
effort made upon the lines of that ancient division; but yet if the house of
Israel cannot be reached by ordinary ministries they must be sought by
peculiar means: hence we say, “God speed the Society.”


COLLEGE. — The annual breakfast of the College was held on Friday, May
10, after which short addresses were delivered by our brethren W.
Williams, Cuff, and J. Manton Smith. A meeting was afterwards held in the
lecture-room, when the tutors spoke briefly, and the President gave an
address on the birth, origin, history, and work of a Metropolitan
Tabernacle student. All goes well. A considerable number of new men have
been selected for admission next August, and spheres are being found for
those whose time has expired. Two or three good men are needing
positions, but these will be found for them in the Lord’s time. We merely
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mention the fact that vacant churches may know where to apply. We
heartily wish that we could break up more new ground: friends living
where a Baptist church is needed should apply to us. During the past
month the following students have accepted pastorates: — Mr. Lyall, at
Odiham, Hunts, and Mr. Jas. F. Foster, at Wick, N.B. Mr. Papengouth has
gone to missionary work at Naples.


On Sunday afternoon, May 12, the annual sermon in the Tabernacle on
behalf of the National, Temperance League was preached by the Rev. J. A.
Macfayden, M.A. of Manchester, but for some reason or other the building
was not nearly filled. What are the temperance men up to? Are they asleep?
Their great sermons will not help them unless they muster in larger
numbers.


On Sunday evening, May 12, our seat-holders, at our request, stayed away
from the Tabernacle and prayed for a blessing upon the strangers who were
expected to occupy their places. Although the service is no longer a
novelty, the building was crowded to its utmost capacity, and the singing,
reverence, and general attention were all that could be desired. Our text
was Matthew 5:45, “He maketh his sun to rise on the evil and on the good,
and sendeth rain on the just and on the unjust.” Very large numbers of all
ranks were unable to obtain admission, for the building was packed. The
officials tell us that the excluded ones pleaded hard for admission, and
gladly enough would every one have been accommodated, but the laws of
matter do not allow of two persons occupying the same space. What a
mercy to find the multitudes willing to hear! How earnest should be our
prayers for a blessing to attend all that is spoken!


At the same hour an open-air service was conducted in the grounds of the
Orphanage by the members of the Tabernacle Evangelists’ Association, the
orphans forming the choir. This is reported to have been a service of
remarkable power.


On Tuesday evening, May 14, we again lent the Tabernacle to our
Primitive Methodist friends for their annual missionary meeting, which we
are glad to find was as large and enthusiastic as ever. The net increase of
149 to the membership of the denomination strikes us as being very small
compared with other years, and also contrasted with the increase in the
population. It is hardly as good as a decrease, for a decrease would be
more likely to lead to earnest prayer and redoubled effort.
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May 17th, the ninth annual meeting of the Tabernacle Country Mission
was held in the Lecture Hall, the Pastor presiding. A goodly band of
friends mustered to tea, among whom were little bands from each of the
stations. Good Mr. Bowker must have been cheered to see his young
soldiers surrounded by their friends. The report read by Mr. Clough
referred to the services held at Putney, Carshalton, Walthamstow, Tiptree
Heath, St. Mary Cray, Kensal Town, Tooting, New Hampton, Teddington,
Upper Caterham, Southgate, and Pope Street, near Eltham, and also to
open-air services in other places. It was brief and full of matter. The year’s
subscriptions amounted to £105 13s., and the expenditure to £105 2s.
10d., for which small sum a very large amount has been done by gratuitous
laborers who want nothing but their expenses. This is one of the most
profitable ways of spending money for our Master, and we are always glad
to help. Short speeches interspersed with sweet song made up a happy
evening and we came away feeling that the Lord’s work is prospering in
every department at the Tabernacle, for which his name is to be magnified.


A friend who stepped into a City church the other Sabbath day found there
a congregation of nine with twelve performers to carry on the worship for
them, namely, minister and clerk, six choristers, organist, blower, beadle,
and verger. Is this a profitable use of national property? This is by no
means a solitary case: some City congregations are not quite so crowded.


The London City Missionary in the public-houses of Walworth writes to
say that many coffee-houses in his district are supplied with The Sword and
the Trowel monthly, and he adds, “these are highly prized by the
proprietors and very many of their customers, and I believe much good is
thus done inquiet, unostentatious manner. Neither the proprietors nor I
know who pays for them, but I am told, ‘a kind lady leaves them every
month.’” We know how part of the work is done, and any who wish to
help can write to Mr. Bartlett, Metropolitan Tabernacle. The City Mission
needs aid for the support of the Walworth Public House Mission, which
may have to be given up if special funds are not sent for its support. It is a
good work and should not be relinquished.


Mr. Morton, of Longton writes very affectionately concerning the death,
by scarlet fever, of Thomas Page, one of our orphan lads who has been in
his service and lived in his house. He says, “He died leaning on Jesus,
leaving Behind him a good name. I am very pleased to bear testimony to
the fact that he was in every sense a good lad, and had become as attached
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to us as one of our own. His abilities would have procured him a good
position in life. He had just joined the church, and was very dear to a large
circle of young friends. I have not merely lost a servant, but a friend.” We
mourn with our friend, but his testimony is very comforting to us, and will,
we trust, help to cheer those who have helped us to train the orphans for
Jesus.


CAPE TOWN. — We are delighted to see that our late student, Mr.
Hamilton, is abundantly prospering in the upbuilding of a Baptist church in
Cape Town. He now needs a new chapel and deserves to receive help from
old England. At a bazaar which was arranged by his own friends the sum of
£150 was cleared. We fear we shall see the good man over here collecting;
it would be a deal better if we could send the money out and let him keep
at his work. Certain foreign pastors use far too much of their time in
gathering funds here. when they are wanted in their own field of labor; but
they are not to Be blamed for the money is needed. It would be a grand
improvement in the exercise of Christian stewardship if Believers gave
without the need of pressure and personal calls, and so kept the
missionaries at their work. When will that day arrive?


Will our friends specially note that, the 19th of June is Mr. Spurgeon’s
Birthday and will be kept as a fete at the Orphanage. Proceedings will
commence at 3 in the afternoon. Particulars will be announced by bills.
This is a suitable time for sending in all moneys collected. Bazaar goods
will also be very welcome.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: March 25th, seven; April 4th,
twenty; 29th, nineteen; May 2nd, nineteen.


NOTICES OF BOOKS.


The Young Llanero; a Story of War and Wild Life in Venezuela. Thomas
Nelson and Sons.


PRODUCED in Messrs. Nelson’s best style, and those who know what that
is will comprehend that there is nothing better. The wood engravings are
matchless. The story will be exceedingly fascinating to boys; but to our
mind it lacks purpose, and we fail to see its use beyond amusement and a
little instruction in natural history.







440


We beg here to express our deep sympathy with Messrs. Nelson under the
heavy loss which they have sustained by their late disastrous fire. It will be
a loss to the nation if the issue of their valuable works should be
intermitted even for a few weeks.


The Speaker’s Commentary: New Testament. Vol. 1 John Murray.


OUR opinion of the “Speaker’s Commentary” improves as it proceeds. It is
undoubtedly a standard work, and adds considerably to our expository
stores. It will be of less value to plain readers than many of the older
commentaries, but to ministers it will be a book of constant reference and
instruction. The best scholarship from among the bishops and other
Anglican clergy has been employed upon the work, and the volume before
us is worthy of its predecessors. The whole issue will be an honorable
monument to the learning and piety of the latter half of the nineteenth
century.


Martin Luther, the Prophet of Germany. By the Rev. J. S. BANKS.
Wesleyan Conference Office, and 66, Paternoster-row.


OUR Wesleyan friends are very wisely exerting themselves to produce a
literature of their own, and they have been remarkably successful in
obtaining authors who write With popular ability. In the present life of
Luther the writer, of course, always takes the Arminian side upon such
questions as free will, and the like, and thus he finds an excellent
opportunity for gently advocating the creed which he has espoused. Of this
we do not, complain, but rather hold it up to imitation, only wishing that
we could see the press pouring forth a stream of literature equally imbued
with Calvinism. Mr. Banks writes exceedingly well. He has given a vivid
sketch of Luther, and for general use we do not know of a better biography
in so small a space. Wesleyan peculiarities occur so seldom that any
Protestant may circulate the book, whatever his doctrinal views. The
woodcuts are quaint and suitable.


The Second Advent. By the Rev. J. BENNETT, M.A. James Nisbet and Co.


THE author tells us that this book is the outcome of lectures delivered
during Lent, and now “published at the request of those who heard them.”
We suppose that those who heard them considered them worthy of being
preserved; but for ourselves, after attempting to understand them, we fail
to see their value. Those of our readers — if we have any such — whose
souls thrill at the mention of the seven vials and the four-and-twenty elders,
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will count us very heretical; but we can’t help it. The Literalist school of
prophetic students will find here a book after their own heart! but practical,
working Christians will think it much-ado-about-nothing.


The Desert Path and the Heavenly Hope. By Mrs. HERBERT W. TAYLOR.
Houghton and Co.


DEVOUT thoughts harmoniously expressed. Some of the verses are
exceedingly sweet, and they have all the more charm about them when we
remember that she who wrote them is now singing the new song before the
throne.


Songs of Zion, Harmonized Edition. By the Rev. J. H. WILSON, M.A.
Nelson and Sons.


THIS collection of hymns and tunes is an attempt, and a very successful one
we think, to combine about a hundred and fifty of our grandest and
sweetest time-honored “spiritual songs” with an equal number of the more
modern melodies which have attained immense popularity since their
introduction by our friends Philip Phillips, Sankey, and other singing
evangelists. The harmonies introduced in this edition by Professor W. H.
Monk are simple but good, and the tunes generally are well adapted to the
hymns.


Palissy, the Huguenot Potter: a True Tale. By C. L. BRIGHTWELL.
Religious Tract Society.


OUR young people cannot know too much about such heroes of the faith
as Palissy, although we fancy there are nearly enough lives of him now.
The author has attempted to give an account of the facts which Palissy
himself recorded, weaving them into a tale. In these days of revived
Romanism we need to keep the evil deeds of Rome before our children’s
eyes. Only the other day the daughter of a Baptist minister, quite a child,
was decoyed into a Popish building on a Sabbath evening and baptized into
antichrist without the father’s knowledge or consent. The rascals are busy,
and we had need be on our watch.


Triplicate Paper on Triunities. By ALFRED F. MORGAN. Elliot Stock, 62,
Paternoster Row.


THE author searches through all nature and providence for analogies to the
three personalities in the Deity, and with much the same success, we think,
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as if they had been two or four. There is a short recommendatory preface
by the Bishop of Manchester, more in reference to the design than to the
success of the undertaking. It was reserved, in all probability, for the
scheme of redemption to reveal to men and the whole intelligent universe
the peculiar constitution of the divine nature. As without the Trinity there
could be no redemption, so without redemption the Trinity could not be
known and glorified.


NOTES


MANY memories were awakened in our mind when we received a letter
from the vicar of Isleham, Cambs., to inform us that the venerable W. W.
Cantlow, lately the minister of Pound-lane Chapel, had suddenly died.
Between himself and us there existed this special bond, that on May 3,
1850, we were baptized by his hands into the name of the sacred Trinity in
the river Lark, which is the Isleham baptizing place. We shall never forget
rising early that morning at break of day for prayer, and then walking along
the lonely country road in quiet meditation from Newmarket to Isleham to
the house of Mr. Cantlow. His kindly smile greatly encouraged our
trembling spirit. With holy delight he welcomed the youth, who desired to
confess his Lord in the Scriptural fashion, and with many a loving wold he
bade him be faithful unto death. In the Isleham vestry for the first time our
mouth was opened in prayer in a congregation of adults; and in the
extremely gentle and cordial companionship of the pastor we spent a very
happy evening, which we recollect was very cold, so that a peat fire, whose
white appearance we stilt remember, was needed to warm the room. Mr.
Cantlow was for some time a missionary in Jamaica, and is mentioned three
times in Hinton’s “Life of Knibb.” For thirty-two years this excellent man
resided at Isleham, and was the pastor of the church till age enfeebled him,
and he welcomed our worthy student Mr. J. A. Wilson as his successor. He
was great at giving the soft answer which “turneth away wrath”; he was
beloved by his people, and universally respected in the village.


His death serves as a landmark in our life, reminding us at forty-four that
the days are long past since we were generally spoken of as “the boy
preacher.” One correspondent kindly trusts that we shall be “strengthened
under the infirmities of our declining years,” which kindly wish we
gratefully acknowledge and lay by in store, but we hardly feel that it is
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quite seasonable at present. Mr. Stevenson, in “The Rev. C. H. Spurgeon,
his Life and Work,” makes it out that we joined the Baptist church a year
before we were baptized; but not so, we never dreamed of entering the
church except by Christ’s own way; and we wish that all other believers
were led to make a serious point of commencing their visible connection
with the church by the ordinance which symbolizes death to the world,
burial with Christ, and resurrection to newness of life. That open stream,
the crowded banks, and the solemn plunge have never faded from our
mind, but have often operated as a spur to duty and a seal of consecration.
From henceforth let no man trouble me, for he who first saved me,
afterwards accepted me, spirit, soul, and body, as his servant, in token
whereof this mortal frame was immersed beneath the wave. The outward
sign has served to bring vividly before mind and heart the spiritual
meaning, and therefore is it dearly loved, for his sake who both ordained
the ordinance and himself submitted to it.


The church at the Tabernacle agreed at the last annual meeting to celebrate
the Silver Wedding, or 25TH ANNIVERSARY of MR. SPURGEON’S


PASTORATE in the first week of January, 1879, if the Lord will. A
committee has been formed to make arrangements for carrying out the
festival in a proper manner, The Pastor having intimated his wish that an
effort should be made to celebrate the occasion by obtaining funds for the
Almshouses, there is to be a large bazaar held soon after Christmas. It
would have been natural that a presentation to Mr. Spurgeon himself
should have been a chief feature of the occasion, but he from the first
objected to this, and desired that the poor of the church should have all the
benefit by means of the relief afforded to the poor fund if the almswomen
were no longer supported from it, as they have been hitherto. About £150
a year has now to be found for the alms-women, and Mr. Spurgeon feels
that if he were removed this would be a burden upon the church which it
might be unable to carry. Having built the additional almshouses, he wishes
to see the additional endowment supplied. In case, however, any friends
should not fall in with the proposed plan, they can devote their
thankoffering to any object they may select, or they may give it to Mr.
Spurgeon for his own personal use if such be their desire. Meetings for
praise and prayer, and reunions of church-members, sermon readers,
magazine-subscribers and the host of Mr. Spurgeon’s friends will be
planned, and probably an account of the twenty-five years will be printed
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and published. From this time to Christmas iris hoped that many will think
how they can contribute to the success of the celebration.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION. — Mr. G. E.
Elvin, the secretary of the Association bearing the above title, has sent to
us a paper containing many interesting particulars about the society, but as
we have not room for it in extenso we have culled a few extracts to lay
before our readers. The association has been in existence for about fifteen
years, and its objects have been threefold, — to commence and maintain
regular services at as large a number of stations as possible, to train young
Christians tot the work of the evangelist and pastor, and also to carry on,
wherever practicable, the work of evangelization in connection with
existing churches, and under their authority, In all these three designs
considerable success has been achieved. Services are conducted every
Sunday in eleven different stations, while several brethren are engaged
among the lodging-houses in the Mint and elsewhere. Many of the
members of the association have entered the ministry, some after a course
of training in the Pastors’ College, but as Mr. Elvin truly remarks, “the
very mention of them indicates the weakness of the association; the best
success it can have tends to impoverish it; the more it is able to train young
men for the regular ministry, the more it is ‘minished and brought low,’ by
its preachers leaving it for the College.” With pardonable pride he mentions
our dear friends Mr. Orsman and Mr. Edward Leach as formerly occupying
the position he now so ably fills, but he in a measure consoles us with the
assurance that he is not likely to relinquish his post as secretary in order to
become a pastor, or to enter the College, and that therefore if his life is
spared he hopes to devote himself to the duties of his office for a goodly
number of years. Long live the good man. O secretary, live for ever!


He says “the special distinctive work of the association for the past two
years has been the effort we have made to help on the evangelization of
London by means of the churches. Our pastor saw that the work must not
be spasmodic, but perpetual, and that it must not be a thing outside the
churches, but connected with them, and therefore, acting upon his
suggestions, and under his sanction, and feeling that it was an agency of
the largest church in the largest city of the largest empire of the world, and
that therefore it ought to attempt great things, this association offered to
the churches to send them approved men who should conduct special
services in their own places of worship, with the view of awakening the
unconcerned, and leading the anxious ones to the Savior.” It is gratifying
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to learn that numerous invitations have been received from churches, not
only of our own denomination, but also belonging to the Independents,
Presbyterians, and other bodies; and it is equally cheering to learn that the
services have been so much enjoyed that from almost all the places
invitations for a second visit have been sent, and best of all that “not a
single series has been held without some sinners being brought to Jesus. . .
. During the last winter our meetings have been more numerous and
successful than at any previous time.”


Mr. Elvin asks us specially to mention the need of increased financial help,
as the work of the Association is growing more rapidly than the frauds in
its treasurer’s hands. The expenditure for the half-year ending March 30
was £63 17s. 11d., the greater part of which was for rent, printing,
postage, etc.; and on that date the balance due to the printer and treasurer
was £5 1s. 4 d., and for rent of halls £16. We have been enabled to meet
these amounts through the liberality of various friends, but it is very
desirable that there should be a larger regular income to enable the work to
be carried on in its ever-widening circle of usefulness and blessing. Mr.
Elvin particularly requests that any donations and subscriptions that may be
intended for the society, of which he is secretary, may be sent with an
intimation that they are for the Metropolitan Tabernacle Evangelists’
Association, as otherwise, in mistake, they might be applied to the Pastors’
College Society of Evangelists, which supports our Brethren A. J. Clarke,
J. Manton Smith, and J. Burnham; whereas his society consists of what are
vulgarly called laymen, who are engaged in business, and require nothing
but their traveling expenses. This is one of the cheapest and best of the
many growing societies connected with the Tabernacle. We have allotted
to it a few amounts which have been left at our discretion, and shall hope
to do so in future as we are enabled by kind donors. We have received
several letters from London ministers bearing testimony to the efficient
services rendered by these earnest evangelists, and we feel confidence in
inviting other churches to secure their aid. If only to break the monotony of
their own regular work, our brother ministers would find these young
evangelists a great relief to them.


On Tuesday evening, May 28th, the seventeenth annual meeting of the
Bible-class formerly conducted by our beloved sister, Mrs. Bartlett, and
since her death ably conducted by her son, was held in the Tabernacle
Lecture Hall. About two hundred of the members of the class and their
friends were present to tea, and a large number of others came for the
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public meeting, at which the pastor presided, and delivered an address of
the history of the class, its efforts and successes, its ups and its downs. He
also spoke of the importance of individual effort for the conversion of
souls, and the influence of Christianity in the homes of true believers.
Sacred solos were sung by our Brother J. Manton Smith, and addresses
were delivered By Sergeant Baily, of the Grenadier Guards, and by
brethren Alfred J. Clarke, J. M. Smith, Townsend (the second student who
has entered the College from the Orphanage), J. A. Soper, and E. H.
Bartlett, the leader of the class, who closed a most interesting and
comprehensive report of his labors by presenting to the pastor £48 4s. 1d.,
which had been contributed or collected by the class for the College. It was
a very happy evening, and thoroughly worthy of the traditions of this
famous class.


On Wednesday evening, May 29, about 2,500 persons were present at the
Tabernacle for an evening of sacred song and addresses, by our evangelists
and the evangelistic choir. The pastor took the chair, and opened the
meeting with prayer; and after the hymn, “Come to Jesus” had been sung,
spoke of the success which had rested upon the labors of our brethren,
Clarke and Smith, notably at the Tabernacle last February. A large amount
had then been expended for printing, advertising, free teas and the like; so
that instead of sending up a contribution towards the College Evangelists’
Fund, as most churches that receive a visit had done, there was a deficiency
of about £26, which would no doubt be cleared off that evening. The time
then passed most pleasantly with solos, choruses, and anthems from “The
Flowers and Fruits of Sacred Song,” Mr. Smith singing the solos and
occasionally leading the congregation with his cornet, Mr. Frisby
conducting the evangelistic choir, and Mr. Buckley accompanying. Each of
the evangelists also spoke briefly of their work, their difficulties, their
success, and their Savior. An interesting incident of the meeting was the
presentation of gold watches to Messrs. Clarke and Smith by the pastor, in
the name of himself, the deacons, the choir. and other friends, who desired
to give them some token of their Christian love and esteem. The choir is in
a very efficient condition and sings most sweetly. We notice that some
churches get up concerts, secular or sacred, in which the attraction is mere
music. Is this the mission of the church of Christ? Is this the fitting use of
the precious talent of song? Surely the winning of hearts for Jesus is our
work, and not the provision of amusement. Singing can be made pleasantly
subservient to our grand aim, and most happy and attractive gatherings
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may be held without going into secular sing-song, and unprofitable
entertainment. It is a good thing to keep our young people away from the
demoralizing amusements around them, and to bring them under the
Influence of the gospel by addresses and singing, of which the old, old
gospel is the theme. This will have all the charms of music without the
drawbacks which inevitably attend concerts, penny-readings, and the like.


On Monday evening, June 3, the annual meeting in connection with Mrs.
Evans’ Home Missionary Working Society was held in the lecture hall.
This society makes garments for poor ministers and their families, and
during the year has made many a heart to sing for joy by the boxes of
clothing which it has sent out, of the value of £160. A little money goes a
long way by the cutting and planning of our lady friends. Could not
drapers, mercers, haberdashers, etc., at small self-denial to themselves,
send on remnants, unfashionable pieces, and so on; for Christian ministers’
wives and little ones in country villages care little about fashion? This is a
favorite society with us, and if our readers could see the grateful letters
received they would not wonder that we prize its modest but useful labors.
More of this another time.


On Tuesday, evening, June 11, the annual meeting of The Spurgeon’s
Sermons Tract Society was held in the lecture hall. After tea the chair was
taken by Mr. C. F. Allison, and addresses were delivered by the chairman,
and Messrs. Murrell, Charlesworth, Goldstone, Court. We were unable to
be present, but we are informed on good authority that Mr. Allison made
an excellent chairman, and that the meeting was a splendid one, full of life
and power. He started the train of speakers and announced Mr. Murrell as
the Pullman car, but not the sleeping car. Mr. Murrell made the speech of
the evening, and, we are told, “brought down the house,” whatever that
may mean, by the announcement that he had collected £20 among his
friends towards the funds of the society. Eighty thousand of Spurgeon’s
sermons have been circulated by this useful agency, which has thirty-seven
depots in different parts of the country, and supplies every week 250
districts containing 7,000 houses. The honorary secretary is Mr. Cornell,
60, Hamilton-square, King-street, Borough, S.E., who will be happy to
receive sermons and contributions, and also the names of any friends who
desire to start agencies in their own districts for the loan of the sermons
which are everywhere welcomed, and are more certain to be read than
ordinary tracts. This method of spreading the gospel has been remarkably
owned of God. Friends who can afford to buy the sermons and lend them
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should do so on their own account, but those who have the time to
circulate the sermons but no money to buy them should apply to this
society, which will help them if it has the means to do so.


We wish the best success to the new evangelical paper, The Christian
Signal. We do not wish to regard it in the light of opposition to existing
papers, but as supplying a great lack. It was time that orthodox Christians
of all denominations had some weekly medium for expressing their
sentiments, and maintaining their principles. As Baptists we are well
represented by two respectable papers, but the wider sphere of evangelism
has no worthy representative. The Christian World with remarkable ability
represents latitudinarianism, we only wish that we could see anything like
the same vigor and talent employed in the defense of the good old cause. If
ministers and Christian people who feel strongly on this point would
promote the circulation of The Christian Signal, it would in due time
become a powerful instrument for good. Other people have full liberty to
advocate their own views, and we by no means condemn them for so
doing; we therefore regret that something like personality is too apt to
tinge the new paper, but we certainly should rejoice to see a thoroughly
able penny journal which we could circulate without introducing our young
people to dangerous errors.


COLLEGE — During the past month the following brethren have settled:
Mr. Hollinshead at Rattlesden, Mr. Stead at Worthing, and Mr. J. G.
Wilson at South-end-on-Sea. In addition to this, Mr. Mead has accepted
the call to Ecclesiastes Our friend Mr. Holmes, late of Belfast, has sailed
for Ontario, and we bespeak for him the sympathy and confidence of our
Canadian friends. Mr. Javan is removing from Hamilton Road, Lower
Norwood, to Warksworth in Northumberland. The students are now
absent upon vacation, but are to re-assemble on Tuesday, August 6th.
Some four-and-twenty new men are then expected to join the classes. We
are still looking for places where new churches may be gathered, but By
this we do not mean old places which everybody else has abandoned in
despair.


BOOK FUND. — Mrs. Spurgeon is prepared to give “The Treasury of
David,” or four volumes of sermons, to any poor ministers in Ireland who
are in actual charge, and will apply to her for the grant. The offer applies to
all Protestant denominations alike, and she is enabled to make it through
the generosity of a princely donor. To make the amount go as far as
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possible, recipients will be asked to pay the carriage of the parcels, but they
are not to send anything when they make their application: that will be a
matter of subsequent detail. Ministers who read this notice will oblige by
communicating the information to their brethren, and assuring them that
their applications will be heartily welcomed. Mrs. Spurgeon hopes to give
her friends some interesting particulars as to the fund next month.


COLPORTAGE. — Since the Annual Meeting two additional colporteurs
have been started; one at Crawley, Sussex, and the other at Hartford
Bridge, Cramlington. It is to be hoped that the friends in the various
districts who at present subscribe towards the support of the Colporteur
will use every effort to continue the work during the widespread
depression in trade which exists, as it is generally much easier to keep
friends interested than to arouse their interest. It is encouraging to this
Association that those who have tried the system of Colportage for the
longest time are usually most satisfied with its valuable work and results,
and anxious for its extension. The Secretary of one of our local
Associations has kindly sent a copy of a resolution passed at the recent
gathering, which was heartily adopted. It runs as follows, “That this
Association, having heard the reports of the work done by the Colporteurs
during the past year, would express its gratitude to God who has blessed
the labors of its servants, and its esteem for the brethren engaged in
Colportage; it would again commend this agency to the prayers and liberal
support of the Churches,” etc. Our friends began with one agent, but
continue adding to the number each year. Colportage needs only to be
known to be valued and supported. The Colporteur scatters light in the
dark places by the sale of Bibles and books of evangelical character, and
useful and interesting publications. By his visits the mourner is cheered,
and the fainting invalid comforted, while the dying who in many cases
would not hear of Christ are pointed to him as the way of life. The last
Annual Report is full of interesting cases of usefulness reported by the
agents, which are only selected from a mass of letters on the same subject.
We ask friends to pray for the work, and to help us by contributions, and
by making it known to others.


ORPHANAGE. — June 19th. The Forty-fourth Anniversary of the Pastor’s
Birthday was kept as a fete at the Orphanage. The day opened with bright
sunshine, which very speedily vanished, and the sky was overcast; a thick
darkness followed, and very soon torrents of rain descended. No prospect
could have appeared more gloomy; yet many prayers had been offered for
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the success of the day, and large numbers were looking forward to
spending its hours in the Orphanage grounds in happy fellowship. Prayer
was heard, the rain ceased, the day was above the average of days in this
land of the weeping skies, and it concluded with abundant thanksgiving.
The afternoon was fine, and the company began to arrive in large numbers,
among whom we specially noticed a large contingent of country friends,
whom we were right glad to see. The work of hand-shaking taxed all the
pastor’s strength, and the gifts for the Orphanage handed in to him needed
all his wits and memory to keep a clear account. It was a time of joy and
gratitude. At four o’clock an entertainment was given to the young folks,
which the elder people appeared to enjoy. When this was over the friends
sat about the grounds in groups to enjoy music and refreshments. At seven
o’clock a large public meeting was held, which was presided over by G.
Palmer, Esq., M.P. for Reading, who very heartily expressed his sympathy
with the Orphanage, a sympathy which he has shown for many years in the
most practical manner. On his departure the chair was occupied by Mr. T.
Blake, the Baptist M.P. for Leominster, another beloved and hearty helper.
Mr. Willis, Q.C., who is a staunch Baptist, Anti-state-churchman, and
Liberal, addressed the meeting with a forceful eloquence which abundantly
proves his fitness for the House of Commons; and we take this opportunity
of expressing our hope that the borough of Colchester will at the next
election return him at the head of the poll Mr. Spurgeon, his father, his son
Charles, Mr. J. Manton Smith, and Mr. Williams, of Upton Chapel, took
part in one of the most lively and interesting meetings we have ever
attended. The boys were specially jubilant, for a worthy gentleman and his
bride who had been married in the morning sent £5 to be divided among
them. The fete was a festival of Christian affection, and all day long there
was a display of the loyal and fervent love of the church and people to their
pastor, Such as can never be excelled. In remembrance of the quarrels and
disputes in many churches, Such a scene was calculated to delight the
Christian heart and compel the exclamation, “Beloved, how good and how
pleasant a thing it is for brethren to dwell together in unity.” The
Orphanage funds will be helped by contributions amounting to about £500,
to which must be added the receipts of the bazaar, and the money paid for
admission by nearly three thousand persons, who entered the grounds. The
highest credit is due to Mr. Murrell and his volunteer staff of helpers, who
conducted the heavy work of the refreshment department, and to Mr.
Charlesworth for his capital programme. Dr. Barnardo’s band and Mr.
Courtnay’s choir greatly enlivened the proceedings: the illumination of the
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grounds in the evening was exceedingly effective; and a splendid display of
flowering annuals by James Carter and Co., of High Holborn, was a new
feature, and a charming attraction. The pastor went home with a glad and
grateful mind, praising God for his goodness, and feeling the ties which
bind him to thousands of Christian friends fastening around his heart more
strongly than ever.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon — May 23rd,
nineteen; May 27th, thirteen; May 30th, sixteen.


THE VINE OF ISRAEL.


NO. 3243


A SERMON PUBLISHED ON THURSDAY, MARCH 30TH, 1911,


DELIVERED BY C. H. SPURGEON,


AT THE METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, NEWINGTON.


On behalf of the British Society for the Propagation of the Gospel among
the Jews,


ON THURSDAY EVENING, MAY 9TH, 1878.


“Return, we beseech thee, O God of hosts: look down from heaven, and
behold, and visit this vine.”—Psalm 80:14.


I FEEL somewhat straitened on this occasion, because of the, specialty of
my subject. I have been persuaded by the Society to preach on the behalf of
the Jews, but my mind does not quite run in the direction which is
prescribed for it. I have been so in the habit of preaching the gospel to
everybody, knowing neither Jew nor Gentile, barbarian, Scythian, bond,
nor free, that the very recognition of anything like nationality and specialty
is somewhat difficult to me. I do not think that the recognition of the
distinction is wrong; nay, — I think it right, but it is so unusual that I
scarcely feel at home. I would sooner, by a thousand times, take a text, and
preach the gospel to sinners or to saints than discourse upon a special race;
yet is it needful, and therefore let it be done; and I trust the Holy Ghost
may make our meditation profitable. Assuredly, if there be any distinction
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which might be maintained, and I think there is none, for that distinction of
Jew and Gentile seems to me to be wiped out and obliterated, — if there be
any distinction, we may, at least, recollect that which lingeringly subsists
between the seed of Israel and the nations, for God’s election of old fell
upon then, and when the old world lay in darkness, gleams of light
gladdened their eyes. To them belonged the oracles. They were long the
sole preservers of precious truth, which they have handed down to us; and
if through their unbelief we have taken their place, we cannot but recollect
who occupied it for so many centuries, and we cannot but look with
extraordinary tenderness and affection and earnest desire to that elder
family when the Lord loved so long, and towards whom, methinks, his love
still burneth, as shall be seen when the day comes in which he shall gather
Israel again unto himself.


We shall view the prayer of the text, in its reference to Israel. “Return, we
beseech thee, O God of hosts: look down from heaven, and behold, and
visit this vine.” The vine was peculiarly a type of Palestine and the Jewish
nation. When this Psalm was written, the Gentiles were not in the
psalmist’s mind, but only Israel. So let us speak of Israel now, and let us
pray to God that he will return in mercy, behold in pity, and visit this vine,
and the vineyard which his right hand hath planted.


I. First, let us reflect upon WHAT AN AMOUNT OF INTEREST SURROUNDS


THIS VINE, — this chosen people. Brethren, Israel has a history compared
with which the annals of all other nations are but poor and thin. Israel is the
world’s aristocracy, and her history is the roll-call of priests and kings unto
God. At the very beginning, what interest attaches to the planting of this
vine! The psalmist speaks of the Lord bringing the vine out of Egypt, and
casting out the nations that he might find a trench wherein he might place
Israel’s roots, that she might strike deep, and take possession of the soil.
But what wonders God wrought in the removal of Israel from the soil of
Goshen, wherein her vine seemed to have taken deep root, until the wild
boar of Egypt began to uproot her! Never can we forget what he did at the
Red Sea. Even at the very mention of the name, we feel as if we could sing
unto the Lord who triumphed gloriously, and cast the horse and his rider
into the depths of the sea. What marvels he wrought all through, the
wilderness, when he turned the rock into a pool of water, and made
refreshing streams to follow his chosen along the burning sand! Neither can
we forget the Jordan; our hearts begin to sing at the mention of the name,
— What ailed thee, O Jordan, that thou wast driven back when the Lord’s
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ark led the way through the depths of the river, and the priests stood still in
the midst, while all the hosts of his people passed over dry-shod? Neither
can we fail to exult, as we think of the planting of the vine in Canaan. Saw
ye not the walls of Jericho tottering in ruins at the sound of the ram’s horns
when Israel gave her shout, for the Lord was in the midst of his people?
Therefore the sword of Joshua smote the Canaanites till they were utterly
destroyed, the sun stood still upon Gibeon, and the moon in the valley of
Ajalon, because the Lord hearkened unto the voice of a man, working
marvelously with his people, that he might settle them in the land which he
gave unto their fathers, — the land which flowed with milk and honey.
When I think of such a planting, it seems to me that this vine can never be
given up to be utterly burned with fire after wonders as these. It is not
God’s fashion to cast away a people for whom he has done so much. The
commencement of Israel’s national history is by far too good to close, as
we fear it must, if we judge only according to carnal reason. An era
brighter and more glorious must surely dawn, and the Lord must, bring
again from Bashan, and lead up his chosen nation from the deaths of the
seas. Once again he will make bare his arm, even he that cut Rahab, and
wounded the dragon, and the whole earth shall behold all Israel, both
spiritual and national, singing in one joyous song the song of Moses the
servant of God, and of the Lamb. The very planting of the nation makes us
feel the deepest possible interest in its welfare. O God, behold, and visit
this vine, as the vineyard which thy right hand hath planted!


Let us reflect again upon the prosperity of Israel, and the wide influence
which the nation exercised for centuries. I am keeping closely to the
Psalm, which is really my text, for we are told that, after the planting of the
vine, “the hills were covered with the shadow of it, and the boughs thereof
were like the goodly cedars. She sent out her boughs unto, the sea, and her
branches unto, the river.” No nation has ever exercised such an influence
upon the thought of the world as the Jewish people have done. I grant you
that some other nations exercised greater influence upon the world’s art
and sculpture, and the like for Israel eschewed much of art and science, not
greatly to her loss, especially since the reason, for it was so greatly to her
gain. But the idea of one God, which the Lord had graciously written upon
the hearts of his elect people, though it took many an age to erase the
natural lines of idolatry which nature had imprinted there, — that idea of
the unity of the Godhead is a treasure, handed to us by the seed of
Abraham. The grand truths which were contained in type and shadow, and
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outward ordinance, and given to the chosen people of God, exercised a far
more powerful influence over the world than, perhaps, most of us have
ever dreamed. I feel certain that the religion of Zoroaster came from the
Jews. I believe that much of whatever is pure in Eastern religions might be
distinctly traced to the teachings of Moses, to gleanings of the Israelitish
vintage which were carried to the nations through their commerce and
intercommunication; perhaps directly and distinctly by the teachings of
Jews who journeyed thither as exiles in captivity. The earth had become
corrupt even in father Abraham’s time; and though, here and there, there
might have been found goodly individuals like the patriarch Job, adhering
to the simple worship of the one only God, yet, for the most part, the
whole world was sunken in idolatry, and the light came, to it, and remains
in it, gleaming strangely in the darkness, like flashes of lightning amidst the
blackness of a tempest: that light came always, as I believe, by the way of
Israel. The original light of tradition grew dimmer and dimmer, and
threatened to die out, for in transmission from father to son its brightness
was sadly beclouded with human error. But the truth retained much of its
vitality and purity in the midst of Israel, and from, Israel it influenced the
rest of the nations. In the days of Solomon, how proudly did the temple
stand upon its holy hill, beautiful for situation, the joy of the whole earth,
the one Pharos of the, midnight, sea of humanity! That little country — we
often forget what a very little district Palestine occupied, — was,
nevertheless, the very queen among the nations. From far-off Sheba they
came to hear the wisdom of Solomon and to other lands the rumor of his
glory extended, and all his greatness was connected with the worship of
God, for she who came from Sheba, came to hear all the wisdom of
Solomon “concerning the Lord his God.” That little land thus influenced all
lands, and transmitted far-off adown the centuries what was known of the
ever-blessed God among the people. To me it seems so sad that she that
sat over against the treasury should now be poor; that she that laid the
daily showbread before the Lord should now be famished; that she that
piled the temple, and brought the offering, should now turn away from the
one only Sacrifice, and should these many days remain without priest or
temple. Alas! poor Israel; our hearts take the deepest interest in thee, and
we pray the, Lord to look down, and behold, and visit this vine, when we
remember the days of thy glory, and all the splendor of the revelation of the
Most High in the midst of his people.
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Nor does the interest become one particle the less when we come to the
time of Israel’s decay. She would imitate the heathen, and go aside to false
gods; nothing could cure her of it. She was chastened again and again, and
at last, it came to banishment, and the people were scattered. Alas, for the
tears that Judah and Israel shed! What sea could hold them all? How were
God’s people made to smart, and cry, and groan! Let the waters of
Babylon tell how salt they flowed with Judah’s griefs. How could they sing
the Lord’s song in that strange land? What a history of woe has Israel’s
story been! And then, when they were brought back cured of idolatry, as,
thank God, they most effectually are, there came an equally mournful
decay; for formalism, the absence of all spiritual life, — the mere
observance of outward ritual, came into the place of idolatry, and the
people in whom all the nations of the earth were blessed had the Christ
among them, but refused him. “He came unto his own, and his own
received him not.” Woe worth the day! Speak of it with sevenfold sorrow.
He came for whom they long had waited — Israel’s hope, — and they
refused him; yea, they crucified him. My tongue will not attempt to tell
what came of it, when his blood was on them and on their children. Earth,
never saw a more terrible sight than the siege and destruction of Jerusalem.
Then did they sell the ancient people of God for a pair of shoes, and the
precious sons of Zion, comparable to fine gold, were esteemed as earthen
pitchers, the work of the hands of the potter. The enemy ploughed the holy
place, and sowed it with salt, and the seed of Abraham were scattered to
the four winds of heaven. Alas! the evil ceased not when the last stone was
overthrown, but wrath followed the fugitives. Through many, many
centuries Israel was persecuted — shame covers my face, — persecuted by
those who called themselves Christians. The blood of Israel hangs in great
gouts upon the skirts of Rome, and will bring down upon that thrice-
accursed system the everlasting wrath of the Most High; for did they not
grievously oppress the Jews in Spain and every other Catholic country,
remorselessly hunting them down as if they were unfit to live; torturing
them in ways that it were impossible for us to describe, lest your cheeks
should blanch as you heard the horrible story? The men that were of the
same race as the Christ of God were so hated by the professed followers of
Jesus that no indignities were thought to be great enough, and no severities
to be fierce enough, for execution upon those they thought to be the
execrable Jews. Thank God, such persecution is over now, — let us hope
for ever, at least in the Western world. The race would have been stamped
out, however, if Rome’s tender mercies could have wrought their will. Go
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to the Ghetto to-day, in the Jews’ quarter in Rome, and see the church, as I
have done, in which a certain number of Jews were compelled to hear a
sermon, once in the year, leveled at their own race and faith, and over the
door of which is written what from such a quarter is a wanton insult to
them, “Unto Israel he saith, All day long I have stretched forth my hands
unto a disobedient and gainsaying people.” Verily it would be so eternally
if the hands of Rome were the hands to be stretched out, when she
encouraged if she did not command the racing of Jews in the Corso, and
the pouring of contempt upon them in the rudest fashion. Israel would
never worship images, saints, and virgins. Blessed were they as a nation for
this thing at least, that they utterly rejected the idolatry of which Rome is
shamelessly guilty. It were better far to be no Christian than to think
Popery to be Christianity, for it is one of the vilest forms of idolatry that
ever came from the polluted heart of man. Alas, poor Israel, what hast thou
suffered! What tongue can tell thy woes? I feel, perforce, compelled to
apply to Israel the language which Byron applied to Rome, when he called
her “the Niobe of nations,” and reckoned all sorrows beside hers put petty
misery: —


“What are our griefs and sufferance? Come and see
Jerusalem in heaps, and plod your way


O’er steps of broken thrones and temples.”


Look, too, on a princely people crushed under persecution, laboring and
finding no rest. Princes were hanged up by their hand; the faces of elders
were not honored. They that did feed delicately are desolate in the streets:
they that were brought up in scarlet embrace dunghills. Then was fulfilled
Jeremiah’s Lamentation, “How is the gold become dim! how is the most
fine gold changed!”


But we will not end here, my brethren. The interest which we feel with
regard to Israel, and which makes us pray, “Lord, visit this vine,” rises as
we think of its future. I am no prophet or interpreter of the prophecies, but
this much seems clear to me, that the Lord Jesus Christ, the King of the
Jews, will have dominion over them, and they shall be converted, and shall
own him to be the Messiah who was promised to their fathers, so doth the
New Testament teach us as well as the Old. It seems to me that we may
work for the conversion of Israel with the absolute certainty that, if we do
not see it ourselves, yet it shall be seen; for the natural branches of the
olive, which for a while were cut off, shall be grafted in again, and so all
Israel shall be saved. The future of the Gentiles in the fullness of its glory
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can never be accomplished till, first of all, the Jews shall be ingathered. Ye
shall have no millennia, day, or full brightness of Messiah’s glory, until
yonder, by Jordan’s streams and Judah’s deserted hills, where once the
Savior worked, and walked, and preached, the song shall yet again arise of
Hallelujah to the God of Israel.


One thought more, and then I leave this paint of the interest we take in
Israel; we must forever take a special interest in the Jews, because of them
came our Lord. He was so completely a man that, one forgets that he was
a Jew, and, perhaps, for the most part it is best that we should, for he is
more a man than a Jew; but, still, “he took not up the nature of angels, but
he took up the seed of Abraham.” Jesus is the Son of David. The Jews
have a part in him, after the flesh which we have not; and, amid ads the
privileges which we enjoy, we call wolf afford to, let them have everything
that they can claim; and they can certainly prove a special kinship to him
whom our soul loveth. Oh, if it were far nothing else but that our Savior
was of the Jews, we ought to love them, and make them the subject of our
prayers and of our earnest efforts! Surely the mention of that will suffice,
and I need not say so much as one solitary word more. Interest in the Jews,
indeed, is a very wide subject, and we have said enough for the present
purpose.


II. NOW, SECONDLY, WHAT IS IT THAT THE JEWISH PEOPLE NEED? We
have been exhorted by all the things to pray for this vine. What is it that is
needed?


The answer of our text is, “Look down from heaven, and behold, and visit
this vine.” A visitation from God is the one thing needful for Israel. For
what purpose should God visit the Jews, then? I say, brethren, it is the one
essential thing in order to give them spiritual life. Our acquaintances with
the interior of the Jewish commonwealth at the present time is not very
large, but some of us have observed that there are two sorts of Israelites.
Some are devout,-devout men, with some of whom it has been our
privilege to have hearty fellowship in matters of common interest touching
the things of God. When we have spoken together of the providence of
God and of faith in the divine mercy, we have been much of the same mind.
In the late debate brought on by Colenso, we were able, in comparing
notes, to feet the same zeal for the value of the Old Testament and for the
glory of the ever-blessed God. Whether we were Christians or Jews, we
were equally zealous to repel the infidel assaults of the famous master of
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arithmetic. We meet now and then with men whose sincerity and devotion
we could not doubt at all: would to God that their sincerity led them to
such the Scriptures, and to examine the claims of our Lord Jesus! Such
men lament that many of their people seem to, have no religion, or — what
is almost the same thing, — to have nothing more than the outward form.
Their being of the Israelite race is distinctly recognized, and never for a
moment held back; the Sabbath is almost universally hallowed, for which
let Israel put to shame many so-called Christian lands; much is done that is
commendable, much which exhibits high integrity and uprightness; but yet
be a large extent the race is sunk in worldliness and misled by superstition.
Oh, that God would visit the Jew, and ends him with an inquiring and
unprejudiced heart, with longing after the God of his fathers, with a deeper
reverence and a truer zeal for the glory of Jehovah!


The visitation of God may well be entreated that he would next grant
enlightenment to his people, taking away the veil which has been cast over
their eyes, and enabling them to see the true Messenger of the covenant.
There are thousands of Israelites today who only want to know that Jesus
is the Messiah, and they would as gladly accept, him as any of us have
done. It seems to us so strange that they can read the fifty-third of Isaiah,
and so many other plain passages of the prophets and of the psalms,
without seeing that the Man of Nazareth is the Christ of God; yet they do
read, but the veil is on their hearts so that they do not perceive Christ in
their interpretations. Alas, that the Son of righteousness should shine, and
Israel should be in darkness! With many of the seed of Abraham there is an
honest desire to receive whatsoever can be shown to be the truth of God.
If the Lord will touch, their eyes and remove the scales; what an
enlightenment on the whole nation would follow! A nation would be born
in a day. What joy for us, what honor to God, what happiness to
themselves, if they might but be delivered from their present alienation! O
God, thou alone canst do this; we cannot. All arguments seem to be in
vain, but do thou behold, and visit this vine!


When the spiritual life of the nation shall have been revived, and there shall
be an enlightenment of the intellect, they will only not the Spirit to work
upon the heart. Even as the Holy Ghost has quickened and regenerated us,
so must it be with them, for there is no difference between Jew and Gentile
in this matter. The same regenerated work is wanted, — the same
enlightening of the Holy Ghost; and if the Lord will do this, our hearts shall
he exceedingly glad.
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III. WHAT, THEN, CAN WE DO? We are great debtors to Israel, what can
we, do for her?


Some people are always afraid of telling Christian people to do anything.
They mutter between their teeth, “The Lord will do his own work,” and
they are afraid that they should be interfering with God’s prerogatives. Ah,
my dear brethren, I am not afraid that some of you will ever do the Lord’s
work, for you do not do your own; that part which you can do is
neglected. Do not be so mightily frightened lest you should be too active.
It is God’s work to visit Israel, and gather out his people, and he alone can
do it; but he works by means. What, then, would he have us do?


I answer, the first thing we can do is to pray for Israel. You believe in the
power of prayer, do you not, my brother? Why, some of us can no more
doubt the power of prayer than we can doubt the forge of a steam-engine
or the influence of the law of gravitation, became to us the effects and
results of prayer are everyday things. We are in the habit of speaking with
God about everything, and receiving replies which to us are as distinct as if
he had spoken to us with words. We can speak boldly in prayer to God
concerning Israel. No nation can be nearer to God’s heart than the Jews.
We may be bold with the mighty God. We may open our mouth wide, for
he will fill it. We may plead with him urgently after this fashion, — Wilt
thou not glorify thyself by the salvation of the Jews? What couldst thou do
that would more signally strike the whole world with awe than if thou went
to turn this wonderful nation to the faith of Christ? Thou hast taught them
the unity of the Godhead, thou haste burnt this truth into their very souls;
now teach them the Deity of thy Son, who is one with thee. Bring them; to
rejoice in the triune God with heart and soul, and all lands shall hear of it,
and say with wonder, “Who are these?” Great God, were not these thy
messengers of old? When thou wantest heralds, didst thou not look to
Israel? Thou didst take James and John, and Peter and Paul. Thou wilt find
such as these amongst them now, if thou wilt call them, — both boastful
Peters and persecuting Pauls, whom thy grace can transform into mighty
testifiers for the name of Jesus. Let us pray to God to do this. We can pray.


The next thing we can do is to feel very kindly towards that race. I know
all that will be said about converted Jews, and I lament that there should
have been grave occasion given in many instances; but, for my part, I have
been glad of late to smart a little for the sake of my Lord. I have said,
“Well, it was a Jew that saved me; and even if this professed convert
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should have a hypocritical design upon my purse, I had better be deceived
by him that turn away an honest kinsmen of my Lord.” I do not marvel that
there should be deceivers among the Jews, for have not we plenty of such
in our churches, who, for the sake of loaves and fish and pelf, creep in
among us, pretending to be followers of Christ when their hearts know
nothing about him In all ranks and conditions of man, hypocrisy is sure to
be found; but, for all that, we do not turn round and say, “The Gentiles are
a bad lot. We will have nothing more to do with them, because two or
three of them deceived us.” The Gentiles are always taking us in; we know
they are, and still we have hope for them. And so must we always have
hope towards Israel, and instead of thinking bitterly and speaking bitterly,
we must cultivate kindness of spirit both to those who become Christians
and to those who remain in unbelief. I, for one, thank God that this land
has now for several years swept away the civil disabilities of the Jew. He is
no longer a stranger in the land, but he settles down in the midst of us, and
exercises all the rights of citizenship. May the kindness of feeling which has
prompted this change, — and it came, I think, mainly from earnest
Christians, — lead the Israelites to think kindly of our faith.


Another thing we can do, dear friends, and that is, to keep our own religion
pure. I marvel not that Jews are not Christians when I know what sort of
Christianity, for the most part, they have seen. When I have walked
through Rome, and countries under Rome’s sway, and have seen
thousands bow before the image of a woman carried through the streets,
— when I have seen the churches crammed with people bowing down
before pieces of bone, and hair, and teeth of dead saints, and such like
things, — I have said to myself, “If I were a worshipper of the one true
God, I should look with scorn upon those who bow before these cast
clouts, and mouldy rags, and pieces of rotten timber, and I know not what
besides. No, no, good Jew; join not with this idolatrous rabble; remain a
Jew rather than degrade yourself with this superstition! If the Lord has
taught you that there is an unseen God who made the heavens and the
earth, and who alone is to be worshipped, — if you have heard the voice of
thunder which saith, ‘Hear, O Israel, the Lord thy God is our God,’ stand
you to that, and go not one inch beyond it, if the way before you invites to
the worship of things that are seen, and the reverence of men who call
themselves priests, and the whispering out of every filthy thought into a
confessor’s ear. No, no, no, Israel; thou art brought very low, but thou are
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far too noble to become an adorer of crosses and wafers, and pictures and
relics.”


Even in our own land there is a good deal which would not wish a Jew to
regard as Christianity. To my mind, baptismal regeneration is about as
glaring a piece of Popery as there is to be found in the world; and they can
hear that lie publicly taught in England. Grievous, too, it is to my very
heart that they may hear it among them who profess a purer form of faith
than that of which we have spoken. Try, brothers and sisters, to keep
Christ’s religion as Christ taught it. Purify it. Let it come back to its
original form.


Labor also to be Christians in ordinary life. If a Jew says, “I would like to
see a Christian,” do not let him see a person full of superstitions. Let him
see one who believes in the triune God, and who tries to live according to
the commands of God, and who, when he talks about Jesus, lets you see
the mind which dwelt in Jesus, the same mind bring in him. When once the
Church of God shall bear a clear testimony to the truth of God both with
lip and life, great hindrances will be taken out of the way of Israel. I know
you say, “Well, Jews ought to know that we hold a very different faith
from Romanists.” I know that you think so, but I am not able to perceive
how the Jews are to learn the distinction, for Baptists are called Christians
as much as we are. Their religion is dominant in some countries: it is
prominent in every country. How is the Jew to know that it is not the
religion of Christ? As he thinks that it is so, he declared that he will have
nothing to do with it; and I for one cannot condemn him, but approve of
his resolve. I only hope that, as the years roll on, we who worship God in
sincerity, and have no confidence in the flesh, we who are saved by the
faith which saved Abraham, who is our father after the spirit though not
according to the flesh, that we, I say, may be able to bring this purer faith
more clearly to the knowledge of Israel, and that God will lead his ancient
nation to be fellow-heirs with us. We must keep our doctrine pure, and
hold it individually with clean hands and a pure heart, or we have not done
all that we can for Israel.


This being done, I will next say that we must each one evangelize with all
his might. Do this not among Jews only, but among Gentiles also.
Wherever you are, tell abroad the knowledge of Jesus Christ. Do not live a
single day, if opportunity serve you, without testifying concerning the love
of God which is revealed in the cross of Calvary. Your prayer should be for
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the whole Church of God, “Behold, and visit this vine.” And as a large
number of God’s elect ones are as yet hidden in darkness, let, us pray unto
the Lord that he would visit this vine, and make these branches to spring
out into the light, that on them also there may be rich clusters to his praise.


Brothers and sisters, we are ourselves saved, are we not? Come, ere you
go away, let the question be put to you, Are you saved? Are you really
believers in Jesus? Is the Christ formed in you? Have you realized that he is
your Savior? Are you trusting him now? Will you live to him? Are you
consecrated to him, spirit, soul, and body? If you are, that is the first thing.
If you are not, I cannot ask you to pray for Israel, or for anybody else, till
first of all God has put a cry into your soul for yourselves. If you are saved,
then let me ask myself and you, “Are we doing all we might for the honor
and love of Jesus?” Sitting on these seats, might not many say, “We have
not begun to live for Christ yet as we ought”? May the Lord quicken you!
There was a young man here, one Thursday night, when I closed with
some such words as these, who derived lasting benefit from them. Or was a
gentleman doing a large business, to whom it had never occurred that he
might preach Christ. It did occur to him that night, and he went to the
town in which he lived, and began to preach in the streets straightway. He
is now the pastor of a large church, though he still continues his business;
and his is an example to be imitated by many. I would to God that some
young man might be quickened to feel that he must do something, for
Israel perhaps, for Christ certainly. And you, sisters, may you feel a divine
impulse upon you while you pray God to visit the vine which he has
planned! May he also visit you, and make you fruitful vines unto his praise!
The Lord bless every one of you, for Christ’s sake! Amen.
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AN INTERRUPTION IMPROVED.


A FEW WORDS SPOKEN BY MR. SPURGEON AT A PRAYER-
MEETING, WHEN A FRIEND HAD BEEN CARRIED OUT IN A


FIT.


POSSESS your souls in quietness, beloved friends. When we are engaged in
prayer, or in any other form of worship, interruptions may occur, especially
in large assemblies. We cannot expect all nature to be hushed because we
are bowing the knee. Permit not your minds to be easily distracted, or you
will often have your devotion destroyed. Rather let us learn a lesson from a
painful incident. I seemed to hear a voice in that pitiful cry of our friend,
and it bade me have pity upon the many whose life is one long agony. Let
that doleful moan awaken sympathy for thousands in the hospital and out
of it who are grievously tormented. We are in good health, and are sitting
in the midst of a happy company of our fellow Christians; let us be grateful
that we have not been struck down to be carried out; amid the distress of
anxious friends. Sympathy and gratitude are two choice emotions, and if
both of these are aroused by the interruption we shall have gained more by
it, than we can possibly have lost.


Sympathy or fellow-feeling may well be excited by the sight or hearing of
pain in our fellow-creatures. We may indulge it freely, for it is not only due
to the sufferer, but exceedingly beneficial to the humane heart which feels
it. Those who are never out of health themselves, and keep aloof from the
poor and the sick, are apt to undergo a hardening process of the most
injurious kind. It is a sad thing for the blind man who has to read the raised
type when the tips of his fingers harden, for then he cannot read the
thoughts of men which stand out upon the page; but it is far worse to lose
sensibility of soul, for then you cannot peruse the book of human nature,
but, must remain untaught in the sacred literature of the heart. You have
heard of “the iron duke,” but an iron Christian would be a very terrible
person: a heart of flesh is the gift of divine grace, and one of its sure results
is the power to be very pitiful, tender, and full of compassion. You would
feel all the greater sympathy with some afflicted ones if you knew how
good they are, and how patient under their sufferings. I am delighted with
the diligent way in which some of our tried sisters come out to religious
services. When many in good health stay away from the meetings upon the
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most frivolous excuses, there are certain dear sick ones who are never
absent. There is one among us who has marty fits in a week, but how she
loves to be here! I beg her to sit near the door, for her fits may come upon
her at any moment, but she is an example to us all in the constancy of her
attendance. Have sympathy with all the sick, but especially with those who
might be spoken of in the words applied to Lazarus, “Lord, he whom thou
lovest is sick.”


I mentioned gratitude also, and I hope it will not be forgotten. Let the cry
of pain remind us that we owe our Lord a song of thanksgiving for
screening us from the greater ills of life, — consumption sapping the
constitution, asthma making it misery to breathe, epilepsy tearing us to
pieces, or palsy causing every limb to lose its power. Blessed be God for
our limbs and senses, and for health which sweetens all. We shall never
become too grateful; let us abound in thanksgiving.


This interruption speaks to us with a still deeper and more solemn tone.
Our friend is not dead, but might readily enough have been so. That cry
says to me — “Prepare to meet thy God.” We are liable to death at any
moment and ought always to be ready for it: I mean not only ready because
we are washed in the blood of the Lamb, but because we have set our
house in order and are prepared to depart. I feel it right when I lay my head
upon my pillow to ask myself, “If I never wake on earth, is it well with my
soul?” and then to reply,


“Sprinkled afresh with pardoning blood,
I lay me down to rest,


As in the embraces of my God,
Or of my Savior’s breast.”


Could we now, dear friends, at; this moment resign our breath, and without
further preparation crater upon the. eternal world? Breathing out the
prayer, “Father, into thy hands I commend my spirit,” could we now
ascend from earth, made meet for the inheritance above? It should be so.
Everything about us should be in such order that if our Lord should come
while we are in the field we should not wish to go into the house, but could
depart at once. I agree with the great scholar Bengel that death should not
become a spiritual parade, but should be regarded as the natural close of
our ordinary life; the final note of the psalm of which each day has been a
stanza. We ought so to live that to die would be no more remarkable than
for a man in the middle of business to hear a knock at the street door, and
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quietly to step away from his engagements. There should be no hurrying
for a clergyman to administer sacraments, or for a lawyer to write a hasty
will, or for an estranged relative to make peace; but all should be arranged
and ordered as if we kept our accounts closely balanced, expecting an
immediate audit. This would make noble living, and do more for God’s
glory than the most triumphant death scene. A friend remarked to George
Whitefield that should he survive him he would wish. to witness his death-
bed, and hear his noble testimony for Christ. The good man replied, “I do
not think it at, all likely that I shall bear any remarkable witness in death,
for I have borne so many testimonies to my Lord and Master during my
life.” This is far better than looking forward to the chill evening or actual
sunset of life as the time of bearing witness. Let us set about that holy
work immediately, lest swift death arrest us on the spot and seal our lips in
silence. Be faithful every day that you may be faithful to the end. Let not
your lite be like a tangled mass of yarn, but keep it ever in due order on the
distaff, so that whenever the fatal knife shall cut the thread it may end just
where an enlightened judgment would have wished. Practice the excellent
habit of Mr. Whitefield to whom I before referred, for he could not bear to
go to bed and leave even a pair of gloves out of place. He felt that his
Master might come at any moment, and he wished to be ready even to the
minutest derails.


Now that disturbing incident is over, and we shall settle down again, all the
more ready to unite in prayer and praise.


NOTES.


WE have been greatly cheered by receiving recently a letter from Belgrade
accompanying copies of one of our sermons which has been translated into
the Servian tongue,  and sent to each of the twelve hundred priests and
teachers in that country. The sermon selected is No. 1389, from the text,
“Be of good comfort, rise, he calleth thee;” No. 279 also is being prepared
for the press. The friend who sends us the information says that no
Protestant preacher in Servian is in the country, and the Greek church is in
an extraordinarily dead state. He speaks in the highest terms of Mr.
Mijatovich. The translator, and asks for our prayers that this work may be
made a great blessing, Will not our readers unite in the petition?
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On Sunday, June 23rd, Mr. Henry Hutt, of Reading, brought sixty
members of his Saturday Evening Bible Class to the Tabernacle, After the
morning service Mr. Murrell provided them with a dinner in one of the
College rooms, and in the afternoon they attended Mr. Charlesworth’s
Bible class for young men, and afterwards partook of tea at the Orphanage.
At the tea-table they subscribed sufficient to maintain the orphans for one
day, and presented the amount (£10 10s.) to Mr. Spurgeon in the deacons’
room at the Tabernacle before the, evening service. We are always
receiving kindness from friends at Reading, and none are more welcome at
the Tabernacle than they are.


Two of the most tempestuous Sabbaths we have ever experienced were the
23rd and 30th of June. What with dense darkness, tempest, and deluging
rain it was wonderful that any one came forth at all, and yet there were the
people, bent upon the worship of God. The numbers to £152.


July 2 We were unable to preach at Mr. Abraham’s, near Whitney,
according to promise, for the severe weather confined us to our bed. Our
beloved father took the service, and so our place was well filled. We are
quite afraid to make engagements since we are so often laid aside in the
most painful manner, and disappointment is the result. We wish the
Christian public would believe in our inability to preach every day, at least
for the present.


No sooner was it known that we were going to Scotland on July 8th, for
rest, than we received requests for sermons, not only from a large number
of Scotch towns, and from places on each of the three lines of railway, but
we were entreated just to make a few hours’ stay and preach in North
Wales, as also on the Cumberland coast, which as everybody knows are
both on the road to Scotland if you choose to make them so. How many
pence we have been fined in the form of postage for replies to these
insanely kind demands we will not calculate, but it is rather too absurd. We
are told over and over again that we could stop two hours and go on by
the next train; and this being done at a dozen places, when should we reach
Scotland? This, too, when a man is out for a  holiday!


Alas, the holiday itself had to be postponed for a while through continued
ill  health. Now, it may seem a very simple  thing to write to these good
people and  say “No;” but it is not so. It pains us to refuse anyone, and to
decline to preach is so contrary to all our heart’s promptings, that we had
rather be flogged than feel compelled to do it.
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July 5. This evening a large and enthusiastic meeting was held in the
College in anticipation of the Celebration of our Pastor’s 25th
Anniversary. The ladies were present in great force, and cheerfully
accepted the responsibility of preparing a Bazaar for the week after
Christmas. The kind words and loving expressions used towards the Pastor
furnished abundant evidence that everyone will enter heartily into this
movement. Mr. Spurgeon was only able to be present for a short time,
owing to his ill health, but his address and that of other friends met with
the heartiest response. This celebration can on the evening of the 30th were
sensibly only be a success by the spontaneous zeal diminished, and yet to a
stranger the place of all friends of Mr. Spurgeon. A wedding, whether it be
a silver one or a first one, is nothing without heart. This must be begun.
continued, and ended with spirit, or left alone.


COLLEGE. — On Friday morning, June 28, the President met the students
in the lecture hall of the Tabernacle before they left for their summer
vacation, and preached to them from Psalm 118:27. At the close of the
sermon, which seemed to move the hearts of all present, the session was
concluded with the observance of the Lord’s Supper, and a few
appropriate farewell words from the President, who intimated that the
vacation would terminate on Tuesday, August 6th, when he should be glad
to meet the brethren, together with the new students, who would then for
the first time enter the College.


In the evening the Evening Classes of the College were brought to a close
for another session by a tea, followed by a meeting in their rooms at the
College. Mr. Spurgeon presided, opened the meeting with prayer, and
having called upon Professor Fergusson to give the introductory remarks,
preached a sermon upon consecration to the Lord. Mr. Kirk read the
report in the absence of the secretary, through illness, and presented forty
guineas from the members of the classes, for the College funds, a clear
proof of the interest felt by the evening students, The report stated that
there were three hundred names on the books, the average attendance
being one hundred and sixty. One hundred and twenty new members had
joined during the last six months, and their coming from all parts proved
the need of such classes. The chairman thanked the brethren for their
contribution after which addresses were delivered by Messrs. Juniper,
Thwaites, Hustler, Fowler, and C. Spurgeon, and a very pleasant and
profitable evening was thus spent. Young men who desire to improve their
talents that they may employ them in the service of God are admitted to
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the classes without fee or reward. Out of these classes come numbers of
workers in all departments of Christian service. There is room for more.
Application can be made to the secretary, Pastors’ College, Newington
Butts. The next term will commence August 7th.


Most cheering news has been received from Mr. Blackie, of Calcutta, who
is enjoying great prosperity, and also from our brother at the Cape, whose
work is marvelously succeeding,


ORPHANAGE. — The following notice of a trip of the orphan boys was sent
to us, and it gave us great pleasure to read it, but we did not dream of
printing it. We have been over-persuaded by unwise friends, and now
permit it to be inserted in the magazine, expecting to be condemned for
egotism, and so on. If it will afford pleasure to any individual so to
construe our weakness we must bear the rebuke; but the acts recorded are
so very kind, and show such a fine Christian spirit on the part of many, that
even though we feel unworthy to receive such generous esteem, we cannot
help recording it to the honor of those who render it.


Mr. Spurgeon’s Orphanage Boys in Beds.


 Although the Stockwell Orphanage has been established some ten years,
to many it is only known in name, and its claims  for support are
consequently not recognized by them. There is an idea in some  quarters
that Mr. Spurgeon is never in  need of money to carry on his works, or if
he is, he has only to mention the fact to his  friends and admirers to
provoke a golden  shower. It is all very well when those  who held this
opinion contribute their  quota, but when it is urged as an excuse  for not
giving at all it becomes an unfortunate fallacy. As Mr. Spurgeon requires
for the support of his Orphanage £10 a  day, and for the whole of his
institutions some £300 or more every week, it will be  seem how necessary
it is to use all legitimate means to enlarge the constituency from which the
supplies are drawn. That  the funds have always been forthcoming  proves
the confidence of the public in his  wise administration. It is a fact which
should be widely known that Mr. Spurgeon not only does not derive
anything from the institutions he directs, but has  for some years
contributed to the Lord’s  work more than his official income as the  pastor
of the Metropolitan Tabernacle.


The occasional visit of a choir of the orphan boys to country towns, in
order to  advocate the claims of the Orphanage, is a  step in the right
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direction. The work  becomes a reality to friends, their sympathies are
aroused and help secured.


On Monday, the 8th July, Mr. Charles worth and Mr. J. Manton Smith left
London with a choir of orphan boys, to give  Services of Song at Luton
and Woburn, in behalf of the Stockwell Orphanage. At  Luton the large
Plait Hall was the place  of meeting, and through the exertions of  Mr.
Johnson Willis and the local ministers,  a large audience assembled under
the presidency of the Mayor, who, although a  churchman and a Tory,
made common  cause with the promoters to ensure success. His speech
was a generous testimony  to Mr. Spurgeon and the usefulness of his
labors. The meeting was enthusiastic  throughout, the single fact that it was
Mr. Spurgeon’s Orphanage being an important factor in the enthusiasm.
The  boys sang well, and two of them gave  recitations in capital style. Mr.
Townsend,  one of the old boys and now a student in  the Pastors’ College,
spoke with great feeling of his indebtedness to the institution,  and Mr.
Charlesworth gave an interesting  account of the work.


To illustrate the catholicity of the institution he gave a denominational
analysis  of the first 400 cases admitted: Church of  England, 124; Baptist,
93; Congregational, 47; Wesleyan, 44; Presbyterian, 9; Roman Catholic, 2;
Plymouth Brethren, 2; not specified, 79.


Luton being the center of the straw-hat manufacture, many present were
connected with that branch of industry, and a few friends very generously
offered to rig out the whole of the 246 boys at present in the institution
with a brand new “straw yarner.” The announcement seemed equally
pleasing to the audience as to the boys of the choir, who felt proud of
having contributed towards this result. The Mayor, who expressed his
pleasure at the appearance and conduct of the boys, invited them to visit
his grounds the following morning for a strawberry feast, before
proceeding to Woburn. Had the guests been members of the Town Council
or provincial mayors their welcome could not have been more hearty. His
worship was quite at home with the boys, and addressed to them a few
kindly words, which were responded to by a chorus of ringing cheers. The
boys also sang several of their pieces before leaving. At the rail way station
quite a troop of friends, many of whom had entertained the boys, came to
see them off, and many were the prayers breathed for the prosperity of the
institution.
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The route chosen to Woburn was via Dunstable, and although it involved a
journey by road of some eight or nine miles it proved a source of pleasure
to the boys, for the friends had provided wagonettes for the party. On
reaching the station at Dunstable the Rev. H. W. Taylor, of Markyate
Street, and a portly deacon met the boys, and having regaled them with
ham sandwiches, lemonade, and jam tarts, accompanied them to their
destination. It being the day for the annual treat of the Church Schools at
Woburn, it was arranged for the boys on their arrival to have tea with the
scholars in the vicarage grounds, the vicar kindly contributing towards the
expenses. Before the hour announced for the meeting the people began to
make their way towards the Town Hall with an alacrity which seemed to
the writer somewhat unusual to the residents of a town which, since the old
coaching days appears to have abandoned itself to somnolent contempt for
modern progress in general, and railways in particular. As we walked
through the quiet street in the afternoon, we were forcibly reminded of a
chapter by Charles Dickens in his capacity as an “Uncommercial Traveler,”
in which he describes a visit to a similar, and, for aught we know, the same
old coaching town. He says “It was a hot day, and the little sunblinds of the
shops were all drawn down, and the more enterprising of the tradesmen
had caused their ‘prentices to trickle water on the pavement appertaining
to their frontage. It looked as if they had been shedding tears for the stage
coaches, and were drying their ineffectual pocket-handkerchiefs.” What
hope we had of a meeting which should be a financial success was by no
means stimulated by the remark of the hotel-keeper, that “Nobody’s got
any money in Woburn”; but remembering that an hotel does not exist for
the inhabitants of a town numbering a little more, than a thousand, all told,
we concluded the statement inclined rather to conjecture than expressed a
fact; and so we held on to our hope.


When we state that the Town Hall was well filled, and that some hundreds
of people crowded round the outside during the progress of the meeting,
the reader will gather that the town was stirred into interest, if not
enthusiasm. The chair was taken by Lord Charles Russell, brother of the
late earl, an earnest worker in the cause of religion, education, and
philanthropy. The noble lord, for some years sergeant-at-arms, is well
known the country round, and is held in high esteem for his Christian
character and catholicity. In his opening speech his lordship remarked that
when he was asked to preside he consented without a moment’s hesitation,
Or, although he knew nothing about the Orphanage before, when he saw
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Mr. Spurgeon’s name as the President that fact was a sufficient guarantee
that its affairs were wisely administered. He remembered hearing Mr.
Spurgeon in the neighborhood some 20 years ago, and he quoted the text
as being singularly appropriate to the present occasion: — “Do we begin
again to commend ourselves, or need we as some others epistles of
commendation to you, or letters of commendation from you? Ye are our
epistle (pointing to the boys), written in your hearts, known and read of all
men.” The allusions to Mr. Spurgeon by his lordship during his speech,
which breathed an earnest Christian spirit throughout, proved how all
classes of the community esteem the President of the Orphanage. Here, on
the same platform, stood a member of one of the highest families in the
land, by whom his ministry had been enjoyed, and a number of poor orphan
boys rescued by him from the perils of poverty, and receiving a Christian
training which would mold their future life. His Lordship’s touching appeal
for those whose condition implied the loss of home, will not readily be
forgotten. Mr. Charles. worth gave a very interesting account of the origin
and progress of the work. The boys, under the direction of Mr. Ladds,
formerly a scholar in the school, sang with admirable effect a number of
anthems and sacred songs, and rendered the choruses to Mr. Manton
Smith’s solos. It was the universal testimony, from the chairman
downward, that a more interesting and profitable meeting had not been
held in Woburn. The friends who provided homes for the boys came
forward at the for the night. Mr. John Clarke, a negative of Woburn, and
who presided at the harmonium, was congratulated for his admirable
arrangements to ensure such good success, and received the thanks of his
fellow-townsmen for securing the visit of the Orphan boys. It should be
stated that his lordship sent a kind invitation the following morning for the
boys to walk through his grounds, and that His Grace the Duke of Bedford
gave them permission to see over Woburn Abbey, a privilege greatly
enjoyed by the boys and the friends who accompanied them, and also by
your contributor, who was
ONE OF THE PARTY.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon — June 20,
nine; June 27th, twenty; July 4th, ten.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER 1878.


FISHING. F8


AN ADDRESS AT TABERNACLE PRAYER-MEETING BY C. H.
SPURGEON ON HIS RETURN FROM SCOTLAND.


I FEAR I have gathered but few illustrations during my holiday in the north,
though I am almost always upon the look out for them. I have spent nearly
all my time on board my friend Mr. Duncan’s yacht, cruising by day in
sunny seas, and usually anchoring at night in lonely bays, far off from the
busy haunts of men, where you hear neither rumble of traffic nor hum of
city life, but are startled by the scream of sea-birds, the cry of the seal, and
the splash of leaping fish. The profound quiet of those solitary regions is a
bath of rest for a wearied brain: lone mountain, and sparkling wave, and
circling gull, and flitting sea-swallow, all seem to call the mind away from
care and toil to rest and play. I am grateful to the last degree for the brief
furlough which is permitted me, and for the intense enjoyment and repose
which I find in the works of God. No exhibitions, or picture galleries, or
artificial recreations, or medical preparations can afford a tithe of the
restoring influence which pure nature exercises.


I have been resting, but not idling; relieving the mind, but not smothering
it. Very frequently I have seen others fishing, and as I have looked on with
interest and excitement, I have been sorry to have been able to take so
small a share in it. Perhaps, however, I have gained as much from lines and
nets as those who personally used them: they took the fish, but I preserved
the silver truths which the creatures brought their months. These pieces of
money I have taken, like Peter, not for myself only, but “for me and thee,”
and so let us share them.. We have a good company of spiritual fishermen
in our midst to-night, for here are the young members of “the College of
Fishermen,” who are making and mending their nets; here, too, are eager
members of a church in which, when the minister says, “I go a-fishing,” all
the members say, “We will go with thee.” Here are the fishers of the
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Sabbath-schools and of the Bible-classes, fishers of the Tract Society and
of the Evangelists’ Associations; all these have heard our Lord say,
“Follow me, and I will make you fishers of men.” Not for the hurling of
our fellows but for their good we seek to “take up all of them with the
angle, to catch them in our net, and gather them in our drag”; and therefore
we are willing to learn from others who are fishers too.


Fishermen speak of what they call gathering bait, and they say, such a fish
is a “gathering bait,” and another is a “killing bait.” We need both. The
gathering bait brings the fishes together, and thus becomes very useful.
You cannot catch the fish if they are not there, and it is therefore wise to
throw in your ground-bait pretty freely to attract the finny multitude. I
wish some of my fellow fishermen were a little more liberal with gathering
bait, for one would like to see the creeks and bays of their pews and
galleries swarming with life. Some of them appear rather to frighten the
fish away than to attract them around their hooks, they are so dull, so
monotonous, so long, and so sour. All spiritual fishermen should learn the
art of attraction; Jesus drew men to himself, and we must draw men in like
manner. Not only in the pulpit but in the Sunday-school class you need
gathering bait, to draw the little ones together, and maintain and increase
their numbers. In every other sphere of Christian service the same is true. If
faith cometh by hearing, we should first endeavor to gain interested
listeners, for how shall they believe if they will not hear. Common sense
teaches us that the people must be drawn together first, and must be
induced to attend to what we have to put before them; and therefore we
must lay ourselves out to this end, because it is essential to our highest aim.
A pleasant manner, an interesting style, and even a touch of wit, may be
useful. I have sometimes been blamed for making use of pleasantries, but I
have done so partly because I could not help it, and chiefly because I have
perceived that the interest is sustained and the attention excited by a dash
of the familiar and the striking. A sufficient quantity of that which will
draw men to listen to our message we not only may use but must use,
unless we mean to be content with empty nets and useless hooks. A good
temper is a fine gathering bait in a Sabbath-school. There are, some of our
brethren and sisters whose very faces are enough to gather the children
round them. If I were a little girl I could not help being drawn to some of
the sisters who teach in our schools; and if I were a boy the kindly manners
of many of our brethren would bind me to them at once: kindly teachers
need not bribe children with gifts, their looks and words are irresistible
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bonds. Cheerfulness and good humor should be conspicuous in all our
attempts to catch men for Jesus; we cannot drive them to the Savior, but
they may be drawn. There is a way of giving a tract in the street which will
ensure its kindly treatment, and another way which will prejudice the
receiver against it: you can shove it into a person’s hand so roughly that it
is almost an insult, or you can hold it out so deftly that the, passer-by
accepts; it with pleasure. Do not thrust it upon him as if it were a writ, but
invite him to accept it as if it were a ten-pound note. Our fish need delicate
handling. The painter, when asked how he mixed his colors, replied, “With
brains, sir,” and we must fish for the souls of men let like fashion. If you
are to win souls you must not be fools. Men will no more succeed in the
Lord’s business than they will in their own unless they have their wits
about them. If Christ’s work be done in a slovenly or churlish manner it
will answer no man’s purpose, but prove labor in vain. We cannot make
the fish bite, but we can do our best to draw them near the killing bait of
the word of God, and when once they are there we will watch and pray till
they are fairly taken.


The fisherman, however, thinks far less of his gathering bait than he does
of his catching bait, in which he hides his hook. Very numerous are his
inventions for winning his prey, and it is by practice that he learns how to
adapt his bait to his fish. Scores of things serve as bait, and when he is not
actually at work the wise fisherman takes care to seize anything which
comes in his way which may be useful when the time comes to cast his
lines. We usually carried mussels, whelks, and some of the courser sorts of
fish, which could be used when they were wanted. When the anchor was
down the hooks were baited and let down for the benefit of the inhabitants
of the deep, and great would have been the disappointment if they had
merely swarmed around the delicious, morsel, but had refused to partake
thereof. A good fisherman actually catches fish. He is not always alike
successful, but, as a rule, he has something to show for his trouble. I do
not call that man a fisherman whose basket seldom holds a fish; he is sure
to tell you of the many bites he had, and of that very big fish which he
almost captured; bat that is neither here nor there. There are some whose
knowledge of terms and phrases, and whose extensive preparations lead
you to fear that they will exterminate the fishy race, but as their basket
returns empty, they can hardly be so proficient as they seem. The parable
hardly needs expounding: great talkers and theorizers are common enough,
and there are not a few whose cultured boastfulness is only exceeded by
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their life-long failure. We cannot take these for our example, nor fall at
their feet with reverence for their pretensions. We must have sinners saved.
Nothing else will content us: the fisherman must take fish or lose his toil,
and we must bring souls to Jesus, or we shall break our hearts with
disappointment.


Walking to the head of the boat one evening, I saw a line over the side, and
must needs hold it. You can feel by your finger whether you have a bite or
no, but I was in considerable doubt whether anything was at the other end
or not. I thought they were biting, but I was not certain, so I pulled up the
long line, and found that the baits were all gone; the fish had sucked them
all off, and that was what they were doing when I was in doubt. If you
have nothing but a sort of gathering bait, and the fish merely come and
suck, but do not take the hook, you will catch no fish; you need killing bait.
This often happens in the Sunday-school: a pleasing speaker tells a story,
and the children are all listening, he has gathered them; now comes the
spiritual lesson, but hardly any of them take notice of it, they have sucked
the bait from the hook, and are up and away. A minister in preaching
delivers a telling illustration, all the ears in the place are open, but when he
comes to the application of it the people have become listless; they like the
bait very well, but not the hook; they like the adornment of the tale, but not
the point of the moral. This is poor work. The plan is, if you possibly can
manage it, so to get the bait on the hook that they cannot suck it off, but
must take the hook and all. Do take care, dear friends, when you teach
children or grown-up people, that you do not arrange the anecdotes in such
a way that they can sort them out, as boys pick the plums from their cakes,
or else you will amuse but no benefit.


When your tackle is in good trim, it is very pleasant to feel the fish biting,
but it is quite the reverse to watch by the hour, and to have no sign.. Then
patience has her perfect work. It is very encouraging to feel that a large
creature of some sort is tugging away at the other end of your line. Up
with him at once! It is better still to have two hooks and to pull up two fish
at a time, as one of our friends did. To do this twice every minute, or as
fast as ever you can throw the line is best of all. What an excitement!
Nobody grows tired, and the day is hardly long enough. Up with them! In
with the lines! What, another bite? Quick, quick.! We seem to be all among
a shoal. The basket is soon filled; this is good fishing. Our great Lord
sometimes guides his ministers to the right kind of bait, and to the right
spot for the fish, and they take so many that they have hardly time to attend
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to each ease, but in joyful haste receive the converts by the score, and fill
the boat. It is grand fishing when the fish flock around you, but it does not
happen all the day long, nor yet all the days of the week, nor yet all the
weeks of the year, else would there be a great rush for the fishers’ trade.
When amateurs are at sea and the fish do not bite, they have nothing to do
but to give over and amuse themselves in some other way, but it must not
be so with us, to whom fishing for souls is a life-work and a vocation; we
must persevere, whether we have present success or not. At times we have
to spend many a weary hour with our line, and never feel a bite; but we
must not, therefore, go to sleep, for it would be a pity for the angler to lose
a fish by negligence. Draw the line in every now and then, look to the
hooks, try a new bait, or go to the other side of the vessel, and cast your
tackle into another place. Do, not be disappointed because you do not
always fish as you did once; have patience and your hour will come.


Our captain one evening when we were in a very lovely bay came up to me
and said, “Look at this: I only just threw the line over the side, and this fine
cod has taken the bait in a minute.” A cod is noted for the thorough
manner in which it swallows the bait. Being of a hungry nature it is not in a
picking humor, but feeds heartily. I remarked at the time that the cod was
like earnest hearers who are hungering for divine grace, and so greedily
snatch at the sacred word. Hungering and thirsting, their souls faint within
them, and when the promise of the gospel is placed before them they seize
it directly: tell them of Jesus and full deliverance through his precious
blood, they do not make two bites of the gracious message — they dash at
it, and they are not content till they have it, and it holds them fast. O for
more of such hearers.


All fish are not of this kind, for some of them are cautious to the last
degree. The author of “The Sea Fisherman” introduces us to an old salt,
who says of the Conger eel, “He don’t bite home, sir,” — that is to say, he
does not take the hook if he can help it.


In the instance referred to it had stolen the bait six times, and yet was not
captured. Alas, we have an abundance of hearers of this kind, who are
interested, but not impressed, or impressed but not converted “they don’t
bite home,” and we fear they never will.


This fishing with a line is a suggestive subject, but I must leave it to say a
word about fishing with the net, a mode of fishing to which our Savior
makes more numerous allusions than to angling with a hook.
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When we came home on the Monday, after visiting Rothesay, we cast
anchor in the Holy Loch. Mr. Duncan said to me, “Look at the fish. Just
look at them out there, they are leaping up on all sides; and there are the
men, let us go and see what they are getting.” We were soon in a boat
pulling towards them, while all around us were the fish leaping in the air
and splashing back into the water. We reached the fishers, who were just
getting out the net. I suppose you all know how this is done. A certain
number of men remained near the shore with one end of the net, while
others in a boat encompassed a great circle of water, letting out the net as
they went along. Thus they enclosed a large space, and the salmon within
that area were fairly imprisoned. When all was ready the fishers began to
pull at both ends, so as to make the circle smaller and smaller. We followed
the decreasing ring, and kept just outside the edge of the net. The fish,
which had still been leaping all around us, now began to do so in greater
earnest, for those within the range of the net seemed to know that they
were in an undesirable position, and strove to leap out of it. Some escaped,
but many more failed in the attempt. The men kept pulling in, and then it
became very exciting, for it was evident that the net was full of life. Here is
a very good picture of what we should do as a church. I am to go out on
the Sabbath with the net, the grand old gospel net, and it is my business, to
let it out and encompass the thousands who fill the Tabernacle; then on
Monday night at the prayer-meeting we must all join in pulling in the big
net, and looking after the fish. So we bring to land all that, have been
caught. Many who were surrounded by the net during the sermon will jump
out before we secure them, but still it is a comfort that it is not every fish
that knows how to get out of the gospel net. Some of them will be in a
rage, and bite at the nets, but they will only be the more surely held
prisoners. To me it was a very pleasant sight to see within the net a mass of
living, twisting, and struggling salmon-trout, most of them fine fish. There
were thirty-seven large fish taken at one haul. O that we may often succeed
in taking men in larger numbers still. Let us drag in the net to-night. Let us
pray the Lord to bless the services of last Lord’s-day, and recompense the
fisher’s toil.


We must never be satisfied till we lift sinners out of their native element.
That destroys fish, but it saves souls. We long to be the means of lifting
sinners out of the water of sin to lay them in the boat at the feet of Jesus.
To this end we must enclose them as in a net; we must shut them up under
the law, and surround them with the gospel, so that there is no getting out,
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but they must be captives unto Christ. We must net them with entreaties,
encircle them with invitations, and entangle them with prayers. We cannot
let them get away to perish in their sin, we must land them at the Savior’s
feet. This is our design, but we need help from above to accomplish it: we
require our Lord’s direction to know where to cast the net, and the Spirit’s
helping of our infirmity that we may know how to do it. May the Lord
teach us to profit, and may we return from our fishing, bringing our fish
with us. Amen.


GIVE TRUTH TIME.


NEVER give up a great principle in on theology account of difficulties. Wait
patiently, and the difficulties may all melt away. Let that be an axiom in
your mind. Suffer me to mention an illustration of what I mean. Persons
who are conversant with astronomy know that before the discovery of the
planet Neptune there were difficulties, which greatly troubled the most
scientific astronomers, respecting certain aberrations of the planet Uranus.
These aberrations puzzled the minds of astronomers; and some of them
suggested that they might possibly prove the whole Newtonian system to
be untrue. But just at that time a well-known French astronomer, named
Leverrier, read before the Academy of Science at Paris a paper, in which
he laid down this great axiom, — that it did not become a scientific man to
give up a principle because of difficulties which apparently could not be
explained. He said in effect, “We cannot explain the aberrations of Uranus
now; but we may be sure that the Newtonian system will be proved to be
right, sooner or later. Something may be discovered one day which will
prove that these aberrations may be accounted for, and yet the Newtonian
system remain true and unshaken.” A few years after, the anxious eyes of
astronomers discovered the last great planet, Neptune. This planet was
shown to be the true cause of all the aberrations of Uranus; and what the
French astronomer had laid down as a principle in science was proved to
be wise and true. The application of the anecdote is obvious. Let us beware
of giving up any first principle in theology. Let us not give up the great
principle of plenary verbal inspiration because of apparent difficulties. The
day may come when they will all be solved. In the meantime we may rest
assured that the difficulties which beset any other theory of inspiration are
tenfold greater than any which beset our own. — Canon Ryle.
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NOTES


AUGUST 11TH. — The seatholders vacated their seats on the evening of this
Sabbath, and the place was over-packed with a dense throng. The power of
the Lord was present to heal. At no time have the people ever seemed so
eager to hear the word of God. Prayer is asked that every sermon may be
attended with the divine Blessing. The open-air service held at the
Orphanage while the Pastor preached at the Tabernacle was largely
attended, and Charles Spurgeon took a leading part in it, to the joy of
those who delight to see the fathers followed by their sons.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND — Mrs. Spurgeon, though extremely ill, is
incessantly occupied with sending out books to ministers in Ireland. For
this work a friend gave a special amount. Some mistake has arisen upon
the matter, which we would like to rectify. Mrs. Spurgeon’s offer of books
is not made to all ministers in Ireland, but to all poor ministers in actual
work: hence when others apply in ignorance of this limitation, she hopes
that they will take kindly the refusal which it pains her to give, but which it
is her duty to send, because the fund is for poor brethren only. In
consequence of the publicity given to this Irish offer, large numbers of
English ministers have applied — poor ministers whose cases must not be
refused; but we mention with some pain that there are no funds in hand.
Prayer has been offered, and the answer is expected, but perhaps the Lord
means us to tell his stewards that this good work of supplying poor
preachers with books now needs their attention. Our beloved wife sends
out little mountains of books every week; the applications just now are
more numerous than at any other time, and she has literally nothing to go
on with. This is a sore trial. We feel that we have only to mention the
circumstance and help will come, and yet if each one believes this, and
leaves the matter to everybody, that is to say, to nobody, the needed aid
will not come. Friends are just now at the seaside, or at Paris, or in the
country, and therefore almost all parts of the work find this to be a dull
time for subscriptions. We hope that this one department may be treated in
an exceptional manner.


Friends will notice in our College accounts the sum of £20 from “Two
Sisters, profits of College House.” Now, to this amount there attaches
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deep interest. Two Christian ladies of private means thought that they
could help our work for the Lord if they opened a shop and gave all the
profits to the College. Some years ago they commenced business,
sacrificing their ease in this most laudable endeavor. We did not like to
mention the circumstance, for fear it should be misunderstood by the
world, and our good friends did not press us to do so till they had seen
how the experiment would answer. Having, as private ladies, very little
knowledge of business, the “two sisters” did not make a profit, nor even
meet their expenses for years, but they were resolved not to be beaten, and
so they have continued the shop till the first profit has been gained and paid
in. Having seen their indefatigable zeal, and having known what sacrifices
they have made, we now feel that we must put aside every shade of false
delicacy, and say that the shop is known as College House, 209,
Tottenham Court Road, and the business is that of ladies’ outfitting. If our
friends purchase goods there, the profits will go to the Pastors’ College,
and they will net have to pay more, than they would elsewhere. No one is
asked to buy except as they would elsewhere, but there is the fact that the
business of 209, Tottenham Court Road is carried on entirely with the view
of benefiting the College. The ladies do not even take their own board and
lodging from the proceeds,


It is proposed on Sept. 25, to held a meeting at the Tabernacle, to bid
farewell to our colored brethren, Messrs. Johnson and Richardson, who are
sailing for the West Coast of Africa. They will sing some of their quaint
songs, and Mr. Manton Smith and the Tabernacle choir, under Mr. Fristy,
will assist. May these true-hearted brethren he burning and shining lights in
the land of their fathers.


Our publishers ask us to mention that they have a large quantity of back
numbers of our sermons, which they will be happy to supply at a greatly
reduced price to tract societies or distributors. Application must he made
direct to Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster, 4, Paternoster Buildings,
London, E.C. They are a stock purchased by them from a book- seller, and
consist of the accumulations of years. They are now offered for a trifle for
benevolent purposes, but it is understood that they are not to be purchased
for sale. We often hear of these sermons being used as loan tracts, and this
is an opportunity to procure a cheap supply,


COLLEGE. — On Tuesday, Aug. 6, the students assembled at Nightingale
Lane, for a day’s enjoyment previous to the commencement of the work of
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another session. Between ten and eleven o’clock in the morning a
considerable number met at the President’s garden, where a devotional
service was held, after which most of the twenty-five new students were
introduced with appropriate comments, During the rest of the morning, and
also after dinner, various exercises and amusements were heartily engaged
in on Mr. Spurgeon’s lawn, and also in the spacious and beautiful grounds
of Mr. Coventry. Dinner and tea were admirably served in a large tent by
Messrs, Murrell and Mills and their numerous helpers, and although the
students, ministers, and visitors amounted to nearly two hundred, there
was provision enough and to spare. After dinner, addresses were delivered
by the President, Vice-President, and tutors, and before separating in the
evening a few words of sympathy and congratulation were spoken by Mr.
Andrew Dunn, who is the accepted candidate for parliamentary honors in
Southwark. Hearty thanks were accorded to Mr. Coventry for the use of
his grounds, a closing address on the work of the College was given by the
President, and the proceedings of a most delightful day were brought to a
close with the doxology and the benediction. Arrangements have been
made for a course of five lectures at the College on Friday evenings at
7:30. The general public will be admitted by tickets, costing sixpence each
lecture, or eighteenpence the course. The program is as follows: Sept.  6th,
by Joseph J. Pope Esq., M.R.C.S., L.M., L.S.A., on “Why and How we
Breathe.” Chairman, C. H. Spurgeon. Sept. 13th, W. H. Gelding, Esq., on
“Birds of the Bible.” Chairman, B.W. Carr, Esq. Sept. 20th, Professor
Pepper, on “Wonders of Vibratory Motion.” Chairman, Rev. V. J. Charles-
worth. Sept. 27th, Edward B. Aveling, Esq., D. Sc., Lond., F.L.S.,
Lecturer on Comparative Anatomy at London Hospital, on “The
Biography of a Frog.” Chairman, C. Allison, Esq. Oct. 4th., W. R. May,
Esq., on “Spectrum Analysis, and the Chemistry of the Heavens.”
Chairman, Mr. C. Spurgeon, junior.


Deaths. — On the morning of the College Festival a mourning card and
letter arrived from the father of Mr. Gregory, of Brynmawr, one of our
students, who had been obliged to relinquish his studies through ill health,
informing us of his early, but peaceful, death a few days before. About the
same time the news reached us of the sudden death of our old friend and
co-worker, Mr. Thomas Ness, of Newton. He had long been an invalid, but
had displayed marvelous energy in his Lord’s service. He rests from his
labors, and his works do follow him. At the same time, at the close of
slingerins illness died our former student, Mr. Burtt, at one time the pastor
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of the church at Aldborough — a good man and true. During the past
month another member of our conference, Mr. J. O. Wills, of Stockton-on-
Tees, has been called to his reward, leaving behind him a wife and five little
children, needing the kind hand of Christian help. Thus has death been
robbing the church militant of its soldiers, and swelling the ranks of the
church triumphant.


“We a  little longer wait,
But how little none can tell”


We note, then, in all these four cases the Lord has removed those who
were ailing, and whose lives we could not have hoped to see much longer
continued among us. Thus mercy is mingled with it all; but bereaved wives
and children need greater consolation than this: may the Lord send it by the
Holy Spirit, the Comforter.


Removals and Settlements. — Mr.  Raymond, of St. Neot’s, has accepted
the pastorate at Llandudno; Mr. Fletcher, of Sutton-on-Trent, has removed
to Alfold, Lincolnshire; Mr. Chambers, late of Aberdeen, has been
appointed by the Staffordshire Association to the post of Evangelist and
the Home Mission Superintendent in that country; and Mr. Vaughan, of
Surrey Lane Chapel, Battersea, has sailed for Australia. All these brethren
have our best wishes. The following students, have accepted pastorates: —
Mr. T. Hagen, Great Yarmouth; Mr. J. A. Soper, East End Conference
Hall; Mr. John Wilson Charles-street, Woolwich; Mr. A. F. Cotton,
Ponder’s End; Mr. B. Marshall, Horley; and Mr. W. A. Davis, South
Shields. Mr. Childs also concludes his College term, and settles at
Wyndham Road, Camberwell.


The Orphanage boys go north on Sept. 26, to sing at Middlesboro,
Stockton, and Newcastle. Will friends in those regions give them kindly
recognition and support? Very grateful are we to the gentleman who has
paid all the charges for the Town Hall at Newcastle for the Orphanage
meetings. God always raises up kind friends for the fatherless.


The quarterly collectors’ meeting will be held at the Orphanage on Friday,
Oct. 4. Tea at five. In the evening views will be exhibited illustrating Mr.
Spurgeon’s trip to Scotland. Friends can be admitted at seven, at sixpence
each.


COLPORTAGE — All appears to be working satisfactorily with the Society,
hence but little to report this month. The most pleasing feature of the work
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at present seems to be that Local Associations, which at first employed one
or two colporteurs, have become so convinced of the utility and necessity
of Colportage that, after fair trial, they are applying for an increased
number of agents, In Hampshire, Wiltshire, Northamptonshire, and
Worcostershire this has been the case; and two additional colporteurs will
be started in the latter country shortly. Testimony to the beneficial results
of the work is too extended to find a place in these notes. But briefly, the
reports continually prove that a vast amount of good literature is being sold
with beneficial effect, both upon the mind and soul of the purchaser. The
afflicted and dying are visited, and the Word of God read to them, while it
is also preached in the cottage, in the open air, and in regular places of
worship, with conversions following. We confidently expect as the work
becomes more widely known, and trade improves, that a large increase will
take place of our not inconsiderable staff of ninety colporteurs. In the
meantime, will our readers Dray for the Society, and its work, and continue
to help it by contributing to the funds? The following extract from a
recently published local report will he read with interest: —  


“It would be difficult fully to estimate the value, religiously, of the four
colporteurs employed in this district being brought continuously into
contact with 45,150 families, comprising nearly 100,000 individuals. And
while all must rejoice that 1,085 Bibles and Testaments were sold to the
people, who shall estimate the benefit of nearly £500 worth of books sold,
and 1,974 periodicals circulated. How many reading these have
relinquished the trashy novel, and the worse than trashy —  the positively
demoralizing periodicals? The sick and dying beds of hundreds of persons
have been cheered and enlivened by the visits of your agents, who in many
cases are the only visitors, and again and again do we hear from persons
well able to judge of the high appreciation in which those visits are held.
This department fatherless, trouble and outlay. “The committee have great
pleasure in recording their satisfaction with the conduct and work of the
four colporteurs, and recognizing their arduous duty, embracing, as it does,
much real manual labor, and constant exposure to all kinds of weather.
They thank God for the preservation of the lives and health of the agents;
and solicit from all Christians the manifestation of hearty sympathy with
these our fellow workers; and also earnest prayer to God for his blessing
on them and their work.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle by J.A. Spurgeon: — August l, nine.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


OCTOBER, 1878.


THE AUTUMN CONGRESS.
WHAT WILL COME OF THEM?


A BROTHERLY GRUMBLE.


THE time is at hand when the various sections of Christians will be holding
their autumnal sessions, meetings, or congresses. Ministers and delegates
are packing up their carpet-bags, and counting out their fares, and soon
there will be hurryings to and fro, the clattering cars proceeding forward
with impetuous speed, and whisperings of kind lips, “They come, they
come.” There will be hearty greetings and cheerful conversations, and.
much Christian intercourse will be enjoyed, and fellowship promoted. Of
public meetings there will be an abundance, papers will be read in more
than sufficient quantity, speeches will be made more or less exhilarating
and instructive, and stereotyped resolutions will be passed for the three-
hundred-and-sixty-fifth time, with debate wise or otherwise. Vivisection,
the Contagious Diseases Acts, the Burials Bill, and other savory matters
will come before us as usual; a brother will object to the use of a semicolon
in a certain resolution, and after an hour’s debate it will be turned into a
comma; another friend will propose an amendment and be called to order,
struggle, raise up defenders, and subside: and then the trains will carry
home the brethren, and the place which knew them as a conference,
congress, or assembly will know them no more for ever, or at least until
the meetings shall be held in the same town again. The press will prolong
the echo of the congressional eloquence, the local committee will settle the
bill, and each generous host will settle down to quiet: and what then? What
will come of it all? What is ever likely to come of it?


We are not among those who think that Christian communion is not in
itself a thing worth promoting, and inasmuch as these periodical gatherings
must tend to increase mutual knowledge and create brotherly sympathy, we
cannot regard them as failures; but, on the contrary, we consider them to
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be well worth all the time and money expended upon them. Our organ of
veneration is so large that we would not question the wisdom of so many
pastors leaving their flocks, but we would rather sit down, and gaze upon
the venerable synod with feelings of glowing admiration. We are sure that
the thing is good, and good must come of it, cavil who may. Moreover,
there can be no doubt that concerted action in a few instances has followed
from these assemblies, and that holy enterprises have frequently received a
stimulus which has tended to their invigoration. Yet surely there is room
for something more practical to arise out of them; the actual, tangible,
lasting outcome  — might it not become more apparent? There is a
considerable sounding of trumpets, and lifting of standards; ought there not
to be a grander result? For our own part, we are not cynical or
cantankerous as a general rule, but we cannot rest quite, contented with
the very small mice which have been born of congresses in labor. Is there
living one single mortal man who has attended these meetings, and is now
satisfied in the review of them? Has not every one an uneasy sense of
opportunity thrown away, of strength paraded but never utilized, and of
excellent oratory spent in vain? For practical purposes, is the game worth
the candle? Does the whole concern pay as a matter of useful business?


Cannot something be done on the occasion which is now near at hand to
make the gatherings more effective? We do not know, and therefore we
will not hazard a reply. The unpracticalness of the whole, business infects
our pen, so that we cannot suggest anything, nor help in carrying out any
suggestion: but our heart wishes that somebody would do so. We are
getting weary of this imitation of the ancient British king who marched his
army up a hill and down again. We suppose it is all right; indeed, we have
no doubt it is; but if by some heavenly husbandry half a basketful of fruit
would come of the matter we should feel more easy about it. At present we
are not quite clear theft we shall be able to give in a good account to our
Master of how the week will be spent, for we do not see how to gain much
interest upon his pounds by trading in that market.


At the last meeting of the Baptist Union a zealous brother urged upon the
meeting an extensive evangelistic effort for reaching the masses of our
population. Though himself engrossed by a large sphere of labor, he
offered his services as an evangelist, and pathetically pleaded that other
qualified brethren would do the same. There seemed in the meeting
considerable sympathy with the suggestion, and great readiness to spend a
week or two, if necessary, in discussing the details of the proposal; but,
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alas, beyond the self-denying efforts of the one brother, for which he has
been savagely attacked in a denominational paper, nothing has come of it.
If another fervent mind were to suggest another godly enterprise his
proposal would be equally well received, and quite as surely shelved. We
do not blame anybody for this, for everyone is kind and hearty in wishing
God speed to all that is good: if anybody deserves blame we take a full
share to ourselves: but there stands the fact, — we come and we go, we
meet and we separate, we read papers and we listen to them, we make
speeches and we clap our hands, and then farewell. — Another autumnal
session of the Baptist Union of Great Britain and Ireland is ended! Amen.


Meanwhile sinners are perishing, our great cities are sinking deeper and
deeper into heathenish ignorance, our churches are scarcely holding their
own, superstition and skepticism are subjugating the minds of myriads, and
we are making but feeble exertions, and attempting but little by way of
aggressive effort. Five hundred or more Christian men spend a week
together in industriously doing nothing, and then go home greatly
refreshed! The streets and lanes of the city are fall of the Master’s servants,
but no multitudes are compelled to come in to the gospel feast. Hundreds
of heralds are in the great square and the market place, but the crowds are
not gathered to hear the silver trumpets. We cannot get at the work. We
should interrupt the sitting of a committee. We should make others jealous.
Feeble health restrains some of us from going beyond our allotted task; but
how about others who are vigorous and robust? Will no imprudent
crusader begin the war? Are there none so indecorous as to win souls by
going beyond the program? Every building in the town ought to have a
preacher, and many an open space should be made to ring with the gospel.
Our Master is coming; the Judge is at the door; how should we answer him
if he appeared among us at our next meeting? What if he should say, “You
are all gathered as my servants to confer concerning my kingdom, and
what have you done?” Could we honestly answer, “Lord, we have done
what we could”? If so, these remarks may crave forgiveness. If not, they
claim consideration. C.H.S.


SOUL HUMBLING


I HAVE so much cause for humility, and so much need of it, that I hope I
shall never give quarter to anything that appears in the shape of sullenness.
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Alas! if my best friend, who laid down his life for me, were to remember all
the instances in which I have neglected him, and to plead them against me
in judgment, where should I hide my guilty head in the day of recompense?
The deceitfulness of the natural heart is inconceivable. I know well that I
passed with my friends for a person religiously inclined, if not actually
religious: and, what is more wonderful, I thought myself a Christian, when
I had no faith in Christ, when I saw no beauty in him that I should desire
him; in short, when I had neither faith nor love, nor any Christian grace
whatever, but a thousand seeds of rebellion instead, evermore springing up
in enmity against him. But, blessed be God, even the God who has become
my salvation, the hail of affliction and rebuke for sin has swept away the
refuge of lies. It pleased the Almighty in great mercy to set all my misdeeds
before me. At length, the storm being past, a quiet and peaceful serenity of
soul succeeded, such as ever attends the gift of lively faith in the all-
sufficient atonement, and the sweet sense of mercy and pardon purchased
by the blood of Christ. Thus did he break me and brad me up; thus did he
wound me, and his hands made me whole. —  William Cowper.


NOTES


BAZAAR. — The following circular has been prepared by the Memorial
Committee. “The proposed Testimonial to Pastor C.H. Spurgeon. For a
quarter of a century rite ministry of our honored Pastor, C. H. Spurgeon,
has been continued to his loving people with an ever-increasing acceptance
and power. Our church roll numbered at the commencement 313, and now
5,346 persons are known to be in our fellowship. This fact demands a
special ‘Memorial,’ and we therefore desire to show our gratitude to
Almighty God by some mark of esteem and affection towards his honored
servant. For twenty-five years of faithful, and eloquent teaching of divine
truth no adequate return can ever be made, but we are constrained to
attempt the expression of our feelings in a way which we know will he in
consonance with the wishes and judgment of our beloved Pastor, by
gathering a Fund for helping him more easily to carry on some departments
of that great life’s work which continues to grow under his hands. We are
resolved, therefore, to raise a sum of not less than £5,000, as a
thankoffering, for presentation to Mr. Spurgeon at the close of the year;
and the whole matter could be easily accomplished if every church member
would give or collect £1. It is our purpose to leave all donors at perfect
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liberty to select which of Mr. Spurgeon’s many religious enterprises they
would wish to aid. with their gifts, but unless otherwise directed we think it
best to unite in one special effort to raise a sum for the permanent relief
and comfort of the many poor members of our church; as we know that
our dear-Pastor shares the spirit of his Master, who said — ‘Inasmuch as
ye have done it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye have done it
unto me.’ In ‘The Metropolitan Tabernacle: its History and Work,’ Mr.
Spurgeon writes of the Almshouses connected with the church, and of the
heavy annual charge which the maintenance of our seventeen aged sisters
makes upon our Poor Fund: —  ‘We wish to leave the Tabernacle in good
working order when our work is done; but the present burden might prove
far too heavy for our successors; indeed, they ought not to be saddled with
it. In future years the church may find itself barely able to support its own
expenses, and we do not think that we are justified in leaving it the legacy
of so heavy a charge. Our present anxiety is to get the ship tight and trim,
and this is one of the matters which is not in a satisfactory state. Our aged
sisters are worthy of all we can do for them, and their grateful faces often
make our hearts glad. ‘To remove this one care from our beloved Pastor’s
mind, and help a worthy object so dear to his heart, is a proposal which we
are sure will commend itself to all his friends. We therefore, confidently
expect a hearty response to our appeal to the many readers of Mr.
Spurgeon’s Sermons, and to all the members of his church and
congregation to render this fitting tribute to him in celebration of his
Pastoral Silver Wedding. Donations to be sent to the Treasurers, T. H.
Olney and Thomas Greenwood, Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington. A
Bazaar will be held at the close of the year, on behalf of the Almshouse
Fund, in connection with this Memorial. Contributions in money or goods
will be thankfully received, and should be addressed — The Secretary,
Bazaar Committee, Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington, S.E.”


On Friday evening, August 30, the annual meeting of the Green Walk
Mission, conducted by Mr. Wm. Olney, jun., was held at the Tabernacle
Lecture Hall. To his own deep regret, the senior Pastor was unable to be
present, having only partially recovered from a severe attack of
rheumatism. Pastor J. A. Spurgeon presided, and expressed his hearty
appreciation of the useful work carried on in Bermondsey in connection
with the earnest section of the church, which has Mr. Wm. Olney, jun., for
its worthy leader. He concluded an earnest and appropriate address by
presenting to the Rev. Canon Tugwell, the Rector of Bermondsey, twenty-
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three volumes of the “Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit,” and four volumes
of the “Treasury of David,” which had been subscribed for by Mr. Olney
and his friends, as a token of their gratitude to him for the loan of the boys’
schoolroom, Star Corner, for their Sunday evening services while their
usual place of meeting was under repair. As the public prints are frequently
employed to publish abroad acts of discourtesy and high-handed
intolerance on the part of certain clergy of the Church of England, we take
great delight in recording a fine instance of conduct of the opposite kind.
Canon Tugwell with the utmost readiness lent his schoolroom to our
friends, and in the most unaffected and fraternal manner came to this
annual meeting of the Mission, and made a thoroughly hearty and earnest
speech. This is the more noteworthy because there has been a hot
controversy of late in his parish in reference to the rector’s rate, and some
of our friends have been to the front in opposition, and will be again should
the matter be further mooted. There is, however, nothing personal in the
conflict. Everyone regrets that there should be any sort of contest with Mr.
Tugwell, and many find it hard to carry out their conscientious convictions
when so good and. kindly a clergyman is concerned. Mr. Tugwell has the
great sense to know and see this. He does not act in a friendly manner
merely to those who agree with him in all points, but he treats with
unlooked-for kindness those who differ from him. Long may the Canon be
spared and prospered, and may all evangelical believers on both sides of
the State-church battle be led to follow his example. We can fight cut the
battle of religious equality and disendowment, and yet unite upon all the
grand points whereto we are both agreed. Principle we can never sacrifice,
nor ask others to sacrifice theirs, but we can, as Christians, regret the cause
of difference and remember the still more important reasons for spiritual
unity.


The Canon in his speech said many kind things of Mr. Spurgeon, and of the
good work accomplished in Bermondsey by Mr. Olney’s Mission. The
report was eminently satisfactory, and the speeches were full of life and
fire. We wish the utmost success to this holy work in one of the most
needy neighborhoods in London. If other Christian men would imitate Mr.
W. Olney, and commence similar mission no portion of our great cities
would remain without the means of grace. Gentlemen in business, with a
good education, are there not many of you who would find it a great joy to
gather around you a people saved by your instrumentality, and lead them
forward in the service of the Lord?
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On Monday evening, Sept. 2, the annual meeting of the Tabernacle Loan
Tract Society was held at the Tabernacle, in conjunction with the usual
prayer-meeting. The pastor presided, and presented several special requests
for prayer for various objects; and then the Society’s annual report was
read by the Hon. Secretary, Mr. F. Wood. This stated that during the past
year over four thousand families had been visited every week, and upwards
of fifty thousand of the pastor’s sermons had been circulated, with great
signs of divine approval, several interesting instances of which were
mentioned, showing that the sermons bad been blessed to the sick and
dying, the young, backsliders, and all classes of individuals, Ninety-two
districts are regularly visited by seventy ladies and twenty gentlemen, some
of whom have engaged in the work from the commencement, twelve years
ago. The secretary expressed his hearty thanks to his assistant, Mr. G.
Woods, and the Committee, for their co-operation, and announced that the
total receipts had amounted to £62 17s. 2d., and the expenditure to £57 1s.
7d. In conclusion he earnestly entreated the sympathy, help, and prayers of
all present, and stated that during the year they had been cheered by the
confessions of more than sixty souls, who had declared themselves to have
been saved by this instrumentality. Several addresses were delivered, and
two American brethren briefly and affectionately addressed the meeting.
Mr. Spurgeon seemed to be supremely happy as the instances of blessing
upon the printed sermons were mentioned one by one. Who could refrain
from praising God while listening to such gladsome tidings? We do not
know of any effort that is carried on upon such a scale for so small an
expense, and is attended with so large a blessing. In a certain town in the
north of England these sermons are lent from house to house, as loan
tracts, by the rector and his curate; and they have seen a marked blessing
following their circulation. Where ordinary tracts have been refused, or
never read the sermons have obtained a hearing.


On Tuesday evening, Sept. 17, about three hundred pastors, deacons, and
elders of the churches in the London Baptist Association partook of tea
and refreshments in the Tabernacle school-room, and after spending some
time in friendly conversation and inter-communion, met in the Lecture
Hall, for a conference upon the topic —  “The young people connected
with our churches and congregations, our duty towards them; how shall we
best discharge it?” After singing and prayer Mr. Chown, the president,
opened the conference with an admirable and exhaustive address as to our
duty towards the young in our families, our Sunday-schools, our
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congregations, and our churches, No less than sixteen brethren engaged in
the discussion, or conversation, which followed. We best remember the
striking remarks of Mr. Marsack Day, of the West, London Tabernacle,
upon Numbers 10:29-32. He showed that we should first gain the young by
making prominent the sunny side of religion and by our cheerful confidence
(verse 29), and then we should hold them by making all the use of them we
can (verse 31). There is the material for a capital sermon in this hint.
Suggestions as to Young Christians’ Bands, Children’s Prayer-meetings,
Gatherings for explaining the Doctrines, Special Juvenile Services,
Correspondence with the young by letter, Singing classes, Bands of Hope,
Mutual Improvement Societies, and other points, were both plentiful and
practical. Mr. Lyon pleaded for more care in the selection of schools for
their sons and daughters by parents of the wealthier class; and he very
rightly traced the wandering of many young men from Nonconformist
principles to their being sent to schools and colleges where other influences
are brought to bear upon them. Can men gather grapes from thistles? One
suggestion well worthy of notice was-that ministers should endeavor to
preach upon the international lessons of the Sabbath-school, in order to
help the teachers, and give unity to the teaching work of the church.


On Friday evening, Sept. 20th, the annual meeting of the Metropolitan
Tabernacle Evangelists’ Association (Mr. Elvin’s) was held in the Lecture
Hall after a numerous body of friends had partaken of tea in the
schoolroom. The pastor presided, Mr. Perkins prayed, and then the
secretary, Mr. Elvin, presented the annual report. He stated that during the
past year the members of the society had conducted 692 Sunday services,
and 1,084 services on week days: a very large amount of gospel teaching
being thus gratuitously given. The receipts from various sources amounted
to £173 10s. 21/2d.; and the expenditure for rent of halls, printing,
traveling expenses, etc., had been nearly the same, leaving a balance in
hand of £2 0s. 10d.


Addresses were delivered by the Pastor and several members of the
Association, and sacred solos were sung by Mr. Chamberlain.


We hope to give our readers a failer account of this society another time.


COLLEGE. —  During the past month seventy-four of the members of the
Tabernacle church have been formed into a separate community at James’
Grove, Peckham, under the pastoral care of our student, Mr. R. E.
Chettleboro. This makes a great gap in our membership, and we are
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praying the Lord to send us a large squadron of recruits to make up for
those we have thus lent to him. God bless the new church and multiply it!


Mr. S. B. Drake has left the College, having finished his course, and having
been accepted by Mr. J. Hudson Taylor, of the China Inland Mission. Mr.
H. J. Batts has sailed for Cape Town, in order to carry on the work for Mr.
Hamilton, who is coming home for six months to collect money for a
chapel, which is urgently needed for the worship and work of his newly-
raised church of 138 members, Cape Town has not before appealed to us,
and we hope that our friends, when the time comes, will be prompt to aid
in the needful building. The longer Mr. Hamilton can delay his appeal the
better, for just now other matters are on hand.


Mr. Gomm has removed from West Row, Mildenhall, to Canterbury Road,
Kilburn; and the following students have accepted pastorates: — Mr. C A.
Slack, Faversham, Kent; Mr. A. Mills, East Dereham, Norfolk; and Mr. W.
G. Myles, Morecambe, Lancashire.


Mr. G. W. Linnecar, one of our students, was on board the steamer
Princess Alice at the time of the fatal collision, and we are happy to say
that he escaped by climbing the funnel. He sees the hand of Providence in
his preservation, and the blind creatures who are just now railing at us
would find it difficult to persuade him to the contrary. We confess we
cannot comprehend our assailants; they have evidently newer read our
sermon. Some of them blame us for sentiments which we never expressed,
and suggest to us the very ideas which we uttered. The most of them have
no notion of what they are writing about, and can make only one thing
clear, namely, that the further off they can place the power and presence of
God the better they are pleased.


ORPHANAGE. — We take the following extract from a report, made by
order of the House of Commons, on the “Home and Cottage System of
Training and Educating the Children of the Poor,” by F. J. Mouat, Esq.,
M.D., Local Government Board Inspector, and Captain J. D. Bowly, R.E.
It is peculiarly valuable as coming from such a source, and it will, we trust,
encourage our subscribers.


“The Stockwell Orphanage.” – The Stockwell Orphanage, founded by the
Rev. C. H. Spurgeon, is an institution of a higher order than the
reformatories and pauper schools, and is not an industrial school properly
so called. It is devoted to the education and training of fatherless boys, and
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is supported entirely by voluntary contributions in money or kind. The
feature which caused us to visit it with reference to the present inquiry is
that it is based on the family system, there being eight separate houses, in
each of which resides a group of about thirty boys under the special charge
of a matron. Each house contains dormitories for the boys, and apartments
for the matron, also a lavatory, and the usual offices; but the meals are
taken in a general dining hall, and cooked in a general kitchen; an
arrangement which doubtless conduces to economy, but which is to some
extent departure from the ideal family system.


“The boys’ houses are arranged in a continuous terrace, each house being
separated from the next by a party wall as in an ordinary street, the
schoolrooms are on a third floor over a portion of the terrace, and are
commodious and airy. The standard of education is high, as one of the
avowed purposes of the institution is to get the boys ‘to take good
positions in the world.’ There is a general play-hall and swimming bath,
and it was stated to us that nearly every boy was able to swim.


“The standard of health is high; there is no general contagious disease in
the school, and infectious fevers, when they occur, are easily prevented
from spreading by early isolation, in the convenient detached infirmary
standing at the southeast end of the playground.


“The institution has been ten years at work, and the boys placed out in
situations during that time have, as a rule, turned out well.


“In many respects, this excellent school affords no ground of comparison
with pauper institutions; but the point to be specially noted is that the
family system, even in the modified form here adopted, is stated to have
been productive of undoubtedly good effects, not only as regards the
formation of individual character, but also as conducting to a high standard
of bodily health.”


We have cause for thankfulness in the escape of our excellent matron, Miss
Fairey, from the Princess Alice. We are expected to ascribe her rescue to
chance, but we shall do nothing of the kind; we shalt unite with her in
praising the name of the Lord who preserved her.


Mr. Toller, of Waterbeach, has forwarded thirty-five sacks of potatoes and
two sacks of flour as the produce of the Orphanage acre on his farm. May
the blessing of the Father of the fatherless rest upon himself and his estate.
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Did we not hear of Orphanage acres on some other farms? We thought we
did.


COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION. — Mr. Jones sends us the following notes: —  


The large increase in the number of agents at the commencement of this
year has rendoral the work of consolidation very necessary. The work of
extension has not preceded so rapidly of late as it might have done but for
this cause, and the extreme depression in trade. It is, however, cheering to
know that God is blessing the labors of the colporteurs who are at work,
and that the good seed of the kingdom is scattered by them broadcast
continually.


The following testimony, extracted from the published reports of local
associations of churches is very valuable: —  


“The Southern Association” reports. —  “Your committee have the
pleasure of recording net only the success of previous years fully
maintained, but in various respects an advance upon that. As a Christian
agency our Colportage satisfactorily stands the test of time, and meets with
growling favor from the people. This is evident from the accounts received
from the districts. Take first that of our colporteur at Lymington. Eleven
months’ work is reported, and in that period he has sold 795 Bibles,
Testaments, and Scripture portions; 4313 periodicals and bound books,
and hundreds of other small books, cards, etc. These sales have realized
£122 4s. 5d. During that time he has made 5036 visits, and distributed
some thousands of tracts; and his superintendent further reports of him that
‘he works very hard at Sway, where he continues to preach every Sunday,
and not without success. He keeps a full congregation together very well.’


After detailing the labors of two more colporteurs the, report concludes
thus —


“To sum up the work which as colporteurs these three have done who have
been continuously engaged from the time of the last annual meetings, we
have these results: In eleven months they have sold of Bibles, books, and
other publications not less than 21,000, which have realized £420: some
17,000 or 18,000 visits have been made, and many thousands of tracts
have been distributed; and, in addition, they have labored as Scripture
readers, village preachers, and in the Sunday-school your committee
cannot but reiterate, and with greater emphasis, the conviction expressed in
the report of last year, that in the extension of this agency would be found
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a wise, economical, and successful employment of the resources of our
churches.”


The Wilts and East Somerset Association report states — “The results of
the work have been exceedingly encouraging. In the five colportage
districts sales have been effected to the amount of £490 0s. 6d. The
circulation of so large a quantity of pure evangelical literature cannot but
be regarded with much pleasure by those who know the scarcity of good
books in country districts, and the difficulty of obtaining them. The work
has been too long neglected. It has been said — “The church has taught the
people to read and left the devil to find the books;’ and certainly the
partisans of error and vice have not been slow to avail themselves of the
aid of the printing press, and have shown no little zeal in the diffusion of
their productions. Now, when the power to read and the taste for reading
have become universal it is imperatively necessary to provide a suitable
supply if we would not have the influence of our Sunday-school and other
Christian organizations entirely neutralized by the pernicious literature
which abounds. Many cases of usefulness arising from the sale of books are
reported by our brethren. Thus one agent tells of an aged person, who said
to him, ‘Sir, I have received more light on spiritual things in a month by
reading this book — “The Home Beyond” — than in my whole life
before’; and of another, who, having read Dr. Mackay’s ‘Grace and Truth,’
said, ‘It has taken away my fears, and led me to a more perfect rest in
Christ, removing difficulties which I had been laboring under for years.
Thanks to you for bringing this book. Bookselling, however, is but a small
part of the work performed by our brethren. Their daily labors in the
homes of the people are of great value. All speak of visits to the sick, when
it has been their privilege to speak of Christ to those who have been
destitute of Christian society, and deprived of all gospel privileges. Then,
coming to more directly evangelistic efforts, all our brethren are preachers,
and here it is found that the one work helps the other; the colportage helps
the preaching, and the preaching helps the colportage. Our brother
Richards has been much blessed in preaching. Of sixteen persons recently
received into the fellowship of our church, six attributes their conversion to
our brother who, last March, spent a week at Bourton visiting from house
to house, and holding services every evening. This review of the extensive
and useful mature of the society’s operations may well excite our warmest
gratitude, and stimulate our utmost devotion. Let us resolve, in divine
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strength, not only to maintain the good work, but to extend it as far as
possible.”


These reports point to what our Association is new accomplishing, under
the divine blessing, in other parts of England and Wales. We have the
organization and the men, and we ask Christians, and Christian churches,
to help us within their money and their prayers.


EVANGELISTS. — Our brethren, Smith and Clarke, have been conducting a
month’s special evangelistic services in Glasgow, at the invitation of the
United Evangelistic Association. The meetings have been a marvelous
success from the very commencement; night after night the Evangelistic
Hall, which holds 2,500, was crowded; and on Sundays we are assured that
thousands were refused admission. This was the more remarkable, as our
good friend, Ned Wright, was having almost as many to hear him at the
same time; a member of the East End Training College was holding large
meetings; Mr. Henry Holloway, of Manchester, was also attracting great
crowds; and other evangelistic efforts were simultaneously prospering in
different parts of the city. May such multiplied agencies bring great and
lasting blessings to the second city of the empire. Let Glasgow flourish by
the preaching of the Word. Our evangelists, also, have done good service
amongst the children at the free breakfasts and dinners, and in other ways.
Mr. Burnham, as will be seen by his article, has been busy among the green
gardens of Kent. We have other brethren coming forward who will make
good evangelists, but the interest of God’s children in the sending forth of
such men dues not seem to be yet aroused. What better work can be
devised? Why is not the matter laid to heart?


The engagements of Messrs. Clarke and Smith are as follows: — October
6 to 10, Falmouth; October 11 to 15. Redruth; October 16 to 20, Truro;
October 21 to 22, Hayle; October 23 to 27, Penzance; November 17 to 24,
Trowbridge; November 30 to December 16, Leicester. May the divine
blessing attend the services in every place.


Correction. — In reference to the site occupied by the Bible Stand at the
Paris Exhibition, the Committee of the Monthly Tract Society write that
the ground was secured through their secretary, and that the right to use a
portion of it for a Bible Stand was purchased from them. We know nothing
of the matter, but we are always glad to give honor to whom honor is due.
We are glad to mark the holy zeal of the Monthly Tract Society. Same
800,000 of their publications have been given away at their kiosque, and
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200,000 more have been distributed in the Exhibition. As with most of
these good societies, there is a call for more funds, for the work can be
indefinitely extended. In its own sphere the Monthly Tract Society
performs much useful service.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. By Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: — August
25th, five; August 29th, thirteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1878.


CHOOSING OUR CROSSES


“I offer thee three things; choose thee one of them.” — 2 Samuel
24:12.


All God’s children are chastened, but it seldom happens that they have the
choice of the rod. No tribulation for the present seemeth to be joyous, but
grievous, but very rarely are men left to select their own tribulation so as to
have the least grievous out of three. In most cases men quarrel with their
cross; they wish it had been something else, and they tell you, “I could not
expect to be without some form of affliction, but my present distress is the
worst possible. If it had been another, then I could have borne it; but this I
cannot endure, for it cuts me to the quick.” We have before us the case of
a man of God who had in some degree the option of his trouble. We will
for awhile commune with him.


Let us begin by remarking that the choice of our affliction will not be given
to you or to me. God’s appointment, and not our choice, will determine the
form of our chastisement. We may sit down and foolishly say to ourselves,
“We would prefer our cross to be pain of body;” or, “We would sooner
enjoy health and endure poverty;” or, “We would be glad rather to suffer
reproach from the ungodly world than to be in penury; or, we would
choose to bear exile, bereavement, or hardship rather than sickness;” but
say what we will, our lot is fixed, and our whims will not alter it. In our
Father’s house we are not the head of the household, but each one of us is
a child whose place is that of obedience. The Lord reigneth and appointeth
all things. We may propose as much as we like, but his disposal rules the
day. We may sit down and sketch and scheme, but the wheels of
providence swerve not from their course to meet our wishes. We put our
hand upon the tiller of  life and declare that we will steer the vessel
according to our own mind, but there are currents which laugh at our
steering, and bear us whither we would not, and there are winds which
whirl and twist us about contrary to our devices. You may say in your
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heart, “This and that shall be;” but the counsel of the Lord shall stand, and
his eternal purpose shall be fulfilled. Wherein we are bidden to choose this
day it will be well for us wisely to make the election, but concerning our
trials it is not left for us to determine their character or form.


For a moment suppose that we had such a choice. It is ordained that we
must each carry some cross, but imagine that each one is to select for
himself: what then? The selection would assuredly be a grim and painful
task. You are called to look upon the various forms of trouble, and you are
bidden to take one of them. David has his choice of three, and he knew
enough to make him dread each one of them. First, he might choose seven
years of famine: blasted fields, withered trees, empty storehouses, woman
and children pining in agony, dropping in the streets by hundreds from
starvation, to lie there unburied, because the living were too feeble to
cover the dead; the wolf prowling; the whole land given to desolation.
David could not choose such a horror nor endure that such a scourge
should come upon his people. But the second was no better: he must flee
three months before his enemies. He had known what it was to be hunted
like a partridge upon the mountains. He knew the misery of being a
fugitive, having no rest by night or by day, but bound to keep the watch-
fires always burning, and the hand always upon the drawn sword, while the
victorious foe gave no quarter, and enacted horrors on the women and the
children. He could not bear the idea of bloodshed, for he had seen too
much of it. Nor was it less terrible that pestilence should descend with its
invisible sword, and sweep down thousands at a blow, till the grave
became gorged with dead. It was a hard hard choice; and long might a man
deliberate between the three furies of famine, war, and plague.


Now suppose, beloved Christian friend, that you stood before a similar
series of troubles at this moment, and you were asked first, “Do you
choose sickness of body?” Do not be very quick to answer “Yes,” for I
know what it is, and I cannot give it a word of commendation. What then;
shall we select poverty? Many now present could tell you that penury is
hard to bear, and is by no means a trifling evil. It is not a desirable
experience to be in doubt whence your food and raiment will come when
the morning dawns, and to be dependent upon the scant gifts of charity.
What, then, shall we select slander and reproach? These are enough to
break a strong man’s heart. Do you in any degree lean towards sickness in
the family, or do you count bereavement to be a less evil than some others?
Pause and consider before you decide. Would you be willing that the
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partner of your life should be taken from you, or that your children should
be plucked from your bosom? No, this we would not choose. If it were put
to us to select a cross we should be as painfully embarrassed as the fond
parents to whom it was offered that one of their children should be taken
for adoption. They had only ten, but the first could not go because he was
the son and heir; the second certainly could not, because she was a very
delicate little girl; the next could by no means  be spared, because she was
the image of her mother; and the next, child must remain, for he was of so
sweet, a disposition. The question passed on to the very last at the
mother’s breast, and, of course, no one would dream of its being taken
from her. There were always good arguments for keeping the whole tribe
at home. And so there is a reason why no form of the cross should be
desired; and if any one shape of trouble were spread out before a man so
that he really trader stood it, he would say, “Save me at least from that
sharp sorrow.” Thus it is plain that the choice of grief would be in itself a
grief most harassing, and we may rejoice that it is not left to us.


Next, it is more than probable that if we had a choice of our crosses we
should, each one, choose a worse than we have already. Our first instinct
would be to be rid of this one, anyhow. We are utterly weary of it, and
think that any alteration would be a change for the better. We would take
our brother’s cross right willingly. We have often envied him. We saw him
sitting in his seat on the Sabbath-day, and we heard his cheery voice at the
prayer-meeting, and we said in our heart, “Oh, that my soul were in his
soul’s stead.” Yet if we had to bear his burden and to maintain his
cheerfulness we might not be equal to the task, and might wish ourselves
back again to our quieter position and less robust appearance. It is quite
certain, brethren, that God has fitted our burdens to our backs, and our
backs to our burdens; so that no man could exchange with advantage. A
barter of trials would be a loss all round. We should few of us improve by
shifting places, and none of us by changing trials: the Lord has ordained
our inheritance for us with far more wisdom than we could possibly
manifest if we had to choose our own.


Besides this, the cross, if it became a matter of choice, would lose its main
characteristic. What is a cross, or a chastisement, or a trial, but a
something which comes athwart our wills to grieve us, and by that grief to
work our good? It is through its being contrary to our own wishes and
desires that it is a trial at all; and, therefore, if we could arrange it
according to our mind it would cease to be a chastisement. Well, therefore,
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may we be asked in Scripture, “Should it be according to thy mind”? Do
fathers give their children the choice of the rod, and leave it to their
judgment as to how or when they shall be chastised? This would simply
mean playing at chastisement, and there would be no discipline at all. It is
necessary to trial that it should not for the present be joyous, but grievous;
and the idea of making a choice of troubles would destroy the essential
characteristic of the cross, which is the crossing of our will. While it
destroyed the main ingredient of affliction it would altogether alter trial in
other essential respects; for if a person, suffers that which he chooses to
suffer, the tonic quality is taken from the medicine. I have heard of certain
nuns who have arranged to sleep in their coffins every night, the said
coffins being set in an almost upright position against the wall. Habit soon
renders the position endurable, and probably even pleasant: the
mortification of their flesh is more apparent than real. Nobody pities these
ladies for carrying out their eccentric habit, since they might lie on beds
like reasonable mortals, if they pleased. I saw near Brussels, in a
monastery, the whips with which the monks of La Trappe scourge
themselves, and I could but hope that they enjoyed the exercise, and used
the scourge right heartily. A self-imposed flagellation is a sham suffering. A
sorrow chosen is a trifle; it may readily be petted into a joy: even John
Fletcher goes so far as to sing—


“There’s nought in this life sweet,
If man were wise to see’t,


But only melancholy:
O sweetest, melancholy!”


Let those have melancholy who like it, but call it not a trial. Let us save our
tears for real sorrows, for where choice comes in the utmost gall is not in
the bitterness. If it is my own will that I should suffer, suffering does not
subdue my will nor tame my pride; but if it is of the Lord’s will that I
should bear daily pain, or poverty, or bereavement, then in taking the cup
of anguish and drinking it with patience, saying, “Thy will be done,” I
honor God and derive benefit from the grief. So you see that the choosing
of the cross would be the breaking up of the cross; why then should we
wish to have it?


Again, suppose we could choose our cross, what a responsibility it would
involve upon us, and what pain it would bring while we were bearing it.
We should be sure to say to ourselves, “What an ill choice I have made!
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This is my own choice, and I can only blame myself for it.” If the young
man upon starting in life were to say, “Of all the raisons trials which fall to
the lot of man, I have the power to select one and I do select this”; then
when it came upon him, he would cry out, “Alas, for my foolishness, I have
plunged myself into the saltest sea of all.” And then he would chide
himself, and refuse to be comforted. As it is, when the affliction comes, we
accept the will of the Supreme, and by his grace endeavor to bow before
the inevitable storm. The sight of our Father’s hand amid the tempest
supplies us with comfort, and the sweet sound of his voice saying, “It is I,
be not afraid,” sustains us amid the hurricane. When the Lord chooses the
cup and holds it to us, we drink it down in peace. We feel no responsibility
about it, but we enjoy a solid confidence that he who appointed the sorrow
will cause it to work our good.


Brethren, here are good reasons for our rejoicing that no option is given to
us. We could not envy David, but we do pity him, for it was a heavy trial
to haute an option in the matter. How sweet is the thought that our God, in
making the allotment of crosses, exercises the greatest care over us, and
the tenderest consideration for us. No father can be so judicious and gentle
as the Lord. In looking over the lives of your fellow Christians, and in
considering our own histories, we shall often be made to admire the
adaptations of the peculiar form of tribulation to the person called to
endure it. It was well that a certain trial did not happen to Melancthon, for
it would have broken his heart; but Luther was all the better for it. We can
see that it was well for Bunyan to be in prison, well for Milton to be blind,
and well for Baxter to be sick; these crosses came to the right men, and
none would wish to have made them exchange. A gardener prunes each
tree and trims each plant according to its quality. Would you have him use
his knife upon a lily as upon a rose? The comfortable fruits of
righteousness are  forth by one process in one man and by another in his
friend. “One man’s meat,” we say, “is another man’s poison,” and it is
certainly so as to afflictions. When we get to heaven it will, perhaps, be one
of our occupations to see how wisely the Lord dealt out to us all not only
our portion of meat but our pelion of medicine. This much I know: before
we reach heaven, we might almost now, if we have reached middle life,
look back and see enough about ourselves, even amid the darkness and
smoke of our unbelief and ignorance, to make us bless the Lord most
heartily for the fires of the furnace, and for the blows of the hammer, and
for the grating of the file: surely by all these hath he made us polished
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shafts for his quiver. The cross, that bitter tree, has budded, and blossomed
and brought forth fruit for us. Yes, the very cross we dreaded most has
been the most sanctified. Henceforth, then, let us be good friends with our
afflictions, accept them as they arrive, rejoice in the love which appoints
them, in the grace which comes with them, and in the growth which comes
out of them, and never let us wish to have things other than they are so far
as our Lord’s appointments are concerned. No more let us wish to choose,
or, if a choice should come, let us imitate the afflicted psalmist and say, “I
am in a great strait: let us fall now into the hand of the Lord.” Everything is
safe when it is left with God.


“TRESPASSERS BEWARE.”


A PRAYER-MEETING ADDRESS.


In proclaiming the gospel we endeavor to set forth both its fullness and its
freeness. We put up no hedge, fence, or barrier; we raise no question and
utter no prohibition, for the invitation runs thus — “Whosoever will, let
him take the water of life freely.” We sometimes meet with the opposite of
this in the world without, and the contrast serves to enhance our idea of
divine liberality. This afternoon I saw a large board, conspicuously lettered
and elaborately printed, which bore the following inscription,
“TRESPASSERS WILL BE PROSECUTED. NO DOGS ALLOWED IN THESE


WATERS.” The waters were a little miserable stagnant pond, green with
duckweed, and rite estate into which no trespassers were allowed to enter
was about a half an acre of what would have been a meadow if the grass
had not been too much trodden down. I was cheered by the reflection that
the dogs of the neighborhood must have been highly intelligent, and that
there was no need for the School Board in that region, for of course it
would have been no use to put up the notice, “No dogs allowed in these
waters,” unless the dogs could read. I have before heard of learned pigs,
but reading dogs are even more an evidence of the culture of the district.
The exclusiveness of the notice is not altogether new, but being placed so
prominently, it struck my attention.


Frequently we are warned that. “trespassers will be prosecuted,” but there
is no sentence of the gospel which breathes such a spirit. You cannot
trespass there, for the rule is, “Whosoever will, let him come.” You may
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come to the richest banquets of the gospel; you may walk up and down
through all the length and breadth of the land of promise, but you shall
never be questioned as to your right to be there, for the Lord says, “Him
that cometh unto me I will in no wise cast out.” An open door is set before
us which no man can shut, and we may enter freely. I know an hotel in a
continental town in front of which there is a fine garden, and at the gate
yon may read this notice, “Strangers not residing at this hotel are invited
to enter and enjoy the garden at all times.” Now that is generous, and
deserves all praise; it is indeed after the manner of the gospel — enter and
enjoy yourselves, “Hearken diligently unto me, and eat ye that which is
good, and let your soul delight itself in fatness.” “Come in, thou blessed of
the Lord, wherefore standest thou without?”


The Lord draws men to him with the cords of a man, and with the bands of
love, but he never did drive a soul from him yet, and he never will. So long
as this dispensation of grace shall last, no trespassers can ever be found on
the domain of grace, for all who come are invited guests. The Queen
permits cerium favored persons to drive through her private park, but the
Lord sets the gate of mercy open to all comers and gives all believers a
golden key which will admit them at all hours to his own palace. Who then
will refuse to come?


The board also said, “No dogs allowed in these waters.” But no such
intimation is given concerning the living waters of divine grace, for the
poorest dog of a sinner that ever lived may come to drink, and swim, and
wash here. No doubt it is advisable to keep dogs out of little shallow pools,
for the water would soon become defiled, and the cattle would refuse it;
but we do not need to preserve a great river, and no one cares to put up a
notice informing the dogs that they may not wash in the sea, because there
is no fear whatever that however many dogs may come they will ever
pollute old Father Thames or defile the boundless sea. Where there is
infinite abundance there may well be unlimited freeness. The vilest dog of a
sinner that ever ate the crumb which fell from the Master’s table is invited
to plunge into the river of the water of life, which is clear as crystal still,
though thousands of uncircumcised and defiled lips have drunk of it, and
myriads of foul souls have been washed whiter than snow in its streams.
“Come and welcome, come and welcome,” is the note which sounds from
Calvary, from the wounds of the expiring Savior; yea, it sweetly comes
upon mine ear from the lips of the glorified Christ, who sits at the right
hand of the Father. “Let him that is athirst come. And whosoever will, let
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him take the water of life freely.” No one can be an intruder when the call
is so unconditional, and whoever tries to keep any sinner back is doing the
devil’s work. They are trespassers who keep away from Jesus, and not
those who come to him. Some are afraid that they would be presumptuous
should they believe on the Lord Jesus, but presumption lies in the opposite
direction: it is the worst of presumption to dare to question the love of
God, the efficacy of the blood of atonement, and the saving power of the
Redeemer. Cease from such proud questionings, and trust in Jesus.


Come hither, bring thy boding fears,
Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears;


‘Tis mercy’s voice salutes thine ears —
O trembling sinner, come.


C.H.S


NOTES


Who is the Apostate? A Passover Story. Translated from the German, by
Rev. ADOLPH SAPHIR, B.A. London: The Religious Tract Society.


A CHARMING little story, designed to show to the Jews the danger of
allowing the Rationalist to explain away the personality of Jehovah, or the
orthodox Jew to deny the Son of David. In quarters where Pantheism is the
fashionable belief, or where a trust in ordinances is looked upon as the way
of salvation, this clever little tractate will provide an antidote. Its brevity
will ensure its being read where larger works would be cast aside. The style
is fascinating, clear, convincing: the pages full of Scripture proof handled
with profound reverence. May many a Jew be turned into “an Israelite
indeed” through the reading of this book.


The Church: an Essay. By ARTHUR PRIDHAM. James Nisbet and Co., 21,
Berners-street.


A LABORED, and in some respects ingenious, attempt is here made to show
that the term church in the Scriptures is not of different applications as to
particular churches, or to the number of the redeemed at any one time on
the earth, or to those who have entered into rest, or to the completion of
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the redeemed at the last day, but is limited in its meaning to the saints both
of the advent of the Lord. That this is one meaning of the term church we
admit, and so far as it serves the purpose of the author in refuting the
notion of any essential and permanent distinction between the saints of the
Old and New Testament we agree with his design; but we do not regard
this as the sole meaning of the term church in the Scriptures.


The Battle of Unbelief. By Rev. GAVIN CARLYLE, M.A. Hodder and
Stoughtnn.


A SERIES of papers designed to show the fallaries upon which the
opposition to the supernatural in religion rests. The papers are calculated
to be useful to studious minds in exposing the cool assumptions of the
rationalistic school. The author’s word is not like a fire, but like the
hammer that breaketh the rock into pieces. The third paper in the series on
“The inner harmony between the Old and New Testament” is powerful and
conclusive; and is, perhaps, the best of all. On the whole we should say, if
you wish to be entertained or amused, do not buy this book; but if you
want good tough Scotch theology, with a large share of philosophy,
unrelieved by a single gleam of the imaginative, this is the right sort of
reading for you. The work is so printed as to allow of marginal notes being
made ad libitum.


NOTES


On Wednesday Evening, Sept. 25, a large number of friends assembled at
the Tabernacle to bid public farewell to our colored brethren, Messrs.
Johnson and Richardson, and their wives, who will very soon be on their
way to Africa to preach the everlasting gospel among those of their own
race. During their stay with us they have endeared themselves to us all, and
have won a very high place in our esteem by their genuine piety, their
unaffected simplicity, and their sincere desire to qualify themselves for their
great work. We never remember having met with any of their countrymen
in whom we had such unbounding confidence as in these good men; and
though they go forth from us to a distant land they will always abide in our
kindest memories. May the Baptist Missionary Society find in them able
heralis of the cross, and may Ethiopia soon stretch forth her hands unto
God. Other brethren in the College are thinking upon Africa, and from all
we can see there will be no lack of men for missionaries; but the Christian
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Church must take care to provide the means for their sustenance. Mr.
Johnson will be supported by the Baptist Mission, but Mr. Richardson
wishes to remain free, that he may, if the Lord will, pioneer into regions
beyond. Of course, he must live, and we shall be glad to unite with others
in assisting to provide for him from time to time, us we see how the work
proceeds.


On Monday evening, Sept. 30, our beloved brother in the Lord, Mr. J.
Hudson Taylor, came again to the Tabernacle to seek the prayers of the
church for another party of  seven friends who were about to sail for
China, in connection with The China Inland Mission. These were Mr. and
Mrs. Stott, who have been home for a needful rest; and Miss Mitchell,
Miss Snow, Miss Muller, and the Misses E. and F. Boyd, who are going
out for the first time. We were very glad to see so many of our sisters
setting out for the land where millions are perishing, but we regretted that
they were not accompanied by an equal number of brethren. Can it be that
our young men have less of the missionary spirit than is poured out on the
daughters of the church? We trust that this is not the case. Christian
women are greatly needed in “The Celestial Empire,” but so are Christian
men.


We commend to all our brethren, and sisters, the earnest appeal of Mr.
Taylor and Mr. Stott for more laborers not only in China proper, but also
in Turkestan, Cabul, Thibet Mongolia, and other dark parts of Asia, where
there are millions of people without a single witness for Christ. No mission
so fully meets our ideas as that of Mr. Hudson Taylor. He is an apostolic
man, and he has gathered around him men and women of a choice spirit,
full of real faith in God, and determined to get at the Chinese in some way
or other. Mr. Taylor evidently cares less for scholarship than for grace; and
we note in all his brethren who address our meetings that there is no
attempt at polish, but an abundance of practical common sense, a hearty
belief in the gospel, and a full conviction that the Lord will bless it to the
conversion of the heathen. Mr. Stott, a brother who has lost a leg, spoke to
the audience at the Tabernacle in such a manner upon his various
providential deliverances, that his testimony confirmed the faith of us all. A
smile passed over the audience when, alluding to his loss of a limb, he said
that it did not matter, for he never meant to run away.


BOOK FUND. Mrs. Spurgeon has now closed her special distribution to
Irish pastors, all the special amount having been expended and much more.
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Applications from poor ministers of all denominations are still pouring in,
and as fast as a sickly frame enables the work to he done the much valued
parcels of books are sent out. The famine for mental food is still sore in the
land. Very touching are many of the letters. The Lord has a faithful, self —
denying band of ministers among us, and they ought to be supplied with
books, out of which they may feed their flocks. This good work must not
flag. Can we allow it to do so?


COLLEGE, When we referred in a recent number of our magazine to the
deaths of three of our brethren, we little thought that the next one would
be our young friend James J. Mead, who only accepted the pastorate at
Eceles, near Manchester, last June. Yet so it is; at the early age of twenty-
one, just as we thought he was prepared to commence his life’s work, it is
all over, and he has been called home. lie was a gracious young man,
beloved of all below, and ripe for the service above. Who will step in to fill
up this gap in our ranks?


During the past month Mr. J. Clark has left us to continue his studies at
Glasgow University, and Mr. W. Seaman has accepted an invitation to
New Quay, Cornwall. Mr. H. Kidher has removed from Mumbles,
Swansea, to Minchinhampton, Gloucestershire, and Mr. T. Wheatley has
become co-pastor with the Rev. G. Gould, Dunstable, Beds.


We have an extremely large number of applicants for the College: men are
eager to enter upon the work of the Lord. At the same time we have no
men in the College beyond their time, but on the contrary find it difficult to
supply the churches wishing for students. There is, therefore, great need to
maintain the College in full working order, and we do not intend to slacken
in anything. We lay out our whole life in the Master’s cause, and we trust
we shall find fellow-helpers who will find money while we supply labor and
thought.


EVANGELISTS. Our brethren, Smith and Clarke, have been down in
Cornwall for the greater part of the last month. From Falmonth comes a
very delightful letter flora J. Douglas, pastor, in which, after mentioning
the crowds and the conversions, he adds: —


“Suffice it to say that I never saw Calvinistic truth better handled in gospel
meetings than it is by Mr. Clarke. He goes in for a whole salvation, a
salvation that covers the future as well as the present, with a decision that I
never saw even distantly approached in evangelistic work. Not only does
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Mr. Clarke set forth the gospel in a way that excludes all legalism from the
time present, but which equally decisively rids the King’s highway of it all
the way through.”


Redruth seems to have taken fire, and all denominations felt the glowing
heat. Out of several letters we select that of Mr. Kench, the esteemed
minister of the United Methodist Free Church.


“Redruth, Cornwall, Oct. 15, 1878.


“Rev. and Dear Sir, — You will, I am sure, pardon me for troubling you
with, this letter, but I feel that you should be informed of the good work
doing in this town and district by means of your evangelists, as they are
called, Messrs Smith and Clarke. From Falmouth I hear of glorious things
being accomplished in the name of Jesus, but I wish to say a word with
reference to this town and their work in it.


Before they came your minister, the Rev. Mr. Abraham, applied to me for
the use of our chapel, which will hold near 2000 persons, and our trustees
in the most cheerful manner said Yes, and on Friday evening they began
their labors, when, notwithstanding it being market day, some seven or
eight hundred persons came together. On Saturday the number was
increased, but on Sunday afternoon Mr. Smith conducted a children’s
service when some 2500 children and adults filled the chapel in every part.
The address was most interesting and powerful Last evening the chapel
was again filled, and at the prayer-meeting several persons sought and
found Christ. Throughout the whole of the services held in our chapel (all
of which I have attended) there has been a moss powerful influence
pervading the meetings. We are greatly cursed in this town by what is
called ‘ modern thought,’ and this makes us the more grateful for your
evangelists, who stand boldly in ‘ the old paths,’ and with great faithfulness
and power’ warn every man’ of the danger to which sin has exposed him. I
hear that the other services which were held in the Baptist chapel were
crowded, and an overflow meeting was held in the Druid’s Hall, which was
also packed, each service being full of God.”


We cannot refrain from adding part of a deeply interesting letter from Mr.
Abraham, the Baptist pastor of Redruth, who is unfortunately obliged to
leave on account of health. We feel sure that he would be a great
acquisition to some vacant church where the climate would be more
suitable, The whole letter is most cheering, but space forbids our giving it
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all. Our friends who are acquainted with the book of hymns entitled
“Flowers and Fruits” will appreciate the allusions to the various songs in
the paragraphs about the descent into the mine: — ..


“Mr. Clarke’s sermon on the well-worn text, ‘Escape for thy life,’ on
Tuesday evening seemed to come with the freshness and force of a
heavenly inspiration. Then, and often at the other services, my heart sent
up almost involuntary (but by no means unwilling) cries to God for his
blessing upon the gospel which was so dearly set forth, and my experience
was like to that of many others. It seemed marvelous to us all that any
could hear the truth so eloquently spoken and so expressively sung, and
continue in the service of the father of lies. On the Sunday, morning and
evening, Brother Clarke preached in our chapel to as many people as the
place could contain; and in the evening a neighboring hall was opened, and
Brother Smith had it thronged with those who were eager to hear his triple
endeavors to bring the good news to their hearts — by cornet, sermon, and
song. The service for children, conducted by Mr. Smith, on Sunday
afternoon, will never be forgotten by those who were present. The sight
itself still lingers like a beautiful vision in my brain; and that the racy
illustrative address went ‘ home’ was evident by the happy, eager,
interested faces of the children. All the schools of the town were with us,
and there must have been between 2000 and 3,000 individuals packed in
the building. We are exceedingly grateful to the United Methodists for so
willingly lending us their beautiful and spacious chapel, and to the Rev. T.
Kench for the hearty and invaluable assistance which he gave. I have as yet
said nothing about the spiritual results, but they have been uppermost in my
mind all the time I have been writing. They have been exceedingly
cheering, and of course they form our chief source of joy. ‘We are not
letting the work cease: I preached in my own chapel on Wednesday night,
and it was a difficult matter to get the people to go home. Indeed, the place
was not clear till half-past eleven; and then five or six who had come
sorrowing because of their sins went away rejoicing in Christ as their sin-
bearer and risen Lord. The work has been a weariness to the flesh, but a
strengthening to the spirit; and, although I am feeling almost ‘ done,’ it is
nevertheless a blessed thing to be fatigued and worn in such a glorious
cause. Last night I assisted Mr. Kench in a service at his place. By the
coming of Messrs. Clarke and Smith I am able to understand more fully
than ever I could before how ‘ both he that soweth and he that reapeth may
rejoice together.’ I now regret the necessity for my removal more than
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ever, but I am very hopeful for the success of the next servant of the
Master who shall labor here.


“Before the brethren left for Truro on Wednesday, we paid a visit to the
East Poole tin and copper mine. After looking about for an hour above
ground we commenced preparations for a trip below. The process of
dressing in miners’ costume was an exceedingly interesting one. After a
considerable amount of stitching and lacing we succeeded in
accommodating a suit to Smith’s bulky form; and if you could have seen us
when thoroughly equipped you would certainly have thought that some of
the Pastors’ College students were prepared for rough work. Two captains
accompanied us, and we all wore veritable Mambrino’s helmets, on each of
which a piece of moistened clay did duty for a candlestick. Spare candles
were attached to the buttons of our jackets. When all was ready we
marched across the yard to the shafts, to descend. Having taken our place
in the  gig, a two-storied cage, three in each compartment, we commenced
the descent: down, down, down — through one hundred and fifty fathoms
of blackness, We tried to sing, and I have a shrewd suspicion that we did
so for the purpose of keeping our spirits up while our bodies were going
down; but the ‘Flowers and Fruits’ were not in a congenial atmosphere,
and required much forcing before they flourished. Smith commenced with,
‘‘Tis the good old way, By our fathers trod,’ but we could not get; on with
that, although a party of young miners might have used the words, for their
fathers had to tread the way upon ladders before the gig came into use. ‘
So near to the Kingdom’ was unpleasantly suggestive, while ‘ Heavenward
I wend my way,’ and ‘ We’ll journey together to Zion, That beautiful city
of light,’ seemed peculiarly inappropriate. At last we started, ‘ I feel like
singing all the time,’ and only ceased our song when the carriage stopped.
Then our underground ramble commenced, during which we did not sing ‘
How beautiful upon the Mountains.’ With one captain before, and the ether
behind way we went, groping along by the solid granite walls, crawling
through narrow passages, climbing ever heaps of debris; now knocking our
heads, or rather hats, and giving ourselves the opportunity of singing ‘ Our
lamps are gone out, and the daylight is past’; and now standing in uge
caverns from which the precious metals have been removed to enrich
those, who dwell above. Thirty fathoms deeper we went by the aid of
ladders placed at every conceivable angle; until we had I reached a depth of
one thousand and eighty feet below the surface, and stood among the
foundations of the everlasting hills. Ever and anon we were startled by the
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bang and rumble and roar of the blastings, and partially suffocated by the
smoke. (Captain Bishop promises to suspend blasting operations, and get
the mine clear of smoke, if ever he should have the pleasure of taking the
President where he conducted the students.) The pitmen hailed our arrival
with evident joy; and, when we sat in the midst of a swarthy group, the
singing by Mr. Smith of ‘ Always cheerful, always cheerful! Sunshine all
around we see,’ did not seem to be at all unsuitable; for there was a
brightness about the brown faces of the men, which seemed almost to
eclipse the dull glimmer of their candles, like the clear light of open day.
After spending a little time in prayer we commenced our upward climb,
and we shall not he likely to forget the candlelighted group of sturdy
follows who stood at the one hundred and fifty fathoms level to see us take
our places in the gig and start for ‘ grass ‘ again. Clarke nearly fell into an
ugly chasm while we were. below, and during the ascent he was very quiet;
but when the first gleams of daylight came to us down the shaft we all
joined in singing heartily, ‘ Happy day, happy day.’ We were soon able to
sing, ‘ Sweetest fellowship we know In the light,’ — with a suggestive
emphasis. upon the ‘sweetest.’ Having employed the sun to make a record
of our adventure we were soon able to resume our original characters, and
although we enjoyed the trip immensely, not one of us was desirous of
being anything more than an amateur miner.”


Mr. Burnham, our other evangelist, has had good meetings during the past
month at Sandy, Blunham, Ridgmount, Cranfield, Shefford, and Stotfold,
Beds; and is engaged from Nov. 3 to 8, Bexley Heath; Nov. 10 to 15,
Sevenoaks and Eynslord; Nov. 17 to 22, Woolwich; Dec. 2 to 15, Bower
Chalk, near Saltsbury; Dec. 30, Southampton. Application for his services
on any vacant evenings should, be made to C. H. Spurgeon, Nightingale
Lane, Balham. S.W.


We have received the following report from the pastor of the Baptist
church at Sandy, Mr. Thos. Voysey: —


“The Baptist cause here and the village generally have been much benefited
by tee visit of Mr. J. Burnham. His calm and earnest appeals with the
touching gospel melodies sung with pathetic power, assisted by his ‘
American Organ,’ have gone home to the hearts of the numbers who
crowded to hear him, leaving a lasting impression for good on the minds of
very many. Truly his mission has been a season of refreshing to pastor and
people.”
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We have abounding evidence that our three brethren are most efficiently
serving the churches. Our only trouble about the matter is that as yet no
one seems moved to help us in the effort to any extent, for as will be seen
by our accounts only £13 has been given to us during the month for a work
so extensive and so needed. Still, we cannot believe that the Lord will leave
the work to pine for funds.


ORPHANAGE. The quarterly meeting of the collectors was held at the
Orphanage on Friday evening, Oct. 4, when about £100 was brought in to
help the funds of the institution. This is a smaller amount than usual, but
we suppose many of our friends are keeping their boxes and cards until
they have collected larger sums. How much more might be done if more
people would become collectors! we would gladly forward boxes of books,
We had quite a Scotch evening in the boys’ play hall. The Pastor and his
son Charles gave an account of their summer holiday in Scotland, several
Scotch views were shown with the aid of the dissolving view lanterns, and
Scotch melodies were sung by the boys and other kind friends, who
enabled Mr. Charlesworth to make up a thoroughly enjoyable program, We
were glad to convey to Mr. Macgregor the hearty thanks of the trustees fur
the help he has rendered by addressing the tads at the Orphanage on
Sunday evenings for so long a time. Excellent speeches were given by Mr.
J. M. Smith, Mr. Charlesworth, and Mr. A. G. Brown, who could not think
of any better way of spending a holiday of two days than by visiting the
Tabernacle and its associated institutions. A true-yoke fellow is our
beloved friend.


Our choir of boys have made an excursion to the north, holding meetings
at Middlesbrough, Stockton, Newcastle, and Bradford. We had hoped to
give details of their journey; but we must be content to epitomize all by
saying that everybody was kind to the boys, and that we desire to tender
our personal thanks for the noble help which the institution has received
from many generous hands. We are elton bowed to the earth by the
affectionate respect which is shown to us, and by the love shown to our
boys for our sake. We receive enough abuse to crush a man’s spirit, and
more than sufficient love to make him alive again. Some good people write
with pious horror to know if the organist at Leeds did really play such and
such a tune upon our entering the, hall. We have no doubt he did, for the
papers say so. But really it is too bad to blame us for that. We neither
bought it, nor sought it, nor thought it, and if excessive kindness did
commit an indiscretion when intending only a hearty welcome, it; ought not
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to be visited upon our head, nor we think upon any other. But to return to
our orphans, they brought home a noble sum for the Orphanage, and they
are ready to go out again on the same terms. The pleasure which it; gives
their audiences to hear them sing, and the pleasure which we receive from
seeing the Orphanage helped, make these singing trips a happy feature in
the Orphanage work. Our deep gratitude is due to Mr. Charlesworth, who
conducts these excursions with great enthusteem and sound sense.


Correction. — We regret that in our notes last month we understated the
amount of produce of Mr. Toller’s “Orphanage Acre” at Waterbeach. It
should have been 35 sacks of potatoes and 3 sacks of flour (not 2).


THE TWENTY-FIFTH ANNIVERSARY OF MR. SPURGEON’S MINISTRY. —
The committee earnestly call attention to the circular inserted in last
month’s magazine. They have received several small amounts, besides one
promise of 15250 and another of £50. It is obvious that if the presentation
is to be made in January there must be a strong effort made within the next
few weeks. It would spoil the intent of the testimonial if it became difficult
to raise it. The object is the support of the aged members of the church in
the Almshouses; it is at Mr. Spurgeon’s own desire that the object was
selected, and the committee trust that the £5,000 which is needed will be
readily forthcoming.


T. H. Olney and Thomas Greenwood,
Treasurers, Metropolitan Tabernacle,
Newington Butts.


Bazaar goods of all kinds will be thankfully received. The bazaar will
commence on Tuesday, December 30.


Mr. Spurgeon’s son Thomas is expected home on the last day of October
or first of November, in good health.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, by Mr. J. A. Spurgeon: —
September 30th, fifteen; October 3rd, fifteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER, 1878.


WINDOWS IN SERMONS


QUAINT Thomas Fuller says “reasons are the pillars of the fabric of a
sermon;’ but similitudes are the windows which give the best light.” The
comparison is very happy and suggestive, and therefore we will build up a
little temple of discourse under its direction.


The chief reason for the construction of windows in a house is, as Fuller
says, to let in light; and parables, similes, and metaphors are to be used
with that purpose. Hence we use them to illustrate our subject, or, in other
words, to “brighten it with light,” for that is Dr. Johnson’s literal rendering
of the word illustrate. Often when didactic speech fails to enlighten our
hearers, we may make them see our meaning by opening a window and
letting in the pleasant light; of analogy. To every preacher of righteousness
as well as to Noah there comes the direction, “A window shalt thou make
in the ark.” You may go round about with laborious definitions and
explanations and yet leave your hearers in the dark, but a thoroughly
suitable metaphor will wonderfully clear the sense. Even the close cell of
the convict has its little grated opening, why should our people be
altogether immured in solid walls of dullness? There should, if possible, be
one good metaphor even in the shortest address, even as Ezekiel, in his
vision of the temple, saw that even to the little chambers there were
windows suitable to their size. We have no ambition to be obscure, and yet
certain preachers are dangerously near it. Lycophron declared that he
would hang himself if he found a person who could understand his poem
entitled “The Prophecy of Cassandra”; happily, no one arose to drive the
poet to such a misuse of good timber: we think we could find brethren in
the ministry who might with almost equal impunity run the same risk in
connection with their sermons.


Windows greatly add to the pleasure and agreeableness of a habitation, and
so do illustrations make a sermon pleasurable and interesting. A
windowless chamber attracts no one. Our congregations hear us with
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pleasure when we give them a fair measure of imagery: when an anecdote
is being told they rest, take breath, and give play to their imaginations, and
thus prepare themselves for the sterner work which lies before them in
listening to our profounder expositions. Even the little children open their
eyes and ears, and a smile brightens up their faces; for they, too, rejoice in
the light which streams in through our windows. We dare say they often
wish that our sermons were nothing else but illustrations, even as the boy
desired to have a cake made all of plums, but that must not be, for reasons
good and numerous. There is a happy medium, and we must keep to it by
making our discourse pleasant hearing but not a mere pastime.


Every architect will tell you that he looks upon his windows as an
opportunity for introducing ornament into his design. A pile may be
massive, but it cannot be pleasing if it is not in due degree broken up with
windows and other details. The palace of the popes at Avignon is an
immense structure, and might have been made an imposing edifice, but its
windows are so very few that it resembles a colossal prison, and suggests
nothing of what a palace should be. Sermons need to be broken up, varied,
decorated, and enlivened; and nothing can do this so well as the
introduction of types, emblems, and instances. Of course ornament is not
the main point to be considered, but still many little excellences go to make
up perfection, and this is one of the many, and therefore it should not, be
overlooked. When wisdom built her house she hewed out her seven pillars
for glory and for beauty as well as for the support of the structure; and
shall we think that the meanest, hovel is good enough for “the beauty of
holiness”: Truth is a king’s daughter, and her raiment should be of wrought
gold; her house is a palace, and it should be adorned with “windows of
agate and gates of carbuncle.”


Illustrations tend to enliven and quicken the attention of an audience.
Windows, when they will open, which, alas, is not often the case in our
places of worship, are a great blessing, by refreshing and reviving the
audience with a little pure air, and enlivening the poor mortals who have
been rendered, sleepy by the stagnant atmosphere of the meeting-house. A
window should, according to its name be a wind door, and admit the wind
to refresh the audience; even so an original figure, a noble. image, a quaint
comparison, a rich allegory, should open upon the hearers a stream of
happy thought, which will pass over them like a life-giving breeze, arousing
them from their apathy, and quickening their faculties to receive the truth.
Those who are accustomed to the soporific sermonizings of dignified
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divines would marvel greatly if they could see the enthusiasm and lively
delight with which congregations listen to speech through which there
blows a breeze of happy, natural illustration. Arid as a desert are many
volumes of discourses which are to be met with upon the booksellers’ dust-
covered shelves, but if in the course of a thousand paragraphs they contain
a single simile, it; is the oasis of the Sahara, and serves to keep the reader’s
soul alive. In fashioning a discourse think little of the bookworm, which
will be sure of its portion of meat, however dry your doctrine, but have
pity upon those living souls immediately around you, who must find life in
and by your sermon, or they will never find it at all. If some of your hearers
sleep, they will of necessity wake up in hell.


While we thus commend illustrations for necessary uses, it must be
remembered that they are, not the strength of a sermon any more than a
window is the strength of a house; and for this reason, among others, they
should not be too numerous. Too many openings for light may seriously
detract from the stability of a building. A glass house is not the most
comfortable of abodes? and, besides suffering from other inconveniences, it
is very tempting to stone-throwers. When a critical adversary attacks our
metaphors he makes short work of them. To friendly minds images are
arguments, but to opponents they are opportunities for attack; the enemy
climbs up by the window. Comparisons are swords with two edges which
cut, both ways; and frequently what seems a sharp and telling illustration
may be wittily turned against you, so as to cause a laugh at your expense:
therefore do not rely upon your metaphors and parables.


Nor is this the only reason for practicing moderation in illustration. A
volume is all the better for engravings, but a scrap-book which is all
woodcuts is usually intended for the use of little children. Our house
should be built with the substantial masonry of doctrine upon the deep
foundation of inspired truth; its pillars should be of marble, and every stone
should be carefully laid in its place; and then the windows should be ranged
in due order,  three rows,” if we will, “light against light,” like the house of
the forest of Lebanon. But the house is not to be built for the sake of the
windows, nor the sermon arranged with the view of getting in a favorite
apologue: for the window is not the object for which the house is built, but
merely a convenience subordinate to the entire design. Our building is
intended to last, and is meant for every-day use, and hence it must not be
all crystal and color. We miss our way altogether, as gospel ministers, if we
aim at flash and display.
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It is impossible to lay down a rule as to how much adornment shall be
found in each discourse; every man must judge for himself on that matter.
True taste in dress could not be readily defined, yet every one knows what
it is: and there is a literary and spiritual taste which should be displayed in
the measuring out of tropes and figures in every public speech. “Ne quid
nimis” is a good caution. Do not be too eager to garnish and adorn. Some
men seem never to have enough of metaphors, each one of their sentences
must be a flower. They compass sea and land to find a fresh piece of
colored glass for their windows, and they break down the walls of their
discourses to let in superfluous ornaments, till their productions rather
resemble a fantastic grotto than a house to dwell in. Our law, I believe, in
the days of the taxing, allowed eight windows free from duty, and we
might also exempt a “few, that is, eight,” metaphors from criticism, but
more than that ought to be taxed heavily.


It is a suggestive fact that the tendency to abound in metaphor and
illustration becomes weaker as men grow older and wiser. Perhaps this
may, in a measure, be ascribed to the decay of their imagination; but it also
occurs at the same time as the ripening of their understanding. Some
speakers may use fewer figures of necessity, because they do not come to
them as aforetime, but this is not always the case. I know that men with
great facility in imagery find it less needful to employ that faculty now than
in their earlier days, for they have the ear of the people, and they are
solemnly in earnest to fill that ear with instruction as condensed as they can
make it. When you begin with a people who have not heard the gospel, and
whose attention you have to win, you can hardly go too far in the use of
figure and metaphor. Our Lord Jesus Christ used very much of it; indeed,
“without a parable spake he not unto them,” because they were not;
educated up to the point at which they could profitably hear pure didactic
truth: but when the Holy Ghost had been given the parables became few,
and the saints were plainly taught of God. When Paul was sent to speak or
write to the churches in his epistles he employed very few parables,
because he addressed those who were more advanced, and more willing to
learn. As the Christian mind advanced, the style of teaching became less
figurative, and more plainly doctrinal. This should teach us wisdom, and
suggest that we are to be bound by no hard and fast rules, but should use
more or less of any mode of teaching, according to our own condition and
that of our people.
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Out of this last point comes the further remark, that illustrations are best
when they are natural, and grow out of the subject. They should be like
those well-arranged windows which are evidently part of the plan of a
structure, and not inserted as an after thought, or for mere adornment. The
cathedral of Milan inspires my mind with extreme admiration; it always
appears to me as if it must have grown out of the earth like a colossal tree,
or rather like a forest of marble. From its base to its loftiest pinnacle every
detail is a natural outgrowth, a portion of a well-developed whole, essential
to the main idea: indeed, part and parcel of it. Such should a sermon be; its
exordium, divisions, arguments, appeals, and metaphors should all spring
out of itself; nothing should be out of living relation to the rest. It should
seem as if nothing could be added without being an excrescence, and
nothing taken away without inflicting damage. There should be flowers in a
sermon, but they should be the flowers of the soil; not dainty exotics,
evidently imported with much care from a distant land, but the natural up-
springing of a life natural to the holy ground on which the preacher stands.
The figures of speech should be congruous with the matter of the
discourse: a rose upon an oak would be out of place, and a lily springing
flora a poplar would be unnatural; everything should be of a piece, and
have a natural relationship to the rest.


Elaboration into minute points is not commendable. God’s altar of old was
to be made of earth, or of unhewn stone, “for,” said the word,


“If thou, lift up thy tool upon it, thou hast polluted it.” Exodus
20:25.


A labored, artificial style, and especially a style full of ornament, upon
which the graver’s tool has left abundant marks, is more consistent with
human pleadings in courts of law, or in the forum or in the senate, than
with prophetic utterances delivered in the name of God and for the
promotion of his glory. Our Lord’s parables were as simple as tales for
children, and as naturally beautiful as the lilies which sprang up in the
valleys where he taught the people. He borrowed no legend from the
Talmud, nor fairy tale from Persia, neither fetched he his emblems from
beyond the sea, but he dwelt among his own people, and talked of common
things in homely style, as never man spake before, and yet as any observant
man should speak. His parables were like himself and his surroundings; and
were never strained, fantastic, pedantic, or artificial. Let us imitate him, for
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we shall never find a model more complete, or more suitable for the
present age.


Opening our eyes, we shall discover abundant imagery all around. As it is
written, “The word is nigh thee,” so also is the analogy of that worn near at
hand: —


“All things around me whate’er they be
That I meet is the chance may come,


Have a voice and a speech in them all —
Birds that hover, and bees that hum,


The beast of the field or the stall;
The trees, leaves rushes, and grasses;


The rivulet running away;
The bird of the air as it passes:


Or the mountains that motionless stay;
And yet those immovable masses


Keep changing, as dreams do, all day. F9


There will be little need to borrow from the recondite mysteries of human
art, nor to go deep into the secrets of science, for in nature golden
illustrations lie upon the surface, and the purest is that which is uppermost
and most readily discerned. Of natural history in all its branches we may
well say, “the gold of that land is good”; the illustrations famished by
every-day phenomena seen by the ploughman and the wagoner are the very
best which earth can yield. An illustration is not like a prophet, for it has
most honor in its own country; and those who have oftenest seen the
object are those who are most gratified by the figure drawn from it.


It is scarcely necessary to add that illustrations must never be low or mean.
They may not be high-flown, but they should always be in good taste. They
may be homely, and yet chastely beautiful; but rough and coarse they never
should be. A house is dishonored by having dirty windows, with panes
cobwebbed and begrimed, and here and there patched with brown paper,
or stuffed up with rags: such windows are the insignia of a hovel rather
than a house. About our illustrations there must never be even the slightest
trace of taint; nor the suspicion of anything that would shock the most
delicate modesty. We like not that window out of which Jezebel is looking.
Like the bells upon the horses, our lightest expressions must be holiness
unto the Lord. Of that which suggests the groveling and the base we may
say with the apostle, “Let it not be once named among you, as becometh
saints.” That which is vulgar and questionable our pure minds should
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earnestly avoid. We will gather our flowers always and only from
Emmannel’s land, and Jesus himself shall be their savor and sweetness; so
that when he lingers at the lattice to hear us speak of himself lie may say,
“Thy lips, O my spouse, drop as the honeycomb: honey and milk are under
thy tongue.” C. H. S.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD OF COMBAT WITH SIN AND OF
LABOR FOR THE LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1879


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every  one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the I trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17, 18
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PREFACE


A CONTEMPORARY remarks, “This is an eventful year for Mr. Spurgeon,”
and his words are true. The reader must forgive us if in our own magazine
we become autobiographical, and rehearse the story of the year 1879, in its
hearings upon the work which has found a center in the Tabernacle. Its
earliest, hours saw the Pastor a prisoner, unable to rise from the bed of
pain, but meanwhile his ever faithful people were busy in creating a
memorial of the Lord’s mercy to him and to them during their happy union
of twenty-five years. Love was busy in a thousand ways, having its sweets.
A bazaar upon an enormous scale was carried out with enthusiasm, and
was in all respects a very wonderful success. Never can we forget, the
fervent affection displayed by an array of friends to one whose only
justification for receiving such love lies in the fact that he loves in return.


The Pastor himself, much against his own wishes, was compelled to take a
furlough of three months, during which his pain of body ceased, his spirits
revived, and his mind recovered from a pressure which had somewhat
overpowered it. The demands made upon head and heart by ministering to
so great a congregation, and superintending so many forms of Christian
work, will never be known except to him who feels them, and it is no
wonder that sometimes the strain is too great, and mind and spirit sink into
painful depression, from which there is no recovery but by rest.


We returned in April. The Conference of ministers who had been educated
in the Pastors’ College met in May, and it was a joyous occasion. The
presence and power of God were manifestly felt, and the meetings were
consequently full of life and enthusiasm. The number of men who have
passed through the College is 548, and of these 432 remain actually in the
field and in the Baptist ministry. From the first we have given as good an
education as the exigencies of the times allowed, but as the demand for
ministers is not now so pressing, and the supply of students is also larger,
we have been able to allow our young brethren a longer term of study, and
the majority of them now remain for three years instead of two. We have
never deserved the reproach of lowering the standard of ministerial
education, for we bid out our life to raise it. We hope soon to sweep away
the last rag or reason for the charge. The gospel and the Holy Spirit are
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with us far before human culture, but, when we have these, the more a man
knows the better.


Soon after the Conference our beloved people presented us with a
testimonial of £6,223 10s. 5d, which we had great pleasure in handing ever
to trustees for the Lord’s work. Thus our Almshouses are now endowed,
so that the support, of the aged sisters will never become a burden to the
church. For this to be accomplished as a deed of love is pleasant beyond
expression to our heart, and we trust it is well pleasing also to our Lord. If
nothing else had been accomplished this would have been an eventful year.


On June 19 we were able to make a fair start with the Girls’ Orphanage,
and this to us is the second great advance of 1879. Depression and disaster
have been painfully felt in almost every quarter, and many charitable
institutions have been advertising their abject poverty, but, to the honor of
our gracious Lord, we wish to bear witness that never have our College
and Orphanage been so well supported as during this trying season. By the
first of October we had bought and paid for the “Hawthorns,” and were on
the way towards the purchase of the intervening meadow, so that we are at
this present able to report the ground in possession and almost paid for, f10


with seven houses promised, and many other helps. Well may we say,
“What hath God wrought!” We know that all this entails upon us more
responsibility, but we know also that God can and will give strength
sufficient for the burden, and send supplies equal to the demand.


It is also a great joy to us that all the various agencies are well officered,
and all properties are in the hands of fitting trustees. We are aided by
business men whose watchfulness is stimulated by their love to Jesus and
his work. A gracious tone pervades all, and the Holy Spirit is using every
agency for the glory of God. Prayer is more fervent than ever. Unity and
concord reign. All is well with us!


O that we could do more for Jesus! Our Colportage, which is a great
blessing to thousands, does not yet increase to dimensions worthy of its
value. It is no small thing to have seventy or eighty workers diligently
engaged in spreading healthy literature and visiting the poor; but we ought
to have four times as many, and would have them if the funds were
forthcoming.
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Our Evangelists have had the greatest success. Each one of the three has
been made of God to be a mighty soul-winner, and this is reward enough.
Those who support them may rejoice right heartily.


If we might be so bold, we would beg our readers to increase the sale of
this magazine and the weekly sermons. Such an effort, if successful, might
produce great results. Souls might be saved, friends might be found for our
work, and truth might spread.


O that we could do more for Jesus! Reader, do you not utter the same
desire? He deserves to be made known where’er the sun pursues his daily
course. Let us labor to publish his fame abroad. Brother, sister, do your
own part, and help us, for Jesu’s sake.


Yours to serve through life.


Charles H. Spurgeon
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1879.


TWENTY-FIVE YEARS AGO


A FRAGMENT BY C. H. SPURGEON.


TWENTY-FIVE years ago we walked on a Sabbath morning, according to
our wont, from Cambridge to the village of Waterbeach, in order to
occupy the pulpit of the little Baptist Chapel. It was a country road, and
there were four or five honest, miles of it, which we usually measured each
Sunday foot by foot, unless we happened to be met by a certain little pony
and cart which came half way, but could not by any possibility venture
further because of the enormous expense which would have been incurred
by driving through the toll-gate at Milton. That winter’s morning we were
all aglow with our walk, and ready for our pulpit exercises. Sitting down in
the table-pew, a letter was passed to us bearing the postmark of London. It
was an unusual missive, and was opened with curiosity. It contained an
invitation to preach at New Park Street Chapel, Southwark, the pulpit of
which had formerly been occupied by Dr. Rippon, — the very Dr. Rippon
whose hymn-book was then before us upon the table, the great Dr. Rippon,
out of whose Selection we were about to choose hymns for our worship.
The late Dr. Rippon seemed to hover over us as an immeasurably great
man, the glory of whose name covered New Park Street Chapel and its
pulpit with awe unspeakable. We quietly passed the letter across the table
to the deacon who gave out the hymns, observing that there was some
mistake, and that the letter must have been intended for a Mr. Spurgeon
who preached somewhere down in Norfolk. He shook his head, and
observed that he was afraid there was no mistake, as he always knew that
his minister would be run away with by some large church or other, but
that he was a little surprisal that the Londoners should have heard of him
quite so soon. “Had it been Cottenham, or St. Ives, or Huntingdon,” said
he, “I should not have wondered at all; but going to London is rather a
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great step from this little place.” He shook his head very gravely; but the
time was come for us to look out the hymns, and therefore the letter was
put away, and, as far as we can remember, was for the day quite forgotten,
even as a dead man out of mind.


On the following Monday an answer was sent to London, informing the
deacon of the church at Park Street, that he had fallen into an error in
directing his letter to Waterbeach, for the Baptist minister of that village
was very little more than nineteen years of age, and quite unqualified to
occupy a London pulpit. In due time came another epistle, setting forth
that the former letter had been written in perfect knowledge of the young
preacher’s age, and had been intended for him, and him alone. The request
of the former letter was repeated and pressed, a date mentioned for the
journey to London, and the place appointed at which the preacher would
find lodging. That invitation was accepted, and as the result thereof the boy
preacher of the Fens took his post in London.


Twenty-five years ago — and yet it seems but yesterday — we lodged for
the night at a boarding-house in Queen Square, Bloomsbury, to which the
worthy deacon directed us. As we wore a huge black satin stock, and used
a blue handkerchief with white spots, the young gentlemen of that
boarding-house marveled greatly at the youth from the country who had
come up to preach in London, but who was evidently in the condition
known as verdant green. They were mainly of the evangelical church,
persuasion, and seemed greatly tickled that the country lad should be a
preacher. They did not propose to go and hear the youth, but they seemed
to tacitly agree to encourage him after their own fashion, and we were
encouraged accordingly. What tales were narrated of the great divines of
the metropolis, and their congregations! One we remember had a thousand
city men to hear him, another had his church filled with thoughtful people,
such as could hardly be matched all over England, while a third had an
immense audience, almost entirely composed of the young men of London,
who were spell-bound by his eloquence. The study which these men
underwent in composing their sermons, their herculean toils in keeping up
their congregations, and the matchless oratory which they exhibited on all
occasions, were duly rehearsed in our hearing, and when we were shown to
bed in a cupboard over the front door, we were not in an advantageous
condition for pleasant dreams. Park Street hospitality never sent the young
minister to that far-away hired room again, but assuredly the Saturday
evening in a London boarding-house was about the most depressing
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agency which could have been brought to bear upon our spirit. On the
narrow bed we tossed in solitary misery, and found no pity. Pitiless was the
grind of the cabs in the street, pitiless the recollection of the young city
clerks whose grim propriety had gazed upon our rusticity with such
amusement, pitiless the spare room which scarce afforded space to kneel,
pitiless even the gas-lamps which seemed to wink at us as they flickered
amid the December darkness. We had no friend in all that city fall of human
beings, but we felt among strangers and foreigners, hoped to be helped
through the scrape into which we had been brought, and to escape safely to
the serene abodes of Cambridge and Waterbeach, which then seemed to be
Eden itself.


Twenty-five years ago it was a clear, cold morning, and we wended our
way along Holborn Hill towards Blackfriars and certain tortuous lanes and
alleys at the foot of Southwark Bridge. Wondering, praying, fearing,
hoping, believing, — we felt all alone and yet not alone. Expectant of
divine help, and inwardly borne down by our sense of the need of it, we
traversed a dreary wilderness of brick to find the spot where our message
must needs be delivered. One word rose to our lip many times, we, scarce
know why — “He must needs go through Samaria.” The necessity of our
Lord’s journeying in a certain direction is no doubt repeated in his
servants, and as our present journey was not of our seeking, and had been
by no means pleasing so far as it had gone — the one thought, of a “needs
be” for it seemed to overtop every other. At sight of Park Street Chapel we
felt for a moment amazed at our own temerity, for it seemed to our eyes to
be a large, ornate, and imposing structure, suggesting an audience wealthy
and critical, and far removed from the humble folk to whom our ministry
had been sweetness and light. It was early, so there were no persons
entering, and when the set time was fully come there were no signs to
support the suggestion raised by the exterior of the building, and we felt
that by God’s help we were not yet out of our depth, and were not likely to
be with so small an audience. The Lord helped us very graciously, we had a
happy Sabbath in the pulpit and spent the intervals with warm-hearted
friends; and when at night we trudged back to the Queen Square narrow
lodging we were not alone, and we no longer looked on Londoners as
flinty-hearted barbarians. Our tone was altered, we wanted no pity of
anyone, we did not care a penny for the young gentlemen lodgers and their
miraculous ministers, nor for the grind of the cabs, nor for anything else
under the sun. The lion had been looked at all round, and his majesty did
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not appear to be a tenth as majestic as when we had only heard his roar
miles away.


These are small matters, but they rise before us as we look over the
twenty-five years’ space which has intervened: they are the haze of that
other shore between which rolls a quarter of a century of mercy. At the
review we are lost in a rush of mingled feelings. “With my staff I crossed
this Jordan, and now .” Our ill health at this moment scarcely permits us
either to hold a pen or to dictate words to another, we must therefore leave
till another season such utterances of gratitude as the fullness of our heart
may permit us., Common blessings may find a tongue at any moment, but
favors such as we have received of the Lord throughout this semi-jubilee
are not to be acknowledged fitly with the tongues of men or of angels,
unless a happy inspiration should bear the thankful one beyond himself.


The following items must, however, be recorded: they are but as a handful
gleaned among the sheaves. To omit mention of them would be ingratitude
against which stones might justly cry out.


A church, has been maintained in order, vigor, and loving unity during all
this period. Organized upon the freest basis, even to democracy, yet has
there been seen among us a discipline and a compact oneness never
excelled. Men and women associated by thousands, and each one
imperfect, are not kept in perfect peace by human means; there is a mystic
spirit moving among them which alone could have held them as the heart
of one man. No schism, or heresy, has sprung up among as; division has
been far from us; co-pastorship has engendered no rivalry, and the illness
of the senior officer has led to no disorder. Hypocrites and temporary
professors have gone out from us because they were not of us, but we are
still one even as at the first; perhaps more truly one than ever at any former
instant of our history. One in hearty love to our redeeming Lord, to his
glorious gospel, to the ordinances of his house, and to one another as
brethren in Christ. Shall not the God of peace receive our humble praises
for this unspeakable boon?


That church has continued steadily to increase year by year. There have not
been leaps of progress and then painful pauses of decline. On and on the
host has marched, gathering recruits each month, filling up the gaps created
by death or by removal, and steadily proceeding towards and beyond its
maximum, which lies over the border of five thousand souls. One year may
have been better than another, but not to any marked extent; there has been
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a level richness in the harvest field, a joyful average in the crop. Unity of
heart has been accompanied by uniformity of prosperity. Work has not
been done in spurts, enterprises have not been commenced and abandoned;
every advance has been maintained and has become the vantage ground for
yet another aggression upon the enemy’s territory. Faults there have been
in abundance, but the good Lord has not suffered them to hinder progress
or to prevent success. The Bridegroom has remained with us, and as yet
the days of fasting have not been proclaimed, rather has the joy of the Lord
been from day to day our strength.


The gospel of the grace of God has been continually preached from the
first day until now — the same gospel, we trust accompanied with growing
expertness and appreciation and knowledge, but not another gospel, nor
even another form of the same gospel. From week to week the sermons
have been issued from the press, till the printed sermons now number 1450.
These have enjoyed a very remarkable circulation in our own country, and
in the Colonies and America; and, besides being scattered to the ends of
the earth wherever the English tongue is spoken, they have been translated
into almost every language spoken by Christian people, and into some of
the tongues of the heathen besides. What multitudes of conversions have
come of these messengers of mercy eternity alone will disclose: we have
heard enough to make our cup ran over with unutterable delight. Shall not
the God of boundless goodness be extolled and adored for this? The reader
cannot know so well as the preacher what this printing of sermons
involves. This is a tax upon the brain of a most serious kind, and yet it has
been endured, add still the public read the sermons, — best proof that all
their freshness has not departed. Oh Lord, all our fresh springs are in thee,
else had our ministry long since, been dried up at the fountain, the unction
would have departed, and the power would have fled. Unto the Eternal
Spirit be infinite glory for his long forbearance and perpetual aid.


Nursed up at the sides of the church, supported by her liberality fostered by
her care, and watched over by her love, hundreds of young men have been,
trained for the ministry, and have gone forth everywhere preaching the
word. Of these some few have fallen asleep, but the great majority still
remain in the ministry at home and in the mission field, faithful to tile things
which they learned in their youth, and persevering in the proclamation of
the same gospel which is dear to the mother church. When we think of the
four hundred brethren preaching the gospel at this moment, of the many
churches which they have formed, and of the meeting-houses they have
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built, we must magnify the name of the Lord who has wrought by so feeble
an instrumentality.


Evangelists are now supported by the agency at the Tabernacle, and sent
forth hither and thither to arouse the churches. Upon this effort. a special
blessing has rested, enough to fill all hearts with delighted thankfulness.


During a considerable period hundreds of orphans have been fed, and
clothed, and trained for time and eternity beneath the wings of the church
of God, and many scores of these are now engaged in honorable business,
prospering in life, in membership with Christian churches, and delighting to
own themselves in a special manner children of the Tabernacle, sons of the
Stockwell Orphanage. This is a well-spring of joy sufficient for a life.
Those who have labored with us in this holy work have a wealth of
satisfaction in looking back upon the way wherein the Lord hath led us in
this benevolent enterprise. Both the providence and the grace of God have
been abundantly illustrated in this delightful service. If the story could ever
be fully written — as it never can be — it would redound to the praise of
the faithful, promise-keeping Savior, who said to as at the first, My God
shall supply all your need according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus.”


Nor is this all, nor can all be told. An army of colporteurs at this present,
moment covers our country; ninety or more men are going from house to
house with the word of God and pure literature, endeavoring to enlighten
the dark hamlets, and to reach the neglected individuals who pine alone
upon their sick beds. Priestcraft is thus assailed by an agency which it little
expected to encounter. Where a Nonconformist ministry could not be
sustained for want of means, a testimony has been kept alive which has
sufficed to fetch out the chosen of the Lord from amid the gloom of
superstition, and lead the Lord’s elect away from priests and sacraments to
Christ and the one great sacrifice for sin. This work grows and must grew
from year to year.


The poor but faithful ministers of our Lord have had some little comfort
rendered to them by a quiet, unobtrusive work, which has supplied them
with parcels of useful books: a work which is only ours, and yet most truly
ours, because it is performed in constant pain and frequent anguish by her
who is our best of earthly blessings. The Book Fund has a note all its own,
but we could not refrain from hearing it as it swells the blessed harmony of
service done during the twenty-five years. “She that tarried at home
divided the spoil.”
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Time would fail us to rehearse the whole of the other enterprises which
have sprung up around us, and were we inclined to do so and to become a
fool in glorying we should not be able, for bodily weakness plucks us by
the sleeve and cries “Forbear.” We will forbear, but not till we. have
exclaimed, “What hath God wrought?” Nor till we have noted with
peculiar gratitude that to us is doubly fulfilled the promise, “Instead of the
fathers shall be the children.” Our sons have already began to fulfill our
lack of service, and will do so more and more if our infirmities increase.


It was right and seemly that at the close of this period of twenty-five years
some testimonial should be offered to the pastor. The like has been
worthily done in other cases, and brethren have accepted a sum of money
which they well deserved, and which they have very properly laid aside as a
provision for their families. In our case it did not seem to us at all fitting
that the offering should come into our own purse; our conscience and heart
revolted from the idea. We could without sin have accepted the gift for our
own need, but it seemed not to be right. We have been so much more in
the hands of God than most, so much less an agent and so much more an
instrument, that we could not claim a grain of credit. Moreover, the dear
and honored brethren and sisters in Christ who have surrounded us these
many years have really themselves done the bulk of the work, and God
forbid that we should monopolize honor which belongs to all the saints!
Let the offering come by all means, but let it return to the source from
whence it came. There are many poor in the church, far more than friends
at a distance would imagine — many of the most godly poor, “widows
indeed,” and partakers of the poverty of Christ. To aid the Church in its
holy duty of remembering the poor, which is the nearest approach to
remembering Christ himself, seemed to us to be the highest use of money;
the testimonial will, therefore, go to support the aged sisters in the
Almshouses, and thus it will actually relieve the funds of the church which
are appropriated to the weekly relief of the necessitous. May the Lord
Jesus accept this cup of cold water which is offered in his name! We see
the Lord’s servants fetching for us water from the well of Bethlehem which
is within the gate, and as we see them cheerfully and generously setting it
at our feet we thank them, thank them with tears in our eyes, but we feel
that we must not drink thereof; it must be poured out before the Lord. So
let it be. O Lord accept it!
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WHAT’S YOUR PERSUASION?


SOME years ago a visitor said to a poor wounded soldier, who lay dying in
the hospital, “What church are you of?” “Of the church of Christ,” he
replied. “I mean, what persuasion are you of?” “Persuasion,” said the dying
man, as he looked heavenward, beaming with love to the Savior, “I am
persuaded that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor
things present, nor things to come, shall be able to separate me from the
love of God, which is in Christ Jesus.” None should rest contented with
any hope less sure or bright.  — From Day to Day. By ROBERT
MACDONALD, D.D.


PASTORLESS FLOCKS


OUR excellent contemporary The Watchman, of Boston, United States, has
an article upon American churches and their difficulties in finding pastors
which is singularly applicable to the condition of things in England. We
quote the whole paragraph —


“It is sad to see sheep without a shepherd, and as sad to see a
church without a pastor. At the present time a number of our most
able churches are in a pastorless condition. The First Church in
Cleveland has no successor to Dr. Gardner. Emanuel Church, in
Albany, has not filled the place of Dr. Bridgman. The First Church
in Chicago comes into the number of the pastorless. The old First
Church in New York, for the first time in many years, has a vacant
pulpit. Warren Avenue Church, in Boston, still waits. The
Tabernacle Church, Albany, parts with Rev. Frank: Morse, and
puts up the sign, ‘Pulpit to let.’ The Fourth Church in Philadelphia
mourns the withdrawal of its favorite. Other great churches are
without pastors. The question arises, ‘What is the matter?’ We ask
not why the pastors left, for in most cases the reason is obvious.
But why is not the pulpit filled? Why should Emanuel Church and
the Cleveland Church be so many months in securing a new
minister? There seems to be a false taste prevailing in our churches
which prevents any speedy settlement of a pastor when a vacancy
occurs. The habit is to send all about the country to find some
wonderful man to do some wonderful work. When a ‘ supply
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committee’ is chosen, they look over the field, and get their eyes
upon some brilliant man who is supposed to stand at the head of
the list. They have the most important field in the country, and feel
sure the genius will come. They call, and the call is declined. Then
the committee strike a notch lower. Now they are sure, but the
elect says, ‘No.’ Then they try again — a notch lower, with the
same result. By this time the committee has learned something. The
church is taught humility, and a call is given to some fair man, who
accepts, and the machinery gets in motion again. What is to become
of these great pastorless churches? They are too big for our
theological institutions to fill. They are too important for an
ordinary race of ministers. They find nobody in the country equal to
their necessities. What is to be done? We might import Spurgeon,
but he refuses to be imported. We might call Hugh Stowel Brown,
but he will not come. Certain it is that churches must be more
moderate in their wants, or we must have a new race of ministers
raised, up by some special providence. As it is, we have too many
big churches, or too many little men. The churches are often made
big by fictitious means. They become swollen by self-laudation. Is
there no way to swell the ministers? We know of a lot of men good
enough for the best of the vacant, churches if they could only be
swollen a little. An institution to inflate ministers so that they would
fill vacant pulpits is a desideratum in our times, when so many
churches find it so hard to obtain the men they want.”


Mr. Watchman is wickedly poking fun when he talks about inflating
ministers. No preacher would be improved by being “swollen,” and we are
quite sure that The Watchman would be the very first to object to the
process. The remedy lies in the opposite direction. Churches need to be
brought down from their exalted notions of themselves, and their self-
laudation must come to an end; or else the old proverb will find illustration
in unexpected quarters — “Pride goeth before destruction.” When
Christian men grow dainty and quarrel with the bread of life because it is
not baked in silver tins they are evidently in a sickly condition, and are in
need of something else besides an able preacher. When they are strong and
vigorous they can feed on good, wholesome spiritual meat, served up
without the condiments of genius and sensationalism: let them judge
themselves, and see whether this strength does not still abide with them,
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and if so, let them shake off their whimsies, and sit down to homely fare,
like their brethren.


We know at the present moment churches which are worthy of all honor
from their past history, their position, and their liberality to the cause of
God — churches which it would be an honor to any man to preside over,
for they are composed of intelligent, thoughtful, Christian men; and these
churches cannot find a minister in all her Majesty’s three kingdoms. It
would be an injustice to charge any one of the: members of those churches
with self-conceit, for personally and privately they are each one sober-
minded and lowly; but there is a certain something called “the church and
its status,” of which they are very proud, and when they meet together in
their corporate capacity this “church and status” is paramount in their
thoughts, and they are as puffed up about it as they well can be. “We must
have a man of the first order. It matters not how long we wait, nor where
we look, nor what we give; our church is of such a character and occupies
such a position that only a first-class preacher can be thought of.” Filled
with this idea, these brethren have heard some of the excellent of the earth,
and have enjoyed their ministry; but they have conscientiously denied
themselves the privilege of inviting them to the pastorate, because they
have felt that these admirable brethren were lacking in classical
attainments, or in brilliant oratory. For themselves, and for their children,
the esteemed ministers whom they have heard were all they could desire;
but there were learned men outside, or men supposed to be learned,
persons of influence, or persons thought to be influential, hovering round
the church doors, and for the sake of these the sound, edifying divine must
be put on one side while they looked for a brother who would be abreast of
the times, and would meet the philosophical turn of thought so current,
among “our more thoughtful young men.” We confess to a smile as we
write the last five words; for we have heard of these gentlemen so often
than we have the same awe of them as of “the Conservative working-man”
These churches have several times hit upon the right men as they thought,
and have endeavored to entice them away from the congregations over
which they were settled, but their invitations have been respectfully
declined. They are still looking out, and probably will he looking out for
anything under the next quarter of a century, unless their can modify and
moderate their notions of what they ought to find in a minister.


Besides the risks which they run by remaining so long pastorless, risks by
no means to be under-rated, there is one which they forget, namely, that
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when they do make their choice they will probably select a man far less
worthy of their election than several whom they have passed over. The old
story of the boy in the wood who needed a stick, but felt that with so many
around him he should be sure to meet with a better one by-and-by, has
been repeated hundreds of times. That worthy, as we all know, came at last
to the end of the copse, and was obliged to cut any one he could find,
having passed by scores of better ones earlier in the day.


One of the best things that a church can do is to catch a minister young,
and train him for themselves. Some of the happiest and longest pastorates
in our denomination commenced with the invitation of a young man from
the country to a post; for which he was barely qualified. His mistakes were
borne with, his efforts were encouraged, and he grew, and the church grew
with him. His pastorate continued for many a year, since he was under no
temptation to leave for another position, because he felt at home, and
could say, like one of old, “I dwell among mine own people.” If our large
churches will not try young men, but must all be provided with tried,
experienced, eminent pastors, there will probably be many vacant pulpits,
and a great many reasons for their being vacant will be stated by letter-
writers in the religious newspapers — reasons all more or less amusing
because they show how men can spin theories, as spiders spin webs, out of
their own interiors, making a little substance go a very long way. God has
promised to send the churches pastors according to his own heart, but not
according to the hearts of those who say “Our pulpit is one of the most
important in the denomination, and therefore we want something more
than sound gospel preaching.” Our Lord will never suffer the churches to
be destitute of soul-winning and edifying ministers, but he has never
promised to give them orators, poets, philosophers, and deep thinkers. The
gifts of the Spirit he will not withhold, but there are gifts of mind which are
rare, and always will be rare so long as the earth remaineth, and these he
may not see fit to give to a larger average of men in a this age than in
former periods. If the churches direct their choice by these rare mental
attainments, the selection of a pastor will be difficult in all cases, and
growingly difficult as the number of our churches shall be multiplied.


We by no means suggest that pastors should be chosen in a hurry, or that
intelligent churches should select ignorant ministers, or that zeal and
spirituality should alone be considered in the election; on the contrary, we
heartily recognize the need of care, and we sympathize with the difficulties
felt by our larger churches in finding suitable preachers. It is far better to
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wait for years than to be carried away by a few starring sermons, and
choose a man who will cling to the church like a limpet, and suck out its
very life like a fungus. Better no man than the wrong man. Our larger and
more educated churches might with advantage have refined and learned
men as their leaders. We believe that the more a man knows the better, and
the more culture he has the better; but at the same time education,
refinement, talent, and culture are not everything, and the admiration of
them may be carried a great deal too far. Gifts may be exalted above
graces, and the flowers of natural made to rival the fruits of the Spirit; and
this will be a grievous error. We also believe that large and influential
churches should, as a rule, look out men of considerable experience and
proved ability to be their spiritual overseers, but even this may be
overdone, and so much overdone that, when the Lord sends the right man
for the place, he may be rejected, because of his youth, to the church’s
serious loss. Let the highest and holiest ends of the gospel ministry be well
considered, and let a pastor be sought for mainly with the view of edifying
the church and glorifying God and we are persuaded that a pastor will be
found ere long. Let the brethren meet in prayer continually, and lay their
case before the great Head of the church, and we feel persuaded that he
who holds the seven stars in his right hand will find a star for each pleading
church. We are far from wishing to insinuate that the pastorless churches
have not prayed already, but we would urge them to greater importunity in
supplication, and beg them to couple with their earnest request a full
resolve to have a man not so much of their own choice as of the Lord’s
own choosing. We may not succeed when we pray for a pastor after our
own ideal, but we cannot fail when we lay all our wishes and desires at the
Master’s feet, and cry, “Send by whomsoever thou wilt send.” This
business must become more divine and less human; we must look up as
well as look around, and we shall find the upward glance to be the more
successful.


C. H. S.


ETERNAL PUNISHMENT.


A VENERABLE minister, with compassionate earnestness, once preached a
sermon upon eternal punishment. On the next day some thoughtless men
agreed that one of their number should go to him, and, if possible, draw
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him into a discussion. He went accordingly, and began the conversation,
saying, “I believe there is a small dispute between you and me, and I
thought that I would call this morning and try to settle it.” “Ah!” said the
good man, “what is it?” “Why,” he replied, “you say that the woe of the
finally impenitent will be eternal, and I do not think it will.” “Oh, if that is
all,” he answered, “there” is no dispute between you and me. If you turn to
Matthew 25: 26, you will find that the dispute is between you and the Lord
Jesus Christ, and I advise you to go immediately and settle it with him.”


WHY NEGROES ARE BAPTISTS


AT the American and Foreign Bible Society’s annual meeting last year one
of the speakers, the Rev. Mr. Lodge, said, “In answer to the question, why
so many of the colored Christians are Baptists, he said he was of the
opinion of an old Negro Baptist, who, when asked why this was so,
replied, ‘We culled folks hab no book larnen, so we’re foced and druve to
take de Bible straight as it read, and we could come to no other
conclusion.’” — Baptist Almanack.


TEMPTED OF THE DEVIL


AN ADDRESS BY C. H. SPURGEON, AT THE PRAYER
MEETING AT THE TABERNACLE, ON A MONDAY EVENING.


The letter which I am about to read comes from a certain county in
Scotland. Each line begins in the original with a capital letter, so that it
wears the appearance of poetry. I believe the idea is current in remote
country places that this is the correct way of writing, and the writer is too
earnest to do anything carelessly or contrary to rule. Here is the letter : —


“To the Very Rev. C. H. Spurgeon — Believing that you are one of
the faithful servants of God, and also that you have a large
congregation, and that there is many a true believer among them;
therefore I proposed to write to you in the hope that you and your
congregation will remember me in your daily prayers, and also that
it will be made public that I am requesting the prayers of the Lord’s
people for my soul and everlasting salvation, knowing that the
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effectual fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much. Dear sir,
I may tell you that I am suffering much from the adversary. It is
true that I cannot compare myself to that holy man, John Bunyan,
but in the book that he wrote under this title, ‘Grace Abounding,’
he tells us how he was tempted; and I feel that the old serpent,
which is the devil, and Satan, who deceived Eve in the Garden, and
who was tempting that saint John Bunyan, with many of the same
temptations, tempteth me on this day, and if you would know all
that I am suffering from his fiery darts, you would have
commiseration with me. I believe it will be twenty-five years now, if
not more, since I began to pray to God, and yet my temptations are
terrible. Yet I cannot say that I am in despair, for I know that my
Redeemer liveth, and I will see him. My trials from the adversary
are awful. It may be when I am on my knees praying to God that he
will come to me as sudden as a gunshot, and I believe doing all he
can to steal my heart and affections away from God and heaven,
and trying to make me say some wrong word; and many a time he
will make my heart and flesh tremble while I am at my meat or
talking, or in the house of worship, or traveling. In whatever
condition I am, I feel that he is doing all he can to ruin my poor
soul; therefore, I request the earnest prayer of all Christians for my
poor soul, and I know for one, and for the first one, that you will
not refuse this supplication to me. I believe that we never saw one
another in the flesh, and God only knows if we will see each other
on the face of the earth; but I hope we will see one another in
heaven where the adversaries can never come near us. I hope this
will be told before your congregation on Sabbath first, — I am,
dear sir, your obedient servant, who resides in the county of — .
‘The Lord knoweth all them that are his.’


P.S. — I will be happy to see your kind advice either in a tract or in
a newspaper. I am a reader of the Herald.”


I very much demur to the commencement, “To the Very Reverend C. H.
Spurgeon,” for no reverence is due to me. Romaine used to say that it was
very astonishing to observe how many reverend, right reverend, and very
reverend sinners there were upon the face of the earth. Assuredly reverend
and sinner make a curious combination, and as I know that I am the
second, I repudiate the first. To me it is surprising that such a flattering
title should have been invented, and more amazing still that good men
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should be found who are angry if this title be not duly given to them.
However, the superscription is a small matter. I would make a few remarks
upon the letter itself in order that we may the more intelligently and
fervently present our supplications on the writer’s behalf.


And first we notice with pleasure that the writer is not altogether in
despair, for he expressly says, “I know that my Redeemer liveth.” If he
would dwell more on his living Redeemer, and look less at the changeful
current of his own thoughts, the snare would be broken, and he would
escape. It is very charming to see how poor souls when tossed to and fro
by the devil will yet hold on to their hope: half afraid to think that Jesus is
theirs, they nevertheless feel that they could not give up what little hope
they have. By a blessed inconsistency they doubt and yet cling, dread and
yet trust, condemn themselves and yet hope. Such souls are a riddle,
puzzling their friends, and most of all confusing themselves. Could we but
persuade them to give their thoughts to that blessed “I know,” they would
soon chase away the enemy, for Satan abhors a believing “I know.” He is
more content with “I hope,” and best pleased with “I am afraid”; but “I
know” stings him dreadfully, and if he who can truly say it will arm himself
with that mind he will ere long overcome the enemy. Satan dreads the
Redeemer’s name, and he falls like lightning from heaven before those who
know how to plead it with confidence.


Having noticed the pleasing point in the letter, we are now forced to
remark that it is a very dreadful thing to be tempted twenty-five years in
this way, and yet this is not the only case we have heard of in which
temptation has been both long and strong. I have in my library a book by
Timothy Rogers upon “Trouble of Mind,” in which he tells us of Mr.
Rosewell and Mr. Porter, both ministers, the latter of whom was six years
oppressed by Satan, and yet afterwards rejoiced in the light of God’s
countenance. Mr. Robert Bruce, many years ago minister in Edinburgh,
was twenty years under terrors of conscience, and yet found deliverance.
Rogers says — “You have in the ‘Book of Martyrs,’ written by Mr. Fox,
an instance of Mr. Glover, who was so worn and consumed with inward
trouble for the space of five years, that he neither had any comfort in his
meat nor any quietness of sleep, nor any pleasure of life; he was as
perplexed as if he had been in the deepest pit of hell, yet at last this good
servant of God, after such sharp temptations, and strong buffetings of
Satan, was freed from all his trouble, and was thereby led to great
mortification, and was like one already placed in heaven, leading a life
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altogether celestial, abhorring in his mind all profane things.” None of these
cases extend to quite the length of time mentioned in the letter, but I
remember to have heard of one who lay in the prison-house some twenty-
seven years, and yet came forth to perfect liberty: but even this is less
remarkable than the case mentioned by Turner in his “Remarkable
Providences,” of Mr. Charles Langford, the author of a book called “God’s
Wonderful Mercy in the Mount of Woeful Extremity.” He therein says that
for near forty years he had been severely buffeted by Satan, who left no
stone unturned to do him all the mischief he could. For forty years was he
led through the uncomfortable wilderness of temptation, and his clearest
day all that time was but dark, Satan filling his soul with cursed injections,
blasphemous thoughts, and dreadful temptations. The Lord was pleased to
make use of his godly wife for his deliverance. He overheard her pleading
at the throne of grace, as washer wont, after this fashion — “My Father !
My Father ! What wilt thou do with my husband? He hath been speaking
and acting still in thy cause. Oh, destroy him not, for thine own glory.
What dishonor will come to thy great name if thou do it ! Oh, rather do
with me as thou wilt. But spare my husband,” etc. “God, who delights to
advance his own power by using small and unlikely means, came,” said he,
“and owned his own ordinance, and crowned the cries, and faith, and
patience of a poor woman with such success that my praise shall be
continually of him. Mine adversary, the devil, was sent to his own place by
my dear Lord Christ, who brake the door of brass and rescued me from his
fury.” So you see that long temptation by Satan is not so rare a trial as
some would suppose.


But these temptations of the devil, do they come to really gracious men?
Certainly. The instances I have given prove it, and besides, our reason
would lead us to expect it. If a foot-pad were on the road, and knew
something about the travelers, he would not stop beggars, for he would
know that they have nothing to lose. Would he try to rob the rich or the
poor? Those that have money, of course, would be his game, and just so
Satan assaults those who have grace, and leaves those who have none.


When a sportsman is engaged in duck-shooting, he does not hurry himself
to pick up the dead ducks that fall around him, he pays all his attention to
those which are full of life and are only wounded, and may perhaps get
away. He can pick up the dead ones at any time. Even so, when Satan sees
that a man’s soul is wounded, and yet that it has a measure of spiritual life,
he bends his strength in that direction in the hope of securing that poor
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bleeding spirit. It is grace that attracts his malicious eye and his diabolical
arrows. He would not sift if there were no wheat, nor break into the house
if there were no treasure within. It is no ill proof, therefore, when you find
yourself tempted of Satan, his assaults are no sign of a want of grace, but
rather a token of the presence of it.


But can a good man be tempted to use bad language? Ah, that he can The
purest mind is sometimes most of all assaulted by insinuations of the
filthiest thoughts and most horrible words. I was brought up as a child with
such care that I knew but very little of foul or profane language, having
scarcely ever heard a man swear. Yet do I remember times in my earliest
Christian days when there came into my mind thoughts so evil that I
clapped my hand to my mouth for fear I should be led to give utterance to
them. This is one way in which Satan tortures those whom God has
delivered out of his hand. Many of the choicest saints have been thus
molested. Beloved, think it not strange concerning this fiery trial when it
comes upon you, for no new thing is happening unto you but such as is
common to men.


What is to be done, then, in the case of one who is beaten down and
harassed by fierce temptation? If I were the writer of this letter, I suppose I
should do as he does, but if I acted rightly I would go and tell the Lord
Jesus Christ all about the devil’s suggestions, and beg him to interfere and
restrain the evil one. It is his office to bruise the serpent’s head, and he can
and will do it. We need not fear that our poor cries and tears will be in
vain: Jesus is very faithful, and will come to our rescue. “That great
Shepherd of the sheep” will not allow the wolf to worry his lambs to death.


In addition to spreading his case before the Lord, it may be helpful to the
tempted one to write down his trouble. Very much of perturbation of mind
arises out of absolute confusion of thought, and a written statement may
help to clear away the cobwebs. Luther threw an inkstand at the devil’s
head at the Wartburg, and the example may be wisely followed, for often
when you see your misty thought condensed in black and white before your
own eyes it will not exercise over you one half the power which it
possessed before, and often there will be an end of it altogether. I have told
you before of the poor woman who complained to her minister that she did
not love the Savior. So the pastor went to the window, and with his pencil
wrote on a piece of paper, “I do not love the Lord Jesus Christ.” Taking it
to the good woman he said, “Now, Sarah, will you put your name to the
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bottom of that ?” Her horror was most manifest, and she cried, “Oh, no sir,
I could not do it; I would die first.” “But you said so.” “Yes, I did, but I
will not write it. I love the Lord Jesus too much to sign any such a
document.” Is there not wisdom in my advice to write down your
temptation ?


Still the main remedy is to keep on going to the Savior as each new
blasphemy is injected, and as each fresh sin is suggested, for he will send
the Holy Spirit, the Comforter, to deliver you. If Satan sees a soul
constantly driven to Christ by his temptations, he is too crafty to continue
them. He will say to himself, “These attacks of mine accomplish nothing,
for every time that I tempt him he runs to his Savior, and so becomes
stronger and holier. I will let him alone, and perhaps he will then go to
sleep, and so I shall do him greater mischief by my quietness than by
roaring at him.” The devil is a cowardly spirit, and fears to meet the
courageous in heart. Stretch out your hand and lay bold upon the sword of
the Spirit, and give him a believing thrust, and he will read his dragon
wings in dastard flight. A man had better go a hundred miles roundabout,
over hedge and ditch, rather than meet the arch enemy, yet if any of you
must meet him, be not dismayed, but face it out with him. Resist, and he
will flee. May we in all our conflicts with him fight the good fight so
bravely that when a memorial is set up to record the conflict it may bear
those lines of honest John Bunyan : —


“The man so bravely played the man,
He made the fiend to fly;


Whereof a monument I stand,
The same to testify.”


May the brother whose letter I have read find the Lord to be his strong
helper, and speedily come forth out of darkness into marvelous light!
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER, 1878.


FISHING f11


AN ADDRESS AT TABERNACLE PRAYER-MEETING BY C. H.
SPURGEON, ON HIS RETURN FROM SCOTLAND.


I FEAR have gathered but few illustrations during my holiday in the forth,
though I am almost always upon the look out for them. I have spent nearly
all my time on my Mr. Duncan’s yacht, cruising by day board friend in
sunny seas, and usually anchoring at night in lonely bays, far off from the
busy haunts of men, where you hear neither rumble of traffic nor hum of
city life, but are startled by the scream of sea-birds, the cry of the seal, and
the splash of leaping fish. The profound quiet of those solitary regions is a
bath of rest for a wearied brain: lone mountain, and sparkling wave, and
circling gull, and flitting sea-swallow, all seem to call the mind away from
care and toil to rest and play. I am grateful to the fast degree for the brief
furlough which is permitted me, and for the intense enjoyment and repose
which I find in the works of God. No exhibitions, or picture galleries, or
artificial recreations, or medical preparations can afford a tithe of the
restoring influence which pure nature exercises.


I have been resting, but not idling; relieving the mind, but not smothering
it. Very frequently I have seen others fishing, and as I have looked on with
interest and excitement, I have been sorry to have been able to take so
small a share in it. Perhaps, however, I have gained, as much from lines and
nets as those who personally used them: they took the fish, but I preserved
the silver truths which the creatures brought in their mouths. These pieces
of money I have taken, like Peter, not for myself only, but “for me and
thee,” and so let us share them. We have a good company of spiritual
fishermen in our midst tonight, for here are the young members of “the
College of Fishermen,” who are making and mending their nets; here, too,
are eager members of a church in which, when the minister says, “I go a-
fishing,” all the members say “We will go with thee.” Here are the fishers
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of the Sabbath-schools and of the Bible-classes, fishers of the Tract Society
and of the Evangelists’ Associations; all these have heard our Lord say,
“Follow me, and I will make you fishers of men.” Not for the hurting of
our fellows but for their good we seek to “take up all of them with the
angle, to catch them in our net, and gather them in our drag”; and therefore
we are willing to learn front others who are fishers too.


Fishermen speak of what they call gathering bait, and they say, such a fish
is a “gathering bait,” and another is a “ killing bait.” We need both. The
gathering bait brings the fishes together, and thus becomes very useful.
You cannot catch the fish if they are not there, and it is therefore wise to
throw in your ground-bait pretty freely to attract tim finny multitude. I
wish some of my fellow fishermen were a little more liberal with gathering
bait, for one would like to see the creeks and bays of their pews and
galleries swarming with life. Some of them appear rather to frighten the
fish away than to attract them around their hooks, they are so dull, so
monotonous, so long, and so sour. All spiritual fishermen should learn the
art of attraction; Jesus drew men to himself, and we must draw men in like
manner. Not only in the pulpit but in the Sunday-school class some need
gathering bait, to draw the little ones together, and maintain and increase
their numbers. In every other sphere of Christian service the same is true. If
faith cometh by hearing, we should first endeavor to gain interested
listeners, for how shall they believe if they will not hear. Commonsense
teaches us that the people must he drawn together first, and must be
induced to attend to what we have to put before them; and therefore we
must lay ourselves out to this end, because it is essential to our highest aim.
A pleasant manner, an interesting style, and even a touch of wit, may be
useful I have sometimes been blamed for making use of pleasantries, but I
have done so partly because I could not help it, and chiefly because I have
perceived that the interest is sustained and the attention excited by a dash
of the familiar and the striking. A sufficient quantity of that which will
draw men to listen to our message we not only may use but must use,
unless we mean to be content with empty nets and useless hooks. A good
temper is a fine gathering bait in a Sabbath-school. There are some of our
brethren and sisters whose very faces are enough to gather the children
round them. If I were a little girl I could not help being drawn to some of
the sisters who teach in our schools; and if I were a boy the kindly manners
of many of our brethren would bind me to them at once: kindly teachers
need not bribe children with gifts, their looks and words are irresistible
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bonds. Cheerfulness and good humor should be conspicuous in all our
attempts to catch men for Jesus; we cannot drive them to the Savior, but
they may be drawn. There is a way of giving a tract in the street which will
ensure its kindly treatment, and another way which will prejudice the
receiver against it: you can shove it into a person’s hand so roughly that it
is almost an insult, or you can hold it out so deftly that the passer-by
accepts it with pleasure. Do not thrust it upon him as if it were a writ, but
invite him to accept it as if it were a ten-pound note. Our fish need delicate
handling. The painter, when asked how he mixed his colors, replied, “With
brains, sir” and we must fish for the souls of men in like fashion. If you are
to win souls you must not be fools. Men will no more succeed in the
Lord’s business than they will in their own unless they have their wits
about them. If Christ’s work be done in a slovenly or churlish manner it
will answer no man’s purpose, but prove labor in vain. We cannot make
the fish bite, but we can do our best to draw them near the killing bait of
the word of God, and when once they are there we will watch and pray till
they are fairly taken.


The fisherman, however, thinks far less of his gathering bait than he does
of his catching bait, in which he hides his hook. Very numerous are his
inventions for winning his prey, and it is by practice that he learns how to
adapt his bait to his fish. Scores of things serve as bait, and when he is not
actually at work the wise fisherman takes care to seize anything which
comes in his way which may be useful when the time comes to cast his
lines. We usually carried mussels, whelks, and some of the courser sorts of
fish, which could be used when they were wanted. When the anchor was
down the hooks were baited and let down for the benefit of the inhabitants
of the deep, and great would have been the disappointment if they had
merely swarmed around the delicious morsel, but had refused to partake
thereof. A good fisherman actually catches fish. He is not always alike
successful, but, as a rule, he has something to show for his trouble. I do
not call that man a fisherman whose basket seldom holds a fish; he is sure
to tell you of the many bites he had, and of that very big fish which he
almost captured; but that is neither here nor there. There are some whose
knowledge of terms and phrases, and whose extensive preparations lead
you to fear that they will exterminate the fishy race, but as their basket
returns empty, they can hardly, be so proficient as they seem. The parable
hardly needs expounding: great talkers and theorizers are common enough,
and there are not a few whose cultured boastfulness is only exceeded by
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their life-long failure. We cannot take these for our example, nor fall at
their feet with reverence for their pretensions. We must have sinners saved.
Nothing else will content us: the fisherman must take fish or lose his toil,
and we must bring souls to Jesus, or we shall break our hearts with
disappointment.


Walking to the head of the boat one evening, I saw a line over the side, and
must needs hold it. You can feel by your finger whether you have a bite or
no, but I was in considerable doubt whether anything was at the other end
or not. I thought they were biting, but I was not certain, so I pulled up the
long line, and found that the baits were all gone; the fish had sucked them
all off, and that was what they were doing when I was in doubt. If you
have nothing but a sort of gathering bait, and the fish merely come and
suck, but do not take the hook, you will catch no fish; you need killing bait.
This often happens in the Sunday-school: a pleasing speaker tells a story,
and the children are all listening, he has gathered them; now comes the
spiritual lesson, but, hardly any of them take notice of it, they have sucked
the bait from the hook, and are up and away. A minister in preaching
delivers a telling illustration, all the ears in the place are open, but when he
comes to the application of it the people have become listless; they like the
bait very well, but not the hook; they like the adornment of the tale, but not
the point of the moral. This is poor work. The plan is, if you possibly can
manage it, so to get the bait on the hook that they cannot suck it off, but
must take the hook and all. Do take care, dear friends, when you teach
children or grown-up people, that you do not arrange the anecdotes in such
a way that they can sort them out, as boys pick the plums from their cakes,
or else you will amuse but not benefit.


When your tackle is in good trim, it is very pleasant to feel the fish biting,
but it is quite the reverse to watch by the hour, and to have no sign. Then
patience has her perfect work. It is very encouraging to feel that a large
creature of some sort is tugging away at the other end of your line. Up
with him at once! It is better still to have two hooks and to pull up two fish
at a time, as one of our friends did. To do this twice every minute, or as
fast as ever you can throw the line is best of all. What an excitement!
Nobody grows tired, and the day is hardly long enough. Up with them! In
with the lines! What, another bite? Quick! quick! We seem to be all among
a shoal. The basket is soon filled. This is good fishing. Our great Lord
sometimes guides his ministers to the right kind of bait, and to the right
spot for the fish, and they take so many that they have hardly time to attend







549


to each cast trot in joyful haste receive the converts by the score, and flu
the boat. It is grand fishing when the fish flock around you, but it does not
happen all the day long, nor yet all the days of the week, nor yet all the
weeks of the year, else would there be a great rush for the fishers’ trade.
When amateurs are at sea and the fish do not bite, they have nothing to do
but to give over and amuse themselves in some other way, but it must not
be so with us, to whom fishing for souls is a life-work and a vocation; we
must persevere, whether we have present success or not. At times we have
to spend many a weary hour with our line, and never feel a bite; but we
must not, therefore, go to sleep, for it would be a pity for the angler to lose
a fish by negligence. Draw the line in every now and then, took to the
hooks, try a new bait, or go to the other side of the vessel, and cast your
tackle into another place. Do not, be disappointed because you do not
always fish as you did once; have patience and your hour will come.


Our captain one evening when we were in a very lovely bay came up to me
and said, “Look at this: I only just threw the line over the side, and this fine
cod has taken the bait in a minute.” A cod is noted for the thorough
manner in which it swallows the bait. Being of a hungry nature it is not in a
picking humor, but feeds heartily. I remarked at the time that the cod was
like earnest hearers who are hungering for divine grace, and so greedily
snatch at the sacred word. Hungering and thirsting, their souls faint within
them, and when the promise of the gospel is placed before them they seize
it directly: tell them of Jesus and full deliverance through his precious
blood, they do not make two bites of the gracious messages they dash at it,
and they are not content till they have it, and it holds them fast. O for more
of such hearers. All fish are not of this kind, for some of them are cautious
to the last degree. The author of “The Sea Fisherman” introduces us to an
old salt, who says of the Conger eel, “He don’t bite home sir,” — that is to
say, he does not take the hook if he can help it. In the, instance referred to
it had stolen the bait six times, and yet was not captured. Alas, we have an
abundance of hearers of this kind, who are interested but not impressed, or
impressed but not converted —  “they don’t bite home,” and we fear they
never will.


This fishing with a line is a suggestive subject, but I must leave it to say a
word about fishing with the net, a mode of fishing to which our Savior
makes more numerous allusions than to angling with a hook.
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When we came home on the Monday, after visiting Rothesay, we cast
anchor in the Holy Loch. Mr. Duncan said to me, “Look at the fish. Just
look at them out there, they are leaping up on all sides; and there are the
men, let us go and see what they are getting.” We were soon in a heat
pulling towards them, while all around us were the fish leaping in the air
and splashing back into the water. We reached the fishers, who were just
getting out the net. I suppose you all know how this is done. A certain
number of men remained near the shore with one end of the net, while
others in a boat encompassed a great circle of water, letting out the net as
they went along. Thus they enclosed a large space, and the salmon within
that area were fairly imprisoned. When all was ready the fishers began to
pull at both ends, so as to make the circle smaller and smaller. We followed
the decreasing ring, and kept just outside the edge of the net. The fish,
which had still been leaping all around us, now began to do so in greater
earnest, for those within the range of the net seemed to know that they
were in an undesirable position, and strove to leap out of it. Some escaped,
but many more failed in the attempt. The men kept pulling in, and then it
became very exciting, for it was evident that the net was full of life. Here is
a very good picture of what we should do as a church. I am to go out on
the Sabbath with the net, the grand old gospel net, and it is my business to
let it out and encompass the thousands who fill the Tabernacle; then on
Monday night at the prayer-meeting we must all join in pulling in the big
net, and looking after the fish. So we bring to land all that have been
caught. Many who were surrounded by the net during the sermon will jump
out before, we secure them, but still it is a comfort that it is not every fish
that knows how to get out of the gospel net. Some of them will be in a
rage, and bite at the nets, but they will only be the more surely  held
prisoners. To me it was a very pleasant sight to see within the net a mass of
living, twisting, and struggling salmon-trout, most of them fine fish. There
were thirty-seven large fish taken at one haul. O that we may often succeed
in taking men in larger numbers still. Let us drag in the net tonight. Let us
pray the Lord to bless the services of last Lord’s-day, and recompense the
fisher’s toil.


We must never be satisfied till we lift sinners out of their native element.
That destroys fish, but it saves souls. We long to be the means of lifting
sinners out of the water of sin to lay them in the boat at the feet of Jesus.
To this end we mast enclose them as in a net; we must shut theta up under
the law, and surround them with the gospel, so that there is no getting out,
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but they must be captives unto Christ. We must net them with entreaties,
encircle them with invitations, and cutangle them with prayers. We cannot
let them get away to perish in their sin, we must land them at the Savior’s
feet. This is our design, but we need help from above to accomplish it: we
require our Lord’s direction to know where to cast the net, and the Spirit’s
helping of our infirmity that we may know how to do it. May the Lord
teach us to profit, and may we return from our fishing, bringing our fish
with us Amen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH, 1879.


INCIDENTS OF TRAVEL CLUSTERING ROUND A
TEXT.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WHEN we were in Turin we were delighted to see in one of the most public
streets a Vaudois temple, which we entered, and found full of earnest
worshippers. It was Charming to think of the change of times, as marked
by the difference between the fierce persecution which stained Piedmont
blood-red and a noble house o f prayer, in part erected by a royal grant, in
which the Waldensian church was able to worship, none making her afraid.
Upon the front of the edifice we read the text, from Jeremiah 6:16,


“Thus saith the Lord, Stand ye in the, ways, and see, and ask for the old
paths, where is the good way, and walk therein, and ye shall find rest for
your souls.”


This Scripture struck us as most wisely chosen, and as a noble testimony
against the novelties of the Church of Rome, some of which, indeed, are
such new inventions that the assemblies which decreed them have but lately
separated, and the aged priest who was their mouthpiece is hardly cold in
his grave. The passage impressed us so forcibly that we hid it in our heart,
and lying there it budded and put forth five blossoms, which our readers
may, perhaps, develop into flowers and fruits.


We saw upon it, first, A CALL TO CONSIDERATION, — “Stand ye in the
ways, and see and ask.” Like those to whom the prophet spoke, men are by
nature wanderers, and if they go heedlessly onward they will lose
themselves more and more in the many “ways” which lead the soul to
destruction; therefore is it man’s wisdom to pause awhile, and not rush
onward heedlessly. A pause is suggested, — “Stand ye.” Come to a halt,
stay your steps, do, not be too sure that you are right; another step may be
dangerous, therefore “Stand ye.” In the commencement of life young
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people should take thought, and meditate upon the design of their being,
and the way by which they should answer it; in middle life men should
carefully consider their ways, and mark whither they tend; and in going
down the hill the aged should be specially aroused to make sure of a right
ending to their pilgrimage. We are most of us in too great a hurry, and we
blunder on as if we were infallible, and could not possibly be making a life-
long error. As we were the other day brought to a dead stand while
traveling in an express train by the exhibiting of a. red flag, so. do we now
hang out the signal, and cry with all our might to all who are thoughtless
“STAND YE.”


Crossing the Channel, on a foggy afternoon, the man on the lookout sang
out, loud and clear, a warning voice, and the captain caused the vessel to
be stopped in a moment. Right ahead was the North Foreland, we had
gone a point out of our course, and we must pause and bear away from the
danger. Looming through the haze which a thoughtful eye may pierce,
there may at this moment be a huge rock of sin; let a voice like thunder cry
“Stop her,” and if need be, “Back her,” for it is better far to shift our
course a hundred times than dash upon destruction.


Then, in the text, an examination is advised — “Stand ye in the ways, and
see.” Look about you, within you, beneath you, above you. Look at; your
road, and your companions, and the prospect beyond. Compare these with
the chart of Scripture by the help of an enlightened conscience. Climbing
up the olive terraces, and steep mountain sides at Mentone, we find it
needful to look at every footstep lest our feeble feet should cause us to fall;
and when we ascend a hill which is new to us we have to take our bearings
pretty frequently lest we should miss our course and find ourselves
altogether cut of our latitude. No man can go to heaven blindly. The eye of
faith which looks to Christ will be needed all the way, and he who closes it
will soon be tripped up by one stumbling-block or another. It is foolish to
hope that a priest can see for us, or that we may follow the multitude with
closed eyes. He that hath eyes to see let him see. We shall not be excused if
we go astray through want of thought when the Bible is in our hands, and
the way of life is plainly mapped out therein.


Nor is this all, for by a third word inquiry is recommended, — “ask for the
old paths.” Select those who may reasonably be expected to know, and
question them with earnestness. Most of us have some Christian friends, let
us ask them the way, they will be glad to tell us; indeed, they are anxious to
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be our guides. Best of all, we can ask of the Lord of the way himself, and
by his Holy Spirit he will direct us into the one and only path which has
been trodden from time immemorial by all his saints. Ask in prayer, ask by
hearkening to the Word, ask by looking to Jesus who says, “I am the way.”


In driving about the great world of London we are frequently brought to a
stand by the alteration of the streets, and the sudden springing, up of new
neighborhoods. We had. a coachman once who had an invincible
repugnance to asking his way, although we over and over again laid before
him the maxim “Better ask a dozen times than once miss your road.” Ask
he would not, and so we should have lost time in endless mazes had we not
pulled him up very often, and sought direction from one and another who
knew the region well. The mass of people nowadays are of our coachman’s
mind, and will not ask. We have to force our directions upon them. O that
they would become inquirers, and follow us with anxious questions; we
should never weary of showing then, the old paths.


Our Waldensian inscription has a second meaning, for it contains A
COMMENDATION OF ANTIQUITY, — “ask for the old paths.” In this case
the older the better. Many think the mediaeval paths old, but, indeed, they
are of yesterday and are new inventions. May we not trust “the fathers,”
says one? And our answer is — better far to go back to the apostles, and
to their Master. Certain churches boast of their venerable age, but no way
of religion is so ancient as that which is found in the Scriptures themselves.
Councils, synods, assemblies, bulls, decretals, are all modern; the old paths
are to be found marked down in the old Book, and they bear the footprints
of old saints. The way of repentance is as old as John the Baptist, yea, as
old as David; the way of faith is as old as Abraham; the way of communion
with God is as old as Enoch; the way of approaching God by the lamb slain
is as old as Abel; yea, the true Lamb was slain from before the foundations
of the world. Romanism and Anglicanism, and half the isms, are the moss
which has grown upon the ancient stones: the interpolations of yesterday
upon the writing of the ages. There is an interesting ride from Mentone
which brings you to a cathedral adorned, after the manner of papal taste,
with gaudy colors and childish decorations. There you will see all the
apparatus for modern Romish worship; but you need not stay there. Ask
for the crypt, — the old church. Descend a winding stair, and you shall see
in the center of the building a baptistery. What, are we in a Baptist chapel?
Listen to the guide, who is the sacristan, and he will tell you in Italian, so
like to Latin that you can understand him, that this is an ancient font used
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in those days when baptism was by immersion. Why not by immersion
now? The difference in that ordinance is only an index of the wholesale
alterations which priests have made from time to time. Man’s church
covers over the church of God, and when you have seen the oldest of the
national churches, you must then inquire for the old original church. New
doctrines as well as new ordinances are taught, and new modes of life are
brought into fashion. It is with religion as with wine, “the old is better.”


“Ask for the old paths.” The infallible Word of God is older than the
supposed infallible pope, the priesthood of the saints is older than the
priestcraft of the clergy, the epistles are older than the thirty-nine articles,
and the true church of God is older than any one of the sects. Lovers of
antiquity, take care that your antiquity is antiquity. Let the old be old
enough. With our own eves we have seen “real antiques” in process of
being made, and have observed the finishing touches as they gave the fine
dark tinge to furniture of the middle ages fresh from the cabinet-maker’s.
‘Twas from a canal at Venice that we first saw veritable antiquities in their
maker’s workshop. Many a religious antique have we seen since then
which was not one whit more worthy of acceptance. Remember that the
twelfth century, the sixth century, or the second century are nothing to us;
we go back not to this or that Anno Domni, but to the Dominus, to the
Lord himself and his apostles, and we will! receive nothing but what we
find in the Old and New Testaments. We wish that all professors would do
the same, and thus “ask for the old paths.”


Our text next gives us A DESCRIPTION OF THE WAY. It is called “the good
way.” It is not the easy way: the idle and the foolish ask for that, but it is
not worth seeking for, since it leads to poverty and perdition. Neither is it
the popular way, for few there be that find it. But it; is the good way, mate
by a good God in infinite goodness to his creatures, paved by our good
Lord Jesus with pains and labors immeasurable, and revealed by the good
Spirit to those whose eternal good he seeks. It is the way of holiness, of
peace, of safety, and it leads to heaven. Is it not good. It has been traversed
by the best of men since time began, and the unclean do not pass over it. It
is good at its commencement, for at its entrance men are born again; it is
good at its continuation, for they are righteous who hold on their way; and
it is good in its termination, for it leads to perfection, to bliss, to God
himself.
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When we are asked “Where is the good way?” we need not hesitate in our
reply, for our Lord Jesus says, “I am the way.” Faith in him as the Son of
God, the Substitute, the Savior, the all in all, is the way of life for the soul.
Many are the ways which are not good. In the dusty weather, as we
crossed a road, a boy ran in front of us with his broom, pretending to
sweep the path, but in reality raising a cloud of dust around us; and this
reminds us of the men with new brooms of modern thought, who offer
their services nowadays to clear the way for us, though all that they do is
to create a blinding dust of doubt and questioning. We prefer God’s old,
good way to their new and false way. We were told of a fresh road the
other day, and we went to try it, and found it foul at its entrance, miry in its
progress, and abrupt in its termination, landing us nowhere; the old. road is
very steep, and tires our knees, but next time we go in that direction we
shall follow it, for we know it, and know that, though rough and rugged, it
leads somewhere. The doctrines of grace and Puritanic practice are not
attractive to the flesh, but they are safe, they have been long tried, and their
end is peace. Others may say, “We will not walk therein,” but as for us, we
have already found rest for our souls in the good road, and shall not leave
it for another.


Another blossom of the text is found in AN EXHORTATION TO PRACTICE —
“walk therein.” First see where is the good old way, and then walk in it.
Walking in the way is the end aimed at; the standing, seeing, and
questioning are only the means. That question, “Where is the good way?”
has come from many a false lip. Pilate asked, “What is truth?” But what
cared he? Thousands ask the same question; the learned discuss it, the
frivolous amuse themselves with it. Vainly do they ask, and in vain are they
answered, unless they enter upon the holy pilgrimage.


Some spend their time in finding fault with wisdom’s travelers. “See how
he limps!” say they of one. “What a clownish gait!” say they of another.
Yet were it better for themselves if they would walk as cripples in the good
way than to run in the broad road.


Others intend pursuing the road, but first they must have solved for them a
metaphysical difficulty, a petty scruple, or a theological puzzle. A lady of
whom we heard in our travels had worried several ministers who sought
her good by always telling them that she could not believe till they could
explain to her how God could be without a beginning, “For,” said she, “if
he never began, then he has not begun, and there can be no God at all.”
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Very dexterous are certain persons in blocking up their own road, and yet,
perhaps, there is no great dexterity in it, for the proverb says, “A fool may
put questions which a wise man cannot answer.” In the Vatican at Rome
we saw the renowned statue of the boy who has a thorn in his foot, and is
busy extracting it. He was doing this when we first saw him, and three
years after he was attempting the same operation. We have good reason
for believing that he is even now in the same posture, and will be found in
like attitude fifty years hence. He is carved in marble, and therefore is
excused for making no procures; but what shall be said of living, thoughtful
individuals who year after year are trifling with imaginary difficulties, and
never set foot on the road to heaven? “Walk therein” is the advice of
common sense as well as the command of God.


Yet many who appear to be in the road make no progress; they sit, but do
not walk. One cold winter’s evening we were on the railroad between
Alexandria and Genoa when the train was in a very peculiar condition: the,
wheels revolved, but the carriages made no advance on the journey, the
rails were slippery, the wheels did not bite, and our engine was spending its
strength for naught. Until the iron way had been sprinkled with sand we
just held our place, and nothing more. We have known several persons in
like case: they revolved in the routine of religious duty, but they had no
grip, no hold upon the heavenward way, and did not advance an inch, with
all their expenditure of effort, Walk therein, — go on, proceed, advance,
lest ye glide backward. Grew in grace, and in the knowledge of your Lord
and Savior Jesus Christ.


Let us not talk of repentance, but repent; neither let us be satisfied with
knowing what faith is, but at once believe in the Lord Jesus. A religion of
head-knowledge and theories will prove of no avail either in this life or in
that which is to come. There are large maps upon the walls of many French
railway stations, yet no man ever reached Paris or Marseilles by gazing at
the map; he must take his place with other travelers, or the train will hasten
on without him. The Cornische is one of the finest roads in the world, but
no traveler ever passed from Marseilles to Genoa by a mere study of its
course; there must be actual journeying or the highway is useless. Not the
hearer of the word, but the doer thereof, is saved.


The concluding words of the text contain A SENTENCE OF PROMISE. “Ye
shall find rest for your souls.” In the good old way you shall find rest if you
have never enjoyed it before; traveling you shall rest, as certain birds are
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said to rest upon the ‘wing’. Joy shall be upon your head, peace shall
prepare the place of your feet. It is wisdom’s dominion, and concerning her
we read, “Her ways are ways of pleasantness, and all her paths are peace.”
Rest for the conscience comes to those who enter God’s way of salvation;
rest of heart arises out of their love to him who is the way; rest of brain
from their acceptance of his teaching; rest of desire from their satisfaction
with his person, — in a word. the soul rests in all its powers and faculties.
Nor does it alone rest in the present; the future is guaranteed beyond all
fear. Trouble will come, we are born to it, and our life is sure to accord
with our birth; nor need we wish to be screened from affliction, for there
will come with it surpassing consolations. The dungeon of the Mamartine,
where a probable tradition declares that Paul was for awhile confined, is
entered through a round hole in the floor of another dungeon above. The
uppermost apartment is dark enough, but the lower one is darkness itself,
so that the apostle’s imprisonment was of the severest kind. We noticed,
however, a strange fact: — in the hard floor there is a beautiful fountain of
clear crystal water, which doubtless was as fresh in Paul’s day as it is now.
Of course the Papists believe the fountain to be miraculous: we who are
not so credulous of traditions rather see in it a symbol of instruction: —
there never was a dungeon for God’s servants which was without its well
of consolation. Sorrow never comes to a saint without its solace, nor care
without its cure. “Ye shall find rest unto your souls” is the language not
only of the prophet, but of the Lord of prophets, and we may be doubly
sure of its fulfillment.


“Alas,” cries one, “I am in daily bondage through fear of death.” Let not
this fear hold you captive any longer, for it is without cause, seeing you
have your Lord’s word for it, that you shall find rest unto your soul. When
we returned from Italy some years ago the Mont Cenis Tunnel was newly
opened, and we reckoned that it must be a dreary passage. Six miles
underground! We thought it must be very dark, and therefore we had.
better be provided with a candle. It would be damp and close, and
therefore we reckoned upon closing every window, for fear we should find
it hard to breathe the impure air. So we speculated; but when we traversed
that wonderful passage the carriages were exceedingly well lighted, and
much of the tunnel also, and we sat with open windows, finding it as easy
to breathe as on the mountain’s side. It was a joy rather than a peril to pass
through the dreaded tunnel. So shall the voyager along the good old way
find that death is not what he dreams: Jesus will light the darksome way,
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and the soul shall need no candle of earth; fresh breezes from glory shall
drive away the death-damps, and the music of angels shall make the heart
forgetful of all pains. How can the good old way lead into danger? What
can it conduct us to but the eternal rest?


Reader, you have heard the wise advice which bids you consider, and the
commendation which directs you to prefer the older paths, you have also
been reminded that the way is good, and you have been urged to follow it
and encouraged by a promise: what is your answer? Do not, we beseech
you, say, like Israel of old, “We will not walk therein” but rather cry,
“Teach me thy way, O Lord.”


PERIL FROM THE PULPIT


A WARNING NOTE BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE habit of perpetually mentioning the theories of unbelievers when
preaching the gospel, gives a man the appearance of great learning, but it
also proves his want of common sense. In order to show the value of
wholesome food it is not needful to proffer your guest a dose of poison,
nor would he think the better of your hospitality if you did so. Certain
sermons are more calculated to weaken faith than to render men believers;
they resemble the process through which a poor unhappy dog is frequently
passed at the Grotto del Cane at Naples. He is thrown into the gas which
reaches up to the spectators’ knees, not with the view of killing him, but
merely as an exhibition. Lifted out of his vapory bath, he is thrown into a
pool of water, and revives in time for another operation. Such a dog is not
likely to be a very efficient watch-dog or pursuer of game; and when
hearers Sunday after Sunday are plunged into a bath of skeptical thought,
they may survive the experiment, but they will never become spiritually
strong or practically useful. It is never worth while to make rents in a
garment for the sake of mending them, nor to create doubts in order to
show how cleverly we can quiet them. Should a man set fire to his house
because he has a patent extincteur which would put it out in no time he
would stand a chance of one day creating a conflagration which all the
patents under heaven could not easily extinguish. Thousands of unbelievers
have been born into the family of skepticism by professed preachers of the
gospel, who supposed that they were helping them to faith: the fire fed
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upon the heaps of leaves which the foolish well-intentioned speaker cast
upon it in the hope of smothering it. Young men in many instances have
obtained their first notions of infidelity from their ministers; they have
sucked in the poison, but refused the antidote. The devil’s catechists in
doubt have been the men who were sent to preach “believe and live.” This
is a sore evil under the sun, and it seems hard to stay it, and yet ordinary
common sense ought to teach ministers wisdom, in such a matter.


Alas ! there are public teachers who do the devil’s work wittingly, for if
you hear them for a short time you will perceive that nothing is certain with
them but their own uncertainty. We one day heard a tradesman selling old
lead from off a church to a person who dealt in that metal. “How much
have you ?” said the buyer. “I will sell you eighteen hundred-weight,” said
the seller, “and guarantee the weight if you take it away to-day; but, mark
you, I will not warrant that there shall be nine hundred-weight to-
morrow.” “Why not ?” said the buyer. “Why,” replied the other, “you
know better than I do that lead evaporates- very-mysteriously.” The buyer
nodded an understanding nod, and bought for immediate delivery. We also
marked the metaphorical statement, and remembered how mysteriously the
precious treasure of the gospel “evaporates” in the, hands of some
workmen who need to be ashamed. “Heigh, presto .” and away the wizard
makes the essential truth to fly, though every word he uses is as orthodox
as the creed. In a book of Indian travels the writer states that he has seen
marvelous things performed by jugglers. Believe him who will, he states
that he saw two conjurers with a chain fifty cubits long. They threw one
end of it into the air and there it remained suspended. A dog walked up the
chain and disappeared; then a goat came forward and did the same; and
afterwards a lion and a tiger mounted and vanished in like manner. Our
“deep thinkers” perform this trick to perfection. The heavenward end of
their chain of thought is fixed somewhere in cloudland, and up this
precious chain of theirs they have long ago sent the doctrine of the
substitution of Christ, the immortality of the soul, the plenary inspiration of
Scripture, and other eternal verities; and now it is hinted that the Deity of
our Lord, the resurrection from the dead, and the personality of God are to
be regarded as moot points. Up into the air all positive truths are to go one
after another till nothing will be left. At what conclusion will they arrive?
As yet they have come to no conclusion but this — that nothing can ever
be concluded.
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But silence! If you say half a word you will be called uncharitable, or
perhaps you will be charged with bearing false witness against your
neighbor. Rats may undermine a Dutch dyke and drown a province, but to
hunt them would be cruelty to animals. Have not the creatures as much
right to their own course as you have? Burglars may break into our houses,
and even take our lives; but hold off, ye police ! Be not so uncharitable as
to interrupt a dexterity so admirable, or to raise a hue and cry against
artistes so proficient. They are amiable men in family life, very clever in
conversation, and much esteemed in their own circles; why render their
occupation uncomfortable? They simply differ upon matters of opinion as
to rights of property, and if they are a little heterodox, there are only two
letters of difference between meum and tuum, and it is a shame to make
men offenders for so insignificant a distinction. Bah! We execrate the thief,
and with equal justice ought we to expose and to condemn the traitor who
robs us of heavenly treasure, of truth vital to eternal life, truth which is
absolutely needful to our soul’s salvation. Pleas of charity to error are
arguments for the murder of souls. Life and death hang upon the question
of truth or falsehood; if lies be propagated, or truth be clouded, the
watchmen of the Lord will have to give in their account for permitting it.
For our part we shall not cease to warn till the occasion is removed, and at
this present time that occasion is by no means gone, for the world swarms
with —


“Philosophers who darken and put out
Eternal truth by everlasting doubt;


Discoverers of they know not what, confin’d
Within no bounds — the blind that lead the blind.”


Till these have all fallen into the ditch and cleared the road for honest
teachers we must not cease to warn every man, that none may be fatally
deceived by them.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY, 1879.


UNDER THE APPLE TREE


A COMMUNION SERMON BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“I sat down under his shadow with great delight, and his fruit was
sweet to my taste.” — Solomon’s Song 2:3.


CHRIST known should be Christ used. The spouse knew her Beloved to be
like a fruit-bearing tree, and at once she sat under his shadow, and fed
upon his fruit. It is a pity that we know so much about Christ, and yet
enjoy him so little. May our experience keep pace with our knowledge, and
may that experience be composed of a practical using of our Lord. Jesus
casts a shadow, let us sit under it: Jesus yields fruit, let us taste the
sweetness of it. Depend upon it that the way to learn more is to use what
you know; and, moreover, the way to learn a truth thoroughly is to learn it
experimentally. You know a doctrine beyond all fear of contradiction when
you have proved it for yourself by personal test and trial. The bride in the
Song as good as says, “I am certain that my beloved casts a shadow, for I
have sat under it, and I am persuaded that he bears sweet fruit, for I have
tasted of it.” The best way of demonstrating the power of Christ to save is
to trust in him and be saved yourself; and of all those who are sure of the
divinity of our holy faith, there are none so certain as those who feel its
divine power upon themselves. You may reason yourself into a belief of the
gospel, and you may by further reasoning keep yourself orthodox; but a
personal trial, and an inward knowing of the truth are incomparably the
best evidences. If Jesus be as an apple tree among the trees of the wood do
not keep away from him, but sit under his shadow and taste his fruit. He is
a Savior; do not believe that fact and yet remain unsaved. As far as Christ
is known to you, so far make use of him. Is not this sound common sense?


We would further remark that we are at liberty to make every possible use
of Christ. Shadow and fruit may both be enjoyed. Christ in his infinite
condescension exists for needy souls. Oh, let us say it over again: it is a
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bold word, but it is true, — as Christ Jesus, our Lord exists for the benefit
of his people. A Savior only exists to save. A physician lives to heal. The
good shepherd lives, yea dies, for his sheep. Our Lord Jesus Christ hath
wrapped us about his heart; we are intimately interwoven with all his
offices, with all his honors, with all his traits of character, with all that he
has done, and with all that he has yet to do. The sinner’s Friend lives for
sinners, and sinners may have him and use him to the uttermost. He is as
free to us as the air we breath. What are fountains for, but that the thirsty
may drink? What is the harbor for but that storm-tossed barques may there
find refuge? What is Christ for but that poor guilty ones like ourselves may
come to him and look and live, and afterwards may have all our needs
supplied out of his fullness?


We have thus the door set open for us, and we pray that the Holy Spirit
may help us to enter in while we notice in the text two things which we
pray that you may enjoy to the full. First, the heart’s rest in Christ — “I sat
down under his shadow with great delight.” And, secondly, the heart’s
refreshment in Christ — “His fruit was sweet unto my taste.”


I. To begin with, we have here THE HEART’S REST IN CHRIST. To set this
forth let us notice the character of the person who uttered this sentence.
She who said, “I sat down under his shadow with great delight,” was one
who had known before what weary travel meant, and therefore valued
rest; for the man who has never labored knows nothing of the sweetness of
repose. The loafer who has eaten bread he never earned, from whose brow
there never oozed a drop of honest sweat, does not deserve rest, and
knows not what it is. It is to the laboring man that rest is sweet; and when
at last we come, toilworn with many miles of weary plodding, to a shaded
place where we may comfortably “sit down,” then are we filled with
delight.


The spouse had been seeking her beloved, and in looking for him she had
asked others where she was likely to find him. “Tell me,” says she, “where
he feeds his sheep, and makes them rest at noon.” They told her to go and
seek him by the footsteps of the flock, and they used these words, “Go thy
way.” She did go her way, but after awhile she came to this resolution: “I
will sit down under his shadow.” Many of you have been sorely wearied
with going your way to find peace. Some of you tried ceremonies and
multiplied them, and the priest came to your help; but he mocked your
heart’s distress. Others of you sought by various systems of thought to
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come to an anchorage; but, tossed from billow to billow, you found no rest
upon the seething sea of speculation. More of you tried by your good
works to gain rest to your consciences. You multiplied your prayers, you
poured out floods of tears, you hoped, by almsgiving and by the like, that
some merit might accrue to you, and that your heart might feel acceptance
with God, and so have rest. You toiled and toiled, like the men that were in
the vessel with Jonah, when they rowed hard to bring their ship to land, but
could not, for the sea wrought and was tempestuous. There was no escape
for you that way, and so you were driven to all other way, even to rest in
Jesus. My heart looks back to the time when I was under a sense of sin,
and sought with all my soul to find peace, but could not discover it, high or
low, in any place beneath the sky; yet when I “saw one hanging on a tree,”
as the Substitute for sin, then my heart sat down under his shadow with
great delight. My heart reasoned thus with herself — Did Jesus suffer in
my stead? Then I shall not suffer. Did he bear my sin? Then I do not bear
it. Did God accept his Son as my Substitute? Then he will never smite me.
Was Jesus acceptable with God as my sacrifice? Then what contents the
Lord may well enough content me, and so I will go no farther, but “sit
down under his shadow” and enjoy a delightful rest.


She who said “I sat down under his shadow with great delight,” could
appreciate shade, for she had been sunburnt. Did we not read just now her
exclamation — “Look not upon me, for I am black, because the sun hath
looked upon me”? She knew what heat meant, what the burning sun
meant; and therefore shade was pleasant to her. You know nothing about
the deliciousness of shade till you travel in a thoroughly hot country; then
you are delighted with it. Did you ever feel the heat of divine wrath? Did
the great Sun — that sun without variableness or shadow of a turning —
ever dart his hottest rays upon you, — the rays of his holiness and justice?
Did you cower down beneath the scorching beams of that great light, and
say, “We are consumed by thine anger”? If you have ever felt that you have
found it a wry blessed thing to come under the shadow of Christ’s atoning
sacrifice. A shadow, you know, is cast by a body coming between us and
the light and heat; and our Lord’s most blessed body has come between us
and the scorching sun of divine justice, so that we sit under the shadow of
his mediation with great delight.


And now if any other sun begins to scorch us we fly to our Lord. If
domestic trouble, or business care, or Satanic temptation, or inward
corruption oppresses us, we hasten to Jesus’ shadow, to hide under him,
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and there “sit down” in the cool refreshment with great delight. The
interposition of our blessed Lord is the cause of our inward quiet. The sun
cannot scorch me, for it scorched him. My troubles need not trouble me,
for he has taken my trouble, and I have left it in his hands. “I sat down
under his shadow.”


Mark well these two things concerning the spouse. She knew what it was
to be weary, and she knew what it was to be sunburnt; and just in
proportion as you, also, know these two things, your valuation of Christ
will rise. You who have never pined under the wrath of God have never
prized the Savior. Water is of small value in this land of brooks and rivers,
and so you commonly sprinkle the roads with it, but I warrant you that if
you were making a day’s march over burning sand, a cup of cold water
would be worth a king’s ransom; and so to thirsty souls Christ is precious,
but to none beside.


Now, when the spouse was sitting down, restful and delighted, she was
overshadowed. She says,” I sat down under his shadow.” I do not know a
more delightful state of mind than to feel quite overshadowed by our
beloved Lord. Here is my black sin, but there is his precious blood
overshadowing my sin and hiding it for ever. Here is my condition by
nature, an enemy to God; but he who reconciled me to God by his blood
has overshadowed that also, so that I forget that I was once an enemy in
the joy of being now a friend. I am very weak; but he is strong, and his
strength overshadows my feebleness. I am very poor; but he hath all riches,
and his riches overshadow my poverty. I am most unworthy; but he is so
worthy that if I use his name I shall receive as much as if I were worthy: his
worthiness doth overshadow my unworthiness. It is very precious to put
the truth the other way, and say, — If there be anything good in me, it is
not good when I compare myself with him, for his goodness quite eclipses
and overshadows it. Can I say I love him? So I do, but I hardly dare call it
love, for his love overshadows it. Did I suppose that I served him? So I
would; but my poor service is not worth mentioning in comparison with
what he has done for me. Did I think I had any degree of holiness? I must
not deny what his Spirit works in me; but when I think of his immaculate
life, and all his divine perfections, where am I? What am I? Have you not
sometimes felt this? Have you not been so overshadowed and hidden under
your Lord that you became as nothing? I know myself what it is to feel that
if I die in a workhouse it does not matter so long as my Lord is glorified.
Mortals may cast, out my name as evil, if they like; but what matters it
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since his dear name shall one day be printed in stars athwart the sky? Let
him overshadow me; I delight that it should be so.


The spouse tells us that when she became quite overshadowed, then she
felt great delight. Great “I” never has great delight, for it cannot bear to
own a greater than itself, but the humble believer finds his delight in being
overshadowed by his Lord. In the shade of Jesus we have more delight
than in any fancied light of our own. The spouse had great delight. I trust
that you Christian people do have great delight, and if not you ought to ask
yourselves whether you really are the people of God. I like to see a
cheerful countenance; ay, and to hear of raptures in the hearts of those who
are God’s saints. There are people who seem to think that religion and
gloom are married, and must never be divorced. Pull down the blinds on
Sunday, and darken the rooms; if you have a garden, or a rose in flower,
try to forget that there are such beauties: are you not to serve God as
dolorously as you can? Put your book under your arm, and crawl to your
place of worship in as mournful a manner as if you were being marched to
the whipping post. Act thus if you will; but give me that religion which
cheers my heart, fires my soul, and fills me with enthusiasm and delight, —
for that is likely to be the religion of heaven, and it agrees with the
experience of the inspired Song.


Although I trust that we know what delight means, I question if we have
enough of it to describe ourselves as sitting down in the enjoyment of it.
Do you give yourselves enough time to sit at Jesus’ feet? There is the place
of delight, do you abide in it? Sit down under his shadow. “I have no
leisure,” cries one. Try and make a little. Steal it from your sleep if you
cannot get it anyhow else. Grant leisure to your heart. It would be a great
pity if a man never spent five minutes with his wife, but was forced to be
always hard at work. Why, that is slavery, is it not? Shall we not then have
time to commune with our best beloved? Surely, somehow or other, we
can squeeze out a little season in which we shall have nothing else to do
but to sit down under his shadow with great delight! When I take my Bible
and want to feed on it for myself I generally get thinking about preaching
upon the text and what I should say to you from it. This will not do; I must
get away from that, and forget that there is a Tabernacle, that I may sit
personally at Jesus’ feet. And, oh, there is an intense delight in being
overshadowed by him! He is near you, and you know it. His dear presence
is as certainly with you as if you could see him, for his influence surrounds
you. Often have I felt as if Jesus leaned over me, as a friend might look
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over my shoulder. Although no cool shade comes over your brow, yet you
may as much feel his shadow as if it did, for your heart grows calm; and if
you have been wearied with the family, or troubled with the church, or
vexed with yourself, you come down from the chamber where you have
seen your Lord, and you feel braced for the battle of life — ready for its
troubles and its temptations, because you have seen the Lord. “I sat
down,” said she, “under his shadow with great delight.” How great that
delight was she could not tell, but she sat down as one overpowered with
it, needing to sit still under the load of bliss. I do not like to talk much
about the secret delights of Christians, because there are always some
around us who do not understand our meaning; but I will venture to say
this much — that if worldlings could but even guess what are the secret
joys of believers, they would give their eyes to share with us. We have
troubles, and we admit it, we expect to have them; but we have joys which
are frequently excessive. We should not like that others should be
witnesses of the delight which now and then tosses our soul into a very
tempest of joy. You know what it means; do you not? When you have been
quite alone with the heavenly Bridegroom, you wanted to tell the angels of
the sweet love of Christ to you, a poor unworthy one. You even wished to
teach the golden harps fresh music, for seraphs know not the heights and
depths of grace as you know them.


The spouse had great delight, and we know that she had, for this one
reason, that she did not forget it. This verse and the whole song is a
remembrance of what she had enjoyed. She says, “I sat down under his
shadow.” It may have been a month, it may have been years ago; but she
had not forgotten it. The joys of fellowship with God are written in marble.
“Engraved as in eternal brass” are memories of communion with Christ
Jesus. “Above fourteen years ago,” says the apostle, “I knew a man.” Ah, it
was worth remembering all those years. He had not told his delight, but he
had kept it stored up. He says, “Above fourteen years ago I knew a man in
Christ Jesus, whether in the body or out of the body I cannot tell, God
knoweth,” so great had his delights been. When we look back we forget
birthdays, holidays, and bonfire-nights which we have spent after the
manner of men, but we readily recall our times of fellowship with the Well-
beloved. We have known our Tabors, our times of transfiguration-
fellowship, and like Peter we remember when we were “with him in the
holy mount.” Our head has leaned upon the Master’s bosom, and we can
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never forget the intense delight; nor will we fail to put on record for the
good of others the joys with which we have been indulged.


Now, I leave this first part of the subject, only noticing how beautifully
natural it is. There was a tree, and she sat down under the shadow: there
was nothing strained, nothing formal. So ought true piety ever to be
consistent with common sense, with that which seems most fitting, most
comely, most wise, and most natural. There is Christ, we may enjoy him,
let us not despise the privilege.


II. The second part of our subject is THE HEART’S REFRESHMENT IN


CHRIST. “His fruit was sweet to my taste.” Here I will not enlarge, but give
you thoughts in brief which you can beat out afterwards. She did not feast
upon the fruit of the tree till first she was under the shadow of it. There is
no knowing the excellent things of Christ till you trust him. Not a single
sweet apple shall fall to the lot of those who are outside the shadow. Come
and trust. Christ, and then all that there is in Christ shall be enjoyed by you.
Oh, unbelievers, what you miss! If you will but sit down under his shadow,
you shall have all things, but if you will not, neither shall any good thing of
Christ’s be yours.


But as soon as ever she was under the shadow, then the fruit was all hers.
“I sat down under his shadow,” saith she, and then “his fruit was sweet to
my taste.” Dost thou believe in Jesus, friend? Then Jesus Christ himself is
thine; and if thou dost own the tree, thou mayest well eat the fruit. Since he
himself becomes thine altogether, then his redemption and the pardon that
comes of it, his living power, his mighty intercession, the glories of his
second advent, and all that belong to him are made over to thee for thy
personal and present use and enjoyment. All things are yours since Christ is
yours. Only mind you imitate the spouse: when she found that the fruit was
hers, she ate it. Copy her closely in this. It is a great fault in many
believers, that they do not appropriate the promises and feed on them. Do
not err as they do. Under the shadow you have a right to eat the fruit.
Deny not yourselves the sacred entertainment.


Now, it would appear, as we read the text, that she obtained this fruit
without effort. The proverb says, “He who would gain the fruit must climb
the tree.” But she did not climb for she says, “I sat down under his
shadow.” I suppose the fruit dropped down to her. I know that it is so with
us. We no longer spend our money for that which is not bread, and our
labor for that, which satisfieth not; but we sit under our Lord’s shadow,
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and we eat that which is good, and our soul delights itself in sweetness.
Come Christian, enter into the calm rest of faith, by sitting down beneath
the cross, and thou shalt be fed even to the full.


The spouse rested while feasting: she sat and ate. So, O true believer, rest
whilst thou art feeding upon Christ. The spouse says, “I sat, and I ate.”
Had she not told us in the former chapter that the King sat at his table? See
how like the church is to her Lord, and the believer to his Savior! We sit
down also, and we eat, even as the King doth. Right royally are we
entertained. His joy is in us, and his peace keeps our hearts and minds.


Further, notice that as the spouse fed upon this fruit she had a relish for it.
It is not every palate that likes every fruit. Never dispute with other people
about tastes of any sort, for agreement is not possible. That dainty which to
one person is the most delicious is to another nauseous; and if there were a
competition as to which fruit is preferable to all the rest, there would
probably be almost as many opinions as there are fruits. But blessed is he
who hath a relish for Christ Jesus! Dear hearer, is he sweet to you? Then
he is yours. There never was a heart that did relish Christ but what Christ
belonged to that heart. If thou hast been feeding on him, and he is sweet to
thee, go on feasting, for he who gave thee a relish gives thee himself to
satisfy thine appetite.


What are the fruits which come from Christ? Are they not petite with God,
renewal of heart, joy in the Holy Ghost, love to the brethren? Are they not
regeneration, justification, sanctification, adoption, and all the blessings of
the covenant of grace. And are they not each and all sweet to our taste? As
we have fed upon them, have we not said, “Yes, these things are pleasant
indeed. There is none like them. Let us live upon them evermore.” Now, sit
down, sit down and feed. It seems a strange thing that we should have to
persuade people to do that, but in the spiritual world things are very
different from what they are in the natural. In the case of most men, if you
put a joint of meat before them and a knife and fork, they do not need
many arguments to persuade them to fall to. But I will tell you when they
will not do it, and that is when they are full: and I will also tell you when
they will do it, and that is when they are hungry. Even so, if thy soul is
weary after Christ the Savior, thou wilt feed on him; but if not, it is useless
for me to preach to thee, or bid thee come. However, thou that art there,
sitting under his shadow, thou mayest hear him utter these words: “Eat, O
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friend: drink, yea, drink abundantly.” Thou canst not have too much of
these good things: the more of Christ the better the Christian.


We know that the spouse feasted herself right heartily with this food from
the tree of life, for in after days she wanted more. Will you kindly read on
in the fourth verse. The verse which contains our text describes, as it were,
her first love to her Lord, her country love, her rustic love. She went to the
wood, and she found him there like an apple tree, and she enjoyed him as
one relishes a ripe apple in the country. But she grew in grace, she learned
more of her Lord, and she found that her best beloved was a King. I should
not wonder but what she learned the doctrine of the second advent, for
then she began to sing — “He brought me to the banqueting house.” As
much as to say, — He did not merely let me know him out in the fields as
the Christ in his humiliation, but he brought me into the royal palace; and,
since he is a King, he brought forth a banner with his own brave
escutcheon, and he waved it over me while I was sitting at the table, and
the motto of that banneret was love.


She grew very full of this. It was such a grand thing to find a great Savior
— a triumphant Savior, an exalted Savior! But it was too much for her,
and she became sick of soul with the excessive glory of what she had
learned; and do you see what her heart craves for? She longs for her first
simple joys, those countrified delights. “Comfort me with apples,” she says.
Nothing but the old joys will revive her. Did you ever feel like that? I have
been satiated with delight in the love of Christ as a glorious, exalted Savior
when I have seen him riding on his white horse, and going forth conquering
and to conquer; I have been overwhelmed when I have beheld him in the
midst of the throne, with all the brilliant assembly of angels and archangels
adoring him, and my thought has gone forward to the day when he shall
descend with all the pomp of God, and make all kings and princes shrink
into nothingness before the infinite majesty of his glory. Then I have felt as
though I must fall at his feet as dead at the sight of him; and I have wanted
somebody to come and tell me over again the old, old story of how he died
in order that I might be saved. His throne overpowers me, let me gather
fruit from his cross. Bring me apples from “the tree” again. I am awe-
struck while in the palace, let me get away to the woods again. Give me an
apple plucked from the tree, such as I have given out to boys and girls in
his family, such an apple as this — “Come unto me all ye that labor and are
heavy laden, and I will give you rest.” Or this: “This man receiveth
sinners.” Give me a promise from the basket of the covenant. Give me the
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simplicity of Christ, let me be a child and feast on apples again, if Jesus be
the apple-tree. I would fain go back to Christ on the tree in my stead,
Christ overshadowing me, Christ feeding me. This is the happiest state to
live in. Lord, evermore give us these apples. You recollect the old story we
told years ago of Jack the huckster who used to sing —


“I’m a poor sinner, and nothing at all,
But Jesus Christ is my all in all.”


Those who knew him were astonished at his constant composure. They
had a world of doubts and fears, and so they asked him why he never
doubted. “Well,” said he, “I can’t doubt but what I am a poor sinner, and
nothing at all, for I know that, and feel it every day. And why should I
doubt that Jesus Christ is my all in all? for he says he is.” “Oh,” said his
questioner, “I have my ups and downs.” “I don’t.” says Jack; “I can never
go up, for I am a poor sinner, and nothing at all; and I cannot go down, for
Jesus Christ is my all in all.” He wanted to join the church, and they said he
must tell his experience. He said, “All my experience is that I am a poor
sinner and nothing at all, and Jesus Christ is my all in all.” “Well,” they
said, “when you come before the church-meeting the minister may ask you
questions.” “I can’t help it,” said Jack, “all I know I will tell you; and that
is all I know—


“‘I’m a poor sinner, and nothing at all,
But Jesus Christ is my all in all.’“


He was admitted into the church, and continued with the brethren, walking
in holiness; but that was still all his experience, and you could not get him
beyond it. “Why,” said one brother, “I sometimes feel so full of grace, I
feel so advanced in sanctification, that I begin to be very happy.” “I never
do,” said Jack; “I am a poor sinner, and nothing at all.” “But then,” said the
other, “I go down again, and think I am not saved, because I am not as
sanctified as I used to be.” “But I never doubt my salvation,” said Jack,
“because Jesus Christ is my all in all, and he never alters.” That simple
story is grandly instructive, for it sets forth a plain man’s faith in a plain
salvation; it is the likeness of a soul under the apple-tree resting in the
shade and feasting on the fruit.


Now, at this time I want you to think of Jesus, not as a prince, but as an
apple-tree; and when this is done I pray you to sit down under his shadow.
It is not much to do. Any child, when it is hot, can sit down in a shadow. I
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want you next to feed on Jesus: any simpleton can eat apples when they are
ripe upon the tree. Come and take Christ, then. You who never came
before, come now. Come and welcome. You who have come often, and
have entered into the palace, and are reclining at the banqueting table, you
lords and peers of Christianity, come to the common wood and to the
common apple-tree where poor saints are shaded and fed. You had better
come under the apple tree like poor sinners such as I am, and be once more
shaded with boughs and comforted with apples, for else you may faint
beneath the palace glories. The best of saints are never better than when
they eat their first fare and are comforted with the apples which were their
first gospel feast.


The Lord himself bring forth his own sweet fruit to you. Amen.


THE MULE


“WHEN the word of God is truly written upon a man’s mind, and laid up in
his heart, he will soon be declaring it and speaking of it to others. True
grace seeks to diffuse and propagate itself. Naturalists observe that mules,
and creatures that are of a mongrel race, do not procreate after their kind;
even so false Christians are not for propagating and enlarging Christ’s
interests. Such men are not warm, spiritual, and heavenly in their
discourses, and aim not at increasing the number of believers. Andrew
when acquainted with Christ calls Peter, and both call Nathanael, saying,
‘We have found the Messiah’ (John 1:41-45). John calls his disciples. As a
hen when she hath found a worm, or a barleycorn, clucks for her chickens.
that they may come and partake of it with her; so a man acquainted with
Christ, who hath tasted that the Lord is gracious, cannot hold his peace,
but must be calling his friends and relations to come and share with him of
the same grace. The more men have of God the more will they use their
spiritual riches for the benefit of others, and the more eager will they be to
employ all opportunities for doing good.”


Reader, how does this brief paragraph bear upon you? It comes from the
pen of an ancient master in Israel; let it lead you to self-examination.
Especially inquire whether you are of the mulish breed, for a sterile life is
not a spiritual life. He who is never troubled for the souls of others has
great cause to be troubled for his own.
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INTERVIEWS WITH THREE OF THE KING’S
CAPTAINS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A CHRISTIAN man is the noblest work of God, especially a Christian man
who has attained to fullness of stature, and has done eminent service for his
Master. As in the presence of sublime scenery the renewed heart adores the
Creator, and never dreams of worshipping nature itself, so in communion
with a truly consecrated man the spiritual mind rises to a reverent
acknowledgment of the Holy Spirit, whose workmanship is seen in all the
saints, and the idea of hero-worship is banished from the mind. Within the
last few days it has been our joyful privilege to meet with several of the
excellent of the earth, and among them with three of “the King’s mighties,”
worthy to be placed in the first rank.


First, we found a card upon our table bearing the name of J. HUDSON


TAYLOR, and we were sorry to have been out, and so to have missed
seeing him; but another opportunity occurred, and the last hour which this
beloved brother spent at Mentone was consecrated by holy conference and
earnest prayer for China in our pleasant parlor at Hotel de la Paix. Mr.
Taylor is not a man of commanding presence or of striking modes of
speech. He is not in outward appearance an individual who would be
selected from among others as the leader of a gigantic enterprise; in fact,
he is lame in gait, and little in stature: but the Lord seeth not as man seeth,
his glance rearbeth to the heart. In his spiritual manhood Mr. Taylor is of
noble proportions: his spirit is quiet and meek, yet strong and intense; there
is not an atom of self-assertion about him, but a firm confidence in God
and in the call which he has himself received to carry the gospel to China.
He is hampered by no doubts as to the inspiration of the Scriptures, or the
truth of Christianity, or the ultimate conquest of China for the Lord Jesus;
his faith is that of a child-man, too conscious of consecration to the living
God, and too certain of his presence and help to turn aside to answer the
useless quibbles of the hour. Affectionate in manner, and gentile in tone,
our brother has nevertheless about him a firmness which achieves its
purpose without noise. Simple as a child in his spirit, he pursues his design
with prudent perseverance and determination; he provokes no hostility, but
he almost unconsciously arouses hearty sympathy, though he is evidently
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independent of it, and would go on with his great work even if no one
countenanced him in it.


Our conversation was confined to China, the work in China, and the
workers in China. The word China, China, China is now ringing in our ears
in that special, peculiar, musical, forcible, unique way in which Mr. Taylor
utters it. He could not very readily be made to speak upon any other theme
for long together; he would be sure to fly back to China. We believe that
he dreams of chop-sticks, mandarins, and poor Chinese. We expressed our
conviction that he was already growing a pigtail, and he did not deny the
fact, but added further that he hoped soon to have on the Chinaman’s silk
petticoat, and he seemed quite pleased to tell us that he was so like a
Chinaman when fully arrayed that he was often taken for a native. Dear,
good brother, this is one reason of your success, you become a Chinaman
to the Chinese, and you will gain the Chinese. Your concentration of
thought upon your one grand object shall, under the divine blessing, be
your strength.


How greatly has the Lord blest this man in his apostolic labors for China!
We admire the great goodness of God therein, for what hope is there for
that vast empire, unless it be laid upon the hearts of chosen servants of the
Lord. Mr. Taylor has gathered round him men and women of the right
order. Some of them would certainly have been refused by the missionary
societies, as below their standard of education; but Mr. Taylor has seen in
them precious qualifications which abundantly compensate for the absence
of classical attainments. These, with holy daring, born of childlike faith in
God, have penetrated the interior of China, and are planting churches as
the Lord enables them. We like our friend’s plans and ideas, and, without
making invidious comparisons, we feel free to say that no other missionary
enterprise is so completely to our mind as the China Inland Mission. It is a
great honor to the Tabernacle that the missionaries connected with Mr.
Taylor almost always come to our prayer-meeting for a valedictory service,
and it is one of the choicest pleasures of our life that their beloved
President is to us as a dear and familiar friend. He is on his road to China,
may the Lord preserve him and prosper his way, and may the Christian
churches at home provide all the means for this apostolic service without
the necessity of the hencured leader’s coming back to England for some
time to come, for his presence on the actual scene of labor must be
invaluable.
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It has been a great means of grace to us in our exile not only to hear the
venerable GEORGE MULLER, of Bristol, but to have three long interviews
with him, besides uniting with him twice in the breaking of bread and in
prayer. Mr. Muller has the look of personified order and simplicity: his
appearance is equally removed from show and slovenliness. His face
gleams with the quiet cheerfulness which comes of profound restfulness.
He believes God with great reality, and practically takes him at his word,
and hence his peace is as a river. His faith has wrought in him great
strength of purpose, so far as man is concerned, and something more than
submission to the will of the Lord, for he evidently delights himself therein,
and, through divine grace, has been made to move in accordance with it.
That which struck us most was his evident rejoicing in tribulations, for the
only excitement which we noticed in him was at the mention of the trials of
his early days, which gave such room for the display of the divine
faithfulness. We do not mean that our friend desires trial, but we perceive
that when it comes his heart is exceeding glad, and his glory rejoices,
because the Lord is now about to reveal himself more fully, and to honor
his divine name yet again. O that we could all learn this lesson and put it
into practice.


Mr. Muller gives us more the idea of Enoch than any man we have ever
met: he habitually walks with God. Hence his whole life is his religion, and
his religion is his whole life. The delightful placidity of the pulpit is retained
in the parlor, and the graciousness which is seen in the preacher is just as
manifest in the friend. Some may, therefore, suppose that he has about him
a somber air; far from it. He is as bright and happy as a dear, obedient child
has a right to be when enjoying his Father’s love. He is no monk and could
not be made into a gloomy recluse; the domestic affections are strong
within him, and so also is his love to the brethren, and his desire for the
good of all mankind. Nothing cold, austere, or hard has any place with this
“man greatly beloved.” In our company he displayed to us a special
affection, which we heartily reciprocate. We entertain for him a feeling of
profound veneration; but in his intercourse with us his humility scarcely
allowed him to perceive the fact, and there was an entire absence of
anything like a sense of superiority, even of such as greater age and
experience might naturally claim. Our communion was very sweet to the
younger of the two; may the Lord grant to him a renewal of it. We were
deeply humbled at the sight of our friend’s beauty of character; not that he
said a single word by way of self-praise, but the very reverse, for his total







576


absence of self-consciousness was a leading feature in his conversation.
Again and again he said, “the Lord can do without poor George Muller”;
but even this was drawn out of him, for with him George Muller is just
nothing, and the Lord is all in all. We cannot picture this man of God, he is
too bright for our pencil. A soft, subdued light shines upon his image as we
try to recall it, a reflection of the moral glory of the Master whom he loves;
but mild as is the radiance, it prevents our sketching the man to the life.


With no flash of oratory, or brilliance of poetry, or breadth of thought, or
originality of mind, George Muller is enabled to be one of the most useful
of living preachers by his simply testifying to facts by which he has for
himself proved the love and truth of God. His preaching is the gospel and
nothing else. Of flowers of speech he has none, and we hardly think he
cares for them; but of the bread of heaven he has abundance. With
speculations he does not intermeddle, but the eternal verities he handles
with practical, homely, realizing faith.


No doubts disturb the Director of the Ashley Down Orphanage; how can
there be when he sees the Lord daily feeding his 2,050 orphan children in
answer to his prayers? Modern thought and the higher criticism never
trouble this happy man. He soars aloft. While earth-bound souls are
distracted and tormented by the discordant voices of error, he hears the
voice of the great Father in heaven, and is deaf to all besides. In his old
age, still hale and strong, he ministers the word with ceaseless diligence,
journeying from place to place as the Lord opens the doors and prepares
his way. Free from all anxiety, he enjoys life to the utmost, and if it were
right to envy any man we should certainly envy George Muller; we are not,
however, under any necessity of so doing, for the same grace worketh in
all the saints, and we have but to yield ourselves thereto.


The third choice brother with whom we took sweet counsel was Pastor
JOHN BOST, who is the founder and conductor of the Asylums of La Force.
Concerning his institutions we hope to speak another time; just now our
subject is the man himself. It would be very foolish to compare one servant
of the Lord with another in order to set one above the other, for the church
is like the heavens in this, that one star differeth from another star in glory.
Each of these three brethren is of a distinct type: the same Spirit is in each
of them, working out a different form of the one glory which Jesus has
given to all his people We delight in them all, and do not intend by a single
sentence of ours to suggest a comparative estimate of their worth.
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We do not know whether George Muller has any humor, but John Boat
has about as much of it as C. H. Spurgeon. Mr. Bost is a man of
considerable dimensions, and addressing us he said, “You will see that
there is a difference between me and Mr. Muller. George Muller is a great
man and John Bost is a large man.” This was true, but not all the truth, for
John Bost is great as well as large. Orphans, idiots, imbeciles, and epileptic
persons are the objects of our friend’s loving care. It touched our heart to
hear him speak of the deaf and dumb, and blind and lame, but more
especially of the poor epileptics, who are his special favorites, because they
suffer so greatly and involve so much weary watching and painful care. He
has eight institutions: La Famille Evangelique for orphan girls; Bethesda
for incurables, blind, and idiot girls; Ebenezer for epileptic girls; Siloam
and Bethel for epileptic boys; Le Repos for invalid governesses, etc.; La
Retraite for invalid servants, and La Misericorde for idiots and epileptics.
There are three hundred and sixty-six inmates in these eight abodes, and
for all their wants John Bost is responsible. But we only mention these to
introduce our brother himself. Here is a man after our own heart, with a lot
of human nature in him, a large-hearted, tempest-tossed mortal, who has
done business on the great waters, and would long ago have been wrecked
had it not been for his simple reliance upon God. His is a soul like that of
Martin Luther, full of emotion and of mental changes; borne aloft to
heaven at one time and anon sinking in the deeps. Worn down with labor,
he needs rest, but will not take it, perhaps cannot, for even at Mentone he
was lecturing for his institutions, and melting us all by the story of his
imbeciles and epileptics. We took the chair for him, and while we were
offering prayer he was so moved that we feared he would not be able to
restrain himself. We spent an evening with him, and found him full of zeal
and devotion, and brimming over with godly experience, and at the same
time abounding in mirth, racy remark, and mother wit. Comparing notes,
we found Caesar and Pompey very much alike in joys and sorrows, high
delights, and deep depressions. We could both admire and reverence the
holy peace of our honored friend Muller, and we did not excuse our
common infirmities, but we thought the author of the Book of Psalms was
a better interpreter of our experience than our more equable and tranquil
friend could ever be, and we concluded that it was a happy circumstance
for us that our divine Lord was set before us as our exemplar, and not even
the brightest and most heavenly-minded of his disciples.
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How can John Bost be otherwise than troubled in spirit when he hears the
cries of epileptics, and sees the horrible contortions into which they are
thrown in their frequent fits? It cuts him to the heart to see the sufferings of
the dear objects of his care, and many are his sleepless nights with such a
charge around him. He is full of tender sympathies, and in consequence he
has a great power over his poor patients, who love and revere him; but this
costs him great wear and tear of heart, and often brings him very low. In
temperament he is emotional, and loves intensely: we had all his heart very
soon, and we shall retain it while we live, for ours is knit to him in
brotherly affection. He is an original, and his plans of working and
collecting money are not a feeble copy of another man’s. Here many have
erred, for they have been ambitious to be like some notable person, and
have ended in being servile copyists, destitute of all the force and
excellence of their hero, and without virtues of their own. Bost is not a
second Muller, as we had been told — he is John Bost, and nobody else,
and differs as much from Mr. Muller as a rose differs from a lily. Even in
the exercise of his faith he is unlike our venerated father of Bristol, and not
only prays for the money which he needs, but uses ingenious means to
obtain it. We are sure that Mr. Muller’s plan is best for him, perhaps in
itself the best intrinsically; but Mr. Bost’s methods are in the main most
admirable in every way; are certainly the best which in his circumstances he
could follow, and possibly in some aspects the best for the majority of
workers. The two brethren love and esteem each other very highly, and
Mr. Muller has been greatly pleased with a visit which he has lately paid to
La Force, though the sight of the epileptics was too painful for him, as it
well might be.


Which of these three mighties do we place first? The question may not be
answered, for it is an improper one; and even if it were allowable we are
not qualified to reply. Who are we that we should judge the King’s
servants, and especially such as these, whose feet we should feet it an
honor to wash? We may, however, venture to say that if we had to
apportion the precious stones to individuals, we would engrave the name
of Hudson Taylor upon an emerald, pleasant and beautiful; that of George
Muller upon a diamond of the first water, clear as crystal; and that of John
Bost upon a ruby full of warmth and vividness. None can gather from this
comparison which one we think of the highest value, since our researches
among precious stones have enabled us to quote, if we had the space to
spare, opinions of various jewelers in which each of these is adjudged to







579


bear the palm for beauty, and there are priedess specimens of each gem.
Poor pieces of common clay are all these men by nature; their luster and
excellence are entirely due to their common Lord, who counts them all his
own blood-bought jewels. We delight in them as his workmanship, and feel
it to be right to admire his grace in them. There has been too much of
finding fault with God’s servants while they live, and of idolizing them after
death; we resolve to see the Father in the children, the Master in the
disciples, the Holy Ghost in the temples of God, and to give them our
loving word while they live. It is a small matter to them what we think of
them, but they will not be grieved at our glorifying God in them. We have
it on our heart to say, — if such be the beauty of the separate gems, even
here, where they are not without flaw, what must be the glory of our great
High Priest who wears all the precious stones upon his resplendent
breastplate, each one faultless, and all set in harmonious order, so that the
brilliance of every one is increased by that of its fellows? Let us glorify him
who has wrought all our works in us, and is alone worthy of all praise.


NOTICES OF BOOKS


SELECT POETRY FOR CHILDREN. BY JOSEPH PAYNE.
CROSBY, LOCKWOOD, AND CO., LUDGATE HILL.


THIS is the twentieth edition of a very fair selection of poems for juveniles
and others. Recent revisions and additions have improved the collection,
which now includes pieces by Coleridge, Cowper, Longfellow, Southey,
Wordsworth, Sir Walter Scott, Mrs. Hemans, the present Poet Laureate,
and other less celebrated rhymesters.


DISCOURSES. BY JOHN GUTHRIE, M.A., D.D., GLASGOW.
HODDER & STOUGHTON.


THESE sermons were printed by desire of those who heard them, and who
wished for a memorial of their pastor while he was absent from them in
search of health. The “Discourses” are divided into three parts, (1) six
preached on special occasions, (2) five on difficult texts, and (3) seven
miscellaneous. We are not at all surprised that the bearers of these sermons
should have desired to possess them in this permanent form, for there is
much in them to admire, especially those that are not controversial, and
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even these will find many approving readers, although no one will expect
us to endorse such sentiments as the following: — “The Evangelical Union,
now inaugurated . . . presents the only consistent basts for the universal
call; and to this, unless the gospel is to be immolated on the stony altar of
the Genevan creed, all must come.” . . . “That . . . there is endless
existence predestined for any without one glimpse of hope, with only the
settled and stony paleness of absolute despair, is a dogma which I for one
will never consent to be dragooned into.”


A man who knows how to separate the wheat from the chaff will find some
good corn here, but the unstable and unlearned will be wise if they leave
the book alone.


TEMPERANCE HYMNS AND SONGS, FOR THE USE OF
METHODIST BANDS OF HOPE AND TEMPERANCE SOCIETIES


WITH TUNES. 66, PATERNOSTER ROW.


THERE is nothing in this book to limit its use to Methodist Bands of Hope
and Temperance Societies, except, perhaps, the suggested short service for
the opening and closing of the meetings of these useful organizations. It is
pointed out that the use of this service is entirely optional. In our humble
opinion the use of it is decidedly objectionable, for various reasons. Just
fancy a number of rosy-cheeked, healthy, happy, temperance folk, old or
young, joining in a “general confession,” which includes the statement,
“There is no health in us”!  This surely is a libel on teetotalism. Apart from
this little piece of liturgy the book has our heartlest commendation. If these
hymns and songs are well and widely sung, it will be proved that Bacchus
has by no means all the best of the tunes.


ONCE UPON A TIME; OR, THE BOY’S BOOK OF
ADVENTURES. RELIGIOUS TRACT SOCIETY.


ADVENTURES indeed, and plenty of them — lost on the Alps, captures by
brigands, attacks of robbers, and perils of Indians, in a French prison, on a
rock: — we have, in fact, such a choice of adventures that every youth’s
heart should be more than satisfied. We scarcely know of a book more
likely to be read by boys.
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NOTES.


THE suggestion of several correspondents that the Notes should become a
complete diary of our proceedings we do not feel able to comply with. We
fear that there would not be enough of interest in such a record. At the
same time, we shall in future note more points of personal interest, as they
are evidently looked for by our friends.


THE PASTOR was heartily welcomed at the Tabernacle on April 13. The
loving congratulations of his affectionate people render his return one of
the happiest events of his life. He finds the church in a healthy state of
earnest activity, and in all departments the strain of his long absence has
been well sustained, a cheering proof that the work at the Tabernacle is of
the Lord, and is not dependent upon the life of any one individual. Some
few matters of income are in arrears, especially the fund of the Colportage:
this is not the result of the Pastor’s absence, nor of any failure of
generosity on the part of friends at home, but of the general depression of
trade throughout the country, which has diminished the sales of the
colporteurs and also made it difficult for the local committees to keep up
their guarantees. By the divine blessing everything will be in good sailing
order before long. Thanks are rendered to many friends who urged a
longer rest, but it could not be taken, for there was a real necessity for the
Pastor’s return, and he could not have been easy to be longer out of the
way. At the same time, the Pastor is not able to take any work beyond that
which is due at home, and it will be in vain to press him to do so.


On Wednesday evening, April 9, Mr. W. Jackson Wray, who had rendered
us good service by preaching for us on two of the Sabbaths while we were
away, again assisted us by delivering his popular lecture on “The Wisdom
of AEsop,” in the Tabernacle, in aid of the special evangelistic services
fund. Our son Charles presided, and at the close of the lecture expressed
the hearty thanks of all present for the happy evening they had spent. As
Mr. Wray had intimated that his subject had no end to it, the chairman
hoped that it would be “continued in our next.” Here are two nuggets from
Mr. Wray’s mine. The first bears the inscription, “To the worshippers of
that uncalendered and monstrous hypocrite called Saint Monday”: —
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“Monday’s burden bravely borne,
Tuesday’s labor’s easier done;


Wednesday’s duties well fulfilled,
Thursday’s trials are half killed;
Friday’s griefs will be but small,


Saturday’s wages then befall,
And Sunday’s rest comes best of all.”


The other is smaller, but equally valuable: —


“If you your lips would keep from slips,
Five things observe with care;


Of whom you speak, to whom you speak,
And how, and when, and where.”


COLPORTAGE. — In answer to many prayers, we have received for
Colportage work about £160. Now, this is a small installment of £1,000
which is needed to put the work into a sound condition, but it has sufficed
to keep the society from absolute bankruptcy for the time being, and to
keep alive our faith and our expectation. We do not abate our assurance
that God will send means for his own work. Will our friends kindly read
the article upon Colportage in this number of the magazine?


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. J. S. Harrison has settled at
Montague-street, Blackburn; Mr. H. Wood has sailed for New Zealand;
Mr. E.G. Ince, for Australia; and Mr. N. Papengouth has been recognized
as the pastor of the Chiesa Apostolica Cristiana, Naples. Mr. S. A.
Comber, who has recently passed his second examination, leaves us to
continue his studies at Edinburgh University as a medical missionary.


Mr. A. Greer has removed from Braunston, Northamptonshire, to
Quorndon, Leicestershire; Mr. C. Chapman from Gamlingay,
Cambridgeshire, to Maldon, Essex; Mr. I. Bridge from Rayleigh, Essex, to
Waterbeach, Cambridgeshire; and Mr. G. Duncan from Frome to Oaks
Lindley, Huddersfield.


Mr. A. F. Brown, of Fenny Stratford, has become co-pastor with the Rev.
W. A. Blake, of Brentford. Mr. Robt. Spurgeon, of Sewry, India, has taken
the place of the Rev. A. McKenna at Dacea; Mr. H. Bool, of River Hebert,
Nova Scotia, has gone to Pugwash, Cumberland county; and Mr. W.
Ostler of Fulton, Oswego county, has accepted an invitation to Morrisville,
New York.
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The annual Conference will commence its meetings on Monday, the 5th
inst. How happy should we be if our loving friends would implore a
blessing upon the week of meetings! Especially let all the churches whose
pastors will be present offer special prayers that the gathering may be
greatly profitable to them. Mr. Phillips’ supper takes place on Wednesday,
May 7.


ORPHANAGE. — Mr. Charlesworth has made a most successful tour with
the Orphanage choir, and visited Witney, Stratford-on-Avon, Eveshham,
Chipping Norton, Cambridge, and Waterbeach. To the zealous friends who
in each town labored to make the services of song a success we are
personally grateful. In some of these towns we have old allies, whose
names are very dear to us, though we dare say their modesty would be
shocked if we named them — we will try them for once and mention as a
specimen Messrs. Abraham, Toller, and Apthorpe, — but indeed others
have been equally earnest, and we bless God for such good friends.


During the first four months of this year the Orphanage choir and the head-
master have brought in £294 14s 3d. to our funds. The places visited, in
addition to those mentioned above, have been Melton Mowbray, Leicester,
Derby, Northampton, Highgate, Reading, Richmond, and Hitchin. In all
cases the contributions have been very handsome. Reading, as usual, leads
the way with £53 15s. 6d. This meeting grew out of the annual meeting of
Mr. Hutt’s class; it was a very hearty one, and Mr. Sutton was so good as
to write off to Mentone the cheering news before the meeting was over.
Our friends, Messrs. Marchant, of Hitchin, Crosier, of Melton, J. T.
Brown, of Northampton, Bateman, of Leicester, and all the rest are most
heartily thanked. Their expressions of sympathy, love, and esteem to us
personally, when reported to us, went far to cheer us in our hours of
depression. God bless all those who have helped at these happy gatherings,
and all who mean to invite the boys at some future time.


All goes well at the Orphanage, and we are glad. Messrs. J. and J. King, of
Saint Andrews, Norwich, have sent some marvelously beautiful banners for
the Orphanage, and we hope that on June 19th, when the Pastor’s 45th
birthday and the Orphanage Fete will be celebrated, these decorations will
be displayed.


EVANGELISTS. — AS we stated in our “Notes” last month, Mr. Clarke was
too ill to accompany Mr. Smith to Boston, Lincolnshire, and his place was
therefore taken by Mr. Gwillim, one of our elders. The choice of a
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substitute was no easy matter, but the decision proved to be a thoroughly
wise one. The services were commenced on Sunday, March 16th, in the
Corn Exchange, where some five or six hundred persons assembled in the
morning, and about fourteen hundred at night, while a local paper states
that “the continuous stream of people sent away, unable to gain
admittance, would have filled another building equally as large.” The week
evening services had been announced to be held in our brother West’s
chapel, but the success of the first day’s labors made it imperative that a
larger meeting-house should be secured, and accordingly, application was
made for the Primitive Methodist Chapel, West Street, which was readily
lent, and quite crowded every night. On Sunday, the 23rd, about eight
hundred persons were present at the Corn Exchange in the morning, and a
very successful service for children was held at the Baptist Chapel in the
afternoon. At night the service was conducted in the Corn Exchange,
when, according to the authority before quoted, “it was thought that there
could not have been far less than two thousand persons crammed into the
building, and quite that number had to be refused admission. The marked
attention of the people was ample proof that all enjoyed the service.” A
collection was made in aid of the Evangelists’ Fund, and about one
thousand of the congregation remained to the after meeting. The services
were continued through the week in the Primitive Methodist Chapel, which
was quite full each night, and were brought to a close on Friday, the 28th,
by a tea and public meeting, at which twelve local ministers and one
thousand people were present. Both evangelists were earnestly entreated to
remain longer than the specified time, but Mr. Gwillim only was able to do
so. “A working man,” who was unable to be present at the farewell
meeting, sent 5s. to Mr. Smith as an expression of his gratitude to God for
the blessings received through the services, and said that he hoped a
hundred of God’s children would send the same amount to be forwarded to
Mr. Spurgeon, to help to defray the expense of maintaining the evangelists.
A reference to our list of contributions to the Evangelists’ Fund will show
how far this good example was followed.


Mr. Clarke was sufficiently restored to commence work with Mr. Smith at
Bacup, Lancashire, on April 12th, but his health again broke down after
preaching a few times, and we fear he will be obliged to take a longer rest.
About 800 Christian workers met together the first evening for prayer, the
three Baptist choirs united in leading the singing, which seems to have
quite charmed Mr. Smith; all the ministers gave up their week evening
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services and assisted the evangelists at every meeting, and as a natural
consequence the chapels and mission halls in which they met were all
densely crowded, and overflow meetings had to be held on several
occasions. Our brethren expect great results from the unity and earnestness
displayed at Bacup, and hope this good example will be followed
elsewhere.


This month and next Messrs. Clarke and Smith have engaged to visit
various towns in the West Riding of Yorkshire. We fear, however, that we
must find some other preacher to accompany Mr. Smith, for Mr. Clarke
appears to be utterly disabled. Trouble about funds is heavy enough, but
the sickness of our beloved friend is a heavier trial. Brethren, pray for us
that in this, also, God may be glorified.


Mr. Burnham, our second evangelist, has discovered that a man who
intends to “do the work of an evangelist,” as it ought to be done, must be
prepared to have all his powers strained to their utmost. Towards the end
of March, like Mr. Clarke, he was completely exhausted. His “labors
abundant,” with extra anxiety and traveling, in consequence of his father’s
death, necessitated a rest, for which arrangements had not been made, and
compelled him to leave to local brethren the conclusion of what had been
up to that time a most successful series of services at Bures, and Sudbury,
in Suffolk. He was, however, sufficiently restored to give an evening of
sacred song at Mill-street Chapel, Bedford, on March 31, and another at
Murkyate Street, on April 1; and on Monday, the 7th ult., was able to
commence a three weeks’ engagement in Cornwall. This brother works
alone, and feels an urgent need for a companion in the service. Two and
two is a Scriptural rule, but we cannot send out more men till friends take
up the cause.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION. — This is the
society which employs voluntary, or, as they are commonly called, lay
agents. Mr. Elvin has sent us a copy of his half-yearly financial statement,
the particulars of which are as follows: — Balance in hand, Sept., 1878, £2
0s. 10d.; donations from various friends, £97 9s.; contributions from two
chapels visited, £2 10s.; collections at meetings, £6 4s. 9d.; sale of tracts,
£2 16s. 9d.; profit on tea meeting, etc., £5 1s. 3d.; making the total receipts
for the six months £116 2s. 7d. The expenditure for the same period has
amounted to £96 0s. 3d. for rent of halls, gas, printing, postage, stationery,
advertisements, traveling expenses of evangelists, etc. The balance in hand
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at the end of March was £20 ls. 8d.; but as £11 14s. 6d. was due to the
printer, and £24 was nearly due for rent, in addition to the regular expenses
of carrying on the work of the Association, it is evident that additional
contributions will be very acceptable just now. Mr. Elvin’s address is 30,
Surrey Square, Walworth. S.E.


A new mission station has been opened in Upper Ground-street,
Blackfriars, through the liberality of Mr. Shand, the fire-engine maker, who
has set apart a large room in his factory, and fitted it up for the use of the
Association. We thank this gentleman right heartily, and trust his good
example will be followed by many other employers in various parts of our
great city. Since writing this, we learn that Mr. Ross, of the Old Kent-road,
has done the same, and a great blessing has rested upon the meetings held
in the room which he has fitted up.


TO YOUNG MEN IN LONDON. — A class for Christian workers of all
denominations is held in the Glass Room of the Tabernacle every Saturday
evening, from seven to nine, to assist in training the Lord’s servants for
more successful work. The brethren of the Country Mission and
Evangelists’ Association meet at this class, and it affords an opportunity to
godly men to discover fields of usefulness, and prepare themselves for
them. Our esteemed elder, Mr. George Goldston, is the president.


PERSONAL MATTERS. — Dr. Blaikie in a recent letter to us says of Dr.
Livingstone, “I had in my hands the other day one of your sermons, very
yellow, it lay embedded in one of his journals — had probably been all over
Africa — and had in Livingstone’s neat hand the simple words ‘very good.’
Would you like it?” Our reply, as the reader will guess, was an urgent
request that we might have the yellow relic.


The Religious Tract Society kindly favors us with the following extract
from a letter from a member of the Servian Government, in reference to
our sermon “Come and Welcome,” which has been published in Servia.
“Mr. Spurgeon’s sermon, ‘Come and Welcome,’ continues to be much
read and appreciated. The Dean of Thabatz writes to thank me that I have
procured for Servian Christians such most valuable reading; and also adds
that he has never read anything more edifying and more ‘ filling the soul.’
A copy found its way to the State Prison of Posharevatz, and I am
informed has been there read with much enjoyment, even by some men
who have been pronounced infidels. An old gentleman belonging to the
highest rank of our society took the opportunity of an evening party in his
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house to read the whole sermon to the ladies and gentlemen present. I am
mentioning to you all these details, believing them to be hopeful signs of
coming harvest, and feeling myself happy and thankful to our merciful
Father that the first seed, which by the instrumentality of your committee
has been thrown in the earth of Servia seems to bear with it God’s
blessing.”


The Sheffield Telegraph charges us with having prayed the Lord to remove
the Beaconsfield ministry from power. Not that it can report that we
actually said as much, but, being able to read our heart, it is sure that it
knows our honest meaning, and so it paraphrases the few harmless words
which we employed. Be it so, Mr. Critic. Your imputation as to our public
prayer was most unjustifiable, but you very correctly read the wish of our
inmost soul. Our nation once regarded justice and humanity, but its present
rulers care little for these things so long as they can annex and conquer.
We once hoped that peace was the favorite policy of England, but now
Britannia thrusts her fist into everybody’s face, and recklessly provokes
hostility. The present ministry has sent the nation back half a century as to
its moral tone; and it has laid up in the records of divine justice a sad
amount of retribution, which is even now, in a measure, being meted out to
the land. Parties are of small consequence to us, but wholesale slaughter
brought about by unrighteous plundering ought not to be passed over
without remonstrance. A true patriot desires, above all things, to see his
nation do justly and love mercy, for only in such a course of action can it
expect the favor of heaven. Believing all this, it is our prayer that God may
forgive the present belligerent ministers and either remove them from their
offices or reverse their policy. The Sheffield Telegraph thinks that praying
upon such matters is a very profane course of procedure, and favors us
with a sage admonition, for which we render all the thanks which it
deserves. We have long ago ceased to draw a boundary for our religion:
we believe that it should enter into everything, and affect all our
relationships. If we could not pray over our politics we should doubt their
rightness.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — January 31st, seven; February
27th, twenty; March 13th, eleven; March 27th, twelve; April 3rd, thirteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE, 1879.


WHAT IS ECCENTRICITY?


A LECTURE, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


OUGHT I not to be very timid in speaking upon eccentric preachers when I
am somewhat sarcastically requested by an anonymous letter writer to look
at home? I do look at home, and I am glad that I have such a happy home
to look at. Trembling has not seized upon me upon receiving my nameless
friend’s advice, for two reasons; first, because I am not horrified by being
charged with eccentricity, and secondly, because I do not consider myself
to be guilty of that virtue or vice, whichever it may be. Years ago I might
have been convicted of a mild degree of the quality, but since so many have
copied my style, and so considerable a number have borrowed my
discourses, I submit that I am rather the orthodox example than the glaring
exception. After having lived for a quarter of a century in this region, I am
not now regarded in London as a phenomenon to be stared at, but as an
old-fashioned kind of body, who is tolerated as an established part of the
ecclesiastical life of this vast city. Having moved in one orbit year after
year without coming into serious collision with my neighbors I have reason
to believe that my pathway in the religious heavens is not eccentric, but is
as regular as that of the other lights which twinkle in the same sky I have
probably done my anonymous correspondent more honor than he deserves
in taking so much notice of him; indeed, I only mention the man and his
communication that I might bear witness against all anonymous letters.
Never write a letter to which you are ashamed to put your name; as a rule
only mean persons are guilty of such an action, though I hope my present
correspondent is an exception to the rule. Be so eccentric as to be always
able to speak the truth to a man face to face. And now to our subject.


It is not the most profitable business in the world to find fault with our
fellows. It is a trade which is generally followed by those who would
excuse themselves from self-examination by turning their censures upon
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others. The beam in their own eye does not appear to be quite so large
while they can discover motes in other men’s optics, and hence they resort
to the amusement of detraction. Ministers are the favorite prey of critics,
and on Sundays, when they think it right to talk religion, they keep the rule
to the letter, but violate its sense by most irreligiously overhauling the
persons, characters, sayings and doings of God’s servants. “Dinner is over.
Bring the walnuts, and let us crack the reputations of a preacher or two. It
is a pious exercise for the Sabbath.” Then tongues move with abounding
clatter; tales are told without number, and when the truth has been
exhausted a few “inventions” are exhibited. One saw a preacher do what
was never done, and another heard him say what was never said. Old
fictions are brought up and declared to have happened a few days ago,
though they never happened at all, and so the good people hallow the
Sabbath with pious gossip and sanctimonious slander. There is a very
serious side to this when we remember the fate of those who love and
make a lie; but just now we will not dwell upon that solemn topic, lest we
should be accused of lecturing our audience in more senses than one. So
far as I am personally concerned, if the habit we are speaking of were not a
sin, I do not know that I should care about it, for after having had more
than my fair share of criticism and abuse, I am not one jot the worse for it
in any respect; no bones are broken, my position is not injured, and my
mind is not soured.


From the earliest period it has been found impossible for the messengers
whom God has sent to suit their style of utterance to the tastes of all. In all
generations useful preachers of the gospel have beer objected to by a
portion of the community. Mere chips in the porridge may escape censure,
and mildly win the tolerance of indifference, but decided worth will be
surrounded with warm friends and redhot foes. He who hopes to preach so
as to please everybody must be newly come into the ministry; and he who
aims at such an object would do well speedily to leave its ranks. Men must
and will cavil and object; it is their nature to do so. John came neither
eating nor drinking; he was at once a Baptist and an abstainer, and nothing
could be alleged against his habits, which were far removed from the
indulgences of luxury; but this excellence was made his fault, and they said,
“He hath a devil.” Jesus Christ came eating and drinking, living as a man
among men; and this which they pretended to desire in John became an
offense in Jesus, and they libeled him as “a drunken man and a wine-bibber,
a friend of publicans and sinners.” Neither the herald nor his Master suited
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the wayward tastes of their contemporaries. Like children playing in the
market-place, who would not agree about what the game should be, so
were the sons of men in that generation. They rejected the messengers
because they loved not the God who sent them, and they only pretended to
object to the men because they dared not avow their enmity to their
Master. Hence the objections were often inconsistent and contradictory,
and always frivolous and vexatious.


Filled with the same spirit of contrariety, the men of this world still
depreciate the ministers whom God sends them and profess that they
would gladly listen if different preachers could be found. Nothing can
please them, their cavils are dealt out with heedless universality. Cephas is
too blunt, Apollos is too flowery, Paul is too argumentative, Timothy is
too young, James is too severe, John is too gentle. Nevertheless, wisdom is
justified of all her children. At this time, when God raises up a man of
original mind who strikes out a course for himself and follows it with
success, it is usual to charge him with being eccentric. If his honesty may
not be suspected, nor his zeal questioned, nor his power denied, sneer at
him and call him eccentric, and it may be the arrow will wound.


Let us now pay our attention to this dreadful word eccentric, and then see
by what means it has been fixed upon certain preachers of the gospel, and
those not the least in usefulness.


What is it to be eccentric? The short and easy method for determining the
meaning of a word is to go to the dictionary. Dr. Samuel Johnson, what
say you? The sage replies, “It signifies deviating from the center, or not
having the same center as another circle.” The gruff lexicographer proves
his definition by quoting from an astronomer who charges the sun with
eccentricity. “By reason of the sun’s eccentricity to the earth and obliquity
to the equator, it appears to us to move unequally.” Eccentric preachers
are evidently in brilliant society. Now I am free to admit that the word has
come to mean singular, odd, whimsical, and so forth; but bygoing a little
deeper into its etymology, we discover that it simply means that the circle
in which an eccentric man moves is not quite coincident with that which is
followed by the majority: he does not tread the regular ring, but deviates
more or less as he sees fit. It would be easy to prove that a movement may
be eccentric, and yet quite regular and effective. Every man who has to do
with machinery knows what it is for one wheel to be eccentric to another,
and he knows also that often this may be a needful and useful arrangement
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for the purpose of the machine. It does not seem so very horrible after all
that a man should be eccentric. I suppose the popular meaning is that a
man is off the circle, or in more vulgar phrase “off the square.” But the
point is, who is to tell us what the square is, and who is to decide which
circle a man is bound to follow? True, this second circle is not concentric
with the first, but it is not therefore more eccentric than the first, for each
one is eccentric to the other. It may be that A is eccentric to B, but B is
quite as much eccentrics to A. A man called me a Dissenter the other day,
and I admitted that I dissented from him, but I charged him with being a
Dissenter, because he dissented from me. He replied that I was a
Nonconformist, but I retorted that he also was a Nonconformist, for he did
not conform to me. Such terms, if they are to be accurately employed,
require a fixed standard; and in the case of the term “eccentricity” we need
first to settle a center and a circumference, from which we may depart.
This will be no easy task: indeed, those who attempt it will find it to be
impossible in matters of taste and deportment, according to the old adage,
“de gustibus, etc.” (concerning matters of taste it is idle to dispute) and the
well-worn proverb, “every man to his taste.”


In morals conscience has fixed the center and struck the ring; and in
religion revelation has used the compasses and given us a perfect sphere.
God grant that we may not be eccentric towards God, either as to holiness
or truth, for that were fatal: but when fashion and custom mark out ill-
proportioned imitations of the circle of perfection, or even dare to impose
curves of their own, it may be grandly right to be eccentric, for all the
saints have trodden an eccentric path as they have tracked the narrow way
in the teeth of the many who pursue the downward road.


From such consecrated eccentricity come martyrs, reformers, and the
leaders of the advance guard of freedom and progress. Breaking loose
from the shackles of evil customs, such men first stand alone and defy the
world; but ere long the great heart of manhood discerns their excellence,
and then men are so eager to fall at their feet that the idolatry of hero-
worship is scarcely escaped. To us the men seem grander in their solitary
adherence to the right and to the true than when they become the centers
of admiration: their brave eccentricity is the brightest gem in their crown.
The slavery of custom is as hard and crushing as any other form of human
bondage, and blessed is he who for the truth’s sake disdains to wear the
galling chain, preferring rather to be charged with singularity and held up
to ridicule. It is clear, then, that eccentricity may in certain cases be a
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virtue. When it touches the moral and the spiritual it may be worthy of all
honor.


As to preachers and their mode of procedure, what is eccentricity? Who is
to fix the center? I say to all those professed critics who tell us that certain
preachers are eccentrics” Who is to fix the center for them?” Shall this
important task devolve upon those gentlemen who buy lithographed
sermons and preach them as their own? These men are in no danger of
violating propriety in the excess of their zeal, for their discourses are cut
and dried for them at wholesale establishments. Do you ask, “Is this true?”
I answer, undoubtedly; for the other day, to test the matter, I sent my
secretary to a certain bookseller’s, and he brought home to me specimens
of these precious productions, lithographed or written by hand, at prices
descending from a shilling to sixpence each: a choice variety, believe me.
Some of these invaluable discourses are carefully marked in places to
indicate the degree of emphasis to be used, and spaces or dotted lines are
employed to indicate the pauses and their suggested length. No one calls
the users of these pretty things eccentric; are we, therefore, to regard them
as the model preachers to whom we are to be conformed? Are we all to
purchase spiritual food for our flocks, at the liberal rate of half-a-guinea a
quartet for thirteen sermons, to be exchanged at Lady-day, Midsummer,
Michaelmas, and Christmas? If these things be so, and this trade is to be
continued and increased, I suppose that we who think out our own
sermons, and deliver them fresh from our hearts, will be regarded as odd
fellows, just as Mr. Wesley was stigmatized as eccentric because he wore
his own hair when all the fashionable world rejoiced in wigs. Well, my
brethren, if it should ever be the fashion to wear wooden legs, I shall be
eccentric enough to keep to those which nature gave me, weak as they are,
and I trust that the number of eccentric people will be sufficient to keep me
in countenance.


Who is to fix the center of the circle? Shall we give the compasses into the
hand of the high-flying brethren whose rhetoric towers into the clouds and
is shrouded and lost in them? Certainly these do the business very grandly,
dealing in the sublime and beautiful quite as freely as Burke himself. No
common man understandeth or so much as dareth to attempt understanding
these gentlemen of the altitudes and profundities. Their big words are by
no means needful on account of the greatness of their matter, but seem to
be chosen upon the principle that the less they have to say the more
pompous must be their phrases. In their magniloquence they
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“Set wheels on wheels in motion — such a clatter —
To force up one poor nipperkin of water!
Broad ocean labors with tremendous roar
To heave a cockle-shell upon the shore.”


Mr. Muchado is still engaged in whipping his creams into a froth of the
consistency of half a nothing; and we may hear the Rev. Mr. Prettyman in
many a pulpit exercising the art of spread-eagle to a coterie who do not
suspect him of eccentricity, but consider him to be the model divine.


Not in words only are the high-fliers comparable to masses of floating
cloud, but in doctrine they are equally beyond all comprehension. They are
philosophical gentlemen, superior persons of special culture, though what
has been cultivated in them, except an affectation of learning, it would be
hard to say. They confuse those whom they ought to confirm, and stagger
those whom they should establish. Bishop Blomfield tells us that a certain
verger said to him, “Do you know I have been verger of this church fifty
years, and though I have heard all the great sermons preached in this place
I am still a Christian.” Now, are these dealers in words and dreams to fix
the center? If so, we intend to be eccentric; and blessed be God we are not
alone in that resolve, for there are others who join with us in the opinion
that to be studying the prettinesses of elocution, and the fancies of
philosophy, while men are perishing around us is the brutal eccentricity of a
Nero, who fiddled while Rome was burning, and sent his galleys to fetch
sand from Alexandria while the populace died for want of bread. If the
center is to be up in the clouds, let a few of us who care for something
practical stop down below and be regarded as eccentric. It is an odd thing
that some men prefer to speak upon topics of which they know nothing,
and from which no benefit can possibly arise, while themes which might
edify are disregarded. Timbs tells us of an eccentric “Walking Stewart,”
who had perambulated half the world but would never talk of his travels,
preferring to descant upon “The Polarity and Moral Truth,” whereon he
spoke so wildly that no one could make head or tail of it. Like this
departed worthy, certain men are most at home when they are all abroad,
and most important when their subject is insignificant. We do not choose
their center, for it is far more suitable for will-o’-the-wisps than ministers
of the eternal word. When all souls are saved and all mourners comforted
we may venture to discuss recondite theories, but not while graveyards are
filling with those who know not God.
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Where, then, is the center to be found? Am I directed to yonder vestry? I
beg pardon — sacristy. If you open that door, you will perceive a
considerable number of cupboards, presses, and recesses. Where are we? Is
this a milliner’s shop, or a laundry, or both? Those linen garments reflect
great credit upon the washerwoman and ironer; but the establishment is not
a laundry, for here hang black gowns and white gowns and raiment as fine
as Joseph’s coat. And what a variety? Here, young man, fetch the
ecclesiastical dictionary! Here we have an alb and an amice, a cope for the
parson, and a corporal for the bread and wine, and — well, there’s no end
of the concerns! We are not well instructed in the terminology of these
drapery establishments, but we are informed that these things are not to be
treated with levity, seeing that therein. abideth much grace, which
ministereth to the establishment of the saints. In truth, we have small care
to linger among these resplendent rags, but assuredly if the center of
gravity lies with gentlemen who thus bedizen their corporeal frames, we
prefer to be eccentric, and dress as other mule humanities are wont to do.
It has seemed to us to be needful to discard even the while necktie. While it
was the ordinary dress of a gentleman, well and good; but as it has grown
to denote a personage of the clerical sort, or, in other words, has become a
priestly badge, it seems best to abjure it. This may be done the more readily
because it is also the favorite decoration of undertakers and waiters at
hotels, and one has no wish to be taken for either of these deserving
functionaries. Some young preachers delight in cravats of extreme length,
and others tie them with great precision, reminding us of Beau Brummel,
who produced miraculous ties, because, as he said, he gave his whole mind
to them. I was much aided in the summary dismission of my tie by an
incident which happened to me when I first came to London. I was
crossing the river by a penny steamboat, when a rude fellow said to me,
“How are you getting on at Hitchcock’s?” I could not imagine what he
meant; but he explained that he supposed I was in the drapery line, and was
probably at that eminent firm. He tried hard to find out where I was
serving, and when I gave him for answer that I knew none of the houses in
the City, and was not in the drapery, “Then,” said he, “you’re a Methodist
parson”; which was a better shot by far, and yet not quite a bull’s-eye.
Having no desire to be lifted into the clerical order, or to claim any
distinction above my fellow church-members, I dress as they dress, and
wear no special distinguishing mark. Let men of sense judge whether this is
one-half so eccentric as arraying one’s self so that it is hard for spectators
to guess whether you are a man or a woman, and very easy to say that your
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garnishing is not manly, but ostentatious, and oftentimes meretricious and
absurd. The center is not here. They that wear soft raiment are in king’s
houses, but the King of kings cares nothing for the finery and foppery of
ecclesiastical parade.


According to common talk, the center of the circle is fixed by the dullest of
all the brotherhood, for to be eccentric means with many to have anything
over half a grain of common sense, or the remotest flavoring of humor.
Have anything like originality, anything like genius, anything like a sparkle
of wit, anything like natural whole-souled action, and you will be called
eccentric directly by those who are used to the gospel of Hum-drum. The
concentric thing with many is to prose away with great propriety and drone
with supreme decorum. Your regular man says nothing which can by any
possibility offend anybody, and nothing which is likely to do anyone good.
Devoid of faults, and destitute of excellencies, the proper preacher pursues
his mechanical round, and shudders at the more erratic motions of real life.
Far be it from us to depreciate the excellent brother, his way is doubtless
the best for him, yet are there other modes which are quite as
commendable though more likely to be censured. If you will be as dry as
sawdust, as devoid of juice as the sole of an old shoe, and as correct as the
multiplication table, you shall earn to yourself a high degree in the great
university of Droneingen, but if you wake up your soul and adapt an
energetic delivery, and a natural, manly, lively, forcible mode of utterance,
all the great authorities of that gigantic institution will say, “Oh dear, it is a
pity he is so eccentric.” Common sense decidedly objects to have the
center for an eagle fixed by an owl, or the circle for a waxwork figure
forced upon a living man.


As to this supposed center of the circle, which we have tried in vain to
settle, it may be as well to remark that it is not fixed, and never can be
fixed; for climes and times and circumstances involve perpetual change.
Some hundred or more years ago Mr. John Wesley stood on his father’s
grave to preach in Epworth churchyard, and he was thought very eccentric
for proclaiming the gospel in the open air; as for Mr. Whitefield, he was
considered to be demented, or he would never have taken to the fields. Our
Lord and his apostles had long before preached under the open heavens,
and, persecuted as they were, no one in those days called them eccentric
because of that particular practice; and, to show how the ideas of men have
changed again, no one is now considered to be eccentric for open-air
preaching, at least, not in these regions. I might preach standing on a
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gravestone tomorrow, and none would blame me. Yes, I forgot, it must not
be in a national graveyard, or I should be liable to something dreadful. We
must neither stand on an Episcopal tombstone nor be laid under one with
our own funeral rites. Those orthodox worms which have fattened on
correctly buried corpses so long, would be taken ill if they fed on bodies
over which the regular chaplain has not asked a blessing. This care for the
worms is to my mind rather eccentric, but let that pass, it will soon be
numbered among the superstitions of a dark age. As times roll on, that
which is eccentric in one era becomes general and even fashionable in
another. The costume and general cut of a preacher of Queen Elizabeth’s
day would create a smile if it should be copied under the reign of Queen
Victoria, and even the knee breeches, silk stockings, and silver buckles,
which I have myself seen upon my venerated grandfather, would create
many a smile if they were to reappear at the next meeting of the
Congregational Union. “The nasal twang learned at conventicle” was once
regarded as the holy tone of piety, and yet the man who should use it now,
if he were an Englishman, would be thought an odd being. Indeed, much of
the oddity of the famous Matthew Wilks lay in that particular habit; he
made you smile, even when speaking with all solemnity, by the strangeness
of his voice, and yet I never heard that our Puritanic ancestors were
otherwise than grave while listening to the same peculiar form or utterance.
Time was when it was accounted one of the outrageous deeds of a certain
Jack Hanway, that he actually walked down a street in London on a rainy
day, carrying a new-fangled kind of round tent to keep off the wet; yet no
one quotes this action now as a proof of extreme eccentricity, for
umbrellas are as common as mushrooms.


The following incident, which happened to myself, will show the power of
race and climate in producing the charge of eccentricity. A Dutchman, who
from the very orderly style of his handwriting, and the precision of his
phrases, should be a very exemplary individual once wrote me a sternly
admonitory letter. From having read my printed discourses with much
pleasure he had come to consider me as a godly minister; and, therefore,
being in London, he had availed himself of the opportunity to hear me.
This, however, he deeply regretted, as he had now lost the power to read
my sermons with pleasure any more. What, think you, had I said or done to
deprive me of the good opinion of so excellent a Hollander? I will relieve
your mind by saying that he considered that I preached exceedingly well,
and he did not charge me with any extravagances of action, but it was my
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personal appearance which shocked him. I wore a beard, which was bad
enough, but worse than this, he observed upon my lip a moustache! Now
this guilty thing is really so insignificant an affair that he might have
overlooked such an unobtrusive offender. But no, he said that I wore a
moustache like a carnal, worldly-minded man! Think of that. Instead of
being all shaven and shorn like the holy man whom he was accustomed to
hear, and wearing a starched ruffed collar all round my neck, about a
quarter of a yard deep, I was so depraved as to wear no ruff, and abjure the
razor. His great guy of a minister, with ruff and bands and gown, and a
woman’s chin was not eccentric, but because I allowed my hair to grow as
nature meant it should, I was eccentric and frivolous and carnal and
worldly-minded, and all sorts of bad things. You see, what is eccentric in
Holland is not eccentric in England, and vice versa. Much of the eccentric
business is a matter of longitude and latitude, and to be quite correct one
would need to take his bearings, and carry with him a book of costumes
and customs, graduated according to the distance from the first meridian.


Moreover, we may not forget that as in religion there have been times of
persecution, and times of toleration, so has it been with the pulpit. At one
date propriety ruled supreme, and men were doomed to instant ostracism if
they passed beyond the settled line; while at another date a sort of
Eccentric Emancipation Act is passed, and every man does what is right in
his own eyes. At the present moment great latitude is allowed; and several
persons are now saying and doing very remarkable things, and yet are
escaping the charge of eccentricity. It is well for them that some of us lived
before them, and for far smaller liberties were set in the pillory. For myself,
I venture to say that I have been severely criticized for anecdotes and
illustrations of the very same kind which I meet with in the very excellent
discourses of my friend, Mr. Moody, whom I appreciate probably more
than anybody else. Many dear, good souls who have heard him with
pleasure would not have done so twenty years ago, but would have
regarded him as very eccentric. As to Mr. Sankey’s singing, of which I
equally approve, would not that have been unpardonable even ten years
ago? Would Ned Wright and Joshua Poole, and brethren of that order,
have been tolerated in 1858? According to the rules which judged Rowland
Hill to be eccentric, I should say that these brethren, are quite as far gone,
if not further, and yet one does not hear an outcry against them for
eccentricity. No, the bonds are relaxed, and it is just possible that they are
now rather too slack than too tight. It is, however, very curious to watch
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the moods of the religious public and see how what is condemned today is
admired tomorrow. Such an observation has a great tendency to make a
man rise superior to the verdict of the period, and choose his own path. To
promote a manly, courageous course of action in such matters is our main
object in delivering this lecture.


Let us, if we are ministers, do that which we believe to be most likely to be
useful, and pay little heed to the judgment of our contemporaries. If we act
wisely we can afford to wait; our reward is in a higher approbation than
that of men; but even if it were not, we can afford to wait. The sweeping
censures of hurried critics will one day be blown away like the chaff of the
threshing-floor, and the great heart of the church of God will beat true to
her real champions, and clear their reputations from the tarnish of prejudice
and slander. The eccentricity of one century is the heroism of another; and
what is in one age cast out as folly may be in the next revered as a wisdom
which lived before its time. Well said the apostle, “With me it is a very
small thing that I should be judged of you, or of man’s judgment: yea, I
judge not mine own self.”


To return to our circle and concentricity: It would be a very great pity if
the center of the circle could be fixed by a decree like that of the Medes
and Persians, which altereth not If we could settle once for all what is
concentric and what is eccentric it would be a very serious evil, for the
differences of utterance and modes of address among God’s ministers serve
a very useful purpose. When Dr. John Owen said that he would give all his
learning to be able to preach like the tinker, John Bunyan, he spake not
wisely, unless he meant no more than to extol honest John; for Owen’s
discourses, profound, solid, weighty, and probably heavy, suited a class of
persons who could not have received Bunyan’s delightfully illustrated
preaching of the plain gospel. No, Dr. Owen, you had better remain Dr.
Owen, for we could by no means afford to lose that mine of theological
wealth which you have bequeathed to us. You would have looked very
awkward if you had tried to talk like the marvelous dreamer, and he would
have played the fool if he had imitated you. It is pitiful to hear comparisons
made between the different servants of the same Lord. They were made by
their Master, the one as well as the other, and set in different spheres to
answer his own designs, and the same wisdom is displayed in each. I heard
the other day of a discussion which may have answered its design in
educating youthful powers of debate, but intrinsically it was an idle theme;
it was this — Does the world owe most to the printing-press or to the
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steam engine? The machines are alike useful for the purposes intended, and
both essential to the world’s progress, why contrast them? Why not as well
raise a controversy as to the relative values of needles and pins? Robert
Robinson, of Cambridge, had a terse, vigorous, and somewhat homely style
of preaching, and I heard it asserted that it was more effective than that of
Robert Hall, by whom he was succeeded, who was grandly rhetorical and
overwhelming. Who is to judge in such a matter? Who in his senses would
even tolerate the question? We claim for Robert Hall a master’s seat in the
assembly of divines, nor would we place Robert Robinson below him, for
each man suited the condition of the church. We admire every man in his
own order, or even in his own disorder, so long as it is really his own. He
has some end to serve in God’s eternal purpose, let him answer that end
without carping criticism from us. Who are we, that we should even
condemn what seems to us odd and singular? How many souls were won
to God by Mr. Rowland Hill’s “eccentricities,” as they called them, the
judgment day alone will reveal. You have, doubtless, heard of the young
man who was about to go to India, and a pious friend was very anxious
that he should not leave the country in an unconverted state. He induced
this young man to stay a week with him in London, and took him to hear a
minister of much repute, a very able man — a man of sound argument and
solid thought, in the hope that perhaps something which he said would lead
to his friend’s conversion. The youth listened to the sermon, pronounced it
an excellent discourse, and there was an end of it. He was taken to hear
another earnest preacher, but no result came of the service. When the last
night came, the godly friend, in a sort of desperation, ventured with much
trembling to lead his companion to Surrey Chapel, to hear Mr. Hill, praying
earnestly that Mr. Hill might not say any funny things, that he might, in
fact, preach a very solemn sermon, and not say anything whatever that
might cause a titter. To his horror, Mr. Hill that night seemed to be more
than ever lively, and he said many quaint things. Among the rest he said
that he had seen a number of pigs following a butcher in the street, at
which he marveled, inasmuch as swine have usually a will of their own, and
that will is not often according to their driver’s mind. Mr. Hill, upon
inquiring, found that the aforesaid pigs followed the leader because he had
peas in his pocket, and every now and then he dropped a few before them,
thus overcoming their scruples and propensities. Even so, said Mr. Hill,
does the devil lead ungodly men captives to his will, and conduct them into
the slaughter-house of everlasting destruction, by indulging them in the
pleasures of the world. The sober gentleman who had brought his friend to
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the chapel was greatly shocked at such a groveling simile, and grieved to
think of the mirth which his young friend would find in such a dreadful
observation. They reached the door, and to his surprise the youth
observed, “I shall never forget this service. That story about the pigs has
deeply impressed me, for I fear it is my case.” A happy conversion
followed, and the critic could only retract his criticism in the silence of his
own grateful heart. Well, then, let each servant of God tell his message in
his own way. To his own Master he shall stand or fall.


If God moves a Rowland Hill to speak of pigs, it will be better than if he
had descanted upon purling brooks, or blue-eyed seraphim. Taste may be
shocked, but what of taste when men are to be aroused from the fatal
slumbers of indifference! If you are living without Christ in the world, your
state and condition are far more shocking in themselves than any arousing
words can possibly be. It is sin which is vulgar and in bad taste; so they
think who best can judge, — the purest of our race and the angels in
heaven. It disgusts me to see a man whom God’s word declares to be
“condemned already” giving himself airs, and affecting to be too delicate to
hear a homely sentence from one who desires to save him from eternal
wrath, He is coarse enough to despise the altogether lovely One, brutal
enough to reject the gospel of love, and base enough to rebel against his
Creator and Preserver, and yet forsooth he is a connoisseur in religion, and
picks over every word which is spoken to him for his good! This spiritual
prudery is sickening to the last degree.


I have given the story of Mr. Hill because it is a type of many which are
considered to be eccentric and coarse, but which are not so at all, except to
shallow minds. There is nothing essentially vulgar in an allusion to pigs any
more than to any other animals, for our Lord himself spoke of “casting
pearls before swine,” and the apostle Peter alluded to the sow that was
washed wallowing in the mire. Nor is there anything essentially coarse in
the simile of the hogs following the butcher; in fact, it is less coarse than
Peter’s metaphor which we have quoted, especially when coupled with the
dog’s returning to his vomit. No creature, truly represented, is common or
unclean. It is only a sort of Phariseeism of taste which makes it so. Real
vulgarity lies in foul allusions and indelicate hints, and these are to be found
among men of dainty speech, such as Lawrence Sterne, and not among
holy and homely minds after the order of Rowland Hill. Tinge your stories
or your figures with dirt, Mr. Slopdash! and we abandon you: nothing
which is indelicate can be endured in the service of a holy God. Come
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home to the heart in your own genial, homespun manner, and I, for one,
will delight in you, Mr. Slapdash! and bid you God speed. So much
difference is there between slop and slap that it might furnish a theme for a
lecture, and yet there is only the change of a vowel in the words. So may
disgusting vulgarity and homely force wear much the same aspect, and yet
they differ as much as black and white. There is a charming poetry in many
a simple figure which unsophisticated minds delight in. If a smile is raised it
only shows that the soul is awake, and is pleased to be taught so plainly.
Critics may take out their penknives to gore and gash, but honest hearts
delight in the natural expressions, the instructive comparisons, and the
heartfelt utterances of the earnest man whom the world sets down as


AN ECCENTRIC PREACHER.


THE SERPENT IN PARADISE:
OR, GAMBLING AT MONTE CARLO


WE must apologize to our readers for introducing to their notice a subject
which will neither minister to their edification nor increase their pleasure, a
subject, moreover, in which the bulk of them. have no personal interest
whatever. Our apology is the necessity of doing something towards ending
an abomination which reeks before high heaven, and has been too long
permitted to defile the earth; an abomination which has survived the
removal of all others like it from among civilized men, as dangerous to
society and ruinous to public morals; an abomination for which there is no
excuse but the depraved appetite of the immoral public, and no remedy but
its universal denunciation by all respectable men. Those who have set up
the gaming tables of Monte Carlo have no conscience; it remains for the
public to find them one, and this can never be till an enlightened public
opinion is formed and expressed. We cannot tell where the following
protest may make its way, we do, however, entreat all lovers of common
decency, all lovers of their race, to use such influence as they have in
assisting the effort to put down this bane of the Riviera, this pest-house of
Europe, the gambling establishment of Monte Carlo.


Thousands every year resort to Nice, Mentone, Cannes, and other towns in
the sunny south of France to escape the rugged winters of their own land.
Many of these are invalids, but a considerable number are wealthy persons
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who are accustomed to foreign travel, and are attracted by the exquisite
scenery which they have the health and strength to enjoy. Numbers of well-
to-do people come with their families, and the young folks make up
pleasure excursions for the valleys and the mountains, and spend their time
most agreeably, with undoubted benefit to their health. Who can blame
them for resorting to such a Paradise, which seems indeed to have been
specially prepared to give health to the sick, and pleasure to the active?
Possessing a balmy air, a dry atmosphere, lovely landscapes, and a brilliant
sun, the land is the garden of the world, an Eden which has survived the
Fall. What more could be desired? Alas, there is a serious drawback to the
enjoyment of the region, and this is of a most insidious and deadly sort. At
Monte Carlo, which is generally confused with Monaco, of which it is a
part, the insignificant Princelet has set up a public gaming establishment in
the finest conceivable position, in the choicest spot in all this choicest of
lands. The establishment is surrounded with magnificent gardens, which are
free to all, and within there is a theater with the finest music in the world,
with all its entertainments gratis, and superb rooms furnished with
newspapers in all languages, and every convenience which luxury can
desire — all for nothing.


This may seem a small matter at first sight, for no one is obliged to go near
the spot, much less to enter the gaming rooms and lose his money; persons
have only to keep clear of the nuisance, and there is an end of it. So it
might appear, and yet on closer inspection the matter assumes a different
aspect. Young men of respectable and even godly families go to Monte
Carlo just to see the place; in fact, in many cases the parents take an early
opportunity of going over to Monaco with their young people to enjoy the
gardens and the delightful view. No harm is dreamed of; the most
respectable persons go into the rooms just to see the game and the
gamesters; they take no part in the proceedings, they look on and retire,
and have no thought of doing wrong. In many instances, however, young
men have gone again, have put down a five-franc piece or a Napoleon, and
have acquired a taste for gambling. Gentlemen of fortune, merchants of
position, and persons of moderate competence have found themselves
penniless after a course of attendance at these rooms, and our young
friends who commence with modest losses are learning the way to the
same consummation. Moreover, while lingering at Monte Carlo and
watching the wheel of fortune, young gentlemen become aware of other
Charms which are placed around them, as a snare is set for a bird, and
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connections are formed polluting to character and fatal to virtue. We know
of cases where Monaco has been the moral death of hopeful youth. The
way of destruction was smoothed even to the jaws of hell: first, there was a
walk in the lovely gardens with mother and sisters; then the music in the
hall was enjoyed in mixed society; next came a sly visit to the rooms and a
trifling speculation, followed by frequent sittings at the table, diversified
with wine and questionable company, and in the end brought to a climax by
actual vice and ruin. Parents are afraid to bring their families to Nice and
Mentone lest their children, drawn to Monte Carlo by simple curiosity,
should succumb to its temptations, to their endless sorrow.


Their fear is not an idle one, for in numerous cases the dreaded evil has
actually occurred. Ought such a man-trap to be tolerated? Should it be
permitted that such a moral pestilence shoulddesolate so many households
that prudent fathers shun the spot as full of peril to their sons? What right
has the Prince of Monaco to drive away persons of character from this
region of health and beauty because he finds the wages of iniquity a
convenient addition to his income? The Bishop of Gibraltar says, “All the
Christian churches of the Riviera, from Marseilles Genoa, have condemned
with one consentient voice this establishment at Monte Carlo, as a curse to
the neighborhood, a scandal to our Christian religion, and a disgrace to the
civilization and culture of the age.” Why, then, does France allow it to
continue, when it could in a moment put it down?


It is not only that Monte Carlo is a gaming house, but that it is so
conspicuous. There are, no doubt, many secret haunts of gamblers, but this
is public and ostentatious. What the Crystal Palace is to London this
establishment is to the health resorts of the Riviera; and if our readers will
only imagine the Crystal Palace transformed into what is called “a hell,”
with all its fascinating surroundings, they will have some idea of the
prominence and perilous power which Monte Carlo possesses. In the
month of February of this year 43,905 strangers visited the place, a
tolerably large flock of pigeons for the devil to practice upon. These people
did not all go to Monaco to gamble, but they were all subjected to a
temptation which, over many persons, exercises a fascination from which
they cannot escape. Of course, those who gamble are fools; but then fools
are very numerous, and it is for fools that we must legislate. Let a man
look around hint before he stakes his money, and what will he see? A tiny
territory free from duties, possessing public buildings of the most
sumptuous character, and roads smooth as a billiard table; a casino, with







604


gardens, theater, music, all gratuitous because all paid for by the profits of
the gambling table; a prince with a palace, army, and so forth, maintained
in like fashion, and a clear gain of eight millions of francs, or £320,000
sterling, to the “Societe Anonyme,” which manages the whole concern.
Surely, if a man must gamble, he might find some way of doing it with out
being quite so heavily weighted. Every thinking man must know that
though an occasional visitor to the tables may possibly gain, yet if persons
stay long enough it is as sure as death and doom’s-day that all they have
must be raked into the treasury. Even if the odds which make the
commission were only one per cent. the bank must, as a matter of absolute
fact, in the long run, suck up the capital in a hundred times of playing. The
odds are, however, far greater, and yet the tables are crowded. Surely, in
vain is the net spread in the sight of any bird, but these fools of all nations
are eager to be destroyed. The feathers are plucked from them, and they
call it “play.” Mr. Brock, the English chaplain at Mentone, in his earnest
pamphlet gives several instances of crushing losses at Monte Carlo. Of
course these are usually concealed, but they must amount to a great
number in a year, and many of them are far worse than those which we
now quote from our excellent friend.


“I was traveling last December,” said a French friend to me, “with a young
German returning home. He came to Nice for his health with seven
thousand francs to bear his expenses. Soon after his arrival he was tempted
to Monaco, where he lost all. Some kind people raised sufficient to pay his
expenses home, whether to live or die they know not.


“A somewhat similar case recently happened. A nice young fellow went
one day to the hell. His visits were repeated, became more frequent; a
carriage was next, daily hired to drive to Monaco. His money went: his
landlord was imperious. One, two, three, four weeks bills unpaid! ‘You
must pay, sir.’ At last action was taken. The landlord detained what of
property he had, bought him a through ticket home; and so the young man
left, money and reputation gone.


“A German in England had made in business £15,000. He thrice came to
Monaco, in the hope of retrieving his first loss of £5,000, and at the close
of his last visit found himself minus the whole sum. He returned to London,
committed forgery, and again tried his fortune at the Tripot. A Lord
Mayor’s warrant was put into the hands of a detective, who laid hold of the
wretched man one night on his return to Nice. So ended his guilty course.
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“A gentleman purchased a property on the Riviera, but leaving before the
purchase was concluded lodged the amount (several thousand pounds),
authorizing certain parties to draw, and pay the amount. They drew the
money; but overcome by the tempting vicinity of Monaco squandered it all
there.


“We do not expect to put down gambling: that will ever exist. But this
gambling ‘made easy,’ at Monaco, we will do our best to suppress.


“‘I never played in my life, I have no taste for play whatever,’ said a
Russian prince to his friends, who were dissuading him from his intention
of settling at Monaco; however, in vain. And what was the consequence?
Naturally, he used to lounge into the hall; naturally, this became a habit;
naturally, he came to play; naturally, he lost all he had; naturally, he got
into debt; and, as naturally, decamped, leaving creditors to look in vain for
the thirty thousand francs he owed them.


“‘Come,’ said a companion to a poor invalid who had saved £70 for his
winter expenses at Nice, ‘before you settle down in your room let us go
over and hear the music at Monaco.’ They went. From the concert room
they entered the gambling room, and before they left that place of infamy
the poor invalid had lost his all.”


It will be seen from these incidents that losses at Monte Carlo are the root
of other evils. Continually persons are brought before the police courts,
who plead their losses at the gaming table as the reason of their departures
from honesty. Frequently, also, the money which should be paid over to the
hotel-keeper by his guest is lost at play, and the debtor absconds without
paying his bill. There is no doubt, also, that a taste for gambling has been
fostered, that many clandestine roulettes are in full action, and that at the
clubs men play very high. It was said that by tolerating this one den all
gambling would be confined to Monaco, and would there be under control:
the contrary is the case, the whole region is polluted by it. Well did one of
the magistrates of Nice exclaim, “This gaming is the plague of the country,
and the plague is gangrened. The ravages of this vice extend every day.”
Although the local press is charged with venal silence yet these matters
come out in the courts of justice, and are made occasionally a public topic
by the agitation of those who deplore the giant evil. A letter addressed to
the French senators and deputies by certain inhabitants of Nice, Cannes,
and Mentone contains such an indictment against Monte Carlo as should
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secure its instant condemnation, especially as it is sustained and abundantly
proved by a terrible array of facts, which are placed in an appendix.


That part of the appendix which has made the most impression upon our
mind is the list of suicides of whom, in less than three years, twenty had
been recorded in Monte Carlo and the region near at hand. Deaths by pistol
shots, hanging, placing the head upon the railway, and casting one’s-self
from a rock make up the principal items of the ghastly list. A commercial
traveler coming on business to Mentone went to Monaco. As usual, he just
put down a five-franc piece. His own money soon went. That of his
employer followed, and there he was! He could not bear the disgrace, and,
therefore, putting a pistol to his head he rushed, at the early age of thirty,
unbidden, into the presence of his Maker, a self-murderer. Another poor
wretch, before taking his own life, wrote these words on a blank leaf — “
Monaco, thou wilt yet slay many others!” A third, who destroyed himself
with a pistol, wrote upon a photograph of the casino these words —
“House of perdition, fit only to be burned!” In sight of the blood-stained
halls of Monte Carlo we are constrained to join in the verdict of the
unhappy victim. Those suicides which are mentioned as happening at Nice,
Monaco, and the neighborhood cannot be the only ones; there are,
doubtless, others who reach home as beggars and commit the same
horrible deed with less publicity. We fear there is much truth in the
assertion of the public procurator — “The ruined player can scarcely avoid
one of two ends, dishonor or death. If he has a heart, he kills himself; and if
he has none, he becomes a swindler and a thief.” Such thieves every now
and then turn up at the tables themselves, and are led to the borders of the
little territory and dismissed with a kick; as for the corpse of the suicide, it
is buried by stealth after sundown. In the case which happened on March
25, 1876, a gentleman had lost his all at roulette, and blew his brains out
near the casino itself: the remarks made by certain frequenters of the rooms
contained no pity for their wretched fellow-creature, but expressed the
refinement of their manners — “Poor Y — showed a shocking want of
taste in killing himself so near the salon. He might have gone a little further
off.” No sin hardens the heart like gambling. Inhumanity is only a natural
result of it. The play burns the heart, and dries up the milk of human
kindness. While it renders a man weary of ordinary labor, for he fancies he
has found a swifter road to riches, it makes him fit for any villainy and vice.
It arouses covetousness, creates a selfish excitement, unfits for duty, and
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prepares for every iniquity. Need we say more against it? Can more be
said?


Now, this hell-hall of Monte Carlo has its admirers and advocates, and we
do not wonder at it, for unrenewed hearts are always ready to defend sin,
but what we shall marvel at will be this — if Christian people who know
the nature of the place are seen in connection with it. That they should go
to hear “the finest band in Europe,” and to see gardens which are not to be
surpassed for beauty is not at all surprising so long as they are unaware of
the evil which they are thus patronizing, but if they continue to do this after
due warning, it will be a great evil under the sun. The managers do not
want all who visit Monte Carlo to play, they are wise enough to see that
the ranks of the gamblers need to be recruited from among sober people,
and wish for a fringe of play-hating people to shade off the company into
sober respectability, and bring decent folk within range of the temptation.
Few would come within their grip if all the assembly consisted of brazen-
faced females and worthless sharpers, but there are many steps to the
descending stairs, and right glad are the directors to see upon the upper
rounds ladies and gentlemen who on Sunday will be conspicuous at church,
and are known on other days as the cream of respectability. The presence
of such persons makes the road to perdition a genteel promenade, and
therefore it pays the promoters to give them music and flowers for nothing.


The Bishop of Gibraltar did well to address his clergy in words such as
these: “At the opening of another season I hope that you will endeavor to
deepen the impression which your words then produced, by again speaking
on the subject whenever you may see a suitable opportunity. You will have
in your congregations many fresh hearers, who will know little about
Monaco and the ruin it is causing, and who, like their predecessors, might
visit the place without a thought that they were dipping into danger or
dabbling in sin, without a thought that they were frequenting haunts where
no person of right principles should be seen, without a thought that they
were giving respectability to the vice of gambling, adding to those wages
of iniquity by which the establishment is supported, and decoying brothers
and sisters to their ruin; but simply for the love of fun and amusement, for
the pleasure of hearing good music and gazing at lovely scenery, for the
fascination of witnessing for once a novel and strange sight. Many such
persons, as I believe, only want a word of warning. Tell them of the
remorse, shame, misery, and ruin which Monte Carlo is daily working; tell
them of the separations which it causes in families between son and father,
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between husband and wife; tell them of the deceit and other vices which
gambling fosters; tell them of characters which at the start of life gave
promise of a good and useful career, but now are wrecked beyond
recovery; tell them how the plague spreads from place to place, how the
excitement pursues and haunts its victim, how it draws together the very
scum of society; tell them it is the respectable, who are the real supporters
of Monte Carlo, and that without their patronage the establishment would
become bankrupt; and, if they have ears to hear and hearts to understand,
they will restrain their curiosity, practice a little self-denial, and in spite of
the attractions which Monte Carlo offers, they will not only abstain from
going themselves, but will endeavor by personal influence to prevent others
from going. What is wanted of us all is that we should endeavor to form a
healthy and righteous public opinion on the subject of gambling, draw
away the veil which hides its guilt, and exhibit it to our congregations in its
real deformity.”


As a humble contribution to the end proposed by the bishop we have
inserted this article in our magazine, and we shall be glad if it should be
copied into the newspapers, and should help to make a stir. Anyone is at
perfect liberty to reprint the present article, and the more it is spread
abroad the better shall we be pleased. Since writing as we have done we
have been delighted to see The Times hurling its thunder-bolts against the
evil, and we feel all the more the necessity of keeping the matter before the
public mind. C.H.S.


A SERMON FOR SERMONIZERS.


WHILE Dr. Manton was minister at Covent Garden he was invited to
preach before the Lord Mayor and Court of Aldermen, and the Companies
of the City, upon a public occasion, at St. Paul’s.


The doctor chose a very difficult subject, in which he had an opportunity of
displaying his judgment and learning, and appearing to the best advantage.


He was heard with the admiration and applause of the more intelligent part
of the audience; and was invited to dine with my Lord Mayor, and received
public thanks for his performance. But upon his return in the evening to
Covent Garden, a poor man following him, gently plucked him by the
sleeve of his gown, and asked him if he were the gentleman who had
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preached that day before the Lord Mayor. He replied, he was. “Sir,” says
he, “I came with an earnest desire after the word of God, and in hope of
getting some good to my soul, but I was greatly disappointed, for I could
not understand a great deal of what you said: you were quite above me.”
The doctor replied, with tears in his eyes, “Friend, if I did not give you a
sermon, you have given me one; and, by the grace of God, I will never play
the fool by preaching before my Lord Mayor in such a manner again.”


NOTICES OF BOOKS


ANECDOTES OF THE WESLEYS: ILLUSTRATIVE OF THEIR
CHARACTER AND PERSONAL HISTORY. BY THE REV. J. B.
WAKELEY, WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY THE REV. J. M.


CLINTOCK, D.D., LL.D. HODDER AND STOUGHTON.


TENTH edition, and no wonder, for the stories are well selected and the
book is gorgeously clad. The book has attractions for others besides
Wesleyans; as it well may have, for the Wesley family were instinct with
life, and begat notable incidents, as fat pastures bring forth king-cups and
daisies. For a quiet leisure hour commend us to such a book, and, oh, for
more sweet leisure to quaff from such a goblet: more rest would make toil
more effectual, and the heart more fresh for holy labor.


SHAKSPEARE’S DEBT TO THE BIBLE: WITH MEMORIAL
ILLUSTRATIONS. BY THE REV. CHARLES BULLOCK, B.D. 1,


PATERNOSTER BUILDINGS.


THE same matter, so far as Shakespeare is concerned, has been arranged by
other hands in volumes well known to the public, but Mr. Bullock has even
more fully Christianized it. We are glad to see how wisely our author deals
with the theater, which we dare not hope can ever be redeemed from its
alliance with vice. Shakespeare, with all his blemishes, is purity itself
compared with most stage-writers, and the quantity of wholesome truth,
and even Scriptural doctrine which he has worked into his plays is very
remarkable. The book is worthy of a wide circulation.
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NOTES.


CONFERENCE. — The Fifteenth Annual Conference of the Pastors’ College
Association was commenced on Monday afternoon, May 5, at three
o’clock, by a well attended prayer-meeting at the College, at which Pastor
W. Williams (Upton Chapel) presided. (Everything should begin with
prayer.) At seven, the regular prayer-meeting at the Tabernacle was made a
season of special supplication for a blessing upon the engagements of the
week is good for the church to pray for its ministers.) The vice-president
was in the chair, several of the brethren prayed, and addresses were given
by Pastor T. W. Medhurst. Landport; and Mr. Clarke, of Spezzia.
Meanwhile, during the same afternoon, about two hundred of the pastors
and students were entertained at tea at Trinity Chapel, John Street,
Edgware Road, by invitation of Pastor J. O. Fellowes and his friends. At
seven, the chattel was crowded for a public meeting, the president was in
the chair, and a right good, warm-hearted meeting it was. Mr. Norris’s
(Bedminster) appeal for men to go to China, and Mr. Hamilton’s account
of the work in Cape Town, were memorable notes in a meeting where each
of the addresses had a special charm. It was a glorious beginning of a
happy week. At the suggestion of the chairman the collection, which
amounted to £20, was given to Mr. Hamilton for his new chapel in Cape
Town, for which he needs liberal help at this present.


On Tuesday morning, May 6, at the College, the first hour was spent in
special thanksgiving and prayer. The president, whose entry was the signal
for the “band of brothers” to sing the doxology, referred in his inaugural
address to the fraternity existing amongst the members of the Conference,
glanced at the general outlook, and then spoke with special reference “To
the discouraged.” These were counseled (1) not to be so discouraged as to
feel satisfied without success, (2) to remember that others have their
burdens, (3) not to judge themselves by others, (4) to take care of their
own piety, (5) to be themselves happy in the Lord, (6) to be patient in
labor, (7) to have a single eye to God’s glory, and (8) to encourage others
even when they were depressed themselves. The address, which lasted
more than an hour and a half, was closed with the expression of the
speaker’s prayer that those who fell asleep with a great heaviness upon
them might be encouraged through some such visions as were given to
Abraham, Jacob, Ezekiel, Daniel, Zechariah, and Paul. After a short
interval prayer was offered by Mr. W. P. Lockhart, of Liverpool; and the
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Conference business was transacted, among which record was made of the
falling asleep in Christ of our beloved brethren Ness, Wills, Burtt, Gregory,
and Mead. The names of thirty-six students were added to the Conference
roll, and the officers were unanimously re-elected.


In the evening a Soiree was held at the Orphanage. Our sweet singers,
Messrs. Mayers, Smith, Burnham, Chamberlain, and Parker, and the
orphan boys sang us many of the songs of Zion. It was meet that we should
praise the Lord for his goodness to ms all through another year, and we all
rejoiced with full hearts. Mr. Fergusson gave us a soul-searching address
on the inquiry, “What is ministerial success?” Mr. Hamilton told us more
about his wonderful work in Cape Town; Charles Davis, one of the
orphans, recited, “The blind boy,” as a prelude to Mr. Chamberlain’s solo,
“Shew me thy face”; Pastor J. Dodwell (Middleton Cheney) read his paper
on “John the Baptist and ourselves,” and a most enjoyable meeting was
brought to a close by a few earnest words from Mr. Lockhart. It was a
love feast indeed.


On Wednesday morning, May 7, after a season of devotion, the Vice-
President spoke upon the words of the Lord Jesus to his disciples,
“Henceforth I call you not servants; . . . but I have called you friends.” It
was indeed good to be there. We next had the privilege of listening to a
delightful paper from our esteemed friend Pastor H. O. Mackey
(Southampton) on “Inward qualifications for the ministry: how to develop
and maintain them.” We need not say more about the paper now, as we
hope soon to present it to our readers in full. The morning session was
solemnly but suitably closed by Mr. Gracey’s trenchant essay on “Our
present position with regard to the doctrine of future punishment.” We
separated, feeling that our hearts were the better for the instruction which
we had received, and for the solemn truths which had been laid before us.


In the evening, the subscribers to the College partook of tea together, and
afterwards assembled for the annual meeting, under the able presidency of
T. A. Denny, Esq. Prayer was offered by Mr. G. T. Congreve, the annual
report was presented by the President, addresses were delivered by the
Chairman, our venerable tutor, Mr. Rogers, Pastor W. Hamilton, Messrs.
Charles and Thomas Spurgeon, Messrs. Clarke and Smith, Mr. Alderman
McArthur, M.P., and Mr. Thomas Blake, M.P., and solos were sung by
our evangelists, Smith, Burnham, and Parker. The company then adjourned
to the lecture-hall under the Tabernacle, to partake of the supper once
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more provided by Mr. Phillips, and before the proceedings closed more
than £2,000 had been presented to the College funds. Praise ye the Lord.


Thursday morning, May 8, commenced with special thanksgiving for the
mercies of the previous evening, and prayer for future blessings. Pastor S.
Pilling (Black-pool read a paper on “Spiritual Stagnation: its cause and
cure,” and after a brief discussion, Pastor R. F. Jeffrey (Kingsgate Street
Chapel, Holborn) read his paper on “The Pentecostal prayer meeting: its
Place and Power in the Primitive Church.” These important papers were
followed by a number of short speeches upon the way to make prayer-
meetings interesting, and it was agreed that one day in the year should be
set apart by every member of the Conference far simultaneous prayer to
God by the whole of our associated churches. We recommend the brethren
to arrange for this year to have one meeting or more for special prayer on
Monday, June 23, which is probably the most convenient day in the
proximity of Midsummer. We shall immediately issue a paper upon this day
of prayer, and we beg all the brethren to observe the day with great
earnestness.


In the evening, as many friends as we could accommodate were present at
tea, and afterwards we had the largest public meeting that we have ever
had during our conferences. The President referred in detail to the work of
the College, which continues to be most cheering and successful. Mr.
Gracey presented to the President the College contribution to the
Testimonial Fund — £414 8s. 9d. (This amount is included in the larger
sum which was presented to us afterwards.) The gift of love was
affectionately accepted for the Lord’s work, to which it is to be all applied,
while the words of praise that accompanied it were passed on to the noble
band of co-workers without whom the work could never have grown to its
present dimensions. Shortly afterwards Mr. Martell came on the platform
to speak to us, and we gladly seized the opportunity of saying how much
we owe to his thoughtful and untiring help in almost every department of
our vast enterprise. In his reply he very earnestly thanked the contributors
to the weekly offering, which last year realized £1,878, and asked them still
to continue in that way to show their love to the College. “Remember,”
said our friend, “when the money comes in week by week, we are able to
pay our way just at the right time. There is nothing like the weekly
offering, so mind you keep it up.” (Blessed be God for this brother’s zeal
for the weekly offering which is right in principle and noble in practice.)
Addresses were delivered by Pastors W. Hamilton:, C. A. Davis,
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(Bradford), W. Usher (Dacre Park), and G. Samuel (Penge); and the
evangelists again led the singing. The ministers and students were then
once more feasted on the good things prepared by Mr. Phillips, who was
heartily thanked by the President in the name of the whole assembly. A
right royal day had this been all along.


Friday, May 9, the last and best day of the feast, began with a sweet
season of prayer; after which the President read and expounded Philippians
ii., and then our dear old Father Rogers spoke to us for more than an hour
from the words of the apostle Paul: “I labored more abundantly than they
all: yet not I, but the grace of God which was with me.” It was one of the
raciest, wisest, and most faithful addresses to which we have ever listened.
Our venerable friend will soon retire from his regular College work, but he
will be with us in heart and soul as long as he lives. He certainly gives us
his best things last. Having listened to the oldest member of our College
family we were very pleased next to have an address from Mr. Thomas
Spurgeon, the last admitted student. His subject was part of Mark 6:1:
“His disciples follow him.” All felt that the Master himself spoke to us by
his youthful servant and our hearts were touched with holy emotion. Then
followed the communion, and the closing psalm was sung as usual by all
present, who stood with hands linked in token of the union existing
between them. At the dinner table it was reported that the students and
their churches had contributed over £433 during the year to the College
funds, in addition to the amount added to the Testimonial. Thanks were
given with hearty cheers to many of our generous helpers, and especially to
Mrs. Spurgeon for the books with which so many poor preachers’ libraries
have been enriched. Here ended another of the Feasts of Tabernacles, and
every man went unto his own home strengthened and made glad.


On Monday, May 12, the prayer-meeting was turned in the direction of
foreign missions, and our hearts were cheered by a letter from a missionary
in China who had been one of the Tabernacle Sunday-school teachers, and
from another missionary who had gone from the College Evening Classes.
It was a young man’s night, and it was refreshing to observe how the
missionary feeling is kindled in the church and the College, and promising
brethren are yielding themselves to the divine call.


THE TESTIMONIAL PRESENTATION. — The services held in commemoration
of the completion of the twenty-fifth year of our pastorate were continued
from Sunday, May 18th, to Tuesday, the 20th. On the Sunday we preached
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in the morning from Habakkuk 3: 2, and in the evening from Psalm 65:11.
Both the sermons will be published, together with the papers read,
speeches delivered, and hymns sung at the meetings held in connection
with the presentation of the Pastoral Silver Wedding Testimonial. We shall,
therefore, give here only a brief outline of the proceedings. The meeting on
Monday evening was set apart exclusively for praise and thanksgiving. It
was preceded by a tea in the school-room, to the poorer members of the
church, as it was the pastor’s especial wish that if any persons should have
more joy than others at the various gatherings, it should be the poor of the
flock, who are dear to the Lord. The meeting in the Tabernacle was
beyond all former experience joyful. The prayers, or rather praises, were
offered as far as possible by representatives of the various sections of the
church. The pastor and co-pastor expressed the gratitude of the whole
membership as well as their own: Mr. William Olney gave thanks in the
name of the deacons, Mr. Perkins in the name of the elders, Mr. Allison for
the members and Colportage workers, Mr. Thomas Spurgeon for the
young Christians, Mr. Pearce for the Sun-day-school, Mr. Charlesworth
for the Orphanage, and Mr. E. J. Parker for the College. The pastor then
delivered his address of thanksgiving, which is printed in full in the report
of the proceedings, to which we would direct our readers. All the while
hymns and psalms varied the strain, and the whole assembly made a joyful
noise unto the Lord who dwelleth in Zion.


The following evening, as many of the contributors to the testimonial fund
and bazaar as could be accommodated in the lecture hall and schools met
for tea, and afterwards adjourned to the Tabernacle, which was soon
crowded to its utmost capacity in every part, not alone by members of the
church, but by loving friends from all parts of England. Joyful hymns were
sung while the congregation was gathering, and when every inch of space
was full, prayer was offered by the pastor, and Mr. Stott (St. John’s
Wood). Mr. B. W. Carr, one of our deacons, then read a very valuable
paper on “The Church during the Ministry of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon,”
Pastor J. T. Wigner and Mr. W. Higgs presented a letter of congratulation
from the Committee of the London Baptist Association, and Mr. Wigher
also expressed his delight at being permitted to convey such a
communication on such an occasion. Our brother and beloved co-pastor
followed in a brief expression of his gratitude to God and his love to us,
and then came Dr. Stanford with a wonderful paper on “The Baptist
Churches twenty-five years ago and now.” All this was interspersed with
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gladsome song. At length came deacon Wm. Olney, who made the
presentation in the name of the treasurers and contributors of the fund.
Most appropriately he commenced by giving to the Lord the whole of the
glory for all the success which had been achieved during the past twenty-
five years, and then in affectionate terms he declared to us the love of the
brethren, and made formal presentation of the magnificent sum of £6,233
10s. 5d. Our brother presented the bronze clock and ornaments which it
was decided should be placed in our study as a memorial of the deed of
love thus consummated. The reception given to us when we rose to
express our thanks for this crowning act of twenty-five years of kindness,
sympathy, union, and help cannot be described. What we said was quite
unworthy of the occasion, but it was hard to speak at all. We have no
doubt many of our readers will be pleased to possess the little memorial
volume which will be to the present and future generations a record of the
abounding mercy and grace of the Lord to one of his churches, and at the
same time an encouragement to all those who determine to know nothing
among men save Jesus Christ and him crucified.


COLLEGE. — During the past month the following students have accepted
pastorates: — Mr. E.G. Evans, at Regent-street, Belfast; Mr. W. Goacher,
at Hather-leigh, Devon; Mr. J. Rankin, at Guild-ford; Mr. J. W. Nichol, at
Horncastle; and Mr. M. Mather, at Holbeach, Lincolnshire. Mr. A. V.
Papengouth has been accepted by the Baptist Missionary Society as a
missionary to Hayti, West Indies; and Mr. Kendon proposes to sail for
Jamaica. Mr. H. Cocks will remove from Ballymena to Canada to labor
there.


Friends who are likely to visit Worthing this summer may be pleased to
learn that a Baptist church was formed in that town last month with very
encouraging prospects. Mr. W. F. Stead, the pastor, will be glad to see as
many visitors as possible at the services in the Montague Hall.


ORPHANAGE. — Thanks are heartily given to generous friends at St.
Albans, Leighton Buzzard, Chelsea, and John Street, Edgware Road, for
so kindly assisting the Orphan Choir in their services of song. We are
personally grateful to friends whom we will not mention by name, but
whose names are on our heart. Please to take notice that the Annual Fete
of the Orphanage will be held at the Stockwell Orphanage on the Pastor’s
Birthday, June 19. We shall be glad to see country friends.
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IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT. — We have received from the founders of
the Stockwell Orphanage £50 towards A GIRLS’ ORPHANAGE, to
which we have added another £50, and Mr. Galpin £50, besides two
promises of £25 each. At the fete on June 19 there will be a sale of goods
on behalf of the Girls’ Orphanage There will be no pressing of this matter,
for we have a firm belief that it will grow of itself till we shall have
sufficient funds to be able to move in it.


EVANGELISTS. — The fear we mentioned in last month’s magazine with
respect to Mr. Clarke was only too well founded, for in the midst of the
work at Bacup he had to be sent home invalided, and we had to find a
substitute. In sending Mr. Fullerton, of our Tabernacle Evangelists’
Association, we felt that we could with confidence say that he was a
brother like-minded, who would naturally care for the souls of the people.
We should scarcely like to publish all we hear concerning the labors of our
beloved brethren the evangelists, and if we did publish it, many would not
believe it. It seems to us that every place visited gets a larger blessing than
those where our friends have previously been, and if we ever had any
doubts as to the employment of this form of service the abundant tokens of
the Lord’s approval would long ago have removed them. Services were
held in no less than ten different places in Bacup, but none of them were
large enough to hold the people who flocked to them. Although our
brethren and their hearers had to contend against heavy snow-storms, more
than once they had 2,000 people at the principal service, and 1,000 more at
an overflow meeting. Messrs. Smith and Fullerton addressed both
audiences in turn, and one Sunday evening conversed with more than one
hundred inquirers. The full result of the mission will be a grand accession
to the churches in the town. Our heartiest thanks are due to the local
ministers, committee, and choir for the admirable arrangements made by
them, and the help rendered by them, nor must we forget to mention our
excellent colporteur, Mr. Allen, who assisted in no small degree in securing
the success of the services.


Our evangelists were all with us at the Conference, and greatly cheered us
with the tidings of what the Lord had done by them wherever they had
gone. The following Sunday, May 11, Mr. Smith commenced a series of
services in the West Riding of Yorkshire, and on Wednesday, the 14th, he
was joined by Mr. Fullerton. Gildersome was the first place visited, and the
only regret seems to have been that the evangelists’ stay was too short to
secure the greatest amount of good. On the Sunday the crowd was so great
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that many of the regular congregation at the Baptist chapel were obliged to
go to the parish church, as their usual seats were occupied by others. The
clergyman was so surprised at the unusual addition to his audience that he
sent to ask Mr. Smith to preach on his green. The offer was gladly
accepted, on condition that the vicar would take part in the service. We
have not heard whether the bargain was closed. The evangelists held one
rather unusual open air service, the pulpit being a very old cart, and the
musical accompaniments including a sharp shower, an east wind, cornet,
trombone, bombardo, clarionet, and the shrill voices of numberless urchins.
These, combined with an earnest address, drew a large number of outsiders
into the chapel, which was quite crowded. During one of the dinner hours a
short but sweet service was held at St. Bernard’s Mill, at which all the
work-people were present. Much good appears to have been done by this
and all the other meetings of the week. On Friday, May 16, the evangelists
were to be at Farsley, and from thence they were to go on to York.


COLPORTAGE. — The Secretary writes, We beg to call special attention to
the approaching Annual Meeting of the Colportage Association, which will
be held at the Tabernacle on Monday Evening, June 9th. Through the
liberality of several friends the committee have been enabled to invite thirty
of the colporteurs to meet in conference for a day or two at the
Tabernacle. This opportunity for prayer, and the interchange of experience
in the work, has always proved a great stimulus to the men, and has been
accompanied by much spiritual blessing.


Rev. J. Jackson Wray has promised to address the meeting, Mr. C. H.
Spurgeon will preside, and several colporteurs will tell of their interesting
labors. As the association is in special need of increased pecuniary help just
now, it is earnestly requested that friends will come to the annual meeting
in larger numbers than heretofore, and by their contributions enable the
society to continue its present staff and open up new districts. The annual
report will be printed and ready for the meeting. We thankfully
acknowledge further subscriptions to the General Fund, received since the
last published list in The Sword and the Trowel, to the amount of £214 5s.,
and trust that other friends will be moved to contribute until we have the
additional £1,000 for the necessary working capital. Mr. Spurgeon has
promised £100 from his testimonial, and looks forward with confidence to
the making up of the capital required.
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PERSONAL MATTERS. — Mr. Broomhall, who is conducting the home
affairs of Mr. Hudson Taylor’s mission, brought us the other day a copy of
our sermon on “The Divine Call for Missionaries,” No. 1351. It was scored
and underlined, and had been carried about in his pocket by a brother who
is now a missionary; the sermon having constrained him to devote himself
to that work for the Lord. We prized the discourse more than if the princes
of the land had covered it with jewels. To God be all the glory.


A nobleman of Alsace visited us at Mentone, and gave us copies of two of
our sermons, which he has translated into French, and lithographed in
running hand, to be read in congregations. We found our friend almost as
well acquainted with our work as if he had attended the Tabernacle all his
life. He came a long way for a short interview, bringing his wife and his
son, and by this visit he greatly refreshed our spirit.


A minister, living at Wisbech, authenticates the following singular case of
conversion through our sermon on “The Portion of the Ungodly,” No. 444.
The writer says in a recent letter to us, “Seventeen years ago it pleased the
Lord to permit me to dream that the end of the world was come, and in my
dream I saw the saints rising with the Lord Jesus to glory. I was left, and
near me, upon a large quantity of stubble stood an acquaintance who
addressed me thus: — ‘They used to say in the other world that we should
be in fire, but it is not so.’ In a moment flames burst out, and in my fright I
awoke. A few days after my dream my friend and I heard you preach at the
Tabernacle. Judge how great was our surprise when you announced for
your text, Isaiah 47:14, ‘Behold, they shall be as stubble; the fire shall burn
them; they shall not deliver themselves from the power of the flame: there
shall not be a coal to warm at, nor fire to sit before it.” In August, 1876, a
severe affliction, the dream, and our sermon resulted in our friend’s
conversion.


One of our students writes to tell us about the conversion of one whom he
has recently baptized, who thus refers to the channel through which the
blessing reached her: — “Before I was brought to Christ I had a desire to
hear Mr. Spurgeon; accordingly, I went to Exeter Hall, and afterwards to
the Tabernacle, but still remained in my state of unregeneracy. One day I
was entering the drawing-room, and looking upon the table my eye fell at
once upon a printed sermon. Taking it into my hand I read the text, Psalm
51:4. I read a little of the sermon, was interested, and read on until I was
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not only interested in it, but in Christ — this was the means of my
conversion.” It was our sermon, No. 86, on “Unimpeachable Justice.”


A Christian sea captain writes to tell us about the joyful reception of our
sermons at St. Kitts, one of the West Indian islands. He says, “All my
sermons that I had in the monthly parts I separated, for the people were, so
eager for them they came from every quarter to ask for them. We gave
some to the master of a little vessel that trades to different islands, and we
saw several of the laboring men gather round him as he read the sermons
to them. The natives seemed to drink their contents down with as much
pleasure as a thirsty ox does water on a summer’s day.” The mate of our
friend’s vessel went down among the very poor who do not go anywhere,
and had two meetings among them, which the people very much enjoyed.
They wanted another visit, but before the next Sabbath the vessel had
sailed.


NOTES


England’s Royal Home: the Home Life of the Prince Consort; Memorials
of the Princess Alice; with other Papers Illustrative of Royal Incidents. By
the Rev. CHARLES BULLOCK, B.D. 1, Paternoster Buildings.


A RIGHT royal book from one who is at home with such subjects. We
rejoice in all the good which can be said of the royal family, and it is not a
little; though rumor continually babbles of one at least whose life casts a
dark shade over the glory of the royal house. Whether those rumors speak
truth or not we cannot tell; but if they do — shame on the profligate!
Happy is the land which has virtue on its throne; but woe to the nation
whose princes can justly be charged with licentious folly! May such a
calamity never overshadow our beloved country.


Long live the Queen, and may all her sons be like their father, whose
memory is still sweet and blossoms from the dust. In times when other
nations are darkened with the smoke of smouldering discontent, it is well
done for our good author to foster loyalty, and say the best that can be said
of a beloved queen and her royal issue.
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NOTES


THE testimonial which celebrated our twenty five years of pastoral work
was presented on Tuesday, May 20, and there and then dedicated to the
Lord. On the following Thursday evening we commenced a new period in
our church history, and it is a singularly pleasing coincidence that at the
church meeting held on that evening no less than thirty-seven candidates
came before the church and confessed their faith in Christ, — the largest
number that we have ever received at one church meeting. This was the
more remarkable as it happened entirely without arrangement on the part
of the pastor or anyone else. We regard it as “a token for good,” and look
for greater things than these.


On Friday evening, May 30, the first annual meeting of Mrs. Allison’s
Bible-class was held in the College. First came tea, and then a public
meeting, over which Mr. Allison presided. Mrs. Allison presented to Mr.
Spurgeon £16 18s. 6d. as a special thankoffering from the class for his
restoration to health. She explained that this was quite distinct from the
contribution of the class to the testimonial, and also in addition to their
subscription for the colporteur at Crawley; but as the colportage work
needed funds the class wished to relieve their beloved pastor of this care as
far as they could by this extra gift. Mr. Spurgeon gratefully acknowledged
this thoughtful deed of love, and then left for the Country Mission
Meeting. Miss Henry then spoke on “Woman’s Influence”; Mr. Bellamy,
the colporteur, supported by the class, gave an account of his work. Short
addresses followed; and then Mrs. Gwillim, in the name of the class,
presented a beautiful album to Mrs. Allison. This class is greatly refreshed
with the divine blessing. Its generous thoughtfulness for the pastor in his
many cares is worthy of all praise.


On the same evening, the tenth annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION was held in the Lecture Hall of the
Tabernacle, — Mr. Spurgeon in the chair. It was a good, lively, earnest
meeting; but instead of giving the details we refer our readers to the article
upon the subject in this month’s magazine. Here is an agency exactly to our
mind, which deserves the prayers and good wishes of all Christian people.


On Monday evening, June 2, our prayer-meeting was made unusually
interesting by short reports of foreign missions presented by our students.
Mr, Maplesden gave us a very cheering account of Mr. Blackie’s work at
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Calcutta, Mr. Churcher described open-air services at Delhi, Mr. Billington
told us of the wonderful blessing that has rested upon the Teloogoo
mission, and we reported the tidings received from Miss Long, who is
engaged in Zenana work at Surat. This; is the way to make prayer-
meetings interesting. We get seven or eight prayers, three or four short
speeches and hymns between, and the people are refreshed.


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. G. J. Moore has accepted the
pastorate and settled at Grafton-street, Northampton.


Mr. J. J. Kendon has sailed for Jamaica to take charge of two small
churches near Spanish Town, and Mr. A. J. Clarke is about to sail for
Australia to become the pastor of the church at West Melbourne. May the
Lord be with both our brethren. (See EVANGELISTS.)


Mr. John Collins, late of John-street, Bedford-row, is removing to
Lymington, Hants; Mr. W. Sumner is going from Brantford to the church
at South-street, Hull; and Mr. H. C. Field, of Burslem, has accepted the
pastorate of the church at Cross Leech-street, Staleybridge.


The work of Messrs. Blackaby and Blocksidge, at New Brompton, Kent,
has resulted in the formation of a church which gives good promise of soon
becoming self-supporting. Will our friends in that region encourage the
young church all they can?


Monday, June 23, was observed as a day of prayer by the churches
associated with the College Conference. “The Lord hath been mindful of
us, he will bless us.” Telegrams and letters received from several pastors
show that the day has been owned of God for reviving the prayerfulness of
many.


The College summer vacation commenced on June 26, and will terminate
on Aug. 11, when we expect to welcome a large number of new students.
We have spent several days in the difficult and responsible work of trying
to select the most suitable men out of the host of applicants for admission.
Will our friends pray that we may be at all times guided in our choice, and
that the admission of those who are selected may be wholly for the glory of
God and the good of our fellow men?


EVANGELISTS. — During the past month a complete change has been made
with respect to our esteemed evangelist, Mr. A. J. Clarke. We felt that the
failure of his health indicated that for the present the Lord did not intend
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him longer to endure the excitement of evangelistic work. While we were
waiting for guidance as to what the Lord would have him to do, an
invitation came from the church at West Melbourne, and after due
consideration Mr. Clarke accepted the pastorate. He will soon be on his
way to his sphere of labor. We pray that in Australia this dear servant of
the Lord may be the means of winning even more souls for Christ than he
has won in the United Kingdom. Australian friends, please receive him
heartily, and esteem him very highly in love for his work’s sake, for a better
man never visited your shores.


Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have just completed their series of services in
the West Riding of Yorkshire. Pastor T. E. Cozens Cooke sends us the
following account of the work in York: —


“My dear Mr. Spurgeon, — We have lately been favored with the presence
of your two excellent evangelists, ‘Smith and Fullerton.’ The moral
atmosphere of an old cathedral city is anything but favorable to these
special efforts, and we were not surprised that some of our ‘cultured ‘
friends manifested their opposition by a warm newspaper correspondence.
This, however, did us no harm, but almost daily advertised our services
free of charge. Mr. Smith’s attractive singing, and his colleague’s heart-
stirring addresses, were much appreciated, and the interest evidently
increased. The meetings were largely attended every night, and
considerably over one thousand copies of the hymn book were sold at the
doors. Several persons professed to receive good, and we are trying to
follow up the work. ‘We parted with our dear brethren with much regret,
some of our friends gathering at the railway station, and singing their
‘Farewell’ as the train glided away. Their affectionate, genial society, and
above all, their unwearying devotion to the Master’s work quite won our
hearts, and we shall hope ere long to welcome them again. Our local
expenses were heavy, but we are so glad to be able to send you (through
Mr. Hillman’) £10 for your ‘Society of Evangelists,’ with the earnest
prayer that the richest blessing may continue to rest upon this and every
other agency associated with your noble work at the Tabernacle.”


Leeds was the next place visited, from June 7 to 25, and a great stir has
been made and good results are sure to follow. We have just received most
glowing accounts, but these we must reserve for next month.


Mr. Burnham was engaged at Wootton, Beds, from June 1 to 6, but the
meetings were so successful that they were continued a few evenings
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longer. There were large congregations every night, and on the Sunday the
chapel was crowded in every part, and almost all who were present
remained to the prayer meetings, which were held after each service. Our
brethren McAllister (Cranfield) and Williams (Bedlord), and Messrs. Burr
and Gammon spoke at some of the meetings. Many have been led to the
Savior, and the minister’s family has been specially blessed. Mrs. Readman,
the wife of the pastor, mentioned one evening after the service that the
promise “All thy children shall be taught of the Lord” had been much on
her heart all day. This enabled the evangelist to speak with special power
to a daughter, who soon entered into gospel liberty. At the family altar
thanksgivings for the salvation of one were mingled with prayer for the rest
of the family, and by-and-by an answer came. One after another the
members of the household were called to the room where a son was in
terrible distress about his soul. Prayers and promises seemed all of no avail,
and even the sweet experience of his newly converted sister brought no
peace to the troubled heart. All through the night and part of the morning
the conflict raged, but after a while Jesus conquered, peace was
proclaimed, and the whole family sang Mr. Burnham’s hymn:


“Tell it with joy! tell it with joy!
Oh the sweet rapture of pardon!”


Mr. Burnham has engagements for services as follows: — July 6 to 13,
Newport, Mon.; Sept. 5 to 26, among the hop-pickers at Goudhurst, Kent;
Sept. 29 to Oct. 5, Naunton, Cheltenham; Oct. 13 to 19, Leamington; Oct.
20 to 26, Murkyate Street, Herts; Oct. 27 to Nov. 2, Bedford; Nov. 10 to
16, Thetford, Norfolk; Nov. 17 to 30, Burton-on-Trent, etc.: Jan. 19,
1880, to Feb. 1, Driffield and Cranswick, Yorkshire; Feb. 2 to 8,
Sheepshed, Leicestershire. Applications for any of the vacant dates, except
those needed for rest, may be made to Mr. Spurgeon. Will all friends who
are likely to be corresponding with Mr. Burnham note that he has removed
to 11, Dundas Road, St. Mary’s Road, Queen’s Road, Peckham. S.E.


COLPORTAGE. — About thirty of the Colporteurs came to London to meet
the Committee and friends for prayer and conference on Sunday and
Monday, June 8 and 9. They were addressed by Mr. Spurgeon on the
Monday afternoon, and their visit was brought to a close by the annual
meeting at night in the Tabernacle. We were glad to see a much larger
number of friends present than we have had at this meeting in previous
years, and we hope that this is an indication that the Colportage work is at
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last gaining its rightful place in the esteem of our friends and the public
generally. After prayer by the pastor, co-pastor, and Mr. F. A. Jones (the
late hon. sec. of the society), Mr. W. Corden Jones, the secretary, read
some extracts from the twelfth annual report, copies of which he will be
happy to forward to any friends who wish for them and will send a stamp
for postage addressed to him at the Tabernacle. The progress of the work
will be seen on a perusal of the following statistics: —


During the year 1878 the ninety-four Colporteurs employed sold about
927,000 publications of various kinds, for which they received £8,276 0s.
4d., that being an increase of £1,325 2s. 21/2d. upon the previous year.
They also distributed upwards of 162,000 tracts, and visited 926,290
families. The subscriptions for the year have amounted to £4,148 15s.
53/4d., of which £3,052 4s. 101/2d. has been given for districts, and £212
10s. towards the Capital Fund. (That is up to Dec. 31, 1878).


The Capital Fund, of which we have often spoken, is much needed, but it is
not yet forthcoming. We reckon that we have now received nearly £600 of
it, and we wait for the rest of the £1,000. Without sufficient capital the
working of this society cannot go on pleasantly. We have not run aground
yet, but the sailing will not be clear till the capital reaches the sum we have
asked for.


Subscriptions to the General Fund are still urgently needed, both to meet
the necessary working expenses, and to supplement the deficiencies
continually arising in most of the districts. Everybody ought to help this
work, because the publications sold are entirely unsectarian, while the
works of no evangelical denomination are excluded when ordered through
the Colporteur. The Colporteurs themselves are members of the
Presbyterian, Congregational, and Baptist Churches, and the several
branches of the Methodist families. The preaching services which the
Colporteurs conduct are not confined to any, but extend to all, branches of
Christ’s Church willing to utilize Colportage in the extension of the
Kingdom of God.


ORPHANAGE. — The annual meeting was held on Thursday, June 19, the
President’s forty-fifth birthday. Through the kind providence of God the
weather was beautifully fine, and the whole fete was a great success. More
than four thousand persons entered the grounds during the afternoon and
evening, and though everybody seemed to be full of joy, the President and
his beloved wife feel sure that no one could have been quite so happy as
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they were. It is a subject for the most grateful thanksgiving to God that the
sick one, who has been so long confined to the chamber of suffering, was
once more permitted to mingle with loving friends, who have for so many
years rallied round us and helped us in the Lord’s work. To his blessed
name be all the praise.


At half-past three o’clock Mr. John Macgregor (Rob Roy) gave an
interesting account of some of his “strange adventures.” At its close the
audience dispersed over the grounds, or gathered in the refreshment tents,
and in the Bazaar, which was held for the Girls’ Orphanage. The total
receipts at the stalls amounted to more than £150. Dr. Barnardo’s band
was stationed in the grounds, and performed at intervals, in a most
creditable manner.


In the evening, the crowd was so great that we were obliged to hold two
public meetings simultaneously. Sir Charles Reed, Chairman of the London
School Board, presided at one meeting, and our brother, J. A. Spurgeon, at
the other. Some of the speakers kindly did double duty, and they therefore
deserve our double thanks. We are heartily grateful to all the kind friends
who thus ably assisted us to make known the needs and claims of the
institution. The following is a list of those who took part in one or the
other of the meetings: the Vice-President, Messrs. C. and T. Spurgeon, Dr.
Macewan, E. Maclean, Burman Cassin, M.A., John Collins, and Dr.
Barnardo. The announcement that we are enabled to go on with the GIRLS’
ORPHANAGE, under our present trust-deed, was received with hearty
applause, which was repeated when we announced that we had already
made a beginning by purchasing for £4,000 the adjacent house and
grounds, called “Hawthorns.” Towards this amount we had received up to
the 20th June, in addition to the profit of Bazaar, £309 16s. 2d., together
with £200 towards a house to be called the Deacons’ House. We have also
promises of £25 from one friend, £50 from another, £500 for one of the
houses for girls, from a friend, £500 from a firm for another house, and
£25 worth of painting and glazing work when it is needed. We shall be glad
if the Lord inclines his stewards to send the rest of the £4000 before the
purchase-money has to be paid, which must be done on July 15; but in any
case we leave the matter in his hands, knowing that all will be well. With
not more than £550 specifically given or promised for this object, it is
rather daring to hope for the rest in a fortnight, but our Provider is a God
of great resources.
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The amount presented to Mr. Spurgeon in birthday gifts for the Boys’
Orphanage was £126 3s 9d., while collectors and subscribers paid in about
£200 during the day. The fete was appropriately closed by the music of Mr.
Courtenay’s and Mr. Frisby’s choirs, and the usual illumination of the
grounds.


COLLECTING BOXES AND BOOKS. — An anonymous donor asks how
collecting boxes for the Orphanage can be obtained. Collecting boxes or
books can be procured either from Mr. Blackshaw, at the Tabernacle, or
Mr. Charlesworth, at the Orphanage.


PERSONAL NOTES. — In The Preachers’ Annual of 1877, page 544, in an
article by the Rev. G. T. Dowling on “Candidating,” we enhanced to read
as follows: — “Charles Spurgeon was not even seriously thought of as a
prospective pastor the first time he preached in London. Months passed by
before he was again invited to spend a Sabbath, and when even a call was
extended it was by no means unanimous. Some families even left the
church because ‘that boy’ was called.”


This is given as a proof that successful preachers frequently produce a poor
impression as candidates. This may be a general fact, but it was a pity to
fabricate an instance. The truth is exactly the contrary. The moment after
our first sermon was preached we were invited by the principal deacon to
supply for six months, for he felt sure that at a church meeting, which
would at once be held, such a resolution would be passed. We declined his
offer, for we thought it too hasty, but promised to preach alternate
Sabbaths during the next month, and this was done and followed up
immediately by a further invitation. No one person left the church to our
knowledge, and the resolution inviting us was as nearly unanimous as
possible, one man and four women voting to the contrary, all of these
becoming in after time most friendly to us. We only mention the incident as
a specimen of the manner in which advocates of a theory too often
manufacture their instances, and as a warning to our friends to be slow in
believing anything which they may hear or read about public persons.


Our friend and former student. Mr. C. Dallaston, of Christchurch, New
Zealand, writes to tell us that he has frequently met with persons who have
been converted through reading our sermons, and he mentions one instance
which had recently come under his notice. He was called in to see a woman
who was at the point of death, and she told hint that when living away on
the plains, where attending a place of worship was out of the question
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because of the distance, her husband read to her one of our sermons every
Sunday, and God used the words thus read to bring her out of the bondage
of sin into the glorious liberty of the Son. Mr. Dallaston adds: — “In many
of our upcountry churches your sermons are read every Sunday.”


ARMY DISCIPLINE AND REGULATION BILL


FROM the House of Commons we received the other day a printed
memorandum, prepared for the information of the members, as to the
offenses which according to military law are punishable with death. It
struck us that the various items were eminently suggestive, and we
therefore made them the heads of a sermon to the good soldiers of Jesus
Christ. We hope to print the whole discourse for the use of soldiers, and
meanwhile we give the Bill, and a few comments upon it, just as hints to
our brethren as to its use for instruction. The private Christian may
profitably trace the analogies for himself, and to the ministers of the gospel
the items must be abundantly rich in symbolic teaching. We give the whole
memorandum, though we did not find it possible to introduce the whole
into our sermon, and it is not all equally suggestive. In these days, when so
little beyond useless talk comes from the House of Commons, it is a mercy
to snatch even one floating fragment from the general wreck.


A Person subject to Military Law, when on Active Service, is punishable
with Death, if he commits any of the following offenses: —


1 Shamefully abandons or delivers up any garrison, place, post, or
guard, or uses any means to compel or induce any governor,
commanding officer, or other person shamefully to abandon or
deliver up any garrison, place, post, or guard, which it was the duty
of such governor, officer, or other person to defend.


It is disgraceful to give up any truth of doctrine, precept, or ordinance, all
of which we are bound to maintain even to the death. Those who would
have their ministers tone down any of the teachings of Scripture, or leave
their posts because of persecution or slander, are guilty of this offense.
Even to desert the Sunday-school class, or the little village station, will
bring us under this censure. He who would leave the smallest post assigned
him would surely surrender the greatest if it were in his power.


2. Shamefully casts away his arms, ammunition, or tools in the
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presence of the enemy.


We are exhorted in Holy Scripture not to cast away our confidence, which
hath great recompense of reward. It would be a proof that we were not
true Christians if we forsook the faith, or cast off the fear of God, or threw
down the truth, and fled out of selfish fear. We are to stand bravely before
the foe in full armor, bearing our shield, and wielding the sword of the
Spirit which is the word of God. We may never lay down our tools till we
lay down our bodies. We must either work or suffer till we die.


3. Treacherously holds correspondence with or gives intelligence to
the enemy, or treacherously or through cowardice sends a flag of
truce to the enemy.


Worldly conformity amounts to this, for it leads us to be friends to the
world, and then we are the enemies of God. Thousands are trying to unite
the church and the world, and for this purpose they encourage the enemy
by finding fault with religion, and making out that God’s people are in no
great degree different from other men; and at the same time they try to
establish the truth of their own words by seducing Christians from the
narrow way into worldly amusements and habits. Many professors not only
send a flag of truce to the devil, but they are in covenant with him — you
shall not hurt me and I will not hurt you. I will praise the theater and you
shall call me “liberal.” Come halfway and be decent, and we will go the
other half, and we will be “hail fellow well met.” This is fatal.


4. Assists the enemy with arms, ammunition, or supplies, or
knowingly harbors or protects an enemy, not being a prisoner.


We supply the enemy with weapons against the Lord when we live
inconsistent lives; they take up a reproach against the good cause and
injure it greatly. We do the like when we report the failures and
weaknesses of good men, and cause the adversary to blaspheme. If we
indulge any known sin and harbor it in our bosoms we also greatly grieve
our Captain. Sin will enter our doors, but it must be driven out by main
force of grace; to make provision for it is to play the traitor.


5. Having been made a prisoner of war, voluntarily serves with or
voluntarily aids the enemy.


We may be surrounded by ungodly men in our daily life, and they may try
to force us to evil, but we must resist, even unto blood, striving against sin.
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Children under ungodly parents, and wives with wicked husbands, are like
prisoners of war, but they must take care to maintain their integrity, and
never yield under pressure, however great. Even if we are surprised by
temptation and so fall into the power of sin, our will must not consent to
abide therein, but we must strive to escape from bondage. A Christian
marching with the enemy against his Lord is a very Judas.


6. Knowingly does when on active service any act calculated to
imperil the success of Her Majesty’s forces, or any part thereof


This is very sweeping. We are to avoid any act which would of itself
imperil the good cause. Even though the cause is safe, yet if there be an
evil tendency in the act we are guilty. Non-profession of our faith,
cowardice, slackness in prayer, absence from prayer-meetings, indolence,
worldliness, carnal indulgence, and many other forms of evil may be
censured under this head. Think what would become of the cause if all did
as you do, and by this you may measure your conduct.


7. Misbehaves or induces others to misbehave before the enemy.


We are always before the enemy. The eagle eye of the world is upon us.
“See that ye walk circumspectly,” for ye always walk before a cloud of
witnesses. Cowardice, rashness, greediness, quarreling, pride, folly, etc.,
are forms of misbehavior in the soldiers of Christ.


8. Leaves his commanding officer to go in search of plunder.


This Demas did when he forsook the Lord, having loved this present evil
world. To gain a good situation, a fair damsel, or a handsome profit many
professors forsake the colors to their eternal shame.


9. Without orders from his superior officer, leaves his guard,
picquet, patrol, or post.


Some plead distance, business, or age; others leave their work because of
petty jealousies, discouragements, or self-denials. Christ’s soldiers should
be ashamed to do this. Stand to your post so long as health and life will
permit. See your successor, or see the post ready for a better man who is
likely to come, before you leave it.


10. Forces a safeguard.
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Whatsoever the Lord forbids we must carefully forego, what he reserves
we must respect, and what he enjoins we must obey. Those who broke
through the bounds of Sinai died; let us always keep the bounds of our
Lord Jesus. We may not rush into a church or hurry out of it contrary to
the laws of Christ, neither may we trifle with his ordinances lest we incur
judgment.


11. Forces or strikes a sentry.


To oppose a man of God who stands for the defense of the truth is no
mean sin. Many a time has this been done in ignorance, and the faithful
have suffered thereby. Despise not the honest warnings of God’s ministers,
and above all do not make them your enemies for telling you the truth.


12. Impedes the provost marshal, or any officer legally exercising
authority under or on behalf of the provost marshal, or, when called
on, refuses to assist in the execution of his duty, the provost
marshal, or any such officer.


Order must be maintained in the church, and he who is set to exercise
discipline should have the hearty support of all true Christians. The duty is
often painful and irksome, and church officers should never be hindered in
their efforts by unkind remarks and unseemly oppositions. A certain crew
will have neither officers nor order, but we have not so learned Christ.
Flocks without shepherds and armies without officers are in a poor plight.
What is everybody’s business is nobody’s business. Christians who imitate
Corinthian anarchy soon fall into Corinthian laxity and division.


13. Does violence to any person bringing provisions or supplies to
the force; or commits any offense against the property or person of
any inhabitant of, or resident in, the country in which he is serving.


We are to do good and not evil to those around us. The church often
suffers from the world, but the world must never suffer from the church.
We are to fight for our Lord but not for ourselves. Those who come to us
are to be welcomed and not despoiled. Pastors who bring us food are not
to be abused.


14. Breaks into any house or other place in search of plunder.


Our great, Captain will provide for us, and it would be most unseemly for
us to do any disobedient act by way of finding our own rations. Some
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break into other churches and destroy and steal, but we are not of the order
of Plundering Brethren.


15. By discharging firearms, drawing swords, beating drums,
making signals, using words, or by any means whatever
intentionally occasions false alarms in actions, on the march, in the
field, or elsewhere.


This may be done by scaring the brethren by the discoveries of science, or
the doting dreams of learned men; it may also be accomplished by
pretended explanations of prophecy of an alarming kind. Anything which
distresses and dispirits without cause is exceedingly evil. To bring up
scandalous reports, and to declare that the church is unloving, prayerless,
dead, etc., as some do, is a wretched form of this offense. It is the little
ones who suffer much from these false alarms, and therefore the sin is all
the greater.


16. Treacherously makes known the parole or watchword to any
person not entitled to receive it; or, without good and sufficient
cause, gives a parole or watchword different from what he
received.


We cannot too often repeat our parole, for we are to preach the gospel to
every creature, but woe be to us if we falsify the word. “The blood of
Jesus” is the watchword of the Salvation Army, and we must not substitute
for it any other form of parole.


17. Irregularly detains or appropriates to his own corps or
detachment any provisions or supplies proceeding to the forces,
contrary to any orders issued in that respect.


We must beware of hoarding up comfort for ourselves and leaving others
to perish forlack of knowledge. To forage only for our own denomination
to the injury of other brethren is also contrary to the mind of him who hath
called us to be his soldiers.


18. Being a sentinel, commits any of the following offenses (that is
to say): —
(a) Sleeps or is drunk at his post; or,
(b) Leaves his post before he is regularly relieved.
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We know who hath said, “Let us not sleep as do others, but let us watch
and be sober.” Watching and sobriety go together. He who is drunken with
wine, or pride, or worldliness, or error ceases to watch. We have each a
post assigned us, and to sleep or to be drunken there is to betray our Lord.
Leaving our post altogether is utterly un-soldierly. Jonah did so, and was
saved by special miracle. If we imitate him we cannot be sure that a whale
will be provided for us.


19. Causes or conspires with any other persons to cause any mutiny
or sedition in any forces belonging to Her Majesty’s regular,
reserve, or auxiliary forces, or Navy. (Clauses 20, 21, 22 are of like
effect.)


Troublers in Israel are many and busy. Quiet and happy churches are
disturbed and even rent in twain by these ill-disposed professors, who seem
to live for nothing else but to create or ferment discord. These go from
house to house to spread ill reports, and to blow up jealousies and
suspicions, and nothing pleases them better than to set good men by the
ears. We would abolish the eat in the army, but a slight taste of it in church
circles, in a spiritual or metaphorical sense, might be a salutary warning.
We have so much to do in combating the enemy that it is a shame to waste
a moment in internal contentions; yet some are always creating mutiny and
fomenting discontent. We cannot drum these people out of the regiment,
but by keeping up a constant warmth of love we may make the place too
hot to hold them. We cannot pitch the mutineer overboard, but we can give
him a wide berth. If no one will join the maker of quarrels he will be
powerless, and will either drop the habit, or remove to more congenial
quarters.


23. Strikes or uses or offers any violence to his superior officer,
being in the execution of his office.


Against elders we are not to receive an accusation without much
deliberation, far less then may we speak ill of them without cause. Church
officers are to be censured when they overstep their authority, but to resist
their authority when they are carrying out their Master’s rule is more
blameworthy than many think. The Scripture saith, “Obey them that have
the rule over you, and submit yourselves: for they watch for your souls, as
they that must give account, that they may do it with joy, and not with
grief: for that is unprofitable for you.”
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24. Disobeys any lawful command given by his superior officer,
being in the execution of his office.


Our great superior officer is the Lord Jesus. “Whatsoever he saith unto
you, do it.” Are all of us scrupulously obeying the words of our great
Leader? The spirit which neglects a little command is not a little evil, for it
is essentially rebellious. If the command be so small, why not keep it?


25. Deserts or attempts to desert Her Majesty’s Service.


Alas, that any should do this! Yet this is the test of distinction between real
grace and its counterfeit. Many declare that they will follow their Lord
whithersoever he goeth, and yet in a short time they leave his standard, and
consult their own interests by finding another leader. Backslider, are you a
deserter? A deserter is a son of perdition, and belongs to the breed of
Judas.


26. Persuades, endeavors to persuade, procures, or attempts to
procure, any person subject to military law to desert from Her
Majesty’s Service.


When some men forsake religion they grow venomous, and fill others with
their poison, never resting till they lead them into a like apostasy. It might
surely suffice them to go to hell alone; but no, they must entice others
thither. Lord, have mercy upon such.


These rules admit of a wider range of interpretation than our notes may
indicate, but if they suggest holy caution, and lead our brethren to meditate
in that direction, it is not in vain that we have placed them here.


C.H. SPURGEON.


NOTICES OF BOOKS


THE EARLY YEARS OF CHRISTIANITY. VOL. I. THE
APOSTOLIC AGE.


BY E. D. PRESENCE, D.D. Hodder and Stoughton.


The course of thought in the present day has compelled Christian men to
study the historical proofs of the truth of Christianity. Next to the life of
Jesus Christ, the history of the early Christian Church is of paramount
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importance, and in this volume, which treats of the apostolic age, we have
a charming description of its progress and internal history. The author’s
literary genius, scholarly research, fascinating style, and deep piety are all
here used to make his subject plain. The volume is a fitting and worthy
sequel to Presence’s “Life of Christ.” Most emphatically do we commend
this first installment of a great work, and we shall eagerly await the
remaining volumes.


THOUGHTS FOR THE SICK (WITH PRAYERS AND HYMNS).
BY A. L. M. Hatchards.


A few short addresses, printed in clear, bold type, and selected specially for
the sick. Some of the hymns are very beautiful and tender, but the prayers
— but there — we are no judge of forms of prayer, and the less we say on
that subject the better. The book is, on the whole, a praiseworthy attempt
to minister to the suffering and afflicted.


NOTES


On Tuesday evening, July 1, about three hundred of the Teachers of the
Tabernacle and branch Sunday-schools met for tea in the College buildings
by invitation of the pastor. After tea, a profitable evening was spent in
prayer, exhortation, and conference on Sunday-school work. We believe it
will do us all good if we can have similar meetings every quarter; at all
events we hope to repeat the experiment, as we understood one teacher
who was present offered to defray the cost of the next gathering. That
teacher was Mr. Andrew Dunn, candidate for the parliamentary
representation of Southwark, who for years has conducted a senior class at
the Stockwell Orphanage.


On the same evening, the annual meeting of the SPURGEON’S SERMON


TRACT SOCIETY was held in the Tabernacle Lecture Hall. Mr. William
Olney presided, and he was supported by Messrs. W. C. Murrell, C. F.
Allison, J. T. Dunn, and T. Lardner, while the Orphanage choir sang
suitable pieces between the speeches. The object of this society is to make
known the way of salvation by means of the circulation of our sermons,
which are issued as loan tracts. During the past nine years about 100,000
sermons have been thus circulated with gracious signs of divine approval.
The expenditure for the year amounted to £74 14s. 11d., while the balance
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in hand at the annual meeting was £3 2s. 10d. The Hon. Sec. of the Society
is Mr. C. Cornell, 60, Hamilton Square, King-street, Borough, S.E., who
will be happy to receive subscriptions or to give information concerning the
work to persons who would like to form districts, and lend out the sermons
around their own places of abode. This is an inexpensive way of doing
good, and one which bears much fruit unto God.


On Monday evening, July 7, the annual meeting of the HOME AND


FOREIGN MISSIONARY WORKING SOCIETY was held in the Tabernacle
Lecture Hall.


During the year 1,512 ready-made garments have been sent out to
ministers’ families, in addition to 585 yards of material for dresses, while
258 pastors’ or colporteurs’ children have been suitably clothed. The
expenditure for the past twelve months has been £84 13s. 31/2d., the value
of materials and clothing received £158 15s. l1/2d., and the estimated value
of the parcels sent out £247 ls. 6d. A balance of £3 2s. 9d. was due to the
treasurer at the end of May. The report of the society was largely written
by Mrs. Spurgeon; and this intimation will, we hope, induce many friends
to send a stamp for a copy, and afterwards incline them to forward
substantial help to this most deserving work. All communications should be
addressed to Mrs. Evans, Missionary Working Society, Metropolitan
Tabernacle.


COLLEGE. — The only student who has become a pastor since our last
notice is our son Charles, who has accepted the unanimous invitation of the
London Baptist Association Sub-Committee and the Committee of South-
street Chapel, Greenwich, to become the minister of that place. A new
church has been formed, the chapel is filled, and the prospects are most
hopeful. If our kind friends will pray for our son as they have done for us,
we may expect to see the work of the Lord in Greenwich greatly revived, a
vigorous church gathered, and a young minister enabled to commence his
work under the happiest auspices. To friends who have aided the
Greenwich church in its distress great praise is due. May they have their
reward in the future history of the place.


Dr. Hillier has removed from Princes Risborough to Wingrave, Bucks: Mr.
A. Macdouga1l from Aberchirder to Oban, N.B.; Mr. H. A. Fletcher from
Alford, Lincolnshire, to Appledore, Devon: and Mr. G. W. Pope has left
Thorpe, Essex, to become assistant to Mr. E. J. Silverton, of Nottingham.
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During the past month we have had quite a succession of farewell meetings
at the Tabernacle. Mr. A. V. Papengouth has left us for work in connection
with the Baptist Missionary Society in Hayti. Mr. A. J. Clarke has gone to
become pastor of the church at West Melbourne; Mr. H. H. Garrett, late of
Merstham, Surrey, has sailed with him for Australia; and Mr. W. Hamilton
has returned to his bishopric at Cape Town. The mention of these matters
at the prayer-meeting has greatly tended to keep these meetings real and
lively. There is reason for prayer visible to the people’s eyes, and they do
pray.


Mr. John Stubbs, of Eythorne, has accepted an invitation from the church
at Allahabad to become their pastor; and Mr. D. Lyall, of Odiham, has
been accepted by the Baptist Missionary Society for mission work: at the
Cameroons, Africa.


Our new College tent has been consecrated by the presence and blessing of
the Lord in the services held by our brethren Mather, Maplesden, and
Gwillim at Holbeach, Lincolnshire, which have been altogether a success.


Messrs. Wigstone and Blamire in Spain. — A letter recently received by
Mrs. A. A. Rees, of Sunderland, from her daughter, Mrs. Wigstone, shows
that our good brethren in Spain are still exposed to persecution of a most
violent character. Returning from a very happy service in a village they
were attacked in broad daylight by three different parties of Romanists
under the command of priests, one of whom fired a gun at them from
behind a tree, while the mob pelted them with stones. For a mile and a half
our brethren had to run for their lives to get to the coach which was
waiting on the high road to take them home. Through the protecting hand
of God, Mr. Blamire was preserved from all harm, Mr. Wigstone’s arm
was hurt by one of the stones, and a friend in the village, who had gone out
to see what had happened to them, received a severe blow on the head.
This is a specimen of Rome’s work where she has the power.


Messrs. Johnson and Richardson in Africa. — We have news from our
colored friends down to the middle of May. When they wrote they had
been for some time settled at their new station, Bakundu, Victoria,
Cameroons, where they had commenced work under the auspices of the
chief of the village, which contains about 1,000 people. This worthy was
very ill in April, and thinking he was going to die, made his will. In one of
the clauses he commended his youngest son to the care of the missionaries,
and in another commanded his subjects to obey and protect the preachers
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and their wives. He seems to have been still living when our friends wrote,
and through his influence all the boys in the village had been sent to the
mission school. On Sundays services are held in the hut which serves as a
temporary schoolroom, and by this time Messrs. Johnson and Richardson
are probably able to preach to the people in their own language, although
at first they needed an interpreter. The people appear to be very favorably
inclined to the missionaries, and ask them many questions about the gospel
they bring.


The rainy season had commenced when the last letter was written, and
Mrs. Johnson and Mrs. Richardson were still suffering from the fever, from
which their husbands had recovered. They send very kind messages for all
Tabernacle and other friends, and ask our prayers that they may be
sustained and blessed in their work. If any friends wish to help them they
need not send money, as that is of no use where they are, but they require
clothes for the naked population, cloth, prints, buttons, cottons, thread,
medicines, etc., for barter and use, and books, slates, pencils, etc., for their
school of one hundred and six boys.


EVANGELISTS. — In another part of the magazine we have given Mr. Hill’s
report of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services at Leeds. This month,
from the 9th to the 25th, they are to be at Blackpool.


Sir. Burnham was at Newport, Monmouthshire, from the 6th to the 13th
ult., and at Blaenavon from the 14th to the 20th. At Newport the services
were so successful that the friends there were induced to continue them
with local help for another week, and Mr. Burnham, on his return from
Blaenavon, on the 21st, conducted a meeting for praise and testimony. The
following report of the services has been sent to us, and the donation (£5
5s.) to the Evangelists’ Society mentioned in the letter has come to hand,
though too late to be included in our monthly list: —


“STOWHILL BAPTIST CHURCH,
“Newport (MON.),
“July 14th, 1879.


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — We have during the past ten days been
favored with the assistance of your very efficient and attractive
evangelist, Mr. Burnham. The week previous to his coming we had
meetings for prayer every evening that a special outpouring of the
Holy Spirit might accompany our brother’s efforts. We record to
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the glory of God that the large blessings which we had solicited,
and expected to receive, have been bestowed. At most of the week-
evening services five hundred persons were present. On Sabbath
afternoons Mr. Burnham held services at which over one thousand
pupils connected with the Sabbath schools of the Baptist churches
of the town were present, accompanied by their parents, teachers,
and other friends. On Sabbath evenings our chapel, which seats
about one thousand, was well filled. Forty, chiefly young persons,
have decided for Jesus. Our church-members, and ninny of the
Lord’s people in connection with other Protestant denominations,
have had the Divine life in their souls greatly intersifted by means of
our brother’s visit.


“Our treasurer will in a few days remit to your Evangelist’s Fund a
donation, as an expression of the gratitude of this church and
Sabbath-School for your kindness in sending us so amiable and
efficient a brother. We regret we cannot do more. The local
expenses have been considerable, and our town being on the
confines of Wales, our members share in the terrible depression of
trade which is so disastrous to the principality.


“My earnest prayer, and also that of the Church over which the
Lord has placed me, is that your valuable life may be long spared
and your health confirmed, so that you may win many more
victories for Jesus.


“Respectfully yours,
“JOHN DOUGLAS, Pastor.”


ORPHANAGE. — OUR good friend, Pastor G. D. Cox, sends us a very
glowing account of the service of song by the Orphanage choir at
Sittingbourne. The net profit to the funds of the institution amounted to
£22 2s., and for that result we are deeply grateful to all who assisted in any
measure. Messrs. Wills and Packham have made us more than ever their
debtors by their kindness to the boys and their liberal help to the work at
Stockwell. One result of the orphans’ visit is the promise of a freight of
bricks for the Girls’ Orphanage from Messrs. Smeed, Dean & Co.


Special Notice to Collectors — We shall be glad to have all collecting
boxes and books brought in regularly every quarter, especially as we
expect soon to have girls to provide for in addition to our two hundred and
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forty boys. The next meeting of collectors and friends will be held at the
Orphanage on Wednesday, October 1st. We will try to prepare an
attractive program for the occasion, and shall hope to see a large company
present, as we expect then publicly to inaugurate the Girls’ Orphanage.


GIRLS’ ORPHANAGE. — Up to the moment of writing we have received
towards the purchase of the “Hawthorns” £2,206 8s. 6d. In addition to this
we have promises of £50 and £25 for the same purpose, and a notice has
been sent to us that a poor widow who recently died had bequeathed
nineteen guineas to the Girls’ Orphanage, and a similar amount to the
Boys’. This will make a total of £2,301 7s. 6d. towards the £4,000
required for the house and grounds. We have also the premise of six
houses when we are ready to build, a freight of bricks from Sittingbourne,
and some gas fittings from Cheltenham. After we have paid for the ground
we hope to take some girls into the house, and this will involve the
furnishing of it, for which we have no means as yet. After this is done the
funds for Boys and Girls will be one in all respects, except the expenses of
the new buildings, and donors sending either for Boys or Girls will please
to notice that their contributions will go into the same fund, for the
Institution will be one concern.


We have been delighted with many of the letters which have brought us
contributions for this latest development of our work, but we have not
space to mention more than one or two. “A poor gardener with seven
children” sends 10s., which he obtained for four pecks of gooseberries
which he devoted to the Girls’ Orphanage. He says, “I have no doubt so
many will be anxious to share in the honor of assisting you in this matter
that you will have to cry, ‘Hold, enough!” We have not yet come to that
stage of the work. “A Friend of the Orphans,” at Middlesbrough, sent us
what he could afford, promised a monthly contribution, and wrote to a
local paper to ask for subscriptions to be sent to us. We are much obliged
to our unknown friend. A brother in the ministry asks us to send him some
collecting cards in order that he may get various friends to collect a
sovereign each, and adds, “If the brethren in the ministry will do likewise
the amount will soon be raised.”


Several amounts have reached us since the list of contributions was made
up, including Mrs. T., £200; and “A Miracle of Mercy,” £100. We have
also received the following articles of jewelry for sale: — from C. P., a
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watch, chain, locket, and ring; from “A Sermon Reader,” a brooch; from
A. P., Reading, a ring.


COLPORTAGE — It becomes increasingly evident that the objects and value
of the Colportage Association are not known as they should be, beyond a
very limited circle of friends who have watched its operations, and
appreciated its value in spreading evangelical truth among the people.
Hence it is very important that the testimony of those who have
experienced the worth of Colportage should be made widely known. The
following extract from the recently published Report of the Southern
Baptist Association is full of interest and encouragement, and it is hoped
will stimulate other local associations to adopt the Colportage agency. The
report proceeds —


“The principal part of home mission work done by the association is that
which takes the form of colportage. This has been carried on with unabated
energy, and with results not less satisfactory than previous years. As the
details of the work have been fully given in the reports of the last few
years, it is scarcely necessary to repeat them now. A summary of this part
of our work will, it is hoped, be deemed sufficient. There are six
colporteurs employed in connection with this association. Their work is
mainly to visit villages, hamlets, and isolated houses, in order to sellcopies
of God’s word, and books and periodicals of a heal thy moral character.
The returns which have been received for the past year show the following
results: of the Word of God, either the entire Bible, the New Testament, or
in Scripture portions, there have been sold 1,472 copies; of books and
periodicals, 22,474; of smaller publications, 3,072; and these sales have
realized the sum of £539 17s. 2d. These returns are not complete,
however; they include none at all from one of the six districts; and in
another, owing to the recent appointment of a new agent, they represent
only three months’ sales, Nor do these sales represent the entire work
done. In one district 45 services have been held, in another 46, and in
another 101. Thousands of Tracts have been distributed, two colporteurs
alone report 13,965 visits made, whilst the Scriptures are read and prayers
offered as opportunity is given. The pulpits, also, of some of our village
chapels and stations are frequently occupied by our agents, and with great
acceptableness, whilst work in the Sunday-school and in the week-night
Bible class is also done. In connection with these manifold labors, it may
not be uninteresting to note the following incidents: — One colporteur
says that he ‘was never so well received as now, and the books are
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welcomed by all classes. In some cases clergymen are good customers, and
several have inquired for Spurgeon’s works.’ Another reports that he is
able to make sure sale at almost every house at which he calls, and he also
speaks of happy results arising from his visits to the sick. Another tells of
the manifest blessing of God attendant upon his preaching at one of our
village chapels during the past nine months, leading two persons to unite
themselves with the church of Christ, and awakening in others a desire for
such union. From a fourth district it is reported that the sales skew an
increase of nearly fifty per cent on last year’s report; and this, too, in spite
of interruptions to the work of your agent — one of which was owing to
seven weeks’ severe illness, brought on by overwork; and another through
injuries received in an attack made upon him by three drunken men, and by
whom he was left unconscious on the road during one of the most severe
nights in the past winter. From the same district the superintendent speaks
of having received from a poor woman ‘a halfcrown as a thankoffering to
God’ for the spiritual light she had obtained from reading a book supplied
by the colporteur. Another agent reports the hopeful conversion of an old
man, to whom he had paid several visits.


“Regarding these as fairly indicating the results arising from this part of our
Home Mission Work, your Committee are more than ever confident, that it
was a wise step taken when it was adopted by you, and that it will be
evidence of progressive wisdom if you put it into the power of their
successors to increase the number of your Colporteurs, and so widen the
range within which the good influences of this agency shall be felt.”


The italics are ours, and we call the attention of all thoughtful readers to
the suggestions which they emphasize, but specially commend them to the
secretaries and committees of local associations of Christian churches,
believing that with great advantage they may “go and do likewise.” The
colporteurs in many districts are feeling the depression of trade severely,
while in others the sales continue very good. There are also inquiries from
several new districts, which we hope will lead to the appointment of
additional agents. As the friends in some localities are finding it difficult to
obtain the necessary local subscriptions, it is to be hoped that they will not
allow the colporteur to be withdrawn without making the most strenuous
efforts to retain him, as we can only maintain a man as long as the local
guarantee is kept up. We trust also that our friends will remember the
General Fund, which has not yet reached the necessary amount to relieve
the association of anxiety in its working, much less to continue the advance
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of the work into new quarters. Annual subscriptions are much needed, and
will be gladly received.


PERSONAL NOTES. — The following letter comes to us from Dundee,
Natal, dated May 26th, 1879: —


“My dear brother in Christ, — I cannot resist the temptation of spending a
few minutes of my halting time on my way to join our soldiers on the Zulu
border, to tell you of a little circumstance that will perhaps be cheering. In
a small wayside hotel in a wild, lonely part of this colony


I found some copies of your sermons, and The Sword and the Trowel lying
on a side table. I asked the old landlady how they managed to reach that
out-of-the-way place. ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘Sir, I get them every month, and
they are my best friends in the world.’ I had a good talk with the old lady,
and found her a bright, happy Christian, and, although she never attends a
public means of grace, and very seldom gets anyone with whom she can
talk on things concerning her Savior, yet she maintains a quiet, settled
peace, and it would have done you good to have heard her say, ‘The good
I get out of those sermons is more than I can tell, and, although I have
never seen dear Mr. Spurgeon, yet he preaches to me every Sunday, and I
love him very very much.’ She also told me that she forwards your
sermons after perusal to a Christian brother in some lonely place, and he,
every Lord’s Day, gets his friends and neighbors together, and holds a
service, and regularly reads your sermons to them, with the happy result of
some three or four souls being soundly converted.


“I am in the Wesleyan ministry myself, but always take in your sermons and
periodical. I have had the pleasure of distributing many of them to the sick
and wounded in the hospitals at Pietermaritzburg, and am taking some to
the front, where I am going to try and do what little good I can to our
soldiers.


“It is time now to ‘inspan,’ and I will conclude.”


A lady sends us the following extract from a letter recently received by her
from a Presbyterian sergeant in the 92nd Highlanders in Afghanistan: —
“Thanks for sending us five of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons. I have hardly had
time to read them myself; the men are all so anxious to have them, and not
only the Christian brethren, but others of the men were glad to get them to
read, and you may know how glad I was to let them have them. The
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sermons really set me a heart-searching: they went home to my heart with
living power.”


A friend from the country who was at the Orphanage fete on June 19th
writes thus: — “While waiting and hoping to have an opportunity of
speaking to you. a respectable young sailor came up to me to ask if I could
point out Mr. Spurgeon to him, adding, ‘I am all alone here, bat I do so
want to look upon Mr. Spurgeon. I have just come home from sea, after
having been away from England for thirteen months. Our steward was a
true Christian, and he prevailed on nine of our crew to meet him to hear
Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons read, and seven of the nine have now decided for
Christ, and I do so want to look at the man whose sermons have led me to
Jesus. When I left England, thirteen months since, I scorned the Tabernacle
and religion.’ I was delighted with the young man’s earnest and intelligent
conversation about the gospel, and was sorry that I lost him in the crowd.”


A friend, who sends us £1 for the Girls’ Orphanage as a thank-offering
from his niece, says: — “She wishes me to inform you of the great spiritual
good she has received from reading your sermon, ‘Eyes Opened.’ (No.
681.) Her case has been very remarkable: she has been very ill for more
than twelve months in a decline, wasted to a mere skeleton, and not able to
taste a bit of bread for a long time. She had long been very thoughtful and
anxious about her soul, but could not obtain peace and satisfaction until
reading the sermon the Holy Spirit illuminated her mind, and enabled her to
see and embrace Christ as her Savior. From that time she began to improve
in health, and is now, to the astonishment of all her friends, able to take
daily walks for a considerable distance. When she had found peace she
said, ‘I must now do something for Mr. Spurgeon.’ She heard of the
Flower Mission, and has sent some flowers two or three times, and also
wishes to send some money. I herewith send £1, and wish I could send a
hundred.”


Distribution of Gospel portions in Russia. — Our readers will be well
acquainted with the political troubles of the Russian Empire, and with the
fact that thousands of persons are punished by banishment to Siberia. It is
little that we can do for those who suffer this dreadful fate, but it is
possible to give the distressed people the Word of God. We are informed
that a Russian nobleman who takers a deep interest in the circulation of the
Scriptures has telegraphed from St. Petersburg. “Now is the time to
distribute the Scriptures. What sum will you authorize me to expend?” In
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answer to this telegram Mr. Hawke sent £75, but £500 would not have
been too much.


Every donor of £4 places 1,000 gospels in the hands of as many people.
Contributions may be sent to Mr. William Hawke, the Bible Stand, Crystal
Palace.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER, 1879.


TIMELY CAUTIONS.


AN ADDRESS DELIVERED AT THE TABERNACLE
PRAYER MEETING, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WE have great reason to bless God for the rich mercies we have enjoyed as
a church and people for many years, in the unity of the brotherhood, the
zeal of the workers, the number of conversions, the success of all our
enterprises, and the growth of the whole body. It is on my heart to say a
word upon another subject — a subject which presses heavily upon my
heart. I beseech you, by the mercies of God, and by the love of Christ
Jesus, your Lord, that as members of this church you do nothing which
would grieve the Spirit of God, and cause him to depart from among us.
Remember how Israel suffered defeat because of Achan. One man only,
and one family only, had broken rite divine rule, but that sufficed to trouble
the whole camp. Achan had taken of the accursed thing and hid it in his
tent, and all Israel had to suffer defeat because thereof; how much more
may a people suffer if sin become general among them and is allowed to
walk abroad unrebuked. At this time I am greatly mistaken if the church of
God is not suffering grievously from the sin of its own members, sin in its
own midst.


As I look abroad I am grieved and have great heaviness of spirit at what I
see among professing Christians, not here and there, but almost
everywhere. Many Christians nowadays do not order their families with
godly discipline as becometh saints. I am thunderstruck to hear of Christian
men who allow their sons to drink, to keep late hours, and even to swear,
while their daughters are dressed as gaudily as the gayest of the gay. It
grieves me that some professors have no family prayer, and have no
command over their children whatever, but seem as if they thought that the
duty of a father was to let his children have their own way in all things, and
make him their slave. We have too many of the race of Eli, who perhaps
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say, “Do not so,” but exercise no authority, and put no real check upon the
sins of their sons. This is a great source of evil. The Lord said, “I know
Abraham that he will command his children and his household after him,”
and where households are not ordered aright we cannot expect that the
Lord will show special favor to the parents. A husband is the king of his
household, and if he allows everything to be in a state of anarchy he must
blame himself in some measure. A husband cannot always govern his wife,
for here and there a Jezebel is to be met with, but there are certain things
which he should never permit in her if he be a Christian man, and if he fails
in his duty of preventing and forbidding sin God will certainly visit him for
it. In ourselves, and in our partners, children, or servants, evils are not to
be winked at, but put down with a strong hand. May God grant us wisdom
and strength of mind to discharge our duty at home! To show piety at
home is to show real piety. Time was when there was not a professing
family without family prayer, but now there are scores in which it is never
offered. You can some of you remember that, if your father was absent on
business, your mother carried on the daily sacrifice; and when mother was
sick there was found a boy or girl who would read the Scriptures and pray,
so that the holy fire was not allowed to go out. If there be no gathering
together for prayer in the morning how can we expect to be prospered in
the duties of the day? If there be no meeting for prayer at night how can
we expect the Lord to guard the tents of Jacob through the night watches?
If prayer be neglected in our families, how can we hope to see its spirit
pervading our churches?


Another very serious matter concerns the amusements of professing
Christians. I see it publicly stated by men who call themselves Christians
that it would be advisable for Christians to frequent the theater, that the
character of the drama might be raised. The suggestion is about as sensible
as if we were bidden to pour a bottle of lavender water into the great sewer
to improve its aroma. If the church is to imitate the world, in order to raise
its tone, things have strangely altered since the day when our Lord said,
“Come ye out from among them, and touch not the unclean thing.” Is
heaven to descend to the infernal lake to raise its tone? Such has been the
moral condition of the theater for many a year that it has become too bad
for mending, and even if it were mended it would corrupt again. Pass by it
with averted gaze, the house of the strange woman is there. It has not been
my lot ever to enter a theater during the performance of a play, but I have
seen enough when I have come home from distant journeys at night, while
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riding past the play-houses, to make me pray that our sons and daughters
may never go within the doors. It must be a strange school for virtue which
attracts the harlot and the debauches. It is no place for a Christian, for it is
best appreciated by the irreligious and worldly. If our church members fall
into the habit of frequenting the theater, we shall soon have them going
much further in the direction of vice, and they will lose all relish for the
ways of God. Theater-going if it become general among professing
Christians will soon prove the death of piety. One finds the taste for such
things increasing on all hands, insomuch that we cannot enter places of
entertainment once dedicated to science and art without finding ourselves
before long in the presence of something like a theatrical performance. I do
not doubt that these things, which may be in themselves harmless enough,
have tended to create and foster the taste which leads ultimately to the
theater and its surroundings. Who can suppose amusements surrounded
with the seductions of vice to be fit recreation for a pure mind? Who could
draw near to God after sitting to admire the performances of a wanton
woman, and I am told that some who have dazzled London society are
such. When manners are growing every day more lax and licentious, shall
the Nonconformists of England cease from their godly protests and lower
the standard of their lives? If they do so their spiritual power is departed,
and their reason for existence is gone. If there ever could be a time when
Christians might relax their rigidity, it surely is not now when the very air is
tainted with pollution and our streets ring with the newsboys’ cries vending
filthy papers and abominable prints. It is sad to hear how people talk about
acts of sin nowadays; how young men and women without blushing talk of
deeds which deprave and destroy, as though they were trifles, or themes
for jests. It is a thousand pities that the ends of justice should require the
publishing of unsavory details. I suppose there are grave objections to
certain cases being heard more privately, otherwise it would assuredly be
better for public morals. As for those who not only commit lewdness, but
take pleasure in those who do it, — “Oh, my soul, come not thou into their
secret.” My heart often cries, “Oh, that I had the wings of a dove, that I
might fly away and be at rest.” It will, indeed, be ill for the church of God
if her members should become impure. In these days we must be doubly
strict, lest any looseness of conduct should come in among us. Actual sin
must be repressed with a strong hand, but even the appearance of evil must
be avoided.
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My dear brethren and sisters, be ye pure; whatever you are not, be pure in
heart, and lip, and life. Never indulge an evil imagination, much less speak
that which is unclean: let it not once be named among you as becometh
saints. A lascivious glance, a doubtful word, a questionable act must be
earnestly avoided; anything and everything that verges upon the unchaste
must be eschewed. Only the pure in heart shall see God. We are all subject
to human passions, and this wretched flesh of ours is all too easily
fascinated by those who would minister to its indulgences, and before we
know where we are the soul is led into captivity. Watch unto prayer; watch
especially in these evil days. Cry, “Lead us not into temptation,” and if the
prayer be sincere you will keep far from doubtful haunts. Make a covenant
with your eyes that you will not look upon that which pollutes, and stop
your ears from hearing of licentiousness. Pray God to keep your heart pure
and holy. Watch your lips lest they spread corruption when speaking of sin.
I do not fear so much your going into gross open sin as your doing that
which will take you a little way upon the road to it. I think it is Augustine
who tells a story of a young friend of his who had the greatest horror of
everything connected with the Roman amphitheater. A heathen friend tried
to persuade him to enter the Colosseum, and as he was very hard pressed
and was under some obligation to that friend he determined to go just
once, but to keep his eyes and ears closed all the time. It would seem to be
a very small risk to sit there as one who was blind and deaf, but in the
middle of the sports the people so loudly applauded a certain gladiator who
had pleased them that he opened his eyes and ears to discover what it was
all about. From that moment he was spell-bound; he looked on, and
enjoyed the sight, and though before he could not bear the very mention of
it, he came at last to be a regular frequenter of the cruel sports, and a
defender of them, and after a short time he abandoned his profession of
Christianity. Beware of the leaven of worldly pleasure, for its working is
silent but sure, and a little of it will leaven the whole lump.


Keep up the distinction between a Christian and an unbeliever and make it
clearer every day. Have you never heard of the minister who complained of
the devil for running off with one of his church-members? The fiend
replied, “I found him on my premises, and therefore I claimed him.” I, also,
may say, “Stop!” to the arch-deceiver, but it will be of no use if he finds
you in his domains. Every fowler claims the bird which he finds in his own
net. This is the argument, “I caught him in my net, and therefore he is
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mine.” We shall in vain try to dispute this right of property with the arch-
enemy, for possession is nine points of the law.


Avoid the appearance of evil. “But we must not be too rigid,” says one.
There is no fear of that in these days. You will never go too far in holiness,
nor become too like your Lord Jesus. If anybody accuses you of being too
strict and precise do not grieve, but try to deserve the charge. I cannot
suppose that at the last great day our Lord Jesus Christ will say to anyone,
“You were not worldly enough. You were too jealous over your conduct,
and did not sufficiently conform to the world.” No, my brethren, such a
wrong is impossible. He who said “Be ye perfect, even as your Father
which is in heaven is perfect,” has set before you a standard beyond which
you can never go.


“Well, but,” says one, “are we to have no enjoyments?” My dear friend, the
enjoyments which are prepared for Christians are many and great, but they
are not such as savor of sin and folly. Do you call vice and folly
amusements? Then I do not grudge your mirth. When I go down into the
country I see the farmer’s men carrying out great big pails of hog’s-wash
for the swine, and I never grudge them their dainty meal. I never protest
against their having a full trough twice over. But do I partake with them?
Not I. Not I! I have no taste that way. Do I therefore deny myself?
Certainly not! It never struck me that there was anything desirable in their
rich mixture. I have no doubt that it has a fine flavor to the creatures for
whom it is prepared; at least, it is very sensational, and seems to be highly
appreciated. So, when persons can enjoy the pleasures of the world and
sin, let them have them: poor souls, they have nothing else to enjoy, they
have no paradise for their hereafter, they have no Jesu’s bosom to lean
their heads upon for the present, let them have that which makes them
happy while they can be so. But when I am talking to the children of God I
adopt another tone, since for you these things have no charms if you have,
indeed, tasted the high delights of fellowship with God.


“But,” say you, “I should greatly enjoy a little of the pleasures of sin.”
Judge yourselves, then, to be falsely called children of God. “He that is
born of God doth not commit sin,” by which is not meant that he does not
fall into sins of infirmity, but that it is not his delight to commit sin, it is not
the way of him, he is a new creature, and he finds his joy and pleasure in
living as near to God as possible.
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“How far may we go in conformity to the world?” is a question that is
frequently asked in men’s hearts, if not in so many words. Have you never
heard the story of a lady who wanted a coachman? Two or three called to
see her about the situation, and, in answer to her inquiries, the first
applicant said, “Yes, madam, you could not have a better coachman than
myself.” She replied, “How near do you think you could drive to danger
without an accident?” “Madam, I could go within a yard of it, and yet you
would be perfectly safe.” “Very well,” she said, “you will not suit me.” The
second one had heard the question upon which the other had been rejected,
and therefore he was ready with his answer, “Danger! madam, why I could
drive within a hair’s breadth, and yet be perfectly safe.” “Then you will not
suit me at all.” When number three came in, he was asked, “Are you a
good driver?” “Well,” he replied, “I am careful and have never met with an
accident.” “But how near do you think you could drive to danger?”
“Madam,” he said, “that is a thing I never tried, I always drive as far away
from danger as ever I can.” The lady at once replied, “You are the kind of
coachman I want, and I will engage you at once.” Get such a coachman as
that yourself, to guide your own heart, and lead your own character. Do
not see how near you can go to sin, but see how far you can keep away
from it. If you do not take that advice, and if the Spirit of God does not
work in you purity of life, by-and-by the church will have to hold up its
hands and say, “Who would have thought it? These were the nice young
people of whom so much was expected; these were the good people who
used to say, ‘You must not be too strict,’ and where are they now?” To
avoid the worst keep clear of the bad.


As for your Lord’s work, be bound to the altar of Christ and be united for
ever to him, and I am sure if such be the case you will not find that you are
losers by giving up worldly pleasures. The Lord’s ways are ways of
pleasantness, and all his paths are peace. There is a safe and sweet
pleasantness in holy living, and the pleasantness lies very much in the fact
that an abounding peace springs from it. God grant us grace to keep in
these peaceful paths, even though others should call us Puritans and
ridicule our holy fear of sin. Amen.







651


NOTICE ON BOOKS


“WITHIN THE PALACE GATES”: A TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY
OF FRANCES RIDLEY HAVERGAL. BY THE REV. CHARLES


BULLOCK. 1, PATERNOSTER BUILDINGS.


A KING’S daughter has gone from us, a woman altogether consecrated, and
having much to consecrate. All the church mourns the silencing of this
sweet poet’s song, second to none among the tuneful sisterhood. Mr.
Bullock has done well to cast an immortelle upon the grave where an
immortal spirit has left its clay till the resurrection morn. Her hymns, which
were all for Jesus, shall be sung wherever the gospel is preached, “for a
memorial of her.”


THE EARLY YEARS OF CHRISTIANITY: A COMPREHENSIVE
HISTORY OF THE FIRST THREE CENTURIES OF THE


CHRISTIAN CHURCH. VOL. IV.       BY E. DE PRESSENSE, D.D.
HODDER AND STOUGHTON.


THE four volumes of this work are a splendid addition to our stores of
church history. We might not in all points agree with our author in his
views, but we are greatly indebted to him for his facts; and we so highly
appreciate the book that we place it among those which every student
should possess. It fires the soul to read of great deeds set forth in such
stirring words: it is a special means of grace to come under the influence of
such an author when he is handling such a theme. The volumes in the cheap
edition are 7s. 6d. each, and this is a very moderate price for a production
which has cost so much time and labor. Miss Harwood-Holmden, so far as
we can judge, has admirably executed the translation. We suggest that
every minister should have these four volumes presented to him by some
wealthy hearer.


THE CLASSIC PREACHERS OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH. WITH
AN INTRODUCTION BY JOHN EDWARD KEMPE, M.A. JOHN


MURRAY, ALBEMARLE STREET.


ALTHOUGH our author looks upon preachers from a standpoint very
different from our own, we have been right glad to know his views of the
classic preachers of the English church, and to find ourselves, in general,
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agreeing with him. The sketch of Donne is admirably drawn. With Wilson,
that true bishop of an extinct order, we were greatly pleased. Andrewes,
too, in the second volume, is most excellent. In fact, for ministers the two
volumes are the best known to us upon their special subject, and we feel
refreshed by having read them.


NOTES


ON Sunday evening, Aug. 10, the regular hearers at the Tabernacle once
more vacated their seats to allow strangers to occupy them. If the building
had been twice as large as it is it would have been none too spacious for
the crowds that sought admittance. As it was, we packed in as many as we
possibly could, and preached to them with all the power that the Lord gave
us. The sermon is published (No. 1,489. The Plague of the Heart), and may
be still more widely blessed if Christians will circulate it where it is likely to
be useful.


This special effort was preceded by earnest supplications at the regular
prayer-meetings, by the pleadings of a meeting of chosen soul-winners held
in the afternoon, and by the united prayers of the pastor and deacons in
their private vestry. It was delightful to observe the discipline voluntarily
kept up by the Tabernacle friends; for none of them wore present, nor
thought of being so. There are generally a few crooked folks who will
never fall into rank, or agree to anything which approves itself to others,
but we saw no specimens of these irregulars, and we are under the
impression that we have no such individuals at the Tabernacle. The idea of
giving outsiders an opportunity of hearing their pastor commends itself to
the universal conscience of the people, and therefore all carry it out
cheerfully. The pastor appreciates this loving unanimity, and takes this
opportunity of rendering his hearty thanks to one and all. Few ministers
have to thank their hearers for stopping away, but we do so most heartily,
accepting the action as one of the surest tokens of intense unity of heart in
the Lord’s work.


The visitors for that evening were a remarkable mixture, comprising the
workman in his usual garb, the west-end gentleman in the height of fashion,
the sober Friend and the solid man of business, and all other kinds of
people. The higher and lower ranks were equally well represented; men
were, as usual, much in the majority, the clergy were in force, soldiers
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blazed in red here and there, and the usual church-going middle-class
element filled in the picture. It was a great crush, and the atmosphere was
dense and drowsy, but the attention was unbroken and the feeling deep. At
the close our spiritual sharp-shooters gathered up each one his share of
those wounded by the word. Results, however, are better seen after an
interval than immediately after the service. So it has ever been with our
ministry. The converts do not rush excitedly into an inquiry room, but they
think over what they have heard, and where the arrows have entered the
soul the convinced ones come forward in due time.


COLLEGE. — The following students have accepted pastorates since the
last notice. Mr. J. Rankin settles at Guildford, Surrey; and Mr. J. C. Brett
will endeavor to resuscitate the Baptist church at Welling. ton, Salop; we
bespeak for him the aid of our good friends in that region. Mr. T.
Napoleon Smith takes charge of the churches at Monks Kirby and Pailton,
Warwickshire; Mr. E. S. Hadlet succeeds Mr. Pope at Thorpe-le-Soken,
Essex; Mr. W. Clatworthy goes to co-operate with our esteemed friend, J.
Hannington, Esq., at Fishersgate, Sussex; and Mr. J. Taylor begins work at
Campden, Gloucestershire.


Mr. Timothy Harley, who has been for some years pastor at Savannah,
Georgia, U.S.A., has returned from America, where he was tried by the
yellow fever, and has accepted an invitation from the church at John-street,
Bedford-row. Mr. D. Asquith has removed from Brixton to Clarence.
street, Landport; Mr. W. A. Davis from South Shields to Melton
Mowbray; and Mr. John Clark from Dartmouth to Yarmouth, Nova Scotia.


Mr. W. Miller has fallen asleep during the past month. He was a good
brother, though he lacked firmness of mind. After leaving the Baptist
denomination to become for a while a Free Methodist he returned to his
first principles, and was restored to the College Conference a month or two
before life ebbed out. His tender, gentle, holy spirit is now free from the
troubles which were too many for his heart to bear.


We have lately received quite a batch of foreign letters from various
ministers connected with our College Conference, and the tone of most, if
not of all of them is very cheering. Mr. White writes from Japan to tell us
that he has opened his new preaching station. It is only a room, but as soon
as it is filled the movable front is removed, and the people in the street hear
the preacher’s message. He mentions that he had just received the good
news that a thousand persons in one of the inland provinces were asking to
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be baptized. He hopes soon to translate some of our sermons into
Japanese.


From Calcutta we have an earnest appeal for more Christian workers in
India. Mr. Blackie is doing what he can, for beside his pastorate at the Lall
Bazar he has been teaching native boys and girls in the mission schools, he
is secretary and treasurer of the Benevolent Institution, and secretary of the
Baptist Indian Mission, and the Calcutta Temperance League. He is hoping
soon to be able to labor entirely amongst the natives.


Mr. Dyke sends us a long and interesting account of the work of our
brethren in Canada. He specially mentions the help they have rendered in
connection with the new Home Mission and Systematic Beneficence
schemes. He sends us tidings of Messrs. Grant, Forth, Lennie, Willis,
Holmes, and Cook, all of whom seem to be doing thoroughly well. Our
beloved brother, J. A. Spurgeon, hopes to see all these brethren during the
months of September and October, and we hope his presence will inspirit
them and all the Canadian friends. Particulars of his trip we hope to give in
our magazine.


Mr. Kendon has arrived safely in Jamaica after a very pleasant voyage, and
has now settled down to work at Old Harbour. Mr. Berry expected to
baptize twenty-five persons this month, making seventy-five for the year.


Mr. Downing, of Brisbane, and several of our brethren in America, have
also written us very encouragingly of their progress and prospects. Let the
name of the Lord be praised.


The students re-assembled August 12th, and are now in full work. We have
a larger number of men than ever before, and yet we have refused a host of
applicants. Our venerable tutor, Mr. Rogers, having retired through age,
his place is for the time occupied by Dr. Davis and Mr. Wrench. Our young
men are throwing their hearts into their studies, and several of the older
men are men of special promise. Of more than thirty new men whom we
have admitted we shall write with more confidence after a few months’
trial. The readers of The Sword and the Trowel have not, we hope,
forgotten that we have more than one hundred men to support. The income
just now is very small. The donations received this month are old promises
made at Mr. Phillips’ supper, and donations given at the Weekly Offering:
apart from this nothing has come in, or next to nothing, for the friends have
been thinking of the Girls’ Orphanage. This, however, does not stop our
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expense of some £140 per week for this College work alone. God’s
blessing on the work will be seen by our latest tablet of results — .


Ministers who have been educated in the College, 470; New Churches
formed, 132; persons baptized, 36,123; Students in the College, 110;
Students in the Evening Classes, 200.


For carrying on this great work we have no resource but God, and he will
not fail us, but will issue commands to his good stewards to see that this
work never flags for want of the silver and gold.


EVANGELISTS. — During the time set apart for their holiday, Messrs. Smith
and Fullerton conducted special services at Paisley and Dumfries, and in
both places much good appears to have been done. On the 9th ult. they
commenced at Blackpool, where they were to remain until the 25th. The
hot weather seems to have prevented them from having such large
congregations as usual indoors, but in the open-air great numbers gathered
to listen to them. It takes time to arouse a town fully, and we hope that by
this time even the blackest pool in Blackpool has been stirred. These
brethren, it seems, find it a holiday to go on preaching, and we are glad
they find it so; but we should feel all the easier about them if they would
pull up and rest hard at vacation times: it would be true economy.


This month, from the 7th to the 21st, they are to be at Burnley. We hope
that all believers in that town will unite to seek of the Lord a revival by
their means. The sole aim of our evangelists is to win souls, and they are by
no means of an exclusive spirit; all may help them and feel safe in so doing.


We wish to remind all friends who desire the services of our two brethren
during the year commencing March, 1880, that applications must be sent to
the Committee, Society of Evangelists, Metropolitan Tabernacle, not later
than the first week in the present month.


Concerning our other evangelist, Mr. Burnham, who works single-handed,
Mr. Tidman, the pastor of King Street Baptist Church, Blaenavon, writes
as follows: — “A week of special prayer prepared the way for Mr.
Burham’s coming. Arrangements were made so that every house should be
visited, and that a personal invitation to the meetings should be given. A
lively interest was maintained throughout the week, the attendances were
good, the power of God was manifested in each meeting, and anxious
inquirers were conversed with at the close of each service. .... We hope to
send you a thank-offering to help your Evangelists’ Fund.”
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This is the way to profit by an evangelist: to prepare for his coming by
prayer, maintain him while present by prayer, and follow up his work by
prayer.


Mr. Bairnham has been resting during the past few weeks, and this month,
from the 5th to the 26th, he is to be among the hop-pickers at Goudhurst,
in Kent. Our regular readers will remember the interesting report that; he
wrote for us after his visit to the hop-gardens last year.


ORPHANAGE. — We beg to repeat the special notice we gave to collectors
last month. We shall be glad to receive all collecting boxes and books, on
or before Wednesday, October 1st, when the next quarterly meeting will be
held at the Orphanage. We hope to give a lecture on “Incidents connected
with Hymns,” which our good friends, Mr. Duncan S. Miller, and the
Royal Poland Street Handbell Ringers, have kindly offered to illustrate
with their bells. A meeting will probably be held at the “Hawthorns” in the
afternoon, but full particulars will be announced as soon as we can make
definite arrangements. We hope to make of the meeting an opening fete for
the Girls’ Orphanage, and our country friends will not be disappointed if
they come up and rejoice with us. Proceedings will commence at three.


The Boys’ Orphanage is so full that the trustees can issue no more
application forms till next March. Will friends also note that the boys
continue to send up their plates for more, and also to wear their trousers
out at the knees, and we should therefore be glad if the subscriptions
would come in more freely. We are glad that so many help us to build for
the girls, but please don’t starve the boys. To rob Peter to pay Paul is very
bad, and to starve John to feed Mary is quite as bad.


GIRLS’ ORPHANAGE. — Once more we have to adore the lovingkindness of
our faithful and blessed God for having marvelously supplied the wants of
the work to which he has called us. Our friends know that we bought a
house and grounds called the “Hawthorns” for £4,000. This we needed the
means to pay for. For various reasons the payment of the purchase-money
for the “Hawthorns” was delayed until July 30th, and on that very morning
we received a letter telling us that a gentleman had died and left £1,500 for
the Girls’ Orphanage, thus bringing up our total to within a very small sum
of the amount required. The whole £4,000 is now all secured, including
this legacy, and the property is our own, and in the hands of the
whitewashers and painters. Heartily do we endorse the expression of the
friend who sent us the good news, “The Lord has wonderful ways of using
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people to get together means for his work.” The story of that legacy and of
other gifts is a very remarkable one, and may some of these days be told. It
illustrates the wisdom and faithfulness of the Lord, and tends greatly to
strengthen our faith.


Now that the house and grounds are our own we shall at once make a
beginning, and as soon as the furnishing is completed shall be prepared to
take about fifty girls. Applicants and their friends are particularly requested
not to write to Mr. Spurgeon, or any of the trustees, but to direct all
applications to the Secretary, Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham Road, S.W.
None but fatherless girls, who are really destitute, and between six and ten
years of age, will have any chance of admission. Further information will be
sent upon application to the secretary.


We have now the promise of seven houses when we are ready to
commence the new buildings. What hath God wrought! Schoolrooms must
be built and an infirmary, so that there is still an opportunity for large
donors to take a portion of the work and finish it outright. We have given
as a frontispiece a picture of the “Hawthorns,” but it may so happen that
we shall not long use the house itself for an Orphanage. We purchased it
for the sake of its grounds, and when we have built on the garden it may be
thought wise to let the house or to dispose of it advantageously. Possibly
also we may have to exchange our site for another, if the owner of the plot
of land which intervenes between the Orphanage and the “Hawthorns”
does not allow us to purchase upon reasonable terms. Of this our “Notes”
will inform our readers from time to time.


We shall need donations to furnish the house with, and then we shall want
increased help to feed all the boys and girls. Our special friends could help
us much if they would let us send them collecting books. We want to get a
little band of helpers who would correspond with us personally, and help
us regularly by collecting in different towns and villages. among their
friends.


COLPORTAGE. — Will all our readers examine carefully the annual report
of this society, and give it all the help they can? No more needful or
efficient agency exists, and yet we have to live from hand to mouth in
reference to it from lack of capital and shortness of funds. Even in this,
however, the good Lord does not leave the work actually to fail, but finds
us just enough in the hour of emergency to prevent the machinery from
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actually standing still. Surely if some of his stewards were to consider this
good work and its needs we should soon cease to be in fear of straits.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND. — Our clear invalid continues her good
work of supplying poor ministers with books. The demands are as
numerous as ever, and the gratitude felt by the receivers is exceeding great.
Those who have taken part in this gracious work would be indeed
gladdened if they knew the good accomplished by helping poor pastors to
feed their own minds.


Mr. Bartlett wishes us to say that he has a number left of his mother’s
memoir, which he will be glad to sell. Those who remember that eminently
useful lady, and would be pleased to see what her son says of her, may
order the little volume of our publishers, Passmore and Alabaster. The
price of the book is 2s. 6d.


PERSONAL NOTES. — A brother minister, who signs himself “A daily
petitioner at the throne of grace on your behalf,” sends us the following
note: “About September, 1869, I attended the Tabernacle in company with
my wife on a Thursday evening. Your text was, ‘And Lot . . . pitched his
tent toward Sodom.’ As I listened to your earnest appeals, especially to
Christians, my soul was stirred to its depths, and I could not but bedew the
seat in the gallery with my tears. I felt a new baptism of love for souls, and
returning home we both dedicated ourselves afresh to God, to spend and to
be spent for those who know not the Savior. I can truthfully say I have a
measure of that power with me up to the present time, and since that
memorable occasion I trust I have been enabled, both in the open-air and in
chapels, to win many souls for my Master, some of whom are gone home,
and others are on the journey. To him be all the praise!”


A friend in Jersey, in sending us a donation for the Girls’ Orphanage,
writes: “I have been a reader of your sermons these seventeen years or
more, having had sent to me monthly the Australian papers in which they
appear weekly. God has been graciously pleased to bless them to the
salvation of my soul. I had almost begun to think my Savior had forgotten
me. I knew I had long ignored him. I have lately found out the way to
procure them in any number, and have gladly availed myself of it. I think I
have now near six hundred of them. I lend them out in books of fifty. I
prize them above every other means of grace save the Book. As you so
frequently want money for the good works in which you are always
engaged, I thought you would not despise my trifle. I wish it were fifty
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times as much .... Receive my sincere and heartfelt thanks for the
unspeakable good your sermons have afforded and still afford me.”


A friend in Glasgow, who signs himself, “Your loving son in Jesus,” gives
us the following particulars of blessing received from one of our sermons:
— “About two years ago a sermon of yours entitled ‘The Search Warrant’
appeared in the Christian Herald. I had been anxious long before, but the
Wednesday evening that this sermon came I went away into the country to
read it. Oh! I was in earnest that night. When I was sure I was alone I
stood and cried to God in prayer. In this prayer I was led to ask but one
thing, viz., that Spurgeon’s sermon might be the means of saving my soul
that night. I opened the paper, and read it with great attention. The Spirit
was with me, and when I got half-way through brought home to me the
words, ‘the very simplicity of faith makes the difficulty.’ I had always been
searching for some dark, mysterious, hidden thing. Back I went to the
beginning, with a firm resolve to read it simply. Then I saw how one thing
after another was cast down, and Faith herself was made a standing-ground
on which to place the only thing that I could see left in the whole sermon,
the beautiful, glorious, ‘altogether lovely’ form of our wounded
Emmanuel. Christ was everywhere, and even myself had vanished, for I
was a new creature ....Thank God for a Spurgeon to preach ‘The Search
Warrant’!”


A friend writes from Manchester to tell us that her father, who has been a
great drunkard for many years, has become a believer in the Lord Jesus,
and has recently joined a Christian church. She says, “It is all through
reading your ‘Seven Wonders of Grace.’”


The following is an extract from a letter of one of the missionaries of the
China Inland Mission: — “We stayed over the Sabbath at Tsong-ko-bu .....
In the evening, after reading Mr. Spurgeon’s sermon on ‘The Hiding of
Moses by Faith’ (No. 1,421), I gave the substance of it in Chinese to our
native pastor and the preacher at the above place, and then with deep-felt
earnestness I prayed God to spare dear Mr. Spurgeon to the church of
Christ, and to the world, for many years to come. The Chinese cannot
pronounce ‘Spurgeon’ correctly, so we call Mr. Spurgeon in this quarter
‘Sze Pah-jing,’ i.e., ‘The Successor or Continuator of a Hundred Virtues’
— the word ‘hundred’ in Chinese stands for an indefinite number.”


From Natal we have received a cheering letter, which contains the
following references to our sermons: — “In 1860 I emigrated to South
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Africa, and on board the ship ‘John Masterman ‘I received the first of your
sermons I ever saw, and during our voyage they were read every Sabbath
for divine service for the Presbyterian part of the passengers. I so loved
your sermons that if I only got a spare leaf of one I treasured it, and put it
away. .... I have a wife and eight children. I live on a small farm twelve
miles away from my place of worship, and I have established a school on
the farm, and with my own family, the schoolmaster, and some of the
children, we muster a small band of from fifteen to twenty-two on the
Lord’s-day evening to read one of your loved and highly appreciated
sermons, and we seem to be as familiar with your name as if we met every
Sabbath at the Tabernacle. I write this to let you know that even in this far
away place you have hearers that you knew not of. At the same time I take
the opportunity of sending you the small sum of £5, which you can
appropriate wherever it is most needed.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle-May 1st, nineteen; May 26th, twenty.
four; May 29th, seventeen; June 23rd, sixteen; June 26th, sixteen; July 3rd,
nineteen; July 28th, ten; July 31st, fourteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


OCTOBER, 1879.


“PRECIOUS FAITH.”


2 Peter 1:1


A SERMON BY THOMAS SPURGEON.


SIMON PETER, above all other servants and apostles of Jesus Christ, was
aware of the value of faith. We often learn to value things by lacking them
as well as by possessing them, and Peter, had been thus instructed, for on
several occasions he had to regret its absence. Once he walked the waters
with his Master for a while, “but when he saw the wind boisterous he was
afraid,” and though the outstretched hand of Jesus prevented him from
sinking he had to suffer the kind reproof, “O thou of little faith, wherefore
didst thou doubt?” How precious would that grace have been that could
have kept him walking in spite of winds and waves! And when in Pilate’s
hall the tauntings of a servant-maid provoked his hasty tongue to oaths and
curses, was not his faith at fault? If he had trusted once he would not have
denied twice. As soon as he ceased relying he began denying. Had his eye
of faith been “looking unto Jesus” no after-glance from Christ would have
filled his eyes with tears. But Peter was not always deficient of this grace;
he knew its worth by having and by exercising it; for instance, he could not
well forget how in the obedience of faith he did, at Christ’s command, let
down the net, although exhausted and discouraged by a night of
unrewarded toil. How precious was the faith that filled the ship with fishes,
and resulted in that miraculous draught which was to Peter the beginning
of yet greater things, for then Christ said — “Fear not, from henceforth
thou shalt catch men.”


Not only from such experiences as these, but also from the direct teaching
of his Master, did Peter learn to value faith. “Simon, Simon,” said his
loving Lord,” Satan hath desired to have you, that he may sift you as
wheat: but I have prayed for thee, that thy faith fail not.” What other
conclusion could Peter come to than that a gift specially prayed for by his
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Savior — a grace which evidently could foil the devil if it did not fail —
was, indeed, worth the having? There is little cause for wonder, then, that
when the sifting was over, and he was converted and stablished, the should
endeavor to strengthen the brethren who had obtained “like precious faith.”
Thus had the apostle learned to hold in honor — for such is the true
meaning of his words — the faith for which his Master prayed. It shall be
my endeavor to give some reasons why this grace was counted so worthy
of esteem by Peter, and why we who have obtained a faith equally
honorable should value it as much as he. Its worth, I trust, will increase to
us as we consider, first, its divine origin; secondly, the precious objects to
which it is directed; and thirdly, the rich blessings it procures.


I. FAITH IS PRECIOUS AS TO ITS ORIGIN.


Every good and perfect gift cometh from above, but in an especial sense
“faith is the gift of God.” When the King of kings unlocks his treasuries he
gives no choicer gift than this. From his Providence proceeds a train of
blessings, and men are everywhere enriched with bounty from his generous
hand. He is ever giving. In the morning he scatters seeds of kindness, and
at eventide he does not withhold his hand. With unerring wisdom he
throws the shuttle of our daily life, and adds by every throw another thread
of mercy to the fabric, framed and fashioned by his favor. To his people he
is specially gracious. He is as the dew unto Israel, and shines with love on
every drop; but these are a portion only of his ways, his Treasury of Grace
is stored with blessings richer far than ever Providence can offer. When
Jesus rose triumphant o’er the grave, he sat at his Father’s side “to receive
gifts for men,” and faith must reckon first within the catalogue. It is the
joint present of a mighty God and a merciful Savior. We obtain it from
God, the gracious donor, by way of the nail prints of the Mediator, and
back it flies as soon as it is ours to the same wounds by which it came, and
thus to God who gave it. So heavenly a gift cannot, be too highly
estimated. This is the choicest of “the precious things of heaven” allotted
to sinful men by a sovereign God. Certain it is that we could not attain it; it
could never be ours to prize did we not obtain it as the gift of God. The
Father and the Son are thus the sources of this heaven-born stream. While
it is the Father who gives this good gift unto his children, it is the Son who
prays for its preservation in his disciples. The faith that enables me to say,
“Lord, I believe,” has come from God; and now to Christ I pray, “Lord,
help my unbelief.”
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Nor must we forget the Holy Spirit here. Was he not sent “to convince the
world of sin because,” said Christ, “they believe not on me “? Is it not he,
“the Spirit of Truth,” who shall guide us into all truth, and thus to faith in
Jesus who is “the Truth.” Remember, also, that after “ye heard the word of
truth, and after that ye believed, ye were sealed with that Holy Spirit of
promise, which is the earnest of our inheritance.” “By his Spirit God
garnished the heavens,” and by the same divine energy he has kindled in
our hearts the faith which, alas, too often flickers like the twinkling stars,
but which shall at length outshine them. We look upon God as the giver, to
Jesus as the author and finisher, and to the Spirit as the sealer of our faith.
What wonder, then, that we call it precious!


We have sometimes seen a picture painted by two or more artists. One
skilled in landscape produces rolling clouds or flashing sunlight, waving
fields and a rippling stream. Another pencil drives the cattle to slake their
thirst at the crystal brook, while yet a third enlivens all the scene with a
ruddy peasant boy or a smiling village girl. Now, if each artist is a master
of his own peculiar branch of art, the product of their united efforts will
indeed be valuable — the signatures of three distinguished men enhance its
worth. What if I say that Jehovah — three in one — has in some such
sense worked with his Son and Spirit to perfect in us this grace. Great
artist, finish thou thy work! Nor lay thy palette down till faith is lost in
sight! O Trinity of love and power, we covet earnestly this best gift! It has
a triple value from its threefold source.


II. CONSIDER, SECONDLY, THE PRECIOUSNESS OF FAITH AS TO THE


OBJECTS BELIEVED IN.


The value of any article depends considerably upon circumstances
surrounding it. A house, however substantial or ornamental, is valueless if
its situation be unpleasant; and an anchor, be it never so strong, is useless if
sunk in shifting sand. There is a hope that is not real, and faith which is not
worth the name. Many earthly confidences are beautiful, but beauty is not
value. They are ingeniously devised, cunningly constructed, but being of
the earth, earthy, they prove “like a spider’s web.” Ours is a precious faith,
in that we trust to things imperishable. Our hope shall never shame us, for
we “have faith in God.” “O Lord God of hosts, blessed is the man that
trusteth in thee.” To us who believe, Christ is precious, and hence the faith
itself is priceless. That man is most valued by his employers who brings to
light from ocean’s depth the choicest pearls, and our faith, like such a
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diver, has found a pearl, to us the goodliest of all and of great price, and,
while the prize is precious, the faith that grasped it is held in honor too.
How can we ever prize enough the confidence which made us open a long-
closed door, and let our Savior enter? Unbelief had kept him waiting, and
we loathe it: faith raised the latch, perchance with trembling fingers, and
we love it.


Oh, to have a confidence so honorable that it relies on nothing else but
Jesus, and, like Noah’s dove, finds rest alone within the ark! Dear Lord,
my faith would keep her hand on that dear head of thine. Thou blessed
Scapegoat, thou hast borne my sins away, and ever must I prize the faith
by which I laid my sins on Jesus. Is not this confidence most precious, too,
from its connection with “the precious blood of Christ”? For ever honored
be the look by which I saw his wounds, and found they bled for me. Many
a time before he had bidden me “look and live,” but my eyes were holden
till “precious faith” removed the veil, and made me know “it was the
Lord.” What a view it was as first it burst upon my midnight gloom! Then
did I behold “the King in his beauty.” The King thorn-crowned was
beautiful with blood; he had within his hands and on his side the price of
pardon, and I perceived ‘twas all for me. Precious is the blood that
cleanses us, and precious, too, the hyssop-branch wherewith it is applied.
O for grace to trust this precious blood still more and more, till, like the
feasting Israelites within their blood-stained doors, we fear no sword of
vengeance, and only wait complete deliverance from the land of death and
darkness. The blood is precious that provides so sweet a passover, but the
faith that trusts the blood is priceless too.


Think, also, of “those exceeding great and precious promises which are
given unto us,” and which are inherited by faith. Like ships of merchandise,
our hopes go forth ballasted with expectation, but soon return with riches
from afar. We send the reapers forth in faith, and, behold, they return at
eventide, “bringing their sheaves with them.” But for the vessels the
treasure could not be ours, but for the reapers the harvest would be
unappropriated, and hence the value of the agents which make the gold of
Ophir, or the golden grain, or these golden promises, our very own.


In the old days of falconry the hunter prized that bird the most which
seized the choicest prey. So train your faith that it can grasp the promises,
and it will grow in value daily. Fain would I keep thee, O my faith, upon
my finger’s end, not chained and hooded, as the falcons were, but waiting
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and watching, ready any time to fly in search of spoil. Go, grasp that
promise; far distant as it seems, and hardly meant for me, my faith shall
bring it near. Secure that prize, and make that pleasure mine. O for a falcon
faith to go a-hunting for us! How precious it would be!


We love the faith by which we learn to love the best Beloved, to trust his
blood, and to inherit the promises. Faith is thus to us a brooch of gold
which clasps a sinless Savior in the center — the pearl of great price.
About him and above are rubies rich and rare, — “his precious blood”; and
diamonds sparkle round, — the greatest and most precious of his promises,
all glittering with blest anticipation, flashing with the light of coming joy.


III.  Let me remind you, lastly, of THE BLESSINGS FAITH PROCURES. They
are numberless and all of wondrous worth. O how sweet the faith that
makes them ours! The key is valuable, although it be not one of gold,
which yet unlocks the treasury; and the thread is greatly prized, however
common, which penetrates the labyrinth, and leads to wealth and joy.


Faith is as precious as the air we breathe, for “the just shall live by faith.”
By faith we take our infant steps as babes in grace, and growing stronger
every day it leaves us not in death, but lights the face with heavenly glory,
and inspires a longing” to be with Christ, which is far better.” May it be
said of us, “These all died in faith.” Meanwhile, “we believe to the saving
of the soul,” and “are all the children of God by faith in Christ Jesus,” and
“shall receive an inheritance among them which are sanctified by faith.”
Here are salvation, adoption, purification, and coming glory — all through
faith.


Fellow soldiers of Christ, “By faith ye stand.” “Fight the good fight of
faith,” “putting on the breastplate of faith and love,” “above all taking the
shield of faith wherewith ye shall be able to quench all the fiery darts of the
wicked,” and “this is the victory that overcometh the world, even our
faith.” See here a complete armory for the Christian warrior, and what is
best of all, his victory too.


O blessed harness that thus ensures a triumph! I would be always clad in
armor such as this. O precious panoply that promises I shall prevail! My
helmet is my crown, my breastplate is my chain of gold, my sword becomes
my sign of victory.
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‘Faith is the spring-tide sunshine that sets our hearts a-singing —
“believing, we rejoice with joy unspeakable and full of glory.” It is the
porch of the Palace of Peace, for “we which have believed do enter into
rest.” It is the crook in the great Shepherd’s hand that keeps us near
himself, for “we are kept by the power of God through faith unto
salvation.” Faith is the vestibule of the baptistery, for “if thou believest
with all thine heart thou mayest.” It is the cord of unity which binds all
faithful Christians to one another and to their Lord, as of old “the multitude
of them that believed were of one heart and of one mind” It is the Master’s
“peace, be still,” that ends our toiling and stops our tossing, for “being
justified by faith, we have peace with God.”


Think what faith has done for others and may do for us. It opens the mouth
to show forth God’s praise, as saith the Psalmist,” I believed, and therefore
have I spoken.” It also stops the “mouths of lions.” When creation was
blotted by man’s sin, faith kindled Abel’s acceptable offering, and faith is
still “the flame that lifts the sacrifice to heaven.” It took Enoch up to walk
with God on golden pavements. It built the ark at God’s command and
sheltered righteous Noah. The father of the faithful obediently prepared to
slay his son — his faith in God stood even so severe a test. Faith benefits
the young and old — it kept a guardian watch on baby Moses in his
bulrush ark, and by it; “the elders obtained a good report.” Faith is a test of
the preciousness or otherwise of earthly things — a balance in which even
the reproach of Christ is found to outweigh the treasures of Egypt.


Faith blows the rams’ horns round the walls of Jericho until it brings them
down; but while it thus destroys strongholds it does itself become the
shelter and protection of a sinful Rahab. Many an one has faith helped in
dying — it has brought some back to life. This grace is suited to all
conditions and equal to all occasions, The strong find here their greatest
power, and the weakest saint by its magic influence; “laughs at
impossibilities, and cries ‘it shall be done.’ It pleases God and perplexes the
devil. It honors Christ and humbles Satan. It enables man to do everything
— it prevents Satan doing anything. It helps in sorrow — it blesses in joy.
No heart should be without it.


The troubled heart most have it. It turns bitter into sweet, and makes the
mourner sing: —
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“What though a cloud o’ershade my sight,
Big with affliction’s tear,


My faith, amid the drops that fall,
Discerns a rainbow there.”


The anxious heart should have it, for nothing soothes so well. Faith like an
unsuspecting child, serenely resting on its mother’s arm, reposing every
care upon her God, sleeps on his bosom and expects no harm; receives
with joy the promises he makes, nor questions to his purpose or his power.
She does not doubting ask “Can this be so?” The Lord has said it, and
there needs no more.


The glad heart needs it. When all goes merry as the marriage bell “have
faith in God.” Trust not these transient joys, for that same bell which peals
thy pleasure now may toll thy trouble on the morrow. Keep us, O Lord, in
joy or sorrow, “faithful unto death.” Let not “the subtle chain that binds us
to the infinite” be ever snapped or even weakened.


Sinful heart, thou needest faith although the want be never felt. Or, if thou
dost acknowledge that this one thing is lacking, seek it straight from God.
It must ever be his gift. Howsoever foul or sick thou art thy faith shall
make thee whole. Only trust him. Trust him only Question not the
possibility of such a change: “All things are possible to him that believeth.”
Thy inbred sins shall be plucked up by the roots, yea, the mountain of thine
iniquities shall be removed into the sea. Hear what thy Master saith who
waits to heal thee: “Believest thou that I am able to do this?” If thou canst
not say at once, “Lord. I believe,” present the hearty prayer, “Lord, help
mine unbelief.” “To him give all the prophets witness, that through his
name whosoever believeth in him shall receive remission of sins.” O what a
sweet and simple way of salvation, yet how secure — “trusting Jesus, that
is all!”


“Trusting as the moments fly,
Trusting as the days go by,


Trusting him whate’er befall,
Trusting Jesus — that is all.”


Thank God, we have learned that that is quite enough. Our faith is now so
precious that we wish we had a thousand times as much, — “Lord,
increase our faith.” Amen.
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THE BEST CONDUCT TOWARDS
UNBROTHERLY BRETHREN.


WE are bound to own as brethren all those whom God owns as children,
and we may not fall into the ani-christian humor in which some abide who
un-church, if they do not unchristianize, all who do not gather to their
assembly. It is true we have among us a peevish, contentious sect, who in
the name of unity denounce all but their own clique, but we may not refuse
to love even these. If they will not unite with us we cannot help it; our only
care must be to make sure that the disunity is all on their side. Inasmuch as
they revile our church-order, and foolishly ridicule it as “system,” we must
show that it is part of our system to bear patiently the hard speeches of
weak-minded brethren. Even if they disclaim us it will be our duty to call
them brethren, notwithstanding their disclaimer. Their conduct is now so
well known that none will believe them when they claim to be the pattern
community, and it will be the more sure of speedy condemnation if we,
each one of us, live to unite all believers, the exclusive ones included, and
so by a contrary behavior judge and condemn their schism. The worst harm
that uncharitable brethren can do us is to render us as uncharitable as
themselves. Remember that though they exclude others they may not
themselves be excluded from our Christian love, for the most bigoted
brethren are brethren still.


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING


THIS is a very silly business: stopping the plough and wasting the time of a
man and a boy and four horses to catch a mouse. The reader smiles at the
picture, but we have often felt ready to cry when we have seen the thing
done in real life.


A number of Christian gentlemen on a committee, with business to do for
the Lord which concerns thousands of souls, will wrangle over a point of
order, or a matter of detail of the most minute importance, delaying great
movements upon a subject not worth so much as one poor mouse. A whole
denomination of Christians will debate and dispute over merely personal
differences which only in the smallest degree affect the grand enterprise in
which heaven and earth are concerned. A body of Christians will split into
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pieces over a petty quarrel, a personal feud, or an infinitesimal point of
opinion, while all around them the masses are perishing for want of the
gospel. Thus a miserable little mouse, which no eat would ever hunt after,
takes them off from their Lord’s work. Good men will spend months of
time and heaps of money in inventing and publishing mere speculations,
while the great field of the world lies un-ploughed and the hemlock of vice
is running to seed all over it. In other matters a little common sense is
allowed to rule, but in the weightiest matters foolishness is sadly
conspicuous. O that love to God and a concern for the salvation of men
would lead good men to use their brains and their hearts, and leave little
things alone while eternal matters call for their attention.


Reader, as for you and me, let us kill a mouse when it nibbles our bread,
but let us not spend our lives over it. Let us give our chief attention to the
chief things, the glory of God, the winning of souls for Jesus, and our own
growth in grace. There are fools enough in the world, and there can be no
need that Christian men should swell the number.


NOTES.


ON Friday evening, August 29, the annual meeting of the workers
connected with GREEN WALK MISSION, Bermondsey, was held in the
Tabernacle Lecture-hall. We hope next month to insert an article on this
work, and therefore for the present we simply say that all goes well with
the regiment under the leadership of our dear friend, Mr. William Olney,
jun., and that we wish them every blessing upon their loving labors. Few
churches have for their whole array such a valiant host as this which works
the GreenWalk Mission, and yet this is only one detachment of the
Tabernacle army. The Lord be praised! People must work for Jesus to be
strong in the faith, and joyful in the Lord, as these brethren are.


On Friday evening, September 12, the annual meeting of Miss IVIMEY’S


MOTHERS’ MEETING was held in the College Lecture-hall. Through the
kindness of the esteemed sister who supports Miss Ivimey, and enables her
to carry on this excellent work, two hundred poor mothers were
entertained at tea, and we had the pleasure of providing for one hundred
more of our Tabernacle neighbors. After tea we had a lively meeting, and
amid the lifting up of the infant voices — music sweet to mothers’ hearts
— we gave our guests the best advice we could. Having to leave to attend
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a second meeting, we left the chair to Mr. Charlesworth, who is more at
home amid the blue-eyed cherubs. What with kind speeches and sweet
singing the evening was filled up in a manner which will, we hope, be
fraught with permanent blessing to many who were present. To get
working people together, and prove our hearty sympathy with them, is a
work of which the churches must do more and more. London and other
great cities writ drift into absolute heathenism unless the church seeks out
the indifferent and gathers in the poor. We must bring the people to
ourselves if we would bring them to Jesus. We cannot save them by
keeping them at arm’s length.


At the same time, the annual meeting of MR. PERKINS’S BIBLE CLASS was
held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall. On his arrival from the other meeting
the Pastor presided, and delivered an address or the necessary
qualifications of soul-winners, if they are to be successful. These he
summed up under seven heads: holiness of character, spiritual life, deep
humility, living faith, thorough earnestness, simplicity of aim, and complete
surrender to the direction of the Lord. Several of the young brethren gave
addresses, and in the name of the class Mr. Perkins presented to the Pastor
£14 for the College, which was gratefully accepted with the remark, that as
the class supplied several of the students it was appropriate that it should
help in supporting them — thus finding both men and means. Young men
in London who are at liberty on Sunday afternoons will do well to connect
themselves with this or one of the other Bible-classes which meet at the
Tabernacle, or elsewhere. It is well for all young people, away from home,
in large towns, to form holy, helpful associations for themselves, by joining
with such bands of Christian people. We must all have some society, and
this sort of society is a blessed preservative from the many temptations of
the world, and is often a means of comfort in times of trial. When young
people come to London their parents should direct them to some minister
or Bible-class leader, and at the same time write to these good people to
request them to look after their sons. Many would thus be saved from the
evil influences of London life.


On Wednesday evening, September 17, our dear friend, Pastor F. H.
White, delighted a large audience at the Tabernacle by delivering his
lecture on “Sermons in Trees.” It was a pleasure to us to take the chair,
and to listen to the gracious words in which the lecturer explained the
spiritual lessons from the natural objects represented by his beautiful
dissolving views. If ministers give lectures let them be in the same line as
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their sermons. God’s servants have no right to become mere entertainers of
the public pouring out a number of stale jokes and idle tales without a
practical point. We are distressed at the entertainments now allowed in
connection with places of worship, and aided, abetted, and assisted in by
ministers. When the Lord comes to purge his temple, the scourge of small
cords will be greatly needed in some places that we know of. To make
religious teaching interesting is one thing, but to make silly mirth, without
aim or purpose is quite another.


Those who wish for truly spiritual, gracious, profitable lectures should
engage Mr. White. His lantern illustrations are in the best style of art.


COLLEGE. — Lecture by Jon B. Gough. We would call immediate attention
to the lecture which is to be given in the Tabernacle on. Friday evening,
Oct. 3, on “Eloquence and Orators,” by the eloquent orator, John B.
Gough. This esteemed brother, after spending an evening at our house,
most generously offered to give a lecture in aid of any one of our
institutions, and as the College expenditure is specially heavy just now, we
have most gladly accepted his kind offer on behalf of that work. Seldom
have we had a greater joy than in making the acquaintance of John Gough.
He is a deeply experienced man of God, and our communion with him was
exceedingly sweet. We are greatly enriched by having won his heart as he
has won ours. God speed him as a temperance man, for with him true
religion leads the van.


Since our last notice Mr. W. F. Harris has settled as pastor of the church at
Chesterfield, Derbyshire; and Mr. R. W. Ayres has returned to his mission
work at Matching Tye, Essex. Mr. W. J. Tomkins has removed from
Barking, Essex, to Ridgmount, Beds; and Mr. T. E. Rawlings from
Wellington-road, Stoke Newington, to Boxmoor, Herts.


On Monday evening, Sept. 15, we had an unusually large number of friends
at the Tabernacle prayer-meeting. Many were, no doubt, attracted by the
announcement that three of our brethren would be present to say farewell
before they left us for the foreign mission field. These brethren are Mr. R.
Maplesden, who has now sailed for Madras, to become pastor of the
English Baptist church there; Mr. Jno. Stubbs (late pastor at Eythorne)
who will be leaving this month to take charge of the church in Allahabad;
and Mr. D. Lyall (late pastor at Ocliham) who is about to sail for the
Cameroons, Africa. Each of the missionaries gave a short address. Mr.
Sampson, of Folkestone, spoke a few kind words, but most of the time was
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spent in prayer, and real prayer it was, too, each pleader seeming to lay
hold of the Angel of the Covenant, determined not to let him go until a
blessing was received.


Before these lines reach our readers we shall have had another triple
farewell, for on Monday, Sept. 29, we expect to say “Good-bye” to our
son Thomas, and the two ministers who are going with him to Australia,
Mr. R. McCulloch, from the College, and Mr. J. S. Harrison, who left the
College a few months ago and settled at Blackburn. Mr. Gibson, a
generous Christian gentleman of Tasmania, pays the passage of these two
brethren that they may labor in that island. It is a severe trial thus to be
separated from a loving and beloved son, but the will of the Lord be done.
We commend our son again to the loving care of those Australian friends
who so generously received him on his first visit. He will need rest, but
after a while, we trust, he will resume his preaching, go through the
Australian colonies, visit New Zealand, and then settle down somewhere in
the southern world. Such is the program which our imagination has
mapped out, but how little we know of the future! His parents surrender
him to the Lord’s work abroad, hoping one day again to see him in the
flesh, and firmly believing that he will do good service for the Lord in the
colonies. Beloved by the church at the Tabernacle and by all at home, we
fondly hoped that our son would have had a useful career in England; but
infinite wisdom cannot err.


We have received the good news of the safe arrival in New Zealand of our
esteemed student, Mr. H. Wood. He had a splendid voyage, which seems
to have materially benefited his health. Though very ill at first he was able
to preach on the third Sabbath, and from that time conducted a service on
board every Lord’s-day until he landed, and the word was blessed to the
conversion of at least one of the passengers. As soon as he reached
Auckland he received an invitation to preach at Willoughby Street,
Thames, with a view to the pastorate, and we hope by this time he is hard
at work in his new sphere. Thus does the Lord call forth our young
brethren to all parts of the world, and our heart is glad, because we know
that wherever they go they will preach Christ crucified.


Our colored friends, Messrs. Johnson and Richardson, report that they are
laboring on in Africa, “teaching and building,” but they are rather unsettled
on account of threats of war from neighboring tribes, who seem jealous
because the missionaries settled at Bakundu. While writing, we are
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informed that Mrs. Johnson has died of fever. We trust the news will not
be confirmed, but our heart aches for our brother at the very idea of such a
crushing blow. They were a happy pair, and the survivor will keenly feel
the separation.


Mr. N. Papengouth, of Naples, writes: “We are going on steadily in spite
of all the difficulties that arise from the ignorance, superstition, and
corruption of the people. We are now seriously thinking about starting
night and day schools — the young are the hope of Italy.” He reports the
arrival of his brother, Alexander, at Hayti, and says of him: “He seems to
be in good spirits, and humbly trusts in God’s help.” May the Baptist
Mission find in Alexander a valuable missionary!


From Rio de Janeiro Mr. J. M. G. dos Santos sends us an account of the
mischief wrought by the Plymouth Brethren in the church gathered by the
disinterested labors of Dr. Kalley. How sad that in the presence of
Romanists Christian men should overthrow a good work by their
unpractical peculiarities! O that their grace were but equal to their
knowledge! As they cannot agree among themselves we cannot wonder
that they agree with nobody else.


Mr. Hamilton writes to tell us that he is back again at Cape Town, after a
fine, quick voyage, and sweet season of rest. He had a most hearty
reception, and found that during his absence the work had been well
maintained by Mr. Batts, about twenty persons having joined the church
while he was in England. He hopes to begin building his new chapel at
once.


Mr. Batts sends us word that his health has improved, and that he expects
shortly to go to Port Elizabeth to relieve Mr. Stokes, who is returning to
England for a time in order to gain fresh strength for his work in Africa.


J. A. SPURGEON. — A card has reached us from our brother in New York,
stating that he has arrived safely. He has arranged to meet all our Canada
men in Toronto on September 26. All our brethren in Canada seem to be
doing well and enjoying the divine blessing.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have been at Burnley,
Lancashire, during the greater part of the past month. The services have
been very largely attended from the commencement. Our brethren
estimated that 20,000 people were reached during the first week. In one of
Mr. Smith’s letters he says — “We are touching just the class we cater for,
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the rough men who go nowhere. We have nightly in our meetings the men
who twelve months ago were rioting on strike, and they give us no trouble,
but sit as still as Mr. Murrell’s coalies.” On two of the Sunday afternoons,
when the meetings were especially for men, one of Spurgeon’s sermons
was given to each person through the kindness of our friend and deacon,
Mr. Murrell. As the time for closing the services drew near the evangelists
were en-treated to remain longer, and this they have consented to do. It is
too early to calculate the spiritual results, but we anticipate that Burnley
will retain the remembrance of our brethren’s visit for many a day to come.
A local paper says — “Throughout the week large crowds have filled the
Mechanics’ Hall every evening, many having been unable to obtain
admission. On Wednesday evening the crowd was so great that an
overflow meeting had again to be arranged in Salem School-room, and the
earnest spirit of the people was very apparent, for whether addressed by
the evangelists themselves, or as in the case of the overflow meeting, by
local ministers, the same evident interest and attention were shown.
Besides this, a noon prayer meeting has been held in the Mechanics’ Hall
every day, and considering the time and object of the gathering, it has been
remarkably well attended — increasing as the days go on. All the meetings
are of a most interesting and useful character. A cheerful spirit always
prevails, but this is never allowed to degenerate into mere trifling, and
indeed there is often a deep solemnity in the midst of some earnest appeal
from the preacher or some touching song from the singer.”


This month, from the 5th to the 19th, the evangelists are to visit Stafford,
and in November they will once more hold special services in the
Tabernacle.


Mr. Burnham, our other evangelist, has been, for the past three or four
weeks, in Kent, amongst the hop-pickers. The wet weather has caused the
picking operations to be later and lighter than usual, and consequently the
evangelists have at present had fewer opportunities of reaching the people
who are usually found in the hop-gardens at this time of the year. Still,
from his head-quarters at Goudhurst, Mr. Burnham, accompanied by Mr.
Kendon, the pastor of the church in that village, and Mr. Kipling, of the
London City Mission, has made several holy raids into the surrounding
districts, and we trust that in this way some of the devil’s slaves will be
converted into good soldiers of Jesus Christ. For the present month Mr.
Burnham’s engagements are as follows: — October 5 to 12, Chepstow; 13
to 19, Leamington; 20 to 26, Markyate Street; 27 to Nov. 2, Bedford.
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ORPHANAGE. — The friends and supporters of the Stockwell Orphanage
will rejoice with us that another of “our boys” is studying with a view to
the Christian ministry. This will be number three. The letter conveying the
good news says, “His name is T. H. Williams. He left the Orphanage about
seven years ago, and has just proved a successful candidate for admission
to the Baptist College, Haverford-west. He stood third amongst the eleven
who passed the examination.”


The following letter will answer the double purpose of proving the benefit
of the Boys’ Orphanage, and the need for a similar institution for Girls: —


“August 21, 1879. “Rev. Sir, — Permit me once more to offer my very
sincere thanks for the great care and kindness bestowed on my son Alfred
at your Orphanage. I feel I cannot be too thankful, nor speak too highly of
the interest taken in my boy. I do not know what I should have done but
for the care and kindness which provided for him in your happy home. The
greatest comfort to my mind is that their spiritual welfare is so much
thought of, for if there is one tiling more than another that I claim for my
children it is that they may be good and useful in the world and in the
church. I do believe that only the day of judgment will reveal the good
done by your Orphanage alone. I only wish I had such a home for one of
my little girls. I was left with six, one of whom was born a week after my
husband’s death. I buried the eldest last year, and have still three depending
entirely on my own exertions. Some months last year my rooms were
unoccupied, which will take me a long time to recover, but the Lord will
provide, my trust is in him.


“Pardon me, sir, for again troubling you with my poor thanks, and may
God spare you, and make you a still greater blessing in every department of
your Christian work, is the earnest prayer and wish of, yours very
respectfully,


“Rev. C. H. Spurgeon.” “ — — —


“Our quarterly collectors’ meeting being held on October 1, we must
postpone an account of the proceedings until next month. But we hope on
that day to take full possession of the ground intervening between the
Hawthorns and the Orphanage, and thus the square piece of land will be in
our possession for perfecting the institution.


GIRLS’ ORPHANAGE. — We are glad to be informed that our ever-faithful
friends, Messrs. Wills and Packham, Sittingbourne, have decided to follow
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the good example of Messrs. Smeed, Dean, and Co., and present a freight
of bricks for the Girls’ Orphanage. We heartily thank Messrs. Smeed and
Dean; may they prosper!


Mr. G. E. Arnold, the pastor of Conduit-road Church, Plumstead, also
promises us £25 worth of timber if we can use it in the new buildings, or if
not, he will find another way of helping us. Friends who give us the option
of using their gifts in this manner render us a double service, and we are all
the more grateful to them.


COLPORTAGE. — The secretary (Mr. W. Corden Jones) writes Sept. 12: —
“It is with great regret that the Committee have been compelled to suspend
operations in seven out of the ten districts occupied around Birmingham,
but they trust that a revival of trade in that district will encourage local
friends to subscribe the required amount of £40 a year for each man to
resume operations. It is a pity that such a good work should be crippled in
that locality. Last year the ten colporteurs stationed in the suburbs of
Birmingham sold 31,253 publications to the value of £550 17s. 3d., visited
172,637 families, and conducted 137 services, besides visiting 493 sick and
dying persons in out-of-the-way places. We are quite prepared to resume
work in as many districts as will guarantee £40 a year. During the last
month applications have been received for the appointment of colporteurs
in Andover and Kettering, while inquiries of a hopeful nature have been
received from others. A good work is progressing in many of the districts
in the conversion of souls. A copy of the Annual Report will be sent to any
address on receipt of a postage stamp.”


We have made many earnest appeals as to this Colportage work, which
seems to us to be one of the most important departments of Christian
service; but we have not succeeded in convincing many, or, at least, in
leading them to give their aid. We must, therefore, we fear, abandon one
sphere after another, and lessen the number of laborers. This will cost us
many a pang, but it cannot be helped. We can only use the amount
entrusted to us, and when this is diminished we certainly shall not spend
money in pressing advertisements, but shall take it as a sign that we must
slacken sail. The responsibility of this will not, however, rest with us, but
with those who come not up to the help of the Lord against the mighty. It
is a painful subject, and we care not to enlarge. The Lord is good, and
whether his stewards are faithful or not, he abides for ever true to those
who trust in him.
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PERSONAL NOTES. — We rejoice to hear that our sermon on “The Divine
Call for Missionaries” (No. 1351), has been the means of leading another
young man, beside the one mentioned in our “Notes” for June, to
consecrate himself to the work of foreign missions. Mr. Broomhall, of the
China Inland Mission, sends us the following extract from the papers of an
accepted candidate: — “What is your motive for wishing to become a
missionary?” “The glory of God in the salvation of the heathen.” “What has
led you to think of doing so?” “A sermon by Mr. Spurgeon on ‘ The Divine
Call for Missionaries.’”


One of the bandsmen of the 73d Regiment writes from India to say that he
receives our sermon every week by post, and that on a Sunday evening the
soldiers will read “Spurgeon’s Sermons” when they will read nothing else
of a religious character. He states that after a sermon has gone the round of
fifty or sixty men, it is returned to him all black and fringed through the
wear and tear.


Dr. Carson, of Coleraine, says concerning the sermons — “In my
professional calling I have had abundant opportunity of knowing the good
they do. Space would not allow me to dwell on this point, but I mention
the illstance of one of my own servants several years since. When he was
waiting for me every day at the hospital gate I observed that he sat down
on the step of the carriage and began to read. I asked him what he was
reading and he said it was a tract his mistress gave him, and that it was the
nicest thing he ever read, as he could understand every word of it, and he
wished that every minister would preach like that. I looked at it and found
it was one of Spurgeon’s sermons.”


Mr. Wilhelm Haupt, missionary to the Edinburgh Ladies’ Auxiliary to the
German Baptist Mission, in his last quarterly report, writes as follows: —
“My own son, Willy, now seventeen years of age, came from Barmen,
where he is at school, to spend his Easter holidays with us. Shortly before,
I had received some of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons from Dr. B., amongst
which was one entitled ‘The Seven Sneezes ‘ (No. 1461), from the text 2
Kings 4:35, ‘And the child sneezed seven times.’ Having read this sermon,
and believing that it was well suited to his case, I asked my boy to translate
it into German for me. During the work of translation I could plainly see
that what I had hoped was taking place, the Lord was touching his heart
and showing him his position. When he had finished the translation I asked
him whether he too felt any signs of life, and he acknowledged he desired
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from his whole heart to become a Christian. He has not yet full assurance
of faith, but the Lord has begun his work of grace, and I have every reason
to believe he will complete it. I am very grateful for the gift of these
splendid sermons, from which I have derived much blessing.”


A Scotch friend, in sending us a contribution for one of our works,
explains that it is a thankoffering for the enjoyment and profit derived by
him and his late wife from reading our sermons. He tells us that he is so
deaf that he cannot hear his own minister’s voice in the service of the
sanctuary, and his wife was too ill to go to church for two years before she
died, so they were both very grateful to get every Saturday the sermon,
which supplied them with spiritual food for the Lord’s-day. The writer
further says, “Since my wife’s death I have, after reading your sermon,
given it to a friend, whose wife is also in very weak health, and has not
been able to go to church for nearly two years. They enjoy the sermon very
much, and after reading it pass it on to a neighbor, who also enjoys it. I
think you might take occasion to drop the hint that each reader might seek
out some invalid person who is not able to go to church, and make a
present of the sermon instead of allowing it to lie idle on the shelf, The sick
friend above mentioned was visited by the late Rev. James Robertson a few
days before his decease. She told him that her own minister called to see
her so seldom that she might now say that she had no church connection;
but she greatly enjoyed the reading of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons. ‘Oh, then,’
replied Mr. Robertson, ‘you will just consider you are one of Mr.
Spurgeon’s people.’”


One of our church-members, in thanking us for our recent sermon on
Psalm 57:4, “My soul is among lions,” writes: “You may be sure when I
had the beerhouse in — that my soul was among lions. You may not
remember that your preaching was the means of my closing that house on
the Sunday in spite of great opposition, persecution, and personal loss. I
kept it closed on the Sunday with one exception, when the devil tempted
me to open it, but Christ gained the victory, and enabled me to close ever
afterwards on the Sunday. I closed on the same Sunday as you opened the
Tabernacle. If every minister could be the means of closing one public
house on the Sunday the victory would be won. The sermon on Zechariah
14:20 (‘A Peal of Bells,’ No. 399) decided me to join the church.”


A brother Baptist minister, in sending us a contribution for the Girls’
Orphanage, says, “During nearly twenty years’ ministry I have been often
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helped and encouraged by your sermons, which I regularly read and lend to
others. May the Lord long spare you to his church!”


We were amused when we were informed of a notice that recently
appeared in a shop window in Newcastle. Underneath a lithographic
likeness, or what professed to be such, was the announcement, “SPURGEON


REDUCED TO SIXPENCE.” The kind friend who sent us the intelligence
expressed the hope that we were not quite so poor as the notice implied.


This leads us to remark that we shall be compelled to leave England in
November and December to escape the fogs. At this time, or a little later,
we have been ill for several successive years, and we are advised to go
away before the illness comes, in the hope of getting strength to go
through the rest of the winter. This we mean to do. Our only difficulty is
that during our absence funds fall off, and therefore it would be a very
great relief if the stores were well replenished before we went from home.
This would make our holiday doubly restful.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: — August 28th, fifteen; September
4th, twenty-three.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1879.


WHAT IS IT TO WIN A SOUL?


A COLLEGE LECTURE, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


I PURPOSE, if God shall enable me, to give you a short course of lectures
under the general head of “THE SOUL WINNER.” Soul-winning is the chief
business of the Christian minister, indeed, it should be the main pursuit of
every true believer. We should each say with Simon Peter, “I go fishing,”
and with Paul our aim should be, “If by any means I may save some.”


We shall commence our discourses upon this subject by considering the
question — “What is it to win a soul?”


This may be instructively answered by describing what it is not. We do not
regard it to be soul-winning to steal members out of churches already
established, and train them to utter our peculiar shibboleth: we aim rather
at bringing souls to Christ than at making converts to our synagogue.
There are sheep-stealers abroad concerning whom I will say nothing except
that they are not “brethren,” or, at least, do not act in a brotherly fashion.
To their own Master they must stand or fall. We count it utter meanness to
build up our own house with the ruins of our neighbors’ mansions; we
infinitely prefer to quarry for ourselves. I hope we all sympathize in the
large-hearted spirit of Dr. Chalmers, who, when it was said that such and
such an effort would not be beneficial to the special interests of the Free
Church of Scotland, although it might promote the general religion of the
land, said, “What is the Free Church compared with the Christian good of
the people of Scotland?” What, indeed, is any church, or what are all the
churches put together as mere organizations if they stand in conflict with
the moral and spiritual advantage of the nation, or if they impede the
kingdom of Christ? It is because God blesses men through the churches
that we desire to see them prosper, and not merely for the sake of the
churches themselves. There is such a thing as selfishness in our eagerness
for the aggrandizement of our own party, and from this evil spirit may
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grace deliver us. The increase of the kingdom is more to be desired than
the growth of a clan. We would do a great; deal to make a Paedobaptist
brother into a Baptist, for we value our Lord’s ordinances; we would labor
earnestly to raise a believer in salvation by free will into a believer in
salvation by grace, for we long to see all religious teaching built upon the
solid rock of truth and not upon the sand of imagination; but at the same
time our grand object, is not the revision of opinions but the regeneration
of natures. We would bring men to Christ, and not to our own peculiar
views of Christianity. Our first care must be that the sheep should be
gathered to the great Shepherd; there will be time enough afterwards to
secure them for our various folds. To make proselytes is a suitable labor
for Pharisees; to beget men unto God is the honorable aim of ministers of
Christ.


In the next place, we do not consider soul-winning to be accomplished by
hurriedly inscribing more names upon our church roll, in order to show a
good increase at the end of the year. This is easily done, and there are
brethren who use great pains, not to say arts, to effect it, but if it be
regarded as the Alpha and Omega of a minister’s efforts the result will be
deplorable. By all means let us bring true converts into the church, for it is
a part of our work to teach them to observe all things whatsoever Christ
has commanded them, but still this is to be done to disciples, and not to
mere professors; and if care be not used we may do more harm than good
at this point. To introduce unconverted persons to the church is to weaken
and degrade it, and therefore an apparent gain may be a real loss. I am not
among those who decry statistics, nor do I consider that they are
productive of all manner of evil; for they may do much good if they are
accurate, and if a man use them lawfully. It is a good thing for men to see
the nakedness of the land through statistics of decrease, that they may be
driven on their knees before the Lord to seek prosperity; and, on the other
hand, it is by no means an evil thing for workers to be encouraged by
having some account of results set before them. I should be very sorry if
the practice of adding up, and deducting, and giving in the net result were
to be abandoned, for it must be right to know our numerical condition. It
has been noticed that those who object to the process are often brethren
whose unsatisfactory reports should somewhat humiliate them: this not
always so, but it is suspiciously frequent. I heard of the report of a church
the other day in which the minister, who was well known to have reduced
his congregation to nothing, somewhat cleverly wrote, “Our church is
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looking up.” When he was questioned with regard to this statement, he
replied, “Everybody knows that the church is on its back, and it cannot do
anything else but look up.” When churches are looking up in that way their
pastors generally say that statistics are very delusive things, and that you
cannot tabulate the work of the Spirit, and calculate the prosperity of a
church by figures. The fact is, you can reckon very correctly if the figures
are honest, and if all circumstances are taken into consideration: if there is
no increase you may calculate with considerable accuracy that there is not
much being done, and if there is a clear decrease among a growing
population you may reckon that the prayers of the people and the
preaching of the minister are not of the most powerful kind. But, still, all
hurry to get members into the church is most mischievous, both to the
church and to the supposed converts. I remember very well several young
men, who were of good moral character and religiously hopeful, but
instead of searching their hearts, and aiming at their real conversion, the
pastor never gave them any rest till he had persuaded them to make a
profession. He thought that they would be under more bonds to holy things
if they professed religion, and he felt quite safe in pressing them, for “they
were so hopeful.” He imagined that to discourage them by vigilant
examination might drive them away, and so to secure them he made them
hypocrites. Those young men are at the present time much further off from
the church of God than they would have been if they had been affronted by
being kept in their proper places, and warned that they were not converted
to God. It is a serious injury to a person to receive him into the number of
the faithful unless there is good reason to believe that he is really
regenerate. I am sure it is so, for I speak after careful observation. Some of
the most glaring sinners known to me were once members of a church, and
were, as I believe, led to make a profession by undue pressure, well meant
but ill-judged. Do not, therefore, consider that soul-winning is or can be
secured by the multiplication of baptisms, and the swelling of the size of
your church. What mean these despatches from the battle field? “Last night
fourteen souls were under conviction, fifteen were justified, and eight
received full sanctification.” I am weary of this public bragging, this
counting of unhatched chickens, this exhibition of doubtful spoils. Lay
aside such numberings of the people, such idle pretense of certifying in half
a minute that which will need the testing of a lifetime. Hope for the best,
but in your highest excitements be reasonable. Enquiry-rooms are all very
well, but if they lead to idle boastings they will grieve the Holy Spirit and
work abounding evil.
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Nor is it, dear friends, soul-winning merely to create excitement.
Excitement will accompany every great movement. We might justly
question whether the movement was earnest and powerful if it was quite as
serene as a drawing-room Bible-reading. You cannot very well blast great
rocks without the sound of explosions, nor fight a battle and keep
everybody as quiet as a mouse. On a dry day a carriage is not moving much
along the road unless there is some noise and dust; friction and stir are the
natural result of force in motion. So when the Spirit of God is abroad, and
men’s minds are stirred, there must and will be certain visible signs of the
movement, although these must never be confounded with the movement
itself. If people imagined that to make a dust is the object aimed at by the
rolling of a carriage, they can take a broom and very soon raise as much
dust as fifty coaches, but they will be committing a nuisance rather than
conferring a benefit. Excitement is as incidental as the dust, but it is not for
one moment to be aimed at. When the woman swept her house she did it to
find her money and not for the sake of raising a cloud.


Do not aim at sensation and “effect.” Flowing tears and streaming eyes,
sobs and outcries, and crowded after-meetings and all kinds of confusions
may occur, and may be borne with as concomitants of genuine feeling, but
pray do not plan their production.


It very often happens that the converts that are born in excitement die
when the excitement is over. They are like certain insects which are the
product of an exceedingly warm day, and die when the sun goes down.
Certain converts live like salamanders, in the fire, but they expire at a
reasonable temperature. I delight not in the religion which needs or creates
a hot head. Give me the godliness which flourishes upon Calvary rather
than upon Vesuvius. The utmost zeal for Christ is consistent with common
sense and reason; raving, ranting, and fanaticism are products of another
zeal which is not according to knowledge. We would prepare men for the
chamber of communion and not for the padded room at Bedlam. No one is
more sorry than I that such a caution as this should be needful; but in the
presence of certain wild revivalists, I cannot say less, and might say a great
deal more.


What is the real winning of a soul for God? So far as this is done by
instrumentality, what are the processes by which a soul is led to God and
to salvation? I take it that one of its main operations consists in instructing
a man that he may know the truth of God. Instruction by the gospel is the
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commencement of all real work upon men’s minds. “Go ye therefore, and
teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son,
and of the Holy Ghost: Teaching them to, observe all things whatsoever I
have commanded you: and, lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of
the world.” Teaching begins the work and crowns it too.


The gospel, according to Isaiah is, “Incline your ear, and come unto me:
hear, and your soul shall live.” It is ours, then, to give men something
worth their hearing; in fact, to instruct them. We are sent to evangelize, or
to preach the gospel to every creature, and that is not done unless we teach
them the great truths of revelation. The gospel is good news. To listen to
some preachers you would imagine that the gospel was a pinch of sacred
snuff to make them wake up, or a bottle of ardent spirits to excite their
brains. It is nothing of the kind; it is news, there is information in it, there is
instruction in it concerning matters which men need to know, and
statements in it calculated to bless those who hear it. It is not a magical
incantation, or a charm, whose force consists in a collection of sounds; it is
a revelation of facts and truths which require knowledge and belief. The
gospel is a reasonable system, and it appeals to men’s understanding; it is a
matter for thought and consideration, and it appeals to the conscience and
the reflecting powers. Hence, if we do not teach men something, we may
shout, “Believe! Believe! Believe!” but what are they to believe? Each
exhortation requires a corresponding instruction, or it will mean nothing.
“Escape!” From what? This requires for its answer the doctrine of the
punishment of sin. “Fly!” But whither? Then must you preach Christ and
his wounds, yea, and the clear doctrine of atonement or sacrifice.
“Repent!” Of what? Here you must answer such questions as, What is sin?
What is the evil of sin? What are the consequences of sin? “Be converted!”
But what is it to be converted? By what power can we be converted? What
from? What to? The field of instruction is wide if men are to be made to
know the truth which saves. “That the soul be without knowledge, it is not
good,” and it is ours as the Lord’s instruments to make men so to know
the truth that they may believe it, and feel its power. We are not to try and
save men in the dark, but in the power of the Holy Ghost we are to turn
them from darkness to light.


And, do not believe, dear friends, that when you go into revival meetings,
or special evangelistic services, you are to leave out the doctrines of the
gospel; for then you ought to proclaim the doctrines of grace rather more
than less. Teach gospel doctrines clearly, affectionately, simply, and plainly,
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and especially those truths which have a present and practical bearing upon
man’s condition and God’s grace. Some enthusiasts would seem to have
imbibed the notion that as soon as a minister addresses the unconverted he
should deliberately contradict his usual doctrinal discourses, because it is
supposed that there will be no conversions if he preaches the whole
counsel of God. It just comes to this, brethren, — it is supposed that we
are to conceal truth, and utter a half falsehood in order to save souls. We
are to speak the truth to God’s people because they will not hear anything
else, but we are to wheedle sinners into faith by exaggerating one part of
truth and hiding the rest until a more convenient season. This is a strange
theory, and yet many endorse it. According to them, we may preach the
redemption of a chosen number to God’s people, but universal redemption
must be our doctrine when we speak with the outside world: we are to tell
believers that salvation is all of grace, but sinners are to be spoken with as
if they were to save themselves: we are to inform Christians that God the
Holy Spirit alone can convert, but when we talk with the unsaved the Holy
Ghost is scarcely to be named. We have not so learned Christ. Thus others
have done; let them be our beacons and not our examples. He who sent us
to win souls neither permits us to invent falsehoods, nor to suppress truth.
His work can be done without such suspicious methods.


Perhaps some of you will reply, “But, still, God has blessed half statements
and wild assertions.” Be not quite so sure. I venture to assert that God
does not bless falsehood; he may bless the truth which is mixed up with
error; but much more of blessing would have come if the preaching had
been more in accordance with his own word. I cannot admit that the Lord
blesses evangelistic Jesuitism, and the suppression of truth is not too
harshly named when I so describe it. The withholding of the doctrine of the
total depravity of man has wrought serious mischief to many who have
listened to a certain kind of preaching. These people do not get a true
healing because they do not know the disease under which they are
suffering; they are never truly clothed because nothing is done towards
stripping them. In many ministries there is not enough of probing the heart
and arousing the conscience by the revelation of man’s alienation from
God, and by the declaration of the selfishness and the wickedness of such a
state. Men need to be told that except divine grace shall bring them out of
their enmity to God they must eternally perish; and they must be reminded
of the sovereignty of God, that he is not obliged to bring them out of this
state that he would be right and just if he left them in such a condition, that
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they have no merit to plead before him, and no claims upon him, but that if
they are to be saved it must be by grace, and by grace alone. The
preacher’s work is to throw sinners down in helplessness that they may be
compelled to look up to him who alone can help them.


To try to win a soul for Christ by keeping that soul in ignorance of any
truth is contrary to the mind of the Spirit, and to endeavor to save men by
mere claptrap, or excitement, or oratorical display is as foolish as to hope
to hold an angel with bird-lime, or lure a star with music. The best
attraction is the gospel in its purity. The weapon with which the Lord
conquers men is the truth as it is in Jesus. The gospel will be found equal to
every emergency: an arrow which can pierce the hardest heart, a balm
which will heal the deadliest wound. Preach it, and preach nothing else.
Rely implicitly upon the old, old gospel. You need no other nets when you
fish for men; those your Master has given you are strong enough for the
great fishes, and have meshes fine enough to hold the little ones. Spread
these nets and no others, and you need not fear the fulfillment of his word,
“I will make you fishers of men.”


Secondly, to win a soul it is necessary, not only to instruct our hearer and
make him know the truth, but to impress him so that he may feel it. A
purely didactic ministry, which should always appeal to the understanding
and should leave the emotions untouched, would certainly be a limping
ministry. “The legs of the lame are not equal,” says Solomon, and the
unequal legs of some ministries cripple them. We have seen such an one
limping about with a long doctrinal leg, but a very short emotional leg. It is
a horrible thing for a man to be so doctrinal that he can speak coolly of the
doom of the wicked, so that if he does not actually praise God for it, it
costs him no anguish of heart to think of the ruin of millions of our race.
This is horrible! I hate to hear the terrors of the Lord proclaimed by men
whose hard visages, harsh tones, and unfeeling spirit betray a sort of
doctrinal desiccation: all the milk of human kindness is dried out of them.
Having no feeling himself, such a preacher creates none, and the people sit
and listen while he keeps to dry, lifeless statements, until they come to
value him for being “sound,” and they themselves come to be sound too,
and I need not add sound asleep also, or what life they have is spent in
sniffing out heresy, and making earnest men offenders for a word. Into this
spirit may we never be baptized. Whatever 1 believe, or do not believe, the
command to love my neighbor as myself still retains its claim upon me, and
God forbid that any views or opinions should so contract my soul and
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harden my heart as to make me forget this law of love. The love of God is
first, but this by no means lessens the obligation of love to man; in fact, the
first command includes the second. We are to seek our neighbor’s
conversion because we love him, and we are to speak to him in loving
terms God’s loving gospel, because our heart desires his eternal good.


A sinner has a heart as well as a head; a sinner has emotions as well as
thoughts; and we must appeal to both. A sinner will never be converted
until his emotions are stirred. Unless he feels sorrow for sin, and unless he
has some measure of joy in the reception of the word, you cannot have
much hope of him. The truth must soak into the soul, and dye it with its
own color. The word must be like a strong wind sweeping through the
whole heart, and swaying the whole man, even as a field of ripening corn
waves in the summer breeze. Religion without emotion is religion without
life. But, still, we must mind how these emotions are caused. Do not play
upon the mind by exciting feelings which are not spiritual. Some preachers
are very fond of introducing funerals and dying children into their
discourses, and they make the people weep through sheer natural affection.
This may lead up to something better, but in itself what is its value? What
is the good of opening up a mother’s griefs or a widow’s sorrows? I do not
believe that our merciful Lord has sent us to make men weep over their
departed relatives by digging anew their graves and rehearsing past scenes
of bereavement and woe. Why should he? It is granted that you may
profitably employ the death-bed of a departing Christian or of a dying
sinner for proof of the rest of faith in the one case and the terror of
conscience in the other, but it is out of the fact proved and not out of the
illustration itself that the good must arise. Natural grief is of no service in
itself; indeed, we look upon it as a distraction from higher thoughts, and as
a price too great to exact from tender hearts, unless we can repay them by
engrafting lasting spiritual impressions upon the stock of natural affection.
“It was a very splendid oration, full of pathos,” says one who heard it. Yes,
but what is the practical outcome of this pathos? A young preacher once
remarked, “Were you not greatly struck to see so large a congregation
weeping?” “Yes,” said his judicious friend, “but I was more struck with the
reflection that they would probably have wept more at a play.” Exactly so:
and the weeping in both cases may be equally valueless. I saw a girl on
board a steamboat reading a book and crying as if her heart would break,
but when I glanced at the volume I saw that it was only one of those silly
yellow-covered novels which load our railway bookstalls. Her tears were a
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sheer waste of moisture, and so are those which are produced by mere
pulpit tale-telling and death-bed painting.


If our hearers will weep over their sins, and after Jesus, let their sorrows
flow in rivers, but if the object of their tears is merely natural and not at all
spiritual, what good is done by setting them weeping? There might be
some virtue in making people joyful, for there is sorrow enough in the
world, and the more we can promote cheerfulness the better, but what is
the use of creating needless misery? What right have you to go through the
world pricking everybody with your lancet just to show your skill in
surgery? A true physician only makes incisions in order to effect cures, and
a wise minister only excites painful emotions in men’s minds with the
distinct object of blessing their souls. You and I must continue to drive at
men’s hearts till they are broken; and then we must keep on preaching
Christ crucified till their hearts are bound up, and when this is
accomplished we must continue to proclaim the gospel till their whole
nature is brought into subjection to the gospel of Christ. Even in these
preliminaries you will be made to feel the need of the Holy Ghost to work
with you and by you; but this need will be still more evident when we
advance a step further and speak of the new birth itself in which the Holy
Spirit works in a style and manner most divine.


(TO BE CONTINUED.)


NOTES


WE have had so many meetings at the Tabernacle during the past month
that we can only write a few lines concerning each of the gatherings of our
various tribes, blessing the Lord concerning each one of them that his hand
is with it for good. In our brother’s absence we have had to work double
tides, and we feel glad that he will be home before this magazine is
published, and we shall be soon able to take our needed rest. He has had a
grand tune in Canada and the States, but we hope he will tell his own tale
in another number of the magazine.


On Friday evening, September 26, the annual meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE VOLUNTEER EVANGELISTS was held. Here is
the report of one year’s work: — 1,767 week-night services, and 1,008
Sunday services have been held by the 94 members in chapels and mission
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halls in London belonging to almost all denominations. The total cost of
the work has been £191 11s. 61/2d., most of which is for rent, gas,
printing, postage, and traveling expenses. Donations, collections, etc., have
realized £70, and we have had to find the remaining £121. Thanks to the
kindness of friends who have left sums at our disposal, this has not been a
burden. This is a fine investment of money for downright gospel preaching
at less than eighteen-pence a sermon. Great praise is due to Mr. Elvin, who
so admirably manages this self-denying band of unpaid evangelists.


On Monday Evening, September 29, the Tabernacle was grandly filled for
the fare-well meeting for our beloved son Thomas and his companions,
Messrs. McCullough and Harrison. Their many friends could not
accompany them to the ship, but they very heartily commended them to
God, and to the word of his grace. For our own part we are now able,
together with his dear mother, to look upon our son’s departure to
Australia with joy, because we feel that it is for the extension of the
Redeemer’s kingdom that he should go. Endowed as he is with such a
wealth of affectionate prayers he must prosper. The following Thursday the
three young men joined the good ship SobraGu at Plymouth, and by this
time we trust they are a long way on toward their desired haven. We
cannot expect to have news of the party till next February; but since our
son’s leaving we have had several candidates for church-fellowship who
ascribe their conversion to his ministry, and this yields better cheer than
letters could afford.


On Friday Evening, October 3, our beloved friend John B. Gough, gave
his lecture on “Eloquence and Orators” at the Tabernacle, in aid of the
College. It was a noble lecture, splendidly delivered, and given in so
generous a manner to our work that we thank God at every remembrance
of so brotherly an act. Dr. Parker and Mr. Varley admirably moved and
seconded the vote of thanks, and assuredly it was no mere form. Wherever
John B. Gough goes may the blessing of the Lord attend him!


October 8. — SERMON IN GLASGOW. We believe that the meetings of the
Baptist Union in Glasgow were a very happy gatherings, and that the result
must be gracious. No hospitality could excel that of the North. It was by
the wish of Glasgow friends that the collection at our sermon at St.
Andrew’s Hall was for the Girls’ Orphanage. This was a kindly, generous
deed, and it fills us with deep gratitude. We have not heard what net
amount will come to the institution after paying for the hall, advertising,
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tickets, and so forth, but the gross sum of £273 was reported as the
collection. This is princely.


On Monday evening, October 13, the annual meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE LOAN TRACT SOCIETY was held in
connection with the prayer-meeting. Mr. F. Wood, the secretary, presented
the report, which stated that the object of the society was to make known
the way of salvation by lending from week to week the Pastor’s sermons.
During the past year 20,000 of these have been lent, and 4,300 families
have been visited every week; and, best of all, twenty persons profess to
have been converted through the agency of the eighty-six distributors. The
total cost of the work has been a little over £50 for the year, almost all of
which is for the purchase of the sermons. The society is doing a most
valuable work in a quiet manner. We trust it will speedily enlarge its
bounds.


On Tuesday evening, October 14, the ANNUAL BUTCHERS’ FESTIVAL was
held at the Tabernacle. About 300 of the master butchers and their wives
partook of tea in the College, and then went down to the rooms under the
Tabernacle to assist in feeding the multitude of journeymen butchers, 2,200
of whom were provided with a substantial evening meal. Mr. Murrell’s
arrangements for the feast were as perfect as anything could be, and
everything passed off most satisfactorily, though the affair is nothing less
than gigantic. The quantity of provision consumed on these occasions
seems almost incredible, but, large as it is, Mr. Varley and the Butchers’
Committee are only too pleased to bear the cost, in the hope that some, at
least, of the men may be permanently blessed by what they hear after their
temporal wants are supplied. We believe that this great gathering cannot be
held in vain. The men listen with great attention, and surely it cannot be
that kindly reasoning with them upon temperance, kindness, and the fear of
the Lord will all be lost. It was a thought from above which led our friend
Mr. Varley to commence this festival.


On Friday evening, October 17, all the Teachers of the Sunday Schools
connected with the Tabernacle were invited by Mr. Andrew Dunn to take
tea together in the schoolroom. About four hundred were present, and a
happy social hour was spent. After tea, others arrived for the meeting in
the Lecture Hall, at which the pastor presided, and delivered an address on
Sunday School work. He was followed by the host of the evening, Mr.
Dunn, and several of the superintendents, who related their experience, and
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gave useful suggestions for the guidance of their fellow-helpers. We must
confess that we were agreeably surprised to find that we have nineteen
Sunday Schools connected with the Tabernacle, with a total of 500
teachers and 5,853 scholars. These figures do not include a numerous band
of teachers who are engaged in schools connected with other churches.
There are several such schools in which nearly every teacher is a member
with us, but the credit of them goes to other churches, and we are glad that
it should be so. O for a blessing on this regiment of children! Why should it
not be increased to ten thousand?


On Sunday morning, October 19, we preached from Numbers 21:9. The
sermon is entitled “Number 1,500, or Lifting up the Brazen Serpent”: but
our special reason for mentioning it is that it is No. 1,500 of our published
sermons. Thanks be to God that for so long a time we have been able to
print a discourse week by week! Many other “pulpits” have had their rising
and setting within that period, but hitherto the “Tabernacle Pulpit” has
shone on. We know where the oil has come from, and we bless the unseen
hand which has trimmed the lamp. The sermon will be issued separately in
a book form at a penny, and we hope that thousands of it may be
distributed, for it is an exceedingly plain declaration of the gospel.


On Monday evening, Oct. 20, the annual meeting of the LADIES’
MATERNAL SOCIETY was held in the Lecture-hall previous to the prayer-
meeting in the Tabernacle. About two hundred poor women have been
helped by this society in their hour of need: we wish that this work of
mercy could be carried on more largely, for there is great distress around
us. Works of charity must keep pace with the preaching of faith, or the
church will not be perfect in its development.


The same evening the prayer-meeting in the Tabernacle was specially on
behalf of Sunday-schools. Mr. Fullerton told us of the Lord’s presence in
the services at Stafford, Mr. J. M. Smith made us weep over touching
stories of child-conversion, the pastor delivered an address specially to
professors who are not working for Christ, and after this many prayers
were offered for a blessing on the work amongst the young. The pastor
said, “If you are a member of a church you can, and you must do
something for the Lord. You are certainly good for something, or — “That
sentence was never finished.


COLLEGE. — We shall have so few men leaving at Christmas that all
expected vacancies are already filled by accepted candidates. The number
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of applicants is still very large, and it may save some of them from
disappointment if we tell them that we have already selected as many as we
expect to be able to receive next August. There is no lack of the right sort
of men, and the Lord’s stewards will see that there is no lack of means.


Mr. R. E. Gammon has returned to mission work at San Domingo; Mr. A.
E. Johnson has removed from Sutton, Nottinghamshire, to Hanley,
Staffordshire; Mr. J. W. Thomason, from New Town, Mont., to
Manchester; and Mr. J. J. Dalton, from Bradford, to Lock’s-lane, Frome.


Oct. 22. Mr. John Olney laid the memorial stone of the new chapel at
Catford Bridge for our friend, Mr. Greenwood, jun. We go to press too
soon to give particulars, but we commend the undertaking to the liberal
help of our friends.


Another member of our Conference has been called to his reward. Mr. H.
A. James, of Stratford-on-Avon, has fallen asleep at the comparatively
early age of thirty-six. He was a reliable, solid, gracious minister, respected
by all who knew him. May the Lord comfort the widow and bless the
fatherless! Over our departed brother we may well sorrow, but at the same
time we are bound to rejoice that he fell in the battle with his shield upon
his arm, “faithful unto death.”


Mr. Cuff asks us to mention that the Shoreditch Tabernacle will be opened
on Nov. 11. We hope to be away from this land of fogs before that date,
but we heartily congratulate our brother on the completion of his great
building, and wish him much success in it for many years to come. He is
one of a thousand, a man in his right place. He ought to be helped through
with his work till not a farthing of debt shall remain upon his great
meeting-house The Lord anoint him with fresh oil.


Two or three college men have written about building a college house in
the Girls’ Orphanage, and the present students are eager for it, but we do
not wish to ask such a thing while many of our brethren are so oppressed
by the hardness of the times. If however the proposal should be taken up
and done spontaneously, it will be another instance of the overflowing love
of the brotherhood.


Writing from Tai-yuen-Fu, Shansi, China, our former student, Mr. J. J.
Turner, asks our prayers, and says of the province in which he is stationed,
“It; is a glorious field for labor. It is a new field: only within the last two
years have any Protestant missionaries attempted to live here. As yet we
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can tell of no souls saved, but I need not tell you that we long to see some
tokens of the Lord’s presence. It has been our privilege to rescue many
from starvation .... We engaged in the relief work because we believed that
God would bless our efforts not only to the salvation of many thousands of
lives, as he has done, but because we believed that he would make the
relief a blessing to the souls of the people whom we could hardly hope to
reach at all in the ordinary way. He has helped us so far.”


Just as we go to press a friend sends us the news of the arrival of the ship
in which Mr. Clarke and Mr. Garrett sailed for Melbourne.


EVANGELISTS. — The visit of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton to Burnley
marks the commencement of a new era in our evangelistic efforts. Hitherto
our great anxiety has been how we were to find support for these brethren
and others who are preparing for similar work. Burnley has, we trust,
solved the difficulty for us. It was resolved that boxes should be placed at
the doors for thankofferings at every service, the result being that after
paying all local expenses there remained £100 for our funds. We can hardly
hope that all other places will thus pay their own expenses, but if some of
them do so our burden will be greatly lightened. Moreover, we are
persuaded that the bait of “No collections” is needless and demoralizing.
To teach men to give of their substance for the spread of the gospel is a
part of the gospel, and tends greatly for their own benefit. That the spiritual
re-suits did not suffer is quite certain; the facts all look the other way. The
following extracts from letters received recently prove that great good was
done: — “Many of the churches in the town are reaping the results of our
recent special services .... Our friends at Angle-street have baptized twenty,
I have baptized seven, and have others to propose. At AEnon they have
fourteen to eighteen inquirers, at Sion eight or nine.” “We added two more
last Sabbath, making twenty-seven; another at Haggate for next Sabbath,
making a grand total of twenty-eight.” “Two to three hundred applications
for membership have been made to the churches in the town through your
visit.” Another note refers to the fact that the Methodist and
Congregational churches, as well as those of our own denomination, are
being increased through the evangelists’ labors.


Our brethren were at Stafford from October 5 to 19, and there also the
Lord was with them. The Wesleyan minister has kindly sent us the
following testimony:-
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“My Dear Sir, — It will encourage you to hear from an independent source
that your evangelists, Messrs. Fullerton and Smith, are visibly owned by
God in Stafford. Everything here is comparatively small, and consequently
our friends cannot report the crowds they have had in larger towns. But on
Sunday night 1500 listened to them, and I have just come from a house
where both husband and wife were then led to decide for Christ, and are
seeking admission to our church. I might name other similar instances.


“We are supporting our brethren by earnest prayer, and I doubt not that the
remainder of the week will witness very much greater visible results.


“You will excuse the intrusion of this letter. It seemed to me right that you
should hear of the usefulness of men sent out under your direction.


“May God long spare our dear brethren to labor successfully in the path
they have chosen. Wishing you every good, and praying that your past
works for Christ may be surpassed by greater usefulness in the future,


“I am, my dear sir, yours sincerely,


Jos. AGAR BEET.”


The later services were even more successful, and many professed
themselves to be won for Jesus. We can only record what men and women
declare: the Lord alone can read the heart. The list of engagements of
Messrs. Smith and Fullerton for the ensuing twelve months is as follows:-


November 2 to November 16, Scarborough; November 23 to December
31, Metropolitan Tabernacle; January 4 to January 18, Shoreditch
Tabernacle; February 1 to February 15, Cambridge; February 29 to March
14, Bradford; March 15 and March 16, Farsley; March 21 to April 4,
Northampton;


May 9 to May 16, Smethwick; May 23 to May 29, Smallheath; May 30 to
June 5, Leamington; June 13 to June 27, Paisley; July 11 to July 25,
Greenock; August 1 to August 15, Dumfries; August 22 to August 29,
Annan; September 5 to September 12, Galashiels., September 19 to
September 26, Wick; October and November, North-East Lancashire;
December 5 to December 19, Leeds.


Mr. Burnham has again been working with Mr. Kendon, of Goudhurst,
among the hop-pickers. Since his return from Kent he has visited
Chepstow, Leamington, Markyate Street, and Bedford. Pastor W. L. Mayo
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sends us a long and cheering report of the services at Chepstow. The
church in that town had prepared the way for the evangelist by special
prayer, and as the natural consequence many were awakened. Several most
pleasing cases of conversion are mentioned. Prayer was offered for the
husband of a woman who had found the Savior at one of the meetings, and
on his return from Bristol, where he had been at work, it was discovered
that he also had believed and been saved through the preaching of Mr.
Gange.


Mr. Burnham’s engagements for the present month are — November 10 to
16, Thetford; 17 to 30, Burton-on-Trent and neighborhood.


ORPHANAGE. — The quarterly meeting of the Collectors and friends was
held on Wednesday, October 1, and was a great success. In the afternoon
the new Girls’ Orphanage was publicly inaugurated by a devotional service
in the boys’ play-hall, and afterwards by the holding of prayer-meetings,
conducted by our evangelists, Messrs. Smith and Fullerton, in the grounds
of the “Hawthorns” and in every room of the house. We had prepared a
lecture on “Hymns and Hymn Writers” for the evening; but the crowd was
so great that both our hails were filled, and we had to go from one meeting
to the other, push our way to the platform, and give each of the audiences
a taste of what we would have said if they had come in smaller numbers.
Our good friends, Mr. Duncan S. Miller and the Royal Poland Street
Hand-bell Ringers, are entitled to our warmest thanks for their kindness in
giving us their valuable services without fee or reward; and still more for
their generous offer to come again on February 4, 1880, when we hope to
deliver the lecture in the Tabernacle.


Some collectors did not send us their cards or boxes on October 1. Will
they kindly do so at once that they may be exchanged for new ones? The
next quarterly collectors’ meeting is fixed for Friday, January 9, 1880.
Boxes and cards can be obtained of the Secretary, Stock-well Orphanage,
Clapham Road. Now that we are commencing with girls this help will be
doubly valuable.


Mr. Charlesworth asks us to say that he and the Orphanage Choir have
promised to visit Southend, Luton, Dunstable, Woburn, Canterbury,
Dover, Folkestone, and Portsmouth; and that they will be glad of other
engagements. Applications should be made to Mr. Charlesworth at the
Orphanage.
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In a special supplement we have described the present position and plans of
the Girls’ Orphanage.


COLPORTAGE. — Concerning Colportage we must still write with a
measure of discouragement. It is a good agency, all agree to that, but it has
never had enough support. It will be remembered that we asked for a
second £1,000 to furnish stock for more men. According to our reckoning
we had received £600, and, finding that the trade management could keep
on, we felt content; but, on consulting the secretary, we are aroused from
our happy dream. He says that the money given for stock was to a large
extent so much taken out of subscriptions. These subscriptions are needed
to pay working expenses, and it is no gain to the society, and no real
increase to stock, if monies are merely transferred from one to the other.
The friends in a district give £40 towards the colporteur, and our society
finds stock, and also makes up the man’s salary, and does the working of
the business. The profits help in some degree, and would help more if sales
were larger, but in these bad times sales decrease, and there is more needed
to make up deficiencies. We ask our friends to consider the following
report from the secretary which was prepared for our private information,
but we judge it best to give it entire. We also add two letters, and our
friends have the case before them. We say no more.


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — Since seeing you I have compared receipts of
subscriptions to the General Fund for this year to present date with the
same period last year, 1878, and find that, including amounts for capital in
both cases, the total increase for 1879 is £251 16s. 6d. Leaving capital
account out of the question each year, the total increase in the
subscriptions to the General Fund to October 20, 1879, over the same
period, 1878, is £368 6s. 6d. This latter sum, of course, indicates the exact
increase to the good for the working of the society, and, in response to the
appeal made for capital. I have given these details that you may judge what
to say in relation to funds. October general subscriptions only amount to
£44 9s. 4d., compared with £111 19s. 3d. for September. Appointments
have been made for new districts at Kettering, Andover, and Hereford. In
the former two cases a trial of the agency in other districts appears to have
recommended its extension. I wish our friends could read all the cases of
good which are continually reported by our colporteurs, and I am sure that
you would not have to appeal for funds with such a limited response. Here
a tract has been left with a prayer, and on the return of the colporteur it is
handed back soiled and worn by use, the agent remarking, ‘thus, through
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reading that tract, the woman found peace with God, and has joined the
church.’ Yonder, a youth reads a book purchased by his mother, which not
only leads to his conversion, but that of his grandfather, eighty-five years
of age. Another colporteur calls upon a poor blind woman and talks to her
at the washing tub, and is the means of restoring a poor backslider from the
fold of Christ; while many speak of conversions through the simple gospel
truths which they have plainly, but earnestly, uttered from the village
pulpit. In addition to this, when the daily news. papers are prominently
pointing out the widespread evils of an insidious and impure literature, who
can estimate the quiet, unseen, but powerful influence for good resulting
from the sale of £600 or £700 worth of bibles and good books every
month? The need for the work was never greater, its results were never
more encouraging, and while ‘the harvest truly is plenteous, the laborers
are few.’ I trust that, now trade appears to be reviving, friends who in
some districts suspended operations because of commercial depression will
soon be able to recommence the work with new vigor. Will friends
remember the work afresh in prayer? One colporteur, in a very trying
district, writes: — ‘One thing always cheers me, and that is, I know you do
not forget us in your prayers at the Tabernacle.’“


O.B. writes: “Very dear Sir — I am sure that your memorandum note in
The Sword and the Trowel, p. 495, in reference to your Colportage agency
must have pained many who look at it as one of your prime and most
important organizations. In fact, your ‘personal notes’ on p. 496, carry the
most conclusive evidence of the value and need of such an agency. I would
fain hope under God that ‘slackening’ sail may be out of question, and that
spreading ‘more canvas’ will be rather the case.”


H. M. writes: “Dear Sir — I have read with much concern your remarks in
The Sword and the Trowel in reference to the Colportage Association.
Should the following proposal meet with your approval, and it be possible
for you to give it a little publicity, I trust, with God’s blessing, the
retrograde steps may be reversed ere you leave for your well-earned and
much-needed holiday.


“My offer is as follows: — In order that the stations given up may be all
again supplied, or new ones started where a change is desirable, I will find
one-fifth of the needed amount, if it does not exceed £500, or if more than
£500, I will subscribe £100, the sine qua non being that the remainder shall
be raised by the 1st December.
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“Few of us but have felt the effects of the depression in trade, but it
behoves us the more to do our best to offer the ‘bread of life’ to those who
probably are more open to its blessed influence now than when God again
grants temporal prosperity to the land.”


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND. — The needful work of supplying
ministers with books proceeds with great regularity, and considerable
numbers of curates and poor ministers in the Church of England, together
with pastors of all denominations, apply for “The Treasury of David,” and
other works. Could our readers see the letters of thanks they would know
how sharp is the book-hunger which gnaws the soul of many a preacher of
the Word. We have said very little of late about this work which is carried
on by our beloved. Only a few friends have thought of the Fund of late, and
yet hitherto there has been no lack: the Fund personified might almost say,
“I am poor and needy, yet the Lord thinketh upon me.” Note the following
fact, and let the Lord be glorified by the rehearsal of it. A friend of ours,
who is always a princely giver, told us on the night of Mr. Gough’s lecture
that he should call at Nightingale Lane next day. Knowing his great
business and our own, we half declined the offer, though we are always
glad to see him: but he said he should come, and come he did. His errand
was to give £100 to the Book Fund. Now, reader, mark this. Mrs.
Spurgeon’s quarter’s bill for books came in on that very Saturday evening,
and had not that friend insisted on coming down and bringing his £100, our
dear one would have been £60 in debt. She would have been almost heart-
broken had this been the case, for she had prayed for help and expected it.
The Lord would not let her have the trial, but sent his steward at the very
hour, though he knew nothing of the need. We were both filled with
adoring thankfulness for this memorable interposition. It was not the first
time in which we have together adored the Lord in an amazement of
gratitude, nor will it be the last. Thus by one and another the Lord has
filled up the reservoir which supplies so many of his poor ministers with
refreshment: and he will fill it yet again.


PERSONAL NOTES. — Mr. F. H. Newt, in, of the German Baptist Mission,
writes: — “I have just returned from a visit to several of our German
churches, and especially of those in Russia. I feel sure you will be
interested to learn that your printed words (in German) have always free
admission into Russia, which is saying a great deal, the only exception
being in the case of your sermon on “Baptismal Regeneration” (No. 573),
which one of our brethren translated into Russian and submitted to the
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censor of the press, who, however, refused to sanction it, as he considered
it an attack upon the Greek church. The brother still hopes to be permitted
to print it.”


From the State of Virginia comes the following pleasing testimony: —
“Some years ago, when in the gall of bitterness and the bonds of iniquity,
without God and without hope in the world, I was persuaded by a friend to
read a volume of your sermons, and now, my dear sir, let me tell you that if
ever I felt the love of God shed abroad in my heart, or knew the truth as it
is in Jesus, I owe it to the perusal of your sermons, and I am sure you were
the means and instrument in the hands of God of my conversion.”


Should the reader think these notes too long, he may well excuse them, for
he is not likely to be wearied by their length in the two following months.
We have, however, kept back numbers of personal notes, that this
department may not be quite bare. It is at the urgent desire of our best
helpers that they are written, and when they cease to interest they shall be
dropped, for we have no personal desire to publish anything, except so far
as others may be encouraged and the good work may be helped thereby.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: — October 2nd, twenty-seven.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER, 1879.


WHAT IS IT TO WIN A SOUL?


A COLLEGE LECTURE, BY C.H. SPURGEON.


I HAVE already insisted upon instruction and impression as most needful to
soul-winning, but these are not all — they are indeed only means to the
desired end. A far greater work must be done before a man is saved. A
wonder of divine grace must be wrought upon the soul far transcending
anything which can be accomplished by the power of man. Of all whom we
would fain win for Jesus it is true, “Except a man be born again, he cannot
see the kingdom of God.” The Holy Ghost must work regeneration in the
objects of our love, or they never can become possessors of eternal
happiness. They must be quickened into a new life, and they must become
new creatures in Christ Jesus. The same energy which accomplishes
resurrection and creation must put forth all its power upon them; nothing
short of this can meet the case. They must be born again from above. This
might seem at first sight to put human instrumentality altogether out of the
field; but on turning to the Scriptures we find nothing to justify such an
inference and much of quite an opposite tendency. There we certainly find
the Lord to be all in all, but we find no hint that the use of means must
therefore be dispensed with. The Lord’s supreme majesty and power are
seen all the more gloriously because he works by means. He is so great that
he is not afraid to put honor upon the instruments he employs, by speaking
of them in high terms, and imputing to them great influence. It is sadly
possible to say too little of the Holy Spirit; indeed, I fear this is one of the
crying sins of the age; but yet that infallible word, which always rightly
balances truth, while it magnifies the Holy Ghost, does not speak lightly of
the men by whom he works. God does not think his own honor to be so
questionable that it can only be maintained by decrying the human agent.
There are two passages in the epistles which, when put together, have
often amazed me. Paul compares himself both to a father and to a mother
in the matter of the new birth: he says of one convert, “Whom I have
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begotten in my bonds,” and of a whole church he says, “My little children,
of whom I travail in birth again until Christ be formed in you.” This is
going very far; indeed, much further than modern orthodoxy would permit
the most useful minister to venture, and yet it is language sanctioned, yea,
dictated, by the Spirit of God himself, and therefore it is not to be
criticized. Such mysterious power doth God infuse into the instrumentality
which he ordains that we are called, “laborers together with God;” and this
is at once the source of our responsibility and the ground of our hope.


Regeneration, or the new birth, works a change in the whole nature of
man, and, so far as we can judge, its essence lies in the implantation and
creation of a new principle within the man. The Holy Ghost creates in us a
new, heavenly, and immortal nature, which is known in Scripture as “the
spirit,” by way of distinction from the soul. Our theory of regeneration is
that man in his fallen nature consists only of body and soul, and that when
he is regenerated there is created in him a new and higher nature — “the
spirit,” which is a spark from the everlasting fire of God’s life and love; this
falls into the heart and abides there and makes its receiver “a partaker of
the divine nature.” Thenceforward the man consists of three parts, body,
soul, and spirit, and the spirit is the reigning power of the three. You will
all remember that memorable chapter upon the resurrection, 1 Corinthians
15., where the distinction is well brought out in the original, and may even
be perceived in our version. The passage rendered, “It is sown a natural
body,” etc., might be read, “It is sown a soulish body; it is raised a spiritual
body. There is a soulish body, and there is a spiritual body. And so it is
written, The first man Adam was made a living soul; the last Adam was
made a quickening spirit. Howbeit, that was not first which is spiritual, but
that which is soulish; and afterward that which is spiritual.” We are first in
the natural or soulish stage of being, like the first Adam, and then in
regeneration we enter into a new condition, and we become possessors of
the life-giving “spirit.” Without this spirit no man can see or enter the
kingdom of heaven. It must therefore be our intense desire that the Holy
Spirit should visit our hearers and create them anew, — that he would
come down upon these dry bones, and breathe eternal life into the dead in
sin. Till this is done they can never receive the truth, “For the natural man
receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God: for they are foolishness unto
him: neither can he know them, because they are spiritually discerned.”
“The carnal mind is enmity against God: for it is not subject to the law of
God, neither indeed can be.” A new and heavenly mind must be created by
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Omnipotence, or the man must abide in death. You see, then, that we have
before us a mighty work, for which we are of ourselves totally incapable.
No minister living can save a soul, nor can all of us together, nor all the
saints on earth or in heaven, work regeneration in a single person. The
whole business on our part is the height of absurdity unless we regard
ourselves as used by the Holy Ghost, and filled with his power. On the
other hand, the marvels of regeneration which attend our ministry are the
best seals and witnesses of our commission. Whereas the apostles could
appeal to the miracles of Christ, and to those which they wrought in his
name, we appeal to the miracles of the Holy Ghost, which are as divine and
as real as those of our Lord himself. These miracles are the creation of a
new life in the human bosom, and the total change of the whole being of
those upon whom the Spirit descends.


As this God-begotten spiritual life in men is a mystery, we shall speak to
more practical effect if we dwell upon the signs following and
accompanying it, for these are the things we must aim at. First,
regeneration will be shown in conviction of sin. This we believe to be an
indispensable mark of the Spirit’s work; the new life as it enters the heart
causes intense inward pain as one of its first effects. Though nowadays we
hear of persons being healed before they have been wounded, and brought
into a certainty of justification without ever having lamented their
condemnation, we are very dubious as to the value of such healings and
justifyings. This style of things is not according to the truth. God never
clothes men until he has first stripped them, nor does he quicken them by
the gospel till first they are slain by the law. When you meet with persons
in whom there is no trace of conviction of sin, you may be quite sure that
they have not been wrought upon by the Holy Spirit; for “when he is come
he will reprove the world of sin, and of righteousness, and of judgment.”
When the Spirit of the Lord breathes on us he withers all the glory of man,
which is but as the flower of grass, and then he reveals a higher and abiding
glory. Do not be astonished if you find this conviction of sin to be very
acute and alarming; but, on the other hand, do not condemn those in whom
it is less intense, for so long as sin is mourned over, confessed, forsaken,
and abhorred, you have an evident fruit of the Spirit. Much of the horror
and unbelief which goes with conviction is not of the Spirit of God, but
comes of Satan or corrupt nature: yet there must be true and deep
conviction of sin, and this- the preacher must labor to produce, for where
this is not felt the new birth has not taken place.
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Equally certain is it that true conversion may be known by the exhibition of
a simple faith in Jesus Christ. You need not that I speak unto you of that,
for you yourselves are fully persuaded of it. The production of faith is the
very center of the target at which you aim. The proof to you that you have
won the man’s soul for Jesus is never before you till he has done with
himself and his own merits, and has closed in with Christ. Great care must
be taken that this faith is exercised upon Christ for a complete salvation,
and not for a part of it. Numbers of persons think that the Lord Jesus is
available for the pardon of past sin, but they cannot trust him for their
preservation in the future. They trust for years past but not for years to
come, whereas no such subdivision of salvation is ever spoken of in
Scripture as the work of Christ. Either he bore all our sin, or none; and he
either saves us once for all, or not at all. His death can never be repeated,
and it must have made expiation for the future sin of believers, or they are
lost, since no further atonement can be supposed, and future sin is certain
to be committed. Blessed be his name, “by him all that believe are justified
from all things.” Salvation by grace is eternal salvation. Sinners must
commit their souls to the keeping of Christ to all eternity; how else are they
saved men? Alas, according to the teaching of some, believers are only
saved in part, and for the rest must depend upon their future endeavors. Is
this the gospel? I trow not. Genuine faith trusts a whole Christ for the
whole of salvation. Is it any wonder that many converts fall away, when, in
fact, they were never taught to exercise faith in Jesus for eternal salvation,
but only for temporary conversion? A faulty exhibition of Christ begets a
faulty faith, and when this pines away in its own imbecility, who is to blame
for it? According to their faith so is it unto them: the preacher and
possessor of a partial faith must unitedly bear the blame of the failure when
their poor mutilated trust comes to a break-down. I would the more
earnestly insist upon this because a semi-legal way of believing is so
common. We must urge the trembling sinner to trust wholly and alone
upon the Lord Jesus for ever, or we shall have him inferring that he is to
begin in the spirit and be made perfect by the flesh: he will surely walk by
faith as to the past, and then by works as to the future, and this will be
fatal. True faith in Jesus receives eternal life, and sees perfect salvation in
him, whose one sacrifice hath sanctified the people of God once for all.
The sense of being saved, completely saved in Christ Jesus, is not, as some
suppose, the source of carnal security and the enemy of holy zeal, but the
very reverse. Delivered from the fear which makes the salvation of self a
more immediate object than salvation from self, and inspired by holy
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gratitude to his Redeemer, the regenerated man becomes capable of virtue
and is filled with an enthusiasm for God’s glory. While trembling under a
sense of insecurity a man gives his chief thought to his own interests; but
planted firmly on the Rock of ages he has time and heart to utter the new
song which the Lord has put into his mouth, and then is his moral salvation
complete, for self is no longer the lord of his being. Rest not content till
you see clear evidence in your converts of a simple, sincere, and decided
faith in the Lord Jesus.


Together with undivided faith in Jesus Christ there must also be unfeigned
repentance of sin. Repentance is an old-fashioned word, not much used by
modern revivalists. “Oh,” said a minister to me one day, “it only means a
change of mind.” This was thought to be a profound observation. “Only a
change of mind”; but what a change! A change of mind with regard to
everything! Instead of saying it is “only a change of mind,” it seems to me
more truthful to say it is a great and deep change — even a change of the
mind itself. But whatever the literal Greek word may mean, repentance is
no trifle. You will not find a better definition of it than the one given in the
children’s hymn: —


“Repentance is to leave
The sins we loved before;


And show that we in earnest grieve,
By doing so no more.”


True conversion is in all men attended by a sense of sin, which we have
spoken of under the head of conviction; by a sorrow for sin or holy grief at
having committed it; by a hatred of sin, which proves that its dominion is
ended; and by a practical turning from sin, which shows that the life within
the soul is operating upon the life without. True belief and true repentance
are twins: it would be idle to attempt to say which is born first. All the
spokes of a wheel move at once when the wheel moves, and so all the
graces commence action when regeneration is wrought by the Holy Ghost.
Repentance, however, there must be. No sinner looks to the Savior with a
dry eye or a hard heart. Aim, therefore, at heart-breaking, at bringing home
condemnation to the conscience, and weaning the mind from sin, and be
not content till the whole mind is deeply and vitally changed in reference to
sin.


Another proof of the conquest of a soul for Christ will be found in a real
change of life. If the man does not live differently from what he did before,
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both at home and abroad, his repentance needs to be repented of, and his
conversion is a fiction. Not only action and language, but spirit and temper
must be changed. “But,” says some one, “grace is often grafted on a crab-
stock.” I know it is, but what is the fruit of the grafting? The fruit will be
like the grafting, and not after the nature of the original stem. “But,” says
another, “I have an awful temper, and all of a sudden it overcomes me. My
anger is soon over, and I feel very penitent. Though I cannot control
myself, I am quite sure I am a Christian.” Not so fast, my friend, or I may
answer that I am quite as sure the other way. What is the use of your soon
cooling if in two or three moments you scald all around you? If a man stabs
me in a fury it will not heal my wound to see him grieving over his
madness. Hasty temper must be conquered, and the whole man must be
renewed, or conversion will be questionable. We are not to hold up a
modified holiness before our people, and say, You will be all right if you
reach that standard. The Scripture says, “He that committeth sin is of the
devil.” Abiding under the power of any known sin is a mark of our being
the servants of sin, for “his servants ye are to whom ye obey.” Idle are the
boasts of a man who harbors within himself the love of any transgression.
He may feel what he likes, and believe what he likes, he is still in the gall of
bitterness and the bonds of iniquity while a single sin rules his heart and
life. True regeneration implants a hatred of all evil, and where one sin is
delighted in, the evidence is fatal to a sound hope. A man need not take a
dozen poisons to destroy his life, one is quite sufficient.


There must be a harmony between the life and the profession. A Christian
professes to renounce sin, and if he does not do so, his very name is an
imposture. A drunken man came up to Rowland Hill one day, and said, “I
am one of your converts, Mr. Hill.” “I dare say you are,” replied that
shrewd and sensible preacher, “but you are none of the Lord’s, or you
would not be drunk.” To this practical test we must bring all our work.


In our converts we must also see true prayer, which is the vital breath of
godliness. If there is no prayer you may be quite sure the soul is dead. We
are not to urge men to pray as though it were the great gospel duty, and
the one prescribed way of salvation; for our chief message is, “Believe in
the Lord Jesus Christ.” It is easy to put prayer into its wrong place, and
make it out to be a kind of work by which men are to live; but this you
will, I trust, most carefully avoid. Faith is the great gospel grace; but still
we cannot forget that true faith always prays, and when a man professes
faith in the Lord Jesus and yet does not cry to the Lord daily, we dare not
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believe in his faith or his conversion. The Holy Ghost’s evidence by which
he convinced Ananias of Paul’s conversion was not, “Behold, he talks
loudly of his joys and feelings,” but, “Behold, he prayeth”; and that prayer
was secret, heart-broken confession and supplication. Oh, to see this sure
evidence in all who profess to be our converts!


There must also be a willingness to obey the Lord in all his
commandments. It is a shameful thing for a man to profess discipleship and
yet refuse to learn his Lord’s will upon certain points, or even dare to
decline obedience when that will is known. How can a man be a disciple of
Christ when he openly declines to obey him?


If the professed convert distinctly and deliberately declares that he knows
his Lord’s will but does not mean to attend to it, you are not to pamper his
presumption, but it is your duty to assure him that he is not saved. Has not
the Lord said, “He that taketh not up his cross, and cometh after me,
cannot be my disciple”? Mistakes as to what the Lord’s will may be are to
be tenderly corrected, but anything like willful disobedience is fatal; to
tolerate it would be treason to him that sent us. Jesus must be received as
King as well as Priest, and where there is any hesitancy about this, the
foundation of godliness is not yet laid.


“Faith must obey her Maker’s will
As well as trust his grace;


A pardoning God is jealous still
For his own holiness.”


Thus you see, my brethren, the signs which prove that a soul is won are by
no means trifling, and the work to be done ere those signs can exist is not
to be lightly spoken of. A soul-winner can do nothing without God. He
must cast himself on the Invisible, or be a laughingstock to the devil, who
regards with utter disdain all who think to subdue human nature with mere
words and arguments. To all who hope to succeed in such a labor by their
own strength, we would address the words of the Lord to Job, “Canst thou
draw out leviathan with a hook? or his tongue with a cord which thou
lettest down? Wilt thou play with him as with a bird? or wilt thou bind him
for thy maidens? Lay thine hand upon him, remember the battle, do no
more. Behold, the hope of him is in vain: shall not one be cast down even
at the sight of him?” Dependence upon God is our strength, and our joy: in
that dependence go forth and win souls.
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BE NOT DISCOURAGED


WORK for Jesus, when it is done as it ought to be, makes great demands
upon the mind and heart. Mere jog-trot routine can keep on by the year
together without much wear and tear, and without much result; but when a
passion for souls is felt, and the entire being strains its utmost powers in
pleading with men, the case is altered. A sermon or an address which
sensibly moves the audience makes a large demand upon the heart’s blood
of the soul: as a rule, it not only costs an ardent preparation, and a
vehement rush of emotion during delivery, but it tells upon the whole
system when it is over, and drains from it much of its force. An express
train may put on the continuous brake, and pull up in a short space, but a
heart in tremendous action cannot stay itself. For hours, and even for days,
the whole man feels the momentum of a thrilling appeal, his soul continues
to rise with the theme when his voice is silenced, and when this ceases
there is sure to be a reaction, which frequently takes the form of a sinking
equal to the previous rise. If not well watched, despondency will grow out
of this, and the best workers for God will find themselves weak, weary,
and tempted to shun the service. This is to be dreaded, and every means
must be used to prevent it. Brethren, one who knows by experience what is
meant by a downcast spirit, produced by ardent service, would warn you
against bringing it upon yourselves. There is need of vehement service, and
there must needs be a great draught upon the strength of truly useful men
and women, but there is no necessity for our running down too low — in
fact, we must not do so, or our usefulness will be marred. We must be
careful to guard against monotony of thought, for this eats as doth a
canker. We must not dwell so exclusively upon our work and its
responsibilities, nor even upon the souls of men and their danger: we must
remember more distinctly our Lord and his grace and power to save us and
our hearers. We must remember the victories of the cross as well as the
ruin of the fall. Even our Lord Jesus did not always reflect upon the
destruction of Jerusalem, or he would have stood weeping over it all his
life, and have accomplished nothing for mankind. Let us give the mind a
wider sweep, and consider the glories of grace as well as the sorrows of
sin. Great joy will help to repair the damage of great work, and with a due
measure of rest between, we may hope to go on cheerfully from year to
year, till our great Master shall call us home. C.H.S.
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NOTES


ON Monday evening, Oct. 27, a large number of the members and friends
of the London Open Air Mission attended the prayer-meeting at the
Tabernacle. Although suffering from considerable pain at the time, we gave
an address, which we hope will be useful to those for whom it was
specially intended. It was a great pleasure to meet our admirable friend,
Mr. John Macgregor of the Rob Roy, and to see that he and Mr. Kirk and
Mr. Kirkham have around them some manly brethren who are not likely to
let the gospel sound cease from London’s streets and parks. Thousands of
men and women will never hear of Jesus unless it be through open-air
preaching. They are strangers to our places of worship, and perhaps if they
were to enter them they would not feel at home; and therefore the Savior
must find them in the highways and hedges, or they will perish for lack of
knowledge. Alas, that ever this should be in the land of Bibles and of
churches! Could not more young men preach in the square of the city, or in
the roadway of the town, or on the village green? This thing will not soon
be overdone. Of this there need be no fear. Even in the winter there are
days when it is safe to preach outside, and not a day should be lost.


On Friday evening, Oct. 31, the Annual Meeting of MR. BARTLETT’S


CLASS was held in the Lecture-hall, under the presidency of the pastor.
Addresses were given by Messrs. H. Varley, W. Williams, T. Lardner, and
the Chairman; and Mr. Bartlett presented to the pastor £56 12s. 1d. as a
year’s contributions from the class for the College. He explained that this
was only a portion of the contributions of the members, as they had also
raised for the Testimonial Fund £117 13s. 3d.; for the Girls’ Orphanage
£29 11s. 3d.; and for the afflicted and necessitous £16 5s. 9d. Add these
together, and they show what a women’s class can do. These are not rich
ladies, but humble Christian women, and they do this in addition to their
regular subscriptions as seat-holders and church-members. It is noble of
them. Such is the general spirit and liberality of the Christians at the
Tabernacle, and the result is an abundant blessing. We are sure that among
our generous people the promise is fulfilled: “Bring ye all the tithes into the
storehouse, that there may be meat in mine house, and prove me now
herewith, saith the Lord of hosts, if I will not open you the windows of
heaven, and pour you out a blessing.” The blessing comes both in
temporals and in spirituals. Our friends, as a rule, are more prosperous than
any other set of people of the same rank in life; and we have noticed that,
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speaking broadly, we have felt far less of the pressure of the times than any
other people. There is much suffering at present — more than we ever
knew before — but yet all along the Lord has in temporal things fulfilled
his own promise that the liberal soul shall be made fat. Mr. Bartlett’s class
is not so numerous as in the palmy days of his venerated mother, but it still
remains a great power for good; and connected with it are most useful
agencies, which are far more developed than they were in the earlier days
of the class. More is done by the class, even if the numbers are less. Yet
there is room for zealous efforts to enlarge.


On Monday evening, Nov. 3, the Annual Meeting of the RICHMOND


STREET MISSION was held in conjunction with the Tabernacle prayer-
meeting. A large number of workers and friends of the Mission had
previously taken tea in the schoolroom, at the close of which the pastor
presented to Mr. Dunn a very handsome clock and pair of vases as a token
of love and esteem from his co-workers at Richmond Street. Never was a
testimonial better deserved. In a previous number of the magazine we
inserted a paper describing the Richmond Street work, and therefore we
will not enlarge here; but it would have done any minister’s eyes good to
see the staff of workers connected with this mission, quite enough in
number and strength to manage a large church, and all full of the holy,
loving, practical spirit with which the Lord has anointed our brethren. It
was well done of them to show their love to their leader; envy and fault-
finding make enterprises weak, but in hearty love is our strength.


LONDON BAPTIST ASSOCIATION. — Monday Evening, Nov. 10, being the
occasion of the meetings for United Prayer and Communion of the
Associated Churches, there was a goodly gathering of the pastors and
many of the members of neighboring churches at the Tabernacle. Pastor J.
A. Spurgeon presided, and Pastors Chettleborough, J. A. Brown, Knee,
Williams, Millard, Cope, and T. C. Page offered prayer during the service.
Pastor J. A. Spurgeon gave an address upon the presence of Christ with his
people founded upon the Lord’s words — “With desire I have desired to
eat this passover with you,” and, “Father, I will that those whom thou hast
given me be with me.” The address, though brief, was full of teaching,
comfort, and power, and was manifestly guided of the Spirit of God to
prepare the hearts of God’s people for the opening up of the truths
concerning the supper itself by our beloved brother, Dr. Stanford, who
spoke, as he only can, from “What mean ye by this feast?” Sweetly did he
discourse upon the passover and its teachings. Our correspondent adds that
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the only word he could find in which to express the feelings of the believers
present were, —


“How sweet and awful is the place,
With Christ within the doors.”


COLLEGE. — Mr. H. T. Peach has accepted the pastorate of the church at
Rugby; and Mr. Ince, who sailed some months since for Australia, has
become pastor of the church at Echuca.


Mr. S. A. Comber, one of our Medical Missionary Students, informs us
that he obtained half the “Coldstream” scholarship at the Edinburgh
Medical Mission. We have three brethren now studying at Edinburgh, and
one at the Charing Cross Hospital, London, and we devoutly hope that
these will all become medical missionaries of the best order. We shall be
greatly disappointed if one of them should fail to go abroad.


Mr. W. H. J. Page, of Calne, has accepted an invitation to the pastorate of
the church at Lower Sloane-street, Chelsea: Mr. M. Morris, of
Spennymoor, is removing to Monkwearmouth; Mr. C. L. Gordon, of
Nailsworth, to Longhope, Gloucestershire; Mr. W. F. Edgerton, of
Beccles, has gone to Gamlingay; Mr. J. Hutchison, of Shipston-on-Stour,
to Swan-wick and Riddings, Derbyshire; and Mr. A. E. Spicer, of Hayle, to
Shelfanger, Norfolk. It is painfully within our know. ledge that many
ministers must remove because their people cannot find them with bread to
eat and raiment to put on. Farming has been so bad that some of our
country churches will have to be dependent on lay-preaching, and yet they
greatly need pastors if they are to survive the antagonistic influences
brought to bear upon them by the Establishment. At this moment we are
daily meeting with heart-rending cases of poverty: worthy men doing a
good work have to leave their spheres through absolute starvation. Rich
Christians ought not to permit this. Mrs. Spurgeon could tell them where
many a ten-pound note could be used with grand effect.


Mr. W. Stokes, of Port Elizabeth, South Africa, whose health has suffered
through hard work and bereavement, has returned to England for awhile,
and Mr. Batts has gone to take charge of his church during his absence.
Mr. Hamilton’s friends at Cape Town treated Mr. Batts most handsomely
when he left them for his new temporary sphere of labor, sending him off
with their hearty esteem and with tokens of their Christian liberality. We
are gratified with everything which this Cape Town church does.
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EVANGELISTS. — At one of our recent prayer-meetings at the Tabernacle,
Mr. Fullerton gave an account of the work of Mr. Smith and himself at
Stafford. He said before they went there they had several letters telling
them what a hard place it was to reach, but they did not take much notice
of them, for the same thing was said of every other place. They were told
that Blackpool was a hard place because it was a seaside town, that
Blackburn was a hard place because the inhabitants were principally mill-
people, that Stafford was a hard place because the people were all in the
shoe trade, and now they were assured that Scarborough was a hard place
because it was such a fashionable town. However, the Lord had been with
them at Blackpool, Blackburn, and Stafford, and they felt certain he would
accompany them to Scarborough also.


The faith of the Evangelists in their Master, their message, and the means
he has taught them to use, was well founded, for the day after they
commenced at Scarborough we received from Mr. Mesquitta and Mr.
Adey, the ministers of the town, the following telegram: — “Glorious time
yesterday. Chapels full. Albert Hall overflowing. Three thousand at circus.”
A week later the report from one of the ministers was — “We expect today
to have to shift our quarters to more commodious premises for the noon
meetings, at which we have had every day 500 of the best Christians in
Scarborough, drawn from the ranks of the Society of Friends, and the
Evangelical churches, as well as from our Nonconformist places. We have
had to alter our advertisements, to burn our handbills, to run short of
books, to cover our posters, and, finally, to engage the large circus for
nearly all our meetings, with the certainty of its being vastly too small for
us God has given us a very rich blessing. The thing is growing. An
excellent spirit pervades the town just now. The season is over: people are
more at liberty, and everything seems to fit in a providential manner. We
love the men very much, and are the joyful witnesses of their faithful
testimony. Fullerton fastens with an iron grasp on primary truths, and
makes them fall like axes at the roots of the trees. There is great variety in
his subjects, as well as methods. A sermon of his on ‘Regeneration,’
delivered apparently without over-strained effort, could hardly have been
excelled by Jonathan Edwards for the awful sense of solemn need
produced in the first half of the discourse, or for the sweet relief which
came to us when he led us to the serpent uplifted in the latter part of his
most textual exposition. I am wearying you, but I must in justice to Mr.
Smith say that his pathos and simplicity, together with his gifts of music







712


and song, seem to complete the equipment — well, of this apostolic pair of
preachers. I begin to wish that we all went in twos, for these preachers
preach to each other. They are not eremites like us, but brethren. — Yours
most truly, WM. THOS. ADEY.”


It is exceeding cheering to find that Mr. BURNHAM’S visit to aristocratic
Leamington was owned of God in a similar manner, though on a smaller
scale. Each evening there were some inquirers, “young men and maidens,
old men and children,” many of whom entered into liberty. Pastor Williams
writes: “There were, we trust, some cases of genuine conversion of those
who had hitherto been quite indifferent to the claims of religion, while
others in whom the good work had been begun have been brought to
decision, and the members of the church have rejoiced in the times of
refreshing from the presence of the Lord.”


From Leamington Mr. Burnham went to Markygate Street, of which not
much can tie said, as little or no preparation had been made for the
services. Bedford was much better prepared, and consequently more
blessing was received. The help of several neighboring brethren had been
secured, which was very providential, for Mr. Burrtham had caught such a
violent cold that he could hardly sing at all. Many inquirers were seen,
some went away rejoicing, and in three distinct cases the evangelist was
cheered by hearing of conversions resulting from his previous visits to
Wootton and Ridgmount. During November Mr. Burnham has held
services for a week at Thetford, and a fortnight at Burton-on-Trent and
neighborhood; and this month he has engagements at Naunton, near
Cheltenham; and Meliford, Suffolk.


ORPHANGE. — Several successful services of song have been given by the
Orphanage Choir recently, but our “Notes” have to be made up before full
reports can reach us. We are, however, deeply grateful to all friends who
have thus helped to care for the fatherless and the widow. Last month we
asked for £1,000 to pay for the paddock for Girls’ Orphanage, and at the
time we left we had received nearly £250. Will the rest be sent in soon? No
news could be more cheering to us during our retirement.


Christmas at the Orphanage. — Will our kind helpers bear in mind the fact
that although the President is obliged to be away at Christmas-time, the
orphans will look for their plum-pudding and roast beef all the same? As
there will, for the first time, be orphan girls as well as boys to share the
festivities at Stockwell, we hope that the usual gifts will he supplemented
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by additional contributions that there may be no lack of good things.
Donations should be sent to C. Spurgeon, junior, Nightingale Lane,
Balham; and provisions, etc., for the children to Mr. Charlesworth,
Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham Road. Throwing off the “we” of the editor,
I, C. H. Spurgeon, now an exile for my health’s sake, very earnestly ask
that the dear children may not suffer through me. Send in your generous
gifts as usual, pay off the amount still needed for the Girls’ Orphanage
ground, and let the Stockwell house of mercy make merry and be glad. If
so, I shall have a telegram, and keep merry Christmas too.


We must again remind our readers that the next quarterly meeting of the
collectors for the Orphanage will be held on Friday, Jan. 9th, 1880, when
Mr. J. J. Headington has kindly promised to give one of his first-class
dissolving view lectures. All the collecting cards should be sent in on that
occasion. We wish we could increase the number of friends who collect for
us; it would do them good to undertake the work, and we should be
personally obliged to them for their help.


COLPORTAGE. — The generous offer of H. M. has not yet met with any
response. The secretary reports that here and there district committees are
intimating that they cannot find the amount for their agents after this year.
We believe that if some Christian lady or gentleman in such districts would
personally take the matter up, in almost every case the £40 would be
collected.


When the districts send us the £40 we have still a considerable amount to
make up to complete the men’s salaries, and for working expenses. Times
are dull, and we suppose we must be content to let the sail-furling go on,
though we had a hope that our friend H. H.’s offer, for which we are very
grateful, would have led to something practical. Meanwhile, boys are
learning to read, and in many parts of the country they will be supplied
with nothing but injurious literature, because the colporteur does not come
round; many sick folk will be unvisited, and certain poor congregations will
be uncared for, because the man with the books is discharged. We do not
survey the prospect with pleasure, but having done our best to stir up our
fellow-servants we now leave the matter in the great Master’s hands. Any
information desired can be had of the Secretary for Colportage, Mr. W. C.
Jones, Metropolitan Tabernacle.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION. — Mr. Bowker sends
us the half-yearly balance-sheet of this most useful work, which was fully
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described in a recent number of the magazine. The treasurer commenced
with a balance of 7s. 11d. in hand, and he has received from donations £59
11s. 3d., subscriptions £13 18s. 6d., collections at mission stations, annual
meeting, etc., £18 10s. 2d., making a total of £92 7s. 11d. The expenses of
the half-year have amounted to £91 16s. 3d., so that immediate help is
wanted if the mission is to be preserved from breaking its excellent rule,
“never to be in debt.” We can vouch for it that no money can be spent
more economically, and it all goes for direct preaching of the Word, which
is the one thing needful for these evil times.


BOOK FUND. — Mrs. Spurgeon has for some time been largely occupied
with supplying books to clergymen of the Church of England whose
stipends are too small to allow them to purchase them. The amount of
kindly feeling which has been expressed is very pleasing, and we regard this
opportunity of spreading evangelical truth as a peculiarly valuable one,
which should be largely used. Keeping watch at home all alone, our
beloved finds great solace in the kindly words of friends who send her help
for her chosen life-work. Its present interesting phase should command the
prayers and sympathies of all our friends.


PERSONAL NOTES. — A friend in Scotland sends us the following note,
with a contribution to the Orphanage which had been entrusted to him by
“a widow”: “She is a constant reader of your sermons. She was under deep
conviction for some years, and it was through the reading of your sermons
that light shone in upon her soul and she now rejoices in the liberty of Jesus
Christ her Lord. She has peace, joy, and hope through him. She received a
small legacy through the death of a friend, and she desires to give a part of
it to some of the institutions under your care as a token of gratitude for the
benefit she has received from your sermons.”


Mr. Cuff sends us some notes which he picked up in a lonely part of
Galloway after the Baptist Union meetings. He rode from Glasgow to
Lockerbie with an old man who had traveled ninety miles to hear our
sermon in St. Andrew’s Hall. With tears in his eyes he said, “I got a shake
o’ his han’; God bless him.” Explaining his enthusiasm he said, “A hae read
aw his sermons, and a hae them aw bun in half-calf.” Mr. Cuff tells us he
cannot give us the Scotch. but it was simply beautiful. The sermons had
been untold blessings to him in his lonely village.


Mr. Cuff called to see an old man nearly ninety years of age. He is still able
to read, so a friend had lent him a volume of our sermons. On calling to
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exchange it for another he found him reading it through a second time,
giving as his reason, “A gude story is nae th’ waur o’ bein’ twice told.’:
This aged saint finds great joy in reading the sermons not only to himself,
but to his daughter and grandchildren.


Mr. Brown, of Twickenham, has also been in the far north, distributing
some of our sermons which have been translated into Gaelic. He says, “It
would have done your heart good to have seen the pleasure with which
they were received; and in many cases the glad surprise of the good folk to
be able to read your sermons in their own mother tongue.” He suggests the
translation of more sermons into Gaelic, and of a small number into the
Irish. We should like to have it done. Our hands are full; some brother
worker might take the matter up, and, we should rejoice.


A reader of The Sword and the Trowel, together with other cheering news,
relates that a nephew of hers was anxious about his soul’s salvation. He
was in Wales at the time, but a fellow-workman sent him from Australia a
newspaper containing one of our sermons, which was the means of his
conversion. The title of the sermon was “The Wicked Man’s Life, Funeral,
and Epitaph.” (No. 200.) This is another remarkable instance of the sermon
going round by Australia in order to reach a man in our own land.


Messrs. Partridge and Co. have published a little eight-paged tract by Mr.
Cheyne Brady, entitled, “The Fox-Hunter.” It describes a man who had
gone far into sin, but whose conscience had been aroused by seeing upon a
windowpane these words, “Prepare to meet thy God.” Convinced of his
sin, he cried for mercy, but for awhile he sought it in vain. Mr. Brady thus
relates what followed: —


“Several days passed thus, when his eye caught a notice, that in a certain
village, sixteen miles off, Spurgeon was to preach that evening. He said to
himself, ‘I’ll go and hear that man.’ He ordered his horse, and rode sixteen
miles in order to hear something which might perchance give his wounded
spirit relief. The text was, ‘Come unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy
laden, and I will give you rest.’ ‘Doubtless,’ said Spurgeon, ‘there are
some young men before me who are weighed down with sin and misery,
and wanting rest (at the same time pointing here and there). Have you tried
the Blood, brother? Have you tried the Blood? The blood of Jesus Christ
which cleanseth us from all sin.’ The conscience-stricken sinner was
melted under this appeal; he was convinced of his state as a sinner, and that
as such eternal death was his doom. But God by his Holy Spirit enabled
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him to see that Jesus Christ died for his sins and shed His blood in his
stead. He saw the remedy for sin and uncleanness — the precious Blood of
Christ. He believed in the Lord Jesus and was saved, and left the chapel
born again, — a new man in Christ.”


The following note speaks for itself: “Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — Having
found peace and joy after reading one of your sermons in the Christian
Herald on ‘The Approachableness of Jesus,’ after having had many years
of darkness and doubt, please to accept the enclosed for the Orphanage as
a thankoffering to the Lord for deliverance. With more to follow, from a
lover of Jesus.”


Publishers are rather too much in the habit of quoting the remarks made in
our Review Department as if they must necessarily be every one the
personal production of the editor. Now, we beg to give notice that to
quote as from The Sword and the Trowel is fair and right, but to begin with
“Mr. Spurgeon says” is not always truthful. We do write the major part of
these notices, and we are responsible for them all, but we could not in
propria persona get through so many books, and therefore many of the
reviews are by other hands. Especially must we confess that the heaps of
tale-books are not personally perused by us; we would sooner break
stones. As folks will have these religious fictions we do our best to let them
know which of them are well-intentioned, but we do not advise the reading
of them to any great extent. A little pastry may be all very well (our slow
digestion suggests that the less the better), but to live upon it would be to
generate dyspepsia and all sorts of ills; even so, an interesting story now-
and-again may be a relief and a pleasure, but a constant course of such
reading must injure both mind and heart. From the quantity of fiction which
we have lately received we should think that its perusal needs no
encouraging, and little repression might be healthy.


Subscribers to our various works will please to observe that this month’s
accounts are only made up to Nov. 14, and therefore if their donations are
omitted it will be because they arrived after that date, and they will be sure
to find them acknowledged in the January number. Our leaving England
made it necessary to shorten the account, so that we might complete the
magazine before leaving.


The following is the list of preachers at the Tabernacle during our absence:
—
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Sunday, Nov. 16, C. Spurgeon, jun.; 23, J. Jackson Wray; 30, W. P.
Lockhart. Dec. 7, morning, A. G. Brown; evening, J. A. Spurgeon; 14, J.
Jackson Wray; 21, E.G. Gange; 28, E. Herber Evans. Jan. 4, morning, J.
Jackson Wray; evening, J. A. Spurgeon.
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METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE COLPORTAGE
ASSOCIATION


PRESIDENT.


C.H. SPURGEON.


TREASURER.


ED BOUSTEAD, ESQ.


COMMITTEE


MR. C. P. CARPENTER. MR. S. R. PEARCE.
MR. F. CARPENTER. MR. W. PAYNE.
MR. G. GOLDSTON. MR. J. PASSMORE, JUNR.
MR. LLEWELLYN. MR. C. WATERS.
MR. W. J. MILLS. MR. WOOLLARD.
MR. C. F. CARPENTER. MR. C. MURRELL.
MR. T. MILLS.


HON. FINANCE SEC.


MR. G. GREGORY.


SEC.


REV. W. CORDEN JONES.


THE object of this Association is the increased circulation of religious and
healthy literature among all classes, in order to counteract the evil of the
vicious publications which abound, and lead to much immorality, crime,
and neglect of religion.


This object is carried out in a twofold manner: —


1st. — By means of Christian Colporteurs, who are paid a fixed salary, and
devote all their time to the work, visiting every accessible house with
Bibles and good books and periodicals for sale, and performing other
missionary services, such as visitation of the sick and dying, and
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conducting meetings and open air services as opportunities occur. This is
the most important method, enabling the Colporteur to visit every part of
the district regularly.


The average total cost of a Colporteur is from £75 to £80; but the
Committee will appoint a man to any district for which £40 a year is
subscribed, if the funds of the Association will permit.


2nd. — By means of Book Agents who canvass for orders for periodicals,
and supply them month by month; these receive a liberal percentage on the
sales to remunerate them for their trouble.


The second method is admirably adapted to the requirements of districts
where the guaranteed subscription for a Colporteur cannot be obtained.
Shopkeepers or other persons willing to become Book Agents may
communicate with the Secretary.


The Association is unsectarian in its operations, “doing work for the
friends of a full and free gospel anywhere and everywhere.”


Cheques may be crossed London and County Bank; and Post Office
Orders made payable to W. C. JONES, at the Chief Office, St. Martin’s-
le-Grand All communications should be addressed to the REV. W.
CORDEN JONES, Colportage Association, Pastors’ College, Temple
Street, St. George’s Road, London, S.E.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE COLPORTAGE
ASSOCIATION.


TWELFTH ANNUAL REPORT.


IN presenting their Twelfth Annual Report, the Committee of the
Metropolitan Tabernacle Colportage Association acknowledge afresh the
great goodness of God in permitting them to continue this valuable
evangelistic effort during another year, with so many tokens of the divine
blessing continually attending the labors of the Colporteurs.


But, although there has been much to cheer in the results of the work itself,
considerable anxiety has been experienced in providing the necessary funds
for its prosecution. This difficulty arose partly from the general commercial
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depression which has affected the subscriptions of nearly every
philanthropic effort alike, partly from a smaller amount of sales than might
ordinarily have been realized by the addition of thirty new Colporteurs to
the staff, and in a great degree from the absorption of capital in furnishing a
supply of stock to each of these new agents. The President of the
Association, the Rev. C. H. SPURGEON, in an earnest appeal on this subject
recently issued, writes: —


“Some time ago, when we had fifty Colporteurs, and little or no capital to
work with, we made an appeal and funds were given. Now there are
eighty-two Colporteurs, and the stock is too low to go on with, paying
cash. Any other way of acting is difficult and unsound in principle, and
therefore we need another £1,000 capital. Moreover, as the sum paid by
each district is not sufficient to support the man and pay the working
expenses, we have to depend in part upon sales of books; but owing to the
general depression, the sales are greatly diminished, and so each district is
worked at a heavier loss. This demands larger amounts in the form of
subscriptions, or we shall run dry. Of late donations have been very few,
and our exchequer is at the lowest ebb. A great work is done by the
Colporteurs both in gospel preaching, temperance lecturing, tract
distributing, and sick visiting, no less than 75,000 families being visited
monthly. This is the Lord’s work, and we are now in a real difficulty. Here
is room for faith, and our faith looks up to God for immediate help. We
cannot think that it is His will for us to stay this work, which He is greatly
blessing. The silver and the gold are the Lord’s, and He can move a single
donor to send us £1,000 if He pleases, or He can raise up many friends to
make up the amount. If any donors to the Orphanage or the College have
adjudged the Colportage to be of secondary importance, we assure them it
is not so. It is doing a grand work for the Lord in benighted districts, and
we love it by no means less than any other of our institutions.”


The Committee call special attention to the fact that Mr. SPURGEON
assures all “that he regards the work of this Association as second to none
of the important agencies connected with the Tabernacle,” and they trust
that Mr. SPURGEON’S urgent appeal for funds, now so much needed, will
be promptly and liberally responded to.


It is a hopeful sign of the success which has attended the efforts of this
Association, and others now engaged in the same work, that public
attention is increasingly directed both to Colportage itself and to the
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glaring evils resulting from the reading of low sensational and debasing
literature now so prevalent, and which it seeks to supersede by circulating
good and interesting moral and religious books and periodicals. From the
lips of Judges on the Bench, in the daily newspapers, and by great and
good men whose words should carry, weight with them, testimony is
continually borne to the terrible evil of bad literature and the need of some
suitable agency to deal with it.


The Earl of SHAFTESBURY, at a recent meeting of the Religious Tract
Society, said: — “Look at the state of popular literature; look at the
immense efforts that are made in various quarters and by various parties for
the dissemination of literature, the most insidious, the most attractive, the
most foul in principle and design, and yet the most deceptive that ever was
composed by the hand of man, or that ever issued from man’s foul heart. I
have long been acquainted with it.” After directing attention to the artful
manner in which foul and wicked ideas are thus conveyed, the Earl
continues: — “They are written with so much astuteness, so much care,
that I defy any lawyer that ever was, or any lawyer that is, and I defy,
moreover, any lawyer that ever shall be, to be able to draw up a clause in
an Act of Parliament which could put down such literature as that. There
are no means of putting it down by law or force. It must be put down by
public opinion; it must be put down by example; put down by exhortation;
put down by bodies like the Religious Tract Society.”


To meet this evil the Metropolitan Tabernacle Colportage Association was
commenced nearly thirteen years ago, and although at first the Agency was
very little known, and the funds at the disposal of the Association only
enabled it to employ a few men, yet even the efforts of these few earnest
laborers were crowned with such blessing that they became the pioneers of
a little army of workers now increased to over eighty in number.
Associations of Christian churches and of Christian men of various
denominations, Town Missionary Societies, and even Sunday Schools have
their Colporteurs, and bear willing testimony to the good resulting from
their labors. The Bible and good healthy literature are scattered broadcast.
the homes of all who are accessible are visited for the sale of books, while
the sick and dying are specially cared for, and in addition to this the gospel
of salvation through the cross of Christ is proclaimed in a simple way in the
cottage, in the village chapel, and on the village green. With regard to the
actual working of the past year, it has been with considerable difficulty that
the Association has been continued on the extended scale reached by the
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liberal aid given by two friends last year, to start thirty additional Agents,
so that the net number of Agents at present at work shows no actual
increase on that of the preceding year, owing mainly to the difficulty in
getting local subscriptions for the purpose.


The Committee take this opportunity to express their regret that Rev. F. A.
JONES has found it necessary to relinquish the position of Hon. Secretary.
and to record their high appreciation of the value of the services which he
rendered to this Association so long and so faithfully.


A perusal of the brief, but very interesting, facts, culled from the Agents’
letters and journals, in the following pages will give the best idea of the
nature and success of their work.


But attention is also called to the following figures which represent a vast
amount of diligent and self-denying labor: — Tracts distributed
gratuitously, 162,000; total amount of sales effected, £8,276 0s. 4d. in
about 927,000 separate publications; number of visits paid, 926,290. This
amount of sales, though smaller than it might have been in more
prosperous times, is £1,325 2s. 21/2d. in excess of the previous year.


The subscriptions for the year have amounted to £4,148 15s. 53/4d.,
including £212 10s. to the Capital Fund, and £3,052 4s. 101/2d. for
Districts.


Subscriptions to the General Fund are still urgently needed, both to meet
the necessary working expenses, and to supplement the deficiencies
continually arising in most of the Districts.


It is desirable again to remind friends that the works of no evangelical
denomination are excluded when ordered through the Colporteur, and the
Colporteurs themselves are members of the Presbyterian, Congregational,
Baptist, and Methodist Churches. The preaching services which the
Colporteurs conduct are not confined to any, but extend to all branches of
Christ’s Church willing to utilize Colportage in the extension of the
Kingdom of God.


From the generally acknowledged efficiency and economy of this work,
from the great need which exists for it in a reading age like the present, and
from the large spiritual blessings resulting from Colportage, it is much to
be desired that greater interest should be manifested, and that, its admirable
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agency should be adopted and supported by the Church to a much larger
extent than hitherto.


EXTRACTS FROM THE COLPORTEURS’
JOURNALS AND LETTERS.


The unsectarian character of the work may be plainly seen in the
following Report, which affords a sample of the way in which the
Colporteur aids various branches of the Church. After describing his
survey of the District, he says: —


“I saw a great need for some one among them, and I set myself to work to
try to get people to an almost empty chapel, and by the help of God I have
been successful in getting the place almost full, and over thirty have
professed to find the Lord; I have not confined my labors exclusively to
them. I have preached for the Wesleyan Methodists several times and
spoken on their platforms at about all their public meetings. I am engaged
in visiting and trying to sell my books every day, and I have meetings every
night after I get home; Monday, Mission Service, 7 till 8; Bible Class, 8 till
9; Tuesday night, Prayer Meeting; Wednesday night, Mission Service;
Thursday night, Preaching; Friday night, Prayer Meeting; Sundays, preach
for Baptist friends (every alternate); I am also on the Wesleyan Methodist
plan for this quarter; in fact, I am willing to labor and do with all.”


The following extracts are left to speak for themselves.


BLESSING ON THE BOOKS READ: —


“Sold a poor woman ‘Seven Wonders of Grace.’ She had lately lost her
daughter by death. Was informed on a former occasion that she had got
great good from reading Mr. Spurgeon’s Sermons, especially from one
entitled ‘The Soul’s Anchor.’ She was also very fond of the Tracts I used
to leave at her house.”


OPEN AIR MEETINGS.


“First visit. — Went round to the cottages, gave notice of a meeting to be
held on the green in the evening. People were very busy haymaking, but at
7 o’clock I took my stand on the green, opened my pack before me and
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commenced singing one of Sankey’s hymns. The children soon came
round, and a good number of people followed. I told them my business,
that I carried the Word of God from village to village, that I had some
Bibles, Testaments, and good books with me, and if any wished to buy they
could do so at the close of the service. Sold four Bibles, five Testaments,
besides Sankey’s Hymn Books, picture books, &e. Was asked to go again;
have been three times, each time holding an open-air meeting. The last time
took as much as 17s. 4d. for Bibles, etc. I trust the good work is being
blessed to many.”


TEMPORAL DEPRESSION AND SPIRITUAL REVIVAL.


“I am happy to say that although things seem at present to bear rather a
saddening aspect with regard to trade, etc., in the district, yet there is quite
a stir among the people, and the religion of Christ is now being inquired
about and sought after with more diligence and earnestness than I have
witnessed before, since I have been here. The places for worship in almost
all the villages are attended well, and in some places we cannot find room
to seat them, so that several are obliged to stand. I spend a good deal of
time as I have opportunity in encouraging every good desire, and also
warning the unthinking as I call with my books. I often feel very tired when
I reach home after I have been holding a service some miles from where I
reside, but my heart feels light as I know that I have been trying to do my
Master’s work, especially as I see that he is blessing the humble effort to
many weary hearts. One old lady who has recently lost her husband, told
me when I called yesterday that my last visit was the means of blessing to
her soul. I am often encouraged by hearing this or something similar in the
district. To God be all the glory.”


The following cases of conversion show that the Agents are much used in
their simple preaching of Christ: —


NOTES FROM A JOURNAL.


“Leave home this morning for S— M— , calling at one home I am
addressed in this manner, ‘I am so glad to see you, it does me so much
good when you call, and reading those nice books, which I have bought of
you, has enlightened my mind and led me to see that in Christ is my only
hope.’ After some conversation, I sell to her, ‘The Wonderful Works of
Christ’ and ‘The Bible and Newspaper.’ Then proceed.
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“To day here I sold but few books, yet found many anxious about their
souls. One woman addressed me in this manner, ‘You told us pretty plainly
last Sunday night what we were,’ to which I answered, it is no use me
telling you that you will go to Heaven in an unconverted state, for you will
not, she then exclaimed, ‘Oh if I were to die as I am, where should I go to?
I said, to Hell, for ‘Except a man be born again, he cannot see the
Kingdom of God.’ After further conversation, I leave here and go on,
calling from house to house, until night comes on. Then have service in the
Chapel. After service, a girl of about fifteen years, came forward
expressing a desire to speak to me; she said, ‘I want to tell you that I have
found Christ.’ I asked ‘When?’ ‘Whilst you have been preaching.’ I said,
then you can make the words of the text yours, ‘will trust, and not be
afraid.’ ‘I can’ she replied, with a beaming countenance.


“My sales are small; discouraged by this, I am almost faint, until I call at
one house, and am met with, ‘I did so want to see you.’ I inquired, what
for? ‘Oh,’ said the speaker, who was a woman, ‘I can see my way clear.’ I
had no reason to inquire where to, for the expression of her countenance
told as plainly as words could. I said, ‘Then you can realize your sins
forgiven, and Christ to be your Savior.’ ‘Yes,’ she emphatically replied,
‘and it’s all through you.’ After more questioning, selling her a book, and
commending her to God, I got up to leave; she said again, ‘I am so happy,
and it’s all through you.’ Telling her to give God the glory, I left.


“Other cases of a like character have come under my notice. The people
generally are more ready to receive me, and many doors, which for a long
time were shut, are now opened.”


The Agent who reports the following has been very useful among the
afflicted.


“It is with much gratitude to the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit, that I have
been spared through this another quarter. It has been the most trying I have
had, temporally, but I am glad to say it has been the most encouraging,
spiritually, for many have given me the opportunity of speaking a word for
Jesus, which trust will prove a blessing to them. I visited a poor man very
ill, early in December, who has been a drunkard for years; his home was
the picture of misery; his six children had never been to a school; his wife
could not read a word; and it was one of the most wretched places I have
ever seen. I went to the house to ask the poor woman to let me see her
husband; she did so, and finding him very ill I read the Word of God, and
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spoke a few words to him, but he was too ill to say anything. I then prayed
for the Spirit to give life to His own Word. I gave the woman a shilling,
told her I would come again the next day. I did so, read and prayed with
him again; he then got a little better and lingered on, but God has blessed
His own Word to the salvation of his soul. It was very hard work to get
him to listen to God’s Word, but God has blessed the labor. Many have
helped him in his illness through a word I have spoken for him. One lady
has done a good deal for him, and the home is a changed place altogether,
and the poor man is a happy believer in Jesus Christ.


“Another man, a farmer, about fifty years of age, was brought to Jesus by a
prayer meeting I held with a few others, and his wife told me it was
through my prayer. I went to see him the next day, had a long talk with
him, he wept much, and is now a happy man. He comes to all the means of
grace he can, and seems much blessed, which before he would not come
to, and for this I bless God and the Lord Jesus Christ, and take courage,
and go on my way rejoicing, praising the Lord for His goodness unto the
children of men. Five others have signed the temperance pledge, and thus I
feel good is being done, though my sales are not so good as I would like,
yet I believe better days are coming for the spread of the truth, when they
will take a greater interest in reading; it is very dark yet, and much to be
done for the souls of the people and the glory of God.”


INCIDENTS BY THE WAY.


“Work of January. Families visited, 1015. Total number of Books and
Mags., 730. During the month there has been, and not without cause, much
complaining of poverty and hardship, and hundreds saying, ‘We can hardly
get money for bread, leave alone books,’ and I have then endeavored to
impress many a one with the blessed fact that though money may be and is
undoubtedly scarce yet mercy is abundant; for the Lord is plenteous in
mercy and His mercy endureth for ever. Times too have been somewhat
hard for Colporteurs. Often of late have I had, through the coldness of the
weather, to think of, ‘Who can stand before His cold?’ and four limes
especially have I had as it were forced upon my memory this passage, —
‘The wicked stand in slippery places ‘as I have fallen heavily enough to
knock the breath out of me almost, but thank the Lord my bones kept
whole. We have learned of some Colporteurs that they have been in peril
from robbers; happily I have not been so attacked, but I have been in perils
of a ‘dawg’ (dog), which I am thankful to say hurt my person less than he
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hurt my coat, for he tore the tail of my overcoat completely off. And thus
we were obliged to consider, ‘Beware of dogs.’ But for all this we will not
care if we may but be the means of rescuing souls from the dogs of hell.”


USE OF A TRACT.


“I have great reason to believe that God is still blessing my feeble efforts. A
few days ago I called at a house, and asked if I could sell them a book. The
wife said ‘Yes, we want a Bible for the little girl, for she is going to the
Sunday School. I have five children, but have never sent them to chapel,
neither to a Sunday School, but you gave me a tract some time ago and it
told me of my duty as a parent to my children. I have brought them up
without ever thinking about their precious souls. I felt so condemned, and I
resolved to send them to the Sunday School. There are three old enough to
go, so I will buy a Bible every month till they have one each.’ I trust that
by the grace of God she will also be awoke to a sense of her true state as a
sinner.”


VISITATION OF THE SICK.


“My labors are still being blessed by the Lord. One old man bore testimony
with his dying breath to the blessings he had received through my visits.
When I first visited him he seemed in utter darkness and I could not get
him to say much; but after visiting him several times he became very
anxious about his soul. One day he asked me if those who had not been
members of any church below could enter the one above. I then referred
him to the thief on the cross, and showed it was by faith, not by works, and
I told him to get hold of Christ and He would save him. Next time I called
he was dead and buried. His wife told me that he blessed me with his latest
breath. He said he saw it all clear and light, and that he had hold of Christ
and did not mean to let Him go.”


PREACHING SERVICES.


“My labor in pulpit has also been much blessed. I have now started
meetings once a fortnight at a village where they never had week-night
services before. Here I get a large congregation, and have got several
young men to write essays and read them; then I pass a few remarks upon
them and give them a few words of encouragement, and then hold a
service. At another place they would not have more than one service in
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three months if it were not for the services I hold there, their own pastor
being very ill, and too poor to get supplies. I have preached for three
different denominations within twenty-four hours. One young man told me
his father (who had been a professor of Christianity, but had not been to a
meeting for years) was coming to hear me preach next time I was there. At
another place where I had been preaching in the afternoon and evening I
had to go into a house for my overcoat and leggings, as it was raining and I
had to walk six miles to town. The old gentleman took me by the hand and
said that he was glad that I preached with such earnestness and plainness,
and he hoped what I had said would prove a blessing and warning, and
then he made me a present of half-a-sovereign, Several people have told
me there have been people to hear me preach who never go to the services
at any other time. There are some people who come three or four miles to
my week-night services. At another place one man met me at the foot of
the pulpit stair, took my hand in his, and told me of the blessing he had
received from my sermon.”


VISIT TO INFIRMARY.


“If I happen to have a Sunday without any appointment I visit the patients
in the infirmary. One young woman there told me that she was very much
blessed by my words, and thanked me very much. She also said that if it
was not for me, weeks would pass without them hearing a prayer or the
Scriptures read.”


BACKSLIDER RESTORED THROUGH A TRACT.


“The most encouraging fact I can relate in respect to my work here, at this
time, is about a woman with whom I had some conversation the other day.
About twelve months ago I mentioned to you about calling at, a house in
my district, when I gave the woman a tract, which she took, and bought a
Bible. It was rather singular the heading of the tract was a text of
Scripture, and that the text of Scripture was the means of her conversion
some years ago, but through marrying an unconverted man she gradually
left her chapel and became a very wicked character. She lived in this state
for nearly eight years. Through my visit she went to chapel; she has
attended regularly ever since; she has influenced her husband to attend as
regularly as herself, who had not been for years. She told me the other day
he has become quite a changed man, for he never gets drunk, neither does
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he swear at her as he used to do. I have every reason to believe that she
has been brought back to the Lord, and the husband is seeking the Savior.”


PERSEVERANCE IN VISITATION REWARDED.


“There is a farm in my district at which I have called from the first, but
could never gain admission. As I hate anything bordering on slander, I
never mentioned it to anyone. There were two dogs, one each side of the
entrance gate, large fierce animals, so that it was impossible to enter near
the door. One of the family would come to the gate, and with a rebuff and
a sneer refuse to take a tract or hear what I had to say. I called thus for
about ten months, at last was determined to give it up as useless, when
about Christmas I heard that a gentleman of position in the neighborhood,
who is doing much for the cause of Christ, had determined to place one of
Spurgeon’s Sermons in each house in the neighborhood, but on going to
this farm, however, he was repulsed and insulted. Nothing daunted,
however, he went to the house of one of the laborers at this farm, and
asked him to bring it over next day. The man did, but the sermon was
thrown back, and he was nearly discharged for bringing it over. Had not
my informant added the following, I should not think anything about the
place any more, save in my prayers, but when I heard that the father had
died about a twelvemonth ago, with all the terrors, of a lost soul, saying
that he would not, could not die, he dared not face the Judge after sinning
against him all his life, etc. This made me determined that if the remainder
of the house should be lost it would be no fault of mine. So, after a prayer,
I selected a suitable tract, went to the house, passing between the dogs,
defending myself as best I could with my pack, went to the door, where I
was met by one of the family who had often repulsed me, but she did not
do so this time, but took with a faint nervous smile the tract I offered her,
taking it, however, with such trembling hands, and with such agitated
frame, as if she was taking her death warrant to read. I thought it would
not be wise for me to say much on that occasion, so I soon left, thanking
God that the house which had been closed against all servants of Christ so
long had for once, however, been opened to one of the humblest of them,
and I pray that God may not only cause the door of the house to be opened
to receive His servants, but that the hearts of its occupants may be opened
to receive Himself, and save them with an everlasting salvation, and make
them His own children for His name’s sake. Amen.”
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LOCAL REPORTS BY FRIENDS IN THE
DISTRICTS.


STOW-ON-THE-WOLD AND ASTON BLANK DISTRICT.


“The progress of the work during the past year encourages your
Committee to lay before the subscribers and the public a brief statement of
what has been done by the earnest and persevering efforts of the
Colporteur. He has been able to hold 123 religious services, either in the
open air, in cottages, or other places of worship: pay 300 visits to the sick
and aged, and gratuitously distribute 2000 tracts; 200 Bibles and
Testaments have been sold, and 340 monthly subscribers obtained for
Magazines, such as Sunday at Home, Leisure Hour, and British Workman.
The total amount realized by sales, £130 Isaiah 6d.


“The circulation of so large an amount of highly moral and religious
literature is pleasing evidence of the growing intelligence of the people in
the villages of the district where it is chiefly circulated, and the large
attendances at the services held show that the cottagers are not indifferent
to the preaching of the gospel.


“The Colporteur’s Journal furnishes abundant proof that the conversations
by the wayside and addresses in the Cottage Meetings are producing a
lasting impression on the minds of many of the persons with whom the
Colporteur comes in contact.”


COATE AND LEAFIELD COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION.


“Perhaps there is no agency so calculated to reach the masses of the people
as this. Much has been done, but more remains to be done to direct sinners
to the Savior. It is more needed now than at any former period to
counteract Romanism, Ritualism, Rationalism, and the pernicious literature
so cheaply and widely circulated in the present day. The work is carried on
in an unsectarian spirit among all Evangelical denominations, in promoting
the sale of books and periodicals of a healthy character, and performing the
useful offices of a Missionary, in going from house to house and village to
village, and visiting the sick and dying, as well as conducting religious
services of a simple kind.
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“The sales during the year have been 80 Bibles and 80 Testaments, Bound
Books. (various) 1,380, Magazines, 1,660. Visits to homes, 10,630; Tracts
distributed, 11,800; Services and Addresses, 123; Amount received for
Books, £103 18s. 6d.”


HOME MISSION REPORT OF WILTS ASSOCIATION.


“In accordance with the resolutions passed at our last Annual Meeting the
chief work of the Mission this year has been in the direction of Colportage,
and the reports received from the various brethren employed in this work
abundantly confirm the wisdom of this course. A very much larger portion
of the districts included within the bounds of the Association has been
worked, and that in a more efficient manner than would have been possible
in any other way with the limited funds at our disposal. This will be seen
from the fact that 116 villages have been visited regularly, and others
occasionally, by the brethren in the four Colportage districts. Nearly 400
preaching services have been held by these brethren, besides many other
meetings of various kinds; sales have been effected amounting in value to
nearly £500; large quantities of tracts have been distributed; and much
good work has been done in the way of house visitation, and personal
conversation with the people.”


“This year the amount devoted to Colportage has been £100, and the
statements already made, and the extracts from the reports which follow,
not only justify this expenditure, but excite regret that more funds are not
available for the extension of the work. Mr. King’s labors have been
remarkably prosperous throughout, and the last year has been one of the
best. He has visited about 30 villages every month; has sold books and
magazines to the value of over £181 — a larger sum than in any year; has
preached the gospel about 200 times, delivered 19 Sunday School
addresses, conducted 18 Communion services, and taken part in 23 tea
meetings.”


Four Colporteurs are laboring in connection with the Wilts Association.
Space forbids a separate notice of each.
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SECRETARY.


 CHARLES BLACKSHAW.


TENTH REPORT, 1878-9.


(TWELFTH YEAR.)


THIS Orphanage, originally founded by the self-sacrifice of Mrs. A.
HILLYARD — an esteemed sister in the Lord — is conducted by C. H.
SPURGEON, assisted by his brother, and a body of Trustees, and is purely
undenominational in its character. Destitute Fatherless Boys, between the
ages of six and ten, are selected by the Committee, thus avoiding the evils
of the voting system. They are located in separate houses under the care of
matrons, and are not distinguished by a uniform dress, which, in so many
cases, becomes a grading badge of poverty.


The great object is to train the boys in the fear of the Lord, and at the same
time to provide them with an education which shall fit them to take good
positions in the world.


I. — STATISTICAL.


The growth of the Institution will be seen in the following table of
figures:—


Report Date Annual
Admissions


Total
Admissions


Annual
Removals


Total
Removals


In
Residence


1 From Aug.,
1867, to
March, 1870


154 154 6 6 148


2 From April,
1870, to
March, 1871


42 196 7 13 183


3 From April,
1871, to
March, 1872


38 234 9 22 212


4 From April, 21 255 15 37 218
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1872, to
March, 1873


5 From April,
1873, to
March, 1874


36 291 38 75 216


6 From April,
1874, to
March, 1875


63 354 42 117 237


7 From April,
1875, to
March, 1876


28 382 29 146 236


8 From April,
1876, to
March, 1877


46 428 52 198 230


9 From April,
1877, to
March, 1878


51 479 47 245 234


10 From April,
1878, to
March, 1879


48 527 38 283 244


Of the 38 boys who left during the year, 25 were sent to situations: 4 were
returned to their friends; 7 were dismissed on the re-marriage of their
mothers, and 2 were removed by death. F12


The following tables show the wide area from which the boys have been
received: —


LONDON


Balham 5 Kensington 2


Barnsbury 2 Kentish Town 6


Battersea 4 Kilbum 6


Bayswater 5 Kingsland 2







735


Bermondsey 45 Lambeth 47


Bethnal Green 2 Lewisham 2


Bloomsbury 2 Limehouse 3


Borough 6 Marylebone 12


Bow 11 Mile End 4


Brixton 16 Newington 9


Camberwell 18 New Cross 3


Camden Town 2 Norwood 3


Chelsea 4 Notting Hill 4


Clapham 3 Peckham 12


Clapton 1 Pentonville 2


Clerkenwell 5 Pimlico 2


Dalston 1 Poplar 3


Deptford 3 Shoreditch 2


Dulwich 1 Soho 1


Finsbury 1 Southwark 15


Hackney 10 Spitalfields 1


Haggerston 1 Stepney 5


Hamtnersmith 1 Strand 2


Hampstead 2 Streatham 1


Holborn 5 Stockwell 2


Holloway 5 Stoke Newington 1


Homerton 2 St. Luke’s 2


Hornsey 1 St. Pancras 3
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Horselydown 4 Walworth 28


Hoxton 5 Wandsworth 10


Islington 12 Westminster 6


Kennington 3 Whitechapel 3


TOTAL 392


Of the 392 boys received from London-Lambeth, Bermondsey, Walworth,
and Southwark furnish a contingent of one-third, the remaining 60 parishes
sending the rest.


COUNTRY


Bedfordshire, Bedford 1 Devonshire, Bedford 1


Berkshire, Reading 4 Devonshire, Devonport 2


Berkshire, Slough 1 Devonshire, Exeter 1


Buckinghamshire, Winslow 2 Durham, Stockton 1


Cambridgeshire, Cambridge 1 Essex, Barking 1


Cheshire, Chester 1 Essex, Boxted 1


Derbyshire, Derby 1 Essex, Braintree 1


Essex Colchester 2 Middlesex, Arlington 1


Essex Dunmow 1 Middlesex, Barnet 1


Essex Coggeshall 1 Middlesex, Ealing 1


Essex Ilford 1 Middlesex, Finchley 1


Essex Leyton 1 Middlesex, Hampton-Wick 1


Essex Leytonstone 1 Middlesex, Harrow 1


Essex North Woolwich 1 Middlesex, Hendon 1
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Essex Paglesham 1 Middlesex, Hounslow 1


Essex Walthamstow 1 Middlesex, Whetstone 1


Essex Witham 2 Norfolk, Holt 1


Gloucestershire, Bristol 3 Northamptonshire,
Northampton


1


Gloucestershire, Gloucester 1 Northamptonshire, Brackley 1


Gloucestershire, Painswick 1 Northamptonshire, Oundle 1


Gloucestershire, Stroud 2 Northamptonshire,
Thrapstone


1


Hampshire, Lymington 1 Nottingham, Retford 1


Hampshire, Christchurch 1 Nottingham, Sutton 1


Hampshire, Romsey 1 Oxfordshire Banbury 1


Hampshire, Winchester 1 Oxfordshire Chipping
Norton


1


Herefordshire, Ledbury 1 Oxfordshire Kidlington 1


Hertfordshire, Redbourne 1 Oxfordshire Witney 1


Hertfordshire, St. Alban’s 1 Rutlandshire, Uppingham 1


Kent, Charlton 2 Somersetshire, Bath 2


Kent, Chatham 2 Somersetshire, Taunton 2


Kent, Deal 1 Suffolk, Aldboroug 1


Kent, Eynsford 1 Suffolk, Ipswich 2


Kent, Gravesend 3 Suffolk, Southwold 1


Kent, Greenwich 8 Surrey, Addlestone 1


Kent, Maidstone 2 Surrey, Bletchingley 1


Kent, Margate 4 Surrey, Croydon 4
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Kent, Northfleet 2 Surrey, East Moulsey 1


Kent, Ramsgate 1 Surrey, Kingston 2


Kent, Sittingbourne 1 Surrey, Sutton 1


Kent, Woolwich 2 Sussex, Bournemouth 1


Lancashire, Ashton-under-
Lyne


1 Sussex, Brighton 1


Lancashire, Birkenhead 1 Sussex, Hastings 2


Lancashire, Bolton 1 Warwickshire, Coventry 1


Lancashire, Liverpool 2 Wiltshire, Chippenham 1


Lancashire, Morecambe 1 Wiltshire, Warminster 1


Lincolnshire, Boston 1 Wiltshire, Wroughton 1


TOTAL 128


WALES


Wales, Blaenavon 1 Wales, Hay 1


Wales, Llanelly 1 Wales, Swansea 1


Wales, Haverfordwest 1 TOTAL 5
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SUMMARY


London 392


Country 128


Wales 5


Ireland 2


TOTAL 527


Ninety-two provincial towns, representing 29 counties, have participated in
the benefits of the Institution by sending 128 boys.


We subjoin a denominational analysis showing the catholicity of the
Institution: —


Church of England 166


Baptist 121


Congregational 64


Wesleyan 58


Presbyterian 13


Roman Catholic 2


Brethren 2


Moravian 1


Bible Christian 1


Not Specified 99


TOTAL 527
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The following letter from the mother of one of the boys is a sample of
many, and by which we are cheered and encouraged: —


Rev. C. H. SPURGEON,
My dear Sir, — For more than six years you and Mr. Charlesworth
have, as far as it has been possible, occupied a father’s place
towards my boys Charlie and Willie. They have had in the
Orphanage the advantage of a home; their matron has been a
mother to them, and Mr. Charlesworth has, I feel sure, sought in
every way to study their welfare with all the interest of a father;
while it is your genial and affectionate spirit which has inspired all
who have had them in their charge. There are very many indeed
who thank God with me for raising you up to be a father to the
fatherless, and when we think that this is only one part of your
good work, we join in earnest prayer that you may long be spared
to make manifest the Spirit of Christ in your abundant labors of
love.


When my boys first went to the Orphanage I felt an objection to
their going, but the spirit of true love which moves you quite
prevents anything being so much as thought, I believe, much less
said or done, that can make any mother object to have her children
under your care. Charlie has just left to take a situation you have
obtained for him, and I take this opportunity of writing my thanks
to you. He has been well taught and made self-reliant, and, so to
speak, he has been kept like himself; the boys, I mean, are not made
all alike. His writing is excellent, and his arithmetic he does better
than many boys of his age. You have even, Sir, made a traveled
gentleman of him, and so fitted him I believe to make a good
position for himself. I have every reason to hope that he will give
full satisfaction to his employers, and am satisfied that he will
himself always look back to his school days at the Orphanage with
pleasure and gratitude. I send enclosed a P.O. Order for £1. This is
only a trifle to what I would give if it were possible.


Believe me, my dear Sir,
Yours respectfully and sincerely,
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II. — DOMESTIC.


Each year deepens our conviction that the system of the cottage is superior
to that of the barrack, and we are glad to find that it is growing in favor on
all hands. We take the following extract from a report, made by order of
the House of Commons, on the “Home and Cottage System of Training
and Educating the Children of the Poor,” by F. J. Mouat, Esq., M.D.,
Local Government Board Inspector, and the late Captain J. D. Bowly, R.E.
It is peculiarly valuable as coming from each a source, and it will, we trust,
encourage our subscribers: —


“The Stockwell Orphanage. — The Stockwell Orphanage, founded by the
Rev. C. H Spurgeon, is an institution of a higher order than the
reformatories and pauper schools, and is not an industrial school properly
so called. It is devoted to the education and training of fatherless boys, and
is supported entirely by voluntary contributions in money or kind. The
feature which caused us to visit it with reference to the present inquiry is
that it is based on the family system, there being eight separate houses, in
each of which resides a group of about thirty boys under the special charge
of a matron. Each house contains dormitories for the boys, and apartments
for the matron, also a lavatory, and the usual offices; but the meals are
taken in a general dining hall, and cooked in a general kitchen; an
arrangement which doubtless conduces to economy, but which is to some
extent a departure from the ideal family system.


“The boys’ houses are arranged in a continuous terrace, each house being
separate from the next by a party wall as in an ordinary street, the
schoolrooms are on a third floor over a portion of the terrace, and are
commodious and airy. The standard of education is high, as one of the
avowed purposes of the institution is to get the boys ‘to take good
positions in the world.’ There is a general play-hall and swimming bath,
and it was stated to us that nearly every boy was able to swim.


“The standard of health is high; there is no general contagious disease in
the school, and infectious fevers, when they occur, are easily prevented
from spreading by early isolation, in the convenient detached infirmary
standing at the south-east end of the playground.


“The institution has been ten years at work, and the boys placed out in
situations during that time have, as a rule, turned out well
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“In many respects, this excellent school affords no ground of comparison
with pauper institutions; but the point to be specially noted is that the
family system, even in the modified form here adopted, is stated to have
been productive of undoubtedly good effects, not only as regards the
formation of individual character, but also as conducing to a high standard
of bodily health.”


Family worship is conducted twice daily, before the morning and evening
meals, by the Head Master and his assistants, the service being taken
occasionally by the President, or a member of the Committee, or a visitor
to the Institution who may happen to be present. The Word of God is read
and expounded, hymns sung, and prayer offered, and the whole of the boys
repeat a text selected for the day. A service is conducted for the elder boys
every Wednesday evening, when addresses are given by ministers and other
friends.


On the Lord’s-day morning the elder boys attend the service at the
Tabernacle; a second detachment is accommodated at the Wynne Road
Chapel; and a suitable service is conducted for the rest at the Orphanage,
by Messrs. Bartlett and Daniels. Mr. W. J. Evans still superintends the
Sunday School in the afternoon, assisted by a large staff of earnest
teachers, and Mr. C. Carpenter presides over the Evening Service. All
these good friends, who labor with commendable zeal to win the children
to Christ, have been connected with the Institution from its
commencement. By these arrangements the members of the staff, who are
with the boys all the week, find a welcome relief, while the influence of our
earnest voluntary’ helpers is of the most salutary kind. At the recent
Scripture Examination of Sunday Scholars, our boys gained two prizes,
also nine first-class and eight second-class certificates. Those boys who
give evidence of a change of heart are formed into a “Young Christians’
Band,” and meet twice a month. At the present time there are fifty in full
membership, one hundred having been enrolled since the commencement.


During their term of residence in the Institution all the boys are total
abstainers, no alcoholic liquors being allowed except by order of the
doctor, but 152 are pledged abstainers at the present time, with the
approval of their friends, and form a Band of Hope.


The annual meeting, under the presidency of Geo. Palmer, Esq., M.P., was
held in June to celebrate the President’s birthday, and the annual excursion
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took place in August, when all the boys and the staff were taken to
Brighton for the day.


During the Midsummer holidays friends were found to entertain several of
the boys, who but for such generous kindness would not have been able to
leave the Institution for a change. Will not others do the same this year?
The holidays commence August 1st.


The Christmas season was a joyous time, friends from all parts of the
country kindly sending, as usual, all sorts of good things for the boys. Mr.
William Harrison sustained the precedent of former years by sending a box
of figs for each boy, and was again the medium for conveying 240 new
shillings, fresh from the Mint, from a friend who chooses to be known only
by his initials, “J. D.” It was a cause of deep regret that the President was
unable to be present, but he was worthily represented by his honored sons,
Messrs. Charles and Thomas Spurgeon. The old boys mustered in good
force, and were the heroes of the day. Through the kindness of the
President each of the members of the staff received a useful present, and
“Christmas at the Orphanage” will always be a precious memory to all who
participated in its festivities. An Old Boys’ Association has been formed,
and meetings are held every month. In this way the bond of union is
maintained, and the young men become mutually helpful to each other.


It is a joy to us to know that many of our old boys are members of
churches, and that a goodly number are engaged in Christian work. Mr. R.
S. Latimer, the first of our boys admitted to the College, and now Pastor of
the Church at Willingham, reports the progress of the good work under his
care. Mr. C. W. Townsend is studying for the ministry at the present time,
and gives promise of future usefulness. These facts inspire our grateful
songs. Will the reader pray that we may yet see greater things?


III. — EDUCATION.


In the system which we pursue we aim rather to give a useful than an
ornamental education, and the results achieved justify the methods adopted
and the subjects selected. Several large and well-known firms have taken a
number of our boys, and report favorably of their ability, conduct, and
progress. The head of one firm, who built the “Merchant’s House,”
addressed the following letter to the President: —







744


May 25th, 1879.


My Dear MR. SPURGEON,
Many thanks for enclosing in your letter the tract about little Dicky.
I have read the account with much interest and with a thankful
heart that I have been blessed with means to erect the “Merchant’s
House,” and that it should have given shelter to such a “Lamb of
Christ’s Flock.” I am equally thankful for the heart to have done it,
as for the means.


I notice the cost of maintaining the thirty orphans which the house
shelters, and feel that I should like in future to provide for one, so
long as enabled to do so. I enclose cheque £25 for one year, and
your secretary will please remind me yearly should I forget to send
it.


I think our firm has had quite a dozen of your orphan lads in our
counting house, and I am very pleased to testify that we have never
had better behaved, nor better trained lads, nor better educated lads
for commercial purposes. I am not aware of a single one of them
turning out badly, but on the contrary quite satisfactory. I thought
you might be gratified to have this testimony.


With kind regards, I am Yours truly,
MERCHANT.


The Schools have been efficiently maintained during the past year, and the
progress of the boys in the subjects of an ordinary English education is
alike creditable both to teachers and pupils. The extra subjects are French,
Drawing, and Music. Two French classes are conducted gratuitously by
Madame Blim, an accomplished French lady, who devotes two afternoons
a week to her classes, and one is presided over by Mr. Goodchild. Mr. F.
G. Ladds, formerly a boy in the Orphanage, and now one of the teachers,
continues the instruction in vocal music, and we have been able to turn the
musical abilities of the boys to good account in giving Services of Song in
behalf of the Institution. During the year, under the direction of the Head
Master, meetings were held in the following places and the net sum of
£466 19s. 7d. realized: — Bradford, Bedford, Camberwell, Cambridge,
Chipping Norton, Derby, Evesham, Hitchin, Highgate, Lee, Lewisham,
Luton, Leicester, Middlesborough, Melton Mowbray, Nottingham,
Newport, I.W., Northampton, Newcastle, Portsmouth, Reigate, Ryde,
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Richmond, Reading, Surbiton, Stockton, Southampton, Stratford-on-
Avon, Witney, Waterbeach, Woburn, and West Cowes. Our thanks are
tendered to all the good friends who have made the necessary
arrangements for the meetings and so hospitably entertained the little
singers. We trust these examples will be copied by others, so that the
claims of the Institution may be brought before the people in all the large
towns. As the meetings are of an evangelistic character, the friends in every
instance have spoken of themselves as debtors for the services rendered. It
is a pleasant way of helping and advertising the Orphanage, and, at the
same time, it is beneficial to the places visited. About 100, holding music
certificates, furnished a contigent of the Tonic Sol-fa and Band of Hope
Choirs at the Crystal Palace Festivals.


In March last we presented 178 boys for Examination in Freehand,
Geometrical and Model Drawing, in connection with the Science and Art
Department, but the returns have not yet come to hand.


IV. — SANITARY.


During the year the general health of the boys has been excellent. When it
is understood that many of the boys are the children of parents who have
died from hereditary disease, we think it speaks well for the sanitary
condition of the Institution that we have not to record a larger number of
deaths, and that, in many instances, children who were exceedingly delicate
on entering have become comparatively strong and robust. We owe a debt
of gratitude to our medical staff and to the matron of the Infirmary for their
skillful exertion in behalf of all who are placed under their care, but above
all would we bless the Lord, “Who healeth all our diseases” and whose
name is “Jehovah-Rophi” — the Lord, the Healer!


V. — MODE OF ADMISSION.


Applications for the admission of children should be addressed in writing to
the Secretary, and full particulars given. If the case appear eligible, a form
of application is sent, the questions on which must be answered by the
applicant, and the form returned as soon as possible. The slightest
untruthfulness will necessitate the immediate rejection of the case. After
the case is entered on the list of candidates, the Trustees, as soon as
convenient, appoint a visitor to make personal inquiries into it. Should
these be satisfactory, the child appears before the committee and the
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doctor, and, if duly elected, enters the Institution as soon as there is room.
As the number of most necessitous candidates is largely in excess of our
accommodation, the Trustees issue forms of application very sparingly, as
they consider it unwise to encourage hopes which are not likely to be
realized. Friends, who are only acquainted with the case in which they are
specially interested, must not be surprised at its rejection by the Trustees, if
it is proved by them to be less necessitous than others. The election of
children not being determined by subscribers’ votes, the Trustees endeavor
to maintain the strictest impartiality while considering the claims of the
various applicants, and the greatest need has the loudest voice with them.


In every case the following certificates are required: (A) of the marriage of
the parents, (B) of the death of the father, and (C) of the birth of the child,
but they must not be sent until they are applied for. The cases of
illegitimate children are not within the scope of the Institution, and friends
are requested not to write pleading letters, for the admittance of such
children is not permitted by the trust deed.


Applicants are requested not to call upon the Trustees privately, as they are
bound not to attend to them otherwise than officially. Cases are considered
on their own merits, and derive no advantage from personal solicitation.
Mr. SPURGEON cannot personally see any applicants, and should not be
written to. All letters on this business should be addressed to the Secretary,
Mr. CHARLES BLACKSHAW, Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington, London,
S.E.


The Orphanage is open for the inspection of the public on the afternoons of
Tuesday and Thursday in each week. At other times an order is necessary,
which can be obtained of Mr. SPURGEON, or any of the Trustees. The
Visiting Day for the friends of the inmates is the First Wednesday in every
month, between the hours of 2 and 5.


VI. — FUNDS.


It would be impossible to enumerate all the presents sent by generous
friends, but they have been duly acknowledged every month in the Sword
and the Trowel. They are all received with gratitude, and we take this
opportunity of repeating our thanks. It is a cause of grief to us when
friends do not receive a prompt acknowledgment of their gifts. but in
almost all instances where this has occurred the donor has failed to send
name and address with the parcel. We are too grateful for any help,
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however small, to risk giving pain or offense to those who remember us,
and we respectfully request to be informed of the transmission of presents
at the time, and their receipt shall be duly acknowledged.


The principals of a ladies’ boarding school and their pupils keep up their
admirable custom of making shirts for the boys. If their generous
contributions are supplemented by working associations and private
friends, the supply will always be equal to the demand. We commend this
example to young ladies, for besides doing good service to the orphans,
they will themselves profit by acquiring the art of shirt making.


The Orphanage Acre at Waterbeach produces more than the average yield
of flour and potatoes, under the skillful farming of our friend, Mr. Toller.
Another farmer, in Kent, has sent us a portion of his potato crop, and
several millers have forwarded a sack of flour occasionally. Puddings and
potatoes form such important articles of diet that we shall be glad if other
Christian farmers will remember our 250 hungry boys from time to time. A
good friend at Reading has dedicated a pear tree to the Orphanage, and
proposes to send either the fruit or the money realized by its sale.


The work of caring for the widow and the fatherless is specially mentioned
by the Holy Spirit as one of the most acceptable modes of giving outward
expression to pure religion and undefiled before God and the Father, and
therefore the Lord’s people will not question that they should help in
carrying it out. Will it need much pleading? If so, we cannot use it, as we
shrink from marring the willinghood which is the charm of such a service.
No collector shall ever draw a commission from us for dogging unwilling
subscribers, nor will we press and squeeze niggard gifts from reluctant
hands. The work is carried on in dependence upon God, and as His
blessing evidently rests upon it, we are confident the means will be
forthcoming as the need arises. While commending the work to our
heavenly Father in prayer, we deem it right to lay before the stewards of
His bounty the necessities and claims of the Institution.


The sum of TWELVE POUNDS per day is required, in addition to the revenue
of the Capital Fund.


All moneys should be sent direct to C. H. SPURGEON, Nightingale Lane,
Balham, S.W., other presents to VERNON J. CHARLESWORTH, Head
Master, The Orphanage, Stockwell, London, S.W.
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N.B. — All letters requiring an answer must contain a stamped and
directed envelope.


A PLEA FOR THE ORPHAN


AND SPECIALLY FOR THE STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WHAT more blessed work than to make the widow’s heart to sing for joy?
Even the world’s poet blessed the man who had “a tomb of orphans’ tears
wept over him” — what nobler memorial could he have? To snatch poor
boys from the depths of poverty, and often from the defiling influences of
the streets, to supply their needs, and train them for the Lord Jesus, is one
of the noblest of Christian labors — who would not wish to share in it?
Money spent in superfluities can never yield a thousandth part of the
pleasure which flows into a Christian heart from acts of benevolence.


Too often do we forget the need which is in the world because it does not
come under our own eye, and so we miss the joy of aiding to alleviate it.
There is crushing distress in a thousand homes: the bread-winner lies cold
in the grave, the bread is scant on the table and hardly earned, the widow is
sickening under toil beyond her strength, and the children are pining for
lack of bare necessaries, though before their father’s death they never knew
a want. Bitter is her woe, and the world’s heart is cold, to whom shall the
widow turn? Where shall the fatherless find a helper? Where but with God,
and those who love Him? Jesus would clasp the little ones in his arms if he
were here, and bid the widow weep no more; his disciples should do in his
behalf what he would personally do if he were still among us in person.


Some call adopt an orphan child, and be all the happier for having done so;
if they have no family of their own they may by so doing win a domestic
joy of whose sweetness they little dream. Others can give personal aid to
the poor hard-working mother, and many more can assist in maintaining
institutions which provide for the little “fatherless bairns.”


We plead now for nothing which can strengthen a party, or promote our
own personal comfort; no sectarian aspiration or political ambition mingles
with this purely philanthropic work, and therefore our earnestness is
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unchecked by the suspicion that a sinister motive can be imputed to us.
Ours it is without fee or reward to care for these little ones, for Christ’s
sake, and in so doing to add a happy burden to our life, which is a busy one
at all times. We feel, therefore, that we may speak boldly.


The objects of our care are not far to seek; there they are at our gates —
widows worn down with labor, often pale, emaciated, delicate, and even
consumptive — boys half-famished, growing up neglected, surrounded
with temptation! Can you look at them without pity? We cannot. We will
work for them, through our Orphanage, as long as our brain can think, and
our pen can write, and our heart can love; neither sickness nor weariness
shall tempt us to flag in this sacred enterprise. Our brethren in the
trusteeship will watch the expenditure, and plan to use all our funds
economically; and our master and teachers, and matrons and friends, will
hold on in loving zeal to bless our poor lads; but a few cannot do all, we
must have a host of helpers, they must be partners with Simon, sharers in
the pleasurable exercise of benevolence. Ought we ever to have an anxiety
about funds? If our management be approved by Christian people should
we ever have to spend a moment in raising money?’ The work is of the
Lord, and therefore the Lord’s people should take their share in it. Shall
we have to ask in vain for loving co-operation? No, there are many who
will give, or collect for the work. The rich will contribute of their
abundance and the poor will give of their little store. Active ladies collect
for us, and children in Sabbath-schools send their pence, and one way or
another the large family suffers no lack. God will see to his own work, and
though we do not follow the plan of sitting still and waiting without action,
but rather stir up the minds of the Lord’s stewards by way of
remembrance, yet we are sure that he who feeds the ravens will give his
children bread.


Friends wishing to leave money to the Institution are particularly requested
to employ the exact terms of the following


FORM OF BEQUEST: —


I Give and Bequeath the sum of........................................ pounds sterling
to be paid out of that part of my personal estate which may by law be
given with effect for charitable purposes, to be paid to the Treasurer for
the time being of the Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham Road, Surrey, and
his receipt shall be a sufficient discharge for the said legacy; and this
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legacy, when received by such Treasurer, to be applied for the general
purposes of the Orphanage.


THE GIRLS’ ORPHANAGE


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IN our Address at the presentation of the late Testimonial, we disclaimed
all personal credit for the existence of any one of the enterprises over
which we preside, because each one of them has been forced upon us. “I
could not help undertaking them,” was our honest and just confession. This
is literally true, and another illustration of this fact is now to come before
the Christian public. Several of us have long cherished the idea that the
time would come in which we should have an Orphanage for Girls as well
as for Boys. It would be hard to conceive why this should not be. It seems
ungallant, not to say unrighteous, to provide for children of one sex only,
for are not all needy little ones dear to Christ, with whom there is neither
male nor female? We do not like to do such things by halves, and it is but
half doing the thing to leave the girls out in the cold. We have all along
wished to launch out in the new direction, but we had quite enough on
hand for the time being, and were obliged to wait. The matter has been
thought of, and talked about, and more than half promised, but nothing has
come of it till this present, and now, as we believe at the exact moment the
hour has struck, and the voice of God in providence says, “Go forward.”
The fund for the Girls’ Orphanage has commenced, and there are about a
dozen names upon the roll at the moment of our writing. The work will be
carried on with vigor as the Lord shall be pleased to send the means, but it
will not be unduly pushed upon any one so as to be regarded as a new
burden, for we want none but cheerful helpers who will count it a privilege
to have a share in the good work. We shall employ no collector to make a
percentage by dunning the unwilling, and shall make no private appeals to
individuals. There is the case; if it be a good one and you are able to help it
please do so, but if you have no wish in that direction our Lord’s work
does not require us to go a begging, like a pauper, and we do not intend to
do so.


The reason for commencing the Girls’ Orphanage just now is twofold: first,
that the esteemed founder of the Boys’ Orphanage has at this time sent us
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£50, as a first stone for the new institution. Considering the hardness of the
times and the great efforts which our friends have lately made in other
directions we thought it well to let the £50 lie still, but at the presentation
of the testimonial we could not help adding £50 to it. This gave the project
a measure of publicity, and a friend on the same occasion handed us a
cheque of £50, and since then two other donors of the like sum have
spontaneously come to the front and sent in their cash. A generous deacon
has also added £100, and another friend £10. Could we refuse it? Who
would wish us to return the money and tell the donors that we could not
undertake the work? We have now therefore £366 6s. in hand, and beside
that we have the promise of £500 from an esteemed brother, who wishes
his name to be unknown, and £25 from another friend. Here then we have
the nest eggs, and we feel sure that they will not long lie alone.


At the very same time at which we began to move in this matter it pleased
God it, his providence to put within our reach the house and grounds
known as the Hawthorns, at which we had looked wistfully some years
past. A few years ago this house was to be sold, and the trustees of the
Boys’ Orphanage attempted to purchase it at the auction, but the price was
run up to several hundred pounds beyond its value. On June 6th this house
was again to be sold, and we bought it for the exact sum which we had
proposed to give on the former occasion. There is only one paddock
between its garden and the Orphanage grounds, and by the goodness of
God and the kindness of its owner we hope that this meadow also may one
day become ours, its owner and his lady’ being among the first five donors
of £50. Should that field ever become ours we should be able to make the
Orphanage into a complete square by erecting similar buildings to those
which are there already. This must be a work of time, but it is something to
have a place whereon to put our fulcrum and apply our lever. We believe
that the Lord has led us forth by a right way, that we might go to a city of
habitation. We have purchased the house and grounds for the Girls’
Orphanage, but, as we have already said we have only about £360 in hand
with which to pay for it; and we are specially desirous that when the time
shall come for the absolute payment of the entire sum we may be able to
count out the whole £4,000. That time will be here in a few days, but time
is not an object with the Possessor of heaven and earth. We have never
been in debt yet, nor have we had a mortgage upon any of our buildings,
nor have we even borrowed money for a time, but we have always been
able to pay as we have gone on. Our prayer is that we may never have to
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come down to a lower platform and commence borrowing. If this land had
not been put up to auction there and then we should have waited until we
had received the purchase price from our great Master’s stewards, but as
the site was so extremely desirable, and as the purchase had to be made at
once or not at all, we thought it wise to secure it at once. We cannot think
that we erred in this. None of our beloved counselors and fellow-helpers
think so, but one and all advised the step. The money for the payment must
come from somewhere, and the questions now to be answered are —
Where is the money? Who has charge of it at present? Who feels called
upon to send it? The silver and the gold are the Lord’s, and he has but to
incline his servants to apportion some of their Lord’s money to this
particular work and the thing will be done. If they can do better with their
substance by all means let them do so, but if they count us faithful we are
prepared to accept this further trust and do our best with it.


It has often happened that we have been unable to assist widows in
necessitous circumstances with large families, because there did not happen
to be a boy of the special age required by the rules of our Boys’
Orphanage. There were several girls, but then we could not take girls, and
however deserving the case, we have been unable to render any assistance
to very deserving widows, simply because their children were not boys.
This is one reason why we need a girls’ orphanage.


Everywhere also there is an outcry about the scarcity of good servants,
honest servants, industrious servants, well-trained servants. We know
where to find the sisters who will try to produce such workers out of the
little ones who will come under their care.


We have succeeded by God’s grace and the diligent care of our masters
and matrons in training the lads so that they have become valuable to
business men; why should not the same divine help direct us with the
lasses, so that domestics, and governesses, should go forth from us as well
as clerks and artisans? We believe that there are many friends who will take
a special interest in the girls, and that there are some whose trades would
more readily enable them to give articles suitable for girls than those which
are useful to boys.


Here is a grand opportunity for Christian people with means to take their
places among the first founders of this new institution, and if they judge
that such a work will be good and useful, we hope that they will without
fail, and without delay, come to our assistance in this fresh branch of







753


service. We cannot afford to lose a single penny from the funds for the
boys, but this work for the girls’ must be something extra and above. You
helped Willy and Tommy; will you not help Mary and Maggie?


It is very needful to add that foolish persons often say, — Mr. Spurgeon
can get plenty of money and needs no help. If all were to talk in this
fashion where would our many works drift to? Mr. Spurgeon does get
large sums, but not a penny more than the various works require, and he
gets it because God moves his people to give it, as he hopes, good reader,
he may move you. We have no personal end to serve, we do not directly or
indirectly gain a single penny by the Orphanage, College, or any other
societies over which we preside; neither have we any wealthy persons
around us who are at a loss to dispose of their property; but four hard-
working church keeps continually consecrating its offerings, and our
friends far and near think upon us. Our treasury is the bounty of God, our
motto is, THE LORD WILL PROVIDE. Past mercy forbids a doubt as to the
future, and so in the name of God we set up our banners.


One word more, we shall from this date be daily wearied with applications
for matrons’ situations, and with requests to take orphan girls at once. To
one and all we must say — WAIT. We will let you know when you may
apply. Our notice will be public enough. Do not cause us needless labor.
Wait till the good friends have started us, and then we will attend to you.
We pray for


SUCCESS TO THE GIRLS’ ORPHANAGE AT STOCKWELL!
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FOOTNOTES
Ft1 We do not often trouble our readers with articles about ourselves, but


we take so much pleasure in the Society of Friends that we cannot
refrain from reprinting the kindly notice given us in their paper.


ft2 Since this article was in type a correspondent asks us to draw attention
to No. 1,317 of the printed sermons. It was preached six weeks ago, in
view of the danger of a European war, on the words, “Be not
overcome of evil, but overcome evil with good,” and is an admirable
plea for the cultivation and exercise of the Christ-like spirit that
overcomes evil with good. We rejoice to hear the address is having a
wide circulation, as well as that which succeeded it and is its
companion — on “Lord, increase our faith.” Did space permit, there is
much in both addresses we should like to transfer to these columns.


ft3 We trust our readers will forgive our occupying so many pages with this
address. As it is upon many themes we hope that they will regard it as
several articles in one.


ft4 Price 6d., Bemrose and Sons.
Ft5 Extracted from the second series of “Lectures to my Students,” by C. H.


Spurgeon, now in the printers’ hands.
Ft6 Chironomia; or, a Treatise on Rhetorica1 Delivery: comprehending;


many precepts, both ancient and modern, for the proper regulation of
the Voice the Countenance, and Gesture, and a new method for the
notation thereof; illustrated by many figures. By the Reverend Gilbert
Austin, A. M. London. [1806 Quarto.]


ft7 A System Of Christian Rhetoric for the Use of Preachers and other
Speakers. By George Winfred Hervey, M.A. Houlston and Sons, 1873.


Ft8 This is the report of an address which would never have seen the light if
n abstract of it had not been inserted in so many f the newspapers.  It
was never intended for the public eye, but was spoken in homely
confidence to the beloved circle of praying people whom we esteem as
our best friends and nearest kindred. A brief abstract, though executed
by the most friendly hand, can never be satisfactory, and therefore we
fell bound to give our own version — a revision of our friend Mr.
Harrald’s shorthand notes.
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Ft9 Slightly altered from “Fables in Song.” By Robert Lord Lytton. William


Blackwood and Sons. 1874. 2 volumes.
Ft10 Writing this on November 12, we calculate that we need £750 more to


meet present liabilities. A legacy of £1,500 is not yet actually paid, but
it is included in our estimate. We hope the £750 will come in before the
New Year.


Ft11 This is the report of an address which would never have seen the light if
n abstract of it had not been inserted in so many f the newspapers.  It
was never intended for the public eye, but was spoken in homely
confidence to the beloved circle of praying people whom we esteem as
our best friends and nearest kindred. A brief abstract, though executed
by the most friendly hand, can never be satisfactory, and therefore we
fell bound to give our own version — a revision of our friend Mr.
Harrald’s shorthand notes.


Ft12 The story of these is told by the Head Master in “The Stockwell
Orphanage Tracts.” Which are admirably adapted for enclosing in
letters, and which may be had of Messrs. Passmore & Alabaster at the
rate of 3s. per 100.


No. 1. “Love Jesus and live for heaven.”
No. 3. “Little Dicky.”


Friends would greatly help the Institution by making them widely
known.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD


OF


COMBAT WITH SIN AND OF LABOR FOR THE
LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON. 1880.


1880


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17-18.
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PREFACE.


OUR preface is written after the volume is finished, and therefore it must be
rather a summary than a program. We cannot come forward like the
Chancellor of the Exchequer with his budget for the forthcoming year, but
we put, in an appearance as a steward who renders in his account for the
year which is just past. Our one feeling in doing so is gratitude, —
gratitude both to God and men.


First of all, we bless and adore the great Father of all good that he has
continued to employ so feeble an instrument for the accomplishment of his
gracious purposes, and has removed difficulties out of our way, and
continually supplied the necessities of the work. Truly we serve a faithful
God, who never tries his servants above what they are able to bear, and
who makes it his delight to deliver them out of all emergencies in a manner
least expected by them. To his sacred name be all the honor of work done
and success achieved.


But the law of gratitude has two tables, and it is not enough to render that
which is due to God; we must do justice to man also. Happy are we to
comply with this requirement, for if ever a man owed much to his fellow
Christians it is the editor of this magazine.


Breaking away from all modes of speech which are usual in such
circumstances, I must upon this point speak in the first person singular.
Beloved readers, I am under deep obligations to many of you. Some of you
are my hearers, and I thank you for bearing with my “often infirmities,”
and remaining content with a crippled minister, who has been away from
his pulpit more than three mouths out of the twelve. Dear helpers at the
Tabernacle, you are kindness itself; the Lord reward you. Many more
Sword and Trowel subscribers are readers of the weekly sermon. I am
grateful to all who help me to preach to an immense congregation of
persons whose faces I have never seen. I am glad to have my discourses
widely circulated: if a truth is worth preaching it is worth hearing, and if
worthy to be heard by six thousand why not by six hundred thousand?


My gratitude breaks forth at the remembrance of a cloud of prayers which
have ascended on my behalf from all parts of the earth. Of this fact I have
abundant personal assurances, and the comfort which these have yielded
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me no tongue can tell. Nor is this all. I am bound to express personal
thanks of the most fervent kind for the generous help rendered to all the
institutions under my care. Whenever there has been a need some one has
hastened to supply it: hence the usual efforts have been carried on during
the year 1880 without flagging, and fresh work has been joyfully attempted
and accomplished. Kind friends evidently watch the whole enterprise, and
consider what they can do to keep it all in healthy operation. God bless
them one and all, and give a thousandfold return. How much certain donors
have relieved my care, and cheered my heart, I will not attempt to write.


The College has steadily proceeded on its way, educating suitable men and
sending them forth. In this department there has been no lack either of new
men or of spheres for them when their terms of study have ended. Our
brethren all over the world are doing good service for the Master, and in
some instances singular blessing has rested upon their endeavors. In these
days of laxity in doctrine, it is of the utmost importance to keep up those
Colleges which hold by the old orthodox faith, and give forth no uncertain
sound.


The Evangelists have had an eminently successful year, and have aroused in
my heart the desire to see many more such agents occupied in this
admirable service. Hundreds, and even thousands, profess to have found
the Savior through the testimony of our three brethren.


The Colporteurs have had a hard year, but a better one than 1879. Their
number has somewhat diminished, for we cannot get friends to take up this
branch of service with enthusiasm, though it is one of the cheapest and
most efficient means of scattering gospel light in the darkest places. It is no
small thing to have kept more than seventy men hard at work selling good
books and instructing the poor.


The Orphanage has had sufficient supplies for current expenses, and
besides this, the Girls’ Orphanage has been in process of erection. All the
money for the first contract has been provided by a grand burst of
generosity, some few having surpassingly distinguished themselves by
noble gifts. We shall need several other buildings to render the whole of the
girls’ houses available as dwellings and schools. Infirmary and dining hall
must be built, and a large building is needed to serve us on our great days
of public meetings, and to be on ordinary occasions the chapel for the
whole of the children, their teachers, and other friends. It may be that some
one friend will give this or that building, and if not, a bazaar at the end of
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1881 will go far towards it. Then there will be five hundred children to
keep: an anxious look out if faith in God did not perceive infinite supplies.


Mrs. Surgeon’s Book Fund has sent into poor ministers’ libraries hundreds
of parcels of books. The gratitude expressed is abounding. Congregations
must be the better for their ministers having a fresh store of mental food. I
am very grateful to all who have aided my invaluable wife in this specially
useful work, and I hope that others will be found who will see how this
agency waters the very roots of the tree, for it’ preachers are supplied with
sound literature, which they value, their ministry must be influenced for
good.


I cannot mention all the other agencies, all of which have received liberal
help from my many friends, but for all such aid I feel myself a debtor — a
debtor who has nothing to pay with but good wishes, prayers, and thanks.


“Oh that we could do more for Jesus.” This was the sigh of last year, and it
is my inward groaning now. Perhaps the Lord may entrust me with more
means, and it’ not, if he is pleased to send a larger blessing I shall be
equally content.


Dear Readers,
I Am Yours To Serve For Christ’s Sake,


C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


JANUARY, 1880.


OUR FIRST SERMON.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WE remember well the first place in which we addressed a congregation of
adults, and the wood-block which illustrates this number of the magazine
sets it dearly before our mind’s eye. It was not our first public address by a
great many, for both at Newmarket, and Cambridge, and elsewhere, the
Sabbath-school had afforded us ample scope for speaking the gospel. At
Newmarket especially we had a considerable admixture of grown-up folks
in the audience, for many came to hear “the boy” give addresses to the
school. But no regular set discourse to a congregation met for regular
worship had we delivered till one eventful Sabbath evening, which found us
in a cottage at Teversham, holding forth before a little assembly of humble
villagers.


The tale is not a new one, but as the engraving has not before been seen by
the public eye we must shed a little light upon it. There is a Preachers’
Association in Cambridge connected with St. Andrew’s-street Chapel, once
the scene of the ministry of Robert Robinson and Robert Hall, and now of
our beloved friend Mr. Tarn. A number of worthy brethren preach the
gospel in the various villages surrounding Cambridge, taking each one his
turn according to plan. In our day the presiding genius was the venerable
Mr. James Vinter, whom we were wont to address as Bishop Vinter. His
genial soul, warm heart, and kindly manner were enough to keep a whole
fraternity stocked with love, and accordingly a goodly company of true
workers belonged to the Association, and labored as true yoke-fellows.
Our suspicion is that he not only preached himself, and helped his brethren,
but that he was a sort of recruiting sergeant, and drew in young men to
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keep up the number of the host; at least, we speak from personal
experience as to one case.


We had one Saturday finished morning school, and the boys were all going
home for the half. holiday, when in came the aforesaid “Bishop” to ask us
to go over to Teversham next Sunday evening, for a young man was to
preach there who was not much used to services, and very likely would be
glad of company. That was a cunningly devised sentence, if we remember it
rightly, and we think we do; for at the time, in the light of that Sunday
evening’s revelation, we turned it over, and vastly admired its ingenuity. A
request to go and preach would have met with a decided negative, but
merely to act as company to a good brother who did not like to be lonely,
and perhaps might ask us to give out a hymn or to pray, was not at all a
difficult matter, and the request, understood in that fashion, was cheerfully
complied with. Little did the lad know what Jonathan and David were
doing when he was made to run for the arrow, and as little knew we when
we were cajoled into accompanying a young man to Teversham.


Our Sunday-school work was over, and tea had been taken, and we set off
through Barnwell, and away along the Newmarket-road, with a gentleman
some few years our senior. We talked of good things, and at last we
expressed our hope that he would feel the presence of God while
preaching. He seemed to start, and assured us that he had never preached
in his life, and could not attempt such a thing: he was looking to his young
friend, Mr. Spurgeon, for that. This was a new view of the situation, and I
could only reply that I was no minister, and that even if I had been I was
quite unprepared. My companion only repeated that he, even in a more
emphatic sense, was not a preacher, that he would help me in any other
part of the service, but that there would be no sermon unless I gave them
one. He told me that if I repeated one of my Sunday-school addresses it
would just suit the poor people, and would probably give them more
satisfaction than the studied sermon of a learned divine. I felt that I was
fairly committed to do my best. I walked along quietly, lifting up my soul
to God, and it seemed to me that I could surely tell a few poor cottagers of
the sweetness and love of Jesus, for I felt them in my own soul. Praying for
divine help, I resolved to make an attempt. My text should be, “Unto you
therefore which believe he is precious,” and I would trust the Lord to open
my mouth in honor of his dear Son. It seemed a great risk and a serious
trial, but, depending upon the power of the Holy Ghost, I would at least
tell out the story of the cross, and not allow the people to go home without
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a word. We entered the low-pitched room of the thatched cottage, where a
few simple-minded farm-laborers and their wives were gathered together;
we sang and prayed and read the Scriptures, and then came our first
sermon. How long or how short it was we cannot now remember. It was
not half such a task as we had feared it would be, but we were glad to see
our way to a fair conclusion, and to the giving out of the last hymn. To our
own delight we had not broken down, nor stopped short in the middle, nor
been destitute of ideas, and the desired haven was in view. We made a
finish, and took up the book, but to our astonishment an aged voice cried
out, “Bless your dear heart, how old are you?” Our very solemn reply
was,” You must wait till the service is over before making any such
inquiries. Let us now sing.” We did sing, and the young preacher
pronounced the benediction, and then began a dialogue which enlarged into
a warm, friendly talk, in which everybody appeared to take part. “How old
are you?” was the leading question. “I am under sixty,” was the reply.
“Yes, and under sixteen,” was the old lady’s rejoinder. “Never mind my
age, think of the Lord Jesus and his preciousness,” was all that I could say,
after promising to come again, if the gentlemen at Cambridge thought me
fit to do so. Very great and profound was our awe of those “gentlemen at
Cambridge” in those days.


Are there not other young men who might begin to speak for Jesus in some
such lowly fashion — young men who hitherto have been mute as fishes?
Our villages and hamlets offer fine opportunities for youthful speakers. Let
them not wait till they are invited to a chapel, or have prepared a fine essay,
or have secured an intelligent audience. If they will go and tell out from
their hearts what the Lord Jesus has done for them, they will find ready
listeners.


Many of our young folks want to do great things, and therefore do nothing
at all; let none of our readers become the victims of such an unreasonable
ambition. He who is willing to teach infants, or to give away tracts, and so
to begin at the beginning, is far more likely to be useful than the youth who
is full of affectations and sleeps in a white necktie, who is studying for the
ministry, and is touching up certain superior manuscripts which he hopes
ere long to read from the pastor’s pulpit. He who talks upon plain gospel
themes in a farmer’s kitchen, and is able to interest the carter’s boy and the
dairymaid, has more of the minister in him than the prim little man who
talks for ever about being cultured, and means by that — being taught to
use words which nobody can understand. To make the very poorest listen
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with pleasure and profit is in itself an achievement, and beyond this it is the
best possible promise and preparation for an influential ministry. Let our
younger brethren go in for cottage preaching, and plenty of it. If there is no
Lay Preachers’ Association, let them work by themselves. The expense is
not very great for rent, candles, and a few forms: many a young man’s own
pocket-money would cover it all. No isolated group of houses should be
left without its preaching-room, no hamlet without its evening service. This
is the lesson of the thatched cottage at Teversham.


CROOKED PALM TREES


“UPRIGHT as the palm tree” is an accurate proverbial expression, yet we
have seen many palms which have been crooked and twisted as if they
suffered from spinal curvature. Did these disprove the general statement?
Far from it. “Upright as a palm-tree” is a perfectly correct expression. In
the same way it is true that Christians are the excellent of the earth, though
there are some among them who are far from being worthy examples. The
exceptions cannot justly be made to disprove the rule. It is only prejudice
which would quote one or two failures against a whole community. Candor
does not permit us to condemn a class because of a remnant who dishonor
it. No one says that the palm is a crooked tree because here and there one
may be contorted, and only those who are unjust will say that Christians
are cants and hypocrites because occasionally some professors are found to
be so.


“THE HORNLESS DEACON.”


WE notice in an American newspaper a letter signed “THE HORNLESS


DEACON.” There is no accounting for our Transatlantic cousins, but what
can the good man mean by such a title? A hornless buffalo or a hornless
cow we could understand, but what is the reason for applying that adjective
to a deacon? We have been lying back in our most serious arm-chair, and
have been revolving in our meditative soul the various senses which can be
drawn out of this expression, or imputed to it, but we cannot make head or
tail of it, and without a head there may well be no horns. The owner of the
signature is evidently a deacon, and therefore he must be fully aware that
deacons do not possess horns and hoofs. Some pastors, when hardly
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driven, have thought they did, but this was a clerical error. We believe that
all evil reports about deacons arise from nightmare, and are slanderous and
absurd; but still they do arise, and therefore this good deacon may have felt
it necessary in his own case to assert that he had no horns, and was not
related to any individual whose head is thus adorned. Had not deacons
been a much-abused order of men the foul insinuation as to horns would
never have cropped up, and none of the race would have found it needful
to claim to be hornless. Our own opinion is that when deacons have horns
it will generally be found that the minister has a tail. There is six of one and
half-a-dozen of the other in most cases of disagreement between the two
classes of church-officers.


We would earnestly hope, however, that our friend, “The hornless
deacon,” had no thought of the evil one, but simply meant to say that he
was not a fighting man, but was of necessity peaceful because he had no
provision in his nature for making an attack.


A horn is an offensive weapon, and a hornless deacon is one who cannot
give offense, resent an injury, or inflict a wound. What a splendid
acquisition to a quarrelsome church! He would be sure to rule well, and
reduce chaos to order by the mere force of Christian patience. Few men
believe in the power of non-resistance, but our faith in it is unbounded: he
who can yield will conquer, and he who will suffer most for the sake of
love will wield the greatest power if he will but bide his time. The longest
horns that were ever borne aloft will yet be broken by the submission of
“the hornless.” To be utterly unable to give offense to anybody would be a
sublime incapacity, most useful in these ticklish days when nine people out
of ten are ready to take offense where none is intended. We hope “the
hornless deacon” is not such a gentle, inoffensive body that he would let
people forget quarter-day, and their subscriptions, or would allow the
minister to draw twice the amount of his salary. This would be carrying a
virtue to an extreme, and would be a grave fault, especially in the latter
case. We are bound to add that we have never met with such a want of
principle as would be implied in this instance: the former error is far more
common. The kind, gentle, but earnest deacon is invaluable. He is as an
angel in the church, and does more than angel’s service. Excellent man! We
cannot say, “May his horn be exalted!” for he has none; but we trust that
the place where it ought to be will never ache through the ingratitude of
those whom he serves.
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Feeling that we had not translated this signature satisfactorily, and not
liking to give it up, we consulted a learned friend, who gave us the
following elucidation of the mysterious title of “The hornless deacon.” We
are not quite sure that we believe in it. He says that it is the minister’s place
to carry the horn and blow it, and that “the hornless deacon” was evidently
a non-preacher, one who minded his own business, and left his minister to
blow the ram’s horn. We do not think any the better of him for this, for we
like a man all the more if, like Stephen, he can both care for the widows
and preach the gospel. It would be well for our country churches if more of
the deacons would exercise their gifts, and keep the village stations
supplied with sound doctrine. Our learned friend suggests that there may be
in the term “hornless deacon” a covert allusion to the modesty of the
individual who never blew his own trumpet, who in fact had not so much as
a horn of his own to blow. This may be, and it may not be. We had
excogitated that idea before, and did not feel very proud of it, but there
rosy be something in it. Certainly we know of deacons who from year to
year plod away at the pastor’s side, glad to perform services of any kind so
long as God is glorified, and the church is prospered. Seldom are their
names mentioned in public, and yet they are the mainstay of the church, the
regulators of her order, and the guardians of her interests. Some of them
have held the fort in troublous times: they have seen a dozen pastors come
and go, but they abide at their posts, faithful under discouragement,
hopeful under difficulty. They deserve great praise, and as they are
“hornless” we would for once sound the horn for them.


This guess hardly satisfied us, and so our friend gave us another. We
sometimes drink out of a horn; and a deacon, according to the apostle, is
not to be “given to much wine.” Is it, therefore, claimed by our friend that
if he erred at all he erred on the right side, for he had no horn at all, and
was a pledged teetotaler? Very good, Mr. Deacon. The more of your
brethren who will copy you in this the better, so long as they do not make
the water-jug the symbol of their lives, and pour cold water over
everything and everybody, in season and out of season.


This interpretation we feel also to be a failure, and therefore we will try
once more on our own account. Can it mean that the good deacon did not
sound a trumpet before him, as the hypocrites do, when he was distributing
his alms? Was he so quiet in his generosity that not even a penny whistle or
child’s horn proclaimed his deed of liberality? Let him be blessed in secret
if this was his true character, but surely the very taking of the name of
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“hornless” is a little like blowing a horn. He who denies a fault claims a
virtue; did you forget this, my unhorned friend?


The above expository observations, so far as they come from our learned
friend, are exceedingly clever, tolerably far-fetched, and in all respects
worthy of his breadth of forehead; but they do not quite enable us to see
through the expression, and we abandon it for the present with the
consoling reflection that our Yankee brethren have a vivacious style of
speech which needs one of themselves to interpret it. C. H. S.


VISITING THE POOR


JOSEPH Cook says, “In every great town there are six or ten strata of
society; and it is, one would think, a hundred miles from the fashionable to
the unfashionable side of a single brick in a wall. Superfluity and squalor
know absolutely nothing of each other, such is the utter negligence of the
duty of visiting the poor in any other way than by agents. I do not
undervalue these, nor any part of the great charities of our times; but there
is no complete theory for the permanent relief of the poor without personal
visitation. Go from street to street with the city missionary or the best of
the police; but sometimes go all alone, and with your own eyes see the
poor in their attics, and study the absolutely unspeakable conditions of their
daily lives. Live one day where the children of the perishing poor live, and
ask what it is to live there always. I know a scholar of heroic temper and of
exquisite culture who recently resolved to live with the poor in a stifling
part of this city (Boston), and who, after repeated and desperate illness,
was obliged to move his home off the ground in order to avoid the
necessity of putting his body underground. You cannot understand the
poor by newspapers, nor even by novels.”


Rather a sly poke, Mr. Cook, at those who fancy they can see mankind
through the spectacles of novels. The world which is depicted in fiction is
strangely different from the realm of fact in which men and women starve
and die, or end their days in the workhouse, of which they have felt from
their childhood a mortal dread. Novel-readers know a great deal which it
will cost them vast pains to unlearn. True knowledge of the poor will not
come even out of “Jessica’s first Prayer,” and the like, it must grow out of
actual contact with them.
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There is much truth in what Mr. Cook has said; indeed, a great deal more
than at first meets the eve. Wealthy Christians are to be educated in the
most Christ-like of graces by coming in contact with the poor, and it is a
great pity that they should refuse to enter the appointed school; poor saints
are to be consoled and cheered by the presence of their richer brethren, and
it is cruel for the ordained comforters to refuse their task. More would be
given in charity if it were given personally, and it would be more wisely
distributed and more gratefully received. The kindly word and sympathetic
look would be worth more than the silver or even the gold expended upon
the needy, and would often prevent the recipient from becoming a pauper,
or rouse the pauper to a desire for independence. Personal visitation is
good all round; like mercy, it blesseth him that gives and him that takes.


Our churches have visiting societies connected with them, but we fear they
are not quite so flourishing as they ought to be. A few ladies manage the
whole business, and do all the work. We wish that all the members of the
churches who have anything to spare would become visitors of the sick and
the poor, either in connection with the societies or on their own account.
Of course, those whose time belongs to their employers, and those whose
home duties occupy every minute, are to be excused, but we have hundreds
of ladies without occupation who ought to spend their time in being true
sisters of mercy And why not the gentlemen too? Men of leisure could not
do better than hunt out needy merit in the back slums. It would afford more
excitement and pleasure than shooting over the moors, or watching the fly
on the rivers. Gentlemen could safely pioneer the way for ladies, and there
are rooms which they might enter more safely than the gentler sex. When
we speak of ladies and gentlemen we mean men and women of gentle
hearts and generous hands, who would go really to pity and help the poor;
we mean working-men’s wives who would sit up at night with a sick
neighbor, and artisans themselves who would not mind whitewashing a sick
man’s room, if needed, to make it sweet and healthy. Anyhow, the salt
wants to be rubbed in, and not to be kept by itself in the salt-box. There is
the city with its sorrows, and here is the church with its heaven-born love;
the question is, how shall these be brought into contact so that the evil shall
find its remedy and the medicine shall reach the disease?


It is of no use waiting till one universal Charity Organization scheme shall
be carried out; we might as well tarry till an organized providence drops
quartern loaves and pats of butter at every householder’s door. Schemes
and plans are all very well, but he who waits till a scheme has put a chicken
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into his pot will go without a pullet for a life-time. The better way is for
those who visit to go on with their work, and for those who do not visit to
begin at once, and make one call a day if possible. Just take a walk down
Paradise Place, as a commencement. Look up Jinks’s Rents and down
Sheridan’s Alley, and pick up an acquaintance with the woman who goes
out chafing when she can get it, and the widow who has four children, one
born since the husband’s death — the consumptive widow, we mean, who
cannot earn a penny for herself because three of the little ones need
nursing, and the eldest can barely run alone. To give up an evening party in
order to make a call in the slums may seem to be insane advice, but we
venture to back it up by the assertion that it would afford more sensible
entertainment than the most of the stuck-up assemblies where twaddle and
ceremony sicken thoughtful minds. Life is never slow to those who live to
do good. True romance comes in the way of those whose hearts love the
sorrowful. Nobody ever complains of ennui who spends his strength in
relieving human need for Jeans’ sake. Gratitude for our own favored lot is
excited by the inspection of a hospital, a workhouse, or the squalid dens
where poverty herds with vice.


Society wants to be made into a stir-about. We must mingle for mutual
advantage. The walls are getting higher and the ditches deeper, let us each
one try to scale the ramparts and bridge the moats. We are one family, and
we refuse to be divided. We cannot be content to be pampered while our
brethren pine in want. Down with the barriers, and let the rich and poor
meet together, for the Lord is the Maker of them all. C. H. S.


NOTES


OUR SICKNESS. — The way appointed of the Lord is surely right, but
sorely sorrowful, to many of his chosen. We fled from the land of cold to
escape from our annual assault, and in this we acted upon the best
judgment of human foresight, and yet we missed our aim. A wandering
blast swept round the Mediterranean and found out our retreat, and we fall
before it like the sere leaves, which still were lingering on the trees.
Doubtless the attack was less in force and duration than it might have been
at home, but even in its mitigated form it has brought us very low,
depressed a spirit far too often given to be sad, and left us so weak that
every word we write costs a pang, and every thought is a labor. This is our
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portion, and the Lord’s will be done in it. We value greatly the prayers of
our readers and friends, and believe that restoration will the more freely be
given to as if they will seek it in prayer on our behalf. It is to us a great
sorrow to be thus annually laid aside by severe pain; what can the end of it
be? Either we shall have to count upon a certain period of retirement every
year, or we may look for the close of a life whose wheels go round with a
motion clogged and painful. If the last, we should at least hope to see all
our enterprises kept in good order even to the final hour. The Lord send it
may be so. One thing seems pretty certain, we cannot be at our post at the
expected time, but must take time to recover strength. This is no matter of
choice, but of sheer necessity: these heavy blows take a great deal out of a
man, and he cannot soon shake off their effects.


MR. GLADSTONE’S SPEECHES. — The grand blasts from Mr. Gladstone’s
war-horn should arouse our nation. Their one note is a call to make
righteousness and peace the guides of the nation instead of selfishness and
blustering. Will men hear the call? Alas, it is to be feared that self and pride
have greater charms. “British interests “are regarded as solid matters of
consideration, while humanity and justice are treated as mere sentimental
superfluities. “The Times,” which is ever the faithful mirror of the national
mind, says about Afghanistan, which we have been so wantonly trampling
under foot, — “ whatever is done must be done with a sole view to the
future safety of India. No notion of what may be best for the Afghans
ought to come in the way. It is their business, and not ours to pay attention
to this.” It is our business to destroy all settled government in their
country, and after we have ravaged the land to leave the poor wretches to
make such arrangements as they can. Under such tutors we shall soon
become a nation of demons. Time was when high principle ruled British
hearts, and all parties in the State paid homage to liberty, to justice, and
even to humanity; but now we are another people, ruled by other lords.
Can there be too .much speaking against this? Can Christ-runs be too
excited and too eager to save their country from the evil which now sits
dominant upon it? We think not. he who shall be backward when the time
comes to deliver his land, let this great sin cleave unto him. If’ he will not
rise to rescue his people from the huge crimes into which her present rulers
are plunging her, he will be himself a partaker in their sins, and on his own
head must the curse descend.


SCHOOL BOARD. — The results of the School Board elections in London
are worthy of study. There were no great party questions to arouse
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controversial zeal, and consequently, the affair was left to drift. Never did
results more fully illustrate the blind way in which the public rushes hither
and thither, unless led and guided. Our fellow-electors are willing enough
to vote aright, but they do not know who is who, and consequently, the
man who will spend a few pounds in advertising himself can secure his own
election. It would not be impossible in the present condition of things for
an organization of Papists, or Atheists, to secure places for all their
candidates. As it is, some of the best men were not elected, and we mean
by best, the most popular and most valued men, who would have headed
the poll for certain if there had been a real contest, and the mass of the
electors had voted. Many such men are elected, but they do not occupy
leading positions on the list. This is a serious business. The education of
our youth has been by Providence entrusted in part to us as Christian men.
Are we going to leave such a charge as if it were of no consequence? Is it,
after all, a trifle how the rising generation shall be trained? Are Christian
people so oblivious of their duties to their fellow-men that when asked to
train the children, they reply, the work is beneath our notice, let the
rowdies and the sectaries settle such worldly matters? It seems to us to be
the bounden duty of each Christian man to vote for the best men for the
School Board, and that it is equally the duty of some men among us of
wealth and education to undertake the useful and philanthropic work of the
Board. Ought not each district to have its own committee of Christian men,
who shall meet before an election, consider the candidates, and advise the
general public? Would not a good proportion of upright, God-fearing men,
of generous sympathies and expanded views, be thus placed upon the
Board? It is not for the Christian to descend into the dirt and trickery of
politics, but in this case, as in others, to draw up politics into the light and
power of the gospel of Christ. We advise that the Christian men of a
district should form a Christian Consultation Committee, to watch for the
public good upon such points. The United States has shown us what
horrible corruption is engendered by Christian men refusing to be the salt
of the world; let it not be so among us. Let us salt the meat before its
corruptness utterly conquers us.


VERY PERSONAL. — As we must be absent through the Lord’s afflicting
hand, we are compelled to make the following observations. For some
reason or other subscriptions slacken and almost stop as soon as we leave
home, nor do they rally till we return. If this continues we must come back
at all hazards, for otherwise we shall have our ships aground. The
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Colportage is always the most in need, though one of the most deserving of
our enterprises. The payment for the ground for the Girls’ Orphanage has
made, we fear, but slow progress. For the other works little has come, but
there are funds in hand which place us beyond absolute need. We are sure
that the Lord will provide; but when one is very ill and weary, it is pleasant
not to have your faith much tried. At such a time it is a double comfort to
be remembered by friends, and to see that they will not allow the holy
cause to suffer because the chief worker is laid aside. Satan loses one of his
fiery darts when he can no longer whisper, “God forsakes you, and your
friends forget you.” This weapon is forged out of lies, but he is none the
less ready to use it in the dark and dreary hour.


COLLEGE. — Each Friday afternoon after our departure, until the
Christmas vacation commenced, Dr. Sinclair Paterson delivered a lecture to
the students on behalf of the Christian Evidence Society. We have received
most glowing accounts from many of the men of their appreciation of the
Doctor’s discourses on “Theism and Science,” “Cause and Purpose in
Nature,” “Evolution and Design,” and “Man and Conscience.” The high
ability and intense earnestness manifested in the lectures will make the
Doctor a great favorite with the Pastors’ College.


Mr. F. G. Marchant, pastor of the Baptist Church, Hitchin, will, after
Christmas, become the Junior Mathematical and Classical Master of the
Pastors’ College. Our friend has no intention of ceasing his ministry, but
comes to work with us with the full consent of his church. Up till this date
the vacancy has been most happily filled by the joint labors of Dr. Davies
(York Road), and Mr. Wrench (Parish Street), from whom we part with
most respectful regret.


During the past month Mr. J. S. Geale has accepted the pastorate of the
church at Queen Square, Brighton.


Mr. C. H. Thomas, of Warwick, has come to London to help us in the
secretarial work of the church, college, etc.


Mr. G. Stanley, of Whitstable, has removed to Eythorne, Kent; Mr. T. H.
Smith, of Shefford, has gone to Hadden-ham, Cambridgeshire; and Mr. G.
Dunnett, of Newcastle-under-Lyme, is going to Darkhouse Chapel,
Coseley, Stafford-shire. Mr. H. Marsden, of Mansfield, Nottingham-shire,
has been compelled, through ill-health, to resign his pastoral charge. Under
medical advice he has sailed for Australia, where we hope, with renewed
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vigor, he will be able to get into harness again, He left on the 13th ult., in
the Melanope, which is bound for Melbourne, but he thinks of going on to
Brisbane. Friends in the colonies will please note that Mr. Marsden is a
first-rate man, worthy of the utmost confidence, a man to be seized upon
for a pastor by any church in need of a live minister.


The news has reached us that Mr. T. Cannon, late of Torquay, is dead. He
was one of our earliest students, but inclined somewhat to the Plymouth
Brethren.


India. — Mr. Maplesden reports his safe arrival at Madras, after a very
trying voyage. The members of the church, and ministers of other
denominations, gave him a most hearty welcome, He writes that he
considers the prospects of work are exceedingly encouraging.


Mr. Blackie has resigned the pastorate of the Lal Bazar church, Calcutta,
having accepted the unanimous invitation of the church at Bombay. As the
result of his. two years’ work in Calcutta, the church has prospered
numerically, financially, and spiritually. The church writes to us for a
pastor. May guidance from on high, be given us in making the choice.


Africa. — Mr. Hamilton, of Cape Town, reports the opening of the
“converted” wine-store at Rondebosch, five miles from the city where he
lives. This is the first Baptist Chapel at Cape Town, and also in the western
province of South Africa. Mr. Hamilton hopes soon to begin building his
own chapel. Now that Mr. Batts has gone he greatly needs a co-pastor, as
he has frequently three services on Sunday, and one every evening during
the week, either in Cape Town or the surrounding villages. We are looking
out for the man, and two of the Lord’s stewards promise the means to send
him out.


Mr. Batts sends us good news from Port; Elizabeth. where he seems to be
filling Mr. Stokes’s place very satisfactorily. He thinks there is a fine field
for the right sort of men in South Africa. “The climate is almost perfect, we
have in reality perpetual summer; fruits are plentiful, so is money, and
above all, the fields are white unto the harvest . . . I could mention several
places in which a work would at once open up if men could only get their
passage expenses provided for them.” Now is the time for Baptists in
South Africa, and as the Lord enables us we will not let the tide pass by us.


Our beloved friend, Mr. Johnson, sends us a very touching account of the
illness and death of his dear wife. a few extracts from which will, we feel
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sure, evoke the heartiest sympathy and prayers of those of our readers who
made their acquaintance while they were with us. It appears that the
journey from Victoria to Bakundu occupied nearly three weeks, in
consequence of the opposition raised by the king of Mungo to the passage
of the missionaries through his dominions. They were within six hours’
march of their destination when they were stopped by a large band of
armed natives, who compelled them to return to Mungo, where they were
heavily fleeced, and sent back to Victoria. The exposure to the hot sun by
day, and the heavy dews by night, together with the threatening attitude of
the natives, seriously injured the health of the whole party. After a week’s
rest they started again, Mrs. Johnson and Mrs. Richardson being carried in
hammocks. The men who were carrying Mrs. Johnson stumbled over a
stone or stump of a tree, which hurt her back very much; and, to crown all,
poor Mr. Johnson was seized with fever, so that he also had to ride in a
hammock. After they reached Bakundu Mrs. Johnson took the fever; and,
although she rallied for awhile, she was never really well. Much of the time
both husband and wife were ill together, and so unable to help each other.
Of the later weeks of Mrs. Johnson’s life her sorrowing yet rejoicing
partner thus writes: “The blessed Bible, which gives comfort and
consolation such as nothing else can do. was her constant companion. Day
utter day and night after night she would seek to know more of its
contents. The rest which remains for the people of God was a theme she
much delighted to dwell upon. The ‘Morning by Morning; or, Daily Bible
Readings,’ was indeed a source of great comfort to her. The ‘Sermons,’
which are sent to me every month by Mr. Wigney’s class, were read and re-
read by her. About six weeks before her death she was much better, and
the fevers all left her. Her favorite text was. ‘I shall be satisfied when I
awake With thy likeness.’ On Sunday morning, June 29, while Brother
Richardson and his wife were at the service, I was not well, and she came
and sat by my bed and talked over our married life of over fifteen years.
The following Friday she was taken with a chill, followed by a severe fever.
On the Monday she slept all day. and complained at night that it had been
lost time, as she had been unable to read the daily portion. As she had
previously read the one for that day I selected, mother passage, ‘ I will
never leave thee,’ which she enjoyed very much. During the night she was
delirious, but in the morning she said. ‘Although my mind leaves me at
times I have not lost sight of that rest. He whom the Son sets free is free
indeed.’ Just before noon her speech failed her, and she never spoke again.
On Wednesday afternoon I said, ‘Henrietta. do you love Jesus?’ Her lips
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moved, but she was too helpless to lift her hands. Just before candlelight I
asked her if I should read the Bible. Her lips again moved, so I read part of
John 14. At eight o’clock she commenced to breathe hard, and looked at
me as though she wanted to speak. This lasted just a minute or two, and
then she went home to live with my blessed Jesus. She is indeed now at rest
and free. Little did I think when she sang with us, ‘Wait a little while, and
then we’ll sing the new song,’ that she would leave us to sing it so soon.
But so it seemed good in the sight of our Father to call her home from the
land of her fathers to be crowned. Since the death of my dear wife I
thought at one time that I should soon follow her. My heart seemed to be
affected in some way, and I suffered also from fever and neuralgia; but God
has seen fit to raise me up again. I am match better, but far from being
well. I wish sometimes I could come home and stay five or six months. I
sometimes fear that I shall not be able to do the good I had hoped to do in
Africa. but my Father knows all about it. If he wants me to serve him in this
way, Amen God’s way is always the best way. . . Please ask the friends at
the prayer-meeting to pray for the success of our work at Bakundu. I am
now praying for the conversion of the young king.


“Yours truly for Africa.
“THOMAS L. JOHNSON.”


EVANGELISTS. — After we had completed our “Notes” for the December
magazine we received from Scarborough even more cheering news than
that already published. The success of the services was so great that the
evangelists were entreated. to remain a week beyond the time allotted. To
this they gladly consented, and the re-suit proved the wisdom of the
arrangement. As the circus was not available for the week-night services,
the two next largest buildings in the town were simultaneously occupied
each. evening, and. even then hundreds were unable to gain admission. The
attendance at the noon prayer-meetings increased to seven hundred, Mr.
Fullerton’s afternoon Bible readings attracted all congregations, while the
closing meetings were of a very remarkable character. Nearly two thousand
people attended the early morning prayer-meeting, and at least as many had
to be shut out of the circus at the evening service. During their visit
Messrs. Smith and Fullerton had their usual special gatherings for children,
and for working men; and, in addition, they held a meeting for Band of
Hope children, to which the little ones from the workhouse were invited.
Some of the spiritual results of the mission may be gathered from the fact
that the invitations to tea were given to about two hundred persons who
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were believed to have been brought to a knowledge of the truth through
the instrumentality of the evangelists. At one of the services they collected
over £14 for the local Dispensary, and we are to receive as a thankoffering
to our Evangelistic Fund the noble contribution of one hundred guineas.
We might fill many pages with interesting accounts of the work in
Scarborough, but we must insert an extract from a report of services sent
to a local paper by Mr. Adey: — “ Of the character of the preaching we
can only say that both brethren have been trained in Mr. Spurgeon’s
school, and that they have imbibed the steady faith and indomitable
perseverance of their tutor and director. Conscious that they have
following them the prayers of three thousand Christian people at the
Metropolitan Tabernacle itself, who frequently send telegrams to them
from their London meetings; conscious of the fact that their beloved pastor
at Mentone, laid aside as he is by exhausting labors and painful sickness, is
ever watching their work with interest; and, above all things, sustained by
their own firm belief in the promise, ‘Lo, I am with you alway, even unto
the end of the world,’ these brethren, whether singing or preaching the
gospel, are not plagued with doubts as other men are, and God is clearly
blessing alike their faith and their works. Their theology is that of the old
Puritans. They preach ruin by the Fall; redemption, regeneration, and
justification by faith, in the old style and. with the old results. Mr.
Fullerton, who is young, a circumstance which his critics cannot forget, and
which his friends thankfully remember, has a grasp of the great primary
truths of Christianity which is simply wonderful, and a power of adapting
himself to the varying needs of each audience, that can only be appreciated
fully by those who have followed him from place to place as we have done.


“They have left behind them in Scarborough work for the churches of the
town in gathering up the fruit of their labors, which will occupy the
ministers and helpers of the Scarborough churches for a long time to
come.... Whilst Christian people must rejoice as they see the old gospel
winning its way victoriously, there are many people not professing
Christianity who acknowledge that a work has been wrought in the town
which demands record, which promises well for its true prosperity, and
which shows that steady, unselfish, and well-directed efforts to reach the
masses of the people meet with a rich reward.”


Mr. Fullerton mentions one very interesting instance out of many answers
to prayer received at Scarborough. Special subjects were selected for each
day’s petitions, and on the morning assigned to “seamen” prayer was asked
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for the crews of some boats long overdue, and almost given up in despair.
At the last meeting a man came to give thanks that in answer to prayer he
had been rescued by the lifeboat, and it turned out that all the men prayed
for had been brought into port in a most remarkable manner.


From Nov. 30 to Dec. 14, the evangelists were engaged at Cambridge,
where they held daily noon prayer-meetings in the Congregational,
Wesleyan, and Baptist chapels; and services every evening, and twice each
Sunday, in the Barnwell Theater. This month they will be hard at work on
the home farm, where we trust they will reap greater results from their
sowing of the good seed of the kingdom than in any place they have visited
before.


MR. BURNHAM was at Thetford, Norfolk, from Nov. 10 to 16. Pastor G.
Monk writes, — “ At our meetings for prayer for several weeks before he
came the burden of our petitions had been that much good might result
from his coming. Our largest hopes have been more than realized. At no
time during my pastorate have I seen so much interest awakened and
sustained as during our brother’s stay with us; the chapel was well filled
every evening except Saturday; several inquirers remained to speak with
us, and best of all’ souls were saved and enabled to rejoice in Christ.”


From Nov. 17 to 30 Mr. Burnham was at Burton-on-Trent. The special
feature of the services there was a daily open-air meeting in front of the
chapel, which faces a large factory. Every day during the dinner hour, from
three to four hundred working men were thus induced to listen to the
gospel in song or story, the result of which cannot be known at present, but
it must be productive of good. The indoor services were also well attended,
and an earnest spirit prevailed, although but few actual cases of conversion
were met with at the time. Mr. Burnham has since visited Naunton and
Ginting, near Cheltenham, and Melford, Suffolk; and for this month he is
fully engaged at Eye, Suffolk; Piss, Norfolk, and Driffield and Cranswick,
Yorks.


ORPHANAGE. — It was a golden hour for the Orphanage when Mr.
Charlesworth proposed to train a choir of boys who should hold services of
song for the Institution. The project has succeeded delightfully. We accord
to Mr. Charles-worth and his helpers, and the orphans, all the credit which
is due to them, and then it remains to be said that the main cause of success
lies in the love of our many friends. During our illness we have had deep
draughts of refreshment through the tours made by the boys in Kent and
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Hampshire. The boys have been treated like little princes, and the cause has
been helped as by princes and queens. We had a long account prepared of
the success of the meetings at Folkestone, Dover. Deal, and Chatham, but
after reading it over, and feeling very moist about the eyes at the
remembrance of many dear names in those places, whose kindness never
fails, we thought it would not be well to print it. It seemed as if we should
be sure to forget somebody if we entered into details, and as high-constable
and mayors, churchmen and dissenters, all united with our special friends,
we think we had better bow our sincere acknowledgments all round, and
say, “God bless you all.” £82 4s. 6d. appears to be the net results of this
week’s tour.


At South Street, Greenwich, the choir sang £20 into the treasury: at the
same time aiding our dear son. May our children after the flesh and after
the Spirit partake in one common blessing. At Dacre Park, Lee, our brother
Usher entertained the choir, but the weather was unutterable. Proceeds
unknown as vet.


The Hampshire tour commenced December 2nd. Mr. Medhurst’s friends,
ever among our foremost helpers, received the lads right gladly. The
collection came to £22 10s. The members of Mr. Medhurst’s Bible Class
have during the year collected £50 thus., thus bringing up their help in one
year to the noble amount of £73 6s. The first student is not to be excelled
in his love to his old friend. How sweet, how uplifting to our heart is such
true brotherly love! We invoke a thousand blessings on our brother and on
the many who deal to us according to the same spirit.


When the lads moved on to Southampton, Mr. Mackey and his friends
were equally alive and enthusiastic. Our dear old friend, Trestrail, with his
glorious warm heart welcomed the lads at Newport, and with the aid of
many friends made the matter a great success. The same may be said of Mr.
Craig at Cowes, and Mr. Sparkes at West Cowes. In each case the
institution was taken up either by the mayor or by some other leading
gentlemen, while not only our own ministers, but those of other
denominations joined in the effort of love. One who writes to us says,
“You ought to be a very happy man.” Right, good friend, right.
Undeserved affection to us personally has been our happy portion, for the
Lord’s sake, and we know that his love to us for Christ’s sake has
produced much fruit for the orphans, and we are happy. We feel utterly
unworthy of a thousandth part of the kind things which have been said and
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done, and we are glad that the friends make such a generous error in
esteeming us far too highly, since it leads them to help the fatherless. Thank
you, dear friends, thank you from the deeps of my heart.


During the present month Mr. Charles-worth has arranged meetings,
commencing on the 12th, at Bath, Bristol, Gloucester, Cheltenham, and
Hereford; and he is negotiating a series in Liverpool through the kindness
of the executive of the Local Baptist Union.


The first troop of girls has been received at the new Orphanage. We may
therefore say that “The Hawthorns” have put forth their first blossoms in
midwinter. Behold a miracle of grace!


Friends, please remember that the next Collectors’ meeting will be held at
the Orphanage on Friday, January 9. Make it a good meeting to give the
girls a hearty welcome.


Most generous was the impulse which led Dr. Parker on a sudden to make
a collection for the Orphanage. May God bless him in return. Our
intercourse with him has been but slender, hence the utter spontaneousness
of his kindly deed was the more striking and refreshing to our heart. The
cause deserves everybody’s help, but presented as a personal token of
sympathy the Doctor’s unexpected aid is most grateful to our heart. This is
the warm brotherly letter which came to us when in our lowest plight. It
was not meant for the press, but we hope we do no wrong in printing it: —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — Last Thursday morning I asked my hearers
to make a collection on behalf of the Orphanage, and they gave
about £15 in the boxes. The matter was gone into without the
slightest notice or preparation, or the result would have been larger.
We do not like to send a cheque for anything under £ 20, hence the
difference between the collection and the enclosed. Use it for the
boys or girls just as you like, and always remember that the City
Temple pulpit is open when you care to occupy it in the interests of
your Orphanage. t want you to be young for ever, and strong to do
the work you love. God bless you with rest and hope.


“Ever sincerely yours,
JOSEPH PARKER.”


COLPORTAGE. — This work is being car-lied on by the agents and
Committee and Secretary with all their might, but nothing which we write
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about it seems to elicit sympathy or to bring help. There is great present
need for this agency, God has greatly blessed it in former years, it is a work
which deserves the earnest help of all Christian men: — but if others do not
think so we must leave it. We will carry it on as we have means; but we
confess that we are greatly disheartened. No other enterprise of ours has
ever dragged along like this work, and yet there is not one which exceeds it
in value.


PERSONAL NOTES. — In recent numbers of The Sword and the Trowel
several instances have been given of the good effects of “Spurgeon’s
Sermons,” will you allow the writer to add one more? In one of our resorts
for invalids in the Midland Counties is a man of almost world-wide
distinction, but who was better known thirty or forty years ago than he is
to-day. His history is brimful of interesting incidents, and, when written,
will be one of the most remarkable in modern times. He has seen eighty-
eight summers, and though his natural force is abeted, and his eyes
somewhat dimmed, he can, with the aid of a lens, see to read the daily
papers, and is conversant with all the current events in national and social
life. He is as sensitive as a barometer to any change in the diplomacy of the
courts of Europe, and especially is this the case with anything connected
with the tribes of Israel, and their restoration to their own land. He has
crossed the desert to visit Palestine, and on his first visit was accompanied
by Dr. Black (who spoke nineteen languages), McCheyne, and Bonar. He
has been the contemporary of some of the most distinguished divines,
physicians, and writers that Scotland has ever known. He is now confined
to his bed, from which he knows he will never be lifted until he is carried to
the place of sepulcher. Not a murmur, however, escapes his lips. He has the
piety of a saint and the simplicity of a child; but you can see the old fire
burn when the foundation truths are assailed by men of modern thought.
His chief joy on the Sabbath, dear Mr. Editor, is to hear one of your
sermons. The reader is a little maid; and he avows that he has the best
preacher and hears the best sermon in the town. Need I say that our aged
friend is Dr. Alexander Keith, the author of “The Evidence of Prophecy”
and other valuable works. I am not commissioned by the seer to send you
the above, but I am commissioned to give you his grateful thanks for the
rich feast you give him. He, moreover, wished me to say that, while
spending the winter at the Bridge of Allan, two or three years ago, your
sermons were read by invalids in five separate rooms of the same
establishment every Sunday. Many prayers go up daily to heaven for the
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continuance of your health and life, but not the least fervent come from the
lips of this dear old man. W.B.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — October 23rd, fifteen; 24th two:
27th, seventeen; 30th, thirteen; November 27th, fifteen; December 4th,
twenty. Statement of Receipts from November 15th to December 14th,
1879.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


FEBRUARY, 1880.


THE PEARL OF PATIENCE


A SERMON PREACHED IN HIS OWN ROOM AT MENTONE,
TO AN AUDIENCE OF FOURTEEN FRIENDS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Ye have heard of the patience of Job, and have seen the end of the
Lord; that the Lord is very pitiful, and of tender mercy.” — James
5:11.


WE need to be reminded of what we have heard, for we are far too ready
to forget. We are also so slow to consider and meditate upon what we
have heard that it is profitable to have our memories refreshed. At this time
we are called upon to recollect that we have heard of the patience of Job.
We have, however, I trust, gone beyond mere hearing, for we have also
seen in the story of Job that which it was intended to set vividly before our
mind’s eye. “Ye have heard of the patience of Job, and have seen the end
of the Lord.” The Romish priest professes to make men hear the voice of
the gospel by seeing, but the scriptural way is to make men see the truth by
hearing. Faith, which is the soul’s sight, comes by hearing. The design of
the preaching of the gospel to the ear is to make all men see what is the
fellowship of the mystery which from the beginning of the world hath been
hid in God, who created all things by Jesus Christ. Inward sight is the result
of all fruitful hearing.


Now, that which is to be seen in the Scriptures is somewhat deeper, and
calls for more thought than that which is merely heard. “Ye have heard of
the patience of Job” — an interesting history, which a child may
understand; but it needs divine teaching to see to the bottom of that
narrative, to discover the pearl which lies in the depths of it. It can only be







28


said of enlightened disciples, “Ye have seen the end of the Lord; that the
Lord is very pitiful, and of tender mercy.” At the same time, that which is
seen is also more precious to the heart, and more bountifully enriches the
soul than anything which is only heard. I count it no small enrichment of
our mind to have heard of the patience of Job, it comforts and strengthens
us in our endurance; but it is an infinitely better thing to have seen the end
of the Lord, and to have perceived the undeviating tenderness and pity
which are displayed even in his sorest chastisements. This is indeed a
choice vein of silver, and he that hath digged in it is far richer than the
more superficial person, who has only heard of the patience of Job, and so
has only gathered surface-truth. “The patience of Job,” as we hear of it, is
like the shell of some rare nut from the Spice Islands, full of fragrance; but
“the end of the Lord,” when we come to see it, is as the kernel, which is
rich beyond expression with a fullness of aromatic essence.


Note well the reason why the text reminds us of what we have heard and
seen. When we are called to the exercise of any great virtue, we need to
call in all the helps which the Holy Spirit has bestowed upon us. All our
wealth of hearing and seeing we shall have need to spend in our heavenly
warfare. We shall be forced full often to gird up the loins of our mind by
the recollection of examples of which we have heard, such as that of Job,
and then to buckle up that girdle, and brace it fast with what we have seen.
The patience of Job shall gird us, and that “end of the Lord” which we
have seen shall be the fastening of the band. We shall need all ere our work
is done. In the present case, the virtue we are called to exercise is that of
patience, and therefore to help us to do it we are reminded of the things
that we have heard and seen, because it is a grace as difficult as it is
necessary, and as hard to come at as it is precious when it is gained.


The text is preceded by a triple exhortation to patience. In the seventh
verse we read, “Be patient therefore, brethren, unto the coming of the
Lord”; and again, “Behold, the husbandman waiteth for the precious fruit
of the earth, and hath long patience for it, until he receive the early and
latter rain. Be ye also patient; stablish your hearts: for the coming of the
Lord draweth nigh.” Further on, in the tenth verse, we read, “Take, my
brethren, the prophets, who have spoken in the name of the Lord, for an
example of suffering affliction, and of patience.” Are we thrice exhorted to
patience? Is it not clear that we have even now much need of it? We are
most of us deficient in this excellent grace, and because of it we have
missed many privileges, and have wasted many opportunities in which we
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might have honored God, might have commended religion, and might have
been exceedingly profited in our own souls. Affliction has been the fire
which would have removed our dross, but impatience has robbed the
mental metal of the flux of submission which would have secured its proper
purification. It is unprofitable, dishonorable, weakening; it has never
brought us gain, and never will.


I suppose we are three times exhorted to patience because we shall need it
much in the future. Between here and heaven we have no guarantee that
the road will be easy, or that the sea will be glassy. We have no promise
that we shall be kept like flowers in a conservatory from the breath of frost,
or that, like fair queens, we shall be veiled from the heat of the sun.


The voice of wisdom saith, “be patient, be patient, be patient; you may
need a three-fold measure of it; be ready for the trial.” I suppose, also, that
we are over and over again exhorted to be patient, because it is so high an
attainment. It is no child’s play to be dumb as the sheep before her
shearers, and to lie still while the shears are taking away all that warmed
and comforted us. The mute Christian under the afflicting rod is no every-
day personage. We kick out like oxen which feel the goad for the first time;
we are most of us for years as a bullock unaccustomed to the yoke. “Be
patient, be patient, be patient,” is the lesson to be repeated to our hearts
many times, even as we have to teach children over and over again the
selfsame words, till they know them by heart. It is the Holy Ghost, ever
patient with our .provocations, who calls us to “be patient.” It is Jesus, the
unmurmuring sacrifice, who charges us to “be patient.” It is the long-
suffering Father who bids us “be patient.” Oh! you who are soon to be in
heaven, be patient for yet a little while, and your reward shall be revealed.


So you see that it is not without reason that we are by the text called to
strengthen ourselves by what we have heard of things encouraging and
stimulating. We shall need ere we become adepts in the science of patience
to learn from what we have heard of the patience of Job, and we shall need
to fortify ourselves with the clearest perception of the exceeding pitifulness
of the chastening Father.


Upon these two things we will indulge a brief meditation. Firstly, we are
bidden to be patient, and it is not an unheard of virtue — “ Ye have heard
of the patience of Job “; and, secondly, we are bidden to be patient, and it
is not an unreasonable virtue — for ye “have seen the end of the Lord; that
the Lord is very pitiful, and of tender mercy.”
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I. IT IS NOT AN UNHEARD OF VIRTUE TO BE PATIENT: “Ye have heard of
the patience of Job.” Observe well that the patience of Job was the
patience of a man like ourselves, imperfect and full of infirmity; for, as one
has well remarked, we have heard of the impatience of Job as well as of his
patience. I am glad the divine biographer was so impartial, for had not Job
been somewhat impatient we might have thought his patience to be
altogether inimitable, and above the reach of ordinary men. The traces of
imperfection which we see in Job prove all the more powerfully that grace
can make grand examples out of common constitutions, and that keen
feelings of indignation under injustice need not prevent a man’s becoming a
model of patience. I am thankful that I know that Job did speak somewhat
bitterly, and proved himself a man, for now I know that it was a man like
myself who said, “The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; and
blessed be the name of the Lord.” It was a man of flesh and blood, such as
mine, who said, “Shall we receive good at the hand of God, and shall we
not receive evil?” Yea, it was a man of like passions with myself who said,
“Though he slay me, yet will I trust in him.” Ye have heard of the patience
of your Lord and Master, and tried to copy it, and half despaired; but now
ye have heard of the patience of his servant Job, and knowing as Job did
that your Redeemer liveth, ye should be encouraged to emulate him in
obedient submission to the will of the Lord.


“Ye have heard of the patience of Job,” that is, the patience of a greatly
tried man. That is a very trite yet needful remark: Job could not have
exhibited patience if he had not endured trial; and he could not have
displayed a patience whose fame rings down the ages, till we have heard of
it, if he had not known extraordinary affliction. Reflect, then, that it was
the patience of a man who was tried in his estate. All his wealth was taken!
Two or three servants were left, — left only to bring him evil tidings, each
one saying, “I only am escaped alone to tell thee.” His flocks and his herds
were gone, the house in which his children had met was a wreck, and the
princely man of Uz sat upon a dunghill, and there were none so mean as to
do him reverence. Ye have heard of the patience of Job in loss and poverty;
have ye not seen that if all estates should fail God is your portion still? Job
was caused to suffer sharp relative troubles. All his children were snatched
away without a warning, dying at a festival, where, without being culpably
wrong, men are usually unguarded, and in a sense unready, for the spirit is
in dishabille. His children died suddenly, and there was a grievous mystery
about it, for a strange wind from the wilderness smote the four corners of







31


the house, and overthrew it in an instant; and such an occurrence must
have connected itself in Job’s mind either with the judgment of God,. or
with satanic influence, — a connection full of the most painful thoughts
and surmises. The death of his dear ones was not a common or a desirable
one, and yet all had so been taken. Not a son or daughter was left him. All
gone! All gone! He sits among the ashes a childless man. “Ye have heard
of the patience of Job.” Oh, to have patience under bereavements, patience
even when the insatiate archer multiplies his arrows! Then, and I here
speak most to myself, “Ye have heard of the patience of Job” under
personal affliction. It is well said by one who knew mankind cruelly well,
that “we bear the afflictions of other people very easily”; but when it
touches our bone and our flesh trial assumes an earnest form, and we have
need of unusual patience. Such bitter pain as Job must have suffered, we
have probably none of us known to anything like the same degree: and yet
we have had weary nights and dreary days. Each limb has claimed a
prominence in anguish, and each nerve has become a road for armies of
pains to march over. We know what it is to feel thankful tears in our eyes
merely for having been turned over in bed. Job, however, far excels us; “Ye
have heard of the patience of Job,” and ye know how he sinned not when
from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot he was covered with
irritating boils.


In addition to all this, Job bore what is perhaps the worst form of trial —
namely, mental distress. The conduct of his wife must have much grieved
him when she tempted him to “Curse God, and die.” However she meant
it, or however her words may be translated, she evidently spoke like a
foolish woman when her husband needed wise consolation. And then those
“miserable comforters,” how they crowned the edifice of his misery! Cold-
blooded mortals sneer at sentimental grievances, but I speak from my heart
when I affirm that griefs which break no bones and take not a groat from
our store may yet be among the sharpest whips of sorrow. When the iron
enters into the soul we know the very soul of suffering. See how Job’s
friends fretted him with arguments, and worded him with accusations. They
rubbed salt into his wounds, they cast dust into his eyes, their tender
mercies were cruel, though well-intentioned. Woe to the man who in his
midnight hour is hooted at by such owls; yet the hero of patience sinned
not: “Ye have heard of the patience of Job.”


Job’s was in all respects a most real trouble, he was no mere dyspeptic, no
hysterical inventor of imaginary evil; his were no fancied losses nor minor
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calamities. He had not lost one child out of a numerous family, nor a few
thousands out of a vast fortune, but he was brought to sad bereavement,
abject poverty, and terrible torment of body and mind; but, despite it all,
“Ye have heard of the patience of Job”; heard more of his patience than of
his afflictions. What a mercy to have heard of such a man, and to know
that one of our own race passed through the seven-times heated furnace,
and yet was not consumed!


The patience of Job was the patience of a man who endured up h the very
end. No break-down occurred; at every stage he triumphed, and to the
utmost point he was victorious. Traces of weakness are manifest, but they
are grandly overlaid by evidences of gracious power. What a marvelous
man was he with all those aches and pains, still bearing witness to his God,
“But he knoweth the way that I take when he hath tried me, I shall come
forth as gold.” He reasons well even in the heat of his passionate zeal for
his character, he reasons bravely too, and catches up the points of his
adversaries like a trained logician. He holds fast his integrity, and will not
let it go, and best of all, he cries, “I know that my Redeemer liveth, and
that he shall stand at the latter day upon the earth: and though, after my
skin, worms destroy this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God.” Oh,
glorious challenge of a dying man to his immortal Kinsman!


The enemy could not triumph over Job, he threw him on a dunghill, and it
became his throne, more glorious than the ivory throne of Solomon. The
boils and blains with which the adversary covered the patriarch were more
honor to him than a warrior’s gilded corslet. Never was the arch-fiend
more thoroughly worsted than by the afflicted patriarch, and, instead of
pitying the sufferer, my pity curdles into contempt for that fallen spirit who
must there have gnawed his own heart, and drank deep draughts of gall
and wormwood as he saw himself foiled at all points by one who had been
put into his power, and one too of the feeble race of man. Surely, in this he
experienced a foretaste of the bruising threatened at Eden’s gate as to be
given him by the woman’s seed. Yes, Job endured unto the end, and hence
he stands as a pillar in the house of the Lord. Cannot we endure unto the
end too? What doth hinder grace from glorifying itself in us?


We may once more say that the patience of Job is the virtue of one who
thereby has become a great power for good. “Ye have heard of the
patience of Job,” yes, and all the ages have heard of the patience of Job,
and heaven has heard of the patience of Job, and hell has heard of it too;
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and not without results in each of the three Worlds. Among men, the
patience of Job is a great moral and spiritual force. This morning, when
musing upon it, I felt ashamed and humbled, as thousands have done
before me. I asked myself, “What do I know of patience when I compare
myself with Job?” and I felt that I was as unlike the great patriarch as I well
could be. I recollect a minister who had been somewhat angered by certain
of his people, and therefore preached from the text, “And Aaron held his
peace.” It was remarked that the preacher’s likeness to Aaron reached no
further than the fact that Aaron held his peace, and the preacher did not.
May we not penitently confess that our likeness to Job is much of the same
order: he was patient, and we are not? Yet, as I thought of the patience of
Job, it caused me to hope. If Job was patient under trial and affliction, why
should not I be patient too? He was but a man; what was wrought in one
man may be done in another. He had God to help him, and so have I; he
could fall back upon the living Redeemer, so can I; and why should I not?
Why should not I attain to patience as well as the man of Uz? It made me
feel happy to believe in human capacity to endure the will of God, the Holy
Spirit instructing and upholding. Play the man, beloved friend! Be not cast
down! What God hath done for one he can do for another. If the man be
the same, and if the great God be the same, and be sure he is, we too may
attain to patience in our limited circle; our patience may be heard of among
those who prize the fruits of the Spirit.


II. I will not detain you, lest I weary you, except just to say, in the second
place, IT IS NOT AN UNREASONABLE VIRTUE TO BE PATIENT, for according
to our text there is great love and tenderness in it, “Ye have seen the end of
the Lord; that the Lord is very pitiful, and of tender mercy.” We must have
seen in Job’s story, if we have regarded it aright, that the Lord was in it all.
It is not a narrative in which the devil is the sole actor — the great Lord of
all is evidently present. He it was who challenged Satan to consider Job,
and then questioned him as to the result. Less seen than the evil one, the
Lord was nevertheless present at every act of the drama. God was not
away while his servant suffered; in fact, if there was any place where the
thoughts of God were centered more than anywhere else in providence at
that time, it was where the perfect and upright man was bearing the brunt
of the storm. The Lord was ruling too. He was not present as a mere
spectator but as still master of the situation. He had not handed over the
reins to Satan; far from it, for every step that the enemy took was only by
express permission from the throne. He allowed him to strip his servant,
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but he set the limit, “Only upon himself put not forth thine hand.” When to
complete the test the enemy was permitted to plague his body, the Lord
added, “But save his life.” The ruling hand is always on the curb. The dog
of hell is allowed to snap and snarl, but his chain is not removed, and the
collar of omnipotent restraint is on him. Come, dear friends, you that are in
trouble, remember that God is in your sorrow, ruling it to a desired end,
and checking it that it should go no further than according to his will; and
you neither have suffered, nor in the future will suffer, any more than he in
infinite love permits.


Moreover, ire Lord was blessing Job by all his tribulation. Untold
blessings were coming to the grand old man while he seemed to be losing
all. It was not simply that he obtained a double portion at the end, but all
along, every part of the testing process wrought out his highest good. Now
have we seen the end of the Lord, and that end is unmingled goodness. The
Lord was standing by every moment to stop the refining process when it
had come to the proper point, so that no more of it should happen than
was really beneficial, and at the same time no less than should secure his
gracious purpose. True mercy is bound at times to seem untender, for it
might be a great and life-long evil for the surgeon to stop the knife before
its work was done: the Lord was wisely tender and tenderly wise with Job,
and even in his case the sore affliction was not allowed to proceed a single
degree beyond the needful point of intensity.


And when we come to look all Job’s life through, we see that the Lord in
mercy brought him out of it all with unspeakable advantage. He who
tested with one hand supported with the other. Whatever Satan’s end
might be in tempting the patriarch, God had an end which covered and
compassed that of the destroyer, and that end was answered all along the
line, from the first loss which happened among the oxen to the last taunt of
his three accusers. There was never a question in the heights of heaven as
to the ultimate issue. Eternal mercy was putting forth its irresistible energy,
and Job was made to bear up through the trial, and to rise from it a wiser
and a better man.


Such is the case with all afflicted saints. We may well be patient under our
trials, for the Lord sends them; he is ruling in all their circumstances, he is
blessing us by them, he is waiting to end them, and he is pledged to bring
us through. Shall we not gladly submit to the Father of our spirits? Is not
this our deepest wish — “Thy will be done”? Shall we quarrel with that
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which blesses us? Shall we repine when the end of the trouble is so near
and so blessed? No, we see that the Lord is very pitiful and of tender
mercy, and therefore we will be patient.


Beloved, let us accept future sorrow with joy, for it is love divine which
will add to our years whatever sorrowful seasons may yet come to us.
Job’s life might have ended in the first period without the trial, but if the
patriarch, with perfect knowledge of all things, could have had his choice,
would he not have chosen to endure the trial for the sake of all the blessing
which came of it? We should never have heard of the patience of Job if he
had continued in his prosperity; and that first part. of his life would have
made a very poor commonplace history as compared with what we now
find in the pages of Scripture. Camels, sheep, servants, and children make
up a picture of wealth, but we can see this any day; the rare sight is the
patience, this it is which raises Job to his true glory. God was dealing well
with his faithful servant, and even rewarding his uprightness, when he
counted him worthy to be tried. The Lord was taking the surest and
kindest way to bless and honor one who was a perfect and an upright man,
one that feared God and eschewed evil.


It was pitiful of the Lord to permit sharp trial to come upon Job for his
good; there was more tender mercy in subjecting him to it than there would
have been in screening him from it. False pity would have permitted the
good man to die in his nest, but true pity put a thorn into it, and made him
mount aloft as the eagle. It was great mercy after all which took him out of
the state in which he washed his steps with butter, and cast him into the
mire, for thus he was weaned from the world, and made to look the more
eagerly for a better portion.


No doubt in Job’s character the Lord saw certain failings which we cannot
see, which he desired to remove, and perhaps he also marked. some
touches of grace which needed to be supplied; and divine love undertook
to complete his perfect character. Perhaps his prosperity had. sunned him
till he had grown somewhat hard in tone and sharp in judgment, and
therefore the Lord would soften down and mellow his gracious spirit. The
things lacking were no common virtues, for in these he was perfect, but
certain rich and rare tints of the higher life; and these could not be imparted
by any other means than severe suffering. Nothing more could really be
done for Job but by this special agency, for doubling the number of his
camels and sheep would only enlarge his cares, since he had enough
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already; of children, too, he had a sufficient family, and of all earthly things
abundance; but to give him twice the grace, twice the experience, twice the
knowledge of God, perhaps twice the tenderness of character he had ever
possessed before, was a mode of enrichment which the tender and pitiful
Lord adopted out of the greatness of his wisdom and favor. Job could only
thus be made doubly rich in the rarest of all treasures, and the All-merciful
adopted that method.


Examining the matter from another point of view, it may appear that Job
was tried in order that he might be better able to bear the extraordinary
prosperity which the Lord had resolved to pour in upon him.. That double
portion might have been too much for the patriarch, if he had not been
lifted into a higher state. If abundance be hard to bear, superfluity is even
worse; and, therefore, to those he loves the Lord giveth more grace.


Job by his trials and patience received not only double grace, and double
wealth, but double honor from God. He had stood very high in the peerage
of the excellent as a perfect and an upright man before his trial, but now he
is advanced to the very highest rank of spiritual nobility. Even our children
call him “the most patient man under pains and sufferings.” He rose from
the knighthood of sincere goodness to the peerage of heroic endurance. At
first, he had. the honor of behaving admirably amid wealth and ease, but he
was. in the end elevated to sit among those who glorify God in the fires’
Benevolence, justice, and truth shone as bright stars in the sky of his
heavenly character, but now the moon of patience silvers all, and lights up
the scene with a superior beauty. Perhaps the Lord may love some of us so
specially that he means to put upon us the dignity of endurance, he will
make us knights, not of the golden fleece, but of the iron cross.. What but
great pitifulness and tender mercy could plan such a lot for our unworthy
selves?


Once more, Job by his trials and the grace of God was lifted up into the
highest position of usefulness. He was useful before his trial as few men of
wealth and influence have been, but now his life possesses an enduring
fruitfulness which blesses multitudes every day. Even we who are, here this
afternoon “have heard of the patience of Job.” All the ages have this man
for their teacher. Brothers and sisters, we do not know who will be blessed
by our pains, by our bereavements, by our crosses, if we have patience
under them. Specially is this the case with God’s ministers, if he means to
make much of them: their path to usefulness is up the craggy mountain’s
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side. If we are to comfort God’s afflicted people, we must first be afflicted
ourselves. Tribulation will make our wheat fit to be bread for saints.
Adversity is the choicest book in our library, printed in black letter, but
grandly illuminated. Job makes a glorious comforter and preacher of
patience, but no one turns either to Bildad, Zophar, or Eliphaz, who were
“miserable comforters,” because they had never been miserable. You, dear
sisters, whom God will make daughters of consolation to your families,
must in your measure pass through a scholarship of suffering too; a sword
must pass through your own hearts if you are to be highly favored and
blessed among women. Yet, let us all remember that affliction will not
bless us if it be impatiently borne; if we kick at the goad it will hurt us, but
it will not act as a fitting stimulus. If we rebel against God’s dispensations
we may turn his medicines into poisons, and increase our griefs by refusing
to endure them. Be patient, be patient, be patient, and the dark cloud shall
drop a sparkling shower. “Ye have heard of the patience of Job”: imitate it.
“Ye have seen the end of the Lord”: rejoice in it. “He is very pitiful, and of
tender mercy”: yield yourselves to him. Divine Spirit, plant in us the sweet
flower of patience, for our patient, Savior’s sake. Amen.


THE JIBBING HORSE


THE carriage would have ascended the hill very pleasantly, but one horse of
the pair refused to pull. The other was a first-rate creature, but what could
it do alone? Everything was kept waiting by the one jibbing animal While
our patience was having its perfect work we thought upon families where
happiness and prosperity would be enjoyed were it not for the willfulness
of one individual. In most, cases it is the husband whose drunken habits
pull down with both hands what his frugal wife endeavors to build up.
Were we cruel when we wished a horse-whip could have been brought to
bear upon a brutal fellow who sold the furniture which his wife had earned,
and drank up the money which he thus procured? A little touch of the cat
might not be too severe a medicine for such a rascal. Very rarely, we have
known the wife to be the hindrance to success. A slovenly house and an
extravagant expenditure have wasted the substance of an industrious man,
and made his labor of no avail. Great pity is needed by a team which has a
jibbing horse in it, but we have no pity for the jibber. Surely, if either man
or woman could see how the case appears to an onlooker, for very shame
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jibbing would be given over, the neck would press the collar, and the
family coach would climb the hill.


THE PULPIT AS A WARMING APPARATUS


“IN addition to the pulpit there is a hot-air warming apparatus.” This
sentence occurred in the description of Mr. Culls Tabernacle at Shoreditch,
which we inserted in last month’s magazine, and a gentle critic at once
pounced upon it as a singular combination. So indeed it looks, and we may
perhaps confess that it was a slip of the pen, but at the same time it is a
highly suggestive one: the pulpit and the hot-air apparatus may be fitly put
together. We remember once preaching in a small chapel, and after the
sermon was over, and the collection was about to be made, we inquired of
the pastor to what object the contributions were to be allotted. He replied
that they were to purchase a stove for warming the chapel. Knowing that
the congregation was exceedingly slender, and the minister remarkably
dull, it occurred to us that the best place in which to put the stove would
be the pulpit, for if the minister could be warmed, the people would not
long be cold in so small a place.


Full many a discourse is enough to chill a man in the heat of summer, but
on the other hand we know of places where the crowded congregations
suffice to warm themselves, and a thoroughly red-hot sermon makes the
hearers almost forget the weather. A pulpit may be a refrigerator, but it
ought to be a furnace, or rather it should be the fire-place in the house to
which all the family turn for warmth. What can be done to stoke the
pulpits? The fire in many instances burns very low in that quarter, how can
the expiring hearths be turned into more useful sources of heat?


The first thing needed is a live coal from off the altar. One will do to begin
with if a seraph will but bring it. This coal will have a wonderful effect.
Sermons set on fire in this fashion are glorious flare beaux burning up all
that chills and freezes. Without this fire what a dreary thing preaching may
become! Who can stand before its cold? Many discourses are comparable
to salmon packed in ice, with the one exception that there is no salmon
when you come to unpack, the parcel. When his words are cast forth as
morsels of ice, and his sentences hang like icicles around his lips, the
preacher is not likely to create fervor in the audience. A very proper style,
a drawling utterance, a lifeless spirit, and common-place matter make up a
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fine freezing mixture. Under such influences the spiritual temperature falls
far below zero, and abides there. Fire is wanted, and fire from heaven is at
once the purest and the fiercest flame. Oh, for an Elijah to bring it down


As we cannot give the preacher this, it may be more practical to remark
that some of our Lord’s servants are doubtless chilled in their hearts by a
want of love on the part of their churches. They see prayer-meetings
deserted, all good work left to them alone, and an utter indifference to
them and to their office, and they are depressed. A few kind words of
approbation fitly and seasonably spoken would set many a preacher on a
glow, and the knowledge that he lived in the hearts of his friends would
stimulate him, set him in the sunshine, and melt his frost. Let those who
have been quick at blaming try the effect of a little love, and see what
wonders it will work. If it does not benefit him who receives it, it will bless
him who gives it, and so there will be no loss.


A larger measure of generosity on the part of those who support the man
of God would also be well spent in many instances. The farmer who saw
his neighbor using the whip very lavishly was as wise as he was merciful
when he cried out, “Put the whip in the manger, neighbor. Give the poor
creature fewer cracks and more corn.” Instead of finding fault with your
minister find the good man more provender A burdened mind cannot
exhibit the fertility and vivacity for which hearers are craving. In many a
case it may be said of the preacher-


“Chill penury repressed his noble rage,
And froze the genial current of his soul.”


The knowledge that one’s children are badly clad and scarcely shod, that
the cupboard is bare and the purse is empty, is enough to kill the
enthusiasm of an otherwise burning spirit, especially when it is coupled
with the fact that in the pews there are those who can indulge themselves in
luxuries, and who could remove the pressure of their pastor’s want without
suffering a self-denial. Thoughtlessness about this matter is one of the
crying sins of the age, and tends greatly to withhold the blessing from the
hand of God. It’ men care so little about the servant that they half starve
him, the Master is not likely to pour out a blessing so large that there shall
not be room enough to receive it. When the priests fainted at the altar for
want of bread, the Lord frowned on Israel, and when his ministering
servants are exposed to needless poverty he will not smile upon his church.
If those who are able to do so would make our poor pastors the objects of
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their guardian care and constant liberality, it would be one of the surest and
swiftest modes of securing a genuine revival.


A few well-chosen books, sent as a present to the pastor, would in many
cases, by the divine blessing, kindle quite a beacon flame in the pulpit, and,
without knowing why, the whole church would perceive with astonishment
that cold platitudes had fled, and that holy freshness had taken their place.
They must be good standard books, mind, and not a litter of old
magazines, not worth the carriage. The best are the cheapest. Better one
real book than a score of the sham volumes with which the press teems
every day of the week. Send in a few pounds’ worth, or even less, of solid
literature, and watch the result. If any doubt the success of this method, we
would urge them to try it once, and if it does not succeed to try it again,
and if still there is no beneficial result, to use in addition more frequently
the bellows of prayer, and see if the holy breath does not excite the flame.
Paul bade Timothy stir up the gift that was in him, and we would add to
the apostolic advice that our brethren in the churches should stir up the gift
which is in their pastors, not by cold words of criticism and fault-finding,
but by such kindly methods as we have here suggested, and as many others
as affection and wisdom can devise. You cannot get a good fire without
fuel. Heap on abundance of glowing coals, and while you are hoping and
praying, cheering and refreshing, the fire will burn. C.H.S.


HOLY ARITHMETIC


SERMON BY C. SPURGEON, PREACHED AT SOUTH-STREET,
GREENWICH.


(Abridged from short-hand notes.)


“Mercy unto you, and peace, and love, be multiplied. “ — Jude 2.


A TRINITY of blessings is often to be met with in God’s word. Here we
have three choice gems — mercy, peace, and love — which seem to
sparkle as we gaze upon them, and happy is the man who, while looking on
them can say, “They are mine.” It is God’s happiness to crown all his
people with goodness. For awhile, indeed, we may have to wear a crown
of thorns, as our Master did; but even this shall be a glory to us. What is it
you have on your brow now? Is it not a golden diadem wrought by a
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gracious Lord? It is as if God would weave a wreath for our heads out of
his mercy, and intertwine it with the lily off peace, and adorn it with the
rose of love. May this trio of blessings be given to each one of us, and be
multiplied. God’s gifts always come in company, lie is God, and gives as a
God. Man, indeed, has limited means, and so must be limited in his gifts;
but God’s blessings are unbounded, and they come in triplets to us. Mercy
is accompanied with peace and love, and since God blesses his children
thus, when we come to him in prayer let us ask for a full supply of his
favors. Jude would crave for a three-fold benediction to abide upon the
saints of God. Do you. say, “If we have mercy, that is enough”? No, there
is more to be enjoyed, for peace and love are to follow. When we are
speaking for others let us be very bold. We may be somewhat backward
when we seek blessings for ourselves, we are so sinful, and we know it; but
when we ask for others “large petitions let us bring “ — for them let us
seek mercy, peace, and love.


I want now to indulge in a little holy arithmetic. First, there is a SUM IN


ADDITION — “ Mercy, and peace, and love.” Add these together. Then
there is a SUM IN MULTIPLICATION. — “Mercy, and peace, and love, be
multiplied; and then, by way of application, a SUM IN PRACTICE.


I. In the first place, we have a SUM IN ADDITION. As Christians we must
never be content with the measure of our grace. Do not be satisfied to
remain dwarf trees, but seek to be growing higher and higher, and at the
same time sending your roots deeper and deeper. Like giant palms let our
heads be lifted up to heaven, where the warm sunshine of divine love shall
cherish growth, while our roots derive nourishment from the deep springs
of secret grace. A sacred thirsting and hungering after celestial delicacies is
what the Christian should at all times possess. We have sipped of the
precious liquid only; let us take the cup salvation which overflows and
drink it dry if we can: a crumb will not feed a famished soul; let us partake
to the full of this heavenly bread. The first figure in this sum is “mercy,”
and it is a very high number indeed. It stands foremost, for it is the chief of
God’s dealings with us, whereby he pities us in our helplessness. We have
already received much, but we are to add to it: for” He hath not dealt with
us after our sins,” but favor has been shown to the undeserving, mercy to
those who are full of sin. He has shown not only clemency in bestowing
pardon, but his bountiful mercy whereby he supplies sufficiently our wants,
“even the sure mercies of David.” So that whatever we need let us seek the
stream bearing on its tide blessings for our souls to-day. Pray for this to







42


God, who is rich in mercy, and he will add mercy to mercy. The best way
to complete this sum is by coming to the mercy seat. Therefore come
boldly to the throne of grace, that you may obtain mercy. The Father of all
mercies will hear and bless. We cry, “Have mercy upon us according unto
the multitude of thy tender mercies.”


Then add to mercy “peace.” What a glorious numeral is this! As soon as
we gain pardon there must come peace. For what soul shall dwell ill at ease
that feels its sins forgiven? It is iniquity that causes pain; when this is
removed there is a holy health of soul. The peace of God rules in our
hearts, and keeps them too. Now are we reconciled to God through the
death of his dear Son — we are at peace with him. The enmity of our
hearts has been slain, and it is our delight to be in his company. We want to
have more of this peace; how shall we gain it? Only by seeking to hold
more communion with our God. If this fair flower is to grow within our
hearts the dew of heaven must fall upon it during the hours of calm
fellowship with God. We must dwell in him and he in us. Then there will
come also a peace with self. Having no longer the consciousness of guilt,
but of satisfaction; being right with God we are happy in ourselves, and
peace pervades our spirits. The uprising of evil is quelled by the
tranquilizing influence of a clear conscience, and so a holy peace abides
within our hearts. Reign on, O powerful yet pacific Prince, and peace shall
evermore crown us with prosperity! Have we got that peace with God? It
is only by justification that we can obtain it. Through Jesus Christ, who is
our peace, we enjoy this blessing. Shall we not add, then, to our heart’s
content? In him are the springs of peace and love. Oh that this peace may
flow as a river within us!


Yet again, there is another figure to add, and it is “love.” Surely there is
no more room! We are already full now that we have the “mercy of God”
and the “peace of God;” what more can we have? Add to all this the “love
of God,” a boon beyond all calculation, a prize of infinite value. Many have
got a little of this treasure: would to God all had more. Love lies
smoldering in our hearts. O breath divine, blow these sparks into burning
fires! Grace changes all within us, for while we receive such mercy and
enjoy such peace from the hands of our loving Lord we feel we must love
in return. “We love because we are loved,” and this love is a habit wrought
in us by God himself, who is love. Do we hear the Master say, “Lovest
thou me?” We answer, “Lord, thou knowest that we love thee;” and we
might add more than Peter said, “We do not love thee as we should, nor
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even as we would.” The true mother would not have her child divided,
neither would God have the hearts of his true children divided in their
affections.


“Burn, burn, oh, love, within my breast
Burn fiercely night and day,


Till all the dross of earthly loves
Is burned and burned away.”


Let the love of God be shed abroad in our hearts as the sunlight gleaming
through the painted window of a cathedral sheds a beauty upon all,
adorning yet not disarranging aught. So the love of God should shine in
our hearts, making everything beautiful, our thoughts, our words, our
actions all being lit up with his love. Now, put these three together —
mercy, peace, love — and what a grand total they make! Items in the grace
of God for all to enjoy.


II. Now we come to our SUM IN MULTIPLICATION. If I want to increase
rapidly let me have the multiplication table, and let it be by compound
multiplication too. Multiply by that which has been itself multiplied. Mercy,
and peace, and love, multiplied by mercy, and peace, and love, which have
been multiplied. Is this shard sum? God can help us to do it if we also help
ourselves. The first thing that affords aid is memory. Think of the mercies
of yesterday, put them down, then multiply them by the mercies of to-day,
and so on and on, meditating upon the favors of years past, and you will
find by this mental exercise that the mercy you now enjoy will be
multiplied. Let every mercy have a dot over it to show that it is a recurring
one. And memory will refresh you concern-Lug peace too. Remember
when the heart was broken, and the spirit was tried with anguish, how
Jesus spake to you in words of tender love and blessed comfort. After the
thunder and the whirlwind there was the “still small voice” which
whispered peace. The dashing billows bore upon their crested summits the
all-powerful voice of a loving Savior, who said, “It is I; be not afraid,” and
immediately there was a calm. Recollect the morning of bright joy which
followed the nights of sadness. Love, too, must be remembered if it is to be
multiplied. Review all the tokens received in the past, all the choice
souvenirs. Take down that bundle of letters, and let memory refresh herself
by re-reading all the words of love written by a gracious God. Thus shall
memory help us in our multiplication.







44


Another help we may have is mutual intercourse. As a boy at school runs
to another older and wiser than himself when a sum is hard, and he needs
help in doing it, so should Christians endeavor to find counsel and support
from intercourse with their fellow-saints. A brother may tell you something
you never knew before, for he has just received a mercy that you are
wanting, and the way he obtained it may serve as a direction for you. Then
get into the peaceful company of believers, and you will find your peace
will be multiplied. Do not lie down with the lion, or you may learn to fight,
but rest beside the lamb, and peace shall abound. Love also begets love,
and in the fellowship of those who love the Lord you will derive much
benefit and an increase to your love.


But the very best way is to go to the Master. If the sum is difficult, it may
be well to take down the exercise-book and see the examples already
worked out, Study God’s word and see how mercy, and peace, and love
have been multiplied to others, so shall you learn the way to have your own
multiplied, if you cannot get on with this aid, go straight away to the Head-
master. He is merciful, he is full of mercy, he is plenteous in mercy. Here,
then, shall you find a way out of your difficulty. If you cannot multiply, he
will do it for you; he is the Prince of Peace, submit yourself to his gentle
reign, and peace shall be yours. Dwell in the atmosphere of his love and
this grace shall be more and more in you. Thus, Teacher Divine, help thy
scholars to rise and make progress while here below, until it shall please
thee to call us home for the holidays, where our lessons shall be at an end,
for then shall we enjoy the fullness of thy mercy, the sweetness of thy
peace, and the bounties of thy love.


III. Now, a SUM IN PRACTICE, and a very short one too. Unto you who
have been called, sanctified, and preserved, are these words of exhortation
sent. Be merciful, for “Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain
mercy.” Be peaceful for “Blessed are the peacemakers, for they shall be
called the children of God.” Be loving, for “Love is of God, and every one
that loveth is born of God, and knoweth God.” Evermore may this trinity
of blessings abide with us: the mercy of the Lord which is from everlasting
to everlasting, the peace of God which passeth understanding, and the love
of God which passeth knowledge, for his name’s sake. Amen.
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NOTES


The Person of Christ: the perfection of his humanity viewed as a proof of
his deity. By PHILIP SCHAFF, D.D. NISBET AND CO.


“THE object of this book is to show, in a popular style, that the person of
Christ is the great central miracle of history, and the strongest evidence of
Christianity. The very perfection of his humanity is a proof of his divinity.”
This design the author has earnestly pursued, and the result is a valuable
treatise which is as complete as the size of the book would permit. It is a
very useful thing to have collected into a handy form impartial testimonies
to the character of Christ, such as were borne by Tacitus, Julian, Chubb,
Rousseau, Napoleon, Goethe, Strauss, Theodore Parker, Stuart Mill.
Renan, and others. That men of all sorts, and even those who have rejected
his claims, have been compelled to admire, and almost adore his
perfections is a wonderful proof that though our Lord was man he was
more than other men. Think of Rousseau, saying, “If the life and death of
Socrates were those of a sage, the life and death of Jesus are those of a
God.” Why, then, did he not believe on him? Since he did not believe, what
must have been the dearness of truth which forced an unbeliever to make
such a confession? How plainly is Jesus in character surpassingly great
when he brings from the lips of a Napoleon such words as these — “
Everything in Christ astonishes me. His spirit overawes me. From the first
day to the last he is the same, always the same; majestic and simple
infinitely firm, and infinitely gentle? Our Lord needs no witnesses, but it is
refreshing to hear from one man and another of varied character and
constitution the common confession that his character has convinced them,
and that “truly this is the Son of God.” Dr. Schaff has produced a very
admirable book for young students, and to them we earnestly recommend a
thoughtful reading of his pages. The more they can store away in their
memories the facts which he here records the better for the establishment
of their faith, and the more thoroughly will they be armed against the
adversaries of the gospel.


NOTES.


January 15th. — Just as we send off these notes from Mentone we
receive the following telegram from Mr. Charlesworth, who was
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conducting a service of song with our boys in Bath. The telegram
started on the 14th, but they do things leisurely in France. “Mrs.
Hillyard passed away while our meeting was proceeding. Her last
words were, ‘My boys! My boys!’“ So falls asleep an almost
unknown saint of God, whose life was spent in the Redeemer’s
service, and to whose memory thousands of orphan children for
years to come will be living monuments. Further particulars shall be
given in our next. She was ripe for the garner.


Writing on January 15 we are able to report more than six continuous
weeks of dry, warm, sunshiny weather at Mentone, and therefore, by the
good hand of the Lord, we have shaken off the gout and rheumatic pains,
and hope to start for home on February 2. God has been very gracious in
renewing our strength, and we hope to pass the rest of the winter in full
home work, though we cannot venture much abroad. We have been
refreshed by calls from some of the best of Christian people, and by
innumerable communications from many lands, full of sympathy and love.
A letter has followed the telegram from New York, which we insert among
our “personal notes,” hearing the heartiest salutations of one hundred or
more Baptist ministers. What can we say but thank God and take courage?


FROM TABERNACLE. Every report has been cheering. Some of the ablest
divines have filled the pulpit, and maintained the congregations. Our
thankfulness is great to each one of them, and to the beloved people who
have remained faithful to their place, and to its work and servicer The
offering to the College for the year was made up to £1879, some of the
collections being very. special love-tokens to the pastor. Mr. Murrell’s
telegrams have been much in little, every word breathing encouragement
and comforting our spirit. Nothing but love have we received, and what
but love can we return?


SPECIAL SERVICES. We have had several detailed accounts of the services
at the Tabernacle conducted by Messrs. Fuller-ten and Smith: they all agree
in praising the Lord for these two valued workers, and in the expectation
that very large in-gatherings must follow the present series of meetings.
The sketches of Mr. Fullerton’s addresses which have been sent us
manifest great power of thought, soundness of doctrine, and zeal for the
salvation of souls. Mr. Smith’s music and singing also occupy a very
important place in the work. All the gatherings have been marked with the
divine blessing, but that which most of all surprises us is the noon prayer-
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meeting, which we feared would not succeed, but which has reached the
number of five hundred. Our good people are mostly engaged in the City,
and Newington ‘seemed to us rather an unlikely place for a noon-day
meeting; but where there’s a will there’s a way, and accordingly the people
did come, and are coming still. This ought to encourage other churches
which think themselves to be awkwardly located, nevertheless, to
announce special seasons for prayer. To alter the usual hour is often a
good thing. A meeting which has been held for years at 7 p.m. with a
scanty attendance might .greatly rally if held on a summer’s morning at 5,
or in the depth of winter at 3 in the afternoon. Anything is better than ruts.


There has evidently been great prayerfulness and hearty union of spirit, and
these working under energetic commonsense leadership will be sure to win
a bless-rag; for by such means the Holy Spirit usually works.


As a mere summary of meetings would not interest our readers we give the
telegrams as they came to us from Mr. Murrell: —


Dec. 30. Evangelistic meetings began well Congregation hearty. Noon
prayer-meeting successful. LAUS DEO. Pax vobis.


Jan. 6. All goes well Meetings increase in numbers, interest, power, and
blessing. Monday prayer-meeting largest ever held. Collection for
Colportage £90 last Sunday morning.


Jan. 13. Vitality, power, interest, numbers keep increasing. Rest contented.
Thank the Lord you are better.


Here is a history in few words, which will be all the more complete if we
add: the officers are all united and earnest, the church aroused, and the
people full of expectation. Inquirers come forward after each service, and
many are anxious to be united with the church. Oh that their minister, who
is growingly conscious of his own weakness, may return to them in the
fullness of the blessing of the gospel of peace!


We insert the following letter which we sent home, because it may show to
other churches how all the members can aid special services, and under the
divine blessing secure success:—


“My beloved Friends, — Now that our Special Services are beginning I
entreat you to labor as one man to make them a success. It is the Lord’s
work to send the blessing: but as a rule he begins to work upon sinners by
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first of all arousing his own people. We believe in grace, and in grace
alone, but we know by experience that true revival is not a gourd which
springs up on a sudden while men sleep, but like the angel of Bethlehem it
visits those who keep watch over their flocks by night. Grace to us is as
new wine, refreshing and inspiring, and not as a soporific potion creating
the slumber of inaction. Messrs. Smith and Fullerton, who conduct the
Services, have proved their fitness for the position by their success in other
congregations. If the pleasure of the Lord does not prosper in their hand
among us, it will be our fault, and not theirs. What is wanted is, first, much
prayer. In this, all the Lord’s people can join. Attend the noon Prayer-
meeting, if possible, and if not, pray all the same. Without the Holy Spirit
we are nothing, and prayer alone can win his aid. The next practical step is
to make the meetings known. The people cannot come to the services if
they do not know of them. The expense of advertising is very great if left
to be done by the home authorities; but if every person will spread the
news, this method of gaining publicity is the most effective, and it can be
done on the largest scale with very little outlay. If you cannot preach the
gospel you may yet win a soul by letting it be known that the gospel is
preached. The third needful work is to bring in the people. Persuade
friends and neighbors to attend.’ Canvass a district. Visit from house to
house with invitations, ‘ Compel them to come in,’ and when this is done,
give a personal word. Speak for Jesus, if it be with faltering lips, both
before and after the addresses of the preachers. Good sermons need
following up by personal entreaties. God often blesses feeble efforts;
indeed, he suffers no true endeavor to fall to the ground. How I wish I
could persuade ALL the church-members to rally to the Holy War ] God
knoweth how much I wish I could be with you myself. My infirmities
detain me from the field of sacred action, but my heart watches you. As ye
have served the Lord in my. presence, so do I pray you much more in my
absence; that if possible my lack of service may be made up by your
overplus of labor. You have not only your own work to do, but mine also.
Be pastors to the lambs, and to the wandering sheep. If you cannot fill the
pulpit, yet tell out the same ‘old, old story’ which is the one sole message
with which it has for many years resounded. To your beloved deacons and
elders, and to you all, I send my fervent Christian love, beseeching you all,
all together, with all your strength, to unite in the service of love.
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“Yours most heartily,
“C. H. SPURGEON.
Mentone, December 28, 1879.”


WELL-DESERVED PRESENTATION. — The workers at the Tabernacle
spontaneously united in giving a token of their esteem to our worthy friend
and brother, Mr. Murtell, to whose energetic services we are all so much
indebted. It was well done of the brethren, and well deserved of the
receiver. That we have worshipped in comfort these many years, without
accident or disturbance, is mainly due to the prudent management of our
honored friend. We cannot love too much the man who is the servant of us
all for Christ’s sake. His pastor, his fellow-deacons, the elders, the
workers, and all the brotherhood know that he does for us what none of us
would feel able to attempt, and therefore we .glorify God in him, and wish
him long life .and happiness.


COLLEGE. Mr. E. L. Hamilton, of our · College, has received a unanimous
invitation to the church at Hay Hill, Bath. Mr. W. Thomas, who still
remains in College, fills up the vacancy at Putney caused by Mr. Geale’s
removal to Brighton. Mr. J. J. Knight has accepted an invitation to the
pastorate of Circus Baptist Chapel, Bradford-street, Birmingham.


Mr. J. Cole, late of Coseley, has accepted the pastorate of the churches at
Marlborough and Salcombe, Devon; Mr. R.J. Beecliff, formerly of Bedale,
Yorkshire, has become pastor of the church at Leeds-road, Bradford; sad
Mr. D.C. Chapman, of Oakengates, Salop, has removed to Acre Mill,
Bacup, Lancashire.


Canada. — Mr. H. F. Adams, having finished his college course, has gone
to take charge of a newly-formed church at Lewis-street, Toronto. Mr. R.
Holmes, who has done a most satisfactory work at Minesing, has removed
to Aylmer, Ontario; and Mr. H. Cocks, late of Bally-mena, has become
pastor of a newly-organized church at Walkerton, Ontario.


India. — Mr. Norris, of Bedminster, has accepted an invitation to the
church in Circular Road, Calcutta; and we expect that Mr. G. H. Hook, of
Thaxted, will sail in the same vessel to become pastor of the church in Lal
Bazar, in the same city.


Australia. — All our friends will rejoice with us to hear that the good ship
Sobraon, which carried our son Thomas, and Messrs. McCullough and
Harrison, arrived at Melbourne on December 16th. May he and his
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comrades become a living seed for the church of God in the southern
world.


Mr. Edgar Booth, who came to us from Victoria, Australia, has just sailed
for Melbourne. He intends devoting himself, for a time, to evangelistic
work in the country districts of the colony.


Australian papers to hand contain a glowing description of the reception of
Mr. A. J. Clarke, our late evangelist, by the church at West Melbourne. He
has evidently entered into a sphere for which he is well adapted, and will
we trust prove to be a great blessing to the colony. Mr. Garrett, who sailed
with him, has settled at Brighton, Victoria.


EVANGELISTS. — Pastor J. Kemp, who is himself an earnest evangelist,
sends us the following account of Mr. BURNHAM’S visit to Bures; — “ It
was a time of refreshing to us all. The attendance throughout the week was
very good, and the interest seemed to deepen at each meeting. Two
services were held at a village two miles away, where we have a chapel
which was well filled each evening. The closing meeting at Bures was just
simply delightful. The prayers were full of thankfulness, and some very
touching letters were read from those who professed to have found peace
in believing during the week. Mr. Burnham was once more the means of
blessing to two of the youthful inmates of the home in which he stayed.
The two most special features of the work were the large attendance of
strangers, and the earnest prayerfulness of our own people. What fruit we
have already seen greatly cheers us, and we are confident there is much
more to follow.”


One incident will show the effect of the work of Mr. Burnham at Melford.
The day after he left the hall a band of strolling players, who before had
been great favorites in the place, arrived in the village. At the first
performance very few were present, and on the second evening only three,
so they were glad to move on to another place, where the gospel had not
been so recently preached.


Mr. Burnham has since visited Eye, where a most gracious work was
effected by the Holy Spirit through the instrumentality of our brother. Each
evening the audience increased, and inquirers were seen after every service.
On the Sunday night the chapel was packed full, and there were so many
seeking souls that Mr. Burnham could not personally speak with each one,
The meetings were only arranged for one week, but the interest and
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blessing seemed so manifestly on the increase that the services were
continued for a week longer.


From Eye Mr. Burnham went to Driffield and Cranswick, and this month is
to visit Sheepshed and Preston.


Mr. E. J. Parker, one of our students who is being trained for the work of
an evangelist, has been singing the gospel at the special services conducted
by Mr. A. G. Brown and Dr. Seddon, at Burnley, where he tells us many
souls were added to the Lord. The best helpers of the evangelists were a
number of young people who were converted during the visit of our
brethren Smith and Fullerton.


During the Christmas vacation Mr. Parker sang and spoke for Jesus on the
sea-shore, and in the drawing-room of a lady who had gathered together
some of the neglected upper classes to hear the gospel. Many of them
seemed to be impressed by the touching song, “So near to the Kingdom,”
and it is hoped that some who listened to it will not be content until they
are “safe within the Kingdom.”


As funds are entrusted to us, this brother and others whom the Lord has
evidently intended for evangelists, will be set apart and sent out on their
mission of mercy to those who will never be reached by any other agency.


ORPHANAGE. — CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES. — The best thanks of the
orphans and of the President of the Orphanage are due, and are hereby
heartily tendered, to all those who by their generous help made Christmas
at the Orphanage to be a time of great enjoyment. Our son Charles, who
took our place on Christmas-day, sent us the following lively account of
the day’s proceedings: —


“Dear Father,
“Christmas has vanished fleeting,
Gone its merry hours of meeting;


Hearty fun and hearty eating,
Gone like Christmas-days of yore.


so I write to tell you how happy all were at the Stockwell Orphanage. To
commence with, the morning service at Newman Hall’s was very good.
The fog was very dense, so a large congregation could not be expected,
but all were gratified to see so many there. The collection will realize £50.
A fine Christmas-box indeed! The walk, no doubt, gave the lads a keen
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appetite for the beef.:Before they set to I read your kind letter, amid per-
feet silence (for a pin might have dropped, as Tom used to say) until I had
finished the first sentence — ‘ I wish you all a merry-Christmas.’ Then they
burst out, ‘ The same to you, sir,’ and Mr. Charlesworth observed that it
was no fault of yours if you did not hear it. There was not one heart that
did not fervently desire joy for you while absent from the Orphanage. The
boys did the cheering well for everybody named in the note, but none
exceeded the hurrahs given for the eleven little girls when, with Miss
Moore leading the foremost, they walked down the hall to dinner. Dear
little mites, they stood on the form for the boys to look at them, and then
listened to your loving words. As per usual, ample justice was done to the
dinner. Then the grandees had their dinner. A vacant chair again occupied
the center position at the table; I could not fill it, and regretted that my
dear father was not there to do so, although I am truly glad you are away
from these awful fogs. None forgot the President when they spoke, but all
mourned his absence. It fell to my lot to receive a present from the ‘ old
boy’s’ consisting of a case of cutlery — a very handsome gift indeed, and
one that will be useful, too, by-and-by. In the evening we heartily enjoyed
ourselves. May the time come-round when you will be there to rejoice with
those who do rejoice.”


The following is the letter which we sent to the Orphanage: —
“Mentone, Dec. 20.


“Dear Boys, — I wish you all a merry Christmas. My son, Mr.
Charles Spurgeon, will tell you that it is a great trouble to me to be
away from you all at Christmas, but I hope you will all enjoy
yourselves none the less, and be as happy as kittens. I am very
pleased to hear that as a rule you are a good let of fellows,
obedient, teachable, and true; therefore you have a right to be
happy, and I hope you are. I always wish everything to be done to
make you love the Orphanage and feel it to be your home, and in
this all the Trustees join, and so does Mr. Charlesworth. We want
you to be very jolly while you are with us, and then to grow up and
go out into business, and to turn out first-rate men and true
Christians.


“Boys, give three cheers for the Trustees, who are your best
friends, and then the same for Mr. Charlesworth, the matrons, and
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the masters. Don’t forge; the gentlemen who send the shillings and
the figs. Hip, hip, hurrah!


“Where are the girls?


“Dear Children, — I hope you will be happy too with Miss Moore
and the other kind folks. You cannot make quite so much noise as
those uproarious boys, but your voices are very sweet, and I shall
be glad one day to hear them when I get well and come home.
Enjoy yourselves all you can, and try to make everybody happy in
your new home. I hope my first little girls will be specially good
ones. Ought not the first to be the best?


“Your friend always,
“C. H. SPURGEON.


“Any old boys about? God bless the young men, and make them our
strength and honor.”


On Friday, January 9. the Quarterly Collectors’ Meeting was held at
Stockwell, and, considering that it was the coldest and dullest of dull days,
a goodly number of friends brought in their Collecting Books and Boxes.
Our young friends were greatly in the majority, and we heartily thank the
children of our many helpers for their loving and earnest help in collecting
for their orphan brothers and sisters. Mr. Charlesworth, who well deserves
the honorable title of “The Children’s Friend,” had thoughtfully provided
an amusing entertainment for he juvenile collectors in the school-room,
after which all gathered for tea in the dining-hall. After tea, Mr. J. J.
Headington gave a very interesting Lecture, entitled “A Visit to the
Afghans and Zulus,” illustrated by seventy Dissolving Views, which were
among the best we have ever seen. The amount brought in was slightly
over £ 70.


PERSONAL NOTES. — Among the many expressions of brotherly kindness
and sympathy which have reached us during our sojourn abroad, one calls
for special mention. Just as we were retiring to rest one night, a soft pillow
for our head and heart arrived by telegraph from the other side of the
Atlantic. This was the form in which the sweet love-token came to hand:
— “To C. H. Spurgeon, Mentone, France. From New York Baptist
Ministers’ Conference. — Prayers. Sympathy. 2 Corinthians 1:2, 7 —
Potter, Secretary.” The full text of the message is as follows: — “Grace be
to you, and peace, from God our Father, and from the Lord Jesus
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Christ..... And our hope of you is steadfast, knowing that as ye are
partakers of the sufferings, so shall ye be also of the consolation.”


May the ever-blessed Giver of peace and Lover of concord return to these
brethren ten-thousand-fold this their deed of love towards their afflicted
fellow-servant-Such costly acts of spontaneous sympathy go far to prove
that, degenerate as the age may be, there is life and love in the old church
yet.


This telegram was followed on Jan. 15 by the following most touching
letter, for which we feel the utmost gratitude: —


“Rev. Charles H. Spurgeon: — Beloved Brother, — The sorrowful
tidings reach us that you are entirely prostrated, not being able even
to address your weekly epistle of love to your own church. Your
sufferings touch the hearts of your American brethren most
tenderly, and the New York Conference of Baptist ministers,
numbering more than one hundred, has appointed the undersigned a
committee to express their de? sympathy with you in your present


“Be assured, precious brother, that this expression is most heartfelt
and real: you live in our hearts so truly that your affliction is ours,
on the divine principle that if one member suffers all the members
suffer therewith. In health, you have sent thrilling words of cheer to
the afflicted disciples of the Lamb all round the globe. And now, in
the hour of your darkness, their affections cling closer to you than
ever. Your pain meats with little mitigation through the live-long
day and night while the sun makes his rounds over all lands, and we
believe that in most of the nations that see his light the prayers of
your brethren are rising to the God of all consolation as from a
common altar, that divine succor may be vouchsafed to you every
hour.


“Truly, infinite grace has chosen you in the furnace of affliction.
How far your terrible pains in the past have contributed, as a holy
discipline, to the creation of that noble Christian manhood which
has marked your life and labors so long, can be known only to our
heavenly Father. But we believe that as our Captain was made
perfect through sufferings, be will so sanctify yours, that even a
more mellow and gentle ministry will mark your coming years than
those which are past. Should our hopes be thus gratified, the
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sorrowing people of God will draw strength, once more, from your
weakness, and sweetness out of your bitter cup.


“Dearly beloved one: we commend to you now those broad and
bright promises of our Lord which you have so forcibly applied to
the souls of his people in their distresses. Let your Christian
fortitude bind you indissolubly to the fidelity of your covenant-
keeping Savior, till a holy courage can humbly say, ‘Though thou
slay me, yet will I trust thee.’ We shall not cease to pray that our
sympathetic Redeemer will be at your right hand, that he will fill
your room with heavenly light, and your heart with sacred joy. ‘Be
of good cheer’; lift up thine eyes, and see thy Lord coming to thy
help on the wave, and in the darkest watch of the night. Can he not
say to the crazy, creaking vessel that years are added to its days P
This he has said in similar stress heretofore. And we confidently
hope that your valuable life will be still spared to do a glorious
work for that general Church of Christ which claims you as its
pastor, in common with the brethren at the Tabernacle. The
Conference tenders its Christian condolence to your beloved
household, in these days when with them hope and fear are
struggling so hard for the mastery. May Jehovah keep and bless you
all. “Yours affectionately,


“THOS. ARMITAGE.
“CHRISTOPHER RHODES.
“JESSE B. THOMAS — COMMITTEE.
“New York, Dec. 30, 1879.”


We have had a singular request concerning our sermon “Among the Lions”
(No. 1,496). A Christian sister, who has read the sermons for thirteen
years, felt that this one exactly fitted her experience, and she asked
permission to have it reprinted, that she might frame it, and hang it up
where it might be seen by the workpeople in her neighborhood. We
consented at once to the proposal, but suggested that instead of having it
reprinted, two copies should be cut and the portions pasted together in a
form suitable for framing. It is right and natural that we should wish others
to read that which has been useful to ourselves.


Our excellent contemporary The Freeman says: — “The New Year’s gift
of the proprietors of the little French monthly, L’Echo de la Verite, to the
subscribers, is a translation of Mr. Spurgeon’s 1,500th published sermon.
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The promoters of the enterprise wish to be placed in funds to repeat the
gift, for they desire the continuance and extension of the wonderful
blessing vouchsafed through these sermons. It may well cheer the heart of
our dear brother, during his forced retreat, to know that the gospel,
through the instrumentality of these addresses, is ever active, and that he is
truly transmitting the divine influence and light whilst in his darkened
chamber, as much as if he were in the face of day. The vitality of the truth
concerning the work of Christ is equaled only by its continual novelty. It is
exceedingly appropriate that in this manner Mr. Spurgeon should now be
daily speaking to the French in their own tongue whilst enjoying the benefit
of their sunny shores.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: Dec. 18th, 1879, seven.


REASON FOR A SONG OF PRAISE


THE reflective mind finds objects of interest everywhere: in the stones of
the beach, the dust of the road, the flowers of the field, or the stars of the
midnight sky, it sees instruction and finds delight. The ignorant and the
unreflective tread under their feet a thousand causes of pleasurable
thought, and pass through a very paradise as drearily as if it were a desert.
It is much the same with the emotion of gratitude. The mass of mankind
seem never to praise the name of the Lord; and many among them are
perpetually murmuring and grumbling, and even more are steeped in
dissatisfaction. God’s goodness surrounds them on every hand, and they
perceive it not. For the heart which is full of gratitude there are a thousand
well-springs of thankfulness: among them is one which is very common,
and is as commonly forgotten. If it were removed, the wail would be
pitiful; but being present, the song which it deserves is frequently stifled in
forgetful silence. When we are reasonably healthy, relieved from acute
pain, and free from depression of spirit, we ought to be profoundly
thankful. Even if we are poor, or toil-worn, or aged, health is in itself an
unspeakable boon. Many would give a fortune to possess it, and yet
thousands live from year to year with scarce an ache or a pain, and have
hardly the common decency to say,” Thank God.” Like swine they tread
the pearls of health and strength under their feet, and perhaps by misusing
their powers they even turn again and rend the Giver of these priceless
jewels. To balance such ingratitude, the writer of these lines cannot refrain
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from paying his personal thanks to the All-bountiful Lord. To me it is a
cause of overwhelming joy to find myself delivered from the anguish
caused by a painful disorder. It is enough of pleasure to be free from pain.
It is a delight to wake in the morning and find that I can use my limbs, that
I can dress myself without assistance, and that I can go down the stairs
without aid. What a holiday it seems to take a walk, leaning a little on my
staff, but yet able to pace the garden! When I can enjoy my food without
suffering from speedy indigestion, and can sit down with a clear brain to
pursue my literary labors, I feel as if a stream of joy rippled through my
veins, and my whole nature was bathed in peace. Then my soul lives
hymns, and breathes psalms. What if stern toil lies before me, and scanty
rest, and the care of a flock numerous beyond precedent; yet because pain
is gone, and the head is clear, my heart rejoices before the Lord.


Perhaps it needs that we should suffer much before we can be duly grateful
for the boon of health. There are few joys equal to those of convalescence
after months of suffering. It is something like beginning to live anew, and
being introduced into a new world. The poet did not exaggerate when he
said: —


“See the wretch that long has lost
On the thorny bed of pain,


At length repair his vigor lost,
And breathe and walk again.


The meanest floweret of the vale,
The simplest note that ‘swells the gale,


The common sun, the air, the skies,
To him are opening paradise.”


To make honey sweeter than its natural sweetness one must have tasted
gall. There was true philosophy in the language of Socrates when he
discoursed with his friends in prison, and stroked his leg, which had been
chafed by the galling of his fetters, and said, “What a wonderful thing is
this which we talk pleasant and agreeable; and what a wonderful relation
does it bear to that which seems its contrary! The pain which was before in
my leg, through the stricture of the fetter, is now succeeded by a pleasant
emotion.” Do the nerves gain tone and tune for the melody of pleasure by
the rough strokes of anguish? Is there a tenderness infused into them by
agony, which else they would never have known? It may be so, or it may
not: but this is certainly the fact, that every man who is in good health is a
great debtor to his Maker, and should take care daily to acknowledge his
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immense obligation. If you need to be stirred up to cheerfulness and
thankfulness, think of the hospital, of the painful operation, of the iron bed
of pain, of the sleepless nights, of the weary days, and of the heaviness, the
weariness, the torment and dread which may come to the soul through an
encumbering frame. If these thoughts do not suffice to make you thankful,
go to the spot and see with your own eyes the sufferings we have asked
you to imagine. Look on the sufferers, and wonder that this poor, mortal
frame should be capable of so much woe, that even one poor limb of the
body should contain such awful possibilities of misery. Remember, too,
that much of human disease is endured by those whose poverty denies
them necessary alleviation: they are forced to toil for bread, and to die as
they toil. The eye is failing, but the day’s needlework must be done, though
blindness should succeed; the head is aching, and the heart is palpitating,
but yet hourly the burden must be borne till death shall bring relief. The
family would starve if the invalid did not perform the labors of sturdy
health; at what expense of agony must those labors be achieved! What
must it be to be sick and penniless, to need all your strength to bear your
pain, and yet to be loaded to the last ounce with a burden only fit to be
borne by giant strength? Have we bread to eat, and raiment to put on, and
health and strength with which to perform our daily labors? Let us then
arouse ourselves to praise. One of our revival ditties says, “I feel like
singing all the time,” and that is the kind of feeling a healthy man should
cultivate. We do not sing enough. We should be healthier, stronger, richer,
gladder, if we would abound in the praises of our God. The man who told
us the other day that he was near sixty, and had never spent a couple of
pounds on a doctor, should give the fees which he has saved to the Lord’s
work, and then lead the song of the grateful The working man who finds
his daily labor easy and agreeable should be one of the chief musicians in
the house of the Lord. Frederick of Prussia executed a picture by way of
amusement, and then wrote at the bottom of it, “Painted in torments!”
What that man must have known of the gout! How glad ought we to be
who can write an article, or preach a sermon, or plane a deal, or plough a
field, and then say, done in comfort! If we have forgotten the salt of
gratitude, let us flavor our life with it more abundantly, and in this we may
follow the liberty given in the words of the old Book — “ Salt without
prescribing how much.” C.H.S.
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UNDER HIS SHADOW


A BRIEF SACRAMENTAL DISCOURSE DELIVERED AT
MENTONE TO ABOUT


A SCORE BRETHREN. BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High shall abide
under the shadow of the Almighty.” — Psalm 91:1.


I MUST confess of my short discourse, as the man did of the ax which fell
into the stream, that it is borrowed. The outline of it is taken from one who
will never complain of me, for to the great loss of the church she has left
these lower choirs to sing above. Miss Havergal, last and loveliest of our
modern poets, when her tones were most mellow, and her language most
sublime, has been caught up to swell the music of heaven. Her last poems
are published with the tide, “Under his Shadow,” and the preface gives the
reason for the name. She said, “I should like the title to be ‘ Under his
shadow.’ I seem to see four pictures suggested by that: under the shadow
of a rock in a weary plain; under the shadow of a tree; closer still, under
the shadow of his wing; nearest and closest, in the shadow of his hand.
Surely that hand must be the pierced hand, that may oftentimes press us
sorely, and yet evermore encircling, upholding, and shadowing.”


“Under his shadow,” is our afternoon subject, and we will in a few words
enlarge on the scriptural plan which Miss Havergal has bequeathed to us.
Our text is, “He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High shall
abide under the shadow of the Almighty.” The shadow of God is not the
occasional resort, but the constant abiding-place, of the saint. Here we find
not only our consolation, but our habitation. We ought never to be out of
the shadow of God. It is to dwellers, not to visitors, that the Lord promises
his protection. “He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High shall
abide under the shadow of the Almighty”: and that shadow shall preserve
him from nightly terror and ghostly ill, from the arrows of war and of
pestilence, from death and from destruction. Guarded by omnipotence, the
chosen of the Lord are always safe; for as they dwell in the holy place, hard
by the mercy seat, where the blood was sprinkled of old, the pillar of fire
by night, and the pillar of cloud by day, which ever hangs over the
sanctuary, covers them also. Is it not written, “In the time of trouble he
shall hide me in his pavilion, in the secret of his tabernacle shall he hide me
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“? What better security can we desire? As the people of God we are always
under the protection of the Most High. Wherever we go, whatever we
suffer, whatever may be our difficulties, temptations, trials, or perplexities,
we are always “under the shadow of the Almighty.” Over all who maintain
their fellowship with God the most tender guardian care is extended. Their
heavenly Father himself interposes between them and their adversaries. The
experience of the saints, albeit they are all under the shadow, yet differs as
to the form in which that protection has been enjoyed by them, hence the
value of the four figures which will now engage our attention.


I. We will begin with the first picture which Miss Havergal mentions —
namely, THE ROCK sheltering the weary traveler.


“The shadow of a great rock in a weary land” (Isaiah 32:2).


Now, I take it that this is where we begin to know our Lord’s shadow. He
was at the first to us a refuge in time of trouble. Weary was the way, and
great was the heat; our lips were parched, and our souls were fainting; we
sought for shelter and we found none; for we were in the wilderness of sin
and condemnation, and who could bring us deliverance, or even hope?
Then we cried unto the Lord in our trouble, and he led us to the Rock of
Ages, which of old was cleft for us. We saw our interposing Mediator
coming between us and the fierce beat of justice, and we hailed the blessed
screen. The Lord Jesus was unto us a covering for sin, and so a covert
from wrath. The sense of divine displeasure, which had beaten upon our
conscience, was removed by the removal of the sin itself, which we saw to
be laid on Jesus, who in our place and stead endured its penalty.


The shadow of a rock is remarkably cooling, and so was the Lord Jesus
eminently comforting to us. The shadow of a rock is more dense, more
complete, and more cool than any other shade; and so the peace which
Jesus gives passeth all understanding, there is none like it. No chance beam
darts through the rock shade, nor can the heat penetrate as it will do in a
measure through the foliage of a forest: Jesus is a complete shelter, and
blessed are they who are “under his shadow.” Let them take care that they
abide there, and never venture forth to answer for themselves, or to brave
the accusations of Satan.


As with sin, so with sorrow of every sort: the Lord is the rock of our
refuge. No sun shall smite us, nor any heat, because we are never out of
Christ. The saints know where to fly, and they use their privilege.
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“When troubles, like a burning sun,
Beat heavy on their head,


To Christ their mighty Rock they run,
And find a pleasing shade.”


There is, however, something of awe about this great shadow. A rock is
often so high as to be terrible, and we tremble in presence of its greatness.
The idea of littleness hiding behind massive greatness is well set forth; but
there is no tender thought of fellowship, or tenderness: even so, at the first,
we view the Lord Jesus as our shelter from the consuming heat of well-
deserved punishment, and we know little more. It is most pleasant to
remember that this is only one panel of the fourfold picture. Inexpressibly
dear to my soul is the deep cool rock-shade of my blessed Lord, as I stand
in him a sinner saved; yet is there more.


II. Our second picture, that of THE TREE, is to be found in the Song of
Solomon 2:3, —


“As the apple-tree among the trees of the wood, so is my beloved
among the sons. I sat down under his shadow with great delight,
and his fruit was sweet to my taste.”


Here we have not so much refuge from trouble as special rest in times of
joy. The spouse is happily wandering through a wood, glancing at many
trees, and rejoicing in the music of the birds. One tree specially charms her:
the citron with its golden fruit wins her admiration, and she sits under its
shadow with great delight; such was her beloved to her, the best among the
good, the fairest of the fair, the joy of her joy, the light of her delight. Such
is Jesus to the believing soul.


The sweet influences of Christ are intended to give us a happy rest, and we
ought to avail ourselves of them: “I sat down under his shadow.” This was
Mary’s better part, which Martha well-nigh missed by being cumbered.
That is the good old way wherein we are to walk, the way in which we find
rest unto our souls. Papists and papistical persons, whose religion is all
ceremonies, or all working, or all groaning, or all feeling, have never come
to an end; we may say of their religion as of the law, that it made nothing
perfect; but under the gospel there is something finished, and that
something is the sum and substance of our salvation, and therefore there is
rest for us, and we ought to sing, “I sat down.”
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Dear friends, is Christ to each one of us a place of sitting down? I do not
mean a rest of idleness and self-content — God deliver us from that; but
there is rest in a conscious grasp of Christ, a rest of contentment with him,
as our all in all. God give us to know more of this. This shadow is also
meant to yield perpetual solace, for the spouse did not merely come under
it, but there she sat down as one that meant to stay. Continuance of repose
and joy is purchased for us by our Lord’s perfected work. Under the
shadow she found food; she had no need to leave it to find a single needful
thing, for the tree which shaded also yielded fruit; nor did she need even to
rise from her rest, but sitting still she feasted on the delicious fruit. You
who know the Lord Jesus know also what this meaneth.


The spouse never wished to go beyond her Lord. She knew no higher life
than that of sitting under the Well-beloved’s shadow. She passed the cedar,
and oak, and every other goodly tree, but the apple-tree held her, and there
she sat down. “Many there be that say, who will show us any good? But as
for us, O Lord, our heart is fixed, our heart is fixed, resting on thee. We
will go no further, for thou art our dwelling-place, we feel at home with
thee, and sit down beneath thy shadow.” Some Christians cultivate
reverence at the expense of childlike love; they kneel down, but they dare
not sit down. Our divine Friend and Lover wills not that it should be so; he
would not have us stand on ceremony with him, but come boldly unto him.


“Let us be simple with him, then,
Not backward, stiff, or cold,


As the’ our Bethlehem could be
What Sinai was of old.”


Let us use his sacred name as a common word, as a household word, and
run to him as to a dear familiar friend. Under his shadow we are to feel that
we are at home, and then he will make himself at home to us by becoming
food unto our souls, and giving spiritual refreshment to us while we rest.
The spouse does not here say that she reached up to the tree to gather its
fruit, but she sat down on the ground in intense delight, and the fruit came
to her where she sat. It is wonderful how Christ will come down to souls
that sit beneath his shadow; if we can but be at home with Christ he will
sweetly commune with us. Has he not said, “Delight thyself also in the
Lord, and he shall give thee the desires of thine heart”?


In this second form of the sacred shadow, the sense of awe gives place to
that of restful delight in Christ. Have you ever figured in such a scene as
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the sitter beneath the grateful shade of the fruitful tree? Have you not only
possessed security, but experienced delight in Christ? Have you sung,


“I sat down under his shadow,
Sat down with great delight;


His fruit was sweet unto my taste,
And pleasant to my sight”?


This is as necessary an experience as it is joyful: necessary for many uses.
The joy of the Lord is our strength, and it is when we delight ourselves in
the Lord that we have assurance of power in prayer. Here faith develops,
and hope grows bright, while love sheds abroad all the fragrance of her
sweet spices. Oh! get you to the apple-tree, and find out who is fairest
among the fair. Make the light of heaven the delight of your heart, and then
be filled with heart’s-ease, and revel in complete content.


III. The third view of the one subject is, — THE SHADOW OF HIS WINGS


— a precious word. I think the best specimen of it, for it occurs several
times, is in that blessed Psalm 63:7:


“Because thou hast been my help, therefore in the shadow of thy
wings will I rejoice.”


Does not this set forth our Lord as our trust in hours of depression? In the
psalm now open before us, David was banished from the means of grace to
a dry and thirsty land, where no water was. What is much worse, he was in
a measure away from all conscious enjoyment of God. He says, “Early will
I seek thee. My soul thirsteth for thee.” He sings rather of memories than
of present communion with God. We also have come into this condition,
and have been unable to find any present comfort. “Thou hast been my
help,” has been the highest note we could strike, and we have been glad to
reach to that. At such times, the light of God’s face has been withdrawn,
but our faith has taught us to rejoice under the shadow of his wings. Light
there was none; we were altogether in the shade, but it was a warm shade.
We felt that God who had been near must be near us still, and therefore we
were quieted. Our God cannot change, and therefore as he was our help he
must still be our help, our help even though he casts a shadow over us, for
it must be the shadow of his own eternal wings. The metaphor is of course
derived from the nestling of little birds under the shadow of their mother’s
wings, and the picture is singularly touching and comforting. The little bird
is not yet able to take care of itself, so it cowers down under the mother,
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and is there happy and safe. Disturb a hen for a moment and you will see
all the little creatures huddling together, and by their chirps making a kind
of song. Then they push their heads into her feathers, and seem happy
beyond measure in their warm abode. When we are very sick and sore
depressed, when we are worried with the care of pining children, and the
troubles of a needy household, and the temptations of Satan, how
comforting it is to ran to our God — like the little chicks to the hen — and
hide away near his heart, beneath his wings. Oh, tried ones, press closely to
the loving heart of your Lord, hide yourselves entirely beneath his wings.
Here awe has disappeared, and rest itself is enhanced by the idea of loving
trust. The little birds are safe in their mother’s love, and we, too, are
beyond measure secure and happy in the loving favor of the Lord.


IV. The last form of the shadow is that of THE HAND, and this it seems to
me points to power and position in service. Turn to Isaiah 49:2, —


“And he hath made my mouth like a sharp sword; in the shadow of
his hand hath he hid me, and made me a polished shaft; in his
quiver hath he hid me,”


This undoubtedly refers to the Savior, for the passage proceeds: — “And
said unto me, thou art my servant, O Israel, in whom I will be glorified.
Then I said, I have labored in vain, I have spent my strength for nought,
and in vain: yet surely my judgment is with the Lord, and my work with my
God. And now, saith the Lord that formed me from the womb to be his
servant, to bring Jacob again to him, Though Israel be not gathered, yet
shall I be glorious in the eyes of the Lord, and my God shall be my
strength. And he said, It is a light thing that thou shouldest be my servant
to raise up the tribes of Jacob, and to restore the preserved of Israel: I will
also give thee for a light to the Gentiles, that thou mayest be my salvation
unto the end of the earth.” Our Lord Jesus Christ was hidden away in the
hand of Jehovah, to be used by him as a polished shaft for the overthrow of
his enemies, and the victory of his people. Yet, inasmuch as it is Christ, it is
also all Christ’s servants, since as he is so are we also in this world; and to
make quite sure of it, we have got the same expression in the sixteenth
verse of the fifty-first chapter, where, speaking of his people, he says, “I
have covered thee in the shadow or’ mine hand.” Is not this an excellent
minister’s text? Every one of you who will speak a word for Jesus shall
have a share in it. This is where those who are workers for Christ should
long to be — “ in the shadow of his hand,” to achieve his eternal purpose.
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What are any of God’s servants without their Lord but weapons out of the
warrior’s hand, having no power to do anything? We ought to be as the
arrows of the Lord which he shoots at his enemies, and so great is his hand
of power, and so little are we as his instruments that he hides us away in
the hollow of his hand, unseen until he darts us forth. As workers, we are
to be hidden away in the hand of God, or to quote the other figure, “in his
quiver hath he hid me”: we are to be unseen till he uses us. It is impossible
for us not to be known somewhat if the Lord uses us, but we may not aim
at being noticed, but, on the contrary, if we be as much used as the very
chief of the apostles, we must truthfully add, “though I be nothing.” Our
desire should be that Christ should be glorified, and that self should be
concealed. Alas! there is a way of always showing self in what we do, and
we are all too ready to fall into it. You can visit the poor in such a way that
they will feel that his lordship or her ladyship has condescended to call
upon poor Betsy; bat there is another way of doing the same thing so that
the tried child of God shall know that a brother beloved or a dear sister in
Christ has shown a fellow-feeling for her, and has talked to her heart.
There is a way of preaching, in which a great divine has evidently displayed
his vast earning and talent; and there is another way of preaching, in which
a faithful servant of Jesus Christ, depending upon his Lord, has spoken in
his Master’s name, and left a rich unction behind. Within the hand of God
is the place of acceptance, and safety; and for service it is the place of
power, as well as of concealment. God only works with those who are in
his hand, and the more we lie hidden there, the more surely will he use us
ere long. May the Lord do unto us according to His word, “I have put my
words in thy mouth, and I have covered thee in the shadow of my hand.”
In this case we shall feel all the former emotions combined: awe that the
Lord should condescend to take us into his hand, rest and delight that he
should deign to use us, trust that out of weakness we shall now be made
strong, and to this will be added an absolute assurance that the end of our
being must be answered, for that which is urged onward by the Almighty
hand cannot miss its mark.


These are mere surface thoughts. The subject deserves a series of
discourses. Your best course, my beloved friends, will be to enlarge upon
these hints by a long personal experience of abiding under the shadow.
May God the Holy Ghost lead you into it, and keep you there, for Jesus’
sake.
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POPE’S OFT-QUOTED LINE


IT is a well-known and oft-used expression —


“For differing creeds let godless bigots fight,
He can’t be wrong whose life is in the right.


Not to notice the somewhat unnecessarily hard words, and confining
ourselves to the sentiment, what is the conclusion? Of course he cannot!
“He can’t be wrong,” as it is put so antithetically if his “life is in the right.”
But is it? That is a subject for previous inquiry If a man’s creed is that of
Mahomet, “the Koran or the sword”; or that of the Ultramontanes, that
every Pope is, and has been, infallible; or that of the Mormons, that
polygamy is a most Christian institution; — if it be any false creed; will his
life be right if he acts up to it? Will he be an honest man if he does not? It is
a poor compliment to humanity to say that “men are better than their
beliefs.” But, in fact, you might as well put a disturbing mass of iron ‘by a
magnet, and then insist that the ship can still be steered safely, as think to
have a man’s “life in the right,” while he has no fixed principle, or when his
creed is “in the wrong.” There is scarcely any crime that has not been
committed, and justified, at the bidding of a false, creed, and under its
authority. We would say to Mr. Pope,


“Sweet poet! cease thy most mistaken song!
He can’t live right whose creed directs him wrong!”


Canon Ryle says, “The man who wrote the famous line, ‘ He can’t be
wrong whose life is in the right,’ was a great poet undoubtedly, but he was
a wretched divine.” — From Proverbial Folk-Lore. By Alan B. Cheales,
M.A.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND.


CONDENSATION OF THE REPORT FOR 1879.*


Mrs. Spurgeon’s Report is sent to all her subscribers, and to very
few beyond that circle. We so enjoyed its perusal that we
determined to give our readers a part of it. The great interest of the
subject claims for it a prominent place in a magazine which treats of
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“service for the Lord,” and we may also add that the intrinsic
excellence of the writing will be an enrichment to our pages.


How deep is our own interest in Mrs. Spurgeon’s most useful and
needful work we need scarcely tell; we trust that our readers will
feel a measure of the same sympathy, and exhibit it in tangible form.
A famine of books to a teacher of others is almost as distressing as
want of bread. Want of good books has, we doubt not, tended
greatly to impoverish the ministries of many preachers. How could
they fill the minds of ethers when they had no food for their own?
To our friends and readers we commend these extracts most
earnestly, but we sincerely wish that we could have issued the
whole report without abridgment, for it is deeply interesting
throughout. A report will be sent gratis to any one who becomes a
subscriber, and those friends who wish to know about the work and
cannot at present send a donation can obtain a copy of the report
by sending sixpenny worth of postage stamps to Mrs. Spurgeon,
Nightingale-lane, Balham, London. — C. H. S.


IN 1880 the Book Fund enters upon the fifth year of its existence. Very
many of the old friends, who saw its formation, have lovingly watched its
advance, and generously contributed to its increase; they are as well
acquainted with its aims and ambitions as with its origin; but for the sake of
the new friends who may be led to sympathize with me in the endeavor to
help “poor bookless ministers,” I will give a brief account of the nature of
the work which has become so dear to many hearts.


The Book Fund makes grants to “poor pastors of every evangelical
denomination, who are in actual charge, wholly devoted to the ministry,
and whose income from all sources does not exceed £150 per annum.”


These grants consist of seven or eight volumes, and usually comprise the
“Treasury of David,” or some of Mr. Spurgeon’s Sermons — not to the
exclusion of other books, but chiefly because they are the works most
sought after by applicants to the Fund, — and, I am not afraid or ashamed
to say it, because I know I could not, with the slender means at my
command, give any more precious or more helpful. Seldom are requests
made for other authors, nor do I profess to supply them, but if reference be
made to the titles, at the close of this report, of books distributed, it will be
seen that when opportunity offers, I gladly make the addition of new and
standard works to my stock. There are several special books for ministers
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which I would at once add to my list if friends who wish for their
circulation would supply me with the means.


It is sad to know that the limit of £150 in income gives me as wide a field
as I can compass for the bestowal of these coveted blessings. -Poor
ministers are the rule, not the exception; they are not restricted to the
Baptist denomination, or to our own land, but abound in every connection
and in all climes — their needs are very urgent, their prospects seldom
brighten, and their ranks never seem to thin; my work for them is as great a
necessity now as it was at its commencement; nay, I think its importance
has increased with its extension, the latent thirst for knowledge has been
developed by its gifts, and a keener appetite for mental food has been
produced by the provision it has furnished. I need not enlarge on the
absolute necessity which exists for a minister to possess books, — if he
would be an efficient teacher and preacher, — the mind which is itself not
fed, cannot very long feed others; but I would point out the impossibility of
procuring these essential helps and appliances, when a man has to provide
for himself and a wife and family on a pittance of £60, £80, or £100 per
annum.


To such weary “workers with a slender apparatus” my Book Fund
stretches forth a helping hand: it fills the empty basket with tools, gives a
key to a well-stocked storehouse, replenishes an exhausted brain, supplies
ammunition for the combat with evil, makes sunshine in shady places, and
by God’s own blessing does a vast amount of good wherever its gifts are
scattered.


It is the joy of my life thus to serve the servants of my Master, and the
daily blessings and tender providences which surround my work are more
precious to me than words can express. “Some of the subjects of my
thankfulness may seem small and inconsiderable to others, but to me they
are of constant interest and importance”; my retired life shuts out the usual
pleasures of social intercourse, but opens wide a world of glad delight in
thus “ministering to the necessities of the saints.” I have scores of friends
with whose circumstances I am intimately acquainted, yet whose faces I
have never looked upon. I hope to know and greet them on the “other
shore;” and, meanwhile, their love and prayers are a sweet reward for such
pleasant service as the Lord enables me to render to them. In these pages
will be found some of the expressive outpourings of grateful hearts, and
though the letters here given fore but a small portion of the great mass of
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affectionate correspondence connected with the Fund, they will serve to
reveal some of the daily comfort and encouragement I receive through this
channel. Ah! if by His grace we can but win from our Master the approving
words, “Ye did it unto me,” the joy of service is then only “a little lower”
than the supreme felicity of heaven!


January. — Two years since a few thoughtful, kindly friends proposed a
regular distribution of the “Sword and Trowel” Magazine to a certain
dumber of poor country ministers who could not afford to take it in, and
they generously forwarded donations for this special purpose. I find written
in the report for that year that “the prospect of this indulgence has greatly
cheered many hearts,” and that one to whom the offer was made,
remarked, “I have not been able to take in a religious periodical for five
.years; the monthly visit of the magazine will indeed be a great boon.” The
new work then commenced has been continued, but not increased, though
there can be no doubt as to its value and good influence, and I regret that it
only comes to my hands as a divergence from the main business which fills
my heart. All my time and strength are given to what I feel to be the more
urgent work of furnishing empty book-shelves, and the profit and pleasure
which would undoubtedly arise from a well-ordered monthly distribution of
religious literature by the Book Fund is but partially developed on this
account. We must hope for better things by-and-by; meanwhile I believe
that those pastors now receiving the magazine are greatly pleased and
delighted with their visitor, and I hope not only to retain all the names .at
present on my list, but during the year to add to their number.


March. — The following tenderly kind little note contains such a testimony
to the value of the Book Fund that I am tempted to give it, even though I
have to include its unmerited commendation of my own small service: —


My dear Mrs. Spurgeon, — Please accept the enclosed mite toward
the Book Fund. -If it please God, may you long be spared to carry
on this great and blessed work, which has been sanctified to the
good of so many of the Lord’s servants, and through them to so
many of His people. Surely this must redound to the praise and
glory of the Lord .Jesus, whose we are and whom we serve. I
believe, dear Mrs. Spurgeon, that every day there is praise
ascending to Almighty God for the blessings many have received
through the books you have been enabled to send, and also through
the encouraging little notes you write. I have to thank God for two
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or three of those little notes, and, oh! how precious they are! I shall
ever treasure them, for they have been made a means of great
blessing to my soul. May God’s richest blessing continue to rest
upon you may you be sustained by grace divine when called upon
to suffer and endure: if it be in accordance with God’s will, may
you be relieved from pain altogether. Perhaps this may never he on
this side Jordan. How precious you must have found those words,
“My grace is sufficient for thee.” Good Matthew Henry says that if
God is pleased to lay a heavy burden upon us at any time, and yet
fits the shoulder to the burden, we certainly can have no reason to
complain, however heavy the cross may be. Is not true? I pray that
all the strength and grace you need may be given from on high,
supplied by a loving Father out of His riches in glory by Christ
Jesus.


To ministers who are not quite so necessitous as those for whom the Book
Fund was specially founded, yet who can ill spare the published price of the
“Treasury of David,” or the Sermons, I offer these books at a somewhat
reduced rate, and I have much satisfaction in knowing that the privilege is
warmly appreciated. The following letters are fair samples of the spirit in
which the favor is sought, and the warm gratitude evoked by its-
accordance: —


My dear Mrs. Spurgeon, — In the libraries of my friends I have
very frequently-perused that most choice and savory work of your
husband, “The Treasury of David”; and if I have not actually
incurred the guilt of breaking the tenth commandment I fear I have
come near to doing so, and from time to time I have been looking
how I could contrive to purchase it, but have found as often that
my income has been fore-stalled by family and other claims. I have
long known that you have been doing a most valuable work for the
Master, by helping poor pastors to some good books, but hitherto I
have not ventured to write lest I should be standing in the way of
some brother more necessitous even than myself. This week,
however, I was in the library of one of my brethren, and again
looking over some parts of the “Treasury,” the desire to possess it
for myself returned with such strength that I felt somewhat as I
suppose a hungry ox would feel tethered outside, but just in sight
of, a luxuriant field of clover! After ruminating over the matter
again and again, I came to the conclusion that I could manage part
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of the price, so I have determined to say to you that I should
esteem it a great favor indeed to receive a copy from your hands, if
I shall not stand too much in the way of some other poor brother.


It was, indeed, a great joy to open the gate of the clover field! May the
good brother “go in and out and find pasture.”


On the same subject a pastor in one of our great Midland towns writes: —


I note on page 30 of your little Report for 1878 that “When an
applicant is able to purchase, books are sent on the most
advantageous terms.” Now, I hope from time to time to be able to
purchase a volume of the “Sermons,” whose true. gospel ring is
indeed music to one’s soul. Will you -kindly jot down on enclosed
post card the price at which I might get the sermons through your
hands, so that I may know what to lay by from time to time, in
order to add to my store? I am almost ashamed to trouble you so
soon after receiving so much from you, but I am hungry for books,
and cannot help it.


There is also a goodly number of workers for the Lord, evangelists, local
preachers and others, who, having no pastorate, are ineligible for the free
gift of the “Treasury,” yet covet earnestly this precious aid in their work;
these, many of them, save up a little money, and sending it to me by
degrees have in time the joy of receiving the longed-for treasure, which,
doubtless, they value none the less for the self-denial which has procured it.
I often regret that I cannot give books to all Christian workers, but a strict
boundary line is absolutely necessary in a work carried on, not by a
“Society,” but by one pair of hands, and those not over strong or capable.


June 5. — To day £200 is mine from the great Testimonial Fund raised last
Christmas; £100 is allotted to the Book Fund, and £100 to the Pastors’ Aid
Society. My dear husband’s kindness secures this splendid help to my
work, and I bless God both for him and his delightful gift. If “John
Ploughman’s wife” might say here what she thinks of “John” in this, and all
other matters, it would be an easy task to fill these pages with his praises;
but since such a wifely eulogy might be deemed out of place, Mrs. J.P. may
at least record in her little book her hearty and appreciative thanks to the
hundreds of true friends who have lately done honor to the “Prince of her
life,” (Name for Mr. Spurgeon suggested by a Welshman.) and furnished
him with the means of more abundantly blessing all the poor and needy
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ones who look to him as their best earthly friend and comforter. If I knew
anyone who doubted the truth of that Scripture, “There is that scattereth
and yet increaseth,” I could bring no more unanswerable proof of its
veracity than is found in the unselfish life and loving deeds of the God-
honored man I reverence as my head and husband. I find a graceful
appropriateness in the gift of part of this money to Baptist pastors, seeing
that to one of themselves the whole magnificent sum is offered as a tribute
of devoted admiration and love. What a joy it will be to use this
consecrated gold in their service! What heavy burdens it will lift! What
aching hearts will be consoled! What praise to God will be given by joyful
lips! When I think of all it will do, I wish it were ten times as much! I get
greedy for their sakes — my poor weary, toiling brethren — but that only
lasts a moment, for indeed I am most fully “satisfied with favor” on their
behalf, both from the Lord, and from man.


July 19. — These times of depression and disaster tell heavily on my poor
friends the pastors of country churches. “Burdens grievous to be borne”
seem laid on their hearts and lives, and with the universal social troubles,
personal trials come in sad fellowship of suffering. Sickness, and
consequent doctors’ bills, are heavy items in the sum of misery, and even
those who do their best to “provide things honest in the sight of all men”
are just now bowed to the very earth by the terrible pressure of obligations
which they are powerless to avoid, and are equally unable to fulfill I have
had some appeals lately which reveal a state of things among our country
pastors greatly to be deplored, and though immediate relief was given, the
problem of permanent amendment is still left unsolved. How is a man (and
that man a minister) to house, and feed, and clothe, himself, his wife, and a
varying (I was on the point of writing “unlimited “) number of children on
£80 a year? I know scores who are trying to do it, but can we blame them
if they fail? “I have had but one new suit for the last nine years,” writes one
who knows what Paul meant by “enduring hardness.” How can the good
man spare £4 or £5 for orthodox broadcloth when meat graces the table
but once or twice a week, and the children’s clothes are almost too shabby
for them to wear in the House of God? I heard of a good man the other
day, who is thankfully wearing in the pulpit a secondhand coat of dark
bottle-green, the gift of some commiserating friend, who noticed the pitiful
seediness of his best suit! I do not suppose his sermons are deteriorated by
the mere fact that he wears a bottle-green garment, but I do think that the
man himself would be vastly bettered, and helped to a modest share of self-
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respect if he had becoming apparel in which to “minister in holy things.” Is
it any wonder if sometimes the “cares of this world” choke and cramp the
spiritual energies of poor needy pastors? “We have had a dull enough
sermon this morning,” says a hearer, who has all that heart can wish for;
“what can have come to our minister to make him so listless and
uninteresting?” If that good brother were to try the effect of a little loving
help and sympathy, (a £5 note for instance, delicately and tenderly given,)
he would see a wonderful lifting and lightening of the clouds and darkness
which encompass his pastor’s spirit, and be quite surprised at the life, and
energy infused into his next discourse. “My people do all they can for me,”
many a distressed pastor writes, and it may be so in some cases, but I
question whether in the Master’s presence they would themselves dare to
say this, for He still “sits over against the treasury,” and must note how
little even “of their abundance” his people cast in for His servants and His
cause. “It is a tale often told to you, I imagine, by such as myself, whose
incomes are so pitifully small,” wrote a minister the other day, “that to buy
books, when there are little hungry mouths and wistful faces at the table
daily, is an IMPOSSIBILITY.” The good man has deeply underlined this last
word, and well he may, for his church only raises £80 a year for him, while
a grant from the Augmentation Fund barely rescues them from absolute
need. Ah! some of us who can not only “make both ends meet,” but “have
enough over to tie a bow and ends,” can scarcely realize the toiling and
striving, the anguish of longing, which must tear at the hearts of a poor
pastor and his wife, as they try to eke out the scanty store of coin, and
make one shilling do the duty of a score ‘. “Wry wife sends you her
heartfelt thanks,” says one of “our own” men, “she says you cannot know
what good you are doing, or how much you gladden the hearts of poor
pastors’ wives, though you cannot feel as they feel, for you have never
been in the same position.”


No, not quite; yet I can tenderly sympathize with them, for well do we
remember, in the early days of our married life, a time, nay, many times,
when “God’s Providence was our inheritance,” and our mouths were
“filled with laughter and our lips with singing” by the signal deliverances
He afforded us when means were straitened, and the coffers, both of
college and household, were well-nigh empty.


August 14. — Though in these bad times there is not much money coming
in for the Book Fund, the supplies have not by any means failed; there is
just enough to show that the Lord has not ceased to care for it, and does
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not mean it to fall to the ground, and yet little enough to make me ask
earnestly at His Treasury for more. I feel much encouraged by the steadfast
kindness of some dear friends, who seem to have enrolled themselves as
monthly, quarterly, or annual subscribers, and so send me constant and
regular help. This is manifestly of the Lord; He has thus inclined their
hearts to remember my work, for I never ask except from Him, and no
articles in the “Sword and Trowel” this year have brought the Book Fund
prominently into notice. More distinctly and blessedly than ever, therefore,
the Lord has been my helper, and from His hand have proceeded the stores
which have relieved and refreshed His servants.


I have been very pleased during this year to see my work extend among the
poorly-paid curates of the Church of England, and I trust a great blessing
will follow the introduction into their libraries of such books as the
“Treasury,” the Sermons, and “Lectures to my Students.” These gifts are
sought with avidity and welcomed with eager joy, and of all the pleasant
letters which I receive none are more courteous in spirit or graceful in
language than those penned by clergymen of the Established Church.


“Two years ago,” writes one, “you presented me with the ‘Treasury
of David,’ expressing a wish that it might prove a ‘ treasure ‘
indeed. Your wish has been more than gratified, and now I have an
acute appetite for the whole of your respected husband’s works. I
have the privilege of preaching the gospel five times every week,
and if this is to continue to be a pleasure to me, I must keep my
soul and mud well fed. Being still ‘ a poor curate ‘ I have to supply
my wants on the lowest terms, so I write to ask whether in
gratifying my ardent desire, any assistance may be obtained from
that source of benevolence which formerly supplied the “Treasury
of David.’”


My readers will be rejoiced to learn that with some little help from the
Book Fund, this clergyman has now on his shelves a complete set of the
Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit, in addition to the “Treasury of David,”
and some smaller works of Mr. Spurgeon’s.


Oct. 4. — Truly this has been a “red-letter day” in Book Fund experience.
“My mouth has been filled with laughter and my tongue with singing.” My
heart praises and extols the goodness of the Lord, and my hand shall at
once record the mercy which, like a blessed rain on a thirsty land, has so
sweetly refreshed my spirit. This afternoon a constant and generous friend
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brought £100 for the Book Fund. This was cause for devout thankfulness
and great joy, for lately an unusually large number of books has been going
out week by week, though funds have flowed in less freely. But it was not
till a few hours after receiving this noble donation that I saw fully the
Lord’s tender care and pitying love in sending me this help just when he
knew I should most sorely need it. By the late post that night came my
quarterly account for books, and so heavy was it, that in fear and haste I
turned to my ledger to see the available balance, and with an emotion I
shall not easily forget I found that but for the gift of £100 a few hours
previously I should have been £60 in debt!


Did not the Father’s care thus keep the sparrow from falling to the ground?
A sleepless night and much distress of spirit would have resulted from my
discovery of so serious a deficit in my funds, but the Lord’s watchful love
prevented this. “Before I called he answered,” and though trouble was not
very distant he had said, “It shall not come nigh thee.” O my soul, bless
thou the Lord, and forget not this his loving “benefit!” A tumult of joy and
delight arose within me as I saw in this incident, not a mere chance, or a
happy combination of circumstances, but the guiding and sustaining hand
of the loving Lord, who had most certainly arranged and ordered for me
this pleasant way of comfort and relief. “I am poor and needy, yet the Lord
thinketh upon me.” i fresh revelation of His wonderful love seemed to be
vouchsafed to my soul by this opportune blessing, and a cheque became
“an outward and visible sign of an inward and spiritual grace.” I hastened
to my dear husband that he might share my joy, and I found in him a
willing listener to the sweet “old story” of his Master’s grace and power.
Then, after a word or two of fervent praise to God on my behalf, he wrote
the following letter to the friend by whose liberal hand our gracious God
had sent this notable deliverance: —


Dear Friend, — I should like you to know why you were sent here
this afternoon, and what an angel of mercy you were to my dear
wife, and so to me. The Lord bless you. Soon after you were gone,
my wife’s quarter’s bill for books came in for £340, and she had
only £280 apart from your cheque. Poor soul, she has never spent
more than her income before, and if you had not come, I fear it
would have crushed her to be £60 in debt. How good of the Lord
to send you in the nick of time! We joined our praises together, and
we do also very gratefully join our prayers for you. God bless you,
and make up to you your generous gifts above all your own desires.
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I could not refrain from telling you this; it is one of the sparkling
facts which will make happy memories to help to stay our faith in
future trials if they come. Again, God bless you.


Yours heartily,
C.H. SPURGEON.


Oct. 28. — As part of the proceeds of his last lecture in London, I have the
pleasure of receiving to-day £25 as the generous and graceful gift of Mr.
John B. Gough to the “Book Fund.” Such a gift from such a man is
precious and noteworthy, but not unusual, as I believe it is the constant
habit of Mr. Gough to bestow blessings as well as to recommend them.
Long as his name has been honored in our household, and his special work
admired and appreciated, it was not till his recent visit to England that we
had the happiness of his personal acquaintance, Now he has been twice to
see us, (once accompanied by his excellent wife,) and a friendship has been
contracted between us which, though interrupted by absence from each
other on earth, will find its true fruition and best enjoyment in heaven. The
hours we spent in his company have left fragrant memories not only of
pleasant mirth at the droll tales so inimitably told, but also of sacred joy in
sweet and goodly words which “ministered grace unto the hearers.” Can-
net my friends imagine that it was a rare treat to listen to the converse of
John Ploughman and John Gough? No “pen of a ready writer” was there
to record the good things they said, or to immortalize the brilliant “table
talk” which graced each repast; but the sweet communion which knit our
hearts together will never be forgotten by us, and so deep a flood of
enjoyment came in upon my usually quiet life that day, that it will for ever
ripple pleasantly upon the shores of memory. To our very dear friends, Mr.
and Mrs. Gough in their far-away home in the West,! send loving greeting;
and for this £25, which means so much joy and comfort for the Lord’s
poor servants, I give the warmest thanks of a grateful heart.


Nov. 1. — Two dear ladies brought me £50 to use in the Lord’s work as!
please. What bountiful kindness, its preciousness enhanced by my
necessity! I divided it between the “Book Fund” and the “Pastors’ Aid,”
for in these times of universal pressure I can scarcely confine my gifts to
books in those eases where! know that, though the daily bread is sure, it is
often unaccompanied by more substantial nourishment. It was only the
other day I heard of a minister whose last Christmas dinner was to have
consisted of a loaf and steak because he could not afford better fare; and I
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know many whose most creditable fear of debt compels them not only to
keep their book-shelves empty., but the cupboard very bare. One ceases to
wonder at the oft-recurring sickness of many ministers’ wives, and the
extreme delicacy of their children, when one remembers their many
privations, their lack of nourishing food, and their need of suitable clothing.
“My income barely enables me to find plain food and scanty clothing for
my wife and three children,” writes a country Independent pastor.
“Frequently I have saved a few shillings with the view of purchasing a
volume of the ‘Treasury,’ but a pair of shoes or a little dress put the book
aside.” In this last matter of clothing for pastors’ families there is very
much now being clone by kind friends for their relief. I have elsewhere
mentioned the many presents I receive for them, and to-day (mercies never
come singly) a large chest arrived from Scotland containing the wardrobes
of two deceased gentlemen, sent by the desolate wife and mother. It has
been a somewhat sad work to allot this valuable gift to seven needy
pastors, but their joy in receiving the good warm clothes will not be
damped by any sorrowful remembrances of departed friends, and I rejoice
beforehand in their joy.


Coming now to the conclusion of these sadly irregular chronicles, I should
like to promise — if the Lord spare my life, and prosper the Book Fund —
to do better next year. The “happy thought,” if it be a happy one, of
reporting this little service in “diary-fashion,” ought to be more
satisfactorily carried out, and I hope to gather more discreetly and carefully
the material to be used at the close of the year 1880. Experience has taught
me that there is sure to be a fullness of goodness and mercy to supply the
record, but the same teacher sadly proves to me that the “recorder” fails
and is at fault in not keeping her “book of remembrance” well posted up.
But what memory can keep pace with God’s mercies? or what uninspired
pen can tell the thousandth part of Els loving-kindnesses? “If I should
count them they are more in number than the sand.” Could I cull the
choicest flowers of language, and bind them in one delightful bundle of
thankfulness, it might be an acceptable offering of gratitude to the dear
friends who have helped me; but how can I worthily praise and extol the
bounty of my gracious, loving God? “Thou hast dealt well with Thy
servant, O Lord, according to Thy word.” Blessed be Thy name, Thou hast
daily loaded me with benefits, Thy hand has supplied all my need, Thy
strength has been made perfect in my weakness. Thy loving care has
watched over my work, and “there hath not failed one word of all Thy
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good promise upon which Thou hast caused me to hope.” And what can I
say more unto Thee? “Is this the manner of man, O Lord God?” Oh! poor
dumb lips, that cannot speak His praise aright! Oh, faltering tongue, that as
yet cannot “frame to pronounce” the syllables of heaven’s own language!


“How shall I praise Him?
Seraphs when they bring
The homage of their lyre,


Veil their bright face beneath their wing,
And tremble and retire. Lost in thy love, yet full of humble trust


I close the worthless lay,
Bow down my reverent forehead in the dust,


And in meek silence pray.”


Truly there are times when silence is more eloquent than speech, and we
are constrained to worship “afar off” from very awe of His goodness. Such
a season comes to me now as I sit pondering over all the Lord’s marvelous
lovingkindness, and looking back on the great and manifold mercies of the
fast-closing year; — my spirit is overwhelmed within me, — the weight of
blessing seems almost too much for me, and I lay aside my poor, useless
pen to bow the knee before Him in silent adoration and thanksgiving.


“I am not worthy of the least of all the mercies, and of all the truth which
thou hast showed unto thy servant.”


NOTES


FRIENDS will please note that as the accounts take up a considerable space
we have added four extra pages. We are behind hand also with notices of
books, but hope to give all the publishers their due before long.


On Sunday, February 15, it was our .great delight to return to the
Tabernacle and its well-beloved work. This was a week later than we at
first intended, but it was no less than a special providence which kept as
out of the worst fog of the year, and brought us home just as the weather
changed. How glad. were we to see old friends and fellow-workers! How
glad. were they to see us! The mutual joy was felt too deeply to be
expressed. The great house was thronged up to the utmost endurance, and
hundreds, and even thousands, were turned from the doors because there
was no more space in which to pack them. We are greatly refreshed by the
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rest, and glad to be at work again. Friends are requested to judge of the
sermons preached at the Tabernacle by the printed copy, and not by
extracts made by newspaper reporters, who, of course, can give only
portions, and naturally select those which are most likely to excite remark.
A sentence in its connection reads very differently from what it does when
set apart, and discussed as if it were an independent and complete
utterance.


On Wednesday, February 18, the Annual Church Meeting was held. About
eighteen hundred of the members were present to tea, and a much larger
number assembled afterwards. It was a most delightful evening, full of
affection and enthusiasm. Speech is free, and affection has greater liberty at
a select meeting than upon occasions when “a chiefs among us taking
notes.” The pastor’s spirits were raised, and his heart cheered by the loving
words of his officers and people, and all were happy and grateful to God.
The financial accounts were exceedingly satisfactory, especially when we
remember what a trying year 1879 has been in this respect to all
institutions. Nothing is lacking to any branch of church work. All that is
needed is a continuance of the blessing, and more grace.


The statistics were as follows: — Increase, by baptism, 305; by letter, 100;
by profession, 37; by restoration, 3; total, 445. Decrease, by dismission,
13l; by exclusion for non-attendance, 68; by joining other churches without
letters, 43; removed for other causes, 11; emigrated, 4; died, 65; total, 322;
— leaving a net increase of 123, and making the number of members on
the books 5290.


The annual meeting of our Tabernacle Sunday School was held in the
Lecture-hall on Tuesday evening, February 10, Pastor J. A. Spurgeon
presiding. The platform was occupied by a choir of the children, who sang
several sweet hymns and anthems during the evening. Pastor J. A.
Spurgeon, after explaining that this was the annual meeting of the home
school, which only represented about one-fifth of the actual Sabbath
schools associated with the church, gave an interesting address upon the
necessity and influence of the work, and the great responsibility which
rested upon teachers, parents, and the entire Church of Christ, in order that
the great end of the work might be at-rained, that of sound scriptural
instruction and the conversion of the young. Drs. MacAusland and Sinclair
Patterson, Deacons W. Olney, and J. H. Olney, and Mr. Pearce,
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superintendent of the schools, also addressed the meeting. We extract the
following particulars from the report read by the secretary: —


“The school consists in the aggregate of 105 teachers and about 1,200
scholars; the large schoolroom in the Tabernacle basement being occupied
by the juniors, and the two rooms in the college buildings by the seniors;
beside which there are separate rooms for the infants, library, and elder
scholars. There are 103 of our scholars who are members of the church, of
whom 42 have joined during the past year. All the teachers are church
members, this being a condition of service.”


The Missionary Society in connection with the school has raised during the
past year the sum of £131 3s. 3d., which has been expended as follows: —
Towards the support of Mrs. Brown, late a teacher in the school, now in
the Zenana Baptist Mission, Calcutta, £50; to the Baptist Missionary
Society, £25; to the Tabernacle Colportage Association, £20; to Mrs.
Spurgeon’s Book Fund, £20; to the Continental Sunday-school Mission,
£5; and to Messrs. Johnson and Richardson in Africa, £5; leaving a balance
in hand of £3 17s. 9d. In connection with Mr. Wigney’s class, the sum of
£50 is raised annually for the support of Mr. Easton, a missionary of the
China Inland Mission, and formerly a scholar in the class.


There is a Band of Hope, in connection with which sixty pledges were
taken during the past year; and a Dorcas Society, the object of which is to
make up clothing for the poor, specially those connected with our own
school. Scholars may purchase articles at the cost price of material only, by
periodical payments of ld. or 2d. An annual grant of £5 is made by the
church to this society.


Scholars’ Examination. — At the Scripture examination held last February
by the Sunday School Union, 47 scholars from our school attended, of
whom 33 were successful in obtaining certificates.


COLLEGE — God is with us in this work, and all things move along in
admirable order. We are well supplied with men and funds, and spheres
open up for the brethren quite as rapidly as they are prepared for them: we
should even be glad to retain the men a little longer, but the churches are
not always willing to wait for the man of their choice, and are unwise
enough to tempt men to begin running before they have fairly pulled their
boots on. As to funds, we have now a solid balance. The large item of
legacies — £ 4,112 — which appears in the Balance Sheet has put us into a
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wealthy condition. Our friends will see that we have spent more than
£1,000 of the legacies during the year, and we shall be glad to have our
expenditure continue at about that rate, so that this unusual item of income
may last over four years.


On January 29 another of our students, Mr. R. E. Ludlow, fell asleep in
Jesus before completing his College course. Thus happeneth it in the
mystery of providence that one fights the battle for half-a-century and
another falls asleep before his sword is well out of the scabbard.


Since our last notice Mr. A. Parker has accepted the pastorate of the
church at Colne, Lancashire; and Mr. W. Osborne has resigned the charge
of the Thrissell-street Church, Bristol, and has removed to Carlisle, with
the view of forming a Baptist church in that important northern town. We
beg our brethren in Carlisle rally to the standard, and make this attempt a
success.


The following brethren have also removed during the mouth: — Mr. H.
Abraham, to Lumb, Lancashire; Mr. F. Aust, from Coldstream, N.B., to
Little London, Willenhall; Mr. E. P. Barrett, from South Wingfield to
Cornwall-read, Brixton; Mr. G. E. Ireland, from Every-street, Manchester,
to Eccles; Mr. W. Seaman, from Newquay to Hawick, N.B.; and W.
Usher, from Dacre Park, Lee, to Great Victoria-street, Belfast.


Mr. J. J. Kendon, who went out to Jamaica some months since, has
accepted the pastorate of the churches at Jericho and Mount Hermen.


Our colored friend, Mr. T. L. Johnson, has returned to England, through
the failure of his health and the loss of his wife. He will probably go back
to America to labor among his countrymen there.


A sister in Christ, near Torquay, sends us the following particulars of our
highly-esteemed former student, Mr. T. Cannon, thinking we should be
interested in hearing a little of his holy, godly walk. She judges rightly. We
are much cheered by her account. “Although he did lean towards Plymouth
Brethrenism (not exclusive), his heart was large enough to love all who
loved the Lord Jesus, while of you he ever spoke with affectionate esteem.
As an evangelist he labored, more especially in Devonshire, for the last
thirteen years; while his holy, blameless life was a true witness for God. Of
him it may be truly said, ‘ he walked with God,’ not fitfully, but habitually;
and wherever he visited, the savor of the Master’s presence was always
felt. I can assure you that rich and poor alike deeply feel his loss. He was
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engaged up to the very last in the work he loved and did so well,
ministering the word with unusual earnestness and power, at both services,
on the last Sunday he was on earth, and visiting the sick until two days
before his departure. For this Christlike work his loving sympathizing heart
was specially adapted. He was only thirty-seven when the Master called
him to rest, but he lived long enough to do a good work, and to do it well.
Four dear children are now left orphans.”


ORPHANAGE. — The Services of Song held by our Orphan Choir have
been remarkably successful. We are under renewed obligations to our ever
generous-hearted friends at Liverpool for the noble help there given; nor
may we forget the zealous aid of brethren in Bath, Stroud, Cheltenham,
Bristol, Hereford, etc.


Mr. Charlesworth’s series of Services of Song we can heartily commend to
the notice of all choirs who wish to utilize their abilities for the spread of
the gospel, and the assistance of works of benevolence. His Stockwell
Reciter also will be of great use to Sabbath-schools, Bands of Hope, and
such like juvenile institutions. The Services are threepence each, and the
Reciter is one penny each number.


No more forms of application either for boys or girls can be issued for the
Orphanage. It would be cruel to encourage hope. We have many waiting to
fill all vacancies which can possibly occur for months to come. -Please take
note of this.


The next Quarterly Collectors’ Meeting will] be held at the Orphanage on
Tuesday, March 30.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Fullerton and Smith, having achieved under God
a great work at the Tabernacle, rested a short while, and then commenced
a series of services at Bradford in conjunction with our beloved brother,
Pastor C. A. Davis. We are only able to report concerning the opening
meetings, but these augur well for the future. The noon-prayer meeting
was attended by 100 on the first day, 200 on the second, and 350 on the
third; the chapel was crowded every evening at the services, and, best of
all, souls were being saved. May Bradford see the arm of the Lord made
bare.


At the Tabernacle the best results have followed the special meetings. ‘We
have in type a lengthened account of a meeting of converts on January 30,
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but we cannot find room for it. God be thanked the seed sown has already
sprung up!


Mr. Burnham’s visit to Driffield was the means of great blessing to
Christians, but the outsiders were not so numerously in-gathered, for
special services were being held at the same time by the two bodies of
Methodists in the place. So long as souls are saved the agency signifies
little. At the neighboring village of Cranswick, however, the chapel was not
nearly large enough to hold the people, and therefore the board School was
secured, and twice as many were accommodated. The pastor, Brother C.
Welton, found so many who were impressed at the services that he was
occupied during a whole day in conversing and praying with them at their
homes. The services were so successful, that on Mr. Burnham’s departure
they were con-tinned for some time with the help of local ministers.


At Sheepshed, Leicestershire, the blessing was even more marked. On the
Sunday evening, not only every part of the chapel but the school-rooms
also were closely packed, and the word was accompanied with signs
following. Mr. Burnham saw between fifty and sixty inquirers during the
week, and many of them were led to the Savior. The evangelist attributes
the success of the services to the prayerful and zealous efforts of the
Christians in the place for some weeks before his visit.


From Feb. 16 to March 7 Mr. Burnham was to have been at Rawtenstall
and Preston, but as he was too ill to go we sent our other singing
evangelist, Mr. E. J. Parker: may the Lord be with him. We hope Mr.
Burnham will be sufficiently restored to fulfill his engagements at South-
well from March 8 to 14, and Minchin-hampton from March 30 to April 4.


The labors of these three brethren are so largely used of God for saving
sinners, and building up churches that we shall with gladness add to the
number of this little band as soon as the sinews of war are in our hands.


The alteration of time of special services at the Metropolitan Tabernacle
rendered it impossible for the Evangelists to hold meetings at Mr. Cuff’s
Tabernacle. We regret this, and are anxious that the reason should be
known and understood.


COLPORTAGE — Things are looking more hopeful for the Colportage
Association, one feature of the outlook being that friends who had been
compelled to suspend the work in some districts for lack of funds again
apply for a colporteur, which shows that where the agency has been fairly
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tried, its great value was appreciated, though local circumstances
compelled a temporary suspension of the work. Then again, the reports of
blessing resting upon particular books sold and tracts given away are more
than usually nume-rolls and encouraging. One special feature has been very
noticeable in many of the cases of good reported, viz., the indirect yet
continuous way in which the truth, has passed through one channel to
another. There have been “branches running over the wall.” A book is sold
and read, and has led the reader to Jesus. He lends it to another, who is
also converted by its perusal — in one case a whole family was saved
through reading a tract which had been left by the colporteur in a
Shropshire district, and was sent by post to relatives in America. A
gentleman who takes great interest in the work reports the following
interesting case which occurred in the New Forest: —


“A woodman and his wife living away in the forest, with no neighbors
within a mile or so, were among those visited. We believe the visits (of the
colporteur) were instrumental, through God’s blessing, in leading both into
the light of the gospel. The wife died last year, rejoicing, and full of faith
and hope; the husband, crippled with rheumatism, looks eagerly for the
visits, and with tears of joy has said, ‘ bless God for putting it into your
heart to come and see me, and pray God to bless those who sent you.’“
And our friend continues — “I can assure you from my own personal
experience that the visits have in many cases been productive of the
happiest results. Indeed, five or six thousand magazines and books cannot
go into the homes of these people every year, replacing bad literature or
none at all, without, through the divine blessing, gradually but surely
elevating, refining, and Christianizing them.”


The Association has a very nice Bible-carriage, kindly placed at its disposal
by a Christian lady, and would be glad to see it at work in London. Will
any friends provide the £40 a year necessary to start a new colporteur in
some Metropolitan or suburban district?


If the value and success of colportage are well pondered, our friends will
soon enable us to again increase the staff from, our present number, sixty-
four, to at least the eighty employed during last year. Will friends in their
own locality try and aid us by collecting, or giving a guarantee of £40 a
year towards employing a colportour, or if unable to do this, by
contributions to the general fund, which continually needs help?
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PERSONAL NOTES. — The following pleasing note comes to us from
Russia: — “I came to this country about twenty-four years ago, and have
been about in various parts of the interior ever since. Beyond having one
volume of your sermons, I have not been much acquainted with the extent
of your progress until the past year, during which I have taken in ‘ The
Sword and Trowel.’ Through it I have watched you with great interest and
earnest prayer, and the first thing I fly to now on receiving a new number is
your ‘personal notes.’ I have a wife and eight children. A few weeks ago I
explained to them the meaning of the Orphanage, and appealed to their
feelings: the result was that I was authorized to go to their Savings’ Bank
and take out 3 roubles 40 kopecks as the children’s contribution. We have
now made up the sum to 55 roubles, which will be forwarded to you from
St. Petersburg by a cheque. The amount should not be less than £5. Please
accept it. I am so deeply interested in all your noble institutions that I
scarcely know how to divide it, but I think if you will give £1 to Mrs.
Spurgeon for the Poor Ministers’ Clothing Fund, £1 to the Colportage
Fund, and the balance to the Orphanage, we cannot do better.”


A Methodist minister in Ireland writes: — “Many a time these few years I
have wondered whether you know that you are preaching in unnumbered
pulpits every Lord’s day, in many cases word for word as reported in your
volumes. You are aware, I suppose, that the weekly sermon is read by
two-thirds of the Portestants in Ulster. In some cases ten families join in
taking it, and lend it from one to another.” The deacons of a church in
South Australia, in sending a donation for the Girls’ Orphanage, say, “We
have for years past received substantial help from your printed sermons.
Christians have been helped on their way, and others have through their
instrumentality been introduced into the light and liberty of the gospel.” A
sailor friend, who distributes our sermons and other works wherever his
ship goes, writes from Jamaica: — “We have given away nearly all the
books and sermons that we had. We are saving a few for the poor negroes
at the other ports to which we are going. They were so thankful for them
at the Falkland Islands, and enjoyed reading them so much. In one house I
went in, I saw ‘ Morning by Morning,’ and ‘Evening by Evening’; they
looked quite homely to me, as we use them every morning and evening on
board ship.” F. J. S. informs us, “Though it may be known to you already,
I venture to mention one incident which was brought to my notice. The
little island of Bryher (one of the Scilly Isles), though it only has 120
inhabitants, contains a church and a chapel. Service is held at the church
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occasionally, and then the chapel is closed. On other Sundays the service is
held at the chapel, and the sexton, who is also clerk at the church, reads
one of your sermons, and they sing ‘ Wesley’s Hymns.’“ Baptisms at
Metropolitan Tabernacle. — January 28th, seven; February 12th, thirteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


APRIL, 1880.


OUR SABBATH SERVICES IN THE HOTEL


THE genius of the gospel is the “free Spirit” of the Lord. The Lord Jesus
has not multiplied precepts and ordinances as to his worship, as though we
were still under the law; he has preferred to leave his people to the motions
of the Holy Ghost within them. It does not appear to us that there is any
positive command as to the time for the observance of the Lord’s Supper,
so that believers are bound to attend the table once in each month, or upon
every Lord’s-day. Yet, if we regard apostolic precedent, it seems clear that
the sacred feast was observed often, and that it was usual to meet to break
bread on the first day of the week. We prefer, therefore, without judging
our brethren, to keep to the apostolic practice. Law or no law, what was
found good for early saints will, we feel sure, be good for us.


Away upon the Continent, we use on the Sabbath morning such means of
grace as we can find: sometimes these are admirable, frequently they are all
but intolerable. Be these as they may, our wont is to meet with three or
four, or twelve, or twenty, as the case may be, and to remember our Lord’s
death, showing it forth in his own pre-scribed manner. There is no need to
prepare a sermon, the bread and wine are text and discourse all ready to
hand. Simple prayer, and suitable song, with the reading of the word, make
up a complete service, requiring no laborious study, always preserving its
freshness, and evermore bringing before the mind the most weighty of all
themes.


Our audience in our sitting-room at the hotel has varied from twelve to
twenty, but there has been no variation in the faithfulness of our Lord to
his promise to be with his waiting people. The seasons have been
exceedingly sweet and profitable, and we have praised the great Father’s
care who has spread for us such a table in the wilderness.
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After the breaking of bread we have usually had a meditation, and we have
been glad to take our turn as spokesman with a brother minister, whose
sojourn in the same hotel has been the means of much comfort to us. As
several of the guests at the table were invalids, as in fact the sojourn of
each one at Mentone had in almost every case a connection with personal
or relative affliction, the meditations were usually of a consolatory
character, and touched upon the special trial of sickness. It was thought
well to preserve a brief memorial of one of these choice seasons, and a
ready scribe was found who made notes of the good word which was
spoken on January 18th, 1880, by our brother Mr. G. Buchanan Ryley,
pastor of the church meeting in Hanover Chapel, Peckham, which church
was once presided over by the well-known Dr. Collyer.


Supper being ended, Mr. Ryley selected for his text John 11:15 —


“I am glad for your sakes that I was not there, to the intent ye may
believe.”


He said from the latter part of the chapter we gather that four days elapsed
between the actual death of Lazarus and the time when the Lord stood by
his burial-place, and that afternoon the preacher’s desire would be to
explain the reason why Jesus permitted his dear friend to die. There was
evidently a deliberate intent on the part of Christ to let Lazarus die; his
words could have no other meaning than that he kept away from Bethany
in order that Lazarus might pass for awhile into the unseen world. This
gives to the faithful heart a strong standing ground in any time of trouble
and care: the trouble, the care, the sickness, or the death that might almost
break our hearts becomes in a measure illuminated when once we can
recognize that it is of the Lord’s allowing, the Lord’s willing, and even at
times of the Lord’s doing. This abstention of Jesus from going to Lazarus
is built on some such truth as this — that the presence of Jesus with his
friends somehow or other wards off death. We do not affirm that no one
could die in the presence of Christ, though it is clearly stated in the gospels
that, whenever he came in contact with death, death ceased to be; and even
when he himself was on the cross the two malefactors did not die so long
as there hung between them the breathing Son of God. Spiritually the
Lord’s presence has already robbed death of its old meaning, and
practically destroyed it. He that believeth in him shall never die. But some
one may say “Do you not profess that the Lord Jesus is with his people at
all times and in everything? Did he not himself say, ‘ Lo, I am with you to
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the end of the ages? ‘ Why, then, these troubles and cares, these pains and
agonies. these losses and crosses? What is the difference between the
believer and the worldling?” In answering these questions by the
expressions found in the text the preacher laid down two propositions —
first, that faith in Jesus is a greater good than sorrow and death are evils;
and, second, that sometimes faith in Jesus is wrought out by the sufferings
and sorrows of Christ’s people.


Lazarus is dead; that is sad and weary for Mary and Martha, and Jesus
himself when he stood by the grave “groaned in spirit,” and “wept.” Yet he
says, “I am glad that I was not there.” Sad as the death was, the disciples’
faith was of more importance, and for their sakes the Lord permitted the
sorrow to come. The Savior’s rejoicing did not arise from any lack of
sensitiveness to sorrow and trouble; never did any one feel for men and
women in grief and pain as he did; but he knew that spiritual life is a far
greater good than bodily suffering and death are evils, and therefore he was
glad that he was not at Bethany to save Lazarus from dying, for that death
was to infuse new life into the faith of his followers. Better that Lazarus
should die, better that Mary and Martha should know a little of the heart-
break than that eleven apostles should lack one degree of intense faith in
him who is the resurrection and the life. Better, too, that the people of God
should suffer than that the world should miss the opportunity of our
thereby witnessing to the power of divine grace in the hour of trouble.
Better, too, that the Lord Jesus himself should suffer the infinite agonies of
Calvary than that his people should lose the blessings of redemption, and
be outcasts for ever. This truth sheds a wondrous light upon Christian
suffering, and shows how we may even have fellowship with Christ in his
sufferings. Does not Paul speak of filling up that which is behind of the
afflictions of Christ in his flesh for his body’s sake, which is the church?
Christ’s sufferings are in a class by themselves when we consider the
vicarious character of them, but our afflictions are lifted up to something of
the level of those of Jesus when they are made the means of blessing to
others, even as the Father made his Son’s sufferings the means of blessing,
strengthening, vivifying, and faith-reviving to his covenanted people.


The Lord Jesus Christ rejoices even in our suffering when it promotes faith
in himself. He not only wanted his disciples to be perfected in faith, but he
was glad when by another’s sufferings their faith was strengthened and
raised to a higher level. When suffering is thus received as the chosen
means for the sanctification of souls, it is no longer a cause of grief, it is no
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more to be looked on as a misfortune, but is rather to be welcomed as
God’s chosen way of working for the edification of his church, the
promotion of his kingdom, and the glorifying of his Son. What is the
explanation of those wonderful words of Isaiah, “It pleased the Lord to
bruise him; he hath put him to grief”? It is not that the Father had delight in
the sufferings of his Son in themselves, but it pleased him to put him to
grief that thereby his prodigal ones might be brought home. In like manner
the same Lord who rejoiced that he was not there wept as he stood by the
grave-side. It is that blessed union of the divine and human that makes us
fall on our knees and adore him, and at the same time makes us take him to
our heart of hearts as the brother born for adversity.


Notice, said the preacher, that the Savior’s joy is more on our account than
on his own. He was glad for his own sake, yet he was unselfish in his very
joys, just as he was in his sorrows. He said to the daughters of Jerusalem,
“Weep not for me “; so here he rejoices, not for his own sake, but for the
sake of his disciples. He knew, as we have never known, what the value of
faith in him as the resurrection and the life really is; and therefore he
rejoiced that he was absent when Lazarus was sick, because the end of that
sickness and death was the strengthening of the faith of his disciples, and
so for the advancement of the glory of God. This gladness of Jesus is a
grand plea with Christians. What higher, better, sweeter, intenser motive
can we urge than that of pleasing Jesus, gladdening his heart, and giving
him joy? And this, over which he rejoices, has been made to run side by
side with our spirit’s perfecting. He rejoices over the faith that makes us
meet for the inheritance of the saints in light. This will give a new meaning
to our being by-and-by welcomed into the joy of our Lord. If we accept
suffering as the Father’s way of liking us into closer union with himself,
and as the Savior’s appointed means of making us adorn his doctrine, and
glorify himself, we shall not only minister comfort to our own hearts, and
to those dear to us, but we shall gladden the heart of Jesus. In pleading
with sinners nothing is more mighty than such an argument as this, —
believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and you will gladden him whose heart we
broke on Calvary; you can compensate him for his sufferings; you can
make him glad that ever he died. To such work are we called. May God
help us to respond. Amen.


Our engraving represents Mentone a few years back. Since it was drawn a
breakwater has been carried out and a harbor has been formed, so that
vessels lie in the corner near the old tower. The old town, however, with
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the Corniche road running along below it, remains the same as ever, and
the rocks, which look like gigantic frogs or crocodiles, are as they were in
those days when Mentone was a mere village. The wood-block gives a
very fair idea of our winter’s shelter.


JOHN ANGELL JAMES AND THE HUNDRED AND
THIRD PSALM


THE value and beauty of family worship in the time of bereavement are
illustrated by an incident in the life of the Rev. J. A. James, which has
almost a touch of the sublime. It was his custom to read at family prayer on
Saturday evening the hundred and third psalm. On the Saturday of the
week in which Mrs. James died, he hesitated, with the open Bible in his
hand, before he began to read; but, after a moment’s silence, he looked up
and said, “Notwithstanding what has happened this week, I see no reason
for departing from our usual custom of reading the hundred and third
psalm, — ‘ Bless the Lord, O my soul, and all that is within me bless his
holy name.’“ What must be the effect upon a household of such a scene!
What a picture is thus presented of holy resignation and thankfulness! The
greatest sufferer recognizing, as the head of the family, the hand that has
smitten his home and made it desolate, and in the depth of his sorrow
blessing the name of the Lord! — From “Christian Home Life.”


BE A WHOLE MAN AT EVERYTHING


JOHN JOSEPH GURNEY wrote to his son, “Be a whole man at everything. At
Latin, be a whole man to Latin; at geometry or history, be a whole man to
geometry or history; at play, be a whole man to play; at washing and
dressing, be a whole man to washing and dressing; above all, at meeting, be
a whole man to worship.” We would earnestly enforce the good Quaker’s
advice. Whatever is worth doing is worth doing well. God deserves to be
served with our very best. When we put forth all our powers we shall do
none too well; therefore, whatsoever we do let us do it heartily. Be a whole
man in praying, preaching, teaching, giving, hearing, or praising. It is a silly
thing to make two bites of a cherry, and our whole manhood is really so
small a thing in the service of God that to divide it is absurd.
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ON BEING IN TIME.


PUNCTUALITY is one of the minor moralities, but it is one which every
young man should carefully cultivate. The very smallness of the virtue
makes its opposite vice the less excusable. It is as easy to be in time as it is
to be five minutes late when you once acquire the habit. Let it be acquired
by all means, and never lost again. Upon that five minutes will depend a
world of comfort to others, and every Christian should consider this to be a
very weighty argument. We have no right to cause worry and aggravation
to others, when a little thoughtfulness on our part would prevent it. If the
engagement be for twelve o’clock, we have no authority to make it 12.5,
and by doing so we shall promote nobody’s happiness. That odd five
minutes may create discomfort for ourselves throughout the entire day, and
this perhaps may touch the sluggard a little more keenly than any less
selfish consideration. He who begins a little late in the morning will have to
drive fast, will be constantly in a fever, and will scarcely overtake his
business at night; whereas he who rises in proper time can enjoy the luxury
of pursuing his calling with regularity, ending his work in fit season, and
gaining a little portion of leisure. Late in the morning may mean puffing
and blowing all the day long, whereas an early hour will make the pace an
easy one. This is worth a man’s considering. Much evil comes of hurry,
and hurry is the child of un-punctuality.


The waste of other people’s time ought to touch the late man’s conscience.
A gentleman, who was a member of a committee, rushed in fifteen minutes
behind the appointed hour, and scarcely apologized, for to him the time
seemed near enough; but a Quaker, who happened also to be on the
committee, and had been compelled to wait, because a quorum could not
be made up to proceed with the business, remarked to him, “Friend, thou
hast wasted a fall hour. It is not only thy quarter of an hour which thou
hast lost, but the quarter of an hour of each of the other three; and hours
are not so plentiful that we can afford to throw them away.” We once
knew a brother whom we named “the late Mr. S____,” because he never
came in time. A certain tart gentleman, who had been irritated by this
brother’s unpunctuality, said that the sooner that name was literally true
the better for the temper of those who had to wait for him. Many a man
would much rather be fined than be kept waiting. If a man must injure me,
let him rather plunder me of my cash than of my time. To keep a busy man
waiting is an act of impudent robbery, and is also a constructive insult. It
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may not be so intended, but certainly if a man has proper respect for his
friend, he will know the value of his time, and will not cause him to waste
it. There is a cool contempt in unpunctuality, for it as good as says, “Let
the fellow wait; who is he that I should keep my appointment with him?”


In this world matters are so linked together that you cannot disarrange one
without throwing others out of gear; if one business is put out of time,
another is delayed by the same means. The other day we were traveling to
the Riviera, and the train after leaving Paris was detained for an hoar and a
half. This was bad enough, but the result was worse, for when we reached
Marseilles the connecting train had gone, and we were not only detained
for a considerable time, but were forced to proceed by a slow train, and so
reached our destination six hours later than we ought to have done. All the
subsequent delay was caused through the first stoppage. A merchant once
said to us, “A. B. is a good fellow in many respects, but he is so frightfully
slow that we cannot retain him in our office, because, as all the clerks work
into each other’s hands, his delays are multiplied enormously, and cause
intolerable inconvenience. He is a hindrance to the whole system, and he
had better go where he can work alone.” The worst of it is that we cannot
send unpunctual people where they can work alone. To whom or whither
should they go? We cannot rig out a hermitage for each one, or that would
be a great deliverance. If they prepared their own dinners, it would not
matter that they dropped in after every dish had become cold. If they
preached sermons to themselves, and had no other audience, it would not
signify that they began consistently seven minutes behind the published
hour. If they were their own scholars, and taught themselves, it would be
of no consequence if the pupil sat waiting for his teacher for twenty
minutes. As it is, we in this world cannot get away from the unpunctual,
nor get them away from us, and therefore we are obliged to put up with
them; but we should like them to know that they are a gross nuisance, and
a frequent cause of sin, through irritating the tempers of those who cannot
afford to squander time as they do. If this should meet the eye of any
gentleman who has almost forgotten the meaning of the word
“punctuality,” we earnestly advise him to try and be henceforth five
minutes too soon for every appointment, and then perhaps he will gradually
subside into the little great virtue which we here recommend. Could not
some good genius get up a Punctuality Association, every member to wear
a chronometer, set to Greenwich time, and to keep appointments by the
minute hand? Pledges should be issued, to be signed by all sluggish persons
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who can summon up sufficient resolution totally to abstain from being
behind time in church or chapel, or on committee, or at dinner, or in
coming home from the office in the evening. Ladies eligible as members
upon signing a special pledge to keep nobody waiting while they run
upstairs to pop on their bonnets. How much of sinful temper would be
spared, and how much of time saved, we cannot venture to guess. Try it.
C.H.S.


SLAVISH TIMOROUSNESS IN PRAYER


A PETITIONER once approached Augustus with so much fear and trembling
that the emperor cried, “What, man, do you think you are giving a sop to
an elephant?” He did not care to be thought a hard and cruel ruler.
Sometimes when men pray with a slavish bondage upon them, with cold
set phrases, and a crouching solemnity, the free Spirit of the Lord may well
rebuke them. Art thou coming to a tyrant? Does he want slaves to grace
his throne? Holy boldness, or at least a childlike hope, is more becoming in
a Christian. The believer is not for ever to be wailing out misereres, but he
may with delight draw near to him whose delight it is to draw near to his
people.


NOTES


GOD has made us our own governors in these British Isles, for, loyal as we
are to our Queen, we practically are Caesars to ourselves. We are now
called upon to exercise one of the privileges and duties which go with
liberty, let no man be negligent in it. Every God-fearing man should give
his vote with as much devotion as he prays. Vote for those whose
principles denounce needless war, and whose watchword is justice at home
and abroad. For temperance, thrift, religious equality, and social progress
let the Christian vote be one and indivisible.


We are delighted to hear that Mr. Sampson, of Folkestone, is to become
secretary to the Baptist Union. We are truly sorry for Folkestone, since it
will suffer a great loss by his removal; but Mr. Sampson is the man for the
position, and. indeed the only man who struck us at once, the moment his
name was mentioned. If the brotherhood will once for all lay aside all
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differences, and go in heartily for real work for Jesus, something may yet
come of THE UNION. Our heart was always with our late secretary, Mr.
Booth, and though we are rather hard to please, we feel quite an
enthusiasm for Mr. Sampsom. Not that we had any hand in his selection,
for we carefully abstain from any connection with the ecclesiastical politics
of the denomination; but we admire the choice of the committee, and.
would ask our Baptist readers to seal it with many prayers for Mr.
Sampson’s success.


We are pleased to call attention to The Missionary Herald and the Juvenile
Missionary Herald, of the Baptist Missionary Society. Of old these
productions were always solid and usually sleepy, but now they are
admirably conducted, abundantly illustrated, and thoroughly readable. Our
mission deserves the liberal aid of all Christian people, for its tone and
spirit are right, and a blessing will come of it.


On Monday evening, March 8, the Annual Meeting of THE LADIES’
WORKING BENEVOLENT Society was held in the Tabernacle Lecture hall.
Addresses were delivered by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, who presided, and
Messrs. B. W. Carl J. T. Dunn, and J. W. Harrald. The amount given to the
poor by this Society during the year was slightly under £100. The pastor
expressed an earnest desire to see the amount greatly increased, and
lamented that the ladies of the congregation did not more humorously take
up the work. Churches which lie in the thickly populated parts of London
suffer greatly from the loss of the personal services of the wealthier
members. Families best able to help the poor remove into the suburbs, and
the ladies naturally join societies near their own homes, and thus the
mother church is unable to do the work expected of it. At the Tabernacle
this evil is not crushingly felt, but still it operates de-pressingly. Sunday-
schools can scarcely find teachers from the same cause. The better
educated are leaving the poorer people to themselves: is this right?


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. R. Smathers has settled as pastor
of the church at Whitehurch, Hants. Mr. D. Bruce has removed from
Peterhead to Forres, N.B.; and Mr. M. Cumming is leaving New Burner to
take the oversight of the church at Bury St. Edmunds.


Early this month Mr. W. Mann will sail for Cape Town, to reinforce our
devoted Brother Hamilton.
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We are glad to learn that Mr. and Mrs. Stubbs have reached Allahabad in
safety, and received a most hearty welcome from the church and
congregation, who had furnished their pastor’s house throughout in
readiness for his reception. Mr. Norris and his family and Mr. Hook were
also reported “all well,” as far as Malta.


Our son Thomas sends us good news of his companions. Mr. McCullough
has commenced preaching at Longford, and Mr. Harrison at Deloraine,
Tasmania, “with many encouraging tokens;” and our noble friend, Mr.
Gibson, is preparing to build chapels in both places. Mr. H Wood has
settled at Saddleworth, South Australia; and Mr. H. Marsden, late of
Mansfield, has reached. Melbourne in safety.


Mr. C. Dallaston, of Christchurch, New Zealand, reports the addition of
sixty-nine members during the year, and informs as that services have been
commenced in the south part of the city, where it is hoped a church will
soon be formed.


The church at West Melbourne thanks us very heartily for having sent such
a suitable pastor as Mr. A. J. Clarke, our late evangelist` Already a
gracious revival has commenced, forty-four having been added to the
church, the weekly prayer-meetings are very largely attended, and the
school-chapel is so crowded that it has been decided to start a fund for
build-Lug a Tabernacle to hold 1,250 people.


The Annual College Conference will be held in the week commencing
Monday, April 19. There will be a public meeting at the Shoreditch
Tabernacle that evening, and another at the Metropolitan Tabernacle the
following Thursday evening, April 22, at both of which the president hopes
to take the chair.


All our enterprises, but especially the College, will sustain a great loss in
the death of Mrs. Ann Tyson, of Norwood, whose continual bounty has
been shown for many years in helping our various works. She leaves the
residue of her estates to the Orphanage and the College, but the property is
charged with some ten annuities, which will prevent any large assistance
coming immediately to either institution. We lose in her a faithful friend, of
whom we never asked even as much as a farthing, for she watched the
work with earnest care and gave to it with unprompted eagerness,
regarding it as the joy of her life to help her pastor in the service of the
Lord. Her husband, who was taken home some years ago, was of the same
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mind, and for the help which they have both rendered to us we shall feel
eternally grateful to God, and we shall fondly cherish their memories.


MESSRS. SMITH AND FULLERTON IN BRADFORD. — Messrs. Smith and
Fullerton have spent a month in Bradford, in connection with the church at
Zion Jubilee Chapel. It has been a time of great and solid blessing, and has
resulted, we believe, in the conversion of hundreds of persons.


They came to the town on Saturday, February 14th, and held a preliminary
meeting of Christian people the same evening. The following day they
conducted the two services in the chapel, and Mr. Smith addressed in the
afternoon a great meeting of Sunday scholars, five schools being gathered
together in the spacious building.


Meetings were conducted every evening except Saturday during the
following week, the chapel being filled; and on the next Sunday seventy
teachers and scholars gathered to an early prayer-meeting, and the throng
at the regular services was so great that hundreds were unable to gain
admission. An extra crowded service was held by Mr. Smith in the
afternoon.


During the succeeding week the nightly throngs were greater than ever,
and on Saturday the evangelists gave a song service entitled, “From Egypt
to Canaan,” two thousand people being assembled in the chapel to hear it.
The next day the tide of interest was found to be still rising. It seemed as
though the whole city was come together to hear the word of God. The
chapel was filled at seven in the morning, and. very solemn was the feeling
when the pastor requested prayer for one of the members, from whose’
deathbed he had just come, and who was at that moment passing away into
eternity. At half-past ten the building was again thronged; at three in the
afternoon St. George’s Hall was filled with scholars and. teachers, an
overflow meeting being held in Old Sion Chapel, close by. At 6.30 the
chapel was again crowded, an overflow meeting being held in the school
and lecture rooms; and at eight o’clock St. George’s Hall was thronged
with a vast multitude, many being unable to get in.


During the next week hundreds had to be turned away from the crowded
chapel; and on Saturday St. George’s Hall was thronged to a second song
service, in-spiriting in the highest degree, entitled — “Valor and victory,”
in which the Christian life, in its martial aspect, was vividly set forth before
the listeners.
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The following Sunday, which was the last in the series, was a wonderful
day. The chapel was thronged at seven in the morning and again at 10.30.
At three the communion service was held, and 1,200 communicants
gathered around the Lord’s table; 576 of them being representatives of 57
other churches of 12 denominations in the town, including the Church of
England, and of churches’ in 29 other towns in various parts of England.
At a quarter to six the doors were opened again and in ten minutes the
chapel was packed so that the doors had to be closed. Then St. George’s-
hall was once more thronged, 5.000 people hanging on the preacher’s lips
as he set before them life and death and bade them “choose life.”


The closing week was spent in meetings at two other Baptist chapels in the
town, which were greatly blessed; in a converts’ meeting held at Sion
Chapel, at which 400 persons professed to have been led to Christ during
the month; and in a great tea meeting in celebration of the pastors’
settlement at Sion Jubilee Chapel, at which about 1,400 persons sat down.


The daily noon prayer-meetings during the month have been seasons of
refreshment, the gracious influences and glorious results of the inquirers’
meetings will never be forgotten; the whole town has been affected, as may
be seen from the fact that the converts are persons connected, with 33
other congregations in Bradford, besides that at Sion Chapel.


On two Saturday afternoons the evangelists held services in the
neighboring town of Shipley.


It only remains to add a word concerning our beloved brethren themselves.
Mr. Smith conducts the singing with his cornet in a delightful manner, and
his solos have been almost as greatly blessed to the arousing and
conversion of sinners as the preaching of his coadjutor. Mr. Fullerton
proclaims the gospel with surpassing dearness and wealth of illustration.
His forcible sermons are saturated with Scripture. Their solidity and
fullness go far to ensure the reality and permanence of the work wrought
by them. “If the truth shall make you free, ye shall be free indeed.”


Our beloved brethren go from us with our unfeigned admiration and
affection. God has anointed them for a great work, and the honored church
at the Tabernacle, from which they are sent to their blessed work, may
thank God on every remembrance of them. — C. A. Davis, Pastor.


Mr. Burnham’s substitute, Mr. PARKER, was very successful at
Rawtenstall. The chapel was crowded, and about twenty young people
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were brought to the Savior. After the evangelist left the services were
continued with local help.


Mr. Parker afterwards conducted a fortnight’s services at Moor-lane,
Preston, when a large number professed to be converted.


Mr. BURNHAM was sufficiently restored to go to Southwell,
Nottinghamshire, from the 8th to the 14th ult. Pastor J. H. Plumbridge thus
writes of his visit:-”Although Southwell is a hard town to move, I believe it
has been thoroughly stirred by this effort. The week evening services were
well attended, and on Sunday evening we had to provide extra sittings.
Best of all, the Lord was with us. The word has been blessed to many, and
several are now rejoicing in the Savior.


The following are Mr. Barnham’s engagements for the present month:—
March 30 to April 4, Minchinhampton; April 5 to April 11, Lock’s-lane,
Frome; April 12 to April 18, Wedmore, Somersetshire.


Messrs. Fullerton and Smith commence .at Northampton March 21, for a
fortnight, and then open a campaign at Wrexham.


COLPORTAGE. — The Association is now beginning to regain some of the
ground lost last year by the discontinuance of so many districts. Guarantees
of £40 a-year have been received for the following new districts, to which
colportents have either been sent, or will be shortly, namely: — Church
Gresley, Staffordshire; Chariton-le-Moor, Oxford-shire; Birchington-on-
Sea, Kent; also Deptford, where the Bible carriage alluded to last month
will be worked. We thank all our friends who have thus aided in the
extension of this important agency. Further applications from other
districts will be very gladly considered, and appointments made as far as
funds will allow. The object of the association is to help all churches
without distinction, whilst the aim is to be an aggressive evangelistic
agency, both by counteracting the baneful effects of evil literature by the
sale of the Word of God, and books and periodicals in harmony with its
teachings, as well as by the direct personal appeals of the Colporteurs. That
these objects are largely realized the continual reports from the districts
abundantly prove. The work is a very economical one, the profits on sales
making it partially self-supporting, but it still requires liberal aid, in the
form of subscriptions and donations to the general fund, which will be
thankfully received, and may be sent direct to the Secretary, Sir. Corden
Jones, Pastors’ College, Temple Street, London, S.E.
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ORPHANAGE. — Another dear lad has been called home to heaven during
the past month. Mr. Charlesworth will tell the story of his happy life and
triumphant death in next month’s magazine, but we refer to it now to call
attention to the new list of contributions, which we publish in the present
number, for THE GIRLS’ ORPHANAGE BUILDING FUND. A week before little
Bray died we visited him, and received from his own hands his store of
savings towards the new buildings. As we took the four shillings for
“Bray’s Bricks,” and the same amount from “Brays Friend,” we felt that
they were the first installments of the £8,000, which we shall want for the
first block of buildings for the girls. We reckon that the “Hawthorns” and
the adjoining meadow have now been paid for, and that we have received
in addition sufficient to defray the cost of the fixtures, furniture, and
alterations of the house which is now used for the Girls’ Orphanage. We
shall be glad to have a large part of the cost in hand by June 19, when we
hope the foundation stones of the new buildings will be laid. Friends
wishing to have collecting cards or boxes brought in on that day can be
supplied with them by applying to the Secretary, Stockwell Orphanage,
Clapham Road. We see our way to £4,000 out of the sum which will be
required. As yet we have no tenders, but hope next month to give the
details; and, meanwhile, we trust our beloved helpers will be estimating
how much each one should personally send. The Lord will provide for this
also.


A GEM FROM MRS. SPURGEON’S
BOOK FUND REPORT


(* We were unable to give all this Report in The Sword and the
Trowel, and therefore we struck out many passages which were
excellent, but not exactly necessary in a summary. This passage,
however, is too good for any of our readers to lose: at least, we
think so, and we speak here as an editor, and not merely as a
husband. — C. H. S.)


A CURIOUS little incident happened lately during a time of prolonged
sickness. At the close of a very dark and gloomy day, I lay resting on my
couch as the deeper night drew on, and though all was bright within my
cozy little room, some of the external darkness seemed to have entered into
my soul, and obscured its spiritual vision. Vainly I tried to see the hand







101


which I knew held mine, and guided my fog-enveloped feet along a steep
and slippery path of suffering. In sorrow of heart I asked, “Why does my
Lord thus deal with his child? Why does He so often send sharp and bitter
pain to visit me? Why does tie permit lingering weakness to hinder the
sweet service I long to render to His poor servants?” These fretful
questions were quickly answered, and though in a strange language, no
interpreter was needed save the conscious whisper of my own heart. For
awhile silence reigned in the little room, broken only by the crackling of the
oak-log burning on the hearth. Suddenly I heard a sweet soft sound, a
little, clear, musical note, like the tender trill of a robin beneath my
window. “What can that be?” I said to my companion, who was dozing in
the firelight; “surely no bird can be singing out there at this time of the year
and night!” We listened, and again heard the faint plaintive notes, so sweet,
so melodious, yet mysterious enough to provoke for a moment our
undisguised wonder. Presently my friend exclaimed, “It comes from the log
on the fire!” and we soon ascertained that her surprised assertion was
correct. The fire was letting loose the imprisoned music from the old oak’s
inmost hear! Perchance he had garnered up this song in the days when all
went well with him, when birds twittered merrily on his branches, and the
soft sunlight flecked his tender leaves with gold; but he had grown old
since then, and hardened; ring after ring of knotty growth had scaled up the
long-forgotten melody, until the fierce tongues of the flames carne to
consume his callousness, and the vehement heat of the fire wrung from him
at once a song and a sacrifice. Ah! thought I, when the fire of affliction
draws songs of praise from us, then indeed are we purified, and our God is
glorified! Perhaps some of us are like this old oak log, cold, hard, and
insensible; we should give forth no melodious sounds were it not for the
fire, which kindles round us, and releases tender notes of trust in him, and
cheerful compliance with his will ‘, “As I mused, the fire burned,” and my
soul found sweet comfort in the parable so strangely set forth before me!
Singing in the fire! Yes I God helping us, if that is the only way to get
harmony out of these hard, apathetic hearts, let the furnace be heated seven
times hotter than before.
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TO THOSE WHO ARE HAPPILY MARRIED OR
HOPE TO BE SO


A PLEA BY C. H, SPURGEON,


WE do not write for those people who are married but not mated. When a
cat and a dog are tied together they seldom sorrow much at the prospect of
separation. When marriage is merry-age it is natural to desire a long life of
it; but when it is mar-age the thought of parting is more endurable. Mr. or
Mrs. Naggleton will be sure to put on mourning should one or other of
them decease, but the garb of sorrow will be all the sorrow he or she will
know; the black will soon turn brown, if not white, and the weeds will
probably give place to flowers. We address ourselves to those who have
the happiness of being joined together by wedded love as well as by
wedlock. We write for happy husbands who are able to say with Mr.
Robert Walker, a clergyman of the Church of England, who lived in the
seventeenth century: “I owe the deepest acknowledgments to God for the
constancy of our mutual affection. If we sometimes differed in small
matters, we never once disagreed, or once closed our eyes in sleep in
thirty-nine years and seven months in discontent or dissatisfaction on either
part.” We hope that there are many yet alive upon the face of the earth
who could understand Mr. George Muller’s picture of his married life.
“Our happiness in God and in each other,” he says, “was indescribable. We
had not some happy days every year, nor a month of happiness every year,
but we had twelve months of happiness in the year, and this year after year.
Often and often did I say to the beloved one, and this again and again even
in the fortieth year of our conjugal union — ‘ My darling, do you think
there is a couple in Bristol, or in the world, happier than we are?’“ We
write for all those young couples who, having begun prudently, and in the
fear of God, are looking forward, as they may, to a life of domestic peace
and: satisfaction: we feel sure that we shall have their ear upon our tender
topic. We write also for those who in the middle passage of life, with the
children all round them, find the Lord very kind to them in providence,
filling their hearts with thanksgiving for the bliss which arises out of their
happy married life. We shall have a worthy audience if all happy husbands
and delighted wives will do us the favor to listen to the end of our ditty.
Mr. and Mrs. Caudle may do as they like about it.
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It is a very painful reflection that in proportion to the happiness of the
marriage union must be the sorrow of the separation which sooner or later
must occur. “Till death us do part” is the limit to the relation, and that limit
must be reached sooner or later. “The parting pang unspoken,
unspeakable,” must be felt. It is in reference to that matter that we seek a
hearing, and especially for all those bereaved ones to whom the loss is that
of the husband and the household’s head. Can the reader put himself or
herself into the condition of the new-made widow? She is convulsed with
overwhelming grief as she stands by the beloved body of her husband, the
body from which the life has just fled. What sorrow! What agony! All the
supports of religion will now be needed; faith in God must put forth all its
strength, and call in divine succors to produce hearty resignation. Now it
will be seen why the Holy Spirit has condescended to take upon himself
personally the office of Comforter, for the urgent need of consolation and
the great difficulty of communicating it, manifest his kindness and his
wisdom in himself espousing the cause of the afflicted. He can meet the
case, and he alone. Friends will come in with tender words and sympathetic
tears, but the void is great, and the blank is terrible. Those only can enter
into the trial who have passed through it themselves. It well behoves those
who still retain their beloved partners heartily to pity, console, and assist
those whose hearts bleed beneath the separating stroke. We will not trust
our pen to ask for sympathy from true Christians; it would seem an insult:
let it freely flow.


Widowhood alone is a sufficient sorrow, but much more remains. The
orphans — for that is the new name for her children — come clustering
about their mother. Some are too young to know their sorrow; ochers of
them know it, but scarcely apprehend its import, and of those who have the
clearest perception of their loss there may be none able to give her real
help. Her children are fatherless, and who shall tell all that is included in
that word. She had hoped that the father would have aided her in bringing
up the little household, of which he was the mainstay, prop, pillar, priest,
and king. The little community is now like a ship without a captain, tossed
upon the perilous deep. She is all alone, as to comfort and succor, a dove
without her mate; and yet she is not alone as to responsibility and anxiety,
since she has around her a full nest for which she alone must care. Brothers
and sisters and friends see her difficulty, but as a general rule they are
either powerless to help, or else they readily discover an excuse in their
own expensive families, and in the burdens which they themselves have to







104


carry. The possession of children may in some lights be regarded as a
comfort, but alas! to the poor widow it is a bitter increase of sorrow. What
can she do without the bread-winner? How can a woman’s feeble frame
sustain the whole burden of a household? The most pitiable case of all is
where another little one is added shortly after the husband has been laid in
the silent tomb. Benoni, the child of sorrow, is born, and often born to a
hard, hard lot. What a rush of anguish overwhelms the mother of such a
progeny!


When the surviving parent is possessed of some little property, or the
couple have been able to make provision for death, the grief is not
lessened, but its consequences are greatly lightened. Poverty on the back of
bereavement is terrible. We ask our friends who never knew what it was to
lack a meal or a garment to put themselves in the condition of the woman
who suddenly finds herself with five, six, or seven children round about her
to provide for, and no means whatever of so doing. What is before her?
What a gulf yawns at her feet! If she were alone in the world she might
gird up her loins, and by stern toil might gain a scanty dole of daily bread;
certainly she could not do more, for female labor is worse remunerated
than that of slaves. But what can she do with all these children clinging to
her skirts? She cannot leave the baby, and the other helpless little creatures,
and she cannot do anything with them upon her knees. .Even if she could
leave the family, it is highly probable that she knows no form of handicraft,
and could not find work if she did. All her time, her strength, and her
ability were taxed to keep the house together when the husband brought
home his wages: how can she now become the bread-winner into the
bargain? Here and there a woman in good health and gifted with superior
energy can fight her way, but what can an average widow do? She looks to
the right and to the left; every door is closed, she aces no way except to
utter want. Friends suggest what might have been done under certain
circumstances which are not her circumstances. Very wise people propose
to her sheer impossibilities. The kinder sort talk of a subscription to set her
up in a business of which she knows nothing: if nothing comes of it, she is
no great loser, for little businesses in unskillful hands usually mean a hard
struggle, failure, and debt. Her husband’s employers and other friends help
for a time, and then the temporary aid ceases, but the real battle is not
over. The more hardhearted say that she ought to exert herself: she is
exerting herself, and is ready to drop with exhaustion. In a short time the
lack of necessaries frequently brings her into such a condition of weakness
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that she is scarcely able to perform the household duties which her family
requires of her, and her spirits sink at the prospect of that slender
household being utterly dissolved. Her wedding ring is pawned; she will
soon be without house or home for herself and children; and then, where
shall they go? There is the “blessed” shelter of the workhouse — we say
blessed, but that is not the word we mean; the thoughtful reader shall
change it at his pleasure. If she is of gentle descent, and has been
respectably brought up, the very mention of the place is a horror of horrors
to her. Possibly, her father and mother are both dead, or else in their old
age they are almost as straitened as she can be. She was once accustomed
to send them a little help in her better times, and she knows how useless it
is to look to them now for any material assistance. Perhaps one or two of
the elder children can go out to earn a little, although they are thereby
deprived of the education which they ought to receive, and are driven too
early into the world by that necessity which knows no law. In many
instances there is not even this alleviation, no child can earn a farthing, and
one, if not two, may be sickly or deformed, so as to need incessant care.
Alas, poor mother!


Even after all is done with the elder children, three, four, or five tiny mites
still remain with the delicate mother, who has no means of support for
them. What can be done for them? We cannot leave them to the cold
streets! What can be done for them? Now, gentle readers, married readers,
happy readers, you who are going down the hill of life together arm in arm,
you who are rejoicing in the middle of life to see your family about you,
and you who are enjoying the early days of the married state with the
sunshine fall in your faces — we appeal to you. If you will help us, we can
provide for one or two children, and take them under our care at the
STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE. There we have a family of 250 boys, and we
hope ere long to have the same number of girls. When there is a vacancy
we shall be delighted to fill it up with one of these youngsters. There will
be food and raiment and Christian nurture, and in a few years there will be
suitable situations, and to that extent the mother’s burden will be lightened.
Will you have a share in the good work? Happy is the man who can build
an orphanage at his own expense, endow it and maintain all the children at
his own cost, but as we cannot many of us do this, we can club our
shillings and pounds and bank-notes, and do it as a joint-stock company,
and share the dividend of benevolence. As an acknowledgment of our
indebtedness, the great Giver of all good asks of us that we should
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remember the sorrowful. We who are happy couples may count it but the
payment of a pepper-corn rent if we give liberally towards the support of
orphans. Widows and orphans need no advocates with us, our hearts are at
once open to their needs. The case of the widow might have been ours, and
our children might have been in the same plight as hers. They may be in
such a case even yet, for all we can tell; for reverses of fortune are not
unusual, and we, too, may leave behind us fatherless children who will have
need of the kindness of the generous. Such an overwhelming evil might
seem a righteous retribution upon us if in our happier days we had refused
assistance to the needy. Some of us are not inclined to run the risk of such
a penalty, nor will our thoughtful readers tempt such a stroke of
providence.


Did we hear an objection whispered? Did a critic observe that married
people should make provision for their families by life insurance? We quite
agree with the remark, and believe that it is a sin for those who have the
means to pay for insurance to neglect making that needful provision.
Persons with a fair income ought not to spend all that they have, and leave
their children to be taken care of by other people. It is not common
honesty for them to do so. Yet, even in the most unpardonable case of
unthrift, who is to be made to suffer for it? Are the children to be left to
run wild in the street, and to suffer hunger and cold and nakedness because
of the improvidence of their dead father? Is it any business of ours to visit
the sins of the fathers upon the children? If any think so, we did not write
these lines for them. We would not waste our time upon them. We regard
them as eligible candidates for the hangman’s post, and we fancy they
would take to it con amore if the situation were vacant. However that may
be, in many instances which have come under our observation little or no
blame could be imputed even by the most severe to the departed parent.
We know several cases in which what appeared to be ample provision was
made by life-insurance, but the father’s disease was that of slow decline,
and during the long period of his illness, in which he could earn nothing, all
his savings were consumed, and the life-insurance policy was mortgaged
up to the very hilt, so that there was absolutely nothing for the frugal wife
to begin her widowed life with. In an instance which has lately come before
us, the young people began by endeavoring to purchase from a Building
Society the house in which they lived. To do this they lived with the utmost
frugality. They were earnest Christian people, and thorough temperance
folks into the bargain. The husband had every expectation of rising in his
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position, and he was a young man who richly deserved to do so: but upon
him there fell the hand of consumption: employers were considerate for a
time, but ere long the situation had to be vacated, the income stopped, and
nothing could be done but to eat the house over their heads. When even
the furniture was melting away the good man died, and the wife, who had
never wasted a farthing in her life, found herself, with health enfeebled by
her long watchings, utterly destitute, and a family to feed. Fault there was
none, of sorrow there was an overflowing cup. We confess that if we had
the heart of a flint, and the lynx eyes of a professional detector of
impostors, we could not discover in many of the cases that come before us
a point as large as a pin’s head upon which to fix blame. There is in the
painful circumstances absolutely no raw material which can be fashioned
into an excuse for denying a contribution.


We have heard it objected to Orphanages that the children are dressed
uniform]y, and in other ways are made to look like paupers. This is
earnestly avoided at the STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE, and if any friend will
step in and look at the boys and girls, he will have to put on peculiar
spectacles to be able to detect a shade of the pauper look in countenance,
garments, speech, limb, or movement.


Another fault that has been found is that the boys and girls by living in one
great institution are unfitted for domestic life in small families. There is
probably much truth in this allegation, but at Stockwell we have labored to
avoid it by dividing the children into different families, which are located in
separate houses. The lads do the domestic work: there is a matron to each
house, and no servants are kept, the lads do all, and thus become as handy
as young


“But,” it is said by some one, “there is such a deal of trouble in getting a
child into an orphanage, and the practice of canvassing for votes is very
laborious to the widow, and in many other ways objectionable.” We are of
much the same opinion, and we heartily wish that everybody else would
think in like manner. There is a good deal to be said for the plan of election
by votes given to subscribers, and if it is not the best possible way, it has
nevertheless served a very useful turn, and many institutions have been
founded and successfully carried on under that system. Still, we shall be
glad to get rid of it, and supply’ its place with a more excellent way. We
have found it possible to leave the choice of the orphans with the trustees,
who are pledged to select the most destitute cases. In the STOCKWELL
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ORPHANAGE no canvassing can be of the slightest use, for the trustees
personally, or through appointed visitors, examine each application, and
endeavor to allot the vacancies where the need is greatest. They do not
deviate from their rules under pressure or persuasion, but as much as
possible exercise impartiality. Even if the child is not received, the mother,
having been put to no expense, is not a loser, which is far better than for
money to be laid out without the end being gained.


We have tried to answer for our own institution, leaving managers of other
orphanages to speak for themselves, as they can do, and ought to do. We
shall be glad to hear that our readers have sent subscriptions to any of the
numerous excellent institutions in the United Kingdom, and we shall be
personally grateful if they will inquire into the character and claims of the
Stockwell Orphanage, and give it at least a portion of what they can spare.
Just now we are building the Girls’ Orphanage, and there is a call for
£5,000 by June 19th, or as near that day as possible. It is of little use to ask
every subscriber to The Sword and the Trowel to give a sovereign, for
people seldom give uniformly in great numbers, but we earnestly wish it
might be so, that through this one appeal the money would come in. It will
do so if the Lord touches all hearts by these our words written under an
olive tree at Mentone, where our thoughts seldom left our dear life-work.
It would be a great relief to a mind which is more than enough burdened,
and very apt to sink. Loving eyes will read these lines and think over the
suggestion, and feel that the Girls’ Orphanage must not be made a matter
of toil, but be done at a leap, through the liberality of many. While we are
writing, a friend, finding her balance in the bank to be on the right side, has
sent in £100. Heart, be of good cheer!


The Institution receives Fatherless BOYS AND GIRLS, between the ages of 6
and 10.


It is supported by VOLUNTARY CONTRIBUTIONS and by the revenue from
the Capital Fund, which yields less than one-fourth of the income required.


It is conducted on the COTTAGE SYSTEM: each home is presided over by a
godly matron.


It is UNSECTARIAN. Children are received, irrespective of their
denominational connection, from all parts of the United Kingdom.


That the most NEEDY, HELPLESS, and DESERVING may secure the benefits
of the Institution, candidates are SELECTED by the Committee, and are NOT
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ELECTED by the expensive and objectionable process of polling the
Subscribers.


No UNIFORM DRESS is provided, but the children’s garments differ, in
order that no peculiar garb may mark the children with the badge of
poverty.


The children receive a plain but thorough ENGLISH EDUCATION AND


TRAINING.


The supreme aim of the Managers is always kept in view — to “bring them
up in THE NURTURE AND ADMONITION OF THE LORD.”


THE WORLD’S WINTER SUN


A SUMMER’S sun, even when beclouded, yields more comfort and warmth
to the earth than a winter’s sun that shines brightest. The comforts of the
Spirit at their lowest, are far superior to the joys of the world at their
highest pitch. When saints are mourning, their inward peace is still superior
to that of worldlings, when their mirth and revelry overflow all bounds.
Lord, I had rather take the worst from thee than the best from thine enemy.
Only do thou graciously shine within me, and let mine outward condition
be as dull as thou pleasest.


PRAISE OF MEN


THE youthful worker is very apt to be exalted should he receive a little
praise, and there are many injudicious persons who are ready to lavish
eulogiums upon any young beginner who seems to be at all promising.
How many these foolish talkers have seriously injured it would be hard to
say. It may be well to whisper in the young man’s ear that very little store
is to be set by the approbation of those who will praise a youth to his face;
they are mostly fools, and sometimes knaves. “There are that kiss and kill,”
say the cautious Italians. When a man with a loud mouth praises me, I have
good reason to be wary in my dealings with him. The boa-constrictor first
covers its victim with saliva, and then swallows him; and we have known
serpents, of both sexes do the same with young preachers. Beware of the
net of the flatterer, and the bait of the maker of compliments. Human
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opinion is so changeable, and even while it lasts it is of so mixed a
character, that it is virtually worth nothing at all. We all remember how the
men of Lystra first offered to worship Paul, and then within an hour began
to stone him. Who cares to run for a crown which melts as soon as it
wreathes the winner’s brow? The flash of a wave, or the gleam of a
meteor, is not more fleeting than popular applause.


Besides, if we are applauded by some, we are sure to be obnoxious to
others, and it is well to set the one over against the other. It is related of
Mr. Kilpin, of Exeter, that, going through the streets of that city, he heard
a person say of him as he passed, “If ever there was a good man upon
earth, there goes one.” This was elevating, but in the next street the effect
of this praise was counteracted by Mr. Kilpin’s hearing another bystander
exclaim, “If ever a man deserved to be hanged, that fellow does. He makes
people mad with his preaching.” The victim of unwise compliments has
only to walk into another room, and hear how roundly certain persons are
abusing him, and he will find it a very useful tonic. It is never summer all
over the world at one time, and no public person is being everywhere
esteemed. Probably it is well for the interests of truth that excesses in
judgment are relieved by their opposites.


Another consideration is suggested by experience, namely, that praise is
exceedingly weakening. If we allow ourselves to feel its soft and pleasant
influence, it lays us open to feel the caustic and painful effects of censure.
After a judge had passed sentence upon a certain prisoner, the foreman of
the jury that had convicted him began to compliment his lordship upon the
remarks which he had made, and the term of imprisonment which he had
awarded, but the judge at once stopped him, knowing well that if he had
allowed himself to be praised by one jury, he would be liable to be blamed
by another. If we are pervious to one influence, we shall be subject to its
opposite. We are quite sure to be slandered and abused, and it is well,
therefore, for us to have a somewhat thick skin, but if we listen to
commendation it makes us tender, and deprives us of that which might
have been like armor to the soul. If we allow ourselves to be charmed by
the tinklings of flattery, we shall be alarmed by the harsh notes of
detraction. We must either be proof against both influences, or against
neither.


A man who becomes dependent upon the opinions of others lays himself
open to contempt. It is impossible to think highly of a person who fishes
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for compliments. To value esteem so much as to go out of our way after it
is the surest possible way to lose it. When we consider how unevenly the
human hand holds the balances, we may feel but small concern when we
are weighed by our fellow-men. If we consider how infinitely precious is
the divine regard, we shall live to gain it, and so shall rise above all slavish
consideration of the opinions of our fellows. What said the wise apostle
Paul?


“But with me it is a very small thing that I should be judged of you,
or of man’s judgment: yea, I judge not mine own self. For I know
nothing by myself; yet am i not hereby justified: but he that judgeth
me is the Lord.” (1 Corinthians 4:3, 4.)


Individuals there are abroad who can suck in any measure of praise, and
retain a large receptiveness for more: they take to it, and thrive in it, like
fish in water. You may choke a dog with pudding, but you could never
satiate, nor even satisfy, these people with praise. To such we tender no
advice, for to bid them shun praise would be as useless as to urge the ox to
forsake the pasture, or the ass its master’s crib; such persons are, however,
of small worth as a general rule. We have known exceptions. We
remember well a man of admirable parts, and real graces of character, who
was, nevertheless, ridiculously vain; but he was manifestly eccentric, and
had to be left as a lot out of catalogue: the rule is that the vain are
worthless, and to them the epigram might be applied —


“Of all speculations the market holds forth
The best that I know for a lover of pelf,


Were to buy Balbus up at the price he is worth,
And sell him at that which he sets on himself!”


C. H. S.


A JOURNEY TO MENTONE WITH MR.
SPURGEON


BY JOSEPH W. HARRALD.


* Our companion has made such really readable notes that we
cannot withhold them from our readers. The most is made of
everything.
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ON Monday, November 10th, 1879, the daily tidal train to Folkestone left
Charing Cross Station amid the ringing of bells in many a church steeple,
and the cheering of thousands of London’s good people; but whether this
rejoicing was caused by the fact that Mr. Spurgeon and some one else were
starting for Mentone, or because the new Lord Mayor was riding in his
state carriage through the City, must be left to the individual judgment of
each reader of these lines. The Editor of The Sword and the Trowel kindly
suggested that his traveling companion should take notes of any objects of
interest that might, he met with, and afterwards transcribe them for
insertion in his magazine; the result being what is here published. The
pressure of numerous duties prevents the presentation of anything more
than extracts from the entries in our diary, but this may be an advantage to
some readers, for if they find the notes uninteresting they will not have to
wait until the end of a long chapter before they get the moral of each
incident, or the teaching of any illustration, but they can leave off at any
part without destroying the connection. If these who read what we have
written have only half the joy that we have had in meditating upon the
scenes which we have witnessed, and above all, if any word here recorded
may, through the blessing, of God, comfort even one of his children, or
attract one sinner to his feet, we shall be more than repaid for the effort we
have put forth in preparing this paper.


Nothing of particular note occurred on the journey between London and
Folke-stone, except that we then read an article which had appeared on the
previous day in a weekly paper which had selected as No. 5 of “Eminent
Radicals out of Parliament,” one well known to readers of The Sword and
the Trowel, viz., “CHARLES HADDON SPURGEON.” One sentence in this
exceedingly friendly notice is so striking an illustration of the Word of God
that it deserves to be quoted and preserved. The writer says, “My heart is
entirely with this pure-minded, unsophisticated believer, but my
unsanctified head will not, alas! follow it. I go to the Tabernacle and I
admire the vastness of the audience, the simple, unconventional eloquence
of the preacher, the pith and mother-wit of many of his sayings; but, on the
whole, the phraseology, if not strange, is almost meaningless to me, and I
return to my place about as little edified as if the good man had been
talking in some dead language to which I had no key.” Surely, no man has
ever afforded a better illustration of the words of Paul:— “The natural man
receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God: for they are foolishness unto
him: neither can he know them, because they are spiritually discerned.”
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Of the passage across the Channel the less we say the better will it be for
our reputation, but we well remember that long before we reached
Boulogne we were heartily sick of the whole affair, and looked with eager
longings for the moment when we should exchange the Imperium of the
Steamship Napoleon III. for the Libertas of the terra firma of Republican
France. Mr. Spurgeon told one of the sailors that the road wanted
mending, and that a steam roller was needed to smooth the path of the sea,
but in our humble opinion it was the steam roller that. did all the mischief.
A good night’s rest, however, soon set all right, and put us in proper trim
for pursuing our journey as far as Paris, which we reached on the evening
of Nov. 11.


Nov. 12. — After several hours’ refreshing sleep, and a visit to the salle-a-
manger, we spent a few hours in visiting the historical sights of the fair
capital of France. We first surveyed the Church of the Oratoire, which is
the principal Protestant church in Paris; and then went into the Church of
St. Germain l’Auxerrois, from the tower of which the tocsin was rung for
the massacre of St. Bartholomew on August 24, 1572. We also saw the
window from which Charles IX. looked out upon the dread scene of
bloodshed, crying, “Kill!  kill! kill!” As the terrible drama reappeared
before our mind’s eye we could not help praising God that within sight of
the very spot where the work of death began on that dark night, the
descendants of the murdered Protestants now meet to worship God as their
forefathers were not permitted to do. Two other buildings are
photographed upon our memory — Notre Dame and the Sainte Chapelle.
The latter vision of beauty should be gazed upon by every human eye, for it
can never be described as it deserves to be; but in “The Metropolitan
Church of Our Lady” we saw several objects that can be more easily
pictured. We were most of all pleased with what was shown to us in the
treasury. The value of a martyr to the church of which he was a member
appeared in a new light as the sacristan exhibited and explained the choice
relics of the three archbishops who have been killed in Paris within the last
twenty years, or thereabouts.


In this holy place we picked up an illustration or two. We noticed that
before certain doors were opened, and the gold and silver and precious
stones therein were exposed to view, the attendant very carefully closed
one window and opened another, and rolled up one blind and pulled down
another, so that the light should fall at just the right angle to set off to the
best advantage the treasures committed to his charge. We thought to
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ourselves, — here is a lesson for all preachers and teachers of the truth.
The treasures we have to display are far more valuable than those at Notre
Dame, then let us take care that we always exhibit them in the best possible
light.


From the room where we had seen bullets and bits of the backbones of
bishops, and other equally precious things, we were conducted into an
inner sanctuary, the very sanctum sanctorum of the place. Here we were
permitted to gaze upon vestments gorgeous enough to make ten thousand
man-milliners turn green with envy, and we also saw the choicest, and most
precious relics that had from time to time been presented by pope, prince,
or emperor. We were informed that the best of the treasures had. been
stolen by the Communists during their reign of terror, and our informant
seemed most of all affected by the fact that, even where the gold and silver
cases had been left behind, the thieves had run off with such invaluable
relics as “a piece of the real cross” on which our Savior died, and “a
portion of the crown of thorns” which was put upon his head. Mr.
Spurgeon said that he thought this was a very kind action on the part of the
Communists, and that it would be well if more people would imitate them,
and remove crosses and thorns whenever they found them, for there would
still be far too many left for the peace of this poor world. For a time we
could scarcely understand the intense animosity of our venerable guide
towards the Communists, but it became quite clear when he told us that
they had taken him prisoner, and threatened to kill him when they pillaged
the church. In like manner, any man who has been led captive by the devil
at his will, and who has been under condemnation through sin, may be
expected, when he is set at liberty, to speak in strong terms of the cruel
power which for a while held him in bondage. The children of God, too,
when wicked men would rob them of the precious treasures of truth
committed to their care, may well be pardoned if they use great plainness
of speech when describing the attempts that have been made to steal from
the saints any portion of the faith once delivered to them by the Lord Jesus
and his apostles.


Nov. 12-13. — Our long ride from Paris to Mentone occupied us nearly
thirty hours, in consequence of the break-down of a luggage train on the
rails we bad to pass over soon after leaving’ Paris. The first part of the
journey was in the night, and therefore little or nothing of note was to be
seen, although we passed many places of historic or mercantile fame, such
as Fontainebleau, with its memo-ties both of the splendor and shame of the







115


kings and emperors who have resided there since Louis Vii. built the castle
in 1162; Montbard, the residence of Buffon the naturalist; Dijon, the center
of the trade in the wines of Upper Burgundy; Macon, sweet sound in the
ears of lovers of the wine of that name; and other towns of less importance
or interest. About six o’clock in the morning we were at Lyons, the second
city of France, and the chief seat of its silk manufactures, and also the place
at which the roaring, rolling, rushing, rapid River Rhone first becomes
navigable.


Shortly after leaving Lyons we had a magnificent view of the rising of the
sun, and a little later passed Vienne, the town to which, according to
Eusebius, Pontius Pilate was banished after his return from Judaea to
Rome. In another half hour we were at Valence, the ancient town which
Louis XII. erected into a dukedom for the infamous Caesar Borgia. We
delight more to recollect that it was one of the headquarters of
Protestantism in the dark days of persecution. Close by stood the Castle of
Soyons, now in ruins, which was once a stronghold of the Calvinists, who
by means of it held the key of the Rhone, and intercepted the
communication between Lyons and the south, until the castle was captured
and demolished by the Prince of Conde. A little further on we passed
Montelimart, the birthplace of Daniel Chamier, the Protestant pastor who
drew up the edict of Nantes for Henry IV. It is worth mentioning that
about nine miles distant is the village of Allan, where the first white
mulberry tree was planted in France. It was brought from Naples in 1494,
and from this place has spread all over the south of France, where the
culture of the silkworm is now one of the chief sources of agricultural
industry and prosperity. The mulberry tree is the model of what a Christian
should be in self-denial; it lives only to be stripped, it exists solely for the
benefit of others. “None of us liveth to himself.”


For some hours we had been traveling through some of the principal vine-
growing districts of France, but we must confess that at first the
appearance of the vines, of which we had heard so much, greatly
disappointed us. Remembering those which we had seen in our own
beloved native land, we were surprised to find acres upon acres of ugly,
low, straggling, twisted sticks, that, in winter at least, did not make the
slightest pretension to beauty. The more we thought of our first
impressions the more clearly did we see how fitting was the simile that our
blessed Master used when he said, “I am the true Vine.” Many who looked
upon him saw no beauty in him that they should desire him, and, alas! we
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must admit that for a long time we were as blind as they. In our eyes he
had no form nor comeliness, and he was only as a root out of a dry ground.
But now, since we have tasted of the new wine of his love, our eyes have
been opened, we see that he is altogether lovely, and we declare that none
can be compared to him for beauty or for glory, there are none so fair as
he; he is chiefest among ten thousand. How sweet a thought it is that he
who said to his disciples “I am the Vine,” also added” ye are the
branches”! We must not marvel if we too are despised, for the branches
must expect no greater honor than the stem received. Our highest glory is
to be as he was. May all of us who are in him remember and exemplify his
gracious words. “Herein is my Father glorified, that ye bear much fruit; so
shall ye be my disciples.”


About nine o’clock we saw the ruins of the castle of Mornas, from which
the Huguenot leader, Baron des Adrets, forced the popish prisoners whom
he captured to leap down upon the pikes of his soldiers who were stationed
below. We shudder as we think of such a terrible way of settling religious
questions, but when we remember all that the Protestants had to endure
from their Romish persecutors, we are not surprised that at last they were
goaded to madness, and committed deeds that appear to us horrible to the
last degree, though they were at the worst only mild measures of self-
defense compared with the cruelties and enormities that were perpetrated
upon them. Happy are we that our lot is east in a more favored time, and
that we have such a goodly heritage! But let us never forget that our
privileges were many of them purchased with the blood of those who
counted not their lives dear unto them, but cheerfully laid them down
rather than surrender the truths that holy men had taught them as they were
moved by the Holy Ghost. May we be as, faithful in these favored days as
they were in the dark ages in which they lived! May we be the worthy sons
of noble sires!


As we passed Orange, we thanked God for the city of refuge to which so
many of our brethren in the Lord fled when the blood-hounds of the
Papacy were on their track; this little town, with the principality
surrounding it, having belonged to the Protestant princes of Nassau, who
successively held it until the death of William III, when the king of Prussia
claimed it, and handed it over to the kin,, of France in exchange for
territory elsewhere. At Avignon, once the country-seat of the popes, and
afterwards the residence of the and-popes in the days of the great schism,
we smiled at the practical proof of the papal fallibility which was afforded
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by the back-handed blessings which the opposing, nontiffs sent to their
Roman rivals, who returned the compliment in language about as forcible
and elegant as that of a Billingsgate fish-woman, or an infuriated
costermonger. Our guide-book reminds us that John Stuart Mill died here
in 1873, and was buried in the cemetery.


At Avignon, and indeed for some time before, we saw specimens of the
olive, though they were very small trees compared with those we
afterwards become so familiar with in and around Mentone. One advantage
of their diminutive size is that it is tolerably easy work to trim them into a
pretty and uniform shape, a task which would be quite impossible with the
grand old trees of the Riviera. Just so is it with Christians; if they are to be
trimmed and fashioned according to the best models of true spiritual
beauty, they must be taken in hand while they are young and pliant; it will
be too late if we wait till their habits and peculiarities have become
unalterably fixed. A twig can be bent at will, but an old, gnarled, knotted
trunk cannot be made straight. An olive branch can be trained with very
little effort, but a full-grown olive will “gang its ain gait” whoever may say
it nay, or try to prevent it.


The next place of special interest was Tarnscon. which is said to have
received its name from Tarasque, a dragon that infested the borders of the
Rhone, and lived upon human flesh, until it was overcome by Martha, the
sister of Mary and Lazarus. The tradition is a very silly one, yet it is
possible to learn a lesson from it. According to the story, Martha
conquered the monster with no other weapon than the cross, and made him
a prisoner with her girdle. Truly, we can defeat the old dragon with nothing
so well as with the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ; the very sight of the
cross will make him cower down like a whipped cur, and then with the
girdle of truth which we have about our loins we can bind him fast, and
lead him forth as our conquered and captured foe. The devil can never hurt
us while we fight him in the name of Jesus the crucified, and we are quite
safe as long as we tie him up to the Word of God. This Jerusalem sword
and strong cable will effectually prevent him from doing us, and others
who are similarly armed, any mischief; only let us always keep to these
weapons, for there are none like them, and he who tries to make others for
himself, or to borrow from men those that they have manufactured, will
certainly smart for it in the day of battle with the great adversary. Anyone
who wishes to know what became of Martha’s brother and sister may like
to learn that, according to tradition, Lazarus went to Marseilles, and the
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three Maries and “their servant Sarah” landed on the Island of Camargue,
near Arles, when they were driven by persecution away from Palestine, and
afterwards Mary Magdalene left them, and lived and died at St. Baume,
near Aubagne.


Soon after leaving Aries we came to the vast stony plain called the Crau. It
is 30,000 acres in extent, and is covered with rolled boulders and pebbles.
According to Aeschylus, these stones were hurled down from the sky. by
Jupiter to furnish artillery for Hercules in his combat with the Ligurians.
The greater portion of the Crau is a semi-desert, but under the stones
which cover it grows a short, sweet herbage, which the sheep accustomed
to the locality obtain without much difficulty. They literally pick up a living
where we could see nothing but shingle and sand. So, in the wilderness of
this world, the Lord’s sheep and lambs find food where the natural man
cannot perceive it, and he who of old led his people through the desert by
the hand of Moses and Aaron will take care that all who are purchased by
the precious blood of his dear Son, the great Shepherd of the sheep, shall
want no good thing on earth, and afterwards shall all pass under the rod, to
show that not one of them is lost, in the day when they enter the heavenly
fold to go no more out for ever. Have all the readers of this magazine the
marks that will be looked for in that day? If not, let them seek to have them
imprinted at this moment by him who said, “My sheep hear my voice, and I
know them, and they follow me: and I give unto them eternal life; and they
shall never perish, neither shall any man pluck them out of my hand. My
Father, which gave them me, is greater than all; and no man is able to pluck
them out of my Father’s hand.” Each one who has these marks may say,
with the full assurance of faith, “The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not
want.”


The cultivation of the Crau is gradually extending eastwards. Murray says,
“Every portion of it which can be reached by irrigation is exceedingly
fertile, producing vines, olives, almonds, mulberries, and corn.” Another
writer says, “The meadows I viewed are among the most extraordinary
spectacles the world can afford, in respect to the amazing contrast between
the soil in its natural and in its watered state, covered richly and luxuriantly
with clover, chicory, rib-grass, and Avena elatior.” The irrigation is
effected by means of a canal thirty-three miles long. The difference
between the barren portion of this desert and the part that has been
reclaimed is an exact picture of the contrast between a man in his natural
state and another who has been renewed by grace. When the purifying and







119


life-giving Word of God courses through our whole being, like the canal
runs through the Crau, the desert of our heart begins to rejoice and
blossom like the rose, and soon it becomes as beautiful and fruitful as a
well-watered garden.


Long before we reached the Crau we heard and felt, even in our
comfortable sleeping-car, enough of the dreaded mistral wind to make us
appreciate the precautions that are taken to protect gardens, vineyards,
houses, and sheepfolds from its furious blasts. Sometimes a high wall or
fence is erected as a shelter from this cruel blast, but in many instances a
long line or square of cypresses, standing like giant sentinels, gives
complete immunity from harm to everything placed under their protection.
What a beautiful image do these trees afford of the true arbor vitoe, our
Lord Jesus Christ, the Man who is a “hiding-place from the wind and a
covert from the tempest”! When we are sheltered behind him we are at all
times safe


“From every stormy wind that blows.”


The cypress, too, in another aspect is the emblem of the Savior, and also of
his disciples. Whether it stands alone upon the mountain side, or is found in
company with its fellows, its desire always appears to be to get its head as
near heaven as possible. Surely this upright tree is the pattern of the
upright man. Let others grovel as they will, his continual aim, even while
upon the earth, is to rise as near his God as grace can enable him to do, and
when he is made meet for the inheritance of the saints in light, the change
will not be so great for him as for those who “grovel here below,” for
already he lives on high and has his conversation in heaven. He talks with
God as a man talks with his friend, and walks with God as one who wants
no other company, and finds his heaven begun below in the foretaste of the
bliss of the better country.


Through the delay at the earlier part of our journey we reached Marseilles
just too late to go on by the train which we ought to have caught, and
consequently, we had to wait some time, and then proceed by a slow train
which called at almost every station on the line. The mistral was blowing so
fiercely at Marseilles that we did not dare to put so much as our noses
outside the station, and therefore had to content ourselves with what we
could see of this important city from the railway. From our point of view,
the most interesting object was the Church of Notre Dame de la Garde.
This building is held in the highest veneration throughout the
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Mediterranean by the sailors and fishermen and their wives, who here have
not only come to pray for success when starting out to pursue their
callings, but on their return have come again to give thanks for
preservation and prosperity. The walls of the church are covered with the
offerings of those who, in answer to prayer, have been delivered from
shipwreck, accident, peril, or disease; and one corner is filled with cast-off
crutches, the gifts of grateful cripples, and with pieces of rope by which
men have been saved from drowning. Many Christians might with profit
imitate these poor Romanists, and when they have received any deliverance
from the hand of God set up a memorial of his goodness in the house of the
Lord. How often when ten are cleansed only one of them returns to give
glory to God for having healed him!


A ride of about two hours brought us to Toulon, the fortifications of which
we had seen long before we reached the station. As we saw the ugly,
frowning fortresses, and other works of defense we felt that, strong as they
were, they could not afford such protection as every believer has in Christ
Jesus. “The name of the Lord is a strong tower, the righteous runneth into
it, and are safe.” Hidden away in the Rock of Ages, and guarded by
Omnipotence, the feeblest saint can sing with joy:


“Should earth against my soul engage,
And hellish darts be hurled;


Still! can smile at Satan’s rage,
And face a frowning world.”


In consequence of the delay at Marseilles we had to pass through some of
the finest parts of the road after sunset, instead of seeing them as we ought
to have done by bright daylight. We might just as well have been traveling
through a desert for anything that we could see, and worst of all, we were
in a double sense in the dark, for the conductor of our car, expecting to be
at Mentone before sunset, was not provided with oil for the lamps in the
carriage. This twofold darkness, while speeding through such a lovely land,
reminded us of the condition in which many pass through this world,
ignorant of the beauties by which they are surrounded because they are
spiritually in the dark. It is a very paradise through which they are
journeying, they cannot but perceive its loveliness, for


“Dark is all the world before them;
Darker still eternity.”
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Cannes of course brought to mind Lord Brougham, who lived and died
there, and the adjacent islands of Honorat and Marguerite awakened useful
memories of the holy preacher and his loving sister, whose names the
islands still bear. The student of history will remember that Marguerite was
the prison of the Man in the Iron Mask, and in more recent times of
Marshal Bazaine.


Our slow train occupied an hour in getting from Cannes to Nice; another
hour elapsed before we reached Monaco and Monte Carlo, “where Satan’s
seat is “; and so by the time we reached our hotel at Mentone it was nearly
midnight. What we saw and learned during our stay in this sheltered sunny
spot must be left for a future paper if’ the Editor does not think we have
quite exhausted the patience of his readers by what we have already
written. We cannot help adding the following stanzas from Violet Fane’s
poem “Sunny South,’ that our readers may realize something of our
feelings before and after we reached Mentone: —
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“Against the windows sleet and snow
Beat, as determined to the last
To bear me company: I passed


Bleak sandy tracts where dwarfish pines
And stunted olives, tempest-stirred,


Swayed desolately to and fro. “But by-and-by, by slow degrees,
Chili nature thawed to greet the dawn;
The clinging frost and snow were gone,
The sky beamed blue behind the hills,


The birds were singing on the trees. “The sun rose gaily; all the earth
Seemed warm again with love and spring,


The olive leaves swayed glistening
With silv’ry luster, and the rills


Leapt frost-freed to a brighter birth. “A thousand scented southern bairns
The zephyr wafted to my brow;


The orange hung upon the bough,
The almond flowered fair beneath


The tufted majesty of palms. “The wavelets of a tideless sea
Crept softly to the rosy shore,—
The overhanging mountain bore
Myrtle and mignonette and heath


And fragrant tangled bryony. “‘Twas then I felt my soul revive;
The winter chilled my heart no more;


I looked upon that sunny shore
And said, ‘ I come to life and love, —


I come to thee to love and live.’”


NOTICES OF BOOKS


The Postman. A Paper for the People. Passmore and Alabaster.


A FIRST-RATE little paper for giving away. Each number is an improvement
on its predecessor. It is only one halfpenny, and ought to be scattered thick
as autumn leaves.


The Biblical Museum By JAMES COMPER GRAY. Old Testament. Vols. VI.
and VII. Psalms to Solomon’s Song. Elliot Stock.


WE are right glad to see this admirable work nearing completion. It must
be a great boon to those students of the Bible whose libraries are small. A
great deal of useful exposition is given in small compass, and for a small
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price. Mr. Gray has labored well and wisely, and he will have his reward in
the gratitude of thousands.


The Stars of the Reformation: being short sketches of eminent Reformers.
By J. MILTON SMITH. S. W. Partridge and Co.


THIS book is calculated to keep alive the Protestant feeling of the country
wherever it has survived the choking smoke of Ritualism. It is the sort of
volume to place in a Sunday-school library, or to give to young men and
women. The engravings assist in attracting attention to the history, which
is very well written. That a second edition should be so soon called for is a
cheering fact; but we shall not be at all surprised if the book should even
reach a seventh edition, for 3s. 6d. is a reasonable price, and the volume is
prettily got up and well illustrated. The more of such records the better.


The Union Jack: Tales for British Boys. Edited by W. H. G. Kingston
Griffith and Farran.


THIS strikes us as being the very thing that was wanted to cope with the
shamefully bad literature which is prepared for boys. Mr. Kingston is a
master in the art of writing boys’ stories; he would have written “Robinson
Crusoe” if Defoe bad not happened to have done it before him. The style of
this paper, the order of the wood-cuts, and the whole spirit of the thing
exactly suit its object. Other papers have been too good for the lower class
of boys, but this condescends to their weakness, satisfies their love of
sensation, and withal gives them wholesome reading instead of garbage.
We do not recommend the paper for our own homes, but as a substitute
for the bad papers which have such influence over the lower order of
youths. It would not be so good for them if it were better. It suits the class
it aims at, and for that very reason is hardly the thing for good and gracious
youth.


A Commentary on the Holy Scriptures: critical, doctrinal, and
homiletical. By J.P. LANGE, D.D. Vol. III. Numbers and Deuteronomy.
Edinburgh: T. and T. Clark.


WITH this volume the English issue of Lange’s great Commentary is
completed, and all ministers and students are deeply indebted to Dr. Schaff
and the Messrs. Clark for so great a boon. The several volumes differ in
value according to the ability of the various authors and translators, but we
could not spare one of them. It is well that the publishers will now sell
separate volumes at 15s., for thus a poor minister may purchase a volume
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or two when be picks up a windfall; but our younger men who are not yet
compelled to devour the library in the nursery ought to possess themselves
of the complete set as soon as possible. Homiletically, these commentaries
are of high value. Often by a single sentence they will start the mind and
give it a push along a line of thought, and this is the chief thing that most of
us need.


The Rule and Exercises of Holy Living and Dying. By Jeremy TAYLOR,
D.D. Edited by Rev. F. A. Malle-son, M.A. Ward, Lock and Co.


AN exceedingly cheap edition of this famous work. No one expects us to
review the book at this time of day, or else we might say that it is not
altogether sound in its teaching, and needs to be read with discretion. Its
poetry is unrivaled, but its gospel light is somewhat dim.


NOTES


We greatly rejoice that the Government of bluster and invasion has
received its dismission from the British people, and we now urge all those
who have power in prayer to ask for special guidance for those who will
succeed it. Much wisdom will be needed, and we trust it will be given.


COLLEGE. The Missionary Prayer Meeting at the Tabernacle on Monday
evening, April 5, was a season of unusual power. Mr. W. Mann, who has
since sailed for Cape Town, was present, and asked the prayers of the
friends for the work in South Africa.


Mr. N. Rogers, who has been pastor of the church at Stratton, near
Swindon, is obliged, on account of the state of his own health and that of
his wife, to go to Australia. Will friends on the other side of the globe be
on the look-out for the Steamship Liguria, which should reach Adelaide on
or about June 26th? Mr. Rogers’s removal is much regretted by his people
at Swindon. There was no alternative but to see his with sicken before his
eyes, or to seek a milder climate. We commend him to our many friends in
the southern world, and we trust he will be very useful among them.


Mr. T. L. Edwards, of Wynne Road, Brixton, is removing to the church at
Wellington Street, Luton; Mr. G. J. Knight, late of Chelsea, is about to
take the oversight of the church at Trinity Road, Tooting; and Mr. J. A.
Soper has left the Fast End Conference Hall to become the pastor at
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Lordship Lane, Dulwich. Mr. J. Easter, having completed his College
course, has settled at Bridestone, Suffolk.


The Annual Conference is being held just as the Magazine is in the hands
of the printers, but we shall hope to give our readers a report of the
proceedings next month.


ORPHANAGE. The Quarterly Collectors’ Meeting was held at the
Orphanage on Tuesday, March 30. The President, C. H. Spurgeon, was in
the chair, and there was a good attendance of collectors and friends. A
little over £100 was sent by post or brought in on the day. During the
evening the boys and girls sang and recited, the President gave a report of
the progress of the Girls’ Orphanage Building Fund, Mr. Nicholas,
Secretary of the Earlswood Asylum, delivered his interesting lecture on
“Dogs,” and Mr. Courtenay and the Southwark Choral Society gave a
selection of vocal music in their usual first-class style. We believe that
everybody was delighted with the meeting.


Special Notice to all friends of the Orphanage. In consequence of June
19th falling on a Saturday this year, we hope to hold our ANNUAL FETE on
the following Tuesday, June 22. We give timely notice in order that all our
friends, both far and near, may arrange, if possible, to be with us at the
laying of the foundation stones of the new buildings for girls. If we could
see the larger part of the needful funds it would be indeed a happy day for
us. Why should it not be so?


COLPORTAGE. — The work of the Colportage Association continues to
move a little in the desired direction, and we are glad to report the addition
to our list of two new districts — one being in Preston, Lancashire, and the
other at Malmesbury, Wiltshire. There is a good opening for work in both
districts, and friends have come forward to guarantee £40 a-year towards
the support of the colporteur. May a rich blessing accompany the new
efforts. Subscribers should, however, remember that for every new man we
take we need £20 over and above the guaranteed amount.


The annual meeting is fixed for Monday, May 3rd, when the president,
Pastor C. It. Spurgeon, will preside; and Dr. Manning, Secretary of the
Religious Tract Society, will give an address. There will also be the
addresses of the colporteurs themselves, which are always full of interest.
About twenty-five of the agents will be brought up from their respective
districts, and. will meet for conference and prayer with the committee, and
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other friends, on the previous day, when we hope for much spiritual
blessing. In the meantime, our General Fund needs the generous help of all
our friends. Contributions will be thankfully received by the secretary, from
whom full information may be obtained. The annual report for 1879 will
also be sent to any address on receipt of a halfpenny postage stamp.
Address Mr. W. Corden Jones, Secretary, Colportage Association,
Pastors’ College, Temple-street, London, S.E.


EVANGELISTS. The general election has somewhat interfered with the
movements of the Evangelists during the past month, but on the whole
much good work has been done. On March 20 Messrs. Smith and Fullerton
started at Northampton. It was deemed an unfortunate time for special
services, but at the end of the first week Mr. Spanswick’s chapel was not
large enough, and an adjournment to Mr. Brown’s larger building took
place. This was quite crowded, even on the day of the election, when many
were kept indoors out of fear of riots. The Afternoon Bible Readings
gradually grew in size and power, and were blessed to many. During the
fortnight that the Evangelists were in the town several waverers decided
for Christ, and some backsliders were restored. A correspondent writes to
us: — “The amount of good done by their simple but deeply spiritual
services only the Searcher of hearts can know, but from the lively interest
manifested in them all, I have no doubt a rich blessing will be the result,
and many, many in this wicked town will be brought to the Savior.”


On Sunday, April 4, services were commenced at Wrexham, where about a
dozen churches united in the work. No less than seven meetings were held
on the first day in both Welsh and English chapels. As the election fever
was at its height, and an invitation had been received from Brymbo, a
mining village close by, for the Evangelists to go there, two evenings were
spared for the purpose. The pastor of the church, Mr. J. Davis, thus writes
of the services: —


“Eager crowds thronged the chapel each evening, every available place
being occupied. On Tuesday afternoon a children’s service was conducted
by Mr. Smith. About 300 children came together; the singing was lively,
and the discourse of Mr. Smith was listened to with rapt attention by both
young and old. The beautiful style in which the singing was conducted by
Mr. Smith throughout the services by means of his silver cornet, as well as
the clear, powerful, and effective preaching of Mr. Fullerton, will, we trust,
lead to the quickening of the churches in the district, and to the salvation of







127


souls. The congregations were composed of three classes — (1) English-
speaking peoples (2) Welsh people, but able to appreciate the English
preaching; and (3) a few Welsh people unable to understand the English
tongue. The latter would come, and they seemed to enjoy themselves
wonderfully. It was with surprising delight that the whole audience
(especially those unable to understand the English) listened to Mr.
Fullerton on Tuesday evening read his text, “Behold,! stand at the door,
and knock,” in Welsh, pronouncing the words with almost the accuracy of
a thoroughbred Welshman. We are only sorry that we did not get more
than two nights. However, we had the treat, which we will never forget,
and the privilege of hearing the Evangelists in our own village for two
nights. Our prayer for them, wherever they go, is ‘ God bless them, and
make them a blessing to thousands.’”


Mr. Fullerton tells us that he and his co-worker have received good news
from Rhyl, which they visited for three days just before Christmas. No
result was apparent at the time except that the people were interested, but
the ministers of the town took up the work, and now over a hundred
persons, and according to. one report several hundreds, have joined the
various churches in the town.


This month Messrs. Smith and Fullerton are to be at Smethwick,
Smallheath, and. Leamington. Just as we go to press we hear that the
Bradford churches are sending to us the magnificent contribution of £144
14s. 3d. towards our Evangelists’ Fund as an acknowledgment of benefit
derived from the visit of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton.


On Good Friday and Easter Sunday Mr. Burnham preached at Sandy,
Beds. The services were well attended, and some inquirers were spoken
with at the close. The Evangelist was greatly cheered by the news of
several cases of conversion as the result of his visit in Oct., 1878, of which
he knew nothing at the time. From March 30 to April 4 Mr. Burnham was
at Minchinhampton, and there also he met with some who had been blessed
during his previous visit although he did not then know of it. The town was
full of excitement about the elections, and the congregations were
therefore not so large as they would otherwise have been, but a few
inquirers remained after the services. Of the following week’s work at
Frome Pastor J. J. Dalton writes:


“Though we have returned a Liberal member to the House of Commons
the people are very conservative in their notions of propriety, and do not
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like to be disturbed. It was with some hesitation that they fell in with the
idea of receiving a ‘singing preacher,’ yet for several weeks previous to our
brother’s appearance our fervent petitions had been that great good might
be accomplished. We have not been altogether disappointed in our
expectations, but have cause to rejoice that ‘ the arm of the Lord hath been
revealed’ in our midst. Several other public meetings being held in the
town on the same evenings affected our congregations, but on the last
evening, notwithstanding the annual missionary sermons being preached at
other chapels the same evening, our congregation was large, sinners were
convicted, souls saved, and saints refreshed and greatly stimulated. Could
we have retained our brother for another week we believe much greater
blessings would have been the result.”


Mr. Burnham’s engagements for May are — 3rd to 9th, Watton, Norfolk;
10th to 16th, Winslow, Bucks; 17th to 24th, Naunton and Guiting; and
25th to 30th, Charlton Kings, near Cheltenham.


PERSONAL NOTES. — An esteemed brother, an evangelist, sends us the
following notes of instances he has met with of the usefulness of our
sermons. We insert them that glory may be given to God, to whom it all
belongs, and that friends may be encouraged to seek still further blessings.
Our correspondent gives dates and places, which we judge it better to
omit.


(1.) A few years since my father hated the name of Spurgeon, not from any
personal knowledge of him, for he had never seen or heard him, but from a
deeply-rooted prejudice against “dissenters,” of whom he regarded Mr.
Spurgeon as the very worst. Some time after my conversion I came to
London. A few weeks later my father was up for a few days, and wishing
to see me, I proposed Sunday morning as my only convenient time, and the
Metropolitan Tabernacle as a mid-way meeting-place. I so arranged that
we met there just as the crowds were flocking into the building. As I
guessed would be the case, seeing such crowds pressing in, my father
could not resist the temptation to follow. Passionately fond of singing, he
was quite overcome, and wept under the opening hymn — “All hail the
power,” etc. Thus the way was prepared for what followed. “Deep calleth
unto deep” was the text. So impressed was my father by that sermon, that
from that Sunday he took in the sermons weekly until the time of his death.
Of the particular sermon, “Deep calleth unto deep,” (No. 865,) he
purchased many and lent them to his neighbors. From that time there was
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no man in his estimation like the preacher, and for some time before his
death the weekly sermon was his only spiritual food. He did not die
triumphantly as an experienced Christian, but peacefully passed away,
assuring all teat he had now no fear of death: and I am thankful to testify
that what light and peace he had came through the Metropolitan
Tabernacle Sermons.


(2.) A very popular and useful evangelical clergyman passed to his reward
a few years ago. At the height of his popularity, when traveling through
Kent, he happened to leave his small bag at a certain railway station. After
the train was gone a porter found the bag, and brought it to the station-
master, whose duty it was to open it, and search for some mark of
ownership. All that the bag contained was Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons, well
worn, and marked here and there. An hour later came a telegram, saying,
“Kindly forward to — the bag left by the Rev. _____


(3.) Some time since, when laboring at S, in conversation with my host —
the only stationer in the place — I inquired if he had many readers of Mr.
Spurgeon’s sermons. He replied, “Only two; one a Ritualistic
churchwarden, and the other a Roman Catholic priest.” Right glad was I to
find the sermons read by such un-likely persons. May God bless them.


(4.) At in , a good old Christian informed me that he was led to publicly
confess Christ by hearing Mr. Spurgeon. Many years since, he was sitting
in the gallery as a spectator during the Lord’s supper at the Tabernacle,
when the pastor, addressing a few words to spectators, looked straight at
him, and said, “You ought not to be there; this is your place, at the table
with God’s people; having yielded your heart to Him, why longer remain
outside?” The old man returned to his country home, and at the very first
opportunity was baptized, and joined the church of Christ in that place.


(5.) At E the most useful pair in connection with the Baptist church in-
formed me that they were both awakened, and gradually led into the light,
and then convinced of their duty to be baptized and unite with God’s
people, all by reading. Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons, although they have never
seen nor heard the preacher.


(6.) Recently at B — , in reply to the question, “Are you a Christian?” I
received the following answers” Oh, yes; bless the Lord, I have known him
these twenty years! I found him under Mr. Spurgeon’s sermon on Jonah,
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which he preached here twenty years ago. That was the only time I ever
saw or heard him.


(7.) At N, a young man informed me that he had not seen Mr. Spurgeon,
but that he had a deep affection for him, for his sermons had shown him his
lost condition, and led him to trust in Christ; and the weekly issue of the
sermon was his weekly feast.


(8.) At the same place, an old man came up to me and said, “You know
Mr. Spurgeon, do you not?” “Yes.” “Then, will you give my love to him?”
“What name, sir?” “Oh, Mr. Spurgeon will not know me by name, But by
and by he will know me, for I shall know him and make myself known to
him; he is my spiritual father. Twenty years ago I heard him at Aberdare.
The word woke me up. I struggled against it for a whole year; and at last
grace conquered me. My wife and I have ever since been members of the
Baptist Church at A _____; and my two daughters are both in church
fellowship.”


A clergyman of the Church of England, writing to Mrs. Spurgeon for a
grant of books, says: — “Your husband has, by the publication of a most
useful book, Commenting and Commentaries, done more than a little in
forming my taste, and adding to my desire for books. This book was my
consulting guide while at college, and has been of great service to me since
in using the libraries of friends, and in making purchases.” We are glad of
this testimony, for the work cost us great labor and expense, and it is not
known as it should be.


A Baptist minister in North America, writes: — “ Mr. Spurgeon’s writings
have done more for me than the writings of any other uninspired man.
Indeed, his influence is felt the wide world over. In the back-woods of this
island a dying man the other week confessed that his soul had been
impressed and enlightened by a sermon published in the Metropolitan
Tabernacle Pulpit; while Baptists out here speak of ‘ praying for Mr.
Spurgeon’ as a special duty. I have ‘also discovered that preachers of other
denominations are using these sermons, from introduction to conclusion,
and after the service it is somewhat amusing to find the volume under the
seat of the sleigh.”


The following touching epistle comes from far-away Florida: —


“My dear brother in Christ, — Once upon a time a wealthy man, who
owned many gardens, sent one of his gardeners to water the plants. The
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gardener went and adjusted the hose, turned the tap, and watered them far
and near. Many of them were near him, but far away in a corner of the
garden, farthest from the gardener, was a frail flower, that had long been
pining for the refreshing showers. The gardener, not knowing its need,
nevertheless turned the hose in that direction, and the drooping plant
revived and bloomed afresh to delight all who chanced to come near it, and
it loved the master and the instrument, though the latter was unknown.


“Several weeks ago I lay ill, far away from London, in the wilds of Florida.
Weak and faint-hearted I lay pondering on the strange providence of the
Master when one of your sermons was placed in my’ hands. The refreshing
shower revived me and gave me fresh hope and courage, and I rose from
my sick couch to strive still more earnestly to gain access to the hearts of
those by whom I am surrounded, and to-day, in a small class that I have
formed out here in the wilderness, the Lord made his presence felt, and
blessed us with an awakening that I have never seen here before, and tears
of repentance were shed by many. I was so full of joy and gratitude to God
that I felt,. indeed I longed, to let you know that your influence as an
instrument had even, reached this place.”


We have received a quaint letter from Michigan, from which we take a few
extracts: — “ I have read your sermons many years, they are marrow and
fatness to my soul. Toil on, O servant of Jesus. You gave me a pretty good
lesson in your sermon entitled ‘The Dromedaries’ (No. 1504). I enclose
you twenty-five dollars to buy ‘ straw’ for your dromedaries; I leave the
word’ barley’ for such persons as the lady who gave £20,000. I have just
been reading John Ploughman’s Talk. I think you are pretty tough on us
slow folks, but if we all could keep up with you don’t you think the world
would run off her track in less than twenty-four hours?”


The following cheering testimony reaches us from the province of
Quebec:—


“My dear Sir, — Since reading a sermon delivered by you a long time ago
on the text ‘Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt he saved’ (No.
293), and in which you set forth the great sin of unbelief, I have felt a
strong desire to write to you and strengthen your hands by letting you
know that your labor is not in vain, as I for one can testify to the great
good derived from that and other sermons of yours. My father, before we
left Scotland seven years ago, always got your sermons, as well as your
Sword and Trowel, and having derived great benefit from them he carefully
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put them away. About a year ago my brother sent me a few of those old
sermons, which I read, and glory be to God, opened my eyes while reading
that sermon, and since then I have found peace in believing.”


A friend in Sydney writes as follows: —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — It seems natural when help is given to
acknowledge it, and I hope, therefore, you will not think that I am taking a
liberty in writing to thank you for the great assistance you have been to me
personally through the medium of two of your published sermons.


“The two sermons I refer to were entitled ‘Prayer perfumed with praise’
(No. 1469) and ‘ Mistrust of God deplored and denounced’ (No. 1498).
By reading these I have been led to exercise faith in a way never thought of
before, and as a result have experienced a confidence sufficient to secure a
long-desired blessing of a very practical kind, and though the responsibility
attaching to such new circumstances is great, the assurance given that I
shall be upheld according to his word, and not be ashamed of my hope, is
far greater.


“Allow me, then, to thank you on my own behalf, and also on the part of
another, for the blessing your sermons have been.”


A sister in Christ in Victoria says:—


“My dear Sir, — I have often felt inclined to write you these last twelve
years. At that time I lost a darling boy; everything seemed dark, and
nothing brought me any comfort. The Word of God, that had been my stay
through many similar trials, was all darkness to me. A friend brought me
one of your sermons, and asked me to allow her to read it. At first I
refused, but at last consented. I forget the title, but it was that everything
was ordered by God — no chance. I felt all the time my friend was reading
afraid to breathe. I could only say,’ Go on, go on.’ When she had finished
it I leaped from my couch, and said, ‘ All is right, thank God, my dark
mind is all light again.’ I have had similar trials since, and many other trials,
but I could say from my heart, ‘ Thy will be done, it is all right. At this time
my husband ordered your sermons monthly, and we still continue to do so.
Every Sunday evening we read one of them aloud for all to hear, and
afterwards I send them into ‘the bush.’ My dear sir, go on and preach what
you feel. It has often been a great comfort to as that you seemed to feel
just as we felt.”
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“The son of red Kaffirs or raw Kaffirs” sends us the following note from
Port Elizabeth, South Africa:—


“Dear Sir, — I don’t know how to describe my joy and my feelings in this
present moment. We never did see each other face to face, but still there is
some thing between you and me which guided me to make these few lines
for you. One day as I was going to my daily work I met a friend of mine in
the street. We spoke about the Word of God, and he asked me whether I
had ever seen one of Mr. Spurgeon’s books. I said, ‘What Mr. Spurgeon is
that? One of the independent ministers in London?’ and I said, ‘No, I never
saw such a book in my life.’ He said he bought it from the bookseller. I
asked the name of the book, and he said it was the Metropolitan
Tabernacle Pulpit, and I went straight to the shop and bought one. I have
read a good bit of it. On my reading it I arrived on a place where Job said,
‘Though he slay me, yet will I trust in him.’ I am sure I can’t tell how to
describe the goodness you have done to us, we black people of South
Africa. We are not black only outside, even inside; I wouldn’t mind to be a
black man only in color. It is a terrible thing to be a black man from the
soul to the skin; but still I am very glad to say your sermons have done
something good to me. May the Lord bless your efforts, and prosper your
work. May it please him to gain many sons into his glory through you as
his instrument, not only in London, but also in Africa.”


From Denmark we have received a most interesting communication, from
which we extract the following: — “ Through twelve of your sermons,
which are translated into Danish, I and my household have this winter been
acquainted with your Christian announcement, and we thank you for every
clearing and edifying word. We seceded from the Established Church a
year ago, because we have so evidently seen the tragical consequences of
the connection between the Church and the State, and we could not
possibly act contrary to the conviction forced upon us by the reading of the
New Testament, viz. the incorrectness of the infant baptism.”


Two missionaries in one of the isles of Greece write: — “ We read every
Sunday a sermon; many times it is one of .your sermons. Last Sunday the
one we read was ‘The Good Samaritan’ (No. 1360). It made a deep
impression on our minds. Your sermons are to us like rain upon a dry land.
We have no church to attend, and no friends to associate with.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — March 18th, fourteen; 25th,
thirteen;. April 1st, fourteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


JUNE, 1880.


INAUGURAL ADDRESS


AT THE SIXTEENTH ANNUAL CONFERENCE OF THE
PASTORS’ COLLEGE ASSOCIATION, BY THE PRESIDENT, C.


H. SPURGEON.


BELOVED fellow-servants of Christ, our work requires us to be in the best
possible condition of heart. When we are at our best we are feeble enough,
we would not, therefore, fall below our highest point. As instruments, we
owe all our power for usefulness to the divine hand; but, since tools should
always be kept in order, we would have our spirit free from rust, and our
mind sharp of point and keen of edge to answer at once to the Master’s
will. It is because I fear we do not always keep up to the mark that the
subject for this morning’s address shall be “A New Departure,” or in other
words, a renewal, a revival, a starting afresh, a return to our first love, even
the love of our espousals, when first our soul was wedded to our
Redeemer’s work.


The subject is exceedingly needful to us all because the process of running
down is such a very easy one. Upon that topic let me speak for a few
minutes. To run down requires no care or effort: it can be accomplished
without a wish; it can come to pass, in a measure, in opposition to our
wish: we can decline and decay without so much as being conscious of it,
and all the more easily because we fancy that we are rich and increased in
goods. By a law which asks no help from us we gravitate to a lower level.
Do not wind up the weights, and the wheels will soon cease to move, and
the old clock on the stairs will remain motionless, useless, silent, dead, like
a coffin set on end. To keep a farm in good order needs constant labor and
watchfulness, but to let the land get out of heart till it would starve a lark is
a very simple matter, which can be accomplished by any sluggard: simply
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let it alone, or take crop after crop from it and give it neither manure nor
rest, and you will change a fruitful land into barrenness, and turn a garden
into a desert. It is just so with ourselves. Only do not wind up your soul
with daily prayer, and you will soon run down; only neglect the culture of
the heart, and thorns and briars will grow uninvited. Neglect your inner
life, and your whole being will deteriorate.


I do not know, my brethren, that we can expect to see energy continuous
at its fall in any one of us. I suspect that he who burns like a seraph knows
moments in which the flame somewhat abates. As the sun itself is not at all
times alike powerful, so the man who like the shining light shineth more
and more unto the perfect day is not uniformly bright, nor always at his
noon. Nature does not hold the sea for ever at flood; ebbs intervene, and
ocean pauses a while ere it returns again to the fullness of its strength. The
vegetable world has its winter, and enjoys a long sleep beneath its bed of
snow. It is not wasted time, that ebb or that winter; flood and summer owe
much to ebb and frost. I suspect that because we are in affinity with nature
we, too, shall have our changes, and shall not abide at one elevation. No
man’s life is all climax. Let us not despond if our spirit is at a low ebb: the
tide of life will roll up as before, and even reach a higher point. When we
stand leafless and apparently lifeless, our soul having become like a tree in
winter, let us not dream that the ax will cut us down, for our substance is
in us though we have lost our leaves, and before long the time of the
singing of birds will come, we shall feel the genial warmth of returning
spring, and our lives shall again be covered with blossoms, and laden with
fruit.


It will not be wonderful if there should be lulls and pauses in our spiritual
work, for we see the like in the affairs of men. The most eager after
worldly objects, who can by no means be accused of a want of earnestness
in their endeavors, are yet conscious that, by a sort of law, dull times will
come, wherein business necessarily flags. It is not the tradesman fault that
sometimes trade must be pushed, and that after pushing it remains as dull
as ever. It seems to be the rule that there should be years of great
prosperity, and then years of decline: the lean kine still devour the fat kine.
If men were not what they are there might be a perpetuity of equable
progress, but it is evident that we have not reached that point yet. In
religious affairs history shows us that churches have their palmy days, and
then again their times of drought. The universal church has been thus
circumstanced; it has had its Pentecosts, its Reformations, its revivals; and
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between these there have been sorrowful pauses, in which there was much
more cause for lamentation than for rejoicing, and the Miserere was more
suitable than the Hallelujah. I should not, therefore, wish any brother to
condemn himself if he is not conscious just now of all the vivacity of his
youth, — he may find it return before our meetings close. I would have the
husbandman long for spring, and yet not despair because of the present
cold; so would I have a man lament every degree of decline, and yet not
despond. If any man walk in darkness, and see no light, let him trust in
God, and look to him for brighter days.


Still, taking all this into account, and allowing all margin and discount, I
fear that many of us do not maintain our proper elevation, but sink below
par. Many things tend that way, and it may do us good to think of them. A
degree of running down in spirit may be purely physical and arise out of the
evaporation of our youthful vigor. Some of you enjoy all the force of your
early manhood; you are fleet of foot as the roes of the field, and swift of
movement as birds on the wing; but others of us wear a tinge of grey in our
locks, and middle life has sobered us. Our eye has not yet waxed dim, nor
has our natural force abated; but yet the flash and flame of our youth have
departed, and from the style of our speech and the manner of our action
men miss that morning dew which was the glory of life’s young hours.
Older men are apt to ridicule young fellows for being too zealous: let them
not retaliate, but cautiously abstain from ever charging the elder brethren
with excess of fervor. Surely malice itself would not dare to invent such a
libel. For my own part, I would have remained a young man if I could, for I
fear I am by no means improved by keeping. O that! could again possess
the elasticity of spirit, the dash, the courage, the hopefulness of days gone
by! My days of flying are changed to those of running, and my running is
toning down to a yet steadier pace. It is somewhat cheering that the
Scriptures seem to indicate that this is progress, for such is the order which
it prescribes for saints — “They shall mount up with wings as eagles”;
away they go, out of sight. In your first sermons — how you mounted up!
Your first evangelistic efforts-what flights they were! After that, you
slackened and yet improved your pace, but it grew more steady, and
perhaps more slow, as it is written — “They shall run, and not be weary;
and they shall walk, and not faint.” God grant that we may not faint, and if
our running days are over, may we walk with God as Enoch did, till the
Lord shall take us home.
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Another cause which frequently conduces to the abatement of vigor is the
possible cessation of early success. I do not mean that it is always so; but
usually when a man goes to a new field, there are many un-reaped portions,
and he gathers a large harvest, which he does not find afterwards because
there is less to reap. If you have a narrow pond you cannot keep on
catching as many fish as you did at first, because there are not so many fish
remaining. In London we are, as it were, in an ocean, and we may spread
our nets as often as we please, but in a small town or village a man may
soon have done all his direct converting work if the Lord greatly blesses
him, and if after a time more souls ax not saved it may be because few
unconverted persons attend his ministry. God may have given the brother
all those whom he intended to bless by him in that place, and it may be
wise for him to fish in other waters. I have read of a lighthouse-keeper who
puts a rope round the lighthouse, and then to this line he attaches a number
of lines and hooks. These are all under water at high tide, and at favorable
times the fish bite, and when the tide goes down the lighthouse is festooned
with fish of all kinds; there they hang, and the successful fisherman has
nothing to do but to gather the spoils. Thus it was at first with us: we
baited our hooks, and we drew in the fish without stint. But perhaps later
on the lighthouse-keeper peers out from his tower, and he cannot see, for
the fog is dense, the storm-cloud has settled down around his light, and the
wind rages furiously;. he is obliged to keep every door and window dosed,
or he could not live, and then he thinks it hard to be a lighthouse-keeper,
and wishes himself ashore. We also are, at times, in a similar condition. We
are asked, “Watchman! what of the night?” And the answer is, “No
morning cometh, but the night thickens, and the darkness grows denser.”
We do not every day draw the net to land full of great fishes, but we
experience dreary intervals of fruitless toil, and then it is no wonder that a
man’s spirit faints within him.


The natural wear and tear of an active life also tend to our running down.
Some of our people think that we have little or nothing to do but to stand
in the pulpit and pour out a flood of words two or three times a week; but
they ought to know that if we did not spend much time in diligent study
they would get poverty-stricken sermons. I have heard of a brother who
trusts in the Lord and does not study, but I have also heard that his people
do not trust in him; in fact, I am informed that they wish him to go
elsewhere with his inspired discourses, for they say that when he did study
his talk was poor enough, but now that he gives them that which comes
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first it is altogether unbearable. If any man will preach as he should preach
his work will take more out of him than any other labor under heaven. If
you and. I attend to our work and calling, even among a few people, it will
certainly produce a friction of soul and a wear of heart which will tell upon
the strongest. I speak as one who knows by experience what it is to be
utterly exhausted in the Master’s service. No matter how willing we may
be in spirit, the flesh is weak, and he who made a tender apology for his
sleeping servants in the garden knows our frame, and remembers that we
are dust. We need that the Master should say to us every now and then,
“Come ye apart into a desert place and rest awhile;” and he does say so,
for he is not a hard taskmaster, and whoever may use the lash and cause
the weary steed to die in harness, our gentle Lord doth not so.


Besides this, we are very apt to run down through our duty becoming
routine work, by reason of its monotony. Unless we are careful we shall be
likely to say to ourselves, “Monday evening here again, I must give an
address at the prayer-meeting. Thursday evening, and I have to preach,
although I have not yet a topic! Sunday morning, Sunday evening: I have
to preach again! Yes, preach again! Then there are all those extra
engagements; it is for ever preach, preach, preach! I am always preaching.
What a weariness it is!” Preaching ought to be a joy, and yet it may
become a task. Constant preaching should be constant enjoyment, and yet
when the brain is tired pleasure flies. Like the sick boy in the prophet’s day,
we are ready to cry, My head. My head!” We ask, How can I keep up my
freshness? It is hard to produce so much with such scant leisure for
reading; it is almost as bad as making bricks without straw. Nothing can
maintain us in the freshness of our beginnings but the daily anointing of the
Spirit.


I do not wonder that some brethren run down through want of association
with others of warm heart and of kindred spirit. I will give you another
lighthouse illustration: a gentleman who called to see the keepers of a lone
light said to one of them, “I suppose, after all, you fellows are quite happy
in this tower? .... We might be happy,” he replied, “if we had a chat with
one another; but my mate and I have not changed a word with each other
for a month.” If you are banished to a country place where you have no
superior or even equal mind to converse with, no intellectual or spiritual
friend near at hand, I can feel for you. “Iron sharpeneth iron; so a man
sharpeneth the countenance of his friend,” and when that sharpening is
missed, it is no marvel that the mind grows dull. We cannot live alone,
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brethren, and yet a dreadful solitude as to our higher cares is one of our
sorest trials. O for a twin spirit to converse with’, The worst of it is that if
we have few to refresh us with their conversation we have many to vex us
with their chatter, and when we would fain be uplifted to noble themes, we
find ourselves dragged down by the dreary gossip of a hamlet. What
wonder if with such surroundings we lose force and run down!


Yet, dear brethren, none of these things furnish us with an excuse for
falling into a low state, and it may possibly be true that our menial decline
is the result of our weak spiritual condition. It may be that we have left
our first love, that we have wandered away from the simplicity of our faith,
that we have backslidden in heart, and grieved the Holy Spirit, so that our
God walks contrary to us because we walk contrary to him. Perhaps the
rain is withheld because prayer has been restrained, and the heavenly wind
has ceased to blow because we have been too indolent to spread the sail.
Has there been no unbelief to hinder the blessing? We often talk of unbelief
as if it were an affliction to be pitied instead of a crime to be condemned.
For us to give the lie to him who has unveiled the secret of his heart to us,
and almost, I was about to say, gone out of his way to bless us in an
extraordinary and unusual manner, must pain the great Father’s heart.
Perhaps we feel less love to Jesus than we once did, less zeal in doing his
work, and less anguish for the souls of others; if so, it is no wonder that we
enjoy less of the presence of God, and are soon cast down. If the root is
not strong, how can the branches flourish?


May not self-indulgence have mixed with unbelief? Have we made
provision for the flesh? Have we lost the intimacy with Jesus which we
once enjoyed? Have we violated the consecration with which we started? If
so, the blue mould will settle on the unsound place. Selfishness will mar
our strength and destroy our usefulness. I will not suppose that this is the
case with any of you, or at least I will suppose it, and let it remain a
supposition.


It is a dreadful fact that sometimes these runnings down end in a
catastrophe. After secret backsliding comes a sin which is publicly
reported, and men cry, “Shame!” Yet it is not that one sin, but the general
state of the man’s heart which is the saddest part of it. No man becomes
bad all at once. True, the single lightning flash slew its victim, but the bolt
had not fallen if there had been no previous gathering of the elements into
the condition of storm. The overt scandal is only the development of what
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was in the man — the evil lies deeper still. When we hear of a man who has
ruined his character by a surprising act of folly, we may surmise, as a rule,
that this mischief was but one sulfurous jet from a soil charged with
volcanic fire; or to change the figure, one roaring lion from a den of wild
beasts. As you would on your bended knees cry day and night that no
moral catastrophe may occur to you, beware of the sin which leads to it,
beware of the backsliding which culminates in it; for if we have not the
cause the effect will not follow. The Lord will preserve us if day by day we
cry unto him to cleanse our way.


There is an evil under the sun which is as terrible as an open catastrophe —
indeed, it works greater ill to the church in the long run, — and that is,
when a man’s ministry is eaten through and through with spiritual dry rot.


I heard an old Indian describe the way in which furniture may be devoured
by the white ants. The ants will come into the house and eat up everything,
and yet to all appearance nothing is touched. The bookcases stand just
where they did, and the trunks and everything else remain exactly as they
were; at least, it is so to the eye; but directly they are touched they all
crumble, for the ants have eaten the substance out of them. In the same
way men still remain in the ministry, and yet the soul of their ministry has
gone. They have a name to live and are dead: what is worse than this? One
might almost sooner have an explosion and have done with it than see men
continuing to maintain the form of religion after vital godliness has gone,
scattering death all around them, and yet maintaining what is called a
respectable position. God save us from this last as much as from that first.
If I am a rotten bough, let me be cut off; but to hang upon the tree all
verdant with parasitical lichen and moss is deplorable. A respectable
ministry devoid of spiritual life is little better than respectable damnation,
from which may God deliver us.


When men drift into this condition they generally adopt some ex-pedant to
hide it. Conscience suggests that there is something or other wrong, and
the deceitful heart labors to conceal or palliate this fact. Some do this by
amusing themselves with hobbies instead of preaching the gospel. They
cannot do the Lord’s work, and so they try their own. They have not
honesty enough to confess that they have lost gospel power, and so they
ride a hobby; and it is a very mild form of evil when they raise some side
issue, which has no other fault about it than that it diverts them from the
main point. Many are these playthings: I have no time for more than one.
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I have known certain brethren give themselves solely to expound
prophecy. Now, a man full of the life of God may expound prophecy as
much as he likes, but there are some who, having lost their love of the
gospel, try to win back what little popularity they once had by taking up
with guesses at the future. They may be quite sure that if they cannot profit
men by the manger and the cross they will make a complete failure of it if
they handle the seals and the vials. Did you ever notice in Calvin’s
Commentaries that there is no exposition of the Book of Revelation? Why
not? He said, “I have not expounded that book because I do not
understand it.” When! hear a man say, “I have found much in Matthew
which does not belong to the church, I have outgrown much of the
Romans and Galatians, and I cannot enjoy the Psalms, for they do not rise
to the perfection of my experience; I want something more elevated and
spiritual, more abstruse and wonderful “; I conclude that this brother is
spinning his last hank, and spending his last pennyworth of sense.


I have been amused by observing the manner in which speculators have
been taken in when they have left the old ship of the gospel to become
prophets. The beast of the Revelation was reported to be Napoleon I., and
then the creature suddenly re-appeared in his nephew, Napoleon III. By-
and-by the deadly wound was healed, and the Prince Imperial wore the
dreadful honors of the prophetic book; but the prince is now dead, and it
will be needful for the seers to invent a new theory. There is no fear but
what they will do it before long, and meanwhile “our Israelitish origin” will
do to fill up the time. In the story of Sindbad the Sailor it is said that as
they sailed along they saw an island, and at the sight thereof they greatly
rejoiced. The crew left the ship and feasted on the island, and were going
to take possession of it in the name of the king, when suddenly it began to
quiver and to plunge, and finally it went down altogether, for it was a
whale’s back and not an island at all. I have known brethren disport
themselves upon the back of some novel speculation, when suddenly the
facts of history have gone against them, and the whole thing has gone
down very like a whale. I have mentioned one of the more harmless
hobbies, but some have taken to fancies which have bred greater mischief.
Speculation is an index of the spiritual poverty of the man who surrenders
himself to it. His flour has all been used, and so he tries plaster of Paris: he
has no more gold or silver, and so he coins the baser metals. He cannot
prophesy after the measure of faith, and so he exercises his immeasurable
imagination. His own experience does not serve him with topics for his
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ministry, and therefore he takes airy flights into regions of which he knows
nothing.


Far worse is it when a man so runs down in heart and spirit that he has no
principles left, and believes nothing at all He is a Baptist, but he would
very cheerfully minister to a Paedo-Baptist church. He is a Calvinist, but he
is not narrow, and will promise to offend no one. He holds certain views,
but “a view to the pastorate” is the chief of them, and in that view the
salary is the charm. He boasts of possessing large-heartedness, and
receptivity of spirit, and all that. He has dry rot in his soul! That is the truth
of the case, and he tries to cover it up with this nonsense! Such persons
remind me of an advertisement of a school in France; its concluding
paragraph was to this effect: “The pupils will be taught any religion which
may be selected by their parents.” It is abominable when ministers as good
as .say, any religion will be taught which may be selected by the deacons.
Pray inform me whether the church likes a high-toned Calvinism, or prefers
Arminianism. It is with such as it is with the showman who exhibited the
battle of Waterloo, and in answer to the question, “Which is Wellington,
and which is Napoleon?” replied, “Whichever you please, my little dears;
you pays your money and you takes your choice.” These broad-churchmen
are prepared to supply any article for which there is a demand. This is a
terrible condition of things, but men do not generally rest there: in the
lowest depth there is still a lower deep.


When the heart has got out of order and the spiritual life has run down,
men soon fall into actual doctrinal error, not so much because their head
is wrong, for many of them have not much of that, but because their heart
is in an ill condition. We should never have known that some men had
brains at all if they had not addled them. Such departers from the faith
usually fall by little and little. They begin by saying very little concerning
grace. They serve out homeopathic doses of gospel: it is marvelous what a
very small globule of the gospel will save a soul, and it is a great mercy
that it is so, or few would be saved. These snatches of gospel, and the
preacher who gives them, remind us of the famous dog of Nile, of whom
the ancients said that he was so afraid of the crocodiles that he drank of the
river in a great hurry and was away from it directly. These intellectual
gentry are so afraid of the critical crocodiles that the moment they touch
the living water of the gospel they are away again. Their doubts are
stronger than their beliefs. The worst of it is that they not only give us very
little gospel, but they give us much that is not the gospel. In this they are
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like mosquitoes, of whom I have often said, I do not mind their taking a
little of my blood, but it is the poison which they put into me which is my
great cause of quarrel. That a man should rob me of the gospel is bad
enough; but that he should impregnate me with his poisonous doctrine is
intolerable.


When men lose all love to the gospel they try to make up for the loss of its
attractions by sparkling inventions of their own. They imitate life by the
artificial flash of culture, reminding me of the saline crystals which cover
the salt deserts. There is a lifeless plain in the heart of Persia, so sterile and
accursed that even saline plants do not thrive; “but the salt itself, as if in
bitter mockery, fashions its crystals in the form of stems and stalks, and
covers the steppe with a carpet of unique vegetation, glittering and
glistening like an enchanted prairie in the dazzling light of the eastern sun.”
Woe be unto the poor congregations who behold this substitute for life,
this saline efflorescence of dainty errors and fascinating inventions. Alas,
whatever a man may now propound he will find learned personages to
support him in it! Fontenelle used to say, that if he could only get six
philosophers to write in its favor, people could be made to believe that the
sun is not the source of light and heat; and I think there is a great deal of
truth in the remark. We are told, “Well, he is a very learned man, he is a
Fellow of Brazenface College, and he has written a book in which he
upsets the old dogmas.” If a learned man writes any nonsense, of course it
will have a run, and there is no opinion so insane but, if it has the patronage
of so-called scientific men, it will be believed in certain quarters. I have
myself watched the labors of novelists in theology, and have tried to get
what I could out of their books, but I have been struck with the remarkably
poor results of their lucubrations. I have stood by the shore at Mentone
and seen fishermen with miles of line and a vast net buoyed up by great
tubs, visible far out at sea. A dozen men are hauling at one rope, and as
many more are pulling in another, drawing this great net to land. Pull
away! Ahoy! Pull away at the ropes and bring the fish to land. I believe that
on one occasion I did see them produce a fish not so long as my little
finger, but that was a rather successful occasion! Our German friends have
diligently made vast nets with which they have enclosed the sea of thought,
and upon drawing them out what a noise there has been, and what a
sensation, and what a trembling and a fainting among the old ladies of
Christendom; but when we have seen their mighty catch it has not been the
tenth part of a sardine. The next philosopher that came along has fitted on
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his spectacles with due gravity, after wiping them most solemnly, and then
he has put his critical fork into this small fish, and, holding it up to be
admired of all, he has discoursed upon its species, till another philosopher
equally wise has declared that it was rotten, and pitched it back into the
deeps. This kind of game is everlastingly going on, and many young
ministers have been fools enough to give up the apostolic fishery to join in
this stupid waste of mental effort. What have they ever done, these
doubters, since the world began? What will they do? What can they do? All
that they can do now is to wriggle into our churches, and hiss from pulpits
which were once filled by the orthodox. They cannot build places of
worship of their own, they could not build a mouse-trap; as a rule, there is
not power enough in their teaching to gather a congregation, or to keep
one when it is gathered. All the vitality, force, and energy they possess are
spent, cuckoo-like, in laying their eggs in the nests which we take the
trouble to fashion, for they cannot build their own.


God forbid that we should ever try to cover our decline of heart by the
invention of our self-conceit.. I hope that when our ministry begins to lose
power we shall be driven to our knees, and to our God, that he may
quicken us again by his good Spirit.


[To be concluded in our next.]


A CONTINUAL TOOTH-DRAWING


WHEN Sir Thomas Fewell Buxton was wearied all day long by incessant
requests to alter his procedure upon a great political question, he told his
daughter that he could compare the importunities of the members of the
House of Commons to nothing but a continual tooth-drawing. This is an
image far too striking to be left to Sir Fowell’s sole use. Many other
persons have been made to know what a continual tooth-drawing means,
and we feel persuaded that many more are subjected to similar processes.


We should think that a miserly man, who takes a sitting in a place of
worship frequented by a liberal and energetic people, must frequently feel,
when he is asked over and over again for a subscription, that he had almost
as soon sit in a dentist’s chair, and feel the operator’s forceps upon his
precious dentals. His best plan is to give at once, and so end the pain of the
extraction.
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The same sort of misery must be experienced by the Christian who is
always sighing —


“‘Tis a point I long to know,”


and incessantly turning over the experience of his own heart to see if he
can extract from it some assuring evidence of his being in Christ. Most of
us have undergone this unhappy experience, and even a moment of it is
torture: to have to endure it month after month would be agony indeed. Oh
for a childlike faith in Jesus to decide the question at once!


Personally, we have heard utterances in prayer-meetings which were
painfully like a continual tooth-drawing. They were hard, cold, heartless,
dreary, and both as long and as dismal as a winter’s night. All of a sudden
we thought and hoped that the brother had done; but, alas, he took up a
fresh lease, and entered upon another lengthened period. To all appearance
he was coming to a conclusion a second time, when off he went, like a shot
which ricochets, or a boy’s stone which when thrown into the water goes
— duck-duck — drake — upon the surface. The prayer was diluted to the
dregs of nothing, but end there seemed to be none. Oh that the tooth were
out! The beloved brother had said all that could be said, and prayed for all
that could be prayed for; but he evidently felt it necessary to begin again.
We can have too much of a good thing in such a case, and we wish the
friend thought so.


Preachers, too, have caused us the same memorable sensation. The style
and manner have been painful, and the length of the discourse has made the
agony a protracted one. Dragging away at some metaphysical subtlety,
which they could not bring into the light; tugging at some unimportant
difficulty whose fangs defied their power; or explaining with marvelous
perspicuity what was clear as daylight when they began, and marvelously
foggy before they came to the end, they have inflicted upon us “a continual
tooth-drawing;” at least, our patience was almost as much strained as if a
grinder had been slowly drawn from our aching jaw. We were ready to cry,
“Out with it, and have done, there’s a good man; for we can’t stand it
much longer.”


Worst of all, however, and fullest development of Sir Fowell’s simile, is the
click, clack, click, clack of a fluent female who has gained your ear, and
means to hold it.
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“She never tires nor stops to rest,
But on and on she goes.”


We have felt ready to open our mouth, and let her draw all our teeth set,
the, if she would but leave off talking. She had nothing to say and she said
that nothing at extreme length, with marvelous energy, and with unwearied
repetition. We have turned our head, we have shut our eyes, we have
wished we had gun-cotton in our ears and dynamite in our brain; but our
wishes did not deliver us, we were given over to the tormentor, and must
abide the fulfillment of our sentence. When the operation has been over we
have sometimes asked ourselves what we have done to deserve such a
punishment, and with every desire to make a fall confession of our faults,
we have not been able to discover anything which deserved so severe a
torment under the present rule of mercy. At the second sight of the
operator we have fled, feeling that it would be worth while to go a mile
round, or leap over hedge and ditch, rather than again experience “a
continual tooth-drawing.”


MORAL. — Let us all be considerate of the feelings of others, for when we
imagine we are merely tickling their ears we may be causing them as much
pain as if we were drawing their teeth. — C. H. S.


A JOURNEY TO MENTONE WITH MR.
SPURGEON


BY JOSEPH W. HARRALD.


(CONTINUED)


NOVEMBER 14, 1879. — Our first morning at Mentone was spent at Dr.
Bennet’s beautiful garden just across the Italian frontier. In order to get to
it we had to cross the Pont St. Louis, an engraving of which appears in
“Spurgeon’s Illustrated Almanac” for the present year. On one side of the
bridge French soldiers are stationed, and on the other side are the
representatives of the King of Italy. We did not feel in the least frightened
at the sight of these men of war, well knowing that we had no intention of
smuggling anything in or out of either country. As we passed them, almost
unchallenged, we felt the value of a good conscience, and understood the
meaning of the reclaimed street Arab’s definition of the difference between
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his wild and tame condition: “Now I can look every bobby in London in
the face, without blushing.” The Italian guards not only have to perform
their usual work of searching for contraband goods, but recently they have
had to make most minute inquiries and to carry out most stringent, and
almost ridiculous, regulations with the view of preventing the further
ravages of the Phylloxera, the little insect which has already committed
such deadly havoc among the vines of France and other European
countries. This tiny parasite, which when full-grown does not exceed one-
thirty-third of an inch in length, is believed to have been introduced from
America on certain vine-stocks imported at Bordeaux. Since its presence
was first observed in Europe, in 1865, it has spread so rapidly that already
in France alone nearly a million acres of vines are all but destroyed, while
half a million more are in imminent danger. Such is the mischief wrought
by these little creatures, thirty-three of whom laid lengthwise would only
measure one inch! After that, let no man despise the day of small things,
whether they are good or evil. It was a comparatively small thing that
“brought sin into the world, and death, with all its woe,” yet its effects are
far too terrible to be despised Sin seems to be, in the estimation of some
people, a very insignificant affair; but, like the Phylloxers, unless it is
removed, it will do irretrievable mischief. Can it be removed? If so, how?
One of the most successful remedies for the vine disease is the injection of
a chemical compound into the roots that are affected; and the only effectual
cure of the soul infected by sin is the pouring of the Holy Spirit into the
very root of the matter. This will arrest the progress of the fatal malady,
will destroy the sin which infests the soul, and will make its possessor able
to bring forth all the fruits of the Spirit in due season.


Writing of insects, we are reminded that we reached Mentone before all the
mosquitoes had lost their power to sting. For the first few nights they
annoyed us exceedingly; indeed, we are not at all certain that they did not
hasten the illness which seized upon Mr. Spurgeon shortly after our arrival
in this lovely land. We were not surprised to hear him say that, like the
devil, if mosquitoes were not omnipresent, it was at least impossible to tell
where they were not to be found. Night after night we heard and saw them
buzzing around, seeking whom the might devour, and all the while
trumpeting their war-song, like Jingoes thirsting for blood. The lesson to
he learned from the mosquitoes is that little things may be a great nuisance.
A thorn in the flesh, a mote in the eye, or the slightest stain on the
conscience, may cause intense annoyance. One mosquito is quite enough to
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prevent a man from resting, and one sin unconfessed and unforgiven will
keep a soul from the enjoyment of peace and rest to all eternity.


Possibly the bite of a mosquito, painful as it is, is not an unmixed evil,
anymore than sea-sickness, and other unpleasant sensations. It is said that
if a man is in good health the mosquito-bite will do him no harm, if he
leaves the wound alone; whereas, if his blood is in an unhealthy condition,
there will be considerable irritation and inflammation, and he will do well
to search for the cause of the mischief much deeper than the insect’s sting
has penetrated. Thus, Satan’s fiery darts fall harmless upon the Christian
who is spiritually in robust health, but they cause grievous injury to the
soul that is weak through the want of the food which God has provided in
his Word, or through neglect of the holy exercise of prayer, or through
living in the unwholesome atmosphere where sin breeds a deadly miasma.
The Lord Jesus Christ was proof against temptation, for it was his meat
and drink to do the will of his Father He spent much time in gathering fresh
force by communion with God, and the pure, fresh breath of the Holy
Spirit was given without measure unto him, and therefore he could say,
“The prince of this world cometh, and hath nothing, in me.


Having passed the guards, and noticed the insects, we reached the garden
upon a rock, which shows in every part how much can be accomplished on
the most unpromising soil, if only the sun will shine upon it. The
descriptions that we had read in The Sword and the Trowel, or heard from
Mr. Spurgeon had made us quite familiar with the various objects of
special interest with which the place abounds, and as they were pointed out
to us we seemed to recognize in them friends with whom we were well
acquainted, although we had never met before. Here, for instance, are the
young palm-trees, which afford a lesson for beginners in business, or
youthful Christians: they will take a long time to get firmly rooted and
established, and after that will come the season of bearing fruit. There is
the palm which stretches its branches far above all the others that were
planted at the same time — the only one in the garden which has large
clusters of dates upon it; the reason for its extraordinary growth and early
fruitfulness being that it has struck its roots right down into a large tank of
water, and so obtained unusual nourishment: true picture of the Christian
who forces his way through every obstacle, that he may have constant
communion with his Lord, and so become fruitful in every good word and
work. Here, too, is the great water-tank, which for lack of space could not
be made broad, and therefore was sunk deep down into the very heart of
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the rock. All who heard our beloved President’s address at last year’s
Conference will remember how he exhorted us to be like this tank, and to
make up in depth what we lacked in breadth, that each one of us might be a
vast reservoir, from which dry and thirsty souls all around us might be
plentifully supplied with the water of life. Here, also, is the tree which at
one time bore no less than four different kinds of fruit, viz., lemons,
oranges, citrons, and shaddocks None of these are left now except the
lemons, the stronger nature having conquered all the rest: type of the man
upon whom truthfulness, honesty, and temperance have been grafted, but
whose nature has been unchanged by grace. For a time the new grafts may
produce some apparently goodly fruit, but sooner or later the original stock
will assert itself,, and nothing will be left but the old nature, and the old
habits, and the fruit of these things, which is death.


To us who had just come from England the garden appeared like a little
paradise, but the gardener told us that it sadly wanted rain in order that it
might recover from the effects of the sirocco which had visited Mentone
some weeks previously. After this wind has been blowing for only an hour
or two everything that it touches becomes scorched and shriveled up, just
as if it had been set on fire. Dr. Bennet explained to us the reason of this. It
appears that, as a rule, the hot wind from the Sahara passes over high
mountains, and crosses the Mediterranean before it reaches Europe, and by
that means when it gets as far as Mentone, its great heat is so modified that
it sweeps like the warm and gentle wing of an angel over this sheltered,
sunny nook. It so happens, however, that there is a break in the chain of
mountains, and when the current of hot air passes through this gap, instead
of over the snowy summits, it reaches the opposite shore at very nearly as
high a temperature as when it started from the sandy desert; and then, woe
betide anything on which it lays its fiery fingers! Just like this, it seems to
us, is the unveiled glory of God. No man can see him and live. The breath
of his mouth will scorch us up, and destroy us utterly, unless it comes to us
after it has passed over the hill called Calvary. It is only through the
medium of a crucified Christ that there can be any safe union between an
offended God and offending sinners. It is in Christ alone that God
reconciles the world unto himself.


Our first day at Mentone would scarcely be complete if we did not report
one or two of the table d’hote sayings concerning the place. We had
noticed how hard the women seemed to work, but were scarcely prepared
for the ungallan explanation that the reason why the men left them to carry
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such heavy burdens, and to perform such long journeys, was that “they are
more sure-footed than donkeys, and cheaper than mules.” We had heard
such marvelous descriptions of Mentone that we did not think we could be
surprised by any vision of beauty that might burst upon us, but our first
sight of the place made us declare that the half had not been told us, and
nearly every change that we witnessed during our stay brought before our
eyes new pictures of delight. We were almost ready to believe the legend
which says that, when our first parents were driven out of the garden of
Eden, mother Eve lingered behind and plucked an apronful of oranges and
lemons, intending to carry them till she found another spot as charming, as
the one from which sin had caused her to be expelled. The story goes that
the fallen couple traveled on for many a weary day until at last they
reached this beautiful region, and then the woman said to her husband,
“We shall never find a place more like paradise than this is, let us plant our
fruit, and make our abode here.” The oranges and lemons that flourish so
freely throughout this district are, of course, supposed to be the
descendants of those that came from the garden of Eden; whether they are
or not, it is quite certain that the Mentonese are the lineal representatives
of the ejected gardener and his wife.


Paul Joanne says “such is the fertility of the soil here that upon one
occasion, a stranger coming to pay a visit to a Mentonese, stuck his cane
into the ground, and when going away forgot it. Some days afterwards he
went to reclaim it, but great was his amazement to find that his cane was
already putting forth leaves and young branches.” It is said that this little
tree, which has grown considerably since, is still to be seen in the Rue Saint
Michel. The same writer states that “the citron harvest lasts at Mentone
from the first of January to the thirty-first of December,” so that it may
well be called a second paradise. Would that Christians could be thus
fruitful all the year round!


The “table-talk” at the hotel was not always very edifying or instructive,
but on one occasion, at least, the silence was suggestive. We noticed that
when the guests were busy with their knives and forks their tongues were
unusually quiet. “So,” remarked Mr. Spurgeon, “a well-fed church will be a
peaceable church. Ministers who wish to keep their people from talking
twaddle, and making mischief, should give them spiritual meat: if they are
half-starved they are almost certain to get quarreling.”
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November 18. — To-day we had a delightful excursion up one of the
Mentone river-beds, which was almost as dry as the Jordan was where the
Israelites passed through it into the Promised Land. On our way we saw a
splendid villa, which, it is said, has never been opened since a certain
Empress dined there. It reminded us of the story of the old lady in whose
cottage the Queen had taken shelter during a storm, who, after her august
visitor had departed, carefully covered up the chair in which her Majesty
had sat, and declared that no one should ever sit in that seat again as long
as she lived. This was no doubt intended as a compliment to royalty, but
we think we know a more excellent way; and yet some Christians err in a
similar direction. They seem to think that, when Christ has once visited
their hearts, the work of salvation is all completed, and that nothing is left
for them to do, forgetting that what the Lord has worked in them of his
good will and pleasure is to be worked out with fear and trembling. Instead
of becoming useless as soon as we are converted, it is only then that we
begin to be truly useful. The heart that has received Jesus should not be
shut up like the unoccupied villa, or covered up like the old lady’s chair,
but every one who comes near it should feel that it has been consecrated by
the presence of One greater than the kings of the earth. Does anyone
suppose that the house of Zaccheus was closed after that memorable day
when the Savior abode in it, a self-invited but welcome guest, and carried
to it that choicest of all blessings — salvation? Does anyone imagine that
the favored spot in Bethany where dwelt the sisters and brother whom
Jesus loved was kept shut up after the departure of the royal guest who
often visited it? Certainly not. Most likely they both became sacred
meeting-places for the saints of God, who there met to talk of the things
touching the King who had for a while condescended to stay there during
his sojourn upon the earth. No man or woman has ever been honored by a
call from an earthly monarch as the Virgin Mary was when the Lord of life
and glory visited her in her low estate, and made her feeble frame the
dwelling-place of the Incarnate Deity; but instead of shutting herself away
from the world, as .her supposed followers have done, she fulfilled her
duties as a wife and mother just as any other godly matron might have
done; and in the last picture that we have of her in the Word of God we see
her taking her place with the rest of the disciples, who continued with one
accord in prayer and supplication, waiting for the outpouring of the Holy
Ghost.
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After proceeding for a long distance up the river-bed already mentioned,
we sat down where several mountain-streams unite to form the river. While
we were resting a man passed us, and began to ascend the high hill right in
front of us, apparently to get to his home. We were greatly interested in
watching him as he went, first to the right, then to the left, sometimes a
long way on one side, and anon as far in the other direction, but always
ascending, until he disappeared above the crest of the hill on which his
house was built. Thus, divine sovereignty and human responsibility are in
truth but the windings of one road which brings us to our home above, the
city that hath foundations whose Builder and Maker is God.


November 19. — Today we drove to Bordighera. the Italian “city of palm-
trees,” Which we found en fete in anticipation of the visit of the Queen of
Italy. As we viewed the various preparations for the royal reception, we
thought of another Monarch, who often comes where none are ready to
receive him, though he brings with him blessings richer than any earthly
sovereign ever can bestow. He asks for no outward pomp and show when
he appears, but what he craves is a hearty welcome to our inmost souls.
Like those of whom we read in Luke’s gospel, who “gladly received him,
for they were all waiting for him,” let us prepare for the coming of the
King to us, and have everything in readiness, so that at the first signs of his
approach, like the wise virgins, we may go out to meet him, and give him
the greeting which he rightfully deserves.


For several days from this time few entries of general interest appear in our
diary, the principal items being reports of the daily state of the health of the
beloved editor of The Sword and the Trowel, who had been once more laid
quite prostrate by most painful affliction.


December 1. — This morning we had a very heavy snow-storm, a
phenomenon which had only been observed in Mentone twice before
during the last twenty years. It caused the poor sufferer a further relapse,
and inflicted terrible loss upon the peasants of the district, whose whole
property consists in their lemons, oranges, olives, and vines. Dr. Bennet
told us that the damage to the lemons alone was estimated at from one to
two millions of francs. The olives being hardier, were not so much injured,
although many of their branches were broken by the weight of the snow
upon them. What struck us most of all was the exceeding beauty of the
olives while the snow was falling upon them, or resting upon their leaves
and boughs. It seemed to give us an exquisitely lovely picture of the child
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of God exposed to unusual trial. During our sojourn here we have seen the
olives when the first rays of the rising sun have made them glow like the
bush that Moses saw, which burned but was not consumed, and they have
reminded us of the sight that must have met the Savior’s eyes at the end of
his all-night comings with his Father on the Mount of Olives; we have seen
them beneath a cloudless sky glistening in the clear, calm sunlight, like a
myriad drops of dew; we have seen them when the setting sun has flung his
imperial robe around them, and clothed them as with a mantle of purple
velvet, ready for some great state ceremonial; we have seen them when the
moon has given to them the same soft, silvery light that their companions
saw on that dread night when in Gethsemane, the Lord of the olives was
pressed, and bruised, and crushed until “his sweat was as it were great
drops of blood falling to the ground “; we have seen them when the
clusters of berries have been so thick that the branches have been bent
almost to the earth with the weight of the precious fruit which was to repay
all the owner’s care and labor; — we have seen the olives under all these
conditions, and many more that cannot now be mentioned, but we still feel
that to our eyes, charming as they appear in all their ever-changing aspects,
they never looked so beautiful as when they were covered with the


“Beautiful snow from heaven above,
Pure as an angel, gentle as love.”


The beauty of the olive is the beauty of the child of God. “His beauty shall
be as the olive tree.” The olive at sunrise is like a Christian when Sun of
Righteousness first rises upon him with healing in his wings; the olive in the
bright, glad sunshine is like the believer when all is well with him, and he
can sing —


“But I am calm with thee, my God,
Beneath these glorious skies;


And to the heights on which I stand
Nor storms nor clouds can rise.”


The olive at sunset is like the dying saint, clothed with honor, and glory,
and immortality, and about to be ushered into the august presence of the
King of kings and Lord of lords; the olive by moonlight is like the believer
who takes his place in the ranks of his fellow-saints, and shares in the
reflected luster which shines in the church, which is “fair as the moon”; the
olive at the time of ingathering is like the Christian when he brings forth the
fruits of the Spirit: but the olive in the snow-storm is like the child of God
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when he is exposed to the heaviest trial that ever beat upon his head,
standing unmoved and unmurmuring amid it all, retaining his faith in the
loving Father who chastens him for his good, and pouring out his very
heart of hearts in the triumphant but not boasting language of Job, Though
he slay me yet will I trust in him.”


The beauty of the olive is of such a peculiar character that it is almost
impossible to destroy it. A few days after the snow-storm, our beloved
pastor being somewhat better, we drove round Cape Martin, where the
trees had suffered most from the severity of this unusual winter. Many
large branches were broken off, but the olives were as pictureque and
pleasing to the eye as they were before the storm spent itself upon them,
and so far as we could judge they were just as likely to bear as much fruit
as before they were exposed to this sharp test of their powers of
endurance, which had apparently at one stroke done the work of the
pruning-knife for a whole year. So is it with the Christian of whom the
olive is one of the most instructive types. Trial only increases both his
loveliness and his fruitfulness. With many saints, it is only as they are made
bare that they are made to bear. The psalmist is not the only child of God
who has found it good to be afflicted; even the great Captain of our
salvation, the true Olive, was made perfect through suffering. Sometimes
the wise Husbandman sees fit to cut off an olive branch, or to root up an
olive-plant, and set it in his garden above, that the parent-tree may yield its
whole force in bringing forth fruit unto his praise. The olives have to be
beaten before they pour their purple berries at their owner’s feet; and alas!
Often it is the case with Christians that they give but a poor return for all
the time and trouble that have been spent upon them until the long rod of
affliction beats every part of the, and brings to their Lord a full return for
all his labor in planting, p purging, and perfecting the them. We noticed
that the olives that grow near the public roads are often covered with dust,
and so present a very unlovely appearance. We remarked in fun that they
represented unbaptized believers, whose bodies needed to be washed with
pure water; but in solemn earnest they are the type of Christians whose low
spiritual life leaves little distinction between them and “men of the world,
who have their portion in this life.” If any of us are like these olives, may
we hear the divine voice saying to us, “Shake thyself from the dust,” and
may we in our turn cry mightily unto the Lord to pour out upon us a
stream of his all-powerful grace to cleanse and purify us from the
defilement of worldiness and unholiness.
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We have mentioned that the lemons were the greatest sufferers from the
frost and snow, and of this we had ocular demonstration when the weather
moderated sufficiently to permit us to go out to examine then. We found
that in low and sheltered situations they were comparatively uninjured, but
upon the hill-sides, where they were exposed to the full force of the storm,
the devastation was most pitiable to behold. We could not help thinking at
the time of one whom we love more than tongue can tell, who has been
lifted up by God high above his fellows, but who in his exalted position full
often feels the keen blast of most painful affliction, while others whom the
same Lord has planted lower down the hill of service live year after year
unscathed. The man greatly beloved is the man greatly afflicted. The family
at Bethany that is specially loved is sorely tried.


(To be continued.)


THE GIRLS’ ORPHANAGE, STOCKWELL


IN faith in God we entered upon the enterprise of erecting an Orphanage
for Girls, and struck the first stroke on Monday, May 19, 1879, by uttering
the following words at the meeting for celebrating the 25th year of our
ministry at the Tabernacle: “Here” is one point of a new departure. Listen,
and consider it. A day or two ago the lady who founded the boys’
orphanage sent me £50 for the girls’ orphanage. I answered somewhat to
this effect: ‘ I am very grateful for the proposal, but, at the same timer I am
not very well, and the times are not very hopeful, and therefore I had rather
not begin any new work just yet.’ I proposed to keep the £ 50 in case we
did build a girls’, and, if not, to put it over to the boys’. ‘No,’ said our
friend, ‘ you are right in your judgment, but take the £50 as the first brick,
for I am fully assured that many more bricks will shortly be added.’ Now I
propose that £ 50 of the testimonial should be placed with my dear friend’s
£50 that we may found the girls’ orphanage together. I will not say more,
because she never has been outdone, and I do not think ever will be. I do
not mean to press this new enterprise just now, but only to moot it, and see
whereabouts this thing will grow. Other eggs will come to the nest egg,
and the nest will become full, and then we shall have another family of little
chicks. I feel as though I was laying the first stone of the girls’ orphanage,
and you were all saying ‘ Go ahead.’ This is a good note of our present
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page of history — ‘ Second twenty-five years of pastorate commenced by
the inauguration of project of girls’ orphanage.’”


With this beginning we set to work to raise money to purchase the
necessary ground. First, we had to buy “The Hawthorns” for £ 4,000, and
then the intervening meadow, and other matters had to be paid for.


This amount has been forthcoming, and we are in full possession of the
land. The house called “The Hawthorns” is occupied by a nice little family
of girls, and we are cheered and comforted by what has been done.


Our next step is to build a block, containing houses for the residence of
250 girls, with schools for the same upon the top. Of this building we have
given an elevation as our frontispiece. The bills of quantities are in the
hands of the builders, and before this magazine is issued we believe that the
lowest tender will be accepted, and the work commenced. We do not as
yet know the amount which will be needed, but by a rough calculation we
cannot make it less than £8,000. Of this we consider that we have in cash
and promises about £4,000, of which the following is a summary:—


We have received up to the present time (May 14) for the new buildings,
and acknowledged in the magazine lists, £ 412 1s. 0d.; from H. E. S., for
one house, £500; towards the Deacons’ house, £ 310; and “a twenty years’
reader of the sermons” has sent us £ 100, making a total in hand of £1,322
1s. 0d. In addition we have promised, C. H. Spurgeon, £500; Messrs.
Passmore and Alabaster, £500; for Deacons’ house, £ 190; and Samuel
Barrow, Esq., £500. Added to this, a beloved friend promises to build and
furnish completely one house to be called “The Limes,” in memory of five
beloved children. The actual value of this noble gift we must leave in a
measure to the donor, but added to other offerings in kind we may
confidently put it down at £ 1,000.


We originally estimated a house at £500, but as we have had to carry up’
the building a story higher, and make the houses larger, that amount will
not build a house, and yet we cannot ask the donors of £500 to do more.
To our great grief our friend Mrs. Tyson was taken away before she could
fulfill her promise to build one of the houses; an instance of the need to do
at once whatever we intend to do. We reckon that we have £4,000 towards
the new work. It will not appear upon the balance-sheet that we have
£1,300 in hand for Girls’ Orphanage: the fact being that it is not actually in
hand, but we have included a legacy of £1,500 which is not yet received.
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After this block of buildings shall be completed, we have then to erect,
first, the covered play-hall and bath, then the dining-hall, and chapel; and
then the infirmary. These details will come one by one as each is paid for.
We cannot go into debt, but must advance step by step, as God sends
means. When completed, the Orphanage will make a noble square, and
hold 500 orphans. This we consider to be quite large enough for one
management, and as much as we can bear the burden of. Meanwhile we
ask for help both to complete the building and to keep the orphans.


If by June 19th, which is our actual birthday, or by June 22nd, when we
shall celebrate it, we could see the amount needed, it would indeed fill our
tongue with singing. Why not? The Lord has done great things for us
before and he will not leave us now.


The writer’s heart is often heavy through mental weariness, and those who
desire his health and vigor for the ministry of the Word can best promote it
by assisting this benevolent design. What better deserves our help? It is for
our Lord Jesus’s sake that we have undertaken this labor, and in his name
we ask his disciples to remember us and our large family of little ones. C·
H. S.


A LETTER UPON C.H. SPURGEON’S PREACHING
TO SAILORS


DEAR MR. EDITOR, — You have often been called a many-sided man; I
shall therefore address your editorial personality, and consider for the
moment that you are not the preacher I heard on Thursday evening last. I
venture to think the Metropolitan Tabernacle had more sailors and sailor
workers to this service than ever before. The good Manager of the Sailors’
Home sent up two wagon-loads, while Miss Macpherson’s lady friends
marched at the head of a splendid column of hardy, well-dressed sailors.
Very few ports of the world were unrepresented, while captains, officers,
and missionaries helped to fill the first gallery. Much prayer had been
offered and, enthusiasm awakened by Mr. Spurgeon having promised to
preach a sailors’ sermon. At seven he came down to his quarter-deck
looking careworn and overworked as though he had been watching a week
in the Channel. But as he looked at his crew on the starboard and port
sides inspiration came, and the buoyancy of his spirit returned.
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The intercessory prayer for those at sea and those on shore waiting for
missing ships, led many hearts to the throne of grace. As to the sermon,
having graduated in God’s university, the Sea, with wind and wave, rock
and sand, sun and star for my professors, I would, as a qualified judge,
pronounce it A I at Lloyds’. It was simply first-rate, and worthy of the
great preacher and his glorious theme, “The sea is his, and he made it.” I
want, believing that it is calculated to bless the sailor and his cause and to
glorify the God of the sea, to send it out as a tidal wave of blessing to the
ends of the earth. Give me 50,000, and I can supply every light-house and
light-ship on our coast, every lifeboat and coast-guard station, every
British consulate and sailors’ mission in the world, and the great British
mercantile marine. Give me 100,000, and Her Majesty’s ships and the
American navy shall be supplied as well. But fifty thousand copies I must
have, and I solemnly ask, Who is going to do this for Jesus, the Lord High
Admiral of the Seas? Some £200 would cover the entire cost, and I would
undertake with our staff of the British and Foreign Sailors’ Society, and
associate societies, a proper distribution. Your readers are not aware that
in January of this year the effective tonnage of the mercantile navies of the
British Empire was 16,000,000, while the rest of the world only had some
11,500,000. This means that under one flag, and that flag the British, there
is now 58 per cent. of the shipping of the whole world. Storms that hurled
the Tay Bridge into the sea have played havoc with our shipping both sail
and steam. In the past year (1879), not counting the exceptionally
disastrous months of this year, no less than 1,688 vessels were reported to
have been wrecked, with an estimated value, including cargoes, of
£25,500,000!


But what became of those on board? — About five thousand perished!
People have no conception of our ocean empire. Why, there are 50,000
fishing boats around the coasts of Britain alone!


Is it, then, too much to ask for 100,000 copies of this special sermon? The
sailors are absent, they cannot plead for themselves. This is why they are
too often forgotten. It will cheer Mr. Spurgeon if we could thus serve the
sailor. Who dare estimate the outcome of this effort for the extension of
the Redeemer’s kingdom? Who will thus help to make the sailors the
unpaid evangelists of Christ to all the nations? All hands lay hold of this
rope and give us a pull; but you, Mr. Editor, must give the command, or
few will obey.
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Yours faithfully,
EDWARD W. MATTHEWS,
Secretary, British and Foreign Sailors’ Society,
Shadwell, London.


NOTES


On Monday evening, May 3, the thirteenth annual meeting of the
COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION was held at the Tabernacle, under the
presidency of the Pastor, C. H. Spurgeon. Extracts from the report were
read by the secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones, and addresses were delivered
by the chairman; by two of the colporteurs, and by Dr. Samuel Manning, of
the Religious Tract Society. We delight in this work, for its practical
usefulness is beyond measure great as compared with the expense. But, as
yet, we cannot get such a measure of public sympathy as the enterprise
deserves. The report is encouraging, but we cannot conceal from ourselves
the fear that the free subscriptions are so small that the capital is being
month by month consumed. We have never had sufficient capital for this
enterprise, and what we have had must all melt away in keeping the work
going unless more help is given. The comfort is that it all goes in real work
for the Lord.


On Thursday evening, May 6, in accordance with a request from the
secretary of the British and Foreign Sailors’ Society, our week-night
sermon was addressed specially to sailors, many of whom were present,
with the representatives of various missions to seamen at home and abroad.
We insert the letter which we received from the secretary, although it is
too much in the preacher’s praise. Sailor fellows are so hearty, that when a
sermon pleases them, they do not use moderate language. The sermon can
be had as a little book for one penny at our publishers.


On Sunday evening, May 9, the seat-holders vacated their seats to allow
the general public to worship at the Tabernacle. As usual on such
occasions, not only was the house crowded in every part, but probably as
many persons were shut out as were admitted. All classes were
represented, from the wealthy down to the poorest. O that a blessing may
follow upon our earnest endeavor: In order to invite to this service those
who are not regular church-goers, we advertised in the Sunday papers, and
we were grateful to find that they for the most part inserted our letter
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about the service, and made a kindly remark upon it. Special services for
the most part only draw together those who are church-goers already; we
wish we knew how to reach the outsiders. Our plans were in a measure
successful; but yet when we heard the congregation join so well in the
singing, we felt that still the preponderating number were not of the class
that we longed to gather. O for an hour’s talk about Jesus and the gospel
to utter worldlings! What brave warriors of the cross might we not find
among those who are now the devotees of pleasure!


COLLEGE. — The following students, having finished their College course,
have settled in the ministry: — Mr. F. G. Steward, at Calne, Wilts; Mr. A.
Hamer, at Chatham Road, Wandsworth Common; Mr. B. Binks, at
Workington, Cumberland; and Mr. G. A. Webb, at Godstone, Surrey. Mr.
T. G. Churcher has gone to Edinburgh to complete his training as a
medical missionary; and Mr. E. Isaac is conducting evangelistic services in
Lancashire previous to his departure for Australia.


Mr. G. West has removed from Boston to South Shields, Mr. M. H.
Whetnell from Ulversten to Blackburn; Mr. J. J. Ellis from Gosberton to
Bedminister, Bristol; and Mr. W. Hetherington from Sudbury to Great
Whyte, Ramsey, Hunts.


We are glad to hear of the safe arrival of our student, Mr. Edgar Booth, at
Melbourne. May he be useful!


One of the passengers in the steamship American, which foundered off the
African coast, was our student, Mr. Mann, who was on his way to
reinforce Mr. Hamilton, at Cape Town. We had a cheery letter from him,
written at Madeira, but how soon was the scene changed! He was
wrecked, and then, after being picked up, he was wrecked a second time.
Our prayers ascend for his safety, and ere this reaches our readers we hope
he will be safe at the Cape. Still, he has lost all, and will need Christian
sympathy and substantial assistance. We aided him to buy books and
clothes, and all this is gone. However, some one will make it up, and, since
the dear friend is, we hope, safe, we will sing of mercy, and praise the
Lord.


CONFERENCE — The sixteenth Annual Conference of the Pastors’ College
Association commenced on Monday afternoon, April 19, by a well-
attended prayer-meeting at the College. At its close, the ministers and
students wended their way to the Shoreditch Tabernacle, where they were
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entertained at tea by Mr. Cuff and his friends. In the evening our friend’s
great building was nearly filled for a public meeting at which C. H. S.
presided, and addresses were delivered by Pastors W. Cuff, C. Welton
(Driffield), H. Wilkins (Cheltenham), and George Hill, M.A. (Leeds). The
collection for the College realized £17 9s. It was a soul-stirring meeting,
and struck the key-note for us. At the same hour the friends gathered at the
Tabernacle prayer-meeting, under the presidency of the Vice-President,
were pleading for a special blessing upon the week’s meetings.


Tuesday, April 20. — The first hour was occupied with thanksgiving and
prayer, in the course of which the President read a letter from Mr.
Gregson, containing suggestions for a special evangelistic mission to the
English-speaking populations of India. He then delivered the address,
which is published in another part of the magazine. After a short interval
the Conference business was transacted. This included reports of the
deaths of Brethren H. A. James (Strafford-on-Avon), T. Cannon
(Torquay), W. Miller (formerly of Lewes), and R. L. Ludlow, who had
not; completed his college course. The names of 48 students were added to
the Conference roll, and all the officers were unanimously re-elected. The
accounts of the Assurance Community showed that the payments for the
year had been £85, and the receipts £75 11s. 6d., and that the balance of £8
9s. 6d. had been generously given by the late manager of the fund, Mr.
Thomas Greenwood, who was heartily thanked for his kind help. The
College owes a deep debt of gratitude to this invaluable brother. The
manager for the present year is Mr. C. F. Allison, 161, Buckingham Palace
Road, S.W., to whom all communications relating to this matter should be
sent. Some brethren having suggested that the object of the community
should be enlarged, the President was requested to appoint a committee to
consider the subject. This will be done, and meanwhile any suggestions
from members of the Conference will be heartily welcomed.


At the soiree at the Orphanage in the evening some of the boys recited and
sang. Professor Fergusson delivered an earnest address on “The Source
and Results of Spiritual Life,” Pastor W. McKinney (Port Jervis, New
York State) gave us an account of “Religion in the United States,” Messrs.
Mayers, J. M. Smith, and Chamberlain sang solos, in which sweet music
helped to set forth the preciousness of grace, and we closed the meeting
feeling that it had been “a good day” in the highest sense of the word. We
hope that this visit to the Orphanage will maintain the interest of all the
ministers in our orphan work: they have helped it often, and will again.
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Some of the orphan boys of their deceased brethren are there, and their
presence rivets the College to the Orphanage in enduring unity.


Wednesday, April 21. — After a season of prayer, the Vice-President, who
was suffering from a pain in his tongue, spoke to us briefly: but
appropriately, from Ezra 6:14. The President announced the receipt of a
telegram from the Canadian branch of the Pastors’ College Association,
which held its first Conference during the visit of the Vice-President last
year. Our venerable friend, Professor Rogers, then read us one of his
charmingly characteristic essays on “Individuality in its relation to
ourselves and others,” and Pastor W. William’s (Upton Chapel) followed
with big paper on “Fuel for Heart Flames,” which we shall hope to present
to our readers in a future number of the magazine. It was agreed that
Monday, June 21, should be set apart as a DAY OF SPECIAL PRAYER by all
the churches connected with the Conference. BRETHREN PLEASE NOTE


THIS. It is the day before the Orphanage Fete. If it can be universally
observed among our brethren, we shall rejoice: we will prepare a little
letter which can be distributed to excite an interest in the day of prayer.


In the evening the annual meeting of the subscribers and friends was held at
the College, under the able chairmanship of J. B. Mead, Esq. The president
pre-seated the annual report, a copy of which will be sent to all subscribers.
If any have not received it, will they please write? Addresses were
delivered by the chairman, the Vice-President, Pastor W. Cuff, our
evangelists, Messrs. Smith and Fullerton, Rev. E. Wilkinson, Vicar of
Snargate, Dr. Green, of the Religious Tract Society, and Mr. H. Varley. At
the close of the meeting the company, which was larger than usual,
adjourned to the Tabernacle lecture-hall, to partake of the sumptuous
supper given by Mr. Spurgeon and two friends, and prepared by Mr.
Murrell and his assistants. Too much praise cannot be given to our
esteemed friend and fellow-helper for the admirable manner in which the
whole of the arrangements were carried out, not only on this evening, but
throughout the whole week. The subscriptions at the supper-table
amounted to £1,800, and various sums sent to us afterwards made the total
about £1,900. As we miss two donations which usually amounted to £ 300,
we consider that there is no falling off, but rather an increase in the supper
gifts.


Thursday, April 22. — This morning’s meeting was commenced with
thanksgiving for the mercies of the past day, and prayer for continued and
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increased blessings in the future. Pastor J. C. Thompson (Paisley) read an
admirable paper on “Our ministerial attitude towards those who differ from
us in fundamentals”; Pastor E. E. Walter (Liverpool) read one on “The
unused energy of the church, and how to utilize it”; and Pastor F. A. Jones
(Cross Street, Islington), on “Colportage.” We were all profited by the
morning’s mental food, and by hearty communion with each other.


A large number of friends met for tea, and afterwards the Tabernacle was
almost full for the public meeting. The President presided, Mr. Frisby’s
evangelistic choir led the singing, addresses were given by the Vice-
President, Professor Gracey, Messrs. Fullerton and Smith, and Pastors G.
W. Tooley (Dumfries), J. J. Knight (Birmingham), and C. A. Davis
(Bradford). Messrs. Burnham, Parker, Chamberlain, and Mayers, our
Asaphs and Hemans, illustrated the way in which they go about singing the
gospel. The ministers and students were then right royally entertained to
the supper, which had been prepared by Mr. Murrell, to whom, and to the
president and Mrs. Spurgeon, for all their kindness and help to the
brethren, thanks were heartily given.


Friday, April 23. — During the devotional exercises of this the last day of
the Feast of Tabernacles, we were reminded of the uncertainty of life by
the announcement of the death of our friend Mr. Leach, the editor of The
Freeman. He served his Lord well and faithfully. He was one of our own
children, and for years helped us with this magazine. His wife and family
are but scantily provided for, and a subscription is on foot to help them.
We will gladly hand over any help that may be sent to us.


After a few words of encouragement from the President’s father, Professor
Gracey gave us an exposition of Ephesians 4:8, and our new tutor,
Professor Marchant, read his paper on “The power of the Holy Spirit, the
preacher’s need and honor.” This was followed by our closing communion
service, and the singing of Psalm 122, as usual, by the whole assembly
standing with linked hands in token of the bond of brotherhood which
unites them to one another. We never had a better conference. The life
infused and awakened is felt by many to be a great help throughout the rest
of the year. God be praised.


At the dinner-table Pastor F. H. White reported that 113 of the ministers
had contributed or collected for the College during the year, the amount
received from them having been £334 19s. 4d., to which the students had
added £181 17s. 7d. It will be a good time when every man sends in
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something, however small. Hearty cheers were given for the Vice-
President, who responded, and for all helpers, for whom Messrs. Murrell,
Allison, and W. Olney replied, and the sixteenth annual conference was
brought to a fitting close by the singing of the doxology, and the
pronouncing of the benediction.


At the end of all this we felt weary and worn, but full of inward
thankfulness. Amid burdens and cares we are upheld by the all-sustaining
arm, and comforted by the Eternal Spirit. To have trained more than 500
heralds of the cross is a great privilege: whatever of labor and anxiety it has
involved has been a thousandfold repaid. Yet do we need the prayers of all,
and the help of many, which also we shall have.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Fullerton and Smith have been in Birmingham
and the neighborhood during the past month, and they expect to be there
during the first fortnight in June. They are trying an experiment which, if it
succeeds, will guide them in working other large towns. They started at
Smethwick, moved on to Smallheath, then to Heneage-street, and Circus-
street, and intend to finish at the. Town Hall and the Curzon Hall. The
special correspondent of a local paper thus describes one of the services at
Smethwick: —


“Arriving some time prior to that announced for commencing the service,
in the hope of obtaining a good seat, I found that, large and spacious as the
building was, it was well filled. The moment they appeared a something
seemed to tell you that the evangelists sent were the right ones. Their first
impressions were good. There was nothing pompous, stiff, or patronizing
in their manner. If their conduct could have been put into-words it would
have said something of this sort: ‘Well, friends, we come with credentials
from our beloved Master and Teacher. We are not come to glorify
ourselves, or to show off our abilities. We have come in a plain fashion to
have a plain talk on serious things. If you are ready and willing to hear, we
are ready to. begin?’ Such were the ideas which went through my mind
while they paused for a moment. The appearance of Mr. Smith must have
impressed the people that a gentleman of very homely ways was before
them, that all parsondom manners would be eschewed by him, that he was
merely one of themselves, selected to talk with them. His good, honest-
looking face must have inspired confidence instantly. I do not think first
impressions will be deceptive. In Mr. Fullerton the congregation could see
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the features of a student, and one who seemed anxious for the great work
he was undertaking ....


“The sermon was founded on St. Mark, 10:47: ‘ The healing of the blind
man.’ My anticipations of the preacher were more than realized. His genial
countenance and pleasantness drew at once the affection of the people
towards him, and rarely has a speaker had such a sympathetic audience. He
is a fluent speaker, and never at a loss for language. He possesses powers
of description of a high order, f was pleased to notice that the
extravagances of some so-called evangelists were conspicuous by their
absence. Being an educated man he indulged in no vulgarity or unseemly
familiarity with sacred things. His discourse was a happy combination; for
while the educated man and scholar could listen with pleasure, the wayfarer
and unlettered man could derive equal benefit. There are some engaged in
missions who pander to the ignorant, forgetting that thereby they are doing
much to render nugatory the good they otherwise might do. I have known
even the ignorant themselves to be disgusted when the preacher has come,
as he thinks, down to their level. These evangelists, I am pleased to say,
steered clear of all these difficulties. They treated their fellow creatures as
being possessed of common sense and reason. While Mr. Smith did not
pander, neither did he soar into lofty flights of oratory. There could have
been none among his hearers who did not comprehend all he said. His
sermon was a beautiful string of poesy. This was just what we might have
expected from first impressions. Mr. Spurgeon’s discretion in the selection
of these gentlemen is fully justified.”


Pastor E. Edginton sends us an encouraging account of Mr. Burnham’s
visit to Wedmore, Somerset, from April 12 to 18, when many were led to
seek the Savior, and some rejoiced to find him.


After the Conference Mr. Burnham rested for a few days, and on May 3
commenced a week’s services at Watton, Norfolk. Here also souls were
saved, and, as usual, the household where the evangelist stayed received a
special blessing. Many who attend no place of worship were attracted to
the services, and all regretted that our brother had so soon to leave the
town. This regret seems very common in connection with Mr. Burnham’s
work, and it should suggest to those who are arranging for a visit the
desirability of making the series as long as possible, as frequently the
evangelist has to depart just as the fullness of blessing is being realized.


From May 10 to 16 Mr. Burnham was at Winslow, Bucks.
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ORPHANGE. — The following letter, recently received, speaks for itself: —
“Dear Sir, — Will you use this £5 for the ‘ Boys’ Orphanage’? I have just
read in The Daily Telegraph that 204 boys are entered on your books as
belonging to the Church of England, so it seems but fair to send you
something. — Yours most truly, A CHURCHWOMAN.”


The Annual Fete. — Will all friends, far and near, kindly note that THE


ANNUAL FETE AT THE ORPHANAGE will be held this year, not on the
President’s birthday, June 19, but the following Tuesday, June 22? May
God send as a right royal day. We hope that Mrs. Spurgeon will be able to
lay the stone of one of the houses.


BOOK FUND. — Mrs. Spurgeon wishes it to be known that she cannot
attend to requests for books during the month of July. This work proceeds
in fall vigor, and makes many a hungry mind rich in spiritual food, but the
invalid worker must now have a little breathing time.


PERSONAL NOTES. — We have received recently quite a number of
illustrations of the text, “Cast thy bread upon the waters: for thou shalt find
it after many days.” Here are a few of them: —  “Dear Brother in the Lord,
— I was led to believe in Jesus through hearing a sermon delivered by you
at the Surrey Music-hall, May 31st, 1857, (‘Elijah’s Appeal for the
Undecided,’ No. 134). Hitherto the Lord. hath helped me, and his promise
is, ‘I will never leave thee nor forsake thee.’ I have your ‘Morning by
Morning,’ for daily reading, with the chapter of Scripture from which the
page is headed as text, and I find much comfort therefrom. Before I heard
the voice of God saying to me through you on that eventful day, ‘How
long halt ye between two opinions?’ I was a follower of the Church of
England and the pleasures of the world, and the name Waverer was meant
for me that day. When at the hall I was led to say from the heart, ‘No
longer, Lord, do I halt, but this day I decide for thee; ‘and now I follow the
church of Christ, and seek to be conformed to his image, which is the end
of God in the predestination of his church through all eternity.”


“Dear Sir, — I may tell you that I was one of the lowest grade of public
drunkards for at least thirty years, so you will understand me when I tell
you that I have felt bound with the cords of sin. I have been a constant
reader of your sermons for seventeen or eighteen years, and I made
thousands of struggles to break away from sin, but it was all in vain, and it
was not until I let go all earthly hope, and by faith went to Jesus Christ
himself that I found the result of faith in your Master. God bless you.”







167


One of our elders writes to us:—


“My dear Sir, — At a meeting last night I heard the following statement,
which I think you will be pleased with: — A member of one of our London
churches said that, being an engineer, he had to reside for some little time
in a foreign town, the name of which I did not catch, where he was entirely
surrounded by Portuguese. He said it was very sweet to meet an
Englishman anywhere under such circumstances to converse in his native
tongue. He heard that there was an Englishman confined for life in the
prison, and he determined to call on him, and speak to him respecting the
love of God to sinners, tie got permission to see him, and having entered
the prison, commenced at once speaking to him through the iron grating.
The poor convict then told him that a few years before that, a young
Englishman called upon him in a similar manner, and left behind some
English novels, but between the leaves of one of the novels there was a
sermon which had been preached in Exeter-hall, in 1856, by C. H.
Spurgeon. The convict read it. It was upon ‘ Salvation to the uttermost’
(No. 84), and it referred to the murderer Palmer, then under sentence of
‘death. The words entered into his heart, and he immediately knelt down in
his cell and cried for pardon, and he received a sense of forgiveness on the
spot, and he was still rejoicing in the assurance that God for Christ’s sake
had forgiven him. He told Mr. B. that he bad no hope of liberty in this life,
but he was nevertheless rejoicing in the glorious hops set before hun in the
gospel.”


The following letter refers to our fifteen-hundredth published sermon,
“Number 1,500; or, Lifting up the Brazen Serpent,” preached in October
last: — “Dear sir, — Yesterday morning my brother passed from us at
daybreak. Though unknown to you, I think you will like to hear something
he said. On Tuesday evening I asked him, ‘What can I do to be as happy as
you?’ He answered with difficulty, ‘It’s all in “Instant Salvation” and
“Number 1,500.”’ Many times he has talked of ‘Number 1,500,’ and has
directed me to send one to his brother. A member of your congregation
sent me ‘ Number 1,500’ in a letter to him, a sort of sly way, perhaps, of
giving it to him. A passer-by on St. Leonard’s Parade gave him ‘ Instant
Salvation.’ Sir, my brother’s words were ‘Only Jesus, nothing but Jesus;
Jesus! Jesus!’ and he passed away without suffering, perfectly easy,
pleasant, contented, joyous, and triumphant, and fully conscious up to five
minutes from his death, so gently that I, a medical man, cannot say when
he died — not the slightest struggle, only a gradually increasing stillness.
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Sir, if this letter be like a ‘ well done’ from the Lord through the voice of
my brother to you, I am glad, as it will give you pleasure. Don’t trouble to
answer, I am not a Baptist, but a Church of England man.”
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


JULY, 1880.


INAUGURAL ADDRESS


AT THE SIXTEENTH ANNUAL CONFERENCE OF THE
PASTORS’ COLLEGE ASSOCIATION,


BY THE PRESIDENT, C. H. SPURGEON.


(CONTINUED)


PERHAPS I have at too great length spoken upon the former part of my
subject; I now propose to dwell upon the necessity of renewing grace. If
any of us have come down from the heights, it is time that we returned to
them again. If we have fallen from our first love, it is most needful that we
should renew the ardor of our youth at once. If we have gone down even
in a small degree, it behoves us to ask for help to gain back what we have
lost. This is necessary on account of our own happiness; for I appeal to
any brother who declines in heart, and grows weak in faith, and doubtful in
spirit, whether he is not unhappy. Do you not derive the purest joy and the
most solid satisfaction from walking with God? Those who are saints
indeed are doomed to be unhappy apart from Christ. It is a doom which
destiny has fixed upon you, that if you depart from Christ you must depart
into hell; for it is hell for you to depart from Christ. If, therefore, in any
measure you have roamed away from Christ, mind that you fly home again
at once. Last year, when sojourning in Southern France, I went for a
mountain ride to the foot of Castiglione, an old, half-deserted town. It was
clear and bright at the time, and when the friends who were with me went
up the hill to survey the place I remained a little lower down. I soon
observed that the clouds were coming from the other side of the
mountains, and in a few minutes I was in a fog, chilled to the bone. I could
just see Mentone under the bottom of the clouds, and I said to my man-
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servant, “Get the horses in, for I must get down again into the sun at
once.” Soon the fog was all round me, and I hastened to descend until I
reached the sunlight again. You must feel like that, my brethren; if you are
caught in a mist, and a chill is upon you, you must hurry back to Christ.
You may joyfully repose in Christ, and find every blessing and comfort
surrounding you; but if you have climbed into high notions and entered
upon the cold regions of speculation, you must hasten down again. You
must say of the old gospel, “I can see the blessed spot of my repose and I
will get back to it at once.” This is good argument for those of us who are
conscious of lost comfort through having left the good old way.


We cannot afford, I am sure, to be in a State of running down, for we were
never too much alive. Our shortcomings at our best are quite sufficient to
warn us against what we should be if we were worse. I can imagine some
men losing a part of their courage and yet remaining brave; but if mine
were to evaporate I should be a coward indeed. There would have been
power in Calvin even if half the steadfastness of his mind had gone, for he
was a man of mighty faith; but if I were to lose any measure of my faith I
should be a sorry unbeliever, for I have not a grain of faith to spare.


Dear brethren, have we ever reached our right condition as compared with
our early ideal of what we hoped to be? Do you recollect when you first
entered the college or the ministry? Do you remember what a high standard
you set up for yourself? You did well to fix the mark high; for if you aim at
the moon you will shoot higher than if you fired at a bush. You did well to
have a high standard, but you do not well to fall short of it: and yet who
does not fall short? Do you not wish to hide your head when you contras
yourself with your Lord? He saved others, and could not save himself; but
we are keen to guard ourselves and our reputations, and often act as if we
thought self-preservation the highest law of nature. Our Lord endured such
contradiction of sinners against himself,, while we are provoked if we are
thwarted in any degree. He loved his sheep and followed them when they
went astray; but we have far too little pity even upon those who gather at
our call. We are far, far, far below the true glory of the Well-beloved, and
even fall short of our poor idea of him. Neither in private in his prayers, nor
in public in his life, nor in his ministry, nor in his teaching, do we
approximate to him so nearly as we should, and yet to fall short of him
ought to make us blush and weep. We cannot afford, therefore, to run
down. Indeed, if we do not compare ourselves with our Master, but only
with our brother ministers (for certain of them have done right noble work
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for Jesus), we shall come to the same conclusion. Some of our brethren
have held on under fearful discouragements, serving the Lord faithfully;
others have won souls for Christ, to whom the winning of one soul has
cost more self-denial than the winning of hundreds has cost certain of us. I
could sit with delight at the feet of such consecrated brethren as I am now
thinking of, and look up to them, and glorify God in them. Such have been
found among men of inferior abilities, slender powers, and small
attainments; but how they have worked, and how they have prayed, and
how God has blessed them! It may be that, with ten times their ability and
opportunity, we have not done anything like as much as they have. Do we
not mourn over this? Can we afford to decline?


Beloved brethren, we cannot afford to remain in any state lower than the
very best; for, if so, our work will not be well done. Time was when we
preached with all our might. When we began to preach, what preaching it
was for zeal and life! In looking back it must increase our self-humiliation
if we perceive that in our younger days we were more real and intense than
we are now. We preach much better, so the critics say, and we know that
there is more thought and more accuracy in our sermons, and that we use
better elocution than we did in our young days: but where are the tears of
our early ministry? Where is the heart-break of those first sermons in our
first sphere? Where is the passion? where is the self-annihilation that we
often felt when we poured our very life out with every syllable we spoke?
Now sometimes we go into the pulpit resolved that we will do as we did
then, just as Samson went out to shake himself as aforetime. He had
snapped the cords and bands before, and he was going to do the same
again; but the Lord had departed from him, and he was weak as another
man. Brethren, what if he Lord should depart from us, Alas for us and for
our work! -Nothing can be done if the Holy Spirit be withdrawn; indeed,
nothing truly good will be attempted. I have marveled at the way in which
certain persons avoid preaching the gospel when they profess to be doing
it. They get a text which you think must cut into the conscience, and they
contrive to speak so as neither to arouse the careless nor distress the self-
confident. They play with the sword of the Spirit as if they were
mountebanks at a show, instead of thrusting the two-edged sword into the
hearts of men, as soldiers do in actual combat. The Emperor Gallienus,
when a man hurled a javelin many times at a bull without hitting him, and
the people hissed at him, called the performer to his seat and placed a
wreath on his head, saying, “You are most clever to be able to miss so
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large a mark so many times.” What shall we twine for a crown for those
ministers who never strike the heart, never convince men of sin, never
drive a Pharisee out of his own righteousness, never influence the guilty so
that he casts himself as a lost sinner at the feet of Jesus? He may expect
one day to be crowned with shame for such a crime. Meanwhile, twine the
deadly nightshade about his brows. Be it ours to be like the left-handed
men of Benjamin who “could sling stones at an hair breadth, and not miss.”
We cannot reach to this unless the life of God be in us and abound.


A man ought to take care of himself, merely as a man, for the sake of
himself and his household; but much more should a man who is a minister
take care of himself for the sake of those who are committed to his charge.
A captain was observed in the South Seas to go beyond the usual point for
turning into the harbor, taking a longer but a safer course. On some one
remarking to him that he was too careful, he replied, “I have so many souls
on board, I cannot afford to run any risk.” How many souls there are on
board of some of us! How many souls, ay, notwithstanding that the
doctrine is unfashionable, how many souls, not of creatures which will die
out like cats and dogs, but priceless, immortal souls, are committed to our
charge! Since upon our ministry, under God, hang everlasting things — life
and death, heaven and hell, what manner of persons ought we to be? How
careful we ought to be as to inner health! How anxious to be always at our
very best! If I were a surgeon, and I had to operate upon a patient, I should
not like to touch either the knife or his flesh if I felt bilious, or if my hand
was quivering; I would not like to be in any but the calmest, coolest, most
forceful condition at the moment in which the difference of a hairs breadth
might touch a vital chord, and end a precious life! God help all soul-
physicians to be always at their best!


I believe the headway of God’s cause in the world depends upon our being
in prime condition. We are come to the kingdom for such a time as this.
As much as ever Simon Menno was raised up to preach believers’ baptism
in Holland, and keep the lamp burning for God there, and as surely as ever
in our own land such men as Hansard Knollys, and Kiffen and Keach, and
the like, were bold to stand the brunt of the battle for the Lord, so I believe
that you are intended to be in lineal succession defenders of the purest form
of gospel truth. We have it in charge to pass on to the next age the
everlasting gospel which our venerable sires have handed down to us. As
Neander said, there is a future for the Baptists. There is a future for any
church which has faithfully kept the ordinances of God, and is resolved in
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all things to be obedient to its covenant Head. We have neither prestige,
nor wealth, nor the State at our back: but we have something better than
all these. When a Spartan was asked what were the boundaries of his
country, he replied, “The limits of Sparta are marked by the points of our
spears.” The limit of our church is also determined by the points of our
spears; but our weapons are not carnal: wherever we go we preach Christ
crucified, and his word of solemn proclamation, — “ He that believeth and
is baptized shall be saved.” The enquirer tamed and said to the Spartan,
“You have no walls to Sparta.” “No,” he replied, “the walls of Sparta are
the breasts of her sons.” We have no defenses for our churches, either in
Acts of Parliament or enforced creeds; but the regenerated hearts and
consecrated spirits of men who resolve to live and die in the service of
King Jesus have hitherto sufficed in the hands of the Spirit to preserve us
from grievous heresy. I see no beginning to this business, this battle of
truth commenced so long ago; and I see no end to it, except the coming of
the Master and the eternal victory. Yet some trembling persons say we
ought to stop, and let the young men already in college learn a trade, and
forego the ministry lest England should become over-ministered, and they
add that there is no use in preparing men for the foreign fields, for the
Missionary Society is in debt, and its expenses must be curtailed. God bless
the Missionary Society; but the condition of a society is not the limit of our
personal endeavor: besides, the society will soon throw off its burden. If
you, my brethren, are worthy of your calling, you will be bravely
independent, and not hang too much upon the help of others. Sparta could
not have been defended by a race of timid creatures armed with pointless
spears, neither can young men of timorous spirit do great things of God.
You must be braced to heroism, brethren, if you are to meet the demands
of the hour. May God make the feeblest among you as David, and the
house of David as God. (Zechariah 12:8.)


I have a proposal to make before I come to my conclusion, and it is this: let
this be the time of renewal to each one of us: let us each seek for a
personal revival by the divine Spirit. It is a fit time if we take an outlook
upon our own nation. Politically, we have come back to a condition in
which there will be a respect to righteousness, justice, and truth, rather
than for self-assertion and national gain and conquest. We shall, I trust, no
longer be steered by a false idea of British interests, and the policy which
comes of it; but by the great principles of right, justice, and humanity. This
is all I want to see: parties, as such, are nothing to us, nor individual
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statesmen, except so far as they represent right principles. We are for those
who are on the side of justice, peace, and love. And now, instead of lying
still year after year, and making no progress, — no laws amended, no
home legislation attended to, but time wasted upon glittering foreign
adventures — something will be done. At this period, also, our schools are
educating the people, and I thank God for that. Though education will not
save men, it may be a means to that end; for when all our peasants can read
their Bibles we may surely hope that God will bless his own Word. It will
be a grand thing for all our agricultural laborers to escape from receiving
their religion at second-hand, by going to the New Testament for
themselves. Godly people must take care to supply them with good books,
and so feed the new appetite with healthy food. All light is good, and we,
who most of all prize the light of revelation, are on the side of all kinds of
true light. God is raising up the people, and I think our time is come to
avail ourselves of their advance; and as our one business is to preach Jesus
Christ, the more we keep to our work the better, for true religion is the
strength of a nation, and the foundation of all right government.
Whatsoever things are honest, true, kind, humane, and moral, may reckon
on our aid. We are on the side of temperance, and therefore on the side of
the limitation of the abominable traffic which is ruining our country, and
we are opposed to all that licenses vice among men, or allows cruelty to
animals. We are up to the hilt advocates of peace, and we earnestly war
against war. I wish that Christian men would insist more and more on the
unrighteousness of war, believing that Christianity means no sword, no
cannon, no bloodshed, and that if a nation is driven to fight in its own
defense, Christianity stands by to weep and to intervene as soon as
possible, and not to join in the cruel shouts which celebrate an enemy’s
slaughter. Let us always be on the side of right. To-day, then, my brethren,
I beg you to join with me in seeking renewal. Now is the time for a man to
buckle on his harness, and bestir himself.


Surely our holy fellowship at this happy hour should help us all to rise to a
higher level. The sight of many of our brethren is cheering and stimulating.
When I remember concerning some their holiness, their depth of piety,
their perseverance, I feel comforted in the belief that if the Lord has
strengthened others, he has yet a blessing in reserve for us also. Let this
Feast of Tabernacles be the time for renewing our vows of consecration
unto the Lord our God.
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Let us begin it with a repentance for all our mistakes and shortcomings.
Let each one do this for himself. You remember how the ancient giant
fought with Hercules, and the hero could not overcome him, because every
time he fell he touched his mother earth, and received new strength. Let us,
too, fall upon our faces, that we may rise invigorated: let us go back to our
first simple faith, and recover lost strength. Men who have been sore sick
have cried, “Take me back to my native air, and I shall soon be well.
Among the buttercups and daisies of the meadows, in which I used to play
when I was a child, and near the brook where I caught the minnows, I shall
soon revive.” Ah, it does our soul good to get back to our days of childlike
faith, when we sang —


“Just as I am, without one plea
But that thy blood was shed for me.


And that thou bidd’st me come to thee,
O Lamb of God, I come.”


This will help you to renew your youth: it seems an easy way, but it is the
only way.


Let us renew our consecration. I do not invite any of you literally to stain
the door-post of the college with your blood, but I ask you to think upon
that Israelitish slave whose time had run out, who chose to remain in
service because he loved his master and his master’s children, and therefore
he put his ear against the post of the door, and they bored it through with
an awl. May the Lord bore the ear of each of us, that we may be his
servants for ever. We love our Master, do we not, brethren? We love our
Master’s work? And we love our Master’s servants and his children, and
for his sake we will serve them all, for better or worse, till death doth part
us from this lower service. Oh to get back to the old moorings! I would
like for us to preach our old sermons; I do not mean the same sermons, but
with the same force as when we began to —


 “Tell to sinners round,
What a dear Savior we had found.”


People said, “That dear young man does not know very much, but he loves
Jesus Christ, and he talks about nothing else.” I would like to preach again
as I did at first, only a great deal better. I intensely believed and meant
every word I spoke; I do so now, but doubts will arise now which never
vexed me then. I would like to be a child again before the Lord, and to
keep so, for I am sure that questions and doubts are a sad loss to any man.
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Return, my brethren, to your earliest Bible readings, when you were wont
to let the promise lie under your tongue as a dainty morsel. Ah, this Book,
as I turn it over, wakes up many a memory, its pages glory with a light
which I cannot describe, for they are set with stars which in my many hours
of gloom have been the light of my soul. I did not then read this divine
volume to find a text, but to hear my Lord speak to my own heart; I was
not then as Martha, cumbered with much serving, but as Lazarus, who sat
at the table with Jesus.


God grant us also a revival of the first aims of our spiritual career. Then
we thought nothing of pleasing men, but only aimed at pleasing God and
winning souls: we were rash enough to care for nothing but the fulfillment
of our mission; is it so now? We can preach now, can we not? We feel that
we are proficient in our art. It might be better if we did not feel quite so
well equipped. I find it better to go to the pulpit in prayerful weakness than
in self-reliant strength. When I groan out, “What a fool I am,” and come
down after the sermon ashamed of my poor attempt, I am sure it is better
with me than when I am pleased with my performance. Are any of us such
babies as to feel that? What a sense of responsibility we had in our first
services; do we retain that solemnity of spirit? We then prayed about the
choice of every hymn and the manner of reading the Scriptures; we did
nothing carelessly, for a heavy anxiety pressed upon us. I always read the
Scripture carefully at home and tried to understand it before I read it to the
people, and I thus formed a habit from which I have never swerved; but it
is not so with all. Some say, “I have been about all the day, and I have to
preach to-night, but I can manage.” Yes, but it will not please God for us
to offer him that which costs us nothing. Others have a stock of sermons,
and I have heard that just before the time for entering the pulpit they turn
over their precious manuscripts, pick out a likely one, and without further
preparation read it as God’s message to the people. The Lord deliver us
from a state of mind in which we dare to put on the table of shewbread the
first loaf which comes to hand. No; let us serve the Lord with growing
carefulness and reverence.


It would be well for many to get back to their first prayers and
watchfulness, and all else that is good; for the word of command at this
moment is, “Remember whence thou art fallen, and repent, and do the first
works.”
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Can it be done? Brother, it can be done. You can have all the life you had,
and more, by the blessing of the Holy Spirit. You can be as intense as you
ever were. I have seen old horses turned out to grass, and come back fresh
and vigorous. I know a pasture wherein if a worn-out steed doth graze, it
shall come back to be harnessed to the gospel chariot with strength
renewed. Let us remember those hallowed spots where Jesus in former
days has met with us, where, or ever we were aware, our soul was made
like the chariots of Amminadib. Lord, renew thy former mercies, and we
shall rise, like the phoenix, from our ashes.


It may cost you a great deal to be set right again. John Bunyan speaks of
one who lost his roll, and had to go back for it, so that he traveled three
times over the road, and then found the sun setting ere he reached his
lodging. But cost us whatever it may, we must get right with God. I read a
dream the other day, which was the means of a man’s conversion. He
thought that he was going with his friend into one of the Eastern towns,
and as he was about to enter, the portcullis above the gate began to fall. As
it descended he stooped; but it fell so fast that he could not get through,
stooping, kneeling, crouching, or even lying down. He felt that he must
enter, and so he made a desperate effort. He had on a very fine laced vest,
and he pulled that off, but the portcullis still descended, till he found that
the only thing he could do was to strip himself, and then, close to the earth,
and grazed by the gravel, he crept through. When he was safely inside the
gate a shining one covered him from head to foot with glittering garments.
It may be that to get right we shall have to part with that fine vest, that
splendid theory, that love of popularity, that rhetorical flourishing; but oh,
if we once get through that gate, and God covers us with the robe of
acceptance in the Beloved, it will well repay us for anything that the
struggle may cost us.


I am sorry to say that I am made of such ill stuff that my Lord has to
chasten me often and sorely. I am like a pen that will not write, unless it be
often nibbed, and so I have felt the sharp knife many times; and yet I shall
not regret my pains and crosses so long as my Lord will write with me on
men’s hearts. That is the cause of many ministers’ afflictions; they are
necessary to our work. You have heard the fable of the raven that wished
to drink, but the pitcher had so little water in it that he could not reach it,
and therefore he took stone after stone and dropped it into the vessel until
the water rose to the brim and he could drink. So little grace is in some
men that they need many sicknesses, bereavements, and other afflictions to
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make their graces available for usefulness. If, however, we receive grace
enough to bear fruit without continual pruning, so much the better.


It is expected of us, brethren, that from this time we rise to a higher point.
It is the Lord’s due, if we think of what he has done for us. Some of my
comrades in arms now before me have gone through battles as hard as any
men may wish to fight, and after such success they must never say die.
After what the Lord has done for us we must never strike our flag, nor turn
our backs in the day of battle. Sir Francis Drake, when it was feared that he
would be wrecked in the Thames, said, “What! Have I been round the
world, and am I now to be drowned in a ditch? Not I.” So say I to you,
brethren: you have done business in stormy waters, and will you sink in a
village pond? We shall not be worse treated than we have been. We are
now in fine fighting trim, for we are hardened by former blows. A great
pugilist at Rome was so battered, his nose, eyes, face were so disfigured,
that he was always ready to fight, because he said, “I cannot look worse
than I do.” Personally, I am much in the same plight. Men cannot say
anything worse of me than they have said. 1 have been belied from head to
foot, and misrepresented to the last degree. My good looks are gone, and
none can much damage me now. Some of you have had more to batter you
than you are likely to endure again; you have had trial and tribulation and
affliction as heavy as you can have them; and after having stood in the lists
so long, surely you are not going to yield and slink away like cowards?
God forbid it. God forbid it. God grant, on the contrary, that the elder ones
among you may have the pleasure, not only of winning battles for Christ,
but of seeing others who have been saved under your instrumentality
trained to fight better than yourselves for Jesus. I read the other day a
story, and with that I will conclude, desiring that I may in spiritual things
have the same joy myself, and that it may be the lot of you all. Diagoras the
Rhodian had in his time won many wreaths at the Olympian games. He had
two boys, and he brought them up to the same profession. The day came
when his own force abated, and he was no longer able to strive for
masteries in his own person; but he went up to the Olympian games with
his two sons. He saw the blows they gave and received, and rejoiced when
he discovered that, they were both victorious. A Lacedaemonian said to
him, “You may die now, Diagoras “: meaning that the old man might die
content, because he had in his own person, and in that of his sons, obtained
the highest honors. The old man seemed to feel that it was even so, for
when his two sons came and shouldered their father, and carried him
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through the camp amid the ringing cheers of the great assembly, the old
man, flushed with excitement, died under the eyes of the assembled
Greeks. It would have been a wiser thing to have lived, for he had a third
son, who became more renowned than the other two; but he passed away
on a wave of victory. Oh, brethren, may you have spiritual children who
shall win battles for the Lord, and may you live to see them doing it; then
may you say with Simeon, “Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in
peace, according to thy word.”


In the name of the Ever-Blessed this day we set up our banners. Our
watchword is “Victory.” We mean to win for the grand old cause of
Puritanism, Protestantism, Calvinism — all poor names which the world
has given to our great and glorious faith — the doctrine of Paul the
apostle, the gospel of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. We can both
strike, and bear the strokes which are returned. Through divine grace, we
have given to us both energy and patience; we can work and we can wait.
May the divine life in us put forth its mightiest force, and make us strong to
the utmost of human possibility, and then we shall seize the victory,
shouting, “Grace, grace, unto it.” The Lord be with you. Amen.


AGAINST HASTENING TO REMOVE FORM OUR
POST OF DUTY.


HE was a wise man who said “The roundest peg seldom fits into the
roundest hole without some paring.” There is no position in life which, at
the first, has not something irksome and trying about it. New comers
cannot expect to feel at home at once. We remember our first wretched
night at a school where we afterwards became supremely happy. Well do
we recollect the misery of the first few months of, a calling which we
afterwards valued and enjoyed. Our mind was sorely depressed on first
coming into that sphere in London which has since been the delight of our
life. Let no man, therefore, when he at first commences work in any place
feel at all discouraged by the uneasiness which may come over him. It is
natural that he should feel strange in a new position. The burden is not yet
adapted to the shoulder, and the shoulder is not yet hardened to the load.
While feeling the irksomeness of a fresh position, do not be so foolish as to
throw it up. Wait a little while, and time will work wonders. You will yet
take pleasure in the very things which are now the source of discomfort.
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The very worst thing will be to hasten away and make a change, for the
change will only bring trial in a fresh form, and you will endure afresh the
evils which you have already almost mastered. The time which you have
already spent at your new place will be lost, and the same weary first steps
will have to be taken upon another ladder. Besides, you may readily leap
out of the frying-pan into the fire. Change has charms to some men, but
among its roses they find abundant thorns.


Has the minister just entered upon a fresh sphere, and does he miss the
affectionate warmth of his old acquaintances? Does he find his new people
strange and singular? Do they appear cold and distant? Let him persevere,
and all this will wear off, and he will come to love the very people to whom
he now feels an aversion, and find his best helpers among those who now
seem to be utterly indifferent to him. The call of Providence has brought
him where he is, and he must not venture to leave because of
inconveniences: often it will be his wisdom to regard these as a part of the
tokens that he is in the right way, for the appointed path is seldom easy to
the feet.


Has our young friend commenced teaching a class in the Sunday-school,
and does she find it far less pleasant work than she imagined? Are the
children wild and careless and inattentive, and does her own power of
teaching appear to be smaller than she hoped? Let her give double
application to her holy toil, and she will come to love it. Should she leave
it, she may incur the blame of those who put their hands to the plough and
look back. The ice has been already broken; the edge has been taken off
from the difficulty; let her persevere, and all will be well.


There is no position in this world without its disadvantages. We may be
perpetually on the move to our continual disquiet, and each move may
bring us under the same, or even greater, disadvantages. We remember a
Scotch story of an unlucky family who attributed all their misfortunes to
their house being haunted by mischievous spirits, known to our northern
countrymen as “brownies.” These superstitious individuals became at
length desperate; nothing prospered in house or field, they would therefore
pack up all and begone from a spot so mysteriously infested. All the
household goods were loaded up, and the husband and the “gude wife” and
the bairns were all flitting, when one of them cried out, “Brownie is in the
churn. Brownie is flitting, too.” Just so, the matters which hinder a man’s
success are generally in himself, and will move with him; and wherein it is
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not so, he may yet be sure that if by change of place he avoids one set of
brownies, the will find another awaiting him. There is bran in all meal, and
there are dregs in all wine. All roads must at times be rough, and all seas
must be tossed with tempest. To fly from trouble will need long wings, and
to escape discomfort will require more than a magician’s skill.


It is wiser to “bear the ills we have, than fly to others that we know not
of.” It is probable that our present condition is the best possible for us, no
other form of trial would be preferable. What right have we to suspect the
wisdom and the goodness of God in placing us where we are? It will be far
more prudent to mistrust our own judgment when it leads us to murmuring
and discontent. Occasionally it may be prudent to remove, or to change
one’s form of Christian service; but this must be done thoughtfully,
prayerfully, and with a supreme regard to the glory of God, rather than out
of respect to our own feelings. A tree that is often transplanted will make
but little growth, and bear but slender fruit. A man who is “everything by
turns, and nothing long,” will be a sort of “Jack of all trades, and master of
none.” An increase of spiritual strength by greater communion with God,
and a more resolute determination to glorify him in every possible way, will
usually conquer difficulties and win success. An extremely hard substance
in the world may be cut by something harder: even the adamant can be
forced to yield. Double force will make that easy which now seems
impossible. Do not, therefore, change the work, but change yourself.
Attempt no other alteration till a distinct improvement in your own self has
resolutely been carried out.


We speak thus because we believe that many are discouraged at the outset
of a career which, if they could see its end, would fill them with
thankfulness; and Satan raises these discouragements to tempt them to
leave a position in which they may damage his kingdom and glorify Christ.
Courage, dear friend, you have a great Helper; look to the strong for
strength. Say with Nehemiah, “Should such a man as I flee?” Who are you
that everything should be made smooth for your feet? Are you such a little
babe in grace that only the slightest tasks should be allotted to you? Be a
man, and play the man. Resolve that even at this present, and where you
now are, you will set up the standard, and hold the fort. Many are the
instances in which men have commenced their life-work under every
possible disadvantage, and for months, and even years, they have seemed
to make no headway whatsoever, and yet they have ultimately triumphed,
and have come to bless the providence which called them into a place so
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well adapted for their gifts. It would have been their worst calamity if,
under a fit of despondency, they had changed their station or relinquished
their vocation. The church would have been the poorer, the world would
have been the darker, and themselves the feebler, if they had shifted at the
first even to the most promising spheres which tempted them. That rock on
which they stood, and mourned the hardness of the soil, was more full of
the elements of fruitfulness than the softer soil at a little distance, which
invited them to leave. Tarrying where they were, exercising indomitable
perseverance, they have softened the granite, cultured it into fertility, and
reaped a golden harvest. He is the greatest man who achieves success
where stronger men might have failed. If we desire to glorify God, we must
not select the comfortable positions and the hopeful fields; it is best to
make no selection, but to yield our own will to the will of God altogether.
The hole is round enough, it will be difficult to make it any rounder; the
proper plan is to round ourselves. If we will but adapt ourselves to our
position, the position will adapt itself to us.


It may be that these lines will furnish counsel to a brother whose choice
now lies between being a rolling stone and a pillar in the house of our God.
To turn tail under present pressure may be the beginning of a cowardly
career, neither honorable to God nor to man: to stand fast at this
distressing juncture may be the commencement of an established position
of supreme usefulness and honor.


C. H. S.


A JOURNEY TO MENTONE WITH
MR. SPURGEON.


BY JOSEPH W. HARRALD.


(Continued from page 281.)


DECEMBER 8, 1879. — Having walked to the Pont St. Louis this morning
before breakfast, we saw a good illustration of the believer’s safety in
Christ. A pair of doves flew out of the clefts of the rock, but returned
almost immediately, having apparently seen the falcons that were high up in
the air ready to swoop down upon the pretty creatures whose only
protection against their cruel and powerful foes was to hide in the rifts of
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the rugged rock. So, timid saint, when the bird of prey seeks to destroy
thee, fly to the cleft side of the Rock of Ages, for there and there alone
shalt thou find perfect security and rest.


Dec. 14. — To-day being the Feast of the Immaculate Conception, there
was a grand procession through the old part of the town at the close of the
afternoon “service” in the church dedicated to this ridiculous dogma. In
addition to the usual array of priests, acolytes, images, candles, etc., there
were nine-and-thirty females, varying in age from three years to seventy, all
dressed in semi-bridal costume, and carrying long candles. As they passed
slowly through the narrow streets they chanted, or, to speak more
correctly, the men howled and the women wailed a mournful dirge, which
we were quite unable to associate with that


“Religion that can give
Sweetest pleasures while we live.”


A more miserable performance throughout we have seldom witnessed.
Whatever solemnity there might have been about the poor affair was
effectually dispelled by the conduct of the boys who carried the large
lanterns and candles, which for the greater part of the time were like the
candle of the wicked, “put out,” or like the lamps of the foolish virgins,
“going out.” Before the procession started from the church, clouds of
incense were presented to the principal image of the Virgin just in the same
way that we burnt pastilles in our bedrooms at night in order to send the
mosquitoes to sleep. We were not informed whether this ceremony was
observed for the same reason; if so, what a poor protector must Mary be to
those who trust to her if she cannot even defend herself from the bite of a
little gnat!


Dec. 16. — This morning we copied the following inscription from the first
villa erected at Mentone in 1855 for the entertainment of strangers: — “LE


SOLEIL, LE CLIMAT DOUX ET SALUBRE, ET L’EAU DE LA MER, REUNIS


CONSTITUENT LES PRINCIPAUX REMEDES CREES PAR LE BON DIEU;
LOUANGES A LA GLOIRE DU BIENFAITEUR SUPREME QUI A DAIGNE DE


NOUS EN FAVORISER,” which being interpreted is: — “The sun, the soft
and salubrious climate, and the water of the sea combined, constitute the
chief remedies created by the good God: thanks to the glory of the
supreme Benefactor who has deigned thus to favor us.” We heartily join in
this ascription of praise, for Mentone is a hospital for the sick, and a place
of rest for the weary.
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Dec. 18. — At the cemetery this afternoon we saw many curious and even
amusing decorations of the graves of the Mentonese and their visitors, but
one design especially interested us. It was the representation of two hands
clasped beneath the image of the risen Savior. What a beautiful thought —
husband and wife, parent and child, or brother and sister, reunited at the
feet of their ascended Lord! This may have been only a delusion on the part
of those who put it up, but it is the sure and certain hope of the children of
God. They will meet again to be no more parted for ever, and their reunion
will be perfect bliss because it is consummated at the glorified feet of him
to whom they owe their all.


Dec. 22. — A little before seven o’clock this morning we had a very clear
view of the Island of Corsica, and a few minutes afterwards realized, as we
had never done before, the beauty of Malachi’s prophecy, “Unto you that
fear my name shall the Sun of righteousness arise, with healing in his
wings.” As the bright, warm, wide wings of the natural sun were outspread
our beloved patient felt their healing influence, and thousands of others
blessed the Lord for another morning’s light and heat. In like manner Jesus
comes to heal all that fear his name. We were somewhat surprised to find
that, as the sun gradually emerged from the bosom of the waves, Corsica,
which had been so distinct a little while before, completely faded out of
sight. Yet just thus is it when the Sun of righteousness arises upon one
who fears his name; all other objects become dim, and pass away, and he
sees “no man save Jesus only.” We could not help thinking of the contrast
between the land of Beulah, where we were, and the frost and fog-
enveloped country we had left a few weeks before. The air was so clear
that we could see this island, although it was a hundred miles distant, and
the mountains on it, which were twenty miles further from us: indeed, a
lady in the hotel asserted that she could see the chimney-pots on the
houses, and the smoke issuing from them. This was more than we could
credit. Mr. Spurgeon said that she might just as well have told us that she
had seen a woman going across the back yard to get a jug of water, or that
she had smelt the bacon that was being fried for breakfast in one of the
kitchens. Still, the objects within range of our vision made us feel as if we
were with Bunyan’s pilgrims on the Delectable Mountains; but by faith we
saw much that our mortal eyes could not perceive. Across the sea of time
we caught a glimpse of the land that is very far off, and the everlasting
mountains of the heavenly country; but presently, like the island at which
we had been looking, even these objects disappeared from view as the Sun
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of righteousness arose upon us in all his glory, and then we had “The Best
of All Sights” as we experienced in our own souls the truth of the text of
the short sermon written by Mr. Spurgeon at Mentone, and published this
week, “But we see Jesus” (No. 1,509 in The Metropolitan Tabernacle
Pulpit).


Dec. 23. — To our great joy Mr. Spurgeon was well enough to go to-day
to Mr. Thomas Hanbury’s wonderful garden at Mortola, where we
afterwards spent many happy hours of our sojourn abroad. At various
times we picked up the following illustrations, and notes of interest. Mr.
Hanbury showed us a kind of gourd, the seeds of which are furnished with
a sort of parachute, which enables them when released from their shell to
travel some distance. By this means the plant may be propagated over a
wide area: and just thus does the gospel win its way in the world; the living
seed is like a bird or winged insect, all we have to do is to set it flying,
trusting to the Spirit, that bloweth where it listeth, to carry it to the spot
where the Lord will cause it to germinate, and bring forth fruit. Every
Christian should not only sing —


“Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel,”


but by personally scattering the good seed of the kingdom should help it to
extend its blessings far and near.


On another occasion the esteemed owner of the garden pointed out to us a
plant, the leaves of which are eaten by the Arabs to keep them awake.
Some Mahommedans were of opinion that the plant belonged to the opiate
family, and accordingly “a committee sat upon it.” Their decision was that
“the faithful” might still continue to chew it, especially as it had the futher
property of making those who ate it good-tempered as well as lively. We
were all sorry to learn that there was not much likelihood of this peculiar
shrub becoming acclimatized in England, as otherwise every church and
chapel-yard might be filled with specimens of it, so that the congregations
might pluck some leaves to keep them awake while listening to their
ministers, and to make them good-tempered when going to their homes
There is, however, in every land where Jesus is known, “a Plant of
renown,” whose virtues far exceed those of any other plant which God has
created. — We also saw several magnificent flowering aloes, which, having
produced their one splendid blossom, were dying away. It seems but a
small return for a life’s work to have but one flower, and then to die; yet
how many lives are there that come to an end without so much as one
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bloom or bud of grace appearing upon them! In another sense this aloe is a
grand illustration of the man who has said in the strength of the Lord, “this
one thing I do,” who has given all his powers to the accomplishment of
that one object, and who has succeeded in attaining it, well content to pass
away with the conviction that, whatever other lives have been, his certainly
has not been a failure. One thing done, and that done well, is better than a
thousand begun and left unfinished.


As we entered the garden, and again as we left it, we drank some of the
fresh cold water that flows out of the very heart of an olive, reminding us
of him who is the true Olive, and who when on earth stood and cried, “If
any man thirst, let him come unto me, and drink.” Each Christian, too,
should have a well of water springing up within him, and rivers of living
water flowing out from him, and so should be like this olive-fountain
standing by the wayside, and inviting the inhabitants of the place, and all
passers-by, to partake of the cooling stream. — On our way home we
passed the cold part of the road, which is almost always in the shade as far
as a rough cross, erected on a little mound, and thus felt the force of Mr.
Spurgeon’s re-mark, “It is all cold till you come to the cross.” There is no
warmth of light and life and love for a guilty sinner until he comes to the
cross, and trusts in him who there died, “the Just for the unjust, that he
might bring us to God.”


Dec. 24. — Christmas Eve at Mentone was made as much as possible like
Christmas Eve at home, by a happy gathering around a huge Christmas
tree, to the furnishing of which every guest had contributed more or less,
and by addresses from the three ministers in the hotel, — not the least
interesting of which was the one delivered by the Editor of The Sword and
the Trowel, who on this evening, to the great delight of the whole
company, appeared at the table d’hote for the first time after his enforced
absence of several weeks.


Dec. 25. — The weather being so bright and hot, we went for an excursion
up the Gorbio Valley, at the entrance of which we saw some of the
ingeniously-constructed houses of the trap-door spider. Since our return
we have had the pleasure of reading a most charming book, (Harvesting
Ants and Trap-door Spiders. Notes and observations on their habits and
dwellings. By J. Traherne Moggridge.) in which the habits of these clever
little insects and the equally wise harvesting ants are fully described It
appears that there are in various parts of the world no less than 215 species
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of the trap-door spider, of which 36 belong to the Mediterranean region
These Territelarioe, or under-ground weavers, as their name signifies, are
so called because of the beautiful nests, sometimes twelve or fifteen inches
long, which they make in the earth. The construction of these silken homes
is very wonderful, especially so in the case of the double-branched nest in
which the spider has one of its trap-doors by which it can escape along the
free passage when one of the corridors of its house is invaded by an enemy.
The entrance to the nest is very carefully concealed by a door which on the
outside is made to resemble as closely as possible the surrounding soil, and
inside is lined with several folds of fine silk. During the daytime this door is
usually kept closed, but at night the spider holds it a little way open, and
watches for any stray ants, beetles, flies, or other insects that may come
near. When one of them approaches close enough, Madame Cteniza or
Nemesia, for the lord and master of the establishment is rarely to be seen,
darts out her two forelegs, drags the unwilling captive into her pretty
parlor, the door swings back on its hinges and closes up the nest, and the
lady of the house and her family make as good a supper as they can of the
prey that has been trapped. If it be possible, Mr. Moggridge’s description
of the harvesting ants is more marvelous than what he writes concerning
the trap-door spiders. He furnishes undoubted proof of the truth of
Solomon’s words, “Go to the ant, thou sluggard: consider her ways and be
wise; which, having no guide, overseer, or ruler, provideth her meat in the
summer, and gathereth her food in the harvest.” “The ants are a people not
strong, yet they prepare their meat in the summer.” They build granaries
several inches underground, collect and store away their winter’s food in
large quantities, and even take precautions to prevent the seeds they have
gathered from germinating and so becoming unfit for them to eat.


Horses and carriages cannot go all the way up the glorious Val de Gorbe,
as the little piece of highway that should unite the road from Mentone with
that from Gorbio is left unfinished, although the trouble and expense of
completing it would be slight compared with the amount which has been
already laid out upon the part that is made. How exactly this is like a great
deal of Christian work, which is all but completed, and yet the small
portion that is unfinished spoils all the rest! Whether it was left incomplete
through want of money, or from a lack of union on the part of the two
parishes that here join, or from any other cause, there stands the unfinished
road as a monument to the folly or obstinacy of some person or town
unknown. The Christian worker who begins to build without counting the
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cost, or who leaves his work unfinished through a fit of jealousy or
laziness, or a want of resolution or perseverance, must not be surprised if
he becomes the object of the ridicule of those who suffer through his
neglect. Some attempt too much, and achieve nothing; forgetting that a
small thing completed is of more service than a large one left only half
done. It is better to leave a finished cottage as a memorial of the builder’s
industry and skill than an uncompleted castle at which every man will shake
his head in scorn, and every boy will cast a stone in derision. Jesus said, “It
is finished,” before he bowed his head and died, and each of his true
disciples will seek to be able to say with him when rendering up his account
to the Father, “I have finished the work which thou gavest me to do.”


One of our favorite songs at Mentone was the lively chorus so well known
at the Tabernacle: —


“Let us walk in the light,
Walk in the light;


Let us walk in the light,
In the light of God.”


To-day we had a singular illustration of the appropriateness of this
admonition. Mr. Spurgeon had told the coachman to return for us at three
o’clock, forgetting that it was the depth of winter here, and that the days
were almost as short as in foggy, frosty England; so about half-past one we
made tracks home-wards, our one anxiety being to “walk in the light” till
the carriage came to pick us up, well knowing that five minutes in the
shade would probably mean five weeks more illness for the beloved pastor
who had, we hoped, become convalescent. As the sun gradually descended
behind the mountains we were compelled to descend the valley with him so
as to keep in his warmth, for in the shade there was a hard frost. Through
the good hand of our God upon us our object was attained, and the
threatened danger averted; but our fears had taught us that spiritually our
safety lies in walking in the light of God until the chariot comes to bear us
to our home in the city that hath no need of the sun to shine in it, for the
glory of God doth lighten it, and the Lamb is the light thereof. Those who
would comfort themselves with the sweet words of the apostle John, “The
blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sin,” must remember
that there is a condition attached to the assurance, which is this — “If we
walk in the light, as he is in the light.”
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Dec. 31. — One of the ladies of our party this morning was regretting that
she had so few opportunities of speaking French, as almost every one in
the hotel talked English. She made us think of the children of God who,
having acquired the language of Zion, find but few of their friends or
acquaintances who can converse with them in it. — A friend who had
come over from Cannes to spend a day or two with us, told us of rather a
good remark which he overheard in the railway carriage as he came along.
Some Americans were going to Monte Carlo, and as they were passing
through one of the tunnels near that famous gambling place, one of them
complained that there was no light in the carriage, when a lady who was
with them observed that she supposed the railway, company knew that
they loved darkness rather than light, because their deeds were evil. Many
a true word is spoken in jest. — We closed the year with a short praise and
prayer-meeting, a little before midnight, in which about twenty friends of
various denominations heartily united.


Jan. 1, 1880. — This afternoon some of us went to the opening of the new
schools, which Mr. Hanbury has erected for the children of the three
parishes of Mortola, Grimaldi, and Ciotti. They are situated on the
Corniche Road, just opposite the cross before mentioned. The position of
the schools, and the surroundings of the inaugural ceremony were very
suggestive, but we have only space just to mention the thoughts that
passed through our mind, leaving our readers to work them out for
themselves. We have no respect for emblems of themselves, but for once
we will forget the superstition which has encrusted that of the cross, and
use it in all simplicity. We felt that, as the school was to be for the children
of the three villages, so in a higher sense all who would be truly educated
must meet at the cross and learn there. We rejoiced that the people began
the year by gathering at the cross, and we were especially charmed by the
sight of a young mother nursing her babe beneath its shade. The
proceedings were all conducted in Italian, but we could understand enough
of what was said to make us wish “God-speed” to this most praiseworthy
effort to supply the rising generation of this part of Italy with sound,
unsectarian education, free from the interference of the priests.


Jan. 4. — To-day we drove again to Bordighera, the city of palms, the
place which is a good illustration of what a Christian should be, for it is
“always in the light,” or at least it basks in the sunshine long after all the
neighboring towns are enveloped in shade. On our way we stopped at
Ventimiglia, and went in to see the old temple of Juno, which is now a
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Roman Catholic church. We also visited the Domo, but we were most of
all interested in inspecting the ancient baptistery in the rear of the
cathedral. This massive structure is similar to many others in Italy, which
were built and used until men “changed the ordinance.” The whole
appearance of the place proves that those who erected it contemplated
nothing but the immersion of adults although a font with an extinguisher-
like covering on the top of it has since been placed in the center, and even
this has been discarded, for on the morning that we were there we saw a
basin out of which the precious drops had been recently taken for the
observance of man’s perversion of God’s ordinance. The baptistery at
Ventimiglia is doubly interesting to the pastor of the Tabernacle Church,
not only because of its testimony to the truth of his practice as a Baptist,
but also from its having been the scene of a triumphant vindication of his
principles. At a social gathering at Mentone, at which Mr. Spurgeon was
present, a certain facetious gentleman gently ridiculed believers baptism. It
was a matter of surprise to many that he did not at once get the answer
that he might have been sure he would receive sooner or later. The party
broke up, however, without anything having been said upon the question,
but it was arranged that the next day all of them should visit Ventimiglia.
The other “lions” of the place having been examined, Mr. Spurgeon led the
way to the baptistery in the crypt, and when all the company had gathered
round the old man who was explaining the objects, Mr. Spurgeon said to
his anti-immersionist friend, “Mr.____, you understand Italian better than
any of us, will you kindly interpret for us what the guide is saying?” Thus
fairly trapped, the assailant of the previous evening began, “This is an
ancient baptistery. He says that in the early Christian church baptism was
always administered by immersion, etc., etc.” The crypt at once rang with
laughter, in which the interpreter joined as heartily as any one, admitting
that he had been as neatly “sold” as a man well could be. He is not the only
one who has been taught that the combatant who crosses swords with Mr.
Greatheart may not find the conflict to his permanent advantage.


(To be concluded in our next.)


NOTES


ON Friday evening, May 14, the eleventh annual meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION was held in the Lecture-
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hall under the presidency of C. H. Spurgeon. The Orphanage choir sang at
intervals selections from Mr. Charlesworth’s Service of Song,” Valour and
Victory.” Friends would find these “services” very useful for their choirs:
they are cheap and excellent. The report referred to the fact that, through
the agency of the mission, churches have been formed at Putney,
Carshalten, Waltham-stow, and St. Mary Cray; and then described the
present position of the work at Tooting, Southgate, Teddington, Bell
Green, North Cheam, Pope Street, King’s Langley, Tiptree, Great Warley,
Brent-wood, Stratford, and Isleworth. The treasurer, Mr. R. Hayward,
read the balance-sheet for the year, which showed receipts £183 11s. 9
1/2d., and expenditure £167 3s. 0 1/2d. Special attention was called to the
fact that the pastor had furnished £96 of the income of the mission, and
requests were made that he should be somewhat relieved of this burden. If
all churches would maintain a vigorous lay-agency, much might be done
for districts destitute of the gospel, and the present distress would be
greatly relieved.


The same work as that which is done by the Country Mission for the
suburbs is done for London itself by our TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’
ASSOCIATION, which held its meeting on Monday, May 24, in connection
with the prayer-meeting. Mr. Elvin, the secretary, stated that in the five
months since the beginning of the year 1,004 services had been conducted
by members of the Association. The pastor cordially commended the work
as one of the cheapest and most direct forms of carrying the gospel to the
people. Messrs. Cox and Hunt gave interesting reports of their evangelistic
labors. We have to find a large proportion of the money which is needed
for the carrying on of this admirable effort, and we shall be very glad if
more friends will share with us the privilege of supporting its operations.
We do not mention in this magazine the donations given to this work
because our space is limited, but the mission is a labor of love to the
workers themselves, and therefore there should never be any difficulty
about the expenses of halls, bills, etc. Evangelists will visit any London
churches which will write Mr. Elvin.


On Tuesday evening, June 1, we presided at a happy gathering in RYE-
LANE BAPTIST CHAPEL, PECKHAM. This was held for the double purpose
of celebrating the anniversary of the pastor’s settlement, and presenting to
Mr. Congreve, the superintendent of the Sunday-school, a bust of himself,
executed by one of the members of the congregation. We were right glad
thus to show our hearty love to a neighboring church, and our esteem for
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Mr. Congreve, towards whom we feel much gratitude because he has
always cheerfully helped our sick poor, and we have seen among our
members, our students, and our own servants the result of his medicine in
relieving cases of sickness which had every appearance of consumption.


On Friday evening, June 4, the ROYAL HAND-BELL RINGERS, Poland-
steer, London, gave an entertainment to the Tabernacle Sunday-school, as
the commencement of a series of similar gatherings of Sunday-scholars.
The pastor presided, and at the close of the entertainment, expressed his
hearty approval of the manner in which Mr. Duncan S. Miller and his merry
men had combined useful moral lessons with the sweetest of music and the
happiest of talk. No greater treat could be given to a Sabbath-school. It is
important that our children should be attached to the school, first by its
holy Scriptural teaching, and next by its becoming to them a place of
cheerful enjoyment. Let pastors and teachers show the children that there
are pleasures unalloyed by the roughness and sin which the people of the
world too often mix with their mirth. Too often excursions have thrown
the young into doubtful company, and we would beg all leaders of our
schools to see that what is done in this direction really answers its end, and
is not perverted to evil results.


On Monday evening, June 7, the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE MISSIONARY WORKING SOCIETY was held in the lecture-hall.
The pastor presided, and spoke in praise of the object of the society, which
is to supply clothes to the families of poor pastors, missionaries, and
colporteurs. Addresses were delivered by Pastor H. R. Brown (whose
church has formed the first auxiliary of this society), and Messrs. W.
Olney, J. W. Harrald, and Stubbs. We hope next month to give extracts
from the annual report.


On Wednesday evening, June 9, the annual meeting of the SPURGEON’S


SERMONS TRACT SOCIETY was held in the Lecture-hall. The chair was
taken by C. F. Allison, Esq., our last elected deacon; addresses were
delivered by Messrs. Murrell, Cart, Charlesworth, Goldston, Perkins, and
Dunn; Mr. Cornell’s report stated that upwards of 17,000 of the Pastor’s
sermons had been circulated by the Society during the past year, many of
them going to places where no gospel preacher is laboring. By supplying
these sermons to those who lend them out from door to door their
usefulness is greatly promoted. This is a capital idea, and it is vigorously
carried out. Many of our readers may be glad to know that such a society
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exists; some may help, and on the other band some may be helped by it.
Write to Mr. Cornell at the Tabernacle.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE FLOWER MISSION. — Miss Higgs asks us to
mention that flowers and texts are much needed for the Flower Mission.
She says: — “We have several applications from City Missionaries who
find that the flowers give them an easy introduction into houses where
otherwise they would not be received, and we are sorry not to be able to
let them have as many as they want.” Hampers should be sent off, carriage
paid, addressed to


The Secretary of the Flower Mission,
Metropolitan Tabernacle,
Newington,


in time to arrive on Wednesday morning. Surely those who have an
abundance in their gardens will help our poor Londoners to see a flower,
and will aid our beloved sisters by this means to spread the sweetness and
perfume of the Rose of Sharon. All cur societies delight us. Each one
seems to be the best: but assuredly the Flower-mission is the pink of them
all, or as the lily among all the beauties of the Tabernacle garden.


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. G. Goodchild has accepted the
pastorate of the church at Pole-street, Preston. Mr. A. Hewlett has
removed from Shepton Mallet to Wick, N.B.; Mr. J. Markham from St.
Alban’s to Shefford, Beds.; and Mr. W. A. Davis from Melton Mowbray to
Rushden. With all that is being done for the Orphanage we get a little
jealous lest our first-born child, the College, should be forgotten. To train
ministers must ever remain the noblest work to which we have been called.
There is none like it.


On Friday afternoons, June 4th, the students paid a fraternal visit to their
brethren at the East London Institute, Harley House, Bow. The President
of the Pastors’ College addressed the united assembly, and wished Mr. and
Mrs. Guinness abundant blessing upon their noble work. It was a feast of
true brotherly love.


The midsummer vacation will extend from June 24 to August 9. We have
already filled up all vacancies that are likely to occur for some time, and
therefore other applicants must wait awhile.


Our son Thomas sends us good news of his health.
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Mr. H. Marsden, late of Mansfield, reports his happy settlement at Kew, “a
very healthy place just outside Melbourne “; and sends good tidings of our
brethren Clarke and Garrett. Mr. H. Wood informs us that his health is
much improved, and that the Lord is blessing him at Saddleworth.


Our former student, Mr. Carey B. Berry, has been obliged to come home
from Jamaica for a short time, on account of the state of his health. He is
greatly benefited by the voyage, and is now collecting funds for necessary
repairs and alterations to his chapel. He deserves to be kindly received and
aided.


Mr. Lyall sends us an account of some of the difficulties that have to be
encountered in the Cameroons, West Africa. Two of his native assistants
were returning from Victoria, and when near home they encountered a
tornado. The lightning struck the boat, and killed four of the eight men on
board, including the two teachers, who were both excellent young men.
Some time later, Mr. Lyall himself had a somewhat similar experience,
though providentially on that occasion no lives were lost. He was going to
visit a place eighty miles distant, when his boat was caught in a tornado.
For nearly three hours they could do nothing but drive before the storm,
and when it was over they were glad to rest and dry their clothes and
provisions. During the night “the tail end of several tornadoes” swept over
them, and in the morning they only escaped being destroyed by another by
running out to sea, a proceeding which was accompanied with very great
risk. We are not surprised to hear that “this settled the Batanga journey.”
Mr. Lyall says that he has been laid low with fever and dysentery twelve
times, and that his wife has suffered so much from the same causes that she
is obliged to return to England.


Mr. and Mrs. Richardson are holding on at Bakundu, but they suffer
greatly from fever.


Mr. Maplesden reports that he is gradually getting acclimatized in Madras,
after a very painful experience of tropical rheumatism, fever, dysentery,
boils, and a slight sunstroke. Mr. and Mrs. Blackie have suffered in a
similar manner, though to a smaller extent, in Bombay. We rejoice,
however, to learn that, notwithstanding these drawbacks, good progress is
being made in both these important Indian stations.


Mr. Mann writes us a full account of his two shipwrecks, and his two
nights and two days upon the deep, and we are glad to learn that he has
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been able to telegraph to his parents from Cape Town, saying that he has
arrived “Well.” Mr. Hamilton has already written to say that his friends will
see that their new pastor shall be supplied with all he needs as far as it is in
their power.


Mr. Batts has been presented with a plot of ground, and £100, towards the
erection of a Baptist chapel at Walmer, Port Elizabeth. May South Africa
become full of true gospel ministers!


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Smith and Fullerton are still hard at work in
Birmingham. One of our friends who has been with them says that the fifty
days’ mission has brought a pentecostal blessing, and that the town is
stirred to its very center.


Pastor G. T. Bailey writes of the services at Smethwick as follows: —”
Large audiences have gathered each evening, and a steady work of
conversion has been going on, for which we magnify the Lord. Not the
least pleasing result of the work is the beneficial effect it has produced on
the minds of Christians. Many wanderers have been brought back, and
some who were suffering from spiritual declension have been restored.
When we see results like these it is a grand testimony to the power of the
simple gospel as proclaimed by our brethren.


At Smallheath, Heneage Street, and Circles Street chapels the evangelists
had crowded congregations, and many conversions; but the crowning
blessing was reserved for the Town Hall and Curzon Hall meetings. Our
brethren have had unusual difficulties to surmount in Birmingham, but the
latest report from them is, “We have now reached high tide, but it is all of
grace.” Just as we are making up the “notes,” Pastor W. G. Hailstone
sends us a long and interesting account of the campaign at Birmingham. He
mentions with special pleasure a service held in his chapel, at which 1000
working-men who do not usually attend any place of worship were present.
He says that the secret of the blessing that has rested upon the work is that
every day at noon the lecture-hall of the Young Men’s Christian
Association has been filled with believers, praying for the outpouring of the
Holy Ghost. His only fear in connection with the evangelists’ visit to “the
metropolis of the Midlands” is that the thank-offering to be sent to our
funds will not be at all proportionate to the good which has been received,
in consequence of the great expense necessarily incurred in laying siege to
such a large city.
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Mr. Burnham is working away with his usual diligence and earnestness. He
has had great blessing at Winslow, Naunton, Charlton Kings, and Long
Melford, but we cannot spare space this month to mention the details of
the services.


ORPHANAGE. — The Girls’ Orphanage has made grand progress since last
month’s magazine was issued. The general contributions up to the date of
closing the lists, i.e. June 14th, amounted to £976 4s. 1d., which in
addition to the other sums previously acknowledged — H. E. S. £500, and
the Deacons £310, made a total received of £1,786 4s. 1d. Our list of
promises now stands as follows: — C. H. Spurgeon, £500; Messrs.
Passmore and Alabaster, £500; H. E. S., a second £500; Samuel Barrow,
Esq., £600; the Deacons, £690; W. R. Rickett, Esq., £1,000: so that up to
the time of writing we see our way to more than £5,500 of the £11,100,
which is the lowest contract for the first block of buildings. When the
tenders were opened we found that our estimate of £8,000 was short of the
mark, and therefore we arranged to leave for six months the erection of the
houses at each end, so that we might engage to spend only £8,000. As
funds are coming in, and it will be advantageous to build the whole at once,
the entire block will be proceeded with. God has helped us, and he will.
The work can only be done by the hearty help of all our brethren, but this
we feel sure the Lord will move them to render. Therefore the word is —
“FORWARD.”


After writing this we are able to add another word. By God’s wonderful
help we shall accomplish, we see clearly that we shall complete, this work
with a leap if friends continue to do as they are now doing. Our heart is
exceeding glad.


Stockwell Orphanage Band of Hope. — On March 31, and April 7, two
lectures were given by Professor G. R. Tweedie, on “The nature and
properties of Alcohol,” and “Are Alcoholic Drinks Food?” Mr. Tweedie’s
genial delivery, and his chemical experiments, rendered the lectures both
amusing and instructive. The boys much enjoyed them.


COLPORTAGE. — The general secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones, writes as
follows:—


Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — I am glad to be able to report that in two new
districts £40 a year have been guaranteed for colporteurs. One is in the
locality of Horley, in Surrey, and the other at Norwich, while we expect to
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start another at Islington in connection with our friend, Mr. F. A. Jones. As
this addition to our staff will mean an increase of expenditure from the
general fund, we hope that our friends will support our action in this
extension by sending in at once liberal contributions. A gentleman who has
had a colporteur for about six months, writes me to say: “I have seen him
once a month and am quite satisfied, not only from his statements, but from
other sources of information, that he is well qualified for his duties, and is
discharging them most faithfully and successfully. He is most acceptable to
the people. Altogether, I am most thankful to feel we have such a man in a
neighborhood where there is most ample scope for his labors. I shall hope
when I can see my way to apply to you for another man like him.” Thus
the work is appreciated by those who see its efficiency and success, but it
can only be maintained by regular and liberal aid to our general fund.


The following description by the colporteur himself shows how he can
push his work in the most unlikely places. “Before commencing my labors
in this district, I was determined to visit all public-houses as well as private
ones. The first public-house I came to I entered, and sold some books, and
spoke to the inmates upon the salvation of their souls, I have found it
rather a hard task to gain the affection of some of the landlords, but I
believe that in almost every case I succeeded in doing so before I left, and
in most cases I sold them some books and received an invitation to call
again.


“In a village I entered a public-house. It was crowded with men, I must say
of the ‘baser sort,’ many of whom seemed to have fallen as low as possible.
I could scarcely see across the room for tobacco smoke, but made my way
into the midst of them, and called order in a kindly manner, and then
apologized for intruding. The next thing I did was to try and make them
understand that I was a friend, which I succeeded in doing. The poor men
seemed astonished as I told them of the love of Jesus, and what he had
done for them, and what he would do if they would only accept his offers
of mercy. One man said, ‘Sir, we are not used to have men of your stamp
coming into a place like this, and speaking of the love of Jesus.’ I then tried
to show them that they were the very men Jesus died to save — he came to
save the lost, and surely I must not be above bringing my Master’s
message. I then sold them a great many Bibles and Testaments, and other
good books, and went round and shook hands with them all, giving each a
tract. I then proceeded to another public-house, and had much the same
experience; sold out in pack.”
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In addition to such work as this, the colporteurs visit the sick and dying,
canvass every accessible house to push the sale of books, and often give
simple gospel addresses. We cannot all go as these men do, and visit the
neglected and outlying districts, but we may help to support them in their
work by our prayers and donations. The Secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones,
will attend to all communications directed to him at Pastors’ College,
Temple Street, S.E.


PERSONAL NOTES. — A request to preach in Scotland was obliged to be
declined, although it was pressed with this plea: — “We have a kind of
right to this, for the fact is that you have to consider us part of your wide
parish. Your sermons are regularly read among us. The various branches of
your work are as well known here as in the immediate neighborhood of the
Tabernacle. You and your work are remembered at the mercy seat by many
who love the gospel, and have never had the pleasure of hearing you. Your
name is dear among the households of this district. You are in a great
measure our minister, and I do think that once in a lifetime a people have a
right to ask that they see the face of their minister.”


Two young men in Wales write to tell us that they were led to commence a
Sunday-school through reading our sermons. They began in two
workmen’s houses, where they had on the first Sunday three scholars in
one house, and two in the other. Soon they had to engage three more
houses, and now they have erected and filled a building in which 250 can
be taught; and they distribute weekly from eighty to ninety copies of The
Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — April 12th, twelve; 29th, twenty;
May 13th, fourteen; 27th, twenty-two; June 4th, twenty.


MR. FROTHINGTON’S SERMON


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“WELL,” said Brown, “there’s no finding fault with Mr. Frothington’s
sermon this morning, for I am sure it had nothing in it which could offend
anybody.” “True,” answered Smith, “there was nothing in the sermon to
offend because there was nothing at all in it. It was the essence of vacuum,
delivered with great elegance and dignity. Look at those holes which the
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swallows have made in the sandbank; take the sandbank away and you
have the sermon which we have heard. When we were boys we used to
talk of dining upon roast nothing and no turnips, and this morning’s
sermon brought the meal vividly to mind: there was not a single thought in
the whole discourse, from beginning to end. I do not believe that the
greatest master of metaphysics could discern the thinnest possible thread of
connection between the text and the sermon. Having given himself so wide
a range the preacher ought to have imported some commodity from the
east, west, north, or south; but he had neither drug nor diamond, cheese
nor coffee, in the whole shop. He talked, and talked, and talked, and
reminded me of the child’s windmill in the garden which goes round and
round, but never grinds anything.”


Smith’s description of Frothington’s sermon may apply to a great many
more besides that by which his Sunday was wasted. Benches grow very
hard, and even the cushions have rocky lumps in them as we sit under
certain ministries. It does not occur to dreary preachers that it is necessary
that there should be real instruction in their prelections. If they ever felt
that need they would dig, or beg, or borrow, or steal, or invent something
or other, and would never have the face to come before an audience with
an altogether empty mind. To us it seems to be a primary rule of homiletics
that, however a sermon may be arranged, composed, and delivered, there
ought to be something in it. It is an impertinence to call together a hundred
or so of reasonable people, and invite them to sit still and listen, to the
merest commonplaces: commonplaces so bare that one is ready to wish to
be deaf that we might never hear them again. As the husband, when he saw
the old dish brought up time out of mind, exclaimed, “Cold mutton again,”
so might many patient hearers cry out against stale meat; only the dish is
not so good as cold mutton. Some precious doctrine, some stimulating
exhortation, some cheering experience, ought to be brought forward on
every occasion. We are invited to a gospel feast, and there ought to be
something to eat. No one has a right to invite his friends to dinner, and set
them down to a bare board. However white the cloth, and neat the napkins,
and clean the china, and bright the knives, empty dishes disappoint you. A
sermon with nothing in it is worse than useless, and he who has delivered
one such should feel that he has sinned too much already, and should
offend no more. Our fear is that empty platitudes weary men of hearing the
gospel, drive intelligent persons into heresy, and make sensible hearers
either quite silly or half mad. Dear Mr. Frothington, in the name of all that
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is good and holy, do say something when you preach, or give up the
business. Set up as a tailor, and make coats without cloth; but sermons
without instruction in them should never be forced upon a Christian
congregation.


JOHN PLOUGHMAN’S PICTURES


WE have now in the press a second book by John Ploughman, which we
think will amuse and interest our friends. At about the same time we shall
issue a new edition of the first book, which will then make 300,000. It may
be thought that such books are of small utility, but we have received
continual evidence to the contrary. Persons who read the quaint proverbs
of John Ploughman are induced to read Spurgeon’s sermons, and by this
means are led to Christ, while others are helped on in the paths of
temperance and thrift. “John Ploughman’s Pictures” is our new shilling
book. We give a short specimen chapter:


HE HAS A HOLE UNDER HIS NOSE AND HIS MONEY RUNS INTO IT.


This is the man who is always dry, because he takes so much heavy wet.
He is a loose fellow who is fond of getting tight. He is no sooner up than
his nose is in the cup, and his money begins to run down the hole which is
just under his nose. He is not a blacksmith, but he has a spark in his throat,
and all the publican’s barrels can’t put it out. If a pot of beer is a yard of
land, he must have swallowed more acres than a ploughman could get over
for many a day, and still he goes on swallowing until he takes to
wallowing. All goes down Gutter Lane. Like the snipe, he lives by suction.
If you ask him how he is, he says he would be quite right if he could
moisten his month. His purse is a bottle, his bank is the publican’s till, and
his casket is a cask: pewter is his precious metal, and his pearl (Purl.) is a
mixture of gin and beer. The dew of his youth comes from Ben Nevis, and
the comfort of his soul is cordial gin. He is a walking barrel, a living drain-
pipe, a moving swill-tub. They say, ‘loth to drink and loth to leave off,’ but
he never needs persuading to begin, and as to ending — that is out of the
question while he can borrow two-pence. This is the gentleman who sings
—
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He that buys land buys many stones,
He that buys meat buys many bones,
He that buys eggs buys many shells,


He that buys good ale buys nothing else.


He will never be hanged for leaving his drink behind him. He drinks in
season and out of season: in summer because he is hot, and in winter
because he is cold. A drop of beer never comes too soon, and he would get
up in the middle of the night for more, only he goes to bed too tipsy. He
has heard that if you get wet-footed a glass of whisky in your boots will
keep you from catching cold, and he argues that the best way to get one
glass of the spirit into each boot is to put two doses where it will run into
your legs. He is never long without an excuse for another pot, or if
perchance he does not make one, another lushington helps him.


Some drink when friends step in,
And some when they step, out;


Some drink because they re thin,
And some because they’re stout.


Some drink because ‘tis wet,
And some because ‘tis dry;
Some drink another glass


To wet the other eye.


Water is this gentleman’s abhorrence, whether used inside or out, but most
of all he dreads it taken inwardly, except with spirits, and then the less the
better. He says that the pump would kill him, but he never gives it a
chance. He laps his liquor, and licks his chaps, but he will never die
through the badness of the water from the well. It is a pity that he does not
run the risk. Drinking cold water neither makes a man sick, nor in debt, nor
his wife a widow, but this mighty fine ale of his will do all this for him,
make him worse than a beast while he lives, and wash him away to his
grave before his time. The old Scotchman said, ‘Death and drink-draining
are near neighbors,’ and he spoke the truth. They say that drunkenness
makes some men fools, some beasts, and some devils; but according to my
mind it makes all men fools whatever else it does. Yet when a man is as
drunk as a rat he sets up to be a judge, and mocks at sober people. Certain
neighbors of mine laugh at me for being a teetotaller, and I might well
laugh at them for being drunk, only I feel more inclined to cry that they
should be such fools. O that we could get them sober, and then perhaps we
might make men of them. You cannot do much with these fellows, unless
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you can enlist them in the Coldstream guards. As long as drink drowns
conscience and reason, you might as well talk to the hogs. The rascals will
promise fair and take the pledge, and then take their coats to pledge to get
more beer. We smile at a tipsy man, for he is a ridiculous creature, but
when we see how he is ruined body and soul, it is no joking matter. How
solemn is the truth that “No drunkard shall inherit eternal life.”


There’s nothing too bad for a man to say or do when he is half-seas over.
It is a pity that any decent body should go near such a common sewer. If
he does not fall into the worst of crimes it certainly is not his fault, for he
has made himself ready for anything the devil likes to put into his mind. He
does least hurt when he begins to be topheavy, and to reel about: then he
becomes a blind man with good eyes in his head, and a cripple with legs on.
He sees two moons, and two doors to the public-house, and tries to find
his way through both the doors at once. Over he goes, and there he must
lie unless somebody will wheel him home in a barrow or carry him to the
police-station.


Solomon says the glutton and the drunkard shall come to poverty, and that
the drinker does in no time. He gets more and more down at the heel, and
as his nose gets redder and his body is more swollen he gets to be more of
a shack and more of a shark. His trade is gone, and his credit has run out,
but he still manages to get his beer. He treats an old friend to a pot, and
then finds that he has left his purse at home, and of course the old friend
must pay the shot. He borrows till no one will lend him a groat, unless it is
to get off lending a shilling. Shame has long since left him, though all who
know him are ashamed of him. His talk runs like the tap, and is full of stale
dregs: he is very kind over his beer, and swears he loves you, and would
like to drink your health, and love you again. Poor sot, much good will his
blessing do to anyone who gets it; his poor wife and family have had too
much of it already, and quake at the very sound of his voice.


Now, if we try to do anything to shut up a boozing-house, or shorten the
hours for guzzling, we are called all sorts of bad names, and the wind-up of
it alt is — “What! Rob a poor man of his beer?” The fact is that they rob
the poor man by his beer. The ale-jug robs the cupboard and the table,
starves the wife and strips the children; it is a great thief, housebreaker, and
heartbreaker, and the best possible thing is to break it to pieces, or keep it
on the shelf bottom upwards. In a newspaper which was lent me the other







203


day I saw some verses by John Barleycorn, jun., and as they tickled my
fancy I copied them out, and here they are.


“What! rob a poor man of his beer,
And give him good victuals instead;
Your heart’s very hard, sir, I fear,


Or at least you are soft in the head.


“What! rob a poor man of his mug,
And give him a house of his own;
With kitchen and parlor so snug!


‘Tis enough to draw tears from a stone.


“What! rob a poor man of his glass,
And teach him to read and to write!
What! save him from being an ass!
‘Tis nothing but malice and spite.


“What! rob a poor man of his ale,
And prevent him from beating his wife,


From being locked up in a jail,
With penal employment for life.


“What! rob a poor man of his beer,
And keep him from starving his child!


It makes one feel awfully queer,
And I’ll thank you to draw it more mild.”


HOLY SERVICE ON BEHALF OF POOR
MINISTERS.


THE Christian love of the church meeting in the Tabernacle manifests itself
in many ways. Like the tree of life in the celestial city, it bears twelve
manner of fruits, and yields its fruit every month. One of its least known
but most useful developments is the society for providing garments for the
families of poor ministers. This grew out of an association which made up
boxes of clothing for foreign missions, and the society has not altogether
forsaken its first love, for this year it has sent out two parcels to Delhi for
the native girls of the mission in that city. The home need has however
been so pressingly felt that raiment has been given with no stinted hand to
the households of forty-eight ministers, and five colporteurs; this raiment
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consisting not only of flannel and linen garments, to which ladies’ needles
contribute so much, but comprising hats, coats, boots, and apparel of all
kinds, to meet the varied wants of the families assisted; to this should be
added 666 yards of dress material for the ministers’ wives to make up in
their own way. These gifts have exceeded in value the sum of £240, and
how many pounds’ worth of pleasure and comfort they have bestowed our
ready-reckoner does not enable us to estimate.


To many brethren it seems a very humiliating fact that any of our ministers
should be in need of clothing, and we agree with them that in every
instance in which the pastor’s poverty is caused by a want of liberality in
the people, it is humiliating, not to say disgraceful. Such cases there are,
and we grieve ever them. We know useful, earnest, and successful
preachers, whose people might with ease double their stipends at once, but
it never occurs to them to think upon the matter. The salary given is not
equal to the wages of an artisan, and the poor pastor is pinched and
cramped, and forced to great deprivations, in his endeavor to avoid the
dishonor of debt. His table is poorly furnished, his library is bare, his coat is
shabby, and his heart is heavy, and yet he is surrounded by an affectionate
people, who never think upon the fact that he is half starved, for if they did
think of it they would alter it at once. Farmers who grow nearly all that
they consume in their own housekeeping are very apt to set a high value
upon money, and judge the minister to be well off on £80 or £100 a year,
because they unconsciously assume that he has no more to buy than they
have, whereas every morsel that he eats has to be purchased out of the
scanty quarter’s allowance. The evil is caused by want of thought, and not
by want of heart: it is caused, however, and the sooner the want of thought
comes to an end the better for all concerned. How we wish that in every
congregation some one good man or godly woman would have a mission,
and that mission the poor pastor’s decent maintenance. It would roll away
a great reproach from many a church if the minister, whose spirit is crushed
by poverty, could be cheered by a sufficiency, and so delivered from the
gnawing care which eats up a man’s energy, and makes his ministry as lean
as himself.


At the same time while we would not needlessly make any man a martyr, it
is no dishonor to the church that when sacrifices are needed she has self-
denying men ready to make them. It is the glory of a poor denomination
that its gifted sons are willing to accept her ministry and the hard fare
which it involves. Where the scantiness of the population and the poverty







205


of the church necessitate a choice between a poor minister or none, it is an
honorable fact that gracious men are to be found who for the joy of serving
Christ Jesus their Lord are ready to endure hardness. Were there no such
willing sufferers the gospel might lack one of its most convincing proofs,
but these men set before the most careless an argument of self-denying
enthusiasm which the candid are unable to resist.


It is plainly the duty of Christian people to help those who for the Lord’s
sake are bearing the burden and heat of the day. They have given the most
conclusive evidence of their sincerity, and they ought not to be allowed to
bear a single ounce more of pressure than the necessities of the case lay
upon them. If any needy ones in all the world ought to be relieved, these
are among the first claimants. Here there can seldom be imposition, for we
know the men and their communications. Their want does not arise from
vice or extravagance; their incomes are well known, and their expenses can
be accurately gauged, and hence there is no danger that any will receive
too much. Our brethren in the ministry ought not to be allowed to want
any necessary, and assuredly they should not be left short of raiment, for
this is likely to bring a public reproach upon them and upon their churches.
If an appeal were made to any one of our readers for any minister whom
they know, and a little shoeless child of his family were pointed out, we are
sure that no Sword and Trowel friend would be able to refuse help; yet
there are hundreds of godly preachers in such a plight, and it needs no
great imagination to realize their daily tribulations. The wife, too, has to
take the heaviest share of the load, and it is easy to picture the anxious
mother who sees the youngsters’ garments dissolving in rags, feels her own
weary heels very near the ground, and marks her husband’s Sunday coat
descending from stage to stage of seediness. What is to be done for the
poor lady? Help the good woman at once is the universal answer. But how
is it to be done? Sympathy is all very well, but it is only worth as much as
the metal which can be melted out of it.


Our excellent Mrs. Evans and a hearty band of working ladies have made
this dire necessity the subject of their thoughts, and something practical has
come of their meditations, for they have rigged out 236 children, and made
1,848 garments for them and their mothers. The ministers themselves have
been enabled to keep up a decent appearance by being supplied with new
coats and other apparel, and thus all the members of the family have
rejoiced together, often wondering how the clothing should have been
made to fit them so well, without their having been measured for it. No one
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who has spent all his lifetime in easy circumstances can readily conceive the
joy which the receipt of a parcel of clothing will bring into a poor
minister’s household; we cannot convey a better idea of it than by quoting
from letters received during the past year of the Society’s operations. J.C.
writes:—“Last evening on my return home from preaching I found to my
joy that the parcel had arrived quite safe, and had you seen how I was met
by my dear children, and welcomed home to share their joy, you would not
have easily forgotten it. The youngest came running to me saying ‘the
parcel is come, the parcel is come’: all were full of joy and glee, and,
though it was crowing late, sleep had departed from them. No Christmas
festivities could have filled a home with greater merriment and gladness
than mine was filled with last night: the dear children clapped their hands
again and again, and my dear wife and myself joined most heartily with
them. And now, here comes a pause, for I know not how to write the
remainder of this letter. I am at a loss: to say ‘thank you’ is easily done, but
to use words to convey my feelings, and those of my dear wife, is quite
impossible. We are filled with gratitude, and please accept our warmest and
most sincere thanks for your valuable and seasonable present.” J.E.S. says:
— “Your letter arrived this morning. The list was too much for us, and
moistened eyes and a fall heart hindered my reading it aloud to my dear
wife; but when the parcel came even our babe crowed with delight, at
seeing its parents so happy. Truly these things cause great joy; prayer has
been answered, Matthew 6:30 has been fulfilled, and I have a reply to
unbelieving fears. The articles sent are just what we needed, and we are all
well clothed without getting into debt, blessed be God; and, lastly, the
loving and sympathizing way in which our appeal for aid has been met has
endeared the friends of the Tabernacle to us, and led us to trust in and
thank our promise-keeping Father, who has not and will not forsake us in
our times of difficulty. We do most heartily thank you. If the friends to
whom God has given much only knew the burden they lift from our
shoulders through your noble society, and the pleasure they give us in this
way, you would soon be deluged with materials from loving hearts who
would feel that it was more blessed to give than to receive.”


Those who would like to have a finger in this pie can do so in several ways.
“Money answereth all things,” and it can be forwarded in various forms to
MRS. EVANS, METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE, but articles of clothing are
equally valuable, and so are materials. Some of our shop-keeping friends
help much by contributions of goods; and others might do the same if they
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would send on remnants and articles which are out of fashion: poor
ministers wives care little enough how people are being dressed in Paris, so
long as they can appear decently among the good people of Little
Silkington. One Welsh friend among other valued gifts sent a number of
waterproof coats, and perhaps no gifts have been so welcomed as these by
the ministers. A man who has many miles to tramp over country roads is
glad to be spared the misery of getting wet through, and preaching in his
damp clothes. It is certainly bad for the parson to be dry in the pulpit, but
he thinks it no improvement to be wet before he gets to it. Remnants do
not long remain unused if they once drift into the hands of Mrs. Evans and
her armed band — armed we mean with scissors and needles, and fast-
going sewing machines. Even half-worn suits are not despised, but they are
not so good as new, and when they get beyond the half-way house, and are
nearly worn out, they are more suitable for other needy ones than for
ministers. No fault will be found whatever the gifts may be: the best will be
made of them, — all donors may be sure of that.


Perhaps these few words will find out and stir up some other workers like
Mrs. Evans in other churches, who will do the like service to preachers of
small incomes. If so, this mode of doing good will soon be carried on to
the full of the demand; and it will be well for the good ladies to be in
communication with each other, so that none of our worthy brethren may
be left out in the cold, and none may have double turns till help has gone all
round. Mrs. Evans will, we know, be very glad to be communicated with.
These remarks of ours will bring her quite a company of applicants for her
parcels; we only hope that there will be a balance kept up by an equal force
of donors coming to the rescue.


C.H.S.


NOTES


DURING the early part of July the Editor has been resting at the hospitable
mansion of James Duncan, Esq., of Benmore. Two services upon the Lawn
were attended by great masses of people from the country all around, and
from the example of former years it is hoped that many were led to Jesus
by hearing the word of God in the sweet eventide of the Sabbath beneath
the open arch of heaven.
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We have been persuaded by many friends to remove to a dwelling upon
higher ground, and therefore we have resolved to rise to “Westwood,”
Beulah Hill, Upper Norwood. Towards the end of this month all letters
should bear the new address. On the top of the Delectable Hill we trust
that the fresh breezes may tend to give health and prolong life. “If thy
presence go not with us, carry us not up hence.”


On Friday evening, July 2, the teachers and friends associated in
celebrating the Robert Raikes’ Centenary concluded the week’s
proceedings by meeting at the Lord’s table in the Tabernacle. Brethren
from many lands were there, of various languages, and of differing
Christian denominations, but the prayers and praises of the evening proved
that one Spirit was in all and over all. United in one body and living with
one object, it was must fitting that these believers in Jesus should meet at
the great family feast, and openly declare their common love to the one
glorious sacrifice. Christ has not two bodies, but one body. neither are
there two lives within the body, but one only. Where there is life in a body
there must of necessity be fellowship: the hand cannot refuse to commune
with the foot, nor the foot with me eye; it is not a matter of choice but a
necessity of vitality. All the members of the mystical body of Christ which
are in a healthy condition are in constant communion the one with the
other, because they are in fellowship with the one living Head, and his life
fills the whole system. This blessed fact of the abiding fellowship of all
spiritual men is very dear to us in these times of strife and division. The
prayer of Jesus was heard, and all those whom the Father gave him are one
even as he is one with the Father.


COLLEGE. — During the past month several of Our brethren have sailed for
the United States or Australia. Our colored brother, Mr. T. L. Johnson,
whose health has become re-established during his stay in England, has
returned to Chicago; and Mr. J. Wilkins, late pastor of the church at
Maidenhead, has gone to Boston, U.S.A. Messrs. McKinney and W. Ostler
after taking rest here are now returning to the States. Mr. F. G.
Buckingham, of Woodborough-road church, Nottingham; Mr. G. W. Pope,
recently assistant minister with Mr. Silverton, at Exeter-hall, Nottingham;
and Mr. D. M. Logan, an earnest brother, who for a time attended certain
of the College classes, have all left this country with the hope of finding
suitable spheres at the Antipodes. It gives us much pleasure to commend
them to the friends with whom their lot may be cast: they are all good men
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and true. Mr. Logan will probably pursue his business and preach the
gospel too: the more of such laborers the better.


Mr. J. N. Rootham is removing from Stourbridge to Barnstaple. Mr. E. H.
Edwards, one of our Medical Missionary Students, has recently passed the
final examination for the degree of Bachelor of Medicine at Edinburgh
University.


The following students have just accepted pastorates: — Mr. S. Lyne,
Chenies, Bucks; Mr. W. Sexton, Boston; and Mr. H. C. Lake, East Street,
Southampton.


Our students are away for the holidays. We have some twenty fresh men
coming in August. This first work of ours in training men for the ministry
still retains the first place in our heart. Nothing can be more important than
to fill the pulpits with earnest men who love the gospel of Jesus. Our
friends will not, we hope, permit the College to languish. Natural humanity
leads many to help an Orphanage who would never aid a College, and it is
therefore mainly to intelligent Christians that we must look for aid in this
enterprise, — we say” intelligent” because there are many pious people
who still seem to think that ignorance is a better qualification for the
ministry than knowledge. We believe that only the Spirit of God can make
a minister or cause saving results to follow upon ministry, but we conceive
that a good education is a valuable talent which grace can enable a man to
use both for the glory of God and the profit of the church. Those who hold
sound doctrine ought to know how to defend it in these evil days. We have
from time to time raised the standard of our students’ education in
accordance with the growing knowledge of the age, but we remain entirely
dependent upon the Holy Spirit even as aforetime. If learning necessarily
took men off from dependence upon God we should loathe it, but so far as
we can see, ignorance and self-confidence have considerable affinity, while
grace makes men humble, however much they know.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have been resting for the
past month, both of them having been nearly exhausted by their long and
successful campaign at Birmingham. Nothing can be more encouraging
than the success of these beloved brethren. Ministers of all the Christian
denominations in Birmingham rejoice in their labors, and are now
ingathering their converts. Some twelve hundred gave in their names as
having obtained a blessing. These names, with the addresses, were
forwarded to the different pastors that they might look after them. Thus
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our evangelists work with the churches and for the churches. Aid will soon
be needed for this branch of service, which the Lord has made to yield
abundant fruit.


Mr. Burnham, in conjunction with our venerable friend Jonathan Grubb, of
Sudbury, and Pastor J. Kemp, of Bures, has recently laid siege to three
Suffolk villages — Melford, Lavenham, and Glemsford. Every evening for
a fortnight congregations numbering from three to eight hundred gathered
in the open-air or halls, and listened with eager interest to the word of life.
One of the chief workers at the services was a man who was converted
during the evangelist’s previous visit. Many other instances of blessing
were brought under Mr. Burnham’s notice. Our brother reports that these
villages are ripe for evangelistic effort, and the enthusiasm evoked is really
marvelous. The only opposition came flora a church clergyman, a hyper-
Calvinist minister, and the performers at a circus! Successful services have
since been held by Mr. Burnham at Driffield, Nafferton, Scarborough,
(where he found many gracious evidences of the work of Messrs. Smith
and Fullerton), Cranswick, Hull, Southwell, Cheltenham, Charlton Kings,
and Sheepshed. Most of these engagements were either anniversary
services or evenings of sacred song, as circumstances were scarcely
favorable for a long series of meetings. The usefulness of Mr. Burnham is
attested in all places. We were pleased to see the newspaper of the Society
of Friends highly commending his work.


Mr. Parker has been spending his holidays in the north of Ireland, holding
evangelistic services. We trust our friends in that region will lend him their
aid. May God bless all such workers!


ORPHANAGE. — When we made up the “Notes” for last month’s magazine
we were able to report the receipt of contributions and promises amounting
to about half the £11,100 needed for the first block of buildings. Most of
our readers are already aware from other sources that before June closed
we had not merely half but more than three-quarters of the sum required;
and all will rejoice with us that at the present time we have considerably
over £10,000 in hand or pro-raised for this object.


Monday, June 21. This memorable day was observed at the Tabernacle as
a day of supplication and thanksgiving. It was the time set apart, in
connection with the College Conference, for special simultaneous prayer all
over the country, and at morning, noon, and night many found it good to
be with our brethren at the throne of grace. It was agreed that the day of
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prayer should be a day of thankoffering, and throughout the livelong day
we sat at the receipt of free-will offerings from our beloved people. It was
a day to make a man die of joy and gratitude. The friends poured in
continually, each one bringing a gift to the Orphanage. The amounts as a
rule were small, but when they were counted up we found that over £900
had been added to the funds. This was done most lovingly, for in every
case kind words went with the gift. We felt exhausted with excess of
blessing. The poorest gave as gladly as the richest: all felt it to be a joy to
bring the Lord a portion, and where self-denial was needed to accomplish it
the joy was all the greater.


On reaching home that evening the first letter we opened contained a
promise of £600, and we went to our chamber half dead with the
excitement of the day, and burdened with a sense of unworthiness of mercy
so great and love so generous.


Tuesday, June 22, was the day fixed for the Annual Fete at the Orphanage,
and the laying of the first stones of four of the girls’ houses. During the
greater part of the morning heavy showers threatened to overthrow our
plans, but by-and-by the sun shone out again, and the only effect of the rain
was to keep away a few friends, for whom we otherwise could scarcely
have found accommodation. The afternoon proceedings commenced with a
procession of the orphan boys and girls, headed by the band of the
Children’s Home, Victoria Park. At three o’clock a dense crowd gathered
around the memorial stones. Prayer having been offered by the Rev. Canon
Hussey, Rector of Christ Church, Brixton, the President explained that the
first stone to be laid was that of “The Sermon House,” which was to be the
joint gift of himself, the author of the sermons, and Messrs. Passmore and
Alabaster, the publishers. The stone was then duly laid by Mrs. Spurgeon,
who used the same silver trowel which she employed at the foundation of
“The College House” of the Boys’ Orphanage on June 19, 1868. It was a
great joy to see the beloved sufferer thus able once more to appear in
public. All the Tabernacle friends were the happier for her brief presence.
Mr. Spurgeon himself laid the next stone, that of “The Limes,” erected by
Mr. W. R. Rickett in memory of five beloved children; and in doing so,
called special attention to this practical and useful way of making a
memorial, and of manifesting a holy submission to the Lord’s will. Mr.
Samuel Barrow had promised £600 towards the erection of a house, but
not satisfied with this noble contribution he asked for a number of
collecting books, and went to work in such admirable style that, as will be
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seen by the cash lists, he has made up the amount from himself and his
friends to between £1,600 and £1,700. After Mr. Barrow had addressed
the assembly, the Vice-president introduced Mrs. Barrow, who then laid
the stone of “The Olives.” Our honored Treasurer, Mr. Win. Higgs, had
been selected to lay the first stone of “The Trustees’ House,” and in doing
so he explained that the Trustees had promised to defray the entire cost of
the house, schoolroom, paving, draining, etc., their contribution in the
aggregate amounting to £2,220. Mr. Wm. Olney then delivered one of his
stirring speeches, and the afternoon engagements concluded with the
doxology and benediction.


It was a second day of joyful excitement to the Pastor and President, who
found himself utterly spent. The love of the people displayed itself in eager
rushes to give their contributions to him. Assuredly no crowd was ever
more eager to receive an alms than these friends were to give of their
substance to the Institution for poor orphan girls.


In the evening the rain again descended, but a large open-air meeting was
held under the presidency of Mr. Barrow and two other meetings were
held in the covered play-hall and the dining-hall, Messrs. James Stiff and
Wm. Olney being the respective chairmen. It is hardly possible to tell even
the names of all the speakers, as we had to run from one gathering to
another, and give a short address at each, but as far as we can remember,
the following ministers took part in the meetings: — The President, C. H.
Spurgeon; the Vice-president, J. A. Spurgeon; the President’s father and
son, J. and C. Spurgeon; and the Revs. Charles Bullock B D., H. Sinclair
Paterson, M.D., Newman Hall, LL.B., G. B. Ryley, A. G. Brown, and W.
Cuff. The proceedings of the day were brought to a close by a capital
concert by the members of the Southwark Choral Society, under the able
leadership of Mr. Courtenay.


An analysis of our building fund lists shows that the following is our
present financial position:- Received for “The Sermon House,” C. H.
Spurgeon, £500; Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster, £500: received for “The
Olives.” Mr. Samuel Barrow and friends, £1,623 8s. 7d.: received for “The
Trustees’ House,” £1,570 promised by trustees £650: received towards
general building expenses, £3,627 3s. 7d. Promised, W. R. Rickett Esq.,
£1,000; A Friend, £600; and various smaller amounts, £131 5s. 0d.,
making a total of £10,201 17s. 2d., in addition to bricks, slates, timber,
etc., from various donors. We have, therefore, felt perfectly justified in
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giving the order for the erection of the end houses, which we had
postponed, and as soon as possible we shall arrange for the laying of the
two memorial stones, when we hope the remaining £1,000 to complete the
contract will be in hand or promised. Surely after doing so much our
readers will not let us ask again for the last thousand. A splendid instance
of the power of willinghood only needs the finishing stroke. Glory be to
God for ever and ever. Our heart rejoices in the Lord.


COLPORTAGE. — Mr. Jones writes: “The only note of progress this month
is in connection with the appointment of a colporteur for the new district of
Arundel, Sussex, where he will work under the superintendence of Rev. R.
Halley, the Congregational minister. We trust that much blessing will
accompany the effort in this very promising field of labor. I should like.
also, to say that I fear some of the readers of The Sword and the Trowel
are misled by the large sums which often appear under the heading of
District Subscriptions, and imagine that our Association is very well off for
funds: but it should be remembered that the larger the sum total of
subscriptions for districts, the more we have to add from our General
Fund, which at the present time is much behind the average receipts.”


PERSONAL NOTES. — The following testimony comes from
Pennsylvania:—


“Dear Brother, — Your sermons have always proved a blessing to me. I
am a local preacher in the Methodist Episcopal Church, trying to work for
the Master. In dark seasons your words have brought light.
Encouragement follows in the wake of discouragement, and illumes my
soul with heavenly beams. Others in our town and community, who read
your sermons, find them to be a source of joy and comfort to their souls.
Your words are heavily freighted with good news from the heavenly
country, bringing with them refreshing seasons from the Lord. My dear
Christian mother reads them with delight, treasures them in her heart, and
feasts upon them, especially the sermon, ‘A woman of a sorrowful spirit’
(No. 1515).”


Similar tidings reach us from Kansas: — “My dear sir and brother, —
though never seen, yet greatly loved, in the blessed Lord. Pray pardon me,
a poor American missionary, the few years of whose life-service have been
given to the home missionary work, sometimes in the city and sometimes in
the country, for craving a little of your time to say how much real food for
his soul he has received from your discourses. They have, whenever I
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could get them, afforded me delight and edifying next to the blessed Word
itself, notwithstanding I am a Methodist; and I have felt sure that the few
of your sermons, lectures, and various articles which have fallen into my
hands, were so many extra blessings from the kind Father. They are greatly
prized, and well taken care of; some time since a friend who once sat under
your ministry gave me some copies of The Sword and the Trowel, which I
greatly prize.”


Pastor W. Norris, of Calcutta, sends us the following letter from one of his
friends: — ‘‘My dear Mr. Norris, — To understand the little episode of
which I spoke, you will need to be informed of our situation and
circumstances at the time. It was about June, 1857, a little after the first
terrible outbreak at Meerut. At Barrackpore, sixteen miles from Calcutta,
were five native regiments. We had a full regiment of Sepoys in the city,
called the Calcutta militia; and Sepoys partly garrisoning the fort and on
guard at the mint. Our European force was half a regiment in the fort, and
a half at Dum Dum, to whom the government would not deal out ball
cartridges. The authorities were dallying with the danger, pooh-poohing
every warning, and assuming an attitude of supine indifference. They
refused to arm us, or allow us to organize ourselves for the de-fence of our
wives and children, and declined our offers of volunteering. They even
mocked our anxiety by inviting us to swear ourselves in as special
constables, and ordered us a supply of wooden staves to meet disciplined
troops armed with muskets and bayonets!


“In these circumstances the Sepoys at Barraekpore laid plot after plot for
the sack of Calcutta. The time fixed upon was when the native guards at
the fort and over the mint used to be relieved, for at such times the
relieving Sepoys and the relieved Sepoys formed together twice the usual
number. A rocket discharged into the air was the preconcerted signal to
apprise their confederates in Calcutta of their approach, and in two or three
hours the city would have swarmed with bloodthirsty mutineers, whose
numbers would have been swollen by prisoners let loose from the gaols,
the fanatic Mahommedan population about town, and all the rabble and
canaille who were waiting to repeat the atrocities of Meerut and other
places.


“Sunday after Sunday was appointed for the execution of the plot, and
Sunday after Sunday were their hopes disappointed — and how? Not by
the wisdom of men, for we were in profound ignorance of this at the time;
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but by the watchfulness of those ‘eyes’ which ‘run to and fro throughout
the whole earth,’ to show the Lord strong in the behalf of those whose
hearts are perfect towards him. The means employed were the periodically
recurring thunderstorms, which used to take place exactly at the time when
the designs of the mutineers were to have been developed. It was on one of
these occasions, on a Sunday evening, when the rain was pouring in
torrents, and the dense darkness of the night was only relieved by vivid
flashes of lightning, and we were prevented from going to chapel, where
indeed there was no meeting held on account of the weather, that we
agreed to meet around the domestic altar, and to enjoy one of Mr.
Spurgeon’s sermons. Little did we know how close was the terrible danger
which the storm was averting. Many of my dear wife’s family lived with
me, and one of us read a sermon by Mr. Spurgeon on Providence. It was a
wonderful sermon, and it did us yeoman service. It brought God close to
us, and made us feel that the divine arm was closing in around us. Twenty-
three years have elapsed since then, and yet some of the words of that
discourse have not been forgotten, so deep was their impression, and so
spirit-stirring their tones of lofty cheer. Even now, at this distance of time,
they are as fresh in my recollection as if I had heard them but yesterday.
We heard, as it were, the rush of the mighty wings of Providence, like
those of a guardian angel, sweeping past us. Mr. Spurgeon closes a
magnificent passage with the following apostrophe, which thrills me even
now as I recall it: ‘Providence, thou ever rollest on; thy revolving wheels
never cease their everlasting circles!’ The unconscious truth which lay in
these words, and their singular adaptation to our surroundings at the time,
were profoundly, yet somewhat after a mystic fashion, felt by us then; it
was only afterwards that they were clearly discerned and fully appreciated,
and we saw eventually how the wheels of Providence had indeed revolved
for our safety, and borne us beyond the reach of imminent peril.”


An Indian agent of the London Missionary Society writes: — “In common
with many all over the world I have long been a reader of your sermons.
Your fifteen-hundredth came to hand a short time ago, and I read it to a
delighted European and native audience here a Sunday or two since. A few
days subsequent to that I had a visit from a young Brahmin graduate, a
B.A. of the Madras University, to whom I had previously given some of
your sermons to read. I gave him ‘Number 1,500,’ and to-day he has sent it
back with a note which is somewhat of a curiosity, and, as such, I have
resolved to send it to you. I think you will be pleased as well as a little
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amused with this Brahmin’s critique; so excuse my taking this liberty. I
wish I had two or three hundred of your fifteen-hundredth for educated
Hindus.”


The following is the critique referred to: — “Dear sir, I send by the bearer
the sermons you gave me the other day. The few minutes I have been
reading these sermons daily were spent very agreeably. I always considered
Dr. Spurgeon the best orator. I see even the best can improve; as Dr.
Spurgeon excels all orators, so his fifteen-hundredth sermon excels all his
other sermons. I doubt very much whether himself can deliver such another
sermon, but that is going too far. I envy those that hear personally Dr.
Spurgeon preach.”


O that God would by the sermon convert many of all nations, and he who
is no doctor will be willing to be called either an orator or a babbler if men
are but saved.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: June 17th, eleven: July 1st, twenty-
one.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


SEPTEMBER 1880


THE COVENANT


SERMON NO. 3261 BY C. H. SPURGEON


“He will ever be mindful of his covenant.”-Psalm 111:5.


Another Sermon by C. H. Spurgeon, upon the same text, is No. 2,681 in
Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit, “Covenant Blessings.”


IT is a wonderful thing that God should enter into gracious covenant with
men. That he should make man, and be gracious to man, is easily to be
conceived; but, that he should strike hands with his nature, and put his
august majesty under bored to him by his own promise, is marvelous. Once
let that God has made a covenant, and I do not think it wonderful that he
should be mindful of it, for he is “God that cannot lie.” “Hath he said, and
shall he not do it?” Hath he once given his pledge? It is inconceivable that
he should ever desert from it. The doctrine of the text commends itself to
every reasonable and thoughtful man: if God has made a covenant, he will
over be faithful of it. It is to that point that I would now call your attention
with the desire to use it practically.


For God to make a gracious covenant with us is so great a boon that I
hope every one’ here is saying within his heart, “Oh, that the Lord had
entered into covenant with me!”


We shall practically look into this matter, first, by answering the question,
What is this covenant? Secondly, by putting the inquiry, Have I any portion
in it? And, thirdly, by bidding each one say, “If indeed I am in covenant
with God, then every part of that covenant will be carried out, for God is
ever mindful of it,”


I. First, then, WHAT IS THIS COVENANT?
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If you go to a lawyer, and inquire how a deed runs, he may reply, “I can
give’ you an abstract, but I had better read it to you.” He can tell you the
sum and substance, of it; but if you want to be very accurate, and it is a
very important business, you will say, “I should like to hear it read.” We
will now read certain parts of Scripture which contain the covenant of
grace, or an abstract of it. Turn to Jeremiah 31:31-34: “Behold, the days
come, saith the Lord, that I will make a new covenant with the house, of
Israel, and with the house of Judah: not according to the covenant that I
made with their fathers in the day that I took them by the hand to bring
them out of the land of Egypt; which my covenant they brake, although I
was an husband unto them, saith the Lord. But this shall be the covenant
that I will make with the house of Israel; After those days, saith the Lord, I
will put my law in their inward parts, and write it in their hearts; and will be
their God and they shall be my people. And they shall teach no more every
man his neighbor, and every man his brother, saying, know the Lord: for
they shall all know me, from the least of them unto the greatest of them,
saith the Lord; far I will forgive their iniquity, and I will remember their sin
no more.”


Print every word of that in diamonds, for the sense is inconceivably
precious. God in covenant promises to his people that, instead of writing
his law upon tables of stone, he will write it an the tablets of their hearts.
Instead of the law coming on a hard, crushing command, it shall be placed
within them as the object of love and delight, written on the transformed
nature of the beloved objects of God’s choice: “I will put my law in their
inward parts, and write it in their hearts; “what a covenant privilege this is!
‘And I will be their God.” Therefore ale that there is in God shall belong to
them. “And they shall be my people.” They shall belong to me; I will love
them as mine; I will keep them, bless them, honor them, and provide for
the as my people. I will be their portion, and they shall be my portion. Note
the next privilege. They shall all receive heavenly instruction upon the most
vital point: “They shall all know me.’; There may be some beings they do
not know, but “they shall all know me.” They shall know me as their
Father; they shall know Jesus Christ as their Brother; they shall know the
Holy Spirit as their Comforter. They shall have intercourse and fellowship
with God. What a covenant privilege is this! Hence comes pardon, “For I
will forgive their iniquity, and I will remember their sin no more.” What a
clean sweep of sin! God will forgive and forget; the two go together. “I
will forgive their iniquity, and I will remember their sin no more.” All
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gone,-all their transgression blotted out, never to be mentioned against thee
any more, for ever. What an unutterable favor! This is the covenant of
grace. I call your attention to the fact that there is no “if” in it, there is no
“but” in it, there is no requirement made by it of man. It is all “I will” and
“they shall.” “I will be their God, and they shall be my people.” It is a
charter written in a royal tone, and the majestic straining not marred by a
“perchance” or a “may be,” but dwells always on “shall” and “will.” These
are two prerogative words of the divine majesty; and in this wondrous deed
of gift, in which the Lord bestows a heaven of grace upon guilty sinners, he
bestows it after the sovereignty of his own will without, anything to put the
gift in jeopardy, or to make the promise insecure.


Thus I have read the covenant to you in one form.


Turn over the pages a little, and you will come to a passage in Ezekiel.
There we shall have the bright-eyed prophet-he who could live among the
wheels and the seraphim-telling us what the covenant grace is. In Ezekiel
the eleventh chapter, nineteenth and twentieth verses, we read: “I will put a
new spirit within you, and I will take the stony heart out of their flesh, and
will give them a heart of flesh; that they may walk in my statutes, and keep
mine ordinances, and do them; and they shall be my people, and I will be
their God.”


You will find another form of it further on in the thirty-sixth of Ezekiel,
beginning at the twenty-fifth verse. How intently ought you to listen to
this! It is a deal better than hearing any preaching of mortal men to listen to
the very words of God’s own covenant, a covenant which saves all those
who are concerned in it. Unless you have an interest in it you are indeed
unhappy. Let us read it: “Then will I sprinkle clean water upon you, and ye
shall be clean; from all your filthiness, and from all your idols, will I cleanse
you. A new heart also will I give you, and a new spirit will I put within
you; and I will take away the stony heart out, of your flesh, and I will give
you a heart of flesh. And I will put my spirit within you, and cause you to
walk in my statutes, and you shall keep my judgments, and do them.... And
you shall be my people, and I will be your God.” This promise always
come in at the close, “I will be your God.” In this form of the covenant, I
call you again to witness that God demands nothing, asks no price,
demands no payment, but to the people with whom he enters into covenant
he makes promise after promise, all free, all unconditional, all made
according to the bounty of his royal heart.
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Let us just go a little into detail about this. God has made a covenant with
certain people that he will do all this for them, and in each case it is of pure
grace. He will take away their own hearts: it is clear from the promise that,
when he began with them, they had stony hearts. He will forgive their
iniquities: when he began with them, they had my iniquities. He will give
them a heart of flesh: when he began with them, they had not heart of flesh.
He will turn them to keep his statutes: when he began with them, they did
not keep his statutes. They were a sinful, willful, wicked, degenerate
people, and he called to them many times to come to him, and repent, but
they would not. Here he speaks like a king, and no longer pleads, but
decrees. He says, I will do this and that to you, and you shall be this and
this in return. Oh, blessed covenant! Oh, mighty, sovereign, grace!


How came it about? Learn the doctrine of the two covenants.


The first covenant of which we will now speak was that of works, the
covenant made with our first father, Adam. This is not first in purpose, but
it was first revealed in time. It ran thus: you Adam, and your posterity shall
live and be happy if you will keep my law. To test your obedience to me,
there is a certain tree; if you let that alone, you shall live: if you touch it,
you shall die, and they shall die whom you represent.


Our first covenant-head snatched greedily at the forbidden fruit, and fell:
and what a fall was there, my brethren! There you, and I, and all of us, fell
down, while it was proven once for all that, by works of law no man can be
justified; for if perfect Adam broke the law so readily, depend upon it, you
and I would break any law that God had ever made. There was no hope of
happiness for any of us by a covenant which contained an “if” in it. That
old covenant is pub away, for it has utterly failed. It brought nothing to us
but a curse, and we are glad that it has waxed old and, as far as believers
are concerned, has vanished away.


Then there came the second Adam. You know his name, he is the ever-
blessed Son of the Highest. This second Adam entered into covenant with
God somewhat after this fashion:—The Father says, I give thee a people;
they shall be, shine: thou must die to redeem them, and when thou hast
done this,—when for their sakes thou hast kept my law, and made it
honorable, when for their sakes thou haste borne my wrath against their
transgressions,—then I will bless them; they shall be my people; I will
forgive their iniquities; I will change their natures; I will sanctify them, and
make them perfect. There was an apparent “if” in this covenant at the first.
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That “if” hinged upon the question whether the Lord Jesus would obey the
law, and pay the ransom; a question which his faithfulness placed beyond
doubt. There is no “if” in it, now. When Jesus bowed his head, and said, “It
is finished,” there remained no “if” in the covenant. It stands, therefore,
now as a covenant entirely of one side, a covenant, of promises, of
promises which must be kept, because the other portion of the covenant
having been fulfilled, the Father’s side of it must stand. He cannot, and he
will not draw back from the doing of that which he covenanted with Christ
to do. The Lord Jesus shall receive the joy which was set before him. “He
shall see of the travail of his soul, and shall be satisfied.” By his knowledge
shall the Christ who became God’s righteous Servant justify many, for hath
he not borne their iniquities? How can it be otherwise than that they should
be accepted for whom he was the Surety? Do you see why it is that the
covenant, as I have read it, stands so absolutely without “ifs”, “buts”, and
“peradventures”, and runs only on “shells” and “wills”? It is because the
one side of it that did look uncertain was committed into the hand of
Christ, who cannot fail or be discouraged. He has completed his part of it,
and now it stands fast, and must stand fast for ever and ever. This is now a
covenant of pure grace, and nothing else but grace: let, no man attempt to
mix up works with it, or anything of human merit. God saves now because
he chooses to save, and over the head of us all there comes a sound as of a
martial trumpet, and yet with a deep, inner peaceful music in it: “I will be
gracious to whom I will be gracious, and I will have compassion on whom
I will have compassion.” God observes us all lost and ruined, and in his
infinite mercy comes with absolute promises of grace to those whom he
hath given to his Son Jesus’.


So much, then, with regard to the covenant.


II. Now comes the important question, “HAVE I ANY PORTION IT?” May
the Holy Ghost help us to ascertain this, truth on this point! You who are
really anxious in your hearts to know, I would earnestly persuade to read
the Epistle to the Galatians. Read that Epistle through if you want to know
whether you have, any part or lot in the covenant of grace. Did Christ
fulfill the law for me?” Are the promises of God, absolute and
unconditional, made to me? You can know by answering three questions.


First, Are you in Christ? Did you not notice that I said that we were all in
Adam, and in Adam we all fell? Now, “as by one man’s disobedience many
were made sinners, so, by the obedience of one shall many be made
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righteous.” Are you in the second Adam? You certainly were in the first;
one, for so you fell. Are you in the second? Because, if you are in him, you
are saved in him. He has kept the law for you. The covenant of grace
made, with him was made with you if you are in him; for, as surely as Levi
was in tile loins of Abraham when Melchisedek met him, so were all
believers in the loins of Christ when he died upon the cross. If you are in
Christ, you are a part and parcel of the seed to whom the promise was
made; but there is only one seed, and the apostle tells us, “He saith not,
And to seeds, as of many; but as of one, And to thy seed, which is Christ.”
If, then, you are in Christ, you are in the seed, and the covenant of grace
was made with you.


I must ask you another question, Have you faith? By this question you will
be helped to answer the previous one, for believers are in Christ. In the
Epistle to the Galatians, you will find that the mark of those who are in
Christ is that they believe in Christ. The mark of all that are saved is not,
confidence in work, but faith in Christ. In the Epistle to the Galatians, Paul
insists upon it, “The just shall live by faith,” and the law is not of faith.
Over and over again he puts it so. Come, then, do you believe in Jesus
Christ with all your heart? Is he your sole hope for heaven? Do you lean
your whole weight, the entire stress of your salvation, on Jesus? Then you
are, in him, and the covenant is yours; and there, is not a blessing which
God hath decreed to give but what he will give to you. There is not a boon
which, out of the grandeur of his heart, he has determined to bestow upon
his elect, but what he will bestow it upon you. You have the mark, the seal,
the badge of his chosen if you believe in Christ Jesus.


Another question should help you; it is this, Have you been born again? I
refer you again to the Epistle to the Galatians, which I would like every
anxious person to read through very carefully. There you will see that
Abraham had two sons: one of them was born according to the flesh; he
was Ishmael, the child of the bondwoman. Though he was the firstborn
son, he was not the heir, for Sarah said to Abraham, Cast out this
bondwoman and her son; for the son of this bondwoman shall net be heir
with my son, even with Isaac.” He who was born after the flesh did not
inherit the covenant promise. Is your hope of heaven fixed on the fact that
you had a good mother and father? Then your hope is born after the flesh,
and you are not in the covenant. I am constantly hearing it said that
children of godly parents do not want converting. Let me denounce that
wicked falsehood. “That which is born of the flesh is flesh,” and nothing
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better. They that are born after the flesh, those are not the children of God.
Do not trust in gracious descent, or in holy ancestors. Ye must be born
again, every one of you, or you will perish for ever, whoever your parents
may be. Abraham had another son, even Isaac: he was not born of the
strength of his father, nor after the flesh at all, for we are told that both
Abraham and Sarah had become old; but Isaac was born by God’s power,
according to promise. He was the child given by grace. Now, have you
ever been born like that,—not by human strength but by power divine? Is
the life that is in you a life given by God? The true life is not of the will of
man, nor of blood, nor of natural excellence; but it comes by the working
of the eternal Spirit, and is of God. If you have this life, you are in the
covenant, for it is written, “in Isaac shall thy seed be called.” The children
of the promise, these are counted for the seed. God said to Abraham, “In
thy seed shall all the nations of the earth be blessed,” and that was because
he meant to justify the Gentiles by faith, that the blessing given to believing
Abraham might come on all believers. Abraham is the father of the faithful,
or the father of all them that believe in God, and with such is the covenant
established.


Here, then, are the test questions:—Am I in Christ? Am I believing in
Jesus? Am I born by the power of the Spirit of God according to the
promise, and not by the fleshly birth, or according to works? Then I am in
the covenant; my name stands in the eternal record. Before the stars began
to shine the Lord had covenanted be bless me. Or ever evening and
morning made the first day, my name was in his book. Christ before the
world’s foundation struck hands with the Father in the council chamber of
eternity, and pledged himself to redeem me, and be bring me and
multitudes of others into his eternal glory; and he will do it, too, for he
never breaks his suretyship engagements any more than the Father breaks
his covenant engagements. I want you to get quite sure upon these points,
for, oh, what peace it will breed in your soul, what a restfulness of heart to
understand the covenant, and to know that your name is in it!


III. This is our last point. If indeed we can believe, upon the good
evidence of Gods Word, that we! are of the seed with whom the covenant
was made in Christ Jesus, then EVERY BLESSING OF THE COVENANT WILL


COME TO US. I will put, it a. Little more personally,—every blessing of the
covenant will come to you.
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The devil says, “No, it, won’t.” Why not, Satan? “Why,” saith he, “you are
not able to do this or that.” Refer the devil to tile text; tell him to read
those passages which I read to you, and ask him if he, can spy an “if” or a
“but”; for I cannot. “Oh!” says he, “but, but, but, but, but you cannot do
enough, you can’t feel enough.” Does it say anything about feeling there?
It only says, “I will give them a heart of flesh.” They will feel enough then.
“Oh, but!” the devil says, “you cannot soften: your hard heart.” Does it say
that you are to do so? Does it not say “I will take the stony heart out of
their flesh”? The tenor of it is,—I will do it; I will do it. The devil dares not
say that God cannot do it, he knows that God can enable, us to tread him
under our feet. “Oh, but!” says he, “you will never hold on your way if you
begin to be a Christian.” Does it say anything about that in the covenant
further than this, “they shall walk in my statutes”? What if we have not
power in and of ourselves continue in God’s statutes; yet he has power to
make us continue in them. He can work in us obedience and final
perseverance in holiness; his covenant virtually promises these blessings to
us. To came back to what we said before; God does not ask of us, but he
gives to us. He sees us dead, and he loves us even when we are dead in
trespasses and sins. He sees us feeble, and unable to help ourselves; and he,
comes in, and works in us to will and to do of his good pleasure, and then
we work out our own salvation with fear and trembling. The bottom of it,
the very foundation of it, is himself; and he finds nothing in us to help him.
There is neither fire nor wood in us, much less the lamb for the burnt
offering, but all is emptiness and condemnation. He comes in with “I will,”
and “you shall,” like a royal helper according free aid to destitute, helpless,
sinners, according to the riches of his grace. Now be sure that, having
made such a covenant as this, God will ever be mindful of it.


He will do so, first, because he cannot lie. If he says he will, he will. His
very name is “God that, cannot lie.” If I am in Christ, I must be saved:
none can prevent it. If I am a believer in Christ, I must be saved; all the
devils in hell cannot stop it, for God has said, “He that believeth in him is
not condemned.” “He that believeth and is baptized shall be saved.” God’s
word is not yea and nay. He knew what he said when he spake the
covenant, and he has never changed it, nor contradicted it. If, then, I am a
believer, I must be saved, for I am in Christ to whom the promise is made;
if I have the new life in me, I must be saved, for is not this spiritual life the
living and incorruptible seed which liveth and abideth for ever? Did not
Jesus say, “The water that I shall give him shall be in him a well of water
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springing up into everlasting life”? I have drunk the water Christ gave me,
and it, must spring up into everlasting life. It is not possible for death to kill
the life that God has given me, nor for all the fallen spirits to tread out the
divine fire which Christ’s own Spirit, has cast into my bosom. I must be
saved, for God cannot deny himself.


Next, God made the covenant freely. If he had not meant to keep it, he
would not have made it. When a man is driven up into a corner by
someone who, says, “Now you must pay me,” then he is apt to promise
more than he can perform. He solemnly declares, “I will pay you this day
fortnight.” Poor fellow, he has no money now, and will not have any then,
but he makes a promise because he cannot help himself. No such necessity
can, be imagined with our God. The Lord was under no compulsion: he
might have left men to perish because of sin; there was no one to prompt
him be make the covenant of grace, or even to suggest the idea. “With
whom took he counsel, and who instructed him?” He made the covenant of
his own royal will, and having made it, rest you sure that he will never run
back from it. A covenant so freely made must be fully carried out.


Moreover, on the covenant document there is a seal. Did you see the seal?
The grand thing in a deed of gift is the signature or seal. What is this,—this
red splash at the bottom, of it? It is blood! Yes; it is blood. Whose blood?
It is the blood of the Son of God. This his ratified and sealed the covenant.
Jesus died. Jesus’ death, has made the covenant sure’. Can God forget the
blood of his dear Son, or do despite to his sacrifice, Impossible. All for
whom he died as a covenant Substitute he will save. His redeemed shall not
be left in captivity, as if the ransom price had effected nothing. Hath he not
said, All that the Father giveth me shall come to me, and him that cometh
to me I will in no wise cast out”? That covenant stands secure, though
earth’s old columns bow, for despite to the blood can never be possible on
the part of the Father.


Again, God delights in the covenant, and so we are sure he will not run
back from it. It is the very joy of his holy heart. He delights to do his
people good. To pass by transgression, iniquity, and sin is the recreation of
Jehovah. Did you ever hear of God singing? It is singular that the Divine
One should solace himself with song; but yet a prophet has thus revealed
the Lord to us, “He will rest in his love; he will joy over thee with singing.”
The covenant is the heart of God written out in the blood of Jesus; and
since the whole nature of God runs parallel with the tenor of the
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everlasting covenant. you may rest assured that even its jots and its tittles
stand secure.


And then, last of all, O thou who art in the covenant, thou dost not doubt
but that God will save thee, keep thee, bless thee, seeing thou hast believed
on Jesus, and art in Jesus, and art quickened into newness of life! Thou
darest not doubt if I tell thee one thing more: if your father, if your brother,
if your dearest friend had solemnly stated a fact, would you bear for
anybody to say that he lied? I know you would be indignant at such a
charge; but suppose your father in the most solemn manner had taken an
oath, would you for a minute think that he had perjured himself, and had
sworn a lie? Now turn to the Word of God, and you will find that God,
because he knew that an oath among men is the end of strife, has been
pleased to seal the covenant with an oath. “That by two immutable things,
in which it was impossible for God to lie, we might have a strong
consolation, who have fled for refuge to lay hold upon the hope set before
us” God has lifted his hand to heaven, and sworn that Christ shall have the
reward of his passion, that his purchased ones shall be brought under his
sway, that having borne sin, and put it away, it never shall be a second time
charged on his redeemed.


There is all of it. Dost thou believe in Christ? Then God will work in thee
to will and do of his good pleasure; God will conquer thy sin; God will
sanctify the; God will save thee; God will keep thee; God will bring thee to
himself at last. Rest thou on that covenant, and then moved by intense
gratitude, go forward to serve thy Lord with all thy head, and soul and
strength. Being saved, live to praise him. Work not that you may be saved,
but because you are saved,—the covenant his secured your safety.
Delivered from, the servile fear which an Ishmael might have known, live
the joyous life of an Isaac; and moved by love of the: Father, spend and be
spent for his sake. If the selfish hope of winning heaven by works has
moved some men to great sacrifice, much more shall the godly motive of
gratitude to him who has done all this for us move us to the noblest
service, and make us feel that it is no sacrifice at all. “We thus judge, that,
if one died far all, then were all dead; and that he died for all, that they
which live should not henceforth live unto themselves, but unto him which
died far them, and rose again.” “Ye are not your own, ye are bought with a
price.” If you are saved under the covenant of grace, the mark of the
covenanted ones is upon you, and the sacred character of the covenanted
ones should be displayed in you. Bless and magnify your covenant God.
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Take the cup of the covenant, and call upon his name. Plead the promises
of the covenant, and have whatever you need. Amen.


THE TORMENTOR BAFFLED


ONE would hardly have thought it worth an author’s while to compose a
treatise upon “The Art of Tormenting;” yet such a book exists and
contains many ingenious instructions by which masters, husbands, wives,
and friends may torture their servants, relatives, and acquaintances to an
intolerable degree. To quote any of the writer’s suggestions in these pages
would be useless, since none of our readers wish to learn the science of
plaguing others. The ingenious writer, a lady, by the way, does not
recommend the clumsy methods of Roman emperors and Popish
inquisitors, by which it is possible to torment the bodies of men and allow
the mind and spirit to remain at peace; but she deals with subtler arts, by
which the mind can be lacerated beyond all cure while yet no wound is
seen. To torture the heart and spirit of a man is far more cruel than to tear
his flesh, or break his bones. One sentiment in this amusing treatise struck
us as singularly instructive to those who are the victims of malicious
criticism: the author says, “Be very careful daily to observe whether your
patient continues in good health, and is fat and well-liken; for, if so, you
may be almost certain that your whole labor is thrown away. As soon,
therefore, as you perceive this to be the case, you must (to speak in the
phrase of surgeons when they hack and hew a human body) immediately
choose another subject. All the pleasure of tormenting is lost as soon as
your subject becomes insensible to your strokes.” We are almost reconciled
to being corpulent as we read these lines. Herein is wisdom. Patience
baffles malice: the malicious themselves confess their defeat; what can we
do better than to offer the passive resistance which is seen to be so
effective? Let us no longer gratify our enemies by taking notice of their
cruel observations and venomous insinuations. If we are callous we at once
defeat them: there can be no virtue in cultivating a sensitiveness which
makes us vulnerable. The more we smart, the more they will scourge; but a
back of leather laughs at the cat-o’-nine-tails. By doing our best at all times
we shall be able to defy all the criticisms of onlookers, who, doing nothing
themselves, have all the more leisure to find fault with our honest
endeavors. In all probability we shall never succeed in any one instance in
pleasing all who call themselves our friends; and as to our enemies, they
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will never be gratified unless they see us guilty of gross folly; therefore our
wisest course is to make sure of being right in the sight of God, and then to
proceed in a straight line with firm tread, whether we offend or please. The
desire to inflict pain is ingrained in some natures, and against these there is
no defense except a manly insensibility. As chemists plunge a fabric in a
solution of alum and thus enable it to defy the flames, so should we
immerse ourselves into the consciousness of desiring to do right before
God, and we shall be superior to the fires of slander. We are not able to
abate the fury of Nebuchadnezzar’s furnace; but if we can walk in the midst
of it unharmed the result will be equally harmless and far more sublime.


Over against the art of tormenting let us set the philosophy of enduring;
our bane and antidote are both before us.


C. H. S.


A HORSE WHICH CARRIES A HALTER IS
SOON CAUGHT.


(Inserted as a specimen of Mr. Spurgeon’s new volume, “John
Ploughman’s Pictures,” price One Shilling.)


WITH a few oats in a sieve the nag is tempted, and the groom soon catches
him if he has his halter on; but the other horse, who has no rope dangling
from his head, gives master Bob a sight of his heels, and away he scampers.
To my mind, a man who drinks a glass or two, and goes now and then to
the tap-room, is a horse with his bridle on, and stands a fair chance of
being locked up in Sir John Barleycorn’s stables, and made to carry
Madame Drink and her habit. There’s nothing like coming out fair and
square, and standing free as the air. Plenty will saddle you if they can catch
you; don’t give them the ghost of a chance. A bird has not got away as
long as there is even a thread tied to its leg.


“I’ve taken the pledge and I will not falter:
I’m out in the field and I carry no halter;
I’m a lively nag that likes plenty of room,


So I’m not going down to the ‘Horse and Groom.’“


In other concerns it is much the same: you can’t get out of a bad way
without leaving it altogether, bag and baggage. Half-way will never pay.
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One thing or the other: be an out-and-outer, or else keep in altogether.
Shut up the shop and quit the trade if it is a bad one: to close the front
shutters and serve customers at the back door is a silly attempt to cheat the
devil, and it will never answer. Such hide-and-seek behavior shows that
your conscience has just enough light for you to read your own
condemnation by it. Mind what you are at, don’t dodge like a rat.


I am always afraid of the tail end of a habit. A man who is always in debt
will never be cured till he has paid the last sixpence. When a clock says
“tick” once, it will say the same again unless it is quite stopped. Harry
Higgins says he only owes for one week at the grocer’s, and I am as sure
as quarter-day that he will be over head and ears in debt before long. I tell
him to clean off the old score and have done with it altogether. He says the
tradespeople like to have him on their books, but I am quite sure no man in
his senses dislikes ready money. I want him to give up the credit system,
for if he does not he will need to outrun the constable.


Bad companions are to be left at once. There’s no use in shilly-shallying;
they must be told that we would sooner have their room than their
company, and if they call again we must start them off with a flea in each
ear. Somehow I can’t get young fellows to come right out from the black
lot; they think they can play with fire and not be burned. Scripture says,
“Ye fools, when will ye be wise?”


“April the first stands, mark’d by custom’s rules,
A day for being, and for making, fools;


But, pray, what custom, or what rule, supplies
A day for making, or for being, wise?”


Nobody wants to keep a little measles or a slight degree of fever. We all
want to be quite quit of disease; and so let us try to be rid of every evil
habit. What wrong would it be right for us to stick to? Don’t let us tempt
the devil to tempt us. If we give Satan an inch, he will take a mile. As long
as we carry his halter he counts us among his nags. Off with the halter!
May the grace of God set us wholly free. Does not Scripture say, “Come
out from among them, and be ye separate, and touch not the unclean
thing”?
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“WELL STRUCK, PARSON!”


IN the middle of the last century Henry Venn was one of the most godly
curates in the City of London, but during his student days at Cambridge he
had been more famous for cricket-playing than for studious industry. After
taking part in a well-contested game between Surrey and All-England, he
stated to his disconcerted friends that he would play no more. He was
about to settle in the ministry, and therefore resolved that he would never
again earn the compliment, “Well struck, parson.” He kept his word, and
became what he termed “a public brother in Christ.” Things harmless in
themselves, if indulged in without discretion, may prove injurious to the
character of a minister, who, above all things, should set forth Christ in his
daily life. A good man will suspect danger when he earns the compliments
of the world.


NOTES


FRIENDS will please direct all letters to Beulah Hill, Upper Norwood.
Dropping the editorial “we,” I would remark that I have removed under the
advice of a physician, and at the earnest desire of many friends, solely on
grounds of health. If a worker, by God’s goodness, becomes stronger, he
can do more, and if he is graciously permitted to escape the attacks of
disease, so that he is able to continue preaching at home through the
winter, it will be to himself, at least, the cause of great thankfulness. Simple
as the matter of change of residence may be, it has sufficed to create all
sorts of stories, among which is the statement that “Mr. Spurgeon’s people
have given him a house.” My ever-generous friends would give me
whatever was needful, but as I had only to sell one house and buy another,
there was no necessity for their doing so. Having once accepted a noble
presentation from them, and having there and then handed it over to the
Almshouses, it would by no means be according to my mind to receive a
second public testimonial. One friend who heard of my change of residence
right generously sent help towards the expense of removal, but beyond this
it is entirely my own concern, and a matter about which I should have said
nothing if it had not been for this gossip. As the subject is mentioned, will
friends kindly give us a house-warming by praying that myself and my dear
wife may find the benefit we seek?
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When the Wesleyan Conference was in full session I called at the City-road
Chapel vestry upon a business errand, for I wished to see the manager of
the refreshment department. The commissariat for the proposed visit of the
Baptist Union was under discussion, and it seemed a practical thing to see
how others attended to that matter. I hoped to steal in and out, and go
home in quiet; but scores of hearty brethren pounced upon me, and in a
few minutes Dr. Punshon was conducting me into the Assembly. The
whole host of divines received me in a manner which melted me to tears,
and bowed down my soul with a weight of love. The President spoke in
chosen terms of affection, and invited me to address the Conference. I was
utterly unprepared, but I cried for help to the Lord, and I trust that the
word was not quite so broken and confused as it might have been. Then
Dr. Osborn and Dr. Punshon spoke right warmly, and I left with a deep
sense of gratitude for the generous reception. These brethren know that I
differ from them in many points, but they love me none the less for
speaking out plainly what I hold to be true. The remark was made that
neither of us would be willing to ignore those differences, nor anxious for
others to do so: but then we agree in many vital truths which are broad
enough for mutual love to dwell upon and walk at large in. The whole
scene was a spontaneous outburst of brotherly love in Christ Jesus — love
which has a solid foundation. Both Baptists and Wesleyans believe
something, and this is rather a rarity in these doubting times. We alike
dread both the superstition and the rationalism of the age, and it is well that
we should heartily unite in the defense of the essential doctrines of
salvation through faith in the blood of Jesus, and regeneration by the Holy
Spirit. I thank all the brethren, and again wish them the baptism of the Holy
Ghost.


The following resolution has been forwarded by the secretary of the
Conference: — “That the Conference has much pleasure in receiving a
fraternal visit from the Rev. Charles H. Spurgeon, and tenders to him the
hearty assurance of the esteem and Christian love of its members. They
rejoice in his long career of extensive usefulness, and they earnestly desire
for him the continuance and increase of all spiritual blessings.”


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. James Young has accepted the
pastorate of the church at Ilford, but remains with us till his term is
completed; Mr. H. W. Childs has removed from Camberwell to Sudbury,
Suffolk.
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On Tuesday, August 10, the summer session was commenced with a visit
to Park Hill, Streatham Common, kindly lent by our generous friend and
deacon, Mr. W. Higgs. The weather was all that could be desired, Mr.
Murrell and his band of helpers provided abundantly and in their best
manner, and the whole proceedings passed off most happily. By bringing
the men together, and giving them an opportunity to enjoy intercourse with
the tutors in a pleasant manner, we hope that no ice is ever allowed to
form, and College life is kept pleasant and simple.


Mr. H. F. Adams sends us notes of his progress in Toronto, and we greatly
rejoice therein, and in the great work achieved by our brother Dyke.


EVANGELISTS. — Mr. Fullerton spent a few days with us while we were at
Benmore. He went over to Dunoon, and preached with much acceptance.
In company with Mr. Smith he has paid a visit to Dublin, and also to the
Isle of Man, and they are now in full work again in Scotland, where they
will be occupied for the next two months at Dumfries, Galashiels,
Greenock, and Paisley. In a letter recently received, Mr. Fullerton tells us
that reports of the most cheering character are arriving almost daily from
Birmingham. God blessed their ministry there to many souls. The names of
those who professed to be converted were taken, and the lists were sent to
the various pastors whom they elected to hear, with the hope that they
would look after them. We want to see the corn harvested, and this plan
will, we hope, succeed by God’s grace.


The Evangelistic Committee will shortly be meeting to fix our brethren’s
engagements for next year. Any churches or associations that, wish to
secure their services should apply at once, stating the time most convenient
for a visit to them. Letters should be directed to Mr. Charles-worth,
Stockwell Orphanage, who will be glad to furnish information. This
Evangelistic work is doing more for our Lord’s kingdom than it would be
possible for us to tell.


Mr. Burnham will shortly be visiting his old friends, the hop-pickers, in
Kent. He asks for special prayer for a blessing upon the work. Help in
furnishing free teas, etc., can be sent to Pastor J. J. Kendon, Goudhurst,
Kent. It is a wonderful opportunity for getting at the real poor, and feeding
them with the gospel, while they also get a meal of daily bread, which some
of them greatly need. They will go home to London with more knowledge
of the gospel than they get for years in our great city, where hundreds of
thousands never enter a place of worship.
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Mr. Parker seems to have had a remarkable blessing upon his labors with
Mr. Mateer at Carrickfergus, Omagh, and Londonderry. Large
congregations were gathered in each place, and many professed to find the
Savior at the services. There is evidently a great and effectual door for
evangelistic work in parts of Ireland, and indeed almost everywhere else if
only the men and the means are forthcoming. Prayer should be offered
daily for poor Ireland, which is rent and torn with dissension and violence,
weakened by want, and ruined by the power of superstition.


ORPHANAGE. — The Girls’ Orphanage Buildings are proceeding most
satisfactorily. On October the 4th, at 2.30, we hope to see laid the
memorial stones of the two end houses. These are to be called “The
Reading House,” and “The Liverpool House,” in remembrance of the noble
help received from these two towns, and we are searching for
representative men to perform the happy task. Friends will, we hope,
remember that about £1,000 are still needed to finish this work.
Meanwhile, the boys and girls keep on eating like caterpillars, and we must
find them in food; moreover, they do not spin cocoons as silkworms do,
but need raiment also. and plenty of it. Boys are rare fellows for clearing
up bread and butter, and we trust kind helpers will keep the mill going.


Should any mistake occur in the lists this month, friends will please forgive
a man who is moving, and whose secretary is out for the holidays. Many
amounts came in just after the lists were closed on Aug. 14, but they will
be found in next month’s magazine.


Tuesday, July 27th, was a gala day with our orphan children. By the kind
invitation of our friends at Reading they were taken there for the annual
excursion. The visit was a long-looked-for event. The orphan boys gave a
Service of Song at the town hall some two years ago, when Mr. Martin H.
Sutton, who kindly took the chair upon that occasion, promised to defray
the railway expenses of an excursion to that neighborhood: this summer
saw the fulfillment of his generous promise. The boys and girls were
accompanied by Mr. W. C. Murrell and Mr. C. F. Allison (who represented
the trustees of the Orphanage). The weather proved most propitious;
everyone seemed pleased, and “all went merry as a marriage bell.” The
procession from the railway station, headed by the band from the Birley
Farm School, and with flags and banners flying, seemed to take the town
by storm. The day was spent at Erleigh Court Park, which was kindly lent
by Mr. J. F. Hall. The arrangements were in the hands of Rev. W.
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Anderson, and Messrs. H. Hutt, P. A. Collier, and Moore, to whose
exertions the success of the day is entirely due. To these gentlemen, to Mr.
G. W. Palmer (who provided the children with a bag of biscuits each on
their homeward journey), and to all our good friends, we are most grateful.
May the cheers of the orphans ring in their hearts.


COLPORTAGE. — The present number of colporteurs actually at work in
the districts supplied by the Association is 70, and intimation has been
received that four or five additional ones will shortly be required in as
many new districts. It is encouraging to find this steady growth in the
extension of the work. For all these new districts £40 a-year has been
promised over and above what the society gives, which is the least sum for
which we · can undertake to appoint or maintain a colporteur in a district.
It is to be feared that some of the districts which do not contribute £40 a-
year will have to be discontinued, as it is necessary that either we or local
friends should find annually from £50 to £60 for each man employed over
and above the profit on the sale of books. The association engages to find
all beyond the £40, but the limited amount received for the General Fund
precludes more extended aid to the districts.


About £150 per month is required to work the association on its present
scale without drawing upon the Capital Fund, but, during the last few
months, the amount received from subscriptions and donations for the
General Fund has not reached this sum by about one-third. Unless a regular
income can be maintained the work will have to be curtailed, and some of
the most needy districts discontinued, because they cannot furnish the full
£40 a-year, and we are unable to help them. In some of these districts this
would be a positive calamity, as the colporteur is the only evangelist and
sick visitor in the locality, and by his withdrawal many souls would be left
destitute of spiritual instruction and consolation. If every reader of The
Sword and the Trowel would send a contribution regularly, however small,
the difficulty would disappear. Upon the work actually being accomplished
much blessing is reported. Sunday newspapers and trashy books are
replaced by the Word of God and good moral and religious reading, the
sick and dying are visited daily, and the poor have the gospel preached to
them in neglected and isolated places, and, above all, sinners are led to
Christ.


Those who know the value of colportage always speak highly of it. Will
our friends who only hear of the good results help us to maintain the
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present usefulness of the Association, and if possible to extend it?
Contributions can be sent to the Secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones, Pastors’
College, Temple Street, London, S.E., from whom last year’s Report can
be had on application.


PERSONAL NOTES. — A somewhat venerable brother from the North of
England called upon us recently, and told us the following pleasing story:
— He said that he had a son who had greatly grieved him, and who had
been like the prodigal. He derived much comfort from a sermon of ours on
the return of the prodigal, in which we spoke of the joy of the prodigal, the
joy of the servants, and the joy of the father; and he was stirred up to pray
for the return of his boy, and sent a note to ask us to join him in prayer at
our Monday evening meeting at the Tabernacle. That young man is a
Christian now, and his father is so full of joy at the change that has taken
place in him that he gave us a thankoffering of £5 for the College.


The Missionary Herald publishes a note from Pastor W. J. White, of
Japan, containing the following interesting item: — “I have just completed
a translation of Mr. Spurgeon’s 1,500th sermon, and the Tokio local
committee of the Religious Tract Society having accepted it, have it now in
the press.”


SERMON TO SAILORS. — Mr. Matthews, of the Sailors’ Institute,
Shadwell, finds sailors most eager for our sermon on “The Sea, the Sea,
the Wide and Open Sea,” and wants to give away a large quantity while the
matter is fresh. He begs us to mention the work urgently, and we do so at
his desire. The more sailors will read of the gospel the better for us all, but
it is not every book or sermon that they will look at, and when they are in a
mind for it they ought to be supplied without delay.


BIBLE DISTRIBUTION. — We are glad to learn that Mr. Hawke, of the Bible
Stand, has commenced the free distribution of the Scriptures at the
Brussels Exhibition. He sends word that he wants help, and he certainly
deserves it. Direct to the Crystal Palace, Sydenham.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: July 29th, twelve.
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THE SWORD
AND THE TROWEL.


OCTOBER, 1880.


THE THREE THENS
OF ISAIAH’S TEMPLE VISION


A PRAYER-MEETING ADDRESS, BY C. H. SPURGEON,


OUR subject calls us to Isaiah 6:1-8, where we find a vision granted to the
favored prophet Isaiah — a vision of so grand a character, and exercising
so great an influence over its beholder, that he records the exact date of it,
— “In the year that king Uzziah died.” Such transcendently glorious
manifestations come not every day, and therefore it is well to note their
occurrence with a red letter. Perhaps the date was better fixed on his
memory by a thought of contrast: Judah’s king was dead, and then the
prophet saw the living King sitting upon his throne. That dead king had
intruded into the temple; but the eternal King reigns there, and fills the holy
place with his train.


Let us read the passage —


“In the year that king Uzziah died I saw also the Lord sitting upon
a throne, high and lifted up, and his train filled the temple. Above
it stood the seraphims: each one had six wings; with twain he
covered his face, and with twain he covered his feet, and with
twain he did fly. And one cried unto another, and said, Holy, holy,
holy, is the Lord of hosts: the whole earth is full of his glory. And
the posts of the door moved at the voice of him that cried, and the
house was filled with smoke. THEN said I, Woe is me! for I am
undone; because I am a man of unclean lips, and I dwell in the
midst of a people of unclean lips: for mine eyes have seen the
King, the Lord of hosts. THEN flew one of the seraphims unto me,
having a live coal in his hand, which he had taken with the tongs
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from off the altar: And he laid d upon my mouth, and said, Lo, this
hath touched thy lips; and thine iniquity is taken away, and thy sin
purged. Also I heard the voice of the Lord, saying, Whom shall I
send, and who will go for us? THEN said I, Here am I; send me.”


Our one point just now is to mark the three “THENS.” The prophet
commenced his narrative by a note of time, and he makes his time-bell ring
again and again — striking then, then, THEN.


The first “THEN” occurs thus: — the prophet was led to feel his own
uncleanness, and the uncleanness of those among whom he dwelt. When
was that? For it is important for us to feel the same conviction, and we may
do so by the same means. Was it when he had been looking into his own
heart, and seeing its dire deceitfulness, and the black streams of actual
transgression which welled up from that inward fountain of depravity? He
might certainly have said “Woe is me” if he had been looking there; but he
was not doing so on this occasion. Had he been considering the law of
God, had he observed how exceeding broad it is, how it touches the
thoughts and intents of the heart, and condemns us because we do not
meet its demands of perfect obedience? Assuredly if he had been looking
into that pure and holy law he might have well bewailed his guilt, for by the
law is the knowledge of sin. Or had he been turning over the pages of
memory, and noting his own shortcomings and the sins of his fellows? Had
he noted his own failures in prayer, or in service, or in patience? Had he
watched himself in private and in public, and did the record of the past
bring a consciousness of sin upon him? If so, he might well enough have
lamented before the Lord and cried, “Woe is me! for I am undone.” I might
even say, had he been carrying out self-examination for a single day of his
life, and had that day been the Sabbath, and had he been acting as the
preacher, or had he been sitting under the most stirring ministry, and had
he been at the holy feasts of the Lord, he might have found reason for
confession. I will not judge all of my brethren, but I will make this
confession for myself, that if I examine the best day I have ever spent, and
the holiest hour I have ever lived, I can see even with my poor, weak eyes
enough of sin in my holiest things to make me cry, “Woe is me! for I am
undone.” The best sermon I have ever preached is a sure proof to me that
my lips are unclean, for when I come to examine it with care I discover a
thousand defects.
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But none of these things are mentioned here as the occasion for his
humbling cry. When was it, then, that he had such an overpowering sense
of his own unworthiness, and of the sinfulness of the people among whom
he dwelt? It was “THEN,” — when he had seen the Lord. He had been
permitted in vision to gaze upon the great King upon his throne, he had
seen him in his infinite sovereignty, he had beheld his glory filling the
temple, till the house was filled with smoke to veil the matchless splendor;
he had heard in vision those sinless beings the seraphim, using their lips to
cry in ecstasy, “Holy, holy “; and he had carefully observed that when they
drew near to the awful majesty they each one used a fourfold vail with
which to cover himself, — “with twain he covered his face, and with twain
he covered his feet.” Even they did not dare to look upon his glory, or
stand before him without a covering. What with their cry of “Holy, holy,
holy, is the Lord of hosts: the whole earth is full of his glory,” and their
lowly posture while adoring, the prophet was humbled by their reverence,
and wondered how or in what language he should ever speak with God.
John in his gospel tells us that Isaiah saw the glory of God in the person of
the Lord Jesus. The posts of the door moved and trembled at the presence
of the Lord of the whole earth, under the stress of those adoring cries
which rose from an innumerable company of angels, of whom the seraphim
may be regarded as representatives. It was the sight of the thrice holy God
which made the prophet say, “Woe is me! for I am undone; because I am a
man of unclean lips.”


Oh, my dear brethren and sisters, if you have never seen God, if you have
never had a faith’s view of him, you have not seen yourselves: you will
never know how black you are till you have seen how bright he is; and
inasmuch as you will never know all his brightness, so you will never know
all your own blackness. Learn, however, this lesson, that for you to turn
your face away from God in order to repent is a great mistake; it is a sight
of God in Christ Jesus which will breed humiliation and lowly confession of
sin. Dream not that you are to stay away from Christ till you sufficiently
lament your sin; it is a grave error and a grievous folly, for nothing makes
sin to appear so exceeding sinful as a view of the glory of God in Christ
Jesus. No, your face must be towards your Father’s house, and you must
hopefully resolve to arise and go to your Father, or you will never cry,
“Father, I have sinned against heaven, and in thy sight.” Yes, and I will
venture to say that the nearer the prodigal came to his father the more he
repented; and when his face was hidden in his father’s bosom, and kiss
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after kiss saluted him, then his repentance was deepest of all. O poor
hearts, if you cannot come to Christ with repentance, come to him for
repentance. If you want to feel “Woe is me,” come and see the glory of
Jesus and the holiness of the great God, and then will your knee bow and
your heart tremble. There is no road to repentance so short and sure as to
remember your God, and enter spiritually into his presence. “I saw the
Lord sitting upon a throne, high and lifted up,” “THEN said I, Woe is me!”


Now, is there any man here that says, “I bare had intimate communion with
God”? Brother, we will listen to your speech and judge of your
pretensions. Did I hear you say, “I am a man that lives very near to God. I
walk in the light as God is in the light, and enjoy a higher life than other
Christians”? Brother, your speech is as sounding brass and as a tinkling
cymbal, for no man who has come fresh from God ever speaks in tones of
self-congratulation. What said Job? “Behold I am vile; what shall I answer
thee? I have heard of thee by the hearing of the ear: but now mine eye
seeth thee. Wherefore I abhor myself, and repent in dust and ashes” (Job
42:5, 6). This was the experience of a perfect and an upright man, one that
feared God and eschewed evil; and if you have really entered into
communion with the Lord the same humble emotions will fill your breast.
No man has seen the Lord, high and lifted up, if he exalts himself. When
we are favored to know the Lord we are humbled then, and not till then.


You see the man trembling: in himself unclean, and conscious of it, and
surrounded by a people as unclean as himself, and it is while he stands in
that condition that we meet with our second “THEN.” “Then flew one of
the seraphims unto me, having a live coal in his hand, which he had taken
with the tongs from off the altar: and he laid it upon my mouth, and said,
Lo this hath touched thy lips; and thine iniquity is taken away, and thy sin
is purged.” “Then,” that is, not when this man was full of joy and rejoicing,
but when he said “Woe is me”; not when he was living in the sublimities of
boastful self-consciousness, but when he was crying” I am undone;” “then
flew one of the seraphims.” When he was consciously unfit, the Lord
commissioned him; when he felt his uncleanness, when he owned the ruin
of his nature and the sad estate of his people, then it was that the seraphic
messenger touched him with the living altar coal.


Brethren, do you so much feel your sinfulness that you are afraid that the
Lord will never use you in the conversion of sinners? I am glad of it. Are
you conscious that your lips are not worthy to speak for the holy God?
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Then I know you feel that if ever God should save a soul by you, he must
have all the glory of it; you feel that it is a wonder of grace that you are
saved yourself, and if ever others are saved through your means, you
confess that it will be a miracle of divine power. In all this I rejoice, for
your hour of acceptable service has begun. I have noted in my own
experience that whenever I have been most blessed in the winning of souls,
it has generally been just after I have endured a thorough stripping in my
own heart, or when by soul trouble I have been brayed as in a mortar
among wheat with a pestle till I seemed ground into dust. Trial has
preceded triumph. A wider field has been opened to me by the breaking
down of my hedges. I have shrunk into self-oblivion, and then the Lord has
moved me to speak in a burning manner to his glory.


I remember a foolish person coming to me once after I had been preaching,
and he said to me, “You said you were a sinner when you were preaching.”
I replied, “Yes, I did, and I meant it.” His answer was, “What right had you
to preach if you are a sinner?” “Well,” I replied, “my right to preach lies in
the Lord’s command, ‘Let him that heareth say, Come,’ but I think little of
right, for I preach because I cannot help it, and I preach to sinners because
I am a sinner myself, and feel a sympathy with them. If any man needs to
be daily saved by Christ, I am that man, and therefore I delight to describe
the salvation which is so dear to me. Sometimes, when I have been myself
in bondage, I have preached in chains to men in chains, but made music
with my fetters, by commending Christ when I could not have said a good
word for myself.” Why, methinks that a man who has taken medicine and
has recovered is the very man to extol it to others; yea, and if he still feels
that in some measure the disease is upon him though its deadly power is
taken away, and if he feels that every day be must drink the healing draught
and wash in the healing bath, he is the very man continually to tell of the
abiding power of that ever-precious heal-all which meets his case. Even
when we walk in the light with God, still the precious blood of Jesus
cleanses us from all sin, and still we declare from our own experience its
gracious power.


My dear brethren and sisters, I want this to encourage you, if you feel
unhappy in your work for the Lord. If you feel very much cast down, and
are crying, “Woe is me!” do not, therefore, cease from your service. If you
did not get on last Sunday, when you tried to preach, if you blunder every
day with those unclean lips of yours, if you have been unsuccessful in
working among the people with whom you dwell, or if you have not
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succeeded with the children in your class, or with your own children at
home, now is the time to seek the blessing, now is the time to pray for it in
hope. “Then flew one of the seraphims unto me, having a live coal in his
hand, which he had taken with the tongs from off the altar.” The seraph
does not come with live coals from off the altar to men of pure lips who
never were undone, for such are exceedingly satisfied without altar coals;
but when the chosen servant of the Lord is deeply conscious of his
unworthiness, then shall the Lord inspire him from above. It is his delight
to fill empty vessels, and to put his treasure into caskets which contain
nothing of their own.


Very briefly let us now speak of the third “THEN.” “Also I heard the voice
of the Lord, saying, Whom shall I send, and who will go for us? Then said
I, Here am I; send me.” Hear ye not to-night the voice which never ceases
to cry in the church, “Whom shall I send. and who will go for us?” O that
we may be ready to respond to it! Alas! we feel reluctant to answer, “Send
me,” because we feel that we are undone, and our lips are unclean; but oh,
beloved, if while sitting here the angel shall bring the live coal from off the
altar, one of those coals wherewith our Great Sacrifice was consumed, and
touch each lip with it, and say, “Lo, this hath touched thy lips, and thine
iniquity is taken away, and thy sin is purged,” then we shall leap to our feet
and cry, “Here am I.” Knowing that we are now clean in the sight of God,
through that altar which sanctifies all that it touches, we shall have all our
fears removed, and then will grateful love burst out into the cry of fall
surrender and complete consecration. “Here am I; send me.” Here is a man
fall of leprosy, and there is a healing bath. Jehovah Rophi cries, “Who will
go and publish the news of healing, sure and effectual?” He makes no
answer because he is himself still full of disease; but the moment he has
stepped in and perceives that he is cleansed, he shouts, “Eureka, I have
found it,” and begins at once to publish the joyful tidings. He longs for
opportunities to tell his story. He rests not day nor night, but incessantly
publishes salvation.


“Then I will teach the world thy ways; Sinners shall learn thy sovereign
grace; I’ll lead them to my Savior’s blood, And they shall praise a
pardoning God.”


“Here am I; send me.” Who among you will say this in reference to
missions abroad, or holy works at home? I expect to hear it come from
those who love much because they have had much forgiven. The coal
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which purges will also fire your lip and burn the bonds which restrain your
tongue. The love of Christ constraineth us. How can we be silent? The
beam out of the roof and the timber from the wall would cry out against us
if we did not witness for our Lord. Others may be able to be silent; as for
us, we must cry out, “Here am I; send me.” I could most heartily wish that
more of you deeply felt your unworthiness till it filled you with anguish,
and that you felt anew the altar’s purifying flame, for then would you be
fired with fervor and enthusiasm, and a great work would be done for my
Lord. Fresh from a sense of sin, you would pity careless sinners; newly
blessed with a sense of sacrificial cleansing, you would earnestly point men
to the Savior, and the fire which kindled your life would communicate itself
to many hearts.


These are the three “thens”: “then,” when I had seen God, I said, “I am
undone”; “then,” when I felt I was undone, the seraph brought the burning
coal and touched my lip; and when that lip was touched, and I was purged,
“then” I said “Here am I; send me.” May this be a word in season to many,
then will they be blessed, then will we rejoice together, and then will God
be glorified.


BAPTISMIAL regeneration is one of the most baneful heresies contained
within the covers of the Prayer Book. Subtle theological explanations or
evasions are sometimes offered by theologians of this doctrine, but they are
caviare to the multitude. It is our mournful and settled conviction that
millions have been misled into the most fearful and hurtful superstition by
the language of the baptismal service. There is no need to introduce the
odium theologicum into the discussion of any abstract subject; but none the
less do we submit that, in view of the practical heathenism which has
resulted from the inculcation of this dogma, moral indignation is
emphatically called for. Let any evangelical at least recall the spiritual
condition of hundreds of English hamlets; let him ponder over the dim,
dark notions of salvation and God which thousands of the peasantry
cherish; let him multiply in imagination the picture which Tennyson draws
in the “Northern Farmer,” until he has some faint conception of the
widespread darkness which this teaching has produced, and if he is not
angry with righteous wrath he will have reasonable ground to doubt the
depth and sincerity of his own beliefs. This is not a doctrine which may be
handed over to the transcendental region of spiritual metaphysics; it is
eminently potent and practical, and, as we think, for little but evil. It
behoves all lovers of the human race to fight a hocus pocus rite of this kind
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to the death, for it contains within it the essence of the narrowest
sectarianism and schism. Baptismal regeneration tries to determine the
eternal and primal fact of man’s divine sonship by what may be an
accidental ceremonial; and by implication it leaves millions of the human
race, for whom Christ died, starving in the cold of utter estrangement. The
very statement of its essence, namely, that a child of God is made by the
application of water in a Christian sacrament, is as shocking to the
understanding as it is opposed both to the intuitions of the enlightened
heart and to the broad purposes of the gospel. The intrinsic superstition of
this doctrine is by itself a full justification of the stand made by
Nonconformists in repudiating the Book of Common Prayer as an
authority for Christian truth and teaching. — From Samuel Pearson’s
“Assent and Dissent.”


THE BURIALS BILLS.


AT last Nonconformists have gained the exercise of their right to bury their
dead in the national grave-yards. The concession was so long in coming
that there remained no room for grace in making it, and no opportunity for
thankfulness in receiving it. That has been yielded which could not have
been withheld, and this is the sum of the matter. However, the struggle is
over, and we are grateful for it: one less cause of stumbling now remains
among Christian men.


Our earnest desire is that in no instance may anything be said or done at the
grave which would be unworthy of our principles, or contrary to Christian
charity. We cannot enter the grave-yard with the tramp of victors, for our
dead are with us and must be borne along at a more solemn pace. In the
tombs of our brethren let us bury the past; let Englishmen sleep side by side
upon the lap of earth, and in their sacred quiet rebuke the foolish fears
which have hitherto divided every cemetery into two hostile camps.
Controversial subjects are out of place amid the chastening sorrows of
bereavement: they may be wisely left for more seemly occasions. It would
be wise on the part of every Dissenting minister to officiate in the
churchyard exactly as he would have done in the plot of land near the
meeting-house. Let him make no allusion to the parliamentary conflict, but
act as though he felt himself at home in the enjoyment of what has always
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been his right. Let him seek the comfort of the mourners, the conversion of
the careless, the edification of believers, the glory of God, and nothing else.


Here and there wild spirits will indulge in taunt and sneer, but we feel
confident that from our brethren, as a whole, the clergy will receive
nothing uncourteous or unkind. We would render this change so little
unpleasant that our Episcopal brethren may desire greater ones. We are not
Red Indians or Nihilists, and we can lay our deceased relatives in the tomb
without wantonly insulting those from whom we differ, ay, and without
causing them a single justifiable regret at our presence in their consecrated
enclosure. Our hope is that the civilities of the grave-yard may lead on to
courtesies, and these to intercourse and knowledge, and these again to
esteem and Christian union; and these to happy times in which strifes
between Christians shall be impossible. C. H. S.


REVIEW OF OUR WORK


When in the quiet of our sink room we read of such work as this which is
recorded above, done in Australia in connection with our son and our
students, our courage revives. The splendid generosities of the Gibson
family, and others of our helpers in various parts of the world, are cheering
evidences that the Lord knows how to provide for his own work. God
bless these noble helpers, and make them partakers of our joy! All along
the line we see wonderful progress, and work done which fills our soul
with holy delight. We have enough success to fill the cup of a hundred
servants of God to the brim, and yet we have not a drop which we could
waste in self-glorying.


Bearing the banner onward before a great host we find hand, heart, and
head all taxed to the utmost; sometimes, indeed, beyond their power of
healthy endurance. What is it when the crippled leader lies prone in
desperate pain, and absolute mental inability! Then, indeed, we cry out of
the depths, and our voice is as of one in great agony.


At such times the shortness of funds and the failures of individuals become
sources of worry. Of course, men will disappoint us, but faith in God will
prevent our making too much of the occasional calamity. As for lack of
money, the enemy hisses in the ear, “What will become of the College and
the Colportage? They are not cared for by your friends as once they were,
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and one of these days you will find students and book-hawkers looking for
their weekly moneys and none will be forthcoming!” Such a moment fell on
us the other day, and forebodings fashioned themselves in horrible forms;
but on a sudden we sat up in bed and laughed — fairly laughed. We saw
springs rising in a desert. All around us we marked the smiling water
leaping upward, and rippling to the music of silver bells. God’s resources
are unfailing. He has never failed a believer, and he never will. How we
reveled in the thought of sure supplies, which we knew were on the way!
They have not come yet, but they are on the road. Faith sings, “My God
shall supply all your need, according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus.”
Therefore do we bless God for all things, and out of weakness we are
made strong.
C. H. S.


STRANGE NOISES IN NEW HOUSES.


In entering a new house of the modern order it takes time to get acquainted
with all its pipes for water and gas and sewage, and all its arrangements for
working bells and bolts and ventilators. One is apt to be alarmed at the
flow of water in a direction which is perfectly correct, and to be in
trepidation because gas will not turn off where it was never meant to do so.
Many of the fears and tremblings of new beginners in the divine life spring
from a similar cause. Everything is new to them; emotions and desires
which are perfectly natural to their young life are quite surprising to them,
and though calculated to give confidence to the instructed they arouse
suspicions in new beginners. They don’t know the working of spiritual
apparatus yet, and are confused and confounded by the simplest inward
movements. They had better not be in too great a hurry to condemn
themselves, but wait till they are more at home in the heavenly life, which is
all plain to him that understandeth and safe to him that trusteth in the Lord.
C. H. S.
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A JOURNEY TO MENTONE WITH MR.
SPURGEON


BY JOSEPH W, HARRALD


(CONCLUDED)


JANUARY 12. — This morning three of our company took advantage of the
continued bright weather (our diary notes that we have now had forty fine
days in succession) to ascend to Castellare, a little city set on a hill. On our
way up we passed Villa Mount Carmel, but saw neither the prophet Elijah
nor any cloud even as large as a man’s hand. As we came in sight of the
mountains that shut in Mentone on the north, we noticed that wherever
there was a little spot unreached by the rays of the sun the snow that fell
several weeks ago remained unmelted. So, thought we, is it with hearts
unwarmed by the Sun of Righteousness, they continue cold, hard, and
dead. — During our climb this morning we saw and heard more birds than
we had done before since we left home. The merciless or mercenary
sportsmen apparently cannot endure the sight or song of the sweet little
creatures that are the charm of our English woodlands and forests. A
writer who has spent several winters in the Riviera says: — “The poor little
birds have a bad time of it in the South of France. Many a day have I felt
grieved, when walking through the market, held until 11 a.m. in the town,
at seeing robin-redbreasts, linnets, doves, pigeons, blackbirds, and thrushes
all lying mingled with snipes, woodcocks, and pheasants, on the stalls.”
The only hope of their being preserved from extermination lies in their
withdrawal to higher regions, and more secluded groves than those
frequented by the man with the gun. This was the plan that the Lord
adopted for himself, and recommended to his disciples when persecutors
sought to destroy them. When the people of Nazareth would have cast him
down headlong from the hill on which their city was built, he passed
through the midst of them and went to Capernaum to do there the mighty
works which he could not perform in his own country. Some of the early
Christians would have been wiser if they had remembered the words of the
Lord Jesus, “When they persecute you in this city, flee ye to another”; for
some of them seem to have been so anxious to be enrolled in the noble
army of martyrs that they did not exercise common prudence, and in
certain instances went out of their way to court persecution. There are
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times when it is necessary for a Christian to stand like the brave, with his
face to the foe, determined to die rather than fly: but it is well for him to
recollect that it is one thing for him to be cast into the den of lions as
Daniel was, and quite another to hunt up the old roaring lion or one of the
lesser beasts of prey, and imitate the performer at the menagerie by putting
his head inside the animal’s jaws. Being sent forth as sheep in the midst of
wolves we are to be “wise as serpents” as well as “harmless as doves.”


Jan. 13. — The weather to-day was illustrative of a frequent experience of
the Lord’s people, for while a hot sun shone brightly overhead a piercingly
keen wind was blowing all around us. How often do believers who are
basking in the light of God’s countenance feel at the same moment the
cutting blast of affliction or adversity, temptation or persecution! — In the
afternoon we visited the quaint little town of Roquebrune, which,
according to the local legend, was built on the top of the hill which now
forms its most efficient rear-guard. but slipped down one night in a huge
solid mass, the houses, churches, castle, gardens, and everything on “the
brown rock” remaining intact, only some hundreds of feet lower down in
the world. Like most other legends this needs to be taken with a good
many grains of salt. — Over the door of one of the houses we observed a
rough painting of the Virgin Mary with a serpent writhing under her heel,
the substitution of the mother of Jesus for her divine Son and Lord being
the result of the Romish version of Genesis 3:15, “She shall bruise thy
head,” a version which, we are sorry to be informed, has long had the great
weight of the British and Foreign Bible Society’s support in many Popish
countries. We trust that this venerable society will yet see its way to refuse
help to all but the purest versions. Why not?


Jan. 14. — While waiting for friends outside Dr. Bennet’s garden this
morning we picked up some crystals of peculiarly fine formation. One of
them especially we wished to take home, but feared it would be too heavy;
so Mr. Spurgeon suggested that we should weigh it in the scales which we
had at the hotel, to see whether such an addition to our luggage would be
permitted without extra charge. As these scales were only intended for
letters not exceeding an ounce, and the stone weighed several pounds, they
were of no use. This simple illustration reminded us that it is impossible to
weigh infinity in our tiny thought-scales; it can only be done by him who
hath “weighed the mountains in scales, and the hills in a balance,” whose
“understanding is infinite.”
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Jan. 15. — Taking advantage of another “morning without clouds,” we
drove to the little principality of Monaco, “the rock of joy,” name sadly
suggestive to many of the joy they have lost through visiting the gaming-
tables, which enable the Grimaldi princeling to take rank side by side with
the millionaires and monarchs of Europe. When we reached the plateau
before the prince’s palace, we found that the mistral was blowing so
fiercely that we were glad at once to return to a calmer and purer region.
— On our way back, we noticed some terraces that, through neglect, were
falling down, and so not only destroying the vines and fig-trees planted
upon them, but also endangering the terraces above, which leaned for
support upon them. It is thus, too, in the moral world; the effects of evil
are cumulative. He who neglects salvation ruins others as well as himself.
Parents often inflict irreparable injury upon their children, as well as upon
themselves, by their indifference or opposition to religion. Jeroboam, the
son of Nebat, not only did evil in the sight of the Lord, but he also made
Israel to sin by the idolatrous example which he set both for his subjects
and his successors.


Jan. 17. — Walking through the town this morning, we were deeply
affected by the sight of the burden on the head of a poor Mentonese
woman. She had been out gathering fuel for her fire, and was returning
home bearing a bundle of withered vine branches. As we looked upon
them we were reminded of our Savior’s solemn words,” and men gather
them, and cast them into the fire, and they are burned;” and we prayed,
“Lord, cause us to abide in thee, and do thou abide in us; so shall we bring
forth much fruit, and glorify the Father who is in heaven, and thus shall all
men know that we are living branches, vitally united to the true Vine.”
Graceless professors, like fruitless vine-branches, are good for nothing but
to be burned.


Jan. 19. — Yesterday a fine breeze sprang up, and soon the paths of the
sea seemed crowded with ships, though for several days previous not a sail
had appeared upon the unruffled waters. This afternoon, however, dark
clouds overspread the sky, and the wind became so boisterous that quite a
little fleet of vessels ran for shelter to Mentone. Thus do sinners, when
conscious of their danger, seek to enter the harbor of refuge for souls in
distress. So long as all is fair or calm, they have no thought of fleeing to
Christ; and some do not seek a shelter until the storm of divine wrath
breaks upon them, and they find that they have waited until it is too late for
them to escape. Others beside the Jews have realized the meaning of the
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Savior’s terrible prophecy, “Ye shall seek me, and shall die in your sins.” It
will be in vain to look for a hiding-place when the thunders of the day of
judgment burst upon the guilty and unbelieving. — Some days elapsed
before the ships above-mentioned were able to put to sea again, and their
enforced idleness taught us that sometimes the truest progress will be
secured by the observance of needful rest. If the vessels had left the harbor
while the wind was unfavorable, they would have test time, and they might
have been driven on the rocks, or sunk in the depths of the sea; and
Christian workers and warriors will often gain more by standing still to see
the salvation of the Lord than by starting on an enterprise when
circumstances are inauspicious. When temptation is howling around us,
like a raging storm, our safety will consist in lying within the harbor of
refuge, trusting to our anchor to preserve us from drifting into danger.
Occasionally the sailor must go to sea in the teeth of the tempest; and there
are times when the child of God must dash forward in spite of all
opposition, or he will be counted unworthy of the name he bears. Doing
this, he shall have the special presence of his Lord, and extraordinary grace
shall be given to supply his unusual need while he sings —


“Fearless of hell and ghastly death,
I’d break through every foe;


The wings of love, and arms of faith,
Should bear me conqueror through.”


Jan. 21. — To-day our quiet retreat was disturbed by the noise of the
young men who had been chosen by the conscription for military service.
They marched or drove about the town, beating drums, waving flags, and
singing and shouting as though they were returning from victory, forgetting
the old soldier’s caution, “Let not him that girdeth on his harness boast
himself as he that putteth it off.” After all, they had not much cause for
glorying, for they had only attained to the dignity of becoming possible
targets for an enemy’s bullets, or of being themselves participators in the
wholesale slaughter of their fellow-creatures. Had we been liable to the
conscription, we should have rejoiced if the lot had not fallen upon us: our
happiness would have consisted in our being preserved from apprenticeship
to “the gunpowder and glory business”; but the Mentonese conscripts were
of another mind, they were even proud of the bonds with which they were
bound, like those who are led captive by the devil at his will, who glory in
their shame.
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Jan. 27. — The finest day during our stay in the sunny south was spent in
driving to Castiglione, the mountain city of which we had a distant view
from the top of Castellare. The ascent was so circuitous that at one time
we could count no less than eight different roads, over which we had
traveled As we saw the zigzag track by which we had reached the far-away
town, we had a faint idea of the feeling we shall have when we arrive at the
celestial city among the everlasting hills, and, looking back upon the
devious windings and twistings of our pilgrim path, exclaim, “He hath led
us by the right way to the city of habitation.” — The higher we ascended
the purer and stronger did the air become; and, in the same way, the nearer
we are to the summit of the mount of communion with God the sweeter
and clearer is the atmosphere in which we walk. — From the wall of the
old town we had a magnificent view of the snow-clad mountains of the
Maritime Alps.


Jan. 30. — This evening a telegram arrived from the deacons asking Mr.
Spurgeon to delay his return for another week, as the weather was so
dreadfully bad in England. Most providentially the Pastor was induced to
consent to this proposal, for the last week in Mentone was a season of
unbroken sunshine, while in our island home it proved to be the worst and
last of the long winter, so that when we did come back there was little or
no risk of another relapse. The change was so remarkable that we could
only bless the Lord for so graciously caring for his servant, and bringing
him once more to his loved work under such happy auspices.


Jan. 31. — To-day we drove through Ventimiglia, and some distance up
the valley of the river Roya, to view the wonderful rocks that rise, like a
colossal fortress, some hundreds of feet above the level of the sea. The
road had been so much mended that it was exceedingly difficult to travel
over it, and reminded us of the way that the “modern thought” gentlemen
have cut up the gospel track until it is scarcely possible for any poor sinner
to travel over it to reach “the shadow of a great rock in a weary land.” —
While walking along the side of a little stream we discovered maiden-hair
ferns and violets growing in rich profusion, although it was the last day of
January. The violets betrayed their presence by their sweet perfume, just as
Christians should make themselves known by the fragrance of their graces,
and by their resemblance to the fairest flower in all the universe, the Rose
of Sharon, and the Lily of the valleys. — Before we returned we went to
inspect the village church. For some time we could not find an entrance,
until, passing round to the back of the building, we saw a key hanging
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upon the door, and thus obtained admittance. We thought at once of
Bunyan’s key of promise, which is as effectual for opening the gate of
mercy as it was for unlocking the door of Doubting Castle. On coming
away we hung up the key, so that those who came after us might find it,
and let themselves in as we had done. This little church, so easily accessible
to all who wished to enter, seemed to be an emblem of the Savior, and
brought to our mind Dr. Bonar’s hymn commencing —


“I heard the voice of Jesus say,
‘Come unto me and rest.’“


Sunday, Feb. 1. — This afternoon Mr. Spurgeon preached in the French
Protestant Church to an audience almost as mixed in nationality as that
which the apostles addressed on the day of Pentecost. In the evening we
had a short service at the hotel, for the purpose of bidding farewell to our
friends who had to leave for England on the morrow. We had hoped to
have accompanied them, but under all the circumstances we were well
content to wait a little longer ere we took our long journey.


Feb. 4. — While we were sweltering in the heat the news came from home
that our dear ones there were pinched with frost and enveloped in fog. We
could sympathize with them, for in days gone by we had experienced the
inconvenience and discomfort; but the Mentonese could understand very
little of what our friends were enduring, for their sunny shores are seldom
visited by fogs and frosts. Just so, Christians cannot sympathize with their
fellow-believers in their trials and temptations unless they have themselves
felt the same. This is the glory of our sympathizing Lord that “in all things
it be-bored him to be made like unto his brethren, that he might be a
merciful and faithful High Priest in things pertaining to God, to make
reconciliation for the sins of the people. For in that he himself hath suffered
being tempted, he is able to succor them that are tempted.” — We were
amused at some of the newspaper notices and letters concerning the fog.
One correspondent suggested that people should light their lamps in the
day-time, and leave their blinds up, so that the poor wayfarers in the streets
might not be altogether lost. This would be a new and very useful way of
letting our light shine before men; perhaps some people will try it when the
fogs come on again. — Some one described an incident which we
commend to the notice of all Christians who think their talents and
opportunities are so small that they cannot do anything for Jesus. A
gentleman was standing close to Hyde Park afraid to venture across it to
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his usual place of business, and asked aloud if anyone could lead him to the
spot to which he wanted to go. “Oh, yes,” said a blind man, “I can, and I
shall be pleased to do it. The fog makes no difference to me, I can see as
well to-day as when all is bright and clear; come along with me, and I will
take you across in safety.” If a blind man can lead one who can see, surely
there is not one child of God too weak to be of service to others who just
need the help be can give.


Feb. 5. — Dr. Bennet gave us this morning a good illustration of the need
of a pilot to those who are sailing over life’s stormy sea, hoping to reach
the port of eternal glory. During the Crimean war a French troop-ship
sailed from Toulon with twelve hundred men on board, but without a pilot.
In trying to pass through the Straits of Bonifacio the vessel ran aground,
but not a life was lost. There are strong currents running in these straits,
and at various points the wind at times sweeps down- with great force, and
unless the captain knows the track very well, or has a pilot who can tell
him where to seek shelter, he is almost certain to get into difficulties. The
men who had been wrecked were taken back to Toulon, and a month
afterwards another large vessel was fitted out and sailed, this time with
fifteen hundred men, but the captain was foolish enough to go again
without a pilot; and the result was that just at the spot where the former
ship was lest this one struck, and went to pieces, and not a man was saved.
— After this recital Mr. Spurgeon, Dr. Hanna (the Scotch Free Church
Bishop, whom we were privileged to hear most Sunday mornings during
our stay abroad), Dr. Irving (Secretary of the American Presbyterian Board
of Missions), and three other friends took a pilot, and went by sea to pay a
farewell visit to Mr. Hanbury’s wonderful garden and palace. Two of us
preferred to go “afoot,” as Paul went from Troas to Assos. Before we
started we were told that if we kept close by the shore we should find the
old Roman road very pleasant and comfortable, although some of our
informants were a little in doubt as to whether it would take us all the way
that we wanted to go. It certainly was a good hard road for a short
distance, but soon the track was more fitted for the feet of wild goats than
for human beings, however clear their heads or steady their nerves; and
further on the only path was up in the air or down the face of a precipice,
the first sight of which was quite enough for us. As speedily as possible we
retraced our steps, and clambered up over rocks, stones, bushes, and other
obstacles until we reached the high road near the cross to which we have
several times referred. Our experience taught us that in other things beside
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religion, “the old Roman road” is a very dangerous one, and that the best
path for all to take is the King’s highway, which leads those who tread it
past the Cross to the heavenly paradise and palace whither they are bound.


In a company which comprised the son-in-law of Dr. Chalmers, a learned
American doctor of divinity, and the Editor of this magazine, it will be
readily believed that words of wit and wisdom flowed as freely as water
from a mountain spring. As, however, there was no “chiel present taken’
notes,” the record of the day’s proceedings cannot be “prented;” but we
must find room for Dr. Hanna’s story of the good old lady who on her
death-bed was asked, “What would you say, if after all God has done for
you, he should let you drop into hell?” “E’en as he likes,” was the reply,
“but if he does, he’ll lose mair than I’ll do,” meaning that he would lose the
glory of his name by the failure of his word. — Just outside Mr. Hanbury’s
garden we saw some specimens of the Bombyx Processionalis, or
processional caterpillar, a most destructive little creature. The moth
deposits its eggs on branches of fir, lime, or other trees, and when they are
hatched, the caterpillars spin a cobweb nest, in which they can live during
the day in safety from their feathered foes. At night they sally forth and
attack the defenseless tree which has afforded them shelter, and unless their
depredations are discovered in time, soon destroy it. When they have done
all the harm they can, or have been disturbed, they move off in procession
to another spot, where they repeat the same process of nest-building and
tree-devouring. As soon as they are detected, the branch on which they
have settled should be cut off and burned, and in doing this care must be
taken not to handle the caterpillars, or the fine, sharp hairs which cover
their bodies will cause much pain and irritation. The sharp measures
necessary for the saving of trees assailed by these insects remind us of the
command of our loving Lord to cut off the offending hand or foot lest it
should cause the ruin of the whole body and soul for ever.


Feb. 6. — To-day we again visited the Gorbio Valley, but did not repeat
our Christmas-day experience, for the day was long as well as bright. Close
by where we halted for lunch, a man was ploughing a little plot of ground,
a few feet wide and a dozen yards long, with a couple of oxen. As we
looked upon the heavy burdens upon their shoulders we felt that their
owner could not say as our Master did, “My yoke is easy;” and we realized
something of the meaning of the passage, “I was to them as they that take
off the yoke on their jaws, and I laid meat unto them.” We saw also what
Paul meant by the expression, “true yoke-fellow,” and the command, “Be
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ye not unequally yoked together with unbelievers.” When oxen are yoke-
fellows, they must be thoroughly of one mind, they must take equal steps,
they must work together and rest together, they must share their burdens,
and in all things sympathize with one another. — On our way back we
noticed a house that was intended to be painted blue, but the artist
evidently had not color enough to complete it as he commenced. At the
bottom it was a dark indigo, in the middle it was azure, and the top was
like diluted London milk, thus resembling some professors who lay on
religious coloring very thickly at first, but gradually weaken it until they
appear in their own naked ugliness True Christians “grow in grace”; and
“the path of the just is as the shining light, that shineth more and more unto
the perfect day.”


Sunday, Feb. 8. — This afternoon we had some difficulty in finding a
convenient resting-place near at hand, although we need not have troubled
ourselves at all about the matter, for close by was a beautiful garden, which
the kind owner had placed at Mr. Spurgeon’s disposal whenever he chose
to make use of it, and nearer still was a pleasant olive-garden belonging to
the hotel, where we might have gone every day if we had liked, but which
we had never entered until this afternoon, being thus a type of those
Christians who do not live up to their full privileges as believers until they
are about to depart to their distant home. — Our farewell communion
service was attended by twenty-five brethren and sisters in Christ. It was
good to be there.


Feb. 9. — A little before noon we started on our long journey home. For
several hours we had the pleasure of passing by daylight through the fine
country which we had before traversed, much to our regret, in the dark.
We now saw what delightful scenery we had missed, and were glad that we
had another opportunity of admiring its loveliness. A pleasant ride brought
us to Antibes, which we have since learned was the scene of a terrible
railway accident eight years ago, because “in the darkness of the evening
the danger signals were disregarded by the engine-drover. How many souls
are lost through disregard of the danger-signals held forth by the Lord’s
servants, and by God himself in his word! — On a hill close by stands the
Hermit’s Chapel, which will always be associated in our mind with a saying
of Frere Richard, the old monk in charge of the place, — “I would go
anywhere to build organs for the glory of God.” What a grand sentiment, if
it were always connected with a worthy object! “I would go anywhere to
glorify God.” — Near Cannes we had a magnificent view of the islands of
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Marguerite and Honorat, the latter being named after the holy man who
founded a celebrated monastery there. In this school of the priests, St.
Patrick, the apostle of Ireland, was trained, and according to tradition the
patron saint of the Emerald Isle learned amongst other things from good
St. Honorat the art of banishing serpents, vipers, and other noxious reptiles
from his adopted country. Would to God that all viperous spirits could be
banished from the island which our Hibernian friends still claim to be the


“First flower of the earth,
First gem of the sea”


Two inscriptions in the abbey are worth preserving. In the lavatory, upon a
marble slab, in Latin, is the following: — “O Christ, let thy right hand,
which cleanses inside and outside, cleanse within what this water cannot
cleanse.” In the monks’ refectory is this modern but model motto: —


“Leave all for God,
And you will find all in God.”


At Frejus we were greatly interested in the Roman remains, which carried
our thoughts back to the days of the early Christians, some of whom may
have been martyred in the amphitheater, of which only the ruins are now to
be found, while the faith for which they died is daily winning its way
among all nations under heaven. — For a considerable time we rode along
through the Esterel mountains, whose red porphyritic rocks and brilliant
green pine forests were a charming contrast to the somber silvery olives
with which we had become so familiar and friendly. At one time these
Esterelles formed an almost impenetrable lurking-place for the escaped
convicts from Toulon, and other evil-doers from the neighboring country,
but all that has been changed since Stephenson’s iron horse found its way
into this region. — While we have been writing our steed has been rushing
along, and here we are at the end of the first stage of our journey,
Marseilles. Since we were here before we have met with an illustration of
the old saying, “‘Tis better to bear the ills we have than fly to others that
we know not of.” Here it is — “The unpleasantness of the harbor of
Marseilles is well known, but it may not be as well known that this very ill
odor of the waters prevents a great danger to the shipping which has
escaped the perils of the Mediterranean. Some fifty years ago an effort was
made to purify the waters of this port; and the Marseillais delighted in the
fragrant sea-odor, so unwonted and strange to them. Alas! ere long
swarthy sea-captains began to perceive that the hulls of their ships were
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being perforated by thousands of sea-worms, whose ravages the foul water
had kept at a distance; and the danger to the vessels lying in the port
became so great that at last the purification of the harbor had to cease, and
the foul waters returned to taint the atmosphere, but to banish the
destroying worms.”


Feb. 9 — 11. — Our long story is nearly at an end. When we left
Marseilles the last trace of daylight had disappeared, so we had to occupy
ourselves as best we could by the light of the carriage lamps until we
turned in for the night. The temperature of our sleeping-car taught us
another lesson. Our friends who returned a week before we did wrote that,
notwithstanding the large fire which was kept up all night, the cold was so
intense that ice was formed on the windows. The attendant did not seem at
all conscious that a great change had taken place in the weather, and as a
consequence he heated the air to such a degree that Mr. Spurgeon was
scarcely able to breathe. It is just thus with some who are supposed to
minister to our comfort spiritually, they have zeal without discretion, they
take no thought of changing circumstances, they pile on their elocutionary
fuel until we are almost roasted alive, when we ought to be calmly resting,
or else they go to the other extreme, and because somebody wanted a
window open on a hot summer’s day, they let out the fires and fling wide
the doors in the middle of a winter’s night. “To everything there is a
season.” — When we reached Paris at ten the next morning, it was so fine
that we did not stay as we had intended, but crossed the city, and pushed
on at once to Boulogne. After a good night’s rest there, our usual
experience in crossing the channel, and a quick run from Folkestone to
London, we arrived at home greatly benefited by our three months’
experience as traveling companion to our beloved Pastor and President.


NOTES


THE Editor has been haunted by the fear that no magazine could be
prepared for October, for he has been racked with pain, and mentally
unable to attend to any duties requiring thought. Seizing little intervals of
comparative ease, page by page the work has been done in a broken sort of
way. Friends must be pleased to overlook blunders and shortcomings,
having compassion on their willing servant whose utter incapacity has been
his deepest grief. Oh, for power to pursue our work: Troops of orphans,
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students, colporteurs, and evangelists seem to march through our poor
brain both sleeping and waking. All must be left with the Lord. Where
could they be better?


Heartily do we welcome the Baptist Union to spend its autumnal session in
London. May the Lord be in the midst of all its assemblies. The first
engagement of the Union is to visit the Stockwell Orphanage. It was most
kind of the Committee so to arrange. On Monday afternoon, Oct. 4, at
2:30, Mr. George Palmer, M.P., will lay the memorial stone of the Reading
House of the Girls’ Orphan. age. The town of Reading has led the way in
constant kindness to the Orphanage. At one time it gets up a bazaar, and
year after year it gives the children a fete. The pastor of King’s-Road vies
with his leading helpers in aiding us, and the great firms of the town, such
as Palmer and Sutton, are equally hearty in the cause of the orphan.


Our beloved brother, Mr. Hugh Stowell Brown, is at the same time to
inaugurate the Liverpool House. By his means Liverpool has done grandly
for us. We hardly think Mr. Brown would like us to tell what big,
brotherly, whole-hearted deeds he has done for us. He has acted
magnanimously. God bless him! Bless him in resting as well as in working.
It was meet that he should in some way or other be manifestly linked with
this work, since in the most quiet, unostentatious manner he has always
done more than his share of it.


Now that our Baptist brethren are corning to the Orphanage, will they
please note that the money given to the Boys’ Orphanage by the
denomination has procured shelter for 21 ministers’ sons, and it may be
worth their consideration whether some such interest might not be wisely
secured in the Girls’ Orphanage. At any rate, beloved brethren, you are
expected at the Orphanage with great delight, and though the sick
President may be denied the joy of seeing you, his heart will be crying,
“Welcome, welcome!” Oh that the good Physician’s hand may give us back
our limbs again, free from anguish and weakness, and then we shall weep
for joy at the sight of the rising wails of the Girls’ Orphanage.


All goes well at Stockwell. Never so many children in residence before;
never better in health.


THE BOOK FUND. — We hope that the quiet, but eminently useful, work
carried on by Mrs. Spurgeon is not forgotten by our friends. The book-
needing minister is always writing, and book-parcels are always going out;
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but friends have been sea-siding and continental-tripping, or hay-making
and harvesting, and so Book-funds and. other good things have not been
remembered. When they are all home again friends will say, “Let us see
how that admirable Book-fund is getting on.” The needs of ministers in
other matters besides books have pressed heavily just lately on our beloved
wife, whose personal afflictions have made her tender for the trials of
others.


On Friday evening, Sept. 3, the Annual Meeting of THE GREEN WALK


MISSION was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-Hall. A letter from the pastor
was read regretting that an attack of rheumatism kept him away. Earnest
prayer was made for his speedy recovery. In his absence Mr. William Olney
presided. A report of the last twelve months’ work was read. The
following is a short summary of it: — The year has been one of much
spiritual blessing. It has been the exception to hold a service at which some
new case of the Spirit’s work has not been discovered. The particulars of
from forty to fifty persons, who have seen the president of the mission as
inquirers have been recorded. Many other hopeful cases are known to
other workers. Most of these persons have joined the church at the
Tabernacle. Several of the sons and daughters of the workers have
professed faith in Christ. The report recited a week’s work in the mission,
consisting of Sunday, Tuesday, and Thursday evening services in the
Concert Hall, Green Walk; and gave particulars of the Sunday-school,
Mothers’ Meeting, Tract Society, Open-air Services, Dorcas and
Benevolent Societies, etc. It mentioned the encouraging attendances both
indoors and out. The people help in supporting the work, and the weekly
offering is well sustained. Our admirable fellow-worker, Mr. W. Olney,
jun., conducts this work splendidly. The great want is a fit place to meet in.
In Bermondsey there are hundreds of thousands who never enter a place of
worship, and are altogether untouched by religious agencies, This brother
and his workers can touch them, and could move them if he had a place
whereon to plant his lever. Christian merchants of Bermondsey, will you let
the people perish in utter heathenism? If you cannot preach, can you not
provide a large, plain building for those who can preach?


On Friday evening, September 17, the annual meeting of our home
EVANGELIST’ ASSOCIATION was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall. We
had hoped to have presided, but the return of our illness prevented us, and
our place was ably supplied by our good friend and deacon, Mr. Murrell.
We are informed that the meeting was the largest the Association has held,
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and that it was very successful in every respect. Mr. Elvin, the energetic
secretary, reported that during the year 1448 services had been conducted
by members of the Association on the Lord’s day, and 1135 on week-
nights, or a total of 2583, whereas last year the number was 1767, and in
1878 it was 1084. These figures show that the Association is getting a
largo share of the confidence of the churches of the metropolis, and
supplying a great need. There are 118 speakers and singers, more or less
engaged in this work, and they have spoken or sung 3448 times since the
last annual meeting. The total cost of all this good work has been £ 141 6s.
2 1/2d., towards which, with the help of various friends, we have
contributed £100. As the work continues to grow it is very necessary that
the income should increase in the same proportion. Donations may be sent
to Mr. G. E. Elvin, 30, Surrey Square, Walworth, S.E. We cannot imagine
an agency which does more gospel preaching in proportion to its
expenditure, and we are pleased to bear witness that it is no uncertain
doctrine which is taught, nor is it proclaimed by cold hearts. We rejoice in
this Society, and shall always be glad. to help it personally, and to be the
channel for the help of others.


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. T. Whiteside has been accepted
by the committee of the Home Mission for work in Athlone, and Mr. H.
Wallace, for St. Heifer’s, Jersey. Mr. J. Scilley is going to Coleraine; Mr.
W. Gillard to Appledore, Devon; Mr. G. H. Kemp to Alford, Lincolnshire;
and Mr. W. Thorn to Loose, Maidstone.


Mr. H. E. Stone is removing from Arthur Street, Gray’s Inn Road, to the
Nottingham “Tabernacle,” and our earnest prayer is that he may prove a
great blessing to that town; Mr. W. Hobbs from Norwood New Town to
Hamilton Road, Lower Norwood; Mr. G. D. Cox from Sittingbourne to
Melton Mowbray; Mr. R. Herries from Consett to S. Shields; Mr. J. J.
Irving, formerly of Swadlincote, has settled at Maidenhead; Mr. J. Foster,
late of Wick, at Waterbeach; and Mr. H. W. Taylor, late of Redruth, at St.
Alban’s.


Mr. F. A. Holzhausen, of New Basford, has sailed for Canada; and Mr. N.
Rogers, late of Stratton, has become pastor at Jamestown, S. Australia.


Mr. A. J. Clarke, of West Melbourne, continues to send us good tidings.
He has baptized 69 persons, and has received 87 into the church since he
arrived; and his chapel is about to be enlarged so as to seat 950 people. As
we should expect with such a pastor, all kinds of evangelistic work are
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prosecuted with great vigor. He also reports well of Brn. Bunning at
Geelong, Marsden at Kew, Clark at Ballarat, and Garrett at Brighton, all of
whom are having much success in winning souls. Our son Thomas was at
Melbourne on July 18, when the Town Hall was crowded, and Mr. Clarke
says, “hundreds could not gain admission.”


Sad news from Jamaica. — Our readers will have seen from the
denominational and other papers accounts of the terrible hurricane which
recently swept over a great part of Jamaica. Many of the stations of the
Baptist Missionary Society have suffered most severely, and amongst
others Mount Hermon, where our Bro. J. J. Kendon and his newly-married
wife were on the eventful night of Aug. 18. We have received the
following letter, which will speak for itself: —


“It was a hurricane of more than usual violence. Our dwelling at Mount
Hermen was a part of the chapel partitioned off. I did not for a moment
think the storm would last as long or rage as violently as it did; and
accordingly went down often into the chapel to fasten up windows, doors,
etc. I did not advise Mrs. Kendon to dress (she had gone to bed early, as
the day was so dull and gloomy), but she got up and put on a thin dress,
thinking all would soon be over. Daring the evening two of our servants
were driven into our dwelling. The out-houses were wet through, and had
fallen down on one of them. The storm continued to increase, so, not
knowing how soon the ceiling would be down, I delayed no longer, but,
taking Mrs. K. by the hand, went forth, not knowing whither I went. The
wretchedness of that hour pen cannot describer We went through sleet and
wind to an under part of the dwelling, between two massive walls. I found
there two young men, terror-stricken. They cried, ‘Massa, pity us’. Lord,
save us! with such earnestness as they had never manifested before. All
round was open, we could see the lightning, and feel the wind. I expected
every moment some flying splinter would strike us, and to go out into the
open was, I knew, sure destruction. After some time we heard shouts,
‘Minister, minister, where are you?’ and, between the gusts, we went forth
through pools of water and long wet grass to a little house four feet
square, strong and compact, and into that we gathered for shelter. I was
surprised at the calmness I felt then — no fear. We sang, with trembling,
quivering voices, ‘Safe in the arms of Jesus.’ That has grown common and
stale in English ears, but let them once view a hurricane of that nature, let
them sit on a cold, wet bench, with garments dripping wet and feet clad
only by thin slippers filled with water, let them hear the snapping of
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boughs, the roar of thunder, the crash of stones falling and rolling all
around, and then the reality of faith will be seen. Old-fashioned hymns will
have a fresh halo, and become doubly precious. For five hours we could
not move. I was tolerably well protected, but Mrs. K. was badly off. At last
daylight came; never more eagerly desired and welcomed. I went round the
premises, and found the chapel destroyed, two walls down, the roof
shattered, pulpit smashed. A part of the house (a lean-to) was standing, but
filled with sand and plaster and water; we cleared these out, lit fires, dried
clothes, and thus began as well as we could to throw off the ill effects of
such a night. Three of our members were buried in the ruins of their houses
and killed, and I hear on every side accounts of houses by scores
demolished, and families rendered homeless. All provisions are destroyed,
and without immediate help many must starve. England must come to our
help. I shall take a list of all our people who have houses down, and I think
from report they will number one out of every five or six. To-day our
service was exceedingly solemn and impressive, we began and ended with
the doxology. The people are ruined. It will be years before they reach the
state of comfort of former times. England never knows such scenes. She
should show her gratitude by helping those who do suffer thus, and this I
trust she will do. Pray for us that we may bear patiently the heated furnace.
From yours in gospel bonds,


“J. J. KENDON.”


Our brother, Carey B. Berry, who is over in England for the benefit of his
health, also informs us that three of the chapels connected with his station,
— Sligo-ville, Passage Fort, and Kitson Town — have been completely
destroyed: and Mr. James Tilley, a former member of the Tabernacle
church, writes that his chapel and house at Oberlin are in ruins.


We shall be very glad to receive contributions for either of our brethren
who have suffered in this terrible time of visitation. The calamity is of
sufficient dimensions to call for a national subscription, but meanwhile we
ought to be helping at once cases which are so well I known and so closely
bound to us as these are.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services at Galashiels
have been a great success, the whole town seems to have been moved, and
many were led to decision. Just in the midst of the meetings unusual
solemnity was given to the services by the arrival of tidings of the death of
the absent Pastor, Brother Chas. Hill, who had gone to Saltcoats for the
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benefit of his health, but was suddenly called home to be for ever with the
Lord. We are greatly grieved to add that he leaves a widow and five
children unprovided for. What is to be done? The Orphanage can no doubt
find a home for a boy, but much more is wanted. What painful want comes
before us, and when our best is done how much sorrow remains!


Our Evangelists have since visited Sel-kirk, Dunoon, and Wick; and this
month they go to Paisley.


Mr. Burnham has been laboring among the hop-pickers in Kent during the
past month until summoned to what proved to be the death-bed of his wife.
From our inmost heart we sympathize with this beloved and useful brother.
May the comforts of the Spirit abound towards him! He asks us to say that
he is fully engaged up to June next year.


Mr. Parker has been preaching and singing in Dublin. Thus England,
Scotland, and Ireland have been simultaneously visited by members of our
College Society of Evangelists.


ORPHANAGE. — The total amount received or promised for the Girls’
Orphanage Building Fund to Sept. 14 is £10,416 3s. 7d.


The quarterly meeting for collectors, which we had intended to incorporate
with the stone-laying, will be held a little later in the year. Full particulars
shall be duly announced.


We have decided not to hold the proposed bazaar in aid of the furnishing
of the new institution until next year. We shall then want it well done, and
therefore we announce it now, that the time may be long enough. If we live
till Christmas, 1881, we hope to see a great help given to our funds by a
Bazaar, and it will be at the tune when we anticipate pressing needs!


COLPORTAGE. — Last month we reported seventy colporteurs actually at
work, and we are glad to say that the following additional districts have
been added to the list: — Norwich, Islington, Sunderland, and Swaffham
(Cambs). Some difficulty is found in getting men qualified for the work.
Applicants are numerous, but really suitable men are rare. The tact and
ability requisite for gaining access to all classes of the people, and making
good sales among them, combined with such experience in Christian work,
as will enable a man to utilize every opportunity for acting as an evangelist,
are only occasionally met with. Men who fail in other kinds of business, or
who look upon colportage as a stepping-stone to some higher post, are
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unlikely to succeed in this laborious and most difficult work. But a man full
of zeal and love to Christ, who sees the evil of the hurtful literature which
abounds, and the advantage and importance of trying to substitute that
which is good and helpful, and who longs for the opportunities to work for
Christ which are presented by colportage, and for which previous
experience has qualified him, may apply for appointment as a colporteur,
with hope of success. Should there be no vacancy when the application is
made, we are glad to have the names of such men recorded against they are
needed.


The quarterly reports received from the colporteurs this month are
unusually interesting and encouraging, and speak of sinners brought to
Christ both by the written and spoken word. Good has been accomplished
both by the roadside and in the field; in the cottage, and chapel, and also in
the open air. Think of over seventy men at work every day whose sole
business it is to scatter the truth and speak to men about the interests of
their immortal souls! Pray for them, for they ask your prayers; help us by
your gifts, for they are needed, and will encourage us in the work.


The following is a brief extract from the letter of our colporteur in a
recently-started district: — “One village where I have been three times
only, the people seem almost ready to eat me, pack and all. It is a very
poor place indeed, but the last time I was there I sold three Bibles and four
Testaments, besides a few other things, and have hymn books and Bibles to
take next time. A poor old man told me the other day he was very thankful
to God that I had come to visit him. He showed me a tract that I had given
him two months before, which had led him to Jesus; he had entirely
defaced it with using it so much. I am glad to tell you that our services are
well attended, the chapel is almost packed, and men who have never been
before are coming regularly to hear God’s word.”


We are at this present moment so ill supplied with funds for the general
work that we are slowly but surely eating up the capital, and unless we
have increased subscriptions the President will feel burdened in spirit. This
lead he desires to cast upon the Lord, whose glory is the one aim of the
society. Surely the Lord’s people will be moved to keep this work going;
or must we step by step retreat, abandon station after station, and leave
many villages with their last light quenched? It must come to this before
long if we fall to enlist the sympathy of our brethren in this enterprise. And
yet — No, it cannot be.
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PERSONAL NOTES. — A missionary to the Karens, who is the editor of a
monthly paper circulated in Burmah, is commencing the translation of our
sermons for the Karen Christians, of whom he says there are now 20,000
baptized believers. The first to be translated is “The Unknown Ways of
Love.” (No. 1293).


A friend who was staying at Buxton recently tells us that two ladies who
were there had distributed more than a thousand of our sermons to the
visitors, workmen? and servants whom they met. Only one person refused
to accept the sermon offered, giving as a reason that his physician would
not allow him to read it!


Our son Thomas writes: —


“I received a visit in Geelong from a man who produced from his pocket a
torn and discolored copy of the Australasian, dated June, 1868, which
contained a sermon by C. H. Spurgeon, entitled, ‘The Approachableness of
Jesus’ (No. 809). To this sermon my visitor attributed his conversion. He
lived alone about twenty miles from Geelong, and had not entered a place
of worship more than four or five times in twenty years, and had taken to
drink until delirium tremens seized upon him. When partially recovered,
with not a human being near, his eye lighted on the newspaper. Then he
read the sermon, which went to his heart, and ‘Sir,’ said. he, ‘I’ve never
touched the liquor since. I can’t tell you how grateful I am to your father,
but I thought the best way for me to do honor to the father was to tell his
son of the blessing the printed word has been to me.’ The good man told
us that he had lent the paper a good deal, but it seems almost past it now,
its yellow pages hardly hold together. Almost daily am I hearing such
happy testimony as this. It did Bro. Bunning and myself so much good that
I thought the preacher would like to hear it too, and Sword and Trowel
readers can share the joy.”


A brother in Christ in Massachusetts writes to us: — “A gentleman gave
three volumes of your sermons to an Irish boy; he gave them to a friend of
mine, and this friend was anxious that I should read them. I did not want to
read the dry stuff, but she pleaded so hard that I took one to please her. I
had only read a few lines when I was convicted of sin, but I was about two
years before I received the assurance of forgiveness. One day, as I was
reading your sermon on ‘The Blood’ (No. 228), light came, I understood
what faith was, and I believed, and was saved. I do all the good I can with
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your sermons by lending them to others, and praying to the Lord to bless
them.”


“A poor hard-worked, underpaid country evangelist” writes: — “I have a
wife and four children, and an income of £60 a year. When I received my
month’s salary I sat down quite disconsolate, for I had a doctor’s bill to
pay, as well as bills for provisions, coals, shoes, etc. I was indeed under the
shadow, but I took up your magazine, The Sword and the Trowel, for
March, and, in reading your short sermon, ‘Under his Shadow,’ the dark
cloud seemed to pass away. My heart was cheered in the fact that he who
has been my help will shelter his family beneath his divine wings.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle — August 19th, fifteen; 30th,
eighteen; September 3rd, thirteen.


PASTORS’ COLLEGE, METROPOLITAN
TABERNACLE.


STATEMENT OF RECEIPTS FROM AUGUST 15TH TO
SEPTEMBER 14TH, 1880.


Giver £ s. d


A friend, per Rev. W. Thorn 0 2 0


Mr. A. C. Apperly 2 0 0


Mrs. De K 0 10 0


A friend, per Rev. G. Wright 5 0 0


Collection at Rugby Baptist Chapel, per Rev.
H. T. Peach


5 12 6


Mr. T. W. Smith 1 1 0


Mrs. McIntyre 0 2 6


A sister, Bankhead 0 2 6


Stamps, from Glasgow 0 1 0
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Mr. Edward Dyer 0 10 0


Mr. Charles Ball 10 0 0


Mr. Henry Speight 0 10 6


Mr. Johnson, Abingdon, per Mr. A. Wood 1 0 0


The Misses Dransfield 2 2 0


Mr. Herbert Trotman . 2 0 0


Collection at Clarence-street, Landport, per
Rev. D. Asquith


1 15 0


Mr. and Mrs. Penny 2 0 0


Mr. Charles E. Tidswell 0 15 0


Mr. A.H. Scard 0 2 6


Rev. S. N. Honan 2 0 0


A friend in Scotland 25 0 0


Mr. F. W. Lloyd 10 10 0


Mr. Holdron 1 0 0


Miss E. Antliss 0 6 6


Mrs. Stone, per Mr. G. H. Carr 1 1 0


Collected by Rev. J. T. Almy, Ryde 2 0 0


Mr. F. W. Brackett 0 5 0


Weekly Offerings at Met. Tab. — August 15 35 6 6


August 22 40 0 0


August 29 45 8 0


September 5 30 0 0


September 12 30 7 6
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 — 181 2 0


£258 11 0


STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE.


STATEMENT OF RECEIPTS FROM AUGUST 15TH TO
SEPTEMBER 14TH, 1880.


Giver £ s. d


Mrs. Mundy, per Mr. G. Cox, Bath 1 1 0


Collected by Miss Walker from friends at
New Cross, per Rev. D. Honour


1 5 6


Master Frank Oakley 0 2 0


From friends in Eskdalemuir 0 5 0


M. Bloxceidge 0 1 0


Per Rev. W. V. Young, Tring Collected by
Miss L. J. Smith


12 2 3


Collected by Miss Mead ... 7 9 6


Collected by Mrs. Chapman 1 8 3


Mrs. Lawman 1 0 0


Miss Lawman 0 10 0


Mrs. Hayter 0 2 6


Collected by Mrs. Vernon Peskett 0 16 0


“Staines” 0 2 0


Box at Tabernacle Gates, per Mr. Murrell 2 6 10


“Asympathizer for the orphans” 0 1 6
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“Yorkshire Crown,” per Mr. Hyde Mr.
Richey Lundy, per Rev. W. Fearon


1 0 0


Mr. Thomas Lewis 2 2 0


E.H.G. 2 0 0


Mr. A. Thomson 0 5 0


Mr. P. Bainbridge 0 10 0


Collected by Mr. G. Anderson 1 3 6


A Sermon Reader 0 2 6


Mr. G. Steele 0 10 0
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


NOVEMBER, 1880.


GATHERED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


SWEET FRUIT FROM A THORNY TREE


WHEN our heavenly Father “puts his hand into the bitter box” and weighs
out to us a portion of wormwood and gall in the form of bodily pain, we
very naturally ask the reason why. Nature suggests the question at times in
petulance and gets no answer; faith only asks it with bated breath and gains
a gracious reply. Our Lord has a right to do as he wills with us, and his
dispensations are not to be challenged as though he were bound to give an
account of his doings at the bar of our bewildered reason. Still, with the
full persuasion that the Lord ever acts in love and wisdom, we may inquire
into his design, and so far as experience can help us we may see what
comes of the suffering which he inflicts. What are the “comfortable fruits
of righteousness” which are produced by watering the soul from the bitter
lakes? What are the jewels of silver and gold with which we are adorned
when we come up from the Egyptian bondage of pain and weariness? I,
who have of late been a prisoner of the Lord in the sick chamber, would
witness my confession as he enables me.


Pain leaches us our nothingness. Health permits us to swell in self-esteem,
and gather much which is unreal; sickness makes our feebleness
conspicuous, and at the same time breaks up many of our shams. We need
solid grace when we are thrown into the furnace of affliction: gilt and tinsel
shrivel up in the fire. The patience in which we somewhat prided ourselves,
where is it when sharp pangs succeed each other like poisoned arrows
setting the blood on flame? The joyful faith which could do all things, and
bear all sufferings, is it always at hand when the time of trial has arrived?
The peace which stood aloft on the mountain’s summit and serenely smiled
on storms beneath, does it hold its ground quite so easily as we thought it
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would when at our ease we prophesied our behavior in the day of battle?
How have I felt dwarfed and diminished by pain and depression! The
preacher to thousands could creep into a nutshell, and feel himself smaller
than the worm which bored the tiny round hole by which he entered. I have
admired and envied the least of my Lord’s servants, and desired their
prayers for me, though I felt unworthy of the kind thoughts of the weakest
of them. We are most of us by far too great. A soap bubble has a scant
measure of material in it for its size, and most of us are after the same
order; it is greatly for our good to be reduced to our true dimensions. It is
comfortable to be small, one has more room and needs less, and is better
able to hide away. When storms are out a low bush or narrow caves may
shelter a sparrow, while a larger bird must bear the beat of the rain and the
wind. To be nothing, and to feel less than nothing, is most sweet, for then
we cower down under the great wings of God as the little chick beneath
the brooding hen, and in utter helplessness we find our strength and solace.
Nothing goes but that which ought to go; the flower falls, but the seed
ripens; the froth is blown away, but the wines on the lees are perfected.
When nought remains but the clinging of a weeping child who grasps his
Father’s hand, nought but the smiting on the breast of the publican who
cries “God be merciful to me a sinner,” nought but the last resolve,
“Though he slay me, yet will I trust in him,” no real loss has been
sustained, say rather, a great gain has come to the humbled heart.


Heavy sickness and crushing pain shut out from us a thousand minor
cares. We cannot now be cumbered with much serving, for others must
take our place, and play the Martha in our stead; and it is well if then we
are enabled to take Mary’s place as nearly as possible and lie at Jesus’ feet
if we cannot sit there. With me it has been so. That beloved congregation
and church, I could do nothing for them, I must perforce leave them with
the great Shepherd and those dear associates whom he has called to share
my burden. Those orphans, how could I watch over them? Those students,
how could I instruct them? Those colporteurs, how could I provide for
them? What if funds run low? They must do so; I could not increase the
flow of the brook Cherith, nor even find out a widow of Zarephath, whose
barrel of meal and cruse of oil should never waste. The Lord must do all or
it must remain undone. The weary head could only exaggerate the need;
the sinking spirits could not suggest a supply. All must be left; yes, must be
left. The reins drop from the driver’s hands, the ploughman forgets the
furrow, the seed-basket hangs no longer on the sower’s arm. Thus is the
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soul shut in with God as within a wall of fire, and all her thought must be
of him, and of his promise and his help; grateful if but such thoughts will
come, and forced if they come not just to lie as one dead at the feet of the
great Lord and look up and hope. This cutting loose from earthly shores,
this rehearsal of what must soon be done once for all in the hour of
departure, is a salutary exercise, tending to cut away the hampering
besetments of this mortal life, and make us freer for the heavenly race. It is
well to have the windows shut which look towards earth and its cares, that
we may be driven to that fairer prospect which lies on the other side of
Jordan. This is not the natural effect of pain, but when the Spirit of God
works by it the help that way is wonderful.


Sickness has caused many workers to become more intense when they have
again been favored to return to their place. We lie and bemoan our
shortcomings, perceiving fault where it had in healthier hours escaped
observation, resolving, in God’s strength, to throw our energies more fully
into the weightlest matters and spend less of force on secondary things.
How much of lasting good may come of this! The time, apparently wasted,
may turn out to be a real economy of life if the worker for years to come
shall be more earnest, more careful, more prayerful, more dependent upon
God, more passionately set upon doing his Lord’s business thoroughly. O
that we could all thus improve our forced retirements! Then should we
come forth like the sun from the chambers of the east, all the brighter for
the night’s chill darkness, while about us would be the dew of the Spirit,
and the freshness of a new dawning. Sickness would be as a going into the
desert to rest awhile, or as a bath from which a man arises with shining
face. O that it might be so with me! My Lord, vouchsafe it for the sake of
the many to whom these hands must yet break the bread of life. They say
that pearls are bred in the oyster by disease; may our graces be such pearls.
Falling leaves enrich the soil about the forest tree, would God that our
weeping autumns would yield as fairer springs, and larger growths. May
the divine Spirit cause it so to be! If but one or two of his people shall
profit by my keen pains I will thank him heartily.


Pain, if sanctified, creates tenderness towards others. Alone it may harden
and shut up the man within himself, a student of his own nerves and
ailments, a hater of all who would pretend to rival him in suffering; but,
mixed with grace, our aches and pains are an ointment suppling the heart,
and causing the milk of human kindness to fill the breast. The poor are
tender to the poor, and the sick feel for the sick when their afflictions have
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wrought after a healthful fashion. One could have wished to give the gruff,
unsympathetic boor a twist or two of rheumatism, were it not that our
experience would make us for pity’s sake spare even him. Surely they who
first founded hospitals were not always well themselves. Grief has been full
oft the mother of mercy, and the pangs of sickness have been the birth-
throes of compassion. If our hearts learn sympathy they have been in a
good school, though the master may have used the rod most heavily, and
taught us by many a smart. To those who are teachers of others this is of
the first importance, for none can bear with the infirmities of others if they
have not been made compassionate, and filled with a fellow-feeling for the
faint and the trembling. The keys of men’s hearts hang up in the narrow
chamber of suffering, and he who has not been there can scarcely know the
art of opening the recesses of the soul. Instinctively the believing sufferer
turns to the Lord Jesus, because he has been tempted in all points like as
we are; and in a lesser degree he naturally looks most hopefully to those of
his brethren who have been most compassed with infirmity, and most
familiarized with anguish. Happy is the man who has been afflicted if the
Holy Spirit shall thereby make him a son of consolation to the mourners in
Zion.


I find my scarcely-recovered mind cannot continue this meditation much
longer, and therefore, omitting a score of thoughts which would naturally
suggest themselves to any devout person, I will only add that pain has a
tendency to make us grateful when health returns. We value the powers of
locomotion after tossing long upon a bed from which we cannot rise, the
open air is sweet after the confinement of the chamber, food is relished
when appetite returns, and in all respects the time of recovery is one of
marked enjoyment. As birds sing most after their winter’s silence, when the
warm spring has newly returned, so should we be most praiseful when our
gloomy hours are changed for cheerful restoration. Blessed be the Lord,
who healeth all our diseases. JEHOVAH ROPHI is a name much treasured by
those who know the Lord that healeth them. Gratitude is a choice spice for
heaven’s altar. It burns well in the censer, and sends up a fragrant cloud,
acceptable to the great High Priest. Perhaps God would have lost much
praise if his servant had not much suffered. Sickness thus yields large
tribute to the King’s revenue, and if it be so we may cheerfully endure it.
Bow down frail body and faint heart, if in the bowing ye can yield what ye
had never produced if ye had stood erect in manly vigor. Bruise, Lord, the
spice, which else had kept its sweetness slumbering and useless.
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This is not a hymn, but yet it has heaven’s poetry within it, even this
agonizing cry, “Nevertheless, not as I will, but as thou wilt”; and it is a
delicious result of trial if in this hearty utterance we learn to imitate our
Lord, and to have fellowship with his sufferings. Here a great ocean opens
up before us: pain may aid us in communion with our much suffering Lord.
Anything is a boon by which we are made more fully to be partakers with
him. But we cannot pursue the theme. As when the mariner in northern
seas forces his way through an ice-blocked strait, and sees opening up
before him a boundless sea, even so do we perceive great truths to which
our subject leads the way; but our vessel has so late been tempest-tossed
that we can enter on no venturous voyage, but must cast anchor under the
shelter of Gape Fellowship, and leave our readers to push onward into the
blessed depths. May the good Spirit fill their sails, and bear them into the
expanse of holy fellowship.


“THERE’S SUNLIGHT AT THE CROSS.”


WE toiled up a cold ascent, shivering in the shade, and we were cheered in
doing so, for on the summit stood a cross gleaming in the sun. No sooner
had we reached that cross than we were in the full warmth of an Italian
day. Courage, poor sinner; press forward to the cross of Jesus; sunlight is
there, and all the genial summer of God’s love shall smile around you.
Believe and live. — From “The Spurgeon Birthday Book and Autograpic
Register.”


NOTES


WE spoke in great physical weakness and pain at the meeting of the Baptist
Union, and we do not wonder that certain of our remarks were not
thoroughly understood. Our desire for the union of all Christians is intense.
We have no sympathy with isolation, bigotry, and division; on the contrary
it is our joy to have, on every occasion in our power, joined in many united
movements for the advance of the Redeemer’s kingdom. No one has been
laid under greater obligations to charity than we have been, for the
generous courtesies of many denominations have been most heartily
accorded us. This was not the point which we were driving at. The unity of
Christendom is one thing, but the breaking up of the various religious
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bodies is quite another. Under the notion of creating union we are urged to
be undenominational: that is to say, to complete the walls of Zion we are
advised to pull down those lengths of the wall which are already
completed. Certain “brethren,” who are of all men the least united and the
most sectarian, cry out against “system,” “sects,” “parties,” etc., as if they
were not themselves the fiercest of partisans. They do not practice or
promote Christian union one hundredth part so much as these whom they
stigmatize as denominational. It is a hollow cry intended to subserve the
purpose of the sheep-stealers, who can prey best on scattered flocks. Unity
is the pretense, but the breaking up of useful organizations is the object
aimed at.


Some of our own brethren, who are far from being one with the
Plymouths, are, nevertheless, fascinated by them, so far as to unite in their
cry, — in their own instance a genuine though a mistaken one. But the
idea, come whence it may, is preposterous. We are to become one by being
broken into fragments! It seems to us that for believers to unite with each
other for practical purposes cannot be an evil thing. If they find that by
reason of divergent opinions they cannot work with one body of Christians
it must be a wise thing for them to join with those who are of the same
mind. Thus various regiments are formed in the one army, and we all pray
that Christian love and the teaching of the Holy Spirit may so abound that
these regiments will be more and more united and mingled, till even
apparent division shall cease. To break up the ranks in order to unite the
army would be a foolish procedure. It is true that there are too many
denominations, and that it will be a glorious time when all divisions cease.
To promote this end let every denomination disband itself when it
perceives that it is not faithful to Christ and his commands; but let those
who are united in Christ, and in his doctrine and ordinances, never dream
of giving up their union with each other, or their defense of every word of
their great Leader.


Let each Christian cultivate abounding love to all the saints, even to those
whom he judges to be in error upon certain points. Let him work with all
believers as far as he can, but let him obey the ordinances of the Lord’s
house, and maintain the faith once delivered to the saints. To do this he will
find it needful to join to the fullest degree with those like-minded, for he
may not for unity’s sake pollute his conscience and be a partaker in
superstition or error. Let him pray that the church to which he belongs may
be taught the whole truth, and that all other churches may be instructed in
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the same manner, for this is the way in which all the churches will become
openly one. We will do anything for love and peace except sacrifice truth,
and disregard the will of the divine Lord.


The day on which the stones of the Reading and Liverpool Houses of the
Stockwell Orphanage were laid turned out to be one of the wettest order.
No one could attend the ceremony without an umbrella, and even under
that protection there was great danger of getting soaked by the drippings
of your neighbor’s umbrella, which would persist in running down your
back. Mr. Palmer, M.P., and Mr. Hugh Stowell Brown were not to be
hindered in their good work by the steady downpour, and we owe them
both a great debt of gratitude for the whole-hearted way in which they
entered into the matter. Reading has done gloriously, and Liverpool is not
behind, for Mr. Brown, for himself and friends, presented a cheque for two
hundred and fifty guineas. Unable to be present in the pouring rain, we
were delighted to hear of the brave way in which our fellow-helpers stuck
to their posts, though some of them wet to the skin; and we were greatly
gladdened by the warm manner in which the Orphanage was spoken of by
our saturated and satisfied visitors. A brighter day would have seemed
better, but no doubt it was best that it should be otherwise. If it pleased the
great Patron of orphans it ought to please us: surely the Father of the
fatherless would do no hurt to those under his own peculiar care. We think
it highly probable that the ministers and delegates will remember the
Orphanage all the better, and will take care that the institution is never left
high and dry for want of funds.


On the night of Sunday, October 17, thieves entered our study and
plundered it. If, therefore, any letters received late on Saturday contained
money they may have been stolen. We do not think that there were any
such, but as our visitors threw all our papers and documents into
indescribable confusion we cannot be certain. Any omission which may
occur in our accounts for November or December may possibly be caused
by this painful event. Our gratitude to God is great that no violence was
permitted, and that no large sum of money was taken.


On Wednesday evening, Sept. 29, about 300 friends gathered in the
College Lecture Hall, by invitation of the Tabernacle Sun-day-school
Young Christians’ Association, to listen to “Illustrations of Old-fashioned
Singing,” by a select choir. Mr. S. Wigney, who had arranged for the
evening’s program, made a few explanatory remarks to the young







276


Christians present, referring to the characteristics of the old tunes, and
calling attention to the beauty of their harmonies. He expressed his
attachment to them, and the hope that a revival of their use both in the
home and in the congregation might take place. The illustrations given by
the choir consisted of a Lonsdale, Tranquility, Hampshire, Calcutta,
Queenborough, Westbury Leigh, Bradley Church, Twyford, Refuge,
Bermondsey, Leach, Gabriel, and Poland. The audience seemed much
delighted in listening to the tunes of bygone days. For our own part, we
like best a mixture of new and old, but certainly the old-fashioned times
suited a fervor of devotion which is scarce in these days. Ridicule has been
poured upon them, but it is principally by persons with more music than
grace.


On Monday evening, Oct. 18, the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE MATERNAL SOCIETY, was held in the Lecture-hall. The
Pastor presided, and Messrs. W. Olney, Carl and Moung Edwin, a Karen
brother, spoke on behalf of the society. During the year 235 poor women
living around the Tabernacle have been supplied with a box of linen,
visited, and relieved. What a sphere of service lies open to Christian ladies
in connection with their poor sisters! Happy are they who take delight in
compassion. Those who for Christ’s sake sow in charity shall reap in
mercy.


On Tuesday evening, Oct. 19, the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE LOAN TRACT SOCIETY WAS HELD IN THE LECTURE-HALL,
UNDER THE ABLE CHAIRMANSHIP OF OUR GOOD deacon, Mr. W. Olney.
The number present at the tea was much larger than usual, and the meeting
altogether was very successful. Mr. Woods, the energetic secretary,
reported that 100 districts are now worked by 98 distributors, who visit
3,640 families every week, and carry to them the pastor’s sermons. He also
mentioned many encouraging cases of conversion which had resulted from
the efforts of the visitors, and stated that a sick fund amounting to about
£12 had. been commenced during the year for the relief of special cases of
distress. Mr. Harrald, the treasurer for the past year, presented the balance-
sheet, which showed that the total receipts had been £55 12s. 4d., and the
expenditure £50 16s., leaving a balance of £4, 16s. 4d. in hand. At the last
annual meeting, the society was considerably in debt. Addresses were
delivered by the chairman, Messrs. Dunn, Tomkine, and Bowker, and some
of the distributors. It is no small joy to know that thousands of our
neighbors are by this society brought into contact with one or other of the
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friends of Jesus every week, and have left in their houses an appeal to their
hearts. Best of all is the fact that the sermons are read and that men’s
minds are, through divine grace, impressed by them.


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. L. R. Foskett has settled at
Shepton Mallet, and Mr. J. L. Bennett at Wood-green. Mr. A. A. Saville
has left us to continue the work commenced by Mr. Osborne at Carlisle.
Mr. E. J. Parker has completed his college course, and now intends
devoting himself to the work of an evangelist. He has a powerful and
melodious voice, and sings the gospel most effectively.


Thanks to a generous friend, we have been able to send £50 each to our
brethren in Jamaica, and smaller amounts are coming in. It must need a
great deal to rebuild the chapels and houses destroyed, but every little
helps. Still, another large sum, or several such, would help very much
more.


To our intense regret our brother, Mr. Stubbe, is obliged to leave
Allahabad. He is suffering from extreme debility, and must come home. We
were rejoicing that so many of our students were prospering in India. and
this is a dash of bitter in the cup. When Mr. Stubbs has returned and
recovered, any home church will find in him a valuable pastor.


Our brethren in Spain report progress in Vigo, Corunna, Morgadanes,
Arteigo, Pontevedra, and Villagarcia, and ask for our prayers.


Mr. Cook, Kingston, Ontaria, sends us good news of his work, and
mentions that over 100 of our sermons are being circulated by the young
people of his church every week.


Mr. Harry Wood writes that the Lord has greatly blessed his labors at
Saddle-worth, S. Australia. The membership has been trebled, and the
chapel debt paid off during his first year’s stay, and he is now collecting
money for necessary alterations.


By last intelligence our son Thomas was making a tour in Victoria and
Queensland, preaching the gospel to large assemblies.


Evangelists. — The Scotch papers which have been sent to us, give good
reports of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services in the north. Even the
silver cornet seems to have been welcomed. One writer says: “On hearing
it the prejudices of a lifetime melted away, and men, and women too, who
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before the evangelists came would with deep and cherished convictions
have resented the introduction of instrumental music, were soon swelling
with hearty chorus the grand volume of praise.” The services at Galashiels
are described as the most successful evangelistic meetings yet held in that
town. At Dunoon large congregations gathered in the Burgh Hall and
United Presbyterian churches, and much good was done. While


making up the notes, our brethren write from Paisley that they are having
splendid meetings in St. George’s parish church every night. They are this
month paying a long-promised visit to Leamington.


Mr. Burnham has been resting during the month, and trying to regain his
spirits after his recent sorrowful bereavement. He hopes soon to be in full
work again, but he is not strong.


POOR MINISTERS’ CLOTHING SOCIETY — Mrs. Evans asks us to mention
that she is very grateful for two parcels of old clothing received from
“Readers of The Sword and the Trowel.” They could not be acknowledged
by letter, as there was no address sent with them. Suitable material for
dresses, and under-clothing, and garments of all kinds, are very gratefully
received by poor ministers’ families.


PERSONAL NOTES. — A lady who is engaged in Zenana Mission work in
India writes to us: — “One of my outdoor pupils is a Mahometan lady. On
my first visit to her house I had a long talk about religion with her husband,
who confessed that he was favorably impressed towards Christianity, but
not converted. I lent him a volume of your sermons, and on my next visit
he said to me, ‘I have read half the book you lent me, and I like it very
much. I think it will be the means of my conversion,’ and then he
exclaimed, ‘If this preacher would only come to India, everyone would
believe and be converted, and I do wish the whole world was converted to
Christ.’“ Alas! India needs far mere than any human preaching. May God
bless those who are laboring there, and give them abundant fruit.


At the close of a recent service in the Tabernacle two Russian ladies came
into our vestry and presented us with one of our sermons in their own
language. On the back of it was a list of nine other sermons issued by the
same publishers. Thank God for opportunities to preach by the press in
Russia.


The Editor of the French monthly, L’Echo de la Verite, writes that the
translations of our sermons recently published in France have been much
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valued. As an instance he mentions that a poor woman having read the
sermon on “Lot’s Wife,” (No. 1,491), which had been lent to her, and
thinking it was impossible to get another copy, actually copied it with her
own hand from beginning to end, in order to be able to read it again and to
lend it to friends. M. Andru says that he will print the translation of our
sermon on “Salvation by Works, a Criminal Doctrine,” as soon as he has
the money. The excellent friends who manage this work have everything
requisite except cash to buy paper and pay for press work.


One of our students writes as follows:-”You will be glad to know that one
sister here, who is to be baptized shortly, found peace while reading your
sermon on ‘Peace: a Fact and a Feeling’ (No. 1,456).”


One of the members of our congregation writes that she was converted
under our ministry, and at once commenced to send the sermons to her
friends. She sends us the following letter from her cousin: — “My dearest
cousin, — I will now answer your very kind letter. You will have some
gems in your crown for all the comforting words you have spoken to me.
We do not know how deep a word sinks into a heart, therefore we ought
always to speak for Jesus, wherever we are. I have written to you to-day
on purpose to thank you for your earnest pleadings to God on my behalf,
and to tell you he has answered them. Last Sunday evening it was very
wet. I wanted to go to chapel; but my parents thought it unwise for me to
go, so I stayed at home. Looking into a drawer I saw a lot of Spurgeon’s
sermons. I commenced reading one, entitled, ‘Peace: a Fact and a Feeling’
(No. 1,456). As soon as I had finished, the light began to dawn on my soul.
I see it all now. Instead of taking God at his word, I was trying in my own
strength to become better. After I had read the sermon I went to my room,
and poured out my complaint: Jesus listened, and renewed my heart.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle, Sept. 30th, seventeen.
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PASTORS’ COLLEGE, METROPOLITAN
TABERNACLE.


STATEMENT OF RECEIPTS FROM SEPTEMBER 15TH TO
OCTOBER 14TH, 1880.


Giver £ s. d


Mr. John Nuttall 1 0 0


G.M.R 1 0 0


 Miss Goff 0 10 0


Miss Traill 5 0 0


Pastor B. Smith 0 10 0


J.B 0 10 0


Mr. G. E. Ardill, New South Wales ... 5 0 0


Mr. and Miss Bloom, New South Wales 3 0 0


Rev. G. H. Rouse 1 1 0


MAN. 1 10 0


Mr. J. Hassall 1 0 0


Mr. W. Seth Smith 5 0 0


Banknotes from Lurgan 5 0 0


Collection at Kingsgate-street Chapel,
Holborn, per Pastor R. F. Jeffrey ...


4 14 6


A member of the Church of England... 0 8 0


Mr. J. Tritton 10 0 0


Mrs. Robins 2 0 0


Mrs. Raybould 1 0 0
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“Emma” 0 10 0


Mr. Alfred Chamberlain 1 1 0


Mr. Spriggs 0 5 0


Collection at Shooter’s-hill Chapel, per Rev.
H. Rylands Brown


0 12 6


Mrs. Alfred Walker, per Rev. G. Duncan 1 0 0


Mr.A.H. Scard 0 2 6


Mrs. M. J. Horwood 1 4 0


Mr. J. Seivwright 1 0 0


A sermon reader, Cookstown 1 0 0


A Christian lady, “for good works” 50 0 0


Mr. J. N. Crossland 1 0 0


Mrs.Meary 5 0 0


Mr. W. H. Balne 0 14 0


Mr. W. Rooksby 1 0 0


Mrs. F. M. Freeman 0 5 0


Annual Subscriptions:—
Mrs. Gardiner


2 0 0


Mr. J. Pentelow 1 0 0


Weekly Offerings at Met. Tab.:—
September 19


34 9 5


September 26 11 12 6


October 3 29 4 8


October 10 27 7 0


 — 102 13 7
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STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE.


STATEMENT OF RECEIPTS FROM SEPTEMBER 15TH TO
OCTOBER 14TH, 1880.


Giver £ s. d


Mr. John Nuttall 1 0 0


Mrs. Traill 5 0 0


A lover of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons 0 10 0


W.S.M. 0 2 6


G.M.R 1 0 0


Mr. J. Leeson 3 0 0


Mr. John Sarjeant 1 1 0


Mr.G. Milligan 1 0 0


Mr. John Rennison 1 0 0


Miss Ann Aldred 1 0 0


A 1over of Jesus 0 5 0


R. Joyce and A. W. Bridges 0 2 0


Friends at Bradninch, per Pastor T. G. Strong 0 5 0


R.E.M 0 7 6


Mr. R. Thomson 2 2 0


Mr. J. Alexander 0 5 0


Mr. A. Pearson 0 1 0


Collected by Master W. F. Hinsche 0 16 0


Mr. and Mrs. Rawlings 50 0 0
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


DECEMBER, 1880.


CLOSING THE YEAR


THE old question, “Watchman, what of the night?” comes to us from many
anxious hearts at the close of the year, even as it has done aforetime. The
watchman’s reply is given in a hoarse voice, for the fog has damped him,
and the cold thank God, the central fire is burning on. He does not place
great faith in his own judgment, and answers with trembling accents.
Perhaps a younger and nimbler guardian of the night would give a merrier
answer, but he who is muffled up to keep a little warmth within him, and
feels the frost in every limb, is not likely to exaggerate in the direction of
cheerfulness. Those “waits,” across the road, who are being inwardly
execrated by sleepy householders, may sing their carols, and blow their
curious mixture of brazen nuisances, but the watchman’s tone does not
pretend to be musical, its only excellence is that it is gruffly honest. Truth
to tell, the watchman is growing weary of the night and of all that comes of
it, and is longing for the everlasting morning when he will exchange “watch
and pray” for “rest and praise.”


“Still, watchman, what of the night?” Well, the night is a mixture, — stars
and clouds, glimpses of the moon and hidings of all light; winds, showers,
cold gusts, and interludes of silver shining. It is not all well nor all ill. At
best there is nothing to make a man covet the watchman’s place, and at
worst there is nothing so terrible as to drive the weather-beaten watcher
from his post. Times have been worse, and it were well if they were better.


The happy signs are by no means hard to see, and therefore we leave them
to be dwelt upon gratefully by fluent tongues. Our side of the has entered
unto the outer coats of his soul, though as yet, task shall be that which is
least pleasing, and therefore least likely to. be attended to. It is the
watchman’s duty to mention two things which seem to him to bode no
good to the church of God. One is the abounding doubt among professing
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Christians, and mainly among a certain class of ministers who aim at being
thought “intellectual.” Young men from college, for lack of whiskers,
display their critical ability as an evidence of their manliness, and that
ability runs mainly in the line of evaporating the gospel from every text
which contains it. Afraid of being unnoticed, they affect disdain of the old-
fashioned truths which fed their fathers, and endeavor to win distinction by
repeating at third hand the sophisms of skeptics who have been dead and
buried for half a century. Older men have in some cases set them an ill
example, but the youths have generally outrun their leaders, and having no
discernment have leaped into the ditch from which wiser runners have
started back.


It is not that there is in the churches an anxious investigation of the
meaning of Scripture and a desire to conform all creeds to the Word of
God: that were a hopeful sign indeed. But the foundations are assailed, the
Bible is itself attacked, and its inspiration more than questioned. Once let
this go, all is gone. Our great sheet anchor is the infallibility of divine
revelation. Hence the vital importance of certain controversies in the Free
Church of Scotland. It is not that a professor has said this or that of Holy
Scripture, or that sundry expressions used concerning inspiration are to be
deplored; but the weight of the sorrow lies in the spirit which could treat
the sacred book irreverently, and lay it down upon the critical block to be
chopped up. as though it were a carcase from the shambles. When tutors
set before young men the example of judging inspired Scripture as though
it were the product of Burns or Byron, there will not come much good to
the church of God from the institutions over which they preside. Most of
the mischiefs of the churches commence in the colleges. These can be
fountains of orthodoxy or sinks of heresy; and much will depend upon
those who teach. O that in all denominations this matter were laid to heart!


Bereft of the very basis of truth, stripped of faith, and tormented by’
teachers of doubt, the church will soon be in a sorry plight unless her Lord
shall visit her by his Spirit and give back to her the simple confidence in his
word which is her strength. May those who know the truth stand fast, and
this evil will yet be overcome.


A second and equally serious omen of ill, is the worldly conformity of the
present day. We hear of dancing parties in Christian families, and we are
told of indulgence in frivolities of the vainest order; it is even darkly
whispered that among certain Dissenters the card-table and the theater are
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no longer judged severely as once they were. If these things be so, the
glory has indeed departed. Thank God, there is a remnant whose raiment is
clean, but it is to be feared that many have defiled their garments. “Come
ye out from among them! Be ye separate,” is an old-fashioned text which
some even among Nonconformists do not regard: they act as if they were
eager to be conformed to the world, and to taste of as much of its
pleasures as possible.


The watchman’s heart is heavy as this last cloud chills him. He more and
more abhors the hypocrisy which would serve Christ and Belial. Let men
be one thing or the other. If they love the world, let them follow after it,
and not pretend to be Christians; and on the other hand, if they serve
Christ, let them not put him to an open shame by their inconsistencies. The
line of demarcation between the church and the world cannot be too
definite, and he who goes about to shift it is doing the devil’s business. Ye
pastors, do your duty! Warn the flock, and make it uncomfortable for the
wolves! Ye deacons and elders, cease not by your holy conversation to
keep the young from dangerous pastures! Ye that love the Lord, see to it
that ye grieve not his Spirit.


The watchman ends his husky talk by wishing at the close of 1880 to all
who hear him,


PEACE FROM THE GOD OF PEACE!


 HYMN OF SPECIAL THANKSGIVING FOR 1880.


 O LORD, we glorify thy grace,
 So rich, so full, so free:


 Who in their trouble seek thy face
 Thy power and love shall see.


 Wide o’er the land a heavier cloud
 Came year by year to lower,


 And late our hearts with fear were bowed
Of yet a darker hour.


 In opening spring our hope was bright,
‘Twas bright in summer’s bloom;


 Then followed storm, and flood, and blight,
And shaded all with gloom
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 Thy mercy with thy judgment strove,
But mercy won the day:


Against thy wrath rejoiced thy love,
And death for life made way.


Lord, when thy hand is lifted up
The scoffers will not see;


 And when thy bounty crowns their cup
They bring no thanks to thee.


But we will bless thy glorious name,
Thy patient care we praise,


And to extol thy matchless fame
Our joyful anthem raise.


Enthroned beyond the starry host,
Amidst thine angels strong,


O Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Accept our grateful song!.


Hopton Rectory, Thetford, Henry Downton.
 4th Sept., 1880.


REMOVING


WE have often been advised to rise from Nightingale Lane to higher
ground, to escape a portion of the fogs and damps which hang almost
always over our smoky city. In the good providence of God we have been
led to do so, and we are now upon the southern heights. We did not seek
out the place, but it came into our hands in a very remarkable manner, and
we were bound to accept it. We have left the three-windowed room on the
right, which has been so long our study, and the delightful garden where
we were wont to walk and meditate. Not without many a regret have we
transferred our nest from our dear old home to the Hill of Beulah.


What a type of our departure out of this world is a removal from an abode
in which we have lived for years! Many thoughts have thronged our mind
while we have been on the wing from the spot where we have dwelt for
more than twenty years. Our musings have worked out the parallel
between our change and “the last remove,” and here are the notes of it.
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On such a day we must quit. There is no altering it; we mast leave all the
dear familiar chambers, and the cozy nooks, and comfortable corners. The
matter is settled, and there is no altering it; therefore, take another look
round, and prepare to say farewell. Just thus shall it be when the inevitable
decree shall go forth, “Arise ye and depart, for this is not your rest.” There
will be no evasion of the order, no lingering, even for an hour, beyond the
time. We are summoned by an authority which must be obeyed.


The warning being given, the dwelling becomes a mere lodging, a place in
which we are no more inhabitants, but transient visitors. The whole
character of the house is altered, and we ourselves act a different part; the
freeholder becomes a temporary tenant, and the child at home changes into
an expectant traveler. Were we fully alive to the fact of our approaching
death, our position in this body and this world would be far other than it
often is; we should no longer regard ourselves as fixtures, but as strangers
and sojourners, soon to be removed.


When the actual flitting is near, the furniture begins to be packed up, stores
are arranged in cases, and all things are set in marching order. We have
scarce a table to eat at, or a chair to sit upon, for we are on the move. So
will our last hours call for a setting of the house in order, and a preparing
to depart. Small comfort will earthly gear afford us then; in fact, there will
remain nothing which we can rest upon, nothing will abide in one stay. Our
hearts must cherish a good hope of a new and better mansion, or they will
have a wretched time of it in the hour of departure.


We are going, and we leave the dear old house with keen regrets; it would
he a pity if we could do otherwise, for it would appear as if we had been
unhappy in our abode. It is natural that the soul should be loth to quit the
body in which it has resided so long.


“For who, to dumb forgetfulness a prey,
This pleasing, anxious being e’er resigned,


Left the warm precincts of this house of clay,
Nor cast one longing, lingering look behind!”


The joy of the believer is that he will be no loser by his removal; he has
elsewhere a house not made with hands, eternal in the heaven,;; he will not
be houseless, but will enter into his everlasting habitation. Away there, on
the hill-tops of glory, stand the mansions which Christ has prepared for
them that love him. Shall we dread the hour when we shall take possession
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of our palace? Nay, rather let us look forward with joyful expectancy. This,
indeed, is a notable par; of removal experience, this looking forward to the
new home. Our minds are up and away in the house which we are to
occupy for the future, and this takes away regret at leaving the old abode.
O to have one’s heart and mind in heaven? Let us already sit in the
heavenly places with Christ Jesus, for this he has raised us up together with
himself.


Reader, when you have to remove from earth, have you a dwelling place in
heaven? You are only a tenant at will to the great Lord of all, and you may
have notice to quit at any time; if such notice came to-day, where would
you go? Have you ever considered this question? Or will you take a leap in
the dark? If you have no mansion above, is it not time you considered your
latter end, and the dread alternative of endless joy or misery? A little
thought may save a tempest of remorse, therefore sit still a while and
consider the world to come. Remember, that both for this world and the
next your best friend is Jesus, and that if you trust him he will surely save
you. No time can ever be better for the beginning of that trust than this
very instant.—From Spurgeon’s Almanac for 1881.


The Gentle Heart: a second series of “Talking to the Children.” By
ALEXANDER MACLEOD, D.D. Hodder and Stoughton.


A LIVING and devout spirit breathes in every page of this book, and makes
it fragrant with the richest perfume. The sweet odors of the Rose of Sharon
float about the atmosphere as soon as you begin to read it. It is no less
valuable for its literary merits—it is not only the product of a devout heart,
but also of a refined and scholarly mind. We have been fascinated with the
originality and beauty of its thought, charmed with the simplicity and
elegance of its language, enriched with the store of its illustrations, and
blest in spirit through its abundant manifestations of “the truth as it is in
Jesus.” It is meant for children, and the good Dr. has caused his doctrine to
drop as the rain, and distill as the dew; but others beside children will read
it to great profit. There are here topics for teachers, subjects for preachers,
and lessons for all.


Doom Eternal: The Bible and Church Doctrine of Everlasting
Punishment. By Rev. Junius B. REIMENSNYDER. Philadelphia: Nelson S.
Quincy.
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AN admirable work. Nothing can. be more orthodox or more convincing.
We should like to see the book issued by an English publisher. For clear,
solid reasoning we hardly know its equal upon this tremendous theme.


The Popular Commentary on the New Testament. Edited by Dr. PHILIP


SCHAFF. VOL. 2:T. and T. Clark, Edinburgh. THE second volume of the
“Popular Commentary” is as good as the first. The work promises to be
truly useful to the mass of readers who cannot labor through the huge
tomes among which some of us live and move and have our being. The
illustrations and maps are excellent, and as far as we have been able to
judge by reading here and there, the comments are sound and instructive.
The best of authors here unite to give information helpful to the general
reader. Each volume is 18s., and there will be four to the New Testament.
The books are handsomely and strongly bound.


Jenny and the Insects; or, Little Toilers and their Industries. With 26
Illustrations by GIACOMELLI. T. Nelson and Sons.


FINER illustrations could not be produced. The subject is one which needs
to be made familiar to children, for they know so little about insects that
boys torture them, and girls scream it’ one of them comes within a yard.
Anything is good which teaches our savage race to love all things that live.
We thank Mr. Nelson for introducing us to bees and beetles, crickets and
caterpillars, not as pests to be exterminated, but fellow-creatures to be
known and admired. Like all Mr. Nelson’s productions, the book is
elegantly got; up and splendidly printed.


NOTES


The Editor has little to record of work done by himself, for he has again
had to lie in the trenches instead of going down to the battle. Still, all is
well. In answer to prayer health is returning, and his hope is that he shall be
able to labor on through the winter wit]sent going abroad.


We cannot help recording our obligations to Mr. Sowter, of the
Hydropathic Institution, Beulah Spa. He is our next door neighbor, and we
have had his careful attention in the use of Turkish, vapor, and chemico-
electric baths. Others who are similarly afflicted would find it to their
advantage to come under Mr. Sowter’s care.
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We may, perhaps, by mentioning this fact, save some of our friends the
trouble of writing to us about remedies of all sorts; it is very kind of them,
and we are very grateful, but we cannot try a hundred things at once. For
the present we give these baths such attendance as we can.


Mrs. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND is distributing hundreds of volumes of our
works among poor ministers of the Church of England, and we are rejoiced
greatly to find them so glad to receive them, and so heartily pleased with
them. It is no small thing to feed those who have to feed. others.


Our only trouble about this blessed work is the continued slackness of
means for making the distribution. Our beloved wife looks up expectantly,
but for some few weeks her faith has been tried. Usually with the demand
comes the supply; but just now many ministers are craving for books, and
the stores are very short. Still, there is no total drying up of the stream, and
the distribution does not cease, for which let God be praised. He will
doubtless take care of his own work.


On Monday evening, Nov. 15, the annual communion in connection with
the London Baptist Association was held at several centers in the
metropolis, and one of these was the Tabernacle. Most of the Baptist
ministers of the district met for tea before the public gathering, and held a
fraternal experience meeting, cheering each other, and entering into most
loving fellowship. The attendance at the service was considerably affected
by the excessive storminess of the weather, but there was, nevertheless, a
large muster. Mr. Spurgeon was able to preside, and to address the
assembly upon the subject of the separateness of believers from the world.
Many neighboring ministers took part in the proceedings of the evening, of
which we have heard believers say, “the Lord was there.” The more of
holy, happy, hearty intercourse among the servants of God the better for
them all.


COLLEGE,—Mr. W. J. Taylor has been accepted as a preacher in
connection with the Evangelization Society; and Mr. C. E. Stone has
accepted the pastorate of the church which now worships in the Laminas
Hall, Battersea. He hopes soon to build a new chapel, and there is both
room for it and need for it, for Battersea increases at a marvelous rate, and
is not adequately provided for as to religion.


Mr. W. J. Dyer has removed from High Wycombe to Bridgnorth; Mr. W.
H. Smith, of Tenterden, to Beccles, Suffolk; Mr. R. P. Javan, from
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Warkworth to New Basford, Notts; Mr. D. E. Evans, from
Wolverhampton to Lodge-road, Birmingham; Mr. A. H. Collins, from
Milton, to Selly Park, Birmingham; and Mr. E. Spanton, from Caxton,
Cambs., to Dawley, Salop.


On Friday afternoon, Oct. 29, Mr. J. Gelson Gregson gave an address to
the students on his proposal for the evangelization of the English-speaking
population of India. Mr. Spurgeon stated his anxious desire to send then to
India, and his bitter regret that he had not the means to do so, a legacy
which he had hoped to spend in that direction being now a matter of
litigation. The English and half-caste people of India present a fine field,
full of promise; but without means what can be done? Men, also, fit for this
service are scarce.


Our colored brother, Mr. T. L. Johnson, has safely reached America, and
commenced work in soliciting help and exciting sympathy for missions in
Africa. Mr. and Mrs. Richardson are still plodding on at Bakundu.


Mr. Hamilton is building his new chapel at Cape Town. As he will have to
pay the builder £200 per month he writes that he will be glad of the help of
English friends. Any amounts entrusted to us will be duly forwarded. The
work of God in CapeTown in building up a vigorous Baptist Church in so
short a time is marvelous in our eyes, and we cannot but believe that the
silver and the gold will follow where the hand of God has led the way.


Mr. S. Fairey, late of Gawler, S. Australia, has removed to Parkside, one
of the rapidly growing suburbs of Adelaide, where, inconjunction with Mr.
C. H. Geede and other earnest Baptists, he has formed anew church, and
erected a chapel to seat 400 persons. He tells us that at the annual meetings
of the South Australian Baptist Association, recently held, our brethren W.
C. Bunning, of Geelong, and ‘F. Hibberd, of Sydney, attended as delegates
from the Victorian Baptist Association and the New South Wales Baptist
Union, and Mr. Fairey adds, “right nobly did they acquit themselves. They
remained in the colony for two weeks, preaching in our churches, and
speaking at our meetings. They have done a good work, and gained the
esteem, and confidence, and admiration of all. We are all better for their
visit, and they profess to have received flora us like good. . . . There were
some nine Pastors’ College men taking part in the meetings, and men of
whom, I venture to say, the College need never be ashamed.”
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EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have been at Leamington
during the greater part of the past month, and there, as in other places they
have visited, the chapels and halls were too small for those who wished to
hear them, and many received the truth sung or spoken by our brethren. On
the second Sunday of their stay they had 1000 working men at the
afternoon service, every one of whom received one of our sermons on
leaving. The experiment was so fully appreciated that at the request of the
men it; was repeated on the following Lord’s Day. The noon prayer-
meetings and afternoon Bible-readings have been largely attended, and the
spiritual results are expected to be most cheering. Three meetings were
held daily, and on. Sunday, 14th ult., no less than nine services were
conducted by one or other or both of the Evangelists. They report that they
hope to send up a large thank-offering, which will be very acceptable, as
the receipts for the Evangelization I work recently have been much below
the expenditure. Just as we are making up the notes Pastor S. T. Williams
sends us the following telegram:— “Glorious finish here! Nine meetings by
Evangelists. Numbers turned away at each service. Many saved. Local
expenses all met. A thank offering beside. Praise God!”


Mr. Burnham recommenced work on Oct. 17, by preaching to a crowded
congregation at Fivehead, where he was formerly pastor, and where he had
baptized his late wife. He believes the service was not in vain. On the
following Sunday evening our brother ministered to the church in our
house at” Westwood.” From Oct. 25 to 31 he was at Chiswick, where in
spite of unfavorable weather many met to hear the word, and some
received it with joy. Mr. Burnham conducted a very successful series of
services at Thurleigh, Beds., from Nov. 7 to 12. So earnestly had the
Christians prayed and worked that the Evangelist found both chapel and
schoolroom filled with eager listeners, who had been attracted from no less
than seven different villages. Pastor G. Chandler bears testimony to the
blessings received by saints and sinners, and adds, “Our dear brother has
won all our hearts, and his visit has been greatly blessed to the cider
branches of my dear family.”


This month Mr. Burnhan is engaged at Charlton Kings, Highgate, and
Winslow.


ORPHANAGE.—The quarterly Collectors’ Meeting was held at the
Orphanage on Friday, Nov. 12th. The President had intended to have been
present, but found as the time approached that it would not be safe to







293


venture out. We learn that there was a large attendance of collectors and
friends, and that a very enjoyable evening was spent in listening to the
recitations and singing of the boys and girls, and an address from Mr.
Charles-worth, who presided over the evening meeting. The collectors
brought in about £150, for which we are very grateful, as our general
contributions recently have been small, although our expenses have
increased rather than diminished; and when the houses for the girls are
completed they will be nearly double what they are now.


Christmas at the Orphanage.—Please, dear friends, do not forget to send
special donations for Christmas. We like to break up the monotony of the
year by here and there a holiday, and Christmas is the special festival of the
twelve months. The expenditure of that day has hitherto been always met
by loving gifts from those who like to see children enjoy themselves, and
we beg to put them in mind that Christmas is coming on very rapidly now.
All sorts of good things will be gratefully received at the Orphanage, or
money to buy them can be sent re, Mr. Spurgeon, Beulah Hill, Upper
Norwood.


Services of Song by the Orphanage Choir.—On Wednesday evening, Nov.
10, the orphan boys gave a service of song at the Baptist Chapel,
Southend-on-Sea, and as the result Pastor J. G. Wilson has sent us a
cheque for £18. This is grand help, and we are truly thankful for it. Other
congregations might do the same without the slightest loss to themselves.


On Nov. 16 Mr. Charlesworth and his choir started for a fortnight’s tour in
Devon and Cornwall. They are to hold meetings in Exeter, Torquay,
Plymouth, St. Austell, Truro, Falmouth, Helston, Penzance, Liskeard, and
Taunton. On Dec. 14 an evening of song is to be given at Mr. Brock’s
chapel, Hampstead. Thus our young friends are doing their best to help
themselves.


COLPORTAGE.—The work of the Colportage Association is very
encouraging just now. From the commercial point of view the results
recorded represent a large amount of plodding hard work by the
Colporteurs. During the last three months the value of the sales effected
was £1851 18s. The greater part of this was realized by the sale of Bibles
and testaments and small periodicals and books, ranging in price from a
halfpenny to a shilling. These have often been delivered under very
discouraging circumstances—flooded roads, long and wet journeys, and
people needing much persuasion to buy, and having little money to spare,
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are obstacles surmounted which add to the estimate formed of such a fair
measure of success achieved. The seed of the gospel has thus been
scattered broadcast in 73 different districts in England and Wales, some at
once taking root, and some, like the lighter seeds which are borne by the
wind to more distant fields, to bear fruit which shall be found after many
days. Beside the immense good which the distribution of such numbers of
Bibles, books, etc., must accomplish in pro-riding an antidote to the evil
literature which abounds, and creating a taste for better reading, there are
not wanting instances of direct conversion to God in the several
departments of Christian service connected with the valuable work of the
Colporteur. “A word spoken in season, how good it is,” and the
Colporteur is always ready to speak such words. One writes:—”The word
is blessed by the wayside. I always carry tracts with me, and give to the
people I meet on the road, and speak a word where I can. A man overtook
me the other day with a horse and a wagon. I put my box (knapsack) on,
and walked by his side, and read the book by Mr. Spurgeon, called ‘ The
Bible and the Newspaper,’ explaining its contents, how it spoke of the
terrible sight of seeing souls ushered into eternity without a moment’s
warning, and how important that we should believe on Jesus Christ, etc.
The man seemed deeply touched, he bought the book and asked me to call
at his lodgings at any time, and he would buy others. I asked Lira to give
his heart to Jesus Christ.” Another Colporteur writes:—”I am happy to say
in my district the circulation of impure literature is decreasing. One woman
has given up ____ and _____, and has begun to take the monthlies from
me instead. The “Christian Age” is being taken and read by a young man
instead of _____. A song book has been given up by a young girl, and a
hymn-book used instead. A man to whom I gave a tract has been led to
Jesus. Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons have been made a blessing to an aged man
who has recently died in my district. I am glad to say that our chapel here
(in which the Colporteur preaches) is always nicely filled, and great
attention is given to the Word of God.” No agency surpasses Col-portage
for meeting the special necessities of a district. The book-selling is an
introduction, to the people, and the details of the work can be arranged
according to circumstances. But it must ever be borne in mind that it is a
missionary enterprise, and while it accomplishes a large amount of work
for a small expenditure, cannot be self-supporting. Hence the need of
constant and regular subscriptions to the general fired, which will be
thankfully received. There are several districts in which a good work is
carried on by the Colporteur, but the people are poor, and sufficient local
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aid cannot be obtained. It will only be by additional help to the general
fund that the committee can continue some of these, and they await the
assistance of friends of the work, who they feel sure will not allow any
restriction in its operations.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE UNITED CHRISTIAN BROTHERS’ BENEFIT


SOCIETY.—This Society has been for some time duly registered according
to the Friendly Societies’ Act, but we did not like to recommend it, as so
many similar societies had been broken up after continuing for several
years. Having now submitted the rules, terms, etc., to the judgment of a
competent actuary, and received from him a very satisfactory report upon
them, we are pleased to be able to say on his authority that the Society is
based upon sound financial principles, and if carefully managed there is no
reason why it should not go on for any number of years. It may be well to
state that it is not available for persons in the country; it is only intended
for those who live in London. All particulars can be obtained of the
Secretary, Mr. B. B. Blake, 76, Queen’s Road, Peckham, S.E.


PERSONAL NOTES.—”A Lay Visitor” has sent to The Montreal Daily
Witness the “Touching Story” of a young Scotchman who recently died it.
the General Hospital in that city, after suffering from an internal disease
which baffled the skill of the doctors. He says it was a delight and a
privilege to visit and converse with the sick man, for salvation through faith
in the Crucified was the theme he most loved to talk about. The “Visitor”
then adds “The one and only matter of his reading, next to the Bible, was
Charles H. Spurgeon’s sermons: of these he near tired. Biographies of
eminent Scotchmen, like Norman Mac Leod and William Arnot, were
taken to him, but as he put them aside he would say, ‘Spurgeon is always
the same, but always satisfying, for he makes you forget himself as he holds
up Him who is fairer than the children of men.’“


One of our subscribers writes from Essex:—” I cannot help telling you that
I have long taken your sermons, and my dear husband, who is now
seventy-two years old, has read them, and the Lord has blessed them to
him. He is suffering from chronic bronchitis, so that he cannot attend any
place of worship. It is his greatest pleasure to read a sermon every Sabbath
morning, and I believe he is, through reading them, a new creature in
Christ Jesus.”


Last May we inserted eight notes of in. stances of the usefulness of our
sermons which had come under the notice of one of our evangelists. He
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has sent us the following additional items, from which, as before, we omit
names and dates:—


(9.) Mr. P—, a farmer, whose guest I was near N—, told me that he had
for years been a secret disciple. Twenty years ago he heard Mr. Spurgeon
at Cheltenham. During the discourse Mr. S. referred to some Christians
who seemed ashamed to come out boldly and own themselves on the
Lord’s side; then in pathetic tones Mr. S. looked straight at Mr. P ,
exclaiming, “Is this thy kindness to thy friend?” This completely broke
down friend P , who wept like a child under it; and led him at once to
return and confess Christ by baptism, and unite with the church, of which
he is now a deacon.


(10.) At M____ I asked an old man if he was on the Lord’s side? “Oh, yes;
eighteen years ago I found the Lord through hearing Mr. Spurgeon preach
on ‘ Repentance.’“


(11.) At E—, during his address at our service, Bro. B—, of E. instanced
the case of a man, who, the week previous, called him in to see his dying
wife. The dear old soul was very peacefully passing away. Expressing her
joy at seeing Mr. B—, she said, “I am very happy; I have no fear; it is all
gone; all is well. A good old man connected with your church used, before
he went to heaven, to call weekly, and leave me Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons
to read; and through reading these, I was led to feel myself a poor lost
sinner, and to trust in Christ as my Savior: and now he is with me, and all is
well?”


(12.) When at E—, Bro. H and I were out distributing tracts and handbills
in the neighboring village of O . One old lady asked us in, and commenced
blessing and praising God for answering her prayers, etc. We wished to
know the meaning of her words, and she said, “Oh, sir, I am too old and
feeble to get out, and scarcely ever does anybody come to see me. I live
hero alone, except for the company of my heavenly Father. Well, this
morning I did earnestly ask him to send me some spiritual help by the way
to-day, and he has sent you, bless his dear name? And do you get no
comfort and no spiritual food now you are debarred the public means of
grace? Oh, yes, sir; bless


the Lord! I have a feast every week indear Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons. I read
them over and over again. I should not know what to do, and should never
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get a crumb if it were not for these sermons; and they are feasts to my
soul.”


(13.) At D____, a Primitive Methodist minister recently said to Brother
W___, “If Spurgeon were to die I should suffer a tremendous personal
loss, an irreparable loss.” “Indeed; why? Do you know Mr. Spurgeon? Is
he a personal friend of yours? .... No, I have never seen him, never written
to him; never heard from him; yet I seem to know Mr. Spurgeon, to love
him, to hold constant intercourse with him through his weekly sermons. I
regularly read Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons the last thing before going to
preach on Sunday mornings, I have done so for years; and to lose them
would be an irreparable loss.”


(14.) At A____, the church clerk has got tired of hearing the same sermons
year after year from the parson, who turns the pile annually, so he takes in
Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons regularly, for Sunday afternoon reading: he is the
only man in A who takes them in.


(15.) At W— , the most energetic man in Christian work is Mr. A——. He
has been the means of doing an immense amount of good. He was brought
to a knowledge of the truth through reading Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons,
“Heaven and Hell” (Nos. 39—40), twenty years ago, on Hackney Downs.
Recently, on his birthday, Mr. Abought one thousand copies of these
sermons, and scattered them for miles about here. These have gone into
distant parts, and remote corners, that his hardly likely he can ever know
here the real good done by them; but he has heard already of two or three
conversions through them.


(16.) Here is an extract from a letter from E—:—”Just a line to tell you
that I am very happy again. The ‘ plague of my heart’ is gone this very
morning. It has been depressing me for weeks, and I had begun to think
that there was no hope left for me; but that I should carry it to the grave.
The Lord be praised!’ The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth us from all sin.’
Please excuse this hurried note now, as I want to write out that which has
done me so much good, namely, Mr. Spurgeon’s sermon,’ The Plague of
the Heart’ (No. 1489). He little thinks what joy it has given one this
morning. Oh, how I thank the Lord for putting it into his heart to preach
such a sermon? “The writer also enclosed £1 as a thank-offering for the
Evangelists’ Fund, ‘, From one recently saved.”
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Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.— October 28th, thirteen; November
1st, twenty-three; November 4th, eleven.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A RECORD
OF


COMBAT WITH SIN AND OF LABOR FOR THE
LORD.


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1881.


“They which builded on the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.”—Nehemiah 4:17, 18.
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PREFACE.


KIND READERS,—Throughout another year you have sustained
satisfaction, and few, if any, have favored me with a compliant, I feel
encouraged to believe that you have been pleased with my monthly issues.
It was once observed in my hearing by a friend who wished to account for
my fulfillment of numerous duties, that, as for the magazine, it was a
merely nominal thing to be the editor, for few editors ever saw their
magazines till they were in print, However this may be as a rule, it does not
contain a spark of truth in my case, for I have personally superintended
every page, and I do not think a single line of the magazine has passed
through the press without having been. read by me. Whether I succeed or
not, I certainly do not delegate my task to others. If I had more leisure I
am sure I could do better, and it is with unfeigned satisfaction that I find
my subscribers contented with what I can procure for them.


The SWORD AND TROWEL has been the happy means of uniting in gracious
service a band of gracious givers and workers, who now for these 17 years
have joined to aid the institutions which, though they locally surround the
Tabernacle, are really the offspring of a congregation which is found
scattered throughout all lands. By means of this warm-hearted brotherhood
the -Pus/ors’ College has been sustained from year to year, until some six
hundred ministers have been educated in it, the most of whom are still
faithfully preaching the old-fashioned gospel in which they have been
trained. In connection with this enterprise three brethren have been
supported as evangelists, and their itinerant labors have been signally
successful. Testimonies that churches have been aroused, and sinners
converted by their means, have been plentifully sent in, and these pages
have been increased in interest thereby. Hundreds of thousands have heard


the gospel through this instrumentalist..


The Stockwell Orphanage originated through an article in this magazine,
and from time to time its support has been mainly supplied by its readers.
During the past year the houses for the girls’ side have been completed an,
partly furnished; and at the present time the first detachment of little ones
has entered into occupation. More remains to be done by way of furniture
for other houses, and the further contracts for the infirmary, baths, and
outbuildings have to be met, but it is a great comfort to have seen the
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project so far in progress, and to feel assured that all that is yet required
will be forthcoming in its season. The Bazaar which is so soon to be held
will, we hope, secure the amount needed to bring the enterprise up to the-
next stage, and then we may lay our plan for the final outlay on the chapel
of the Orphanage, and a few other necessaries. All that has been done has
been accomplished without personal solicitation, or the allotment of votes,
or the dissemination of heartrending appeals: it has sufficed the magazine;
and as very many of you have expressed your to lay the case before the
Lord in prayer, and then to mention it to his people in plain and earnest
terms, and the funds have come in with marvelous regularity, the larger
amounts having been timed to meet the hour of need as exactly as if the
whole went by clockwork. The hand of the Lord is in this thing, and to him
be glory. That this institution has brought honor to God is plain enough,
for many a time those who would have abused our ministry have admitted
that; a good work has been wrought, and have had no heart to revile.
There is a something about orphan work which wins the sympathy of the
most careless, and none can tell till the last great day how many have been
by this means led to think well of the gospel, and next to hear it and
experience its power.


The Colportage Association has held on its most useful course. It has been
sustained with difficulty, for somehow it does not chime in with the tastes
and views of large donors, but its influence for good is second to no
existing agency. Where there are not enough Dissenters to support a
minister, or where ministers are unable to cover large and scattered
districts, the colporteur makes his way with his pack, and speaks word for
Jesus at every door, either by personal conversation or by leaving a tract.
Besides this, he preaches by the roadside or in village chapels, gets up
temperance meetings, visits the sick, and above all sells good books. This
society, and several other useful works, report themselves in these pages,
and enlist good friends thereby.


Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book Fund quietly pursues its beneficent course. It is
putting sound theology just now upon the shelves of many a poor curate
and ill-paid minister, and this it does so largely that it would be a miracle of
a strange sort if it did not greatly affect the ministry of the day. That the
sermons distributed and the “Treasury of David” furnish material for
preachers is saying very little: that they hi, ye evangelized the tone of many
has been confessed in numerous instances, and is true of far more.
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Brethren and sisters, you have aided me so far in a benevolent enterprise of
no small dimensions, and I hope I have in no degree lost your loving
confidence. Continue, then, to bear me up in your prayers, and to sustain
me by your contributions. More can be done, and more should be done.
Every living work is capable of growth; every work which has God’s
blessing upon it is under necessity to advance. Our watchword still is
FORWARD. Possibly we cry forward more often than pleases those who lag
behind. Some time ago I asked for men and means to send evangelists to
India; one man only offered, and that one man was sent. Up till now I have
had sufficient money, and I believe that when more men offer I shall have
larger funds; but here is room for prayerful up-looking to the Lord.
Brethren, pray for us. I would fain live to the utmost of my own life, and I
would draw out from all my brethren more and more for God’s glory by
the propagation of the gospel, the alleviation of suffering, and the arousing
of the church. Thanks to all helpers, and a thousand blessings,


From their hearty friend,
C. H. SPURGEON.
December, 1881.


A DESPAIRING SOUL COMFORTED


THERE lived lately at Tilbury, in Essex, a gentleman who was a long time
under such an eminent degree of despair, that he rejected all comfort that
was tendered to him by any hand, and would not suffer any to pray with
him; nay, he sent to the ministers and Christians that lived near him, and
desired them, that as they would not increase his torments in hell, they
would cease praying for him. He would not suffer any religious services to
be performed in his family, though formerly himself was much in the use of
them. Yet, God gave him at last such inward refreshings, and by degrees
filled him with such abundance of heavenly comforts, that he told all who
came to him that it was impossible for any tongue to utter, or heart to
imagine, his joys, unless they had felt them. At last God gave him “the new
name, and the white stone, that none knows but he that hath it,” Revelation
2:17. He lived about three-quarters of a year, enjoying heaven upon earth,
and then breathed out his last in the bosom of Christ.—THOMAS BROOKS,
1608—1680.
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[We quote this, not to excuse despair, but in the hope that some one who
has long been shut up in the iron cage may take heart and believe that the
bars can yet be broken. Jesus can set free the prisoners.—C. H. S.]


YOUNG PREACHERS ENCOURAGED


A SHORT ADDRESS, DELIVERED TO THE METROPOLITAN
TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A CERTAIN venerable minister once told me that when his young people
took to preaching he did his best to choke them off of it. Whether he was
right or wrong is not a question which I shall now discuss: I can only say I
have acted upon the opposite, principle, and have endeavored not to choke
but to cheer those who try to speak for Jesus. I am not old enough to have
forgotten the struggles of my own early days, or the influence of a cheering
word upon my young heart, and so I take a loving and lively interest in
those who sincerely endeavor to do their best for their Master, even though
that best be raw and uncouth. “Would God that all the Lord’s servants
were prophets,” and that far greater numbers of laborers were sent into the
harvest of the great Householder.


Let all who have gifts for the work open their months and preach Jesus, for
the gospel cannot have too many faithful heralds. At this time I will only
dwell upon one truth, that for men to speak of Christ to others is a great
blessing to themselves. Brother workers, the endeavor to win souls by
preaching Christ is a grand means of grace to our own hearts. The apostle
Paul thought preaching to be a high privilege and a means of good to
himself; for he said” Unto me, who am less than the least of all saints, is
this grace given, that I should preach among the Gentiles the unsearchable
riches of Christ.” It is a token for good to us when God employs us, nay
more, the holy service is the channel of incalculable benefit to us. So far as
I am concerned, I scarcely know how I could keep alive spiritually if I did
not refresh my own heart by preaching the gospel to others. So is it with
my brethren. Many are warmed by holy exertion who else might have been
cold; many are cheered who else would have been despondent; many are
instructed who else had been ignorant; many are made to grow who else
had been stunted. The first blessing is to be saved yourself, but the next in
value is to be the means of saving your neighbors. Salvation from sin
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includes salvation from selfishness, and this is in a large measure effected
by our beginning to care for the souls of others, and showing that care by
earnestly speaking to them. The man whose first and last concern is about
his own safety is not half saved yet, if saved at all. It is wretched work to
be for ever prying into the vault of one’s own inner feelings and spying out
in the murky darkness new causes for disquietude; better far to look
around on dying men, and spend the divine life within you in trying to
glorify God by proclaiming his infinite love. By morbidly brooding over self
you will hatch new griefs, but by blessing others you will open fresh
sources of rejoicing.


Public speech for Christ helps to develop us. I believe it, is as good for
young men to try and preach the gospel as it is for children to attempt to
walk. How they tumble about! — I mean both the preachers and the
children. As for the children, their battered noses and broken knees are part
payment for the privilege of ultimately walking on two legs; and who
regrets the bruises in after days when it is his joy to run without weariness?
The break-downs of young speakers are much the same, they pain them for
the time, and perhaps leave a bruise in the form of a story which makes
them wince when it is repeated, but by these things men learn to speak
without fear, and the preacher is trained to ready utterance. If there were
no miserable defeats there would be no happy successes. Preachers are like
the sycamore figs of Amos, they must be bruised by failure before they will
ripen and sweeten into great usefulness. I like to hear of men beginning to
speak for Jesus; they remind me of young eagles stretching their callow
wings and taking their first venturous flight: they will in due time soar into
the heavens, none the less surely because now they can scarcely wing their
way from one point to another. I recollect my own beginnings, and I know
how tremblingly, and yet how trustingly, I took each tottering step. Some
of the holiest feelings of our renewed nature are called into action at such a
time: I could wish that in after years we were as prayerful and dependent as
at that season. The effort arouses the noblest part of us, and gives it a
chance to indulge its aspirations, and so far it must be good.


It is an admirable thing for young men to begin early to preach the truth,
for it is the best way of learning it. My college course was after this
fashion. I was for three years a Cambridge man. though I never entered the
university. I could not have obtained a degree because I was a
Nonconformist; and, moreover, it was a better thing for me to pursue my
studies under an admirable scholar and tender friend, and preach at the
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same time. I was, by my tutor’s often expressed verdict, considered to be
sufficiently proficient in my studies to have taken a good place on the, list
had the way been open. “You could win at a canter,” said he to me. I had,
however, a better college course, for I studied theology, as much as
possible during the day, and then at five in the evening I became a traveling
preacher and started into the villages to sell out what I had learned. My
quiet meditation during the walk helped me to digest what’—I had read,
and the rehearsal of my lesson in public, by preaching it to the people, fixed
it on my memory. I do not mean that I ever repeated a single sentence from
memory, but I thought my reading over again while on my legs, and thus
worked it into my very soul. I must have been a singular-looking youth on
wet evenings. During the last year of my stay in Cambridge, when I had
given up my office as usher, I was wont to sally forth every night in the
week, except on Saturday, and walk three, five, or perhaps eight miles out
and back again on my preaching work, and when it rained I encased myself
in waterproof leggings and a mackintosh coat, and a hat with a waterproof
covering, and I carried a dark lantern to show me the way across the fields.
I had many adventures, of which I will not now speak, but the point is, that
what I had gathered by my studies during the day I handed out to a
company of villagers in the evening, and was greatly profited by the
exercise. I always found it good to say my lesson when I had learned it;
children do that, you know, and it is equally good for preachers, especially
if they say their lesson by heart. No better means of fixing knowledge can
be devised. My dear brethren, who are young preachers, will learn their
theology while preparing their sermons and while delivering them if the
Spirit of God be much sought and depended on. To translate the ideas of
your own mind into language which others can understand and receive is a
fine lesson both in thinking and in speaking.


I am glad to see the men in our churches attempting to preach, because it is
likely to give them a deeper sympathy with their ministers, and we need
the sympathy and love of all around us. Some thoughtless persons imagine
that the preacher stands up and opens Ms mouth and sermons leap forth;
they know nothing of the intense study and wear and tear of mind which
are necessary to maintain freshness and vigor from Sabbath to Sabbath.
When these young men open their mouths, they find that instructive matter
does not flow forth spontaneously; they discover that the same thing is
very apt to come .over and over again, or that they are too embarrassed to
say anything at all. They are perplexed and worried to know where to find
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themes, and thus they learn the need of searching the Scriptures, and
storing their minds. This is good for them. Better still, they find that they
must pray over their subjects, and get their hearts into a right state before
God, or else they cannot discourse to profit. They soon perceive that minds
are not always fresh and fertile, and they learn to bear with a dull sermon,
caused by a headache or a sleepless night. Those who have preached
themselves will pray for those of us who have all the year round to instruct
huge congregations, and to make the old, old story new and attractive to
the same people throughout a lifetime.


I am sure, too, that it keeps men out of mischief to set about spreading the
knowledge of Christ. The most useful members of a church, re usually
those who would be doing harm if they were not doing good. They cannot
be chips in the porridge, they must flavor it one way or another. I know
very well if I was not always at work I should be sure either to worry
myself or others, for my brains will not imitate the dormouse, and take a
long sleep. To have nothing to do would kill some of us outright.. Active-
minded idlers are a curse to any community. Lazy members of churches, if
they have restless dispositions, become critical hearers, grumblers, gossips,
heretics, or schismatics. The}’ find pleasure in giving pain. It is fine to see
a sluggard lean over a rail and find fault with those who are hard at work in
their shirt-sleeves; he says they are out of order, and ought to wear dress
coats. It would be better if they would dress his coat for him. On a very hot
day it is very pleasant to sit in a boat and find fault with the two fellows
who are rowing so hard that they drip with sweat. I know some who enjoy
this delight in a spiritual sense, and also add to it the further joy of
criticizing the way in which the rowers feather their oars. If the workers
should turn round and say, “Try and do better yourself,” they would be
justified in the observation, and I wish the idle gentlemen would accept
such a bit of practical wisdom. Now, you with fault-finding tongues, use
your mouths for a better purpose, and we shall be less troubled by you.
Spare energy soon runs wild if it be not yoked to the gospel plough. Vines
which bear little fruit go all to wood, and many of the branches run over
the wall.


It is a good thing for our young brethren to begin to preach, because it
arouses their natures. They discover points in themselves that they never
knew were there; frequently these discoveries are not flattering, but
humiliating, and this greatly benefits them, for anything is good which
lowers self-conceit. Other discoveries comfort and encourage them, for
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they find out faculties and talents which were unperceived while they were
silent. No one knows what he can do till he has tried, nor even what he
cannot do till he has made the attempt. When a man begins to agonize for
souls, to persuade, and entreat them to come to Christ, he discovers his
own weakness, and his need of the Holy Spirit; while further on, when the
Lord blesses him, he gladly perceives what great strength can be put into
him, and how much his very infirmities may be overruled to the glory of
God.


Though a man cannot preach at all, it may do him great good to make the
attempt, if he has any strong impulses in that direction; for if ha be a man
of sense the clear evidence of his inability will satisfy his conscience, and
enable him quietly to attend to more suitable work. We’ cannot all preach,
and there is no need we should, for it cannot be desirable that the church
should be all mouth, since that would amount to its being one great
vacuum, a sort of cave by the sea, famous for nothing but contending
noises. There must be ears to hear the gospel as well as lips to preach it;
and it is not an ill thing for a man to have attempted to preach when his
failure leads him to become a good hearer, and a diligent laborer in service
more suitable to his abilities.


It is good for young men to begin to preach because it is from among their
ranks that the ministry must be recruited, and lay-preaching associations
are often the means of raising up and qualifying men who become able
ministers of the new covenant. Many a small church has been a nursery of
preachers. The very need of the people has compelled them to search out
and encourage native talent. When a man stands up in the street to preach,
or talks to a dozen people in a cottage, he is putting out his pound to
interest as his Lord desires, and it grows by being thus employed, till one
talent becomes two, and two become five, and five become ten. By
exercising his gift the chosen servant of Christ goes from strength to
strength. Some of those who now occupy the foremost pulpits, and are
doing the greatest good, owe their capacity under God to the constant
habit of preaching, which commenced at first in a very small way. How
many times I have enjoyed preaching the gospel in a farmer’s kitchen, or in
a cottage or in a barn. Perhaps many people came to hear me because I
was then a boy; but I owed my earliest opportunities to the Cambridge
Lay-preachers’ Association, which placed me upon its plan, and kept me in
constant work, till I became a village pastor. I, therefore, advocate such
societies, and wish to see one of the like in every town.
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In my young days I fear I said many odd things and made many blunders,
but my audiences were not hypercritical, and no newspaper writers dogged
my heels, and so I had a happy training-school, in which by continual
practice I attained such a degree of ready speech as I now possess. There is
no way of learning to preach which can be compared with preaching itself,
if you want to swim you must get into the water, and if you at the first
make a sorry exhibition, never mind, for it is by swimming as you cart that
you learn to swim as you should. Hence we ought to be lenient with
beginners, for they will do better by-and-by. If young speakers in
Cambridge had been discouraged and silenced, I might not have found my
way here; and therefore I hope I shall be the last to bring forth a wet
blanket for any who sincerely speak of Christ, however humble may be
their endeavors. If we slay the striplings, where shall we find our veterans?
The fear of there being too many preachers is the last which will occur to
me. I rejoice in that passage of the psalm—” The Lord gave the word,
great was the company of those that published it.” Go forth, young men,
and proclaim among the people of this vast city all the words of this life.
Among these millions you will all of you be few enough. The Lord make
you to be all good men and true. I pray him to anoint you with his Spirit;
fill your baskets with living seed, and in due season bring you back laden,
with many sheaves. My heart is with you, my soul rejoices in your
successes, and I look to the great Head of the church through your means
to gather in his blood-bought ones.


GRATEFUL THOUGH SORROWFUL.


SEEING that all our troubles and afflictions come from God, we ought to
humble and submit our hearts and minds unto him, and to suffer him to
work in us according to his most holy will and pleasure. If unseasonable
weather should hurt the corn and the fruits of the earth, or a wicked man
should misreport us or slander us, why should we murmur and grudge
against the elements, or seek to revenge us of our enemy? for if we life not
up our minds, and consider that it is God that layeth his hands upon us, and
that it is he that striketh us, we are even like unto dogs, which, if a man
cast a stone at them, will bite the stone, without any respect to who did
cast it ....
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Pliny the Second, an heathen man, when he would comfort a friend of his,
whose dear spouse was departed out of this world, wrote after this
manner: “This ought to be a singular comfort unto thee that thou hast had
and enjoyed such a precious jewel for so long a time: for forty-four years
did she live with thee, and there was never any strife, brawling, or
contention between you, nor never one of you once displeased the other. ‘
Yea,’ but now thou wilt say, ‘so much the more ]oath and unwilling am I
to be without her, seeing I lived so long a time so pleasantly with her. For
we forget soon such pleasures and commodities as we have proved and
tasted but a little time only.’ But to answer to this, take thou heed that
thou be found not unthankful, if thou wilt only weigh and consider what
thou hast lost, and not remember how long thou didst have and enjoy it.”


So if we will not set and weigh the one thing against the other, we are like
unto children, who, if any man happen to disturb or hinder their game a
little, or take any manner of thing from them, will by-and-by cast away all
the rest also, and fall to weeping.—Saltmarsh.


NOTES


IT may interest our personal friends to know that on January 8 we shall
reach our twenty-fifth wedding-day. We had a figurative silver-wedding
with the Church two years ago, and now we have literally reached that
event of domestic joy. We unite with our beloved wife in deep gratitude for
a quarter of a century of great happiness, and we beg our friends to aid us
in praising God’s name. In all probability the Church at the Tabernacle will
have a special meeting on Monday, January 10, to congratulate the pastor
and his wife.


On Sunday, Dec. 5th, no less than 109 persons were received into church
fellowship at the Tabernacle. This is a cheering addition with which to
close the year. “The Lord hath been mindful of us, he will bless us.”
Abiding in peace, and love, and earnestness, the church is made to rejoice
in the presence of the Holy Spirit, giving power to the Word and saving
men. We have dismissed a company to form a church in Tooting, and we
are organizing a colony in the Old Kent Road, under Mr. Briggs. Thus the
vineyard is enriched by offshoots which become vines, and bring forth fruit
unto God’s glory. Some of the workers among us are eminently blessed in
bringing souls to Christ, and the increase to the church is not alone from
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the pastor’s labors, but from the efforts of brethren and sisters whose
names are written in heaven.


The joy of our heart in the success of the Orphanage Cornish tour is very
great. It is not only the help received, but the warm affection exhibited in
the doing of it, which has cheered us greatly. Baptist friends led the way,
but Methodists were thoroughly hearty too; indeed, everybody helped the
orphans, and many sent personal words of love to the President. Thank
you, warm-hearted friends of Cornwall and Devon: the Lord recompense
your kindness a hundredfold.


On Monday evening, Nov. 29th, the Tabernacle prayer-meeting was
specially on behalf of the COUNTRY MISSION. Several members of the
mission prayed or spoke, and the pastor delivered the address which
appears in another part of this magazine. We have often commended this
work, and therefore need not say much about it now. It is one of the most
useful of our agencies for the spread of the gospel in the heathen districts
round the metropolis, and it could be greatly extended if we had the funds
with which to hire rooms and pay expenses.


On Wednesday evening, Dec. 1, a meeting was held at the Tabernacle to
help Mr. Murrell to secure the usual amount from the WEEKLY OFFERING


for the College, which through Mr. Spurgeon’s illness had somewhat
suffered, A large number of friends assembled to tea, and afterwards many
more came into the meeting. Three of the students, Messrs. Simmons,
Harrison and Ward spoke of the benefits derived from the College, and Mr.
Chamberlain and Mr. Frisby’s choir sang some of their sweet songs of
Zion; but most of the time was occupied by a recital of “Personal
Recollections,” by the pastor. It was an enthusiastic meeting, proving the
love of the congregation to the College and its conductor. The sum of fifty
pounds was by this means added to the offering. We believe that £1880
will be reached, but it will need a special effort during the last few days of
the year.


Friends of the College are requested kindly to note that the Annual TEA


AND PUBLIC Meeting will be held at the Tabernacle on Wednesday
evening, -Dec. 29th. ‘-The President is to take the chair, and “John
Ploughman” is to exhibit dissolving views painted from the pictures in his
new book, and give readings explanatory of them.
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On Friday evening, Dec. loth, it was once more our privilege to attend the
annual meeting of the COLLEGE EVENING CLASSES, and in the name of the
members to present to Mr. Johnson, one of the tutors, Chambers’
Encyclopedia, in 10 volumes, handsomely bound, as a well-deserved mark
of esteem for himself, and appreciation of his labors. Several of Clue
students spoke of the advantages which they and others had derived from
attending the classes, and Mr. Ferguson and the secretary, Mr. Kirk, both
testified that the attendance was never so large as it has been during the
present year, and that at no time has the work been more successful than it
is now. If any other Christian young men wish to join the classes they can
write to Mr. Kirk, 24, Gilbert-road, Hurley-road, Kennington, S.E. We are
training in this Working-men’s College some two hundred brethren who
pursue their callings all day, and then study in the evening. Of former
pupils many now occupy places of responsibility in the church, in the press,
or in business houses,—and they are Christian men who would have had no
chance to rise had it not been for these classes. Mutual instruction ends in
frivolous entertainments, but classes with good tutors. are the most
efficient agencies for developing the gifts and fostering the piety of young
men.


COLLEGE.—Mr. C. W. Townsend, who was one of our orphan boys, has
completed his college course, and settled at Inskip, Lancashire; and Mr.
Jno. Doubleday has accepted an invitation to Sittingbourne, Kent. Mr. E.
Isaac has sailed for Australia, where he hopes to labor as an evangelist. He
is worthy to be received right heartily.


The following brethren have removed during the past mouth:—Mr. R. F.
Jeffrey, from Kingsgate-street, Holborn, to Folke-stone; Mr. W. S.
Llewellyn, from Bowden to Ogden, near Rochdale; and Sir. J. Hillman,
from Hunslet to Hampden Chapel, South Hackney.


EVANGELISTS.—Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have been at Grecnock
during the past month, and the services are still being continued while we
write. Notwithstanding very unpropitious weather the average week-night
attendance has been about one thousand persons, while the noon meetings.
have been good, and the Saturday evening “Song Services” very
successful. On Sunday evenings it is estimated that the congregations have
numbered between three and four thousand, while hundreds have been
unable to gain admission. Best of all, many have professed to find the
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Savior during the meetings. Pastor J. Dann and several other ministers have
labored heartily with our brethren.


During the early part of the present year the evangelists are to visit Halifax,
Annan, and Sheffield, and later on they are to come to London for a long
campaign.


Mr. Burnham, though still far from well, has conducted very successful
services at Lincoln, Eelbeach, and Churlton Kings. The pastors in all these
places testify to the blessing received through our brother’s visit.


ORPHANGE.—Friends who send presents for our orphan boys or girls will
greatly oblige if they will address them to Mr. Charlesworth, Stockwell
Orphanage, Clap-ham-road, London. On several occasions recently we
have had to pay carriage on parcels sent to our house, and as we live at a
considerable distance from the Orphanage additional expense has been
incurred in getting the articles to the institution.


After their return from their tour in the West, the Orphanage choir gave a
service of song at Mr. Medhurst’s chapel at Land-port. Members and
friends of the pastor’s Bible-class had collected £55 8s. 6d. for the
institution, and the collection after the concert realized £25 5s. 6d., making
a glorious total of £80 14s., which we have received since the lists were
closed.


On the morning of Christmas-day a service will be held at Mr. Newman
Hall’s church, Westminster-bridge-road, when a collection will be made for
the Orphanage. Some of the children will sing at the service.


The following extract from a letter from our son Thomas explains an item
of £50 in the accounts, for which we thank the Sydney friends, and bless
the beloved preacher:—


“Sydney, Oct. 20, 1880.


“My very dear Father,—Yesterday being my last Sunday in Sydney, I took
the opportunity, at the suggestion of some kind friends, and notably of our
Brother Hibherd, to make a collection at the Theater Royal on behalf of the
Orphanage. I had some handbills printed, giving a concise account of the
work, abridged from the annual report. These were given to the folks as
they assembled. I preached from ‘In thee the fatherless find mercy,’ and
tried to preach the gospel, and at the same time draw a parallel between the
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orphanage of my heavenly Father and that of my earthly parent. Among
other things I endeavored to show that the qualification for admission to
each is destitution, that the reception is gracious, that gratitude is the
necessary result, ‘ So will we render the calves of our lips.’ I pleaded
earnestly that they would remember the good they had received from your
preached and printed sermons. I urged a still more potent plea. ‘For Jesus’
sake.’ Then I read that short notice in The Sword and the Trowel for
September about the boys eating like caterpillars, and not spinning
cocoons. The audience’ responded liberally, contributing £46 17s., and I
find that by contributions from friends at Paramatta I am able to remit you
a draft for £50. Dear father, I can’t tell you how glad I am to do this. You
will be pleased, I know, but not more than I am. Thousands here are deeply
interested in you and your glorious work, and would doubtless help it
oftener but for the long distance and local claims:. However, they have
eagerly seized on this opportunity of manifesting their esteem and love. I
am rejoiced to see it. You will be delighted to hear it, and to receive their
gifts, and they are pleased enough to help the orphans for the president’s
sake. I would have had the collection for the College, but that I felt I could
appeal to all for so undenominational a work as the Orphanage. The
College must ever hold first place with me, as it does with you, and I think
the people would have given to it gladly enough, and perhaps as liberally,
but I wanted to make sure, and get a good amount. I had quite set my
heart on £50, and prayed the Lord we might realize that amount by one
means and another. He has answered prayer. To his name be endless
praise.”


COLPORTAGE.—Since last month the Committee have been much cheered
by an application for the appointment of a second colporteur in a district in
Staffordshire, adjoining one where the present man has so commended
himself and his work to the confidence of the friends that they want
another just like him. A new and very promising district has also been
opened under the superintendence of our friend, C. F. Allison, Esq., at
Orpington, in Kent.


A lady generously sends £100, but wishes the acknowledgment to be
anonymous. This aid was specially acceptable, as the amount received
during the month without it was less than that received for some time, and
far below the necessities of the Association. Will other kind friends help by
forwarding a subscription for the new year?
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The colporteurs themselves keep working away. One man writes:—” I find
I have made 2,267 sales during the past three months, for which I have
taken £65 15s. 3d. I have also delivered on the Sabbath 2l sermons or
addresses. I have also worked 822 hours, not reckoning Sundays.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.—


November 29th, nine; December 2nd, eighteen.


PASTORS COLLEGE, METROPOLITAN
TABERNACLE.


STATEMENT OF RECEIPTS FROM NOVEMBER 14TH TO
DECEMBER 14TH, 1880.


Giver £ s. d


Mr. W. Ladbrooke 1 0 0


Part of Communion Collection by Church in Plum
Tree House


0 15 0


Mr. E. Isaac 3 0 0


Mr. J. H. Gould 1 1 0


Miss M. Neath 5 0 0


J. W. L., a Thankoffering 5 0 0


Mr. James Rayne 0 10 0


Executors of the late Mr. Samuel Willson 5 0 0


Mr. William Gourlay 21 0 0


A despairing one 0 10 0


H.R.W. 5 0 0


Free-will Offerings at our Mission Hall per Mr. A
Ross


6 5 0
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“A Friend in Scotland” 25 0 0


H.I., Malta 2 0 0


Mrs. Ellis 0 10 0


A Student, per J. A. 2 2 0


Mr. F. W. Brackett 1 0 0


Miss Bradford 0 2 6


An aged Christian, per Pastor’ T. D. Cameron 10 0 0


Dr. MacGill 1 1 0


Mrs. Kennard 0 10 0


Pastor George Hearson 2 2 0


Mercy and Grace 1 1 0


Mrs. James Smith... 1 1 0


Part Collection at Penge Tabenacle, after Sermons by Rev.
C. H. Thomas


5 0 0


THE INN


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


Of all the images which set forth this mortal life there is perhaps none more
apposite or instructive than that of an inn. Our own three months’ sojourn
last year at the Hotel de la Paix at Mentone may well represent a somewhat
lengthened and peaceful life. Archbishop Leighton thought so much of the
image that he desired to die at an ran, and providence answered his desire:
we feel no such wish, though we fully agree with the good bishop’s view of
the analogy.


We arrived at our inn, where we had for a short time been expected, and
were welcomed by those who were already on the spot. So came we into
the world to those who received us gladly. Among the very poorest people,
the addition of a new member to the family may be a meager joy, because it







316


divides the scanty loaf into smaller rations, and yet there can hardly be a
parent who is not glad at the birth of a child. In the great majority of cases,
“Welcome, welcome, little stranger,” is no mere empty compliment.


Our own welcome at our inn was a very hearty one: we found all things
ready for our lodging, comforts provided by forethought, and promises
that whatever else might be wanted should be promptly supplied. Happy
those who can look back on their first days in this world, and see that the
lines fell to them in pleasant places. Here are our sitting-room and our
sleeping-room, arrangements for converse and for refreshment, and much
more than the bed and table and candlestick which the Shunammite of old
provided for the prophet. So come we into the world, and find loving
hands ready to minister unto us, and full many a comfort and necessary
provided without our care and forethought. We are too apt to forget the
mercies of our early hours in this great caravanserai; but it should not be
so.


All the while we tarried, everything in our rooms was our own; we might
use chair, and couch, and glass, and table most freely, and yet nothing was
indeed our own, but only lent us. Neither the house nor a single article in it
was ours: we held nothing in the place, no foot of land was ours. Neither
did we in other respects lose the sense that we were sojourners in a strange
country, whose citizenship lay elsewhere. Some of those who waited upon
us spoke a different language from our own, and could not fully
comprehend us, neither could we readily enter into their speech. We
confessed that we were strangers and pilgrims, and had no desire to be
regarded as natives of the country. We never concealed our nationality, nor
wished to change it: France was our lodge, but England was our home.
Letters came to us from home, and we were sending perpetual messages
back again, and we took more interest in these than in the decrees of the
Republic under whose shadow we tarried. We were very comfortable, and
yet it was not home; nor did the inn ever rival our own loved home, and
thus often we remembered that “this is not our rest,” and that our true
abiding-place was on the other side the flood. Besides which, we were
often thinking and speaking of the time of going home, and referring to the
almanac to see how many days would intervene before the end of our stay.
We had dear companions, but the nearest and dearest of all were divided
from us by fall a thousand miles, and their absence rendered it impossible
to forget that we were exiles in a strange land, fair as that land might be.
There is no need to denote the parallel, the simile is clear as crystal.
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The inmates of the hotel were perpetually changing. We formed
friendships, and spent happy evenings, and made excursions together, and
then we bade good-bye, never to see those friendly faces any more. The
hotel forgot them, and others came to fill their places, and were welcomed
in the same manner. The look of the table somewhat changed, seats were
empty for a little while, and then were filled up by others: yet there were
the same daily meals, and the routine of the hotel went on the same
whoever came or went. The most important guest was, after all, nothing in
particular. He made a stir at coming or going just for an hour or so, and
then all went on as if his name had never been inscribed on the tablets in
the hall. The hall-keeper would probably keep up the name for a week or
two after he was gone, for certain documents might come when he had
departed; but this, like posthumous fame, was soon over, and an old
yellow-looking letter inside a glass case was all that remained to show that
he had ever climbed the great staircase, or entered the drawing-room.


Among the guests there were little circles of acquaintance, and some show
of gradations, though all met at the same table, and dwelt under the same
roof. You were drawn to one, and repelled by another. There were warm
greetings, and cold nods, for all the world like those one meets with in the
greater inn of society. Yet, whoever the guests might be. they were always
on the move. A few stayed long and became old inhabitants, but the
majority were more distinctly birds of passage, and indeed all were such,
for the long stayers talked of “the season,” and when they would be going,
and always owned that it was only a matter of a few weeks, and they, too,
would be gone. The constant adding of new faces at the end of the table,
and the disappearance of others made it appear as if death had taken away
some, and birth had brought in fresh ones to supply their places.


The dwellers in the hotel were of all ages. We could hear the merry laugh
of Children on the stairs, and see them romping in the passages; and there
were old men and elderly women who talked wisely and soberly, and spent
their days very carefully, afraid of the wind, the cold, and the draughts. So
in the world we see a great mixture, and it is well it should be so. A table at
which all are very old is not a pleasing sight: we want buds and blossoms
as well as mellow fruits.


We saw a variety of dispositions as well as of ages, and these shifted
frequently. If one visitor was a little grumpy and unneighborly, he was soon
gone; and alas? if another was very cheerful, and shed a light over the
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whole party, he or she would be gone too, and leave a gap which we all
deplored till another filled it. We saw the omnibus at the door, and waved
our handkerchief with farewells to the departing, and anon we heard the
bells ring, and saw a rush of servants to the front doors, for there were new
comers to occupy the empty rooms. Everything changed, nothing
continued in one stay for any length of time.


The luggage, too, is an instructive item. What trunks—we had almost said,
what portable warehouses?—some visitors brought with them. We can
honestly say that we pitied them heartily. They could not get all their
lumber into their rooms, and their huge boxes and portmanteaus half
blocked up the corridors. Sensible people rather made fun of them, and
wondered why they burdened themselves with such mountains of rattle-
traps. We think we know other travelers who heap together riches, and
load themselves with cares, and make their life-journey a misery. Could
they be content with less, their happiness would be far greater. The
spiritually wise would smile at the eagerness of many to be rich did they
not see stronger cause for weeping over the folly, so injurious in the
present, and so ruinous in the future.


At last our own time came to depart, and there were many hand-shakings,
and adieus, and “God-bless-you’s,” but the time was up, and we must
needs go. Some wished that we would remain longer, but it must not be:
the dearest friends must part. Indeed, the friendships of the hotel had never
been formed with any idea of continued residence in the same house; we
had met casually, and we parted without any violent wrench, for, after all,
we were only dwellers in an inn, and were none of us at home, and
therefore the partings were not very sorrowful. If we had the same clear
view of the temporary character of all earthly relationships we should be
spared a thousand sorrows. Our children were not born immortal,—what
wonder if they die? Husbands and wives were united only till death should
them part,—how can they hope to be together for ever?


Our rooms are not empty now. Perhaps some worthier guest is there, and
the hotel may be all the more fall of life because an invalid middle-aged
gentleman and his friends have gone to their home across the sea; and so,
when we leave this world, we may be missed a little while, but, as the poet
said,


“Other bards will walk these dells,
And sing your praise, sweet evening bells;”
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so will other voices carry on the solemn worship of God, and other pastors
feed the flock redeemed with blood.


In reading a book which interested us greatly during our sojourn we
stumbled on the following passage:—” In the anecdote books of our
boyhood used to be told the story of an Indian Faquir, who entered an
Eastern palace, and spread his bed in one of its ante-chambers, pretending
that he had mistaken the building for a caravanserai or inn. The Prince,
amused by the oddity of the circumstance, ordered, so can the tale, the
man to be brought before him, and asked him how he came to make such a
mistake. ‘What is an inn?’ the Faquir asked. ‘A place,’ was the reply, ‘
where travelers rest a little while before proceeding on their journey.’
‘Who dwelt here before you?’ again asked the Faquir. ‘My father,’ was the
Prince’s reply. ‘And did he remain here?’ ‘No,’ was the answer. ‘ He died
and went away.’ ‘And who dwelt here before him?’ ‘His ancestors.’ ‘And
did they remain here?’ ‘No; they also died and went away.’ ‘Then,’
rejoined the Faquir, ‘I have made no mistake, for your palace is but an inn
after all.’”


The Faquir was right. Our houses are but inns, and the whole world a
caravanserai. Under what sign are we living? We like our own sign of
PEACE. DE LA PAIX has a soft sound to our ear. Others prefer to have their
hotels called “the Splendid,” or “the Royal,” or “the Imperial;” let us dwell
in PEACE, and we shall be content. It was said of old concerning our Lord
and Master that “there was no room for him in the inn:” if it be so in any
house, peace will be courted in vain; but make room for Jesus, and all will
be well, for “he is our peace.”


LIFE AND LETTERS OF HORACE BUSHNELL


THIS book is an affectionate tribute to the memory of an American
clergyman greatly beloved among a wide circle of friends. Lively
reminiscences, etched by various contributors, supply us with a series of
portraits as he appeared in the successive stages of life — a child in his
father’s house; a student at Yale College; a settled minister gradually rising
to distinction among his contemporaries as a preacher and an author; and,
at length, a venerable sire, whose declining age was radiant with many
virtues. The entire story is skillfully woven together with diffuse selections
from his correspondence, in which he is allowed to speak for himself, and
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so to become in a measure his own biographer. We hardly anticipate,
however, that this voluminous volume will obtain any wide popularity on
this side of the Atlantic. It is too much padded with trivialities. In our busy
age, with its accumulation of books, we cannot afford to be bored with
long stories about Horace Bushnell’s mother and grandmother, the “home-
spun” dress he wore in his school-days, the letter he wrote to his wife’s
mother, Mrs. Apthorne, when his baby-boy was born, in which he speaks
of him as “the little gentleman,” the romps he used to have with his
children, and the facetious remarks he made when he was talking to his
friends. The shelves of our library are pretty well loaded now, but if such a
fashion were imported from the United States to the old country, “I
suppose that even the world itself could not contain the books that should
be written” And what was Horace Bushnell? Well, he was a typical thinker
of rather a narrow type. The good man had a little genius. His originality
consisted in a slight divergence from the school of thought in which he was
trained. To the heaven-inspired faith of the old Hebrew prophets he made
no pretensions. Of the enthusiastic missionary spirit of the Christian
apostles he was not a partaker. His idiosyneracies can all be traced to
earthly influences. The soil on which he was planted will account for the
stature to which he grew. A thoughtful propensity, a sensitive
temperament, and a fertile imagination supplied the raw material of a self-
reliant, positive, and withal a persuasive preacher, who would never fail to
challenge notice. As for the phases through which his mind passed, they
must be interpreted by the shadows that were cast on it. tie appears to have
always ranked himself among orthodox believers, though he frequently
announced his orthodox convictions in such a manner as would soothe
Unitarians and Freethinkers, while it startled the members of his own
fraternity. He evidently found agreeable excitement in first alarming his
evangelical friends, and then quietly allaying their fears. This kind of sport
we look upon as dangerous, if it is not sometimes deadly, to unstable souls.
His lectures on “The Divinity of Christ,” and “The Atonement for Sin,”
delivered, the one at: Newhaven, the other at Cambridge, U.S., might have
been regarded as efforts to conciliate rather than to combat adversaries of
the faith. When he combined them in one volume he prefaced it with “a
dissertation on language” so ingenious, not to say so sophistical, that it
puts his arguments out of the pale of criticism, because, as old words are
acquiring in his estimation a fresh meaning, we are not yet educated up to
his modes of expression, and cannot, therefore, be sure of what he means.
Disciples of modern thought would probably greet this as a fine mist on a
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fresh morning, which augurs a bright day for this dark world. We are not
exactly of their persuasion: they groan over fossilized dogmas, while we
grieve over ossified hearts. This nineteenth century is not more notable for
the unbelief of its wise men than any other century of the Christian era,
although recent science has minted new apologies for skepticism. But the
tree of life is no fossil;:it yields leaves and fruits as healing and nutritious as
ever it did. The faith of the gospel has not lost its soul-saying power, nor
have our creeds and catechisms exhausted their virtue; they still supply
wholesome nourishment when properly digested. Absorbed into the system
they feed and strengthen the tuner man. Ere long there will arise men who
will thunder out the old theology, and cause the world to forget the
chirping crickets of heterodoxy, who now believe themselves to be the
voices of a perfect age. Schools of philosophy are not exactly a fit soil for
the production of stalwart Christians. In vain we look to them for
successors of the apostles, or even for Sunday-school teachers. Their
learned professors are prone to prefer their own inductions to divine
inspiration, and this is their weakness for practical usefulness. Of this we
are quite sure, that preaching would be shorn of all its power if it failed to
speak ‘with authority. Call those pulpit exercises by some other name than
preaching—call them essays, discourses, arguments, orations, or whatever
else you like, which aim at shadowing forth suggestions which scarcely
assume any definite form. “Thus saith the Lord,” said the ancient seers.
“Verily, verily, I say unto you,” said Jesus, and “he spake as one having
authority.” “The things of God knoweth no man but the Spirit of God,”
writes the apostle Paul, and then he adds, on behalf of himself and his
fellow-laborers in the ministry,” which things also we speak, not in the
words which man’s wisdom teacheth, but which the Holy Ghost teacheth.”
How else would you define a sermon but as a discourse founded on some
text or passage of Scripture, the absolute truth of which is accepted as an
axiom? One of the most friendly and apologetic of Dr. Bushnell’s
American critics thus explains his position: Though he had denied none of
the cardinal doctrines of Christianity, he had ventured to express his faith in
them under formulas and philosophic explanations some-what different
from those which were assumed to be canonically settled for all time.” We
are very confident ourselves that the simple Scriptures, as they have been
handed down to us, will survive all the strictures of scientific minds, and
we are equally sure that the philosophizing upon them which did Bushnell
no good will do others great harm.
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The volume before us will be better liked than any of the books which
Horace Bushnell published in his lifetime; for it is obvious enough that
those who knew the good man most intimately, the peculiarities of his
thought were completely overshadowed by the piety of his heart and the
purity of his conversation. He established a reputation among his fellow-
citizens, which they appropriately perpetuated by calling a park at
Hartford, U.S., after his name. But his admirers expect too much of us if
they think that on this side of the Atlantic we can classify him among “first
magnitudes.” Jonathan Edwards was a theologian whose treatises stand the
test of time. William Ellery Channing was a philanthropist whose moral
instincts were so fine and his sense of justice so keen that his words touch
the very core of our common humanity. But of Horace Bushnell what can
we say except that he started a problem which he seems to have never
solved to the satisfaction of himself or of anybody else. He trod on
treacherous ground, and he detected his mistake before he ,died.
Protestantism always appeals to piety in efforts to reform or to mould back
on primitive models: no less surely does it procure the suffrages of
profanity when it attempts to pioneer a new path through undiscovered
continents. Bushnell’s speculative proclivities appealed to the wrong party:
they have won him little confidence from believers, and the questionable
honor of being admired by “the advanced school.”


USE YOUR EYES RIGHTLY


AN Italian bishop who had endured much persecution with a calm unruffled
temper, was asked how he attained to such a mastery of himself. “By
making a right use of my eyes,” said he. “I first look up to heaven as the
place whither I am going to live for ever. I next look down upon earth and
consider how small a space of it will soon be all that I can occupy or want.
I then look round me and think how many are far more wretched than I
am.”—From Bishop Horne’s Aphorisms and Opinions.


NOTICES OF BOOKS


We regret that through the great abundance of books sent in at this season
of the year we are in arrears with the publishers. This is not due to any
neglect on our part, but to the slender space which we can afford for the
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review department. We always do our best to make these notices
interesting, and they always express our frank, unbiased opinion. Publishers
may rest assured that we will use our best diligence, so that all their
productions shall have some sort of notice, however brief. We will always
be as prompt as we can be, but delay is unavoidable where columns are so
crowded.


John Ploughman’s Pictures. By C. H.
SPURGEON. Passmore and Alabaster.


Is a few months this work has reached its seventieth thousand. The review
of these thousands is far more striking than any review by an individual.
This book for the people has evidently become the people’s book.


Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit. Vol. XXVI. Passmore and Alabaster.


Is this volume better or worse than its predecessors? If the reader prefers
to .judge for himself, he can purchase the book for seven shillings. To us it
is a theme for deep gratitude that all these years we have been able to find
readers for our discourses. God bless them to all who study them.


The Sword and the Trowel. Volume for 1880. Passmore and Alabaster.


A BOOKSELLER’S catalogue calls this “a really standard magazine.” We
believe that the volume, for five shillings, contains as much interesting and
valuable information as can possibly be procured for the money.


Modern Scottish Pulpit: Sermons by Ministers of various Denominations.
Vol. II. Edinburgh: James Gemmel.


Scotch Sermons are not all bad, though the name has gained an unenviable
notoriety, for here are discourses “as sound as a bell.” Sydney Smith called
Scotland” the knuckle-end of England;” but, as to gospel preaching, we
have always regarded it as the choicest part of the three kingdoms, and so
it is, and so it shall be by the grace of God. This is a valuable collection of
sermons, containing one discourse from each of such brethren as A. A.
Bonar, Moody Stuart, Hugh Martin, David Brown, and the like. We must
write to the publishers for Vol. 1.


The Protestant. One penny weekly. East Temple Chambers, fleet-street.


WE wish every success to this and similar endeavors to raise up a barrier
against the perpetual inroads of popery.
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Noon-Day Meditations; being a Reflection upon a Scripture Text for
ever:/ Day in the Year. By the late ELIZABETH SERLE, James Nisbet and
Co.


WE do not care to criticize this book, for it is gracious and consolatory,
and it will be read with much pleasure by many experienced believers; but
yet the style is inaccurate and the matter rambling to the last degree. Those
who love the doctrines will readily overlook literary faults; those who do
not had better leave these “Meditations” alone. The work is somewhat
after the manner of Dr. Hawker’s “Portions,” but it cannot for a moment
compete with that famous volume.


Word of Comfort for the Weak in Faith. By M. J.U. W. Mack, 4,
Paternoster-row.


Or these poems Horatius Bonar said, “Thank God for your sweet hymns.
They are fragrant with the name of the Lord and Master, and will help to
refresh and quicken souls.” This witness is true, and this little book
requires no eulogy from our pen. The poems have been written by a greatly
afflicted sister, and we gladly commend them to the sorrowful Christian as
full of gold tried in the fire. The poems, with God’s blessing, will comfort;
and enrich those who are in tribulation. The book is neatly got up, and is
cheap—Is, and ls. 6d. We wish it a large circulation among those for whom
it is especially intended.


Deep unto Deep: an Inquiry into some of the deeper Experiences of the
Christian Life. By Sir Emilius Bayley, Bart., B.D. London: Hatchards,
Piccadilly.


HERE we have a series of twenty-two sermons, or chapters, of more than
average merit, specially adapted to tried believers who are passing through
the deep waters of tribulation. The author has not followed the silly fashion
of making a motley volume of discourses or poems carry the patronymic of
the first paragraph, but he has been true to his title-page all the way
through. We cordially recommend this book to young pastors, for we are
persuaded that there is far more need to study the pathology of the
Christian soul than many of them wot of. The sore straits through which
some saints are called to pass, and the depths of anguish that others have
to endure, make no small demand upon the sympathy and the knowledge of
every faithful minister of the gospel. Physical infirmities and social
bereavements, for example, may appear very common afflictions, though
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they plunge the soul into deep grief, but the influence they produce on
sensitive minds is often so peculiar that each case requires specific
attention. The tortures that some experience, when old sins haunt their
memory, even after they have had a sense of forgiveness; and the horrors
that overtake others through the temptations of Satan, are not to be lightly
thought of by those to whom Christ has committed the oversight of any
church or congregation. Of’ course we have a choice little stock of old
authors, whose charts we highly prize: there are Augustine, Luther,
Bunyan, Gilpin, Brainerd, Edwards, and, we might say, William
Huntingdon. These were men much tossed about on the stormy main: men
of God, moreover, who knew how to tend sea-sick souls in every stage of
their sad complaints, whether staggering to and fro, or brought to their
wits’ end. None the less are we gratified to greet a new book on an old
subject. The old books are a wee bit obsolete. The devil may be as personal
in our belief, but he is not quite so present to our senses as he was to some
of our predecessors. We should not think of throwing an inkstand at his
head nowadays. With the same faith we travel on fresh lines.


We are pleased with Sir Emilius Bayley’s parable. He has read Captain
Maury’s “Physical Geography of the Sea,” and Professor Wyville
Thomson’s “Depths of the Sea,” and the: “Voyage of the Challenger,” and
his acquaintance with modern discovery has helped him to find illustrations
of a problem that is started and solved in the sacred Scriptures.


This is just the time for New Year’s gifts. You will have to pay a visit to
your bookseller: include “Deep unto Deep” among your purchases, and be
sure you give a copy to your pastor.


A Catechism of Geology and Sacred History for Young People. By E, A.
PEAKOME. Relfe Brothers.


THIS is an attempt to explain the Scripture statements of the creation by the
infant science of geology. We reckon it moderately successful, but think
that when science has done her utmost, there will still be mysteries in the
word of God that must be accepted as revelations rather than understood
as the results of reasoning. We are not so afraid of faith as to fear asking
for its exercise even in receiving the statements of the Scriptures; what we
fear much more is the attempt to reduce everything to the dead level of
judgment by carnal reasoning. Christian Rationalism—forgive the
contradiction —is very much the fashion just now.
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The organization of our Sabbath Schools. By Rev. DAVID MILLER, D.D.
Edinburgh and London: William Black-wood and Sons.


This book contains an interesting sketch of the Rev. David Blair, the
writer’s predecessor at Brechin, who instituted the first Sabbath-school in
Scotland, in the year 1760, and also a review of the rise and progress of the
Sunday-school system in England. The writer’s aim is to point out some
defects in the present system, and to suggest, in lieu of the usual prizes,
certificates of merit ascertained by examination in the subjects taught. A
good deal may be said for the scheme proposed, and teachers will do well
to give it their consideration.


What Church? And the only Faith and Fold: Romanism and Anglicanism
Tested. Correspondence with Archbishop Manning. By Rev. C. BULLOCK,
B.D. London: “Hand and Heart” Publishing Office.


IF Romanism were capable of refutation and conviction by argument, this
pamphlet would surely reveal to it its errors and follies; but when a system
relies; on its traditions and prejudices rather than upon Scripture authority
or common-sense arguments for its existence, what can be done to
overthrow it? This little book may be of service in extricating those who
have not yet been completely entangled in the Anglican or Romanistic web;
but those are just the persons who will not be likely to read it. We believe
that the best testimony against Romanism and Anglicanism is a sturdy
Nonconformity that knows nothing of priests, or liturgies, or saving
ceremonies, and believes in deed, and not merely in word, in the headship
of Christ over his church.


The Gospel in Leviticus. By JAMES FLEMING, D.D. Morgan and Scott.


WE have inadvertently passed by this last work of our friend, Dr. Fleming.
Those who knew this beloved minister while he was laboring in Kentish
Town will not need to be told of his earnest, evangelical spirit, and of the
savor which rested upon all his teaching. “The Gospel in Leviticus” is all of
a piece with the rest of Dr. Fleming’s testimony, and is a most fitting close


to a life of holy teaching.


Good Thoughts in Bad Times, and other papers. By THOMAS FULLER,
D.D. Hodder and Stoughton.


FULLER’S face would have betrayed his humor even if he had tried to
conceal it; wit sparkles on the arches of his eyebrows. The portrait prefixed
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to this admirable reprint we are sure is a good one; there is a something
about it so like the Thomas Fuller of the book that we are quite certain of
our man. We feel that we could try a quaint conceit with him on the spot
were there any need, but all pretense for such a procedure is taken away by
the presence of the work to which his face is the worthy frontispiece. Good
gentlemen of 27, Paternoster Row, ye do well thus to give us “olde bookes
mayde newe.” Handmade paper and clear old type help us to dainty
reading when Fuller finds the sentences, and spices them with his wit. he
who loves great thoughts, pressed into quaint expressions, like rare foreign
fruit into fine carved boxes, and withal bedight with joyous humor as with
Christmas flowers, will thank us for bidding him go get himself these
“Good Thoughts in Bad Times.” Years ago we made this the companion of
certain leisure days, and were the wiser and the better for it, at least for the
time.


The Panoply; or, “The whole armor of God.” By the Rev. F.
BOURDILLON, M.A. Hatchards, Piccadilly.


VERY SWEET. Full of experimental and practical teaching. We have found
much pleasure in fellowship with Mr. Bourdillon at Mentone, and now in
reading this instructive little book happy memories are revived. Our friend
here gives twelve most striking lectures on the famous passage in
Ephesians 6:10—20. Gurnall did this work is extenso long ago, and no one
is likely ever to rival him: but Mr. Bourdillon gives us much in a little, and
his lectures will enter where the bulky Puritan would not be admitted.


The Evangelical Revival and other Sermons: with an Address on the Work
of the Christian ministry in a period of theological decay and transition. By
R. W. DALE. Hodder and Stoughton.


WE cannot bring our mind to review this volume of discourses. It manifests
the author’s great ability and honesty, but to our mind it is unsatisfactory,
and to our heart it is saddening. Mr. Dale says,” Mr. Spurgeon stands
alone among the modern leaders of Evangelical Nonconformists in his
fidelity to the older Calvinistic creed.” If it be so, we are sorry to hear it,
and we pray God that it may not long be true. There is an indefiniteness
and uncertainty about these sermons which distresses us. They are not after
our heart, and we are the more disappointed because Mr. Dale is a typical
person among Independents, and a fine man in all respects.
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Songs for Little Singers in the Sunday-school and Home. Composed by
Henry King Lewis. London: Hodder and Stoughton.


As a book for infants, or children of an older growth, this is not at all to
our mind. Solos, with difficult accompaniments, and four-part music for
soprano, alto, tenor, and bass, can scarcely be said to be suitable for the
little ones, although they are “intended to indicate the writer’s idea of the
function of song and music in the education of children.” Out of the thirty-
eight compositions in the volume there are less than a dozen which we
should regard as falling within the range of a child’s capacity. Awkward
intervals; and difficult progressions should be absent from “Songs for Little
Singers.”


Studies in Worship — Music, chiefly as regards Congregational Singing.
By J. Spencer Curwen. London: J. Curwen and Sons, 8, Warwick-lane.
The subject of this volume is of considerable interest and importance, and
Mr. Spencer Curwen was just the man to deal with it. In treating the
subject historically, he has succeeded, after painstaking research, in tracing
the progress of congregational music in England, from its introduction by
the refugees who returned after the accession of Elizabeth down to the
present time. The second part of the book is practical, and contains many
valuable facts on the. subject of instruments, congregational harmony,
vince-training, and congregational singing. Then follows a seines of
descriptive chapters on the musical service in the principal places of
worship in London in the present day. Mr. Curwen says, “The beauty of
the Tabernacle singing is religious and spiritual”; and when he speaks of
the singing at the Presbyterian Church, Regent-square, he says, “i have
always been in favor of organs, but a Sunday at Regent-square is enough
to shake one’s faith in them. The organ gives a .great deal of pleasure, but,
after all, it is a sensuous pleasure. We worship when we send up
aspirations and feelings of adoration, prayer, and joy to God.” We are glad
to note that Mr. Curwen’s judgment is not overmastered by the modern
custom of “syllabic tunes, many of which are utterly without individuality.”
He very truly says, “The congregations want more variety, more outlet for
the feelings, tunes they can remember and enjoy.” With the great increase
of musical capacity it is a disagreeable fact that the singing is less hearty
and general than it was thirty years ,ago, and the reason is not difficult to
discover. Dreamy, contemplative compositions have pushed out the older
hymns of jubilant exultation and praise; and fugal tunes, with a very
pronounced melody, have given place to musical combinations of chords.
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Precentors who were dependent upon a pleasing air for their success in
leading the congregation have been sent packing, and organists have been
substituted to accompany a choir, with little or no sympathy with the
ordinary worshippers. A reaction in favor of the older style is inevitable,
and we shall welcome the change when it comes. The service of song in the
house of the Lord should be the vehicle of praise, not the stalking-horse of
musical composers. We commend Mr. Curwen’s book to all who are
interested in the subject of which it treats, and wish for it the large
circulation its merits demand.


Poems and Hymns. By JOHN LIVINGSTONE. Johnstone: Alexander Hood,
Rankine Street.


PLEASING versification, more suited to the Scotch than the English ear. We
should not be surprised if the young songster sings again and again, and
each time better, for there is hopefulness in his strain.


The Chain of Life in Geological Time. By J. W. Dawson, LLD., F.R.S.,
F.S.S., etc. With numerous Illustrations. Religious Tract Society.


GEOLOGY handled by a devout man. Our thoughtful readers who are weary
of the countless spawn of religious fiction would find the study of the rocks
a delightful exercise for the mind, a change from more direct Biblical
learning, and an assistance in controversy with the evil scientists of the day.
Ground which Hugh Miller found so fruitful cannot be barren to any right-
hearted man. Dr. Dawson’s book might serve as an introduction to that
wide domain which “coucheth beneath.”


Vignettes of the great Revival of the 18th Century. By EDWIN PAXTON


HOOD. Religious Tract Society.


Though this marvelous piece of history has been repeated in many forms, it
always thrills the reader. Mr. Hood in his own vivid, dashing ,style
rehearses the whole matter from beginning to end; and as his pages are well
adorned, and the book is most tastefully bound, we expect to find that the
work will become specially popular. Mr. Hood always secures ore’
delighted attention, and we are glad to meet with him in the fertile fields
which belong to Whitefield and Wesley.


Heavenly Arithmetic. Addresses by S. A. BLACKWOOD, Esq. Nisbet.
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THESE addresses are scriptural and sterling. The speaker is forgotten in the
subject, and everywhere the authority of the Word of God is assumed or
insisted on. The style is vivacious, crisp, and illustrative to a high degree,
and we cannot conceive of any man with head and heart reading them in
vain. May Mr. Blackwood deliver many such addresses.


Keeping open House. By Mary W. McLain. (Isaiah 6d.) J.F. Shaw & Co.


A STAPLE but pleasing record of the visitors supposed to have come to
four little maidens in the course of a year. The story will not be in vain if
some who read it take notice of those who seek admittance into their Heart
Castles, in order that, like these girls, they may welcome the good, and
keep out the evil ones.


The Unseen, and Songs in Trial. By J. M. BAMFORD. London: Wesleyan
Conference Office.


THOUGH not of the highest poetic order, these songs are sweet, musical
and pious. We have seen much worse jingle called poems.


Ada; or, the Memoir of a Consecrated Young Life. By W. J.M. London:
W. Mack.


A SWEET record of a charming young life, which was sanctified by great
love and devotion to the Savior. May the history of this lamb lead many
others to follow her footsteps.


Missionary Work in connection with the Society of Friends. By STANLEY


PUMPHREY. Philadelphia: Office of “Friends’ Review.”


A LITTLE book giving a most succinet account of the missionary work
undertaken by the Society of Friends. Full of information, and apostolic in
its exhibition of transparent earnestness: it has quickened our soul, and we
believe will create new interest in all missionary operations. Talk of
romance, missionary work is more romantic than any fiction could be, and
this is a worthy record of one section of it.


Christian Manhood: or, Memorials of a Noble Life. Being Biographical
Sketches of the Rev. R. S. Blackburn. By T. MITCHELL. London: Bemrose
and Son.


APART from the padding which has swollen this book, it is a very
interesting record of a devoted life, early cut off in the service of Christ.
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Primitive Methodism has never wanted fire and zeal, and Mr. Blackburn
seems to have been full of flaming earnestness.


With a good deal less moralizing and a simpler way of stating facts this
biography might be made a very powerful one. There is a constant effort at
“preachment,” which we do not care for in a professedly biographical
work.


Miss Margaret’s Stories. By a Clergyman’s Wife. National Temperance
Publication Depot, 337, Strand.


VERY pretty little temperance tales that must do good wherever they are
read. Miss Margaret’s own story may be a warning to any young lady who
is engaged to a man who “drinks.” The cover of the book is embellished
with a silver fountain and lake, and a golden swan, symbolical, we suppose,
of the purity and beauty of the temperance which the authoress inculcates.


New Map of Palestine, showing the Travels of Jesus in Chronological
Order. By Rev. A. P. STOUT, Indianopolis, Indiana, U. S, A.


THIS map seems to have been carefully prepared. It is well executed, and
likely to be of much use to Bible students.


Bristles for Brooms. By WALTER J. MATHAMS (“ Blunt Robin “).
Haughton and Co.


MR. MATHAMS writes very pleasantly, and always with an admirable aim.
He has not, however, quite mastered the Blunt Robin style which he has
chosen, but too often mixes with it words and phrases not congruous
therewith. Many of the sentences which are meant for aphorisms lack salt
and point. After making this abatement there still remains enough of good
sense and piquancy in the book before us to make it tasteful to a
considerable number, and these as they read will be profited. We are
greatly obliged to Mr. Mathams for the following paragraph about the
Orphanage, which we quote because it is a good plea and also a fair
specimen of his manner


“Then there is Charles Spurgeon’s fold of hungry lambs over at Stockwell.
Can’t you give him something in the way of food or clothing, or cash? lie
will soon put it into use, and bring down the blessing of the orphan and the
orphan’s God upon your head. Anything is grist I’ve heard that comes to
his mill. Articles of jewelry and all sorts of queer stuff have been put in and







332


come out in the shape of good wheaten flour. If’ you were to send him a
whale he would turn it into food for his bairns, not by cooking it though.
So don’t be ashamed to do a good turn to the orphan through him. And,
by-the-by, he is just starting an orphanage for girls, and consequently needs
more than ever the liberal offerings of his friends. Just give him a lift. in
that direction, so that the dear little lasses (God bless ‘era) may have a
happy home and plenty to eat.”


Bessie Blach’s Wager. BY CLAIR WILLIAMSON. Glasgow: John S. Marr
and Sons.


WE took this book from quite a pile uniform in style and price, its a
sample: we hope it is not a fair sample, but the very worst of the lot, by a
long way; for it is a “story” we would carefully avoid putting in the way of
a child. The scene is laid in an “English Industrial School,” and the actors,
or actresses rather—Bessie Black and her companions—a set of coarse,
incorrigible girls, who, in the attempt to get free from control, conceive
and carry out the diabolical plot of setting fire to the institution. As a set-
oil’ to this atrocity, or (if the writer prefers to have it put otherwise) as the
Christian teaching of the story, we have the pious influence of one good
little girl so blessed to the incendiary that almost simultaneously with the
crime she repents and confesses, and the next day begins her prison course
“with a peaceful heart,” and comes forth to be “the heroine of the village.”
Children can learn coarse language and sinful ways without our buying
lesson-books for them; and to manufacture such stories, even with the
intention of illustrating the mercy of God, is not to glorify God, but to do
evil that good may come. These books at sixpence are really so handsome
and cheap that, after preparing the above, we thought we would read
another in the hope of being able to commend the rest of the series; but,
alas, this time we hit on a tale about two little ,girls running away because
they did not like their stepmother. The books are intended to do good, but
we fear they are more likely to do harm. The idea or’ sixpenny gift-books,
nicely bound, with two drawings in each, is a very liberal one, but the tales
ought to be much better written.


Three Naturalists. Stories of Linnaeus, Cuvier, Buffon. 66, Paternoster
Row.


IT is well for our young folks to know the lives of Linneus and Cuvier and
Buffon, but we hope they will never imitate the last, who seems to us; to
have been everything that is despicable. This is a tiny book, but interesting.
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Glenwood: a Story of School Life. By JULIA K. BLOOMFIELD. Wesleyan
Conference Office.


A USEFUL book for school-girls who think more of beauty and dress than
of brains and grace. No harm would have been done it’ the story had been
told in a more lively manner, and we should have liked a little less about
certain church ceremonies, and a great deal more of genuine gospel. The
religious teaching of the book is good as far as it goes, but it is very
imperfect, and is apt to give false notions concerning God’s way of peace.


Caught in the Toils. A Story of a Convent School. By EMMA LESLIE.
Sunday School Union.


THIS little story is written with the laudable desire of warning Protestant
parents against the dangers and beguilements to which they expose their
daughters when, from economical or other reasons, they allow them to
finish their education in a Continental school. The subject is one of grave
importance, and might worthily employ an abler pen; but even in this
simply-told tale we see abundant evidence of the deadly peril with which
young and tender minds are surrounded when brought under the subtle and
infamous influence of priests and nuns. The inducement of fluently
acquiring the French language is a poor excuse for imperiling the soul, and
English parents will do well to ponder this solemn question of eternal profit
or loss before they send their boys and girls to be “finished” for the Pope
and the devil.


Babylonian Caps: or, Behind the Scenes. By a Special Commissioner.
With Preface by II. W. WILLIAMS, M.D. E. W. Allen, 11, Ave. Maria-lane.


This is a dreadful book, and, worse still, it is, we fear, no more terrible than
true. The “Special Commissioner” was in formed that those who are
determined to procure intoxicating drink can obtain it in London at every
hour of the twenty-four, week days and Sundays too, all the year round, lie
says that the statement is quite true, for he has taken pains, and sometimes
run considerable risks in order to prove that the present very imperfect
licensing laws are systematically violated or evaded. Ills revelations of
ladies’ public-houses, Sabbath desecration on the river, the road, and the
rail, and other scenes over which he is obliged to draw a veil, ought to
teach Christians, abstainers, and all patriots, that there is no place in all the
world which more needs the gospel than the metropolitan city, which is
continually growing, and attracting to itself’ the best and the worst of all
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nations. At any rate, somebody ought to see that the laws which are on our
statute-book are not deliberately set aside for the purpose of steeping our
countrymen and countrywomen still deeper in vice and sin. The writer of
this book evidently does not believe that the police will stop the illegal sale
of liquor, for he states that while making his investigations he continually
found what he calls “our cerulean, guardians” drinking spirits at the liquor-
seller’s expense.


The Prophet Jonah. By the Rev. SAMUEL CLIFT BURN. Second Thousand.
Hodder and Stoughton.


THESE lectures will not add much to what is already known concerning
Jonah, but they will spread among another constituency the facts which are
to be found in other works. Mr. Burn has attained a respectable mediocrity
as a writer, and the work before us is made up of discourses of fair average
merit, not very deep or fresh, but still far too good to be found fault with,
except by a critic who has not yet eaten his breakfast. We like this second
book better than his first, which was “A Humble Companion to the
Pilgrim’s Progress.” In form and general get-up the volume on Jonah does
credit to the publishers.


Hours with the Bible; or, the Scriptures in the Light of Modern Discovery
and -Knowledge. From Creation to the Patriarchs. By CUNNINGHAM


GEIKIE, D.D. S.W. Partridge and Co.


MAY the learned author persevere in the enterprise which he here
commences, and give us at least a dozen such instructive books. His plan is
similar to that of Kitto’s Daily Bible Readings, but the chapters are more
full and detailed. If carried out after the style of this first part, the work will
be recognized as a standard piece of Scriptural literature. Dr. Geikie is
occupying a minor position in Paris; but if the Church of England knows
how to reward a laborious writer, some patron will soon put him in a place
where he can have large leisure for his writing, and a sufficient income to
enable him to utilize the national stores of learning. We abominate the
whole system of patronage:: but as it does exist, we should like to see it
used for the aid of one of the best religious writers of the age.


Sunday: its Origin, History, and Present Obligation. The Bampton
Lectures for 1860. By JAMES A. HESSEY, D.C.L. Fourth Edition. London:
Cassell, Petter, and Galpin.
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THIS is a cheap reprint of a well-known book of very loose views on the
Sunday question. Surely it is “carrying coals to Newcastle” to advise men
to disregard the outward observance of the Sabbath. As we have no desire
to return to the “Book” of Sports” of infamous memory, nor to see the
infidelity and profligacy of a Continental Sunday introduced into England,
we shall be old-fashioned enough to prefer the day as at present we try to
keep it. Apart from its opinions, the book is well got up, and is cheap.


Popery and Puseyism, Twin-Demons with one Soul: or, Ritualism
Unmasked. By R. M. GURNELL. London: F. Southwell.


THE form which the Papacy assumes in England is of so mild a type
compared with the Continental that few Englishmen believe in the venom
of which this serpent can be capable: but in this trenchant treatise the
author shows the horrors which it perpetrates in the name of religion when
uncontrolled. If to be forewarned is to be forearmed, none who read this
pamphlet will ever be found tolerating either Roman Catholicism or its
twin-sister, Ritualism. Smithfield’s fires would be lighted again to-morrow
could our priests have their way. May that day never come.


Sin and its Penalty, Present and -Future. By JOSHUA HAWKINS. London:
Elliot Stock.


ANOTHER of the miserably sentimental effusions of the “restoration” school
of theologians: who teach that, because they so dream, wish, and hope, the
vilest sinner and most hardened unbeliever will, after a term of punishment,
ultimately enter heaven. But we believe—notwithstanding this pompous
little book —that there is, and ever will be, an eternal difference between
washing and whitewashing. We had sooner believe in a God who
annihilated the ungodly than in a God who should send us into the world to
tell men that, unless they accept the gospel, they will be lost, and all the
while had a backstairs to heaven by way of a bastard purgatory. No? no?
Mr. Hawkins, your molluscous Deity is not the God of the Bible, if we
read it aright, and you may write a library, and then—well—we won’t
believe you.


Universal Instructor, or Self-culture for all. Fully illustrated. Parts I and
II. Ward, Lock, and Co.


MESSRS. WARD AND LOCK are doing great service to the cause of popular
education by preparing this Encyclopedia of Learning. The parts at
sixpence each are marvels of cheapness; indeed, it seems to us that the char
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in No. 1 is worth all the money. The articles are carefully prepared, and the
matter is well condensed. The work, so far as we can judge, would seem to
be as thorough in execution as it is comprehensive in plan. We seldom give
an opinion of a book from seeing small parts of it; but in this instance, as
much depends upon the sale in parts, we depart from our usual rule.
Should the quality of the articles, illustrations, and materials be kept up,
this will be one of the best popular instructors ever prepared. No one can
be excused for being ignorant while the means of knowledge are thus
brought to his door, and proffered at so small a cost.


The Eastern Archipelago: a description of the Scenery, Animal and
Vegetable and Physical Wonders of the Islands in the Eastern Seas. By the
author of “The Arctic World,” etc.


The Lake Regious of Central Africa; a Record of Modern Discovery. By
JOHN GEDDIE. T. Nelson and Sons. WE put these together because they
are of the same type. Here we have excellent writing, full of accurate
geographical information, and fascinating in style; first-class illustration and
plenty of it, a fortune spent in engravings, and binding congruous with the
subject, chosen with admirable taste. Nelson and Sons are never excelled as
publishers; they have a masterly method of production, of which we cannot
speak too highly. The works before us are of thrilling interest, and should
be in every library in the land. to be read alike by young and old.


The Prayer—meeting and its improvement. By Rev. L. O. THOMPSON.
Hamilton, Adams, and Co.


WE should not advise anyone to follow Mr. Thompson’s suggestions in all
points: his book is American, and across the water many things are done
which we hope will never be tried here; our island is not large enough for
such big things. But, with all abatements, this is so good a book that we
wish we could afford to give a copy of it to every young minister. We love
the prayer-meeting dearly. Revive your prayer-meetings, and the churches
will be revived. These meetings are the furnace by which the church-engine
is supplied with power, and if the motive force fails, work will not be done;
hence poor prayer-meetings mean a poor pastorate, a poor deaconship, a
poor school,—universal poverty, in fact. Mr. Thompson says some capital
things in a telling manner, and as his pages are full of fire and gunpowder
we hope certain old, worn-out things among us will be exploded, and good
things set on fire. A brother who has this book handy will be helped to lead
lively meetings, conducting them in varied ways, and expatiating on
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different topics, so as to keep up freshness, and avoid monotony and
dullness. Four editions have been called for in America, and we have little
doubt that a like number will be needed here.


Baptist Doctrines: being an Exposition in a series of Essays by
representative Baptist Ministers, of the distinctive points of Baptist faith
and practice. Edited by Rev. C. A. JENKINS, of North Carolina. St. Louis:
Chancy R. Barns.


A SERIES OF vigorous and talented discourses upon the distinguishing
doctrines of Baptists. Coming from our American brethren, we find, as we
expected, that close communion is insisted on. In other respects the
sermons are greatly to our liking; and we are greatly refreshed by such
forcible denominational teaching in these days, when speaking out is hardly
allowed unless you utter some sugared platitude from which even the evil
spirit could hardly differ. Messrs. Trubner, of Ludgate Hill, would, no
doubt, get this book


for any who desire it. We are gratified to find that our sermon upon
“Baptismal Regeneration” is included in the series: we forgot this when we
said that the discourses were talented.


Preaching: its Ideal and Inner Life. By THOMAS ARMITAGE, D.D.
Philadelphia: American Baptist Publication Society.


DR. ARMITAGE is a master in Israel among the Baptists in America. It was
not possible for him to lecture upon the work of his life without saying
some good and wise things; and accordingly he has said them, and here
they are alive and vigorous. Some of them are not so big as they look, but
others are worthy of their parentage, and likely to instruct those who
receive them. The lectures must have been fine hearing, with the living man
at their back speaking them to living men. As printed, they only add one
more to a heap with which this subject is getting overdone, choked up and
buried.


Isaac, Jacob, and Joseph. “The Household Library of Exposition” series.
By MARCUS DODS, D.D. Edinburgh: Macniven and Wallace.


DR. DODS is learned and instructive, but as to unction or spirituality he is
as dry as the bones in the valley of vision. He seems to have a desiccating
faculty, for whatever his theme may be his magic pen extracts from it the
least trace of savor. In this he resembles many of the Germans, whose
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powers in this direction are so great that they would turn a cluster of
Eshcol into raisins in five minutes, and leave the pomegranates of Syria.
dry as the apples of Sodom in half a second. Such scholars have their uses,
and, certainly, the writings of Dr. Dods are by no means to be despised, for
he presents his readers with much excellent information. Every man cannot
be an oil merchant: a dry-salter is a very useful person in his way; and so
every man has not evangelical dew and warmth, but he may yield us a dry
light in which some things are best seen.


The design of the Household Library of Exposition has our heartiest
sympathy. We are glad to see that another work by Dr. Maclaren is in
preparation.


Notes and Extracts on Misunderstood Texts. By Mrs. MACLACHLAN, Sen.
James Nisbet and Co. Yes, there are, no doubt, many misunderstood texts,
and if we do not greatly misunderstand Mrs. Maclachlan, she, also,
misunderstands them.


The Letter H; Past, Present, and Future: a Treatise with Rules for the
Silent , etc. By ALFRED LEACH. Griffith and Farran.


Those who aspire to understand the aspirate will here find assistance in
their aspirations. In a few pages we hear all about that awful letter H,
which so cruelly betrays the power of early associations and the
deficiencies of cockney education.


A Violet in the Shade. Dolly’s Charge. A Rose without Thorns. Light on
the Lily. Our Laddie. Ursula: a Story of the Bohemian Reformation.
James Nisbet and Co.


Six pretty little presents for papa to purchase for Philip and Phillis when
they deserve a prize for good behavior.


The Preachers’ Monthly (Lobb and Bertram, l, St. Bride-street, Ludgate
Circus) is a capital sixpennyworth. Some of the outlines are rather grander
in words than in meaning; but, take it as a whole, no magazine for
preachers ever opened more hopefully. If it can be kept up to its present
point it will be a great boon to weary ministers.
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NOTES


VERY PERSONAL. I have been very ill for more than five weeks, and during
that time I have been brought into deep waters of mental depression, yet on
the whole I have had more quiet of heart than aforetime. I beg specially to
acknowledge the tender thoughtfulness of a host of friends. As if they felt it
good to send cheer when God was sending chastisement, they have poured
in letters of sympathy, backed up with tokens of love in the form of
contributions to my various institutions. I have been sustained by
overflowing kindness. A growing sense of unworthiness bows me down,
and compels me to mingle wonder with my gratitude. Theft this continuous
kindness to me should result in benefit to my Orphanage, and the other
works for God, is cause for unmingled satisfaction. It is doubly blessed to
be beloved when the fruit abounds to the glory of God and the good of
men. What thanks I owe to God and to my numerous friends? To HIM my
heart can speak in silence, but to men there must be voices, and where shall
I find them? I can do no more than say to the long list of donors and
comforters,—The Lord recompense into your own bosoms all your loving
thoughts and deeds towards his unworthy servant.


Our beloved wife has prepared the Report of her work for ministers during
the year 1880. In order that many friends may see it, and become interested
in her needful service, she has, desired Mr. Passmore to publish it; and it
can be had by order of any bookseller for sixpence. I think it is a very
interesting record, and very likely to benefit the whole class of poor
ministers in many ways. The work itself, though it costs our beloved all her
time and much careful thought, is one of the most blessed which can be
imagined, since it puts sound theology where it will not only be studied,
but published to congregations. Some people imagine that in a very short
time all needy preachers can be supplied with books. Alas, there has not
been one helping all round yet, and meanwhile the hunger for thought-
producing books comes on again, and Oliver “asks for more.” And
preachers must have more, or their flocks will look up to them and look in
vain for food.


A protest from Christian brethren in Holland in reference to the Transvaal
has been forwarded to us, and to other prominent ministers. What reply
can we make? We understood that the Transvaal was annexed by the will
of its inhabitants; but if it was not so it was a piece of oppression ‘and
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robbery, against which we heartily protest, and we hope that some means
may be found by which the Boers may be allowed to enjoy their liberty and
govern themselves according to their own laws. It is said that these good
people maintained a kind of slavery within their own borders, and if so
their demand for freedom loses much of its force. The religious sentiment
of England will ask liberty for the Boer, but it will also demand freedom
for the Black.


On Friday, Dec. 17, Mr. and Mrs. Guinness and the tutors and students
from Harley House, Bow, returned the visit which we and our students
paid them earlier in the year. Our esteemed deacon, Mr. C. F. Allison,
presided at the afternoon meeting, at which, after prayer by Professor
Ferguson, Mr. Guinness delivered a most earnest address on the need of
missionaries to the heathen, showing that the home field is overdone as
compared with the foreign, which is grossly neglected. The President of the
Pastors’ College followed with a description of the kind of sermons likely
to be blessed to the winning of souls. Our communion was intensely hearty,
for the Colleges are of kindred spirit, and aim distinctly at evangelistic
work and soul-winning. Mr. Murrell provided a substantial repast in his
usual excellent style, for which he was thanked by representatives of both
Colleges.


The evening was spent by the two Colleges very profitably in a devotional
meeting, at which Professor Gracey took the chair, as we had to, leave in
order to preside at the public examination of our Day School At this
examination we were delighted with the results of the instruction given to
the children. We have seldom spent such a happy afternoon and evening;
but, alas? our joy was of short duration, for the following night we were
suddenly seized with the first indications of the illness from which we have
not yet recovered. In consequence of our affliction the College annual
meeting, and the Silver Wedding congratulatory gatherings had to be
postponed. Both of these we look forward to as pleasures to come. The
dreary gap has been filled up by the diligent labors of others, and it will be
joy indeed to be to the front again. Will our readers ask for us health, and a
continuance of it, if it be the Lord’s will?


Dec. 31.—Messrs. Smith and Fullerton conducted the usual WATCH-
NIGHT SERVICE. The power of God was present in the vast assembly, and
the fruit will be seen for man)’ days to come.
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COLLEGE.—Since our last notice Mr. F. E. Blackaby has settled at Stow-
on-the-Wold, and Mr. E. H. Ellis at Wellington Road, Stoke Newington;
Mr. Potter has been accepted by the Baptist Mission for India; and the
following brethren have removed:-Mr. H. J. Dyer from Gainsborough to
Kilmarnock; Mr. W. Smith from Calling-worth to Arthur-street, Gray’s
Inn-road; Mr. A. Harmer from Chatham-road, Wands-worth Common, to
Dolton, Devon; Mr. W. Osborne, late of Bristol, to Eastbourne; and Mr.
A. Knell, late of Ridgmount, to Walsham, Suffolk. Mr. W. McKinney, late
of Port Jervis, has serried at Kingston on the Hudson, New York.


Mr. Kendon writes from Jamaica expressing great gratitude for the £50
which we sent him from a friend, but adding that twenty times that amount
will be needed to repair what the hurricane destroyed. He and his people
have erected a room for temporary services, and they intend soon to rebuilt
the chapel. Amid all his troubles he has much to rejoice over, for during the
year he has had 250 additions to the church list of inquirers and members,
over forty backsliders have been reclaimed, and a deep work of awakening
seems to be going on.


The church at Madras, under the care of Bro. Maplesden, reports steady
progress in each department of its work, although the pastor has been
absent through sickness part of the year. The Lord bless this beloved
brother more and more, and send gracious help to all our brotherhood in
India.


Mr. R. Spurgeon writes that, at the request of the Missionary Conference,
he has removed from Dacca to Barisaul, “the most important mission-field
in Bengal,” where, in connection with Mr. Martin, he is to commence a
class for the training of native evangelists to take charge of native
churches. After speaking of the success of our brethren, Norris and Hook,
at Calcutta, Brother Spurgeon adds:— “It is a joyful thought to me that so
many of our brethren are filling the pulpits of our great Indian cities; but
why are they not occupying our mission stations also? I cannot understand
how it is that I only have this honor of all our brethren. We are in as great
need of men now as ever; and I feel sure there are many to cry, ‘Here am I;
send me.’”


If there are any of our brethren who are thus ready to respond to the divine
call for missionaries, “Who will go for us, and whom shall I send?” we shall
be glad to hear from them, for we have been looking about for months for
suitable men to Jill important posts in India, but at present without success.







342


Some who would have bean the very men for the work in other respects
have not the physical constitution necessary to endure the hot climate; but
we hope that in our regiment of more; than five hundred soldiers of the
cross there will be found some whom the Lord has ordained and specially
qualified for this work.


We greatly rejoice that at last we have been able to secure a brother who
will take charge of the work at Darjeeling. Mr. H. Rylands Brown, who
has for thirteen years been pastor of the church at Shooter’s Hill-road,
Blackheath, and who has long desired to give himself to foreign mission
work, has felt called of God to enter this important sphere of labor, and we
earnestly pray that he may be made a great blessing both to the residents in
the district, and the large numbers of persons who resort to this Indian
Mentone in search of health or rest.


We are glad also that there is a slight indication that the Lord approves of
our proposed evangelistic mission to the English-speaking populations in
.India, for he has begun to move his servants to contribute to this object,
though at present the amount received is exceedingly small compared with
what will be needed if the scheme is to be carried out. A contribution of
£10 for this fund from a friend in Australia. greatly cheered us. The sending
out of Mr. H. Brown will cost far more than we have in hand at present.


Our beloved son Thomas sends us a characteristic account of the services
at the opening of the Tabernacle at Deloraine, Tasmania, and says that the
following week he was to be at; the opening of the Tabernacle at
Longford.


Mr. D. M. Logan reports the safe arrival of himself and wife and family at
Melbourne, after a somewhat similar experience to that of Brother Mann in
going to Cape Town. They were first wrecked in the Hydaspes off
Dungeness, when they lost everything but their lives; and the second vessel
in which they sailed, the Sorata, ran aground on the Australian coast, and
put them to considerable inconvenience for more than “a night and a day.”
On the whole, our brother writes cheerfully, although he has not yet found
the right sphere in which he can imitate the great apostle, who supported
himself by working with his own hands, and at the same time, whenever he
had the opportunity, preached among the Gentiles the unsearchable riches
of Christ.
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EVANGELISTS.—On Sunday, Jan. 9, Mr. Smith commenced a series of
services at Halifax. As Mr. Fullerton was preaching at the Tabernacle on
that day, his place was occupied by Mr. Charlesworth, but on the following
day he joined his fellow-worker. Three crowded services were held on the
first day in Trinity Road Chapel, and at night a large music-hall was filled
long before the hour of commencing the service. So many were unable to
gain admittance that it was deemed advisable to secure the Drill Hall,
where the meetings are still being held with great success.


Since writing this paragraph we are grieved to hear that, owing to the
prevalence of fever, our evangelists have abruptly closed their services at
the request of the Mayor. This, too, when crowds were gathering? Truly
the way of the Lord is in the sea.


From Dec. 13 to 19 Mr. Burnham was at -Highgate. Of the services held
there our Bro. Barnard writes, “They have been a great refreshing to us all,
and the means of reviving the spiritual life of the church. It is also our joy
to know that some unsaved and undecided ones have been awakened and
impressed.” At Winslow, from Dec. 30 to Jan. 7, Mr. Burnham had, as on
a previous occasion, a most gracious season of blessing. He specially
mentions the usefulness of a short Bible-reading in the vestry at the close
of the service each evening, when many anxious ones, who would not have
come alone to speak with the Evangelist, accompanied others, and heard
words whereby they were saved. Our brother has since conducted services
at Cranswick (where a former visit awakened such interest as to necessitate
the pulling down of the old chapel and the erection of a larger one),
Searborough, and Sheepshed, and this month he commences a visitation of
the village churches of York, hire, under the auspices of the Baptist
Association of that county, an engagement which, with needful rest, will
occupy him until the summer.


Mr. Burnham has hitherto been supported by a single subscriber, for whose
help we are most grateful, ‘but that gentleman finds himself giving rather
more than he thinks prudent, and, therefore, in future Mr. Burnham must
come upon our General Fund unless some other brother should come
forward and offer to support him. At any rate, his labors shall not cease
from want of support. We trust that for the present our Yorkshire friends
who have his services will remember that the laborer is worthy of his hire.


ORPHANAGE.— Christmas Festival. Although the poor President was
obliged to be at home and in bed all Christmas day, the orphan boys and
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girls were as merry as ever. Through the kindness of our ever faithful
friends donations in cash and kind were on the most liberal scale, and right
heartily did the youngsters enjoy the good things provided for them. Our
son Charles once more presided in our absence, and several of the Trustees
attended to assist in satisfying the wants of our large family. Mr.
Charlesworth reports that everything passed off most satisfactorily, both at
the children’s gatherings and the usual supplementary meeting of mothers
and the inmates. The surplus of the Christmas Fund runs into the daily
expenses, and makes quite an item of importance.


Girls’ Orphanage Buildings. —. In the preface to the volume of The
Sword and the Trowel for last year we wrote two months ago that all the
money had been promised or given for the first contract, and added” We
shall need several other buildings to render the whole of the girls’ houses
available as dwellings and schools. Infirmary and dining-hall must be built,
and a large building is needed to serve us on our great days of public
meetings, and to be on ordinary occasions the chapel for the whole of the
children, their teachers, and other friends. It may be that some one friend
will give this or that building, and if not, a bazaar, at the end of 1881, will
go far towards it.” The words which we have italicized caught the eye of
two generous friends who desired to have a hand in this good work, for
while we were lying in bed in great pain a lady and gentleman called at our
house, and intimated their desire to pay for one of the “other buildings”
needed to complete the institution. We have been too ill to ascertain the
final decision of these noble souls as to which building they will prefer to
erect as a memorial of their love for us and our orphan charge, but we
understand that their gift will not be less than £1000. Will other friends
begin working for the Bazaar? It will be seen from our cash accounts that
we have during the past month received the legacy of which notice reached
us on the morning that we paid for “The Hawthorns,” in which our first
batch of fatherless girls has been housed. Two other noble donations have
also come to hand in redemption of promises made for the building fund;
and, as the lists show, the general contributions have been both
considerable in number and large in amount. For this we devoutly thank
God, who through his steward thus continues to provide for a work which
is peculiarly his own; but friends will please note that the large stuns have
been already reckoned upon and accounted for, and are not therefore new
items to the good; indeed, the legacy comes out of court £250 less than we
expected.
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COLPORTAGE.—The Secretary writes:—” I have nothing special to report
this month. no new districts have been opened except Pembroke Dock,
where we have made arrangements with the colporteur engaged, hoping
that the friends in the locality, when they see the value and importance of
the work, will subscribe the £10 a year required, so that we may employ
him permanently in the regular way. I think it should be publicly
acknowledged that we are very thankful to Mr. W. H. Stevens, of Brixton
Road, for a very handsome stove kindly presented to the Association, to
warm our offices.”


The colporteurs will in most cases be snowed up at this time, and the
people will have few pence to spare when the thaw comes, but this is an
affliction common to us all.


One of the colporteurs says— “I am generally, engaged every Sunday and
every evening in the week in preaching. Every time I go to each place,
whether on Sundays or week-days, I get the rooms not only filled, but
often crowded, and great blessings hay,; attended my humble labors, for at
nearly every meeting that I have conducted during the last two months,
there have been evident signs of conversion, and I have also got many to
sign the temperance pledge. The sale of the books has not been without
good results. One woman has been brought to the Savior through reading
the book called, ‘The Dying Savior and the Gipsy Girl,’ and a lady friend
who buys a great many books to give away has told me of several cases of
a decided change through the books read.”


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION.—Mr. Elvin
sends us very cheering reports of services recently held by some of his
helpers. We have only space to mention one out of many. During a week of
meetings in the new chapel erected on the site of the Tabernacle,
Moorfields, twenty-five persons professed conversion; and Mr. Elvin adds,
“The minister (Mr. Morgan), deacons, and all friends were highly
delighted. They were full of thanks to everybody belonging to the
Association, and more than all to you for starting and sustaining such an
agency.” As a practical proof of their appreciation of the work they had a
collection on behalf of the Association, although none had been
announced. This is as it should be, and if all our churches that receive
blessing through the visits of these unpaid evangelists will do the same Mr.
Elvin will not find so much difficulty as he now does in keeping the
expenditure of his society within the limits of its income. The Association
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aims at the evangelization of London, through existing churches of all
denominations, and already many parts of our great city have to bless God
for what it has accomplished.


POOR MINISTERS’ CLOTHING SOCIETY.—Y. J. W. is very gratefully
informed that the “suits of gentlemen’s clothing, good, and suitable for a
poor minister” will be very thankfully received if sent to Mrs. Evans,
Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington, London. The donor’s address should
accompany the parcel, that it may be plainly acknowledged.


PERSONAL NOTES.—Mr. Chowrryappah, Baptist Missionary at Madras,
has just sought and obtained permission to translate some of our sermons,
tracts, and “Evening by Evening,” into Tamil. He says that this work will,
beyond a doubt, benefit thousands of his countrymen.


The following is an extract from a letter recently received from a
ministerial brother: —” Your first sermon in Belfast caused me to decide
finally to enter the ministry. Since then I have given ten years to mission
work in Damascus, where I built the first church ever erected for the
spiritual worship of the true God in that city. I built two churches on
Mount Hermon, ‘red in these churches again and again I have preached
your sermons in Arabic. I preached one of your sermons on the top of
Mount Hermon at a picnic given to our different villagers.


One of our elders writes: “In common with everybody, I am deeply grieved
at your illness and pain, and I wish I could alleviate your sufferings in any
way. I did suffer vicariously for you the other evening. At a meeting in S—
-I was laid hold of by a big, burly fellow, more than six feet high, and broad
in proportion, who had a paw in proportion, too. and with this paw he laid
hold of my poor hand. He did not get hold of it fiat, but all of a heap and
did not he give me a squeeze? I thought I had not deserved such a
reception, and was not surprised that I was getting it for year sake. e man
who held me told me that seventeen years ago he was one of the worst
characters in S——, but out of curiosity he wont to hear you, and you
preached from the text ‘ Why sleepest thou?’ You woke him up. He could
not rest, and was obliged to come again to hear you. I forget what text you
preached from on the second occasion, but he found Christ that day, and
since then he has been earnestly working for the Master. He said he had
often walked to the Tabernacle and back in clays gone by, and had thought
nothing of it, but now his feet would not carry him; neither had he had an
opportunity of shaking hands with you, and as he still kept hold of my
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hand, he gave me another vice-like grip to show how he would shake your
hand if he could. My hand did ache. He is a good fellow, though, and I
rejoice that the Lord gave him the word of salvation by you.”


Our beloved brother, J. A. S., tells us he was greatly delighted on visiting a
sick man lately to hear how he found the Savior. He said that a few days
before we preached at the Crystal Palace,, in 18o7, we went down to the
building to arrange where the platform should be placed, and while trying
various positions we cried aloud, “Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh
away the sin of the world.” This man was at the time at work in the Palace,
and the text spoken under these unusual circumstances went with power to
his heart, convinced him of sin, and led him to the sin-atoning Lamb. How
well it is to utter great gospel texts, even when we are not preaching, for
they are arrows from the quiver of God, and will not fly abroad in vain.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.— December 30th, 1880, eleven.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


MARCH, 1881.


PREACH CHRIST IN A CHRISTLY MANNER.


AN ADDRESS BY C. H. SPURGEON, DELIVERED AT THE
PASTORS’ COLLEGE.


THOMAS Aquinas and others wrote commentaries upon the works of Peter
the Lombard, who was surnamed Magister Sententiarum, or the Master of
the Sentences. I will for a while join these schoolmen, and discourse upon a
sentence. I know not whence it came, but it is floating in my brain; here it
is: “PREACH CHRIST IN A CHRISTLY MANNER.” It comes to me in
association with another, “Preach the cross in a crucified style” an equally
weighty word, which we may handle at another time. Ministers of the
gospel, let Christ be your subject, and let Christ be your model: find in him
not only the truth you utter, but the way and life of your utterance.


As for Christ’s being our subject, I have spoken upon that theme so many
times that there is the less need on this occasion to dwell upon it at any
length. What other topic can engross a Christian minister’s attention? He is
certainly untrue to him who called him if he puts his Master into any but
the chief seat, or overshadows him with other themes. Whatever else you
leave out, let Christ Jesus never be forgotten. Preach all that you know
about Christ—all that you have learned from the Scriptures, all that you
have experienced at his hands, all that his Spirit; has enabled you to
perceive and enjoy. “:Not a bone of him shall be broken”: set him forth in
his entirety. Give each of his doctrines a fair share of your attention, for
blessed are they who keep his sayings. Preach all that Christ set forth in his
life; all that he commanded, all that he (lid, all that he suffered, and all that
he was. Is not this range enough, even for those who, like Solomon, have
“largeness of heart even as the sand which is on the sea-shore”? What a
work is before you if you preach all that Jesus was as to his person, offices,
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relationships, works, and triumphs. The central sun of your whole system
must be his glorious sacrifice for sin. As the starry cross holds the chief
place among the southern constellations, so let it be the main glory of your
ministry. Let there be no muddle nor mixture about the doctrine of
substitution; say plainly that “he was made a curse for us,” that he bare the
iniquities of his people, and died “the just for the unjust to bring us to
God.” Set before the; people not only Christ, but Christ crucified, and
when you are engaged upon the work, not only preach him in a dull,
didactic manner, but, by a lively, spiritual, earnest, hearty mode of address,
set him forth “before their eyes evidently crucified among them.” You can
never grow weary of this subject; it is an inexhaustible fountain of wonder;
angels desire to look into it, and glorified spirits fall down in adoration as
they think of it. Like a fair landscape, it will grow upon you; and the more
you look into it the more you will see in it. God fed his people for forty
years with manna, and it was only their lust which made them long for
flesh: their every-day diet was all that they really needed, and all that God
ever gave them in love,—the quails were sent in anger. The gospel is
manna, human speculations are but flying fowl, and often does it happen to
those who feed thereon that, while the meat is yet in their mouths, the
wrath of God comes upon them. We are not authorized to hand out
anything but the bread which came down from heaven, and the true Israel
will never weary of it. If the mixed multitude sigh for the leeks, and garlic,
and onions of Egyptian philosophy, let them buy their provender at the stall
of the nearest “intellectual preacher,” but as for you, I beseech you, deal in
nothing but the bread of life. Nothing else will stand you in such good
stead for profitable discourses as the gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ.
Nothing else will keep a congregation in a gracious condition. Nothing else
will win souls. Nothing else will bring you a soft pillow when you are
nearing your last account. Let your motto be, “None but Christ.”


But my sentence bids us preach Christ in a Christly manner. Every piece
of music has its own proper key, and the proper pitch for the gospel is to
be found in the gospel itself. Every man should speak in his own tongue,
and we must let the gospel speak its own language and use its own tone.
“Never man spake like this man,” and this is the man whose speech it best
becomes us to copy, if we would prove to men that we are his disciples.
How, then, did Christ preach? I cannot attempt to describe his style and
manner at length; but here are a few hints.
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Did he not preach most solemnly? There was weight about every word that
he said, meaning in every gesture, force in every tone. He was never a
trifler, he did not show off his abilities nor aim at winning applause: he was
in solemn, self-forgetting earnest. His accents were those of conviction, his
voice was as the voice of God, his very attitudes pleaded with men. What
shall I say of him? Oh, that we could speak always as in the presence of
God as he did? O that we came fresh from prevailing with the Father in
prayer, to prevail with men in preaching, then should we work the works
of him that sent us.


Although our Lord always spoke solemnly, yet never drearily, there is a
pleasant interest about his words, for he preached glad tidings joyfully. It
was evidently his meat and his drink to do the will of him: that sent him. He
delighted in his ministry, and in it he found refreshment. I cannot imagine
our Savior during those three years wearing the aspect of one who was
tired of his work, or as speaking merely because he was expected to do so,
in a dull, monotonous, lifeless manner. His heart was in his sermons, and
parables, and gracious talks; he loved to be God’s ambassador, and would
not have exchanged his office to rule empires. He would not be diverted
from his life’s great mission, and when other work was set before him, he
said, “Who made me a judge or a divider over you?” O men of the world,
how could you invite him to such a task? Wist ye not that he must be about
his Father’s business? He said, “The zeal of thine house hath eaten me up.”
He found a satisfaction in his mission so great that even for the most
painful part of it he sighed, saying, “I have a baptism to be baptized with;
and how am I straitened till it be accomplished!” God forbid, my brethren,
that we should ever say of our pulpit or pastoral work, “What a weariness
it is?” For in it the joy of the Lord is our strength, and our love to our
service will be the life of it by God’s grace. Let us joy in our high vocation,
and never follow it as if we had made a mistake, and would be glad to
rectify it by getting out of the ministry if we dared. Let your joy in your
service impart an interest to your discourses, making them fragrant with
the peace which reigns in your own soul. “The fruit of the Spirit is joy:” let
your hearers see many a specimen of that fruit in your sermons. Preach
Christ from the constraints of love, or not at all. Your Lord was no slavish
herald, forced to unwilling labor, and he will not have his gospel of liberty
proclaimed by hirelings, who have no delight in their message.


Our Lord Jesus also preached very meekly. Gentleness was an eminent
characteristic of his manner, for he was himself meek and lowly in heart,
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stooping to the lowest of men without appearing to condescend, taking the
little children in his arms and blessing them, and doing it so naturally that
you might admire but could not wonder. He did not speak to the poor and
ignorant like a very great man, who was so very high up that he had to
come down a great many. steps to them; but he addressed them as a friend,
and entreated them as a brother. “Then drew near unto him all the
publicans and sinners for to hear him,” because there was no affectation of
superiority about him. He had no need to assume the airs of superior
purity, for the superior purity was really there. He lovingly cried, “Come
unto me, all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.” We
must try to possess his meek and quiet spirit, for he says to us especially,
“Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am meek and lowly in
heart.” We carry his cross, let us copy his lowliness. Of him it was written,
“He shall not strive, nor cry; neither shall any man hear his voice in the
streets. A bruised reed shall he not break, and smoking flax shall he not
quench.” Contention and strife were not for him, he was the Preacher and
the Prince of Peace. Scolding in the pulpit, bitterness in conversation,
asperity of manner, and domineering over others are not for us, for they are
not Christly things.


Yet if we preach Christ in a Christly way we must preach him
courageously. There was nothing cowardly about our Lord, no shirking or
shrinking, no cultivation of soft speech to win favor from men. He was
never anxious to cut the gospel diamond into a shape which should please
the taste of the period. He was brave as a lion though gentle as a lamb;
keen as the surgeon’s knife, though tender as a mother’s hand. How
bravely he rebuked the sins of the Pharisees I He never trembled before any
of his hearers, not even when they took up stones again to stone him; nor,
what is sometimes harder to avoid, (lid he flinch when he was in the midst
of his own acquaintance, and, like every other preacher, was without honor
among his own countrymen; for he came unto his own and his own
received him not, but took him to the top of the hill on which their city was
built that they might cast him down headlong. I never heard anybody say
that our Lord was brave, because the remark would be altogether
superfluous: there is a cool, calm, self-possession about Jesus which it
would be hard to match in the life of any other man. He does not brace and
rouse himself up to heroism, he is always a hero; but it is always in a way
so natural to him that his grandest actions seem only such as you would
expect from so sublime a nature. It is the natural calmness of his heart
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which makes Christ’s life so serenely brave. Be you like him. Never go into
the pulpit timidly, so as to be afraid of men’s faces, lest you be put to
shame before them; but, without uttering or feeling defiance, confront the
multitude on God’s behalf with the fearlessness which becomes the
ambassador of God. If what you say be of God, say it out like a man; nay,
rather like “the Son of man.”


Recollect that one point of Christ’s style was his simplicity of language.
He used great plainness of speech. Though under one aspect of truth it;
may be said that he veiled his meaning under parabolic curtains so that men
did not see it, yet the veil was so thin that those who desired to see the
light did see it all the better for that veil, which did but make the light more
suitable for feeble eyes. If his gospel was hid it was hid to them that were
lost, for now that with opened eyes we read the New Testament we see in
it most clearly the glorious gospel of the blessed God. Certainly Jesus had
no preference for hard words. You do not find him puzzling his hearers
with the terms of the schools or the refinings of the scribes; his language
was such that the common people heard him gladly. I wonder what our
Lord would have done with some of the books translated from the German
with which we have been favored in past years. Devour stones and grind
granite rocks between your teeth, and then hope to feed upon some of the
great thoughts of the learned mystifiers of the age, whose thought-creation
is chaos, and whose word-utterance is as darkness itself. “Brethren,” said a
negro preacher, “I am going to confound a chapter to you.” Verily, I say
unto you, that is what too many critics are doing; their explanations explain
away the Scriptures: they hide the wisdom of ,God behind the foolishness
of men. Jesus, the light of the world, was most luminous in his style. Had
he been an Englishman I am sure that he would have drawn his language
from the pure well of English undefiled, sparkling with Saxon idiom, dear
to the people. Always preach with clearness of thought and word. If you
are learned men, to whom Greek and Latin studies are familiar delights,
save your classics for yourselves and your fellow collegians; but give the
people, words which can be readily understood: you will do so if sour
scholarship has brought you real wisdom. Your shallow scholar’, like a
scantily flowing brook, reveals every glittering grain which lies within it;
but where we find depth and fullness the pure current of the water of life
alone is seen, and even pearls and sands of gold lie undisplayed below.
Preachers of the age of Thomas Adams and Lancelot Andrewes be-
spattered their periods with Latin phrases, till one hardly knows whether







353


they were preaching to Romans or to Britons; and this reprehensible
practice is but an exaggeration of a habit which is found among certain
divines at this hour, which leads them to quote metaphysical passages from
Tennyson and hard sayings from Carlyle, as if they were royal dainties for
believing minds. Not that I plead for the rags or nakedness of mental
poverty: let goodly truth be arrayed in fit apparel; but I decry the
Babylonish garment and the meretricious finery with which some would
disguise the virgin daughter of Zion. Aspire to be understood rather than to
be admired. Seek not to produce a wondering but an instructed audience.
Obscurity more befits the Delphic shrine than the oracles of God. Be as
plain as a pikestaff in your doctrine and clear as the sun in the heavens in
your gospel. Let there be nothing difficult about what you preach, except
that which naturally and inevitably surrounds truths of surpassing sublimity
and spirituality.


Yet, while our blessed Lord preached very plainly and simply, you must
remember that there was much instruction in every discourse. I have heard
the expression “simple gospel” used by persons who seemed themselves to
be simple enough by nature, and far beyond the necessity of making violent
efforts in that direction. I do not believe in a simple gospel which is suited
for simpletons because there is nothing in it. Let your teaching be clear as
crystal, but deep as the sea. Our congregations are not to be treated as if
they were the infant classes of a Sunday-school. Foundation truths are to
be taught frequently; but there must be building up as well. Let there be
real teaching in what you have to say, or you will create dissatisfaction
among your best hearers. The notion that we have only to cry, “Believe in
the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved,” and repeat for ever the
same simplicities, will be fatal to a continuous ministry over one people if
we attempt to carry it out. The evangelical party in the Church of England
was once supreme; but it lost very much power through the weakness of its
thought, and its evident belief that pious platitudes could hold the ear of
England. If you knew that as much gold as could be purchased for three-
halfpence had been beaten out so as to cover a ten-acre field, you would
not be surprised if people said that the metal was rather thin; yet such was
the quantity of thought to be found in many “evangelical” books and
sermons. I have seen enough of the writings of one or two evangelical
bishops not long deceased to wonder how they came to be printed, much
less sold; for there is really nothing in them. It was, I suppose, the proper
thing to purchase such books and set them on the shelf, and therefore they
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obtained a sale; but what an imposition upon the public! Can anyone tell
me why Archbishop Sumner’s comments were ever submitted to the press?
Did weakness of thought ever reach a deeper degree of imbecility? I
conceive that, by giving the people mere pap and milk-and-water, our
brethren lost their vantage ground, and gave the Ritualist and Broad
Churchman an opportunity of which they readily availed themselves. Leave
off thinking and you may as well leave off preaching. Our Lord Jesus was
no repeater of a parrot cry: the poor had the gospel preached to them; but
it was not a poor gospel. What condensed thought he uttered? What
massive, masterly expressions he used: such as, “I am the way, the truth,
and the life”; or that other grand announcement, “He that hath seen me
hath seen the Father.” A fullness dwelt in him, and fullness therefore
flowed from him. His was no shadow of empty oratory; he gave to men the
substance of eternal blessing. In simple language he proclaimed infinite
mysteries, and none who heard him could say that he ever wasted time with
barren words, or poured forth vain repetitions of worn-out phrases. Do,
brethren, be as solid in matter as you are simple in manner; let your apples
be apples of gold, and the baskets, baskets of silver; no wild crabs thrown
into hampers will suffice for the service of the Great King.


There was also in the Savior’s preaching a wonderful mixture of devotion.
He might have prayed his sermons; he did pray in his sermons; his sermons
were the result of his prayers, and were followed by his prayers. His public
discourses were the children of his midnight devotions; they were born in
the morning, but he travailed with them all night, and. agonized until they
were brought forth. This is the way to preach. Pray the divine message into
yourself, and then preach it out of yourself. Speak with God for men, and
then speak with men for God. To turn from prayer to preaching and from
preaching again to prayer was most natural with Jesus; when he was alone
with God his heart was pleading for men, and when he was in the midst of
the throng his soul was pleading for God. He was always with God, and
God was always with him. You never find him for a single moment in a
condition in which he was not fit to deal with men’s souls, for you never
find him out of communion with God.


The only other remark I will now make is that the distinguishing trait in the
Savior’s preaching was Ms love. He had an intense affection for his
hearers. He had no need to say so, for he looked it, he spoke it, he lived it,
he died to prove it. He was incarnate love, and his preaching was his heart
set to words. Some men seem to be incarnate dignity. Christ was dignified;
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yet men saw more of his affection than of his glory. Some men are like
embodied tempests. Oh, how they storm? But God is not in the wind, and
he is not often in the fire: the still, small voice of tender love is usually the
medium of divine communication. I have known brethren who have
appeared to take for their example, not Jesus, but the prophet Jonah; and
these would seem to care more for their ministerial honor than for the fate
of men. They have a sharp, short, spiritual bark about them, as if they
suspected everybody, and most of all those who came to confess their faith
in Christ. A churlish and cynical manner is by no means uncommon among
men; but Jesus was full of love both in heart and manner, and he would
have his ministers to be intensely affectionate to their flocks. He desired
men to become his followers for their good, and when they rejected him his
great grief was because they were losing the blessing which would have
come to them if they had received him as their Savior. I do not know that I
should point to any one sermon and say, “How loving our Lord was in
that”; but I would bid you look at the whole of his ministry, and tell me
where was ever such devoted love to men. When he has to speak sternly,
as well as at every .other time, his tenderness is apparent. He laments even
while he condemns. If Jerusalem must be doomed, its sentence is
pronounced by a voice that is choked for utterance. He bathes the
furbished sword in a flood of tears. Nay, he went far beyond weeping, for
he was ready to die, and did die, to finish the work which he had
undertaken for our sakes. In some sense he was dying throughout the
whole of t, is career, looking forward to death, shut up for death within his
own spirit, dying daily for those whom he loved. In such a spirit let us
proclaim the gospel of the loving God.


Thus, my beloved brethren, I hold up to you Jesus Christ as the model
preacher. I hold up no man beside, and I earnestly advise you never to
become slavish copyists of any living preachers. Do you reply that you
need a living teacher? I reply that Jesus is a living model; for, blessed be
God, he ever liveth. There is also this choice advantage about him, that he
is an accessible model; for at all times we may sit at his feet. What is
equally important, he is an inimitable model, and not as certain among us,
whom it would be ridiculous to copy. Many good men I despair of
imitating; but the character of Jesus can be transcribed upon the pages of
our own lives. You may find faults in all other preachers, for the best of
men are men at the best; but there are no flaws, eccentricities, or infirmities
in him, for he is perfection. You may regard the ablest of preachers as your
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beacons as well as your guiding-lights; but in Jesus you will find nothing to
avoid, and everything to admire. Preach Christ, then, in a Christly way, and
you shall enter into your Master’s joy, and share in your Master’s glory at
the last.


WHAT AGNOSTICISM LEADS TO


MANY of you have heard that wondrous opening passage of
Mendelssohn’s “Elijah,” in which the musician tries to represent the despair
of a whole people perishing from thirst, a despair which finds vent for a
while in sullen, restless murmuring, until at length, gathering a terrible
cumulative strength, it bursts forth almost appallingly in cries of
heartrending and importunate agony. So can I imagine the voice of a
deceived and terror-stricken humanity, having sought in vain to slake its
thirst at the dry wells of modern positivism, sending upward at length to
heaven the broken-hearted cry, “Give us back the Christ that we have
lost.” Away with the ghastly specter, the hideous phantom, the “It” that
has usurped his throne, and let us learn again to love and worship a God
who is heart to heart.—Bishop of Neath.


ENCOURAGEMENT TO STREET


AN INCIDENT RELATED BY MR. SPURGEON AT THE
TABERNACLE PRAYER-MEETING.


I HEARD just now a little story which may encourage those of you who
preach in the street. One of our friends called in upon a tradesman not far
from here, bought some goods of him, and seeing in his shop a text, or a
temperance motto, he asked him if he was a Christian. The reply was “Yes,
blessed be God, I am.” A conversation began at once, in the course of
which the tradesman inquired, “Do you know a minister of the name of
Medhurst?” The other said he knew him well, for he was the first student in
Mr. Spurgeon’s College. “Well, he was once in Glasgow, the minister of
North Frederick-street Baptist Church, and he often went out to preach in
the open air. Two sisters, in rather humble circumstances, were living
together in Glasgow, and neither of them had any concern about religion.
One of them was very ill, and near to die. The other having to go out to a
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shop to get some necessary for her sister, wished her sister, as she lay
alone, to be amused, and therefore gave her a novel to read while she was
away from her. She herself hurried along, but her curiosity made her stop
for a few minutes to listen to a young man preaching out of doors. The
Spirit of God blessed the few sentences which she heard, so that she saw
her past life in a true light, and was fully and deeply convinced of sin. In a
few seconds—perhaps fewer than it takes to tell it—she was in an agony of
soul about her condition before God. The congregation moved off into the
chapel, and she dearly wished to go in with them; but she recollected her
sister whom she had left sick at home, and so she quickened her steps
towards the shop. She was, however, so bowed down and wretched that
she felt ready to faint, and, pausing a while, she took hold of the rails of an
area, and cried, ‘O God, have mercy upon me. I will have it any how? I will
have it now.’” Scotch people, you know, even if they are godless, are
usually well acquainted with the Bible: precious texts came to her
recollection, and in a few moments by faith in Christ Jesus she found peace
with God, and went on her way light of foot and joyous of heart. As soon
as she reached home she cried to her sister, “My dear sister, I have never
spoken to you about your soul; you will soon be with God, and you are not
prepared to die any more than I was myself a few minutes ago. That book
is no good; I will get you the Bible; and oh that you may feel your state by
nature, and seek and find the Savior as I have done!” It is a short story, for
the invalid died within a few months, happy in Jesus, saved through the
instrumentality of her sister, who had been brought to God in the street by
hearing Mr. Medhurst preach in the open air. The survivor became a Bible-
woman, and went to work in a town in Scotland where she remained for
years a great soul-winner, remarkable for usefulness, considering her
station and opportunities. What cannot the Holy Spirit accomplish even by
a few words ]heard in the street? One soul can be won, and that soul may
win another, and so the light may be passed on for many a mile and
through many a year. Do not think when you preach at the street corners
that you will at once see the harvest of your seed-sowing, although the
Lord may so favor you. If you see no immediate results your’ labor may,
nevertheless, have been owned of God. Street hearers perhaps live far
away from the preacher’s residence, and they may have no idea of who he
is or where he resides, and so they may obtain eternal benefit and yet never
speak with the man who was their spiritual father till they meet him in
heaven. I am not aware that Mr. Medhurst knows anything at all about this
case, though probably he will hear of it now; but whether he is informed of
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it or not is a small matter, for the deed is done, heaven is enriched, and
God is glorified.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND REPORT


WE have watched from day to day for months the agonies of author-ship
us this Report has been produced. Our beloved wife has the lowest
possible idea of her own powers of composition, and hence every line has
been written in grief, criticized in despondency, and condemned without
mercy. Not that there was ever the slightest occasion for all this, for in our
judgment no language is more pure or pleasant; but so it has been, and
therefore “the Report” is a child of sorrow. No one would think it, nor ever
dream it; nobody has thought so out of all who have seen it, for the style
and manner of the report are every way as good as the subject could
possibly require,—as good as any subject could suggest. At any rate, the
flower has emerged from the bud, and all who gaze on it can judge of its
beauty for themselves. All that now remains is that it be widely scattered
and attentively read. The smallness of the price (sixpence) will, we hope,
enable all our friends to purchase it, and we want them to make a point of
doing so for several reasons.


First, it will do them good to read the narrative. A friend, with tears in his
eyes, told us that it had been a sweet means of grace to him. To hear how
the Lord answers prayer, comforts his mourners, and glorifies his own
name, must be beneficial; and there are plenty of instances in the little book
by which faith will be confirmed and hope encouraged.


But, secondly, we want poor ministers to have more sympathizers, and
nothing upon earth that has ever issued from the press is more likely to
make friends for the Lord’s needy servants. Read, and let your heart break,
if you will, for the sorrows of those who feed the flock of God, and are in
return but scantily fed themselves.


Our third motive is that other workers may be stimulated to exertion by
seeing how a simple effort can be made to grow till it becomes as “streams
from Lebanon.” They will see that brethren of all denominations have.
drunk at this well in the desert, and that many more are pressing forward to
be refreshed, and yet this much-valued fountain was once no more than a
trickling drop of crystal, hastening to hide itself from the heat. Where once
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it trembled as a tiny globe it now flows in floods. The Lord’s way is ever
from good to better; he can in this fashion help the weak things of the
trembling beginner till they grow into strength and size altogether
unexpected.


We should like to give our readers a few extracts to tempt them on, but we
do not know how to manage it: we cannot dig out pieces with the trowel,
nor cut them out with the sword: we would, if we had the space, transfer
all the pages bodily to our own. Here, however, is a little narrative which
may come away whole, like a primrose removed with roots and soil:—


“One of ‘ our own’ men, who has long been ailing, has at last been obliged
to resign his charge, not alone on account of feeble health, but also because
his people are utterly unable to keep their pastor in the common
necessaries of life. ‘ You must go to Australia,’ said one doctor after
another, ‘ it is your only chance for life?’ But what was to be done with the
dear but very sickly wife and the three mites of children? Long they
pondered ways and means, and the conclusion they arrived at was a hard
one for loving human hearts, and cost them many a struggle,—the poor
wife consented to remain in England, working at her needle for a
subsistence for herself and babes, while her husband would seek in a far-off
land the strength to labor for means which should reunite them.


“At this juncture she wrote to me, acquainting me with the above
arrangements, and there were certain facts in her communication which led
me to desire intensely to overturn these present plans of theirs, and secure
the emigration of the entire family. But how was this to be accomplished?
The expense is great to convey so many to the Utopia of feeble folk, and
the funds of the ‘ Pastors’ Aid ‘ could not be made available for such heavy
and unusual charges. I wrote again, suggesting and inquiring, and,
meanwhile, the Lord sent me quite unexpectedly a sum of money which I
could do no less than consecrate to him or this matter. With even this,
however, there was still a deficit of some sixteen pounds in the amount
needed, and now it was that the wonderfully tender dealing of our God
became so manifest. The very morning on which I received a rapturous
agreement to my proposal that the whole family should go out, and the
good news that the passage could be effected under exceptionally cheap
rates, my dear husband came joyfully into my room exclaiming ‘ Here’s the
rest of the money to take your proteges to Australia!’ and to my amazed
delight he explained that on opening his morning’s letters he found £15 as
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a personal gift to himself from an unknown correspondent, and forthwith
felt that it was sent from the Lord for this very purpose about which our
minds had been so exercised and anxious. Those notes seemed to come
straight from Heaven’s mint into our uplifted hands, and the morning’s
hours were hallowed by a sweet sense of the nearness of an invisible and
watchful love.


“Nor did the Lord’s thought for these poor exiles exhaust itself in this sole
benefit, for I afterwards received a parcel of new clothing from a
gentleman, a stranger, containing the very articles which were needed to
complete the out, fit of the husband, and I was enabled to obtain all that
was requisite for the comfort of mother and children. What joy to see the
hand of the Lord sustaining, directing, and providing in so blessed and
unmistakable a manner. Can eyes which have seen so clearly the goodness
and lovingkindness of our God ever be obscured by the wicked mists of
distrust and doubt?”


Many such things are in this record, and others painful or pleasant, as the
case may be, but all setting forth the goodness of the Lord, and the way in
which his own right hand leads those who put their trust in him. His people
are not a regiment of ornamental guards, whose chief delight is to be
admired by all the weak minds around them:; “they all hold swords,” and
are expert in war of the most trying kind, and yet not one of them is
overcome by the enemy. We are more than conquerors, through him that
hath loved us. Believers in the living God shall not fail nor be discouraged,
but they shall see and admire the wonderful faithfulness of the Lord their
God.


COLLEGE AND ORPHANAGE


THIS engraving is intended to remind our readers of the two major works
which are supported by their liberality. THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE has about
one hundred students in training for the ministry, and more than two
hundred men in the evening classes, who spend their evenings in gaining an
education by which .they shall be better fitted for out-door preaching,
Sunday-school teaching, and other gracious work. Besides this, a large
Sunday-school meets in the building, and all sorts of societies for the
benefit of the young people of the Tabernacle. Hitherto the expenditure has
always been met by the providence of God. We usually spend £1500 per
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annum more than the income from donations, but this has been specially
furnished from time to time by considerable legacies, which have enabled
us to go on with the work without hindrance. How our God may deal with
us in the future it is not for us to prophesy, but he is sure to do that which
is right. More than five hundred ministers of the gospel have been trained
in the College, and the work still goes on. Many will give to an orphanage
out of natural compassion, who will not contribute to a college out of zeal
for the truth; and yet we have never lacked friends who have seen the
needs of this work supplied, nor shall we ever find ourselves forsaken, for
the work is the Lord’s. While departures from orthodoxy startle us on all
sides, it would ill become the lovers of the old-fashioned gospel to
withdraw their aid from an institution which keeps to the Puritanic lines of
doctrine, and has no ambition to be held in repute for “progressive ideas,”
and “advanced thought;.”


THE STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE FOR BOYS AND GIRLS is the second work,
and a great one it is. Our bird’s-eye view is nearly all to be seen a; the
present moment, but it does not quite show all that must be built before the
Institution is complete. The entrance and dining hall for the boys, on the
left, are familiar objects to our readers. Something similar will be required
on the right hand for the girls, with a chapel or large hall for our great
public meetings, to be placed where the artist has sketched a thicket of
trees. For this expense we have not even made an estimate at present, but it
will be met, we hope, by the Bazaar next Christmas. The left-hand range
of houses is all occupied by our two hundred and fifty boys, and the
handsomer pile on the right, with covered way in front of the lower
windows, contains the houses and schools for two hundred and fifty girls.
We do not wish to see the Orphanage increase beyond this size; for this
number of children the ground-space is admirably adapted, and we may say
of it, “there is room enough and to spare.” The number of children is quite
enough for one management, if we only consider the domestic
arrangements, while financially the burden is quite sufficient, and we shall
need extraordinary help to carry the work to completion. So much,
however, has been done that no excuse for unbelief remains, this is the
Lord’s doing, and it is marvelous in our eyes.” Friends will scarcely need to
be told that the great square which makes the Orphanage is not surrounded
by fields, as our woodcut would imply; that is a freak of the draughtsman’s
imagination; yet the site is open, airy, and healthy; and, being’ under the
eye of the people and friends at the Tabernacle, it is more likely to be cared
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for than if it stood shivering alone upon some bleak hillside. The
advantages of a country site are very great, but for convenience of
oversight, for securing sympathy, and for command of the markets our
position could not be excelled. The Stockwell Orphanage can be seen at
any time by dropping a note to Mr. Charles-worth, the Head Master.


Our friends have cared for our boys, and we have suffered no lack, or
scarcely felt an anxiety; surely the girls will cast around their hearts a
second and yet stronger chain, and the family of half a thousand will eat
and be filled and gather up of the fragments.


We have sought only the glory of God, whether we have taught men or fed
children, and God has been glorified. To him, therefore, be praise that he
has permitted us to bring any measure of praise unto his name.


NOTES


THIS month our notes are few, for more wearisome days have been
appointed us, but yet the Lord has been very gracious, and we have good
hope of permanent recovery when frosts and damps; become fewer. Our
ever-careful church officers have urged us to go .away for a month’s rest;
but, with overflowing gratitude for their kindness and the greatest
deference for their judgment, we mean to try and be at our post as much
and as often as strength permits: for where can we go in this land of damp,
and what rest is there for us while such a charge is upon us? We should
only lose home comforts, and like a snail carry our lead on our back
wherever we might crawl. Work gets sadly behind, and while it is undone
where could we rest? Even if the Garden of Eden could be found on earth
the Serpent would he at us till our arrears are pulled up, and till we see the
Lord’s work going on again with its usual vigor.


On Tuesday Evening, Feb. 8, the Annual Church Meeting was held at the
Tabernacle. It was a very joyous occasion, though the senior Pastor was
disabled in both arms. The warm love of his attached people cheered his
heart, and though another season of, suffering awaited him, it was a sunny
oasis in the desert of pain. The statistics presented at the meeting were as
follows: —Increase, by baptism, 314; by letter, 101; by profession, 38;
total, 453. Decrease, by dismission, 147; by dismission to form new church
at Tooting, 5; by joining other churches with letters, 50; emigrated, 12;
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died, 74; excluded for non-attendance, 106; removed for other causes, 5;
total, 399—leaving a net increase of 54, and making the number of
members on the books 5,284. An error was made in the total announced
last year; this has been corrected in the present returns. A happy meeting
was held, and the reports showed that the hardness of the times and the
illness of the pastor had not materially damaged the finances. As to
spiritual progress, it was hoped that, in earnestness, unity, and
prayerfulness, the Church was never in a healthier state.


COLLEGE.—Mr. J. C. Brett, late of Wellington, expects shortly to sail for
Australia, where he will be glad to hear of a Church needing a pastor. Mr.
W. H. Burton, pastor of the church at Daiston Junction, also hopes soon to
go to the Antipodes his church having given him a year’s leave of absence
in the hope that during that time his health will be sufficiently restored for
him to return to his work in England.


Mr. H. Rylands Brown also sails early this month for Darjeeling in
company with Mr. J. Gelson Gregson, who is once more returning to India.
May this brother be the precursor of many others; but as yet we have no
funds forthcoming. To evangelize among the English-speaking population
of India seems to us to be a good life-work for any man. If we could send
out a few men soon, we should be glad.


Mr. J. Stubbs, whose health gave way in Allahabad, has reached England in
safety. He will be glad to get to work again as soon as possible. Mr. D.
Lyall has also returned from the Cameroons, invalided. These are sad
blows; but men are not made of iron, and the climate is trying.


We learn from Australia that Mr. F. G. Buckingham has settled at Emerald
Hill, Melbourne; and that Mr. E.G. Ince has removed from Echuca to
Stawell.


Mr. Jas. Smith has removed from York Road, Leeds, to Tunbridge Wells.
May he there build up the Church of God?


Another of our brethren, Pastor T. Colville, of Diss, has fallen asleep in
Jesus.


The Annual Conference will (D.V.) be held in the week commencing
Monday, May 2nd. Dear readers, pray that we may enjoy the Divine
presence, and that every minister may return to his people filled anew with
the Spirit.
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EVANGELISTS. — During the past month Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have
been holding a series of services at Annan, in connection with the Young
Men’s Christian Association of that town. A local paper states that the
services have been well attended.


From Sheepshed we learn that Mr. Burnham’s services have again been
highly appreciated. Crowded meetings were held alternately in the two
chapels, and on the last evening about 900 persons, or nearly one-:Fourth
of the whole population, were present. The spiritual results of the meetings
are very encouraging, many having been led to decision, and great numbers
to ask what they must do to be saved. On the 13th ult., Mr. Burnham
commenced his engagement in Yorkshire, to which we referred last month.


Mr. Welton, of Driffield, asks us to correct the statement that was made in
our last number with respect to the new chapel at Cranswick. He says that
half the cost of the building had been raised before Mr. Burnham’s
previous visit, and that the new chapel is the result of four years’ hard
work. The Evangelist’s services helped to secure the desired end, and we
meant to say no more than that.


ORPHANAGE.—Another dear lad has “gone home” from the Orphanage
during the past month. Mr. Charlesworth has written an account of his life
and experience while in the institution, which will probably appear in the
next number of the magazine.


A Collectors’ Meeting will be held on March 23rd at the Orphanage, when
specially interesting matters will be attended to, and the President hopes to
be in the chair. Will all Collectors make a note of this ‘.;


The following note came one morning when the President was very ill, and
its contents greatly comforted him:—” Dear Sir,—I have been wishing for
some time to send you a donation for the Stockwell Orphanage, and I now
ask you to accept the enclosed cheque for £500. Will you kindly enter it ‘
In Memoriam’ without name? I have much pleasure in sending this gift as I
believe the dear children are trained in the best possible way for their
present and future welfare.


There is no truth in the statement that an anonymous donation of £1,000
has been sent, but we have received (luring the mouth the amount (£1,000)
promised by W. R. Rickett, Esq., for “The Limes,” and since the lists were
made up the lady and gentleman mentioned in the last magazine have sent
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us a cheque for £1,000 for the new hall which will be needed for the girls.
This is a noble beginning.


COLPORTAGE.—During the past month one of our most devoted and
successful Colporteurs has been called from the labors of the field to his
eternal rest. A local paper notices his work as follows:—


DEATH OF MR. W. MATTHEWS, THE COLPORTEUR.—-During the week
there has passed away from our midst a worker in a humble, but most
important department of Christian labor. We allude to Mr. W. Matthews,
the local colporteur from Mr. Spurgeon’s Colportage Association. whose
death occurred, at the Cottage Hospital, early on Sunday morning. The
deceased will be remembered by many persons in the scattered villages and
hamlets around Evesham as one who, at times of sickness or sorrow,
would be ever ready with a word of religious counsel and Christian
sympathy and to many he has been the means of leading them to decide to
pursue a new, moral, and spiritual life; while at the side of many a death-
bed he has been able to offer true comfort to the departing one. His proper
work was to sell and give away books and other kinds of literature,
selected for him by the society as being of a moral or religious character. In
following this employment, Mr. Matthews had to visit 74 villages, lying
within a radius of seven miles front Evesham. During the, course of the
rather more than six years since his appointment he has sold about £1,000
worth of books, besides distributing to purchasers over 1,000 periodicals
monthly, re accomplish this work many long and weary journeys bad to be
undertaken; and the deceased cheerfully continued his work with scarcely
an intermission from week to week, weather rarely deterring him. He
mapped out his district so as to traverse the whole within the mouth; and
when sometimes persuaded to give himself a little rest, he would always
excuse himself by stating his earnest wish that not one of his rounds should
be omitted, even for a month. Besides the houses of the poor, the
colporteur with his pack of books was welcomed at some of the country
parsonages, the clergy showing thereby their appreciation of the value of
his work. The strength and bodily health of Mr. Matthews visibly declined
towards the close of the last year, and at the urgent entreaty of his friends,
and of Mr. Thomas White, the local superintendent of the Colportage
Association, he temporarily gave up his work the week before Christmas,
and another agent—who now remains to continue the work—came to
relieve him. Mr. Matthews then went to Matlock, hoping by the change
and rest, and with skillful medical treatment, to recover his strength. After
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remaining at Matlock a short time, he found himself worse, and
anticipating the event which has taken place, expressed his desire to return
to Evesham, where he arrived on Thursday week. The long journey during
such inclement weather, it is feared, proved too much for his strength, and
he died on Sunday morning.”


The last entry made in the Journal of Mr. Matthews shows his confidence
in the good being accomplished by his labors, and his unwavering trust in
God amid failing strength. He says:—” The work is doing all classes good?
the books sold and tracts given are good seed. It cannot die, for it is God
word, and it must and shall prevail. A few here and there express their
thanks for my visits; and they miss me very much if I do not go on the
expected day. It is with much trouble I have gone about my work this
month, but I have found the promises not to fail. ‘As thy day so shall-thy
strength be.’ TO GOD BE ALL THE GLORY.”


AS might be expected the severe storms and heavy floods impeded the
Colporteurs in their work, and many’ were laid aside; but still on the whole
the districts were fairly worked. We have not received any applications
recently for opening new districts, and would therefore realm! our readers
that the Association is prepared to equip and send a Colporteur to a district
for the small sum of £40 a year. There are many districts where a Pastor
cannot be sustained, and in which the constant visitations and evangelistic
help of the Colporteur would be invaluable. All communications should be
addressed to the Secretary, W. Corden Jones, Colportage Association,
Pastors’ College, Temple-street, Southwark, S.E.


PERSONAL NOTES.—The New York Examiner and Chronicle, in reporting
the ordination of a Baptist minister in Rhode Island, says that he was
“formerly a Universalist preacher,” and that he “ascribes his convictions,
that led to an evangelical change in him, to his bearing, while in London, a
sermon from Mr. Spurgeon, on ‘ The resurrection of life, and the
resurrection of damnation. ‘“


A Baptist minister in the West of England sends us the particulars of the
conversion of a man who was deeply impressed by reading our sermons,
which had been supplied for distribution in the village by the “Spurgeon’s
Sermons’ Tract Society.” He seemed to be sinking in despair, when the
pastor remembered our address, “Tempted of the Devil,” which he had
read in The Sword and the Trowel, sent him. by Mrs. Spurgeon. It just met
his case, and prepared the way for the sermon on “Precious Faith” by our
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sort Thomas in a later number of the magazine. Then our sermon, “A
Wilderness Cry” (No. 1,427), was left by the distributor, and by the
blessing of the Holy Spirit on the reading of it he was led into true peace,
and departed rejoicing in the Lord. Thus does God devise means to fetch
home his banished children.


A member of the church at the Tabernacle says:—“Since my removal to—
it has been my happiness to become acquainted with the City Missionary in
this district. I have been delighted with his expositions of divine truth, and
it is my firm opinion that he is destined to be ere long a successful preacher
of the gospel, he was brought up as a coalminer, but the sermon you
preached from the words—’ Here am I, send me,’ was used as a call from
God for him to go and preach the gospel. He felt after reading that sermon
(‘ The Divine Can for Missionaries,’ No. 1,351,) that he would go
anywhere where the Lord would open a door.”


A Christian farmer, who is now a Wesleyan class-leader, in sending us a
donation for the Orphanage, writes:—” I was led to give my heart to God
about twenty-four years ago, one evening, while at work in a mill, through
reading a sermon preached by you from Psalm 125:2 (‘The Security of the
Church,’ No. 161). I mention this as another illustration of the text,’ Cast
thy bread upon the waters; for thou shalt find it after many days.’“


Another donor to the Orphanage says:—”My chest seems to be going fast,
so that this may be my last opportunity of writing to you. Dear Mr.
Spurgeon, I shall never forget you; no, not even in heaven. My eyes fill
with tears of gratitude to our loving Father for ever leading me to take
your sermons, and for the unspeakable blessings I have received from them
these last sixteen years. My friends in New York also write me from time
to time expressing their thanks that I was led to send them out to them.
The Sword and the Trowel, too, has been a constant source of
refreshment.”


SPURGEON’S ILLUSTRATED ALMANAC.—We have been recently trying to
complete a set of our small almanacs, but find that we cannot get copies
for the years 1857, 1860, 1862, and 1865. If any friends can oblige us with
any or all of these we shall be extremely thankful to them.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.—January 31st, eighteen; February
3rd: nine.
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C.H.S. ON “TAKING THE BULL BY THE HORNS”


THERE was a little trouble in the church, and the young minister was sad
about it. He sought advice, and one who loved peace begged him to let the
matter alone, and in a short time the evil would die of itself, for, as
Solomon says, “Where no wood is the fire goeth out.” The brother was of
a fretful spirit, and could not take things quite so easily; it worried him that
there should be a single weed in his garden, and he felt he would sooner
plough it all up than let that weed remain. His friend begged him to do
nothing in a hurry, but take counsel of his pillow, and repeat the operation
for one calendar month at least. This the young pastor found it as hard to
do as it would be to wait quietly while a clog has his teeth in our leg, or a
red-hot coal is finding its way down the inside of our waistcoat, tie thought
that the church pond was foul, and he longed to stir it to see how it would
smell.. This young man’s tastes and mine by no means, agree, for I had
rather run a mile any day than quarrel, and that is saying a good deal,:for
miles are long to legs which have the rheumatism. This energetic pastor
wanted to be setting things to rights, and therefore quiet counsels were not
very kindly taken. Young men will have their will, and our friend resolved
to have his own way, even if he ran over everybody else.


Off he went to a hot-headed gentleman who was more of his own age, and
stated the case to him. His new adviser at once told him never to give in, or
consent to be put upon, and closed his oration by telling him to take the
bull by the horns at once. This counsel was more to our friend’s liking, and
therefore he applauded it as wise and straightforward, and resolved to
carry it out. What came of the rash performance we will not stop to relate
in so many words, but it may be guessed from the usual result of taking
bulls by their horns.


Our woodcut represents Scene I.: the brave man, regardless of
consequences, boldly confronting his foe. Hurrahs and cheers from persons
on the other side of the hedge! Considerable excitement in the mind of the
hero, who believes himself to be infallible and invincible, Hercules and the
Pope rolled into one.


Scene II. we have not drawn on the wood because it is easy of imagination:
the bold man is off his feet and off the ground, rising in his own
consciousness, rising into the air like Sancho Panza from the blanket.
Horns are pretty sure elevators when a bull apt)lies his wrathful strength to
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a transaction of the lifting order. Persons who are violently assailed often
become violent assailants. It is very wrong of them, but it is a way they
have.


Scene III. would be too painful for a drawing. The rising man has come
down again, not in peace, but almost in pieces. He is badly gored, and will
probably be crippled for the term of his natural life. He says that he will
never take bulls by the horns again.


MORAL.—Avoid strife, especially in a church. It’ the cause cannot prosper
in quietude it certainly will not in an uproar. Tares are a trouble, but the
rooting of them up may make worse trouble. Courage is a virtue, but a
pugilistic tendency is not. It is well to contend earnestly for the faith once
delivered to the saints; but we must not wrestle with flesh and blood, nor
fight the Lord’s battles with the devil’s weapons. “The wrath of man
worketh not the righteousness of God.”


LOVINGKINDNESS OF THE LORD.


IN the first spare corner of the magazine let it stand recorded as my
experience that the Lord is exceeding tender in his dealings with his
afflicted. During the last six months he has tried me with sharp pains, but
during that period he has kindly removed all cause for serious care as to
the financial needs of my many institutions. Everything has been healthily
sustained, and there have been no pitiful appeals by striking advertisement,
or otherwise. I intend no censure of the plans of others, but I cannot help
admiring the considerate providence of our gracious Lord that he has kept
off the trial of straitened supplies from his suffering servant. “He stayeth
Ms rough wind in the day of the east wind.”


Friends have come forth from the most unexpected quarters in the time of
need,—nay before the need had actually come. Every fund, except that
which supplies the College, is in better condition than before my illness,
and even that is hardly an exception, for the outgoing in that direction will
no doubt be made good at the Annual Supper. Prayerful trust is a way
which the Lord will assuredly honor. I do but feebly trust and pray, but
God most richly answers; and when in hours of crushing agony both
supplication and confidence seem to need an effort beyond the strength of
the tortured mind, the Lord deals with me after his own gracious fashion,
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“exceeding abundantly above all that we ask, or even think.” C.H.
SPURGEON.


THE WORTH OF COLLEGES


The great importance of the work done in our educational institutions for
young’ ministers was never more strikingly emphasized than by the
Missionary Juddon who said, as he was approaching Madison University,
“If I had a thousand dollars, do you know what I would do with it?” The
person asked supposed he would invest it in Foreign Missions. “I would
put it into such institutions as that,” he said, pointing to the college
buildings. “Planting colleges, and filling them with studious young men, is
planting seed corn for the world.”


These are our sentiments, and to this end we have labored with all our
heart, and soul, and strength to make the Pastors’ College a seed-garden
for the church and for the world. In all other institutions doing similar work
we take the deepest interest, and shall continue to do so. Whence comes
the voice which questions the usefulness of these invaluable institutions?
We cannot tell. But this we know, that if it should ever be regarded it will
be a dark day for the churches, and for the world. Our word to all our
brethren is—Encourage and help the colleges more and more, but see to it
that those you aid are seminaries for the growth of unmistakable gospel
preachers.


FROM AN UNEXPECTED SOURCE


A NOTE BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE DETROIT Post says that a circus clown in Virginia took occasion, the
other day, at the close of the performance, to speak plain and very
searching words, which deserve the sober attention of many more than
those who heard them. In his painted face and mottled garments he said:
“We have taken six hundred dollars here to-day; more money, I venture to
say, than many a minister of the gospel would receive for a whole year’s
services. A large portion of this money was given by church members, and
a large portion of this audience is made up of members of churches, I
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wonder what excuse they have for being here? When yore’ preacher asks
you to aid him in supporting the gospel, you are too poor to give anything;
but you come here and pay your dollars to hear me talk nonsense. I am a
fool because I am paid for it; I make my living by it. You profess to be
wise, and yet you support me in my folly. But perhaps you say you did not
come to see the circus, but; the animals. If you came simply to see the
animals, why did you not simply look at them and leave? Now, is not this a
pretty place for Christians to be in? Do you not feel ashamed of
yourselves? You ought; to blush in such a place as this.”


In addition to the rebuke for being at the circus, the professed Christians
had a valuable hint as to their poor ministers, and it is to this that we would
call attention. We are sure that the poverty now existing among Baptist
pastors is net all inevitable: very much of it might be prevented by those
giving who have it to give. In some instances the need only requires to be
made known, and the meeting of it would be no difficulty; in many more,
the matter wants forcing upon the thoughts of a few kind individuals, and
they soon contrive to put an end to the misery, and make i; a pleasure to do
so. We glory in our brother ministers for being willing to be poor, but we
are vexed with the many of their hearers who thoughtlessly allow valuable
servants of God to fret and pine in actual want. Do they really know that
their pastor cannot afford to eat meat? Are they aware that he cannot buy
clothes for his children? Are they content to live at case, and lay by
considerable amounts, while their minister cannot get common necessaries?
We wish this clown could go round and talk to those who spend more on
ribbons and roses than on the cause of God.


It is a very serious fact that the blessing of God is withheld from churches
because of their cruelty to God’s servants. They have no prosperity, no
holy joy, no increase;—how can they when those who teach them have
scarcely bread to eat or raiment to put on? The people themselves are
poor, and seem to grow poorer; and well they may, for God is measuring
out to them their portion with their own measure. The tears ,of ministers’
wives are stopping the blessing; the shoeless feet of pastors” children are
treading’ down all hope of spiritual prosperity. All this while we have those
among us who are professedly too poor to give anything, and yet are
actually worth their thousands. In country churches we see continually by
the wills of deceased persons that members of churches die worth from
three to fifty thousand pounds, and vet their ministers were aided by the
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charitable funds of the denomination! Oh, when will men be true to Christ,
and truly live for him?


After all, what comes of the saving and hoarding which is practiced by so
many? They starve themselves and the cause of God to amass a huge sum,
and the net result is shown in our drawing below. We have seen the thing
done scores of times. Poor old Baptist farmer, honest, laborious,
parsimonious, toiling and moiling, scraping and saving; thinking himself
quite unable to give to the Lord’s work more than the merest trifle. He
dies, and then his son and heir, quite the gentleman, goes to church, and
goes further still, making the old man’s money into golden wheels, on
which to ride to destruction. Surely it can never be worth a man’s while to
be nipping and screwing, and denying that which is due to the cause of
God, merely to make it easier for his son to ruin himself.


LOOK WELL TO THE SIGNING


I NEVER give myself any trouble about the hymns,” said a minster. I let the
organist take care of them.” It is to be hoped that there are not many
pastors who follow the lazy and senseless example of the minister here
quoted. Singing is just as much an act of worship and praise as prayer is,
and the preacher who does not select his hymns with special reference to
their appropriateness to the subject, of his sermon, loses at least half of
their effect upon the congregation. Everything that is done in the Lord’s
house ought to be done as well as it is possible for it to be (tone, and a
careless, shiftless selection of the hymns to be sung is utterly inexcusable in
any pastor.


So writes the New York Examiner and Chronicle, and we are glad to
quote the passage. The whole spirit of the service may turn upon the
reading of a hymn, and therefore it is a matter to be done in the best style.
If we cannot control the singers we can at least so choose, and so read the
hymns that the people shall be helped to praise God intelligently, and the
sacred worship shall not be careless and slovenly. C.H. S,
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TO JOHN PLOUGHMAN


MY DEAR FATHER,—I am so glad you have had your likeness take n with
your smock on and the big whip in your hand. There are ever so many
portraits of you in your Sunday go-to-meeting suit; but this suits you best
of all. I wish you could have got Dapper and Violet into the picture. All
your friends in this part of the world are glad enough to hear the smack of
your whip again. It cracks as many jokes as ever. We rejoice, too, that the
sharp share is driven through the monster evil drink, and its attendant
vices. “God speed the plough,” we pray, when it roots up such ill weeds.


There is any quantity of snakes in these colonies, and men either avoid or
kill them; but this venomous viper they cherish and fondle till “at the last it
biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an adder.” It puzzles me why those
who know and admit the danger still risk it. “Once bit, twice shy,” doesn’t
hold good in such cases. They see the devil’s hook, and yet grab at the
bait, and drink like fish Why, the very rooks in the trees might teach them a
lesson. Let them but see a gun and off they fly; indeed, conceal the weapon
as you may, they spy it out somehow, and take to themselves wings, not
waiting to hear the report, or give a chance; but these black birds “tarry
long at the wine” and “go to seek mixed wine.” They love to get within
range of the Cannon Brewery or the Gunner’s Arms, and are willing
targets for a shower of grape shot any hour of the day or night. What
wonder that their eyes become blood shot, and that they themselves are
“brought down” shattered, and tattered, and torn.


As to public-houses (hotels they call them here), they are as thick as gum
trees in the bush, and, though Australia is free from wild beasts, the Red
Lion does a roaring trade. And the stuff the topers swallow is, I heat’,
abominable, especially up in the bush, where folks are not expected to be
over particular. If all the colonial beer and spirits were of the best quality
the harm would not be quite so great; but such mess as some of it evidently
is must mean “death in the pot.” The best of intoxicants to my mind is bad,
what must the worst he? Would to God the cursed traffic could be
checked; a host of crimes would then. be stayed. Red rum spelt backward
reads “Murder”; gin, the dictionary says, “is a snare,” and every-day facts
prove it so to be. I feel sure that “the cold water cure” is the only remedy.
Moderation goes half-way, and therefore fails. Thank God, there are
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thousands of abstainers amongst us, so we will do the best we can, God
helping us, to stem the tide.


I hear readers of your second edition comparing your last furrows with
your first. Of course the novelty of such Plain Talk is not so keen, but the
pictures are deemed a great improvement. Old Humphrey likes pictures as
well as little Harry, and these are first-raters too. You remember I did a
little ploughing on boxwood once on a time, so I reckon myself a bit of a
judge. Here’s my opinion, if it’s worth the having. Your illustrations seem
.just to fit the writing: they might have been drawn by your own horses, so
handy are they to the plough, and the engravings might be cuts of your
own whip.


Many a good laugh I’ve had over some of your quaint sayings and odd
rhymes. They seem made to make one smile, and are more powerful than
laughing gas. This is the beauty of the book, to my mind. I like a mixture of
pleasure and profit, and of wit with wisdom. Just a drop or two of sauce
with the cold mutton is a grand improvement. The meat is good enough by
itself, you know; but it slips down sweeter somehow with a dash of
“relish.” When will people learn the absurdity of fancying that, because we
have faith, we mustn’t have any fun? I believe that holiness and humor can
be yoked together, and pull finely, too, and I can’t bring myself to believe
that it is impossible to love Jesus and have a laugh occasionally into the
bargain. What would you have done, dear father, but for a natural
merriment, sanctified by grace? It would be dreadful hard labor to be
always ploughing without whistling a tune every now and then, and having
a hearty laugh when we knock: off, or even during work. The plough
doesn’t; go any better for being rusty, and the pilgrim isn’t a whit fitter for
heaven because he’s crusty.


If I remember rightly, those two favored evangelists from America were
both cheerful, happy men; but I often think it’s a good plan if I feel Moody
to sing Sankey, and let solemnity and song blend together. If I should feel a
bit down at any time I mean to have another look at your pictures, and if’
the white egg of the black hen, or the fiddle without the stick, or the cart
before the horse don’t liven me up—well, I must read some more. Here’s a
receipt for melancholy which beats half the tonics and enliveners” all to
pieces.”
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If you’re down in the dumps, or given to grumble,
If things go awry, or all in a jumble,


If storms should grow thicker, and thunder clouds rumble,
And clown the big drops like cats and dogs tumble,


It’s surely no good to murmur and mumble,
Nor yet to commence to flurry and fumble,


Accept my advice—nor think it too humble—
(I give it to all you good gloomy folks),


Invest in a volume of John Ploughman’s jokes.


I am often asked if you are likely ever to come out here. Your horses say
“neigh,” and I feel obliged to return the same answer. How I wish you
could though! What rejoicing there would be, and how the people would
flock to welcome you! I fancy see even the kangaroos hopping down to
town to hear some of your “plain talk.” Will you ever plough the South
Atlantic Ocean, think you? We’ve got some good workers here, but we
should all be the better for a look at your way of doing it, and a specimen
of your straight furrow, just to guide us a bit.


You will be glad to hear we have got our new chapels up and opened. Our
minister calls them tabernacles, after yours. Of course they’re not quite so
big. A good deal of rough ground has been broken up: now we can go in
more readily for sowing and reaping a crop which is already appearing. I
think of going to New Zealand shortly to turn up some ground that is new,
at least to me.


I need not tell you that my thoughts often fly home. I have put my hand to
a colonial plough, but, truth to tell, I constantly “look back,” not from the
work, but across the deep blue sea to “Home, sweet home.” “Every bird
loves its own nest,” and this “seagull” is no exception.


Give my love to dear mother. She has a work of her own, and a right good
one too; I wish all were as well employed in the field. She does her plough
share, and no mistake. The Master help her in it! Brother Charles still
ploughs at Greenwich, I suppose. There’s plenty of ground to work upon
there. God bless him. Remember me to Will Shepherd, and give Dapper
and Violet an extra feed on my account.


I fear I’ve kept you too long reading this. It is something like stopping the
plough to catch a mouse. I think it’s time I gave over; so God be wi’ ye,
and fare thee well, dear father. Your loving son,
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Tom (the ploughboy).
Tasmania, December, 1880.


NOTES.


Personal affliction has continued through the month of March, and it has
been with difficulty that the weekly sermon and the monthly magazine have
been prepared. Intervals of possible effort have been granted, and then all
sail has been crowded on, so that we are not compelled to lie high and dry
on shore, and tell our readers that there will be no sailing for the next
month. O for health and strength? We are apt to think that we could do a
great deal if we had these, and yet it may be a greater and a better thing to
bow the head in silence and say, “It is the Lord, let him do as seemeth him
good.”


We have had many deaths at the Tabernacle. Eleven deceased members
were reported at one church meeting. We are .growing older, and our
death-rate must increase, for the children must go home sooner or later.
We have often wondered at the fewness of our deaths, far below the
average of the life-tables, and we have noted that godliness, bringing with
it temperance, peace, and purity, has a tendency to produce long life.
Among our older friends who have gone home is our aged brother Mr. B.
Vickery. Although by no means a man of wealth, he was a man of great
liberality, and he liked to give in his own way. He erected a fountain at the
Orphanage, of which we give an engraving. Wishing to see the lamps at the
Tabenacle improved, he gave all the opal glasses. We confess we like to
see persons undertaking to care for some part of their accustomed place of
worship. Our meeting-houses should not become gaudy, but they might be
kept neat and reputable if God’s servants cared a little more to have his
worship conducted without slovenliness. We prefer those donors who
quietly give their portion in the way which seems to them the wisest, and
make no fuss about it. The good man has gone to his rest, in joyous hope
of the resurrection in Christ, and we can but sorrowfully bid him
“farewell.”


It was as an obituary notice that we read the words” Final Closing of
Surrey Chapel.” There is a sadness about the end of this renowned
structure. It is doomed, and must be swept away. To the last it was best
known as “Rowland Hill’s Chapel,” and it is in connection with that man of
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God that; its greatest glories shine; but yet under Messrs. Sherman and
Newman Hall its history was no mean one, nor did its leaf wither.
Translated to a fine position, and known as Christ Church, Surrey Chapel
still flourishes elsewhere, and it is only its outward form that now awaits
the stroke of the destroyer; yet what a shame it seems to pull down the old
octagon, or round house, the center of so much usefulness, the focus of so
much reverent memory. Why would not the owners sell the freehold? Ah,
there’s the rub. But they would not, and so there’s an end of it. When first
built the chapel was in the fields, but now it is miles away from grass and
corn, with two railways running close to it, causing a traffic the noise of
which is enough to distract any but the regular hearers. With two sides
street, and the other two sides railway, “old Surrey” is not so attractive a
place of worship to strangers as to render it a very bitter regret that it
should be given over to some other useful purpose. Our Primitive
Methodist friends who boldly took the fag-end of the lease will, we hope,
succeed better in a building of proportions more suited to their number. Of
all possessions one of those most ]hike to a white elephant is a large chapel
for a small congregation. Your congregation can grow, and your chapel
can grow with it, as a little snail grows, shell and all; but you cannot easily
make a little congregation swell out so as to fill a huge chapel, for that is
like putting a tiny snail into a big shell, and expecting him to expand
according to his habitation. We do not, therefore, very much regret the re-
moral of our earnest Methodist brethren to another building; but wish them
larger success in a smaller room. Farewell, old Surrey: thou hast had a
noble career. When we, too, shall come to be taken down, may there be
memories about each one of us as fragrant as these which will long linger
around the hallowed spot in the Blackfriars Road where thousands have
been born to God.


On Monday evening, Feb. 28, the usual prayer-meeting at the Tabernacle
partook of a highly missionary character, for on that occasion was
inaugurated the effort to send out evangelists to the English-speaking
people of India. Being enabled to occupy the chair, we tried to show that a
great and effectual door was opened before us. Working in all things
heartily with the Missionary Society, we wish to help young brethren to go
out for five years, and preach the word. We say “help,” for we hope they
will go to places where the laborer will by degrees be welcomed and
supported. There are many towns where a church could be formed and a
minister supported if there were only some one to begin: we wish to begin.
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Mr. Gregson, long a worker for our Lord in India, in a full and fervent
speech proved the need of such an agency alike for the English, the half-
castes, and the educated Hindoos, and noted the usefulness of getting
preachers to India, who after five years could honorably return and spread
the missionary spirit, or could remain as missionaries if they felt a call in
that direction, as they probably would. Then followed Mr. H. R. Brown,
who is now on his way to Darjeeling, where warm-hearted brethren are
waiting to co-operate with him; and the meeting closed with a touching
word from Mr. Stubbs, who has returned invalided from Allahabad. Many
of our brethren commended this new effort to the Lord in earnest,
believing prayer, and now we invite our readers to join their petitions with
those of our own church. O or the blessing of the Lord upon the effort.
With no desire but our Master’s glory do we enter on this project; it is
forced upon us by his voice and his providence, and we cannot keep back.


The sailing of Mr. Henry Rylands Brown for India has been a gleam of
sunlight amid the darkness of our sickness, He goes ‘bravely hoping in the
Lord, and if he can succeed in rinsing a church, and in finding, to a large
extent, his own support, we shall feel that this work is of the Lord, and
that; many other brethren must be helped to follow him, as the Lord may
raise them up. To keep the English-speaking people in India well supplied
with the gospel is surely a grand necessity, and we shall feel our heart
dance for joy if, by God’s grace, we may have a humble portion in the
service. As vet we have only received the small sum of £34 towards this
effort, and to this we have added £50 from our own proper substance; but
if this thing be of the Lord, he will send the silver and the gold. We shall far
more greatly need men of the right sort. Where are they?


On Monday evening, March 7, the Annual Meeting of the Metropolitan
Tabernacle Ladies’ Working Benevolent Society was held in the Lecture
Hall. Pastor C. /t. Spurgeon presided, and after tea addresses were
delivered by Pastors C. H. and J. A. Spurgeon, and Messrs. B. W. Carr and
C. F. Allison. The receipts of the Society during the past year amounted to
£93 11s. 8d.. and the payments to ,£91 17s. 2d. It would be well if this
could be largely increased, for these benevolent societies are among the
best of our gospel agencies, following in their operations the line pointed
out by our Lord when he fed the hungry people as well as taught them. To
bring our Christian sisterhood into contact with the poor is good for both
parties, perhaps best of all for those whose happy portion it is to be the
givers. How are we to keep any hold upon the masses of our great cities







379


now that they seem to shun our places of worship? Surely it must largely
be through the personal visitations of Christian people; and among the very
poor this can only be done when we are prepared to relieve their
necessities as well as to speak to them the word of life. Friends who cannot
personally be visitors might supply the funds for those who can. Send the
shot if you cannot fire the gun.


On Friday evening, March 11, the Annual Meeting of the Tabernacle
Sunday-school was held in the Lecture Hall, which was crowded. The
meeting throughout was of a stimulating and encouraging character. In the
absence through illness of his brother, Pastor J. A. Spurgeon presided, and
spoke of the benefits of unity among the teachers, and also between the
church and the school. He had always found Sunday-school teachers
among the been members of the church; he, supposed the exercise of
teaching gave them an appetite for spiritual food. After some further
remarks addressed to parents, asking their co-operation in the teachers’
efforts, he called upon Mr. Pearce, as superintendent, to make his report.
From this report it appears that there are 109 teachers, all of whom are
church members, such only being admitted; 19 have joined during the year
and 15 have left, in some cases owing to removal from the neighborhood,
in others from marriage. To those teachers about to marry Mr. Pearce’s
earnest advice was, “Don’t—leave the school.” There are 1,250 scholars,
254 of whom are over 15 years of age; 96 are church members, 26 having
joined during the year. Prayer-meetings, services for the young,
preparation class for teachers (conducted by Rev. W. K. Rowe), Young
Christians’ Association, Band of Hope, Dorcas Society, and Library and
Periodical department were all reported to be in thorough ‘working order,
and prospering under the divine blessing. The school had participated in the
special meetings held last year in celebration of the centenary of Sunday-
schools, and had sent a sum of nearly £65 to the Centenary Fund for the
extension of Sunday-schools. They had also raised during the year the sum
of £175 for missionary objects, £20 of which had been devoted to the
Colportage Association, and £20 to Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book Fund. The
general finances of the school were in a satisfactory condition. They had
started the year with a balance in hand of £8 17s. 3d., which with the grant
from Tabernacle of £25, a donation from T. H. Olney, Esq. of £5, and
Cash from Library, £1 15s., amounted to £40 12s. 3d. The expenses had
been: Printing, etc., £19 16s. 3d.; Hymn Books and Rewards, £9 19s. ld;
Subscriptions to Sunday-school Union, £3 12s. 6d.; and Rebinding Books
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for Library, £9 6s. 10d., showing a deficit of £1 2s. 5d. Mr. Pearce having
referred to the regret which all felt at the enforced absence of our beloved
Pastor and President, concluded by exhorting all to work for the Lord with
ready mind and fervent will. Rev. Dr. Clemance and Pastor W. Stott also
spoke, and between the addresses selections of sacred music were rendered
by the Sunday-school choir, conducted by Mr. Wigney.


COLLEGE.—-Since our last notice Mr. J. L. Thompson his settled at Esher;
and Mr. R. M. Harrison, who came to us from America, having completed
his College course. has decided to return to that country, having received
warm encouragements from leading brethren in the United States.


Mr. G. J. Knight, of Trinity Road, Tooting, is removing to Girlington,
Bradford; Mr. J. Blake from Darwen to Marlboro’ Crescent, Newcastle-
on-Tyne; Mr. Z. T. Dowen from Beetle to Macclesfield; and Mr. R. T.
Sole from Milton Hall to Harrow on-the-hill.


Mr. H. J. Baits has returned to his work in Port Elizabeth, S. Africa. Mr. F.
A. Holzhausen, late of New Basford, has settled at Brampton, Ontario; Mr.
W. Ostler, formerly of Morrisville, has settled at Woodstock, Illinois; and
Mr. A. H. Stote has removed from Joliet to Sterling, Illinois.


Word and Work informs us that Brother White, at Tokio, Japan, has
recently received into church fellowship six new converts.


We are greatly grieved to learn that the wife of our brother Norris, of
Circular Road Chapel, Calcutta, recently died of typhoid fever. He
earnestly asks for the prayers of all his brethren for himself and his
motherless children.


EVANGELISTS.— We have received several pleasing testimonies to the
usefulness of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services at Annan, to which we
briefly referred last month. On February 24th they paid a flying visit to
Bradford, and on the 27th recommenced at Halifax the work which was
abruptly suspended in January through the prevalence of fever in the town.
At first the wintry weather somewhat affected the attendance, but before
many days the crowd was as great as ever. The noon prayer-meeting was
larger than any held by the evangelists for a long time, and the evening
services were seasons of great power. Many decided cases of conversion
have been witnessed, and others are seeking the Savior. The evangelists
gratefully mention the sympathy and help they have received from Pastor J.
Parker, M.A., and his church, and they regret that other ministers were not
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equally ready to co-operate with them. This month they go to Sheffield,
where all the Congregational churches are uniting for the special services,
and where consequently great blessing is expected.


A correspondent in Halifax writes:—” It is one of the master-strokes of the
pastor of the Tabernacle to send out together two such brethren as these to
preach, by song and speech, the unsearchable riches of Christ. He has been
most happy in the choice of the men. Each of the brethren has his special
sphere, and yet both would suffer by the absence of either. They work
most thoroughly together, and their combined tact and power over large
gatherings are extraordinary. In Halifax, as in other places where; the
evangelists have been, the people have come in great numbers to hear the
gospel preached by them. The largest meetings have been held in the Drill
Hall, the most spacious building in the town, and this has been again and
again filled. Of these brethren it may he truly said that they are ‘ always
abounding in the work of the Lord,’ bearing the message of salvation from
place to place, rousing the churches from spiritual apathy, and winning
many souls by their plain, simple, and earnest preaching of the gospel of
Jesus Christ.”


Cheering reports of Mr. Burnham’s work in the villages of Yorkshire
continue to reach us. He has visited Birkby, Staincliffe, and Normanton,
and in each place many have been attracted to the meetings, and several led
to the Savior, while backsliders have been reclaimed, the people of God
edified and encouraged, and many aged and suffering ones cheered in their
homes by our brother’s visits. One of the ministers writes: —”He is just the
right man to help us poor, toiling pastors, and we are especially grateful to
you for sending out such a man amongst our smaller churches.”


Mr. Parker has been holding a series .f very successful services in
Waterhouses and Langley Park, Durham, where many young people have
professed their faith in Christ. He has since been at Sheerness, and now is
again at work in county Durham, where he says there is a. wide field for
evangelistic efforts.


ORPHANAGE. — We are very grateful to all friends at Humpsread, Salters’
Hall, and Westbourne Grove Chapels, who contributed to the success of
the services of song given by the boys. These services cause great pleasure,
and present to our friends a method of serving the Orphanage without
drawing upon their own local funds. A visit from the boy-s does good,
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excites a warm interest, and brings in a stream of help which is not diverted
from any other channel.


Mr. Charlesworth has arranged for meetings at Yarmouth, March 31;
Norwich, April 1, 2. and 3; Cambridge, April 4 and 5; Bury St. Edmund’s,
April 6; and Stow-market:, April 7. We shall be glad if all friends in these
places will do what they can to make the visits of the boys remunerative.


COLPORTAGE. — The Secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones writes as
follows:— “Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—I am sorry to report this time that the
amount received for General Subscriptions during the last few months has
fallen off very seriously. After allowing for the collection in the Tabernacle,
and two large donations in the first quarter of 1880, there is still £60 less
received this quarter than in the corresponding three months of 1880.
Now, as the General Fund is the only source from which we can supple-
merit the amount received for districts, it is evident that we cannot
continue all the 73 Colporteurs now employed unless friends of the good
work rally round us, and supply the necessary funds. This they have always
done on former occasions when the need has been stated, and we trust they
will do so now. Will the readers of The Sword and the Trowel kindly help
to make the next three months’ receipts bring the half-year’s total at least
up to that of 1880?


“I could occupy more space; than you can spare with interesting facts, but,
as we are preparing the Annual Report, forbear for the present. Suffice it
to say that our primary object is being achieved, in spreading the
knowledge of the Lord Jesus Christ, and that many have cause to bless
God for the visits of the Colporteurs.”


POOR MINISTERS’ CLOTHING SOCIETY.— Mrs. Evans desires us to
acknowledge with thanks the receipt of a parcel without the donor’s name
and address, and another from “a woman who is a great sinner.” We
looked in lately at one of the working meetings of this excellent society,
and were delighted to see the number of willing helpers present, and the
useful parcels about to be despatched to the homes of some of our poor
pastors. Donations of money, or clothes, or materials for garments for the
ministers, or their wives and children, will always be gratefully received by
Mrs. Evans at the Tabernacle.


PERSONAL NOTES.—A French Pasteur writes to tell us that a woman in the
village of which he is minister has lately found the peace of God while
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reading a translation of our sermon, No. 227, “Compel them to come in.”
One of our members has recently visited the town where she used to live,
and where she commenced the distribution of our sermons, and she now
sends us a very cheering account of the blessing which is resting on the
labors of those who took up the work when she left. One of the visitors
tells of the conversion through the sermons of a poor, sick woman, who
used to feel very lonely, but who is so no longer. Another distributor
mentions the case of a butcher, who at first repulsed her, but afterwards
received her joyfully. He said he had been reading the sermon entitled,
“The Man of One Subject,” (No. 1264,) which had been greatly blessed to
him. A poor woman, who had been a backslider for many years, for a long
time refused the sermons, but they were put under her door, and one of
them (“Beware of Unbelief,” No. 1238) was the means of reclaiming her
from her sad condition,. Our friend says there are many other instances of
blessing which might be mentioned, and concludes her letter thus:—”I wish
those who have any of these precious messengers of mercy lying idle in
their cupboards would lend them themselves, or give them to those who
would circulate them among those who need the glorious truth that they
contain.” Will some one take the hint?
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


MAY, 1881.


GOOD CHEER FROM PAST AND FUTURE
SERVICE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


 “And when there arose a great dissension, the chief captain, fearing lest
Paul should have been pulled in pieces of them, commanded the soldiers to
go clown, and to take him by force from among them, and to bring him
into the castle. And the night following the Lord stood by him, and said,
Be of good cheer, Paul: for as thou hast testified of me in Jerusalem, so
must thou bear witness also at Rome. And when it was day, certain of the
Jews banded together, and bound themselves under a curse, saying that
they would neither eat nor drink till they had killed Paul. And they were
more than forty which had made this conspiracy.”—Acts 23:10—13.


From the midnight whisper of the Lord to Paul we may draw forth sweet
encouragement. Those of the Lord’s children who have been engaged in
his work and are called to suffer in it have here a special word of
consolation. Paul had been in a great tumult, and had been roughly rescued
from the wrath of the people by the chief captain, who saw that otherwise
he would be pulled in pieces. Paul was like the rest of us, made of flesh and
blood, and therefore liable to be cast down: he had kept himself calm at
first; but, still, the strong excitement of the day had no doubt operated
upon his mind, and when he was lying in prison all alone, thinking upon the
perils which surrounded him, he needed good cheer, and he received it.
The bravest man may find his spirit sinking after the battle, and so perhaps
it was with the apostle.


In these words let the reader note the Good Cheer that came to Paul in the
dungeon. This consisted, first, in his Master’s presence: “The Lord stood
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by him.” If all else forsook him, Jesus was company enough; if all despised
him, Jesus’ smile was patronage enough; if the good cause seemed in
danger, in the presence of his Master victory was sure. The Lord who had
stood for him at the cross, now stood by him in prison: the Lord, who had
called to him out of heaven, who had washed him in his blood, who had
commissioned him to be his servant, who had sustained him in labors and
trials oft, now visited him in his solitary cell. It was a dungeon, but the
Lord was there; it was dark, but the glory of the Lord lit it up with
heaven’s own splendor. Better to be in a gaol with the Lord than to be in
heaven without him. The harps above could make no heavenly place
without Jesus; and Jesus being there, the clanking fetters and the cold
pavement of the stony cell could not suggest a sorrow. “The Lord stood by
him.” This shall be said of all who diligently serve God. Dear friend, if you
are a worker for the Lord Jesus, depend upon it he will not desert you. If in
the course of your endeavors you are brought into sadness and depression,
you shall then find it sweetly true that the Lord stands by you. Did you ever
forsake a friend who was spending his strength for you? If you have done
so, you ought to be ashamed of yourself; but I think I hear you say,
indignantly, “No, I have always been faithful to my faithful friend.” Do not,
therefore, suspect your Lord of treating you ungenerously, for he is faithful
and true. All your former helpers may desert you; Sadducees, Pharisees,
and scribes may all set themselves to oppose you; but with the Lord at your
right hand you shall not be moved. Cheer up, desponding brother,


“God is near thee, therefore cheer thee,
Sad soul!


He’ll defend thee when around thee
Billows roll.”


The next comfort for Paul was the reflection that the Lord’s standing by
him proved that he knew where he was, and was aware of his condition.
The Lord had not lost sight of Paul because he was shut up in the common
gaol. One is reminded of the Quaker who came to see John Bunyan in
prison, and said to him, “Friend, the Lord sent me to thee, and I have been
seeking thee in half the prisons in England.” “Nay, verily,” said John, “that
cannot be; for if the Lord had sent thee to me, thou wouldst have come
here at once, for he knows I have been here for years.” God has not a
single jewel laid by and forgotten. “Thou God seest me” is a great
consolation to one who delights himself in the Lord. Many and diverse are
the prisons of affliction in which the Lord’s servants are shut up: it may be
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that the reader is lying in the prison of pain, chained by the leg or by the
hand, through accident or disease; or perhaps he is shut up in the narrow
cell of poverty, or in the dark room of bereavement, or in the dungeon of
mental depression; but the Lord knows in what ward his servant is slut up,
and he will not leave him to pine away forgotten, “as a dead man out of
mind.”


The Lord stood by Paul despite doors and locks: he asked no warder’s
leave to enter, nor did he stir bolt or bar; but there he was, the companion
of his humble servant. The Lord can visit his chosen when nobody else
could be allowed to do so, because of contagion, or from fear of exciting
the fevered brain. If we come into such a peculiar position that no friend
knows our experience, none having been tempted as we are, yet the Lord
Jesus can enter into our special trial and sympathize in our peculiar grief.
Jesus can stand side by side with us, for he has been afflicted in all our
afflictions.


What is more, that part of our circumstances which we do not know
ourselves, Jesus knows, and in these he stands by us; for Paul was not
aware of the danger to which he was exposed, he did not know that certain
Jews, to the number of forty, had banded together to kill him; but he who
was his shield and his exceeding great reward had heard the cruel oath, and
arranged to disappoint the bloodthirsty ones. Reader, the Lord knows your
troubles before they come to you; he anticipates them by his tender
foresight. Before Satan can draw the bow the Preserver of men will put his
beloved beyond the reach of the arrow. Before the weapon is forged in the
furnace, and fashioned on the anvil, he knows how to provide us with
armor of proof which shall turn the edge of the sword and break the point
of the spear. Let us therefore sing with holy boldness,—”In the time of
trouble he shall hide me in his pavilion: in the secret of his tabernacle shall
he hide me; he shall set me up upon a rock.” How safe we are, for Jehovah
hath said, “No weapon that is formed against thee shall prosper; and every
tongue that shall rise against thee in judgment thou shalt condemn.” With
joy let us draw water out of these two wells of salvation: the Lord is
present with us, and he knows us altogether. Putting the two thoughts
together, we may hear him say to our inmost souls, —
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“I, the Lord, am with thee,
Be thou not afraid!


I will help and strengthen,
Be thou not dismayed!
Yea, I will uphold thee


With my own right hand;
Thou art called and chosen


In my sight to stand.
Onward then, and fear not,


Children of the day!
For his word shall never,


Never pass away.”


When the Lord Jesus came to Paul he gave him a third reason for courage.
He said, “Be of good cheer, Paul: for thou hast testified of me in
Jerusalem.” There was much comfort in this assurance that his work was
accepted of his Master. We dare not look for much joy in any thing that
we have done, for our poor works are all imperfect; and yet the Lord
sometimes gives his servants honey in the carcasses of lions which they
have themselves slain, by pouring into their souls a sweet sense of having
walked in integrity before him. Before the great day of reward the Lord
whispers into the ear, “Well done, good and faithful servant “; or he says
openly before all men, “She hath done what she could.” Herein is good
cheer; for if the Lord accepts, it is a small matter if men condemn. The
Lord says to Paul,, “Thou hast testified of me in Jerusalem.” The apostle
had done so, but he was too humble to console himself with that fact till his
Lord gave him leave to do so by acknowledging the brave deed. Perhaps,
dear friend, by this little book you shall be made to remember that you
have borne witness for Jesus, and that your life has not been altogether in
vain. It may be that your conscience makes you more familiar with your
faults than with your services, and you rather sigh than sing as you look
back upon your Christian career; yet your loving Lord covers all your:
failures, and commends you for what his grace has enabled you to do in the
way of witness-bearing. It must be sweet to you to hear him say, “I know
thy works; for thou hast a little strength, and hast kept; my word, and hast
not denied my name.”


Be faithful to your Lord, dear reader, if you are now in prosperity; for thus
you will be laying up a store of cheering memories for years to come. To
look back upon a well-spent life will not cause an atom of legal boasting to
an experienced believer, but it will justly create much holy rejoicing. Paul
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was able to rejoice that he had not run in vain, neither labored in vain, and
happy are we if we can do the same. If it be right for us to chasten our
conscience on account of omissions, it must be lawful ground for thankful
joy that our heart condemns us not, for then have we confidence towards
God. If we fall into straitened circumstances it will be a comfort to be able
to say, “When I was rich I freely used my wealth for my Lord.” If we are ill
it will be a satisfaction to remember that when we were in health we used
our strength for Jesus. These are reflections which give light in the shade,
and make music at midnight. It is not out of our own reflections that the
joy arises, but out of the witness of the Holy Spirit that the Lord is not
unrighteous to forget our work of faith and labor of love.


A fourth comfort remained for Paul in the words, “As thou hast testified of
me in Jerusalem, so must thou bear witness also at; Rome.” The Lord
would have us take comfort from the prospect of future service and
usefulness. We are not done with yet, and thrown aside as vessels in which
the Lord hath no more pleasure. This is the chief point; of comfort in our
Lord’s word to the apostle. Be of good courage, there is more for you to
do, Paul; they cannot kill you at Jerusalem, for you must, bear witness also
at Rome.


Brace yourself up, O weary, working brother, for your day’s work is not
over yet, and your sun cannot go down till, like Joshua, you have finished
your conflict with Amalek. The old saying is trite, “You are immortal till
your work is done.” Possibly not one-half of your work is even begun, and
therefore you will rise again from sickness, you will soar above depression,
and you will do more for the Lord than ever. It will yet be said of you as of
the church in Thyatira, “I know thy works, and the last to be more than the
first.” Wycliffe could not die though the malicious monks favored him with
their best wishes in that direction. ‘: Nay,” said the reformer, “I shall not
die, but live, and declare all the evil deeds of the friars.” The sight of
rogues to be exposed roused his flickering life, and revived its flame.
Disease could not carry off Melancthon because he had eminent service yet
to do, side by side with Luther. I have admired the way in which the great
Reformer dragged his coadjutor back to life by assuring him that the great
work needed him, and he must recover. “He devoutly prayed, ‘ We implore
thee, O Lord our God, we cast all cur burdens on thee; and will cry till
thou hearest us, pleading all the promises which can be found in the Holy
Scriptures respecting thy hearing prayer, so that thou must indeed hear us
to preserve at all future periods our entire confidence in thine own
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promises.’ After this, he seized hold of Melancthon’s hand, and said, ‘ Be
of good courage, Philip, YOU SHALL NOT DIE.’“ He prayed his friend back
from the mouth of the grave, and sent him on his way comforted with the
truthful prediction that he had yet to bear more testimony for the truth.
Surely there is no restorative from sickness, and no insurance for continued
life, like the confidence that our task is not done, and our race is not ended.


Godly Whitefield, when smitten with a dangerous illness, rose again to
renew his seraphic activities after his death had become matter of daily
expectation, it is said, in connection with this event, that shortly after his
recovery a poor colored woman insisted on having an interview with him.
On being admitted, she sat down upon the ground, and, looking earnestly
into his face, said to him in broken language, “Massa, you just go to
heaven’s gate, but Jesus Christ said, Get you down; you must not come
here yet, but go first and call some more poor negroes.” And who would
not be willing to tarry here to win more poor negroes for Jesus? Even
heaven may be cheerfully postponed for such a gain.


Come, then, ailing and desponding one, there is no use in lying down in
despair; for a life of usefulness is still in reserve for you. Up, Elijah, and no
more ask to die; for God has further errands for his servant. Neither the
lion nor the bear can kill thee, O David, for thou hast yet to fight a giant
and cutoff his head! Be not fearful, O Daniel, of the rage of Babylon’s
drunken king, for thou art yet to outlive the rage of hungry lions. Courage,
O thou mistrustful spirit; thou hast only run with the footmen as yet, thou
shalt yet contend with horses and prove more than a match for them,
wherefore lift up the hands that hang down. “Thou must stand before
Caesar”; a divine decree ordains for thee greater and more trying service
than as yet thou hast seen. A future awaits thee, and no power on the earth
or under the earth can rob thee of it; therefore BE OF GOOD CHEER.


LOOKING UNTO JESUS


IN every enjoyment, O Christian, look unto Jesus; receive it as proceeding
from his love, and purchased by his agonies. In every tribulation look unto
Jesus; mark his gracious hand managing the scourge, or mingling the bitter
cup; attempering its severity; adjusting the time of its continuance; and
making it productive of real good. In every infirmity and failing look unto
Jesus, thy merciful High Priest, pleading his atoning blood, and making
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intercession for transgressors. In every prayer look unto Jesus, thy
prevailing Advocate, recommending thy devotions, and “bearing the
iniquity of thy holy things.” In every temptation look unto Jesus, the
Captain of thy salvation, who alone is able to lift up the hands which hang
down, to invigorate the enfeebled knees, and make thee more than
conqueror over all thy enemies. Bat especially when the hour of thy
departure approaches, when thy flesh and thy heart fail, when all the
springs of life are irreparably breaking—then look unto Jesus with a
believing eye. Like expiring Stephen, behold him standing at, the right hand
of God, on purpose to succor his people in their last extremity. Yes, when
thou art launching out into the invisible world, and all before .thee is vast
eternity—then, oh then, look unto Jesus, and view him as .the only “way”
to the everlasting mansions.—James Hervey.


RELIGIOUS REVOLUTION IN FRANCE


WE are all familiar with the repressive measures adopted recently by the
French Government towards the Educational Institutions of the Romish
Church in France. It is not surprising that English adverse criticism should
have been plentiful. Looking at French action from the English standpoint,
we may easily find room for dissent. Liberty in England is the growth of
centuries. She has become so strong as to be able to hold her own against
all comers. She can afford to give ample room and verge to her enemies.
She needs to take no precautionary measures. If her hands were bound
with new cords she would burst them asunder as burnt flax. If the iron
gates of bondage were shut upon her, she would lift them from their hinges
and stride away with them to her own realm. She is the dominant power,
and therefore in England we need not suppress institutions that in their
spirit are opposed to liberty. We can afford to leave them pretty much to
themselves. They grow in an alien soil. The air is too sharp and keen for
them to come to their tropical luxuriance, and we are not likely to be
overshadowed by them. And though we consider that even in this native
home of freedom Romish institutions, like all others, should be subject to
the supervision of the State, and be compelled to let in upon their darkness
the peering glance of Liberty whenever she pleases, we can afford to leave
them unsuppressed. We stand on our white cliffs, therefore, and look
across the Channel at the action of our neigh-hours with an unfavorable
eye.
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But this is unjust. The state of things in France is different flora that which
prevails in England. The French are beginning to perceive that, with them,
freedom is still immature; and, until she arrives at her strength, must be
protected against her natural and implacable enemy the Romish Church.
Their formula of liberty, equality, and fraternity must not be permitted to
delude them into the sophism that liberty, equality, and fraternity must be
accorded to Rome. These priceless possessions must be so held as to be
secured. The murderess of liberty must not have liberty to accomplish her
fell deed. Liberty does not mean the right to destroy liberty. The Romish
Church avails herself of the national cry, and claims liberty in France,
although if dominant she would not give liberty to France. She employs the
watchword of the opposite camp to obtain the key of the position she
assails. Liberty! cries she.:But the French are awaking to the conviction
that they must not give up common-sense under the magic spell of three
syllables. If they would defend the fortress of freedom they must not put
the key into the hands of the foe.


This determined attitude of French opinion has been the slow growth of the
present century. Amongst its most powerful promoters was Edgar Qainet,
a name less known than it deserves to be in England. One of the greatest
French thinkers of this century, he devoted his life to the cause of liberty,
and to the moral elevation of France. The government recognized his
power, and appointed him professor at Lyons, and afterwards in the
College of France., His brilliant lectures showed the general decadence and
comparative ruin of Southern Europe to be the work of the Jesuits—the
direct result of the counter-reformation inaugurated by Loyola. He aroused
such enthusiasm on. the one hand, such rage on the other, that the
government compelled him to resign; and in 1851 he was one of the’ great
champions of freedom exiled from France by the coup d’etat. During this
exile of nineteen years he wrote some of his finest works. The little work
before us, “The Religious Revolution of the Nineteenth Century,” is the
introduction to his life of Marnix de Sainte-Aldegonde, the friend of
William of Orange, and one of the founders of the Dutch Republic.


Pointing out that the English Reformation preceded the English
Revolution, and was at once its cause and guarantee, Quinet lays his finger
on the weak point of the French Revolution. It was not preceded by a
religious revolution, and it did not lay its foundation in the religion of the
people. It committed the mistake of treating all religions as alike, and as
alike opposed to freedom, and herein it was unjust and suicidal. All
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religions are not alike. There is one that proclaims itself the foe of all the
rest, and glories in its incompatibility with modern freedom. Had the
French Revolution recognized the freedom-loving churches, and welcomed
their aid in its war against the church of despotism, it would have
succeeded. But by making war on all religion it raised against itself the
spirit of religion, and fell.


To secure enduring freedom in France, she must first be delivered from
Rome. While France is Catholic, she cannot be permanently free. But while
the Jesuit institutions are permitted to work unhindered, she will remain
Catholic. Quinet holds that it is idle to expect that Romanism in France will
cease of itself under the spread of education. “The real education of a
people is its religion. Good or bad, vigorous or decrepit;, it is religion that
penetrates into the depths of the people, bringing them life or death.” It is
an illusion to think that this great church will disappear “at the sound of a
few wise words and some excellent advice. What are all the systems laid
down in books, and scattered here and there by a few hands, compared
with the authority able to surround a nation on every side? While this
authority is standing, your philosophical treatises, your warnings, your
lessons, your pamphlets, welcomed with applause by a few in the upper
crust of the nation, remain ignored by the masses, who only see, hear, and
respect the church with which day and night they come in contact. It was
this thought that destroyed for me all the joy of teaching in the days when I
was permitted to live amidst a crowd of friends in the College of France. I
never quitted this living atmosphere without saying to myself, ‘Beyond
these walls speech, life, is not understood. I have only to cross this
threshold, and I shall enter again that opaque, tenebrous mass from which
not a single echo of my words will return.’“


A baneful superstition can be rooted up only by removing the superstition
itself from the eyes of the people. Men easily detach themselves from that
which they no longer see. It was thus the Roman church itself destroyed
Paganism. Constantine recognized in the church a new instrument of
domination, and grasped it for his own purposes. “A shipwrecked mariner
could not have thrown himself with more impetuosity upon a plank in mid-
ocean than the despots of the Decline and Fall seized hold of the unity of
the church, hoping thereby to save their empire, breaking up in all
directions. The imperial soul of the Caesars passed into the church, and it
grew old at once by many centuries.” Then was promulgated the decree of
extinction against paganism, “LET SUPERSTITION CEASE!” The very temples
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were razed to the ground. The legions were sent against the stones. “The
old religion, until then tranquil and supreme, suddenly found itself
surprised, surrounded, struck down, ruined, and utterly crushed out of
existence.” Such action, tempered, of course, by the modern spirit of
humanity, of justice, of equity, is the action needed, according to Quinet,
to overthrow the tyranny of the Romish Church in France. Her own
weapons must be turned against herself. “Worn-out religions resemble
those old trees that are nothing but bark. They go on vegetating and
casting their shadow over the soil until the day comes that a flash or’
lightning, or the axe of the woodcutter, strikes them, and they fall a heap of
dust.”


And there is reason for accelerating this fall. The Romish Church is a
poisonous upas tree, striking all under its branches with moral and political
death. Very vividly our author states this fact: “As far as experience yet
goes, there has been no time nor place in which the Catholic Church has
been allowed to remain with unfettered hands by the cradle of Liberty, but
what in a short time Liberty has been found stifled in its swaddling-
clothes.” And yet the modern spirit—equal rights to all—a spirit which
cannot be too sincerely commended, may betray the unwary into the
danger of losing their own while the inveterate robber of human rights
exists in the midst of the nation. To quote again from Quinet:—
“Wherever, being in authority, Catholicism meets with Liberty, it swears to
destroy it, and as a matter of fact it does destroy it. In return, wherever,
being in authority, Liberty meets with Catholicism, it swears to respect it.
Overthrown Liberty raises Catholicism up again, craves for it quarter. Can
this arrangement last for ever? Honest Brutus!” exclaims Quinet,
“magnanimous dupe! are you going on for ever raising up your fallen
enemy? for it is you who are always reopening the way for Antony. You
wish Antony to mount the platform and make his speech, and should
anyone better informed oppose it, your voice it is that cries to the crowd, ‘
Silence! listen to the noble Antony!’ But I answer, ‘Take care! Antony will
ruin you, if you do not ruin Antony.’“ Yes; popery will ruin liberty if liberty
does not ruin popery.


In order, then, to allow liberty breathing space to grow and become
powerful, Catholicism must be for a time restrained. Then, when the
change is pretty well complete, it will become possible to slacken the rein,
to restore the common right, and reopen the door, as in England and
America, to the Catholic church without incurring too great a peril.
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Our author meets the theory of those who persuade themselves that the
loss of the temporal power disables the papacy from working more
harm:—” There are two men in the pope, the prince and the pontiff;
whenever the prince has been driven away the pontiff has always led, him
back again by the hand. If the Reformers had been half-hearted, and had
contented themselves with merely tearing the temporal power from the
Papacy, their work would soon have come to an end. The spiritual would
very quickly have got repossession of the temporal. The keys of St. Peter
would in a short time have brought back the sword.” Against this spiritual
force of the church all the beliefs that have struggled against Rome must be
enlisted. “I should appeal,” says Quinet, “to every oppressed belief, every
persecuted church, every temple that can show its martyr. It is not only
Rousseau, Voltaire, Kant who are with us against the eternal oppressor,
but also Luther, Zwingle, Calvin, Marnix, Herder, Channing, and a whole
legion of minds who in their day fought the very enemy who now blocks
up our road. All these great mental athletes will find a place in cur
ranks.’.... No one,” he says elsewhere, “can read Marnix to the end and
believe any longer in Catholic dogma. It will become for him as the site of
a church that has been demolished and abandoned to the whistling and
laughter of the winds; a final form of paganism exposed in all its nakedness;
the scattered remains of another Diana of the Ephesians. and above these
ruins, the conscience of modern humanity, courageously seeking,
examining, and tracing out for itself a return to God and Liberty through
the Gospel.”


Quinet draws a terrible picture of what would happen if Catholicism were
victorious. His closing appeal to his country is stirring, and should be
influential. “What, then, ought to be done? I have told you. I repeat it,
since you have not heard me. Come out of the old church, you, your wives,
your children. Come out, while there is yet time, before she has herself
walled up the gate. Come out by every open way, in order that you may
not perish of pauperism, moral or physical. I would that the nations should
come out in crowds from the old church by the thousand doors which the
modern religious spirit has opened up in the walls of Christendom. The
way is open; it is simple, it is wide, it is multiple enough to suit itself to the
liberty of everyone. Choose as you will! What do you fear? The obstacles
are conquered, the way is sure, it has been proved by thousands of men and
many nations before you. There is no need to wait for a prophet, a
revealer. The modern ages have broken open the door and made wide the
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breach. It is only now a question of following in the footsteps of those who
have been emancipated before you. Of what are you afraid? You have
remained here the last of all. What delays you? What are you. waiting for?
Onward, men, advance, and come out!”


God grant that such appeals as these, wrought out by powerful reasoning,
enforced by cleat’ historical example, illumined by brilliant illustration and
wit, sharpened by cutting sarcasm, driven home by soul-impelling
earnestness, may not be lost upon Quinet’s countrymen. Ah! and in these
days of insidious popery in the Established Church, there is reason for their
being deeply pondered even in free Protestant England.


NOTES.


DURING this month we have issued a little work entitled “Be of Good
Cheer,” and no sooner was it out than we received the following
memorandum from Edinburgh, headed, “The voice of all the colporteurs of
the Religious Tract and Book Society of Scotland, sent with the general
secretary’s heartiest concurrence:—


“Good Cheer. By Mr. Spurgeon. 1s.


First Notice.


“Thank you, Mr. Spurgeon. Every one of us colporteurs will gladly be legs
to you in going from house to house to get upon the sick couch your kind
and wise, ‘ Be of Good Cheer, from the Master himself.’ We have all been
much concerned about your protracted illness, and welcome the book all
the more that you tell us that it is the fruit of that long illness happily now
closed. We gladly’ give a home to your dove coming at last with her olive-
leaf, and thank God on your behalf.”


We accept this as a happy omen for our little book, and feel deep gratitude
to the kind friends who have sent us such cheering words. They will be
glad to know that health has returned, and strength is gradually coming
back.


In the providence of God several choice spirits have been removed from
the circle of our friends. Lady Lush, whom to know was to love, has fallen
asleep in Jesus, amid the tears of many. Specially bitter is the grief of the
poor, to whom she was a generous friend. Just before her departure she
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sent a message to us to the effect that “If it had been God’s will to spare
her to work a little longer for him, she would have been very willing, but to
depart and be with Christ was far better, and she could only look forward
with joy to the home she had so nearly reached.” May our gracious God
comfort her honored husband and her family, and console her pastor and
the church under their serious loss.


Nor can we forget Sir Charles .Reed, from whom we received a note
which was not delivered till after his death. We keep it as a mournful proof
of the frailty of human life, for in it he proposes to call at Norwood, but ere
he could pay the visit he was called home to our heavenly Father. He will
be greatly missed from the London School Board, and from many
committees where his presence was of the utmost value. In the Christian
society of London his decease will make a great breach. He took the chair
at the Stockwell Orphanage meeting in June, 1879, and it was a singular
circumstance that our portraits appeared together in “Men of Mark” for
that month.


Just as we are making up the magazine our friend, the Rev. W. Mortey
Punshon, LL.D., is being carried to the grave. Had it not been for a cruel
east wind we should have been at the grave; indeed, we were preparing to
start when it was urged upon us that i: would be a very sad thing if the
funeral of one minister should be the death of another It may serve to show
coming generation how Christians, with all their differences. loved one
another in the year of grace 1881 if we here print a letter which we
received from this man of God. some three months ago. It was never meant
for the public eye, but was the genuine outflow of a loving heart. Little did
we dream that the hand which penned it was so soon to be still in death.


“Tranby, Brixton Rise, S.W.,
“January, 1881.


“My dear Sir and Brother—The papers tell us that the 10th will be a
memorable day to you, and amid hosts of greeting friends my wife and I
(than whom you have none truer, though our love can rarely exhibit itself
but in wishful thought and prayer) would fain express our good wishes in a
line.


“We trust there is good foundation for the rumor which has lately reached
us of great and permanent improvement in Mrs. Spurgeon’s health; and we
pray that if it be the Lord’s will, you may be continued to each other in
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happy fellowship until the ‘silvern’ shall have become ‘golden’ by the lapse
of years.


“Like most of God’s anointed, it seems as if you are to be made ‘meet by
consecrated pain.’ May the Refiner sit always by the furnace! You know
that the fire will never be kindled a whit too fiercely, nor burn a moment
too long.


“There are many, whom you know not, who thank God, in these times of
rebuke, for your fidelity to the old gospel, and who watch you with
solicitude and prayer.


“Wishing for Mrs. Spurgeon and yourself happiness, and the blessedness
which is better, the Lord’s unutterable peace, long and useful lives, and the
‘abundant entrance’ at last,


“I am, in my wife’s name and my own,


“Yours very affectionately,
W. MORLEY PUNSHON.”


We invite our readers to pray for the bereaved family, and specially for that
sorrowing lady whose name is blended with that of the dear departed in the
loving letter which we have ventured to print.


Our plan for sending out evangelists to India remains where it was. We
hope that it will not end in mere words. Mr. Brown has reached Calcutta,
but will there be no others to follow? That must now rest with the Lord’s
stewards, and with the men who feel called to go.


We have letters from the Cape of Good Hope. The work needs pecuniary
he]p just now. The chapel must be paid for, and a considerable sum is
needed for that purpose. Perhaps, also, two masters are more than the
people are able to support. We should be right glad to forward speedy
help: it would be money profitably laid out.


We have republished the sermon upon “Christian Baptism,” delivered by
Mr. Hugh Stowell Brown, at the opening of the Tabernacle. It is a very
powerful plea for Believers’ Baptism, and it is issued in a neat form for one
penny by our publishers.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND.—Our dear wife’s Report has sold so well
that it has been needful to print a second edition. Many have written to say
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that its perusal has been a means of grace to them; they could not have said
anything more cheering. The little book can still be had of our publishers
for sixpence.


Her work in helping poor ministers is specially needful at this time, for the
depression in the agricultural interest has rendered it very difficult for
village churches to support their ministers. Small salaries have to be cut
down, and many men of God are left with incomes below starvation point.
Let all be doubly generous in this hour of need.


On Tuesday, April 5, the Annual Butchers’ Festival was held at the
Tabernacle, and from all we can learn it seems to have been the largest and
most successful meeting of the kind that has ever been held. We are
informed that there were 2,000 men present, in addition to between 300
and 400 master butchers and their wives; and that the provisions consumed
on rue occasion included nearly three-quarters of a ton of meat, seven and
a half hundredweights of carrots, eight hundredweights of bread, more than
a quarter of a ton of cake, a pailful of mustard, 40 lbs. of tea, 200 lbs. of
sugar, 80 lbs. of butter, and 130 quarts of milk. Mr. Murrell, as usual,
superintended the work of preparation and distribution.


The chair was occupied by W. S. Caine, Esq., M.P.; addresses were
delivered by Mr. Charles Spurgeon, Mr. Henry Varley, Mr. William Olney,
Dr. Barnardo, and Ned Wright; and Mr. Frisby’s choir rendered good
service by singing at intervals during the evening. We are sure our friend,
Mr. Varley, who is the founder of this festival, must be pleased with the
large attendance of the men, but he expresses his intense desire to see more
fruit from it. Let us pray God to bless the addresses to the conversion of
many of the butchers.


Friends in or near London who know of districts needing’ the gospel will
oblige by letting us know. The thing to be desired is a hall or large room
which we could hire, and a few true-.hearted friends to form a nucleus. Our
city grows faster than our churches. Except strenuous efforts are put forth
London will become more and more heathen. Baptist friends would find us
ready to aid them with preachers, and in


every other way within our power; but we cannot tramp over this vast
metropolis and make a personal survey. Our brethren should try to raise
churches near their own abodes if there are none, or if those which exist
are not really gospel-loving churches.
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TO ANONYMOUS DONORS.—Towards the end of January we received from
“L. M. N.” the first half of a £5 Bank of England Note, but no indication
was given as to the object to which it was to be applied, and the second
half has not yet come to hand, although the first was acknowledged as
requested in the Christian Hearld.


During the past month we have received through the International Money
Order Office an order for £5 from Germany without any intimation as to
the sender’s wishes concerning it. Will the donor kindly say how the
amount is to be appropriated?


Our best thanks are also given to a lady who has presented £110 to be
allotted among our various enterprises, and to another friend who on four
succeeding Sabbaths has added altogether £150 to the weekly offering for
the College.


COLLEGE.—Mr. J. Kemp is removing from Bares, Suffolk, to Burnley,
Lancashire; and Mr. W. W. Haines from Eye, Suffolk, to St. Leonard’s,
Sussex.


Another member of our Conference, Mr. Alexander Macfarlane, of
Wooster, Ohio, U.S.A., has” gone home.” he had won for himself a high
position among his brethren, but ere he had completed his thirty-seventh
year he was suddenly removed, another victim to this exacting age.
Without meaning to censure any one, or to blame the church over which he
presided, one of the ministers who officiated at the funeral exercises said,
in effect, “During all these two years since he came among you he should
have had only rest. He was given none, and there! (pointing to the noblest
form among them all) you have the result!” A local paper says of him, “As
a pulpit orator, he was highly gifted; and, as such, was a marked man of the
times. It may be truly said that but few men of his age, in the land of his
choice, could be ranked as equal to him in this particular .... The love and
esteem of his church, and of other churches in our city, and of the citizens
generally, were made manifest by the large attendance at his funeral, which
took place from the church where his voice while living had so earnestly
and eloquently proclaimed the glad tidings of the gospel to his fellow-
inert.”


We are glad to hear that Mr. H. R. Brown has safely reached Calcutta, on
his way to Darjeeling; and that Mr. Lyall is much better, and hopes soon to
return to his work in Africa.
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Mr. T. A. Carver leaves the College for Widnes, Lancashire, with our
earnest prayers for his success. Will all applicants for admission to the
College kindly note that we shall not be able to receive any more students
during the present year? We greatly regret that we should have had to
keep them waiting so long, but it is now clear that there will be no
vacancies for months to come. Sometimes students are hastened away from
us before their studies are complete, for the churches stand in need of
them; but at other times it happens that there is less demand,, and so the
men abide longer with us: the last is the case at this present time.


EVANGELISTS.—We have received the following report of the closing
services by Messrs. Smith and Fullerton at Halifax:— “These evangelists
brought to a close last Monday the series of services they have held in this
town, having labored here altogether about six weeks. A farewell tea was
provided in the schoolroom of the Trinity-road Chapel, to which about
four hundred persons sat down, and most of these had an opportunity to
speak with Mr. Fullerton and Mr. Smith. After tea there was a crowded
meeting in the chapel to hear farewell addresses from the brethren. Mr.
Smith, according to request, gave his experience of how he was led to
Christ, which was listened to with lively interest. Mr. Fullerton gave a most
appropriate and earnest address on three words—’ One thing I know,’
‘One thing I do,’ ‘One thing I desire’; each of which was based on a
passage of Scripture. An opportunity was given at the meeting for anyone
to tell of good received during the special services. Several persons spoke.
]During the meeting the Rev. W. Dyson, of North Parade Baptist Chapel,
and the Rev. J. Parker, M.A., of Trinity-road, spoke. Mr. Parker said that
all expenses had been met by the free-will offerings of the people, and that,
moreover, there would be a sum of not less than £100 to send as a
thankoffering to Mr. Spurgeon’s Evangelistic Fund. This elicited loud
cheers, and the audience, with much heartiness, joined there and then in
singing


‘ Praise God from whom all blessings flow.’


The tone of the meeting was inspiriting, and very encouraging throughout.


“The last preaching service conducted by the Evangelists was held on
Sunday night, in the Drill Hall. This spacious room was crowded, and the
service was a fit crowning of the work. The sermon was a most impressive
one, Mr. Fullerton setting before the people ‘Life’ and ‘Death,’ and with
much pathos entreating them to ‘choose Life’ Deuteronomy 30:19.) At the
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close there were many inquirers, and the hearts of all Christian workers
present were made to rejoice, as they had good evidence that many were
being ‘ born again.’


“The total number of inquirers who have come forward is about two
hundred; but we believe even this only represents a small proportion of the
good accomplished. The churches of the town thus cannot fail to be
numerically strengthened, and many Christians have been revived.


“The idea of sending out evangelists thus is, to our mind, an excellent way
of ‘ Launching out into the deep’ to let down the net for a great draught of
fishes. The settled ministry is not in the least interfered with, but is
materially helped, and the pastors are quietly left in their own spheres, with
nothing to trouble them but an increased flock


The evangelists have during the past month commenced at Sheffield a
series of services which promise to be the most successful they have ever
held. The town has been divided into five districts, in each of which a
fortnight is to be spent, and the closing meetings are to be held in some
large central spot. The ministers have heartily welcomed our brethren, who
find that their visit has been preceded by a week of prayer all over the
town, which has already witnessed the earnest of a great blessing.


Mr. Burnham continues his Yorkshire campaign with many signs of the
Lord’s presence. In Horsforth, especially, his visit has produced the most
blessed results. This month, from the 8th to the 13th, he is to be at
Walthamstow; 17th to 20th, Rushden, Northamptonshire; 22nd to 27th,
Bedale and Masham, Yorkshire; and 29th to June 3rd, Salterforth and
Earley, Yorkshire.


ORPHANAGE.—Our cash list reveals the fact that the “tour in the east”
made by Mr. Charlesworth and the orphan boys during the past mouth has
been financially a success, and many kind letters and appreciative
newspaper reports assure us that the institution has many faithful friends in
the Eastern Counties, and especially in the city and towns just visited. To
all sympathizers and helpers we tender our heartfelt thanks.


A friend from Cambridge has written to ask how much it will cost to
furnish one of the new houses for the orphan girls. He proposes to
undertake this work if we let him know the cost. This is a noble proposal.
It comes just as this page is being completed, and we cannot answer the
inquiry for the moment; but we will do so next month. Meanwhile, we
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thank our Cambridge friend, and hope that he has started the fashion. Will
not five others compete for the other houses?


We must now beg our friends to begin preparing for a Bazaar at
Christmas, to provide funds for completing the Girls’ Orphanage: dining-
hall, infirmary, etc. All hands to the work. This should be a grand effort of
all in every place who love our Orphanage work. PARCELS SHOULD BE


SENT TO THE STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE, and not to Westwood, or the
Tabernacle.


Annual Fete.—It may be well thus early to notify to all country friends that,
as the President’s birthday comes this year on a Sunday, the annual fete
will be held on Wednesday, June 22nd, when that portion of the new
buildings for girls which will then be complete will be formally opened, and
other interesting matters attended to.


COLPORTAGE.—The Annual Meeting of the Colportage Association is
fixed for Monday, May 16th, at the Tabernacle, when the President, C. H.
Spurgeon, will preside. Revs. R. H. Lovell, of Leytonstone, and H. Sinclair
Paterson, M.D., will address the meeting, and several of the colporteurs
will give an account of their labors. About twenty of the men will attend a
conference preceding the meeting. Will our friends muster strongly at the
annual meeting, which will certainly be one of great interest?


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.— March 25th, sixteen; 28th,:four;
31st, eleven.


INAUGURAL ADDRESS


DELIVERED AT THE SEVENTEENTH ANNUAL
CONFERENCE OF THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE ASSOCIATION,


BY C. H. SPURGEON, PRESIDENT, ON TUESDAY’, MAY 3RD,
1881.


I NEVER needed help more than now, and never felt so utterly unfitted to
give the key-note to the Conference. As you grow more numerous, more
gifted, and more experienced, I feel more and more my unworthiness to
stand foremost and lead your ranks. However, I will trust in God, and
believe that he will, by his Holy Spirit, send a word that shall be
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encouraging and quickening.  Years ago an eccentric judge, known as
Judge Foster, went upon circuit in extreme old age during a very hot
summer, and on one of the most sultry days of that summer he addressed
the grand jury at Worcester in some such terms as these,—” Gentlemen of
the Jury, it is very hot, and I am very old; you know your duties very well;
go and do them.” Following his example, I feel inclined to say to you,—
“Gentlemen, here you are assembled, I have many infirmities to bear, and
you will have great difficulty in bearing with my talk; you know your
duties; go and do them.” Action is better than speech. If I speak for an
hour I shall scarcely be able to say anything more practical— you know
your duties, go and do them. “England expects every man to do his duty”
was the rousing signal of Nelson; need I remind you that our great Lord
expects every one of his servants to occupy until he comes, and so to be a
good and faithful servant? Go forth and fulfill your Master’s high behest,
and may God’s Spirit work in you the good pleasure of your Lord. Those
who truly serve God are made to feel more and more forcibly that “life is
real, life is earnest,” if it be indeed life in Christ. In times of great pain, and
weakness, and depression, it has come over me to hope that if I should
again recover I should be more intense than ever; if I could be privileged to
climb the pulpit stairs again, I resolved to leave out every bit of flourish
from my sermons, preach nothing but present and pressing truth, and hurl it
at the people with all my might; myself living at high pressure, and putting
forth all the energy that my being is capable of. I suppose you, too, have
felt like this when you have been laid aside. You have said to yourselves,
“Playtime is over with us, we must get to work. Parade is ended, now
comes the tug of war. We must not waste a single moment, but redeem the
time, because the days are evil.” When we see the wonderful activity of the
servants of Satan, and how much they accomplish, we may well be
ashamed of ourselves that we do so little for our Redeemer, and that the
little is often done so badly that it takes as long to set it right as we spent in
the doing of it. Brethren, let us cease from regrets, and come to actual
amendment.


A great German philosopher has asserted that life is all a dream. He says
that “it is a dream composed of a dream of itself.” He believes in no actual
existence, not even in his own; even that he conceives to be but a thought.
Surely some in the ministry must be disciples of that philosophy, for they
are half asleep, and their spirit is dreamy. They speak of the eternal truth as
though it were a temporary system of belief, passing away like all other
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visions of earth. They live for Christ in a manner which would never be
thought of by a person who meant to make money, or to obtain a degree at
the university. “Why,” said one of a certain minister, “if I acted with my
business as he does in his ministry I should be in the Gazette within three
months.” It is an unhappy thing that there should be men calling themselves
ministers of Christ to whom it never seems to occur that they are bound to
display the utmost industry and zeal They seem to forget that they are
dealing with souls that may be lost for ever or saved for ever, souls that
cost the Savior’s heart’s blood. They do not appear to have understood the
nature of their calling, or to have grasped the Scriptural idea of an
ambassador for Christ. Like drowsy wagoners, they hope to get their team
safely home, though they themselves are sound asleep. I have heard of
ministers who are most lively when playing croquet or cricket, or getting
up an excursion, or making a bargain. It was said of one in my hearing,
“What a fine minister he would have been if he had only been converted.” I
heard it said of a very clever man, “He would have been a great winner of
souls if he had only believed in souls; but he believed in nothing.” It is said
of the Russian peasants that when they have done their work they will lie
on the stove, or around it, and there sleep hour after hour; and there is a
current opinion among them that they are only awake when they are
asleep, and that their waking and working hours are nothing but a horrible
dream. The moujik hopes that his dreams are facts, and that his waking
sufferings are merely nightmares. May not some have fallen into the same
notion with regard to the ministry? they are asleep upon realities, and
awake about shadows; in earnest about trifles, yet trifling about
solemnities. What God will have to say to those servants who do their own
work well and his work badly I will not attempt to foreshadow. What shall
be done to the man who displayed great capacity in his recreations, but was
dull in his devotions? active out of his calling, and languid in it? The day
shall declare it. Let us arouse ourselves to the sternest fidelity, laboring to
win souls as much as if it all depended wholly upon ourselves, while we fall
back in faith upon the glorious fact that everything rests with the eternal
God.


I see before me many who are fully aroused, and are eager in seeking the
lost; for I speak to some of the most earnest spirits in the Christian
church—evangelists and pastors whose meat and drink it is to do the will
of their Lord. But even these, who are most awake, will not differ from me
when I assert that they could be yet more aroused. My brethren, when you
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have been at your best you might have been better. Who among us might
not have had greater success if he had been ready to obtain it. When
Nelson served under Admiral Hotham, and a certain hum her of the
enemy’s ships had been captured, the commander said, “We must be
contented: we have done very well.” But Nelson did not think so, since a
number of the enemy’s vessels had escaped. “Now,” said he, “had we taken
ten sail, and allowed the eleventh to escape when it had been possible to
have got at her, I could never have called it well done.” If ‘re have brought
many to Christ we dare not boast, for we are humbled by the reflection that
more might have been done had we been fitter instruments for God.
Possibly some brother will say, “I have done all that I could do.” That may
be his honest opinion, for he could not have preached more frequently, or
held more meetings. Perhaps it is true that he has held enough meetings,
and the people have had quite enough sermons; but there might have been
an improvement in the spirit of the meetings, and in the sermons too. Some
ministers might do more in reality if they did less in appearance. A Bristol
Quaker—and Quakers are very shrewd men—years ago stepped into an
alehouse and called for a quart of beer. The beer frothed up, and the
measure was not well fillet. The Friend said to the landlord, “How much
trade art thou doing?” “Oh,” he answered, “I draw ten butts of beer a
month.” “Do thee know how thee might draw eleven butts?” “No, sir; I
wish I did.” “I will tell thee, friend; thee can do it by filling thy pots.” To
any brother who says, “I do not know how I can preach more gospel than I
do, for I preach very often,” I would reply, “You need not preach oftener,
but fill the sermons fuller of gospel.” The Savior at the marriage feast said,
“Fill the water-pots with water.” Let us imitate the servants, of whom we
read, “They filled them up to the brim.” Let your discourses be full of
matter, sound, gracious, and condensed. Certain speakers suffer from an
awful flux of words; you can scarcely spy out the poor little straw of an
idea which has been hurried down an awful Ganges or Amazon of words.
Give the people plenty of thought, plenty of Scriptural, solid doctrine, and
deliver it in a way which is growingly better,—every day better, every year
better, that God may be more glorified and sinners may more readily learn
the way of salvation.


I shall now commend to you for the perfecting of your ministry five things,
which should be in you and abound. You remember the passage which
says, “Salt, without prescribing how much.” There is no need for limiting
the quantity of any of the matters now commended to you. Here they are—
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light, fire, fat/h, life, love. Their number is five, you may count them on
your fingers; their value is inestimable, grasp them with firm hand, and let
them be carried in your hearts.


I. I commend to you most earnestly the acquisition and distribution of
LIGHT. To that end we must first get the light. Get light even of the
commonest order, for all light is good. Education upon ordinary things is
valuable, and I would stir up certain loitering brethren to make advances in
that direction. Many among you entered the College with no education
whatever; but when you left it you had learned enough to have formed the
resolution to study with all your might, and you have carried it out. I wish
that all had done so. It is a great; advantage to a minister to commence his
public life in a small village where he can have time and quiet for steady
reading: that man is wise who avails himself of the golden opportunity. We
ought not only to think of what we can now do for God, but of what we
may yet be able to do if we improve ourselves. No man should ever dream
that his education is complete. I know that my friend Mr. Rogers, though
he has passed his eightieth year, is still a student, and perhaps has more of
the true student spirit about him now than ever: will any of the younger
sort sit down in self-content? We shall continue to learn even in heaven,
and shall still be looking deeper and deeper into the abyss of divine love: it
were ill to talk of perfect knowledge here below. If a man says, “I am fully
equipped for my work, and need learn no more; I have moved here after
having been three years in the last place, and I have quite a stock of
sermons, so that I am under no necessity to read any more,” I would say to
him, “My dear friend, the Lord give you brains, for you talk like one who
is deficient in that department.” A brain is a very hungry thing indeed, and
he who possesses it must constantly feed it by reading and thinking, or it
will shrivel up or fall asleep. It is the child of the horse-leech, and it crieth
evermore, “Give, give.” Do not starve it. If such mind-hunger never
happens to you, I suspect you have no mind of any consequence.


But, brethren, see to it that you have in a sevenfold degree light of a higher
kited. You are to be, above all things, students of the Word of God: this,
indeed, is a main point of your avocation. If we do not study Scripture, and
those books that will help us to understand theology, we are but wasting
time while we pursue other researches. We should judge him to be a
foolish fellow who, while preparing to be a physician, spent all his time in
studying astronomy. There is a connection of some kind between stars and
human bones; but a man could not learn much of surgery from Arcturus or
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Orion. So there is a connection between every science and religion, and I
would advise you to obtain much general knowledge; but universal
information will be a poor substitute for a special and prayerful study of the
Scriptures, and of the doctrines contained in the revelation of God. We are
to study men and our own hearts; we ought to sit as disciples in the schools
of providence and experience. Some ministers grow fast because the great
Teacher chastens them sorely, and the chastening is sanctified; but others
learn nothing by their experience, they blunder out of one ditch into
another, and learn nothing by their difficulties but the art of creating fresh
ones. I suggest to you all the prayer of a Puritan who, during a debate, was
observed to be absorbed in writing. His friends thought he was taking
notes of his opponent’s speech, but when they got hold of his paper, they
found nothing but these words, “More light, Lord! More light, Lord.” Oh,
for more light from the great Father of lights!


Let not this light be only that of knowledge, but seek for the light of joy
and cheerfulness. There is power in a happy ministry. A lugubrious face, a
mournful voice, a languor of manner,—none of these commend us to our’
hearers; especially do they fail to attract the young. Certain strange minds
find their happiness in misery, but they are not numerous. I once had a
letter from one who told me that he came to the Tabernacle, but as soon as
he entered he felt it could not be the house of God because there were so
many present, and “Strait is the gate, and narrow is the way that leadeth
unto life, and few there be that find it.” When he looked at me he felt sure
that I was unsound, for I should not look so cheerful in the face, neither
should I be so bulky in person, if I belonged to the tried people of God.
Worst. of all, when he looked round upon the congregation, and saw their
happy countenances, he said to himself, these people know nothing about
the depravity of their hearts or the inward struggles of believers. Then he
informed me that he wended his way to a very small chapel where he saw a
minister who looked as if he had been in the furnace, and though there
were but eight persons present, they all looked so depressed that he felt
quite at home. I suppose he sat down and sang—


“My willing soul would stay
In such a frame as this,


And sit and sing herself away
From everything like bliss.”


I felt glad that the good man was enabled to enjoy a little comfortable
misery with his brethren. I did not feel at all envious; nor do I think that
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such a ministry of misery will ever draw to itself a number that no man can
number. The children of light prefer the joy of the Lord, for they find it to
be their strength.


Get plenty of light, brethren, and when you have obtained it give it out.
Never fall into the notion that mere earnestness will suffice without
knowledge, and that souls are to be saved simply by our being zealous. I
fear that we are more deficient in heat than in light; but at the same time
that kind of fire which has no light in it is of a very doubtful nature and
cometh not from above. Souls are saved by truth which enters the
understanding, and so reaches the conscience. How can the gospel save
when it is not understood? The preacher may preach with a great deal of
stamping, and hammering, and crying, and entreating, but the Lord is not in
the wind, nor in the fire—the still small voice of truth is needed to enter the
understanding, and thereby reach the heart. People must be taught. We
must “Go, and teach all nations,” making disciples of them; and I know of
no way in which you can save men without teaching on your part, and
discipleship on theirs. Some preachers, though they know a great deal, do
not teach much, because they use such an involved style. Recollect that
you are addressing people who need to be taught like children; for, though
they are grown up, the major part of our hearers, as to the things of God,
are still in a state of childhood; and if they are to receive the truth it must
be made very plain, and packed up so as to be carried away and laid up in
the memory. Therefore, brethren, give forth much holy instruction.


Some give little instruction because of their involved style; but; many fail
for other reasons; mainly because they aim at something else. Talleyrand
defines a metaphysician as a man who is very clever in drawing black lines
upon a black ground: I should like to draw black lines upon a white
ground, or else white lines on a black ground, so that they could be seen:
but certain preachers are so profound that no one understands them. On
the other hand, have you not heard sermons with great oratorical display
about them, and nothing more? You have looked on while the angel
wrought wondrously. The preacher has been like Blondin on the tight-
rope, and as we have looked at hint we have trembled, lest he should never
reach the end of his lofty period. Yet he has balanced himself admirably,
and moved along in his elevated position in a marvelous manner. When all
is over your mind is unsatisfied; for these acrobatic feats of rhetoric do not
feast the soul. Brethren, we must not make it our aim to be grand orators.
Certain men are eloquent by nature, and it is not possible for them to be
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otherwise than oratorical, any more than for nightingales to help singing
sweetly: these I do not blame, but admire. It is not the duty of the
nightingale to bring down its voice to the same tone as that of the sparrow.
Let it sing sweetly if it can do so naturally. God deserves the best oratory,
the best logic, the best metaphysics, the best of everything; but if ever
rhetoric stands in the way of the instruction of the people, a curse on
rhetoric; if any educational attainment or natural gift which we possess
should make it less easy for the people to understand us, let it perish. May
God rend away from our thought and style everything which darkens the
light, even though it should be like a costly ‘veil of rarest lace. May we use
great plainness of speech that gospel light may shine out clearly.


At this time there is a great necessity for giving much light, for a fierce
attempt is being made to quench or dim the light, Many are scattering
darkness on all sides. Therefore, brethren, keep the light burning in your
churches, keep the light burning in your pulpits, and hold it forth in the face
of men who love darkness because it favors their aims. Teach the people all
truth, and let not our distinctive opinions be concealed. There are sheep-
stealers about, who come forth in the night, and run away with our people
because they do not know our principles,—the principles of
Nonconformists, the principles of Baptists, or even the principles of
Christianity. Our hearers have got a general idea of these things, but not
enough to protect them from deceivers. We are beset not only by skeptics,
but by certain brethren who devour the feeble. Do not leave your children
to wander out without the guardianship of holy knowledge, for there are
seducers abroad who will mislead them is they can. They will begin by
calling them “dear” this, and “dear” that, and end by alienating them from
those who brought them to Jesus. If you lose your members, let it be in the
-light of day, and not through their ignorance. These kidnappers dazzle
weak eyes with flashes of novelty, and turn weak heads with wonderful
discoveries and marvelous doctrines, which all tend towards division and
bitterness, and the exaltation of their own sect. Keep the light of truth
burning, and thieves will not dare to plunder your house.


O for a church of believers in Jesus who know why they believe, in him;
persons who believe the Bib]e, and know what it contains; who believe the
doctrines of grace, and know the bearings of those truths; who know
where they are and what they are, and who therefore dwell in the light, and
cannot be deceived by the prince of darkness. Do, dear friends—I speak
specially to the younger sort among us —do let there be plenty of teaching
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in your ministry. I fear that sermons are too often judged by their words
rather than by their sense. Let it not be so with you. Feed the people
always with knowledge and understanding, and let your preaching be solid,
containing food for the hungry, healing for the sick, and light for those who
sit in darkness.


(TO BE CONTINUED.)


THE ENORMOUS GOODEBERRY


NOW is the season for paragraphs in the newspapers concerning
gooseberries which are twice as large as possible. The wonderful
information fills up a corner, and gratifies the lovers of the marvelous,
besides illustrating a style of writing which is by no means rare even among
religious people.


We have been surprised to hear of” a great work” in a place where many
intelligent residents never heard of any “work” whatever. Accompanied by
a plea for funds we have seen narratives which have been written by
excellent persons in which the descriptive adjectives may have been
accurate if judged by the standard of their writers, but were certainly
inapplicable to the matter in hand from any ordinary person’s stand-point.
We thought when we read the article that a whole neighborhood bad been
convulsed if not converted; but on inquiry of City-missionaries and Bible-
women we found that nothing particular had happened,—at least, nothing
so special as to cause excessive transports to the most hopeful.


We wish certain brethren could be taught to speak within bounds. The
common slang of the day talks of things as “awful,”” magnificent,”
“splendid,” and so forth, and this seems to have been imported into
religious reporting. It is mischievous, however, and tends to damage the
best of causes. When Christian people find things overstated they lose
confidence, and in the case of men of the world it is worse, for they use the
exaggeration as material for jests. It is always better to be under the mark
than over it when we are describing good works in which we have had a
hand. We must not put into print those sanguine ideas of things which our
hopeful minds create in our excited brains. The cause of truth can never be
aided by a deviation from truth. We may win applause at a public meeting
or excite admiration in individuals by highly colored descriptions; but the
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time comes for investigation, and when. the coloring vanishes we are sure
to be held in disrepute by those whom we deceived. The whole business of
exaggeration is wrong and must never be tolerated in ourselves or
encouraged in others: even the suppression of discouraging facts is a
doubtful piece of policy, and policy is always impolitic in Christian work.


Brethren who are rather apt to puff, let us whisper in your ears—leave the
monstrous gooseberries to the newspapers, and speak every man truth with
his neighbor.


NOTES


CONFERENCE.—THE SEVENTEENTH ANNUAL CONFERENCE of the Pastors’
College Association commenced on Monday afternoon, May 2, when a
prayer-meeting was held at the College. A large number of the ministers
and students assembled for tea at Salters’ Hall Chapel, Baxter Road,
Islington, by invitation of Pastor A. Bax and his friends. They were a happy
party, and their hosts made them even more so. In the evening the chapel
was well filled for a public meeting, at which the president, C. H.
Spurgeon, took the chair. Addresses were delivered by Mr. W. Y.
Fullerton, and Pastors W. Pert-man, Herne Bay; C. Spurgeon, Greenwich;
and C. A. Davis, Bradford. It was a living meeting with real spirit in it, a
happy omen for the rest of the week. Simultaneously with this gatherings,
prayer-meeting was held at the Tabernacle, led by the Vice-President, J. A.
Spurgeon, when earnest prayers were offered for a blessing upon all the
engagements of the week.


On Tuesday morning, May 3, about an hour and a half was spent in praise
for past mercies, and prayer for future favors. The fire burned as soon as it
was kindled, and within half an hour hearts began to glow, for the heavenly
flame was among us. The President appropriately referred to the deaths of
Pastors Charles Hill, T. Colville, and A. Macfarlane, and prayer was
presented on behalf of their bereaved relatives. Letters were read from
brethren still spared, but suffering; and also the communications from
Australian and Canadian pastors, which will be found in the report, at the
end of the present magazine. Very touching were the prayers for the sick
and absent: heart-work was going on. Shortly after noon the President
commenced the delivery of his inaugural address, the first part of which
appears in another page. At its close, and after a brief recess, the
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Conference business was transacted. Amongst items of general interest the
following only need be mentioned,—the names of thirty-two students who
have been in the College for six months were added to the Conference roll;
and certain other names, for various reasons, were removed from the list.
The report of the Assurance community showed that the receipts had been
£58, and the payments £65 17s. 6d.; the deficiency of £7 17s. 6d. being
met by the President and the Treasurer, C. F. Allison, Esq., who was
heartily thanked for his management of the fund, and requested to continue
his services during the ensuing year. It was agreed that Monday, June 20th,
in the present year, should be observed as far as possible as a DAY OF


UNITED PRAYER by all the churches connected with the Conference. The
President earnestly entreats the brethren to take this in hand in downright
earnest.


Dinner was provided at the Tabernacle each day under the care of Mr.
Murrell and his assistants. All the commissariat arrangements of the week
were most satisfactory. On Tuesday, after tea at the Orphanage, the
evening was profitably spent in listening to the singing of the orphan boys,
and addresses upon the Liberation question by Pastor G. Duncan, Oakes
Lindley, Huddersfield; and the Rev. J. Guinness Rogers, B.A. Very hearty
and joyous was the spirit which prevailed at every gathering.


On Wednesday morning, May 4, a considerable time was devoted to prayer
on behalf of evangelistic effort, in anticipation of the addresses to be
delivered upon the subject, “How to win souls, and evangelize England.”
Pastors A. G. Brown, East London Tabernacle; C. B. Sawday, Vernon
Chapel, Pentonville: H. E. Stone, Nottingham Tabernacle; and W. Y.
Fullerton spoke upon the topic selected, as did also the following members
of the Baptist Union Evangelistic Committee:—Mr. Win. Olney, Revs. W.
Sampson, J. T. Wigner, and W. Penfold Cope; and the Rev. H. L.
Wayland, D.D., of Philadelphia. It was a morning well spent. No man
could fail to be aroused to more earnest action. Much agony of heart was
felt by some of the speakers as they described the sad condition of the
masses, and expressed their fears that they were not even now reached in
their lowest depths by any known agency. There was much good, practical
talk, and we hope that something will come of it to the glory of God and
the benefit of the people.


In the afternoon the subscribers and friends met for tea, after which the
Annual Meeting was held under the chairmanship, first, of John Houghton,
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Esq., of Liverpool, and afterwards, of the Rt. Hon. W. McArthur, M.P.,
the Lord Mayor. Prayer was offered by the Rev. W. Brock. The President
summarized the report for the year, and addresses were delivered by the
two chairmen, George Palmer, Esq., M.P., Dr. Wayland, Mr. J. Manton
Smith, and Pastors T. G. Tarn, Cambridge; J. G. Wilson, Southend; G.
Simmons, New Malden; and W. Hobbs, Lower Norwood. At nine o’clock
the visitors adjourned to the Tabernacle Lecture Hall, where Mr. Murroll
and his co-workers had once more prepared with great taste the supper
given by Mr. Spurgeon and two friends. After the collectors had passed
round the tables, the President was able to announce as the total of
donations and promises, £2,166, a higher amount than had ever been
reached before. The doxology was sung as an expression of gratitude for
this signal favor, and the large company dispersed, thankful for the share
they had been permitted to take in providing for the Tabernacle “school of
the prophets” for another year.


On Thursday morning, May 5, after a season of devotion, the Vice-
President delivered an address founded upon the words, “Daily shall he be
praised.” (Psalm 72:15.) Pastor T. Harley, John-street Chapel, Bedford-
row, then read his carefully-pre-pared paper upon “The witness of the Old
Testament to Christ,” which was followed by an interesting discussion
upon the position of scientific men toward the Word of God. The President
announced that Mrs. Spurgeon had hoped to see the brethren, but not
being well enough to do so, she had sent them a book, “In Prospect of
Sunday.” The following resolution was carried by acclamation, and the
President requested to convey it to his afflicted wife:—” That our sincere,
and tender, and hearty thanks be presented to Mrs. Spurgeon for her
thoughtfulness of us, and for her wise choice of a book so likely to be
useful to us.”


In the afternoon a large number of friends met for tea, and afterwards the
Tabernacle was nearly crowded for the annual public meeting. C. H.
Spurgeon presided, and reported the progress of the College during the
past twelve months. Mr. Frisby’s evangelistic choir led the singing, which
consisted of several fine old-fashioned tunes, and addresses were given by
the Vice-President, and Pastors H. Bradford, Brixham; J. Wilson,
Woolwich; and W. Hailstone, Birmingham. Mr. Bradford’s story of the
Lord’s work among the sailors at Brixham ,thrilled the whole audience,
many of whom, no doubt, joined in the earnest prayer offered by Pastor W.
Anderson, Reading, that a similar blessing might be poured out upon other
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churches. At the close of the meeting the ministers and students repaired to
the lecture-hall, where Mr. Murrell was again prepared to entertain them in
the usual sumptuous fashion. The President being too weary to stay, the
Vice-President took the chair, and, after prayer, reminded the brethren that
in July next the College will have been in existence for a quarter of a
century, and that as there had been a pastoral silver-wedding and a
domestic silver-wedding celebration, so it had been thought well to take
advantage of the absence of the President to consider the desirability of
arranging for the commemoration of the College Silver Wedding. It was
unanimously resolved, “That we have a memorial of our College Silver
Wedding, and that the form the memorial shall take be decided upon by a
committee composed of the tutors of the College, Pastors A. G. Brown,
Cuff, .W. Anderson, Gange, Geo. Hill, M.A., Medhurst, and Tarn, and any
others whom they think it wise to add to their number.”


On Friday morning, May 6, after prayer by several brethren and the
President’s father, our venerable but youthful friend, Professor Rogers,
delivered a special farewell address upon the words, “Christ also,”
founding his remarks upon the passage” Ye believe in God, believe also in
me” (John 14:1). Mr. Rogers has prepared for the press all the addresses
delivered by him at our annual Conferences, and we have arranged for our
publishers to issue them as soon as possible in a neat volume, which will,
we hope, secure a wide circulation. After a brief interval the brethren
assembled for worship, and the President preached a short sermon from the
text, “Casting all your care upon him, for he careth for you” (1 Peter 5:7).
Then followed the communion, and our closing psalm sung as usual by the
whole assembly standing with hands linked, in token of our holy
brotherhood. At the dinner-table, our faithful Remembrancer, Pastor F. H.
White, informed us that the contributions to the College funds from the
ministers and students had greatly exceeded last year’s amount, 185
pastors having collected or given £561 9s. 11d., to which the students had
added £124 17s. 9d., whereas the total sum reported last Conference was
only £516 16s. 11d. Thanks were then heartily given to all friends Who had
not been previously remembered, and in reply Mr. Murrell and Revs. W.
Sampson and John Spurgeon spoke, the doxology was sung, and the
benediction pronounced, and so ended what all must have felt was a time
of unbounded mercy and blessing.


Mr. Spurgeon was able to be present all the week, but on Saturday he was
over-taken by a rheumatic affection of the heel, which prevented his being
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able to stand, and so for one Sabbath he was debarred the privilege of
preaching. The attack, however, passed off in a few days, and he was again
upon his feet. The strain of such meetings from morning to night upon one
who leads them is no small matter, and it is not wonderful that a frail body
should somewhat suffer as the result.


COLLEGE.—Mr. W. W. Blocksidge, having completed his course with us,
will shortly settle at New Brompton near Chatham. This district contains
24,000 inhabitants, with church and chapel accommodation for less than
3,000, and no Baptist Chapel at all. The only place that could be obtained
for a preaching-room was a hall holding 120 people, and there, in spite of
many inconveniences, services have been held for more than two years. A
church has been formed, which numbers between i0 and 50 members. A
site for a chapel has been purchased, and after paying for the land about
£200 in cash and promises remains as the nucleus of a building fund. A
schoolroom and vestries will probably be erected first, and we shall be glad
to receive contributions in aid of the work. We do not know of a district
which offers a more hopeful field. Will not the Lord give the word to
certain of his stewards to send on the amount needed for a place of
worship for this hopeful band of believers?


Mr. A. McCaig has accepted the pastorate of the church at Streatham. Mr.
G. Samuel is removing shortly from Penge to Aston Park, Birmingham;
Mr. T. Hagen from Great Yarmouth to Coalville, Staffs; and Mr. S.
Skingle from Mossley to Retford, Notts.


We have been very pleased to be able, through the kindness of a friend, to
send help to Mr. Hamilton to assist him in his arduous undertaking at Cape
Town. He has our entire confidence and affection, and we believe that the
Lord by him has done a great work, and will do yet more. It will afford us
the utmost delight to send more help to this truly missionary brother.


EVANGELISTS.—Messrs. Smith and Fullerton continue at work in Sheffield.
One of the ministers of the town sends us the following report of the
services held up to the present time:—


“We are happy to report that the mission of our friends, Messrs. Fullerton
and Smith, is most manifestly growing in favor and power, and bids fair
both to rouse the churches connected with the movement, and to reach
large numbers outside all the religious communities.







416


“The evangelists came to Sheffield on the 10th April, in response to a
cordial invitation from all the Independent, Baptist, and Presbyterian
ministers in the town. The first fortnight was devoted to Attercliffe, a
densely populated district. Here the members of the churches took up the
work with great enthusiasm—early morning meetings at seven o’clock
were crowded, and throughout a deep spirit of earnestness and expectancy
was maintained. Already there is reason to believe that the results will fully
justify the faith that has been in such vigorous exercise.


“From the 24th April to the 12th May the effort has been confined to the
center of the town. With the exception of two or three days during which
our friends were absent in order that they might attend the College
Conference, all the meetings have been well attended: on many occasions
the largest chapel in the district, holding about twelve hundred people, has
been quite full.


“The Song Services given on Saturday evenings have become great
favorites. It is evident that soon none of our chapels will be large enough
to hold the crowds that flock from all parts of the town.


“On Sunday, 8th inst., a meeting for men only was held in a chapel seating
nearly twelve hundred: a copy of the Postman was promised in exchange
for the ticket of admission, as an additional help in getting the place filled.
However, when the time came, the stream of men from all directions
dispelled all fear—the chapel was crowded—Mr. Smith’s happy face and
cheerful address, together with some good-tempered drilling in the singing
and chorus, at once won the hearts of all, and admirably prepared the way
for the direct appeals of the gospel which came after.


“At the close, when the men were asked about another meeting in that
place, voices from the pews immediately responded that they must have a
larger place. On Sunday last (15th), the Albert Hall was secured. Tickets
were issued for about two thousand seats for men, and about one thousand
for women. Long before the time for beginning the meeting the hall was
crammed, and hundreds clamored for admission. An overflow meeting had
to be improvised in a lower room, into which very quickly over three
hundred men and women were packed, so that probably some three
thousand five hundred were brought together to listen to the gospel at
those meetings. Next Sunday we intend arranging the meeting for men
only: there can be no doubt the hall will be crowded. Our friends have
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already gained a firm grip of the attention and of the hearts of the working
men of the town.


“On Sunday evening the work was begun in a suburban district at Glossop-
road Baptist Church. People began to flock to the service at 5.45. Before
6.30 the church, which is returned to seat eight hundred, by the aid of
forms and extra seats, contained about one thousand two hundred: an
overflow meeting in the schoolroom had to be begun, into which, however,
only about two hundred and fifty could be got: we have reason to believe
many must have been turned away. Nearly all the congregation remained to
the prayer-meeting at the close, and the attention throughout the whole
service was most impressive, while proofs of deep feeling were very often
to be seen.


“There are yet four other districts of the town to be visited. We believe the
movement is growing in depth as well as in breadth. Already there have
been many most marked proofs of the Holy Spirit’s working; but we trust
these have only been as the droppings before the shower about to fall.


“The noonday prayer-meetings have been well sustained from the first. Of
the special meetings for children and for women, we have not time to
write. In them at the peculiarly rich adaptation of our friends to their
special work has been shown; and, better than all, the Master’s presence
has been felt. May God’s fullest blessing rest upon our town is our united
prayer.”


Mr. Burnham has been prosecuting’ his work with his usual zeal and
success, and this month, after being with us at the Conference, and holding
services in Waltham-stow, returns to carry on his Yorkshire campaign.


Mr. G. W. Linnecar, “: the Sailor Evangelist,” asks us to say that he is
willing to give three days each month to evangelistic effort in connection
with our brethren’s churches. He would prefer to visit seaside places. His
address is—-2, Myrtle Villas, Bellenden-road, Peckham, S.E. He is a rough
and ready brother, well fitted, by God’s blessing, to get at the hearts of
sailors.


ORPHANAGE.—-Just as we are making up the “Notes” we hear that
another little lad has passed away from the infirmary. We have for some
time expected this, and can only regard it as a happy release.
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Mr. Charlesworth and a choir of the boys have been for a brief tour in
South Wales, visiting Newport, Cardiff, and Bridgend, and have had a
most enthusiastic reception. They are not home at the time we write, and
therefore we cannot give details of their visits.


Special Notice.—The Annual Fete will be held on WEDNESDAY, JUNE


22nd, when the girls’ houses will be open for inspection, although we
hardly expect that any of them will be quite complete. It would greatly
cheer us to see many friends from the country. Refreshments are provided
on the ground, so that they can spend a long afternoon and evening at the
Orphanage. If the Lord should move some friends to be doubly generous
just now, so as to finish off the building of the Girls’ Orphanage, we should
indeed be rejoiced.


We have now ascertained that the cost of furnishing the four center houses
will be about £250 each, and the two end houses. which are much. larger,
£460 each. Samuel Barrow, Esq., who rendered us such admirable service
in the building of the Girls’ Orphanage, has now placed us under further
obligation by generously promising to furnish his house, “The Olives.” Mr.
Rickett has also paid the noble sum of £1,000, which it was estimated that
“The Limes” house, without the schoolroom above, would cost furnished;
and £2,220 has been either paid or promised by the trustees for the building
and furnishing of their house. Then we have the inquiry from Cambridge,
to which we alluded last month, which we hope will lead to the furnishing
of another house; but to make sure we must now ask for sufficient to
furnish the two larger houses and one smaller one—this will certainly
require £1,200. Then will follow the dining-hall, girls’ infirmary, and other
buildings, towards which we have one donation of £1,000 which was
reported before. This is a noble beginning, but a large sum will be needed.
The Lord’s arm is not shortened:, and he will surely send the whole
amount required.


As soon as possible a meeting of the ladies who are likely to help the
Bazaar at Christmas will be held, and in the meantime will all friends work
away vigorously, so that the whole affair may be carried through With the
same hearty zeal which has been displayed all along/, even to this present
time ‘: If all over the country ladies will work for this Bazaar, we shall
finish the Orphanage at a stroke, but it must be taken up on all hands or it
will not succeed. We shall be glad to hear from ladies who would take
stalls.
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COLPORTAGE.—The Annual Meeting of the Colportage Association was
held at the Tabernacle, in connection with the usual prayer-meeting, on
Monday evening May 16. More than thirty of the colporteurs had spent the
previous day in prayer and conference with the committee, and on Monday
afternoon they were addressed by Mr. Spurgeon upon the requisites to
success in the spiritual portion of their work. A large number of friends
assembled for the public meeting, at which Mr. Spurgeon presided:
addresses were given by the Revs. H. Sinclair Paterson, M.D., and R. H.
Lowell, and several of the colporteurs related interesting incidents that had
occurred in connection with their work. During 1880 the 79 colporteurs
employed by the Association have sold 7,80i Bibles, 10,675 Testaments,
96,073 bound books, 9,041 packets of texts, and 272,698 magazines; and
they have also visited 630,993 families, and conducted 6,745 religious
services. This is one of the best of our enterprises, and deserves to receive
ten times its present support. It is one of the cheapest and best ways of
spreading the gospel in the dark parts of our land. What can we say to
interest Christian people in it? If it does not from its own intrinsic merit win
sympathy no words of ours will do it.


PERSONAL NOTES.—A friend living in Surrey writes as follows:—” We
hold meeting for the preaching of the Gospel in our drawing-room every
Sabbath evening, as there is no place of worship here but the church, which
is Ritualistic. All are made welcome at our service, but it is principally
attended by the poor. We sometimes have an evangelist, or other preacher,
but when we are unable to secure the services of such I read one of your
sermons. Recently I selected No. 1,211, (‘The Hospital of Waiters visited
with the Gospel,’) and about the middle of the sermon, as I was reading, I
looked up, and caught such a beaming glance from a woman whom we
knew to be under conviction of sin that I felt perfectly sure that she had
found peace; and on the following Tuesday she wrote and told Mrs. — that
it was so, and that it came to her at the time I noticed her looking up.”


Another friend, in Middlesex, writes:— “Last week I was visiting in our
village among the poor, and entered the room of poor old needlewoman, a
godly soul. As she cannot get out much to the services of the church I
advised her to read your sermons as a source of comfort; and joy’ She then
told me that for the past twenty years she has earned a bare pittance With
her needle, often and often finding herself on the Saturday with only
threepence to carry her on until Monday. Feeling the great blessing your
sermons were to her she would lay out her store thus—ld, sermon, ld.
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bread, and ld. tea, ‘ and,’ said the good woman, ‘ I would not have
changed places with the Queen when I got into the cream of the sermon,
and I often forgot to eat my bread.’ After the  sermons have accumulated,
although a feeble soul, she has gone about distributing them so that others
might share the blessing with her.” The following cheering note comes
from the United States:—-” It will refresh your heart to learn that a
beloved pastor in this country (whose teaching and preaching are a striking
contrast to the vapid utterances of the humanitarians and sentimentalists
who abound in all our cities,) received through your ministry some years
ago a very great blessing. He visited England, and planned to hear all the
men of note in London. On his arrival he happened to learn that you were
to speak one afternoon in the neighborhood of his hotel. That sermon did
him so much good that he followed you around, and during his six weeks
in London heard no other preacher. Your vindication of God’s grace, and
advocacy of his sovereignty in salvation, and your clear presentation of
faith and assurance so filled him, and confirmed his own views of divine
truth that he returned to his own country strong in the Lord and in the
power of his might. He often speaks of that visit, and I have heard him
frequently thank God/or your ministry. He is truly a witness to the
sufficiency of the Atonement, and a noble opposer of that science falsely
so-called which belittles the word of Revelation. I refer to Dr.—, of —
author of —-., &e. He was too modest  to introduce himself.”


A minister in St. Petersburg sends us the following:—” By your sermons,
etc., you are having a part in the great work of spreading Christ’s kingdom
both in St. Petersburg and in the interior. You are well known among the
priests, who seem glad to get hold of your translated sermons, and, strange
to say, I know cases in which the Censor has readily given consent for your
works to be translated when he has been reluctant respecting many.”


Another friend in the same city, who distributes our sermons, says that he
gave one recently to an old Russian pope, or priest, who called upon him
one Sunday while engaged at family prayer, and tried to sell him some
pork. He says that he will get all the other sermons that are translated, and
give them to as many popes as he can find access to.


The Rev. Joseph Cook, the Boston Monday Lecturer, has been at the
Tabernacle twice during the past month, and on the 31st of May is to be
there again, when he is to deliver his last lecture in London on “Certainties
in Religion.” On Sunday afternoon, May 1, Mr. Cook preached the annual
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sermon at the Tabernacle under the auspices of the National Temperance
League; and on Tuesday Evening, May 10, he delivered his popular lecture
entitled, “Does death end all?” In the absence, through illness, of his
brother, Pastor J. A. Spurgeon took the chair. All bear testimony to the
force of Mr. Cook’s testimony to the orthodox faith. He has done good
service in the United States in defense of the gospel, and he comes to us
with the commendation of ministers concerning whose soundness in the
faith no question can be raised. We might not endorse every expression
used by Mr. Cook, but of his intense’, earnestness for the old-fashioned
gospel we have the fullest evidence, and of his ability to defend it against
philosophical skeptics we have abundant proof. From his own lips we have
had the clearest testimony, not only to the gospel, but to that form of it
which is known as thoroughly Calvinistic.


The style in which meetings are reported in the American press is often of
the most telling kind. Often when we have been reading Transatlantic
papers our feeble pen would have blushed at its own ineffectual attempts if
it had not been too much covered with ink. Here is an extract from the
-Examiner and Chronicle which ought not to die: in addition to the local
news it contains such rich morsels that it makes good reading for people
who do not know Cleveland, or its Baptist Social Union, or the pastor who
is so likely to be kidnapped if he be too publicly exhibited.


Rev. W. C. P. Rhodes also pleased eye? one by a thoughtful speech on
“The Baptists—one in feeling, and one in work.” As we were, coming out
we met one of his parishioners. “That was art excellent address,” said one.
“How does that compare with his ordinary work?” “Well,” he answered, “I
will tell you a little incident. When the Convention met at Dayton, some
time since, our pastor preached the sermon. At the close of the service a
gentleman from Cincinnati came up to one of our members, and said, ‘ Can
he do like that every time? ‘ ‘Yew,’ was the reply. ‘ Well, you had better
not show him around much, or you will lose him.’“ Here are a few of his
thoughts—” The city church can well afford to send out aid to these weak
country fields, for many of its future deacons are to come from among
those country boys. It will only be as when the heart sends forth the blood
to all parts of the body, to receive it purified back: from the lungs again.”
“We need to stand together. A hundred churches may be working apart,
each building its own monument, and they may be only like the isolated
stones of a cemetery. But let them all work together, and they will be
raising a temple to the great God, complete in all its parts.”
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Of course the chief attraction of the day was Rev. Dr. Broadus, of
Louisville, Ky., that master of public address, when he feels well. We add
this latter clause, because it is true of every master of public address.
Beecher says “a man can’t preach with a peg in his boot, whoever he is.”
We have heard Beecher himself when he was positively dull. We have read
the same testimony concerning Webster; and Paul once put a man to sleep,
so that he tumbled out of the window. Some of us can do that now. It is a
dangerous experiment, however, as unfortunately we do not possess Paul’s
power to bring him back to life again if he gets killed.


Dr. Broadus evidently had on his old shoes, however, yesterday. Not a peg
in them. tie could not have done better if he had been positively barefooted.
He felt well. So did all the rest of us. His theme was “An investment that
pays big dividends.” That is—that was the sign in the shop window
intended to call in customers, selected and hung there, not by the Doctor,
but by the Committee who invited him. The real stock on hand which he
dealt out was “The advantages of college education.” Of course, we can
give no just synopsis. The truth is, a really effective speech never can be
reported. It is like fireworks on the fifth of July—the powder all out of
them. We might as well try to show our country friends what the ocean is
by taking spoonful home.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.— April 25th, nineteen; 28th, fifteen.


ANNUAL REPORT OF THE PASTOR’S COLLEGE


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1880-81.


ON inquiring ‘the other day for the secretary of one of our largest societies
I was informed that he had gone to the ‘sea-side for a month, in order that
he might have quiet to prepare the. report. I do not wonder at this if he has
aforetime written many descriptions of the same work, for every },ear
increases the difficulty unless a man is prepared to say the same thing over
and over again. Very few can, like Paganini, perform so admirably on one
string that everybody is charmed with the melody. The task grows still
harder when the year has been peaceful and successful. It has been truly
said, “Happy is the nation which has no history,” because it has been free
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from changes, wars, convulsions, and revolutions; but I may remark, on the
other hand, unhappy is the historian .who has to produce a record of a
certain length concerning a period which has been innocent of striking
events, making bricks without straw is nothing to it. The Pastors’ College
has of late maintained the even tenor of its way, knowing little of external
attack and nothing of internal strife. Regular in its work, and fixed in its
purpose, its movement has been calm and strong. Hence there are no
thrilling incidents, painful circumstances, or striking occurrences with
‘which to fill my page and thrill my reader’s soul. Gratitude writ large is
about the only material at hand out of which to fashion my report. ‘“ Bless
the Lord, O my soul” is my one song, and I feel as if I could repeat it a
thousand times.


The College started with a definite doctrinal basis. I never affected ‘to
leave great questions as moot points to be discussed in the Hall, ,and
believed or not believed, as might be the fashion of the hour. The creed of
the College is well known, and we invite none to enter who do not accept
it. The doctrines of grace, coupled with a firm belief in human
responsibility, are held with intense conviction, and those who do not
receive them would not find themselves at home within our walls. The
Lord has sent us tutors who are lovers of sound doctrine, and zealous for
the truth. No uncertain sound has been given forth at any time, and we
would sooner close the house than have it so. Heresy in colleges means
false doctrine throughout: the churches: to defile the fountain is to pollute
the streams. Hesitancy which might be tolerated in an ordinary minister
would utterly disqualify a teacher of teachers. The experiment of
Doddridge ought to satisfy all godly ,men, that colleges without, dogmatic
evangelical teaching are more likely to be seminaries of Socinianism than
schools of the prophets. Old Puritanic theology has been heartily accepted
by those received into our College, and on leaving it they have almost with
one consent remained faithful to that which they have received, The men
are before the public in every part of the country, and their testimony is
well known.


This Institution has now reached its twenty-fifth year, and its object, spirit,
and manner of work remain the same. It was intended from the first to
receive young men who had been preaching for a sufficient time to test
their abilities and their call to the work of the ministry; and such young
men have been forthcoming every year in growing numbers. Some bodies
of Christians have to lament that their ministry is not’ adequately supplied:
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I know of one portion of the church which is sending up to heaven bitter
lamentations because as the fathers depart to their rest there is scanty hope
that their places will be: filled; but among the Baptists the candidates for
the ministry are, if possible, too plentiful. This is a new state of things, and
is to be interpreted as indicating growth and zeal. Certainly the applicants
are not tempted by rich livings, or even by the prospect of competent
support; or, if they are, I take abundant pains to set before them the
assured truth that they will find our ministry to be a warfare abounding in
long marches and stern battles; but equally notable for meager rations. Still
they come, and it needs a very hard heart to repel them, and to refuse to
eager’ brethren. the drill and equipment which they covet so earnestly. If it
were wise to increase the number of students, another hundred of suitable
men could at once be added to those who are already under tuition.


From the commencement our main’ object was to help men who from lack
of funds could not obtain an education for themselves. These have been
supplied, not only with tuition and books, gratis, but with board and
lodging, and in some cases with clothes and pocket money. Some very
successful brethren needed everything, and if they had been required to pay
they must have remained illiterate preachers to this day. Still, year by year
the number of men who are ready to .support themselves in whole or in
part has increased, and, I believe, that it is increasing and will increase. As
a college we have had to struggle with a repute based upon falsehood and
created by jealousy; but this has not injured us to any great extent; for men
come to us from America, Australia, and the Cape, and applications have
frequently been made from foreign countries. German students have
attended our classes during their own vacations, and members of other
colleges are usually to be seen at our lectures. The Institution never
deserved to be charged with giving a mere apology for an education; and if
ever that reproach could have been justly cast upon us it is utterly
undeserved now that the time of study has become more extended, and a
fuller course of training has thus become possible. Scholarship for its own
sake was never sought and never will be within the Pastors’ College; but to
help men to become efficient preachers has been and ever will be the sole
aim of all those concerned in its management. I shall not, in order to
increase our prestige, refuse poor men, or zealous young Christians whose
early education has been neglected. Pride would suggest that we take “a
better class of men,” but experience shows that they are not better, that
eminently useful men spring from all ranks, that diamonds may be found in







425


the rough, and that some who need most pains in the polishing reward our
labor a thousandfold. My friends will still stand by me in my desire to aid
the needy but pious brother. and we shall rejoice together as we continually
see the ploughman, the fisherman, and the mechanic taught the way of God
more perfectly, and enabled through divine grace to proclaim in the
language of the people the salvation of our God.


During the past year about 120 men have been with us; but as some have
come and others have gone, the average number in actual residence has
averaged one hundred. Of these a few have been with us three years, and
more have entered upon the third year. The rule is, that a man’s usual
period terminates at the end of two years, and his remaining longer
depends upon the judgment formed of him. Certain men will never get
beyond an English education, and to detain them from their work is to
repress their ardor, without bestowing a compensatory advantage. In other
cases, the longer the period of study the better. Probably the third year is to
many a student more useful than the other two, and he goes forth to his
life-work more thoroughly prepared. I could not lengthen the course in
former days, when churches tempted the brethren away before the proper
time, as they too often did. They told these raw youths that it was a pity to
delay, that if they left their studies souls might be saved, and I know not
what besides;; and some were induced to run away, as Rowland Hill would
have said, before they had pulled their boots on. If I constrained them to
remain, the good deacons of the eager churches thought me a sort of harsh
jailer who locked up his prisoners, and would not give them up at the
entreaty of their friends. One wrote and bade me loose the brother, for the
Lord had need of him, and I would have let the young man go if I had
thought that he was one of the donkeys to whom the passage referred.
That a number of brethren may have entered upon their ministry
prematurely was no fault of mine, but of those who tempted them to quit
their classes too soon. However, there have been periods, in which there is
a lull in the demand of the churches for ministers, and then we have been
able to retain the men for a longer season. Such a time is passing over us
just now, and I do not regret it, for I am persuaded it is good to give the
brethren a longer space for preparatory study.


A short time ago I was compelled to look up to God for special direction
in the matter of tutors. Our honored friend, Rev. George Rogers:, grew
old, and the question was how would his place be: supplied. Many years
ago I said of him what I could repeat with loving emphasis at this moment:
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“This gentleman, who has remained during all this period our principal
tutor, is a man of Puritanic stamp, deeply learned, orthodox in doctrine,
judicious, witty, devout, earnest, liberal in spirit, and withal juvenile in
heart to an extent most remarkable in one of his years. My connection with
him has been one of uninterrupted comfort and delight. The most sincere
affection exists between us, we are of one mind and one heart, and what is
equally important,. he has in every case secured not merely the respect but
the filial love of every student.” The time came when, at eighty years of
age, the veteran saw fit to retire, but he did it with such grace that not a
jarring word or thought arose out of it; and then the Lord heard prayer and
showed how the work could still be carried on efficiently. Mr. Gracey, a
most able classical tutor, became the principal; Mr. Fergusson cultivated
other branches of service; and Mr. Marchant, of Hitchin, one of our own
home-born men, took the juniors, and has proved himself in all respects fit:
for the office. Mr. Rogers comes up once a week to give a cheering word,
and the other three tutors work together in happy harmony. The change
has been gently made, and the train has almost imperceptibly glided from
the old rail to the new: our venerable friend is missed exceedingly in many
ways; but still God has wonderfully prepared others to continue Mr.
Rogers’ work so much in his own spirit and manner that all of us unite in
praising God that the alteration which has taken place has involved so little
change.


I have been very ill through the greater part of the past year, and hive
therefore been unable to give so much personal service to the College as I
have usually done. This has been a sore trial to me; but it has been much
alleviated by my beloved brother, J. A. Spurgeon, the vice-president, who
has looked after everything with great care; and I have also been greatly
comforted by the knowledge that the tutors are as deeply concerned about
the holy service as ever I can be. It has been my joy to learn that the
College was never in a better state in all respects than now, and that the
men under training give promise of becoming useful preachers. I have had
very little weeding work to do on my coming back to my place, and those
whom I have removed were not chargeable with any fault, but their
capacity was questioned by the tutors. All through the year this painful
operation has to be carried on, and it always causes me much grief, but it is
a necessary part of my official duty as president. Young men who come to
us loaded with testimonials, are occasionally found after a while to be
lacking in application, or in spiritual power; and after due admonishment
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and trial they have to be sent back to the place from whence they came;
others are as good as gold, but their heads ache, and their health fails under
hard study, or from lack of mental capacity they cannot master the subjects
placed before them: these must be kindly, but firmly, set aside: but I always
dread the task. This thinning-out process is done with conscientiousness
under the guidance of the tutors; but this year there has been little need of
it, and I have rejoiced in the fact, since frequent depression of spirit has
made it undesirable to have much trying work to do. I am glad to say that
very rarely have I had to deal with a case of moral failure. Bad young men
have crept in among us, and no men are perfect; but I have great comfort
in seeing the earnest and prayerful spirit which has prevailed among the
brotherhood.


Foremost among our aims is the promotion of a vigorous spiritual life
among those who are preparing to be under-shepherds of Christ’s flock.
By’ frequent meetings for prayer, and by other means, we labor to maintain
a high tone of spirituality. I have endeavored in my lectures and addresses
to stir up the holy fire; for well I know that if the heavenly flame burns low
nothing else will avail. The earnest action of the College Missionary
Society has been a source of great joy to me, for above all things I desire
to see many students devoting themselves to foreign work. The
Temperance Society also does a good work, and tends to keep alive among
the men a burning hatred of England’s direst curse.


We need the daily prayer of God’s people that much grace may be with all
concerned in this important business; for what can we do without the Holy
Spirit? How few ever pray for students! If ministers do not come up to the
desired standard, may not the members of the churches rebuke themselves
for having restrained prayer on their account? When does a Christian
worker more need prayer than in his early days, when his character is
forming and his heart is tenderly susceptible both of good and evil
influences? I would beseech all who have power with God to remember
our Colleges in their intercessions. The solemn interests involved in the
condition of these schools of the prophets compel me to entreat, even unto
tears, that the hopeful youth of our ministry may not be forgotten in the
supplications of the saints. For us also, who have the responsible duty of
guiding the minds of these young men, much prayer is requested, that we
may have wisdom, love, gentleness, firmness, and abounding spiritual
power. It is not every man who can usefully influence students, nor can the
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same men have equal power at all times. The divine Spirit is needed, and
He is given to them that ask for his sacred teaching.


In Great Britain 355 former students are preaching the word, some in the
more prominent pulpits of the denomination and others in positions where
their patience and self-denial are severely tested by the present depression
in trade, and the consequent inability of rural congregations; to furnish
them with adequate support. The College has reason to rejoice not only in
the success of her most honored sons, but in the faithfulness and
perseverance of the rank and file, whose service, although they are little
noticed on earth, will receive the “well done” of the Lord.


This Institution is not alone a College, but a Home and Foreign Missionary
Society. Our three Evangelists have traversed the land with great diligence,
and the Lord has set his seal to their work. Messrs. Fullerton and Smith
work together, and God has given them marvelous success;. Mr. Burnham
journeys by himself, singing and preaching with much blessing, while Mr.
Parker and others are most usefully occupied in preaching the word from
place to place.


It is my greatest pleasure to aid in commencing new churches. The oftener
brethren can create their own spheres the more glad shall I be. It is not
needful to repeat the details of former reports;, but many churches have
been founded through the College, and there are more to follow. I
announced at the beginning of this enterprise that it was not alone for the
education of ministers, but for the general spread of the gospel, and this
has been adhered to, a part of the income being always expended in that
direction.


A very considerable number of Pastors’ College men are to be found at the
Antipodes. I cannot forget that there I have a beloved son; but next to that
in nearness to my heart is the fact that so many of my’ spiritual sons are
there, prospering, and bringing glory to God. It was with no little delight
that I received the following letter from some of them. Readers must kindly
excuse expressions of affection which are so natural from friends; I could
not cut them out without destroying the spirit of the letter. I rejoice with all
my heart in the abounding success, of Mr. A. J. Clarke, who was for years
the companion of Mr. J. Manton Smith as the College Evangelist, nor less
in all that has been achieved by many others in the various colonies of the
southern world. But- here is the letter.
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“Melbourne, Victoria,
“Rev. C. H. Spurgeon, “2nd November, 1880.


“Honored and Beloved President,


“A number of former students of the College being met together at this
metropolis of the Antipodes, it was most heartily agreed that we should
send you an expression of our warm love. For truly we can say that instead
of distance or even time causing any abatement of love towards you
personally, or towards the Institution which we may with truth style our
alma mater, we find it intensified and hallowed.


“The meetings of the Victorian Baptist Association are now being held in
this city, which has brought most of us together; but the Melbourne
Exhibition has brought to us brother Harry Woods, from South Australia,
and brother Harrison, from Deloraine, Tasmania. Our brother A. J.
Clarke’s house is the rendezvous for all the brethren, and the cheery
hospitality of himself and wife prove them to be called to the episcopate.
Though all the brethren, so far as we know, have had blessing this year,
some of them wonderfully so; yet our brother A. J. Clarke, here at West
Melbourne, has experienced a year of toil and harvesting, in which we all
rejoice, and which exercises a stimulating effect upon all who hail from ‘the
College.’


“When a number of us were bowing in prayer together, we felt how
thoroughly you would have been with us in spirit, as we prayed that we
might oppose, in the might of God, the awful world-spirit of this region,
and that our souls might be kept wholly loyal to king Jesus, having no ‘
fellowship with the unfruitful works of darkness.’


“Finally, beloved servant of God, we hail you in the name of our Triune
Jehovah! No words of ours can express our personal obligation to you. But
by fidelity to Christ and to truth, by manifesting that we have caught the
spirit of burning love to souls which burns in your own breast, and by
serving to our utmost ability, and to the last day of life, in the kingdom and
patience of Jesus, we hope to show that all your care and that of the tutors
and friends of the Tabernacle has not been ill-bestowed. We remain,


“Yours in the bonds of eternal love,
“WM. CHRISTR. BUNNING, GEELONG; WILLIAM CLARK, BALLARAT;
ALFRED J. CLARKE, WEST MELBOURNE; H. H. GARRETT, BRIGHTON;
HENRY MARSDEN, KEW; J. S. HARRISON, DELORAINE, TASMANIA; HARRY
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WOOD, SADDLE-WORTH, S. AUSTRALIA; F.G. BUCKINGHAM,
MELBOURNE.”


Similarly in Canada the Lord has been with those who have gone from the
College. My dear brother, S. A. Dyke, of Toronto, has been a right valiant
leader of the band. Singularly enough, this friend, now called “Endowment
Dyke,” has been the means of succoring Woodstock College, raising for it
an endowment which will make it a permanent institution, to which the
Canadian churches will hopefully look for a supply of educated ministers.
My brother, J. A. Spurgeon, during his visit to Canada, formed a branch of
our Conference there, and from it the annexed loving epistle has lately
come.


“567, York-street, London East, Ontario, Canada,
“April 6th, 1881.


“Beloved President,—We, the members of the Canadian branch of the
Pastors’ College Brotherhood, herewith greet you lovingly (and our
brethren, through you) on the occasion of your Annual Conference, which
we hope may surpass even the best of bygone gatherings, in all holy joy
and such spiritual refreshing as may fit all for more abundant service.


“Need we say how deeply we feel for all the sufferings by which our
President is made to serve, the while we gratefully recognize ‘ the
peaceable fruit’ of those sufferings in such enriched utterances as we have
lately read. We love our dear President as of yore, remembering days of
prayerful tryst in which we heard him sigh and groan his longings for our
course.


“During another year we have been ‘ kept by the power of God,’ and used
in service; and although we are in some cases separated even here by many
dreary miles of continent, we still hold and are held to and by the old-day
kinnedness; and, better still, ‘ the form of sound words.’


“We ‘ shake hands across the vast,’ loved President and brethren, and wish
you every joy in Conference.


“For the Canadian Brethren,
“Yours affectionately,
“JOSEPH FORTH,
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“President for 1881 of the Canadian Branch of the “Pastors’ College
Brotherhood.”


A point of great interest, to which I hope the Lord may turn the attention
of many of his servants, is ‘that of English evangelists for India. Mr.
Gregson, the well-known missionary, has urged upon me the great utility
of sending out young men who should preach the gospel to those in India
who understand the English language, whether British:, Eurasian, or
educated Hindoo. He advises that the men should be sent out for five
years, and therefore be subjected to no remark should they return at the
end of that period. He thinks it probable that they would acquire a
language and remain abroad as missionaries, but if not, they would be
missionary-advocates on their return home, and arouse among our
Churches fresh enthusiasm. It is believed that in many cities churches could
be gathered which would support these men as their ministers, or that at
least a portion of their expenses would be found on the spot. I have
determined to enter upon this field as God shall help me; and Mr. H. R.
Brown, who has been for years the pastor of the church at Shooter’s-hill,
has reached Calcutta, on his way to Darjeeling in the hill country. If the
Lord shall prosper him there, I hope he will live long in that salubrious
region, build up a church, and become the pioneer of a little band of
evangelists. Our native tongue is sure to spread among the educated
Hindoos, and hence many a heathen may be brought to Jesus by evangelists
who do not understand any of the languages; of the East; and meanwhile
our countrymen, too often irreligious, may be met with by divine grace,
and find Christ where the most forget him. I hope many friends will take an
interest in this effort, and assist me to carry it out.


Funds have come in as they have been needed; but apart from a legacy,
now nearly consumed, the ordinary income has not been equal to the
expenditure of the year. The balance at the banker’s is gradually
disappearing, but I do not mention this with any regret, for He who has
sent us supplies hitherto will continue his bounty, and he will move his
stewards ‘to see that this work is not allowed to flag from want of the
silver and the gold. With a single eye to his glory I have borne this burden
hitherto, and found it light; and I am persuaded from past experience that
he will continue to keep this work going so long as it is a blessing to his
church and to the world. I am greatly indebted to the generous donors at
the Annual Supper, and quite as much to the smaller weekly gifts of my
own beloved congregation, which in the aggregate, have made up the noble
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sum of £ 1880. Here I cannot refrain from mentioning the name of Mr.
Murrell, who looks after the weekly offering with a zealous care which has
much to do with its healthy condition. I am sorry to say that a considerable
legacy left to the College will in all probability be lost through the law of
mortmain. This is a great disappointment; but if one door is shut another
will be opened. Friends who mean to remember the Pastors’ College in
their wills are requested to follow the form which we have printed in this
Report. Those who become their own executors have the pleasure of
making sure that their money is used as they desire, and while the
intricacies of law remain-— and there seems little hope of their removal —
this is the safest course to follow.


Into the hands of Him who worketh all our works in us we commit the
Pastors’ College for another year.


VICE-PRESIDENT’S REPORT.


ONCE more it is a pleasure to report continued stead), work amongst all
the classes. No special features of interest can be mentioned, as, now that
we are working upon lines matured by past experience, the more regularly
and smoothly the whole proceeds the better for future results, but the more
difficult it is to make a present report which is not a mere repetition of
former ones. At the same time our belief in our plans and aims is intensified
by the success which attends them.


We do not believe that the Pulpit has lost its legitimate power, or that the
Pastoral Office is beginning to decline in its influence. Mere officialism is
dying out in the respect and confidence of the people; but the true preacher
is left with his sphere of influence widened rather than diminished; whilst
our churches were never more in need of trained leaders than they are to-
day. We address ourselves, therefore, with renewed energy to two distinct
branches of preparation; we seek to instruct: as to the delivering of truth in
public, and then further to train for future guidance of the church in her
more quiet and private fellowship and service. In this latter department of
preparation lies the secret of much: power or weakness in the after life of
the pastor, as. distinguished from the preacher; we have, therefore, kept
ever in mind the strong necessity of our young brethren taking part in all
our prayer-meetings, occasionally attending our church-meetings,
constantly helping in our varied platform meetings, and watching in general
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all the departments of work as now existing in the huge agglomeration of
services, charities, etc., which encircle the Tabernacle as the center of their
influence and the mainspring of their order and power. Our recruits are
drilled in the camp itself, and amidst all the exercises of actual and
successful spiritual warfare. Special lectures are given on the points of
church government and procedure, so that no man need be altogether at: a
loss how to act in the emergencies of church discipline and care. Without
being ]inked to a church for “apprenticeship,” as some have desired, we
think we secure the essential benefit of such a special training in the plan
we have such unusual facilities for applying at the Pastors’ College.
“Nothing succeeds like success,” and the “successful operations of the
Tabernacle church are a magnificent school for all students to work in and
acquire the methods and precedents to quote and apply in coming years.”
We are not anxious to train “lords over God’s heritage,” but we are more
than a little wishful to secure for the flock shepherds well skilled in the
conduct of all things affecting her health and progress. A bishop’s true
power is to be able to “overlook” with wisdom and discretion his portion
of “the fold,” so as to see that all his; followers are well guided, and their
necessities duly relieved, and all church affairs “done decently and in
order.” Despite all efforts, a growingly larger portion of the members of
our churches slips away from our oversight, and we are constrained to
think that more care must be given to retain as we’ll as to gain our young
converts. Alive to this imperative necessity, we are glad to be able to make
a prominent feature of our College work this pastoral training of our
students.


The other tutors will report as to their departments of study; but judging
from the monthly conference of the Staff, when each individual student’s
work for the past month is reported and discussed, the result of the year’s
study will be, if anything, beyond the average as to thoroughness and
extent. The winter has been a trying one, and the health of our young
brethren, despite our extra care and expenditure as to clothing, etc., has
suffered, though happily but few have been laid aside for more than a brief
space. The spiritual tone 6f the College is good, and the adhesion of the
men to the “old doctrine” is as loyal and enthusiastic as ever. We march,
but only after “the pillar of cloud and fire,” bearing the old ark of a
covenant which needs living men’s shoulders, and not a state chariot, for
its progress: men singing “The Lord ,of hosts is with us; Not unto us, not
unto us, but unto His name be all the praise.”
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JAMES A. SPURGEON.


MR. GRACEY’S REPORT


DEAR MR. PRESIDENT,—At the return of another Anniversary it will be
cheering to you and to your many friends; to know that the College was
never in a more vigorous condition. I use the term “vigorous” not in
respect of the physical health of the brethren, for in that particular we have
suffered somewhat, as you yourself have suffered much. Some of our most
promising students have been laid aside for a time, much to their own and
their tutors’ regret. But i use the word “vigorous” in reference to the spirit
and diligence with which the brethren have labored to attain the chief end
of the Institution. It is a rare thing to have to admonish any man for
remissness in his duties, rarer still for neglect, and rarest of all for want of
conformity in general behavior with the ministry of the Gospel. The one or
two who have been advised to reconsider their choice of a calling have not
received the advice on account of defects in morals, or religion, or
laboriousness, but: owing to an unsuitableness of gifts for a continuous
pastorate. Even these, however, as others in like case have done, may live
to show that their tutors did not rate them sufficiently high.


It is a sign of that unfailing Divine favor that has from the beginning rested
upon the College that for all who are ready pastorates keep continually
opening up. There is no glut of seniors on the top benches who cannot find
churches willing to receive them. This fact: is at the present time the more
noteworthy for two reasons: First, because of the general depression
throughout the country which has in many instances crippled the resources
of the churches. The second follows as a consequence: ()wing to narrowed
means several settled pastors have been obliged to seek a change; and to
such straitened brethren all applications from the churches have been for
some time referred in preference to those still in college. To the honor of
the latter it must be said that they have not only yielded assent to this
arrangement, but have also most generously acquiesced in it. Nor have they
suffered by the abnegation, as the result shows.


Such abnegation is but one of the many signs of the devotedness to the
service of the Savior, whatever form that service may present, which I
believe animates the brethren. They do not ask where they may have the
highest salaries, but where they may be most useful. It is the earnest desire
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of all to keep this spirit uppermost; and all true lovers of the Institution will
join their prayers to those of the brethren, that the College may be kept
with single eye seeking “the things of Christ.”


In our methods of study little alteration has been required. The chief thing
sought has been to give a thorough grounding in the various subjects. Of
the men at present in College, some have had a superior education before
entrance, the majority have had a fair mercantile training, and the cases are
few—every year becoming fewer—where men have had to begin with the
mere rudiments. That the different studies are all tending in the right
direction we have daily proofs in the trial sermons and in the discussions.
And if, perchance, a brother’s efforts may have taken a wrong bent, there
is in these open displays abundant opportunity of setting him on the true
track.


In my own separate classes there has been most gratifying progress. The
seniors have been working very hard at Plato and Homer, Horace and
Virgil. Of the three divisions of Hebrew, the first has carefully read through
thirteen chapters of Genesis, and from the first to the eighteenth Psalm. In
the Greek Testament we have been critically reading the Epistles of Peter,
the Epistle to the Romans, and the Acts of the Apostles. In the lectures on
Theology which I have been delivering to the whole College, I have been
much encouraged by the close attention with which they have been
received. And as at the end of each section of the lectures examinations
have followed, I have had good evidence that the subjects have been
thoughtfully considered. My general plan has been to exhibit, as far as
possible, every question under a Biblical light. My effort has been, instead
of avoiding difficulties, to render help in overcoming them, and to show
that in presence of a skeptical and denying age, we have the very best
grounds for maintaining a fearless front. In these respects it is assuredly
believed among us that the gospel committed to our charge is the only
truth that can give real rest to the heart of the world, that it is supported by
the strongest of reasons, and that it supplies the most effectual incentives
to Christian life and work.


Believe me, dear Mr. President,
Yours very truly,
D. GRACEY.
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The other tutors have sent us reports, but as our space is limited we will
only add the following letter from our aged friend, Mr. Rogers, who in a
few sentences gives a review of the whole matter.


LETTER FROM REV. GEORGE ROGERS.


DEAR SIR,—You have requested me to send you a review of the College,
as I have seen it, for the next Report. The brief notice will compel me to be
brief in my reply. It is not needful that I should relate the remarkable series
of providences by which, for many years, I was training myself for I knew
not what; or the not less remarkable coincidences by which I was brought
into connection with your College. A college indeed it could not at that
time be called, nor ,could it have been supposed by either of us that it
would ever rise to the dignity of that appellation, and much less to its
present position amongst the Nonconformist Colleges of the present day.
In no college has there been less of man and more of God in its origin and
increase, and in the peculiarity of its constitution. All its attending
circumstances and its successful results have shown that the Lord had need
of it. The health and help given me for a long period in my connection with
it, in declining years, and the enjoyment with which my whole work, if
work it can be called, has been discharged, has been from the same
wonder-working hand. The real and prayerful interest which I have taken
in your welfare and your work has not been without its encouraging and
salutary influence upon me, and not the less for its being. concealed by me
rather than expressed. All the College surroundings: have been pleasant
and profitable. It might have appeared to some,. and perhaps justly from
their point of view, that there was one serious drawback to my
qualifications for the position I was called to occupy,. and I must confess
that I have felt some diffidence on that account, and less entitled to the
entire confidence of the community to which you belong. I cannot say that
I have felt as a fish out of water, though I may have been looked upon as
such by others. There may have been’ a good providence even in this. This
also cometh from the Lord of hosts, who is wonderful in counsel and
excellent in working. If I have been in my own element, and felt more at
home than I could have been elsewhere, it is because of my thorough
sympathy with the great gospel truths, for the dissemination of which, and,
may we not add, preservation of which, this College has been instituted and
sustained. For this purpose it was greatly needed beyond all that could
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have been foreseen by man.. for this end it has been Divinely sanctioned
and blest. The many hundreds that have gone from us have borne, and are
still bearing, a faithful witness to the truth as it is in Jesus. They are not
ashamed, even in the present age, of the old gospel; but still find it to be
the “power of God unto salvation to every one that believeth.” When the
enemy shall come in like a flood, the Spirit of the Lord shall lift up a
standard against him. It is on this account that the Pastors’ College has
received. unusual sympathy and support; and on this account it still appeals
to all who, next to their own salvation, earnestly desire the salvation of
their fellow-men, and have confidence in the old gospel as absolutely
needful for that end. It has the double claim upon the faithful and true, for
‘what it does not teach and for what it does teach. It has already been
blessed to the conversion of thousands; but these, we trust, will prove to be
but the dew of its youth. In my occasional visits, I have been pleased to
observe that its prosperity, with respect both to students and tutors, is well
sustained. It is an honor to have been connected with such an institution.
May everyone who shall hereafter be similarly situated feel as I do, that he
receives more honor from the Institution than he can possibly confer upon
it.


G. R.


FORM OF BEQUEST.


I Give’ and Bequeath the sum of _____ pounds sterling to be paid out of
that part of my personal estate which may by law be given with effect for
charitable purposes, to be paid to the Treasurer for the time being of the
Pastors’ College, Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington, Surrey, and his,
receipt shall be a sufficient discharge for the said legacy; and this legacy,
when received by such Treasurer; to be applied for the general purposes
of the College.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


JULY, 1881.


INAUGURAL ADDRESS


DELIVERED AT THE SEVENTEENTH ANNUAL CONFERENCE
OF THE,


PASTORS’ COLLEGE ASSOCIATION,


BY C. H. SPURGEON, PRESIDENT, ON TUESDAY, MAY 3RD,
1881.


(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 264.)


I HAVE now, in the second place, to plead with you that you gather and
use in your ministry much heavenly FIRE. Upon this subject you will
perhaps expect me to speak guardedly; for you have seen the mischief of
wild fire, and the perils of. strange fire, and perhaps you are anxious to
know’ what I think of a certain “army” which abounds in fire, and blazes
away most marvelously. I shall express no opinion, except that none of the
supposed evils of fire are equal to those of lukewarmness. Even fanaticism
is to be preferred to indifference. I had sooner risk the dangers of a tornado
of religious excitement than see the air grow stagnant with a dead
formality. It is far better for people to be too hot than to be lukewarm. “I
would thou went cold or hot” is Christ’s word still, and it applies to
preachers as well as to others. When a man is freezingly cold in the things
of Christ we know where he is; and if another is red-hot, or even at a white
heat, and is thought to be too enthusiastic, we know where he is; but when
a minister preaches in such a way that at the close of his sermon you say,
“this is neither cold nor hot,” you go away feeling that you have had
enough, or even too much of it. There was nothing to excite you; you
could almost wish to have been made angry rather than to have been lulled
by such discoursing. A lukewarm sermon sickens every healthy mind.
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Nor is this evil to be found in the pulpit alone. I should gravely question
whether if an angel were to take a thermometer and go round the
dissenting churches in London he would not find a large proportion of
them certainly not cold, most decidedly not hot, but somewhere else. How
is it with you, dear brother? Do you say, “Well, I am not the warmest of
all, but then I am not the coldest of all?” Then I have a suspicion as to your
temperature; but I leave the matter to your own judgment, only remarking
that I have never yet met with fire that is moderately hot. Should any of
you discover such an article you will be wise to patent the article, for it
might be of service in many ways. The fire with which I have been
acquainted has been such that I have never given it my hand without
remembering its warm embrace. Fire is incorrigible in the matter of
carrying matters very far: moderation it will never learn. I am told that it is
wrong to go to extremes, and upon that ground fire is certainly guilty; for
it is not only intensely hot, but it has a tendency to consume and destroy
without limit. When it once commenced with this city in the olden time it
left little of it but ashes; there was no keeping it within bounds. May God
grant us grace to go to extremes in his service. May we be filled with an
unrestrainable zeal for his glory. May the Lord answer us by fire, and may
that fire fall on the ministers and then upon the people. We ask for the true
Pentecostal flame, and not for sparks kindled by human passion. A live coal
from off the altar is our need, and nothing can supply its place; but this we
must have, or our ministry will be in vain.


Brethren, we must first of all take care that we have the fire burning in our
own souls. I am happy to know that there are very few, if any, among you
that are utterly cold; for you go to be warmed into earnestness if we set
about it aright. It is very hard to warm a stone. You ]nay clothe a man in
blankets until he is fairly warm, because there is life in him, but you cannot
heat a stone in that fashion; life always begets a measure of warmth and the
possibility of more, and as you have life there are capacities for heat. Some
preachers are of such a cold nature that no known means could warm
them. The attempt to find heat in some sermons reminds me of Aesop’s
fable of the apes and the glowworm. The apes found a glowworm shining
on the bank, and straightway gathered round it to warm themselves. They
placed sticks over it, and tried to make a fire, but it did not burn. It was a
very pretty thing, and looked like flame, but they could not warm their cold
hands with its cold light. So have I known ministers, whose light was
destitute of heat, and consequently the poor sticks around them have never
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kindled into a flame, nor have frozen hearts been melted by their influence.
It is dreadful work to listen to a sermon, and feel all the while as if you
were sitting out in a snow-storm, or dwelling in a house of ice, clear but
cold, orderly but killing. You have said to yourself, “That was a well
divided and well planned sermon, but I cannot make out what was the
matter with it;” the secret being that there was the wood, but no fire to
kindle it. A great sermon without heart in it reminds one of those huge
furnaces in Wales, which have been permitted to go out; they are a pitiful
sight. We prefer a sermon in which there may be no vast talent, and no
great depth of thought, but what there is has come fresh from the crucible,
and like molten metal burns its way. I once knew a lad who when he used
to go home from the smithy where he worked was roughly handled by the
boys of the village, till his master suggested to him a plan of defense, which
was wonderfully efficacious. He took a rod of iron, and just before he went
home he blew up the fire and made the iron hot. When the boys came
round him he warned them not to touch his stick, and after one trial of the
same they obeyed the admonition, and reverently kept their distance I do
not quote the example with any commendation of the actual flint, but with
this moral in view—heat your sermon red hot, and it will be likely to be
remembered by all who come into contact with it. Everything gives way
before fire.


Energy still remains an essential, whatever else in oratory may have
changed since the days of old. It is said that the oft-quoted reply of
Demosthenes to the question, “What is the first thing in oratory?” was not
“action,” but “energy.” What is the second thing? “Energy.” What is the
third thing? “Energy.” I will not pretend to decide the classical question,
but I am sure that as a matter of fact energy is the main thing in the human
side of preaching. Like the priests at the altar, we can do nothing without
fire. Brethren, speak because you believe the gospel of Jesus, speak
because you feel its power, speak under the influence of the truth which
you are delivering, speak with the Holy Ghost sent down from heaven, and
the result will not be doubtful.


Let it be carefully remembered that our flame must be kindled from on
high. Nothing is more to be despised than a mere painted fire, the
simulation of earnestness. Sooner let us have an honest death than a
counterfeit life. The imitation of Baxter is detestable; but to be like Baxter
is seraphic. If you would be like Whitefield, I would say be Whitefield. Let
the fire be kindled by the Holy Ghost, and not by animal passion, the desire
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of honor, emulation of others, or the excitement of attending meetings. Let
the terrible example of Nadab and Abihu for ever put away strange fire
from our censers. Burn because you have been in solemn fellowship with
the Lord our God.


Recollect also that the fire which you and I need will consume us if we
truly possess it. “Spare yourself,” may be whispered by friend’s; but it will
not be heeded when this fire is burning. We have given ourselves up to the
work of God, and we cannot go back. We desire to be whole burnt-
offerings and complete sacrifices to God, and we dare not shun the altar.
“Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and die, it abideth alone; but if
it die, it bringeth forth much fruit.” We can only produce life in others by
the wear and tear of our own being. This is a natural and spiritual law,—
that fruit can only come of the seed by its spending and being spent even to
self-exhaustion. Why are many ministers worn and weary till heart and
brain give way? They would be of little use if they did not run such a risk.
All men who are eminently useful are made to feel their weakness in a
supreme degree. Can the Spirit of God, even the Infinite Deity, ride in such
frail chariots as these, without straining the axle and making the whole
machine to quiver, as if it would be utterly dissolved beneath its sacred
burden? When God visits us with soul-saving power, it is as though
devouring flame came forth from heaven and made its abode in our
bosoms; and where this is the case there may well be a melting away of all
strength. Yet let it be so: we humbly invite the sacred burnings, Herod was
eaten of worms, being cursed of God; but to be consumed by God for his
own service is to be blessed to the full. We have a choice between these
two, to be eaten up by our corruptions, or by the zeal of God’s house. It
needs no hesitation, the choice of every man among us is to be wholly the
Lord’s—ardently, passionately, vehemently the Lord’s servants, let the
divine fervor cost us what it may of brain, and heart, and life. Our only
hope of honor, and glory, and immortality lies in the fulfillment of our
dedication unto God; as devoted things we must be consumed with fire, or
rejected. For us to turn aside from our life-work, and to seek distinction
elsewhere, is absolute folly; a blight will be upon us, we shall not succeed
in anything but the pursuit of God’s glory through the teaching of the
word. “This people have I formed for myself,” saith God, “they shall show
forth my praise,” and if we will not do this we shall do less than nothing.
For this one thing we are created, and if we miss this we shall live in vain.
Good Dr. Wayland, the other day, walking in my garden, saw the swans
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out of the water, and he remarked that they were the true representation of
persons who are out of their proper sphere, and attempt to do what they
were never made for. How ungainly the swans are on land, they waddle in
a ridiculous manner; but as soon as they are in the water how gracefully
they glide along; each one is the model of a ship, the image of beauty;
every line about it is perfect. So is it with a man who is content to find in
the ministry waters to swim in. As God’s sent servant he is everything that
is beautiful; but as soon as he dabbles in trade, or becomes a secular
lecturer, or seeks his own aggrandizement, he ceases to be admirable, he
often becomes notorious, and is always awkward. Brethren, you are not
mean for anything but God, therefore surrender yourselves to God, and
find in him your wealth, your honor, and your all. If you do this, you shall
be the head, and not the tail; but if you start aside you shall be lightly
esteemed. Let the fire of perfect consecration be heaped upon you, for so
shall you glow and shine like molten silver, which brightens amid the heat.
Let us not subject ourselves to the shame and eternal contempt which will
be the portion of those who quit the service of their Redeemer for the
bondage of self-seeking. He that sayeth his life loseth it, but he that loseth
his life for Christ’s sake shall find it unto life eternal.


III. The next thing necessary to us is FAITH; I might say the first, second,
third, and last thing is FAITH. “Without faith it is impossible to please
God,” and if we are pleasing God, it is not by our talent, but by our faith.
Just now we much need faith in the form of fixity of belief. We know more
than we did some time ago; at least I hope we do. I just now heard one of
you say to another, “How broad you get!” Well, we do widen out; but not
as some men; for we are not of the broad school who believe little or
nothing aright because they desire to believe everything. We have cast our
anchor, it has taken a firm grip; we have ceased to drift; we remain at rest.
Some men have no creed, or, if they have, it is altered so often that it is of
no use to them. It must be like the blanket of a gentleman who came from
the Emerald Isle, of which he said, “See here! Our skipper has given me a
shamefully bad blanket. Just look at it: it is too long at the top and it is too
short at the bottom; it gets over my head, and yet my feet are always cold.
I cut a whole foot off the top, and I sewed it on to the bottom, but it is not
altered a bit; it still comes over my eyes, and is too short to cover my
feet.’“ That is what certain “thinkers” do with their creed, they keep
cutting it off at one end, and putting it on at the other, but it never gets
right—it is always forming, never formed. Modern creeds are like the
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clothes of Italian peasants, which I have gazed upon with wondering
inquiry. It would puzzle the most learned geologist to discover the primary
formation of a pair of trousers which have been patched and mended with
cloth of all patterns and colors from generation to generation. Such and so
varied are some men’s beliefs and unbeliefs; an agglomeration of
philosophic rags, metaphysical tatters, theological remnants, and heretical
cast-offs. Certain thinkers have reached the blessed ultimatum of believing
nothing at all with anything like certainty of belief. When these cultivated
persons speak of us they manifest great scorn, and affect to believe that we
are natural fools. Ah, dear! People are not always what they are thought to
be, and it may happen that a man sees himself as in a glass when he thinks
he is looking out of window at a neighbor. It is a sign of great weakness
when persons are full of contempt for others. If in any review or pamphlet
a writer parades his culture, you may be sure that he has been lying fallow
of late, and his affectations are the weeds which have come of it. If it came
to a fair contest upon the matter of education and culture, the orthodox
would be quite able to hold their own. Boasting is sorry work; but
sometimes persons must be answered according to their folly, and I say
boldly that in any sort of mental tournament we should not tremble to tilt
with the men of “modern thought.” Be it so or not, it is ours to believe..
We believe that when the Lord our God gave forth a revelation he knew
his own mind, and that he expressed himself in the best and wisest manner,
and in terms that can be understood by those who are teachable and
truthful. We therefore believe that no new revelation is needed, and that
the idea of other light to come is practically unbelief in the light which now
is, seeing the light of truth’ is one. We believe that though the Bible has
been twisted and turned about by sacrilegious hands, it is still the infallible
revelation of God. It is a main part of our religion humbly to accept what
God has revealed. Perhaps the highest form of adoration possible on this
side the veil is the bowing of our entire mental and spiritual being before
the revealed mind of God; the kneeling of the understanding in that sacred
presence whose glory causes angels to veil their faces. Let those who
please worship science, reason, and their own clear judgments; it is ours to
submit ourselves before the Lord our God, and say, “This God is our God
for ever and ever: he shall be our guide even unto death.”


Brethren, rally to the old standard. Fight to the death for the old gospel, for
it is your life. Whatever forms of expression you may use as you advance in
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knowledge, ever keep the cross of Jesus Christ in the forefront, and let all
the blessed truths which gather around it be heartily maintained.


We must have faith not only in the form of fixity of creed, but also in the
shape of constant dependence upon God. If I wire asked what is the
sweetest frame within the whole compass of human feeling, I should not
speak of a sense of power in prayer, or abundant; revelation, or rapturous
joys, or conquest of evil spirits; but I should mention as the most exquisite
delight of my being, a condition of conscious dependence upon God. It has
been often associated with great pain and humiliation of spirit, but it is
inexpressibly delightful to lie passive in the hand of love, to die into the life
of Christ, It is deep jay to feel that you do not know, but your heavenly
Father knows; that you: cannot speak, but “we have an Advocate “; that
you can scarcely lift a hand, but that he worketh all your works in you. The
entire submission of our soul to our Lord, the full content of them hear
with God’s will and way, the sure reliance of the mind upon the heavenly
presence and power,—this is the nearest approach to heaven that I know;
and it is better than. rapture, for one can abide in it without strain or
reaction.


“Oh, to be nothing, nothing;
Only to lie at his feet.”


It is not so sublime a feeling as soaring aloft on the wings of eagles; but for
sweetness—deep, mysterious, indescribable—it bears the palm. It is a
blessedness which can bear to be thought of, a joy which never seems to be
a stolen one; for surely a poor, frail child has an unquestioned right to
depend upon God, a right to be nothing in the presence of the all-
supporting One. I love to preach in such a mood, not as though I was
about to preach at all, but hoping that the Holy Spirit would speak in me.
Thus to conduct prayer-meetings, and church-meetings, and all sorts of
business, will be found to be our wisdom and our joy. We generally make
our worst blunders about things that are perfectly easy, when the thing is
so plain that we do not ask God to guide us, because we think our own
common sense will be sufficient, and so we commit grave errors; but in the
difficulties, the extreme difficulties, which we take before God, he gives
young men prudence, and teaches youths knowledge and discretion.
Dependence upon God is the flowing fountain of success. That true saint
of God, George Muller, has always struck me when I have heard him speak
as being such a simple, childlike being in his dependence upon God: but,
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alas, the most of us are far too great for God to use us; we can preach as
well as an)body,, make a sermon with anybody—and so we fail. Take care,
brethren; for if we think we can do anything of ourselves all we shall get
from God will be the opportunity to try. He will thus prove us, and let us
see our nothingness. A certain alchemist who waited upon Leo X. declared
that he had discovered how to transmute the baser metals into gold. He
expected to receive a sum of money for his discovery, but Leo was no such
simpleton; he merely gave him a huge purse in which to keep the gold
which he would make. There was wisdom as well as sarcasm in the
present. That is precisely what God does with proud men, he lets them
have the opportunity to do what. they boasted of being able to do. I never
heard that so much as a solitary gold piece was dropped into Leo’s purse,
and I am sure you will never be spiritually rich by what you can do in your
own strength. Be stripped, brother, and then God may be pleased to clothe
you with honor, but; not till then.


(TO BE CONTINUED. )


SEASIDE NOTES BY A MINISTER ON FURLOUGH


THALASSE! Thalasse! shouted Xenophon’s little army of heroes as, after
innumerable perils and privations, they had made their way to the coast.


“The sea!” “The sea!” shouted the minister, his wife, and boy, as looking
from the window of the railway carriage they became assured that the blue
at the horizon line was water, not sky. Dissimilar as their circumstances,
there was something of the same relief, the same exhilarating sense of
freedom, in the modern as in the ancient cry. The weary brain, the strained
nerves, the sympathetic heart, all need rest and recreation. These may be
found in woodland retreat, in breezy upland, or, best of all, at least for
some, by the grand old sea.


We eagerly and kindly greet it as a familiar friend. Gleaming in the morning
sunshine, dyed in the rich hues of sunset, gloomy under cloudy, and
intensely blue under bright skies, wavelessly smooth, freshened into ripples,
or hurrying to the shore in mound-like billows, it possesses for us a
fascinating interest. It suggests, as but few material objects can, ideas of
abundance, of freedom, and of infinitude. Though its face retains no scar of
battle, and it lends itself less easily than the land to historical reminiscence,
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yet it needs no vivid fancy to dot the Downs with Caesar’s galleys when,
on that August afternoon, B.C. 55, he attempted, near where we now
write, to force a landing, or at noon of November 29th, 1652, to hear the
shock and thunder of conflict between the Dutch under Van Tromp and the
English under Admiral Blake. The wild waves might babble out to the
instructed ear half the history of this great maritime nation. How strangely
novel a minister’s first experience at the seaside is. It is difficult at once to
realize the withdrawal of mental burdens, and, as the evening deepens, to
believe that no service is to be taken or meeting addressed.


Walking on the beach watching the waves as they uncoil, and listening to
the delightfully soft music they make, the minister’s thoughts, like the limbs
of the overtaxed traveler,-which move even when he sleeps, go back to
work, and the morbid conscience begins to question whether in a perishing
world, and with the church’s urgent claims, it is right and Christlike to rest
at all. Paul’s utterance of lofty experience comes to one at such a time with
a startlingly new application: “I have learned in whatsoever state I am
therewith to be content,” It’ we are to be content with the “state” of labor,
responsibility, and even of suffering into which Providence brings us, we
may well at the beginning of a holiday call a truce to subtle questions of
casuistry, and say to our heart, “Learn to be content, to be silent, restful,
receptive—open thyself to the unhindered influences of the great, beautiful
world.” We are surely most in harmony with the divine will, and best
consulting the interest of that church we delight to serve, when we try for a
while to shut out or forget the sound of the murmuring wheels of wonted
work. He who steeps the wearied senses in kindly sleep will not fail in pity
for our need and response to our prayer to hide our work in temporary and
partial oblivion. While the minister lay idly resting on the pebbly beach, he
saw his little boy with spade and pail busy at work. He asked him, “Harry,
what are you doing?  Why, father,” he said “gathering shells to take home
to my dear little sister.” And the thought came to the minister, Why may
not I, too, pick up, in the shape of illustrations, a few mementos of this
seaside run? And so, at times, a jotting or two was made. Similes and
illustrations are proverbially favored with criticism. Some who can neither
make nor use them are highly gifted in pulling them to pieces. I therefore
somewhat shrink from putting a few of my hasty jottings into public
prominence. Yet I am led to do so from the feeling that prompted the little
shell-gatherer. What is in itself valueless may transport in thought, for a
moment, the inland reader. Here are a few cullings:—
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I was interested in noticing three kinds of sea locomotion, The little boats
with difficulty pulled hither and thither by oarsmen, who sweat and finally
grow weary at their work; the steamers seen far out at sea by the volumes
of smoke emitted; the merchantmen spreading their sails like snowy wings,
and beautifully dying out of view in the distance. Fire, wind, and human
arm. How much stronger the two first than the last. When we have the fire
of God we are steamers unwearied]y ploughing our way through the deep.
When we have the freshening gales of the Spirit our sails are filled; but,
alas! when we are left to row away with merely human effort, what sorry,
painful work it is.


I could not help being struck with the number of little pleasure-boats
beached upon the shore. Now and again they dotted the sea for a quarter
of a mile, but in an hour or two were back quietly beached again. How like
many of our hearers, who are moved a little, and that little only for a while.
They venture out on the sea of Christian experience as for a pleasure row.


But yonder, like true Christians, go the great ships, leaving us for strange
seas, and bound for other and foreign lands.


Opposite Deal we saw small steamers anchored, and on inquiry found they
were waiting on the look-out for merchant ships that needed tugging to
their ports. So let the Christian be on the alert, to tug any uncertain or
weary soul, first to Christ, and then to the quiet haven of the church’s
fellowship.


This is written on the chalk cliffs, in full view of the French coast. For such
a sight two things are necessary, a clear day and a sufficient elevation. Both
now combine, and between the two countries there is only the gleaming
streak of silver. On the low levels of jealousy and prejudice, and when the
mist of misunderstanding thickly falls, Christian denominations fail even to
recognize each other’s existence. But when enabled to climb the heights of
Christian experience, and under the clear and sunny sky of divine approval,
differences dwindle, and to the eye of love “there is one flock and one
Shepherd.”


Other shells are in the “pail,” but fearing lest the reader should be tired, I
forbear.


Not the least benefit of a minister’s outing is that, for a while, it throws him
into close contact with nature. ‘It is not enough that we should become
acquainted with the thoughts of the mighty dead, or be brought into living
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contact with the movements of our own time. It will not even suffice to
read books that photograph nature. Wordsworth makes mountain, lake,
and lamb to live before the eye. Bible psalmist and prophet, with master
stroke outline, and ‘with delicate touch fill in, the sketch of starry sky,
roaring seas, long rich grass, and billowing hills; but not even these can
supply the place of personal and prolonged intercourse with nature. I do
not wish to suggest that a holiday should be spent in the study of natural
science, that flowers should be pored over, classified, and named, book in
hand; that as we say, with the Laureate,


“Break! Break! Break!
On thy cold grey crag, O sea.


I would that my lips could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.”


I would not suggest that by having Hugh Miller and Lyall as our
companions they should be entreated to help our “lips to utter” the
thoughts stirred by the wave-worn, cold, grey crags. I am somewhat
skeptical of the saw that is by many considered as certain as a
demonstrated problem in mathematics, that “change of work is rest.” It is
one of those half truths to which common sense instinctively assigns limits.
Nor would I suggest that, note-book in hand, we should gaze on every
scene consciously desiring that it should help us in our after ministry, and
light up or point the truth of our sermons. While we lie, or sit,, or saunter
on the beach, the incidents that happen around interest and absorb. Sea and
sun, ship and cloud, revolving light and gleaming star, ancient castle and
modern pier, pebbly beach and chalky cliff—all mirror themselves in the
sensitive soul; and in after hours of study will not fail to crystallize around
and illustrate our themes. With increased bodily vigor, returning mental
tone, and that spiritual sensitiveness which is engendered by quiet
communion with the Master, we begin to anticipate a return to our work,
and venture to reconsider the methods and motives, the tone and temper of
our ministry. Is there to be any modification in our message? This is a lull
in life’s battle. We may reconstruct, or modify, or with augmented force
proceed upon the old lines. Which shall it be? Shall we strive after culture
in our sermons? It is surely not unseemly to see the learned and hoary
heads of the Magi bent before the “child that was born kin,-,,” and to find
them offering to him the rare products of their own land. Shall we attempt
to mould the movements of national life? There is something grand in the
battle words of Elijah to Ahab, and in the fearless rebukes administered by
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John to Herod. I; surely is fitting that the precepts of the inspired Statute
Book should be interpreted for the guidance of the nation. Shall we seek
the enrichment of experience, the upbuilding of character, the grounding
and settling of the church in doctrine? We wistfully regard John as he
dwells in the placid deeps of fellowship with his divine Lord. We admire
Paul as he leads the saints on to “comprehend” the limitless love of God.
We are half repelled, but chastened, into appreciation of the severe and
almost dewless moral purity and virtue inculcated by James. As wise
master builders we must see that the stones are fitly framed together,
growing into a holy temple in the Lord. We are not, however, left to
surmise or guess at our duty.


Coming back to our risen Lord, we listen with eager and obedient heart to
the commission, the great, unabrogated commission, the commission which
has the pathos and power of being among the Master’s last utterances on
earth: “Preach the gospel to every creature.” Here then is our message,
“The gospel.” We would give no contracted meaning to “the gospel.” Its
center is Calvary, but its circumference includes the paradise lost of
Genesis, and the paradise regained of Rev.. Its depth, its sweep, its far-off
issues no finite mind can comprehend. Yet its salient and saving features
stand out cleat’ and simple to the very babe in grace. This, then, is the
message of our ministry, Here, too, is an indication of the method of
conveying the message—” Preach the gospel.” It is not ours to excogitate
or amend, but to preach the gospel.


Steeped in tenderness, ringing with confidence, believing that it will fully
meet the world’s need, this is our supreme business—to “preach the
gospel.” Paul stirred Europe by “preaching the gospel.” Luther moved
Germany by “preaching the gospel.” The Erskines and Chalmers shook
Scotland by “preaching the gospel.” Edwards and Payson roused America
by “preaching the gospel.” Not to mention men of our own day, Whitefield
and Wesley touched the heart of England by “preaching the gospel.” As
David said of the sword of Goliath, so does the minister returning to his
work say of “preaching the gospel”: “There is none like it; give it me.” On
these lines, and on these lines alone, do we wish the ministry of our entire
life to move. In the great commission we have, too, the measure or limit of
our ministry: “To every creature.” We have sometimes heard it covertly
hinted that the gospel may, perhaps, do for the masses; but if we wish to
reach the young men of our universities, if we would secure the wealthy,
the thoughtful and cultured, we must appeal to the speaking splendors of
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cathedral windows; we must soften and render idealistic the mind by the
cadences and mystic mazes of music; we must play upon the imagination,
and draw it into the invisible by the witchery of oratory; or we must grasp
and enchain the intellect by the mastery of keen argument and profound
thought. We cannot entertain for a moment these suggestions or counsels,
as they may be called. He who gave us the conception of beauty, and in the
fair earth and spangled heavens created what may satisfy it; he who
bestowed the ear and soul for music, and then granted the mellifluous
voice, and the skill to unfetter the hidden harmonies of material things; he
who formed the human mind, and poured the grace of oratory into favored
lips; he has said, “Preach the gospel to every creature “; whether the
“creature” be cultured or uncultured, civilized or uncivilized, of patrician
or plebeian birth, rich or poor, to him we must “preach the gospel”; and as
we obey the command of him who wisely adapts the means to the end, in
the bosoms of those apparently so different, the gospel will make


“Cords that were broken
To vibrate once more “;


and the uplifted Christ will still draw “all men” unto him. Before closing I
cannot refrain from making an appeal on ‘behalf of those to whom a
holiday is a rare experience. Shortly after coming to the seaside, and while
enjoying a beautiful walk, my wife said, “How delightful this is! There is
but one drawback, that all our friends are nowhere.” This drawback is
sadly greater than any of us know. Many are bound to bed and chamber by
bands of weakness and pain, and many, alas! of one’s self-sacrificing and
hard-working brethren are forced to foot the unpausing treadmill of toil.
The Sword and the Trowel for July may possibly fall into the hands of
generous deacons, magnanimous members, or helpful hearers in our
congregations; some of them preparing for their annual outing, others
sitting by the sounding sea enjoying the cool, refreshing breeze,—how
quietly kind a thing it would be if they would send to their minister, for a
holiday, a five or ten pound note. As he opens it on some Saturday or
Monday morning, it would rustle out the echoes of the Master’s own
thoughtful words, “Come ye apart, and rest a while.” On some winter
Sunday when the skies are leaden, and the trees are bare, illustrations will
come from the pulpit as gleams of summer sunshine, or the sound of
autumn leaves. Pictures will be drawn in the sanctuary that will revivify
fading memories; the sea will sound in the sermon, and the bracing breeze
be felt in the prayer, and it may not make your enjoyment of them the less,
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secretly to know, that but for your help such illustrations had not been
culled, nor the strength found to lend them force


SLANDER.


A LADY presented herself to Philip Neri one day accusing herself of being
a slanderer. “Do you frequently fall into this fault?” inquired he. “Yes,
father, very often,” replied the penitent,. “My dear child,.” said Philip,
“your fault is great, but the mercy of God is still greater; for your penance
do as follows: Go to the nearest market and purchase a chicken, just killed,
and still covered with feathers; you will then walk to a certain distance,
plucking the bird as you go along. Your walk finished, you will return to
me.” Accordingly, she repaired to the market, bought the fowl, and set out
on the journey, plucking it as she went along, as she had been ordered to
do. In a short time she returned, anxious to tell of her exactness in
accomplishing her penance, and desiring to receive some explanation of
one so singular. “Ah,” said Philip,” you have been very faithful to the first
part of my orders; now do the second part, and you will be cured. Retrace
your steps, pass through all the places you have traversed, and gather up
one by one all the feathers that you have scattered.” “But, father,”
exclaimed the poor woman, “I east the feathers carelessly on every side;
the wind carried them in every direction. How can I recover them?” “Well,
my child,” replied he, “so it is with your words of slander: like the feathers
which the wind has scattered, they have been wafted in many directions;
call them back now if you can. Go, sin no more.”— From G. W. M’Cree’s
“Bows and Arrows for Thinkers and Workers.”


NOTES


OUR work has lost one of its oldest, firmest, and most generous friends in
the person of Mr. John Edwards, of Hilldrop Crescent, Camden Town. He
was our prompter in several enterprises in chapel building, and ready with
his own money to aid the work. He had the fire of youth and the stability of
age. He was at times brusque in expression, but this arose from the warmth
of his temperament and the zeal of his spirit. He denied himself many of the
comforts of life that he might give to his Master’s service. He was a strong
believer, and if ever we expressed a feeling of discouragement he was sure
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to drive it away by his courageous assurance that in God’s hands the work
must succeed. If we can collect the materials we shall write a short
memoir. Mr. Edwards was hardly known so well as he should have been. It
would be hard to find a more true-hearted, devoted man of God. He has
left a portion of his property to the Orphanage and College, but nothing
can compensate us for his loss except it be the remembrance that our old
friend has entered into the joy of his Lord.


The past month has been a very busy time for several of the societies which
have their headquarters at the Tabernacle, for they have passed in review
before the General. We can only briefly mention each meeting, but we can
assure our readers that we could easily occupy many pages in recording
interesting incidents in connection with each of the beneficent operations
carried on by our faithful and earnest “fellow-laborers, whose names are in
the Book of Life.”


On Monday evening, May 30, the half-yearly meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION was held in
conjunction with the usual prayer-meeting, Pastor C. H. Spurgeon
presiding. Mr. Elvin, the secretary, stated that either in their own halls, or
in chapels where’ their services were requested, the members of the
Association were holding on an average forty services every Sunday, and
thirty on week nights, thus conducting about three thousand six hundred
and fifty meetings in a year with the direct object of evangelizing some part
of London. He said that they still wanted more men and more money. They
had been obliged, among other cases, to refuse to take charge of a mission-
hall which had been started by a beloved brother now in Brompton
Hospital, as the funds at their disposal would not warrant them in under
taking any fresh responsibilities. Several of the members of the Association
offered prayer, or gave short addresses in such an excellent manner that we
could see how well fitted they were for the work to which they had given
themselves. Mr. Elvin is constantly receiving testimony to the usefulness of
the evangelists sent out under his direction. One of these has come under
our own notice, and we reproduce part of it. After referring to a week of
services which were believed to have been the means of the conversion of
some twenty persons, the writer says ·


“Would that other large and influential churches, besides that at the
Metropolitan Tabernacle, would organize bands of evangelists to mission
our great and sin-stricken cities. Are there not churches with many
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hundreds of members that are doing scarcely anything in this direction for
the godless crowds among whom they are located? And are there not
thousands of the Lord’s people in those churches with gifts and leisure
who might be induced to enter upon such a mission? We believe there are
numbers, not only of young converts with their warm, fresh, yearning first-
love, but of Christians of matured experience, whose talents now lie buried,
who are ready to throw themselves into this work, if only the organizations
existed. May God stir up his church to care more for the perishing; and
may he lay upon his beloved believing ones the burden of souls so greatly
that they shall be led to ‘ travail’ for them.”


We furnish this excellent Evangelists’ Association with about £100 a-year,
and it is expended in a way which produces more preaching of the gospel
than by any other means. And it is the gospel.’ there’s the joy of it.


On Wednesday evening, June 8, we had the great joy of being present,
with several of our deacons and elders, at a thanksgiving meeting held in
the chapel of our beloved brother, J. A. Spurgeon, at WEST CROYDON, to
celebrate at the same time the pastor’s forty-fourth birthday, and the
extinction of the debt on the whole of the property belonging to his church.
One of his generous helpers had offered £500 towards the removal of all
existing liabilities, another promised £250, and from the richest to the
poorest of the flock thankofferings flowed in so freely that there was
literally enough and to spare. After paying off the last £1,000 due on the
chapel and mission premises, there remained £550 with which to defray the
cost of various improvements and extensions, which had in the meantime
been ordered to be executed.


It was a happy meeting, and well it might be while so much favor shone
upon pastor and people. It would be impossible for C. H.S.. to say how
greatly he values J. A. S. To God be praise that for the great work and
service of the Tabernacle such a brother-helper has been provided. Long
may he be spared in/health and strength to be a master workman in the
temple of the Lord. He who has such a brother may well pray for him, and
equally praise God for him.


On Friday evening, June 10, a large and representative meeting of the
ladies and gentlemen who are likely to take part in the ORPHANAGE


BAZAAR AT CHRISTMAS time was held at the College, the Pastor occupying
the chair. Several friends stated that they were authorized to promise stalls
on behalf of those whom they represented; and others who cannot do much
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for the Bazaar reported that they had begun to make weekly collections, in
order that they may not be behind hand when the time comes. The editor of
The Sword and the Trowel undertook to stir up with his sword the readers
of the sermons and magazine to give him mortar for his trowel; and he
hereby redeems his pledge. Many of his most faithful and constant helpers
are found amongst those whom he has never seen, but to whom he speaks
week by week and month by month through the printed page. They have
helped him to carry on all his institutions up to the present time, and he has
no fear that they will desert him now. It is not possible to tell exactly how
much will be needed to complete the Girls’ Orphanage, as the plans are not
yet fully matured, but Mr. Charlesworth stated at the meeting that from
£10,000 to £12,000 would he wanted, and we are hoping that by the
beginning of next year, by the Bazaar and other means, a good portion of
this sum will be in hand. All goods for the Bazaar should be addressed to
Mr. Charlesworth Stock-well Orphanage, Clapham Road, London. From
this good hour we hope to hear daily from friends who will help us. It
would be well to have immediate information as to what we may expect.
Dear friends, write us at once and say that you are going in for this work
with all your hearts. You know the Editor’s address, and you may direct
your letters to him and gladden his heart.


Our free service at the Tabernacle, on Sunday evening, June 12th, was to
our mind the most successful of our efforts in this direction to get at those
who are not in the habit of attending any place of worship. On former
occasions we have feared that most of those present had only run away
From their own churches and chapels for the evening, but this time a large
portion evidently belonged to the class that we have been most anxious to
reach. The number who did not know the tunes was joyfully great; and the
general aspect of the attendants was not of the usual religious order. Oh
that God would capture these outsiders, and hold them fast by his grace!
Importunate prayer was offered about this, and we expect answers from
our God. Unusual heaviness rested on the preacher before entering the
pulpit, and the deacons pleaded with God for him before he left the vestry.
Utterance was graciously given, and after the service the same brethren
lovingly gathered around their pastor and prayed a second time for the
blessing. Surrounded by a body-guard of praying men the Lord’s servant
cannot fail.


On Monday evening, June 13, the annual meeting of THE MISSIONARY


WORKING SOCIETY was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall, the Pastor, as
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usual, presiding in the enforced absence of the President, Mrs. Spurgeon;
and addresses were delivered by the chairman, Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, and
Messrs. C. F. Allison and B. W. Carr. The report stated that the object of
the society was to aid the families of poor ministers and colporteurs by
sending them clothing, and contained the following statement and appeal
from the pen of Mrs. Spurgeon: —”There is, alas! no improvement in the
position of our poor country brethren, poverty and privation seem rather
on the increase than otherwise, for the general depression in trade and
agriculture tells upon their scanty salaries, and adds bitterly to their heavy
burdens. Never were the loving gifts of this society more needed than at
the present time, never did its Christlike efforts more deserve or claim the
kind and practical help of all those who love the Master’s servants. We
used to think, in times gone by, that the stipends of our poor pastors were
at their lowest ebb; but, pitiful as they were, they did receive them! Now,
we hear of cases where the money is owing quarter after quarter, and the
poor man is driven to his wits’ end—and to debt, for the necessaries of life
for himself and his children. We know of some servants of God so destitute
that they seldom taste meat more than once a week, and there are many
families where, but for the nice and suitable clothing given by this excellent
society, the children of the minister could not have appeared in the house
of God, their garments were so shabby, and an utter want of means
prevented any renewal of their scanty wardrobe ..... How gratefully that
help has been received Mrs. Evans will joyfully tell, how much more
assistance is needed will be a sadder theme, and while we rejoice greatly in
the success which God has given to this sweet womanly work, we would
earnestly ask for it an increased and extended operation. If our Christian
sisters all over the land were but to take to heart the deep needs of Christ’s
ministering servants, and help them with resolute purpose and love, they
would very soon wipe away this sad blot from the page of our history, and
in so doing bring down a rich reward into their own hearts, and an
unexpected blessing on their .lives.’ ‘


During the year 48 parcels have been sent to ministers and 7 to
colporteurs, 202 children have been clothed, 1,901 ready-made garments
have been given, and various miscellaneous articles, bringing up the
estimated value of the grants to £262 11s. 0d. The expenditure for the year
has been £75 ls. 5d., and the balance of £187 9s. 7d. has been received in
clothing and materials to be made up at the meetings of the society. All
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communications and contributions should be addressed to Mrs. Evans,
Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington, London.


On Friday evening, June 17, the annual meeting of THE METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION, of which Mr. Bowker is the leader, was
held in the Lecture-hall, the Pastor presiding. After prayer, and an address
by the chairman upon the great need of the pioneer work done by the
members of the mission, Mr. Goldston, the secretary, reported the progress
of the work at North Cheam, Tiptree, Willesden, Bell Green, Hatton, Little
Paris-street, Teddington, Thornton Heath, and Southgate, and referred to
the fact that through the agency of the mission churches had been formed
and chapels built at Walthamstow and Tooting. Addresses were than
delivered by the brethren who are laboring in most of the places mentioned,
their earnest speeches being interspersed with selections from the song-
service “Homeward bound,” sung by Mr. J. Courtnay and a choir of the
Orphanage boys. Mr. Hayward, the treasurer, stated that the total
expenditure for the year had been £195 15s. 7d., which had been exactly
met by the receipts. The principal items of expense are for traveling, rent of
chapels and halls, furnishing, cleaning, printing, etc., and as the preachers
not only give their time, but also subscribe to the funds, and as the whole
amount is spent directly in evangelistic efforts in the suburbs and country
districts near London, we shall be glad to see the income grow far beyond
its present limit. This also is a grandly useful and economical society.
Churches have sprung up through its operations, and, if supported, it will
continue to work up little places till they become important stations, or
self-supporting churches. London demands the labors of all who can
preach Jesus. Some will do nothing unless they can do great things, but
these brethren are content to begin With a dozen, and work on with a
score, and so out of this come here and there congregations of hundreds.
Oh for more blessing! Blessed be God for so much! Friends may inquire
what is the distinction between this Society and the Evangelists’
Association, under Mr. Elvin. We are not very clear about this; except that
this Society sends the same meat to fixed stations to raise churches, and the
other is more of an evangelistic order, assisting churches already in
existence. They are equally excellent, and might wisely be united.


Monday, June 20, was, we believe, generally observed by the churches
connected with the Pastors’ College Association as a day of united prayer,
in accordance with the resolution gassed at the last Conference. At the
Tabernacle we had meetings at seven o’clock in the morning, at noon, at
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five in the afternoon, and at seven o’clock in the evening our usual prayer-
meeting was specially devoted to earnest supplication for our whole
College brotherhood. Brethren from various churches report to us that they
had days of power and joy. We shall do well to have another such day
before the year closes. United pleadings must prevail.


COLLEGE.—During the past month Mr. A. Billington, who has long set his
heart on going to Africa, has been accepted by Mr. H. Grattan Guinness as
one of a party of missionaries who will shortly start for the Congo. Mr.
Jesse Gibson, who came to us from Canada, will sail early this month for
St. Thomas, to take charge of the church during the pastor’s absence in
Europe. He hopes afterwards to settle in the dominion.


Mr. B. Brigg has accepted the pastorate at Drummond Road, Bermondsey;
and Mr. F. Tuck has succeeded him at the Providence Gospel Hall, Alvey
Street. Mr. C. Ingrem leaves the College to settle at Wimbledon; and Mr.
L. Humby at Coseley, Staffs.


The students are now away for their summer vacation, which will end on
August 8th. Mr. T. Whiteside has, at the suggestion of the Secretary of the
British and Irish Baptist Home Mission, removed from Athlone to
Ballymena. Mr. G. W. Pope, late of Nottingham, has settled at Piss; and
Mr. A. It. Morgan, late of Dolton, has gone to Fair-ford, Gloucester. Mr.
J. C. Thompson, late of Paisley, has accepted the hearty invitation of the
church at Brondesbury.


We are glad to learn from the Missionary Herald that Mr. and Airs. Lyall
are sufficiently restored to health to return to their work at the Cameroons,
West Africa.


Mr. Kendon writes very gratefully from Jamaica, acknowledging the
receipt of various sums sent to us to help him in restoring what the
hurricane destroyed. He has been holding evangelistic services in different
districts in his diocese, which is twenty miles square, and for five weeks
took part in an average of three meetings daily. On Good ]Friday he
baptized sixty-seven believers at Jericho in the presence of several
thousands of people, and on the previous Sunday six others put on Christ
at Mount Hermon; and, when he wrote, his list of inquirers on probation
contained two hundred and sixty names. Mr. Head, from Mr. Guinness’s
College, is at present helping him, although it is not very clear how the
support, which is barely sufficient for Mr. and Mrs. Kendon, can be made
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available for an additional worker. However, the Lord knows what is
needed, and will doubtless supply it in his own time and manner.


Mr. Norris sends us word from Calcutta that in answer to prayer the way
has been made clear for him to remain at his post. He earnestly prays that
we may send out evangelists to the English-speaking people of India, and
this will we do if God permit. Funds are slowly but surely coming in for
this object, and information of suitable centers for work is also arriving, so
that if we could only get the right men, something might soon be done in
this direction.


Mr. H. Rylands Brown, the pioneer of this movement, finds plenty to be
done at Darjeeling, and we believe he is the man to do it.


Our son Thomas, who is now preaching in New Zealand with great
acceptance, its very anxious that we should let ore’ readers know that there
has been a glorious revival at the Deloraine Tabernacle, which is one of the
chapels built by his friend and ours, Mr. Gibson, of Perth, Tasmania... Mr.
Harrison. who has now joined Mr. Isaac, as an evangelist, was greatly
cheered during the last few weeks at Deloraine, by seeing converts every
Lord’s-day. Mr. Harry Wood, who has left Saddleworth on account of the
excessive heat, has had the same joyous experience since he took charge of
the work at Deloraine. Our son says, “Mr. Gibson will feel amply
rewarded, and ready for more service and sacrifice.”


EVANGELISTS.— “Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—I have been pastor of Townhead-
street Baptist Church, in Sheffield, for nearly ten years. Feeling deep
interest in the work of our brethren Fullerton and Smith, now in this town,
I have thought you would be pleased to receive the enclosed account of
Whit-week.


“It was a week which will, I believe, be memorable in the history of the
church of God in this town. Indeed, the whole work of our brethren here
has been so manifestly marked by the presence and power of the Holy
Spirit that Christians with one accord give God the glory. A spirit of
united, fervent, and importunate prayer has been awakened for the
quickening of believers and the salvation of the lost, and God has appeared
to revive his work in the hearts of his people, while not a few have been
truly converted to Christ. Whir-week is in Sheffield, next to Christmas, the
great holiday of the year. Most of our foundries and manufactories are
closed—especially in these times of trade depression—nearly, or quite, the
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whole week through. Our brethren, therefore, desired to make special
efforts to reach the working men who would then be unemployed, and the
crowds of strangers who flock during the holiday into our town. The
circus, a large building, was therefore engaged for the whole; week, the
congregations were immense, and the exhibitions of truth, presented by our
brethren in song and address, were peculiarly owned and blessed. It may
interest; you to have a list of the special services held from the Saturday
evening preceding Whir-Sunday until the following Thursday night, and I
will mention the circus gatherings first:— “Saturday evening—’ Song
service.’ “Sunday morning, at seven o’clock, a ‘ meeting for Christians,’ at
which each of our brethren gave an address.


“Sunday morning at eleven o’clock, a meeting, the admission to which was
by ticket, in order, as far as possible, to exclude regular attendants at the
House of God.


“Sunday evening, at seven o’clock, a meeting similar to the morning one at
eleven.


“On Monday evening—’ Song service.’ “On Tuesday evening—’ Song
service.’ “On Wednesday and Thursday evenings the ‘preaching of the
word, the singing of the gospel, and prayer.’


“In addition to the gatherings in the circus during the week, there was a
crowded meeting for ‘men only,’ on Whir-Sunday afternoon, in the large ‘
Albert Hall;’ and at noon on Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday,
our brethren conducted a special service in Queen-street Chapel; and on
Thursday afternoon, at three o’clock, a Bible-reading in the Presbyterian
Church. The whole week was a season of peculiar power, and such
services as were held, and such addresses as were given, must be made a
great blessing. We, as ministers of Christ in this town, hold our brethren in
highest .esteem, and we shall ever lovingly remember their visit.


“I am, dear Mr. Spurgeon,
“Yours very sincerely,
“RICHARD GREEN.”


Mr. Burnham’s labors at Rushden, in May, were crowned with great
blessing, and once again the house of his host received a large share of the
soul-saving power which accompanies our brother wherever he goes. This
month he returns to follow up the very remarkable work already
accomplished. Continuing his Yorkshire campaign, he visited Bedale and
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Masham, Salterforth and Earley, Malton, Morley, and Middlesbro’. After
he has finished his work at Rushden this month he is going to help our
Brother Mather in open-air and tent-work at Hol-beach and the
surrounding villages.


We have not received any amounts lately from the places visited by the
evangelists, but we are quite sure that the spiritual re-suits of Messrs.
Smith and Fullerton’s services at Sheffield will be followed by a
.corresponding thankoffering; and we are informed that the Committee of
the Yorkshire Association are waiting until the close of Mr. Burnham’s
engagements to pay over in one sum the amounts received from the
.churches which he has helped. Meanwhile, general subscriptions will be
heartily welcomed for this work, which the Lord has so signally owned to
the salvation of souls, and the edification and comfort of believers.


 COLPORTAGE.—The Secretary writes:—”Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—The
Colportage Association is about to open several new districts. The friends
at Vernon Chapel, King’s Cross, have promised £40 a year for a colporteur
to work in that locality. This effort is, I think, to some extent the out-come
of the work of the colporteur for whom our friend Pastor F. A. Jones, of
Cross Street, Islington, is responsible. Also, through the kindness of Miss
Hadfield, of Ryde, arrangements have been made for a third colporteur to
labor in the Ventnor district, Isle of Wight. The whole island will thus be
fairly worked. Will our friends pray for a blessing upon these new districts,
and that we may be specially directed in these lection of suitable men? Why
should not this valuable agency be extended all over the land’? If Scotland
maintains over two hundred colporteurs, surely England should support at
least five hundred. The committee will always be glad to employ a man in a
district where £40 a year can be pro-raised. In the meantime, the General
Fund is very low, and help has been received to a very limited extent
during the past six months. The new districts will need more outlay from
the General Fund; we there-fore look prayerfully to the Lord, through his
people, to supply our need.”-Friends, please note the words which we have
underlined. We shall be glad of immediate help for this object.


PERSONAL NOTES.—A Christian sister in India writes:—” I enclose you a
note which I received from a Mussul man to whom I had lent a book of
your sermons, and I re-quest your prayers on his behalf that he may have
grace given him to profess Christ openly, and to come out from
Mahometanism.” Here is the note, “My dear Miss——. Your sermon-book
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has, indeed, converted me to Christianity. I do believe in Christ our Lord,
and so long as my belief in him is firmly rooted, I do not care what I may
be called in the outer world. Mr. Spurgeon appears to be an extra ordinary
man.” We were very gratified when we received from Germany the
following unsolicited testimony to the value of The Treasury of David:—“I
mailed one volume of The Treasury to Dr. Zoekler, and requested him to
give me his opinion of it. Dr. Zoekler is considered (even among German
pastors) a great bookworm, and I was a little curious to see what he would
say. He declared the Commentary to be ‘ a museum of spiritual treasures,’
and thought the publication of it would be to most German theologians like
the discovery of ancient Troy by Schilemann. My Lutheran neighbors beg
me to have the work done, if not for money, still for the good it would do,
and they beg for the whine work  There is nothing which  might benefit
Germany more than the publication of this work.” We would gladly aid in
the publication, but cannot see our way to do so. Perhaps the German
publisher may yet be able to bring it out, and make it pay its own costs.


A friend informs us that in Toulon, the great seaport and naval arsenal in
the southeast of France, where there are many artisans, and multitudes of
sailors, a work similar to that of Mr. McAll in Paris has been commenced
by M. Massis, a Protestant pastor, assisted by his wife and a missionary.
Several rooms have been opened for preaching, and converts gathered for
worship and work. Recently, when both M. Massis and his helper were
compulsorily absent from the service, one of the converts undertook to
lead the singing and prayer, but being unable to preach, he read the French
translation of our sermon, “Remember Lot’s Wife,” (No. 1,491), and this
was the means of the conversion of a ‘whole family.


Another friend, who conducts services in a Hampshire village where a new
chapel is being built, tells us that every Sunday evening for the last four
years he has preached there, but being engaged in business all the week he
cannot give much time to study. He says that he has, therefore, taken our
sermons regularly, got all the marrow he could out of them, copied out the
leading thoughts, lived in the subject all the week, and then given out to the
people the honey he has gathered, tie adds that God has blessed this system
of working to the salvation of souls and the edification of believers, and
that this way of proclaiming the truth has also interested the congregation.
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T. MILLS,


SEC.—REV. W. CORDEN JONES.


THE object of this Association is the increased circulation of religious and
healthy literature among all classes, in order to counteract the evil of the
vicious publications which abound, and lead to much immorality, crime,
and neglect of religion.


This; object is carried out in a twofold manner:—


1st.—-By means of Christian Colporteurs, who are paid a fixed salary, and
devote all their time to the work, visiting every accessible house with
Bibles and good books and periodicals for sale, and performing other
missionary services, such as visitation of the sick and dying, and
conducting meetings and open-air services as opportunities occur. This is
the most important method, enabling the Colporteur to visit every part of
the district regularly.


The average total cost of a Colporteur is from £ 75 to £80; but the
Committee will appoint a man to any district for which £ 40 a year is
subscribed, if the fund of the Association will permit.


2nd.—By means of Book Agents who canvass for orders for periodicals,
and supply them month by month; these receive a liberal percentage on the
sales to remunerate them for their trouble.


This; second method is admirably adapted to the requirements of districts
where the guaranteed subscription for a Colporteur cannot be obtained.
Shopkeepers or other persons willing to become Book Agents may
communicate with the Secretary.


The Association is unsectarian in its operations, “doing work for the
friends of a ,full and free gospel anywhere and everywhere.”


Cheques may be crossed London and County Bank; and Post Office
Orders made payable: to W. C. JONES, at the Chief Office, St. Martin’s-
le-Grand. All communications should be addressed to REV. W. CORDEN
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JONES, Colportage Association, Pastor.,” College, Temple Street, St.
George’s Road, London, S.E.
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METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE


COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION


FOURTEENTH ANNUAL REPORT.


Fourteen years have now elapsed since the formation of this Association,
and the Committee desire to record their gratitude to God for enabling
them to continue this work until now with almost uninterrupted progress,
and followed by moral and spiritual results the importance of which cannot
be over-estimated.


On account of the continued trade depression of the last few year it was
deemed desirable for the present to direct special attention and effort to the
consolidation of the position already attained by the Association, rather
than to seek its rapid extension by any extraordinary, methods. 16 new
districts, however, were started, and 79 occupied during the past year, but
as several have from various causes been discontinued the number of
Colporteurs now employed, 73, is nearly the same as reported last year.


The continued and even increased necessity for the work are abundantly
confirmed both by the reports from the various districts and from the
recent utterances of eminent men in various positions who are well able to
judge.


In a recent sermon on “Books:” the following striking passage appears —”
The printing press is the mightiest agency on earth for good or evil. The
position of a minister of religion standing in his pulpit is a responsible
position, but it does not appear so responsible a position as that of the
editor and the publisher. Men die, but the literary influences they project go
on for ever. I believe that God has made the printing press to be a great
agent in the world’s correction and evangelization, and that the great final
battle of the world will be fought, not with guns and swords, but with types
and presses, a gospelized and purified literature triumphing over and
trampling under foot and crushing out a corrupt literature. God speed the
cylinders of an honest, intelligent, aggressive, Christian printing press!”
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To wage this warfare against pernicious literature is the work in which this
and kindred Associations engage. The printing press produces the peaceful
weapons and ammunition, while the Colporteur is the Christian soldier who
carries them into the conflict. He fires not at random, but selecting his
ground and opportunity aims at the enemy now a Bible or Testament, then
an attractively illustrated periodical or interesting book, or failing to find a
purchaser will present a tract with a word in season, accompanied by silent
prayer. The accompanying reports speak of many peaceful victories thus
won. The circulation of hurtful periodicals and books is immense, but the
Association thankfully records that during the past year it has put into
circulation a total of 396,291 books and periodicals to the gross value of
£7,577 7s. rod., while no less than 630,993 visits to families have been
made by the Colporteurs, who have also conducted 6,745 religious
services, besides frequently praying with the sick and dying.


The Colporteurs are frequently told that but for their visits a large number
of the people upon whom they call would be entirely neglected by any of
the ordinary methods or agencies employed. The Committee therefore,
while thanking those friends who have helped them in the past, urgently
plead for increased support in this good work. The profit upon the sales
renders it an economical agency, but as in many of the districts most
needing the work of the Association the sales are small, from the poverty
of the people, the additional outlay can only be met by Subscriptions to the
General Fund, which are very much needed, both to sustain existing efforts
and to commence new ones.


The Committee again desire to express their obligations to the Religious
Tract Society for liberal assistance in the supply of Books and Tracts on
very advantageous terms, also to the British and Foreign Bible Society for
similar favors.


REPORTS FROM SUPERINTENDENTS, ETC., IN DISTRICTS.


WOLVERHAMPTON DISTRICT.—The Rev. D. W. Purdon writes: “The
colporteur sticks to his work like a limpet to the rock. Patiently,
perseveringly, and I believe very prayerfully he goes on, increasingly
acceptable among those among whom he labors, and in every way
satisfactorily to those whose eyes are interestedly on him and his work:.


“I see that during the past 11 months he has sold Bibles, 94, Testaments,
14O; Books over 6d., 4,011; Books under 6d., 936; Magazines, 2,721;
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Packets, Cards, etc., 320. Total, 8,222. And he has visited 773 families;
held 78 services; and distributed 4,620 tracts.


“Now, considering the character of his sphere, and the times we have been
passing through, I consider this a good 11 months’ work, which speaks for
itself. I cannot say more.”


FRITHAM NEW FOREST DISTRICT.—R, W. S. Griffith, Esq., of Lyndhurst,
who has had some years’ practical experience of the working of
Colportage, writes:—I can only say that we have a very active and earnest
colporteur—he works hard and finds a great pleasure in his work, carrying
a smiling face to al houses he visits, and finding almost without exception a
cordial welcome everywhere: he has a very simple but impressive manner
of stating gospel troths, and his visits are, I am sure, calculated to awaken
a desire for holy things in many hearts; it has been so in several cases that I
have heard of, leading through Divine grace to a decided conversion. He is
doing a good work, and we all like him.


“The year, too, has been but a poor one in a very poor neighborhood, and
those who know’ the district best are most surprised at the fact that (£80)
to £100 are spent annually by the people in good literature. Magazines are
in greatest request, the attractions of a good. illustrated magazine for 6d.
quite overcoming those of the ordinary 6d. book.


“If am more than ever convinced of the immense practical usefulness of
the Colportage work, and if I could advise anyone looking’ out for some
branch of work for the Lord which he would aid, I would unhesitatingly
say—’ Choose a district as yet unoccupied and send your subscription to
the Association, so that a colporteur might be sent to work there.’ Mr.
Bellamy, the colporteur, visits 700 or 800 families every month, and takes
two or three cottage services every week, and while I am writing he has
gone in his donkey cart about seven miles to take a service this evening, he
will hardly get back till 10 or 11 o’clock. Hoping this year may prove, by
God’s blessing, a very encouraging one to all your men.”


The WORCESTERSHIRE COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION, which employs four
Colporteurs. J. s. Hanson, Esq., Treasurer, writes — “ I hope the
Association is going on prosperously: if all were as satisfied about the
usefulness of the work as we are, they would soon find the means to
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increase the number, till the land was filled with colporteurs.” We cull the
following from the Annual Report of the same Association.


“When it is remembered that our agents are Christian men, who constantly
keep distinctly before them the direct personal spiritual welfare of those
they visit; losing no opportunity either on roadside or in cottage, of
pressing home the great need each soul has of salvation, and pointing to
Christ as the only and sufficient Savior; and that with this; object in view
they visit I89 villages every month, and are brought into personal contact
with from 150 to 200 persons each day; we obtain some idea (though by
no means exhaustive) of the almost unlimited opportunity this Society has,
through its four colporteurs, of presenting the glad tidings of salvation to
the tens of thousands of people who inhabit our villages.”


COATE AND LEAFIELD COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION, Rev. B. Arthur,
Secretary.— “In presenting the fifth report, your Committee are happy to
say that the progress of the work during the past year is highly gratifying.
The effects of a free and liberal circulation of tracts, with the sale of the
word of God and religious books, with periodicals and works of a highly
moral character, are very visible. In many cases they have supplanted the
pernicious Police News, The Boys of England and many other similar
publications. Pleasing inquiry is being made by the people, and many have
been induced to attend some place of public worship. The Committee have
pleasure in bearing testimony to the earnest and persevering labors of their
present colporteur, Mr. J. Hook. During the year the sale of books and
periodicals amounted to £ 103 15s. 8d. Many religious services have been
held, either in the open air or in cottages, or places of divine worship. The
usual visits have been made to the sick and aged, and instruction been
given to the young in the Sunday School. The colporteur’s journal
furnishes proof that the visits, with conversations by the way-side, are
productive of good.”


NORTHAMPTON ASSOCIATION, Secretary, Rev. W. I. Mills. Extract from
Report. —” We begin with Bulwick Lodges. Here the work of the
Colportage and evangelizing is still combined, and we believe that the
dissemination of the word of God and pure literature during the week, and
the preaching on the Sunday, mast be attended with great good.


“Mr. Hornsey wrote in December last:— ‘In the Chapel the word preached
was much blessed the first summer I was here, the place was crowded—
soon, however, the screw was put on, and the second summer the
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attendance fell off wonderfully. This past summer there was a fair
attendance, and lately it has been better, the average being 24 or 26,
sometimes over 30 adults in the evening, but the afternoon service is
poorly attended. The seals to my ministry are some who have been born
again, some quickened in the divine life, and others awakened to a sense of
their need of a Savior. And now for those upon whom the screw was put,
these I visit in their own homes in my rounds; here is where the work of a
colporteur lies, according to my idea, for with my pack on my back, or in
my hand, I have an excuse (if one is needed in the 19th century’) to call at
all the houses in the villages; and here, I may say, eternity alone can reveal
the good done by the tract given, read and blessed! God only knows of the
scriptures read to the sick, of prayers offered at the bedside of the afflicted
and those appointed to death, of the word spoken to the relations or
attendants, of words of cheer and comfort spoken to the brethren and
sisters in Christ, who are cast down, phases of whose life none but the
colporteur can see! If you ask me, have you been blessed in this work?
Have the results justified the outlay? I say yes, yes, yes! But there is what
is called the untabulated results, opposite which we will put the Wall done,
good and faithful servant, and the heavenly reward.’“


SOUTHERN ASSOCIATION, Secretary, Rev. J. Hasler. Extracts from
Report.— “The work of colportage continues to employ the greater part of
the funds of the Association, and the area in which this work is carried on
has not only been maintained, but extended. Another district has been
formed, and is occupied, that of Andover. There are therefore now seven
colporteurs engaged, who are working in the following districts—
Downton, West Medene, Lymington, Poole, Salisbury, Quarley, and
Andover. In some, if not all, of these districts, the universal depression in
trade has had an untoward influence upon one part of the work of your
agents—their sales—the amount of those sales is not so large as it
otherwise would have been. In other respects, however, and to which their
sales are intended to be auxiliary, the work of your colporteurs still yields
results that afford increased encouragement, and also call for devout
thankfulness. In the Downton district there have been four distinct cases of
conversion, a mother and her daughter through reading the book entitled
“Saving Faith,” and two young men through reading other books. There is
also good reason to believe that the reading of books and sermons supplied
by the colporteur has had something to do with the change of a clergyman
in the district, from decidedly Ritualistic to decidedly Evangelical views.
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“Sunday newspapers have been given up in some cases, and publications
such as Sunday at Home, Weekly Welcome, and the Boy’s Own Paper
purchased instead With respect to the sale of Bibles it may be mentioned as
an interesting fact that since his residence in this district the colporteur has
supplied 150 vols. of Cassell’s Family Bible. He has conducted 139
services on the Lord’s Day, and he himself says that he has never seen so
much good resulting from his work as; he has seen this year; it has been the
year of his greatest encouragement.”


Other Associations employ the colporteurs with satisfaction and success,
but space forbids further extracts from their reports.


Several private and unsolicited letters have been received affording
valuable testimony to the value of colportage. In one we read “I have been
a Christian worker in this neighborhood for 40 years, and I fearlessly say
no money has been better spent than that by your Committee in keeping
the colporteur here to labor with us.”


Rev. J. Richards of Winson Green wrote:—” I see the colporteur
frequently, and am exceedingly gratified by his devotion to his work, he
really works hard and well. He is one of the most acceptable evangelists
engaged in preaching in cottages and in the open air in this neighborhood,
the people are delighted with his singing the gospel too. He attends the
Total Abstinence Meetings to sell his books, and has a table for his use,
and in doing so makes himself personally acceptable to the people.”


The following are extracts selected from the Colporteurs’ letters, and will,
it is hoped, be read with interest:—


SALE OF BIBLES AND TESTAMENTS.— “My sales in Bibles and Testaments
for the last quarter exceeds the sales at the two depots of the Bible Society
here for the whole of the last year. I think this comparison shows
conclusively that the right way to sell the books is to take them to the
homes of the people.”


“During the past twelve months I have sold 239 Bibles, and I229
Testaments. Thank God for past success, but I shall not be satisfied until I
can see a portion of the Word of God in every house in my district.”


“I have found out three houses entirely without the Word of God, but I did
not let them remain so. One of the women said she could not afford the
money for a Testament, but after I talked to her the little daughter said, ‘
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Mother, I shall ,>pen my little bank and pay for it,’ so she took it when the
little child paid for it. She had been married seven years, and never had
God’s Word in her possession all that time.”


“September.—Sold more of God’s Word this month than any month since
I have been in the work, thirty Bibles and over forty Testaments. God’s
Word must and shall prevail; it cannot return unto him void, because it is a
living Word, coining from the ever living Say/our.”


PREVALENCE OF EVIL LITERATURE AND ITS CURE.— “Was told of a young
female (a governess) who sat in bed reading by candle-light some of the
most filthy, low, vulgar, pernicious papers, so bad indeed that the woman
was ashamed to tell me what they were; succeeded in supplying her with a
good magazine.”


“My work is still progressing favorably. Several boys at a boarding-school,
who used to read bad papers, now take Young England and Excels/or
from me. The mistress told me that she was very glad these papers had
come out, as her boys used to be so fond of bad ones before.”


“In one village which I visit there are several infidel books, and several
persons have turned, infidels through reading them. One is a very
intelligent, quiet young man, and two were Methodist local preachers.
Packets of infidel tracts are being sent into the villages; this makes me feel
more than ever the pressing need of Colportage to counteract this evil
work.”


“I am glad to report that through a customer I have succeeded in getting a
young woman to take the Girl’s Own Paper, instead of . (a trashy paper).
She was so delighted with it that she lent it to another young woman, and I
expect more orders.” “The wife of a man who has three children, and only
earns 9s. per week, had taken in a weekly penny paper, full of empty
stories. She asked me to get a number of them bound, but I told her they
were not worth it, and if she loved her children she must not encourage
them to read such trash as that. Persuaded her to take in the Sunday at
Home.”  “A young man upon leaving this district has requested me to post
his good books direct to him. This is a case wherein I have succeeded in
substituting a religious periodical in place of a pernicious penny novel, and
the subscriber expresses pleasure and profit in the change.”


“My word shall not return unto me void.”
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CONVERSIONS THROUGH BOOKS, &C., SOLD.—The number of conversions
reported by the colporteurs through the books sold is too large to print the
cases in detail; the following, however, are a fair sample of others:—
“Saying Faith,” R. T. S.—” Two persons have been led to the Savior
through reading this book—a mother and daughter. I sold the book to a
Christian woman, she read it, and lent it to one of her neighbors who was
ill. Through reading it she was led to trust in Jesus as her Savior, as was
her daughter, who had left service to nurse her mother.” The book was
then sent on to another daughter, hoping that by its perusal she may share
the same blessing. The same colporteur speaks of a third case of
conversion from reading the same book.”


“The Home Beyond,” HATCHARDS.—” A farmer to whom I had
previously sold The Home Beyond, when I called again said, ‘What a
beautiful book that Home Beyond is. I read it, and sent it to a relation of
mine, who was very ill, first wasting away in consumption, and without
having a hope in Christ.. She read the book I had sent, and it was the
means of leading her to the Savior of the lost, and by being able to die a
peaceful and happy death she testified that she had truly embraced the
Savior.’“


The following books are noticed as having been instrumental in conversion
wink, some more and some less:—” Alleine’s Alarm,” “A Savior for You,”
“Better than Gold,” “Baxter’s Dying Thoughts,” “Come to Jesus,” “Child
of Jesus,” “Grace and Truth,” “God is Love,” “Home Beyond,” “Light for
Dark Hours,  Morning by Morning,” “Pike’s Persuasives,”” Pardon and
Peace,” “Saving Faith.”


GRATUITOUS TRACT DISTRIBUTION AND ITS RESULTS.—Many thousands
of evangelical tracts are given away by the Association, and most of the
colporteurs report that people receive them readily, and that numerous
cases of conversion have resulted from their distribution. Two cases are
appended:—


“I was showing my books to a gentleman one day, he had a little tract in
his hand entitled ‘ Taken by Surprise.’ I offered this to a lady who was
passing by, and she accepted it. Bless the Lord, it was the means of
awakening her to a sense of danger, insomuch that she could not find rest
until she found it in Jesus. She is now believing and rejoicing in his great
salvation.”
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The Pipe Light —”Some time ago I held an open air meeting at one of our
villages during the dinner hour of the workmen, as I was not permitted to
enter the mill. After speaking some time, I sold several small books, and
gave away about 200 tracts. One of the men screwed the tract up and
threw it away, but picked it up again, and put it into his pocket, thinking it
might come in to light his pipe. At tea time, however, having nothing else
to read, he resorted to the despised tract. It was headed ‘ Stop the Clock.’
Before he had finished reading it, he trembled from head to foot, and
pleaded with God for the forgiveness of his sins; from that moment, he tells
me, he has felt a changed man.”


Mr. Spurgeon’s Sermons.—As usual, many of the colporteurs have met
with instances of the great usefulness of these sermons, both in the comfort
and instruction of believers and in the salvation of sinners. A few reports
are given:—


“About twelve months ago, a friend of mine leaving for America took a
good supply of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons. I also kept up correspondence,
sending other sermons. Having now returned, he speaks of the blessings
the sermons were to him and others while there, where the preaching is
quite perfection in the flesh. One of these sermons sent was 1507-8-9, and
was the means of the conversion of one woman, and of stirring up others
to find perfection only in Christ Jesus.”


“In soliciting orders, one woman asked me if I carried any of Mr.
Spurgeon’s works, and when told that I did, seemed pleased; bought
several of his writings, telling me that although she had been a member of a
Christian church for years, she never saw the gospel in its true light until
she read one of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons. It was not until then that she saw
Jesus to be her only Savior and could rejoice in Him as such.”


Speaking of a young woman who had been in much darkness and
perplexity about spiritual things and seemed to despair of mercy, a
Colporteur writes “But when I was there in January I sold her Mr.
Spurgeon’s ‘ Loving advice for anxious seekers’; when I called next month
I could see by her countenance that there was a change for the better. She
then told me that God in His mercy had blessed that sermon to her, that it
seemed as though Mr. Spurgeon must have known of one exactly like her,
for every word suited her case exactly.”
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Other cases occur of a similar character, and an instance is reported where
the reading of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons by a Ritualistic clergyman “it is
believed had something to do with his change to decidedly Evangelical
views.”


VISITATION FROM HOUSE TO HOUSE.—”June 14 passed on to another
house, where I had visited a man before, he said, I have to thank God you
called to speak to me about my soul. I feel now that I am a changed man,
my desire is to live ,::o Jesus whom I have long despised. Prayed with him,
leaving him trusting in Jesus.”


The following is extracted from a report from our Bro. Matthews of
Eversham, who was a valuable colporteur and was called to his rest
beloved and respected by all who knew him. September, 1880.—Another
said, “I am very glad you ever came to my house with your visits and
books, I feel now that I can fully trust in Jesus as my only Savior. Many are
sick and brought low by pain; I advise them all fully to trust in Jesus the
great Healer both of body and soul, and I hope through the work clone, a
few are resting their all on the rock which is ‘ Christ in you the hope of
Glory.’“


Another colporteur writes “One case of conversion I would refer to which
has come under my notice. I spoke to a young servant girl about six
months ago on the subject of salvation, urging very much the importance
of a full and present decision for Jesus, and of not resting upon anything
short of a knowledge of sin forgiven. On calling again three months
afterwards, I asked her if she was still seeking or whether she had found
the Savior. She replied ‘Oh! I have found peace in Him, it was on my
birthday in December.’ She is about to join a Christian church.”


VISITATION OF THE AFFLICTED.—”A man who is dying said, ‘ I am so glad
to see you again; do pray beside me, for I have found much happiness
through your prayers. The “church parson” has been to see me, and gave
me a bottle of wine and read some prayers out of a book, but, indeed, I
would rather have your prayers than all he did.’“


“After paying several visits to a sick man I found him near to his end. Told
him of a Savior, but he did not seem to be able to trust his all upon Him.
On going that round next time I found that he had passed away, but was
pleased to hear that he had accepted the Savior. He spoke of me and would
have liked to have seen me.”
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AMONG THE QUARRYMEN — “ On my visit in October I went as usual
amongst the working-men in the granite stone quarry, and just where I was
standing I heard a bell ring loudly, and all at once I saw about sixty or
seventy men running towards where I was standing.—Just what I wanted!
I found that the bell signified the firing of a shot in the quarry, hence
danger. Now they came around the colporteur—listened eagerly to the
gospel and bought freely of my good books, nearly emptied my knapsack
and nearly filled my pocket with coppers. Previous to this I was very weary
because of my heavy load of books. How good of the Lord to direct me to
the right place at the right time! I came away with a light heart and a light
load and offered up my little: prayer ‘ Lord, bless those good books and
those few words spoken to the good of the men’s precious souls.’“


PRAYER UNDER THE HEDGE. — “The old man was standing up the sunny
side of the hedge on the roadside. I went to him; and on offering a tract he
said, I cannot read; I then spoke to him of sin and death, of salvation, and
the Lord Jesus. I appealed to him as to a dying man, beseeching him to
prepare to meet the good God whom he had been living without these
upwards of eighty years; he trembled as one shivering on the brink of
eternity and fearing to launch away, which according to the nature of
things I assured him he must soon expect to do. Down aside the hedge we
both got on our knees, and with liberty of soul earnestly besought that the
converting grace and power of the Holy Ghost may be poured upon him
that he may be enlightened and saved. Knowing now where he lives I shall
hope, if God spares him and me, ere long to see him again and to see him
saved of the Lord.”


PREACHING THE GOSPEL FROM HOUSE TO HOUSE. — “I have much
encourage-merit in the Colportage Work. I find some of the people very
willing to hear the word of God. Some days I have had what I should term
a Cottage Meeting. Where I have found four and five people in one house,
I have read, prayed, and sang for about an half-hour. Passing on to another
house, where I have found another group, I spent another half-hour. I have
had five, some days six, little Meetings with the people; at such times the
Master has been with us, and much good has been. done.”


VISITING IN THE HOSPITAL.—” What changes we have! Several have died
just lately, whom I expect to meet on the heavenly shore. Dear W. H.,
whom I visited in the Hospital, has passed away, leaving his testimony
behind him. Mrs. M., too, after a lingering illness, has gone to be with
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Jesus. Also, Mrs. S., buried this afternoon. How joyful it will be to meet
these again to whom God has made me a blessing.”


ADDRESSING THE COLLIERS. — October 2nd.—” Gave a short address to a
company of Colliers; was received with welcome and delight. Spoke to
them about the leper going to Jesus. Told them that we had hearts diseased
by sin and wicked works:, and they needed cleansing. That we could not
do anything to merit our salvation, but we could plead the merits of Jesus
Christ, and that he was as willing to cleanse them as when he cleansed the
leper, if they opened their hearts to receive Him. They expressed gratitude
for speaking to them, and thanked me very much; said I had clone them
good. Since then two of them have joined the Salvation Army. I believe I
have been instrumental in God’s hands of their salvation; they thanked me
for going.”


THE COLPORTEUR’S SABBATH.—” Visited about 50 homes with tracts, and
spoke a few words where I could. Sunday School, 2.30, gave an address to
teachers and scholars. Preached at a Lodging House at 5.30 and at Gospel
Hall 6.30 and again in the Market at 8.35; then visited some sick people.”


“On Sundays I always endeavor to get among the groups of men at the
corners, and wait on them at closing time, coming out of the public-houses,
to present them with a tract, and persuade them to observe the Sabbath;
not only have I been successful with individuals, but in two cases, of which
I have heard, whole families have been induced to attend regularly the
means of grace on the Sabbath ,day. To God be the glory.”


WORK IN LONDON COURTS. — “Thursday, February 17th. Weather, damp,
gloomy, and uncomfortable without, and the scenes witnessed within the
homes of the people were not any more inviting, for visiting many of the
courts in Mount Street I came across many families living in a state of the
greatest wretchedness, dirt, and squalor imaginable. The cottages are in a
damp, dilapidated, and tumble-down condition. It is indeed wonderful to
me how people manage to live under such circumstances. It is of course
trot little that I can do in the way of selling in such places. Still my
reception is not bad for such a neighborhood: having sold a copy of J. W.
Kirton’s interesting little temperance story entitled Buy your own Cherries,
in one of these cottages, on my last visit, the purchaser, as I was passing
down the adjoining street to-day, sent out to me for another copy—the
first having evidently made some impression in that court. In another of
these courts I one day read the parable of the prodigal son to two or three







477


apparently eager listeners. In the center of my district are the Columbia
Buildings belonging to the Baroness Burdett Coutts. They contain eight
blocks of tenements and are occupied by 188 families of the poorer class,
which are visited consecutively by me.”


MAKING SALES ON LONDON BRIDGE.—”November 30th. Coming over
London Bridge with a load of books from the Tabernacle I happened to be
glancing at the new number of the Sword and Trowel for December, I was
accosted by a man (a stranger) in a cart, who asked me if I had a copy to
dispose of and he would buy i:; I sold him the one I had in my hand, and
asked him to become a regular subscriber, to which he consented and gave
me his name and address. It is thus possible to make sales in the busy
crowded thoroughfare of this great city as well (though by no means as
readily or frequently) as in the quiet roads and lanes of a Devonshire
district.”


PREACHING SERVICES BY THE COLPORTEUR.—-According to their ability
and opportunity many of the colporteurs are regularly engaged preaching
the gospel both in the open air and as “supplies” for various
denominations. Much blessing rests upon this which may be called the
extra work of a colporteur. A few reports are given of this department of
service:—


CONVERSION WORK.—” The preaching of the Word has been much
blessed this last few months. One poor woman told me in a meeting that
the Lord had made her so unhappy about her soul that she could not work.
She then went down on her knees, and prayed as best she could, and the
Lord had showed her the difference between believing about Christ and
believing in Christ, which I had been talking about the last Sunday. She
said, ‘I have been trying to get Christ and heaven by doings, but now I see
it is a done work, and I can say I am in Christ and Christ in me.’ Two
others have just been brought to know the Lord, and several drunkards
have become sober men, who a little time ago would curse the name of
such a man as myself.”


“There are many things to encourage me. My speaking at the chapel and
Sunday-school, and other places, is very acceptable. The congregations
have increased, and a greater earnestness is manifested by those who love
the Lord, and it has been our joy to hear the cry of the penitent sinner for
mercy. One man, in good circumstances, came to me at the close of a
Sabbath evening service, and asked to be remembered in prayer. I visited
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him the next day, and talked and prayed with him, and I believe he is now a
saved man. He is very regular at the week-night service, and. it is good to
hear him pray. We have three stand proposed for membership, and another
was crying for mercy last Thursday night in the meeting, and I believe the
Spirit of God is working upon the hearts of several others.”


“In my last report I gave a description of eight villages lying east of my
district. There is still a great awakening going on at —, especially among
the congregation of the Baptist Chapel. Seven have been baptized and
added to the little church there. I preach in this chapel one Sunday per
month, and one of the above ‘was brought to a knowledge of his state by
nature, and through the goodness of God sought and found peace, and is
now rejoicing in Christ, through the blessing of God on my preaching. I
have had people attribute their conversion to my prayers before, but this is
the first fruit of my preaching.”


Besides these specially religious services, many of the colporteurs give
special attention to temperance work, and some have been the means of
reclaiming many drunkards.


THE COLPORTEUR AND TEMPERANCE.—”I am pleased to inform you that
the book John Ploughman’s Pictures has been the means of leading one
man to give up the drink, and since that has joined the Congregationalists,
and he wishes me to tell Mr. Spurgeon that he owes his conversion to God
through reading that book.”


“When I called there first I found they were a lot of drink-loving beings,
but a moral change has been going on among them. One, on reading the
book Happy Homes and How to Make Them, gave up smoking at once,
and right glad was I to find that two of them had signed the pledge. When I
called there, in December, one of them told me he spent on an average 7s
per week on liquors. Owing to the snow I could not get there in January,
but when I called in February, although they were busy, and could not stop
long, they told me with evident pleasure that they still kept their pledge.
Will the committee help me to pray for the other, who still holds to the
evil? This is manifestly moral reform caused by reading.”


“Through the kind invitations of Capt. Smith I have given three temperance
addresses to the’ soldiers at Hurst Castle, when several friends came from
the neighboring villages and the Isle of Wight, and each time the large gun-
room was so crowded that several had to stand the whole of the time;
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many have since signed the pledge, and the Captain told me he is sure they
have done a deal of good, and hoped he should see me there again. I have
also held a Bible class there, at which the Captain and a great number of
soldiers and several of the lighthouse men were present. Thus I am led to ‘
Thank God and take courage.’


“On entering a public-house I found several men drinking. I begun to talk
to them of the necessity of being decided for Christ. The landlady came and
sat down with the men; I then tried to show them what the Savior had
done for them and how He loved them; the landlady wept like a child; it
seems as if they can stand as many oaths and curses as can be put upon
them, but, thank God, they cannot stand to be told of the love of Jesus
without feeling uncomfortable, especially the baser sort of people. I find
that the name of Jesus has a power when everything else has failed: angels
and men before him fall and devils fear and fly.


“Another very interesting case was one day in going to a village. Just as I
got to the village there came a dreadful storm of thunder and lightning and
rain, and the first house I came to was a public house. I ran into this house
for shelter, and found it full of men drinking and gambling, with much
swearing. I had not been in many minutes before one asked me what I had
to sell; I at once put my pack on the table and showed what I had. They
soon gave ,over swearing, and I spoke to them and tried to sell them a
book each. I sold one John Ploughman’s Talk and another at a shilling, and
a few little books, and a number left the house before I did and went home
in the rain; when the rain gave over a bit I started for home without calling
at any more houses. I came home with a light heart, though wet through
with water.”
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


AUGUST, 1881.


INAUGURAL ADDRESS


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IT is essential that we should exhibit faith in the form of confidence in God.
Brothers, it would be a great calamity if it could be said of any one of you,
“He had an excellent moral character, and remarkable gifts; ‘but he did not
trust God.” Faith is a chief necessary. “Above all, taking the shield of faith”
was the apostolic injunction. Alas, some men go to the fight, but leave their
shield at home. It would be dreadful to think of a sermon as all a sermon
ought to be in every respect except that the preacher did not Crust in the
Holy Spirit to bless it to the conversion of souls; such a discourse is vain.
No sermon is what it ought to be if faith be absent: as well say that a body
is in health when life is extinct. It is admirable to see a man humbly
conscious of weakness, and yet bravely confident in the Lord’s power to
work through his infirmity. We may glory at large when God is our glory.
Attempting great things, we shall not overdo ourselves in the attempt, and
expecting great things, we shall not be disappointed in our expectation.
Nelson was asked whether a certain movement of his ships was not
perilous, and he replied, “Perilous it may be, but in naval affairs nothing is
impossible, and nothing is improbable.” I make bold to assert that in the
service of God nothing is impossible, and nothing is improbable. Go in, in
the name of God; risk everything on his promise, and according to your
faith shall it be done unto you.


The common policy of our churches is that of great prudence. We do not,
as a rule, attempt anything beyond our strength. We measure means, and
calculate possibilities with economical accuracy; then we strike off a large
discount for contingencies, and a still larger as provision for our ease, and
so we accomplish little because we have no idea of doing much. I would to
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God we had more “pluck.” I know of no fitter word: though the word may
better suit the camp than he church, we will for once borrow from the
barracks. Bear in mind that there is nothing like courage even in ordinary
things. Sir Richard Sutton, when he was ambassador to Prussia, was taken
by Frederick the Great to see his regiment of giants, every one of whom
stood six feet six in his shoes. The king said to him, “Do you think any
regiment in the English army could fight my men, man for man?” Sir
Richard answered, “Please your majesty, I do not know whether the same
number could beat your giants, but I know that half the number would try
at it.” Let us attempt great things, for those who believe in the name of the
Lord succeed beyond all expectation. By faith the worker lives. The right
noble Earl of Shaftesbury said the other afternoon of Ragged-school
teachers and their work,—” It was evident, to all thinking persons that we
had a great danger in the ignorance of the children of the loner classes, and
so the senators began to think of it, and the philosophers began to think of
it, and good men of all sorts began to think of it; but while they were all
engaged in thinking, a few plain, humble people opened Ragged-schools,
and did it.” This is the kind of faith of which we need more and more: we
need so to trust in God as to put our hand to the plough in his name. It is
idle to spend time in making and altering plans, and doing nothing else; the
best plan for doing God’s work is to do it. Brothers, if you do not believe
in anybody else, believe in God without stint. Believe up to the hilt. Bury
yourselves, both as to your weakness and your strength, in simple trust in
God. “Oh,” said one, “as to that man, there is no telling what mad thing he
will start next.” Let the sneer pass;, though it may be as well to say, “I am
not mad, most noble Festus; but carry out, works of truth and soberness.”
The end of all things will show that faith in God is sanctified common
sense, without an atom of folly in it. To believe God’s word is the most
reasonable thing we can do, it is the plainest course that we can take, and
the safest policy that we can adopt, even as to taking care of ourselves; for
Jesus says, “Whosoever will save his life shall lose it; but whosoever shall
lose his life for my sake and the gospel’s, the same shall save it.” Let us
stake all upon the faithfulness of God, and we shall never be ashamed or
confounded, world without end.


You must also have faith in God in the form of expectancy. Our brethren
Smith and Fullerton would not have a blessing on their work if they did not
expect the blessing to come; but expecting the blessing, they provide an
inquiry-room, and persons to look after the converts. Shall we commence
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farming and provide no barn? In many a village the Lord has saved souls
under the preaching of the gospel, but the minister has never said, “I shall
be in the vestry on such and such an evening to see inquirers,” or, “I shall
stop after the sermon to talk with the anxious.” He has never given the
people a chance of telling what the Lord has done for them, and if he
should hear that a dozen people have been convinced of sin, he would be
surprised, and fear that they were hypocrites. We have not so learned
Christ. We look to take fish in our nets, and to reap harvests in our fields.
Is it so with you, my brethren? Let it be more so. “Open thy mouth wide,”
saith the Lord, “and I will fill it.” So pray and so preach that if there are no
conversions you will be astonished, amazed, and broken-hearted. Look for
the salvation of your hearers as much as the angel who will sound the last
trump will look for the waking of the dead. Believe your own doctrine!
Believe your own Savior! Believe in the Holy Ghost who dwells in you!
For thus shall you see your hearts’ desire, and God shall be glorified.


IV. It is time to talk of the fourth thing, namely, LIFE. The preacher must
have life; he must have life in himself. Are you all alive, my brother? Of
course you have been quickened as a plain believer; but as a minister are
you altogether alive? If there is a bone in a man’s body which is not alive, it
becomes the nidus of disease; for instance, a decayed tooth may cause
more serious injury than most people imagine. In a living system a dead
portion is out of place, and is sure sooner or later to create intense pain. It
is a wise arrangement that it should be so, for decay has a tendency to
spread, and mischief might; be caused imperceptibly if pain did not sound
the alarm bell. I hope that any part of our soul which is not truly alive may
pain us till the evil is removed.


Some brethren never seem to be thoroughly alive. Their heads are alive,
they are intelligent and studious; but alas! their hearts are inactive, cold,
lethargic. Many preachers never spy out opportunities, for death seems to
have sealed up their eyes, and their tongue also is not half quickened, so
that they mumble and stumble, and all around them sleep rules the hour. I
have been told that if certain preachers would only for once stamp a foot,
or lift a handkerchief, or <to anything out of their regular way, it would be
a relief to their people. I hope none of you have become quite so
mechanical; but I know that some are heavy and yet not weighty, solemn
and yet not impressive. My brother, I want you to be alive from the sole of
your foot to the crown of your head, alive in brain and heart, in tongue and
hand, in eye and ear. The living God should be served by living men.
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Labor to be alive in all your duties. John Bradford, the martyr, used to
say, “I never go away from any part of the service of God till I feel
thoroughly alive in it, and know that the Lord is with me in it.” Carry out
this rule conscientiously. In confessing sin, go on confessing till you feel
that your tears have washed the Savior’s feet. In seeking pardon, continue
to seek till the Holy Spirit bears witness to your peace with God. In
preparing a sermon, wait upon the Lord until you have communion with
Christ in it, until the Holy Spirit causes you to feel the power of the truth
which you are to deliver. “Son of man, eat this roll.” Before you attempt to
give out the word to others get it into yourself. Is there not too much dead
praying, and dead preaching, and dead church work of all sorts? Do you
not know churches which are like the ghostly ship in the legend: the
captain, the mate, and all the crew are dead men?


“The mariners all do work the ropes
As they’ve been wont to do;


They raise their limbs like lifeless tools—
They are a ghastly crew.


The body of my deacon’s self
Stands by me knee to knee:


The body and I pull at one rope,
But nothing of life have we.”


This is a grim business, but I have beheld such a sight, though never have I
seen a ghost. I recollect being years ago in a church which was almost
defunct externally, and altogether defunct internally, and after sermon,
during which I felt a terrible chill of soul, I went into the vestry, and there I
saw two important persons leaning heavily against the fire-place. I said to
them, “Are you the deacons of the church?” They answered, “Yes, sir.” I
replied, “I thought so!” I did not explain further. These pillars of the
church evidently needed propping up. Sluggish ease will not do! Brethren,
we must have life more abundantly, each one of us, and it must flow out
into all the duties of our office: warm spiritual life must be manifest in the
prayer, in the singing, in the preaching, and even in the shake of the hand
and the good word after service. I delight in these Conferences because
they are living assemblies; the room does not feel like a vault, nor do you
salute each other like a set of living skeletons without hearts, or a company
of respectable mandarins fresh from the tea-shops, who nod and bow
mechanically. I cannot endure meetings where the only exhibition of life is
seen in heated discussions over points of order, amendments, and movings
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of the previous question. One marvels at the little things over which an
assembly will waste hours of precious time, contending as if the destiny of
the whole world and the fate of the starry heavens depended upon the
debate. How the mountain heaves, but how small a mouse is born!
Brethren, may you be alive, and keep alive, and disseminate your life. We
read in Plato that the Egyptian priests and concerning the Greeks, “You
Greeks are always youths, there is not an old man among you.” Neither,
sirs, is there an old man among us at this hour; we are full of youth even
unto this day, and if you want to see one whose vigor and cheerfulness
prove that his grey hairs are all external, there sits the man [-pointing to
Mr. George Rogers-]. It is a grand thing to be perpetually renewing your
youth, never getting into the ruts, but making new tracks with your
glowing wheels. Those who are old when they are young, are likely to be
young when they are old. I like to see the liveliness of the child associated
with the gravity of the father; but especially do I rejoice to see a godly man
keep up the vivacity, the joy, the earnestness of his first love. It is a crime
to permit our fires to burn low while experience yields us more and more
abundant fuel. Be it ours to go from strength to strength:, from life to more
abundant life.


Be full of life at all times, and let that life be seen in your ordinary
conversation. It is a shocking state of things when good people say, “Our
minister undoes in the parlor what he has done,, in the pulpit; he preaches
very well, but his life does not agree with his sermons.” Our Lord Jesus
would have us perfect even as our Father who is in heaven is perfect.
Every Christian should be holy; but we are laid under a sevenfold
obligation to it. God help us so to live that we may be safe examples to our
flocks: how can we expect the divine blessing if it be not so? In such a case
life will go out of us to others. The man whom God uses for quickening is
the man who is himself quickened. May we and our people become like
those ornamental waters which we have seen while traveling in foreign
parts; the water leaps up as a fountain, and descends into a basin; when
that basin is full the crystal runs over the brink in a sparkling sheet and rolls
into another basin, and the process is repeated again and again till the result
charms the eye. At our Conference, my brethren, may the living waters
flow into us, and then flow from us till thousands shall receive a blessing,
and communicate it to others “He that believeth in him, as the Scripture
hath said, out of his belly shall flow rivers of living water.” God fill you to
the brim, and cause you to overflow. This is essential: life we must have. If
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among us there is a slumbering brother, who does everything in a slow
way, let him wake up. If anyone among us performs his duty in a lifeless
manner, as if lie were paid by the pound, and would not give half an ounce
over, let him also wake up. Our work requires that we serve the Lord with
all our heart, and with all our soul, and with all our mind, and with all our
strength. Ours is no place for half-heartedness. Go, ye dead ones, take a
chaplain’s place at the cemetery and bury your dead; but work among
living men needs life—vigorous, intense life. A corpse among angelic
choirs would not be more out of place than a lifeless man in the gospel
ministry: God is not the God of the dead, but of the living.


V. The last thing, but not the least important, is LOVE. Assuredly we must
abound in love. It is a hard thing for some preachers to saturate and
perfume their sermons with love; for their natures are hard, or cold, or
coarse, or selfish. We are none of us all that we ought to be, but some are
specially poverty-stricken in point of love. They do not “naturally care” for
the souls of men, as Paul puts it. To all, but especially to the harder sort,
we would say, be doubly earnest as to holy charity, for without this you
will be no more than sounding brass or a tinkling cymbal. Love is power.
The Holy Spirit for the most part works by our affection. Love men to
Christ; faith accomplishes much, but love is the actual instrument by which
faith works out its desires in the name of the Lord of love.


Brethren, love your work. You will never preach well unless you are
enamored of it: you will never do well in any particular charge unless you
love the people, and I would almost say the village and the meeting-house.
I would have you believe that Slocum-in-the-Marsh is a gem among
villages. Think that London may be all very well as a city, but as a village
Slocum bears the palm. Even your chapel, with all its plainness, should
have charms for you: be of opinion that the Tabernacle is very well in its
way, but that it has great deficiencies about it; that it is too big for one
thing—at ]east, too big for you. Your meeting-house holds only three
hundred and twenty; but in your judgment that is quite as large a number as
one man can see after with any hope of success; at least, it involves a
responsibility quite as large as you desire to bear. When a mother’s love to
her children leads her to believe that they are the sweetest in the parish, she
takes more care in their washing and their dressing; if she thought them
ugly, troublesome beings, she would neglect them; and I am sure that until
‘we heartily love our work, and love the people with whom we are
working, we shall not accomplish much. I can truly say that I do riot know
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anybody in all the world that I would like to change places with. “Ah,” say
you, “that is very likely, for you have a fine position.” I am quite of that
opinion; but I thought just the same of my little pastorate at Waterbeach,
and it was with the utmost reluctance that I removed from the first to the
second. I still retain the belief that there were people in my first
congregation whose like I shall never see again, and that as a position of
usefulness there are great attractions about that Cambridgeshire village. It
is a rule to which I know of no exception, that to prosper in any work you
must have an enthusiasm for it.


You must have also intense love to the souls of men, if you are to influence
them for good. Nothing can compensate for the absence of this. Soul-
winning must be your passion, you must be born to it; it must be the very
breath of your nostrils, the only thing for which you count life worth the
having. We must hunt after souls, even as the Swiss hunter pursues the
chamois because the spirit of the chase has mastered him. Above all, we
must feel an intense love to God. Our dear brother who led us in prayer
this morning rightly spoke of the power which girds us when we burn with
love to God. Why is it we tell children and young people, “You must love
Jesus in order to be saved “? This is not the gospel. The gospel is, “Believe
on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved.” We are careful to state
the matter correctly to the grown people; why give it inaccurately to the
young? If we make a difference at all it will be wiser to tell the children to
believe, and the old people to love: the error will be less injurious, for love
is the great lack of most men. The holy grace of love needs to be more
preached among us, and more felt by us. “Oh,” said a woman when she
was speaking of the Lord to her minister, “He has heard my prayer many a
time, and I can have ‘what I want or’ him, for by his grace I am very thick
with him.” She meant that communion had wrought sweet fellowship, and
so her prayers were heard. O that we lived on familiar terms with the Well-
beloved, and felt his love within our bosoms always. Love to God will help
a man to persevere in service when otherwise he would have given up his
work. “The love of Christ constraineth us,” said one whose heart was all
his Master’s. I heard one say the other day that the “love of Christ ought to
constrain us.” This is true, but Paul did not so much speak of a duty as of a
fact; he said “the love of Christ constraineth us.”


Beloved brethren, if you are filled with love to your work, and love to
souls, and love to God, you will gladly endure many self-denials, which
else would be unbearable. The poverty of our country brethren is very
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trying, and ought by all means to be relieved; but we may well feel proud
that so many men are forthcoming who, for the sake of preaching the
gospel of Christ, are willing to leave remunerative callings and endure
hardness. Other denominations might pay theta better, but they spurn the
golden bribe, and remain faithful to Christ and to the ordinances as they
were delivered. All honor to those lifelong martyrs who put up with sore
privations for the sake of Christ and his church. The devil once met a
Christian man, so I have heard, and said to him, “You call yourself a
servant of God. What do you do more than I do? You boast that, you fast,
so do I; for I neither eat nor drink. You do not commit adultery; neither do
I.” The fiend mentioned a long list of sins of which he is incapable, from
which he could therefore claim exemption. The saint at last said to him, “I
do one thing which thou never didst; I deny myself.” That; is the point in
which the Christian comes out: he denies himself for Christ’s sake;
believing in Jesus, he counts all things but loss for the excellency of the
knowledge of Christ Jesus, his Lord. Brethren, do not leave your charges
because the stipend is small. Your poor people must: be looked after by
somebody. Do not despair when times are hard, for they will be better by-
and by; and meanwhile your heavenly Father knows your needs. We have
heard of men who have remained in plague-stricken cities when others fled,
because they could be of service to the sick. Abide, then, with your people
when work fails them; be as faithful to your God as many a man has been
faithful to his philanthropy. If’ you can anyhow manage to tide over the
present distress, stick to the people. God will help you, and reward you, if
you have faith in him. May the Lord confirm your confidence, and comfort
you in your tribulation.


Go on, brethren, go on preaching the same gospel; but preach it with more
faith, and preach it better every day. Do not draw back: your place is to the
front. Qualify yourselves for larger spheres, you that are in little places; but
do not neglect your studies to look after better positions. Be prepared for
an opening when it comes, and rest assured that the office will come to the
man who is fit for the office. We are not so cheap that we need go hawking
ourselves in every market; the churches are always on the look-out for
really efficient preachers. Men whose fitness for the ministry is doubtful are
at a great discount nowadays; but for men of ability and usefulness there is
great demand.


You cannot hide a candle under a bushel, and you cannot keep a really able
man in an insignificant position. Patronage is of the smallest importance;
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fitness for the work, grace, ability, earnestness, and a loving disposition
soon push the man into his place. God will bring his servant into his true
position, if he has but faith to trust in him. I put this word at the tail-end of
my address, because I know the discouragements under which you labor.
Do not be afraid of hard work for Christ; a terrible reckoning awaits those
who have an easy time in the ministry, but a great reward is in reserve for
those who endure all things for the elect’s sake. You will not regret your
poverty when Christ cometh, and calleth his own servants to him. It will be
a sweet thing to have died at your post, not turning aside for wealth, or
running from Dan to Beersheba to obtain a better salary, but stopping
where your Lord bade you hold the fort.


Brethren, consecrate yourselves to God afresh. Bring hither new cords.
Bind the sacrifice again to the altar! Struggle as it may, anxious to escape
the knife, fearful of the fire, yet bind it with cords, even with cords, to the
horns of the altar; for until death, and in death, we are the Lord’s. Entire
surrender of everything to Jesus is our watchword this day. Only may the
Lord accept the living sacrifice, for Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.


NOTES


We have lately felt more than ever the burden of souls, and a strong desire
for a special visitation of grace to our churches. Our heart wanted vent.
Hence we begged those of our friends who could snare the time to come
together an hour before the week-night services to pray for a blessing.
Before the lecture on Thursday we have had some of the most real and
intense prayer that we have ever known. Perhaps some


brother minister may take the Lint, and see whether his people would not
assemble with much enthusiasm to pray for a blessing upon their pastor and
the service about to be held. Where regular prayer-meetings flag it is well
to hold others, at different hours. Better get the people together a; dead of
night than let them fall into a dead condition.


In answer to many inquiries, we are glad to speak of improved health. No
summer holiday will be taken, for the many Sundays spent in the sick-room
forbid any further absence from home. Neither can we travel far afield, for
home work is so pressing. What with managing everything, preparing the
weekly sermon, editing the magazine, and writing books, we are not doing
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badly when we fill up our weeks as we do. Here is a specimen week in
which we did no more than ordinarily, but a little more than usual was
visible to the common observer:—Five sermons, three prayer-meetings,
chair at two public meetings, speech at a third, one communion, one
College afternoon of two hours’ lecturing. Some of these occupied far
more time in preparation than in the actual doing of them. We are thankful
to be able to work. Oh that we could accomplish far more. We need the
prayers of all loving friends that God would give us more of his divine
blessing. What is all that we can do without his Spirit?


With regard to the Revised New Testament, in answer to many inquiries we
are only able to go thus far. It is a valuable addition to our versions, but it
will need much revision before it will be fit for public use. To translate
well, the knowledge of two languages is needed: the men of the New
Testament company are strong in Greek, but weak in English. Comparing
the two, in our judgment the old version is the better.


On Monday afternoon July 4, between one and two hundred of the Baptist
pastors, church officers, and members in the South of London accepted an
invitation, issued at the suggestion of Mr. Baynes, the secretary of the
Baptist Missionary Society, to a tea and conference at the Tabernacle. The
special object of the meeting was to consider the desirability of appointing
some brother or sister in each church whose duty it should be to keep the
members well supplied with the latest information concerning foreign
missions, to endeavor to increase the number of both large and small
subscriptions, and in general to act as the connecting link between the
Society and the church. Our beloved friend and senior deacon, Mr. William
Olney, will represent us at the Tabernacle, and he will doubtless take every
opportunity of fulfilling his office of Missionary Remembrancer. Pastor C.
H. Spurgeon presided, addresses were delivered by Mr. Baynes and the
Rev. G. H. Rouse, and the following brethren took part either in the
conference or the prayer-meeting which followed;—Pastors W. Alderson,
W. P. Cope, W. Howieson, and J. A. Spurgeon, and Mr. W. Olney. Many
churches are no doubt collecting for missions in a business-like way, but to
those who are not doing so we would earnestly suggest the immediate
setting apart of a brother, and perhaps a sister also, for the special work of
ingathering the offerings made to this portion of the Lord’s work. Very
much is lost for want of baskets in which to gather up the fragments. ‘We
are not doing all we ought to be doing for the perishing millions of
heathen. Stall we always murder their souls by letting them die through our







490


negligence? The very least thing we can do is to make arrangements for the
flow of the stream of liberality in the right direction, We know a church
which two years ago had only one or two subscribers to the Mission,
which now by a single effort sends in some £200 of private donations,
because a brother takes the pains to gather them in.


COLLEGE.—Mr. J. G. Williams, having completed his College course, has
joined the Evangelization Society; and Mr. F. Potter has gone for three
months to Nash’s-street, Frome, to endeavor to re-establish the church,
which has fallen to the lowest ebb. The following brethren have
removed:— Mr. J. Kitchener, from Liskeard to York-road, Leeds: Mr. B.
Speed, from Milns-bridge, to Lindsay-road, Sunderland; Mr. It. Charmer,
from Sarratt, to Sutton-on-Trent: Mr. G. Pring, from Southbank, to
Wolsingham, Durham; Mr. J. Ney, from Amersham, to Church,
Lancashire: and Mr. G. Monk, from Thetford, to Bures St. Mary, Suffolk.
We believe that in each case the change is one for which there are excellent
reasons, and that the kingdom of Christ will be advantaged thereby.


The students of the College will re-. assemble on Tuesday, August 9th. We
beg for much prayer, that holiness and sound doctrine may abound, and
that by all their studies the men may be made abler minis-tots of the New
Covenant. Oh for more soul-winning preachers of the Word! We beseech
our beloved friends not to forget this College work, which is fraught with
eternal results to the church and the world.


EVANGELISTS.—In another part o:! the magazine we have given an
account of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s work at Sheffield. After a
month’s rest they intend invading London, going around the suburbs, and
closing up at the Tabernacle. Those churches which desire a visit from
them should write speedily to Mr. Charlesworth, for the arrangements will
soon be made. How we wish that the ministers of London would combine
like those of Sheffield, and so secure a grand universal movement of the
church: then might a great blessing be expected from the Lord himself.


The following letter is a specimen of what we receive from many places
visited by Mr. Burnham:—


“Morley, Leeds,
“June 23, 1881.
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“My dear Mr. Spurgeon,—You will be pleased to hear that the visit of Mr.
Burnham to Morley has been accompanied with most blessed results.


“He has been staying at our home, as we have no one who could entertain
him, and - the Lord has so graciously blessed his words that both my
daughters, aged respectively twelve and fourteen, with the servant, have
been led to decide for Christ, with a great many more from Mrs. Davis’s
Bible-class and the congregation. Our hearts are too full for utterance
when we think of our own being led so early to be Christ’s disciples. God
bless you, dear sir, is our prayer for sending out such men.


“With very kind regards,
“I am, yours very truly,
“R. DAVIS.


“Rev. C. H. Spurgeon.”


ORPHANAGE. — The Annual Fete, in celebration of the President’s forty-
seventh birthday, was held on Wednesday, June 22, and proved in every
respect a great success, for which we are devoutly thankful, first to our
loving Lord., and next to the thousands of faithful friends who once again
came to encourage and help us in our work of caring for the widow and
the fatherless. Our long columns of receipts testify to the unflagging
interest in the institution, and the kind wishes that accompanied the gifts,
whether presented in person or through the post, expressed the same
delightful feeling. Altogether the proceeds of the day amounted to between
£1,400 and £1,500, most of which, as the figures will show, was wisely
given to help the general fund for maintaining both boys and girls. We are
glad our subscribers did not rob Jack and Tom to help Mary and Maggie;
but we should like all friends to remember that a considerable sum is still
needed Before the houses, which are approaching completion, can be fully
furnished. The President had great pleasure in announcing that, with the
help of a legacy left by the late Mr. Vickery, he would be enabled to
furnish all the fittings for the school-rooms at a cost of about £300.


In the evening two large public meetings were held in the open-air, the
principal one Being under the presidency of Hugh Mason, Esq., M.P., who
not only spoke most lovingly of the President, and enthusiastically of the
Orphanage, but gave the noble donation of a hundred guineas as a practical
proof of his sympathy. The other speakers were the President, and his
brother J. A. Spurgeon, and son, C. Spurgeon, and the Revs. A. G. Brown,
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W. Cuff, Arthur Hall, Newman Hall, LL.B., Hugh Price Hughes, M.A., E.
Maclean, and T. V. Tymms, most of whom rendered us a double service by
speaking at both gatherings. The afternoon’s proceedings were greatly
enlivened by the excellent performance of the band from Dr. Barnardo’s
Home; and after the meetings were over the members of the Southwark
Choral Society, under the efficient leadership of Mr. Courtnay, discoursed
sweet music to a large, audience. The commissariat was, as usual, managed
in first-rate style by Mr. Murrell and his little army of helpers, to all of
whom we again present our hear(test thanks. The day will come when it
will be seen to be a greater honor to have had a share in blessing the
fatherless than in winning victories over vanquished nations.


A Word to Collectors. — We still find some difficulty in getting in tell
collecting boxes and books, and therefore we very kindly remind all
collectors that we shall be glad if they will at once forward the amounts
they have received, whether they are large or small, and get fresh boxes
and books, as the old ones are not available after the annual meeting, and
should not ‘be used for collecting unless they have been returned and re-
issued.


How about the Bazaar? Christmas is coming, and will be here before we
are ready for it unless we make the most of the sunny hours while they last.
Oar friends at Mansfield-street Sunday-school write that they are
determined to make their stall one of the best in the Bazaar. Two generous
helpers have agreed to send about £60 worth of goods from their stock,
and the teachers and scholars hope to collect an equal amount. Their
representative says, “There is very little difficulty in collecting articles for
fife Bazaar, as the work of helping the fatherless and widow commands the
sympathy of all. Unsold goods will remain the properly of the Orphanage.”


Mr. Pearce reports that the Tabernacle Sunday-school teachers have set
apart Tuesday evenings for work, and that they and their scholars will do
their utmost to make the Bazaar a success. Many other helpers are,
doubtless, equally in earnest, but they have not yet sent us word what they
are doing.


Please pay special attention to the advertisement on the last page of the
Orphanage report.


One of our “old boys” writes us from New Zealand a very cheering let(or.
Our readers may be glad to see what he says of the Orphanage after seven
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years absence:—”I should like to know how the Orphanage is going on
now. I expect there are none of the boys whom I knew so well now left
there. I often think of the time when I was there too, and feel grateful to
God for the way he has led me, for it was owing to the religious instruction
I got there that I was led to believe on the Lord Jesus Christ. We have no
Baptist church here yet, but steps are being taken now to form one, and I
intend joining it as soon as it is formed. I am now connected with the
Wesleyan church rind Sunday-school, and have a class of little boys of
whom I am very fond.” The writer is just out of his apprenticeship to the
painting and sign-writing business, and sends £1 for the institution which in
his hour of need befriended him.


COLPORTAGE. — Mr. W. Cordon Jones, the General Secretary, writes:—
“Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—The direct results of Colportage as an evangelizing
agency are not often so forcibly illustrated as I have seen them during the
present month in the district of Malden, Essex, where our colporteur, Mr.
J. Keddie, has labored with much blessing for about five years. Besides
regularly visiting a wide district, and making a fail’ sale of books, etc.,
many open-air services have been held, and cottage-meetings conducted. A
former colporteur, Mr. Pearce, opened a cottage for preaching, and I had
personal conversation with some who attributed their conversion to his
labors there. After Mr. Keddie took up the work, the place soon became
too small, and the people had to go away for want of room. This led to
their making an effort to build a mission chapel on a piece of land let to
them at a peppercorn rent. By the assistance of friends, a beautiful and
convenient place has been erected, and on Thursday, 7th July, I had the
privilege of preaching at the opening service, when the chapel was quite
full. In the evening, the mayor of Malden presided at a meeting in a large
barn, and stated that the building, which cost about £130, was practically
free from debt.”


This case is a confirmation of a part of the report of the Southern
Association, just issued, which says: —


“There is one distinct characteristic of this colportage work upon which
your committee lay especial stress, and because of which they would urge
the importance of maintaining and even extending it. It is its home-mission
and evangelistic character. It is not’ merely the selling of literature of a
healthy moral tone, or of copies of God’s word; there is also the utterance
by the living voice of the words of eternal life, in the visits to the homes of
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the people, and by the bedside of the sick and dying; there is the teaching in
the Sabbath-school and in Bible-classes for adults; and there is, further, the
public preaching of the gospel; for everyone of your colporteurs engages in
this work, and most of them every Sabbath day. Besides these, there is the
employment of other means, the influence of which is favorable to the
interests of true religion. Your committee are the more concerned to
emphasize this feature of colportage, because of the readiness in some
quarters to regard it exclusively as a book-hawking agency, altogether
ignoring, if not denying, its missionary and evangelistic character.”


The Lancashire Association has just taken a colporteur on in the
Accrington district, and we hope that other friends will avail themselves of
this very efficient agency, and apply for a colporteur. The committee are
still able to appoint men to a district where £ 40 a year is guaranteed. If any
friends wish for further information he annual re-pert can still be had on
application to the Secretary. The work is prospering, but we need funds to
maintain it and extend its blessings.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle:—June 2nd, thirteen: 27th, nineteen;
30th, ten.
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THE STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE FOR
BOYS AND GIRLS.


Application for the admission of destitute Fatherless Children, between
the ages of six and ten, should be addressed in writing to the Secretary,
and full particulars given. As the number of candidates is largely in excess
of the accommodation, the Trustees may decline to issue a form; for if;
would be useless to cause trouble when there is no prospect of success. If a
form be granted, it must not be regarded as any indication that the
application will succeed. The questions upon the form must be fully and
frankly answered by the applicant, and the form returned as soon as
possible. The slightest untruthfulness will necessitate the immediate
rejection of the ease. Unhealthy, deformed, and imbecile children are not
eligible. Only children born in wedlock can be received. Under no possible
circumstances can exceptions be made to this rule, as the trust is definite
and unalterable.


If the case is entered on the list of candidates, the Trustees appoint a
visitor to make personal inquiries. Should these be satisfactory, the child
will appear before the Committee in due course, and if among the most
needy and deserving at the time, it will probably be recommended for
admission to the Institution, as soon as there is room. Friends who are
only acquainted with the case in which they are specially interested must
not be surprised at its rejection by the Trustees at, any stage if it is proved
by them to be less necessitous than others; nor must they wonder if the
child is declined because of unsuitability, for the Institution is not a
Hospital, or a Reformatory, or an Idiot Asylum. The election of children
not being determined by subscribers’ votes, the Trustees maintain the
strictest impartiality while considering the claims of the various applicants,
and the greatest need always has the loudest voice with them.


Applicants are requested not to call upon the Trustees privately, as they
are bound not to attend to them otherwise than officially. Cases will be
considered on their own merits, and they will derive no advantage from
personal solicitation. Mr. Spurgeon cannot personally see any applicants,
and should not be written to. All letters on this business must be addressed
to the Secretary, Stockwell Orphanage, London, S.W.
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The Institution is mainly supported by spontaneous gifts, a number of
donors sending as regularly, year by year, as if they were pledged to do so.
An increase to the number of subscribers would greatly cheer the
President’s heart. Now that girls are coming in the income needs to be
doubled. Will not the reader of this Report become a helper?
Subscriptions, large or small, will be gratefully received by C. H.
SPURGEON, Westwood, Beulah Hill, Upper Norwood, S.E. Gifts of Food,
Stores, Clothes, Books, Toys, and useful articles are always welcome, and
should be directed to


VERNON J. CHARLESWORTH, Head Master,
The Orphanage, Stockwell, London, S.W.


NOTE.—Letters requiring an answer should contain a stamped, directed
envelope


REPORT 1880-81.


With profound gratitude to our heavenly Father we issue the Twelfth
Report, of the Stockwell Orphanage, and our gratitude will be shared, we
doubt not, by all who have given of their substance towards the
maintenance and development of the Institution. We, therefore, invite all
our readers to “Rejoice with us,” in the tokens of the divine favor which
have crowned our labors during another year. “The Lord hath been mindful
of us: He will bless us.”


When we remember how this gracious work began by the consecrated
thought of a holy woman, and then grew into an actual gift from her hand,
and further developed, by the large help of others, into houses, and
schools, infirmary, and dining-hall, and all manner of provision for destitute
children, we feel bound to cry, “What hath God wrought!” Our God has
supplied all our need according to his riches in glory by Christ Jesus. The
story of the Stockwell Orphanage will be worth telling in heaven when the
angels shall learn from the church the manifold wisdom and goodness of
the Lord. Incidents which could not be published on earth will be made
known in the heavenly city, where every secret thing shall be revealed,
How every need has been supplied before it has become a want, how
guidance has been given before questions have become anxieties, how
friends have been raised up in unbroken succession, and how the One
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Great Friend has been ever present, no single pen can ever record. To care
for the fatherless has been a work of joyful faith all along, and in waiting’
upon God for .supplies we have experienced great delight. The way of faith
in God is the best possible. We could not have carried on the work by a
method more pleasant, more certain, more enduring. If we had depended
upon annual subscribers, we should have had to hunt them up, and pay a
heavy poundage, or perhaps fail to keep up the roll; if we had advertised
continually for funds, our outlay might have brought in a scanty return: but
dependence upon God has been attended with no such hazards. We have
done our best as men of business to keep the Orphanage before the public,
but we have desired in all things to exercise faith as servants of God.
Whatever weakness we have personally to confess and deplore, there is no
weakness in the plan of faith in God. Our experience compels us to declare
that he is the living God, the God that heareth prayer, the God who will
never permit those who trust in him to be confounded. The business world
has passed through trying times during the last few years, but the
Orphanage has not been tried; men of great enterprise have failed, but the
home for the fatherless has not failed, for this enterprise is in the divine
hand; an eye watches over it which neither slumbers nor sleeps.


Let the people of God be encouraged by the fact of the existence and
prosperity of the Stockwell Orphanage. Miracles have come to an end, but
God goes on to work great wonders: the rod of Moses is laid aside, but the
rod and staff of the Great Shepherd still compass us.


The son of an old Puritan rode some twenty miles to meet his father who
came a similar distance to the half-way house. “Father,” said the son, “I
have met with a special providence, for my horse stumbled at least a dozen
times, and yet it did not fall.” “Ah,” replied the father, “I have had a
providence quite as remarkable, for my horse did not stumble once all the
way.” This last is the happy picture of the Orphanage for some time past,
and indeed throughout its whole career: we have never had to issue
mournful appeals because of exhausted resources, and in this we must see
and admire the good hand of the Lord.


We now enter more fully upon a fresh stage of our existence; we shall need
to double the amount of our present income, and we shall have it from the
ever opened hand of the Lord our God. Friends will be moved to think of
our great family, for our great Remembrancer will stir them up. The duty
of each Christian to the mass of destitute orphanhood is clear enough, and
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if pure minds are stirred up by way of remembrance there will be no lack in
the larder, no want in the wardrobe, no failing in the funds of our Orphan
House.


We labor under one great difficulty: many people say, “Mr. Spurgeon will
be sure to get the money, and there is no need for us to send.” It is clear
that if everybody talked so, our President’s name would be a hindrance
instead of a help. He will be the means of finding money for our Institution,
for the Lord will honor his faith and hear his prayers, and be glorified in
him; but there will be no thanks due to those who fabricate an excuse for.
themselves out of the faithfulness of God. This difficulty, however, does
not distress us: we go forward believing that when we have twice our
present number of children the Lord will send us double supplies; we
cannot entertain the suspicion that the girls will be left without their
portion, for we, being evil, care as much for our daughters as for our sons,
and our heavenly Father will do the same. It is well, however, to remind
our friends of this, that each helper of the Orphanage may try to interest
another generous heart, and so enlarge the circle of our friends. It may be
that by such means the Great Provider will supply us; for we know that
when our Lord fed the multitude he first said to his disciples, “Give ye
them to eat.”


After having made these observations, we will allow our report to pursue
the usual tenor of its way. The reader will be interested by it if he is already
interested in it.


The growth of the Institution will be seen in the following table of
figures:—


1 From Aug., 1867, to March,
1870


154 154 6 6 143


2 From April, 1870, to March,
1871


42 196 7 13 183


3 From April, 1871, to March,
1872


38 234 9 22 212


4 From April, 1872, to March,
1873


21 255 15 37 218
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5 From April, 1873, to March,
1874


36 291 38 75 216


6 From April, 1874. to March,
1875


63 354 42 117 237


7 From April, 1875, to March,
1876


28 382 29 146 236


8 From April, 1876, to March,
1877


46 428 52 198 230


9 From April, 1877, to March,
1878


51 479 47 245 234


10 From April, 1878 , to March,
1897


48 527 38 283 244


11 From April 1879, to March,
1880


41 568 41 324 244


12 From April, 1880, to March,
1881


42 610 44 368 242


Number of Girls received—36. Left—2. In residence—31.


Total number of Children received—646. Number in residence, April,
1881—276.


Of the 44 boys who left during the year, 32 were sent to situations, 8 were
returned to their friends; 3 were dismissed on the re-marriage of their
mothers, and 1 was removed by death. The story of the little boy who died
forms No. 6 of the Stockwell Orphanage Tracts, price one halfpenny, or
3s. per 100, which are useful/’or insertion in letters.*


No difficulty is experienced in finding situations for the boys as soon as
they are ready to leave the Institution, merchants and tradesmen
accounting it a privilege to assist us in this important branch of our
undertaking. In several instances the relatives of the boys have been able to
procure situations for them in their own locality, and have very properly
assumed parental oversight and control.
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The sanitary condition of the Orphanage has been all that we could desire.
Considering that so large a proportion of the children come to us in a
delicate condition, and some with the taint, of hereditary disease, it is a
matter for devout thankfulness that their general health is so good, and that
so few deaths have occurred. Oat of the entire number who haw left, only
one boy was unable to enter upon a situation, in consequence of an
enfeebled constitution. ‘We owe it to an ever-watchful Providence that,
during the prevailing epidemic, not a single case of fever or small-pox has
occurred in the Institution.


The Institution being open to ALL CLASSES of the community, the


following table shows the wide range of its operations as to the parentage
of the children, to the end of March, 1881:—


Mechanics 133
Laborers and others 110
Shopkeepers and Salesmen 112
Manufacturers and Tradesmen 25
Clerks 65
Ministers and Missionaries 24
Mariners and Watermen 18
Commercial Travelers 13
Schoolmasters and Teachers 13
Railway Employees 9
Policemen 7
Accountants 6
Merchants and Commission Agents 6
Cab Proprietors and Coachmen 5
Farmers 4
Postmen 4
Surgeons and Dentists 4
Solicitors 3
Journalists 2
Fireman 1
Soldier 1
Gentleman 1
TOTAL  646.


Poverty is a relative term, and it often happens that the severest pinch of it
is felt by those children who, during the lifetime of the father, were in
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circumstances of comparative affluence. In many cases the savings of years
have been exhausted during a protracted illness, and the life insurance has
been eaten up before it was due to keep the wolf from the door. It will be
observed that we have received a large proportion of the children of the
more necessitous classes of the community with hour, however, excluding
those of other grades


All class distinctions are ignored in the arrangements of the Institution, and
the children are dressed in a manner to avoid the monotony of a uniform
badge of charity.


The following table illustrates the catholicity of the Institution as to the
parentage of the children admitted to its advantages:—


Church of England 230
Roman Catholic 3
Baptist 145
Brethren 1
Congregational 72
Moravian l
Wesleyan 68
Bible Christian l
Presbyterian 15
Not specified 110


TOTAL 646.


All sections of the Church are thus laid under obligation, and we record
with thankfulness the fact that members of every communion contribute to
the funds of the Institution. This is as it should be, for it would be a
calamity to be deplored were theological differences allowed to mar so
beneficent a work as that of assisting the widow and the fatherless. Our
supreme aim is not to advance the interests of a sect, but to minister to
those who are consigned to the care of the Church by Him who said,
“Leave thy fatherless children unto me,” and we desire to realize, in all our
arrangements, that we are called upon to act “in God’s stead!”


Family worship is conducted twice daily, before the morning and evening
meals, by the Head Master or his assistants, the service being taken
occasionally by the President, or a Member of the Committee, or a visitor
to the Institution who may happen to be present. The Word of God is read
and expounded, hymns sung, and prayer offered, and the whole of the boys
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repeat a text selected for the day. A service is conducted for the elder boys
every Wednesday evening, by Mr. W. J. Evans, when addresses are given
by ministers and other friends.


On the Lord’s-day morning the elder boys attend the service at the
Tabernacle; a second detachment is accommodated at the Wynne Road
Chapel; a third attends the Stockwell Chapel, South Lambeth; and. a
suitable service is conducted for the rest at the Orphanage by Messrs.
Bartlett and Daniels. Mr. W. J. Evans still superintends the Sunday School
in the afternoon, assisted by a staff of 25 earnest teachers, when the
international lessons arranged by the Sunday School Union are studied, and
Mr. C. Carpenter presides over the Evening Service. All these good
friends, who labor with commendable zeal to win the children to Christ,
have been connected with the Institution from its commencement. By these
arrangements the members of the staff, who are with the boys all the week,
find a welcome relief, while the influence of our earnest voluntary helpers
is of the most salutary kind. Those boys who give evidence of a change of
heart are formed into a “Young Christians’ Band,” and meet twice a
month.


During their term of residence in the Institution all the boys are total
abstainers, no alcoholic liquors being allowed except by order of the
doctor, but most or’ them are pledged abstainers, with the approval of their
friends. Band of Hope meetings are held every month, when the children
receive instruction from competent speakers; and lectures are given at
intervals during the winter months.


In July the whole of the children and the staff enjoyed an excursion to
Erleigh Park, Reading, by permission of Mr. J. F. Hall, the railway
expenses being defrayed by Mr. Martin J. Sutton, and other friends
providing the necessary refreshments for the day. As “it is more blessed to
give than to receive,” the kind donors must have been enriched with a holy
joy, for the delight of the children was beyond their power: to express. All
honor to the many generous friends in Reading who have so warmly
espoused the cause of the Orphanage!


The operations of the Institution reveal to the managers the widespread
necessity which exists. The cry of the orphan comes from every part of our
beloved land, and the plea of the widow for Christian sympathy and help is
restricted to no one class of the community. Faces once radiant with smiles
are saddened with grief, for the dark shadow, which death casts, falls







505


everywhere. How true are the lines of the poet There is no fireside,
howsoe’er defended, But has one vacant chair!”


It is a constant joy to the president and the committee that they are able to
mitigate, to such a large extent, the misery and need which are brought
under their notice; and it must be an equal joy to the subscribers to know
that their loving contributions furnish the sinews for this holy war.


Children are received from all parts of the United Kingdom, no patronage
being necessary to secure their admission.


TABLE OF TOWNS AND COUNTIES


From which children have been received.


LONDON.


Balham 5 Humpstead 2 Paddington 3


Barnsbury 2 Hayerstock
Hill


1 Peckham 15


Battersea 6 Holborn 7 Pentonville 2


Bayswater 5 Holloway 5 Pimlico 2


Bermondsey 52 Homerton 2 Poplar 4


Betlanal Green. 4 Hornsey 1 Shadwell 1


Bloomsbury 2 Horselydown 4 Shoreditch 2


Borough 7 Hoxton 8 Soho 1


Bow 13 Islington 18 Southwark 17


Brixton 18 Kennington 4 Spitalfields 1


Camberwell 22 Kensington 2 Stepney 5


Camden Town 2 Kentigh
Town


6 Strand 12


Chelsea 6 Kilburn 6 Streatham 3


Clapham 5 Kingsland 2 Stockwell 2
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Clapton 2 Lambeth 50 Stoke
Newington


l


Clerkenwell 6 Lewisham 3 St. John’s
Wood...


1


Dalston 1 Limehouse 3 St. Luke’s 2


Deptford 4 Marylebone 12 St.
Pancreas


3


Dulwich 2 Mile End 5 Sydenham 1


Finsbury 2 Newington 10 Walworth 32


Hackney 11 New Cross 51 Wandswor
th.


11


Haggerston 1 Norwood 4 Westminst
er


8


Hammersmith 3 Netting Hill 5 Whitechap
el


3


Total 468


It is worthy of note that of the children received from London, the poorer
districts furnished the larger proportion during the earlier period of our
history. The metropolis absorbed the main part of the benefit, but now that
the Institution is more widely known, candidates from the country are
more numerous, and they are not crowded out by Londoners. Of recent
admissions about one half were country cases.


It will be seen that 117 provincial towns, representing 32 counties, have
participated in the benefits of the Institution by sending 170 children.
Distance is a matter which has to be considered, for rite coming of children
from afar is a great expense, and frequently becomes a practical prohibition
through the poverty of the friends. It is natural and right that orphans
should be taken into institutions as near home as possible; still we, as an
Institution, know no boundary, but are willing to receive orphans from any
and every place stay long as we have room.
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SUMMARY OF ADMISSIONS.


London 468
Country 170
Scotland 1
Wales 5
Ireland 2


646


As Candidates are selected by a Committee who are pledged to accept only
the most needy and deserving, children are admitted only upon full
consideration of their relative need. Applicants who are unsuccessful have,
at least, the satisfaction of not having been put to any trouble or expense in
canvassing for subscribers’ votes, and of knowing that others more
necessitous have secured the advantages offered by the Institution. In some
instances, when a number of Candidates have come before the Committee,
poor widows have requested to be allowed to withdraw their claims in
favor of others whom they themselves deemed more necessitous from what
they heard in the waiting room. With only a limited number of vacancies to
fill every year it is impossible to admit all who apply, but the Committee
have the satisfaction that, as far as they are able to judge, none but cases of
urgent necessity succeed in gaining admission.


The Educational arrangements are the same as in former years, the object
being to impart a sound English education and a religious training. In
addition to the ordinary subjects the children are instructed in Shorthand,
Drawing, and Elementary Science, and they are examined in the two last
named subjects by the examiners appointed by the Science and Art
Department, South Kensington. The returns of the last examination are as
follows:—


SCIENCE AND ART CLASSES.


DRAWING


FREEHAND, GEOMETRY, AND MODEL.


Presented for Examination, March, 1880 ......... 199
Number of failures ..................... 10


Passed 189
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Of these there were passed with satisfaction to the Examiners.. 50
Number who obtained Certificates 115
Prizes and Certificates 24


Total 189


The amount, granted by the Department for examination in aid of the
Classes was £15 5s. 2d.


MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY.


At the first examination in May, 1880, 50 boys passed successfully two of
whom gained Queen Prizes.”


This rear an additional class has been formed for the study of
Physiography, and the boys give promise of more than average success in
all subjects.


The amount gained by the examination is granted to the teacher for his
valuable services.


SCRIPTURE EXAMINATION.


As our Sunday School is affiliated to the Sunday School Unions. we allow
the boys who desire to do so to sit for examination. Or the Candidates who
were successful at the last examination, 3 gained prizes, 12 First Class
Certificates, and 38 Second Class Certificates.


During the year the boys took part in the Crystal Palace Musical Festivals
arranged by the Band of Hope Union and the Tonic-Solfa Association.


In order to make the character and claims of the Institution more widely
known, the Head Master and the Secretary have held meetings in London
and the Provinces, and the success which has crowned their efforts is. of a
very gratifying character. The boys who accompany them to sing and to
recite furnish a powerful appeal by their appearance and conduct, and
commend the Institution to which they owe so much. The local papers
speak in terms of the highest praise of their services, and thus a most
effective advertisement is secured without any cost to, the Institution. So
far as the boys are concerned these trips have an educational value, fin’
they get to know a great deal of the products and industries of different
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parts of the country, besides securing the advantage of being brought into
contact with Christian families where they reside during their visit.


During the year Services of Song have been held as under:—


METROPOLIS.


Acton; Bermondsey (Green Walk Mission); Camberwell (Masonic Hall,
Denmark Place Chapel, and Camberwell New Road Congregational
Church); Hampstead; Ross’s Mission (Old Kent Road); Islington (Salter’s
Hall Chapel); Victoria Park (Tabernacle and Grove Road. Chapel); and
Westbourne Grove Chapel, Bayswater.


PROVINCES.


Cambridge, Dunstable, Exeter, Falmouth, Helston, Liskeard, Penzance,
Plymouth, Portsmouth, Southend, St. Austell, Taunton, Torquay, Truro,
Willingham, and Woburn.


The amount realized during the year, after defraying all expenses, is £ 644:
10s. 2d., and our thanks are hereby tendered to all who assisted in any way
to secure such a splendid result. Friends in other places, willing to assist
the Orphanage by arranging for a visit from the Choir, should apply to Mr.
Charlesworth. Our funds might be helped in a pleasant and efficient manner
if’ friends would invite the choir to their localities.


The Committee record witch thankfulness that there has been no lack in the
funds contributed for the efficient maintenance of the Institution. friends
prefer to give donations rather than pledge themselves to send annual
subscriptions, and the benevolence thus manifested is purely; spontaneous.
The admirable custom of making shirts for the boys is still continued by the
young ladies of an educational establishment, who send in a supply of 200
shirts every year. Their efforts are supplemented by several working
Associations, but the supply is not yet equal to the demand, and we
cordially invite the co-operation of others, to whom we shall be glad to
send samples and patterns.


The Orphanage Acre at Waterbeach produces more than the average yield
of flour and potatoes, under the skillful farming of our friend, Mr. Toiler.
Another farmer in Kent has sent us a portion of his potato crop, and
several millers have forwarded a sack of flour occasionally. Puddings and
potatoes form such important articles of ,diet, that we shall be glad if other
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Christian farmers will remember our Orphan children from time to time. A
good friend at Reading has dedicated a pear tree to the Orphanage, and
sends either the fruit or the money realized by its sale.


It would be impossible to enumerate all the presents sent by generous
friends, but they have been duly acknowledged every month in The Sword
and the Trowel. They are all received with gratitude, and we take this
opportunity of repeating our thanks. It is a cause of grief, to us when
friends do not receive a prompt acknowledgment of their gifts, but in
almost all instances where this has occurred, the donor has failed to send
name and address with the parcel. We are too grateful for any help,
however small, to risk giving pain or offense to those who remember us,
and we respectfully request to be informed of the transmission of presents
at the time, and their receipt shall be duly acknowledged.


The work of caring for the widow and the fatherless is specially mentioned
by the Holy Spirit as one of the most acceptable modes of giving outward
expression to pure religion and undefiled before God and the Father, and
therefore the Lord’s people will not question that they should help in
carrying it out. Will it need much pleading? If so, we cannot use it, as we
shrink from marring the willinghood which is the charm of such a service.
The work is carried on in dependence upon God, and as His blessing
evidently rests upon it, we are confident the means will be forthcoming as
the need arises. While commending the work to our heavenly Father in
prayer, we deem it right to lay before the stewards of His bounty the
necessities and claims of the Institution.


The year 1880 will be a memorable one in the history of the Institution, and
we record with gratitude the fact that the foundation stones of the first four
houses for the Girls’ Orphanage were laid on the 22nd of June, when the
President’s birthday was celebrated. It was a joy to all present that Mrs.
Spurgeon was able to lay the memorial stone of “THE SERMON HOUSE, the
gift of C. H. Spurgeon and his esteemed publishers, Messrs. Passmore and
Alabaster.” The memorial stone of another house, the gift of Mr. W. R.
Rickett, and called “The Limes, in tender memory of five beloved
children,” was laid by C. H. Spurgeon, who made a touching allusion to
the sad event thus commemorated. Mrs. Samuel Barrow laid the memorial
stone of the house called “The Olives,” the amount for its erection having
been given and collected by her beloved husband. The Trustees of the
Institution having subscribed the funds for the erection of a house, the
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Treasurer, Mr. William Higgs, laid, in their name, the memorial stone
which bears the inscription, “Erected by the Trustees of the Orphanage to
express their joy in this service of love.” Several friends have rendered
substantial help in kind. Mr. G. F. Dean and Messrs. Wills and Packham, of
Sittingbourne, each sent a freight of bricks, and Mr. Arnold, of Woolwich,
a quantity of flooring. The late Mr. R. May provided the slating of two
houses, and Mr. G. M. Hammer has offered to furnish one of the schools
with desks.


The plans of the Orphanage were drawn for six houses, but it was not
deemed expedient to proceed with them all until the necessary funds were
forthcoming. “H. E. S.” generously gave a thousand pounds, and other
amounts being subscribed, we were able to lay the memorial stones of the
two remaining houses on the 4th of October. The President felt that, as the
friends in Reading and Liverpool had rendered substantial help to the
Institution from time to time, it was most appropriate to record the fact on
the memorial stones, which were duly laid by George Palmer, Esq., M.P.
for Reading, and the Rev. Hugh Stowell Brown, of Liverpool.


At the present moment the buildings of the Orphanage form a great square,
enclosing a fine space for air and exercise. Visitors generally express great
surprise at the beauty and openness of the whole establishment. Much
remains to be done before the Institution is completely accommodated;
there is needed an infirmary for the girls, and till that is built one of the
houses will have to be used for that purpose, thus occupying the space
which would otherwise be filled by thirty or forty children: this should be
attended to at an early date. Baths and washhouses will be urgently
required for the girls, and we propose to make them sufficiently
commodious for the girls to do the washing for the entire community of
500 children, thus instructing them in household duties, and saving a
considerable expense. We have not yet settled upon the working plans, but
they must either include a place in which all our great family can worship at
one time, or else a new hall in which they can assemble at meals: our moot
question is whether we shall turn our present dining-hall into a chapel and
build a new hall, or leave matters as they now are, and erect a new place
for divine service. In either case the cost will be very considerable, and we
shall again have to call for the stream of liberality to flow towards
Stockwell. Two esteemed friends, husband and wife, have already given
£1,000 towards the needful outlay, and we doubt not that other friends,
hitherto unknown, will be called out by the great Father of the fatherless to
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aid us in putting the topstone to this great work. We would not spend a
sixpence needlessly. No money has been wasted in lavish ornament, or in
hideous ugliness. The buildings are not a workhouse or a county-jail, but a
pleasant residence for those children of whom God declares himself to be
the Father. The additional buildings which we contemplate are not for
luxury, but for necessary uses; and as we endeavor to lay out money with
judicious economy we feel sure that we shall be trusted in the future as in
the past.


Are there not friends waiting to take a share in the Stockwell Orphanage
Building? They cannot better commemorate personal blessings, her can
they find a more suitable memorial for departed friends. No storied urn or
animated bust can half so well record the memory of beloved cues as a
stone in an Orphan House. Most of the buildings are already appropriated
as memorials in some form or other, and only a few more will be needed.
Very soon all building operations will be complete, and those who have
lost the opportunity of becoming shareholders in the Home of Mercy may
regret their delay. At any rate, none who place a stone in the walls of the
Stockwell Orphanage will ever lament that they did this deed of love to the
little cues for whom Jesus cares. Honored names are with us already
engraven upon the stones of this great Hostelry of the All-merciful; and
many others are our co-workers whose record is on high, though unknown
among men. Who will be the next to join us in this happy labor?


We hope to have the houses furnished and ready for occupation in the
autumn of the present year. As funds come in we shall erect the dining hall,
gymnasium, and swimming-bath, and a house for the head master. When
the u hole of the buildings are complete, the Institution will afford
accommodation for 500 children, and prove a memorial of Christian
generosity and of the loving-kindness of the Lord.


As it is most, important to comply with legal conditions in order to secure
the validity of a legacy, we append-the necessary form. Very serious risks
are run by persons deviating from such form. It cannot be too clearly
understood that bequests of land or houses for charitable purposes are null
and void. Those are wisest who are their own executors and distribute their
money in their own life-time, but if this cannot be, they should at least
make their wills and see that they are properly worded.


FORM OF BEQUEST.
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I Give and Bequeath the sum of_____ pounds sterling, to be paid out of
that part of my personal estate which may by law be given with effect for
charitable purposes, to be paid to the Treasurer for the time being of the


Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham Road, Surrey, and his receipt shall be a
sufficient discharge for the said legacy; and this legacy, when received by
such Treasurer, to be applied for the general purposes of the Orphanage.


A SERMON TO MINISTERS AND OTHER TRIED
BELIEVERS


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Casting all your care upon him; for he careth for you.”—1 Peter
5:7.


THIS season of depression in trade has brought great care to many a house
and heart, especially to village pastors and their flocks. Their troubles have
been heavy, and I am afraid their cares have not been light. Few have
escaped the pinch of these hard times: the most prosperous have to catch
the ebbing tide, and ask—How long shall these things be? The subject will
be seasonable to us all.


A very good preface to any sermon is the connection; let us look at the
passage before us. The verse preceding it is, “Humble yourselves therefore
under the mighty hand of God, that he may exalt you in due time.” If we
are truly humble we shall cast our care upon God, and by that process our
joy will be exalted. We are slow to submit to the hand of God, and
oftentimes our care is fretful rebellion against our heavenly Father’s will.
We determine to carve for ourselves, and so we cut our fingers. I saw upon
a cart only yesterday the name of a tradesman who calls himself” Universal
Provider”: do we not aspire to some such office? There is a Universal
Provider, and if we are humble under his hand we shall leave our matters in
his hands. Oh for more humility, for then shall we have more tranquillity.
Pride begets anxiety; true humility gives birth to patience.


The verse which follows our text is this—”Be sober, be vigilant; because
your adversary the devil, as a roaring lion, walketh about, seeking whom
he may devour.” Cast your care upon God, because you need all your
powers of thought to battle with the great enemy. He hopes to devour you







514


by care. Cast all your care upon God, for if you are worried you cannot be
sober or watchful. Satan rides on the back of carnal care, and so obtains
entrance into the soul. If he can distract our minds from the peace of faith
by temporal cares he will get an advantage over us.


The preface allowed of expansion, but I have compressed it with stern
economy of time. I must condense with equal rigor all through my
discourse. We will first expound the text, and then enforce it.


I. First, let us EXPOUND the text —” Casting all your care upon him; for he
careth for you.” It is noteworthy that in the Greek the two words for
“care” are different: hence the Revised Version reads, “Casting all your
anxiety upon him; because he careth for you.” The care which you are to
cast upon God, is wearing you out, and you are to cast it upon God
because, in quite another sense, “he careth for you.” The word used in
reference to God is applied to caring for the poor, and in another place to
the watchfulness of a shepherd. Our anxiety and God’s care are two very
different things. His care, though tender and comprehensive, causes no
anxiety to him, for his great mind is more than equal to the task; but our
care ferments within us and threatens the destruction of our narrow souls.
You are to cast your care, which is folly, upon the Lord, for he exercises a
care which is wisdom. Care to us is exhausting, but God is all-sufficient.
Care to us is sinful, but God’s care of us is holy. Care distracts us from
service, but the divine mind does not forget one thing while remembering
another.


If our care is to be cast upon God we are hereby led to make a distinction;
for there is a care which we could not dare to cast upon God, it would be
blasphemy to attempt it. Anxiety to grow rich; can we impart, that to God?
Anxiety to be famous, to live in luxury, to avenge an injury, to magnify
myself; can I ask the Most High to bear such an anxiety for me? If any of
you are vexed with such care, I charge you to fling it off, for it is like the
poisoned tunic of Hercules, and unless you can tear it away it will burn into
your very soul. All cares of covetousness, anger, pride, ambition, and
willfulness must be cast to the winds, it would be criminal to dream of
casting them upon God. Do not pray about them, except that God will
redeem you from them. Let your desires be kept within a narrow circle,
and your anxieties will be lessened at a stroke.


“Casting,” says the apostle. He does not say “laying all your care upon
him,” but he uses a much more energetic word. You have to cast the load
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upon the Lord; the act will require effort. It is no child’s play to cast all our
care upon our Lord when there are six little children, shoes worn out,
cupboard empty, purse bare, and the deacons talking of reducing the scanty
salary. Here is a work: worthy of faith. You will have to lift with all your
soul before the burden can be shifted, and the anxiety cast upon the Lord:
that effort, however, will not be half so exhausting as the effort of carrying
your load yourself. Oh, the burden of watching and waiting for help which
never comes; depending on the help of man, who is altogether vanity. Oh,
the weariness of carrying a heart-breaking anxiety, and yet standing up to
preach. We have all seen statues of Atlas bearing the world on his
shoulders, but we can hardly conceive of his preaching in that attitude. It
would be better to make one tremendous effort and have done with it,
rather than groan under a perpetual weight. If the fox is eating into our
bowels, let us pluck it from our bosom and kill it at once.


Note the next words: “Upon him.” You may tell your griefs to others to
gain their sympathy, for we are bidden to bear one another’s burdens; you
may ask friends to help you, and so exercise your humility; but let your
requests to man be ever in subordination to your waiting upon God. Some
have obtained their full share of human help by much begging from their
fellow Christians; but it is a nobler thing to make known your requests
unto God; and somehow those who beg only of God are wondrously
sustained where others fail. What a pleasant story is that in which we
recount the lovingkindnesses of the Lord, and tell how “this poor man
cried, and the Lord heard him.” Quiet, patient believers have come under
my notice who have carried their cross in silence, waiting upon the Lord
alone. How they endured their trial I cannot tell, save that “they endured as
seeing him who is invisible”; but their necessity became known, it leaked
out they knew not how, and they were helped, and helped better than they
would have been if their appeal had been to man. I am condemning no
appeal to our fellow believers; many are willing to help, and they cannot do
so if the need is unknown; but do not place anyone in the office and throne
of the great God, who alone is the Care-taker and Burden-bearer of his
people. I am afraid that sometimes in our care not to alienate this great
man who does so much for the cause, or that excellent lady who takes half-
a-dozen sittings in the chapel, we may grieve the Lord and lose our true
Helper. Cease, then, from man; cast all your care upon God, and upon him
only.
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Certain courses of action are the very reverse of casting all your care upon
God, and one is indifference. Whatever virtue there may be in stoicism:, it
is unknown to the true child of God. “I don’t care” may be an excellent
thing for an atheist, but it is not suitable for a Christian: it may sound well,
and the man who utters the defiant word may think himself some great one,
but it is an evil word for all that. I am afraid some brethren’s “don’t care”
is very sinful, for they get into debt, and don’t care; they break their
promises and engagements, and don’t care. Brethren, such men ought to
care. Every man is bound to care about his life-duties, and the claims of his
family. He that careth not for his own household is worse than a heathen
man. Casting: care upon God is the very reverse of recklessness and
inconsiderateness.


It is not casting care upon God when a man does that which is wrong in
order to clear himself; yet this is too often tried. Under pressure some men
do very unjustifiable things. We ought to be slow to condemn, since we
ourselves also may yet be tempted in the same way and may err in like
manner; still, faith ought to be able to win every battle. He who
compromises truth to avoid pecuniary loss is hewing out a broken cistern
for himself. He who borrows when he knows he cannot pay, he who enters
into wild speculations to increase his income, he who does aught that is
ungodly in order to turn a penny is not casting his care upon God. An act
of disobedience is a rejection of God’s help, that we may help ourselves.
He who does the right thing at all hazards practically casts his care upon
the Lord. Acts are with us, but their consequences are with God: our care
should be to please God, and all other care we may safely leave to him.


How, then, are we to cast all our care upon God? Two things need to be
done. It is a heavy load that is to be cast upon God, and it requires the
hand of prayer and the hand of faith to make the transfer. Prayer tells God
what the care is, and asks God to help, while faith believes that God can
and will do it.. Prayer spreads the letter of trouble and grief before the
Lord, and opens all its budget, and then faith cries, “I believe that God
cares, and cares for me, I believe that he will bring me out of my distress,
and make it promote his own glory.”


When you have thus lifted your care into its true position and cast it upon
God, take heed that you do not pick it up again. Many a time have I gone
to God and have relieved my care by believing prayer, but, I am ashamed
to confess that after a little time I have found myself burdened again with
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those very anxieties which I thought I had given up. Is it, wise to put our
feet into fetters which have once been broken off? My brethren, there is a
more excellent way, a way which I have tried and proved. I have at times
been perplexed with difficulties; I have tried my best with them and I have
utterly failed, and then I have gone with the perplexity to the throne of
God, and placed the whole case in the Lord’s hands, solemnly resolving
never to trouble myself about the aforesaid matters any more, whatever
might happen. I was quite incapable of further action in the matter, and so I
washed my hands of the whole concern, and left it with God. Some of
these cares I have never seen again, they melted like hoar frost in the
morning sun, and in their place I have found a blessing lying on the ground
Other troubles have remained in fact but not in effect, for I have consented
to the yoke, and it has never galled my shoulder again. Brethren, let the
dead bury their dead, and let us follow Jesus. Henceforth let us leave
worldlings to fret and fume over the cares of this life; as for us, let our
conversation be in heaven, and let us carefully abstain from carefulness,
being anxious only to end anxiety by a childlike confidence in God.


II. Accept this little contribution towards an exposition, and let us now
proceed to ENFORCE the text. I will give you certain reasons, and then the
reason why you should cast all your care upon God.


First, the ever blessed One commands you to do it. We need no other
reason. The precept is akin to the gospel command, “Believe on the Lord
Jesus Christ.” It is a blessed privilege, and it is also a command. He who
bids us cease from idolatry, also bids us cease from care. The law of
Sabbath-keeping is not more divine than that of resting in the Lord. He
whom we call Master and Lord bids us take no anxious thought; his
bidding has all the authority of law. Say to yourself, my anxious brother, “I
may roll my burden upon the Lord, for he bids me do so.” If you do not
trust in God you will be distinctly sinful; you are as much commanded to
trust as to love.


Next, cast all your cares on God, because you will have matters enough to
think of even then. There are sacred cares which the Lord will lay upon
you, because you have cast your care upon him. When he has broken your
painful yoke you will have his easy yoke to bear. There is the care to love
and serve him better; the care to understand his word; the care to preach it
to his people; the care to experience his fellowship; the care so to walk that
you shall not vex the Holy Spirit. Such hallowed cares will always be with
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you, and will increase as you grow in grace. In a sense we may cast even
these upon God, looking for his Holy Spirit to help us, for it is he that
worketh in us to will and to do of his own good pleasure; yet not without
our care and zeal doth he operate upon us, and this is one reason why you
are not to allow lower ends and designs to inundate your mind. Your spirit
has another vineyard to keep, another capital to put out to interest, another
master to please, and it cannot afford to yield its thought to meaner
pursuits Ministers are shepherds, and must care for the sheep. “The hireling
fleeth, because he is a hireling, and careth not for the sheep “; but you have
the care of churches laid upon you daily, and it is peculiarly needful that
you be not occupied with carnal care.


And, next, you must east your care upon God, because you have God’s
business to do. It is a dangerous thing for a merchant to employ a man who
has a business of his own, because sooner or later the master’s business
will suffer, or else the man’s own concern will die out. “No man that
warreth,” saith Paul, “entangleth himself with the affairs of this life; that he
may please him who hath chosen him to be a soldier.” There is sure to be a
clashing of interests when a brother goes into business, unless he does it as
Paul did, that he may not be chargeable to the church; for then he attains to
double honor. Paul carried his needle and thread with him wherever he
went, for everybody had a tent in those days, and he was ready for work at
any moment either upon small family tents, or tents to cover a great
assembly. When he had finished preaching, he could turn to tent-mending,
and so earn his own living, and preach the gospel freely. Paul did not make
his preaching a stalking-horse to his trade, but he made his handicraft a
pack-horse to his ministry, so that he could say,” These hands have
ministered unto my necessities, and to them that were with me.” That is a
very different thing from a minister deserting his charge to make a larger
income by some other calling. The less we have to do with other business
the better, for all our care is needed by the church. Queen Elizabeth bade a
notable merchant in the city of London go to the Continent on royal
business. “Please your majesty,” said he, “who will attend to my business
while I am away?” The queen replied, “If you will go abroad, and see to
my business, I will see to your business.” I will be bound to say it would
not suffer if such a queen took it in hand. Just so the Lord says to us, “You
attend to my work, and I will take care of you and your wife and children.”
The Lord pledges himself to do it; bread shall be given us, our water shall
be sure. The testimony of many among you will bear me out in this! I come
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of a line of preachers, and though some of them have had to endure
straitened circumstances, yet none of them were forsaken, nor have their
seed been seen begging bread. The Lord has cared for us, and we have
lacked nothing.


You ought to do it not only for this reason, but because it is such a great
privilege to be able to cast your care upon God. If I am plunged in a
lawsuit, and some eminent law officer would offer to undertake it all, out
of love to me, how glad I should be! I should worry no longer. I should say
to all who troubled me on the matter, “You must go to my solicitor; I
know nothing about the matter.” Do this to your cunning enemy, the devil,
who is always glad to see you anxious and fretful. Let us say to him, “The
Lord rebuke thee, O Satan; even the Lord that hath chosen Jerusalem,
rebuke thee.” What a the that is for the old viper to break his teeth upon!
Chosen! chosen! And if chosen shall we not be cared for?


Let me add, that you ministers ought to cast all your care upon God,
because it will be such a good example for your hearers. Our people learn
much from our conduct, and if they see us fretting, they will be certain to
do the same. You preach faith, do you not? How. sad it will be for you to
be convicted of unbelief! Our own words may condemn us if we are
anxious. Once when I was unduly depressed, my good wife said to me, “I
have a book here which I should like to read to you.”:It did me good to
hear her read, but I felt myself rebuked by every word. I half suspected
what was coming when she said, “That is your own, recollect.” She had
been giving the doctor some of his own medicine. What a many things you
have said, my brethren, that will condemn you if you do not trust God! Is
it, after all, mere talk? Did you mean what said, and is it true? Or have you
merely been repeating official dogmas in which you have no personal
confidence? Is the providence of God a myth, or a living, bright reality?
“Here,” said a quack in the market-place, “is a medicine that will cure
coughs, colds, consumptions  the fellow coughed horribly at this point]. It
is of such efficacy that it would almost restore the dead. [Here he coughed
again.] Nobody need remain a sufferer—he has only to buy a box of these
pills”—[here the quack’s own cough prevented him from speaking]. Ah!
laugh on, laugh on, brethren, only mind that nobody laughs at you for-
doubting while you extol faith. We must show in ourselves that faith in our
God is a healing medicine, or men will not believe us; we shall make Christ
himself seem to be a pretender, unless we practically prove that we have
been healed by him. Let your people see in you what comes of trusting
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Christ; let them see what cheerfulness, what hopefulness, what buoyancy of
heart come to those who trust Christ, and cast all their care upon him.


But the reason of reasons is that contained in our text—” He careth for
you.” After all, what a small matter it must be to God to care for us, since
he provides for the commissariat of the universe; the feeding of the cattle
on a thousand hills, and the wild beasts of the plains. Think of those
myriads of fish, those armies of birds, those enormous multitudes of
insects! What a God must he be who cares for all. Compared with the
demands of all these our little wants are soon supplied. We want but little,
and that little is scarce a crumb from the table of the Lord our God. Surely
if God says, “I will care for you,” we need not give another thought except
to sing, “The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.” It does not need two
of us for this small matter, and certainly not two when one is infinite in
wisdom and power. Even if we were wise the Lord would not need our
help. With whom took he counsel, and who instructed him, when he built
the earth, and piled the mountains, and spanned the sky? Let us, therefore,
stand still and see the salvation of God. The Lord thinks about us, plans for
us,. arranges for us, studies to make things right for us,—these are poor
words with which to describe his care, for he does more than that, he loves
us. That great, boundless, mighty heart loves us. This is fit matter for a
heavenly song I Because he hath set his love upon us we can surely cast
our care upon him. He has given us Christ, will he not give us bread? See,
he has called us to be his sons, will he starve his children? See what he is
preparing for you in heaven, will he not enable you to bear the burdens of
this present life? We dishonor God when we suspect his tenderness and
generosity. We can only magnify him by a calm faith which leans upon his
word.


There, dear brothers, there is my word from the Master for you. I should
like to have hammered out that little grain of gold so that you might have
gilded your lives with it; but, please do it for yourselves. Now will you
carry your cares away, or will you bow your heads in silent prayer, and
throw them all off? Holy Spirit, the Comforter, lighten our darkness, we
beseech thee.
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NOTES


THE special prayer-meetings before our week-evening lecture have not
only been well sustained all through the past month, but have increased in
number and grown in fervency, and we are already reaping the firstfruits of
what will, we trust, prove a good harvest of souls. The Monday evening
prayer-meetings have been seasons of unusual power; and this fact makes
us quite sure that a blessing of an unusual extent is on the wing. Requests
for prayer have continued to come in large numbers from almost all parts
of the globe, and not a few requests for praise because former
supplications have been answered. These have tended to keep the meetings
real and earnest, for there has been actual business to do with the Lord that
heareth us. Each meeting differs from every other, but all are remarkable
seasons of fervent devotion. Frequently there are fifteen hundred persons
present. On August 1 a missionary address was delivered by Mr. Gogon
Chunder Dutt, of Bengal, and by the evangelists who had just come home;
on August 8 our three newly-elected elders, Messrs. Johnson, Bantick, and
Copsan were introduced to the members present, and commended to the
Lord in prayer; and on August 15 the Pastor gave an address upon the
words, “Ye have not because ye ask not.” Have we not here the key to the
non-success of churches, and the small progress of individuals? It is a pity
to be deprived of a blessing because we are too idle to ask for it.


On Wednesday August 10, it was our privilege to preach an open-air
sermon in connection with the opening of a new chapel at North Cheam.
Some members of the METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION


have held services in the neighbor-hood for a year or two, and their labors
have been so greatly blessed by God that it has been necessary to erect an
iron building, which has been purchased at a greatly reduced price. About
£250 will be needed to pay for this building, of which up to the present
about £60 has been contributed, in addition to £50 which we have
promised. We shall be grateful to any friends who feel moved to help this
work, and the erection of three other chapels which are now fix hand. Our
suburban districts, and our growing towns, must be occupied speedily for
Christ, unless they are to be left as strongholds of priestcraft or
indifference. The people on the spot are frequently careless about the
work, and we have to arouse them to care about their souls. Those who
love the truth are at the first few and feeble, and unless helped from the
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outside they cannot get a building to meet in. We are at this moment
treasurer for four rising places. The first is this little place at Cheam, for
which we. need at least £150: could not some friends see to it that we are
not burdened by this? By a little effort Tabernacle friends could clear this
place. Then comes New Brompton, near Chatham, where the chapel is just
commenced. Some £700 or more will be wanted before we have ‘finished,
and we only see our way to half of it. Thirdly, Gipsy Road, Lower
Norwood. We have £1,000 in hand or promised, but the friends have
entered upon some £4,000 expense. Mr. Hobbs, the minister, will carry it
through; but meanwhile we feel anxious about it. Fourthly, the village of
Horn-church, Essex: a friend has given ground, and we have some £150 in
hand, but the friends are hard pressed for a place to meet in, and want to
build before winter. No one knows be many cares which come upon us in
connection with the work of extending our churches in needy districts.
Large sums could be advantageously used, but they do not come. Our own
purse is not spared, but the work is great and the demands large, and yet
not so large but that a few wealthy persons could make it easy. We
sometimes sink in spirit as we see how little the souls of men are cared for
by those who call themselves the Lord’s. If growing London is not
provided with the means of grace coming generations will blame us. As the
Lord enables us our utmost shall be done. May HE provide for his own
work in his own way.


On Wednesday evening, August 17, the eleventh annual meeting of THE


SPURGEON’S SERMONS TRACT SOCIETY was held in the Tabernacle lecture-
hall. The chair was occupied by C. F. Allison, Esq., prayer was offered by
Mr. Harrald, and addresses were delivered by Messrs. Murrell, Dunn, Pen-
stone, Perkins, and Pullen. The report, read by the honorary secretary, *r.
C. Cornell, stated that the object of the Society is to make known the way
of salvation by means of the distribution of the pastor’s printed sermons as
loan tracts. During the past year 23,000 have been circulated in fifty-two
towns and villages in the United Kingdom, making a total of 140,000 since
the work was commenced. Great blessing has resulted from this method of
sowing the seed. The Society’s income for the year has been £81 16s. 5d.,
and the expenditure for sermons, covers, printing, carriage, etc., £78 Os.
10d., leaving a balance of £3 15s. 7d. in hand. All information about the
work of the Society can be obtained of Mr. Cornell, 60, Hamilton-square,
Borough, S.E., who will be happy to receive contributions towards the
extension of its operations. To get the sermons lent round in districts which







523


are devoid of spiritual teaching is a soul-saying work. These discourses are
attended with a blessing when heard in the Tabernacle, but their beneficial
influence when printed is vastly greater, as abundant facts are daily
proving. As tracts, it is found that persons will read them even when they
will throw aside other religious literature. Hence this Society, by providing
a stock of the sermons for friends to start loan societies with, is doing a
missionary work, which supplies a weekly ministration of the gospel to
thousands.


COLLEGE.—Mr. J. A. Ward settles at Clay Cross; Mr. T. Armstrong has
accepted the pastorate of the Lower Baptist Church, Chesham; and Mr. J.
T. Mateer has left us to continue his work in Ireland as an evangelist.


Mr. J. Stubbs, who was obliged on account of ill-health to return from
India, has accepted the pastorate of the Church at Brannoxtown, Ireland.
Mr. W. Ewens has removed from Uley, to Liskeard; and. Mr. G. H. Kemp
from Alford, to Langham, Essex. Mr. A. Bird, late of Penzance, is seeking
to raise a new church at Sundown, Isle of Wight. Will friends there take
this notice, and rally to the standard? Mr. J. H. Dean, one of our medical
missionary students, has gone to Blantyre, Central Africa.


Mr. J. Wilkins, late of Maidenhead, has settled at Charlestown; and Mr. G.
H. Trapp, late of Mundesley, has safely reached the United States, where
he hopes to find a suitable sphere of labor. Sir. Trapp is a worthy man: a
treasure to any godly people. We are glad also to learn that Mr. Burton
arrived at Melbourne in May, and that the doctor says there is no reason
why It,’, should not be permanently cured. He desires to be remembered in
prayer by all his brethren. Australian papers just to hand give most cheering
reports of the evangelistic services held at Geelong and West Melbourne by
our brethren Harrison and Isaac. Our soil Thomas has had a happy season
in Dunedin, and has gone on to Auckland.


On Tuesday, August 9th, the students reassembled after ‘the vacation, by
kind permission of Joseph Tritton, Esq., at “Bloomfield,” Upper Norwood.
The proceedings of the day commenced with a short devotional service,
during which the wind blew threateningly. The new students were
introduced by the President, and then the brethren dispersed over the
grounds. The usual outdoor amusements were heartily enjoyed, and Mr.
Murrell superintended the commissariat department to everybody’s
satisfaction. In responding to a very cordial vote of thanks, Mr. Tritton
expressed the pleasure he had felt in placing his grounds at the disposal of
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the brethren. May this session be rich with benediction, and the College do
the best work it has ever yet accomplished.


EVANGELISTS— We have received the following resume Messrs. Smith
and Fullerton’s mission in Sheffield:—The mission in Sheffield was brought
to a close on July 26th. The work has surpassed the most sanguine
expectations of those who commenced it. A powerful stimulus has been
given to the spiritual life of the churches which took part in the movement;
large numbers of Christians belonging to various denominations have been
most hearty in their co-operation and goodwill; friends have come forward
at every demand, spontaneously offering to provide whatever seemed
helpful to success; and hundreds of those formerly attending no place of
worship have been induced to attach themselves to some congregation,
many of them giving evidence that they have been won for Christ. A
valuable contribution has thus been made to the solution of the important
question, How can we evangelize our great towns and centers of
population? Many points connected with this question have been seen in a
new and clear light by those who have been privileged to watch over and
take part in the work as it has progressed. It may be well to place on
record some of the peculiar features of the work, as carried through in
Sheffield, for the consideration or guidance of workers who may be
contemplating a similar mission in ,other towns.


(1.) The evangelists came at the unanimous invitation of all the
Independent and Baptist ministers in the town; and worked throughout
under the direction of a central committee, composed of representatives of
the churches concerned. The ministers as a whole took part in the work,
many of them identifying themselves by their presence on special
occasions, and some of them throwing all their strength .and influence into
the movement from the first. A few who were a little disposed, at the
outset, to hold the movement at arm’s length, because of former
experiences with evangelists, became the most demonstrative and earnest
in clasping it to their hearts, when they came to know our brethren
personally, and when the meetings were being held in their own
neighborhood.


(2.) The meetings were held in chapels, and every effort was made to keep
the whole movement in close union with existing churches. The town at the
outset was divided into six districts, on an average two weeks being given
to each. The meetings were held in the largest and most convenient chapel
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of each district. Christian workers were, therefore, always at hand
belonging to the neighborhood where the meetings were held, to see
inquirers, to follow up good impressions in the hearts of friends, and to
visit at their own homes those who had been brought to spiritual concern.
For special meetings it became necessary to go elsewhere. The Albert Hall
was used every Sunday afternoon for a meeting of men only; the Circus
became the headquarters during Whitsun-week, and the last fortnight of
the Mission. The Albert Hall was the only building large enough for the all-
day meeting and the united communion service. But, as a rule, the chapels
were found convenient, and sufficed for the work.


(3.) There have been no collections, but boxes have been held at the doors
to receive thankofferings after every service. Both the evangelists have
always brought this matter before the people in the most frank and
independent way, and those who were able and glad to give, have been
asked to do so; and as the financial result, after all expenses are paid, at the
close of a mission extending over nearly four months, we expect to have
the pleasure of sending up to Mr. Spurgeon, towards the maintenance of
the Evangelists’ Society, a balance of £300, which, indeed, by the
generosity ,of a friend, we hope to make 300 guineas. This has been
accomplished with perfect ease, without anyone being pressed. Indeed, the
cheerful way in which “the common people” have given of their means has
been, perhaps, the most reliable proof of the healthy and sterling nature of
the work. The heap of copper after some of the largest meetings was a
sight to see, and a lead to carry!


(4.) As to the spiritual results of the Mission, unquestionably that which
can be tabulated is in some measure always unreliable, that which cannot
be shown in any statistics is the most precious. Great care has been taken
to avoid setting any seal or imprimatur, in the name of the evangelists or
the committee, on the religious experiences of those who have been
impressed. The word “convert” has been as little used as possible, for fear
of misunderstanding or misuse. It was resolved that the last meeting of all
should be for those who had received special spiritual benefit in the
services, admission to be by ticket, only, for which personal application had
to be made during the last two days. Every applicant was seen by one of
the ministers, and briefly questioned, and the name and address was taken
of each to whom a ticket was given. In this way we gained a list of more
than six hundred men, women, and children from all parts of the town, who
not only rejoiced to testify to the good they )tad received, but were so
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much in earnest that they were willing to take this trouble, and bear this
personal test. We are well aware that some of these names may prove
worthless, but against this we have to set the fact that very many who
received lasting blessing were, for some reason or other, not able to
comply with these conditions. Those who attended the final meeting were
urged to connect themselves with some congregation at once, and were
asked to fill in a form stating what place of worship each wished to attend.
These papers have been conveyed to the clergymen and ministers
concerned.


(5.) Much attention has been drawn to the private study of God’s word.
Mr. Fullerton’s Bible-readings have been throughout well attended. The
Berean Bible Union has gained already eight hundred and thirty members,
and in several of the churches special meetings are arranged, which will
practically be public or private Bible-readings.


(6.) The prolonged stay of the evangelists in the town has been a very great
advantage to the work. The first meeting was on April 10th; the last on
July 26th; and the movement has gained momentum continually as it has
gone round the districts in order. Our brethren came altogether unknown;
now their names have become household words in the thickest parts of the
population, and have been even made the occasion of good-tempered
remarks in the local papers. The meetings during the last week at the
Circus were crowded every night; and on the Sunday so intense and
widespread was the desire to gain admittance that every inch of standing-
room was packed an hour before the time announced for the beginning of
the service; and an hour and a half after the doors had been closed the
crowd outside reached across the street. All the Christian workers taking
part in the Mission felt that the spiritual power realized in these closing
meetings was far greater than in any that had gone before. The intense
interest and overwhelming solemnity of the last evangelistic service will
never be forgotten. We have reason to believe very many that night gave
their hearts to Christ. The last public meeting was a united communion
service at the Albert Hall, when nearly two thousand members of the
various churches united to “show forth the Lord’s death”; the remaining
space (a top gallery holding five hundred) being filled with spectators. The
whole service was singularly impressive. Mr. Fullerton’s address on Cant.
1:4, “The King hath brought me into his chambers,” and Mr. Smith’s
singing of “Rock of Ages,” were especially touching, winning the hearts of
all. Many striking instances of direct personal blessing might be given if
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time allowed. Take one as a sample of scores. A man was seen leaving the
Circus one night in great haste and under deep emotion. A good brother on
the watch overtook him, and asked him if he would not stay to the end of
the service. “No, I’ve had enough, I can stand it no longer,” was the
answer. On further conversation our friend got a promise that the stranger
would go with him to chapel the next Sunday morning if he called for him.
On Sunday morning the call was made, but the man was unwashed and
unshaven at the appointed time, and had made up his mind not to go.
“Never mind,” said our friend, “I’ll wait until you are ready.” No finally
induced the man to go with him, and both arrived, of course, somewhat
late. That man had not been to a place of worship for more than twenty
years; but already he has taken a sitting, and has not missed a service. Such
is the work as it has been carried on here. It will be cherished in the
grateful memories of all who have taken part in it, and will remain a “savor
of life unto life” in the experience of hundreds of backsliders who have
been reclaimed, of careless who have been brought to conversion, and of
penitents who have been led to Christ. Those who have seen and known
most of what has been accomplished join most heartily in thanking God.
that ever our brethren came to Sheffield, and in praying that such proofs of
divine power may attend their ministrations wherever they may labor.


The cheque for £315 has since arrived. Our brethren’s arrangements for the
opening of their London campaign are as follows: — Early this month they
commence work at Mr. Cuff’s Tabernacle, at Shore-ditch; next they go to
Mr. Sawday, at Pentonville, then to Mr. Stott, at St. John’s Wood, Mr.
Charrington, at Mile End-road, Mr. Edgley, at Bow, and early next year
they hope to visit our son at South-street, Greenwich, and then to come to
us at the Tabernacle.


Mr. Burnham wishes us to say that he hopes to spend the whole of this
month, as usual, among the hop-pickers. He specially asks all readers of
the Magazine to look up “Brother Mayo’s excellent paper on the work in
The Sword and the Trowel of last December by way of refreshing their
memories with regard to the special claims of this work on their practical
sympathy and prayers.” Mr. Burnham adds—” May I particularly call
attention to Brother Mayo’s closing appeal for the loan of a horse and van
for the mouth’? They would be well cared for and not over-worked, and
would be a wonderful help to us in our open-air services in the surrounding
villages. Some earnest Christian who has successfully garnered a good
harvest may feel it on his heart to return his thankoffering in this practical
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way, and lend us his horse and van to assist in the grander spiritual harvest
‘“


ORPHANAGE.—Various friends, who have not gone into the country or to
the sea-side, have sent us word that they are working for the Bazaar for the
Girls’ Orphanage. We suppose others are doing the same, and that; when
the summer holidays are over all our friends will set to work in real earnest,
At present we have not received such assurances of help as we looked for.
Friends, will you let this flag? Shall anything be allowed to drag heavily?
This work for orphan girls must be a labor of love, and be accomplished to
a joyous song. Suffer it not to become a burden. For the sake of the
orphans’ Father help us through with this.


The next quarterly collectors’ meeting will be held at the Orphanage, on
Friday, September 30, when we shall be glad to receive all collecting boxes
and books. Mr. Spurgeon hopes to be present; and to do his best to make
an interesting and.’ happy meeting.


COLPORTAGE.—The work of the association is being carried on as usual,
but there are no new features of special interest, excepting that
arrangements are pending for the appointment of a new colporteur in a
fresh district, under the superintendence of Rev. J. E. Cracknell, of York
Town, Surrey. Being holiday-time our funds come in slowly, and we need
£250 to make the amount given to the General Fund equal to that of the
same period in last year. As decrease in the General Fund means a
contracting of the sinews of war, we trust our friends will rally to the help
of the work once more, that at least the present amount of work may be
continued, and if possible more new ground be broken up. The work is so
good that we sigh over the indifference of so many to it. If it were a
questionable experiment we should not marvel, but that its excellence
should be admitted and yet that it should not be efficiently supported is a
matter of lamentation to our heart. Surely the Lord will appear for his own
work.


PERSONAL NOTES.—A fisherman in Scotland sends us the following
pleasing account of his conversion:—” I remember a colporteur coming to
my mother’s house, and he asked me if I would buy a book. ‘ Yes,’ says I,
‘ if you have got any ballads,’ that is, Scotch songs. So he says to me, ‘If
you give me a piece of fish I will give you something that will do you more
good than ballads.’ I saw he desired my good, so I gave him half a cod-
fish, and he gave me one of your sermons. The text was, ‘ Look unto me,
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and be ye saved, all the ends of the earth: for I am God, and there is none
else.’ (‘Sovereignty and Salvation,’ No. 60.) While reading that sermon the
blessed Spirit of God enlightened my understanding, and I saw Jesus set
before me as my Savior. Blessed hour! Happy day! Jesus washed my sins
away.”


The Secretary of the China Inland Mission writes:— “This morning I
received from one of our missionaries in China, a letter, from which the
following is an extract: ‘ I just want to tell you one thing, which is the
principal object I had in writing you this time. In China’s Millions, of
December,


I think it is, you mentioned at one of the farewell meetings held on behalf
of Messrs. Cooper, Protheroe, and Thompson, that besides Cooper there
was another in China (Hunnex, I presume,) who had been led to offer
himself for the work through Mr. Spurgeon’s sermon, “The Divine Call for
Missionaries” (No. 1,351). It was that “call” that led me to offer myself to
the C. I. M.; previous to that I had thought(D.V.) of applying to the
London Missionary Society; but that call gave me no rest nor peace of
mind, till I had applied to the C. I. M., till I had read the Millions sent
down for my perusal, till I had again applied, filled up the form, and gone
to London. So there are three working in connection with the C. I. M. who
were led to give themselves for work in China through Mr. Spurgeon’s
sermon.’ “A minister from Tennessee recently bore the following personal
testimony: Nine years ago I was a wild young man, but I was converted
through reading one of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons, and I am now the
minister of a large and influential church. The Lord’s name be magnified.”
One of our students recently received an application for baptism from a
young Swiss lady, who gave this testimony: My parents were members of
the Protestant Established Church in Switzerland; but though I attended
the ordinances, and observed the ceremonies. I always felt that I was a
hypocrite, for I never believed in them, but desired some-thing which I
could not get in the church. When I came to England I read a sermon by
Mr. Spurgeon, which did me good. John Ploughman’s Talk, though funny,
was made a great blessing to me. I then bought his sermons, and read
them, and I am now happy to say that I am trusting in Jesus. When I return
home I shall distribute these sermons which have been so blessed to me.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle — July 21st, sixteen; August 1st,
twenty-one; 4th, eighteen.
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PASTORS COLLEGE, METROPOLITAN
TABERNACLE


STATEMENT OF RECEIPTS FROM JULY 15TH TO AUGUST
14TH, 1881.


Giver £ s. d


C. S. Gzowski 0 8 0


Mr. P. VanAlstuie 2 0 0


Mr. Meggat 1 10 0


Mrs. Watson 2 0 0


Mr. R. Wilkinson 5 0 0


Miss Spliedt 2 0 0


A Friend, Belfast 0 10 0


Mr. S. Ormrod 0 12 6


Mr. Pratt 1 0 0


Mrs. De Kavanagh 0 2 6


Mr. A. H. Seard 0 5 0


Mr. A. Hall 0 5 0


A Thankoffering From the sea-side 0 10 0


W. Hill 1 1 0


Dr. Beilby 3 0 0


Miss Bailey 0 5 0


“A Friend in Scotland” 2 50 0


Mrs. E. Raybould 2 0 0


Collected by Miss Jephs 1 5 0
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Lizzie 1 0 0


A Friend 10 0 0


Mr. and Mrs. Sutcliffe 1 0 0


TOTAL— 156 9 4


Weekly Offerings at Met. Tab:—
July 17


16 14 2


July 24 34 2 4


July 31. 35 6 6


August 7 30 6 1


August 14 40 0 3


TOTAL — 217 3 4
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


OCTOBER, 1881.


WHY WE HAVE NOT


A PRAYER-MEETING ADDRESS: BY C. H. SPURGEON.


The Holy Ghost, by the mouth of his servant James, has said, “Ye have not
because ye ask not.” I would not willingly be censorious, but crying evils
demand open rebuke. Do you not think that this text applies to the case of
many of our churches? They have no prosperity, their numbers do not
increase, and the congregations are small; and, as the main cause of it all,
they have scarcely a prayer-meeting. I hear perpetually of prayer-meetings
abandoned, or, what is much the same thing, blended with the weekly
lecture. From various sources I gather that in many instances the meeting
for prayer is so small that it is difficult to spin out the hour, and as the same
few persons come from time to time, variety is out of the question: indeed,
in some places the prayer-meeting only exists to reveal the nakedness of
the land. Now, if there be no conversions, and no additions to such
churches, what is the reason? Is it not found here—” Ye have not because
ye ask not”


A lack of interest exists in many places, so that the assembly for prayer is
despised, and put down as a second-rate affair: “only a prayer-meeting.” Is
this a right vie v of the throne of grace? Will this bring blessing? In certain
churches there is no union, and consequently no agreement in prayer: “their
heart is divided; now shall they be found wanting;” and wanting they are in
their assemblies for prayer. In such a case a feeble prayer-meeting is an
effect as well as a cause of disunion, and till this is altered we may expect
to see more and more of “the divisions of Reuben.” Prayer is a grand
cement; and lack of prayer is like withdrawing the force of gravitation from
a mass of matter, and scattering it into so many separate atoms. Some
churches are feeble all round; the members are a race of invalids, a body of
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infirm pensioners who can hardly hobble about in the ways of godliness.
They have no life, or energy, or enterprise for Christ; and do you wonder
at it when their meetings for prayer are so scantily attended? In some
places where there are good, praying people the prayer-meetings are badly
attended, because certain long-winded brethren spoil them. I know a
church which is endowed with an excellent deacon, a real godly man, but
he will pray without ceasing at every meeting, and I fear he will pray the
prayer-meeting down to nothing unless he is soon taken home. The other
night when he had talked for full twenty minutes he intimated both to
heaven and earth that all he had said was merely a preface, a drawing near
as he called it, and that he was then going to begin. None of his friends
were pleased to receive that information, for they had begun to cherish the
hope that he would soon have done. They were all too sadly aware that
now he would pray for “our own beloved country,” “from the queen upon
the throne to the peasant in the cottage,” then for Australia and all the
colonies, and then for China and India, starting off afresh with kindly
expressions for the young and for the old, for the sick, for sailors, and for
the Jews. As a rule, nothing was really asked for by this most estimable
brother, but he uttered several pious remarks on all these subjects, and
many more. It is a great pity when highly esteemed brethren fall into the
notion that they must deliver themselves of long harangues: the better the
men the worse the evil, for then we are forced to tolerate them. I am sorry
when a good man gets the idea that praying means telling out his
experience, or giving his theological opinions. I am told that our Salvation
Army friends strike up a tune whenever a friend becomes long and prosy,
and I have great sympathy with the practice. It removes the responsibility
of stopping the man from the minister to the people, and by dividing the
action among many it operates like a round robin for the screening of any
one. When prayer is an earnest asking it may occasionally be lengthened to
advantage; but the less of mere holy gossip the better. If prayer-meetings
degenerate into gospel gossip we cannot wonder if no blessing comes. In
such cases the word is true, — “Ye have not because ye ask not.”


If any believer should chance to live where the prayer-meeting is neglected,
let him now resolve to revive it. Let us make a solemn league and covenant
that the churches shall pray, or that it shall not be our fault if they do not.
To strengthen a prayer-meeting is as good a work as to preach a sermon. I
would have you vow that the prayer-meeting shall never be given up while
you live. Be like the good woman who, when it was decided to close the
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prayer-meeting in a certain village, declared that it should not be, for she
would be there if no one else was. She was true to her word, and when the
next morning some one said to her rather jestingly, “Did you have a prayer-
meeting last night?” “Ah, that we did,” she replied. “How many were
present?” “Four,” she said. “Why,” said he, “I heard that you were there
all alone.” “No,” she said, “I was the only one visible, but the Father was
there, and the Son was there, and the Holy Spirit was there, and we were
agreed in prayer.” Before long others took shame to themselves at the
earnest perseverance of a poor old woman, and soon there was a revived
prayer-meeting and a prospering church. I have heard of a negro who was
found sitting out the time of service all alone when his colored brethren had
grown cold and prayerless; in his case also the rest were shamed into fresh
energy. I beg you, then, to maintain this holy ordinance even if the
attendance should have dwindled down to two or three. Surely a church, if
it be a church of Christ at all, must feel the rebuke which would be given
by your perseverance. Oh, never let us leave off praying unitedly for a
blessing! Solemnly settle it in your hearts that the fire upon the altar shall
never go out. As for me and my church, we will serve the Lord by
maintaining this sacred exercise in full vigor; and I beseech all other
believers to come to the same resolve, or, if not, there will be dreary days
for the church of Christ.


But now let us apply this to ourselves as individuals. “Ye have not because
ye ask not.” I wonder whether there is a brother here who has been
tugging, and toiling, and struggling for years after a certain thing which
seems further off than ever; and does the reason of his failure lie in the fact
that he has never prayed about it? Do you wonder, dear brother, that you
have not when you do not ask? With one hundredth part of your present
trouble you may obtain the desired boon if you seek it at the Lord’s hands.
I mean even as to temporal things;:it is our duty to work for our daily
bread, and to earn what is necessary for this life; but do recollect that
everything about a Christian should be a matter of prayer, because
everything about a child that ought to be {:.he child’s business is his
Father’s business. If a child should have a perfect father, that father would
be interested to hear about the child’s play as well as about the child’s
suffering. He would take an interest in his boy’s lesson-books at school,
and cheer him in reference to the little trials of his play-hours, for that
which may be very little to a stranger, may be great to a father who
measures things by his love to his child. Though a matter might be little to
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the father, considering him as a man alone, yet since it is great to the child,
and the father puts himself into the child’s place, his sympathy makes
insignificance important. I have heard of a great king who was one day
waited upon by an ambassador, who found him upon all-fours upon the
floor, making himself into a horse for his little son. He said to the
ambassador,” Sir, are you a father?” “Yes, your majesty, I am.” “Then,”
said he, ‘: I will finish my game with my boy, for you will understand me.”
So he went on round and round the room till the little one had enjoyed his
full share of romp, and then his majesty turned to the ambassador, and said,
“Now I am ready to attend to the affairs of state.” I honor the king for thus
showing that he was a man who had a father’s heart. So our heavenly
Father takes an interest in the trifles which concern his children, if they are
such as ought to concern them; and therefore you need never fear to tell
everything to your God. Little things are often more troublesome than
great things. If a tiny splinter of wood gets into your finger, it may be more
serious than a heavy blow, and even so a minor sorrow may work us
grievous ill.


Take your daily troubles, wants, longings, aspirations, and endeavors to the
Lord; for if they are such as are right and true, they should be laid at his
feet. “In everything by prayer and supplication with thanksgiving let your
requests be made known unto God.” Do you not think that many desires of
your heart and many domestic troubles may continue—the desires to be
unfulfilled and the troubles to be un-removed—because they have not been
made the subject of prayer? “Ye have not because ye ask not.” May not
that be the case with many a merchant, student, mother, or worker?
Success in life, comfort, employment, health, friends may in some cases be
found by asking, and missed by neglect of prayer.


Certainly, with regard to spiritual things, this must often be so. A brother
has heard of the high joys of God’s saints, and of the lofty places to which
they have attained, so that they pass through life as if their feet trod lightly
on the mountain tops. He sighs, “I wish I had their faith.” How many times
has that brother said the same! Let me speak to him. Have you ever sought
this faith of the Lord? If you had once prayed for it, it might have been
better than wishing for it a thousand times: peradventure strength of faith
and elasticity of step have been denied you because you have not yet asked
for them. May there not be a hundred other boons, which you have missed
because you have never asked for them? You have envied others who had
them, you have picked holes in their characters in consequence, and you
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have complained of the Lord for withholding them, and all the while the
secret; of your spiritual poverty has been this fact,—” Ye have not because
ye ask not.”


Sometimes you will not ask because the thing is too little, sometimes
because it is too great, and oftener still because it does not occur to you to
ask for it. Is there anything about which a Christian ought not to pray?
Then be sure of this, it is a matter with which he should have nothing to
do. Mr. Rowland Hill, in his Village Dialogues, proposes the composition
of a form of prayer to be offered by a young lady before going to the
theater, and another to be said when she returns from a dance. “There,”
cries one, “I call that mere hypocrisy. Who ever heard of praying in
connection with such matters? It is preposterous.” Just so, and thus it is
dear that these things are not for Christians, for they must do nothing
which they cannot pray about, and it was to exhibit the incongruity of such
actions that Mr. Hill wrote as he did. A beloved brother said the other
night, and I heartily agree with him, that we ought not to pray anything
that we could not suppose our Lord Jesus Christ praying. He allows us to
ask in his name, and thus to use his authority in prayer. Now, what right
has anybody to use my name in favor of that which he knows I should not
approve of? This may test your prayers. If there is anything that Jesus
would not pray for, do not dream of praying for it; but humble yourself for
being guilty of a desire which would be contrary to his pure and holy mind.
This rule will be an excellent guide to you, for as you may only ask for that
which Jesus would endorse, so you may only seek in your daily life that
which Jesus would support you in seeking. Pray over everything, and that
which you dare not pray over do not touch. You are proposing a new
course in business: well, go and pray over it. Are you going to issue bills
announcing “an alarming sacrifice” of your goods? Can you pray over
them? You say that you will sell off “under cost price” is it true that you
hope to get a profit on all that you sell? Then how can you ask the God of
truth to prosper your sales? This simple rule, if fully followed, would work
a revolution in trade; and truly it should be followed by all who call
themselves Christians. Even in commerce men have not because they ask
not: they think cheating to be a surer way of profit than praying. Hence evil
practices arise, and at length become so usual that they lose their efficacy,
and everybody allows discount for them. Should not godly men in every
case set their faces against dishonest customs? “Yes,” says one, “but they
would be great losers.” That might be, and yet the Lord is able to make it
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up to them in a thousand ways if they tried the power of prayer. In
questions of business complication, where there is-a will to do right there is
sure to be a way, and if you have not found out such a way I must again
quote the text, “Ye have not because ye ask not.”


It may be that many a spiritual thing for which you may pray without doubt
has never become yours simply because you have never asked for it. Is not
that a pity? What! Nothing to pay; the priceless treasure a free grant, and
yet I have it not because I do not ask for it I This is such a folly as we do
not see in common life. Few people miss an alms for want of asking. Our
poor neighbors are generally fast enough in begging. Poor frozen-out
gardeners are out in the streets pouring out their complaint long before the
ponds will bear a mouse. Few need to be encouraged to apply for charity,
and yet while spiritual gifts are to be had for the asking many have not
because they ask not. Open your mouth wide, brother, and ask for a great
deal. Begin asking in real earnest, and never let it be said that your spiritual
poverty is your own fault.


If it is ever true of us, “ye have not because ye ask not/” what does it
mean? It means that there are needful spiritual blessings which you do not
desire with all your heart. In what a wrong condition your heart must be!
When a person has no appetite for wholesome food it is a sign of disease,
and if you have no appetite for divine grace you must be sick in soul.
Healthy children have large appetites, and God’s children when they are
healthy hunger and thirst after righteousness. Why is it we do not desire
these precious things? Very often it is because we do not feel our need of
them; and what a proud ignorance that is which does not know its need! If
you were to look at yourself, brother, though you think yourself rich and
increased with goods, and needing nothing, you would see that you are
naked, and poor, and miserable. What a sad thing it is that you should miss
priceless blessings because you fondly fancy that you already possess them!
Or, perhaps, you know your need, and are anxious to be supplied, and yet
you do not ask because you have no faith in God upon the matter. How
long have you known the Lord? Have you known him a year? Is not this
long enough to have gained confidence? There are many persons whom
you would rely upon at once, and hundreds whom you could trust with
untold gold after having known them for a few hours. Cannot you thus
trust God? How is it that you dare to doubt him? What a sin it must be to
distrust one so faithful and true!
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Or else it may be that you do not doubt either God’s ability or willingness
to help you, but you have grown rusty in the knee; I mean out of order as
to prayer. It is a very great evil when this is the case. When I have pains in
my wrist, or in my foot, I have some hope of speedy recovery, but I am
always despondent when the weakness is in the knee; then it is a very
serious business. O brethren, well doth the Scripture say, “Confirm the
feeble knees.” If we are not at home in prayer everything is out of order.
He who goes often to a room knows how to gain admittance, but a
stranger loses himself in the passages. Familiarity with the mercy-seat is a
great point in the education of a child of God; be sure that you gain it.


There are two or three matters for which I desire to ask your earnest
prayers just now. Do pray for a very large blessing on the congregation
here. In the early summer weeks I thought that this house was not so full as
usual, and I was greatly troubled about it; but the fact was that the major
part of our friends had taken their holidays early. Of late the crowds have
exceeded those of past years, and we are all amazed at the attendance at
the prayer-meeting and the lecture. The sickness of the minister, no doubt,
tended to make the public fearful of not hearing him, and his continued
health has reassured them, so that now our great building will not hold all
who come. We have the people to our heart’s content; do you wonder that
I tremble lest the opportunity should be lost in any measure? Do pray that I
may preach with power. Plead with the Holy Ghost to convert these eager
thousands. Persons of all nations, ranks, ages, and religious come hither. I
beseech you, agonize in prayer that they may be saved. Let it not be true,
in their case, that we have not because we ask not.


Again, all through the summer weather, when friends go out into the
country, and to the seaside, they generally forget to send any subscriptions
for the Orphanage, College, and other enterprises. This is often a trial of
my faith. I see the waters ebbing out, and at times the tops of the rocks are
left bare, and I can see the weeds and the mud, and I do not enjoy the sight
at all; I had rather see a good depth of sailing water for the fleet of charity.
I bless God we have never come into actual debt, but I have wished that
there was a little more regularity in the giving. Soon we shall have as many
girls as boys in the Orphanage, and I say to myself, “I do not see any more
people taking a share in the work,” and the question arises, “However will
you keep them?” I do not know, but God does, and there I leave it,
‘believing that he will find the means. It is not like him to cast away any
good work that is undertaken for his sake; but still I beg you to pray about
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it, lest it should be true that we have not because we ask not. I do not
speak thus because I have any unbelieving anxiety, but because the Lord
has said, “For this will i be inquired of by the house of Israel to do it for
them.” The College and the Colportage are as much in need of help as the
Orphanage, and they are equally useful agencies: I beg you to commend
them all to the Most High, for whose glory they exist. By one or by
another, by the living or by the dead, by the rich or by the poor, the Lord
will provide; but I beg you to join with me in my prayer for these
institutions—” Give us this day our daily bread.”


Greatly do I need your prayer for the work and ministry of this huge
church. What a load rests upon me! Here are about 5,500 of you, and with
all the help I have I find I have enough upon me to crush me unless heaven
sustains me. My brother and the elders do for me what the elders in the
wilderness church did for Moses, else should I utterly faint; but the more
difficult cases, and the general leadership, make up a burden which none
can carry unless the Lord gives strength. I loathe to speak thus about
myself, and yet I must, for there is need. Beside all this, there cometh upon
me the care of many another church, and of all sorts of works for our Lord.
There, you do not know all, but you may guess; if you love me, if you love
my Master, I implore you pray for me. A good old man prayed before I
carne to London that I might always be delivered from the bleating of the
sheep. I did not understand what he meant; but I know now when hour by
hour all sorts of petitions, complaints, bemoanings, and hard questions
come to me. The bleating of the sheep is not the most helpful sound in the
world, especially when I am trying to get the food ready for the thousands
here, there, and everywhere, who look for it to come to them regularly,
week by week. Sometimes I become so perplexed that I sink in heart, and
dream that it were better for me never to have been born than to have been
called to bear all this multitude upon my heart. Especially do I feel this
when I cannot help the people who come to me, and yet they look that I
should do impossibilities. Moreover, it is not easy to give wise advice in
such complicated affairs as those which came before me, and I hope I shall
never be content without using my best judgment at all times. Frequently I
can do nothing but bring the eases before God in prayer, and bear them as
a burden on my heart. These burdens are apt to press very hard on a
sympathizing heart, and cause a wear and tear which tell upon a man. I
only say this because I want more and more the sympathy of God’s people,
and perhaps I may not have even this if I ask not for it.
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If you put me in so difficult a position you must uphold me by your
prayers. If I have been useful to you in any measure, pray for me; it is the
greatest kindness you can do me. If the word as spoken by these lips has
been a means of grace to your children, plead for me that others of the
young may be brought to Jesus by my teaching. If you would find my
ministry more profitable to your souls, pray for me still more, and let it not
be said of your minister that you do not profit by his preaching, and that
you have not because you ask not. Beloved, let us wrestle in prayer; for
untold blessings are to be had for the asking. As a church we have been
specially favored; but we have not exhausted the possibilities of prosperity,
or the resources of heavenly power. There is a future for us if we pray.
Greater things than these lie behind that curtain: no hand can unveil them
but the hand of prayer. The singular blessings which have rested upon us in
the past call upon us to pray; the marked prosperity and unity of the
present invite us to pray; and the hopes of the future encourage us to pray.
Behold, the Lord says to you, “Ask, and ye shall receive.” Brothers, sisters,
slack not your asking; but for the love of souls multiply your petitions, and
increase your importunity.


LONDON ADVANCING


THIS is a picture of the garden of our house in Nightingale-lane. It was
truly quiet and rustic, but the enemy of all beautiful things was near at
hand. Notice the heads of the advancing columns visible over the tops of
the trees. London pushes the country further and further away. To cover
scores of acres with streets is the work of a few weeks. Where do the
people spring from? Assuredly they have come in armies hitherto, and still
they come! They swarm like birds of the air.


As these thousands and thousands descend upon us, it would be a grand
thing if we could have places of worship ready to welcome them. Whoever
is first in the field secures most of them. Alas, it seems impossible for the
lovers of the gospel to overtake so large a demand, and the birds as soon
as they alight are captured by Ritualistic fowlers, or else they are left to
wander into utter heathenism. What is to be done? What ought to be done?
What shall be done? Too many rich professors are engrossed with the silly
ambition to be richer still, though they have already more than they can
possibly need. The paramount claims of the Lord Jesus and the needs of
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dying souls are forgotten, and for lack of means the cause of God and truth
is crippled. O Lord, how long!


The fervent prayers of believers everywhere are entreated for London, that
the Lord may give the means for erecting houses of prayer, and may also
raise up powerful ministries, and give the people a willingness to hear
them. Hundreds of thousands of Londoners have practically turned their
backs on the Sabbath, and on all hearing of the word, and many find a
ready excuse for doing the same thing because the gospel is not preached
in their neighborhood. By means of our College we have the men at hand,
and now we lack the power to form churches because we cannot provide
them with meeting-places. Halls for hire are seldom to be had, and the
police will not let us worship in the street: what, then, is to be done? Must
we see men perish for lack of means to reach them with the gospel?


To those who have riches, and do not come to the help of the Lord’s
cause, we commend the word of the Lord in Haggai 1:4, “Is it time for
you, O ye, to dwell in your cieled houses, and this house lie waste?” It is
not wrong for you to enjoy the comforts and even the luxuries of life if
God has given you the means to do so; but these must. not be purchased at
the expense of the cause of God: your giving to the Lord must bear a due
proportion to your personal expenditure. To spend on self, and not upon
the Lord’s work, is to subject our religion to question, and our conduct to
condemnation.


SUCH BEAUTIFUL LANGUAGE


IT is not unusual to hear persons express their estimate of a preacher in
words something like these: “But he uses such beautiful language!” His
“beautiful language” or “elegant diction” forms the basis of their approval
or condemnation. But what does he say? Nobody seems to remember or
tell much about that; but his “language” is “beautiful.” It is a beautiful cup,
but it contains no water; the plate is beautiful, but there is little food;
instead of good seed, he sows beautiful beads and buttons; but what shall
the harvest be? He applies a beautiful plaster, but there is no balm of Gilead
about it, and it possesses no healing power; he is a beautiful physician, but
his patients die. He gives medicines in beautiful vials, but they are deadly
poisons. Think of a man crying “Fire!” in the most chaste and elegant
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forms of expression, and so softly, too, that the slumberers sleep on, and
those who are awake are persuaded that there is no danger.


In a world like this there is something beside sweetness and beauty. There
are awful facts of sin and wrath and judgment which concern mankind; and
we have something to do beside listening to quaint conceits, polished
expressions, and smoothly-drawn sentences which have no grip on the
conscience, and which allow men to sleep quietly while judgment and
damnation are hastening on their track. There is sin, there is sorrow, there
is danger, there is death on every hand, and shall we be lulled to rest with”
beautiful language,” and neglect the warnings which God has given and the
judgments which he has pronounced against sin and iniquity? Oh, better far
to listen to a voice of one crying in the wilderness, that warns and wakes
and rouses slumbering souls, and bids us flee from the wrath to come, ere it
shall burst in thunder on an unsuspecting world.—From The Boston
Armory.
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NOTES.


On Wednesday morning, September 7, at nine o’clock, the long-afflicted
wife of J. A. Spurgeon, our beloved brother, entered into rest. It is very
singular that exactly eleven years before, on the same day of the week and
month and year her brother, Captain Burgoyne, was drowned in the
ironclad ship Captain in the Bay of Biscay. She was the daughter of
General Sir John Burgoyne. She united with the church at the Metropolitan
Tabernacle at the same time with her esteemed mother, and bore her
witness for Christ with a courage characteristic of the family. Her
attainments were great alike in languages, in music, and in general
information: she was a living Concordance of the Bible, and could find any
text; in her own Bible at once. Her husband found in her a true helpmeet so
long as strength sufficed, and to the last she did her utmost, selecting the
hymns and tunes for the services up to the last Sabbath of her life. She has
marked her copy of “Morning by Morning,” August 29, page 242, at the
passage referring to Carey’s choice of an epitaph:-


“A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
On Christ’s kind arms I fall;


He is my strength and righteousness,
My Jesus, and my all.”


She doubtless felt that this was her own condition in reference to her
salvation. She died aged 44, having been married for twenty-one years. Her
husband greatly feels his heavy loss, but recognizes also the great goodness
of God in sustaining the patience of the sufferer and in lifting her higher in
his own good time. She died in her bed, and not in her hath, as has been
strangely stated in the papers. She passed away quoting the lines—


“Lift me higher! Higher!”


Another death which has touched us closely is that of Dr. Manning, of the
Religious Tract: Society. He has long been our most hearty friend and
helper. His speech upon Colportage will not soon be forgot, ten; we
published it in. these pages under the heading of “The well-aimed Inkpot.”
His preaching during our late illness was greatly appreciated by Tabernacle
friends. He was one of the most genial, lively, generous men we have met
with. In him deep earnestness never soured into sternness, neither (lid
liberality degenerate into laxity. Like his predecessor in office, Dr. Davis,
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he began life as a Baptist minister, but we rejoice to add that he remained
to the close faithful to his convictions. Those who knew him will miss his
beaming face, and radiant smile, and hearty grip. We feel that we have lost
a true friend, and what is more, the church has lost a valuable worker. “Be
ye also ready.”


The death of President Garfield creates among Christian people a feeling
far deeper than that which arises from the decease of an ordinary ruler. He
was a member of a section of the Baptist church, and the representative of
that party in the United States which is the friend of the freedman. His fall
is a serious blow to those in the States whose principles are on the side of
righteousness. We believe that it will be overruled for the highest ends, but
as it stands his murder is a great calamity. May his widow find a measure
of consolation in the sympathy of all civilized nations, and comfort without
measure in the tender mercy of her husband’s God. England and America
have been drawn together as by a common grief; may a feeling of concord
thus sown in tears be reaped in joy. Some hundreds of Americans are to be
found at the Tabernacle all through the summer, and thus the Pastor is
drawn into close, fellowship with believers on the other side of the ocean.


On Friday evening. Sept. 9, Charles Spurgeon, Pastor of the church at
South-street, Greenwich, gave his popular lecture on “Hoarding
Information; or, Lessons from Advertisements,” in the Tabernacle in aid of
the funds of the College. There was a large audience, who frequently
applauded the good points of the lecture, which were very many. The
subject was illustrated, by a large number of beautifully executed dissolving
views, reproducing very faithfully many of the striking advertising notices
which meet us whenever we take our walks abroad. It is well thus to find
thoughts, on bill-stickers’ hoardings, wisdom on walls, and sense in
everything. The lecturer’s address is 32, Devonshire-road, Green-with.


On Sunday evening, Sept. 11, rite Tabernacle was again thrown open to all


comers, when not only was the building crowded to its utmost capacity,
but we are assured that thousands were unable to enter, though anxious to
gain admission. We know already that the word preached on that occasion
was blessed to several persons, and we expect to hear that it was God’s set
time to favor many more. The sermon preached that evening is published
under the title of, “Is it nothing to you?” Oh that the Holy Spirit would
send a still more abundant blessing upon the preaching of the word!
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On Friday evening Sept. 16, another meeting of the managers and workers
for the ORPHANAGE BAZAAR. was held at the Tabernacle, under the
presidency of the Pastor, C. H. Spurgeon. Reports were presented of the
efforts that are being put forth in various parts of the country to secure the
success of the enterprise, and hopes were confidently expressed that as
large a sum would be realized as on the occasion of the Silver Wedding
Testimonial Bazaar. Tuesday, Jan. 3, 1882, was fixed for the opening day,
and the sale will be continued during the three following days. It will
require a vigorous effort to achieve success, but the object is so deserving
that we hope helpers will come forward in every town. A lady friend taking
it up in each congregation would help marvelously, and our Orphanage
would soon be finished.


It will he seen from the acknowledgments on another page, that some
friends have already begun to send contributions for the stalls, and an
anonymous donor in Iquique, Peru, has forwarded £1 for the Bazaar Fund.
We have also received intimations that friends are at work for us in
Beverley, Halse, Hampstead, Haverfordwest, and Reading, but these we
are sure do not represent a tithe, nor perhaps a hundredth part of the places
from which we shall receive help for this object. It would be a great
comfort to us to have just a line assuring us that our confidence is well-
founded. The fogs are coming over us, and the Pastor stands in daily fear
of a return of rheumatism; in which case he will have to leave this land of
damps at once. It would tend to health to see the good work going on with
vigor.


The Sunday-school teachers at the Orphanage have written to inform us
officially that they have agreed to furnish a stall. Mr. Dunn’s helpers at
Richmond-street Mission Hall have promised a stall. They are meeting
weekly to work, and will be glad to receive remnants or material that can
be made up for sale. We have many willing workers at the Tabernacle
whose needles would soon be in full action if they had materials. All
contributions for this purpose should be addressed to the Metropolitan
Tabernacle; and all parcels for the Bazaar should be sent to Mr.
Charlesworth, Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham-road, London.


COLLEGE.—Mr. J. E. Jasper leaves us to settle at Carshulton, and Mr. D.
Macmillan becomes pastor of Hunton Bridge and King’s Langley. Mr. R.
M. Harrison, who recently returned to the United States after completing
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his course with us, has settled at New Durham, New Jersey; and Mr. Jesse
Gibson has accepted an invitation to Plattsville, Canada.


Mr. W. Coombs has removed from King Stanley, to Princes Risborough;
and Mr. W. Hollinshead, from Rattlesden to Eye.


Mr. E. H. Edwards. B.M., who has been working during the past year in
connection with the London Medical Mission, has recently been appointed
Resident Physician to the Hospital for Women, Soho-square: where he
hopes to become still more full3 qualified for the medical mission work


abroad.


Mr. H. R. Brown writes more hopefully than he did a month ago about his
work at Darjeeling, but it is evident that he will not be able to hold the fort
for Christ there without even more heroism than was needed in leaving his
church in England for the foreign mission field. Our confidence is in God
that he will be upheld and prospered. Are there no others like-minded who
will volunteer for work in India? We have another request for a pastor to
go out, but know not where to find the man.


The missionary zeal of the students of the College has been fanned more
than usual during the past month. At the Tabernacle missionary prayer-
meeting on Monday, Sept. 5, Mr. A. Haegert gave us a most interesting
account of his medical missionary labors in Santhalistan. One of the
students has already applied To him for permission to return with him, and
to assist him in his work. Then, on Friday afternoon Sept. 9, by request of
the College Missionary Association, Dr. Landels addressed the students on
the claims of foreign missions, and the President, who occupied the chair,
earnestly emphasized the doctor’s appeals for more men for the lands that
sit in darkness and in the shadow of death. Again, on Sept. 16, Bishop
McTyeire, from Tennessee, and Dr. Andrews, President of the College in
Louisiana, delegates to the Methodist (Ecumenical Conference, delivered
short addresses, and Mr. W. M. Webb, a colored pastor from Jamaica,
spoke of the need of evangelistic work in connection with the Baptist
churches in that island.


We have received from the deacons and other friends forty pounds, as
promised at the meeting at Mr. Tritton’s, for the purchase of a new tent to
be used for evangelistic services in connection with the College. The
former tent was worn out in affording shelter for congregations, and in
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traveling to and fro. We shall be prepared with a new tabernacle in the
wilderness next spring.


College Stall at the Bazaar.—We hope our brethren who have gone out
from the College will be able to render much help in furnishing the College
Stall at the Orphanage Bazaar. There are many from whom we cannot
expect much, as in consequence of the agricultural depression they can
barely live, but there are others who may he able to assist us without in any
way injuring other useful objects. Brethren, do not forget that the children
o£ some who were once of your number, have found a happy home at
Stockwell, some are there now, and in all probability when the new houses
are filled, some will be found there whose fathers in days gone by were
trained in the College. All parcels and communications for this stall should
be addressed to the Secretary, Pastors’ College, Temple-street,
Newington.


EVANGELISTS.—Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have commenced their
London campaign during the past month by holding services at Mr. Cuff’s
Tabernacle at Shore-ditch. From the very first meeting great crowds have
been attracted to hear our brethren preach and sing the gospel, and already
many signs of spiritual blessings are apparent. On Sunday afternoons the
build-rag, which holds nearly three thousand, has been filled with men only,
to each of whom one of our sermons was presented as they left the
Tabernacle. Mr. Cuff says, “It is a splendid sight to see so many skilled
mechanics together.” Night after night during the week every seat has been
occupied, and large numbers have remained after the services for prayer
and conversation about their souls. On Wednesday afternoon, 14th ult., a
service was held for women only, when there were between 1,500 and
1,600 present, beside babies. On Saturday night, 17th, a Song Service was
held ill accordance with the evangelists’ usual practice; and on Sunday
morning, 18th, a service for Christian workers was held at seven o’clock,
in addition to the regular morning and evening services, and the meeting
for men only in the afternoon. Mr. Cuff thus describes these gatherings: his
letter was not intended for publication, and. we hope he will forgive our
taking the liberty; it is so warm, so fresh, so kind that it ought not to be
lost.


“Shoreditch Tabernacle,


Sunday, Sept. 18, 10 a.m. “My dear Mr. Spurgeon,—The ‘Song Service’
last night was an unbounded success. The place was suffocatingly full, and
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there were literally hundreds who strove about the doors, and then at the
gates, pleading in vain to get in. Our two beloved brethren were both at
their very best, and did exceedingly well, the Lord being with them. These
Song Services of Mr. Charlesworth are unique in interest and power. They
add vastly to the rest of the work. There is so much gospel in them, put in
a novel, taking, yet proper manner. They must do good. Fancy four
thousand people of all sorts moved by them on a Saturday night in a
district so busy as this! Let the fact tell their power. Skeptics and Christians
alike came last night. We know the people, and therefore write with
certainty. Mr. Passmore and Mr. Charles-worth were here last night; and
they can testify to what I tell you. In the mouth of two or three witnesses
every word shall be established.


“We had a service this morning at seven o’clock. There was a very large
gathering, and the two dear fellows were here in good time. They were
again at their best, and it was the best service we have yet held. The
Tabernacle seemed full of holy power. The


Lord was here. I hope these things will cheer your heart in the midst; of all
you have to try your faith and hope. It was something for you to take me
into the College, and fit me for the ministry. It was no small matter for the
Lord to move his people to give money to build this house but now he has
given to you to set in motion such a work as Fullerton and Smith are
doing, not only here, but everywhere they go. I am glad they come from
the dear old College. May the good Lord send more men to the College
who will step out of old ruts, and be men of originality and real power!


“2.30 p.m.—A crowded house at 11, and a word of much power from Mr.
Fullerton. The men are now crowding in. for their service. Oh, for power! I
am now stopped by a man who enters to tell me an infidel was here at 7
this morning, and so touched was he that he has just come into the
Tabernacle, and vows to a friend that by God’s help he will seek Christ.
We are going specially to pray for him. What wonders does the old gospel
achieve! I will continue by-and-by. These are scraps ....


Afternoon service for men just now over. If it be possible the place was
more crammed than last Sunday afternoon, and there was £1 13s. more in
the offering. Last Sunday they ‘gave £7. Mr. Smith preached, Mr.
Fullerton read, and I prayed. What a sight! This huge place crowded with
men of every class and condition! I am contented to leave all results with
God, for I know he will save many through his word.”
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The meetings are still continuing while we write. On Sunday, October 2,
our brethren go to Mr. Sawday’s Chapel, at Pentonville.


During the whole of the past mouth Mr. Burnham has been working in
conjunction with Messrs. Kendon, Kipling, and Mayo, among the hop-
pickers in Kent. Up to the time of writing, the services appear to have been
very encouraging. Readers of the magazine are familiar with the plan of
operations, and therefore it is not necessary to give details here, but only to
say that each night in the week a service has been held either at
Staplehurst, Horsmonden, Lamberhurst, Kilndown, Marden, or God-hurst,
and that on Sundays special efforts have been made to get at the hop-
pickers by visiting them in their camps, inviting them to free teas, and in all
other possible ways trying to bring them under the sound of the gospel. It
will prove a lasting blessing to London if her poor children shall return
from the hop-gardens made into children of the living God.


This month Mr. Burnham is to visit Leighton Buzzard and Malton.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE EVANGELISTIC CHORAL SOCIETY.— The
honorary secretary, Mr. R. Bailey, asks us to inform our readers that this
society recommences practice on Thursday evening, Oct. 6, at 8:30, in the
College buildings. They will be pleased to welcome any who can sing, and
are capable of reading music at sight fairly. Further particulars can be
obtained of the secretary, 145, Tottenham-court-road, W. We shall need a
good choir to support the efforts of Messrs. Fullerton and Smith, when
they commence work in the Tabernacle.


ORPHANAGE.—A special word of thanks is clue to Mr. Geo. Hammer for
his generous gift of thirty-two desks to accommodate sixty-four children in
school, and to Mr. Walker, of Dunfermline, for sufficient tablecloths for
the entire Girls’ Orphanage. Mr. James Teller, of Waterbeach, has also sent
one hundred and twenty bushels of potatoes and three sacks of flour, the
produce of “The Orphanage acre.”


PERSONAL NOTES.—A friend in Scotland sends us the following extract
from a letter · received by him from a nephew in London: —”I went to
hear Spurgeon last night.  Our free service, Sept. 11.] He was preaching
on, ‘Behold, and see if there be any sorrow like unto my sorrow.’ His last
head was—What have you to do with him? He urged us to consider and to
decide either that we had or had not an interest in Christ’s work; if we had
an interest in it to accept it; and if not to say so at once. This led me
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seriously to consider what I was going to do with the salvation bought at
the cost of such terrible sorrow and agony. When I had got safe to my
room at night, I began to think it over. There was a Daily Text-book on the
table, so I just took it up, thinking I might get some help there. The very
first page I opened, began with, ‘ I have seen his way, and will heal him.’ ‘I
am the Lord that healeth thee.’ I saw at once that the One who knows all
my transgressions is the Lord that healeth me, and so I was able simply to
trust in him without waiting for a better state of feelings, or anything else. ·
. . I know you have prayed for me. God has answered your prayers; may
you have the joy of continuing to see them answered in a life spent in
serving him.”


One of our church-members writes:—”Dear Pastor,—I have often noticed
in The Sword and the Trowel the personal notes of good done by your
printed sermons in this and other countries, and since my wife (a member
with you from the time of New Park-street) and I have rejoiced over these
notes very much, I feel it has been wrong of me not to send you this line
before. You were preaching about nine years ago upon the subject of the
man who was brought to Jesus on his bed, and let down through the roof,
and I remember very distinctly how you pleaded with us that bands of four
should bring unconverted relations to Jesus. The idea seized other two as
well as ourselves, our then school superintendent, and a lady friend, and we
pledged our word outside the Tabernacle that we would not cease to pray
for our superintendent’s daughter, and my wife’s father; that the four of us
would bring them to


Jesus whenever we came to him in prayer. We did so. Our superintendent’s
daughter;;-as brought to the Lord six months afterwards, and joined the
church meeting at York-road Chapel, Lambeth, lived another twelve
months, and (tied of rapid consumption, nay, sweetly fell asleep, rejoicing
in the Lord. Our father was taken ill with consumption of the bowels, and
laid on a sick bed for thirteen weeks, and then passed away to be with
Jesus. His testimony was in these words, the last of any import that he said:
‘I know you have been deeply anxious on my account, but you need not
be, for I have laid my sins on Jesus, and he has forgiven them all. I know he
has done it, and they are all gone.’ After this he could never bear his
daughter and myself to be absent from his side for a moment, and never
was he so glad as when one of us breathed a word of prayer for him. To
show his sincerity he spoke to every one who came to see him, exhorting
them to live differently in their lives, to attend the means of grace, and so
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on. You ‘will see how much room we have to feel grateful that ever your
sermon stirred us up in this way when I add that our father was at one time
an infidel.”


One of our workers writes:—”My Dear Pastor,—On a Sunday evening,
about two years since, one of the constables told me that a great invalid
was very desirous of hearing you preach. She was in a ,’hair at the door,
and was brought; in by her husband and Ben. She looked the picture of
health. I offered her several seats, but she chose to occupy the very back
one. I could not understand her helplessness until she told me she had no
particle of leg, and that for two years she had been praying to God and
begging of her husband to bring her to London, that she might hear you
preach. I asked how far she had come, and she replied, ‘ From near
Colchester.’ I said, ‘You pray and beg for two years, and come that
distance to hear a man, how far would you go to hear Jesus? Mr. Spurgeon
would not thank you to come to hear him unless through him you hoped to
hear his dear Master Jesus.’ I implored her to pray God that she might see
Jesus. She burst into tears and replied, ‘ I will try, sir.’ I told her husband I
would see them again after the service. I did so, and oh! what a face. I saw
in a moment Jesus was with her. I asked, ‘Have you seen Jesus?’ She said,
‘ Yes.’ I asked what he was like. She replied, ‘So glorious.’ I said, ‘Yes, he
is glorious, and so good. He specially calls the halt, the lame, and the blind
to trust him, and rejoice in his salvation.’ Turning to her husband, I
remarked, ‘ You cannot be indifferent, can you? ‘ He said, ‘ I believe Jesus
Christ was the Son of God, but I don’t know about salvation.’ We were
among the hast to leave the Tabernacle, and I trust we shall meet in
heaven.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle:—August 25, sixteen; September 1,
seventeen.


NOTES


C. H. Spurgeon purposes to leave England for the South of France after
the first week in November. The supplies for the Tabernacle Pulpit on
Lord’s-days will probably be as follows:-


Nov. 13, Mr. R. H. Lovell; Nov. 20, Mr. I). L. Moody; Nov. 27 (morning),
Mr. A. G. Brown; evening, Mr. W. Y. Fullerton; Dec. 4 (morning), .Mr. C.







552


Spurgeon; evening, Mr. J. A. Spurgeon; Dec. 11, Mr. R. H. Lovell; Dec.
18 (morning), Mr. J. Jackson Wray; evening, Mr. W. Y. Fullerton.


Friends from a distance had better not attempt to get in when Mr. Moody
preaches, as there is sure to be a dense crowd, and the ordinary
congregation will be first admitted, so that the place will be full. We hope
that on some future occasion both Mr. Moody and Mr. Sankey will
conduct a series of services at the Tabernacle; at any rate, the building will
be at their disposal.


Friends who take an interest in our work will greatly ease our mind if they
will send in specially abundant help for all the institutions while we are
away. We once had watchful friends who promptly sent in generous aid
whenever they saw that the pastor was ill, for they thought it would be
ministering to his health if they kept every work in going order. Some of
these friends still survive, and the Lord is preparing more, for his work
must not falter.


Let the BAZAAR preparations go on actively during our absence. Will not
every member of the church, every sermon-reader, and every magazine-
subscriber send in something? it is for orphan girls that the buildings are
needed. The poor little ones plead for themselves. Once let their faces be
seen, and their wants will be the best argument for generosity. We have
hitherto seen the bountiful hand of the Lord stretched out in the hour of
our need, and we feel confident that he will not fail us now.


We commend to the kindly notice of all wealthy believers the case of our
country ministers. The depression in the farming interest is depriving our
village churches of the power to support their pastors. Our Baptist causes
must many of them die out unless timely help is given. We are daily
receiving appeals for the means of buying bread to eat and raiment to put
on. A fund of £5,000 to meet this emergency would save many a village
church. Men who were getting only £80 a-year cannot now expect half that
amount, and they cry out in utter dismay, “What shall we do?” They are
anxious to stay with their people, but how can they keep body and soul
together, and find bare bread for their children? Where the deacons are
farmers the best subscribers are crippled, and so the sources of supply are
cut off. Should not the Lord’s stewards in the towns think of this condition
of affairs, and come to the rescue? The system which makes each church
independent and self-governing has many excellences, but we are not so
enamored of it as to be blind to its defects. Something must be done
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speedily to aid the smaller churches, or they will die of their independency.
All funds at present in existence are strained to their utmost; now is the
time for a special effort to meet a difficulty, which we hope will not occur
again should next year be favorable to agriculture.


On Friday evening, Sept. 23, the annual meeting of THE METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION Was held in the Lecture-had,
under the presidency of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. There was a large and
enthusiastic muster of the workers and friends of the Association, and the
proceedings throughout were of the most encouraging description. We beg
our readers to observe the vast amount of work done by this Society. Mr.
Elvin presented the report, from which we learn that, during the year, the
following services have been held:—On Sundays, at the stations belonging
to the Association, 603; at other mission stations, 728; in the open-air, 131;
in connection with special services, 63; children’s services and supplies,
376; on week-nights, in various chapels and halls, 1,508; in the open-air,
76; or a total of 3,485 meetings at which the gospel has been preached in
some part of London. As the evangelists usually adopt the Scriptural plan
of going two by two, the number of addresses given is still larger,
amounting to no less than 4,948. To accomplish this work 124 brethren
and sisters have been more or less occupied as opportunities presented
themselves. The cost of carrying on this effort has been exactly £200, a
very small sum when we think how much has been accomplished by this
agency towards the actual evangelization of this vast city. The addresses
actually cost under 10d. each. We have been glad to meet rather more than
half the expenses by sums left to our discretion, the churches visited have
contributed £53 1s. 6d., donations from various friends, collections, tea-
meetings, etc., have realized about £43, leaving a balance of £2 10s. *d. in
hand with which to commence the work of another year. As fresh openings
are constantly occurring, it is necessary that the funds should increase in
like proportion, and the Society will also be glad of more voluntary
preachers of the right sort. The honorary secretary is Mr. G. E. Elvin, 30,
Surrey-square, Walworth, S.E.


On Monday evening, Oct. 17, the annual meeting of the LADIES’
MATERNAL SOCIETY was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall. Pastor C. H.
Spurgeon presided. Pastor J. A. Spurgeon referred to the satisfactory state
of the Society’s funds, the total receipts for the year having exceeded
£110, and the balance to be handed over to the new Treasurer being about
£25. Boxes of linen had been lent to 232 poor women, and relief
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administered in each instance. The Chairman stated that Mrs. Pike desired
to resign her office as Treasurer on account of her advancing age, and her
inability to attend. Thanks are due to her for long and hearty service. Mrs.
J. T. Olney has consented to take her place. Mr. J. M. Smith sang and
spoke, Mr. W. Olney pleaded for the employment of an additional visitor
to the poor women assisted by the Society, and the Pastor promised £20
towards her support. Mrs. Graney, the Bible-woman already employed,
described some of the scenes she had witnessed while visiting, and the
meeting was closed with prayer. It was stated by one who knew that the
poor mothers of London are often obliged to wash and attend to
housework within a few hours of their confinement, having frequently no
nurse, and no help of any kind. All hearts were saddened by the stories
told. and all felt that nurses are as much needed as evangelists. Wanted,
holy, patient, self-denying women who would give themselves to such
work! We do not mean this as an advertisement for a paid nurse, but as an
application for voluntary workers.


The first hour of the prayer-meeting the same evening was specially on
behalf of Sunday-school work. Reports of some of the twenty-eight
schools directly or indirectly connected with the Tabernacle church were
presented by the superintendents or managers, and prayer was offered by
several of the teachers and other friends. ‘ Great blessing has been
experienced, but there is a general outcry for more teachers. In the more
populous parts of London children abound, but teachers are few. The
richer classes live out of town, and the poor are left to workers from
among themselves. Schools are suffering sadly from this cause. However,
the Lord will appear in this thing also.


The after part of the meeting was devoted to taking farewell of Mr. J. G.
Potter, of the Pastors’ College, who has been accepted by the Baptist
Missionary Society for work in India. He is going in the first instance to
Calcutta, and hopes ultimately to be stationed with our friend Mr. R.
Spurgeon, in Bengal. Earnest prayer was offered for him by the whole
church. His missionary ardor and his steady perseverance lead us to expect
great things of him.


Every Thursday evening the friends at the Tabernacle meet for an hour’s
prayer before the Pastor preaches. The benefit of this season of
supplication is felt all round. It is a fine preparation both for hearing and
preaching.
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COLLEGE.—Mr. G. J. Dann has accepted an invitation from the church at
James’ Grove, Peckham, and several of the students will in all probability
leave us for pastorates.


Mr. C. J. Padley has started for Australia, where he hopes to find a suitable
sphere. We commend him to the kindness of friends at the Antipodes.


Mr. H. Winsor, late of Beeston Hill, Leeds, has become pastor of the
newly-formed church at South Stockton.


We greatly fear that another member of our Conference has been called
suddenly home. A telegram in the papers announces a railway accident near
Melbourne, and states that “the Rev. Mr. Garrett; ‘red others were killed.”
As our brother H. H. Garrett lived at Brighton, near Melbourne, it seem:;
probable that his career has terminated thus painfully, though we hope it is
not so.


In Memoriam.—On Tuesday, Sept. 27, the beloved wife of our venerable
friend and father in Christ, Professor Rogers, passed away, after a happy
married life of fifty-eight years, and, as the husband says, at the close of” a
long illness endured with much patience and even cheerfulness.” Our dear
friend is comforted and sustained.


Did our friends observe that we have published Mr. Rogers’ Conference
Addresses at half-a-crown the volume? These are addresses indeed, full of
holy wisdom and rare wit. If there is any difficulty about getting the hook,
a note to Mr. Thomas, Secretary, Metropolitan Tabernacle, enclosing two-
and-sixpence, will secure the volume, postage free. It will hardly be
necessary to mention this matter twice to the members of the College
Conference, but other ministers will find their money well laid out if they
make the purchase.


College Stall at the Bazaar.—-We have received from Pastor C. Bloy,
Aslacton, a parcel of goods for sale; from Mr. Padley, a valuable
patchwork quilt; from Mr. Armstrong, Warrambeen, Australia, a box of
goods; and from brethren at Melton Mowbray, Shoreham (Sussex),
Waterbeach, and Wingrave, promises of help for the College Stall. This
branch of the Orphanage Bazaar is sure to be fruitful. Surely no minister
trained in the College will be one penny the poorer for mentioning this
matter to his friends, and procuring a little help for the orphan girls. Some
who did not help on a former occasion will, we trust, come forward this
time. Children of ministers who were once students are now in the
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Orphanage; had their fathers foreseen this fact with what an interest would
they have looked towards Stockwell! One who prayed at the founding of
the Institution remarked that perhaps his children might one day be there.
He was well and hearty then, and yet among our boys we have numbered
two of his sons. It is a mercy to have such an institution for the boys: now
for the girls.


EVANGELISTS.—Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have been at Vernon Chapel,
Pentonville, during the greater Dart of the past month. Our brother
Sawday, himself an evangelist of the very first rank, thus writes of their
visit, up to the time of making up the “Notes “:—


“Vernon Chapel,
“King’s Cross Road, W.C.,


“October 18, 1881. “Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—How can I thank you, as I
want; to, for sending brethren Smith and Fullerton to labor in this
neighborhood? They have been here now just over a fortnight, and the
work of God is progressing gloriously.


“Though our chapel is in a most un-favorable place for reaching the
masses, we have had splendid audiences from the very first. A great many
who seldom, or never, attend a religious service are now with us night after
night. Such gatherings, both for numbers and interest, I have never been
privileged to see in this house before, all these eighteen years. The cornet is
a great attraction, so is Mr. Smith’s singing, so is the preaching of both our
dear brethren. The people go away, and make others long to come, by
telling them of the attractive services. Brother Fullerton’s preaching is
weighty, rousing, and clear. Surely the gospel cannot be put more lovingly
and simply than by these two evangelists.


“The children come in crowds to hear Mr. Smith on Saturday afternoons.
The men’s meeting on Sunday afternoons, too, is a marvel both for
numbers and interest. On Sunday nights Mr. Chamberlain kindly comes
over from the Tabernacle, and sings at Vernon. We have a capital
audience, although so many’ of our people are away with brethren Smith
and Fullerton at St. Mary’s Hall, Agricultural Hall, which, although it is
much larger than the chapel, is crowded to excess long before the time for
commencing the service. As for the results, they are most varied and
cheering. The old, old story, as told by our brethren, has done our own
people a world of good, and they have been greatly blessed in preparing for
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the visit. They have distributed about thirty thousand invitations from
house to house, and as many more in the streets, and in factories, etc. They
have prayed much, and prayer is being answered, for souls have been
saved, I believe, in every meeting. We are busy until a late hour every night
leading the anxious to Christ. Some who have heard me for sixteen years
are saved at last. I cannot give special cases now, but there is great joy
here at Vernon over prodigals returning home. We hope for larger in-
gatherings this week and next, and after our brethren are gone.


“I am afraid I shall be presumptuous if I add my testimony as to the fitness
of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton for the work of evangelization. They are
grand fellows, they work splendidly together, and the hand of the Lord is
mightily with them. These are red-letter days at Vernon. How one wishes
our churches could all be visited by such men! For just twenty years’
unceasing kindness, I remain, dear sir,


“Yours gratefully,


“C. B. SAWDAY.” Early this month the evangelists are to go to Mr. Stott’s
chapel, St. John’s Wood, and on Monday, Nov. 21, the day after Mr.
Moody preaches for us, they are to commence at the Tabernacle a series of
services which will probably last three weeks or a month. Let all our
friends in the south of London come forward, and use their utmost
endeavors to make these services a powerful means of grace; and let
friends far and near implore a blessing upon the meetings. Members of the
church, while your Pastor is away, be doubly active. Bring strangers to the
meetings, and watch for their souls. Oh, that the Spirit of God may send us
a great addition to the church of such as are saved! Our dear brother and
co-pastor will feel much encouraged if all our workers will put their
shoulders to the wheel in this good work.


Mr. Burnham reports that he spent a very enjoyable time among the hop-
pickers, tie asks us to unite with him in praising God for answering prayer,
and sending fine weather for the open-air meetings. During the month that
the services were held in the hop-gardens, there was much rain day after
day, and yet he and his co-workers were only prevented from holding their
meetings on two evenings.


On returning from Kent, our brother went to Leighton Buzzard. The pastor
of the church there thus writes of the blessing resulting from his visit:—
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“My dear sir,—You will be glad to hear of the very successful series of
services conducted here by Mr. Burnham during the past week. The
services had been preceded by special prayer, and the spirit and tone of
those preparatory meetings led us to expect a great blessing: nor have we
been disappointed. A feeling of interest was generally awakened from the
first, and manifest signs of the divine presence were given. As the services
proceeded the number of inquirers increased, and the divine blessing was
so manifest and abundant that our brother was induced to prolong his stay
with us. Last evening, a meeting was held for praise and testimony; that
these who had been brought to the Savior might have the opportunity to
tell of the blessing they had received, and that those who were still seeking
might be encouraged. This was a most cheering and heart-stirring
gathering. A goodly number of friends assembled; most of whom had been
either led to Christ, or deeply impressed by the services; and, as testimony
after testimony was given, it was found that a longing for fuller
consecration to Christ had been awakened in the hearts of some of our
church-members; while in one case, at least, a backslider had been
restored. One special feature of the work here has been the holding of
meetings in the afternoon for the study of the Scriptures. I must not forget
to mention that Mr. Burnham has been greatly aided in his work here by
our Brethren Walker, of Houghton Regis, Feltham, of Winslow, and
Tomkins, of Ridgmount.


Our hearts have been greatly cheered. There are many, especially among
the young folk, who will have reason to bless God throughout eternity that
the steps of our Brother Burnham were directed to Leighton. Souls have
been saved, many have been led to seek the Savior, backsliders have been
restored, and the spiritual life of believers has been revived, and, while we
rejoice over the results which are already apparent, we are confident that
some good has been done of which the fruits are yet to be made manifest.


“Yours very truly,


GEORGE DURRELL.” Mr. Burnham’s engagements for this month are,
November 1 to 7, Walton,:Norfolk; 8 to 13, Southwell, Notts; 21 to 27,
Mirfield, Yorks; and 28 to December 4, Birkley, Yorks. He asks us to say
that he is fully engaged until the Conference, so that those who desire his
services must fix some date after May, 1882.


ORPHANAGE. On -Friday evening, September 30, the quarterly collectors’
meeting was held at the Orphanage. After tea, the boys’ dining-hall was
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quite crowded by an interested audience, who listened with apparent
delight to “John Plough. man’s” description of the “Pictures” in his last
new book. Mr. Carlin, of the Cow-cross Mission, who has obtained
permission to reproduce the pictures for dissolving-view slides, exhibited
them by the oxy-hydrogen lime-light. Two of the little girls recited in first-
rate style, the boys and girls sang a few of their favorite pieces, and a
pleasant evening was happily closed by the presentation of the prizes
awarded to the children by the Committee of Council on Education,
Science and Art Department. The collectors brought in about £120, in
addition to which friends, who could not be present, sent about £30 before
or after the meeting. To all our helpers we again say, “God bless you for
what yea have done, but please do not forget that our family will soon be
nearly double its present size, and therefore will want twice as much
support.” We suffer greatly from the remark, “Oh, M,. Spurgeon can get
plenty of money!” Alas! we should get none if all were as miserly as those
who make this an excuse for refusing to help the orphans. How are we to
get money except as the Lord moves his. people to give? We are not
surrounded by an army of rich folks who have nothing to do with their
wealth.  Far otherwise. Our funds come from helpers who are many of
them generous to the full extent of their means. The Lord will always
supply the needs of the poor orphans, and the students; but when people
see a man bearing such a lead of responsibility it is bad enough to refuse to
help, and worse still coolly to say, “Oh, he’ll manage it’ He has plenty of
friends.”


Orphanage Bazaar.—-The advertisement at the end of the magazine will
show all our friends that we have had several additional promises of stalls
since last month. The task is first to lead them up, and then to unload them
when the sale comes on. The time is drawing near. Dear Mrs. Dilatory, do
look alive!


Mr. Bartlett reports that friends in Africa, America, Japan, and Jamaica are
working for his stall. Messrs. Ward, Lock, and Co. have promised to send
some books for sale; and in addition to the places mentioned under the
head of “College,” we have received promises of parcels from Blaenavon,
Coalbrookdale, Gnosall, Lakenheath, Kennington Park, and Reigate. We
should be specially delighted if some American friends would take u2 this
work at once. There is very little time: but among the hundreds of
thousands of our sermon-readers in the States surely something might be
done .....
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SONG SERVICES.—These may be n Lade a special means of grace. Let a
choir of believers take either of Mr. Charlesworth’s. Song Services, and
sing them through with pious feeling, and good must ‘be the result. The
seven “Services” are to be had of our publishers at 3d each, or in one
volume, paper covers, ls.; cloth, extra gilt, 2s. 6d.; words of entire series,
one penny. Mr. Burnham has also brought out, at 4d., a capital “Service,”
entitled “The Waldensian Exiles.” Of course, if these are, used as a mere
concert for amusement, no good will come of them, but sung as unto the
Lord, experience proves their value.


COLPORTAGE — The General Secretary writes—” The only note of
importance this month is that some friends, anxious for the extension of the
work, lucre made us some liberal offers, which, however, are conditional
upon friends in the districts raising £40 a year. Thus, a gentleman, who will
not allow his name to transpire, promises £50 if ten new districts are
started in six months, while another offers to assist very generously to
support a traveling agent, if a suitable man can be obtained, to visit districts
and give information concerning the work, and secure subscriptions
towards supporting additional colporteurs.


“We are thankful for that whereunto we have attained:, but for some time
past have remained nearly stationary as top aggressive movements. We
have 70 districts occupied, but what are these compared with the largo
number which need the work? Being un-sectarian in its nature and
operations, all Christians may unite in supporting a colporteur, and as the
Association always helps the districts beyond the £40 subscribed by paying
all expenses incurred beyond that sum, it is an economical form of Home
Mission work which should be more widely adopted. It utilizes the press,
the pulpit, and personal appeal, to make known the gospel. We shall be
glad to receive new applications for the appointment of Colporteurs to
districts where £40 a year can be raised. Subscriptions to our general fund
are also always needed.”


Mr. D. M. Logan, who for a while attended some of the College classes,
sends us the following interesting note concerning-


Colportage in the Australian Colonies.—”Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—A year
ago to-day, I was in London, the center of civilization, of usefulness, and
of religious effort. To-day I am in an out-of-the-way place in New South
Wales, Australia, far from church or chapel, store, telegraph-office, or
railway line. I live, with my family, amongst rocky hills, and can only be
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reached by rugged and difficult tracks. We see but few travelers, for we are
some distance from a main road, and yet in this remote situation we have
been visited by a colporteur! Indefatigable man! he wasn’t to be stopped by
rocky creeks, nasty sidings, or up-hill roads. He had a mission to fulfill, lie
carried God’s word and good books to dispose of, he had to speak of the
love of God, and to tell of Jesus the Savior, and the power of the Holy
Spirit, and he was undeterred by any difficulty, and found his way here as
he does to many other such wild retreats. We were astonished to see the
colporteur’s wagon approaching. We were delighted to see it well filled
with a goodly stock neatly arranged in covered trays, so packed as to stand
all the jolting and rough treatment of long and tedious journeys. We gave
him a hearty reception, and bought some of his books. We purchased some
copies of our old friend, ‘ The British Workman,’ in one of which I found a
sketch of the Bible-carriage in the Mile End-road. It was very correctly
drawn, and reminded me of old times, for I had had the privilege of selling
Testaments, and preaching from it to the crowds that passed by m, that
great thoroughfare. When I tell you that the colporteur sold me a volume
of ‘The Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit,’ and ‘Laws from Heaven for Life
on Earth,’ by Arnot, you may guess I was truly delighted, for I had lost
every book that I possessed by being shipwrecked on my voyage to this
colony. We spent a profitable evening with him, and he left next day
cheered and refreshed, I believe, as we also were by his visit. he is one of
several missionary colporteurs connected with the New South Wales Bush
Mission, which is doing a good work in the interior of this large and lovely
Island-Continent.


“D. M. LOGAN.
“Moura, Bumbury,
“via Melongo, N.S.W.
“22nd July, 1881.”


Mr. Logan himself holds a service every Sunday for the men on his farm,
and gives them a “Reading” on Monday evenings from “John Ploughman’s
Pictures,” and other “sound, improving, healthy, and amusing” literature.
As he took his place almost in its natural condition, and now has about
4,503 sheep, beside cattle, to care for, he employs many laborers, and is
glad to. do all he can for their spiritual as well as temporal welfare.


PERSONAL NOTES.—A friend writes:—-”I was last week attending the
meetings of the Hants Congregational Union at Bournemouth, when a
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deacon of a neighboring church related the following cheering story:—’
About seven years since a poor woman had saved up a few pounds of
money, and was going into the town of Christchurch to purchase some
things. By some means she lost her purse, which contained a £5 note, £i in
gold, and some 14s. in silver. She was much distressed at her loss, and had
some hand-bills circulated offering a reward for the restoration of her
property. A person found the purse, and appropriated the whole of its
contents, and nothing has been heard of the affair until a fortnight since,
when a gentleman went to the printer of the handbill, and asked if he could
remember the incident. On looking over his the he saw the bill, and the
whole of the circumstances came to his mind. The gentleman then said, ‘
You must ask me no questions, but the purse will be restored.’ A few days
afterwards the identical purse, with the amount of money lost, and £3 for
interest, was sent to the rightful owner. The cause which brought this
about was reading Spurgeon’s Sermons.”


A brother in the Lord, who is also a colonel in the army, told us the other
day that although he had Christian parents, and many religious privileges,
he never knew the way of salvation until he read our sermon entitled, “The
Way of Salvation,” (No. 209.) in the little book form. He has since
distributed hundreds of them to others. This is a hint to sowers as to what
kind of seed they should sow.


During the past month we received an interesting letter from a German
Baptist Colporteur, in which he says that he has sold many of our books,
which have been a blessing to him, and to many who have bought them. He
also mentions that the Empress of Germany has bought from him;’ Dew
Pearls,” and” Gold Beams,” i.e., “Morning by Morning” and “Evening by
Evening,” and “John Ploughman’s Talk,” in the German translation.


Just after making up the “Notes” for last month’s magazine we received
the following touching letters:—


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — the enclosed letter, which I write verbatim, and
the cheque for £40, are from my dear boy, who appears to be on the eve of
departure to a better world. He has been greatly interested in making up all
his little money matters to send you the proceeds. As you will suppose, he
has been for some time taking an interest in your work for Christ, and one
of the greatest enjoyments of his life was the hearing you preach one
Sunday last spring. He has read your sermons, etc., for a long time, and
distributed them among our poor neighbors. His life has been one of much
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suffering, chiefly from asthma; but now consumption is carrying him off,
and he is lying in the most peaceful, tranquil slate, waiting the Master’s
call.


“If you will kindly acknowledge his letter yourself I should be so much
obliged, as I know he is hoping for that pleasure.


“I am, dear sir,
“Yours very truly,
“Sept. 19th, 1881. “My dear Mr. Spurgeon,—I am very ill indeed, and my
days are few, so I thought I should like to send you my little savings before
I go, for you to use in what way you think best for Christ’s work. I should
very much like a few lines from you, with a few words of comfort to cheer
me at the last. I am rejoiced to tell you that I know Christ has forgiven my
sins, and. I am longing to depart and be with him.


“I cannot say that i have ever felt overwhelmed with sin. I have always
been an invalid, and my feeling is that Christ sought me out, and has been
gently leading me along a quiet path out of the way of many of the sins and
temptations of youth; therefore, all thanks be to him, I can claim no merit.
He has so hedged in my way, that I have been kept from the desire after
worldly things, and my heart is full of gratitude to him for all the way he
has led me, and I bless him for the life of sickness which I feel now has
been my safeguard.


“With my best love to you and Sirs. Spurgeon,
“I am, yours affectionately,


We divided the amount as requested, and wrote by return of post to thank
the suffering donor, but before he could receive our reply he had entered
into the presence of his Lord, and heard from his loving lips the gracious
words, “Verily I say unto you, inasmuch as you have done it unto one of
the least of these my brethren, you have done it unto me.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.—Sept. 22, ten; Sept. 29, twenty-
three.
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IN SUNSHINE SHADOW


IF domestic happiness be the only mortal bliss which has survived the Fall,
those, surely, enjoy it to the full whose home is a Bethel where all the
members dwell in God, and love is lord of all. Home is the center and the
sphere of the affections, and not a mere contrivance of the architect and the
upholsterer; it is a sanctuary rather than a shelter, a temple and not a mere
tenement. A residence is not of necessity a home; love must be the basis
and the bond of family union, and out of this union the home must grow. In
the rudest huts of the Western settler, the affections of the inmates may
consecrate every log, and raise the hovel to the glory of a home, while in
the luxurious mansion of a West-End square mutual hatred or mistrust may
degrade the palace to the level of a prison.


“Are you not: surprised,” demands the sainted James Hamilton, “how
much happiness can be condensed into the humblest home? A cottage will
not hold the bulky furniture and sumptuous accommodations of a mansion;
but if God be there, a cottage will hold as much happiness as might stock a
palace.” Ah I there’s the secret of a home which prolongs the memory of
Eden and heralds the day of Paradise regained. The Lord is there!


We have gained much, doubtless, by our ecclesiastical buildings, which we
are wont to call “the house of God,” but where is the warrant or the
wisdom of localizing God by consecrated walls, when he claims the
renewed heart for his temple? Important as it is to assemble for worship
with the children of God, we must never overlook or underrate the fact
that the abode of his people is the sanctuary of God. That the early
Christians realized this is evident from the frequent reference to “the
church in the house.” A Christian home, rightly constituted and
administered, should compel the grateful exclamation, “This is none other
than the house of God, and this is the gate of heaven.”


Home, viewed thus, is not a selfish retreat from the battle or business of
life, it is a hospice from which the inmates sally forth to the rescue or the
succor of the homeless wanderer. The ministry of home should operate
over a wider range than its own circle of relationship. Afar it should east its
beams like the cheering rays of a lighthouse which are seen many a mile by
the mariner when he is tossed on the billows.
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When home is regarded as bearing the Royal Arms, how loyally shall we
try to make it a fit lodging for King Jesus I When we view it as a temple,
with what care will its members guard against the entrance of everything
which will defile it! There will be a religious atmosphere, if we may so
express it, pervading kitchen and parlor and bedchamber. Peace will there
wait on piety, happiness will encircle it, and in after days those who
emigrate from it will look back upon it, even as pilgrims looked back upon
Jerusalem, with loving awe.


Not to own the home-spell is to violate the truest instincts of our humanity
and to resist the loving purpose of a Father’s heart, and yet how many
there are who play truant from home and yield an easy compliance to the
more than doubtful attractions of the club or the public-house. It is to be
feared that the expedients promoted of ]:ate, with the best of intentions, to
keep the working classes from the public-house may prove in the end to be
even more potent rivals to home. A man’s best club is his own family. The
multiplication of meetings, even of religious kind, may have the same
effect, and we are afraid of anything which keeps a man habitually from
home. “Set thy house in order,’“ is a precept to be obeyed literally and at
once.


Young has wisely said-


“The first sure symptom of a mind in health
Is rest of heart, and pleasure felt at home.”


Can the reader look upon the happy group in our first; picture, and not be.,
touched with a feeling of admiring gratitude that husband, wife, and
children can find such solace and delight at home? The husband is a true
houseband, and the wife evidently secures the strength and beauty of the
social fabric by proving herself to be the weft of the home. How happy the
children seem. How happy the father, too, as he looks into the face of the
youngest-born, and hears the mingled Babel of the rest,. A husband as
willing to be pleased at home, and as anxious to please as in a neighbor’s
house; and a wife as intent in making things comfortable every day to her
family as on set days to her guests, cannot fail to make home happy. Look
on the well-drawn picture, and wish that it were everywhere and always so;
but, alas, we must look on another picture.


Claiming a poet’s license, Longfellow has sung with all the pathos of a
plaintive minor—
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“There is no flock, however watched and tended,
But one dead lamb is there;


There is no fireside, howsoe’er defended,
But has one vacant chair.”


The hyperbole comes so near to the expression of literal fact, that we do
not care to challenge its strict accuracy. From the moment sin entered and
blighted this fair world, the pathway of life has conducted pilgrims through
“the Valley of the Shadow of Death.” Few, indeed, are the hearts which
have not been rent by the pangs of a bitter bereavement, and it would be
difficult, if not impossible, to find the person who, at some period or
another, has not suffered an irretrievable loss.


“The air is full of farewells of the dying
And mournings for the dead.”


The echoes of Rachel’s lamentations will never be silenced so long as
women are mothers and little mounds in the cemetery cover the offspring
of their love. To everyone there are moments when the emotion of the
heart demands an expression which it cannot provide.


“O for the touch of a vanished hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still!”


It is some mitigation of the grief we experience when the character and
deeds of the departed leave no room for regret, and there is the inspiration
of a sacred joy in the conviction that the loved one is “at home with the
Lord.”


Heaven becomes more real to those who can localize the dwelling-place of
the departed; and so their hearts are drawn to the home beyond. Such a
bond with the spirit-world has its value, and is a part of our Father’s grand
design. “The Lord is good, and doeth good.” A true faith does not doubt
the fact, though its utterance may be choked with grief.


The changes which are wrought in happy families by the removal of the
father are terrible to think upon. When the bread-winner is taken away
none can fully sympathize with the struggling widow except those who
have passed through the like experience. Compassion may do much, but it
always indulges a larger hope than it can fulfill. It may brush away a falling
tear, but it cannot quench the sorrow of the heart; it rosy silence for awhile
the language of grief, but it cannot quell the inward moaning; it may
provide for a physical necessity, but it leaves unsatisfied the deep craving
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of the soul. Thank God, there is One who has undertaken to be THE


COMFORTER, and well does he fulfill his office.


If sympathy cannot do all it would, it should not stop short of attempting
everything which comes within its range. The sight of sorrow should call
forth all that is best and noblest in Christian character, and this is one of its
ordained ministries. True religion has no grander environment than the
benevolence which “visits the widow and fatherless in their affliction.”
Piety has no richer adorning than the beneficence which translates the
impulse of the heart into the language of a generous deed. Good advice
only aggravates the misery it would mitigate unless it tenders help as the
token of its own sincerity. “Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so fulfill
the law of Christ,” is a precept by which the duties of believers are defined
and enforced, and of all the burdens which press upon the human heart,
perhaps none weigh with such crushing effect as those which fall upon the
widow and the fatherless.


When the head and hand which provided for daily needs is gone, and she is
left with a family of little ones demanding all her care, and taxing all her
energies, what can a poor lone widow do to keep her home together? In
giving her husband a decent funeral, and in providing a little mourning for
herself and children, the scanty savings of years; will be exhausted, and the
possible earnings of the future will often be anticipated by a loan. It is
unwise, but is it unnatural? Who can blame in the presence of so deep a
grief? The outlook from father’s empty chair is dismal indeed to the poor,
sickly woman, around whom many little ones are crying for bread. She has
scarce leisure to weep, for her babes are sickening from lack of proper
nourishment. Few are able, either physically or mentally, to cope with the
difficulties of the situation, and many a woman will succumb to the
demoralizing effects of poverty, unless something be done to lighten her
burden and to set her hands free for honest industry. To assist such without
defiling them with the taint of pauperism is a painfully difficult and yet
graciously pleasant task. No better help can be afforded than to find a
Christian home and training for some of the children, and thus render it
easier for her to provide for the rest by such labor as women can
undertake. How glad a thing it would be if such labor were more abundant
and better paid.


In the; Stockwell Orphanage no less than 617 fatherless children have
found shelter and support, and their widowed mothers have been helped
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over an otherwise insuperable barrier. They can work for the remainder
now that some are taken. The extension of the Institution to accommodate
250 fatherless girls, in addition to the 250 boys already on its foundation,
lends a weighty emphasis to the appeal for their support, and furnishes the
coveted opportunity of making many more widows’ hearts glad. It is
Christmas, and the season for charitable action; let not this Orphanage be
forgotten when the portion for the poor is divided by the generous hand.


PUT MORE, CHRIST INTO THE SERMONS.


MINISTERS should study, most of all, to preach Christ. The most successful
preachers have always been pre-eminently preachers of Christ. This is
reasonable, because Christ is, above everything else in the universe, what
all men most need. There comes a period in the history of every man when
he realizes this fact. A clergyman was one day visiting a dying man. He
read a chapter to him about heaven, and then sang two verses of the hymn
commencing,


“There is a land of pure delight,”


when he was interrupted by the sick man, with the request that he would
sing the hymn beginning with,


“There is a fountain filled with blood.”


He who knows Christ, knows everything else. It is Christ, and not heaven,
the dying need. He who receives Christ gets heaven. He who has no Christ
would be miserable in paradise. The blood of Christ cleanses from all sin. It
is the preacher’s great and chief duty to preach that truth in every sermon,
lie is to make known, in every possible manner, the great and the only
remedy found for man’s sin. If we fail, as preachers, in this one particular,
no matter in how many others we succeed, our ministry will be a miserable
failure.—The Preacher and Homiletic Monthly.


NOTES


The Editor writes—I have reached the Grand Hotel, Mentone, and find
great comfort in the warmth of the air, the brilliance of the light, and the
dryness of everything. If rheumatism does not depart in such balmy
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weather it must indeed be hard to dislodge. Coming here with bad lumbago
pains, I found them gone in a night. Friends who are not tied to the land of
fog and frost could not: do better than try the hospitality of mine host, M.
Georgi, who has for years laid himself out; to make me comfortable. At
Hotel de la Paix he was an admirable landlord, and he has not changed his
manners taking a new hotel. I hope friends will not write me many letters,
but if they do write, let them address Grand Hotel.


At Portsmouth, Oct. 26, the vast audience had a remarkable escape from
an imminent peril. One of the papers seams to wonder that Mr. Spurgeon
was nervous! Who could avoid it amid that dense throng, in a frail building,
with constant interruptions? The horror of great darkness which passed
over the preacher’s soul, few can understand but those who have once seen
a multitude flying in panic, and people trodden to death in the crush. We
should be able to preach abroad far oftener if we could secure moderate
audiences, in places full to safety, but not crowded to murder-point.
However, the occasion ended well; and to God be praise! The efforts of all
friends at forts-mouth to entertain the Baptist Union were most
praiseworthy.


For an opportunity of preaching, Southampton, on Oct. 27, bears the palm;
for there we had order and quiet throughout, and we trust the divine
presence was there. It was a singular sight to see at these services men of
all grades and creeds, and even more remarkable to observe with what
kindliness they received the preacher of the Word. Surely there is some
softening process at work, some coming together of divergent creeds,
some candor towards long-despised truth. In the house of Canon
Wilberforce, in concert with Lord Radstock and other friends, we had
much friendly discussion, but far more spiritual communion both in.
conversation and prayer. The life of God in the souls of believers triumphs
over even important differences of ceremonial and doctrine. In honestly
dealing with each other in the spirit of love to Christ we ‘shall, by the Holy
Ghost’s guidance, find the way to mutual edification and enlighten-merit,
and so to real unity. If congresses, and conferences, and meetings, by
bringing Christians together, shall continue to increase their knowledge of
each other, and their common regard for one another, they will do more
towards the unity of Christendom than all the plans and societies which
have this for their design, but know not how to compass it.
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Altogether, Southampton friends deserve the highest commendation,—we
were delighted to find three of our College men at Southampton and two
at Portsmouth, all favored with the divine blessing, and heartily working
together to give entertainment to the denomination which met in such force
in the two towns. Others of our own men were to the front, holding their
own among the best of their brethren. We are greatly rejoiced when we see
a man raised up in the ranks of the church to serve the Lord valiantly, and
there is just a drop of special zest to our joy when it happens to be one of
the sons of the Pastors’ College.


On Friday evening, Oct. 21, the eleventh annual meeting of the GREEN


WALK MISSION, conducted by Mr. Wm. Olney, inn., was held in the
tabernacle Lecture-hall, when there was a large attendance of the workers
and friends of the Mission. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon presided. Mr. Bennett
read the report, which commenced with a grateful reference to the spirit of
prayer which had prevailed among the workers, and a recognition of the
Lord’s loving care of them at the time when the tempest blew down the
tent in August last. It then proceeded to specify the various special and
ordinary means which had been used for the purpose of bringing the people
of Bermondsey to the feet of Jesus. These include Sunday and Thursday
evening services; five prayer-meetings during the week; magic-lantern
lectures illustrating the Scriptures; five open-air services weekly; a Tract
Society, for the distribution of the Pastor’s sermons by twenty-one friends,
who go from house to house on Sunday afternoons; a Sunday-school, with
an average attendance in the afternoon of 386 scholars and 25 teachers,
more of whom, especially for the girls’ classes, are greatly needed; an
infant class of about 150 children; a Mothers’ Meeting, on Wednesday
afternoons; a Dorcas Society; Song-services; missionary meetings, and
other agencies which could not be mentioned in the “short report.” The
spiritual results seen since the last annual meeting have been most cheering,
over fifty persons having testified to Mr. Olney that they have been led to
the Savior, and many of them having united with the churches at the
Tabernacle, Greenwich, Pentonville, and Rye-lane.


It was a good meeting, and greatly cheered the Pastor’s heart as he saw
with what vigor the various branches of Tabernacle work are being carried
on. Here was a work large enough for a separate church, and yet only one
of many boughs of the old tree.
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On Tuesday evening, Oct. 25, the annum meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE LOAN TRACT SOCIETY was held in the Lecture-hall, under
the presidency of pastor J. A. Spurgeon. Mr. Woods, the secretary, read
the report, which stated that the Pastor’s sermons had been lent from
house to house in 103 districts, and that thus the gospel had been taken
weekly to about 4,000 families. Several instances of blessing re-suiting
from the reading of the sermons were mentioned, and Mr. Woods said that
22 cases of conversion had been recorded, although only 45 of the 103
distributors had furnished him with reports. The Sick Fund, started last
year for the purpose of giving relief to the suffering poor in the districts
visited, has been the means of bringing a double blessing to many a home;
while the Maternal Society and Mothers’ Meeting, which have also
Become necessary adjuncts of the Tract work, have each comforted and
helped many poor women both temporally and spiritually. The report
closed with a reference to the Mission, which some of the members of the
society have started in Bermondsey for the preaching of the gospel, and
which has been already instrumental in the conversion of many souls. Mr.
Harrald, the treasurer, in presenting the balance-sheets of the various
branches of the work, said that when he was appointed to his present
office, eighteen months ago, there was only 3s. 8d. in hand, but now there
was a balance of £21 19s 5d. in hand on the Tract account, after paying
£30 12s. for sermons and covers during the past year. The proceedings
throughout were of a most enthusiastic character, and all who were present
must have felt that they had come into contact with Christian workers who
were all alive, and seeking by every means within their reach to bring
others to the Savior. This is another hive of Tabernacle bees, and we bless
the Lord that they work together without using their stings, and the result
brings glory to God and benefit to all concerned. When will all churches be
alive. and work, not by some stereotyped rule, but just as the free Spirit
prompts one and another to engage in this service or that? Our army forms
itself into regiments by a natural process, and these attack the enemy with
weapons of all kinds, advancing to the war from all points of the compass.


On Friday evening, Nov. 4, the Annual Meeting of the PASTORS’ COLLEGE


was held. Several hundreds of friends had previously taken tea together in
the Lecture-hall and School-room. The meeting commenced with singing
by the, Orphanage boys, who, together with a detachment of little girls
from the “Hawthorns,” sang at intervals. Mr. Spurgeon,:first, as President
of the College, made a statement with regard to the progress of that
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Institution, especially calling attention to the fact that since the Conference
in May last twenty-one students had become pastors, fourteen of whom
had gone to churches raised by brethren from the College, ant four or five
to places where other men had not succeeded. Next, as Pastor of the
Tabernacle church, he bade his friends “good-bye” for a few weeks; and
then, in the character of “John Ploughman,” proceeded to give a reading,
with running comments, upon his “Pictures,” the views of which were
again exhibited by Mr. Catlin. Pastor J. A. Spurgeon expressed the wish of
all present, and many who were absent, that his brother might be greatly
benefited by his holiday; and Messrs. R. Wood and Longhurst, two of the
students, thanked the President and supporters of the College for enabling
them to enjoy its advantages. It was a fin,’., hearty meeting, and went to
supply fresh proof that the College lives in the hearts of the brotherhood at
the Tabernacle: nay, it went further than that, for kind friends were /)resent
from a distance who newer neglect an opportunity of showing their deep
love to one who never fails to be touched with such tokens of undeserved
affection. God bless all our host in town or country, in England, Scotland,
Ireland, the Continent, America, and all the world over!


COLLEGE.—During the past month the following students have accepted
pastorates in the places mentioned:—Mr. E. Ashton, Gorsley, near Ross:
Mr. M. Baskerville, Caxton, Cambs.; and Mr. W J. Juniper, Histon,
Cambs. Mr. H. J. Weeks has been accepted by the Baptist Missionary
Society for work on the Congo. Mr. A G. Everett is seeking to raise the
churches at Appleby, Leicestershire, and has met with marked success:
another of our brethren is trying to do a similar work at Midhurst. Sussex:
Mr. H. J. Martin is commencing a new cause at Bracknell, Berks; and two
of the students are supplying at the iron chapel erected as a mission-station
by our brother, J. A. Spurgeon’s church at West Croydon.


Mr. W. Goacher, late of Hatherleigh. has .gone to Milton, Oxon.; Mr. C. A.
Ingram is removing from Roade to Upton-on-Severn; and Mr. W. Mummery
from Eynsford to Chatham Road, Wandsworth Common. Mr. G. H. Trapp,
who recently went to America, has settled at West Chester, Pennsylvania.


Mr. R. Maplesden has resigned the pastorate of the Madras Baptist
Church, and accepted an appointment from the American Baptist
Missionary Union for mission work among the Teloogoos.


Our fears concerning our late student, Mr. H. H. Garrett, of Brighton,
Australia, proved only too well-founded. He was killed in a railway
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accident, and leaves a widow and two children to mourn his loss. The
colonial papers to hand speak very highly of our brother and his work.


EVANGELISTS.—During the first half of November Messrs. Smith and
Fullerton have been working at Mr. Stott’s chapel, Abbey Road, St. John’s
Wood. The Pastor thus writes of “the work of grace,” as he rightly terms it:—


“Dear Sir,—Our honored brethren, Smith and Fullerton, commenced their
labors at St. John’s Wood with great expectations of blessing. The week of
preaching had been preceded by a week of prayer, in which the neighboring
ministers of all denominations heartily joined; and the attendance was
remarkably good.


“So Sunday, October the 30th, dawned upon us with sunshine upon the
earth, and still brighter sunshine in the soul; yea, many saints prophesied a
day of power from on high. Ten thousand small bills announcing the
services on one side, and a letter from Mr. Spurgeon on the other, were
circulated in the district. These won for our brethren a cordial welcome on
all sides. The morning congregation was about as usual, the evening
witnessed a crowded house, and on both occasions the word was with
power, and much assurance; and in at least three cases it proved the power
of God unto salvation. On no evening in the week did God leave us
without a seal upon the ministry of both song and sermon, yet were the
assemblies of people below our expectations; but prayer was offered daily,
and the first service of song, given on Saturday night, was a decided
success, and a time of refreshing to all.


“On Sunday, November 6th, the people at Abbey Road Chapel, not
unaccustomed to see gladdening sights in God’s work, yet had never seen
anything so surprising before. In the morning the chapel was well filled, yea
crowded; and Brother Fullerton evinced both freedom and freshness. In the
afternoon fifteen hundred Sunday-scholars, from six schools, were just held
in silken cords of delight by an address from Brother Smith, who is not
only a master of music and song, but also in the art of addressing children.
The chapel was almost full long before 6.30, and still the people pressed in
at every door until aisles, pulpit-stairs, and choir-gallery were packed, and
for very safety we had to lock the gates. Once more the singer and the
preacher were up to their work; the latter with power and skill wielding the
two-edged sword of the truth right and left, unfalteringly and without
pause, until women wept and strong men seemed spell-bound, and beyond
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a doubt the slain of the Lord were many; but as the Lord’s supper,
followed the sermon, the full result could not be known.


“We have reason to believe that, while the audiences are by no means so
large as were drawn together at Shoreditch, the locality being totally
different, nevertheless, a great, deep, and genuine work is being done. The
people are in real earnest, and little knots of Christians are meeting daily
for social prayer in private dwellings. Bible-readings, conducted by the
Pastor at three o’clock, are well attended; and each day from 7.30 till 8
p.m. the time is passed in almost agonizing prayer under the chapel,
specially by those who have relations unsaved. One principal feature of this
visitation of grace is that several houses of business in the West lend are
feeling its effects, and among our young men conversions are taking place
daily. The congregations are increasing every night, and both the
evangelists and the Christian workers with them are ready to sing—


‘ Lo, the promise of a shower
Drops already from above;


And the Lord will shortly pour
All the fullness of his, love.’


“Hoping to communicate a few more notes about these services after the
brethren have left us, I remain,
“Yours in the best of bonds,


“WM. STOTT.”


The Evangelists commence their campaign at the Tabernacle just as these
“Notes” are being printed, so that we must reserve all particulars of their
services for our next month’s number.


Friends who read carefully what one of ore’ deacons calls the leading articles in
the magazine, i.e., the lists of contributions, will notice that Mr. Cuff’s good
people have sent us £100 for the Evangelists’ Fund, as a thankoffering for
Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services at the Shoreditch Tabernacle.


Mr. Burnham continues to peg away with his usual success. Nov. 29 to
Dec. 5, he is to be at Birkby, and Dec. 6 to 12 at Staincliffe.


ORPHANAGE. — Christmas Festivities — Will all our readers kindly
remember the Orphans’ Christmas treat? The President hopes to be back in
time to join the merry party at Stockwell; but whether he is present or not,
the boys and girls will try to keep Christmas in the good old-fashioned
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way, and to do this they will need the help of friends both far and near.
Nothing will make a Christmas dinner go down more pleasantly than the
reflection that a portion has been sent to the orphans All sorts of toys for
girls and boys, with all good cheer to the young so dear, apples and cakes,
and pears, such as seldom fall to their shares, so that once in a way they
may hold holiday, and enjoy themselves to the highest degree. Presents in kind
should be sent to the Orphanage, and contributions to C. H. Spurgeon,
“Westwood,” Beulah Hill, Upper Norwood, S.E. Though far away across the
sea, his hands will reach to Norwood, and receive all that comes.


We trust the Bazaar preparations are going on grandly in our absence, and
that the first week in the new year will see the united efforts of a multitude
of lovers of orphans crowned with surprising success. We have signed the
first: contract for the additional buildings.


Will all friends please note that parcels for the Bazaar should be sent either
to the stall-keepers or to the Orphanage, and NOT TO “WESTWOOD” We are
constantly having to pay extra carriage through the neglect of this notice.


Contributions for the College Stall have been received or promised from
Aylesbury, Balham, Belfast, Brighton, Bury St. Edmund’s, Chepstow,
Forres, Halstead, Highgate, Jersey, Laudport, Langham, and Sheerness.


Mr. Bartlett asks us to mention that he has received for his stall, from Mr.
Cowey, Durban, South Africa, a case of goods valued at ten guineas,
comprising Zulu shields, assegais, walking-sticks, spoons, etc.


The Rev. Chas. Bullock, B.D., has promised us a parcel from the “Hand
and Heart” office, and the workers at Green Walk Mission intend to have a
good many fingers in the good work. A friend in Crediton promises a
parcel of boots for the Bazaar, and another parcel for poor ministers.


COLPORTAGE.—The Colportage Association is still making strenuous
efforts to extend its useful work, and during the past month has added two
new districts to the number already worked. One of these is in connection
with the Rev. George Brooks, of the Congregational Church, Robert-
street, Grosvenor-square, and the other is at Manorbier, in South Wales,
supported by the Rev. J. Thomas and his friends. In each case there is great
need for the colporteur, and ample scope for his work, and it is hoped that
much success will attend these new efforts. Through the kindness of an old
and generous friend of the Association, the committee have been enabled
to secure the services of Mr. R.E. Mackenzie as traveling secretary, which
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appointment they trust will lead to a large and permanent extension of the
work already carried on with success and blessing in the present districts.
As Mr. Mackenzie calls upon friends throughout the country, we hope that
he will find many ready to help him, by affording’ opportunities to give
information about Colportage, and by subscribing to the funds of the
Association.


TESTIMONIAL TO MR. W. P. LOCKHART.—The Liverpool Mercury, in
announcing the presentation of £1,200 to Mr. Lockhart, thus joins our
name with that of the honored pastor of the church at Toxteth
Tabernacle:— “The story of Mr. Lockhart’s work reads like a romance,
and has the additional advantage of being true. On the occasion of the
laying of the foundation stone of the Tabernacle by Mr. Spurgeon, Mr.
Lockhart told how one evening he was standing in a crowded chapel in
London, listening to Mr. Spurgeon about the outset of his ministry. ‘ Can
none of you young men do something for religion in the places where you
live? ‘ was the arrow shot from his bow at a venture. It lodged deep in the
heart of at least one young man. He returned to Liverpool, began the work
in Hope Hall and Hengler’s Circus, with which his name was so long
associated, and which has now developed into the church in Park-road,
with its mission-stations, Sunday-schools, and astonishingly complete
apparatus for overtaking the religious wants of an important, and, till
recently, most necessitous district in Liverpool.” “We remember,” says the
writer, “as if it were yesterday, the tears pouring down Mr. Spurgeon’s
cheeks as the young and earnest Liverpool merchant—chiefly known up to
that date as one of the best athletes and cricketers in the town—told the story
of the sermon he had heard in London, and the results to which it had led.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.—Oct. 20, eighteen; Oct. 27, twenty-
three; Nov. 3, twenty-one; Nov; 4, three.
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PASTORS’ COLLEGE, METROPOLITAN
TABERNACLE.


STATEMENT OF RECEIPTS FROM OCTOBER 15TH TO
NOVEMBER 14TH, 1881.


Giver £ s. d


Mr. Geo. Kingerlee. 1 1 0


Communion collections by Church in
Plum Tree House


0 15 0


Executor of late Miss Margraret Eyre 19 19 0


A Friend, per Mr. E. C. Williams 0 2 0


Mr. R Purser 0 10 0


Mr. S. W. Smith 1 1 0


Mr. Morpeth 2 1 1


A Widow, Reading. 1 0 0


Mrs. H. Elias 10 0 0


Mr. J. Pentelow 1 0 0


Miss Turnbull 0 10 0


Mr. J. Scrivener, per Pastor E. Osborne 0 3 0


Collection at Catford Hill Baptist Chapel,
per Pastor T. Greenwood


2 10 0


Mr. Spriggs 0 5 0


Mr. J. G. Hall, per J. T. D. (quarterly) 1 1 0


Mr. John Seivwright 3 0 0


Mrs. L. Howell 1 10 0
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Mr. A. H. Scarel. 0 5 0


Mr. William Higgs, Jun. 40 0 0


Mrs. H. Keevil 10 0 0


Miss Hadfield 10 0 0


A Friend, per Miss Pinnel, Wetton
under-Edge


2 0 0


Mr. and Mrs. P Ellis 1 0 0


A Friend, per Pastor B. Brigg. 0 5 0


C. R 1 0 0


Mr. W. Rooksby 0 10 0


Mrs. Evan Davies 20 0 0


A Friend in Scotland 25 0 0


Thankoffering, Alcester 1 0 0


George Seivwright 0 10 0


“A Friend” 5 0 0


Miss E. Hurrell 2 2 0


SUBTOTAL — 168 18 5


Weekly Offerings at Met. Tab.:—”
October 16


40 14 6


October 23 20 0 0


October 30 34 16 0


November 6 40 0 3


November 13 33 7 8


TOTAL — 333 18 6
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL;


A RECORD


OF


COMBAT WITH SIN
AND OF LABOR FOR THE LORD


EDITED BY C. H. SPURGEON, 1882


“They which builded on the wall, and they that hare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builders,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.”—Nehemiah 4:17, 18.
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PREFACE.


THROUGHOUT another year of grace I have enjoyed monthly communion
with my readers, and I hope the fellowship has been as pleasant to them as
to myself. Eighteen years have now seen me engaged in the happy service
of preparing the magazine. It does not seem to be so long. It would not be
easy for me to estimate how much of gratitude I owe for so great a
privilege. This last twelve month has slipped away as silently as a ghost: it


“Seems but a score of days, all told,
Or but a week or two at most,


Since our last New Year’s song we trolled,
And lo! that New Year now is Old.”


The comfort is that the flying months have not gone by unimproved; they
have had wings, but they have had hands too. We have co-operated in holy
service, — we, editor, writers, and readers; and the results are such as are
tangible to all; works which will survive both the workers and the age in
which they lived. Around the editor has gathered a church of actual
hearers, and then a far greater church of readers, and the gathering has
been, not an assembly of idlers, but a convocation of workers for the Lord.
The preface, then, for the volume of 1882 must be a recapitulation of the
labors of the year.


The College has been so well sustained that its income will fully meet its
expenses, which is an improvement upon the former year. Many brethren
have gone forth from it, both to home and foreign fields, new churches
have been formed, and new chapels erected for their housing, and the year
has shown distinct and solid progress. At the present moment this
Institution is supporting, in whole or in part, several brethren who are
gathering congregations, and thus it continues to be what it was designed
for at the beginning, — a home mission, attending to the necessities of the
people to the utmost of its power. If more openings occur the College men
are ready to enter in, and do the work of the Lord. Never was the
institution so well furnished with men for pioneer work, — men of whom,
under God, we expect great things.


The Evangelists are doing splendid service: the Lord has been with them in
every place to which they have gone. Able and venerable ministers who
have attended their meetings bear joyful testimony to the power which
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attends their addresses; and hundreds of professed converts remain in their
wake, witnessing to the power of the gospel which was preached by them.
It is on my heart to add to their number one, if not two more. The
evangelist in India, Mr. Harry Brown, is doing well; and of the two
brethren in Spain the same is true.


The Colportage work does not grow as to the number of laborers, but
increasing evidence is forthcoming that, as far as it goes, it fills up an
important vacuum in small villages and hamlets. It is to the country  what
the City Mission is to the town, and the fruits which are known unto the
Lord are a rich reward for all the effort and cost expended. I groan to think
we cannot do at least twice as much in this direction. It is an enterprise
which so commends itself to my judgment that I marvel that it is not one of
the favorite objects of beneficence; a live man going from door to door,
selling good books, and praying with the sick, and anon preaching on the
green, or in the schoolroom, gathering up hearers for the chapels, and
forming temperance societies — why, it is the surest, cheapest, and most
varied form of ministry!


The Orphanage has seen more of its buildings opened, and more girls
received, and meanwhile health has been sustained among the children, and
a fine moral and religious tone has been kept up. Funds have come in as
needed: there has always been a shot in the locker, and a happy freedom
from care has blessed the President and Trustees.


The Book Fund pursues its quiet holy work under Mrs. Spurgeon’s daily
care, feeding those who feed others, putting, at least, a few books on
hundreds of pastors’ shelves. Some eight thousand ministers of various
denominations have thus been aided.


Our Unpaid Evangelists and Country Mission have kept up to the mark,
and preached the gospel of Jesus in all sorts of places: some of my readers
helping to pay the expenses which even unpaid service necessarily involves.
The Tabernacle Loan Tract Society, and the Spurgeon’s Sermons’ Tract
Society are both doing nobly, the latter giving out supplies to societies
which are formed all over England for circulating the sermons from house
to house. Conversions are abundantly recorded to God be glory.


During the year I have issued a volume entitled Farm Sermons’, which has
obtained much favor in the eyes of my country friends, and I have had the
joy of completing Vol. VI. of the “Treasury of David.” This work has been
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reprinted in America, and has there met with a large demand, as it
deserves, for it is brought out in admirable style. I have almost finished
Vol. XXVIII. of the Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit sermons, which will
then number 1,696. What a privilege to have issued week by week such a
lengthened series of discourses! I know not how to express my gratitude.


Dear friends, I thank you all for your generous help. To many of
you I am personally indebted, and have had opportunities of
expressing my obligations by letters. Others I shall never know on
earth, but I hope to meet you in heaven, and joy with you in the
triumph of truth, and the victory of love. Let us go on anew with
growing zeal and confidence. The old gospel is not dead, neither
does it sleep. The doctrines of grace are not extinct, as some say
they are: they will yet come more clearly to the front, and have the
sway. God grant it speedily.


Two favors I would beg: the first is, that you will all daily pray for
me; and the second, that you will increase the number of
subscribers to this magazine, which I heartily endeavor to make
worthy of a large and appreciative constituency.


Yours very heartily,
C. H. SPURGEON.
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THE  SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


JANUARY, 1882.


UNTO THE END


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


FINAL perseverance may well be regarded, as . one of the crowning gifts of
divine love. It is the Kohinoor among the jewels of mercy. It is an
attainment which will test to utmost the noblest graces, and display the
grandest attributes of God. Perseverance in itself is admirable, but carried
on to the last hour it will be glorious. Happy and honored will he be who
endures till the end.


Men in middle life are best able to judge of the strain involved in being
“steadfast, unmoveable, always abounding in the work of the Lord.” To
mount up with wings as eagles, and even to run without weariness, are by
no means such attainments as to “walk without fainting” from year to year.
It may be true that “it is the pace that kills,” but for our part we find it no
small test of life to continue in the race from youth to age. “Having done
all, to stand” is such a thing as God alone can work in us, even the God
who for ages has sustained the heavens and the earth.


The element of “stay” is a fine one, and if it be altogether lacking in a
man’s character its absence is fatal. Often have we seen the best intentions,
the most earnest resolves, and the most sensible schemes dissolve into thin
air because patient endurance was not called into action. The new minister,
when he took the pastorate, projected a grand enterprise, started a journal,
opened new rooms, delivered courses of lectures, gathered various classes,
commenced a crusade, inaugurated several societies, and did, — well,
everything possible and impossible — upon paper. Where are his projects
now? Where the societies, the classes, the journal, the aggressive
movements? They suture in the radiant memories of those who live on the
past because the present affords them little or no provender. A boy’s
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crackers on a bonfire night are the fit emblems of many “a great work,”
which in our time has been for a moment “seen of angels,” and then buried,
man knows not where. Yet, is not permanency in religion the test of
sincerity and reality? and may we not judge that things which have a
speedy and untimely end cannot be of God? In this light the flashes of the
moment and the coruscations of the hour are not so much things to smile at
as to mourn over. Have not many things which seemed to be of the Lord
proved to be poor human notions, since they have consumed away like
smoke, and passed from us as the morning cloud? Alas for the faded hopes
and withered projects which strew the ground thick as leaves in autumn!


Surveying the wrecks of others, the cautious sailor thinks of his own
vessel, and prudently considers whether his barque may not one day be
added to the register of ruin. God grant that it be not so. Yet it would be
no small wonder if such were to be the case, for who shall for ever swim
where so many drown? Certainly, it will need all the strength that can be
had to keep the head above water year after year. It is easy enough to
stand fast for a while, but to remain as a pillar i, the house of the Lord, —
this is the work, this is the difficulty. A man might not find it easy to burn
at the stake in a sharp fire, and yet that would be a small feat as contrasted
with standing hour alter hour amid the smoking faggots, and having limb
by limb consumed by the gnawing fires of green wood. One might joyfully
lay down his head on the block, to offer up his life by one stroke of the
axe; but how different it would be to die a piecemeal death of long-drawn
agony, a week of torment apparently never to end!


A great statesman, the other day, celebrated his seventieth birthday by a
retrospect of his life; it is meet that old age should look back. To us,
however, in the middle of the stream, it seems more natural to look around
on present circumstances. Years ago, at a younger age, our tendency was
to look ahead, and long for a great future; nor would we forego the habit,
but still the pressure of long years, and growing burdens, and a sense of
diminishing strength unite to keep the eyes occupied with the things of to-
day, and the connection of the present with the infinite and eternal. It
appeared to us when looking forward that the Christian life-work would
require a power far beyond our own, but now we more intensely feel the
certainty of that fact, and were it not for divine help we should give up in
despair. If still sustained, after all these years of conflict, grace must indeed
have the glory of it, and here upon the altar of the present we would offer
the calves of our lips, giving glory to the Lord, the God of our salvation.
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Doubtless divine love will be glorified in the closing hours of the mature
Christian, but it is emphatically magnified in the stern period when the
burden and heat of the day are on the laborer, when the novelty and
romance of youth are over, and the nearness of the reward is not yet
vividly certified by old age. Of all parts of the stream, the hardest to ford is
the middle: there the water is deepest, the current swiftest, and the footing
least secure. Lord, hold thou me up, and I shall be safe. This is the prayer
which oftenest leaps from our lips.


“Thus saith the preacher, vanity of vanities, all is vanity.” We have lived
long enough to experience the hollowness of earth, and the rottenness of
all carnal promises. Our work, though it be holy, presses heavily upon the
shoulder, and we see not all the fruit of it which we expected in earlier
days. Many strong helpers have been taken away by death, and the
enthusiasm which made our earlier friends leap forward with their aid is not
repeated to the full at a second sound of the clarion. The decline is only
apparent to fear; but apprehension has the eyes of a hawk, and spies out
the smallest discouragement. The world grows better very slowly: we
sometimes fear that it grows worse. The church relapses to her former
sloth; the good are weary, and the wicked wax impudent; the times are out
of joint, and evil days are threatening. What can happen better to a man
than to go home? Happy is he who is taken from the evil to come, or hears
the sound of his descending Master’s coming ere yet the shadows of the
day are lengthened to the utmost.


Thus does middle age prose when it is under the influence of its most
somber hour. The ink grows thick, and the pen is clogged, and makes black
strokes and heavy. The subject should be treated in a more believing
manner, and written of, not according to the flesh, but after the spirit.
Doubtless length of days tries our graces, but what length of days have we
to speak of? We who are sighting fifty, or passing beyond it? Half a
century is a trifle in the life of God. True, there is a flagging of human
energy, and the warm blood of youth cools down; but our Christian life
never stood in the strength of the creature, and hence it cannot flag, since
the Creator grows not old, nor is his arm waxed short. The same power
which begat will preserve. Omnipotence first made the believer rise into
newness of life, and until it fails his life will continue ever fresh and young.
Well said the Psalmist, “All my fresh springs are in thee.” What if others
suffer shipwreck, yet none that sail with Jesus have ever been stranded yet.
Purposes, plans, and achievements of men may all disappear like you cloud
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upon the mountain’s summit, but, like the mountain itself, the things which
are of God shall stand fast for ever and ever. Now is the time, in the lull of
natural energy, to prove the power of the Holy Ghost. The trees of earth as
they pass their prime decrease the quantity and quality of their fruit: it is a
mark of the trees of grace that they still bring forth fruit in old age to show
that the Lord is upright. The faithfulness of God may be relied upon to
work a growing faithfulness in his people. Never so conscious of
dependence as in this middle passage, never so certain of the all-sufficiency
of God as in this noontide of the day, we joy in the Lord and look for even
richer mercies than ever.


Young men trust God, and make the future bright with blessing. Old men
trust God, and magnify him for all the mercies of the past. As for us, we
mingle gratitude and expectation in equal portions, and pray to stand in this
present hour, faithful to the Master in whose grace we trust.


NOTES


So far as these notes are personal to the Editor they must needs be brief.
Little can be said of a good night’s rest; when you can talk about sleep it
must have been un-refreshing, and in our experience the most complete
restfulness is that in which there are no incidents worthy of record. We
have been in a land where the sun’s first beams call you to open the
window and let in the balmy air; where in midwinter the flowers which
exist in our conservatories are flourishing and flowering in the open
garden, — this alone is a joy. Added to this the people speak no English,
and do not know us by repute, so that when we walk the streets we are not
questioned or begged of by every third person. Quite enough of callers are
on hand to keep the day from stagnation, but one is sometimes left alone,
and this is no mean blessing. Besides, there are the olive gardens and the
woods, and here one can be lost to every human eye. As far as perfect
repose can be had on earth we have had five weeks of it, and we are
thankful. On returning to London we look up with deep anxiety and
fervent hope, longing for, and expecting, a blessing.


Mr. Moody’s Sabbath at the Tabernacle must be recorded, for we are
greatly obliged to him for undertaking the service in the midst of his
pressing engagements. The enormous crowds that gathered created a great
and serious danger which would have driven most men to despair, but our
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deacon, Mr. Murrell, faced the difficulty and pushed through it.
Extraordinary precautions had to be taken to preserve life and limb. If you
have twelve thousand people all eager to get into a building which cannot
hold more than six thousand, what can you do? Our seat-holders in the
evening most commendably lent their tickets to others, and thus gave a
second set of people the opportunity of hearing the great evangelist; but
this, of course, did not lessen the heavy pressure of the eager multitude.
We see clear evidence that if Messrs. Moody and Sankey again visit
London no building will be sufficiently capacious to hold the crowds who
will gather to hear them. Their hold upon the multitude has by no means
diminished. May the Lord send a great blessing upon their efforts, and may
London, on this occasion, have a double portion of the resulting benefit.


While lingering at Cannes upon our way to Mentone, we heard of the
lamented death of John Best, and we exclaimed at once, “What will the
epileptics do now?” Three years ago he was in Mentone with us, and we
wrote of him as one of the three mighties who visited us in our cave: and
now he is with God! Who would have said that he would go first? Yet we
are spared, and this riper brother has been taken. The Lord grant that it
may be for the benefit of his church and the glory of his name. We hear that
Mr. Best was taken home by a stroke, the second which had befallen him.


COLLEGE. — During the past month the following students have become
pastors:-Mr. P. Blaikie, at Newcastle-under-Lyme; Mr. W. Bonser, at
Burslem, Staffordshire; Mr. J. G. Gibson, at St. Andrew’s, N. B.; and Mr.
W. Smolden, at Lochee, N. B., in place of our Brother Cameron, who has
been obliged to resign in consequence of prolonged illness. Mr. Yeatman
has gone to superintend for a time the mission carried on by Mrs. Robert
Gladstone, near Liverpool.


The President has also peculiar  pleasure in announcing that another
Pastors’ College student, his son, Thomas Spurgeon, has accepted the
pastorate of the church at Auckland,  New Zealand, lately raider the care
of Pastor A. W. Webb.


Mr. S. H. Akehurst has removed from Harston to Arthur-street,
Camberwell. May he enjoy a divine anointing for this most important
sphere. Mr. C. Chambers moves from Stoke-on-Trent to Perth, N. B.; Mr.
T. G. Gathercole, from Martham to East-street, St. Neot’s; and Mr. J.
Spanswick, from Northampton to Long Buckby.







588


We are glad to learn from Mrs. Grattan Guinness’ magazine, The Regions
Beyond, that when the last news arrived our late student, Mr. Billington,
was in charge of the Banana station on the Congo.


Another of our brethren, Mr. D. Lyall, of the Cameroons Mission, has
fallen a victim to the terrible climate of Africa. Very earnestly do we pray
that his young widow may be divinely sustained under this sore trial. In this
African Mission the world may clearly see the patience of the saints, and
the unconquerable heroism which will die to will Africa for Christ.


The Missionary Herald for last month contained the joyful news that
Brother W. J. White had baptized another Japanese convert. This fruit of
his labors greatly cheered him when he was in deep waters through the
death of his wife.


The students re-assemble after the Christmas holidays on Monday, Jan. 16.
Several have settled lately, and others are preaching with a view to the
pastorate, but we have not judged it wise to receive any fresh men with the
exception of a few whom we have long promised to admit when we could
find room for them. The funds of the College have not been augmented
much during the President’s absence, although the outgoings have been as
heavy as usual; but he supposes the donors have been waiting for his
return, and that there will now be a golden ram upon this portion of the
Lord’s vineyard committed to his care. Even his love to the Orphanage
cannot make him place the College in the second rank. No amount of
sympathy for the widow and the fatherless will ever make him forget the
important work of training men to preach “the glorious gospel of the
blessed God.”


Our esteemed friend, Professor Selway, who has for twenty years delivered
courses of scientific lectures to the students of the College, now finds that
his other work takes up all his time; therefore he has asked us to find a
substitute, and we have secured the services of Mr. Frank R. Cheshire. We
cannot allow Mr. Selway to retire without expressing our profound regard
for him, and our sincere gratitude for his faithful and zealous services.


The students’ secretary reports that he has received for the College stall at
the Bazaar a box of articles from Mrs. Sims, Nottingham; a contribution
from “an old student and his wife”; parcels from Miss Coope, Somerton;
Pastors M. Mather, Holbeach; E. Morley, Halstead; H. A. Fletcher,
Aylesbury; and G. D. Cox and friends, Melton Mowbray; and promises of
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help from Brethren Mackey, Southampton; Marshall, Birmingham;
Rankine, Guildford; Sharp, Twerton-on-Avon; Kemp, Langham;
Anderson, Dalton-in-Furness; Wilson, Iredcar; and Jeffery, Folkestone. We
feel sure that the College will in this case, as in all past instances, occupy a
first-class position in the common effort for the orphans.


EVANGELISTS. — One of our helpers, who has attended almost all Messrs.
Smith and Fullerton’s services at the Tabernacle, has sent us an interesting
summary of the meetings; but as Tabernacle friends have been upon the
spot we will only say in print that we rejoice in the evident blessing which
has rested upon the labors of these two admirable servants of God. The
attendance upon the services has not been all that the brethren looked for,
but the eases of blessing are many. In all places to which they have gone
these brethren have won the confidence and love of those with whom they
have labored, and none have spoken against them but those who  know
nothing of them.


It is with regret that we have seen in a Baptist newspaper certain criticisms
upon our Evangelists. We cannot conceive that any useful purpose can be
served by such strictures except that they will be overruled to drawing
greater attention to these useful workers. We expect men of the world to
find fault with well-intended endeavors to draw the masses to hear the
gospel, but we hardly looked for it from brethren in Christ. When an
assault comes from them, it is peculiarly trying, for one is apt to say, “It
was not an enemy; then I could have borne it.” Yet, as the motive and
intent of the criticisms were, no doubt, excellent, the best way is to learn all
we can from them, and think no more of them. It will be long before all
good men will be agreed upon modes of operation; almost as long, we fear,
before all earnest men will cease from hard speeches; we must, therefore,
gel; on as well as we can with our brethren, and love them none the less for
being a little acid now and then. The extraordinary liberties which some are
taking with all the proprieties may well drive our older friends into their
growleries: we feel half inclined to go into our own when the wind is in the
east, and when we have just read something specially outrageous.


One thing we have fished out of the sea of words which has lately surged
around us, and this has been considerably to our comfort our brethren
appear to, have been censured all the more heartily because their preaching
has a decidedly Calvinistic tone. This reconciles us to all the censorious
remarks. Evidently theft doctrine is the head and front of theft offending,
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and we hope they will always remain liable to the like condemnation. We
might have found fault with zealous brethren for their Arminianism; but we
have not done so, because we regarded it as a frequent infirmity of noble
minds; we will not exact the like generosity from all upon the other side,
but we wish they could manifest it spontaneously. Thank God, the bulk of
them do so.


We have received, with many thanks, £50 for the Evangelists’ Fund from
our Brother Sawday’s friends, as a thankoffering for Messrs. Smith and
Fullerton’s services at Vernon Chapel; and a similar sum from Mr. Stott’s
good people at Abbey-road.


Encouraging reports of Mr. Burnham’s visits have been received from
Winslow, Bucks; Southwell, Notts; and Mirfield, Birkby, and Staincliffe,
Yorkshire. It is very remarkable that for a long time nearly every account
of our brother’s work has closed with the expression of regrets that, just
when the greatest success and blessing have been attending his labors, he
has been obliged to move on to fulfill his next engagement. This may
suggest to brethren who are arranging services that, in most instances, even
in villages or small towns, it will be wise to secure the evangelist’s help for
a fortnight at least, as experience has proved that a week’s meetings, as a
rule, bring the preacher and the people into full sympathy with one another
and with the work, and prepare them for a greater measure of blessing than
is generally realized at the beginning of the services.


ORPHANAGE.—Before this number of the magazine can be in the hands of
most of our readers, the Christmas festivities will be all over, though not
forgotten by the boys and girls at Stockwell. At the time when these
“Notes” were made up the contributions for this object were coming in,
and doubtless all that will be needed will be forthcoming from one source
or another. In the name of the lads and lasses we make a profound bow to
all our kind friends, and say, “THANK YOU.” Then we wave our hat, and
hundreds of voices shout out three hearty cheers for one and all who
remembered the orphans.


Early in December Mr. Charlesworth and his choir visited Southampton
and Portsmouth. They have always had a warm reception when they have
gone to these places before, but Mr. Charlesworth says they never had
such large and enthusiastic meetings as they have had on this occasion.
Very heartily do we thank our Southern friends for again helping the
Orphanage so soon after having given us collections at the Baptist Union
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services. We are also very grateful to all at Southend and Maidenhead who
contributed to the success of the orphans’ visits to those towns.


Just as we were threatened with another illness, the cheering news reached
us that under the will of the late Robert Nicholson, Esq., of Dumfries, the
Orphanage will receive from £1,500 to £2,000, as a thankoffering for the
comfort derived by the testator from reading our sermons. We are very
thankful for such generous remembrance of our work, but beg to inform
our readers that the bequest only takes effect twelve months hence, and
meanwhile our large family must still depend upon the constant care of
numerous helpers who regularly send to us as the orphans’ Father prompts
them. We are grateful to say that we have no cause for immediate anxiety,
and all we desire is that as we increase the number of girls under our care
our income should grow in like proportion.


The great event this month is, of course, the grand BAZAAR in aid of the
fund for the completion of the Girls’ Orphanage. This is to be held in the
Lecture-hall and Schoolrooms, which occupy the entire area under the
Metropolitan Tabernacle, on Tuesday, Jan. 3rd, and three following days.
Mr. Murrell and his army of assistants are working hard to prepare the
rooms for the reception of the goods, the stall-keepers are all vieing with
one another to see which can render most help to the orphan girls, and we
do not know anything that is needed now except a host of purchasers to
come and clear the stalls of the useful and ornamental articles that will be
on sale, In addition to the contributions in cash and goods, acknowledged
on other pages, we have received some choice Indian work from our good
friend, Mr. J. Gelson Gregson, and another parcel is on its way from
Constantinople. Several of the American denominational papers; have
asked their readers to send help for he Bazaar Fund, and we expect many
will respond to the appeal, for we have large numbers of friends on the
other side of the Atlantic. While distant lands are thus remembering our
work it is not likely that sympathy will be lacking at home, and we now
give the heartiest possible invitation to all in town or country, who love the
widow and fatherless, to come to the Bazaar, or to send us a brick, or a
plank, or a window, or a door, or a room, that the whole block of buildings
needed for the proper accommodation of two hundred and fifty girls may
speedily be completed.


COLPORTAGE.—At the beginning of another year we call attention again to
the immense good which is being done by the Colportage Association.
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Could the readers of The Sword and the Trowel visit the depot at
magazine-time, when the monthly periodicals are ready to be despatched to
the colporteurs, it would help them to realize more vividly how widespread
is the extent of this work. Here are huge piles of all the best periodicals
published, from the halfpenny monthly for the children to the sedate and
erudite sixpenny and sevenpenny magazine for the more advanced. Many
thousands of these, besides Bibles and other good books, are carried by
our agents every mouth, some of them into remote country villages, and
others into busy manufacturing towns; and God is blessing the reading of
these silent messengers. Will our readers pray for the colporteurs, as they
go on their ofttimes lonely rounds, now selling a book or giving a tract,
then conversing with the laborer at work or the wife busy at home, about
the welfare of the soul; now addressing a band of cottagers in some village-
kitchen, then whispering words of comfort into the ear of the suffering or
dying? Here is an evangelist and a bookseller in one person. We want to
have at least one hundred colporteurs at work forthwith. Seventy-two are
already employed; but what are these compared with the need existing?
Thousands of souls are perishing in our rural districts for want of a
knowledge of the gospel. Ignorance and vice abound, while Ritualism and
infidelity are busy trying to deepen the darkness already existing. The
colporteur does not supplant, but helps all other Christian workers of
whatever denomination.


Mr. R. E. Mackenzie, our recently-appointed traveling secretary, reports
that he has received guarantees for a new colporteur in Tewkesbury and
Cheltenham districts. Our general fund needs increased help to keep pace
with the extra cost of opening new districts, consequently contributions,
large or small, will be at all times thankfully received.


PERSONAL NOTE. — Our son Tom, in a letter recently written to his
mother from Auckland, enclosed a portion torn off an old Australian paper,
concerning which he sends the following interesting particulars: — “This
scrap of newspaper has been given to me by a town-missionary here, who
regards it as a very precious relic. It came to him from a man who died in
the hospital, and bequeathed it to his visitor as a great treasure. It is a
portion of the Melbourne Argus. and of father’s sermon (‘ Loving Advice
for Anxious Seekers,’ No. 735). The man found it on the floor of a hut in
Australia, and was brought by its perusal to a knowledge of the truth as it
is in Jesus. He kept it carefully while he lived (for it was discolored and
torn when he found it), and on his death-bed he gave it to the missionary as
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the only treasure he had to leave behind him. I thought dear father might
like to have it in his book; if not, send it back to me that I may return it to
its owner, who says he often feels encouraged by glancing at it. It was his
desire, however, that I should send it home, that the dear preacher might
be encouraged.”


The following paragraph may be of use to those of our readers who
distribute books and tracts. The parcels are marvelous, both for quantity,
quality, and price.


Very great has been the desire on the part of clergymen and mission-
workers to avail themselves of the liberal offer made by the “British Gospel
Book Association.” Far more than the 20,000 volumes of Miss Hayer-gaps
book will be needed to supply the requests for it, and therefore the same
donor has not only decided to double the grant, and send out another
20,000 volumes, but also to pay the cost of distributing £2.000 worth of
halfpenny and penny books at the same rate, viz., QUARTER PRICE. Many
of these books are by Miss Havergal, and some by Mrs. Pennefather and
Mr. Haslam, and they are among the most attractively got-up books that
we have seen. Distributors can get a £2 parcel for 10s., or a £4 parcel for
20s. Applications for these books must be sent direct to the “Secretary,”
British Gospel Book Association, 3, Hackins Hey (Exchange), Liverpool.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — Dec. 1st, seventeen.   Pastors
College, Metropolitan Tabernacle Statement of Receipts from November
15th to December 14th, 1881
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THE  SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


FEBRUARY, 1882.


“EVER THIS OUR WAR CRY! VICTORY!
VICTORY!”


“Therefore will I divide him a portion with the great, and he shall
divide the spoil with the strong; because he hath poured out his
soul unto death: and he was numbered with the transgressors: and
he bare the sin of many, and made intercession for the
transgressors.” — Isaiah 53:12.


OUR great concern is concerning Christ. “For him shall constant prayer be
made.” It does not much matter what becomes of us, the common soldiers,
so long, as our great  Guard could defy death for themselves, but were
over anxious about the emperor, so every loyal soldier of Christ feels that
the one question in the present conflict is, “How goes it with the King?” Is
he crowned? Is he exalted? Is he winning his way among the sons of men?
Brothers, it may be that our star is waning. Does it matter, if his sun is
reaching its noon? It may happen that the company with which we are
associated is not so much to the front as it used to be, and the regimental
flag is in the rear, but what of that? Let us do the best we can to retrieve its
honor; but, after all, the main consideration is the royal standard. Where is
that? “Let my name perish,” said Whitefield, “but let Christ’s name last for
ever.” Such a feeling should actuate us all. What are we, my brethren, and
what is our father’s house? What if ten thousand of us should fall merely to
fill a ditch for him to march over? What if he took the whole of us and
crushed us to the dust, if he were lifted an inch the higher, it were none too
costly sacrifice for such a One as he is, who has redeemed us unto God by
his precious blood.


Our first and last concern is about the result of our great warfare in  regard
to Christ; and my text will be consoling to your hearts in proportion as you
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are consecrated to Christ. If you are a worker for Jesus, and your heart is
tremulous for the cause of God, — if you feel dismayed at times, and often
anxious about the progress of the kingdom, — such an assurance as this
will be like a voice from the Comforter himself. It is the Father who
speaks, and he says concerning the Well-beloved, “Therefore will I divide
him a portion with the great, and he shall divide the spoil with the strong.”


I. The first truth taught us here is that THE VICTORY OF OUR LORD JESUS


CHRIST IS SURE.


Sure, first, because these words are a diving promise; and every word of
promise that comes from God is established. “Hath he said, and shall he not
do it? or hath he spoken, and shall he not make it good?” If God has said,
“I will divide him a portion,” that portion shall be divided. If the Lord has
declared that he shall divide the spoil with the strong, who is he that shalt
keep him back from the prey? We might have doubted if this word had
been a prediction as to the probabilities of the life of this religion or of that;
we might have supposed that the religion of Christ would be crushed out
by rougher faiths that could use the carnal weapon, or that its exceeding
spirituality might cause it to wither away in an atmosphere so uncongenial.
We might, I say, have had seine trembling before of the ark of the Lord if
this had been a mere inference or opinion; but we have none now; for as
surely as this book is the infallible Word of God, so surely must Christ win
the day. As surely as God cannot lie, so surely must he upon whom the
Lord laid the iniquity of men, rise from all his sorrows to a glorious
victory.


The text is a promise placed very singularly in connection with facts which
have been accomplished. We are told that Christ shall divide the spoil with
the strong, but that promise is set side by side with the declaration that he
is “brought as a lamb to the slaughter, and as a sheep before her shearers is
dumb, so he openeth not his mouth.” Just as surely, then, as that part of the
prophecy is fulfilled in which Christ suffers, so surely shall that be fulfilled
in which he triumphs. You have no doubt whatever about his being taken
from prison and from judgment, about his making his grave with the
wicked and with the rich in iris death. Well, the same book and the same
chapter which contains the prophecy of those sorrowful facts contains this
prophecy that he shall divide the spoil with the strong. Therefore the
ultimate victory of Christ is made sure by a divine promise.







596


Notice, moreover, that it is the Father himself who here puts forth his
hand to guarantee the victory. He writes, “Therefore will I divide him a
portion with the great.” “I will do it; I will see that he conquers; I will see
that he has the reward of his labor. My own right hand and my holy arm
shall so be with him that he shall tread down his enemies, and he shall take
from them mountains of prey.” Who is this that saith “I will divide him a
portion?” It is he at whose voice the earth trembles.


“The pillars of heaven’s starry roof
Tremble and start at his reproof.”


When he says “I will do it,” who shall stay his hand or resist his will? God,
the everlasting Father, has staked his honor and his glory upon the success
of Christ. I make bold to say that if Christ win not the world, and if he be
not crowned King of kings and Lord of lords, it is not Jesus that is
dishonored so much as the Great Father by whom he was ordained, sent,
and anointed. The stain would not only be upon the manhood but upon the
Godhead too; for God himself appointed the Lord Jesus, and said of him
— “This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.” He must see the
Messiah through with it. It; is the pleasure of the Lord that is in his hand,
and that pleasure must prosper there, or else God’s name would be
dishonored. How sure I am that; Jesus will win the victory.


I am delighted to notice a change of expression in the next sentence. The
Son of God himself also puts hand to the work of ultimate victory. Read
the text again. “Therefore will I divide him a portion,” “and he shall
divide.” God gives him the victory, and he takes it himself. The Father
grants it, and the Son grasps it by his own right hand. The glorious Jehovah
cries, “He shall divide,” and the ever-blessed Son of the Highest as a
conqueror comes forth actually to divide the spoil. Oh, my brethren, Jesus
is as gentle as a lamb; but I might say of him as they of the Red Sea said of
Jehovah, “The Lord is a man of war: tits Lord is his name.” This Lamb is
the Lion of the tribe of Judah, and who shall stand before him when he
goes forth to war? Who shall rouse him up? They that came against him to
take him in the days of his humiliation stumbled and fell when he uttered
the words, “I AM”; and if the fall power of that “I AM” had been let loose
upon them they had not merely staggered to their falling, but each man
among them had stumbled into his grave. It is he that stilled the waves
upon Genessaret: it is he that ruled the powers of the deep, and made the
devils fly at his bidding: if he putteth his hand to the battle, woe to those
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that strive against him! The defeat of Christ! Laugh the idea to scorn. Nay,
the thorn-crowned Prince is victorious. Well spake the apostate Julian in
his dying moments, “Nazarene, thou hast conquered.” All his foes will have
to own it. In the day of judgment trembling, and in the lowest pit of hell
despairing, they shall acknowledge his supremacy. The despised and
rejected of men with rod of iron shall break his enemies in pieces; yea, he
shall break them in pieces like potters’ vessels. “Be wise now, therefore, O
ye kings: be instructed, O ye judges of the earth: kiss the Son, lest he be
angry and ye perish from the way when his wrath is kindled but a little.
Blessed are all they that put their trust in him.”


That is the first thing, then; the Christ will conquer. It is a divine promise;
its fulfillment is guaranteed by the Father, it will certainly be achieved by
the Son.


II. Secondly, THE VICTORY IS AS GLORIOUS AS IT IS SUITE: “Therefore
will I divide him a portion with the great.”


The great King rewards our Champion. You have heard of great
champions who have been knighted on the battle-field by their sovereigns:
deeds of special prowess have been thus rewarded. Others, amid the
acclamations of their troops and while yet their hands were unwashed from
gore, have been crowned on the field only because or their superior valor
and the decisive nature of the battle. Now, what is it to be knighted or
crowned by kings or nations? It is as nothing. But to be crowned of God!
For God himself to give the reward in the light of eternity! What must such
a victory be? I trow that many an act which man applauds is despised by
the Most High, and many a fierce fight that has stirred the heart of nations,
and made the poets ring out their hymns for centuries, has been not only
despicable but abominable in the sight of the Most High. But when God
rewards, what must be the glory of the achievement! And here we have it:
God, even the Father, the selfsame one whom it pleased to bruise his Son,
when he made the iniquity of us all to meet upon him — that selfsame God
who knows all things, and weighs all things aright, and is the very source
and soul of honor, he shall crown our Lord Jesus. Must it not be a glorious
victory? He has crowned him; he is crowning him; he shall continue to
crown him; for thus it is written, “Therefore will I divide him a portion
with the great.”


The glory of this victory may be seen, next, not only in the reward coming
from so high a source, but from its being manifestly a great reward in the
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esteem of men, since our Lord is to have “a portion with the great.” It is
difficult to say what makes a great man. When I look over the lists of great
men some of them seem to me to be very little; but still men have among
themselves a sort of standard by which to measure, and they say of such
and such persons that they are “great.” From different points of view they
are so. Now, Christ is to have a portion with the great. Perhaps you have
been grieved to see how certain ungodly men in these times make nothing
of Christ; like Herod, they set him at nought; but these people are mostly
very second-rate individuals, of small account even among their own order.
Almost all intelligent men, even if they do not accept all that Christ says,
agree that he is a great man, and many confess that there never was such
another man as he. There have been skeptics whose admiration of Christ
has been extreme. I, for one, cannot understand how any honest mind can
do other than reverence his marvelous character and the grandeur of the
truths which he has revealed. He is great, inexpressibly great, and the day
will come, must come, is every day coming nearer, when Christ will be
seen even by his enemies to be supremely great. His cross to-day towers
o’er the wrecks of time, and he himself rises before my faith’s vision so
much above all the sons of men, that; I see all philosophies, theories, and
human dogmas crouching at his feet. His victories are not victories among
pigmies, but victories among the great, such as shall make all men see that
he himself is the greatest of the great My brethren, think for a minute what
a battle Christ has waged with all the powers of evil; with all the wit, and
craft, and unbelief, and pride, and lust of man; with all the foul devices, and
cruelties, and wickednesses of the devil, and all the principalities and
powers that obey his bidding; and with death and all that goes with it, and
shall come of it. Against all these he has set the battle in array, and over all
these he has triumphed, so that he divides the spoil with the great. Thy
adversaries, O Prince Emmanuel, are not such as a common warrior might
rout; they are foemen worthy of thy steel. What desperate tugs they gave
thee when they forced the bloody sweat from out thee in the moment of
thy sternest wrestling; but thou hast flung them to the ground, and trodden
down strength.


Of course this language can only be used as speaking part of the truth,
because the portion which God has given to his dear Son indisputably
greater than the greatest things that earth can hold. I take it that the
question that Christ has come to answer is the greatest question that ever
moved eternity. The work that Christ has come to do is the grandest work
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that ever stirred the ages. It is God’s work and God’s question. How shall
evil be driven out of the world? How shall justice, without a stain, smile on
a sinner? How shall God be seen as the holy One with all the glory of his
character manifested, receiving to his bosom the guilty sons of men? The
grandest work that e’er was done of God himself Christ has come to
perform, and not only has he his portion with the great, but of all the great
he is the greatest, and his portion is above their portion. They are not to be
mentioned in the selfsame day.


Notice, too, that a part of the description of this victory represents the
Lord as himself dividing the spoil “with the strong.” Not merely with great
enemies did Christ wrestle, but with strong powers. I might give you a
hundred illustrations of this, but I prefer to give you one. When the Lord
Jesus Christ came into my heart — came to battle there — he did, indeed,
divide the spoil with the strong, for I was strong-willed, and desperately set
on mischief, and for a while I was in the hand of a strong despair, out of
which it seemed impossible that I should escape. The bands which held me
were of iron, tough as steel, hardened in the fires of hell; and yet this day I
am his, for he has won me, and taken the prey from the mighty. I have been
just now to see. our venerable Elder White. He is dying. I looked at his
venerable beard as he sat up in the bed, and I looked at the bright face that
shone above. it, and I was charmed at the joyful sight. He said, “I have no
trouble; I have not a troubled thought; I am the happiest man in the world;
I am going home, and I rejoice in it; though I am perfectly satisfied to
wait.” Death is just nothing at all to him. Just like a dear sister who went
from us some time ago: when I went to see her, you might have thought
she was going to be married, she was so happy in prospect of departing.
Charles Wesley once said, “They may say what they will about Methodism,
but our people die well.” That is my comfort: our people die well, they die
gloriously triumphant in the Lord. When I think of it I can see how my
Lord divides the spoil with the strong. Death comes and he says, “That is
mine.” He has taken the poor, wrinkled body; and Christ smiles, and lets
him have it; for he takes for his share the soul, the life, and as he bears him
off he takes the best part of the spoil. He has left death the husk, but he has
himself’ secured the kernel. Yea, the day will come when he will take the
body, too, out of the custody of death; for not a wreck or a rag of all his
saints shall remain in the domains of death. There is a resurrection of dead
bodies as well as an immortality of spirits. Glory be to Christ. In this way,
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here and hereafter, he divides the spoil with the strong. Strong is death, but
stronger still the omnipotent Son of God.


There is another aspect under which we may speak of the glory of Christ’s
victory; he will share it with his people. The second paragraph of the text
is, “he shall divide the spoil with the strong.” That is, he will divide it out,
and allot portions to all those who came to the help of the Lord against the
mighty. Just as David after Ziklag when he had taken the prey from the
Amalekites, sent portions all round to his friends in Judah, so when the
King Eternal takes the spoil, he will give a share to you and to me, if we
have been faithful to him. There shall be a portion e’en for us whom the
Lord made strong for himself in the day of battle. Does it not make your
heart laugh to think of it? Jesus wins the victory, but he will not enjoy it
alone; he will glorify his people. Even the sick folk that go not down to the
battle shall have their share of the spoil; for this is David’s law, and the law
of the Son of David, that they that abide with the stuff shall share with
those that go down to the fight. He will give to each faithful sufferer or
worker a portion of the prey. Make haste, O champion, make haste to give
to everyone of us a prey of divers colors, meet for the necks of them that
take the spoil!


III. Thus we have seen that Christ will win the victory, and the victory
will be glorious. Now let us declare, thirdly, that THE RESULTS OF THIS


VICTORY WILL BE VERY SUBSTANTIAL


Let me remind you that, in consequence of what our Lord has done,
myriads of souls will be redeemed. How many will escape from sin and
death and hell to live for ever is not revealed. We have every reason to
believe that a number that no man can number, out of every nation, and
people, and kindred, and tongue, shall praise their redeeming,; Lord.
Christ’s death will not spend its force in the conversion of here and there
one, but he will see of the travail of his soul and’ will be satisfied; and we
are convinced that no little thing’ will satisfy him. The great result of our
Lord’s death will be the eternal salvation of myriads untold.


Next to that will be the overthrow of every form of evil which now reigns
in the world, and the extermination of religious falsehood, vice,
drunkenness, war, and every horrible mischief born of the fall and of human
depravity. Christ will conquer these, and there shall be new heavens and a
new earth, wherein dwelleth righteousness. For ever and ever boundless
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honors shall be given to Christ for his victory over every force of evil. The
seed of the woman shall trample on the serpent.


As the result of Christ’s death Satan’s power will be broken. He will no
longer go forth to rule among the nations.


Death also will hate lost its dominion over the sons of men. The Son of
David shall restore that which he took not away. More than our first father
lost shall Christ bring back. There shall be glory substantial to himself in
the lives of his people on earth, in their deaths, and in their lives for ever.
Glory shall be brought to God of a new and unusual kind. A light will be
shed upon the character of God which, so far as we know, could not have
come to us by any other means except by the death of the Only-begotten.
Hallelujahs louder than before shall rise up before the throne. Praises shall
ascend unto God such as creation never produced, “for thou wast slain,
and hast redeemed as unto God by thy blood, and we shall reign for ever
and ever.”


Now, my brethren, do not get into a state of fright and fear about the
Christian religion. Do not go to your chambers and sigh, “Everything is
going to the bad, and we shall be all eaten up by the devil.” Nonsense!
There is a stronger arm yet than that black arm of Satan. In God’s eternal
goodness resides a power and majesty that cannot be found in the infernal
malevolence of the devil. I know which is the winning side, — I am sure of
it. Though we may drearily imagine that things go amiss, and fancy that the
vessel is ready to break up and become a wreck, she will enter the harbor
yet with all her cargo safe, and from every wave that tossed her and every
wind that beat upon her she shall derive eternal advantage. Courage,
brethren, we are not beaten, and we are not going to be beaten. We are
succeeding all along the line. Shout victory, universal victory, from stem to
stern of the good old ship. Not a foe has been able to live upon her deck.
Give the enemy’s black hull another broadside. When you think that the
crew of the Black Prince are about to board us, grasp your pikes and give
them a warm reception. This good ship bears the red cross at her
masthead, and shall never be taken, but shall win the victory as surely as
God lives, and his Sort lives who has risen from the dead.


IV. So I Close with this last remark: THE WHOLE OF THIS VICTORY


RESULTS FROM CHRIST’S OWN WORK.
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Lend me your best attention for two or three minutes, because this is the
pith and marrow of it all: “Therefore will I divide him a portion” — that is
logic. Why this “therefore”? What is the argument? Christ shall divide with
the strong because —. How does it run? “Because his doctrinal teaching is
singularly in keeping with the progress of the age”? I have heard that
observation, and smiled at it. “Because his gospel is preached with such
remarkable eloquence and singular clearness”? Indeed, No. Why, then, will
Christ win the victory? The answer is — “Because he hath, poured out his
soul unto, death.” If God himself deigns to take upon himself our nature,
and in that nature pours out his life like a libation even unto death — if, I
say, he thus pours out his life, it is impossible to conceive that he will be
defeated. Blasphemy may imagine it, profanity may speak it, but truth
abhors the idea that Jesus can be baffled. A dying God! it is an in. accurate
expression, yet I know of no expression that is so accurate — God putting
himself into human form, so as to be capable of suffering and death, cannot
suffer and die in vain. He must, he shall, he will win that for which he died.
He must reign, because he has poured out his soul unto death.


Listen again, here is the second reason: “He was numbered with the
transgressors;” this is mentioned secondly, as if there was something even
more in that than in the first. To die is wonderful condescension; but for
the pure and holy One to deign to be numbered with the transgressors, and
stand as if he had transgressed himself, though transgress he never did, nor
could — I say this is more wonderful. If .Jesus did that, then he must win
the victory. When I am dispirited, where do I find encouragement? Where
the stars of Bethlehem burn, and where men make merry on their
Christmas days? Nay, their mirth is weariness to a heavy heart. I will tell
you where I go for comfort — to Gethsemane, to Golgotha, to the garden,
and to the tomb. Christ cannot have suffered there in vain: Christ cannot
have been despised, slandered, and actually numbered with transgressors,
and all for nothing. It cannot be: it cannot be. Death and hell, ye can defeat
armies of men, but the Crucified treads you down. When our Champion of
the pierced hand comes to the front the battle no longer wavers. We glory
in his death and in his making common cause with transgressors. But this is
not all; it is added, “And he bare the sin of many.” This denotes his actual
and literal substitution — his acting as the sin-bearer. This is something
more than being numbered with the transgressors; he actually takes the sin
of the transgressors, and bears their burden upon his own shoulders by a
wondrous system of substitution which is easier to be believed than to be
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explained. Because he did this he must conquer. He must conquer. Sin
cannot be victorious if Jesus has carried it on his shoulders and hurled it
into his sepulcher. If the darkest days were to come, and all the churches of
Christ were to be extinguished, if there were left only one Christian, and he
as good as dead by reason of weakness, yet might he believe that God from
the dead would raise up seed unto his Son, and fulfill his covenant and
keep his word. It must be so. The offering of Christ’s soul for sin secures
to him a seed for ever.


And lastly, there is this fourth reason given — “He made intercession for
the transgressors.” I can conceive you praying, my dear friend, and God’s
not hearing you; but if the man who was despised and rejected should say,
“Rise, poor suppliant, rise and I will take thy place;” and if the Blessed and
Beloved of the Father, whose eyes are as the eyes of the morning, and
whose lips are as lilies dropping sweet-smelling myrrh, kneels down and
prays, “My Father, by my blood, and wounds, and agony, save this sinner;”
why, it must be done! And if he says, “Father, give me those whom I have
redeemed,” it must be done, And if he pleads, “Father, keep them by thy
word,” it must be done. And if he prays, “Father, make them one as we
are,” it must be done. And when he shall ask, “Father, give them power
and victory,” it must be done. And when he shall ask, “Father, let my
servants all become champions, and send them forth, east, west, north, and
south, against idolatry, and infidelity, and popery, and clothe them with the
Holy Ghost,” why then it must be done! The power of Christ’s intercession
is irresistible. Queen Mary reckoned the prayers of John Knox to be worth
many regiments; but what shall I say of the prayers of Jesus, the Son of
God? They are with us to-day. While we are sitting here, and troubling our
minds about the Lord’s work, and saying, “What shall we do?” and, “What
will come of it?” and all that — Jesus is pleading. Hush, till your hearts
leave off beating — till not a thought is heard! You may hear him saying,
“Father, I will.” Here is the power of the church. The plea of Christ with
authority before the throne is the majestic force upon which the church
depends. “Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end of the world.”
Wherefore pluck up courage. Jesus will yet win. You weak, faint-hearted
ones, rejoice. The victory is sure, not because of anything you are, or of
anything you can do, but for Jesus’s sake. In the name of the Lord we set
up our banners. Hallelujah!
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NOTES


WE have devoted so much space to the Report of the Bazaar and
Orphanage that our other notes this month must be very brief. The daily
and weekly papers have kept our readers and the general public so well
informed of our movements that there is little left for us to mention. Only
again we bless the Lord, and thank our friends for all the generous help
received for the Orphanage.


MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND.—The Report of Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book
Fund for the past year is now ready, and can be obtained through any
bookseller. The price is the same as last year, 6d., or post free 7d. What
shall we say of this gracious narrative? With sweet simplicity it tells a story
of divine love: showing how the weak one has been made strong, and the
sufferer useful. Surely it will encourage many a sad heart, and rouse many
a joyous one to greater care for the Lord’s servants. We may give extracts
next month, but, meanwhile, we should much prefer that friends should get
the Report for themselves. It is well written, and we highly commend it.
What! a husband recommend his wife’s works? Yes, and it is Scriptural to
do so. Is it not written, “Her husband also, and he praiseth her”?


OUTRAGES ON THE JEWS. — All our sympathies are aroused for the Jews
who are being brutally treated in Russia. One is made to blush for the name
of Christian when we see it mixed up with murder, plunder, and
ravishment. The long catalogue of Russian atrocities is enough to move a
heart of stone. That followers of the Lord Jesus should hound to the death
the nation from which he sprang, according to the flesh is a strange
perversity of ignorant zeal, which all true believers should deplore day and
night. Let the house of Israel know assuredly that all real followers of Jesus
of Nazareth desire the good of their nation, and lament their persecutions.
We pray that Israel may accept the Messiah whom we reverence, but we
cannot hope that this will be the case while so much wrong-doing is
perpetrated against them.


On Christmas-day, 1881, the Pastor again occupied his pulpit after an
absence of six weeks. The following day he had the great pleasure of once
more presiding at the Orphanage Christmas festivities, when, thanks to the
generosity of friends from far and near, all went merry as a marriage-bell.
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On Wednesday evening, December 28, a large and enthusiastic audience
welcomed the Pastor home to the Tabernacle after his holiday. Addresses
were delivered by Pastors C. It. Spurgeon, J. A. Spurgeon, C. Spurgeon,
R. H. Lovell, W. Cuff, H. Varley, and W. William’s; and Messrs. J. M.
Smith, W. C. Murrell, and W. Olney. One result of the meeting was that
the Weekly Offering for the College was made up to £1,881 for the year
188l. This constant giving is a perpetual pledge of affection. What would
the College do without it? for most people forget the old love — the
College, to help the new one. — namely, the Orphanage. This thing ought
ye to have done, but not to leave the other undone. Is it not as good a
work to train a minister as to educate an orphan?


On Monday evening, January 2, 1882, the Prayer-meeting at the
Tabernacle was made an occasion for inviting neighboring ministers to
unite in thanksgiving and supplication, in accordance with the
arrangements made by the Evangelical Alliance. Pastor C.H. Spurgeon
presided, and there were also present Pastors J. A. Spurgeon, S. H.
Akehurst, J. E. Crackmell (who gave an account of his visit to the United
States and Canada), J. A. Griffin, D. A. Hersehell, J. Locke, J. Maxchant,
and G. M. Murphy.


COLLEGE. — Mr. C. G. Croome has settled at Nelson, Lancashire; and Mr.
W. A. Wicks, at Moulton, Northamptonshire, the church of which Dr.
Career used to be the pastor. Mr. B. Brigg also leaves us to devote himself
entirely to his important charge at Drummond-road, Bermondsey. Mr. J. E.
Moyle, who came to us from Canada, has returned to the Dominion, where
he hopes soon to find a suitable sphere.


Mr. C. Hood has removed from Nuneaton to Gosford-street, Coventry;
and Mr. E. Small, from Markyate-street, to Birchington. Mr. W. Stokes,
who came home some tune since from Port Elizabeth, has become pastor
of the church at Winchester. Mr. H. F. Adams, whom the Canadian
ministers have been unable to “ordain” on account of his open-communion
principles, has left Lewis-street, Toronto, and accepted the co-pastorate of
the church at Quebec City, under the care of the Rev. D. Marsh.


Mr. J. G. Potter sends us an interesting account of his arrival at Calcutta,
and his interviews with the whole of our College men in India. He has been
appointed to the mission-station at; Agra, under the superintendence of
Mr. Jones.
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We have also received a cheering letter from Mr. H. Rylands Brown, which
we hope to publish in full next month, as it contains an account of his
recent evangelistic tour among the tea-planters of the Darjeeling district.


Our brethren in the country may be glad to be informed that the conference
this year will probably be held in the week commencing April 17, i.e., the
week preceding the Baptist Union meetings.


The Evening Classes in connection with the College recommenced on the
17th ult. After twenty-one years of service in this useful field, Mr.
Fergusson has asked us to allow him to retire from the work, which will in
future he under the superintendence of Mr. S. Johnson, who will be
assisted by Mr. Bowers.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Smith and Fullerton commenced a series of
services at South-street Chapel, Greenwich, on Sunday, the 15th ult. Our
son Charles sends us the following note of the opening meetings: —


“Dearest Father, — It is with great joy I send you a word about the dear
brethren, Fullerton and Smith. They commenced work at Greenwich on
Sunday, 15th Jan. Good preparation had been made, for we had a week of
prayer-meetings before they came, when several of the neighboring
ministers gave addresses. Each time from seventy to two hundred persons
attended, and on Thursday quite five hundred gathered. The workers had
been busy circulating handbills from house to house, and as many as
15,000 were thus disposed of. On the Sabbath the congregations were, as
they are wont to be, praise the Lord, food, the only difference being an
afternoon service for children. Brother Smith, with his usual tact, held over
1,500 little ones, collected from four Sunday-schools, spell-bound by song
and speech. This service did some of the old boys and girls good as well as
the youngsters, and already conversions have taken place. During the week
each evening there has been an increasing attendance, and the work is
growing in interest and blessing. Personally I thank God for the arrival of
these two brethren in Greenwich, and especially as they are laboring at
South-street as their head-quarters. I will report further later on.


“With love,
“Your son,
“CHARLIE.”
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After they have finished at Greenwich the evangelists will go to Mr. Knee’s
church at Peekham-park-road, afterwards to Chelsea, and then to Mr.
Charrington’s, Dr. Barnardo’s, and Mr. Fellowes’.”


Mr. Burnham is engaged this month for Gamlingay, Morley, and Ossett.


ORPHANAGE—Collectors’ Meeting. — Will all our collectors kindly note
that the next meeting for bringing in their boxes and books will be held at
the Orphanage on Friday evening, March 3, when the President hopes to
be present.


PERSONAL NOTES. — Our honored friend, Dr. Culross, of Glasgow, sent
us the following cheering note just as we were returning from Mentone: —


“My dear Mr. Spurgeon, — In connection with Adelaide Place Church
there is a ‘Domestic Mission,’ which, among its various operations,
distributes a thousand of your sermons every week to a thousand families
in some of the poorer districts of the town. There are seventy persons,
chiefly young people, though there is a sprinkling of grey hair among them,
who take part in this work. They have found it a good plan to leave the
sermon one week and to call for it the week following. By this means a
thousand sermons per month, by division into four, get distributed to a
thousand families per week. I need not say that they are welcomed very
much by the various receivers. It is difficult to trace results, but judging
from what is said to the distributors God’s cause is being effectually
served. We are going to have a social meeting of those among whom the
sermons are distributed, and expect about a thousand to attend. We have
not room for more. The date is fixed for 17th January, 1882. We shall
remember you gratefully that evening. I thought I would say all this to you
instead of sending a Christmas card. Wishing you and yours the blessings
of eternal goodness,


“Yours faithfully,
“JAIKES CULROSS.”


The following is an extract from a letter which has come to hand from Mr.
Wm. Tolmie just as the “Notes” are being made up:—


“My dear Mr. Spurgeon, — Dr. Culross insists that I shall write you this
time, which I have very much pleasure in doing. The Soiree (to which he
referred in his recent letter to you) of the readers of your sermons, and
others connected with the Brown Street Mission of Adelaide Place Church,
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was held on Thursday last, and was attended by from six to seven hundred.
Testimony was borne to the pleasure and benefit derived from the sermons;
and the meeting enthusiastically authorized the sending of a letter to you
expressive of gratitude therefor, and of the hope that you may be long
continued in health and strength to carry on the various departments of
your noble work.”  A correspondent has forwarded the subjoined letter:—


“Sir, — Having yesterday traveled from the North in company with a
clergyman who labored for many years in the South of France, and who is
now residing here, our conversation turned to the relating of anecdotes
about ministers. I mentioned that I had heard you in Exeter Hall in 1854 or
1855, when he told me the following, and, as I thought it would interest;
you, I now give it as he related it. He said —


“‘In 1866, Mr. S. came to Paris, and, as he could not preach in French,
many of my friends, who had gone long distances to hear him, were
disappointed. At the request of a good many of my own congregation and
other friends, I went to Paris, and took copious notes of the different
sermons. When I returned I was pressed to give these sermons in French.
When it became known that I was to do so, great crowds came to hear me.
By way of introduction I just asked them for the time to fancy I was Mr.
Spurgeon, as I wished to try and deliver them with the same effect as he
had done.


“‘A few years after that a lady called on me, and wished to be admitted as a
member of the Protestant Church of which I was the pastor. I asked her
what had led her to think of this. She replied that a few years ago she,
along with other Roman Catholics, had gone to hear a man who had been
in Paris, and was to give a translation of “Spurgeon’s sermons.” She
followed closely the sermon from the text, “I am the good Shepherd,” and
had thus been awakened. She added also that she had never again seen this
man, nor had she been able to hear of him.’


“I may add that, of course, the clergyman soon informed her that he was
that person.”


A constant subscriber in Edinburgh supplies us with another testimony to
the usefulness of our sermons when issued as advertisements in the
Australian newspapers: —


“About seven years since an Australian clergyman was about to preach at
the morning service on a gold-field. He found waiting outside the-door ,of
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the wooden church a man who spoke to him: saying he wanted work for
Christ. His story was simply this:—He had been a shepherd, and, whilst
minding his sheep in the bush, had taken out a newspaper to read whilst
they were feeding. A sermon by Mr. Spurgeon happened to have been
inserted, but which had to be paid for as an advertisement by some
Christian brother. The man, who had been careless and indifferent
regarding his soul, read the sermon over, and then again and again. The
result was that he surrendered his soul to the Savior, and was soon
rejoicing over sins forgiven, He then wanted work for his Lord and Master.
The clergyman took him into the Sunday-school held before the morning
service, and gave him a class. The man’s zeal was soon conspicuous, and
ere long he became the superintendent. He was clear-headed and hard-
working, and latterly on another gold-field has preached the gospel as a
catechist in the Church of England.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — December 29, eleven.


A MEDITATION IN THE LONGEST PSALM


EXPOSITION OF VERSES 89 TO 96.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


FOR EVER, O LORD, thy word is settled in heaven.


90 Thy faithfulness is unto all generations: thou hast established the
earth, and it abideth.


91 They continue this day according to thine ordinances: for all are
thy servants.


92 Unless thy law had been my delights, I should then have
perished in mine affliction.


93 I will never’ forget thy precepts: for with them thou hurst
quickened me.


94 I am thine, save me; for I have sought thy precepts.


95 The wicked have waited for me to destroy me: but I will
consider thy testimonies.
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96 I have seen an end of all perfection: but thy commandment is
exceeding broad.


89. “For ever, O Lord, thy word is settled in heaven.” The strain is more
joyful, for experience has given the sweet singer a comfortable knowledge
of the word of the Lord, and this makes a glad theme. After tossing about
on a sea of trouble the Psalmist here leaps to shore and stands upon a rock.
Jehovah’s word is not fickle, or uncertain; it is settled, determined, fixed,
sure, immovable. Man’s teachings change so often that there is never time
for them to be settled; but the Lord’s word is from of old the same, and
will remain unchanged eternally. Some men are never happier than when
they are unsettling everything and everybody; but God’s mind is not with
them. The power and glory of heaven have confirmed each sentence which
the mouth of the Lord has spoken, and so confirmed it that to all eternity it
must stand the same, — settled in heaven, where nothing can reach it. In
the former section David’s soul fainted, but here the good. man looks out
of self and perceives that the Lord fainteth not, neither is weary, neither is
there any failure in his word. The verse takes the form of an ascription of
praise: the faithfulness and immutability of God are fit themes for holy
song, and when we are tired upon this shifting scene the thought of the
immutable promise fills our mouth with singing. God’s purposes, promises,
and precepts are all settled in his own mind, and none of them shall be
disturbed. Covenant settlements will not be removed, however unsettled
the thoughts of men may become; let us therefore settle it in our minds that
we abide in the faith of our Jehovah as long as we have any being.


90. “Thy faithfulness is unto all generations.” This is an additional glory:
God is not affected by the lapse of ages; he is not only faithful to one man
throughout his lifetime, but to his children’s children after him, yea, and to
all generations so long as they keep his covenant and remember his
commandments to do them. The promises are ancient things, yet they are
not worn out by centuries of use, for faithfulness endureth for ever. He
who succored his servants thousands of years ago still shows himself
strong on the behalf of all them that trust in him. “Thou, hast established
the earth, and it abideth.” Nature is governed by fixed laws; the round
globe abides in its course by the divine command and displays no erratic
movements: the seasons keep their predestined order, the sea obeys the
rule of ebb and flow, and all things else are marshaled in their appointed
order. There is an analogy between the word of God and the works of
God, and specially in this that they are both of them constant, fixed, and
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unchangeable. God’s word which established the world is the same as that
which he has embodied in the Scriptures; by the word of the Lord were the
heavens made, and specially by him who is emphatically THE WORD. When
we see the globe keeping its place and all its laws abiding the same, we
have herein assurance that the Lord will be faithful to his covenant, and
will not allow the faith of his people to be put to shame. If the earth abide;
if the spiritual creation will abide; if God’s word suffices to establish the
world surely it is enough for the establishment of the individual believer.


91. “They continue this day according to thine ordinances.” Because the
Lord has bid the universe abide, therefore it stands, and all its laws
continue to operate with precision and power. Because the might of God is
ever present to maintain them, therefore do all things continue. The word
which spake all things into existence has supported them till now, and still
supports them both in being and in well-being. God’s ordinance is the
reason for the continued existence of creation. What important forces these
ordinances are! “For all are thy servants.” Created by thy word they obey
that word, thus answering the purpose of their existence, and working out
the design of their Creator. Both great things and small pay homage to the
Lord. No atom escapes his rule, no world avoids his government. Shall we
wish to be free of the Lord’s sway and become lords unto ourselves? If we
were so, we should be dreadful exceptions 1o a law which secures the
well-being of the universe. Rather while we read concerning all things else
— they continue and they serve, let us continue to serve, and to serve more
perfectly as our lives are continued. By that word which is settled may we
be settled; by that voice which establishes the earth may we be established;
and by that command which all created things obey may we be made the
servants of the Lord God Almighty.


92. “Unless thy law had been my delights, I should then have perished in
miter affliction.” That word which has preserved the heavens and the earth
also preserves the people of God in their time of trial. With that word we
are charmed; it is a mine of delight to us. We take a double and treble
delight in it, and derive a multiplied delight from it, and this stands us in
good stead when all other delights are taken front us. We should have felt
ready to lie down and die of our griefs if the spiritual comforts of God’s
word had not uplifted us; but by their sustaining influence we have been
borne above all the depressions and despairs which naturally grow out of
severe affliction. Some of us can set our seal to this statement. Our
affliction, if it had not been for divine grace, would Lave crushed us out of
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existence, so that we should have perished. In our darkest seasons nothing
has kept us from desperation but the promise of the Lord: yea, at times
nothing has stood between us and self-destruction save faith in the eternal
word of God. When worn with pain until the brain has become dazed and
the reason well-nigh extinguished, a sweet text has whispered to us its
heart-cheering assurance, and our poor struggling mind has reposed upon
the bosom of God. That which was our delight in prosperity has been our
light in adversity; that which in the day kept us from presuming has in the
night kept us from perishing. This verse contains a mournful supposition —
“ unless,” describes a horrible condition — “ perished in mine; afflictions,”
and implies a glorious deliverance, for he did not die, but live to proclaim
the honors of the word of God.


93. “I will never forget thy precepts: for with them thou hast quickened
me.” When we have felt the quickening power of a precept we never can
forget it. We may read it, learn it, repeat it, and think we have it, and yet it
may slip out of our minds; but if it has once given us life or renewed than;
life, there is no fear of its falling from our recollection. Experience teaches,
and teaches effectually. How blessed a thing it is to have the precepts
written on the heart with the golden pen of experience, and graven on the
memory with the divine stylus of grace. Forgetfulness is a great evil in holy
things; we see here the man of God fighting against it, and feeling sure of
victory because he knew the life-giving energy of the word in his own soul.
That which quickens the heart is sure to quicken the memory. It seems
singular that he should ascribe quickening to the precepts, and yet it lies in
them and in all the words of the Lord alike. It is to be noted that when the
Lord raised the dead he addressed to them the word of command. He said,
“Lazarus, come forth,” or, “Maid, arise.” We need not fear to address
gospel precepts to dead sinners, since by them the Spirit gives them life.
Remark that the Psalmist does not say that the precepts quickened him, but
that the Lord quickened him by their means: thus he traces the life from the
channel to the source, and places the glory where it is due. Yet at the same
time he prized the instruments of the blessing, and resolved never to forget
them. He had already remembered them when he likened himself to a bottle
in the smoke, and now he feels that whether in the smoke or in the fire the
memory of the Lord’s precepts shall never depart from him.


94. “I am, thine, save me.” A comprehensive prayer with a prevailing
argument. Consecration is a good plea for preservation. If we are
conscious that we are the Lord’s we may be confident that he will save
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us’., We are the Lord’s by creation, election, redemption, surrender, and
acceptance; and hence our firm hope and assured belief that he will save us.
A man will surely save his own child: Lord, save me. The need of salvation
is better seen by the Lord’s people than by any others, and hence their
prayer — “save me”; they know that only God can save them, and hence
they cry to him alone; and they know that no merit can be found in
themselves, and hence they urge a reason fetched from the grace of God,
— “ I am thine.” “For I have sought thy precepts.” Thus had he proved
that he was the Lord’s. He might not have attained to that which he
desired, but he had through life studiously aimed to be obedient to the
Lord, and hence he begged to be saved even to the end. A man may be
seeking the doctrines and the promises, and yet be unrenewed in heart; but
to seek the precepts is a sure sign of grace; no one ever heard of a rebel or
a hypocrite seeking the precepts. The Lord had evidently wrought a Treat
work upon him, and he besought him to carry it on to completion. Saving
is linked with seeking, “save me, for I have sought”; and when the Lord
sets us socking he will not refuse us the saving, lie who seeks holiness is
already saved: if we have sought the Lord we may be sure that the Lord
has sought us, and will certainly save us.


95. “The wicked have waited for me to destroy me: but I will consider thy
testimonies.” They were like wild beasts crouching by the way, or
highwaymen waylaying a defenseless traveler; but the Psalmist went on his
way without considering them, for he was considering something better,
namely, the witness or testimony which God has borne to the sons of men.
He did not allow the malice of the wicked to take him off from his holy
study of the divine word. He was so calm that he could “consider”; so holy
that he loved to consider the Lord’s “testimonies “; so victorious over all
their plots that he did not allow them to drive him front his pious
contemplations. If the enemy cannot cause us to withdraw our thoughts
from holy study, or our feet from holy walking, or our hearts from holy
aspirations, he has met with poor success in his assaults. The wicked are
the natural enemies of holy men and holy thoughts; if they could they
would not only damage us but destroy us, and if they cannot do this to-day
they will wait for further opportunities, ever hoping that their evil designs
may be compassed. They have waited hitherto in vain, and they will have to
wait much longer yet; for if we are so unmoved that we do not even give
them a thought their hope of destroying us must be a very poor one. Note
the double waiting, — the patience of the wicked who watch long and
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carefully for an opportunity to destroy the godly, and then the patience of
the saint who will not quit his meditations, even to quiet his foes. See how
the serpent seed lie in wait as an adder that biteth at the horse’s heels; but
see how the chosen of the Lord live above their venom, and take no more
notice of them than if they had no existence.


96. “I have seen an end of all perfection.” He had seen its limit, for it went
but a little way; he had seen its evaporation under the trials of life, its
detection under the searching glance of truth, its exposure by the
confession of the penitent. There is no perfection beneath the moon.
Perfect men, in the absolute sense of the word, live only in a perfect world.
Some men see no end to their own perfection, but this is because they are
perfectly blind. The experienced believer has seen an end of all perfection
in himself, in his brethren, in the best man’s best works. It would be well if
some who profess to be perfect could even see the beginning of perfection,
for we fear they cannot have begun aright’ or they would not talk so
exceeding proudly. Is it not the beginning of perfection to lament your
imperfection? There is no such thing as perfection in anything which is the
work of man. “But thy commandment is exceeding broad.” When the
breadth of the law is known the notion of perfection in the flesh vanishes’
that law touches every act, word, and thought, and is of such a spiritual
nature that it judges the motives, desires, and emotions of the soul. It, is far
too broad for us to hope to cover all its demands, and yet it is no broader
than it ought to be. Who would wish to have an imperfect law? Nay, its
perfection is its glory; but it is the death of all glorying in our own
perfection. There is a breadth about the commandment which has never
been met to the full by a corresponding breadth of holiness in any mere
man while here below. The law is in all respects a perfect code, and each
separate precept of it is far-reaching in its hallowed meaning. We may well
adore the infinity of divine holiness, and then measure ourselves by its
standard, and bow before the Lord in all lowliness, acknowledging how far
we fail short of it.


THE HARBOR OF REFUGE.


SINCE I have been watching the sea a wind has sprung up, and suddenly the
ocean is dotted with ships. This little town has a harbor, and trading vessels
of small tonnage evidently expect a storm, for here they come. Like sea-
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fowl borne on white wings they are flying for the harbor. Differing in their
tacking, yet it is evident that they are all making for one spot. How
beautiful it is to see them enter the haven, cast anchor, and rest! O that our
fellow men were equally wise as to spiritual things! A thousand signs
betoken the approaching tempest; they know there is a place of refuge, will
they not hasten to it? They will suffer loss, nay, they will be wrecked
totally, if they try to weather the last dread storm; the harbor is free, there
is time to reach it, there is ample room within its shelter; why will they
refuse the safety? Ah me; this is cause for tears. Are my fellow-creatures
mad? Do they despise Jesus, the appointed haven of souls? Do they so
despise him as to perish to show their contempt? My God, help me to
mourn for them, if I cannot persuade them, and do thou give them
understanding enough to accept their own lives.


NOTES


WE give notes of even the smaller meetings at the Tabernacle, because
many friends like to know everything about the work, and also because
hints may then be thrown out as to church work, — hints which may be
useful to young ministers.


On Thursday evening, Feb. 2, the members of the Youths’ Bible-class at
the Tabernacle were invited to a tea at the College by Mr. Pearce, the
superintendent of the Sunday-school. At the close of the meeting the
Pastor arrived, and in the name of the class presented to the leader, Mr.
Thomas Heyland, a morocco leather writing-desk and a lamp. Under this
brother a large class of youths has been gathered, and many of them have
been led to decide for the Lord Jesus. In our school are several teachers,
both male and female, out of whose classes scores have been called by
divine grace into the liberty of the gospel.


On Friday evening, Feb. 3, the annual meeting of the Tabernacle Church
was held, when the senior Pastor was glad to be well enough to preside.
There was a thick fog outside, and some of it penetrated into the interior of
the building; but the warmth of Christian affection and enthusiasm which
prevailed throughout the whole meeting prevented anyone from feeling
much of its influence. It was a huge, happy family gathering of brethren
and sisters in Christ, who had met to hear and tell what the Lord had done
for them and by them during another year. Both the pastors, and several of
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the deacons and elders spoke, the annual balance-sheets of the Church and
College were presented and approved, and the following statistics: —
Increase, by baptism, 279; by letter, 68; by profession (i.e., those who have
been previously baptized), 35; total, 382. Decrease by dismission, 144; by
joining other churches without letters, 34; by emigration, 7; by removal for
non-attendance, 56; exclusions, 3; withdrawal, 1; deaths, 70; total, 315-
leaving a net increase of 67, and making the number of members on the
books 5,310. Special gratitude was expressed that, notwithstanding the
general depression, and the pastor’s long illness last year, the finances of
the church had been well maintained, and that in addition so large a sum
had been raised for the Girls’ Orphanage. The happy burden of the church
lies in the great number of its poor. Although about £1,000 had been
distributed among the poor members, yet more could have been usefully
employed upon cases of deep distress. Any friends who wish to be sure
that their money would go really to the Lord’s poor might aid this fund.
We have more than our fair share of poverty, and this is a blessed charge,
but it would be painful if means were not forthcoming for its relief. There
is still a considerable draw upon the church funds for the alms-women, for
we have not found that the amount provided by the Pastor’s endowment is
sufficient for the old ladies to live upon. A few more hundreds would put
this institution beyond want. Thus it is clear that good investments for the
Lord’s money are still to be had.


On Monday evening, Feb. 6, the monthly missionary prayer-meeting was
held at the Tabernacle, under the presidency of Pastor J.A. Spurgeon.
Several representatives of the China Inland Mission were present, including
three sisters and one brother who were about to sail for China. Prayers
were offered by several brethren for mission work in general, and specially
for those who were leaving for the foreign field, and addresses were
delivered by Messrs. Baller, McCarthy, and Macgregor. We cannot
withhold our tribute of admiration for the work of Mr. Hudson Taylor and
his brethren in China. The work is so great that it needs a hundred times
the number of missionaries now employed; but still, much has been done,
and hopeful beginnings have been made in many cities in the interior. Oh
that God’s people would lay the work to heart!


On Monday evening, February 13, the annual prayer and communion
service in connection with the Lambeth Auxiliary Sunday School Union
was held at the Tabernacle, in conjunction with the usual prayer-meeting.
The chair was occupied by the Pastor, who has been the President of the
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Auxiliary for the past year. Prayer was offered by representatives of
various schools, and the President delivered an address upon Jesus — the
teacher’s subject, model, helper, and reward. At its close the communion
was enjoyed by several hundreds of teachers and friends. It was a holy
convocation, and the Lord was in the midst of us. The leaflet issued by Mr.
Spurgeon to the teachers is reprinted in this month’s magazine; a copy was
given to every teacher connected with the Lambeth Auxiliary.


At various Monday evening meetings public thanks have been rendered for
answers to prayer notified by persons for whom petitions had been
presented. This is a great stimulus to prayer.


COLLEGE. — Mr. G. Simmons, who has retained the pastorate at New
Malden while attending the College classes, leaves us at the close of the
present session, to devote himself entirely to his pastoral work.


During the past month, Mr. M. Mitchell has sailed for Calcutta, en route
for Mr. Haegert’s medical mission among the Santhais. We have paid for
his outfit from our fund for Indian evangelists. May the Lord make this
brother a blessing among the heathen.


Mr. H. Charlton, formerly of Malden, is going shortly to Queensland,
where he hopes to find a church to which his ministry will be acceptable
and useful. Mr. T. Hatrington has removed from Oxford, New Zealand, to
Invercargill.


Writing to us on January 16, our Bro. Hamilton, of Capetown, says: — “
In a month’s time I hope our new chapel will be open. What a glorious day
that will be to me after having striven for over five years for the result!”
We trust, therefore, that by this time the labors of this honored brother are
rewarded, although a considerable sum will still be needed before the
building will be out of debt.


The following letter from our late student, Mr. John Downing, is so full of
good cheer that we must print it here, in order that those who have helped
us to train pastors and evangelists may share our joy, as they deserve to
do:—


“Brisbane, Queensland,
“5th Dec, 1881.
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“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — I feel impelled to let you know how the
Lord has been working in Brisbane of late. In March last I had a
run down to Tasmania, and came back to Victoria with Harrison,
who was in College at the same time as myself, and who was then
on the way to join Isaac for Evangelistic work. I asked Harrison to
come on up to Queensland, and after working down south, i.e., in
Victoria and N.S. Wales, he and Isaac arrived here in August. The
first meetings were under severe disadvantage; the evangelists were
unknown It was the annual exhibition week, and people were mad
after the young princes just arrived in the “Racchante,” but souls
were saved, and the news spread so that at the next place between
one hundred and fifty and two hundred went forward for personal
conversation, and, as a consequence, the Christian enthusiasm
steadily rose. The third church could not hold the throngs, and
when anxious souls were asked to come into the vestries, they did
at such a rate as to fill them to overflowing, and this continued for
nearly three mouths. Harrison’s last meeting in any church was held
in mine, and never before has such a crowd gathered there; every
seat was more than full, every available inch of standing-room was
occupied, and the overflow contented themselves with listening
outside the open windows. When the preaching was over we could
not get the people away, they wanted eternal life, and would not go
without it. To my knowledge, there are scores upon scores
professedly saved. Many have received assurance of faith; churches
have been roused; pastors and other workers have been cheered,
and the whole tone of religious life heightened. Harrison’s Sunday-
afternoon meetings in the Theater Royal, too, were, numerically, a
big success, though, through the lack of accommodation for
personal dealing, very many slipped through our fingers. Except
when your son Thomas was here, I have never seen such packed
meetings. I might say that when he was here, fifteen months ago,
we took advantage of his presence and preaching to begin theater-
meetings in the only place we then could get, a little pokey,
cockroachy hole, holding about four hundred. Through his
instrumentality, and in the teeth of much prejudice, the place was
filled, and from that has sprung a regular Sunday-evening theater-
service in a new theater, holding over fifteen hundred, and which,
when Harrison preached there last, was so packed that hundreds
could not get in. Jesus of Nazareth has been passing by, and eyes
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once blind now see him, while the communion of soul granted to
his people has been blessedly close and choice. The manifestations
of the Spirit’s power which have come under my own notice have
been remarkable, this is one — We had finished a meeting, and the
inquirers had gone into the vestries. I felt very happy, and
commenced to sing while the people were going away. Many
stopped, and joined in the verse, ‘Glory, honor, etc.’ One frae-
looking young fellow stood laughing while we were singing, .but,
before we had finished, his stiff neck bent, and he broke down,
fairly making a dash for the vestry in which were the anxious souls.
At another meeting, several young Christians were in the church,
praying for the anxious, who had filled the vestry. An ungodly
young man did not want to leave his companion, and remained.
While someone was praying, suddenly there burst over the
solemnity of the meeting great sobs as if one were dying of grief.
The Holy Spirit had come in convicting energy upon him; he has
since shown by his consistent life that he is a new creature. He has
applied for baptism; and there have been many cases somewhat
similar. The work is still going on, and fresh cases of conversion are
coming to light.


“I am anxiously expecting Thomas Went from the Tabernacle, and
purpose having more special meetings when he arrives. Harrison is
a grand fellow; everyone regretted his leaving us. He is a good
man, and full of the Holy Ghost; may he long be spared for the
Lord’s service on earth.


“I do not know how any of the other men are getting on save by
far-off report. I am five hundred miles from the nearest, eleven
hundred from any of the others. Wherever your son Thomas goes
he carries a blessing, and is received very heartily, first for his
father’s sake, and the next time none the less so for his own. I wish
he might be the flying angel of the everlasting gospel for the
Colonies. Whichever way his Master will use him will be wisest and
best.


“Praying day and night for blessings upon yourself and kind Mrs.
Spurgeon,
“I remain,
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“Ever gratefully, yours,
“JOHN DOWNING.”


“P.S. — From what I can glean I believe the churches will be
increased through Harrison’s visit by upwards of two hundred who
have been savingly converted.”


Mr. K. McCullough also sends us a cheering report of his work at
Longford, Tasmania, where he ministers in one of the “Tabernacles” built
by our generous friend, Mr. Gibson. A year ago a church was formed of
twenty-seven members, and since then twenty-six have been added, in spite
of opposition.


Just as the “Notes” are being made up, tidings have reached us of the
death, at Ventnor, of our Brother D. Morgan, formerly pastor of the
church at Luton.


On Thursday, Feb. 9, the Vice-President presided at the formation of a
new church, consisting of twenty members, at Sundown, Isle of Wight.
The room in which the services have been held up to the present time is
quite inadequate to the needs of the work, so that a building of some kind
must speedily be erected, A few friends have promised liberal help, and
doubtless other amounts will be forthcoming as the scheme is unfolded. We
hope many who know Sundown will be willing to assist this effort to
provide a place in which evangelical truth may be preached and the
ordinances practiced as they were delivered. The building of a Baptist
chapel for Sundown is now an object near our heart, and we hope to see it
carried out. Several other places are rising, and among the rest Mr. Hobb’s
chapel, in Gipsy-road, Norwood, deserves immediate assistance. We take
special interest in the building, as it is somewhat in our own region.


On Friday afternoon, Feb. 10, the, half-yearly meeting of the Students’
Missionary Association was held at the College. The President occupied
the chair, and. after the report had been read, and the officers elected, Mr.
Matthews, who was on his way to America to join the Teloogoo Mission,
gave an interesting account of his call to the work. He was followed by the
Rev. Burman Cassin, M.A., Rector of St. George the Martyr, Southwark,
who delivered an excellent address upon mission work. The students had at
tea the company of our London brethren, who had met to make the
necessary arrangements for the Conference and afterwards held a meeting
under the able chairmanship of W. Haig Miller, Esq., the author of “The
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Culture of Pleasure,” etc. The speakers were Revs. W. William’s, (Upton
Chapel), Anderson (Allahabad), J. McCarthy (China Inland Mission), and
A. Haegert (Bethel Santhal Mission), all of whom spoke with considerable
power and unction.


EVANGELISTS. — The following letter further describes Messrs. Smith and
Fullerton’s services at Greenwich: —


“Dear Father, — I send with the greatest pleasure this condensed
report of the special services. The meetings have been well attended
throughout, and often the place has been too small. Grouping the
different classes together, I must mention the children first. Every
Saturday afternoon, at three o’clock, the chapel has been packed
with little ones, all eager to hear their friend Mr. Smith. Even on
that dreadful foggy day over five hundred found their way to the
meeting. In all, five services for the boys and girls have been held,
and on one occasion sixty received book pries for having written
out one of Mr. Smith’s addresses. Next came the special meetings
for men only and women only. Three of each of these have been
conducted by the brethren, and if preference is to be shown to
either it must .be to the men’s meeting, on account of their numbers
being larger, though if the babies had been reckoned up with their
mothers the gatherings might have been about equal. It was good
to be at all these, for the Master was there. The ‘ Song Services’
have proved wonderfully attractive, overflowing congregations
gathering each Saturday, and good as come through the singing of
the gospel. Many that never go to any religious service have been
constrained to come to these. But the best is to come last. On
Sundays we have hardly known what to do with the ,crowds of
people. Chapel and schoolroom have both been crammed, until we
have had no more room. It does not end here, though. God has
been moving in our midst, and by his Spirit converting many. Some
most interesting cases have been met with, and there are more to
follow. I am rejoiced to say that the prayer-meetings are -full of
power. Before I forget it, let me mention that we had a seven
o’clock gathering on Feb. 2, when about four hundred came
together. Areal work has been done, and I cannot tell you how
grateful I am that two such workmen as these brethren have been
to Greenwich. ‘God bless them both ‘ is my hearty prayer. I must
tell you a good deal more than I can write.
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“With filial love,
“I am, your Boy,
“Charlie.


“P.S. — The last meetings were the best, and as the result of all I
send a bona fide thankoffering of £55.”


On Sunday Feb. 12, the evangelists commenced a month’s services at
Peckham Park Road.


Mr. Burnham has recently paid his third ,visit to Sheepshed, where his
labors have been once more highly appreciated and richly blessed. A
cheering report of his services at Gamlingay has also reached us. Wherever
he goes the churches are revived, back-sliders are reclaimed, the careless
are aroused, and souls are saved. This month he goes to Shoreham,
Sussex; and Watton, Norfolk.


ORPHANAGE. — We trust all our collectors will make an effort to bring in
the contents of their boxes and books on Friday evening, .March 3. After
tea the President hopes to take the chair, and Mr. J. William’s Benn, of the
Royal Polytechnic, will give his popular sketching entertainment, entitled,
“Notes on Noses, and those who wear them.” Now that we are increasing
the number of girls, we shall be glad to secure the help of many fresh
collectors.


Mr. J. T. Dunn furnished us with a list of several hundreds of persons who
contributed goods for the Richmond-street Mission stall at the Bazaar; but,
as we explained last month, we were unable to publish it. He wishes us,
however, specially to mention that parcels were received from the Cape of
Good Hope, the Rescue Society’s Home, Bethlehem Hospital, Guy’s
Hospital, the Hospital for Incurables, and last, but not least, Balmoral
Castle. He has also paid in £15 10s. 6d. for additional contributions,
making the total receipts from the stall under his charge £443 9s. 6d.


The following letter came safely to hand with 25s. for the Girls’ Orphanage
Building Fund:—


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — My heart is filled with joy as I read of the
success of the Bazaar, and I bless the name of the Lord who moves
the hearts of his people to will and to do of his good pleasure. I
have read the account with tears of joy, and am ashamed of having
done so little, although that little has been done with self-sacrifice;
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but I have read of the one who gave the tenth part of her savings in
the bank, and you said, ‘ Oh, that others would do the same! ‘That
prayer is answered; I have done so; and pray that God may lead
many to follow who have their thousands.


“I have sent you an order for £1 5s., that is, the tenth part of what I
have in the bank. I have through grace saved it; or it might have
gone in drink.


“I have given God more than a tenth part, and do every week; but
what is that when I think what it cost my Master to save my soul?
My all is nothing worth.


“Dear sir, if you should use this with the hope of others following,
please not to let my name go with it: I want no man’s praise.


“I have sent you 10s. annually; but with God’s help I will send
double for the time to come.


“Yours in the Lord,
“A POOR GARDENER


“With 16s. 6d. a week.”


Such instances of consecration are too touching to be allowed to pass
without notice.


After we had printed this month’s cash-lists we received the following
letter, which speaks for itself: —


“Cardiff, Feb. 16, 1882.
“Pastor C. H. Spurgeon,


“Dear Friend, — Desirous of sharing in the Christ-like work which
you have so lovingly undertaken for poor orphan girls, I have
decided to enclose you a cheque for £250 for their and our
adorable Master’s sake, and towards the several thousands you
still, I understand, need to pay for their Orphanages. Now, upon
condition that you can get nine other friends to give, in the course
of this year, £500, I will increase my £250 to the same amount.
With cordial Christian regards and best wishes,


“Yours very truly,
“R. CORY, Jun.”
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Since the accounts were closed Mr. Samuel Barrow has sent us his
promised contribution of £250 for furnishing “The Olives,” the house
erected and paid for through the generosity of himself and his friends.


We have received and perused with much gratitude the first annual report
of the Reading Young Ladies’ Working Party for the Stockwell
Orphanage. This new device of our ever-generous Reading friends has
been adopted in consequence of our naming one of the houses for girls
“The Reading House,” and as the result of one year’s work they have
already dispatched to the Orphanage two parcels containing 118 garments
for the children, two Scripture quilts, 34 sheets and pillow cases, and 24
scrapbooks. The working meetings are held monthly at the residence of our
constant helper, Mrs. James Withers, whose daughter is the secretary of
the society.


COLPORTAGE. — During the past month new districts have been
commenced at Tewkesbury and Thornbury, in Gloucestershire, where we
trust that the newly-appointed colporteurs will prove useful and successful
in their important work. Other openings, too, are in prospect, which will
make an increased demand upon the general fund of the association. This is
already nearly £300 in arrear as compared with the previous year. As it is
from this fund that all deficiencies in working the districts are made good,
the power of the association for maintaining and extending this useful
agency is entirely dependent upon the success or failure of the general
fund, and we, therefore, earnestly appeal for the needed help. It should be
remembered that some districts which most need the work spiritually cost
the Association more to work than others where the receipts are larger. Is
there not some wealthy friend who will send a special gift to supplement
the small amount yielded n the poorer districts? Without entering into
details of circumstances, reports are in possession of the Association which
will testify of numerous people and places visited who are not reached by
any other agency, of souls won for Christ, both by the books read and the
services conducted by the Colporteurs. The annual report is in preparation,
and will give full particulars. In the meantime, will friends specially’
remember and supply the lack of funds? — W. CORDEN JONES, Secretary.


RICHMOND-STREET MISSION, WALWORTH. — The annual meeting of
teachers and workers was held at the Mission-rooms on Wednesday
evening, Feb. 15th. About seventy sat down to tea, and at the meeting
afterwards about one hundred workers were present. Mr. J. T. Dunn
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presided. Fifteen reports were read from the secretaries and others engaged
in the different works carried on at the Mission. Almost every department
of Christian labor is represented here, including a Sunday-school, Ragged-
school, Children’s - services, Mothers’ - meetings, Young-men’s Bible-
class, Band of Hope, Pure Literature Society, Tract Society, Penny Bank,
Evangelists’ Association, Mutual Improvement Society, etc.: etc. The
amount of work done for the Lord at this Christian beehive is really
astonishing, and the Master is honoring the faithfulness of his servants in an
especial manner. They all seek as the supreme object of their endeavors the
glory of God and the salvation of souls. In most of the reports individual
instances were mentioned of God’s favor being shown. The Mission has
already done a noble service in the neighborhood where it is situated, and
knowing him. on whom they depend, the teachers and workers engaged in
this work are expecting greater things than these, and a more extended
sphere of usefulness in the future. They have indeed much cause for
thankfulness.


GREEN WALK MISSION. — The death of our brother, Mr. Bennett, is a
great and grievous loss to this most useful work. Prayer is desired that
others may be raised. up that this blessed service for teeming Bermondsey
may not flag.


PERSONAL NOTES. — A correspondent in Yorkshire sends us the following
characteristic note: — “A young man in this neighborhood, who had been
brought up as a Congregationalist, was got hold of by the Ritualistic party,
and made into a Churchman, and induced even to go to confession to one
of the vicars in —. He fell ill, and consumption set in. When death stared
him in the face he found no comfort from his church creeds and practices,
and at last turned with disgust from his spiritual advisers. Having heard
much of you, and. no doubt at times seen your works, he told his father he
should like to read some of them. His father was only too glad to hear this,
and at once procured a copy of your “Morning by Morning.” He found
here just what he wanted, and through the reading of this book, and the
conversation he had with a Christian friend, he was able to say with
confidence, ‘I know whom I have believed,’ and he died in a sure hope. He
said to his father once or twice that he got more good from your books
than from aught else he read.”


We are glad to find that the letter of Dr. Culross, in last month’s Magazine,
referring to the distribution of our sermons, has already suggested to others
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the desirability of commencing similar work. Any friends who wish to
circulate the sermons as loan tracts, can obtain a regular supply of them, in
return for a small subscription, by applying to the Secretary of the
Spurgeon’s Sermons’ Tract Society, Mr. C. Cornell, 60, Hamilton Square,
Borough, London, S.E., who will be glad to receive contributions to assist
in defraying the cost of the sermons. At the present time he has more
applications for grants than the funds in hand will enable him to meet.


We were very delighted recently to hear of a singular case of conversion
through one of our sermons. Last “Derby day” we were preaching in
Essex, and a gentleman, who was on his way to Epsom to attend the races,
seeing the announcement of the service, determined to be present, lie came,
the word was blessed to the salvation of his soul, and not long ago he fell
asleep in Jesus.


One of our church-members writes as follows: — “ Dear Pastor, — I
thought it would gladden your heart to hear of another soul brought to
Jesus through reading your sermons. A tract distributor from Chelsea
Chapel, some two or three years ago, called at the house of an invalid, but
was constantly told not to leave her tracts, for the man would neither read
them nor allow anyone to come in to see him. She, however, persevered,
and one day left one of your sermons, which he read, and told his wife to
tell the woman that, if she had got any more of that sort, she might leave
them, which of course she was pleased to do. He has continued reading
them, and now is rejoicing in Jesus. He tells the distributor that it is all
through those sermons.”


A liberal helper of our work, in sending contributions, says: — “You may
remember the initials. My husband has sent pieces of calico to the
Orphanage, also when at — he gave you three five-pound notes. He would
say I ought net to tell you this, but I have often thought I should like to
write to you, knowing that it gives you great pleasure to hear you have
been the means of blessing to any soul. My husband lived in London for
fourteen years as a draper’s assistant, and when he went was a gay, worldly
young man. He was sent for to come home to see his sister, who was very
ill, and died. Her death made a great impression upon him, and on his
return to London he thought he must attend some place of worship. the
first Sunday he started, not knowing where to go, but seeing a number of
people going into a large building, thought he would go in. Need I say it
was the Tabernacle, and that he was ever after a regular attendant. The
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word that seemed most blessed to him was preached by you front the text,
‘Wilt thou break a leaf driven to and fro?’ He was baptized by Mr. J. A.
Spurgeon, and I am thankful to say is a very consistent Christian. He has
been in business here more than ten years now, and the Lord has indeed
blessed him in basket and in store, and I am also pleased to add that he has
given him a liberal heart. Of course he takes a great interest in your great
work.”


A Middlesex policeman writes: — “Before going on duty one evening last
November, as I sat talking with my wife respecting a sergeant, who was
sick at the police-station, with no one to tell him of Jesus. I felt condemned
that I had not spoken to him. The Lord told me to take him some of your
sermons, which had been preached about sixteen years ago. One of them
was blessed to him; he was led to pray, and after seeking about ten days he
found Jesus, to the joy of his soul. He has been baptized by our pastor, and
is now very busy telling his friends what the Lord has done for him. One
woman who lives at the police-station has found the Savior, and her
husband is anxiously seeking the Lord.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle:—February 2nd, twenty-one.







628


THE SWORD
AND THE TROWEL.


APRIL, 1882.


EDITORIAL APOLOGY.


THE magazine is demanded, and the Editor can scarcely think two
consecutive thoughts. He has an idea, and then a pang, a sigh, and the idea
has flown out of reach, like the boy’s butterfly. Or if he gets the pretty
thing, he beats it to pieces in his eager effort, and it is no kroger worth the
having. A sword and a trowel are poor things to work with when one
tosses to and fro in bed. Will not our kind readers first excuse us if the
number should be dull, and next prevent the consequences of such dulness
by setting more than usual store by such things as we have, considering
what they cost us? We could not postpone the affliction, or we would have
had the magazine first, and the gout afterwards; but the sickness waylaid
us, and stopped us just when the hour for labor had arrived. If it were only
a matter of legs and arms we would manfully bear the pain at the
extremities, and carry on our work; but the essence of our mischief is the
brain, and, with the foe penetrating our head-quarters, it; is not easy to
carry on the war. Our comfort is that our Lord and Master will not expect
more of us than we can render, and we may surely hope that his children
will be moved by the same compassion. Friends of many years’ standing,
you will sympathize with one whom you have so often cheered; and if he
be weak, your love will be all the stronger. When he was a lad, it was from
his little wallet that the Lord and Master fed you with loaves and fishes
marvelously multiplied; and now that he is older, and can hardly lift even
the little. breakfast-basket of his younger days, you will pray that the.
Master will not stint the feast because he weakens the servitor. If we were;
dead God could glorify himself by us, and so he will now that we can say
no more than — “ To will is present with me; but how to perform that
which I would I find not.” — C. H. S.







629


ESSENCE OF A BIBLE SOCIETY SPEECH


BY. C.H. SPURGEON.


SCATTER the Bible without stint, strew the sacred pages “thick as leaves in
Vallambrosa. Put it into the hand of prince and peasant, leave it in the
waiting-room and the car, give it to the skeptical philosopher and the
unsophisticated child.;’ In the morning sow thy seed, and in the evening
withhold not thy hand.” Spread the Scriptures till they are as universal as
the light, as all-pervading as the air, as all-refreshing as the dew.


To that end I commend the British and Foreign Bible Society as a great
means of disseminating the word of God in all quarters of the globe. We
have our own conscientious difference with this Society on a certain point;
but that can never prevent our co-operating with it to the utmost of our
power where the one object is to keep the Holy Scriptures before the
public eye, and within the reach of all mankind.


Of course, we are not so superstitious as to believe that the mere
dispersion of Bibles must do good, whether they are read or not. Our hope
is that they will be read, and that the Holy Spirit will lead many to study
them to their souls’ eternal benefit. Apart from this, there is no special
benefit in putting a Bible to sleep in every bedroom, and a well-dressed
copy to be on parade in the drawing-room; neither is there any great; thing
done when you can sell a Bible for sixpence;, and a Testament for
twopence. But we look for this, and have no reason to reckon upon
disappointment — place the Bible within every man’s reach, and see what
will come of it.


What is the Bible to us that we should wish to spread it throughout the
habitable earth? The answer is a large one. First, it is to us the umpire of
truth. Let the umpire be where he can be heard. The Scripture is our court
of appeal; let it be open to all comers. Every man must have an anchorage
for his faith; even for his unbelief he needs some form of hold-fast. The
disputer of this world believes in himself, and so he ends the matter. The
Roman Catholic finds his anchorage in the infallibility of the Pope, and
submits his reason to the traditions of his church. You and I find our
anchorage in the infallibility of Scripture. The Holy Ghost moved holy men
of old to write this Book, and we believe that every word of it is inspired,
and that if we could get absolutely the exact words in which it was written
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at the first, we should have a book as perfect, certain, and immutable as
God himself. We know that in any one version of it there may be minor
errors of copyists, which could not have been avoided unless a miracle had
been wrought every day for thousands of years; but, allowing for that, we
hold that the volume containing the Old and New Testaments is God’s
revelation of himself to us in words, — a revelation positive and clear.
Hence it is that we desire every living man to read it. We desire to see truth
triumphant, and error defeated; and therefore we scatter the Bible. We
would see the divided church once more purged of heresics, and united in
one Lord, one faith, and one baptism; and therefore we scatter the Bible. If
this book be the test of truth, those who are the children of truth are the
most deeply concerned to see it brought to the front.


“This is the judge that ends the strife,
Where wit and reason fail.”


Let us proclaim the judgments of this judge in all places. To me one text of
Scripture is worth seven years of argument. Fathers, schoolmen, reformers,
Puritans, bishops, and even ecclesiastical courts are nothing in comparison
with this oracle of God.


The test-book should be accessible to every man. No one should be
allowed to go abroad into an atmosphere loaded with superstition and
skepticism without bearing the antidote with him. We Should not merely
provide it for him when he seeks it, but we should suggest his use of it by’
furnishing an abundant supply. Every man should be able to judge of the
truth and value of the teaching of the pulpit and the press by having in his
hand the law and the testimony by which all must be judged.


Brethren, the Bible is to us, next, the storehouse of truth. It not only helps
us to judge what is truth, but it tells us what truth is. Shall we not wish that
all our neighbors should possess such a treasure? Will we allow one poor
wandering gipsy or street-beggar to be without the book which makes wise
the simple? The marvelous fullness of Holy Scripture reminds me of certain
of our coal-mines. Coal is found upon the surface, and it gladdens the
cottager’s hearth, without costing him labor in coming at it. Even thus
there are truths in the Bible which are conspicuous to every reader, and are
learned without study or research. When the surface-coal is gone, the
miners dig down till they come to another seam, and the same thing is done
many’ times: they go further into the bowels of the earth, and they find still
more treasure. In such mines there is no exhaustion; so long as the expense
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of the descent can be borne, the enterprising digger may go far down under
the bottom of the mighty sea, and still find full veins to reward him. Men
exhaust a coal-mine, but; they will never work: out the Biblical mine, nor
come to the end of the truth that is in God’s word. I do not know what
truth is not in the Bible. A band of eminent men once taught that all science
is to be found in the Bible: they conceived it to be a thesaurus of
philosophical and physical truth, as well as of theological truth, and they
said that all discoveries which are made externally by science might have
been made within the inspired volume if we had looked for them. They
asked if the circulation of the blood was not taught by Solomon long
before Harvey’s day, and if the rotundity of the earth and its position in
space were not clearly indicated? All things were and are known to that
great Author who inspired the writers of this book, and it is small wonder
if his omniscience betrays itself. When our very wise men have discovered
all they can, it may be that their wisdom will become sufficiently prudent to
look up to the foolishness of God; but as yet the foolishness of God is
wiser than men — the book in which God conceals the secrets of nature is
yet too bright for mortal eye.


Every stray hint in the Bible is of value, but evidently it was written chiefly
to teach us moral and spiritual truth, to teach us the truths that concern our
relation to one another, and to God. Upon those subjects it gives us
everything we require. There is no subject upon which it does not treat, or
if there be a subject upon which it is silent, it teaches us that God having
nothing to say upon it, we ought to have nothing to ask. This marvelous
book says all we want to know, and ought to know, in every case.


What a storehouse it is, since a man may continue to preach from it for
five-and-twenty years, and still find that there is more to preach from than
when he began to discourse upon it! What pyramids of books have been
written upon the Bible, and yet we who are students find no portion over-
expounded, but large parts which are scarcely touched. If you take
Darling’s Cyclopaedia, and look at a text which one divine has preached
upon, you will see that dozens have done the same; but there are hundreds
of texts which remain like virgin summits, whereon the foot of preacher has
never stood. I might almost say that the major part of the word of God is in
that condition; it is still an Eldorado unexplored, a land whose dust is gold.


This is a tempting subject. The word of God is the great Popular Educator,
the treasure-house of wisdom and knowledge, and surely, we, who desire







632


to see around us a holy, happy, instructed people, must most anxiously
desire that all men should read and believe, and understand the message of
the Lord.


Next, far and wide disperse the Holy Word, because it is the great
exemplar of morals. To whom shall we go for help in this matter, if we
forget this thrice-holy Book? The common novels of the day are sorry
teachers of morality; they teach a great deal more of immorality. The
religious fiction of the day is little better: it is either goody-goody, teaching
men and women how to be babies, or else it is suggest-ire of doubts which
minister weakness to the soul. And what are all the essays and the theories
of reviewers? What are all the tomes of the sages, and the gatherings up of
centuries? London would become a field of blood if its only force for the
maintenance of law, order, and right were found in the current literature of
the period apart from the Bible and religion. The Scriptures give us a
perfect law, and fix its commands upon the firm foundation of God’s claim
to man’s obedience. It reveals to us the perfect example of our Lord Jesus
Christ, and gives us the most powerful motives for copying that example,
by attracting our love to him on account of his life and death on our behalf.
It supplies virtue with courage, and gives zeal to justice. If we would
create a thoroughly moral people, it can only be done in connection with
the diffusion, belief, and practice of the Scriptures. The spread of sound
morals is an absolute necessity of good government, especially in our great
cities. Sin is a political danger. But; the people’s morals cannot he cared
for except upon the basis of religion, and there is no religion but that of the
cross. Banish religion,, and you destroy virtue. We will not say that no
infidels have been moral, but we do say this, that unknown to themselves
they were: under influences which sprang out of religion and its
outgrowths, and so they were not fair specimens of what atheism alone
would produce. Go to France in 1797, and see what happens to a nation
when the sacred volume is removed and its teachings are derided: there the
gospel of Pandemonium brought forth its Millennium, and anarchy’ created
upon earth the express likeness of hell. If you would settle the pillars of
order upon the basis of liberty, let the word of God be in the hands of all
your citizens; and if you would go on to build an enduring empire, which
shall be a temple of blessings to all mankind, let the sacred page be every
day more studied, better understood, and more heartily practiced.


Holy Scripture is not only the teacher of morals, but it is the great enforcer
of truth. Other books tell us the truth, but this puts us in love with it: they
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instruct us, but this converts us. That is a fine instance which is told of
Junins, who had been for years an infidel. His father persuaded him to
come home, and, being grieved at his opinions, begged him, for the love of
his father, to read the New Testament. He said he would read it once; and
here is his testimony concerning it: “When I opened the New Testament I
first fixed my eyes on that august chapter with which St. John begins his
Gospel: ‘ In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and
the Word was God.’ I read part of the chapter, and was soon convinced
that the divinity of the argument, and the majesty and authority of the style,
did far excel all the eloquence and art of human writings; my whole body
trembled, my mind was astonished, and I was so affected all that day that I
knew not where or what I was. O my God, thou wast mindful of me,
according to the multitude of thy mercies; and in pity broughtest home thy
lost sheep into thy fold.”


The word not only contains the truth, but it distills a certain secret unction
by which that truth penetrates the heart. The Spirit of God is usually
pleased to bless the word of God to the conversion of men. It is a self-
evidencing book, proving its own inspiration by its effect on the soul. I find
when I question people about their conversion that it is almost always a
text of Scripture that God has blessed to that end. I may have expatiated
on the text in my sermon, but the main instrument which the Lord has
employed has been the passage itself. It is God’s word, and not our
comments upon it, which he usually blesses to the conversion of men. Have
you not all felt, who know the Lord, that a wondrous charm is in the word
of God, by which men are gently led to the Savior? Was it not by one
touch of Scripture that the scales were made to fall from your eyes, and
you saw the light? Lex lux: the law is light. The Bible itself is a preacher,
yea, an army of preachers in one; its silent tongue has more eloquence in it
than all the tongues of all God’s ministers; and often those who have not
been led to faith by human voices have heard in the Bible the “still, small
voice” of God himself, and bowed before the throne of the Most High. If
you want sinners converted and souls saved, spread the sacred Scriptures.
You cannot tell where God will bless them; sow them beside all waters.


Let us spread the Holy Scriptures also, and perhaps chiefly, because they
are the very throne of Christ. I hate to hear Scripture and Scriptural
doctrine made into a great stone to roll at the door of the sepulcher of a
dead Christ. This may be done by teaching a creed, and forgetting the
living personality of our Lord. I have heard of Christians whose principal
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talk is about “the church.” God bless the church! But it is not the chief
object of our affection. Christ — Christ crucified — ,must ever stand first.
I have joined the society of “know-nothings “; not the American “know-
nothings,” but the old Pauline know- nothings; for I determined to know
nothing among you save Jesus Christ and him crucified. Those who are of
that persuasion will be sure to love the word of God, for it is full of Jesus.
“The Scriptures are the swaddling-bands of the child Christ Jesus;” so St.
Augustine used to say. The Scriptures are those beds of choicest flowers
where he, is ever present: — “He feedeth among the lilies.” This is the
garden where he delighteth to walk. In the Scriptures, as in the Temple,
everyone speaks of his glory. All the prophets and apostles point to him,
and with one voice cry, “Behold the Lamb of God which taketh away the
sin of the world.” The ivory palaces of inspiration are fragrant with cassia
and myrrh, and all that myrrh and holy perfume; come from the presence of
Christ in the midst of them. Oh! you who love the Incarnate Word, spread
the inspired word which does him honor. Oh! you that feel that he loved
you and gave himself for you, if you desire to bring him an acceptable
sacrifice, spread the word of God all over the world, till every creature
shall read the glowing page.


Last of all, let us spread the Bible, for we have no idea how greatly it is the
consolation of the afflicted, and the comforter of the poor and troubled. It
nourishes the souls of the famished ones. I know many persons who cannot
get out to a place of worship, for they have been bedridden for many years;
but the Psalms of David, and the blessed words of the Savior, such as, “Let
not your heart be troubled: ye, believe in God, believe also in me,” have
been their daily food.


I have heard it whispered by some of God’s people sometimes, “We know
not where to get the gospel. We have a preacher, but he is a dry bone;
there is no marrow in him, for there is no Christ in his preaching.” When
you hear a sermon that has no Christ in it, you are to by pitied: if you hear
that man again it is your own fault, and you will deserve to be blamed. I
would not give a man a second chance to preach me a Christless sermon.
“That is hard,” say you. If a man were to advertise that he could make
bread without flour he might add? “but I will never do it.” It may be so, but
let us judge by an analogy. When I get the idea theft a gentleman believes
in a gospel in which Christ is not first and last I leave him alone in his
glory. Christ must be all in all, or the gospel is not preached. When people
live in a region where an adulterated gospel is served out, what a blessing it
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is that they can go and get the bread of life at first hand from their Bibles!
If you live in a region where the milk is watered down, the best thing is to
keep a cow of your own: to have your own Bible is like keeping your own
cow; from it you get “the sincere milk of the word.” And what a blessing it
is to be able to have God’s word at so small a cost! Time was when your
forefathers would have given all they were worth if they could have had
such a treasure. You have it in all your houses; therefore take care that you
have it in your hearts.


When we think of the many, many poor people in this great city of ours
that suffer very much, and yet are happy because they live on the word of
God as their daily manna; when we think of the many who are full of
diseases, whose very bones decay, and yet are joyful and sing all day long
because the holy promises are their comforters; when we think of the many
that are almost homeless, scarcely knowing where to lay their heads, and
are, nevertheless, supremely blessed through the grace of God, we cannot
but adore the sacred Scripture, which is the meat and drink of their souls.
Take the Bible away! You might as well strike the sun from the firmament,
or dry up all the rivers and springs.


I was sitting under a beech-tree in the New Forest some time ago, thinking
and meditating on that tree. The beech is a very wonderful tree, exhibiting
many curious habits and growths. If any tree has intellect it is the beech-
tree. I was meditating upon my friend the beech, and looking up through
the interlaced branches and enjoying the shade, when I saw a squirrel up in
the tree, and I said to myself, “Ah, I do not value this tree as the squirrel
does. He knows the trunk avenue, and calls it his High Street, and then he
knows all the branch streets, all the little thoroughfares, and the nooks
where he can hide himself away. This tree is his town, and he almost
counts the leaves as he runs about it. Moreover, he has a little store of nuts
somewhere in his own private bank, and this tree is a sort of mother and
father and general provider for him. He can tell me what sounds it makes at
midnight, and what creaking of the branches he hears when the storm is
out; for this tree is his world, it is everything to him.”


Now, we ministers go to the Bible for our texts, and value it for that
purpose; and ordinary readers go there, and see much of poetry, and much
that is interesting and instructive in it; but the poor sinner, heavy-laden
with his sins, how precious it is to him when first it reveals his Savior, and
afterwards, when he is worn and weary with the cares of life, how precious
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is the Word to the believer when it assures him that his bread shall be given
him and his water shall be sure. We do not know the value that one line of
Scripture has in the eye of one of God’s saints whom that Scripture has
sustained. Whenever you give a Bible, you bestow a priceless treasure
upon the man who receives it; therefore, go on with your contributions,
and do all that you can to spread the word of God. The Bible is not Christ,
but it points to him: you may not rest in your Bibles as though they could
save you, but you must go to Christ himself for salvation; but still, when
you have once believed in the Lord Jesus, set about leading others to him,
and how can you do this more surely than by seeing to it that the
Scriptures are scattered everywhere? Farewell.


NOTES


SPECIAL. — We have been obliged to cancel all our engagements to preach
or speak for various friends and societies, as we find that we cannot hope
to fulfill them, and to accomplish our ever-increasing church and home-
work, without running the risk of being frequently laid aside altogether. It
would be a great comfort to us if we could be spared from extra public
service until we have the necessary strength for it. The work that we rarest
do grows so rapidly that we are unable to undertake anything additional
without either neglecting that which has the first claim upon us, or else, by
attempting too much, being compelled to do nothing but lie and suffer
excessive pain, with its consequent weakness of body and depression of
spirit. For some time before we were taken ill, it was a daily burden to
refuse all sorts of applications, presented either in writing, or by
deputations. Those who could not possibly write their business, and
therefore forced an interview, those who waylaid us at odd corners and
inconvenient times, those who bored us with twenty requests to do the
same thing, when we told them that it was not possible, have our richest
blessing for the chastisement which they alone have brought upon us.


On Monday evening, March 6, the annual meeting of the LADIES’
BENEVOLENT SOCIETY was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall, Pastor C.
H. Spurgeon presiding. Addresses were delivered by the chairman. Pastor
J. A. Spurgeon, and Messrs. W. Olney, B. W. Carr, M. Llewellyn, J. T.
Dunn, and J. W. Harrald. The report, in addition to detailing the work of
the past year, contained special references to the many workers of the
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Society who had been called home since the last anniversary, and alluded
to the pressing need of new friends to fill their places. The poor are still
with us in great numbers, but those who are able and willing to help this
and other kindred societies for their relief are not so plentiful. It may be
that there are some ladies who would be glad to be employed in this Christ-
like mission of benevolence. If so, we can promise them a hearty welcome
at the working-meeting which is held on the Thursday after the first
Sunday in each month in the Ladies’ Room at the Tabernacle.


On Wednesday evening, March 8, the members of the ADULT MALE BIBLE-
CLASS held their annual tea and public meeting in the Tabernacle Lecture-
hall. Much sympathy was manifested when it was announced that our
beloved pastor was unable to take the chair. A kind note from him to the
president, Elder Perkins, expressed his own disappointment that a sudden
attack of his old enemy made bed his only resort. Mr. W. Olney kindly
volunteered to preside. The gathering, both at the tea and public meeting,
was much larger than on any former occasion, and the interest was well
sustained throughout. The chairman spoke of his deep sympathy with such
classes, and the secretary described the work: of the class during the last
twelve months; also its present state, and its hopes for the future. The
subjects discussed had been very varied in character, practical rather than
speculative, and had been well taken up by the class, showing generally
diligent study of the word. The attendance had been good, the largest
number present being one hundred and forty-eight, the average one
hundred and six each Sabbath. The weekly prayer-meeting, though not
always large in numbers, has been ever characterized by a devout and
earnest spirit. The president with gratitude referred to his twelve years’
connection with the class, during which the spirit of love and unity that had
prevailed had been a bond of strength, while many backsliders had been
restored, seekers directed, and a full and free salvation through a living
Savior proclaimed to all. Two recent and interesting eases of the
conversion of casual visitors were also mentioned, and several members of
the class spoke of the benefit they had received. Many others had been
fitted for more extended Christian work by increased acquaintance with the
word, deepened piety, and the opportunity given them of using and
improving their gifts. A sum of £23 in aid of the Pastors’ College, together
with £25 in addition to £27 already given to our dear Pastor, to help him in
spreading the gospel in India, is ready to be presented to the Pastor
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personally when our heavenly Father in his goodness restores him again to
us.


During the evening a token of continued love and esteem for the; President
was shown by the gift of a pair of pretty ornaments matching a timepiece
previously given, and also a handsome black’ marble timepiece to our
beloved Brother W. Geen, the secre-taw, who has rendered loving and
valued service to the class, bat who, to the regret of all, is about to leave
us, hoping to renew his health in his native air.


The meeting was closed with an earnest prayer by our venerable Brother
Bowker.


On Wednesday evening, March 15, the inaugural meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE TOTAL ABSTINENCE SOCIETY was held in the
Lecture-hall, which was crowded to its utmost capacity by an enthusiastic
audience. Pastor C. H Spurgeon, who has accepted the office of President
of the Society, had promised to preside, but being too ill to leave his bed,
he had to content himself by writing the following letter:—


“Dear Friends,—I am exceedingly sorry to be absent from this first
meeting to form the Tabernacle Total Abstinence Society. The
worst of it is that my head is so out of order that I cannot even
dictate a proper letter. I can only say, ‘Try and do all the better
because I am away.’ If the leader is shot down, and his legs are
broken, the soldiers must give an extra hurrah, and rush on the
enemy. I sincerely believe that, next to the preaching of the gospel,
the most necessary thing to be done in England is to induce our
people to become total abstainers. I hope this society will do
something when it is started. I don’t want you to wear a lot of
peacocks’ feathers and putty medals, nor to be always trying to
convert the moderate drinkers, but to go in for winning the real
drunkards, and bringing the poor enslaved creatures to the feet of
Jesus, who can give them liberty. I wish I could say ever so many
good things, but I cannot, and so will remain, yours teetotally,


“C. H. SPURGEON.”


The duties of the Chairman were very efficiently performed by Pastor J.
Clifford, M.A., LL.B., and addresses were delivered by Messrs. A. E.
Smithers (the secretary of the Society), J. W. Herreld, J. T. Dunn, W.
Stubbs, W. Hill, J. W. Goodwyn, J. McAuslane (of the Pastors’ College),
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and John Taylor (Chairman of the National Temperance League). A


recitation, entitled,’ “The Drunkard’s Fire-escape,” was ably rendered by
Mr. John Ripley; solos were sung by the Misses Price and Stubbs, and a
choir of girls from the Tabernacle Band of Hope, and of boys from the
Orphanage, sang at intervals during the evening. At the close of the
meeting, upwards of one hundred persons signed their names in the pledge-
book.


The explanatory statement, read by the secretary, informed the audience
that the work had been established upon a distinctly religious basis, and
that it would be carried on as a Gospel Temperance Mission. A committee
has been formed, with representatives from most branches of the church,
and meetings are to be held, for the present at least, every Wednesday
evening, at eight o’clock, in the glass-room under the Tabernacle. Further
particulars can be obtained of the secretary, Mr. A. E. Smithers, 120,
Newington Butts, S.E.


COLLEGE. — Our esteemed friend, Professor Gracey, has been obliged, in
consequence of ill-health, to rest from his College duties during the whole
of the past month, and several of the students have been more or less
unwell, so we have judged it expedient to have a longer Easter vacation
than usual. The students reassemble on Monday, April 17, the day on
which the Annual Conference commences. Will all our friends pray that the
meetings of the week may be full of spiritual life and power, and
productive of great blessings to both pastors and people? Yet another
name has been removed by death from our Conference-roll. Our former
student, Mr. R. Makin, who has been ]aid aside from pastoral work for the
last three years, was recently stricken ,flown by typhoid fever, and
suddenly called to his rest and reward, leaving a widow and six children to
mourn his loss. “Who’ll be the next?”


EVANGELISTS. — Our Bro. H. Knee sends us the following cheering report
of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services at Peckham Park Road:—


“It is with unfeigned gratitude to our gracious God that we record the
manliest blessing which has attended the labors of our brethren, Fullerton
and Smith, at Park-road Chapel, Peckham. From many overflowing hearts
rise the ancient words, ‘ The Lord hath done great things for us, whereof
we are glad.’
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“For a considerable season prior to the commencement of the Mission
earnest prayer was offered, with the distinct view of seeking from the Lord
a preparation for the work, and the expected blessing. Had we nothing but
the experience of the past few weeks to convince us of the fact, it would be
no problem with us as to whether prayer is heard; we know it, and have
seen it. Constantly of late have we heard from parents, teachers, and
others, such words as these — ‘ I prayed for the salvation of my dear ones,
and now, thanks be to God, they are rejoicing in Christ Jesus.’ Others, with
tears in their eyes, testify of their own souls’ salvation, and many who have
long known the Lord are conscious of a marked quickening of their
spiritual life. ‘ Thou, O God, didst send a plentiful rain, whereby thou didst
confirm thine inheritance when it was weary.’


“The services were commenced on Sunday morning, February 12th, by the
usual service in the Chapel, and continued until the evening of March 5th.
From the first the attendance was good, and the expectation evident; and
as the meetings progressed both numbers and interest increased, until the
crowd and the desire to hear the word were without a parallel in the history
of the church.


“On Saturday afternoons, meetings for children were conducted by Mr.
Smith, and certainly we have never seen children listen more attentively
than they did at each service. Although the chapel was packed, and many
of the audience very young, Mr. Smith, by his inimitable way of telling
well-known and well-worn Bible stories, succeeded in holding them all
spellbound until the close of the service. The lessons and spiritual
suggestions were not forgotten, the gospel was simply and earnestly
enforced, and we expect fruits from these meetings in days to come.


“The Song-services on Saturday evenings were most extraordinarily
successful; the chapel was crowded to its utmost capacity, and many were
unable to obtain admission. The brief, bright addresses of Mr. Fullerton,
and the hearty singing of Mr. Smith, aided by a large and efficient choir,
made the meetings immensely popular.


“On Sunday afternoons meeting were held for men only, and the chapel
was again well filled in every part. We shall not quickly forget the sight,
nor will any of those present be likely to forget the earliest words
addressed to them by the evangelists.
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“Meetings for women only were held on Wednesday afternoons, and these
were quite equal to the other meetings in numbers and in interest.


“Of course the Sunday evening services have been the largest, the
commodious lecture-hall close by has been crowded, as well as the chapel,
the pastor taking the overflow meeting, and Mr. Smith singing in both
places. On the last Sunday, in addition to the other three meetings, a
service was held at seven a.m., and the chapel was well filled, whilst the
occasion proved a precious prelude to the after engagements of the day.


“After each evening meeting a prayer-meeting was held, the greater part of
the congregation remaining, and much power being manifested.


“It is early yet to speak much of results, but we have already witnessed
many cases of real conversion. Like Barnabas, we have ,seen the grace of
God, and are glad, and we expect there is much more to follow.


“No words of ours are needful concerning the fitness of our two dear
brethren for their special work, their ability is pre-eminently conspicuous.
That they have the ear of the masses, concerning the irreligiousness of
whom we hearse much, and that the power of the Holy Spirit crowns their
labors with true success, are two facts which, without further comment, we
commend to the earnest consideration of those older brethren who are
angry, and will not go in for such a mission as that which it has been our
privilege to take part in, and our delight to describe. Most earnestly do we
at Park Road continue to pray that a similar blessing may attend our
brethren’s labors wherever they may go.”


On Sunday, March 12, the evangelists commenced a series of services at
Chelsea, in connection with our Brother Page’s church. The report of the
first week’s meetings gives promise of great blessing.


Mr. Burnham asks us to mention that he has removed to 24, Keston-road,
East Dulwich, S.E., and to intimate that he is fully engaged for September,
October, and November; but that he has a few weeks vacant in June and
July if brethren are desiring his services.


ORPHANAGE. — The collectors’ meeting, on Friday evening, March 3, was
a great success. After presenting the contents of their boxes or books to
the gentlemen who sat at the receiving-office, and making an inspection of
the new buildings, the collectors partook of tea in the dining-hall. At the
meeting afterwards, in the same place, the President occupied the chair,
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and thanked all who had helped in any way in the work of caring for the
widow and fatherless. A choir of girls then sang one of their school pieces
very sweetly, and at its close Mr. Charlesworth introduced the Stockwell
Orphanage Hand-belt Ringers. He explained that less than a fortnight
before that evening he had purchased a peal of bells, for which he hoped to
make an appeal to those present, and a friend had kindly taught four of the
boys a little of the art of campanology. The young performers then stepped
forward, and rendered two selections of music in a style that promises well
for the future if they continue to learn as rapidly as they have done during
their first week’s tuition; and, as a consequence of their excellent playing,
several contributions were given at once to defray the cost of the bells. The
principal item in the program, however, was the sketching entertainment by
Mr. J. William’s Benn, entitled “Notes on Noses, and those who wear
them.” This gentleman has a marvelous facility for almost instantaneous
drawing, and very wonderful ace the effects produced by his dexterous
fingers. With a few rapid strokes he depicts upon paper representations of
most of the prominent types of noses, and in humorous, but always wise
and sensible, language keeps his audience interested in the science which he
has studied so well. Mr. Benn is a public benefactor, for he has struck out a
line of amusement for the people in which there is nothing that can possibly
do harm, while there is a great deal that will benefit those who go to hear
what he has to say upon the noses that he sketches in their presence.
Personally we are very grateful to him, for his services were voluntarily and
gladly given to the Orphanage. Before closing the meeting the President
announced that the contents of the boxes and hooks brought in during the
afternoon had amounted to £130, in addition to which many friends had
forwarded by post the sums they had collected. if there are, either in
London or in the country, any ladies or gentlemen who would like to
become collectors, a box or book will be at once forwarded on receipt of a
postcard announcing their wishes, addressed to the Secretary, Stockwell
Orphanage, Clap-ham Road, S.W.


COLPORTAGE. — The following extracts from Colporteurs’ Reports give
some idea of what a valuable agency Colportage is to reach individuals
with the gospel: —


(1) “A whole family has been blessed through my instrumentality. A young
man who was very reckless and wicked was brought to Christ at my Bible-
class. He went home and confessed it to his father and mother. His mother
and one sister have given their hearts to the Lord, and another sister, upon
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whom I called the other day, told me how anxious she was to find Christ. I
prayed with her, and I feel sure that she is now a Christian, and all in the
family, if not yet saved, are now seeking after salvation.”


(2) “One place to which I go is a laundry where there are several women,
besides the family, which is a large one. They always ask me for a little
service of singing, reading, speaking, and prayer. Two have given their
hearts to the Lord, and I have good hope of the others. I sell a good
number of books and monthly magazines here.”


(3.) “I cannot record any direct conversion arising from books, etc. sold,
but am persuaded that the many books and magazines sold by your
Colporteur have tended, during a long period of spiritual dearth, in some
measure to keep alive the grace in the hearts of many, and ofttimes to
produce deep impressions and convictions of sin in others, and I feel that
the improved condition of many has been largely caused by their reading of
good books. I find I have sold during the year 118 Bibles, 192 Testaments,
2,644 books of various prices, 12,784 monthly magazines, 623 packets of
books and cards, and 715 almanacs. All this good reading will and must
have a great influence on the minds and hearts of the people.”


(4) “The Lord has blessed my services to two poor souls this quarter, and I
hear that others are seeking the Savior of winners. I have conducted about
26 services this quarter, some of which have been in the open-air, which
have resulted in some going to the house of prayer who used to loiter in
the street.”


The General Secretary adds that similar cheering reports have been
received from most of our 72 Colporteurs, and addresses to us the
following note: —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — Can anything be done to increase our
General Fund? So far this month the amount received is only £7
16s. We slowly, but surely, spend our capital in the working of the
Districts unless the General Fund keeps up. Our home expenses
were about £20 less last year than the previous one. If you will
kindly apportion to us as much help as possible, when you have the
opportunity, we shall feel very grateful. We are not run aground
yet, but shall soon drift that way unless the tide comes to our
rescue. We must either have increased funds, or give up some of
the districts. — Yours very sincerely,
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“W. CORDEN JONES.”
“March 13th, 1882.”


PERSONAL NOTES.—We continue to receive tidings of souls saved through
our sermon preached last “Derby day.” Here is an extract from one of the
letters bringing us the good news:—


“Mr. Spurgeon, dear Sir:, — I have much pleasure in telling you
that my niece (nineteen years of age) heard you preach here last
June, and through that message was led to Christ. She is now with
him.. I only knew of this a week or two ago, when waiting upon
her in the night. We had sweet talk together of Jesus and his love,
and she then told me how it was she came to him just as she was. I
am very glad to tell you she came when there was a prospect of her
getting better.”


One of our former students, in sending a contribution for one of our
institutions, says: —


“My next item is to inform you that your Sermon, No. 1609 (‘Faith: What
is it? How can it be obtained?’), has been blessed in setting a soul at liberty.
The person is a married woman of good character. Prior to her marriage
she was servant in a Popish family, where all manner of expedients were
resorted to to make her enter their community. Amongst other things they
took her Bible from her, made her attend mass, etc., and, when they found
they could not: prevail, treated her so unkindly that she left her situation
and came home. The loss of her Bible first caused her to prize it, and led
her to realize somewhat of its ‘value, a feeling she has never lost, though
that is years ago. Three years since a serious illness made her thoughtful
and uneasy about her state before God. Then, a year ago a sermon of Mr.
Talmage’s, in The Christian -Herald, broke her down, and made her
completely wretched. All she read, heard, and did only made her burden,
the heavier. One day, however, I put your sermon, No. 1609, into the
hands of her mother, who found it to be marrow and fatness to her soul.
She read it once, twice, thrice, and found it improve on closer
acquaintance, so that on my next visit, a fortnight after, she begged it, and
has it still, and prizes it highly, I can assure you. Having drunk a good
draught of its sweet contents herself, she passed it on to her daughter, who
also read it, and was greatly struck therewith, but could not understand it
the first time, so she read it again, and again, and then came the ‘Jubilate
Dee’, for the night of weeping had given place to the morning of joy, and
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this poor, sorrowing, burdened one found the Savior. Her testimony did
me good to hear. It was so clear, joyous, and unassuming. Now this friend
is before the Church as a candidate for baptism. Though personally I had
no hand in this work, save as I delivered the sermon that God blessed, my
heart is as glad as if the Lord had given me the honor; and you, dear sir, I
know will be only too glad to put the crown on the Savior’s brow. You
preach to a large congregation about here. It is my privilege to visit some
two hundred homes every fortnight with your sermons. One of our
members has a few also for a district I cannot very well take, as the other
occupies much time. Most people gladly receive them, and only a few
refuse them. After we have done with them they go to the Baptist minister
at B____, who distributes them amongst his people. We do not forget you
in prayer; remember us sometimes.”


A friend in Dorset, who reads our sermons at the village services which he
conducts, writes that recently the Lord was pleased to bless the word to a
young man, who is now rejoicing in his Savior. The sermon read on that
occasion was, “Vanities and Verities,” No. 1379. He also adds: — “ Last
Sunday evening I was in another village, and two of God’s children came
to me, after the service, to say how much the word was blessed to their
souls. One old saint especially remarked that she did not know when she
had been so lifted up. The subject was, ‘For whom is the gospel meant?’
(No. 1,345). So you see, my dear sir, that God is pleased to bless the word,
not only as it falls from your lips, but years after, when it is read by other
people.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — Feb. 23, twenty-one; Feb. 27,
eleven; March 2, eighteen.


SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A FRIEND sent us a book entitled “Witty Inventions.” There is genius in the
title: it excites curiosity, and sets one’s mouth watering. We opened the
book, and were at once taken with one of its sententious utterances. It
contented, satisfied, satiated, nauseated us. We had enough and more than
enough in a single line. Henceforth these “witty inventions” are cast to the
moles and to the bats. The author obtained our attention under false
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pretences. Here is the sentence, “The best sermon is that which is least
studied.” This is an invention certainly, but not a witty one. It is as false a
statement as was ever coined. Sermons which have been studied with some
degree of care are often the cause of torture to their hearers; but to
suppose that the case would be altered if our ministers diverted us with
impromptu harangues is absurdity itself. The harvest may be small with all
our ploughing, but it would be nothing at all if the feet of the ox quite
forsook the field. As well might we say that the best dinner is that which is
least cooked, or that the best room is that which is least furnished, as that
the best sermon is that which is least studied.


Let every preacher give diligent attention to reading and meditation; let
him become wise that he may teach the people knowledge. Let him be
much in his library and his closet. Let him use all the help he can. But how
is the preacher to prepare his discourse without aid? Keep the man without
books, and what is he to do? Happily, few of us have long labored at
making bricks without straw; but there are such bondsmen among us, and
for these we would arouse sympathy. Alas, the little library, which was the
preacher’s pride in his unmarried days, has been gradually dissolved into
bread and house-rent, he scarcely knows how. Ask the good man, and he
will tell you how small was the market-value of “The Saint’s Rest,” and
how little he raised upon “The Rise and Progress.” Yes, Matthew Henry
went too, and with it the last chance of his sermons being worth hearing. In
one case we heard of a minister’s family, in which a twopenny homiletical
magazine, which had been taken to help “father” in getting his sermons,
was given up because the few coppers could not be spared, for the famine
was sore in the land. We are sore pained for the lack of food and raiment
for the sake of the good man and his household; but our grief for the
scarcity of books arises out of a wider sympathy, for we think of his
congregation. It is pitiable to think of the poor preacher, bowed down with
cares, cudgelling his brains (none too many to start with), and finding
nothing as the result. Had he been born to lead cattle to the pasture his lot
had been enviable, for now he has to lead his flock to a desert, and as they
gather about him they look up and are not fed.


It is not everybody who sympathizes with a minister in this need, and yet it
is one of the keenest forms of poverty. We feel a kinship with any man who
shares our concern for those afflicted in this direction, and we feel
personally grateful to anybody and everybody who puts a good book on a
minister’s shell It is therefore one of the delights of our life that our
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beloved wife has made ministers’ libraries her great concern. The dear soul
gives herself wholly to it. You should see her stores, her book-room, her
busy helpers on the parcel-day, and the wagon-load of books each
fortnight. The Book Fund at certain hours is the ruling idea of our house.
Every day it occupies the hand and heart of its manager. The reader has
scant idea of the book-keeping involved in the book-giving; but this may be
said,—the loving manager has more than six thousand names on her lists,
and yet she knows every volume that each man has received from the first
day until now. The work is not muddled, but done as if by clockwork, yet
it is performed with a hearty desire to give pleasure to all receivers, and to
trouble no applicant with needless inquiries.


It is no small satisfaction to us to know from countless testimonies that the
seven-and-twenty volumes of our sermons are a quarry, out of which are
digged or hewn discourses for pulpits of every denomination. These tomes
placed in manse libraries will do more for the spread of the gospel than any
other agency known to us. Where could books be placed to such
advantage? Those who desire to see the orthodox faith maintained in the
land can hardly employ a better agency. The blessing is that the volumes
are eagerly sought and joyfully received.


The Report of the Book Fund, which has been lately issued, is as good as
any of its predecessors. It is a good sixpennyworth for size, and worth far
more if judged of by its contents. Few will read it through with dry eyes.
We were going to quote largely from it, but upon second thoughts we
think we will not, but will urge our readers to buy the neat little book for
themselves. Oar publishers will be happy to send it post free for seven
stamps. The Report is full of precious pieces which deserve quotation, but
we will only transfer a single passage in which the continued need of the
work is earnestly stated. We let it tell its own tale, and pray our readers to
heed it. “A lady, writing to me the other day, said she ‘supposed the
ministers were nearly all supplied now’! Never was surmise more
unwarranted and incorrect. The work is as urgent and important as ever,
and the necessity for it as great and pressing. Did anybody ever hear of a
preacher possessing as many books as his heart craved for? I never did; and
I think such a state of contentment must be well-nigh impossible; for the
more a man studies and enlarges his mind the more he hungers and thirsts
for knowledge, and seeks to add to his stores; and the intense delight he
takes in his few precious volumes is a constant incentive to add to their
number. I am daily receiving letters from pastors to whom I made grants
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three or four years ago, whose mental craving, more stimulated than
satisfied by the books previously given, is now urging them to seek further
appliances for the development of thought and intellect. These good men
might truly say —


‘My hunger brings a plenteous store,
My plenty makes me hunger more.’


They tell me with pleasing emphasis of the exceeding value and blessing of
my former gifts, and they draw thence a plea for a renewed consideration
of their needs. It would be, indeed, a hard heart which would refuse them,
and with the coveted treasures at command send them empty away. Help in
pulpit preparation, refreshment of spirit in times of deep depression,
stimulus to private devotion, assistance in pastoral duties, — all these
blessings, and many more, are enfolded in the precious pages bestowed by
the Book Fund, which as truly bless a minister’s soul as they enrich his
library. But although so many of God’s poor servants have had reason to
thank him for the help afforded them in this important matter through the
agency of the Fund, my ambition is by no means satisfied with the present
attainments of my work. There are still hundreds of men in the ministry
whose stock of books is totally inadequate to their needs, and who, though
painfully conscious of their famishing condition, are unable to procure the
ailment which would nourish their souls, and promote their spiritual and
mental growth. If the Book Fund only ministered to the necessities of these
long-settled pastors, its work would be useful and important; but there is
the fact to be considered that our colleges of all denominations are
constantly sending forth their young recruits to the battle of the Lord; and
these are seldom, if ever. “thoroughly furnished” for the warfare which
they seek to accomplish. To aid all these needy ones, to supply all these
longing souls, would without doubt require both more means and more
management than this quiet little service and its happy servant; can ever
hope to command; but with this high aim in view, according as God
prospers us, so do we deal forth our treasures lovingly and gladly till they
be exhausted.”
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THE THREE “THENS” OF LEVITICUS 26


BEING A PRAYER-MEETING ADDRESS


BY C. H. SPURGEON


IN the twenty-sixth chapter of the Book of Leviticus there are three
“THENS,” which will afford us instruction if the Spirit of God will shine
upon them. Turn to the passage and read for yourselves. We have first the
THEN of promise and threatening repeated several times. The children of
Israel were not to make an), graven images, nor to set up any images made
by others, nor to bow to those already set up, but to keep clear of idolatry
in every shape, and worship only their great invisible God, Jehovah, whose
Sabbaths they were to keep and whose precepts they were to obey; and
then the Lord says, “Then I will give you rain in due season, and the land
shall yield her increase, and the trees of the field shall yield their fruit. And
I will give peace in the land, and ye shall lie down, and none shall make you
afraid: and I will rid evil beasts out of the land, neither shall the sword go
through your land. And I will walk among you, and will be your God, and
ye shall be my people.” Very rich are the blessings which the Lord lavishes
upon an obedient people; peace and plenty, conquest and communion, are
the portion of believers whose hearts are chaste towards the Lord.


But should Israel refuse to hearken to the Lord, the chastening would be
terrible indeed.


Listen to these verses from the fifteenth to the eighteenth. “And if ye shall
despise my statutes, or if your soul abhor my judgments, so that ye will not
do all my commandments, but that ye break my covenant: I also will do
this unto you; I will even appoint over you terror, consumption, and the
burning ague, that shall consume the eyes, and cause sorrow of heart: and
ye shall sow your seed in vain, for your enemies shall eat it. And I will set
my face against you, and ye shall he slain before your enemies: they that
hate you shall reign over you; and ye shall flee when none pursueth you.
And if ye will not yet for all this hearken unto me, then I will punish you
seven times more for your sins.”


Is not this first “then” a very terrible one? But this is not all; more sorrows
are added if their sins be multiplied. Read verses 23 and 24: “And if ye will
not be reformed by me by these things, but will walk contrary unto me;
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then will I also walk contrary unto you, and will punish you yet seven times
for your sins.” Here we have stroke upon stroke to break a hard heart. Nor
even there does the judgment rest. Hear again the word of the Lord —
“And it’ ye will not for all this hearken unto me, but walk contrary unto
me; then I will walk contrary unto you also in fury; and I, even I, will
chastise you seven times for your sins.” Brethren, read these words with
holy trembling: they are written not for strangers but for the seed of Israel,
and for us also who are grafted in unto the true olive. Those who are
written in the eternal covenant will find it a hard thing to sin against the
Lord their God. The utterly ungodly often go unpunished in this life, for
their punishment is reserved for the world to come, where the due reward
of their deeds shall be meted out to them for ever and ever; but the Lord
dealeth far otherwise with his own, whose transgressions he hath blotted
out. These are absolved in their relation to him as a Judge, but as children
they come under his fatherly discipline, and out of love to them he causes
them in this life to smart for their sins if they break the law of his house. As
our covenant God the Lord is jealous. He is no Eli who ruins his sons by
indulgence, but he scourgeth every son whom he receiveth. Very heavily
has the Lord chastised some of his children. I ask you not to judge of one
case by another, nor suppose that all the family must needs be scourged in
the same measure. The Lord speaks of the Church as having compassion
and making a difference, and he in mercy makes differences in discipline,
because real differences of character exist. Certain of the Lord’s beloved
ones were happily led to Christ in their early days, and therefore know
nothing of those sins which are the torment of others; when these are kept
by divine grace from all inconsistency the rod is little needed, and few
clouds darken their path; but there are others of rougher mould and sadder
experience, who smarted much at their first conversion, and having
wandered again are brought back with heavy chastisements, and waters of
a full cup are wrung out to them. The Lord may be dealing in discipline
with some among you, and if so, you will smart indeed, for the heavenly
Father never plays with the rod, but uses it in real earnest. It may be that
sorrow of heart consumes your eyes, and your strength is spent in vain: a
blight from the Lord seems to have fallen upon you both in temporal and in
spiritual things; you sow, but you do not reap; you labor and obtain not. A
faintness is in your head, so that the sound of a shaken leaf doth chase you,
and you have no power to stand before your enemies: Sin and Satan, doubt
and desolation triumph over you, and you flee when none pursueth. To you
it has happened as in the nineteenth verse, “I will break the pride of your
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power,” for now you find no spiritual power within you, even power in
prayer is gone, and all around you is barren; God hath made your heaven as
iron, and your earth as brass. Ah me! you are in a woeful plight, for your
strength is spent in vain, and your plagues are multiplied according to your
sins.


It comes to this, my dear brother, that you are to be driven from your sins.
God is “avenging the quarrel of his covenant,” as he solemnly says in verse
twenty-five. Read that word and mark it. It is an awful thing to have God
walking contrary to you; and yet he told you that he would do so if you
walked contrary to him. What else could you expect? If you are his dear
child he will be much grieved if he sees you act like a traitor; if you have
leaned upon his bosom as a favored friend, he has a greater interest in you;
and he cannot therefore endure to see you polluted. The dearer you are to
God, the more angry will he be with you when you sin. The more he loves
you, the more determined will he be to drive out the evil, and rid you of the
abominable thing which his soul hateth. A judge when he is sitting upon the
bench may feel a great indignation against a robber, or a murderer, yet he
does not show it, but calmly condemns him to suffer the penalty of the law.
See that judge without his robes, acting as a father at home: his child has
transgressed, and now he is really angry, and shows far more sharpness
towards his child than towards the offender. He who spoke in cold
measured tones to the gross criminal now speaks severely, and with heat of
spirit to his own offending boy. You all understand it; his wrath is of that
kind which grows out of the truest love, a love which cannot suffer evil in
its darling object. The child does not think his father loves him much when
he makes him tingle and smart beneath his strokes, but we who are wiser
understand that “herein is love.”


When God chastens you, my brother, yield at once, and yield completely. If
you do not, you may take warning from this chapter, for the Lord puts his
threatening before you three times over, “And if ye will not be reformed by
me by these things, but will walk contrary unto me; then will I also walk
contrary unto you, and will punish you yet seven times for your sins.” The
old Roman judges when they passed along the streets were attended by
lictors, and these lictors carried an axe bound up in a bundle of rods, to
signify this, that offenders should first be beaten with rods, but if these rods
were of no use they should be slain with the axe. I beseech every soul that
is under the striving influences of the Spirit, or suffering from the trials of
Providence, to hear at once the warning voice of the rod; for those who
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will not hear the rod must feel the axe. The Lord useth great discretion and
deliberation, for he doth not afflict willingly: when little will suffice he will
smite but little. If men humble themselves under his mighty hand he will
exalt them in due time; but, if they refuse and rebel, he will smite them
more and more, till he has chastened them seven times for their sins. “Then
I will walk contrary unto you also in fury; and I, even I, will chastise you
seven times for your sins.” We have known some men lose all their goods
before they have turned to their God. Diseases, accidents, sicknesses have
followed each other in quick succession, and hardly would they repent
when they were all wounds and bruises and putrefying sores. Death has
rent away their darlings; lovely children have been followed to the grave by
their yet more precious mother; and hardly’ then has the proud spirit
broken down. It has seemed as if Pharaoh was alive again, and the plagues
were being repeated. Alas, in some cases there has even been a hardening
as the result of affliction; the man has accused God of harshness, and has
refused to turn to the chastening hand. Ah, me! what sorrows such are
preparing for themselves. Those whom the Lord means to bless he will go
on smiting till they bow before him, and make a full surrender. THEN, when
they continue to rebel, then when they still harden their neck, then when
they will not hear the rod, then when they cleave to their idols and depart
from the Most High, then he will make them to pine away in their iniquity
and will set his face against them.


We are glad to come to the second THEN of wise and penitent action. In
the fortieth verse of this chapter we read, “If they shall confess their
iniquity, and the iniquity of their fathers, with their trespass which they
trespassed against me, and that also they have walked contrary unto me;
and that I also have walked contrary unto them, and have brought them
into the land of their enemies; if then their un-. circumcised hearts be
humbled, and they then accept of the punishment of their iniquity. Then
will I remember my covenant with Jacob, and also my covenant with Isaac,
and also my covenant with Abraham will. I remember; and I will remember
the land.” They were brought very low: they were even driven out of their
land to perish among the heathen; and God seemed utterly to have cast
them of, but he declares that even then he would remember his covenant
and restore them, if they would turn from their iniquities, — their turning
from iniquity would be the turning-point of their affairs; the end of woe,
and the dawn of hope.
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I beg you to look at the call of mercy, and see when judgment will stay its
hand. They were first to “confess their iniquity,” and then would come the
mercy, but not till then. O you chastened ones, are you prepared to
acknowledge your transgressions, and your doings which are not good?
They were to confess their trespass, their own peculiar trespass, whatever
that might be; their hearts were to search out sin, confess it and mourn
over it; then would forgiveness come, — -there can be no pardon till this is
done. We must take sin to ourselves before God can put it away from us.
Next, their heart was to be humbled: see the forty-first verse — “ If their
uncircumcised hearts be humbled.” Proud sinners cannot be pardoned
sinners. If we are not submissive there are more plagues in store. They
were to be lowly, and then they would be cleansed from sin. Humility dates
the hour of comfort. Observe, also, the peculiar point, that they were to
accept the punishment of their iniquity, by which, I suppose, is meant that
they must see their sorrow to be the result of their sin, and must own that it
was a just infliction, a natural fruit of their own conduct. We are to have no
quarrel with God, but to own that we deserve all that he has put upon us,
and that if he should cast us into hell itself he would be just then, may we
look for grace. If a child should say, “Father, you do well to punish me, for
I deserve it,” the father would put up the rod, for it would have wrought its
cud; and when a soul has been sore broken, till it sobs out in its agony, I
deserve thy rod; “I deserve thy eternal wrath, O God,” then, then, then it is
that the Lord accepts the repentance, and looks with an eye of mercy upon
the contrite one.


The third THEN will be observed in the forty-second verse. “Then will I
remember my covenant” — “Then will I remember my covenant with
Jacob, and also my covenant with Isaac, and also my covenant with
Abraham will I remember; and I will remember the land. The land also shall
be left of them, and shall enjoy her sabbaths, while she lieth desolate
without them: and they shall accept of the punishment of their iniquity:
because, even because they despised my judgments, and because their soul
abhorred my statutes.” “Yet for all that,” he mentions all their sins, and he
says in the forty-fourth verse, “Yet for all that, when they be in the land of
their enemies, I will not cast them away, neither will I abhor them, to
destroy them utterly, and to break my covenant with them: for I am the
Lord their God. But I will for their sakes remember the covenant of their
ancestors, whom I brought forth out of the land of Egypt in the sight of the
heathen, that I might be their God: I am the Lord.” Now, fellow-sinner,
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when the Lord has brought you down to accept the punishment which he
has laid upon you, then will he remember his covenant, that old and
glorious covenant of grace which was made with faithful Abraham, which,
better still, is made with every believer in the person of the Lord Jesus
Abraham was the father of the faithful, and the covenant is made with all
the faithful, with all the trusters, and God will remember it towards them.
What is the tenor of it? “I will be merciful to their unrighteousness, and
their sins and their iniquities will I remember no more.’: “A new heart also
will I give you, and a new spirit will I put within you.” This is the covenant
of grace, and oh! it is a blessed thing when God remembers it on our
behalf, for then he remembers no more the iniquities of his people. Poor
sinner, though he has hunted you down and pursued you in his fierce anger,
though conviction has broken you as a lion tears its prey, though you fear
that the Lord has cast you away from all hope of grace, and outlawed you
from all hope, yet if you accept your punishment, then you, even you, shall
sing of pardon fought with blood.


“Then” when you are proud he will smite you; “then,” when he has smitten
you, you are to accept your punishment; “then,” ‘when you have accepted
your punishment and confessed your sin, the Lord will remember his
covenant, and forgive all your iniquity. Observe well the three steps:
chastisement when you are wrapped up in your iniquities; genuine
submission when you feel the chastisement; and full covenant blessing
when your submission is fully made. If any of us are now smarting, may we
hasten there and then to full confession, and may we then receive
restoration and comfort. God is very punctual, may he never find us
procrastinating.


God grant that we may be kept from sin, or if we fall into it, may he deliver
us from its power; and if one of these thens happens to us, may the others
follow in merciful succession.


NOTES


Facts and Theories as to a Future State. By F. W. GRANT, New York.
Cathcart, 20, Fourth Avenue.


OF all the books written in defense of the Scriptural doctrine of future
punishment as against current theories this is the most complete,
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exhaustive, and conclusive yet to hand. Every new view is examined and
then demolished: universalizm and annihilation are both proved to be
unscriptural: whilst the propounders of them, from Farrar to Dobney, from
Edward White to Samuel Cox, are subjected to a logic scrutiny, such as
makes them destroy one another. It is essentially a student’s book, and we
trust is the last word in this almost interminable controversy: it is time we
taught the Scriptures rather than the brainspinning of men.


Green Pastures and Still Waters. Psalm 23. By J. DENHAM SMITHS. J. E.
Hawkins.


THE literature of the 23rd Psalm would make a library of its own: and yet
here is another book on the same theme, and no unworthy one. Mr. Smith
has his own way of looking at truth, with which we do not always agree,
and yet there is in him so much of loyalty to Jesus, and sweetness of speech
about him, that we forget the man in the master, and revel instead of
reviewing. There is unction, beauty, mellowness, and freshness of
treatment here that fairly wins us, and the little volume must go on to our
shelves. It has our best commendation.


Counsels and Thoughts for the Spiritual Life of Believers. Nisbet and Co.


THESE are no ordinary religious “snatches,” in the form of daily portions,
for believers. The author’s vessel does not hug the coast of ordinary
experience, but launches out into the deep waters of confident trust,
assured faith, and intense consecration. Every paragraph tells of an
experimental fellowship with Jesus and a closeness of intercourse which fit
it for becoming the guide and adviser of others. Certainly there is here no
milk for babes, but strong meat for those who are of full age.


Pulpit Talent, etc. Literary Varieties by HORACE BUSHNELL, D.D. R.D.
Dickinson.


WHILST in some of these papers, especially the one on “Christian
comprehensiveness,” there is much of teaching with which we cannot
agree, yet in others there is a fund of fresh, bright, powerful truth that
compels our admiration and assent. The two papers on the preacher’s
qualifications and work are about as fresh and suggestive as anything that
could be said on such a well-worn theme; and the student or preacher
would be dull indeed who is not quickened thereby. With careful and
discriminating reading these papers cannot but do good.
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NOTES.


Many times we meet in American newspapers with our own name adorned
or disfigured with a doctor’s degree. In a periodical we see month after
month an extract from


THE. Rev. C. H. SPURGEON, D.D.


We like the prefix quite as well as the affix, that is to say, we detest them
equally. Robert Robinson wrote in his journal “wondered how any man
could be so silly as to call me reverend.” Shall we not all wonder in some
more rational condition of our brains at a great many things which we now
admire?


The Treasury of David is now being reprinted in New York by Messrs.
Funk. It is a great venture for a publisher, but the enterprise of this pushing
house has in this ease been abundantly rewarded. May a blessing rest on
our work, as it Will now be read by thousands of American pastors. We
are making rapid progress with volume 6.


A firm is advertising certain pictures with a recommendation from Mr.
Spurgeon, but Mr. Spurgeon has never seen the aforesaid pictures: the
articles of which he spoke so highly were a number of very handsomely
illuminated texts, and his words ought not to be applied to other articles.


On Friday evening, March 17, the annual meeting of the Tabernacle
Sunday-school was held in the Lecture Hall. owing to the absence, through
illness, of the President, Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, the chair was taken by the
Right Hon. the Earl of Shaftesbury, K.G., who referred, in his address, to
the priceless value of Sunday-schools, giving instances of the benefits to
the young.


Mr. Pearce, superintendent, reported that there are now in the school 1330
scholars; of whom 299 are over 15 years of age, 108 are church members,
36 having joined during the past year. There are also 109 teachers,
including officers, all of whom are church members: such only being
admissible according to the rules of the school. The sum of £136 6s. has
been raised for missionary purposes, in addition to £50, collected in Mr.
Wigney’s Bible-class, for Chinese missions, and £184 hs. ld. realized by the
Sunday-school stall at the bazaar for the Girls’ Orphanage. The Prayer-
meetings, Preparation-class, Children’s Services, Library and Magazine
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Department, Young Christians’ Association, Dorcas Society, and Band of
Hope are all in a prosperous condition, and, above all, there have been
evident signs of the presence and blessing of God. One of the scholars, a
little girl of seven summers, was seized in the early part of the year with
inflammation of the heart. On her dying bed, she said, “Father, I want to
sing you ‘There is a green hill far away!’“ He was a stranger to the love of
Jesus, but from that time a change began in him, and two months ago he
came before the church for membership. Another friend, who has attended
the school for seventeen years, has just found the Savior. We bless God for
the early and latter rain.


Addresses were given by Pastors J. A. Spurgeon, and W. William’s, of
Upton Chapel, and Mr. T. Brain, of the Sunday School Union.


The Sunday-school Choir, conducted by Mr. Wighey, gave a selection of
pieces during the evening from the service of song entitled “Under the
Palms.”


These paragraphs refer to the one school in the Tabernacle; we are happy
to say that there are several other schools belonging to our church, and
that altogether they contain more than 6000 scholars.


On Sunday afternoon, April 16, under the auspices of our newly-formed
Total Abstinence Society, Mr. R. T. Booth delivered a Gospel Temperance
address in the Tabernacle. The building was nearly crowded, and the
immense audience listened to the appeals of this earnest evangelist with
great attention, many being moved to tears by the pathetic story of his own
reclamation, and the thrilling narrative of his efforts to rescue others. He
has not by any means labored in vain, for since last September, when
separate registers for new abstainers, and for old teetotallers who have
donned the blue ribbon, were commenced, 150,000 fresh pledges have
been obtained at his meetings. His motto is truly “Jesus only.” He implores
Christians to become abstainers for Christ’s sake, he entreats abstainers not
to rest satisfied without faith in the Savior, and he pleads with drunkards to
sign the total abstinence pledge, and at the same time to trust for salvation,
to the blood of the Lamb.


This work, so far as we have been able to judge of it by the reports in
various papers, and the testimony of friends who have taken part in the
meetings, has our full sympathy. The only hope of permanently reclaiming
drunkards, and saving the church and the nation from the evils of







658


intemperance lies in the gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ. This fact is fully
recognized by the leaders of this movement, and the enforcement of it in all
their addresses goes far to account for the marvelous success which has
crowned their labors. When we hear of tens of thousands in one town
signing the pledge, and taking the blue ribbon, and learn that scores of
public-houses, and even breweries, have been closed for want of
customers, we thank God that at last the victory is being won, and we pray
that the complete overthrow of the evil traffic may be speedily
accomplished.


Our Tabernacle Society continues steadily to prosecute the work for which
it was organized. The weekly meetings have been so well attended that
they have had to be transferred to the large Lecture-hall, and the number of
pledges has been constantly increasing. On the Tuesday evening following
Mr. Booth’s address, Mr. W. Noble, of the Hoxton Town Hall, paid a visit
to the Society, and as the result of his earnest advocacy of Gospel
Temperance eighty person, signed the pledge, and one hundred put on the
blue ribbon, in addition to one hundred and sixty who had signed the
pledge at the close of Mr. Booth’s address on the Sunday afternoon.


COLLEGE. — Since our last notice Mr. J. W. Campbell has settled at
Arbroath, N.B., and the following brethren have removed:-- Mr. H.
Bradford, from Brixham, to Princes-street, Northampton; and Mr. W,
Hillier, Mus. Doc., from Wingrave, to Bartholomew-street, Exeter; and
Mr. W. Compton. late of Brighton, has accepted the pastorate of the Union
Church, Cosport.


CONFERENCE. — Of course, the great College event of the past month has
been the EIGHTEENTH ANNUAL CONFERENCE OF THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE


ASSOCIATION — a matter which, now that all is over, demands a jubilant
song of praise. The meetings were commenced, as usual, by a gathering for
prayer at the College, on Monday afternoon, April 17, after which about
two hundred of the pastors and students partook of tea together at South-
street Chapel, Greenwich, by the kind invitation of Pastor C. Spurgeon and
his friends, who gave the brethren a most hearty reception. All must have
felt at home among such warm-hearted hosts. In the evening the spacious
chapel was crowded for the public meeting, at which the President of the
College, C. It. Spurgeon took the chair. Addresses were delivered by the
Chairman, Pastors R. F. Jeffrey (Folkestone), F. J. Feltham (Winslow), S.
H. Akehurst (Arthur-street, Camberwell), and N. Dobson (Deal), Mr. A.
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G. Everett, a student still in the College, and Pastor C. Spurgeon, who
presided when his father had to leave the meeting in order to husband his
strength for the following day. The collection for the College funds realized
£15. At the same hour the Vice-President, J. A. Spurgeon, conducted the
usual prayer-meeting at the Tabernacle, at which prayer was presented by
several of the brethren, and addresses were delivered by Pastors T. W.
Medhurst (Lake-road, Landport), and W. F. Stead (Worthing). Altogether,
the meetings of Monday augured well for the success of the week; and,
looking back upon the whole Conference, we eau distinctly trace a
constant widening of the stream of blessing right to the close, when it had
become a mighty spiritual torrent, which fairly carried us away, until many
of us could scarcely tell whether we were in the body or out of it.


On Tuesday morning, April 18, the first hour was occupied with grateful
thanksgiving to the Lord for past mercies, and earnest wrestling for fresh
favors at his hands. The President then delivered his inaugural address,
founded upon the text, ,’When I am weak, then am I strong.” (2
Corinthians 12:10). As we hope to publish the address in the Magazine it is
only necessary to say here that it was said by many that the speaker was an
illustration of his own subject, for in his weakness he was made strong for
the important task upon which he was engaged. After a brief recess the
brethren reassembled, and transacted the business of the Conference. The
principal items of public interest are the following:-The President
appropriately referred to the deaths of Brethren H. H. Garrett, D. Lyall, R.
Makin, H. Marsden, and D. Morgan; the names of eighteen students who
have been for more than six months in the College were added to the
Conference-roll, and certain other names were, for various reasons,
removed. Mrs. Spurgeon, though unable to be present, gave to each
minister a book which she hoped would be useful in suggesting thoughts
and subjects for sermons, and a hearty vote of thanks was unanimously
accorded for her kindness. C.F. Allison, Esq., reported the last year’s
receipts from the College Mutual Assurance Community. Each man pays
5s., and then at the death of a wife receives £10, and £5 at the death of a
child, and this to poor men is a great help in the time of sorrow and of
necessary expense. Through the goodness of God the deaths had been so
few this year that a surplus remained. Mr. Allison was very cordially
thanked for his management of the fund, and asked to continue his services
during the present year, and the balance in hand was carried forward to
meet possible claims in the future.
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MONDAY, JUNE, 19, the President’s birthday, was fixed as the day to be set
apart for special united prayer by all the churches connected with the
Conference. It is much wished that this would be more generally noted
when the time comes. A letter, which is printed in full in the report at the
end of the present Magazine, was read from the Canadian branch of the
Pastors’ College Association, and also a communication concerning the
work of the brethren in Australia, from Pastor A. J. Clarke, West
Melbourne, in response to which the President was desired to send a hearty
message of loving greeting, not only to the brethren in the Dominion and at
the Antipodes, but to all the members of our holy brotherhood throughout
the world. In fulfillment of this desire, and dropping for the moment the
editorial “we,” I, C. H. Spurgeon, hereby, “with mine own hand,” carry out
the wish of the assembled brethren.


On Tuesday evening, instead of the usual soirie, Mr. Charlesworth’s Song-
service entitled “Valor and Victory” was given at Stockwell Baptist
Chapel, by the kind permission of Mr. Maclean and his friends. Addresses
were delivered by the President, and Pastors E. J. Edwards (Dover), and
W. J. Mayers (Bristol), and the musical portion of the service was ably
rendered by Messrs. Chamberlain, Mayers, Parker, and J. M. Smith, the
orphanage choir, and the Southwark Choral Society, under the efficient
leadership of Mr. John Courtnay. During an interval between some of the
pieces the Stockwell Orphanage Campanologists delighted the audience
with an exhibition of their powers of manipulating their peal of handbells. It
was a soul-stirring evening. These Song-services are a charming means of
grace, and are adapted greatly to bless both believers and such as are out of
the way.


On Wednesday morning, April 19, after a short season spent in prayer,
Pastor A. Bax, of Salters’ Hall Chapel, Islington, read a paper on
“Expectation in our work.” This led to an interesting and profitable
discussion, which was followed by another paper on “The element of
personal character in ministerial work,” read by Pastor George Hill, M.A.,
of Leeds. As we hope, month by month, to place before our readers all the
papers read at the recent Conference we will not refer to them at length
here, but it is our firm conviction that we have never had a better quartette
of essays, and that the men who can write such productions are quite able
to hold their own against an equal number of representatives of any other
school of the prophets. We do not boast of them, but we do magnify the
grace which has enabled so many of our brethren to occupy important
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posts in the field of Christian service, and to fill their positions with ever-
increasing credit to their alma mater.


In the afternoon, the subscribers and friends of the College met for tea, and
afterwards assembled in the lecture-hall for the annual meeting. George
William’s, Esq., nobly fulfilled the duties of chairman; prayer was offered
by Mr. S. Thompson; the President and Vice-President described the work
of the College during the past year; Pastors F. H. White (Talbot-road
Tabernacle), and C. B. Sawday (Vernon Chapel, Pentonville), referred to
the connection between the College and the Young Men’s Christian
Association; Mr. J. M. Smith and Pastor C. Spurgeon spoke of the blessing
that had rested upon the labors of the evangelists; and Mr. Harry Wood
gave a thrilling and touching account of the work of various brethren in
Australia, where he hopes after a little while again to preach with the same
success which has attended his efforts hitherto. At 8:45 the large company
adjourned to the Tabernacle lecture-hall, to partake of the supper given By
the President and two friends, and provided by Mr. Murrell and his co-
workers. Mr. Spurgeon stated that there would be no drinking of toasts,
but he expressed his heartiest thanks to the chairman for presiding, and in
the name of the whole assembly wished him long life, prosperity,
happiness, and all other good things. The total amount promised or
contributed -it the supper-table, together with the donations of friends
unable to be present, was £2,150. This amount would not have been
reached had not the chairman been generous in the highest degree; finding
that the amount was for the moment below £2,000, he volunteered a,
second hundred guineas, and this awakened the zeal of others, and carried
us up to this large amount.


Thursday, April 20, was another season of high spiritual enjoyment. First
came, as usual, a short devotional service: next the Vice-President
delivered his address founded upon the words, “He which stablisheth us
with you in Christ, is God.” (2 Corinthians 1:21) Then Pastor C. A. Davis,
of Bradford, read the paper entitled, “How Jesus trained his preachers,”
which is printed at the beginning of this magazine; and after a brief but
useful discussion, Pastor W. B. Haynes, of Stafford, read his wonderful
paper on “The essential nobility of our ministry.” We think all our brethren
will agree with us, especially when they remember that this paper had to be
written under sore domestic affliction and expected bereavement, that
while every brother has done gloriously, Bro. Haynes has a special claim
upon our gratitude.
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In the evening, after a large number of friends had taken tea with the
ministers in the schoolroom, the annual public meeting was held in the
Tabernacle, which was almost crowded. Several of our sweet singers
charmed us with their melodious music; the President and Vice-President
again shared the pleasant duty of presiding, and presenting the report for
the year; and addresses were given by Mr. Harry Wood and Pastors A.
Bird (Sandown) and C. T. .Johnson (Longton, Staffs.). Each brother had a
tale to tell that brought tears of joy to our eyes, and feelings of
thankfulness to our hearts, as they proclaimed what the Lord had done by
them and by others through the preaching of the gospel. At the close of the
meeting the ministers and students were entertained to supper in the
lecture-hall, when again all toast-drinking was omitted, and sentiments of
gratitude to the tutors of the College and the deacons of the Tabernacle
church were expressed by chosen speakers and acknowledged by the Vice-
President and Mr. B. W. Carr.


The Friday in Conference week is always the great day of our Feast of
Tabernacles, and this year has been no exception to the rule. At the
suggestion of the London committee, Pastor E.G. Clange, of Broad-mead
Chapel, Bristol, was asked to relieve the President by preaching to the
brethren, and most heartily did he accept the responsibility, and right nobly
did he justify his brethren’s choice. He took for his text the oft-quoted
words, “He that winneth souls is wise” (Proverbs. 11:30), and preached
from them a sermon that none could hear without devout thankfulness and
solemn heart-searching, and that all who heard will remember with delight
and profit for many a day to come.


At the communion-table the President gave a short address, founded upon
the words, “And when I saw him, I fell at his feet as dead. And he laid his
right hand upon me, saying unto me, Fear not: I am the first and the last: I
am he that liveth, and was dead; and, behold, I am ,’dive for evermore,
Amen; and have the keys of hell and of death.” At the close of the sacred
service the whole assembly stood, as usual, with hands linked in one
unbroken chain, in token of the bond that binds us together, and sang
Psalm 122.


During the farewell dinner the President called Mr. Murrell to the front of
the platform, and after referring to his great services to the College, read
the following address, which the brethren desired unanimously to present
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to him, appropriately illuminated and framed, together with some suitable
memento of their hearty appreciation of his devotion to their interests: —


“Pastors’ College Eighteenth Annual Conference, April, 1882.


“It was unanimously agreed ‘that the warmest thanks of the assembled
brethren be given to our ever-zealous and indefatigable friend, William C.
Murrell, Esq., deacon of the church at the Metropolitan Tabernacle, for his
most efficient and oft-repeated services for the College, not only in
connection with the care of the weekly offering every Lord’s-day, but
especially during the period of our Annual Conference. For many years our
comfort has been secured and our enjoyment promoted by’ the arduous
labor and admirable skill of our good brother in providing for our personal
refreshment, as also in carrying out the arrangements for the annual supper
to the subscribers of the College. We gratefully recognize and appreciate
our friend’s unique powers, which are so freely and continuously
consecrated in a sphere so peculiarly his own. We wonder at and admire
the successful manner in which he has uniformly secured the material
comfort of our meetings, and we thank hint with all our hearts. 5fay the
great Provider of all good, who ‘will not allow even a cup of cold water to
be bestowed in vain, refresh our esteemed brother in all spiritual things as
richly as, like a good deacon, he has helped to serve ore’ table. To .’him
and his family we wish health and all needed good for many years, that he
may still minister to the necessities of the saints, and himself enjoy that
meat which endureth, to everlasting life. — Signed for the Conference.”


Mr. Murrell feelingly acknowledged the gift, and expressed the great
delight he had in serving the brethren, and in helping the President in any
way. Our faithful Remembrancer, Pastor F. H. White, then reported first
178 pastors had collected or contributed, during the past year, £499 1s. 6d.
for the College funds. A few earnest closing speeches were made
expressive of esteem and affection for the President and Mrs. Spurgeon,
the Vice-president, the tutors, the deacons, and- all helpers, and the
Eighteenth Annual Conference was fittingly closed with the doxology and
the benediction.


The President feels that he cannot close these Notes without a personal
acknowledgment of his deep gratitude to the Lord, who so graciously
heard the many prayers presented on his behalf, and who not; only enabled
him to occupy his post right through the Conference, but made the
excitement and enthusiasm of the holy gathering minister to his more
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speedy recovery, so that instead of being, as he feared, exhausted by the
week’s engagements, he was even stronger at the cud than he had been at
the beginning of the meetings. Nor can he forget the loving words and
affectionate bearing of all the brotherhood, nor the generous hospitality of
those who entertained the ministers, nor the liberality of the liberal donors,
nor any of the kindnesses innumerable which have been showered upon
him. Of all men he is the most in debt to his brethren, and to his God.


EVANGELISTS.—Pastor W. H. J. Page sends us the following report of
Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services at Chelsea: —


“A series of meetings, unexampled in the history of Chelsea Chapel, has
been conducted here from March 12th to April 2nd, by our beloved
brethren, Messrs. Fullerton and Smith. Mr. Fullerton was no stranger at
Chelsea, and memories of his former visit awakened great expectations for
the present one; and we now thankfully record that, notwithstanding
special difficulties and unexpected hindrances, the success of the effort has
been very great. Our chapel is large, and by no means easy to fill, but to
our great joy it has been filled again and again during these services. We
have also, abundant testimony that the gospel preached and sung has been
blessed to many. Christians have been revived and cheered; backsliders
have been restored; and others have been aroused and saved. A special
blessing has rested upon some of our senior classes, and many of their
members have, we trust, been brought to decision.


“Possibly we should have still greater results to speak of but for what has
seemed to us a succession of adverse providences, which have certainly
affected the work. It was with great regret that on the first Sunday we
heard of Mr. Spurgeon’s illness, and that Mr. Fullerton would take his
place at the Tabernacle in the evening; and our regret was deepened when
the continuance of that illness deprived us of our brother’s presence on the
following Sunday. We could not refuse to spare him to serve one whom we
so much love, however great the loss might be to us. Then on the
Wednesday of the see(red week, just after a most delightful and profitable
meeting for women only, our dear friend was suddenly summoned to
Ireland by the death of his mother. The announcement of his departure at
the evening meeting was a great shock to all, and much sympathy was
expressed. The necessary result, too, was that on the third Sunday he was
again away from us. During his absence Mr. Smith carried on the meet-
tugs, with the kind and valued help .of Mr. Charlesworth and Mr.
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Chamberlain, and we rejoice to know that the labors of each were made
useful..


“It was originally intended to close the mission on Saturday, April 1st, but
in consideration of the disappointment which marty had experienced in
failing to hear Mr. Fullerton, arrangements were made with Mr.
Charrington for our brethren to stay the, following Sunday at Chelsea. On
this day rite chapel was thrice tilled with people, and it was a day of much
power and blessing:; though to many of us it was clouded by the illness of
our beloved deacon, Mr. S. Edwards, who died the same night. Thus, all
through, our joy has been tinged with sorrow, and we have had to exercise
faith in the wisdom of the overruling hand which has arranged events so
contrary to our wishes. Notwithstanding all, we review the services with
joyful gratitude, and anticipate permanent fruits from them.”


COLPORTAGE. — The Secretary asks us to mention that the annual meeting
will be held at the Tabernacle on Monday evening May 8, when Mr.
Spurgeon hopes to preside, and to distribute the prizes promised to the
Colportents last year. Dr. Donald Fraser has kindly promised to address the
meeting, and about twenty of the Colporteurs will be present, several of
whom will give accounts of their work.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: — March, 30, nineteen.
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REPORT OF THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


1881-82


THE Pastors’ College completed its twenty-fifth year at the end of last
July,. That quarter of a century of College: history has not been without its
trials of faith and labors of love, but it has been specially notable for the
goodness and lovingkindness of the Lord, to whom be glory for his
faithfulness and grace. Those who saw the commencement of the
institution will not be without wonder that it has survived so long, and
those who befriended it in those early clays will not be without gratitude
that it has remained true to its holy purpose, and has been so greatly
prospered in accomplishing it. late sought to promote the earnest preaching
of the gospel of our fathers, and we have not failed. Its beginning,
however, was small, and open to severe criticism, and few spared it; yet it
had its ardent friends. Dr. Campbell, who attended one of the earliest
annual meetings of the College, thus wrote of it: — “This College, in all
points, is an exceedingly interesting affair. It is a thing by itself; there is
nothing to be compared with it in these islands. It shows its founder to be
the very incarnation of the spirit of ecclesiastical revolution; perhaps we
should rather say, it shows him to be a singular ecclesiastical originality.
Not satisfied with things as now existing in colleges, and guided by his
strong instincts, he determined, in a happy hour, to create something for
himself. His habit has been, from the first, to do things in a new way.
Heedless alike of novelty and antiquity, he desires the useful, and is never
satisfied till he has found it. In nothing has he studied singularity for its
own sake. He has simply given himself up to the inspiration of his own
genius, which has led him, here,, and there, and yonder, to do this, and
that, and he has always been successful. He acts in everything as if he had
been the first actor, and as if this were the first age of Christian society,
with neither ancestry nor precedent. What is good? What is better? What is
best? This point settled, to work he goes, and he rests not till the object has
been accomplished.”


The worthy doctor has long since gone to his rest, but had it been possible
for him to have remained among us he would have seen something much
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more extraordinary in the continuance of the institution than in the
commencement of it. It is very easy to plan and project, very easy to
inaugurate with a flourish of trumpets, and very easy to push forward for a
few years in a novel track; but to plod on through half a lifetime in the
selfsame form of effort — this is the work, this is the difficulty. To God’s
grace alone we give honor as we see the work of our hands established
upon us, and behold our College happy and prosperous after all these
years. Old friends have fallen asleep, tutors have retired through very age,
youths whom we called students are now in the prime of life as ministers,
and the founder himself is weakened by repeated sickness till he feels but
half his former self; but as the days of a tree are the days of this College,
and the church shall long enjoy the fruit thereof. Dwelling in its own
freehold building, gathering hundreds to its Annual Conferences, and
having brave sons in all quarters of the globe, the College can say, “The
Lord hath been mindful of us, he will bless us.”


There is little need to enlist the sympathy of our readers for our object, for
all are now agreed that preachers of the gospel are all the better for being
men of education. Time was when an educated ministry was looked upon
by certain of our brethren as a questionable blessing, indeed it was thought
that the less a minister knew the better, for there was then the more room
for him to be taught of God. From the fact that God does not need man’s
wisdom it was inferred that he does need man’s ignorance; indeed, some
seemed to be leaning to the opinion of the Mohammedans, who have long
considered idiots to be inspired. Many devout persons doubted whether the
preacher should study at all; they looked upon books as “dead men’s
brains,” and conceived of all knowledge as of a thing which necessarily
puffeth up. The venerable Daniel Jackson, a Baptist minister of Indiana,
said, at the Conference of churches held in 1880, that “he had a lively
recollection of the obstacles placed in the way of study and mental
improvement in connection with his first pastorate. He had no books, and
no money wherewith to buy them, and there was a strong prejudice among
his parishioners against human learning; but he saved twenty dollars out of
wedding-fees and the like, went fifteen miles to purchase a Commentary on
the Bible, came home with his treasure at night, when it was dark, that it
might not be seen, kept it secreted in a private apartment, and never
ventured to bring it out and read it without setting his wife to watch at the
door, as a sentinel, to give the alarm when anyone came. A visitor, alas! of
the gentler sex, at last discovered the poor offending book, and reported
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that the minister studied out his text! The news flew like lightning. If he
had had the small-pox packed away in his bookcase the consternation
could not have been greater; the whole parish, with one of the deacons at
the head, was up in arms. His ministry, it was felt, could no longer be a ‘
Holy Ghost Ministry.’ He had to leave, and seek a new sphere of toil; but
he did not abandon his Commentary. Now, thank God,” said the minister,
“young men may read Commentaries, and get a College training, for the
sunlight of knowledge has risen with effulgent beams upon the
denomination.”


This depreciation of learning was a natural recoil from the folly which
magnified education into a kind of deity; as though it could take the place
of the Spirit and power of God. It was supposed that none but doctors
who had passed through the schools could possibly proclaim the gospel of
Jesus Christ; and yet these were the very last persons to undertake the
blessed service,—they were too much engrossed with their own
disputations and imaginings. The result of such idolatry of human
scholarship was injurious to the last degree; the free utterance of the word
was hampered, and the dead letter of pretended learning crushed out the
life and energy of Christian zeal. Greater folly has been found in the
schools than out of it. Unlearned men may have injured religion by the
wild-fire of their injudicious zeal; but pedantic and pretentious scholars
have far more seriously imperilled it by the lukewarnmess of their
latitudinarianism, and the chill of their doubt. Human learning is, after all,
only another form of human ignorance, touched up with an extra coat of
the varnish of conceit; for what does mart know when he knows all that he
can himself discover? What does he know that is worth knowing unless he
be taught of God? Above all, what can he know of eternal truth unless the
eternal Spirit shall instruct him? Yet, for all this, the inference that
ignorance is better than knowledge is a false one. Neither untutored
confidence, nor learned diffidence (:an take the place of the Spirit; but
when a man has once submitted held and heart and tongue to the
supremacy of the Holy Ghost, all other things may be added unto him
without fear of injury, yea, with the hope of great advantage to himself and
others; and the more he knows, especially of matters which concern the
Scriptures, the better will he be able to bring forth things new and old out
of his treasures.


We believe that the Holy Spirit has greatly used the preaching of unlearned
men; but, as a rule, it ‘has been mainly among their own class, for whose
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position and modes of thought their own mental! condition gave them
special adaptation. The Lord selects means suitable to the end which he has
in view, and it is tolerably clear that to reach a generation in which
education is becoming general, his wisdom will probably select men who
will not drive away their hearers by glaring ignorance of the simplest rules
of correct speech. The Lord in sovereignty speaks by whomsoever be
pleases, be he polished or rude; but we perceive that, as of old the nations
heard the gospel in their own tongue, so now ranks and classes of men hear
it best from those of their own standing, and the age of Board Schools will
not be likely to listen to the preacher whose lack of knowledge even the
boys and girls discover in an hour. Our beloved Charles Stanford, in a
recent address, put this matter in an exceedingly plain and practical light.
He says:—”When God gives you a rare plant, you cultivate it, and thus
show your sense of its value. Creation is not in your power, but culture is;
and it is not his way to do for man what man , — an do for himself. So, as
to the gift of ministers. When, in answer to our fervent cries, the right men
are given, and, in the days of their youthful promise, ‘discerners of spirits’
point them out to us, of course we show our thankfulness by caring for
their education. It would be a bad policy and a burning shame, after the
Lord of the harvest has sent forth laborers into the harvest, if, owing to any
thrift or indolence of ours, they go to work with blunt sickles and broken
scythes. Ministers, like other workers, must have the needful training and
development; the same kind is not wanted for all.; but each one should
have what is wanted for the particular time he has to live in and the
particular post he has to fill Directive hints are given to us in the Acts of
the Apostles. Paul, not Peter, was sent to Athens, to Corinth, to Rome, and
to the ancient centers of intellectual intensity, — that is, an educated man
to an educated people. Let us respect the Divine order, and act on the old
lines. These considerations have growing force. You fathers have already
sent your sons and daughters to the best schools, because you know that,
in the technical sense of the phrase, they have been born into an educated
world, and you would have them fitted to fill their own fair place in it. It
would break your hearts to see them forsake you on Sundays. Having been
educated, you are surely glad for them to have pastors who are naturally
likely to gain their ear and win their confidence, before the), are decided
for Christ, that they may continue under their ministry until, by the grace of
God, they are first converted and then confirmed. For their sakes, even
more than for your own, you will glorify God for pastors who, in the
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quaint, fine phrase of Puritan antiquity, are ‘the poor gentlemen and
scholars of Jesus Christ.’“


When we: think of the value of a well-instructed minister of the gospel, and
of all the beneficent institutions which are sure to spring up around him, we
sometimes think the work of training ministers to be superior to all other
services done to the Lord and his church. We wonder not that Colleges
should be liberally supported, but the rather we marvel that more lovers of
the Lord do not devote their substance to this superior purpose, in which
the deed is done more fully unto the Lord himself than in almost any other
fom of good doing. Orphanages are excellent, but nature itself teaches us
to care for the fatherless, and even the profane will unite in such a work;
but to educate a man, who shall thereby become the fitter preacher of the
word of God, is a service in which only the nobler spirits will take an
interest, and that interest will hinge upon the glory of the Redeemer and
the salvation of immortal souls. To build a meeting-house, to found a
school, to commence a village-mission, to scatter pure literature — all
these are admirable; but in equipping a pastor you have set in its place the
motive power which will effect all these and a thousand other grand
designs. Those who helped the poor boy Luther to pay for his learning
made a grand investment of their monies. The possibilities which lie around
one single preaching man of God are such as may make the College
Lecture-hall one of the most solemn spots beneath God’s heaven.


In our Institution for these twenty-six years men have gathered around
their tutors to learn further the meaning of the Scriptures, and the art of
imparting that meaning to others. All sorts of studies have been pursued
with the one design of helping the men to speak plainly the word of
salvation. Great attention has been paid to the art of speaking. There have
been frequent discussions, impromptu speakings, and sermonizings in class.
Care has been taken to inculcate proper pronunciation, delivery, and
action. These matters are, as a rule, neglected, and many who were
intended to be speakers are taught a little of everything except the art of
elocution. Indeed the removal of personal, oratorical defects has been
passed over by our Universities as though it were beneath notice, and that,
too, in the case of men whose profession demands the perfection of ability
in speech. In our case mutual criticism has produced a friction, which has
been found of great value in wearing off rough edges which else would
have been in future years injurious to the preacher. At the same time we
have ever endeavored to cultivate the devotional spirit, without which the
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fluent speaker is but as sounding brass. Many a time have we heard the
student say at the close of his term that he was as thankful for spiritual
improvement as for mental growth. It has been a mingled anxiety and
delight to all concerned to keep the School of the prophets in such a
condition that the Lord of the prophets might never be absent, and the
Spirit of the prophets might never be grieved. We have had many a
hallowed season in fellowship as fellow-workers in this grand enterprise,
and these have been auguries to us of blessings to be given when we should
be separated far and wide, by mount, and stream, and sea, occupying each
one his station among the heralds of the Cross. One in heart within the
College, we look to be one in the truth which we shall deliver; knit to each
other by sacred ties, we expect to labor in life-long unity; and fired by the
celestial flame of the Spirit, we hope to be consumed in the common
service.


During all these years we have been greatly encouraged by seeing the large
number of men who come forward eager to become more efficient
preachers of the gospel. They are informed that poverty will, in all
likelihood, be their portion; but this they make no account of so long as
they may preach Christ to their fellow-men. It may be supposed by some
that the College unduly tempts men into the ministry, and is likely,
therefore, to bring out a swarm of preachers of doubtful value; but it does
nothing of the kind. Its first demand — that a mart should already have
preached the word for two years with a measure of success,-shuts the door
in the face of large numbers who thought that a College would make them
preachers, and they are surprised to find that they must be made by another
hand before we can have anything to say to them. The difficulties
encountered by those who apply turn off man}, more; for the delays are
often long and the inquiries many, and the halfhearted grow weary, and
accept more lucrative employment, or resolve to abide as they are. We
refuse numbers of men for different reasons, and among them are not a few
who nevertheless enter our ministry, thus showing that they will become
ministers one way or another, whether we will help them or not. Either our
judgment is greatly at .fault, or else churches have keener eyes for
discovering ability than we have been favored with, for we are often
surprised to see men chosen as pastors whose replies to our questions
indicate powers of the slenderest kind. This will ever be in the Baptist
denomination a fact which has its dark and also its bright side: the liberty of
prophesying is evidently well maintained, and we are glad it is so. After
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students are admitted to the College we occasionally have doubts of their
fitness, and upon the unanimous judgment of the tutors, we feel bound to
dismiss them; and here again we note with some concern that a
considerable proportion find pulpits, and so occupy the post of teachers
with a training of the poorest kind. We do not say that the churches are
wise to choose these brethren, neither may we say that they are unwise, for
it is not our duty to judge them, and they have a right to select their own
pastors, and probably know best who will suit them; yet this goes to show
that it is not the College that is responsible for these men becoming
preachers, for they do it in the teeth of our opposition and protest. It
would be a great pity if we had the power to stop them, for why should the
judgment of any one man, or any set of men, be supreme? As the matter is
thus left to forces beyond our control, what is to be done? The simplest
way is to give education as widely as we can, use our best judgment in
selection, and leave the result with the great Head of the Church.


NUMBER OF BRETHREN


WHO HAVE BEEN EDUCATED IN THE COLLEGE


620


Number now in our ranks as Pastors, Missionaries and
Evangelists


464


Number without Pastorates, but regularly engaged in the
work of the Lord


28


Number not now engaged in the work (in secular callings) 13


Number Medical Missionaries and Students 7


Number Educated for other Denominations 2


Number Dead — (Pastors, 36; Students, 5) 41


Number Permanently Invalided 5


Number Names removed from the List for various reasons,
such as joining other Denominations, etc.


60
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These last are not: removed from our list in all cases from causes which
imply any dishonor, for many of them are doing good service to the
common Lord under some other banner. We are sorry for their leaving us,
and astounded that they should change their views upon Baptism; but this
also is one of those mysteries of human life which are beyond our control.


Among the many good men and true, there are certain names which are
known throughout our whole denomination as men of power and influence.
It is invidious to make a selection, but we cannot refrain from blessing God
for men who hold leading positions, and hold them well. London will not
soon forget Archibald Brown, Cuff, Sawday, Bax, William’s, Frank White,
and others. Bristol rejoices in our Brother Gange, Reading in Anderson,
Cambridge in Tarn, Bradford in Davis, Leeds in Hill; and many another
town can tell of its successful pastor who hails from the Metropolitan
Tabernacle College, and is a power for good in all the district round about.
Boasting be far from us; but we may rejoice in God, who has bestowed
gifts and graces upon men for the accomplishment of his own designs, and
we will not therefore refrain from saying that among the successful
workers of our day our College men have held their own, and stand second
to none. Many could we mention who have done splendid service in
founding, reviving, enlarging, and establishing churches; but time would
fail us to make a record of individual successes. Among the many of our
brethren unknown to fame there are apostolic men who, for Christ’s sake
and the love of his church, bear the thousand ills of penury without a
murmur, and labor on in the midst of their poor congregations, having no
reward but the smile of the Great Father in heaven. Of such men ,,re would
glory. It is a sad pit)’ that any servant of the Lord should be in want; but it
is to the honor of the church that, if men are wanted for positions where
want is inevitable, hundreds are ready to leap into the gulf.


All this while the funds for educating and maintaining the men have always
been forthcoming, — the free-will offerings of the Lord’s people. The
income has never caused us any great anxiety. From an accountant’s point
of view the ordinary income is at least £ 1,000 bellow the expenditure; but
usually a large legacy falls in just when the exchequer runs low, and this
makes up for deficiencies till the time comes round for another special
amount. If this is the Lord’s way of sending supplies, it is sure to be the
very best, and we most thankfully accept it. At the present moment our
stock is short; but a considerable legacy is due under the will of the late
Mr. John Edwards, and a portion of the amount will be spent in this
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direction. No other part of the Lord’s work is drained to keep the College
going; its sources are fresh springs, and its streams are a clear gain to
Christian philanthropy. Most of the men need to be lodged and boarded as
well as instructed, and in many cases even clothes, washing, and other
personal expenses have to be found. A growing number are able to bear
their own charges; but we shall never forget that a main object of the
College is to help poor men, rich in gifts, but unable to pay for an
education. Are there not many brethren and sisters who will count it an
honor to join us in this blessed work? There have always been “partners
with Simon,” and the firm is capable at this time of great enlargement, for
many old partners have lately gone home. The Lord will surely find us
other helpers; possibly the reading of these pages may work in that
direction.


During the year we have considerably diminished the number of our
students, because there is a general impression that the Baptist churches at
home are not, just now, in need of more fresh men. We have therefore
lengthened the average period of study, and also refused many whom we
would otherwise have taken, while of those accel)ted a number are under
bonds to enter upon foreign service. At this moment churches find it
difficult to obtain thoroughly able and efficient pastors, and yet if it is
known that a pulpit is vacant a hundred candidates apply for a hearing, — -
the same hundred with slight variation applying in every case year after
year. Hence an outcry is raised that the ministry is overstocked, whereas it
might better be said to be encumbered with unsuitable men. When men find
that their gifts are not suitable for any one business they usually turn their
hands to something else; but, alas, it often happens that when a man has
failed in the ministry in more places than one, he does not lay the blame on
his own unfitness, but upon the place, or the people, or the deacons, and he
perseveres with the heroism of a martyr, or, as some say, with the
obstinacy of a mule, in attempting to fulfill in some other quarter an office
for which he has not the capacity. Such men block up the passages of the
ministry, bring the work into difficulties, and the office into contempt. You
may track their movements by the devastation they have made. Where their
foot has stood the cause has never prospered. They are now without
pulpits, and the calamity has its consolations. How far these me.n are to be
considered we will not judge; but we heartily wish they would consider the
matter themselves, and resolutely turn to secular callings in which they
might be useful to their fellow-men. Meanwhile we will endoavour to avoid
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making a hard case any harder. We rejoice to take into the College
brethren already in the ministry, who feel their need of more study; by this
means we have helped a poor church to keep its minister, the preacher has
obtained an education, and the number of men to be supported in the
ministry has not been increased. We have also been glad to receive brethren
who resolve to build on new foundations, and to create spheres for
themselves. This is being attempted successfully by our men at this time in
several instances. These two points we have so largely attended to that any
surplusage of would-be pastors does not largely lie at our door; indeed, we
look upon the fact that some are out of harness as one of those inevitable
evils which come out of the stern law of the survival of the fittest, —a law
which all the compassion in the world can never alter. Men who undertake
what they can only inefficiently perform are sure to suffer, and the only
remedy for their distress is the correction of their primary mistake. We are
among the first to compassionate all such; but we can do little to amend an
ill which in the nature of things requires a more radical cure.


Our great longing is for the College to be growingly helpful to the glorious
work of Missions. The great field of the world is still uncultivated, and the
Master bids us pray the Lord of the harvest to send forth laborers into his-
harvest. Oh that they might be sent forth in bands! We have made some
progress in this direction since, our last Conference, and we are right glad
of it. The Missionary fire burns steadily on our altar; many students are
dedicating themselves, and we are full of hope as to the future.


Here are a few notes as to INDIA, where the Baptist Missionary Society has
long spent the great part of its strength:


Just previously to the meeting of the Conference last year, Mr. H.
RYLANDS BROWN left our shores for Darjeeling, to labor among the
English-speaking residents and visitors at that health-resort. He has been
doing real missionary work by visiting the houses of the tea-planters and
others scattered over the district. What his ultimate destination may be
does not appear; but he is in God’s hands, to be guided as the Lord sees
well.


Mr. J. G. POTTER, having been accepted by our Missionary Society for
work in India, left us at the close of last year. He is now stationed at Agra
under the superintendence of Mr. Jones. This beloved brother diffused such
a missionary spirit throughout the College while he was resident with us
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that we have large expectations of what the Lord will do by him on the
field of service.


Mr. W. MITCHELL, having heard our esteemed brother, Mr. A. Haegert,
give an account of his labors among the Santhals, and plead for help,
offered to cast in his lot with our friend, and left us in February to join the
little band in Santhalism. May the best of blessings rest on that hopeful
enterprise.


At our last Conference we were somewhat saddened, as we thought of our
dear friend, Mr. Stubbs, being forced to retire from the field; now we
rejoice that three have gone to that land, while our brethren, R. SPURGEON,
W. NORRIS, and G. H. HOOK have been preserved it,: health, and enabled
to do good service for the Master.


Here, perhaps, is the place to notice that our brother R. MAPLESDEN, who
left us to take the oversight of the Baptist Church at Madras, has accepted
from the American Baptist Missionary Union a call to work among the
Teloogoos.


As to AFRICA, which has set before the churches an almost illimitable field,
we have a little to report:--


In the early part of last year our devoted brother Mr. D. Lyall was obliged
to leave the Cameroons, West Africa, his health having become seriously
affected in that terrible climate. After a short stay in England he believed
his health was sufficiently restored to permit of his resuming the work so
dear to his heart. Though warned that such a course would cost him his
life, his ardent spirit could not be restrained, and he went back, and in a
few short months was called from his labor in the “dark continent” to his
rest in the presence of the King. He has left a widow who is anxious to go
back to the work. Our dear sister is a splendid Christian woman, and we
hope the Society will enable her to return.


Mr. J. H. Dean, who went from the College to the University of Edinburgh
to study medicine, in order the more fully to equip himself for missionary
work, went last year to Blantyre, in Central Africa, where the Established
Church of Scotland has a mission-station. We have several other brethren
studying as medical missionaries, but the difficulty is to get them out into
the field.
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Mr. J. H. WEEKS has recently gone, under the auspices of our Baptist
Missionary Society, to join the brethren on the Congo River.


Mr. A. BILLINGTON, having been accepted by our dear friend Mr. H. G.
Guinness for service in the Livingstone Inland Mission, is now at the
Banana Station, at the mouth of the Congo River.


We hear that Mr. and Mrs. RICHARDSON, of Bakundu, are compelled to
seek change of climate and rest: we hope and pray that they may soon be
able to go back to their poor Africans. We cannot detain the reader by
surveying every part of the world in detail, nor can we give an account of
all our brethren who are laboring from Britain to Japan; but it is certainly a
great delight to see them in increasing numbers toiling on in every land for
the advancement of the kingdom of our Lord. Do not all our helpers share
the joy? May the Lord grant them their portion of it.


From the CANDIAS branch of the Conference we have received the
following communication: —


“The Canadian Branch of the Pastors’ College Conference,
“To the Pastors’ College Conference, London, England.


“Beloved President and Brethren,
“We greet you in the name of our common Lord. We rejoice in the
opportunity afforded you of meeting together to revive former
memories, to hold sweet fellowship with each other, and to discuss
themes of importance touching the work of our Lord and Savior in
the world.


“At our annual meeting, held in the City of Toronto in October last,
we freely discussed the advisability of sending one of our number to
represent us at the Annual Meeting at the College. Concerning the
desirability of such a course there was perfect unanimity, and, but
for two principal difficulties, probably a brother would have been
with you this year. But, in the first place, the time at which the
Conference is held is peculiarly unfavorable for crossing the
Atlantic, and, secondly, the expense is more than most brethren
could well afford.


“We felt disposed, unitedly, to undertake to bear half the expense
of our deputation, but even then some brethren could barely
undertake the other half.
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“We would rejoice exceedingly if it were possible for you to
appoint the meetings for some time after the middle of May —
indeed, any time during the summer. If that can be done, we are
hopeful that an arrangement may be made whereby we could have
the privilege of meeting with you, from year to year, in our regular
turns, a privilege we greatly long for, and would exceedingly enjoy.


“On the whole, all the brethren in Canada are comfortable and
useful, and, we need scarcely add, feel deeply interested in the
welfare of our beloved President, the Tabernacle, the College, and
the brethren of the Conference.


“May the Master’s presence be in your gatherings, and his choicest
benedictions rest upon your proceedings, and when it is well with
you, remember us in this far-off land.


“By order and on behalf of the Canadian Branch,
“ROBERT LENNIE, President.
“JAMES GRANT, Secretary.”


“Dundas, Ontario, Canada, March, 1882.”


We would assure our brethren that we received their letter with great
delight, and that in return we wish them the richest prosperity. We quite
agree with them that it will be a grand day when their numbers will be so
increased that a delegate can be sent over without any burdensome
expense. We should indeed welcome such a representative, not only from
the Canadian brethren, but from each little group of scattered ones over the
whole earth. Meanwhile the Conference at home will welcome the
Canadian epistle with the utmost enthusiasm.


From AUSTRALIA we have most cheering communications from Mr.
Clarke, of West Melbourne. The brethren seem to be upon the whole
exceedingly prosperous; but we greatly regret the unexpected loss of the
two valued brethren, H. H. Garrett and H. Marsden: the first fell as the
victim of a railway accident, but the second bowed before that fell disease,
consumption. For a while he gathered strength, and we hoped that he
would master the disease; but even the fine climate of Australia could not
save him. These brethren have not, however, been called home without
having left behind them sufficient evidence that they were called of God to
their work, for they had been greatly blessed by him in the doing of it.
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We cannot forbear to mention the princely liberality of Mr. and Mrs.
Gibson, of Perth, Tasmania, who have built two Tabernacles at Longford
and Deloraine, and are generously fostering two churches in them. In every
way these dear friends have showed exceeding kindness to our son,
Thomas Spurgeon, and to all our sons of the College. May they see
Tasmania covered with Baptist churches, all flourishing as a garden of the
Lord.


Mr. A. J. Clarke, at West Melbourne, has continued to enjoy a rich.
blessing, to see a large increase to his church, and to be the means of great
blessing to his brethren. Messrs. Harrison and Isaac have been visiting
many of the churches on an evangelistic tour, and our Australian letters
speak of great numbers of conversions. Our son Thomas, in. Auckland,
New Zealand, has not only entered upon a happy pastorate, but also upon
the labor and care of erecting a new chapel, the old one being a wooden
erection, and all but ruinous. It is a matter of necessity to build, and the
friends will be glad of such help as the generous may feel disposed to
render.


CAPE OF GOOD HOPE. — The work commenced in Cape Town by our
highly esteemed brother W. HAMILTON, like the most of such enterprises,
has had its time of trouble, but now that the new chapel has been opened,
we hope that brighter days await it. If only Mr. Hamilton’s energies are
continued we have no fear. He has accomplished marvels, and has often
made our heart to sing for joy. We wish it were in our power to send him
larger help, especially at this moment when the new chapel calls for funds.
Mr. MANN, WHO went out to relieve Mr. Hamilton, will remain till he sees
him restored to health, and will, then, in all probability, return to us.


During the past year Mr. W. HOBBS has, with great energy, conducted the
enterprise of building a new chapel at Gipsy Road, Norwood. It will cost
with the ground about £,4,500, and our right worthy brother has obtained
from many friends a large part of the cost.


Messrs. BLACKABY & BLOCKSIDGE commenced a work at New-Brompton,
near Chatham, and gathered together a persevering, faithful people. Mr.
Blocksidge has lately had the sole charge of the church, and has displayed
most praiseworthy diligence. By hard struggling, and much help, they have
erected a chapel-schoolroom upon which only a small debt remains. Land
is secured in front for building a larger chapel when the church becomes
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sufficiently strong. By means of this and other efforts a large population
has been supplied with the means of grace.


At Mitcham, Mr. A. E. CARTER has, together with his brother, built a small
chapel, and commenced a hopeful work.


At Sandown, during the last few months, Mr. A. Brad has gathered the
nucleus of a Baptist church, and is now proceeding to erect a suitable
building. We were not represented in the town, and many friends who love
the pure and simple gospel found that it was more accessible in the Church
of England than among certain Nonconformists, and wished therefore to
see a church of our faith and order, to which they could resort for spiritual
food. Will friends who visit Sandown encourage this growing interest?


Mr. H. J. MARTIN is endeavoring to raise a church at Bracknell, Berks, and
Mr. W. WELBY PRYER, is working under the superintendence of Pastor J.
A. SPURGEON in the hope of forming a branch church in Croydon.


At Hornchurch, Essex, a new chapel will soon be built for the people who
have been collected by Mr. E. DYER. For this the working plans are
prepared, and we hope soon to receive estimates.


Thus good steady advance is being made. Had we more means, we could
found many new churches, for London grows at such a rate that new
neighborhoods spring up on a sudden, and in each of these we find a few
friends ready to unite for the Lord’s work, and where we find none there is
all the more need to begin preaching the word. All that can be spared of the
College income will go to the work of extension, but there is need of
enlarged liberality. It will be a dreadful calamity if future ages should curse
the present generation for allowing all the land to be built over, and
reserving no spaces for places of worship. It looks like dooming a region
to hopeless heathenism if we allow every foot of soil to be covered with
houses, and reserve no site for a meeting-place for the hearing of the
gospel. To pull down houses to create sites is a work so costly that the
idea is seldom entertained, the only chance seems to be to buy the land
while yet it is bare, and even then it is a hard struggle to put up the meanest
structure for divine service. We often think that, if the Lord’s people were
but half sincere in their professions of love to his cause, we should never
have to plead for a penny for London, for the necessities of this great city
would stare men in the face, and force them to supply the awful want of
the growing population.
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EVANGELISTIC WORK among the Churches has been carried on diligently
and successfully during the past year. Our two brethren, FULLERTON and
SMITH, are singularly adapted for this useful work; in fact, their power and
adaptation seem to increase from year to year. It would be impossible to
give even an outline of their year’s services. Letters appear in The Sword
and the Trowel monthly testifying to the fact that wherever they go a cloud
of blessing seems to hover over them, and showers of mercy descend upon
the places which they visit. They have during the past year been at
Sheffield and neighborhood; Shoreditch Tabernacle; Vernon Chapel,
Pentonville; St. John’s Wood Chapel; Metropolitan Tabernacle; South
Street Chapel, Greenwich; Peckham Park Road Chapel; and Lower Sloane
Street Chapel, Chelsea. This work has become almost entirely self-
supporting, for the friends at each place send up a freewill offering
sufficient to cover expenses. If at any of the places the contribution should
happen to be very small the deficiency has been made up by the extra gifts
from more favorable spheres of action. How many souls have been
converted and added to the church by this agency during the year we will
not venture to guess, for we feel a fear of attempting to number the people;
but the day of judgment will reveal that this has been one of the most
useful agencies employed in modern times.


During a great part of last year Mr. BURNHAM was occupied, under the
auspices of the County Association, in visiting a considerable number of
the smaller towns and villages of Yorkshire; and since the last Conference
he has also conducted evangelistic services in Waltham-stow, Rushden,
Holbeach, Leighton Buzzard, Watton, Southwell, Win-slow, Gamlingay,
Sheepshed, New Shoreham, and Burnley, in addition to spending the whole
of the month of September in earnestly laboring amongst the hop-pickers in
Kent. We continue to receive the most cheering reports of this good
brother’s work. Almost all the churches visited tell of saints cheered,
sinners saved, the careless aroused, and backsliders reclaimed; and
wherever it is possible the), arrange for a second and third visit from the
evangelist.


Mr. PARKER also has gone to many places, preaching and singing the
gospel, and many profess to have received the saving word from his lips.


We hope to enlarge this part of our operations, and take on more
evangelists, but we must only move as God moves. We doubt not that if
the men are forthcoming means will be found for their support.
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To God be all the glory of a great work thus roughly sketched by one to
whom each line has been a labor by reason of weakness, who therefore
claims pardon for the broken and abrupt style. — C. H. S.


VICE-PRESIDENT’S REPORT


THE usual course of study has been steadily pursued for the past year with
quite average results. Some slight alteration in our staff has been made, and
we shall miss for the future our long-tried coadjutor, Mr. Selway, who has
given for many years his able lectures on the applied sciences. His post is
taken by the Rev. F. R. Cheshire, who bears a high reputation for his
Lectures under the Government at South Kensington. Mr. Fergusson
having retired from the Evening Classes, we are glad to fill up his place
with the efficient labors of Mr. S. Johnson, and his helper, Mr. Bowers,
who, we trust, will enable many young men to lay the foundations of a
solid education. Our number is not quite equal to former years, and
perhaps this will enable some of the brethren already in the field to
exchange their spheres of labor with more facility, or to find new positions
if they no longer occupy their former ones. Our efforts are directed to a yet
more prolonged and complete course of study, and, we think, with
encouraging success. The spirit of prayer and earnestness in College work
continues unabated, while the missionary zeal of the brethren is, we rejoice
to say, augmenting. Happily we see no signs of any abatement in the love
of our young brethren to the old doctrines and principles of our
denomination. We desire to train up no band of bigots; but we urge a
definite creed and a rigid discipline for our churches, and first of all in our
church-leaders. We tolerate no vacillation, and desire to rear no disciples of
mist and fog. “We believe, and therefore we speak.” The hearty co-
operation of our brethren in the ministry, our former students, warrants us,
we think, in the belief that our system commends itself to their judgment
after testing it in the field of active service, while their acknowledged
success is a surest proof and highest reward. We still need picked men, and
only those who are such as candidates, for our School of the Prophets.
May the Lord of the harvest continue to thrust many such into His
vineyard, and to him shall be all the praise. JAMES A. SPURGEON.
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MR. GRACEY’S REPORT.


IN rendering an account of the past year, I have to make the happy
confession that there is no one feature demanding special attention, so
uniform and steady has been the diligence in every department of study.
The demeanor of the students has been such as befits those who have
“given themselves continually to prayer and to the ministry of the word.”
For the tone of earnestness, intelligence, and spirituality pervading the
College there is much reason for gratitude. Through the continuous favor
of the Head of the Church, zeal for conversions has suffered no abatement
amongst us, whilst every endeavor has been made honestly to meet the
large and varied requirements of the pastoral office. Of these things the
sermons read weekly for criticism, and the evangelistic efforts put forth,
afford substantial proofs. The General Classes for test sermons and for
discussions, at which all the tutors are present, have been well sustained. I
have continued my course of Lectures on Theology, and kept up the study
of Hodge’s “Outlines,” “Homiletics,” and “Church History.” The Seniors
have been engaged in the exegetical and grammatical study of the Greek
text of the Acts, the Epistle to the Ephesians, and the Epistle to the
Hebrews; and have read in connection herewith Trench’s “Synonyms of the
Greek Testament.” In Hebrew the Seniors have been reading in the Psalms
and in the Book of Genesis, the latter of which the Juniors are beginning.
In the Senior Classics the subjects have been Lucian’s “Dialogue” and the
“Oedipus Rex” of Sophocles; the 6th Book of Virgil’s “AEneid,” and
“Cicero De Senectute.” D. GRACEY.


MR. FURGUSSON’S REPORT


DEAR MR. SPURGEON, — At your request I forward to you a few facts
connected with that department of College work you have placed under my
care. My work falls naturally under the following heads — Biblical Studies,
Ethics and Philosophy, and English. BIBLICAL STUDIES. — The nature of
our work in this department will at once appear when I mention its two
branches and their respective text-books — Blackie’s “Bible Geography”
and Angus’s “Bible Handbook.” By means of the first we travel (availing
ourselves of the most recent researches in Asia of travelers and scholars),
especially over the ground made sacred by the grace of God, the deeds of
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Christ and the work of Patriarch, Prophet and Apostle. Here the men are
trained form for themselves, to the mind’s eye, a map which, without book
or sheet, they can carry to the pulpit, prayer-meeting, or platform; and on
this mental map they are soon able to set down in a certain place and give a
local habitation to the momentous transactions of that Book in the
exposition of which their lives are to be laid out, spent, and exhausted. By
means of the Handbook to the Bible they are introduced, through a style at
once crisp, rigid and graphic, to the great themes of their life-work, —
exposition and Biblical criticism Judging from the amount of work done
this year, the sustained application required in doing it, and the verve and
energy revealed in the discussion of the subjects suggested, they have left
me little to desire. Should our men carry into their ministry the same
hunger for Bible knowledge, the same energy in turning it to account, and
still keep unspoiled the same sensitiveness of soul in appreciating the fine
touches of the Spirit in His delineation of truth, they must and they will
excel in the great business of soul-winning. I ,:an safely assert that, if they
are determined — and I know they are—to carry the same enthusiasm into
their life-work, their people will not be found among those who, to escape
the monotony of the modern pulpit, are now clamoring around the doors of
museums, art galleries, and Sunday leagues.


ETHICS AND PHILOSOPHY. — In this department our great aim has been in
as clear and as simple manner as possible to acquaint the men with a
common-sense view of the phenomena of the human mind. Our whole
teaching here has been in complete subordination to the grand principle of
all our College work — the divine art of winning lost souls to the Lord
Jesus Christ. Our every effort here has been to avoid making the men gaunt
moralists on the one hand and philosophic somnambulists on the other. The
entire drift of our labors has been to bring the men face to face with that
stern and real person — the hun-ran soul; that poor fallen majestic
creature, the soul of man; and to deepen their sympathies with its sorrows,
struggles, hopes, and fears; and to strengthen by all that is strong in the
gospel of God its resistance to being snuffed out by the apostles of the
materialism of modern science; to help it in every way to maintain its
protest against being considered a blood relation of the ape or the oyster;
and to increase its loathing towards the last and vilest insult offered to it
when it is asserted that its life and potency may be found amid the
simmering stews of modern chemistry. As soul-winners our men enter the
College; as soul winners they study; and as soul-winners they go forth to
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their work, therefore, as far as in us lies, our efforts in this department have
been directed — if you will allow the figure — -to acquainting our men
with the anatomy of the suffering soul. Yes, Sir, to cleave to the soul, to
feel for the soul, and to ease the soul is a noble work, a Godlike work, and
we all believe that is our work — our only work. Judging from the souls
already saved through the agency of the: men from our College in the field,
we have our reward in so teaching and studying the phenomena of the
human heart and mind.


ENGLISH STUDIES —A mere enumeration of the class-books used in this
department of our work will so far explain its nature as to render detail
unnecessary. They are these:—Fleming’s “Analysis of the English
Language;” for practice in analysis, “Paradise Lost;” Angus’s “Handbook
of English Literature;” “Reid on the English Poets;” “English History;” and
the preparation of monthly papers on given themes. Our great aim in this
part of our work is to help those of our men who, though possessed of
plenty of brain and plenty of soul, are suffering from the calamity of a
neglected education, or of none at all. They are not allowed to leave this
part of their studies until we are satisfied they have secured a common-
sense grasp of the principles and capabilities of their mother-tongue. And
here also we have our reward in beholding many of our men triumph over
all the evils of a neglected education, and succeed in clearly translating into
a sound and brawny Saxon style the story of Jesus crucified, the wisdom of
God and the mind of Christ, a style which the Holy Ghost, through them,
has, deigned to use in bringing many sinners to the feet of Christ. A.
FERGUSSON.


MERCHANT’S REPORT.


DEAR MR. SPURGEON, — Your request for a short account of my Classes
during the past year reaches me while away from home. I am,
consequently, unable to avail myself of some references which would have
helped me to speak more particularly of work done immediately after last
Conference. The Middle Classes left me shortly after the commencement of
the year, and have since been reading with Mr. GRACEY. The Second
Juniors, after finishing both the Latin and Greek Delectuses, have for some
months past been reading Cornelius Nepos in the former language, and
Xenophon’s “Anabasis” in the latter. Good progress has been made by
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almost all the brethren in these classes, and the more difficult constructions
have been overcome with more than usual readiness. Careful attention has
been given to the grammar of both languages, and especially to parsing.
We have gone through nearly two books of Euclid, and though this is
generally regarded as “a dry subject,” the interest in it has grown from the
first, and the work has been well done. The First Junior Class is getting on
well with Latin, but has not yet advanced far in Greek. On two afternoons
of the week, throughout the year, I have taken an Elementary Class for
students newly entered, in order that beginners might be helped over their
early difficulties in the dead languages, with as little hindrance as possible
to their studies in English subjects. The conscientious character of the
work done during the year has been very gratifying, and, above all, the
earnest tone of piety pervading the prayers in our various meetings
encourages us to believe assuredly that the good hand of our God is still
with us. May the dear College prosper more than ever.


Yours very sincerely,
F. G. MARCHANT.


DISPENSING WITH THE GOSPEL


MRS. PARTINGTON uttered more of the truth than she thought when she
said: — “ Dear me, nothing don’t do me so much good as to go to church
Sunday morning, and hear a precious minister dispense with the gospel!”
Yes, dear soul, that is exactly what some of them do: they give us anything
and everything but ,the glad tidings of salvation, and then they wonder that
their chapels become empty. Yet it does not do to say as much, or you will
have a hornet nest about your ears. Of course they preach gospel, that is to
say a gospel, if not the gospel. What is the difference? Only the indefinite
for the definite article, only sand instead of rock, only opinion in the place
of truth.


The worst of it is that hearers now-a-days put up with it. There seems to
be little left in the land of the discriminating spirit. Mien tolerate error in
their ministers, grumbling at first and consenting to it afterwards. Many do
not know chalk from cheese in these times, and so long as the language is
musical and the ideas are pretty, their preacher may teach anything short of
atheism and they will drink it in. What a clapping a man gets at a public
meeting if he will only harp on the string of liberality and say that we are all
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alike, and that our views are only different aspects of the same truth: black
is a shade of white, and white a milder tone of black! In times gone by a
few sermons without the gospel in them would have brought down a storm
about his reverence’s head; but now he is admired as a man of fresh
thought, and takes leave to make up his theology as he goes along. No one
challenges him, or if a bold brother does so he is called a bigot, and snuffed
out.


Surely this state of things cannot last. Someone will bear his protest and
ere ate a stir, or else the whole thing will rot into contempt. If there be a
gospel let us have it and nothing else. There are not two gospels: which is
the genuine article? This we demand. This we would have not now and
then, but always as the standing dish, the daily provision of the House of
the Lord. If any man shall withhold the truth, or give us the counterfeit of
it, he shall answer for it with his head; for by trifling in this matter the souls
of men are placed in jeopardy, and the Kingdom of Christ is hindered.


Blessed is he who dispenses the gospel, but cursed is he that dispenses with
it. C.H.S.


HOW TO KEEP ABREAST OF TIMES.


“YOU haven’t time to read much, but want to keep up with the At times in
religious matters,” says the Congregationalist, and adds, “well, there is no;
a religious book in the world so closely up to the times as the Bible is; nor
one so well adapted to the wants of a man pressed for time. You can read a
verse in a minute that will feed your soul for a day.” Try it, and see what a
blessed truth that is. None are so truly learned, so fresh in utterance, so
rich in teaching as those who draw from the pure well of Scripture, and
present the waters to mankind just as they draw them. God’s own mind is
ever far ahead of all mental science, and his thoughts high above our
noblest thoughts.


NOTES


IT was resolved by the Pastors’ College Conference that Monday, June 19,
should be observed as a special day of prayer by our churches. Will it not
be well to make this something more than a form? Why not unite in
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earnest, wrestling prayer? There are urgent topics. Think of poor Ireland,
of persecuted Israel, of our crowds of drunkards, infidels, and backsliders.
We cannot do without the Divine blessing. What might we not do with it?
If all the churches are like that at the Tabernacle, they are certainly in daily,
pressing need of help from on high.


On Lord’s Day evening, May 14, after the usual services, a special meeting
was convened for prayer for Ireland. The Lecture Hall was filled, and the
cries were fervent. What is to be done for this country but to seek the help
of God? Oh, that the gospel had sway among her people! This, and this
only, can cure her ills.


On Thursday, May 4, Mr. Spurgeon was able again to occupy his pulpit at
the regular lecture. The attendance on Thursday evenings is remarkably
large; but there is room for more. If our friends knew that they could
readily obtain seats, would they not speedily make the Thursday
congregations as large as those on the Sabbath? Service begins at 7
o’clock, and all who come will be heartily welcomed.


COLLEGE. — Since our last notice, Mr. A. G. Everett, who has been
greatly blessed in reviving the church at Dorking, Surrey, has accepted the
pastorate there. Mr. F. G. Kemp leaves the College shortly to settle at
Boringdon, Herts; and Mr. Robert Wood takes charge of the church
meeting in St. George’s Hall, Ramsgate. Mr. J. Bateman has removed from
Leicester, to Harston, Cambs; and Mr. J. W. Nichol, from Gos-berton, to
West Park Street, Chatteris. Mr. John Clarke has completed his course of
study at Glasgow University, and obtained the degree of M.A. He is now
anxious to be engaged in pastoral work.


In response to a request from the church at Toowoomba, Queensland, for a
pastor, we have selected Mr. W. Higlett, who has just completed his
College course with us, and he has arranged to sail in the Orient steamer
Potosi, which leaves London on June 1st. Mr. J. Blaikie, who was obliged
to resign his charge at Irvine, North Britain, through all-health, has secured
berths for himself and his family in the same vessel. We trust that he will
soon find a suitable sphere in Australia, and that both our brethren will be
very useful at the Antipodes.


Tidings of several of our brethren abroad have reached us during the past
month. Mr. W. Mitchell has arrived at his destination in Santhalistan: and
Mr. S. H. Weeks has reached his station at San Salvador, on the river
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Congo, Africa. He has already had several fevers, but he hopes soon to
become accustomed to the climate, and to be able to prosecute his work
without further hindrance from that cause.


The following letter, intended for the Conference, arrived about a week too
late, but we insert it here that all our brethren may see it, and remember in
prayer their comrades who are battling bravely against the idolatry and
superstition of India: —


“East Indies, March 20, 1882.


“Beloved President, Vice - President, Tutors, and Brethren, —
From this distant part of our Master’s vineyard we send our united
love and greeting, praying also that your gatherings in Conference
may be seasons of ‘refreshing from the presence of the Lord.’
Scattered over this vast continent of India, and engaged in work as
varied as the language we have to employ, we still feel united to
each. other, and to you, by the blessed associations and memories
of our beloved College. Three of us have to labor in English, one in
Telugu, one in Hindee and Hind stani, and one in Bengalee and
Mussulmani-Bengalee; and yet we have but ‘one Lord, one faith,
and one baptism’ to declare to these different races. Our spheres of
labor are very far apart. One of us is in Madras, one in Agra, two in
Calcutta, one in Bachergunge, and one in Darjeeling. In each of
these places idolaters, or followers of the false prophet, abound.
‘At Athens, Paul’s spirit was stirred in him when he saw the city
wholly given to idolatry; ‘ and we often feel the same; yet we desire
to be stirred up to far greater devotion in our work and zeal for our
Master. Everything here tends to deaden, and depress, unless we
are constantly conscious of our Savior’s presence and help. Could
we meet with you in Conference we feel it would be the means of
arousing and quickening us; but it will help to cheer us greatly to
know that these few words will reach you, and that we have your
sympathy and love.


“Finally, brethren, pray for us, that the Word of the Lord may run,
and be glorified (in India) even as also it is’ with you: and that we
may be delivered from unreasonable and evil men, for all have not
faith. But the Lord is faithful. In Him is our trust, for ‘ Pie must
reign,’ and every form of idolatry and error must ultimately perish.
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“With intense love to you all, and especially to our revered
President, we remain, faithfully yours in Christ,


“Robert SPURGEON, Barisaul.
“William NORRIS, Calcutta.
“G. H. HooK, Lall Bazar, Calcutta.
“R.W. MAPLESDEN, Ongole, Madres Presidency.
“JAMES G. POTTER, Agra, N’.W.t’.
“H. RYLANDS BROWN,Darjeeling, Himalayas.”


EVANGELISTS. — Since the Conference Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have
been holding services at Mr. Charrington’s large Assembly Hall in Mile
End Road, and at the Edinboro’ Castle. Of the meetings ion the latter
place, Dr. Bernardo writes the following cheering account: —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — The visit of our dear friends, Messrs. Fullerton
and Smith, to the Edinboro’ Castle has indeed been a season of
unmistakable and wonderful refreshment from the presence of the Lord. I
think I may say without doubt that Christ-inns have been quite as much
refreshed by their ministry of word and song as have the unconverted been
awakened and led to decision. Of course in a Mission like ours, differing in
some points from ordinary chapel services, Evangelists have to work in a
harder field. We have practically after-meetings, inquiry meetings, and the
like, at every service. The chief aim of all our services is directly
evangelistic; the nets are always being let down to enclose the fish for
whose capture we labor. So, when your dear friends carne to us, their
efforts were necessarily without that item of novelty which in many
ordinary places of worship they would possess. Notwithstanding this,
however, the meetings have been well filled from the first, and on Sundays
we have been crowded beyond anything we have ever known from the
beginning of our mission at the Edinboro’ Castle until this day. It was a
delightful sight, and one which I am sure you would have rejoiced in, had
you seen it, to behold that old music-hall at the back of the once-celebrated
gin-palace — a hall at one time desecrated by every device the devil could
conceive to allure and retain his votaries, verily a citadel of Satan, —
thronged in every part, packed so that outside every door and window the
huge crowd of faces, still in the distance, could be seen all eagerly listening
to the gracious words which the Lord had given his dear servants to utter
in their hearing. ‘ Thanks be unto God for his unspeakable gift.’ The
message of salvation has, indeed, won its way to many hearts. Men and
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women, and even children, for whom we have hoped and prayed for years
without seeing hitherto any results to our prayers and labors, have been led
to decision. The outside working class, the lower laboring population, have
also been attracted in large numbers, and of these many have been savingly
impressed, and led to the Savior’s feet. To him we ascribe all the glory and
the praise!


“But what cheers me, perhaps, more even than this, is the tidings that reach
me from one of our institutions, recently opened for  the benefit of a much-
neglected and needy class.


“Youths and young men, between 17 and 21 years of age, crowd our
common lodging-houses, and, because of their age, are disqualified for
admission to any existing institution. Many of these poor fellows are honest
and industrious, and would gladly do anything to get occupation; but the
fact that they live in a lodging-house, and have no other home or friends,
and no proper clothing to make them look respectable, is all against them
in the struggle for employment which takes place daily in this great city. At
that period in life when our young men are looking forward to the future
with the brightest prospects, these poor fellows stand with life behind
them, already a lost battle. To give them a helping hand is all I could do,
and that I resolved to do, and so a great house was opened for their
reception in the Commercial Road, where we call give them labor, and test
them for three or six months, to ascertain their capacity, their character,
their willingness, and the like. A little while ago, after much prayer, we
opened this house, admitting about 30 lads of the ages I have mentioned,
the majority of whom were the roughest and the most desperate-looking
fellows I have ever tried to assist; all of them absolutely coming from the
common lodging-houses. You may imagine my fears lest an outbreak might
take place among them, lest a quarrel would lead to blows, which would
eventuate in some riot threatening a loss of reputation. We entered the
work with much prayer and much trembling, and God has mercifully given
us answers such as we never expected. Our dear brethren, Messrs.
Fullerton and Smith, have been permitted to reap among them, all
unconsciously to themselves, a wonderful harvest. These young men
attended many of the services, and, in addressing the common crowd,
words were uttered which entered their hearts as arrows. The King’s
enemies were wounded, some of them unto death, only to be healed by the
message of the gospel, which kills, and makes alive. A prayerful spirit has
broken out all over the house, deeply-revived spiritual life is enjoyed by all
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of my helpers in the home; prayer, reading the Word of God, and an
earnest desire to do their duty thoroughly and conscientiously, are the chief
features of almost all the lads, and we are now in hopes that every one will
be brought to a definite decision ere we send them forth upon their life’s
work. For this blessing we have mainly to thank dear Fullerton and Manton
Smith. Others, of course, have perhaps sown, but they have been permitted
to reap. Again I write, to God be all the glory and all the praise!


“I send this account to you, not merely because I hope it will interest and
cheer you, if you have time to read it, but also because I felt it would be
ungrateful in the highest extent if I received so much good through the
means of your evangelists, and did not at least return to you, as the human
agent that meed of thanks which must encourage you amid some of the
burdens you have to bear. ‘ The Lord bless dear Mr. Spurgeon ‘ will, I am
sure, be a prayer which will often ascend from my people who, have been
blessed under the labors of your evangelists.


“There is one matter, however, which troubles me. We are not rich nor can
we impose collections upon our people. A few collections in the ordinary
course have to be taken up, but the proceeds are absolutely needful for the
work at the Castle. I cannot, therefore, do as some have done, send you
largely from our stores towards the maintenance of these and others whom
you are sending forth in the gospel, but I ask you to accept the enclosed
very small cheque as some proof of the desire I have to thank you in a
more practical manner if I had trot the means. — Gratefully and faithfully
yours in the gospel, THOS. J. BARNARDO.”


This letter was accompanied by a cheque for thirty guineas for the funds of
the Society of Evangelists, for which we are extremely grateful.


On Sunday, the 21st ult., Messrs. Smith and Fullerton commenced a series
of services at Trinity Chapel, John Street, Edgware Road; and on the 11th
inst. they go to the help of our brother Bax, at Salters’ Hall Chapel, Baxter
Road, Islington.


During the past month Mr. Burnham has held services at Burnham, Essex;
and Trowbridge; and this month he is to visit Charlton Kings (for the
fourth, time); Ash Yale, Aldershot; Sandy, Beds.; and Walton, Norfolk.
These are all places where our brother has previously been so much blessed
that the friends desire his services again. Pastor J. Kemp sends an
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interesting report of Mr. Burnham’s visit to Burnley just before the
Conference.


ORPHANAGE. — Annual Fete. Will all our collectors, and other friends, in
town and. country, kindly take notice that the annual fete will be held at the
Orphanage on Wednesday, June 21st i/ We hope large numbers. of our
ever-generous supporters will come and see for themselves the progress
that has. been made with the additional buildings for the use of the girls,
and help us to celebrate our forty-eighth birthday by liberal contributions
for the maintenance of this holy work of caring for the widow and the
fatherless. Full particulars of the day’s proceedings will be duly announced
in the usual. way.


Several friends have recently helped the Orphanage in a manner that calls
or special notice, and we mention the matter here in the hope that others
may be moved to follow the noble examples which have been set by these
liberal souls, who have devised liberal things. The following letter was only
intended for the President’s eye, but  the spirit of loving consecration that
breathes in it is so rare and precious that he must put it on record to the
praise of the God who has moved the donors to plan and carry out such a
deed of whole-hearted generosity: —


“Rev. C. H. Spurgeon:—My dear Sir, Through the loving-kindness
and tender mercy of our heavenly Father, in graciously enabling us
to carry out our purpose, my wife and myself have the joy of asking
your acceptance of the enclosed £350 for the orphans.


“For a long time it has been my desire to devote (D. V.) to the
Lord’s work the whole of the salary I might receive in my fiftieth
year. The amount enclosed is therefore my year’s wages as a
commercial traveler, with something in addition lest we have been
slack in giving in the past.


“Left fatherless and motherless myself when only about two years
old, and brought up out of compassion by my nurse, the Lord has
indeed been my helper and friend. For all his ceaseless mercies, and
especially that we and our daughter have been brought to know
something of the riches of his love in the Lord Jesus Christ, we
offer him in the persons of the little ones of his family this token of
our grateful love.
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“Please do not publish our names. The Lord knows them, and that
is enough. ‘Simply say ‘A year’s salary from a Commercial
Traveler,’ and it may be that some one else may do the same.


“The Lord bless you more and more, and speedily restore you to
health. With our warm Christian love, believe me,


“Yours very sincerely,
“______”


The Orphanage has been benefited under the will of the late Mr. John
Edwards to the amount of £900 during the past month. We have received
from another donor a box full of silver plate, which he hopes will bring £30
to £40 to the Orphanage funds; and a gentleman who read the article on
the Orphanage in the May number of the “Sunday at Home,” sent a
donation of £100.


While Mr. Duncan S. Miller and the Royal Poland Street Hand-bell Ringers
were in Philadelphia, they gave an entertainment to the Bethany Schools
and Mr. Wanamaker’s employees on condition that a contribution should
be sent to our Orphanage. The meetings were very successful, and in
fulfillment of the contract we have received from Mr. Wanamaker a draft
for £20, for which we heartily thank him and the scholars at Bethany, and
our good friends the ringers.


Three youths in Scotland have found out a novel way of helping us. With
their father’s permission they collected all the suitable books in their home,
and formed them into a circulating library, for the use of which each
member of the family paid a small weekly sum. They then secured fresh
subscribers and additional books, and now, as the result of less than six
months’ efforts, they lave sent us twenty-five shillings for the Orphanage,
with the promise of a larger amount next time.


COLPORTAGE. — The Annual Conference and Meeting of the Colporteurs
was held on Sunday and Monday, May 7th and 8th. Meetings for prayer
were held on Sunday morning and afternoon, during which the men related
their experiences in the, work, which were very cheering, one of them
alone reporting that one hundred had professed conversion during the year
in connection with his labors. On. Monday afternoon, in the absence of the
President, the Vice-President, J. A. Spurgeon, gave an encouraging
address to the colporteurs.
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The public meeting: in the Tabernacle was the best ever held. Dr. Bernardo
and Dr. Donald Fraser delivered very powerful addresses, and several
colporteurs also interested the people by their simple statements of work
accomplished for Jesus.


A new feature in the proceedings was the distribution of prizes given by
Mr. Spurgeon for the largest sales during the year, which were awarded to
the following colporteurs:


Class I., for the largest sales during the past year: —:Mr. J. Smith,
Nottingham, £5; Mr. E. Garrett, Uxbridge, £3; Mr. J. Taylor, Ross, £2.


Class II., for the greatest increase on the previous year: — Mr. Robert
Hall, Ilkeston, £5;:Mr. L. Eyres, Cambridge, £3; Mr. C. Morgan,
Castleton, £2.


Reports, collecting cards, or boxes, and all information may be had on
application to the Secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones, Temple Street, St.
George’s Road, Southwark, to whom also subscriptions may be sent.


We invite special attention to the annual report of this useful agency, which
is printed at the end of the present magazine.


PERSONAL NOTES. — We have received from Golcar the following
pleasing testimony to the usefulness of our sermons: —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — You may perhaps remember me waiting
upon you in December last, to inform you that in connection with
our church we had five hundred of your sermons in circulation in
the village, and that some cases of conversion had resulted
therefrom. Since then we have increased the circulation to upwards
of one thousand, which seventeen or eighteen of our female friends
circulate weekly or fortnightly, and several other cases of
conversion have been reported, besides great help and
encouragement to inquirers, especially from your sermon ‘Only
trust Him, only trust Him’ (No. 1635). We have not had a church-
meeting without candidates since last November, and at every one
of them lately your sermons have been mentioned as having been
greatly blessed to them. I recently visited a good churchman in the
village, who was on his dying bed, and he expressed his joy at
reading one of them which was left by one of the distributors, and
begged me to get him a copy to preserve, as it had been so blessed
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to him. Since then, however, his happy spirit has gone to its
reward. Scarcely any in the village now refuse them, though some
did at first, and some who attended no place of worship accept
them, and express their gratification to the distributors for the loan
of them.


“I would, from experience, strongly’ recommend all our churches
to adopt the use of them in this manner, as they have indeed proved
to be most useful and blessed in our history.


“Your very truly,
“WILLIAM HIRST.”


Our late student, Mr. Harry Wood, who has been for some time in
Australia, has written the subjoined interesting account of the reception of
the sermons in that region: —


“During my visit to the different colonies it was very cheering to hear the
people speak of our beloved President, and the blessing that had followed
the reading of his sermons by saint and sinner alike.


“There are one or two instances which I cannot forbear to relate. When
visiting the Thames Gold-field, in New Zealand, a dear friend acquainted
me with the following story, which will not only cheer the Pastor’s heart,
but will encourage all who are engaged in distributing his sermons. There
were three young men who were working at the diggings. They were living
together in a tent. One Sunday morning it was raining very hard, and they
could not get out; the hours were long, and they knew not what to do to
kill time. One of them asked if he should read one of Spurgeon’s sermons,
as he had several in his box, perhaps put there by a godly mother, lie made
no pretense to be religious or serious any more than his companions, but
they agreed that he should read it to pass the time. Before they got through
the sermon the Spirit of God convinced them of sin, and it was ultimately
the means of leading all three of them to the Lord Jesus Christ.


“When in South Australia I met a well-to-do farmer, who, on hearing that I
had come from the Pastors’ College, informed me that a sermon by our
President from the text ‘ He that believeth on him is not condemned,’ (John
3:18,)was blessed to the salvation of his soul. He is now one of the most
energetic Christians I have met with, and is doing good service in one of
the Baptist churches. Many such instances could be given. The sermons are
also a great blessing to small churches that are without pastors. In my
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travels I have met with many little flocks without an under-shepherd. The
question has been asked, ‘ How do you keep together?’ The answer has
been to this effect, ‘ One of the deacons reads Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons
morning and evening,’ and in this way they have been sustained till God
has sent them a man. We do well to praise God for giving our Pastor a
voice to reach the ends of the earth, and for the great blessing God
continues to give both to the preached and printed word. This should stir
us up, not only to more earnest prayer, but to more earnest effort in the
distribution of these messengers of mercy all over the world.


“I hope I shall see the day when colporteurs from the Metropolitan
Tabernacle will be seen to carry the word of God to the settlers in the Bush
of the Australian Colonies as they do to-day in the country villages of
England.”


A friend in Minnesota, writing to Mrs. Spurgeon, says, “You will be
pleased to. hear that out in this Western country, and. in this village of six
hundred inhabitants, Mr. Spurgeon’s books are much valued. I have seen
them in several houses here. In the Wesleyan minister’s a volume or two of
sermons,’ and ‘John Ploughman’s’ productions. In another house ‘Morning
by Morning.’ In another, that of an old saint, aged seventy-five, ‘ The Saint
and His Savior,’ which he esteems as very precious, saying, with emphatic
tone, when he speaks of it, ‘This is Mr. Spurgeon’s first book, and he has
written many since, but never one to surpass this,’ though the dear old man
has not read a tithe of Mr. Spurgeon’s publications.”


Mr. Chowrryappah sends us from Madras a copy of our “Evening by
Evening,” which he has translated into Tamil, and is selling to native
Christians under cost price at twelve annas (ls. 4d). He has also translated
some extracts from our works, and issued them as tracts. He says that kind
friends in England enabled him to accomplish this work, and he is now
anxious to procure additional funds so that he may translate and publish
“Morning by Morning” also. This is a good work. Though five hundred
copies may appear to be a small issue, it is a great thing to get the book
translated, for it will then be ready for use when in happier times thousands
will need a Christian literature. We are thrice happy in seeing our works
thus scattered among many nations. May the Lord send the increase.


SPURGEON’S SERMONS’ TRACT SOCIETY: — Since we inserted a note in
reference to this Society in a recent number of the magazine, the secretary
has received several applications for grants of sermons, but no
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contributions to pay for them. He is continually hearing of eases of
conversion resulting from the distribution of the sermons as loan tracts, and
if he only had increased funds, could largely extend the Society’s
operations. Friends who are looking for a good investment of their Lord’s
money might do worse than send a donation to Mr. C. Cornell, 60,
Hamiltom-square, Borough, S.E.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY 1882


MEALTIME IN THE CORNFIELDS.


SERMON NO. 522 BY C. H. SPURGEON
ALSO FROM THE “FARM SERMONS”


“And Boaz said unto her, At mealtime come thou hither, and eat of
the bread, and dip thy morsel in the vinegar. And she sat beside the
reapers: and he reached her parched corn, and she did eat, and was
sufficed, and left.” — Ruth 2:14.


WE are going to the cornfields, as we did last year, not however, so much
to glean, as to rest with the reapers and the gleaners, when under some
wide-spreading oak, they sit down to take refreshment. We hope there will
be found some timid gleaner here, who will accept our invitation to come
and eat with us, and who will find confidence enough to dip her morsel in
the vinegar. May they have courage to feast to the full on their own
account, and then to carry home a portion to their needy friends at home.


I. Our first point this morning is this — THAT GOD’S REAPERS HAVE


THEIR MEALTIMES.


Those who work for God will find him a good master. He cares for oxen,
and has commanded his Israel, “Thou shalt not muzzle the ox when he
treadeth out the corn.” Much more doth he care for his servants who serve
him. “He hath given meat unto them that fear him: he will ever be mindful
of his covenant.” The reapers in Jesus’ fields shall not only receive a
blessed reward at the last, but they shall have plenteous comforts by the
way. He is pleased to pay his servants twice: first in the labor itself, and a
second time in the labor’s sweet results. He gives them such joy and
consolation in the service of their Master, that it is a sweet employ, and
they cry, “We delight to do thy will, O Lord.” As heaven is made up of
serving God day and night, so to true workers, their constantly serving
God on earth brings with it a rich foretaste of heaven.
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God has ordained certain mealtimes for his reapers; and he has appointed
that one of these shall be when they come together to listen to the Word
preached. If God be with our ministers, they act as the disciples did of old,
for they received the barley loaves and fishes from Christ as he multiplied
them, and handed them to the people. We, of ourselves, cannot feed one
soul, much less thousands; but when the Lord is with us, we can keep as
good a table as Solomon himself, with all his fine flour, and fat oxen, and
roebucks, and fallow-deer. When the Lord blesses the provisions of his
House, no matter how many thousands there may be, all his poor shall be
filled with bread. I hope, beloved, you know what it is to sit under the
shadow of the Word with great delight, and find the fruit thereof sweet
unto your taste. Where the doctrines of grace are boldly and plainly
delivered to you in connection with the other truths of revelation; where
Jesus Christ upon his cross is ever lifted up; where the work of the Spirit is
not forgotten; where the glorious purpose of the Father is never despised,
there is sure to be food for the children of God. We have learned not to
feed upon oratorical flourishes, or philosophical refinings; we leave these
fine things, these twelfth-cake ornaments, to be eaten by those little
children who can find delight in such unhealthy dainties: we prefer to hear
truth, even when roughly spoken, to the fine garnishings of eloquence
without the truth. We care little about how the table is served, or of what
ware the dishes are made, so long as the covenant bread and water, and the
promised oil and wine, are given us. Certain grumblers among the Lord’s
reapers do not feed under the preached Word, because they do not intend
to feed; they come to the House of Bread on purpose to find fault, and
therefore they go away empty. My verdict is, “It serves them right.” Little
care I to please such hearers. I would as soon feed bears and jackals, as
attempt to supply the wants of grumbling professors. How much mischief
is done by observations made upon the preacher! How often do we censure
where our God approves. We have heard of a high doctrinal deacon, who
said to a young minister who was supplying the pulpit on probation, “I
should have enjoyed your sermon very much, sir, if it had not been for that
last appeal to the sinner. I do not think that dead sinners should be
exhorted to believe in Jesus.” When that deacon reached home, he found
his own daughter in tears. She became converted to God, and united with
the Church of which that young man ultimately became the minister. How
was she converted, think you? By that address at the close of the sermon,
which her father did not like. Take heed of railing at that by which the Holy
Ghost saves souls. There may be much in the sermon which may not suit
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you or me, but then we are not the only persons to be considered. There is
a wide variety of characters, and all our hearers must have “their portion of
meat in due season.” Is it not a selfishness very unlike the spirit of a
Christian, which would make me find fault with the provisions, because I
cannot eat them all? There should be the unadulterated milk for the babe in
grace, as well as the strong substantial meat for the full-grown believer.
Beloved, I know that however murmurers may call our manna “light
bread,” yet our gracious God does “in this mountain make unto all people a
feast of fat things, a feast of wines on the lees, of fat things full of marrow,
of wines on the lees well refined.”


Often, too, our gracious Lord appoints us mealtimes in our private
readings and meditations. Here it is that his “paths drop fatness.” Nothing
can be more fattening to the soul of the believer than feeding upon the
Word, and digesting it by frequent meditations. No wonder that some grow
so little, when they meditate so little. Cattle must chew the cud; it is not
what they crop with their teeth, but that which is masticated, and
afterwards digested by rumination, that nourishes them. We must take the
truth, and roll it over and over again in the inward parts of our spirit, and
so we shall extract divine nourishment therefrom. Have you not, my
brethren, frequently found a Benjamin’s mess prepared for you in a choice
promise of your God? Is not meditation the land of Goshen to you? If men
once said, “There is corn in Egypt,” may they not always say, that the
finest of the wheat is to be found in secret prayer? Private devotion is a
land which floweth with milk and honey; a paradise yielding all manner of
fruits; a banqueting house of choice wines. Ahasuerus might make a great
feast, but all his hundred and twenty provinces could not furnish such
dainties as the closet offers to the spiritual mind. Where can we feed and lie
down in green pastures in so sweet a sense as we do in our musings on the
Word? Meditation distills the quintessence from the Scriptures, and
gladdens our mouth with a sweetness which exceeds the virgin honey
dropping from the honeycomb. Your retired seasons and occasions of
prayer, should be to you regal entertainments, or at least refreshing
seasons, in which, like the reapers at noonday, you sit with Boaz and eat of
your Master’s generous provisions. “The Shepherd of Salisirury Plain” —
you who have read that excellent book will remember — was wont to say,
“That when he was lonely, and when his wallet was empty, his Bible was to
him meat, and drink, and company too.” He is not the only man who has
found a fullness in the Word when there is want without. During the battle
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of Waterloo, a godly soldier mortally wounded, was carried by his comrade
into the rear, and being placed with his back propped up against a tree, he
besought his friend to open his knapsack, and take out the Bible which he
had carried in it. “Read to me,” he said, “one verse, before I close my eyes
in death.” His comrade read him that verse: “Peace I leave with you, my
peace I give unto you: not as the world giveth give I unto you;” and there,
fresh from the whistling of the bullets, and the roll of the drum, and the
tempest of human conflict, that believing spirit enjoyed such holy calm, that
ere he fell asleep in the arms of Jesus, he said, “Yes, I have a peace with
God which passeth all understanding, which keeps my heart and mind
through Jesus Christ.” Saints most surely have their mealtimes when they
are alone in meditation.


Let us not forget, that there is one specially ordained mealtime which
ought to occur oftener, but which, even monthly, is very refreshing to us, I
mean the Supper of the Lord. There you have literally, as well as
spiritually, a meal. The table is richly spread; it has upon it both meat and
drink; there is the bread and the wine, and looking at what these symbolize,
we have before us a table richer than that which kings could furnish. There
we have the flesh and the blood of our Lord Jesus Christ, whereof if a man
eat, he shall never hunger and never thirst, for that bread shall be undo him
everlasting life. Oh! the sweet seasons we have known at the Lord’s
Supper. If some of you really did understand the enjoyment of feeding
upon Christ in that ordinance, you would chide yourselves for not having
united with the Church in fellowship. In keeping the Master’s
commandments there is a “great reward,” and consequently in neglecting
them there is a great loss of reward. Christ is not so tied to the Sacramental
table as to be always found of those who partake thereat, but still it is in
the way that we may expect the Lord to meet with us. “If ye love me, keep
my commandments;” is a sentence of touching power. “And his
commandments are not grievous,” is the confession of all obedient sons.
Sitting at this table, our soul has mounted up from the emblem to the
reality; we have eaten bread in the kingdom of God, and have leaned our
head upon Jesus’ bosom. “He brought me to the banqueting-house, and his
banner over me was love.” On these occasions we may compare ourselves
to poor Mephibosheth, who though lame and despicable in his own esteem,
yet was made to sit at King David’s table; or we may liken ourselves to the
little ewe lamb in the parable, which did eat of its Master’s bread, and drink
from his cup, and slept in his bosom. The prodigal, who once fed upon
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husks, sits down to eat the bread of children. We, who were worthy to be
esteemed as dogs, are here permitted to take the place of adopted sons and
daughters.


Besides these regular mealtimes, there are others which God gives us, at
seasons when perhaps we little expect them. You have been walking the
street, and suddenly you have felt a holy flowing out of your soul toward
God; or, in the middle of business your heart has been melted with love and
made to leap for joy even as the brooks which have been bound with
winter’s ice leap to feel the touch of spring. You have been groaning, dull
and earth-bound; but the sweet love of Jesus has embraced you when you
scarce thought of it, and your spirit, all free, and all on fire, has rejoiced to
dance before the Lord with tabrets and high-sounding cymbals, like Miriam
of old. I have had times occasionally in preaching, when I would fain have
kept on far beyond the appointed hour, for my happy soul was like a vessel
wanting vent. Seasons too you have had on your sick-beds, when you
would have been content to be sick always, if you could have your bed so
well made, and your head so softly pillowed.


“These are the joys he lets us know
In fields and villages below:
Gives us a relish of his love,


But keeps his noblest feast above.”


Our blessed Redeemer comes to us in the morning, and wakes us up with
such sweet thoughts upon our soul, we know not how they came; as if,
when the dew was visiting the flowers, a few drops of heaven’s dew had
fallen upon us. In the cool eventide, too, as we have gone to our beds, our
meditation of him has been sweet. Nay, in the night watches, when we
tossed to and fro, and could not sleep, he has been pleased to become our
song in the night.


“He is the spring of all my joys,
The life of my delights;


The glory of my brightest days,
And comfort of my nights.”


God’s reapers find it hard work to reap; but they find a blessed solace
when they sit down and eat of their Master’s rich provisions; then, with
renewed strength, they go with sharpened sickle, to reap again in the
noontide heat.
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Let me observe, that while these mealtimes come, we know not exactly
when, there are certain seasons when we may expect them. The Eastern
reapers generally sit down under the shelter of a tree, or a booth, to take
refreshment during the heat of the day. And certain I am, that when
trouble, affliction, persecution, and bereavement, become the most painful
to us, it is then that the Lord hands out to us the sweetest comforts. As we
said last Thursday night, some promises are written in sympathetic ink, and
can only have their meaning brought out by holding them before the fire of
affliction. Some verses of Scripture must be held to the fire till they are
scorched, before the glorious meaning will stand forth in clear letters
before our eyes. We must work till the hot sun forces the sweat from our
face; we must bear the burden and heat of the day before we can expect to
be invited to those choice meals which the Lord prepares for those who are
diligent in his work. When thy day of trouble is the hottest, then the love of
Jesus shall be sweetest; when thy night of trial is the darkest, then will his
candle shine most brightly about thee; when thy head aches most heavily —
when thy heart palpitates most terribly — when heart and flesh fail thee,
then he will be the strength of thy life, and thy portion for ever.


Again, these mealtimes frequently occur before a trial. Elijah must be
entertained beneath a juniper tree, for he is to go a forty-days’ journey in
the strength of that meat. You may suspect some danger nigh when your
delights are overflowing. If you see a ship taking in great quantities of
provision, it is bound for a distant port. And when God gives you
extraordinary seasons of communion with Jesus, you may look for long
leagues of tempestuous sea. Sweet cordials prepare for stern conflicts.
Times of refreshing also occur after trouble or arduous service. Christ was
tempted of the devil, and afterwards angels came and ministered unto him.
Jacob wrestled with God, and then afterwards, at Mahanaim, hosts of
angels met him. Abraham wars with the kings, and returns from their
slaughter; then is it that Melchisedec refreshes him with bread and wine.
After conflict, content; after battle, banquet. When thou hast waited on thy
Lord, then thou shalt sit down, and thy Master will gird himself and wait
upon thee. Yes, let the worldling say what he will about the hardness of
religion, we do not find it so. We do confess that reaping is no child’s play;
that toiling for Christ has its difficulties and its troubles; but still the bread
which we eat is very sweet, and the wine which we drink is crushed from
celestial clusters —
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“I would not change my bless’d estate
For all the world calls good or great


And while my faith can keep her hold,
I envy not the sinner’s gold.”


II. Follow me while we turn to a second point. To THESE MEALS THE


GLEANER IS AFFECTIONATELY INVITED. That is to say, the poor, trembling
stranger who has not strength enough to reap; who has no right to be in the
field, except the right of charity — the poor, trembling sinner, conscious of
his own demerit, and feeling but little hope and little joy. To the meals of
the strong-handed, fully-assured reaper, the gleaner is invited.


The gleaner is invited, in the text, to come. “At mealtime, come thou
hither.” We have known some who felt ashamed to come to the House of
God; but we trust you will none of you be kept away from the place of
feasting by any shame on account of your dress, or your personal
character, or your poverty; nay, nor even on account of your physical
infirmities. “At mealtime come thou hither.” I have heard of a deaf woman
who could never hear a sound, and yet she was always in the House of
God, and when asked why, her reply was, “Because a friend found her the
text, and then God was pleased to give her many a sweet thought upon the
text while she sat in his House; besides,” she said, “she felt that as a
believer, she ought to honor God by her presence in his courts, and
recognizing her union with his people; and, better still, she always liked to
be in the best of company, and as the presence of God was there, and the
holy angels, and the saints of the Most High, whether she could hear or no,
she would go.” There is a brother whose face I seldom miss from this
house, who, I believe, has never in his life heard a sound, and cannot make
an articulate utterance, yet he is a joyful believer, and loves the place where
God’s honor dwelleth. Well, now, I think if such persons find pleasure in
coming, we who can hear, though we feel our unworthiness, though we
are conscious that we are not fit to come, should be desirous to be laid in
the House of God, as the sick were at the pool of Bethesda, hoping that
the waters may be stirred, and that we may step in and be healed.
Trembling soul, never let the temptations of the devil keep thee from God’s
House. “At mealtime come thou hither.”


Moreover, she was bidden not only to come, but to eat. Now, whatever
there is sweet and comfortable in the Word of God, ye that are of a broken
and contrite spirit, are invited to partake of it. “Jesus Christ came into the
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world to save sinners” — sinners such as you are. “In due time Christ died
for the ungodly” — for such ungodly ones as you feel yourselves to be.
You are desiring this morning to be Christ’s. Well, you may be Christ’s.
You are saying in your heart, “O that I could eat the children’s bread!
“You may eat it. You say, “I have no right.” But he gives you the
invitation! Come without any other right than the right of his invitation. I
know you will say how unworthy you are.


“Let not conscience make you linger,
Nor of fitness fondly dream.”


But since he bids you “come,” take him at his word; and if there be a
promise, believe it; if there be rich consolation, drink it; if there be an
encouraging word, accept it, and let the sweetness of it be yours.


Note further, that she was not only invited to eat the bread, but to dip her
morsel in the vinegar. We must not look upon this as being some sour
stuff. No doubt there are crabbed souls in the Church, who always dip their
morsel in the sourest imaginable vinegar, and with a grim liberality invite
others to share a little comfortable misery with them; but the vinegar in my
text is altogether another thing. This was either a compound of various
sweets expressed from fruits, or else it was that weak kind of wine mingled
with water which is still commonly used in the harvest-fields of Italy, and
the warmer parts of the world — a drink not exceedingly strong, but
excellently cooling, and good enough to impart a relish to the reapers’
food. It was, to use the only word which will give the meaning, a sauce,
which the Orientals used with their bread. As we use butter, or as they on
other occasions used oil, so in the harvest-field, believing it to have cooling
properties they used what is here called vinegar. Beloved, the Lord’s
reapers have sauce with their bread; they have sweet consolations; they
have not merely doctrines, but the holy unction which is the essence of
doctrines; they have not merely truths, but a hallowed and ravishing delight
accompanies the truths. Take, for instance, the doctrine of election, which
is like the bread; there is a sauce to dip that in. When I can say, “He loved
me before the foundations of the world,” the personal application, the
personal enjoyment of my interest in the truth becomes a sauce into which I
dip my morsel. And you, poor gleaner, are invited to dip your morsel in it
too. I used to hear people sing that hymn of Toplady’s, which begins —
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“A debtor to mercy alone,
Of covenant mercy I sing;


Nor fear with thy righteousness on,
My person and offerings to bring.”


And rises to its climax —


“Yes, I to the end shall endure,
As sure as the earnest is given;


More happy, but not more secure,
The glorified spirits in heaven.”


And I used to think I could never sing that hymn. It was the sauce, you
know. I might manage to eat some of the plain bread, but I could not dip it
in that sauce. It was too high doctrine, too sweet, too consoling. But I
thank God I have since ventured to dip my morsel in it, and now I hardly
like my bread without it. I would have every trembling sinner be prepared
to take the comfortable parts of God’s Word, even those called “HIGH.” I
hope, brethren, you will never grow as some Christians do, who like all
sauce, and no bread. There are some high-flying brethren, who must have
nothing but the vinegar; and very sour it turns upon their stomachs too. I
hope you will love the bread. A little of the vinegar, a little of the spice,
and much savor; but let us keep to the bread as well; let us love all revealed
truth; and if there be a trembling gleaner here, let me invite and persuade
her to come hither, to eat the bread, and to dip her morsel in the sauce.


Now I think I see her, and she is half prepared to come, for she is very
hungry, and she has brought nothing with her this morning; but she begins
to say. “I have no right to come, for I am not a reaper; I do nothing for
Christ; I did not even come here this morning to honor him; I came here, as
gleaners go into a cornfield, from a selfish motive, to pick up what I could
for myself; and all the religion that I have lies in this — the hope that I may
be saved; I do not glorify God; I do no good to other people; I am only a
selfish gleaner; I am not a reaper.” Ah! but thou art invited to come. Make
no questions about it. Boaz bids thee. Take thou his invitation, and enter at
once. But, you say, “I am such a poor gleaner; though it is all for myself,
yet it is little I get at it; I get a few thoughts while the sermon is being
preached, but I lose them before I reach home.” I know you do, poor
weak-handed woman. But still, Jesus invites thee. Come! Take thou the
sweet promise as he presents it to thee, and let no bashfulness of thine send
thee home hungry. “But,” you say, “I am a stranger; you do not know my
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sins, my sinfulness, and the waywardness of my heart.” But Jesus does; and
yet Jesus invites you! He knows you are but a Moabitess, a stranger from
the commonwealth of Israel; but he bids you. Is not that enough? “Eat the
bread, and dip thy morsel in the vinegar.” “But,” you say, “I owe so much
to him already; it is so good of him to spare my forfeited life, and so tender
of him to let me hear the gospel preached at all; I cannot have the
presumption to be an intruder, and sit with the reapers.” Oh! but he bids
you. There is more presumption in your doubting than there could be in
your believing. HE bids you. Will you refuse Boaz? Shall Jesus’ lips give
the invitation, and will you say me nay? Come, now, come. Remember that
the little which Ruth could eat did not make Boaz any the poorer; and all
that thou wantest will make Christ none the less glorious, or full of grace.
What! are thy necessities large? Yes, but his supplies are larger. Dost thou
require great mercy? He is a great Savior. I tell thee, that his mercy is no
more to be exhausted than the sea is to be drained; or than the sun is to be
rendered dim by the excess of the light which he pours forth to day. Come,
thou. There is enough for thee, and Boaz will not be hurt thereby.
Moreover, let me tell thee a secret —  Jesus loves thee; therefore it is that
he would have thee feed at his table. If thou art now a longing, trembling
sinner, willing to be saved, but conscious that thou deservest it not, Jesus
loves thee, sinner, and he will take more delight in seeing thee eat than
thou wilt take in the eating. Let the sweet love he feels in his soul toward
thee draw thee to him. And what is more — but this is a great secret, and
must only be whispered in your ear — he intends to be married to you; and
when you are married to him, why, the fields will be yours; for, of course,
if you are the spouse, you are joint-proprietor with him. Is it not so? Doth
not the wife share with the husband? All those promises which are “yea and
Amen in Christ” shall be yours; nay, they all are yours now, for “the man is
next of kin unto you,” and ere long he will spread his skirt over you, and
take you unto himself for ever, espousing you in faithfulness, and truth, and
righteousness. Will you not eat of your own? “Oh! but,” says one, “how
can it be? I am a stranger.” Yes, a stranger: but Jesus Christ loves the
stranger. “A publican, a sinner;” but he is “the friend of publicans and
sinners.” “An outcast;” but he “gathereth together the outcasts of Israel.”
“A stray sheep;” but the shepherd “leaves the ninety and nine,” to seek it.
“A lost piece of money;” but he “sweeps the house” to find thee. “A
prodigal son;” but he sets the bells a ringing when he knows that thou wilt
return. Come, Ruth! Come, trembling gleaner! Jesus invites thee: accept
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the invitation. “At mealtime come thou hither, and eat of the bread, and dip
thy morsel in the vinegar.”


III. Now, thirdly — and here is a very sweet point in the narrative. BOAZ


REACHED HER THE PARCHED CORN. “She did come and eat.” Where did
she sit? You notice, she “sat beside the reapers.” She did not feel that she
was one of them — she “sat beside” them. Just as some of you do, who do
not come down here this evening to the Lord’s Supper, but sit in the
gallery. You are sitting “beside the reapers.” You are sitting this morning
as if you were not one of us — had no right to be among the people of
God; still you will sit beside us. If there is a good thing to be had, and you
cannot get it, you will get as near as you can to those who do; you think
there is some comfort even in looking on at the gracious feast.” “She sat
beside the reapers.”


And while she was sitting there, what happened? Did she stretch forth her
hand and get the food herself? No, it is written, “HE reached her the
parched corn.” Ah! that is it. I give the invitation, brother, to-day; give it
earnestly, affectionately, sincerely; but I know very well, that while I give
it, no trembling heart will accept it, unless the King himself comes near,
and feasts his saints to-day. He must reach the parched corn; he must give
you to drink of “the juice of the spiced wine of his pomegranate.” How
does he do this? By his gracious spirit, he first of all inspires your faith.
You are afraid to think it can be true, that such a sinner as you are
accepted in the beloved; he breathes upon you, and your faint hope
becomes an expectancy, and that expectation buds and blossoms into an
appropriating faith, which says, “Yes, my beloved is mine, and his desire is
toward me.”


Having done this, the Savior does more; he sheds abroad the love of God
in your heart. The love of Christ is like sweet perfume in a box. Now, he
who put the perfume in the box is the only person that knows how to take
the lid off. He, with his own skillful hand, takes the lid from the box; then it
is “shed abroad” like “ointment poured forth.” You know it may be there,
and yet not be shed abroad. As you walk in a wood, there may be a have or
a partridge there, and yet you may never see it; but when you startle it, and
it flies or runs before you, then you perceive it. And there may be the love
of God in your heart, not in exercise, but still there; and at last you may
have the privilege of seeing it — seeing your love mount with wings to
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heaven, and your faith running without weariness. Christ must shed abroad
that love; his spirit must put your graces into exercise.


But Jesus does more than this; he reaches the parched corn with his own
hand, when he gives us close communion with him. Do not think that this
is a dream; I tell you there is such a thing as talking with Christ to-day. As
certainly as I can talk with my dearest friend, or find solace in the company
of my beloved wife, so surely may I speak with Jesus, and find intense
delight in the company of Immanuel. It is not a fiction. We do not worship
a far-off Savior; he is a God nigh at hand. We do not adore him as one who
is gone away to heaven, and who never can be approached; but he is nigh
us, in our mouth and in our heart, and we do to-day walk with him as the
elect did of old, and commune with him as his apostles did on earth; not
after the flesh, it is true, but after a real and spiritual fashion.


Yet once more let me add, the Lord Jesus is pleased to reach the parched
corn, in the best sense, when the Spirit gives us the infallible witness
within, that we are “born of God.” A man may know that he is a Christian
infallibly. Philip de Morny, who lived in the time of Prince Henry of
Navarre, was wont to say that the Holy Spirit had made his own salvation
to him as clear a point as ever a problem proved to a demonstration in
Euclid could be. You know with what mathematical precision the scholar
of Euclid solves a problem or proves a proposition, and just the same, with
as absolute a precision, as certainly as twice two are four, we may “know
that we have passed from death unto life.” The sun in the heavens is not
more clear to the eye than his own salvation to an assured believer; such a
man would as soon doubt his own existence, as suspect his interest in
eternal life.


Now let the prayer be breathed by poor Ruth, who is trembling yonder.
Lord, reach me the parched corn! “Draw me, we will run after thee.” Lord,
send thy love into my heart!


“Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,
With all thy quickening powers,


Come, shed abroad a Savior’s love,
And that shall kindle ours.”


There is no getting at Christ, except by Christ revealing himself to us.


IV. And now the last point. After Boaz had reached the parched corn, we
are told that “SHE DID EAT, AND WAS SUFFICED, AND LEFT.” So shall it be
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with every Ruth. Sooner or later every penitent shall become a believer.
There may be a space of deep conviction, and a period of much hesitation;
but there shall come a season, when the soul decides for the Lord. If I
perish, I perish. I will go as I am to Jesus. I will not play the fool any
longer with my buts and ifs, but since he bids me believe that he died for
me, I will believe it, and will trust his cross for my salvation. And oh!
whenever you shall be privileged to do this, you shall be “satisfied.” “She
did eat, and was satisfied.” Your head shall be satisfied with the precious
truth which Christ reveals; your heart shall be content with Jesus, as the
altogether lovely object of affection; your hope shall be satisfied, for whom
have you in heaven but Christ? your desire shall be satiated, for what can
even the hunger of your desire wish for more than “to know Christ, and to
be found in him.” You shall find Jesus fill your conscience, till it is at
perfect peace; he shall fill your judgment, till you know the certainty of his
teachings; he shall fill your memory with recollections of what he did, and
fill your imagination with the prospects of what he is yet to do.


“She was satisfied, and she left.” Some of us have had deep draughts; we
have thought that we could take in all of Christ; but when we have done
our best, we have had to leave a vast remainder. We have sat down with a
ravenous appetite at the table of the Lord’s love, and said, “Now, nothing
but the infinite can ever satisfy me; I am such a great sinner that I must
have infinite merit to wash my sin away;” but we have had our sin
removed, and found that there was merit to spare; we have had our hunger
relieved, and found that there was a redundance for others who were in a
similar case. There are certain sweet things in the Word of God which you
and I have not enjoyed yet, and which we cannot enjoy yet; we are obliged
to leave them for a while. “I have yet many things to say unto you, but ye
cannot bear them now.” There is a knowledge to which we have not
attained — a place of fellowship nearer yet to Christ. There are heights of
communion which as yet our feet have not climbed — virgin snows upon
the mountain untrodden by the foot of man. There is a yet beyond, and
there will be for ever.


A verse or two further on we are told what Ruth did with her leavings. It is
a very bad habit. I believe, at feasts, to carry anything home with you; but
she did, for that which was left she took home; and when she reached
Naomi, and showed her the quantity of wheat in her apron, after she had
asked “Where hast thou gleaned to-day?” and had received the answer, she
gave to Naomi a portion of that which she had reserved after she was
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sufficed. So it shall be even with you, poor tremblers, who think you have
no right to any for yourselves; you shall be able to eat and be quite
satisfied, and what is more, you shall have a morsel to carry to others in a
like condition. I am always pleased to find the young believer beginning to
pocket something for other people. When you hear a sermon, you think,
“Well, poor mother cannot get out to-day, I will tell her something about
it. There now, that point will just suit her; I will take that, if I forget
anything else; I will tell her that by the bedside. There is my brother
William, who will not come with me to chapel; I wish he would; but, now,
there was something which struck me in the sermon, and when I get close
to him, I will tell him that, and I will say, ‘Will you not come this evening?’
I will tell him those portions which interested me; perhaps they will interest
him.” There are your children in the Sunday-school class. You say, “That
illustration will do for them.” I think sometimes, when I see you putting
down my metaphors on little scraps of paper, that you may recollect to tell
somebody else; I would fain give more where they are so well used; I
would let fall an extra handful, on purpose that there may be enough for
you, and for your friends. There is an abominable spirit of self among some
professors, prompting them to eat their morsel alone. They get the honey;
it is a wood full of honey, like Jonathan’s wood; and yet they are afraid —
afraid, lest they should eat it all up; so they try to maintain a monopoly. I
do know some congregations which seem to me to be a sort of spiritual
protectionists; they are afraid heaven will be too full, that there will not be
room enough for them. When an invitation is given to a sinner, they do not
like it — it is too open, too general; and when there is a melting heart and
a tearful eye for the conversion of other people, they feel quite out of their
element; they never know what it is to take home that which is left, and
give to others. Cultivate an unselfish spirit. Seek to love as you have been
loved. Remember that “the law and the prophets” lie in this, to “love the
Lord your God with all your heart, and your neighbor as yourself.” How
can you love him as yourself, if you do not love his soul? You have loved
your own soul; through grace you have been led to lay hold on Jesus. Love
your neighbor’s soul and never be satisfied till you see him in the
enjoyment of those things which are the charm of your life and the joy of
your spirit. I do not know how to give my invitation in a more comfortable
way; but as we are sitting down to feed at his table in the evening of this
day, I pray the Master to reach a large handful of parched corn to some
trembling sinner, and enable him to eat and be satisfied.
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A GOOD STAYER


HERE is an account of a pretty little fix for a cargo of passengers by a mail
coach. The anecdote may be found in Anthony Trollope’s “Editor Notes,”
in the chapter devoted to the literary adventure of “Mrs. Brumby”: —
“There is, however, nothing more difficult to achieve than the expulsion of
a woman who is unwilling to quit the place she occupies. We remember to
have seen a lady take possession of a seat in a mail-coach to which she was
not entitled, and which had been booked and paid for by another person.
The agent for the coaching business desired her with many threats to
descend, but she simply replied that the journey to her was a matter of such
moment that she felt herself called upon to keep her place. The agent sent
the coachman to pull her out. The coachman threatened with his hands as
well as with his words, and then set the guard at her. The guard attacked
her with inflamed visage and fearful words about Her Majesty’s mails, and
then he set the ostlers at her. We thought the ostlers were going to handle
her roughly, but it ended by their scratching their heads, and by a
declaration on the part of one of them that she was ‘the rummest go he’d
ever seen.’ She was a woman, and they couldn’t touch her. A policeman
was called upon for assistance, who offered to lock her up, but he could
only do so if allowed to lock up the whole coach as well. It was ended by
the production of another coach, by the exchange of the luggage and
passengers, by a delay of two hours, and an embarrassing possession of the
original vehicle by the lady.” We give the above because it has its parallel
in certain ministers who cannot be induced to move although everybody is
eager to see them gone. One by one, deacons, subscribers, and friends
withdraw, but the ministerial old ladies stick to the empty coach, as if it
were part and parcel of themselves, as much as its shell is an integral
portion of the snail Hence the new chapel, which springs up, and makes
two churches where one would have been quite enough if it had not been
for the adhesiveness of an individual. It is a great sorrow that churches
should be ruined because worthy men cannot see that the time is come for
a change. But what is the use of our writing this? We shall only put
removing into the head of some brother who ought to stay where he is,
while those whom it behoves to move will stick like limpets. — C. H. S.
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NOTES


MR. EDWARD WHITE, the earnest and able advocate of the doctrine of
Conditional Immortality, says: — “ No one yields to me in hearty
admiration and affection for the Rev. Chas. Spurgeon. But his refusal to
listen to the doctrine of Life in Christ has formed a more serious obstacle
to its popular diffusion than that of any other living man during the last
twenty years.” We are fully prepared to take all the responsibility of the
conduct ascribed to us, and only trust that we may have power to be a
more serious obstacle still. With the most profound regard for Mr. White,
and something more tender than regard, we cannot help mingling our
regret that he should be teaching such mischievous doctrine, an that so
many should follow him in it.


On Monday evening, May 22, the half-yearly meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION was held in
conjunction with the usual prayer-meeting. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon
presided, and commended the work to the sympathy and support of all
present. Mr. Elvin, the indefatigable secretary of the Association, gave a
brief description of the work carried on by his earnest band of unpaid
evangelists, two of whom, Messrs. Pullen and Shurmer, also spoke. Mr.
Elvin expressed the fear that the services held by the Association this year
will not exceed the number reported at the last annual meeting — i. e.,
3,380; but even if his anticipations are realized — what a grand work will
be accomplished! This is one of the most useful and economical agencies
for the spread of the gospel in the metropolis, and deserves the help of all
Christians who desire to see the millions of London converted to Christ.
More young preachers are needed by the society, and more funds with
which to hire halls and pay traveling expenses: all the rest is gratis work.
The Society’s design is to work with the churches, and for them, and not
to be an outside agency to draw men away from their regular places of
worship. Ministers in or near London wishing for a week of special
services can apply to Mr. Elvin, 30, Surrey-square, S.E., who will send
suitable evangelists.


On Friday erecting, June 9, the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION was held in the Lecture Hall, under the
presidency of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. The stormy weather that prevailed
during the afternoon and evening reduced the attendance somewhat, but
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did not lessen the enthusiasm that is usually manifested at this meeting. Mr.
G. Goldston, the secretary of the Mission, presented the annual report, and
Mr. R. Hayward, the treasurer, read the balance-sheet. There are twenty-
one members, and services are being held in North Cheam; Bell Green,
Sydenham; Thornton Heath; Shoreham, and Halstead, Kent; Teddington;
South-gate; Stratford; and Bedport and Hatton; while in the following
places the work is being caddied on without the assistance of the Mission,
in most cases churches having been formed, and in some instances chapels
built: — Tiptree Heath, Putney, Carshalton, Walthamstow, St. Mary Cray,
Lower Tooting, Little Paris-street, Pope-street, and Willesden. The total
expenditure of the Mission for the year has been £168 12s., the principal
items being traveling expenses of the preachers, who give their services
freely; and the rent, furniture, and fittings of chapels and halls. To meet this
amount the Pastor has been pleased to find £48 10s.; subscriptions and
donations have realized £31 13s. 8d.; offerings and collections at the
stations, £64 16s.; and at the date of the meeting a small balance was due
to the treasurer. Addresses were delivered by the chairman, and Messrs.
Millidge, Durbin, Greenstreet, Chalmers, Crathern, McLauchlan, and
Clark; Mr. Chamberlain sang a sacred solo; and Mr. Keys was presented
with a gold pencil as a token of gratitude for his services at Teddington.
This Country Mission is a sort of twin-sister to the Evangelists’
Association, and is doing a most useful work in the villages around
London. It merits far more help than it receives. It is also an excellent
training-school for earnest Christian young men who desire opportunities
for exercising their gifts as preachers of the gospel. Friends in destitute
localities in the suburbs would do well to communicate with this Society.


Stranges’ Sunday Evening, June 11. — This service was crowded. All
sorts and conditions of men were there; but we judge from the universality
of the singing that the bulk of the attendants were such as usually attend
places of worship. Before the multitude had dispersed our scouts had
pleasing proof that when Christ is lifted up men are drawn to him. Certain
brethren scattered over the Tabernacle are ever on the watch for those who
ax wounded, and many a case is thus speedily cared for, which otherwise
might have been left to suffer in secret.


On Monday evening, June 12, the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE HOME AND FOREIGN MISSIONARY WORKING SOCIETY Was
held in the lecture-hall. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon presided, and spoke of the
continued need of the society’s work in sending parcels of clothing to poor
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ministers and their families, many of whom, especially in the country
districts, are in more straitened circumstances than ever, as the
consequence of agricultural depression. Addresses were also delivered by
Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, Mr. Harrald, who read the report, and Mrs. Evans,
the esteemed treasurer and manager of the society. She asked very
earnestly for additional subscribers, and expressed the wish that every
member of the church would give at least one garment during the year.
(This is a capital practical hint. From a coat to a pinafore there is a wide
range of articles, suited to all pockets.) The report referred to the loss the
committee had sustained by the death of Mrs. Scott, an invaluable friend,
and included a short letter from Mrs. Spurgeon, the beloved President of
the Society, and also copies of the grateful epistles that had been received
from several of the applicants who had been relieved during the year.
Mention was made of the kind help of the Shooter’s Hill Baptist Chapel
Auxiliary, which has contributed 269 articles of clothing since the last
anniversary. Forty-seven parcels have been sent to ministers, and nine to
colporteurs, the total value of the gifts amounting to £298 9s. 1d., about
230 children have been clothed, and 1707 ready-made garments have been
sent, 580 yards of dress material, besides sheets, blankets, and other useful
articles. The total expenditure for the year was about £110, and there was
a balance of £10 18s. 8d. due to the treasurer, but this was more than.
cleared off by a donation of £20 from the chairman. Contributions of
money, or garments, or materials to be made up, will be gratefully received
by- Mrs. Evans, Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington. Drapers could help
us much by giving remnants, Half-worn garments are also acceptable.


The Tabernacle prayer-meeting held on the same evening was dedicated to
missionary subjects. Our own work abroad constantly furnishes interesting
topics. Two brethren were present who had given themselves to mission-
work, and Mr. Harry Wood, having returned from Australia, gave some
interesting details. We are greatly gratified to find that under the leadership
of Mrs. Allison a society has been formed to support a sister in the Zenana
work in India. We glorify God as we see how in every form our beloved
friends lengthen the cords and strengthen the stakes of our Tabernacle
work.


On Monday evening, June 19, at the Tabernacle prayer-meeting, the
following resolution from the elders of the church was read by Mr. J. T.
Dunn, and adopted by the whole assembly, who manifested their sympathy
with its spirit by rising and singing the doxology: —
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“We, the elders of the church, in meeting assembled, on this nineteenth day
of June, 1882, desire to present to Almighty God our heartfelt thanks for
the continued preservation of our Pastor to the church and his much-loved
work; and on this, his forty-eighth anniversary, we earnestly and heartily
pray that his valued life may still · be preserved to labor in our midst, that
with his ever-increasing consecration, he may enjoy renewed health and
spiritual power, and that yet larger success may attend his ministry than it
has hitherto been his joy to experience.”


From the 19th and onward we have received so many letters containing
sums large and small, that we have scarcely known how to acknowledge all
the messages of love. Writing as we now do, on the early morning of the
21st, we find that we have received, almost entirely in small sums, the large
amount of £380 as birthday presents for the Orphanage. Much more will be
put into our own hand to-day if the weather keeps fine. Perchance we can
stop the press, and insert a brief paragraph this evening. We are very
grateful to all these thoughtful friends; some of them live hundreds of miles
away, and yet never forget the Pastor’s birthday. If this money were given
to the Pastor for his own use he would feel humiliated by it; but now it
comes with the blessing which maketh rich, and addeth no sorrow
therewith. Poor orphans are thus helped, and we have the joy of it. Two
friends send £48 each to mark our age; one of them says wittily that we
grow dearer every year. On closing up the, accounts for the day we find
that the Orphanage will be benefited to the extent of at least £1000. The
fete was a grand success in every respect. Between seven and eight
thousand persons were present, and everything passed off most happily.
Blessed be the name of the Lord.


COLLEGE. — Mr. C. Pearce, who has continued to be pastor of the church
at Frogmore-street, Tring, while studying at the College, has now
completed his course with us, and remains with the people of his charge;
and Mr. A. H. Smith has settled at Coningsby, Lincolnshire. Mr. G.
Simmons is removing from New Malden to Feet’s Cray.


Mr. A. W. Wood has been accepted by the Baptist Missionary Society for
the pastorate of the church at Agra; and Mr. A. Fairbrother is going out to
New Zealand as soon as possible, in response to a request from our son
Thomas for a student who would devote himself to mission-work among
the Maories. We should be glad of help towards the expense of sending-
out this brother.
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Mr. W. Mann, who has been for the past two years co-pastor with Mr.
Hamilton at Cape Town, has returned to England. His voyage home was a
pleasant contrast to his double shipwreck on the passage out. We hope he
will soon find a suitable sphere in which he can turn to good account the
experience he has gained in the colony. A letter will find him at the
Tabernacle. Mr. J. S. Harrison, who has been greatly blessed as an
evangelist in the Australian colonies, has come home, and is engaging in
evangelistic work in the provinces. Mr. Harry Wood also is occupying
himself in a similar manner until the way is made clear for his return to the
Antipodes.


Mr. Kendon sends us a very cheering account of the progress of his work
in Jamaica. In January he baptized twenty-five persons, and in April thirty-
three more, and his church now numbers eight hundred and fifty members,
about one-fourth of whom, however, are too old and feeble to get out to
the services often. Financially, also, there is a great improvement in his
position and prospects, and he hopes by the end of the year three of his
mission-stations will be able to unite in forming a church, which will
support another pastor. How great is our joy as we see our brethren thus
blessed of the Lord!


On -Friday afternoon, May 26, Dr. Weymouth, the head master of Mill
Hill School, delivered an admirable lecture to the students on “Reading
aloud.” On the same day the London ministers connected with the
Conference spent the afternoon and evening with the President at “West-
wood,” and on the following Friday the students had a similar treat. On
-Friday afternoon, June 16, Mr. Spurgeon presided at the Communion
service of the students of Regent’s-park College, and had happy
intercourse with Dr. Angus and the brethren.


Monday, June 19, was generally observed throughout our Conference
brotherhood as a day of special united prayer. We have heard from several
brethren who experienced very gracious manifestations of the Holy Spirit’s
influence in their meetings, and we look for corresponding results.


The College midsummer vacation ends on Monday, August 7. We have
received only a few students since the summer session last year, and as
many have gone out to the work since that time, our numbers have been
decreased below our usual average. We have, however, accepted about
twenty candidates out of the long list of applicants, and with this addition
we do not expect to have any more vacancies during the present year. Our
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men are moved with missionary impulses, and with desires to open new
churches, so that we hope we shall not in a single case increase the number
of unemployed preachers. There is room in this guilty world for all the
heralds of mercy that can be sent forth. We may not yet cease from crying
to the Lord to send forth laborers into his harvest.


EVANGELISTS. — The following letter from Mr. Fullerton so well explains
the matters he wishes us to communicate to our readers, that we cannot do
better than print it just as it is. We shall be happy to receive contributions
towards the purchase of the sermons mentioned in the letter: —


“45, Doddington-grove,
“Kennington-park, S.E.
“5th June, 1882.


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — You will be pleased to know that the
services at Trinity Chapel, Edgware-road, have been blessed
remarkably to the salvation of souls, and that, notwithstanding the
Whitsuntide holidays, most of the meetings have been well
attended. To our Master be all the praise, as his is all the power.


“Some interesting cases of conversion have come under our notice,
one of which I must tell you. When at Abbey-road, St. John’s-
wood, some months ago, we had several meetings for men only. As
is our custom, we gave each man one of your sermons at the close
of the service, in the hope that if the spoken sermon did not reach
their heart through the ear, the printed one might through the eye.
One afternoon a man, who had not been to a place of worship for
years before, took home a sermon, and his wife, who was very ill,
read it eagerly, while he, interested in the first service, went again in
the evening. At the end of the sermon were the lines —


‘I’m a poor sinner, and nothing at all,
But Jesus Christ is my all in all.’


“As the woman read, feeling the first line was true of her, she
longed to experience likewise the truth of the second. When her
husband returned, this time bringing with him one. of the little
hymn-books used at our services, she was thoroughly aroused. On
opening the book she noticed the words of an anthem, ‘I will arise,’
which being repeated when sung, are printed twice, thus: — ‘I will
arise, -I will arise’; the italics lending a seeming emphasis to them
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the second time. This struck her, and she determined to say them
the third time, which she did on her knees, until — her soul filled
with the peace of God — she was able to add —


‘Jesus Christ is my all in all.’


This account I had from her own lips, as she felt she must come and
confess what the Lord had done for her.


“Thus the meetings are blessed of God far beyond the radius known
to us at the time, and the sermons are once more made the
instrument of leading souls to Christ. Seeing this, we are
determined to continue. to scatter them more than ever, and have
arranged with your publishers to have one hundred thousand laid
aside for our use. This number will probably be sufficient for two
years. They have kindly promised to supply them, bound in book
form, for £250, of which amount they, with their usual liberality,
will contribute £50. This leaves a balance of £200, towards which
we should be very grateful to receive the offerings of those
interested in the spread of gospel literature and the furtherance of
evangelistic work.


“Will you, dear Mr. Spurgeon, kindly bring the matter before your
readers, and be so good as to receive any sums they may forward?
Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster, 4, Paternoster-buildings, E.C.,
inform us that they will be pleased to place any amount forwarded
to them to the credit of this account. Surely some loyal hearts, in
view of the great blessing resting upon these sermons, and the
eagerness with which they are received — of which the above is
only one instance out of many — will be led to assist. No surer way
could be conceived of sending a clear statement of the gospel into
thousands of homes where it would otherwise be unknown.


“On June 11 we leave our present work with good Mr. Fellowes to
begin with Brother Bax at Salters’ Hall, whence we proceed on
July 2 to friend Wilson, at Woolwich, where, in conjunction witch
nearly all the churches, we hope to carry on a mission for three
weeks. We shall then practically have completed a year’s work in
London, and from the almost uniform success resting upon it, have
disproved; in great measure, the idea that it is harder to labor in the
metropolis than elsewhere, provided the same effort is put forth.
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For all the blessing vouchsafed we adore the Giver of every good
gift, and thank the beloved brethren who have received us so
heartily in the name of the Lord.


“After the summer interval, which Mr. Smith and myself alike
require for rest after the continued strain, and preparation for future
service, we propose to visit Bath, Gloucester, etc., in the autumn,
and remain some months in that district. We hope still to make
some further arrangements with places in the neighborhood, so as
to concentrate the influence of the work; perhaps you will,
therefore, let friends know that you will give the preference during
the coming season to invitations from the southwest of England.


“With hearty and affectionate greeting,
“Believe me, dear President,
“Very sincerely yours,


“W. Y. FULLERTON.’’


Mr. Fellowes has also written as follows: —


“My dear Mr. Spurgeon, — Knowing how much it delights your
heart to hear of any good work done for the Lord, especially when
the workers are those whom you have sent forth, I write to tell you
how marvelously God has blessed the earnest labors of your
beloved evangelists, Messrs. Fuller-ton and Smith, at Trinity
Chapel. They were here three weeks, from the 21st May until the
10th June, and being at liberty — if conducting three large services
on the same day before coming admits of the use of the word —
they generously returned last night (June 18th), when the chapel
was again filled to overflowing, and better still, many precious souls
were led into the light, the liberty., and the love of God. Hallelujah!


“We have good cause for thanksgiving and praise, for a full month
of the choicest mercies has been graciously granted to this church
and neighborhood. The first week was spent in humbling ourselves
before God, confessing our shortcomings, beseeching him to put
away the iniquities of our holy things, to consecrate us afresh for
his service, and to abundantly bless the labors of the two devoted
men we were expecting in our midst.
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“Ere the week had gone, we began to see and feel that the Lord is
indeed very merciful, we experienced a return of first-love, a
renewal of spiritual strength, and a holy, expectant joy which the
wealth of worlds could not purchase, nor the choicest words
describe.


“Our beloved brethren came, and of the forty-seven services held
during their stay you will be delighted, but scarcely surprised to
hear, that not one was barren of remarkable blessing, or wanting in
much, and we verily believe, lasting good. It is always too early to
boast of results, but never too soon to praise God for them, so we
had a praise-meeting on the Monday after the departure of the two
faithful and true witnesses for God. Meanwhile each worker’s list
had been collected and corrected, and it was found that we had the
names and addresses of more than two hundred persons, the major
part of whom profess to have been savingly converted, and the
remainder to have been restored from a state of backsliding. Oh,
sir, it is a time of blessing at ‘Trinity.’ We have seen the strong
man, when smitten by the sword of the Spirit, in a perfect agony of
soul, we have witnessed his great frame convulsed while in the
throes of the new birth, and heard him crying most piteously for
pardon and deliverance from the bondage of sin. We nave seen
well-nigh twenty children leap into spiritual liberty, and listened to
testimonies from their lips that none but the cynical believer or the
captious unbeliever could gainsay or resist. Nor is this all, during
this happy harvest-time of the church we have beheld in many,
many cases the long-sealed fount of tears in the aged burst forth at
the remembrance of a lifetime of sin, and been moved to tears
ourselves as we heard their prayer offered in broken, but touching
accents for a full forgiveness. Yes, and we have seen several such
pass from spiritual death to everlasting life, and go on their way
with a new song in their mouth, even praise unto our God. Nor can
we ever forget the melting sight of poor drunkards in distress of
soul, as on their bended knees, with pen in hand, ready to sign a
pledge to abstain, by the help of God, from the drink that has
wrought their social ruin — pausing in the act to pray for the
pardon of sins committed against their wives and children, and then
beseeching Christ to help them by his grace to keep the pledge till
death. These, and a hundred other sacred scenes, have been
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witnessed by us. Husbands and wives have within one and the same
hour believed on Christ, and gone home rejoicing; backsliders have
left their broken cisterns of earthly pleasure, asked for the old ways,
and returned to God as the eternal spring of all their joys; while in
other instances, friends and neighbors have been blessed in answer
to believing prayer. I am happy to say the good work is still going
on, and sincerely do I pray that it may continue to do so, until it is
possible for your two unwearying workers to pay us another visit.
Hoping in a few days to forward cheque for £25 or £30 — I hope
the latter — and with every best wish, believe me,


“Your comrade in arms for King Jesus,


“J. O. FELLOWES.”


We hear from Mr. Bax that the services at Salters’ Hall have
commenced most hopefully.


COLPORTAGE. — During the past month the work of the Colportage
Association has been vigorously carried on, and we note with gratitude
that our friends have begun to respond more liberally to the appeal for aid
for this deserving and increasing work. The Metropolitan Tabernacle
Sunday-school has guaranteed £40 a year towards the support of another
colporteur, who will reside at Tring, in Hertfordshire, and work the
surrounding district. Another will shortly be sent to labor in the
neighborhood of Tittleshall, in Norfolk, in connection with the Norfolk
Association, which guarantees £40 a year towards the expenses.
Arrangements are also pending for other new districts. The last Annual
Report, which contains much interesting information, can be had on
application to the Secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones, Temple-street, St.
George’s-road, S.E., who will be happy to give any information about the
Association, or receive subscriptions or donations in aid of its operations.


Mr. R. E. Mackenzie has resigned the post of Traveling Secretary, having
accepted a commercial appointment in India.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: — May 29th, thirteen; June 1st,
twelve.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


AUGUST, 1882.


INAUGURAL ADDRESS


AT THE EIGHTEENTH ANNUAL CONFERENCE OF THE
PASTORS’ COLLEGE ASSOCIATION, APRIL 18, 1882.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


MY dear Brethren, — I greatly value your prayers, and I feel intensely
grateful for that Benjamin’s share in them which is ever my portion. I never
consciously needed your intercessions more than I do just now, for I may
say with the Psalmist, “He weakeneth my strength in the way.” After my
severe illness I am trembling like a child who is only commencing to use his
feet; it is with difficulty that I keep myself up; what can you expect from
one who can scarcely stand? During the last six weeks I have considered
from day to day what to say to you, but nothing has come of my
consideration. My mind is out of gear, my memory is like the leaking
buckets of the daughters of Danaus, and consequently my meditations have
been as great a failure as the labors of Sisyphus, when the stone which he
rolled up hill rolled back again into its place. I have gone to the pits and
found no water, and returned with my vessel empty. My brain has been so
occupied with sympathy for the poor body that it has not been able to
mount aloft with the eagle, nor even to plume its wines for the lower flight
which I must needs attempt this morning. One thing, however, is clear, — I
am in special communion with my subject, and can speak, as the good old
people used to say, “experimentally.” I cannot, however, draw much aid
from that fact, but I cast myself upon the power divine, which has so many
times been displayed in weakness. “The Lord hath been mindful of us: he
will bless us.”


I draw my subject from the words of Paul in 2 Corinthians 12:10: “When I
am weak, then am I strong.” I shall not be guilty of uttering anything fresh
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upon my theme, neither shall I be able to say anything forcible upon it. The
weak side of the experience will come out most observably: I can only pray
that the strong side may not be hidden. My own feelings supply me with a
commentary upon the text, and that is all the exposition I shall aim at. Our
text is not only written in the Bible, but it is inscribed upon the lives of the
saints. Though we are not apostles, and shall never be able to claim the
inspiration of Paul, yet in this one particular we are as instructed as he was,
for we have learned by experience, “When I am weak, then am I strong.”
This sentence has passed into a Christian proverb: it is a paradox which has
ceased to perplex any child of God: it is at once a warning and a
consolation, bidding the strong behold the weakness of power, and setting
before the feeble the strength of weakness.


Let it be understood at the commencement that OUR TEXT IS NOT TRUE IN


EVERY SENSE in which it might be read. Some brethren are weak with an
emphasis, and always so; but I have never yet discovered that they are
strong, except in the sense of being headstrong and willful If obstinacy be
strength, they are champions; and if conceit be strength, they are gigantic;
but in no other respect are they strong. Many are weak, and yet not strong:
we must alter the text concerning them, and say, “When they are weak,
they are weakness itself.” There is a kind of weakness which we may well
dread, it may steal over us insensibly; but it brings no strength, no honor,
no virtue with it; it is evil, only evil, and that continually. With it come
unfitness for holy service and want of success, and unless infinite grace
avert the calamity there will arise out of it failure of character and defeat in
life. May we never know the weakness which befell Samson after he had
told his secret, and had lost his locks. He could not say, “When I am weak,
then am I strong,” but rather, “When I am shorn I am weak as other men.”
See what befalls him! “The Philistines be upon thee, Samson!” He cannot
now smite them; he cannot protect his own limbs; he cannot guard his own
eyes; he cannot obtain his own liberty. Blinded, he toils at the mill; the hero
of Israel is become a slave to the uncircumcised! Alas, that such weakness
should be possible to a man who had slain his thousands, and laid them
heaps upon heaps I Oh that such weakness should be possible to a man
who had carried the gates of Gaza away on his shoulders, posts, and bars,
and all! And yet it is so, and may be so with us. “Howl, fir-tree; for the
cedar is fallen!” Brethren, we must strive against all weakness which leads
to sin, lest to us also some Delilah should bring destruction. Samson’s
unshorn locks denoted his Nazarite consecration, and if we ever become
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weak through failure of consecration, such weakness will be fatal to true
usefulness. If the man who had “none of self and all of God” grows
downward till he craves for “some of self and some of God” he is in a sad
condition. If he who once lived to win souls now lives to win silver and
gold, his money shall perish with him; if he that once was famous for his
Master becomes his own master, he shall be infamous; for I trow that, even
if we do nothing wrong in the eyes of man, it is wrong enough to have
declined from the whole-hearted service of God. It is this that demons
laugh at and that angels marvel at; a man of God living like a man of the
world! Even the Lord himself stays a while to ask, “What doest thou here,
Elijah?” The holy and the zealous grieve if they see a minister of Christ
ministering to his own ambition. We are only strong as our consecration is
perfect. Unless we live wholly for God our strength will suffer serious
leakage, and our weakness will be of that kind which degrades the believer
till the ungodly scornfully inquire, “Art thou also become weak as we? Art
thou become like unto us?”


We must, dear friends, never become weak in another sense, namely, in our
communion with God. David slackened his fellowship with God, and Satan
vanquished him through Bathsheba; Peter followed afar off, and soon
denied his Lord. Communion with God is the right arm of our strength,
and if this be broken we are weak as water. Without God we can do
nothing, and in proportion as we attempt to live without him we ruin
ourselves. Alas! that the man who has seen the face of the Strong One, and
has been made mighty, should forget where his great strength lieth, and so
become sick and enfeebled! He who has suspended his visits to the
banqueting-house of hallowed fellowship will be ill-fed, and cry out “My
leanness! My leanness! Woe unto me!” He that walks not with the Beloved
will soon be a Mephibosheth in the feet, and a Bartimeus in the eyes;
timorous in heart, and trembling on the knee. If we are weak in communion
with God, we are weak everywhere. If a man can be strong without God,
such dangerous strength may fall to the lot of the man who is out of
communion; but if it be true that only as we hang upon the Lord we are
strong, then broken fellowship will soon bring broken strength.


And, dear friends, there is a kind of weakness which I hope none of you
will ever cultivate, though it seems greatly in favor at the present day,
namely, weakness of faith; for when I am weak in faith, then I am not
strong in the Lord. When a man doubts his God, he weakens himself. A
little time ago persons who were full of distrust and unbelief were regarded
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as the possessors of a deep experience; but I hope the age has for ever
gone by in which unbelief shall be regarded as a qualification for eminent
saintship. If the gospel message were, “He that doubteth, and is not
baptized, shall be saved;” there are many who have made their calling and
election sure; but while ours is a gospel of faith, unbelief can never be
regarded with complacency. Faith is our battle-ax and weapons of war;
woe to the warrior who forgets it. Therefore, brethren, let us separate
between weakness and weakness — the weakness which is the token of
strength, and weakness in faith which is the indication of spiritual decay.


I pray that we may never be weak in love, but that we may become like
Basil, “pillars of fire.” Love is the greatest of all the powers which can
possess the human breast. I must not compare love with other graces so as
to depreciate any virtue; yet of all active powers love is the most forceful;
for even faith worketh by love. Faith does not overcome men’s hearts for
Jesus until it takes to itself this wondrous weapon, and then believingly
loves them to Christ. Oh, for a passionate love, a love which shall be a pure
flame, burning to a white heat, and consuming us. May this flame burn in
the very center of our being. May we love our God intensely, and love the
people for his sake. Brethren, be strong there! Depend upon it, if you leave
off loving the people to whom you preach, and the truth you are ordained
to proclaim, the state of the church will be as when a standard-bearer
fainteth. There may remain to you strength of passionate temper, strength
to offend, and strength to scatter; but the power of God will be withdrawn.
You will, like Phaeton, bind the horses to the chariot of the sun, but they
shall only hurry you to swift destruction.


We want, brethren — oh how we would pine for it to be delivered from all
weakness of the spiritual life. We want to outgrow the weakness natural to
us as babes in Christ, so that we may become young men who are strong;
yes, we need to go beyond this, and to become fully developed men in
Christ Jesus, “strong in the Lord and in the power of his might.” If we are
weak in that respect we are strong nowhere. As ministers we ought to
covet all the spiritual strength which God is ready to bestow. Would to
God that the Holy Ghost who dwelleth in us found nothing within to
impede him, and nothing to restrain his influences! O that the full Godhead
of the blessed Spirit might as much manifest itself in these mortal bodies of
ours as once the Godhead of the second Person manifested itself in the
person of Christ Jesus, the Son of man. I mean not, of course,
miraculously, nor in any way to make us rival the incommunicable glories
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of our divine Master; but even to its fullness I would that our nature, like
the bush in Horeb, were aglow with the indwelling Deity. Never mind
though the bush should be consumed; it were well to be consumed so long
as the Spirit of God would dwell in us and manifest his power.


Thus, you see, there are senses in which we contradict the text flatly, and
thereby establish its true meaning. If it were true that all who are weak are
strong, we might straightway find a vigorous ministry by ransacking our
hospitals, enlisting a troop from our idiot asylums, and calling together all
of weak brain and garrulous tongue. No, no, it is not given to the fearful
and unbelieving, the foolish and the frivolous to claim that their mental,
moral, and spiritual weaknesses are a fit platform for the revelation of the
divine strength.


A second observation must be brought before you before I actually come
to the text. THERE IS ANOTHER FORM OF IT WHICH IS CLEARLY TRUE.
“When I am strong, then am I weak.” That is true, almost as true as,
“When I am weak, then am I strong”; of course, not true in all senses, but
so nearly correct that I would recommend its acceptation as a proverb
worthy to be quoted with the text itself. Look at the tyro who has just
commenced preaching in a village chapel or in a mission-room, and admire
his boundless confidence in his own strength. He has collected certain
anecdotes and telling metaphors, and he propounds these as if they were
the Summa Theologica, the very flower and essence of wisdom. He is
voluble and energetic, though there is nothing in it. See him stamp his feet
and clench his fists! He is a wonder unto many, for they see no sufficient
cause for his powerful self-assurance. Possibly he comes to College; he
enters the class-room feeling that for once a man treads the College floor.
The inhabitants of London shall know that verily there is a prophet among
them. We hear about this gentleman very soon, for he is not appreciated;
his brethren are not willing for a season to rejoice in his light; they even
show a disposition to snuff him out. Yet how perfectly self-satisfied he is! I
have heard such a brother deliver himself of nothing at all at extreme
length, and sit down full to the brim with satisfaction. I have almost envied
and altogether regretted him! Many an abler man is weeping over his
shortcomings, while this poor soul is wondering at his own triumphs. Like
Cowper’s poor believer,


“Pillow and bobbins all her little store,”
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he knows this much, and nothing more — his abilities transcendant and his
knowledge vast. How self-content he is. But he is not strong for all that.
Did you fear him when you first came into contact with him? Did you look
upon him as an ironclad, utterly impregnable? The delusion did not last
long. “Man being in honor abideth not.” If I remember rightly, you in the
College room began to try your prows upon this man-of-war. You found
that it was only a wooden ship after all. There is a grim pleasure in seeing
the mighty collapse; and that fell to your share. We felt a degree of
happiness in seeing the great man lose ounce by ounce his boasted
strength, till he died outright. We never buried the body of vainglory, for
we never knew precisely what became of it; but we were glad to find in its
place a diffident youth who needed cheering lest he should too much
depreciate himself, — a lowly spirit whom in due time the Lord exalted. As
he grew consciously weak he became strong, and discovered that when he
was strong in his own opinion he was in many ways weak.


Since we left the College benches we have seen many strong men. I think I
see one sitting down in his study. He has been reading the reviews and
quarterlies, and a little of the latest modern thought: now he is looking out
for a text. He perfectly understands it, whatever it may be. At any rate, if
he does not understand it, who does? When he falls upon his text he
interprets it, not at all desiring to know what the men of God who lived
before him have said upon it, for they were of a darker age, and he lives in
the nineteenth century, that world of wonders, that region of wisdom, that
flower and glory of all time. Now you shall see what you shall see when
this cultured divine comes forth from his chamber as a giant refreshed with
new wine. No dew of the Spirit of God is upon him, he does not require it;
he drinks from other fountains. He speaks with astounding power, his
diction is superb, his thought prodigious! But he is as weak as he is
polished, as cold as he is pretentious: saints and sinners alike perceive his
weakness, and by degrees the empty pews confirm it. He is too strong to
be strengthened of the Lord, and therein too weak to bless a congregation.
He seeks another sphere, and another, and yet another, but in no position is
he powerful, for he is too strong in self. His preaching is like a painted fire,
no one is either cheered or alarmed by it. We have known other men that
were not so strong, who felt that they could not even understand the word
of God without divine illumination, and who went to the great Father of
lights for that illumination: trembling and afraid they have asked to be
helped to speak the mind of God, and not their own mind, and God has
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spoken through them; and they have been strong. They were weak, for
they were afraid lest their thoughts should stand in the way of God’s
thoughts, fearful lest their mind should darken the word of God; and yet
they have been truly strong, and humble people have listened to them and
said that God spake through them; and sinners have listened, and though
they have become angry, they have come again, and at last have yielded
themselves to Christ. Verily God spoke through that man; he had neither
hurricane, nor earthquake, nor fire, but he was a still small voice, and the
Lord was in it.


I have known preachers who have been very weak, and yet they have been
used of the Lord. For many, many years my own preaching was
exceedingly painful because of the fears which beset me before entering the
pulpit. Often my dread of facing the people has been overwhelming. Even
the physical feeling which came of the mental emotion has been painful; but
this weakness has been an education for me. I wrote many years ago to my
venerable grandfather, and told him of many things that happened to me
before preaching, sickness of body and terrible fears which often made me
really ill. The old gentleman wrote back and said, “I have been preaching
for sixty years, and I feel still many tremblings. Be content to have it so; for
when your emotion goes away your strength will be gone.” When we
preach and think nothing of it, the people thing nothing of it, and God does
nothing by it. An overwhelming sense of weakness should not be regarded
as an evil, but should be accepted as helpful to the true minister of Christ.


Look at the preacher who has no burdens. His sermon is in his pocket;
there cannot happen any mischief to it unless a thief should steal it; he has
rehearsed all his action, he is as safe as an automaton. He does need to
pray for the Spirit of God to help him in his preaching, and though he uses
the form one wonders what the prayer can mean. He surveys the
congregation with the complacency of a gardener looking at a bed of
flowers. He has something to say, and he knows what it is going to be,
every word of it, and therefore he says it with ease, and comes down the
stairs as pleased with himself as heart could desire: the notion of trembling
is far from him, he is not so weak. Yonder is a poor brother who has been
tugging away with his brains, wrestling on his knees, and bleeding at heart;
he is half-afraid that he may break down in the sermon, and he is fearful
that he will not reach the hearts of the people; but he means to try what can
be done by the help of God. Be you sure that he will get at the people, and
God will give him converts. He is looking up to God, for he feels so feeble
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in himself. You know which of the two preachers you would sooner hear,
and you know who is the really strong man of the two; the weak man is
strong and the strong man is weak. An American divine, who says a great
many things that are wise, and a few which are otherwise, says that the best
preparation for preaching is to get a good night’s rest, and to eat a good
breakfast. According to his opinion, a fine constitution is a most efficient
help to preaching the gospel. If you know nothing of the headache, and
nothing of the heartache, and never allow anything to disturb the
equilibrium of your mind, you may expect to be a very successful minister.
It may be so. I would not depreciate health, appetite, a bounding spirit, and
a good Saturday night’s sleep; but these things are not all, nor much. Mens
sana in corpore sano, by all means; but where that has been a good deal
relied upon it has displayed itself in fine sensational sermons; but, brethren,
I question whether the next generation will say that it has proved itself
fruitful in spiritual teaching which will feed the soul or move the
conscience. Many of the noblest specimens of our sermonic literature have
come from men who were patient sufferers. Men who have had the most
touching pathos, the deepest spirituality, the most marvelous insight into
the deep things of God, have often known little of bodily health. Calvin
labored under many fierce disorders. Shall we ever see his like? Robert
Hall was rarely free from pain. Who ever spoke more gloriously? And here
I would mention one whom all of us love, Charles Stanford, who grows
sweeter and sweeter as he grows weaker and weaker, and who sees all the
more clearly now that his eyes grow dim. My brethren, physical force is not
our strength, it may be our weakness. Health is to be desired, and carefully
preserved where we have it; but if we lose it, we may count it all joy, and
look forward to be able to exclaim with Paul, “When I am weak, then am I
strong.” In some form or other we must be tried. A preacher who has no
cross to carry, a prophet of the Lord without a burden, is an unprofitable
servant and a burden to the church.


It would be a dreadful thing to be a pastor without cares; I do not address
any such, I am happy to believe; but I do address some who, as pastors, are
overloaded with cares, and overweighted with sorrows. Perhaps the
largeness of your church, or more likely the smallness of it, may be to you
a daily trouble. Do not ask to be otherwise than troubled. The shepherd
who can always go to bed regularly at night, and who is able to say, “I do
not have much trouble with my flock,” is not the man to be envied. He
coolly says, “A few lambs died last winter; we must expect that kind of
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thing. It is true that some sheep died of starvation; but if the meadows
failed, I could not help that.” That is the kind of shepherd who deserves to
be eaten by the next wolf; but the man who is able to say with Jacob, “By
night the frost devoured me, and by day the heat,” is the true shepherd. He
is most irregular as to his rest; the only thing regular about him is his labor
and his disappointment, and yet faith makes him a happy man. When you
grow very weak as a pastor, and your charge utterly overcomes you, do
not repine at such weakness, for then you will be at your full strength; but
when you are strong as a pastor, and say, “I think that to be a minister is an
easy matter,” you may depend upon it that you are weak.


Permit me here to say that whenever a brother gets to be so strong as to
talk much of his own holiness then also he is weak. I have not observed yet
that anybody who has had grace to make into flags has won the more
victories in consequence. I have required, as far as I am concerned, all my
grace to make into a sword; I have wanted all my power for real fighting;
but as to making a single banner out of it to display before men, I have not
yet attained unto it, and must take a very lowly position among the
servants of God. Coleridge was once asked whether he believed in ghosts,
and he said no, he did not, for he had seen too many of them. If anyone
asked me if I believed in perfect men I should have to say that I have seen
too many of them to believe in them. A ghost is a wonderful affair, and
when you see it at first it makes each particular hair of your head “to stand
on end, like quills upon the fretful porcupine” But this does not occur a
second time, for a suspicion of hollow turnip and candle steals over you.
We heard of one the other day who even dared to squirt carmine over a
spirit which had been conjured from the vasty deep at a seance. I have
sometimes ventured to oppose a perfect man, and the warmth of his temper
has been evidence to me that while he may have been upon the verge of
perfection among his own friends, he had not absolutely reached that
consummation when exposed to the colder judgment of strangers. The
pretender to perfection has usually avoided me from a distaste to my
protestantism against his holiness; and I have not bewailed my loss. I am
not in love with that perfection which talks about itself. There is little
virtue in the beauty which calls attention to itself: modest beauty is the last
to extol its own charms. A number of persons in company were boasting of
their graces and attainments, and only one brother sat silent. At last one
said to him,” Have you no holiness?” “Yes,” he said, “but I never had any
to boast of.” All the holiness that can be had let us have, and let us press
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towards perfection; but let us still recollect the fact that when we are
strong then we are weak, that when we think we have reached perfection
the blue mould of pride is coming over us. We have not afforded ourselves
a complete inspection, or we should have found some fault to repent of,
some evil yet to struggle against.


(To be continued.)


LARGE MEN WANTED FOR SMALL CHURCHES


WE have heard of a race-boat made so narrow and so easy to overset that
the oarsmen had to part their hair in the middle before they took their seats
in it, so as to keep it in trim. Even so there are some churches, some little
churches, in which the pastor needs to walk very circumspectly, so as not
to put more weight on one side than the other. It is a very great mistake to
suppose that it takes more grace and skill to manage a large church than a
small one. Far otherwise. Christopher Columbus had far more trouble with
his three little galleys than Horatio Nelson had with his ships of the line.
But the discovery of America was something grander than the victory of
the Nile or Trafalgar. A man who can be pastor of a small church, and do
his work well, has skill enough for any employment under heaven. Any
land-lubber can haul away at a rope’s end, especially if there be a crowd to
haul with him; but it is only the “able-bodied seaman” who is able to stand
at the wheel, or furl the main-royals in a gale. The largest man is needed
for the smallest place. And God can raise up just the kind of men that are
needed, men of faith and of the Holy Spirit. If the weak churches would
pray to God more earnestly, he would send that kind of men as pastors. All
the gifts needed by any church are in the hand of Christ, and can be had for
the asking. — Examiner and Chronicle.


UNPROFITABLE LITERARY WARES.


THE late James T. Fields, while an active partner in the firm of Ticknor and
Fields, was waited upon by a young sugar merchant who had poetic
aspirations. The mercantile man complained that his manuscript poems had
been rejected by the firm, and he wanted to know the reason why,
inasmuch as all of his friends had heard the verses read, and unanimously







734


declared them to be accessions to American literature. “Our reader decides
that,” said Mr. Fields, in his blandest tones. “Then I would like to see the
reader.” Always the personification of amiability himself, the publisher took
the merchant upstairs to the reader. That mighty personage sat at a desk
heaped high with manuscripts; he carefully read a few pages of each
package, then dropped it into a basket at his side. Occasionally he became
more than ordinarily interested; in that case he placed the package inside
his desk. “Why, he goes through ‘em just as I sample sugar!” exclaimed the
would-be poet in amazement. “That’s because he’s familiar with literary
wares as you are with sugar,” rejoined Mr. Fields. “I’m satisfied, let us
go,” said the merchant. They went, and the disappointed bard gave up
verse-making, but he made a large fortune in sugar.


We cut this from the Chicago Standard. It is a revelation of the horrors of
our own editorial chamber, our waste-paper basket is always in full use,
and it has a singular tendency to devour rhymes which writers call
“stanzas.” Poetical effusions are for the most part prosy delusions. Good
poetry charms us, but limping verses worry us, and we are often worried.
Let true poets sing all day and all night, but let pretenders hush. How glad
we should be if this paragraph would wean some minor poet from rhyming,
and inspire him with love to his drapery, grocery, carpentry, or bakery! The
retail trade is far more useful than wholesale poetizing. Guessing at the
dates of prophecy, and making poor verses, are two of those unprofitable
devices which we rank with getting blood out of gate-posts and extracting
sugar from bitter aloes. We mean this scrap to act as a warning.
TRESPASSERS BEWARE! A WASTE BASKET IS KEPT ON THESE PREMISES.


C. H. S.


INTERRUPTIONS


TURNER, the artist, said to one who interrupted him with a question,
“There! you have made me lose fifty guineas!” Sir Walter Scott says in his
diary: “Various visitors began to drop in. was sick of these interruptions.
God send me more leisure, and fewer friends to peck it away by
teaspoonfuls.” Others besides Sir Walter have had to breathe this prayer.
People call on a well-known minister out of the idlest curiosity, and invent
the most perverse excuses for dragging him away from his work. One
would think we were wild beasts to be stared at. Just as a sermon is
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shaping itself, in comes a pasteboard from an old lady who has nothing on
earth to do but to call round on everybody she knows, and rob them of
their time, — wretched thief that she is. We have seen her, and lo! another
knock; no message can be sent in, the party must see the minister himself,
as his business is strictly private: that means begging. Here’s another,
whose pretended errand is to ask if we knew the Rev. Mr. Jones, of
Llwwffi, for he was her mother’s uncle’s cousin by marriage. Why should
we be thus at every mortal’s beck and call, and have neither space for
meditation, nor time for devotion? People do not call on doctors or
lawyers at this rate, and our time is quite as precious as theirs. We cannot
protect ourselves by fees, and yet if we do not see every one, there will be
such an outcry. All we can say is — they must cry, for we cannot neglect
our Master’s business to play lackey to everybody who is moved by the
powers of darkness to call us away from the word of God and prayer.


C. H. S.


NOTES


FRIENDS will please to notice that we have eight pages extra this month for
accounts. When we occupy so much space with the record of donations,
we do not deprive our subscribers of their reading-matter. Our aim is to
keep the Magazine thoroughly interesting. Will those who think we
succeed give us a little help by obtaining new subscribers for us?


We thought that friends might like to see the pattern of the keys which
were presented at the opening of the Infirmary and the Play-hall of the
Girls’ Orphanage. Silver trowels have been given in hundreds of cases, and
this is a little variation upon a well-worn custom.


The prayer-meeting held before the Lecture on Thursdays to pray for the
Pastor evidently grows in favor with the people. It is a season of refreshing
both to preacher and hearers. Would it not be well for other churches to try
this method, and spend an hour before service in praying for the divine
blessing to rest upon the preaching of the word? Anything which tends to
increase the prayerfulness of the church should be regarded with favor.


On Sunday, June 18, the beloved president of one of the Metropolitan
Tabernacle Adult Male Bible-classes, Elder W. Perkins, fell asleep in Jesus.
Although called away from the work he so much loved, his influence will
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long be felt by those whom he either led to the Savior, or helped onwards
in their Christian life. His life and death preach a powerful sermon to us all.


We saw him covered from head to foot sore boils, and exhibiting in his
own both the patience and the suffering He lived well, and died well. Such
he are few, and their deaths are precious. By the unanimous vote of the
members, and with the Pastor’s hearty acquiescence, Elder J. T. Dunn has
accepted the post of leader of the class, and under his able management we
anticipate a new career of usefulness for the earnest body of young men
who are here banded together for mutual edification. During the past
month we have received from the class £23 for the College, and £30 for
our Indian Evangelists’ Fund.


On Monday evening, June 26, at the Tabernacle prayer-meeting, Mr. J. S.
Harrison, one of the two students who went out to Australia with our son
Thomas, gave an account of his work as the first pastor of the church at
Deloraine, Tasmania, and afterwards as an evangelist in the colonies. His
report of the various College brethren whom he had visited was very
cheering, but he most of all delighted us with his recital of the success of
Mr. A. J. Clarke at West Melbourne, and our son Thomas at Auckland. He
was able to bear personal testimony to the urgent need of a new chapel for
the, large congregation already gathered in Auckland.


This is perhaps the best place in which to insert an extract from a recent
letter from our son to his mother. Writing concerning the Bazaar, which is
to be held at Christmas time, in aid of the building fund of the new
Auckland Tabernacle, he says: — “ We shall have a struggle to make the
sale much of a success; but a success it must be, so now for the struggle. I
am going in for the Young Men’s Stall, and wonder if any of my eager
Sword and Trowel readers will find it in their hearts to help me. A case
from the home Tabernacle would be welcome for the new Tabernacle. If
you should hear of any such desires, give my address. I will gladly pay
carriage and duty for such good goods. When I write this, mind you, hardly
expect anything of the sort, but there is no harm in suggesting possibilities,
is there?”


A case will be sent from the Tabernacle, so that any friends who wish to
help will have an opportunity of doing so. Parcels should be sent on as
speedily as possible, and addressed to Mrs. Evans, Metropolitan
Tabernacle, Newington, London, for Mr. Thomas Spurgeon’s Bazaar.
Moreover, it would be peculiarly pleasant to the father if many friends
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would rally to the help of the son. Our readers must have been interested
by the papers which have been contributed by Thomas Spurgeon, and as he
has now a needful but heavy work in hand, we should be glad to see him
largely helped. He has taken up his position in a most important part of
New Zealand: it is important that a good church should be built up there,
and to that end the people must have a house to meet in. Help our son for
his own sake, for he is worthy, and for our sake, if that argument will
weigh with you. A bazaar in Auckland is all very well, but it would be far
better to send money than goods. Combine the two, and the best thing is
attained.


On Monday evening, July 3, a meeting of the ladies of the church and
congregation was held in the Lecture Hall, for the purpose of forming a
Tabernacle Auxiliary for Zenana Mission Work. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon
presided at the meeting, and after a brief address, called upon Mrs. Rouse,
of Calcutta, who described the condition of the women of India, and gave
many interesting and encouraging details of her own work, and the labors
of other lady missionaries among the women and children in the Zenanas
and schools. Mrs. Rouse pleaded with great pathos and earnestness the
claims of the work. Mrs. Allison responded to the pastor’s request to state
the steps which had led to the present movement. It was proposed that the
sum of at least £120 should be raised annually at the Tabernacle for the
support of a Female Missionary, who should give all her time to the work.
Mr. W. Olney and Mr. Allison also explained the plans of the friends who
had interested themselves in the matter, and a list of subscriptions was
read, which was considerably extended at the close of the meeting. Mrs. C.
H. Spurgeon has consented to act as President, Mrs. Allison as Treasurer,
and Mrs. Charles Murrell as Secretary, to the committee about to be
formed. The Pastor is delighted to see this new vessel launched under such
favorable circumstances.


At the prayer-meeting in the Tabernacle, the same evening, a party of
missionaries from the China Inland Mission attended, and asked for the
prayers of the church on their work. Among them was one of our former
students, Dr. E. H. Edwards, who has been trained at the Edinburgh
Medical Mission.


COLLEGE. — Mr. T. I. Stockley has accepted the pastorate of the church at
Port Mahon, Sheffield, and the following brethren have removed: — Mr.
W. Bonser, from Burslem, to Fenton, Staffs., where we hope to build up a
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Baptist cause; Mr. W. Glanville, from Egremont, to Newport, Isle of
Wight; Mr. C. Gomm, from Kilburn, to Soham, Cambs.; Mr. G. B.
Richardson, from Charlbury, to Eynsford; and Mr. Albert Smith, late of
Esher, to West Drayton.


Mr. S. A. Dyke has resigned his pastorate in Toronto, in order to become
Business Manager of the Canadian Baptist and book-room.


One of our medical missionary students, Mr. E. H. Edwards, B.M., has
been accepted by the China Inland Mission, and has sailed for China.


On Tuesday, July 18, the President preached an open-air sermon in
connection with the laying of the foundation stone of a new chapel at
Hornchurch, where Mr. E. Dyer is laboring with much success. About half
the amount needed for the building is already in hand, and £100 more is
promised, leaving about £270 still to be raised. Mr. Abraham, who laid the
stone, has been the means of the formation of a Baptist church in
Hornchurch.


EVANGELISTS. — Mr. Bax has written the following appreciative report of
Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services at Salters’ Hall Chapel: —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — It is with very great thankfulness I write to
inform you of the great blessing we have received at Salters’ Hall
through the visit of our beloved brethren, Messrs. Fullerton and
Smith. Our dear brethren were with us for three weeks, and the
services seemed to increase in interest and power to the very last;
and it was with the most sincere regret that we bade our friends
farewell. Mr. Fullerton’s preaching is altogether remarkable. It is
very pointed and illustrative, and appeals much more to the reason
and conscience than to the emotions. To this fact probably is to be
attributed the entire absence of anything like undue excitement.
People feel they are being addressed by an earnest, true-hearted
man, who entirely forgets himself in his work. Mr. Smith’s singing
adds greatly to the interest of the services, which are singularly
bright and happy. The special services for children, conducted by
Mr. Smith, are not likely soon to be forgotten by the little ones.
They abound in anecdote, and always have a good application.
Some of the meetings deserve especial notice, e. g., the early
Sunday-morning service for workers, the meetings for men only,
and women only, and the excellent song-services on Saturday
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evenings, which I may say, in passing, are no mere entertainments,
but full of the gospel, both spoken and sung. The results have been
very blessed. Many persons have been pressed into active service
for Christ, Christians have experienced a great revival in their
spiritual life, and have been roused to deep concern for the
salvation of their fellows, while a very large number profess to have
found rest and peace in Christ. God is with our dear friends, of a
truth, and the crowds which nightly filled our spacious chapel prove
triumphantly that it is not at all necessary to resort to all sorts of
vulgar and senseless expedients to gain the ear of the multitude.
Our treasurer will forward you in a few days a cheque as a thank-
offering, and I only wish it were double the amount.


“With very best love,
“I remain,
“Faithfully yours,


“ALFRED BAX.”


Since the accounts were closed we have received a cheque for £46 as a
thankoffering for the blessing received through our brethren’s visit.


During the past month the evangelists have been conducting very
successful services in connection with nearly all the churches in Woolwich.
After a season of rest, which they both greatly need, they will again, visit
the south-west of England, in which they can still arrange for a few more
engagements. In response to Mr. Fullerton’s letter in last month’s
Magazine he has received from “A Friend” £5 for the distribution of
sermons, and a lady at Salters’ Hall Chapel gave Mr. Smith £5 for the same
object. These are the only donations to hand at present towards the £200
that will be required for the proposed 100,000 sermons to be given away at
the evangelists’ services.


ORPHANAGE. — We have decided to proceed at once with the erection of
the next portion of the Girls’ Orphanage buildings. We reported at the fete
on June 21st that we had at that time a balance of £3,000 in hand on the
building fund account, and during the past month we have received £1,000
from “A Friend,” who does not wish his name to be known. This enables
us to go forward with confidence, assured that the rest of the money will
be forthcoming as it is required. The plans for the laundry have been
prepared, and the building will be commenced as soon as possible; the
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dining-hall, kitchen, and master’s house being left for the present. We can
the more readily continue our building operations without anxiety as we
have recently received for the general purposes of the institution two
legacies amounting together to nearly £3,000. Blessed be the name of the
Lord.


On Thursday afternoon, June 29, Mr. W. Ross entertained the whole of
the Orphanage boys and girls at a strawberry-tea at the Horse-shoe Iron-
wharf, Old Kent-road; for which the President very heartily thanked him. A
considerable number of visitors also partook of Mr. and Mrs. Ross’s kind
hospitality, and then showed their interest in the orphans by making a
generous collection in aid of the institution. Thus one friend after another
helps us to make the little ones happy.


A country donor writes: — “Whenever I buy or sell a horse, or have one
born or die, I always make a tithe of £1 for something which seems to
claim it most (your institutions principally). I was very much tempted on
one occasion not to do so; circumstances seemed to forbid, when one of
my horses died; but a few days after I had an account sent to me which I
never expected to get, showing me plainly that the old promise is as sure
now as ever. Since the enclosed P.O.O. was obtained, the colt has died, so
that is the reason you get the sovereign extra.”


We have experienced a great sorrow. Miss Hannah Moore, an invaluable
worker, has for years served faithfully at the Orphanage, but having been
for some time unwell it was the unanimous opinion of doctors and friends
that a change and a sea-voyage would be of great benefit to her. Our kind
friend, Miss Annie Macpherson, generously made an opening for Miss
Moore, and she left us, as we all hoped, to return in a year or two,
refreshed and well. She felt it to be a great sorrow, though the holy
happiness of the home at Gait, Ontario, and the general kindness of Miss
Macpherson and friends helped her to tide over the change; but alas! while
she was speaking of her grief at leaving us, she died, in a moment, of heart-
disease. We never had a better sister among us, and her death is to us as
sad as it is sudden; only when we look beyond this present scene we almost
envy such a translation. We shall not soon see another like her, for in all
respects, except health, she was exactly suited to her post, — kind, gentle,
faithful, Christ-like, she was our ideal of a Christian worker; but for that
very reason she was ready to depart and to be with Christ, which is far
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better. There is a voice in this to all of us who are banded together at the
Orphanage — “Be ye also ready.”


COLPORTAGE. — The reports of work from the colporteurs continue to
arrive, and many of them tell of the conversion of sinners through their
labors. Some of them appear specially useful in the cause of Temperance.
The following letter will be read with interest. It is from a colporteur who
has charge of a Sunday-school, and who also conducts the services in the
village chapel: —


“At the end of another quarter I submit a brief report of past labors. I have
very much to be thankful for, although I cannot exceed the amount
previously realized by the sale of books. When I consider that many of the
families have been out of employment, and others do not care about
purchasing books, I can still thank God, and take courage, and my daily
prayer is that God may abundantly bless his word, and the different
periodicals which I have been enabled to dispose of; also that I still may
have an increased demand for the good and useful literature.


“Upon the whole, I continue to be well received; there are a few
exceptions, and some are as happy to see me as though I were one of their
own family. In some of the villages we are having glorious times, and
several, I feel sure, are under serious impressions.


“God is also blessing our labors in the Gospel Temperance Movement, and
in one of the darkest villages through which I travel glorious have been the
results. One hundred have signed the pledge, and donned the blue ribbon.
Praise the Lord! All these are new recruits brought in during the last five
months, and I am happy and thankful to God that nearly all of them are
staunch and true; and, more than that, some of them are anxious about
their souls’ salvation, and now instead of being found in the alehouse
singing the devil’s songs, they are to be heard singing the songs of Zion.


“Among those that we have been led by God to rescue is one of the
greatest drunkards in the place, and another who, in a drunken spree, was
stabbed, and nearly lost his life. But now they are respectably clothed, and
in their right mind, and as the result we have been enabled to sell books to
them, and others who before spent the greater part of their wages in strong
drink and tobacco.


“One man in particular deserves mention. He had been a regular attendant
at the house of God for years, but the drink was a snare to him, also the
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pipe; but now as the result of talking to him he has thrown his pipe, etc.,
into the canal, given up his beer, and signed the pledge. Instead of spending
his money as before, he has ordered from me “The Life of Christ,” and
bought other books as well. On the whole, we have very much to be
thankful for.”


The efforts of over seventy Christian men, engaged in various parts of the
country, doing similar work to that described above, cannot but result in a
mighty blessing, and when it is remembered that each man is a distributor
of thousands of volumes and parts of religious and moral books, the
influence for good of the Association can hardly be over-estimated. The
committee will be glad to hear from friends in any districts willing to
contribute £40 a-year towards the support of a man. This is one of the
cheapest forms of Evangelistic work known.


Regular contributions are also needed for the General Fund, to continue
the work already in hand. They may be sent to W. Corden Jones,
Secretary, Colportage Association, Temple-street, London, S.E.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE TOTAL ABSTINENCE SOCIETY. — The
regular meetings of this society, which are held in the Tabernacle Lecture -
hall, every Wednesday evening, continue to be well sustained, and in every
way successful. During the four months since the movement was started
nearly 900 pledges have been taken, the signers being nearly all those who
were not previously total abstainers; and, better still, many cases of
conversion have resulted from the work. It has been carried on from the
commencement on the principles of the Gospel Temperance Union, as
advocated by Messrs. R. T. Booth, W. Noble, and F. Murphy, although the
wearing of the blue ribbon badge is quite optional.


Arrangements have been made with Mr. Richard T. Booth to hold a series
of Gospel Temperance Services in the Tabernacle, commencing on Sunday
afternoon, September 3, and closing on Tuesday evening, September 12.
On the Monday and Thursday evenings the meetings will be held at the
close of the usual prayer-meetings and service; and on Sunday evening,
September 10, which will be the strangers’ quarterly free service, Mr.
Booth will hold a special meeting at eight o’clock. Lord Mount Temple,
Canon Wilberforce, Pastors W. J. Mayers (Bristol), and C. Leach, F.G.S.
(Birmingham), and other able temperance advocates, have, we understand,
promised to help Mr. Booth. Will all who desire to see the spread of the
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gospel and temperance pray that a rich and lasting blessing may rest upon
the mission?


PERSONAL NOTES. — Some time ago we published sixteen cases of
usefulness of our sermons, which had come under the notice of one of our
evangelists. The same brother has sent us the following additional
incidents: —


(17.) During my Yorkshire campaign, I met with an earnest worker who
has been engaged in the Sabbath School for many years. In conversation it
transpired that she was brought to Christ twenty-five years ago through
reading your sermon on “India’s Ills and England’s Sorrows” (No. 150).
Until then thoughtless and unconcerned, the whole current of her life was
changed by reading that sermon: and she was led to devote herself and her
energies to the Savior’s service.


(18.) In Northamptonshire, far removed from any place of worship, I have
during the past year, repeatedly visited a poor old lady, who is nearly
ninety years of age. Each visit has been a season of blessing to my soul; for
the good woman is one of the happiest Christians I know. It is years since
she was able regularly to attend the chapel where she is in membership; and
during this long absence her weekly feast has been your sermons, which
she reads and re-reads con amore. Though she has never seen you, she
always inquires most eagerly of me concerning your work and your health.


(19.) At A — , I heard of a military officer, who owed his conversion to
reading one of the Metropolitan Tabernacle Sermons; and who, for years
after, until removed to the service of the King of kings, bought half-a-
dozen of the weekly issue for circulation among his brother officers — an
example worthy of imitation by all who themselves profit by these sermons.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — June 26, eight; June 29, twelve.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


SEPTEMBER, 1882.


INAUGURAL ADDRES


AT THE EIGHTEENTH ANNUAL CONFERENCE OF THE
PASTORS’ COLLEGE ASSOCIATION, APRIL 18, 1882.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


(Concluded).


HITHERTO we have been going round the text, after the example of
Rowland Hill; now let us come fairly up to it. “When I am weak, then am I
strong.”


I. Here is, first, A DEPRESSING EXPERIENCE. “When I am weak:” when is
that? Truly, we are so always. Is there ever a time when the strongest
Christian is not comparatively weak? But there are seasons when we are
consciously weak. Take Paul’s case as an illustration. He had been caught
up into the third heaven, but he could not bear revelations so well as John,
who had enough of them to fill a book, and yet was never elated by them;
but Paul was not so well qualified to be a seer, for he was more at home
with arguments than with visions, and therefore when he saw a vision he
set great store by it. He kept his secret for fifteen years; but it was such a
very remarkable thing for him, and so much out of his own natural line of
things, that the tendency in him was to be exalted by the abundance of the
revelation; and therefore the Lord sent, not Satan, but “a messenger of
Satan,” a mean, despicable spirit, not to fight with him with sword and
buckler, but to “buffet him,” as boys do their playmates. Have you never
had an insignificant thing to vex you, like a fly buzzing around you? Have
you not felt the trial to be intensely worrying, and yet meanly trifling? You
could have girded yourself to meet a lion, but this trouble was a mere
yelping cur, and it irritated you to the last degree, and inflicted a pain upon
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you. Paul does not describe his trial as the cut of a sword, else he would
have bound it up; it was only the prick of a thorn; he could scarcely see the
cause of the pain, or he would have taken a needle and extracted it; but it
was a little thorn which had buried itself in the flesh, and festered there.
This was Paul’s worry, and it was sent to keep him humble. Paul might
have gloried in wrestling with the devil; but this was a wretched business.
To grapple with a great temptation, and to hurl it to the ground, has a
grandeur in it which inspires you; but it is very different when you are
assailed by a thing so small that you despise yourself for taking notice of it,
and yet it frets your soul. You say to yourself, “How weak I am! Why am I
thus irritated and disturbed? If anyone else made half this fuss about a little
thorn I should say, ‘You ought to know better’; and yet here am I, a
preacher of the gospel, greatly tried by a trifle, and beseeching the Lord
thrice to take it away from me, for I cannot bear it.” Do we ever get into
such a condition? I wish that at such a time we would confess our abject
weakness and cast ourselves upon God, for then should we be made
strong.


This festering of the thorn does not afflict us all, because it does not
happen to all to see visions; but many servants of God are made to feel
their weakness in another way, by an oppressive sense of responsibility.
Brethren, I speak to you as unto wise men, who will not misunderstand
me. I hope you will always feel your responsibility before God; but do not
carry the feeling too far. We may feel our responsibility so deeply that we
may become unable to sustain it; it may cripple our joy and make slaves of
us. Do not take an exaggerated view of what the Lord expects of you. He
will not blame you for not doing that which is beyond your mental power
or physical strength. You are required to be faithful, but you are not bound
to be successful. You are to teach, but you cannot compel people to learn.
You are to make things plain, but you cannot give carnal men an
understanding of spiritual things. We are not the Father, nor the Savior,
nor the Comforter of the Church; We cannot take the responsibility of the
universe upon our shoulders. While vexing ourselves with fancied
obligations we may overlook our real burdens. I could sit down and
meditate until I felt the responsibility of the whole south of London upon
my back, and this would render me unable to look after my own church.
What is the practical result of making yourself, as one man, responsible for
the work of twenty men? Will you do any more? Will you do it any better?
I saw a horse this morning which was pulling at a three-horse load. How he
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tugged! How he strained himself. I thought to myself, there is a good horse
being ruined. His master ought to take off part of his load, or else put more
horses to pull with him. Does our Lord and Master treat us in this fashion?
No; we overload ourselves. We get tugging away as if the salvation of the
world depended upon our straining ourselves to death. Now, I do not want
you to get away from feeling a due measure of responsibility; but then you
are not God, and you do not stand in God’s place; you are not the rulers of
providence, and you have not been elected sole managers of the covenant
of grace; therefore do not act as if you were. But, dear brethren, having
said this much by way of caveat, lest I should lead any of you to despair,
let me now say, — have we any of us fully felt the measure of our
responsibility? If there be one such here, let him speak; but I shall not
believe him. We have not done what we should have done, what we could
have done, nor what we ought to have done, nor what we will yet do in
God’s strength. Perhaps we have worked up to the full of what was
expected of us in quantity, but how about the quality? It may be we have
attended quite enough meetings, and delivered quite enough sermons; but
then, has this been done in an apostolic spirit, and night and day with tears
have we warned men and pleaded with them as in the sight of God? Our
responsibilities, when they are thoroughly felt, crush us, and then are we
weak indeed; but this weakness is the road to strength. “When I am weak,
then am I strong.”


And do we not often feel weak in the sense of utter unfitness for being
ministers at all by reason of our sinfulness. Paul said of his calling to the
ministry, “Woe is unto me if I preach not the gospel.” We can say it too;
yet sometimes we feel as if we would speak no more for Christ, and we
should sink into silence were it not that his word is as a fire in our bones,
and we cannot refrain. Then we think we will go away into the far West,
and in some log cabin teach a few children the way of salvation, for we do
not feel fit for anything higher. Our shortcomings and our failures stare us
out of countenance, and then are we painfully weak; but this also is the
highway to strength: “When I am weak, then am I strong.”


Sometimes we grow depressed and weak because our sphere of labor
seems specially difficult. This is not the time to dilate upon the peculiar
trials of our pastorates. Ministers in London could tell a tale that would
astonish you, for they see things which are their burden day and night: As
for our country brethren, what some of them have had to put up with!
They cannot move the deacons and the church at all, but perhaps the
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deacons wish to move them; they cannot get at the people, and though they
preach their hearts out they preach to empty pews. If we could only put
certain men into the positions which their brethren faithfully occupy under
great discouragement, they would know themselves better, and leave off
boasting, and instead of finding fault they would wonder that so much has
been accomplished under such circumstances. By that way also we become
strong: when Goal makes us feel that our work is impossible to us without
his aid then are we driven to his strength.


Some of you are quite alone as to the helpful fellowship of kindred spirits.
This is a trying deprivation, and may well depress you. Beside this, many of
you are poor, and you hardly know how to support your families. As I
listened to the prayer of the brother who led our devotions just now, and
remembered what he is suffering, and how he has actually worked in the
harvest-fields, with working men, so that he might earn his bread and
preach the gospel, I felt that I could rejoice in him. Still I know that
poverty often makes a man feel sadly weak; when his children are without
shoes, and the wife’s dress is nearly worn out, and he knows not where any
more are to come from, his heart sinks within him. In addition to this, it
may be that reproach comes undeservedly. A scandalous story from the
father of lies may be forged against you, and you may be quite unable to
defend yourself. You fear lest in trying to erase the blot you might spoil the
page. Hearts are broken over this matter. Oh, how weak a man becomes
when this is the case; he may half feel himself guilty after having heard the
accusation repeated again and again, although all the while he is as pure as
the driven snow. This brings a weakness which may paralyze a man. Oh to
be strong in the Lord at such times.


I suppose you do not think that I ever get dried up, and find it difficult to
say anything fresh in my sermons, and yet so it is. Think, dear brethren: I
have more than twenty-seven volumes of sermons in print! It grows harder
to say anything new as those volumes increase. Where will the next sermon
come from? is the question we have asked ourselves again and again; we
have feared that we could not keep up the supply, and we have felt our
own weakness to a terrible degree; but this, also, is the way to strength. So
prepare yourselves, my younger brethren, to become weaker and weaker;
prepare yourselves for sinking lower and lower in self-esteem; prepare
yourselves for self-annihilation, and pray God to expedite the process.







748


Certain-brethren know nothing of this experience, they are not weak at all;
but despise such confessions. Have you never met with preachers who can
keep on and on; and though they never did say anything and never will, yet
they never know what it is to be weak. They are just as able to-day as ever
they were. I have heard of an old Scotch preacher, whose divisions were
very numerous, and whose subdivisions were almost innumerable; so one
day the people, one by one, went away, until at last the boy took the keys
up and said to him, “You can lock the church up when you have done.”
Some are so very long in saying nothing, and are so surely emptying their
places, that it would be wise to hand them the keys so that they might
retire when they are quite through. As for some of us, we are consciously
feeble, and when we prose we know it. We come out of the pulpit at times
feeling that we are less fit than ever for the holy work. Oar last sermon we
judge to be our worst, and frequently for that reason it is our best; we
grow, and among other growths we grow downwards.


We shall go on feeling less fit, and still less fit, and all the while becoming
more suited to be used of the Lord. I know one who said the other night,
when she was reading, that it seemed as if her eyes had dropped out. The
truth was her spectacles had fallen off. Go on losing your spectacles, and
be sure that you get rid of all those holy tones and whines, and grotesque
methods, and stiffnesses and mannerisms, which are not your eyes, but only
shockingly bad spectacles.


II. I conclude by speaking upon THE BLESSED EXPERIENCE. “When I am
weak, then am I strong.” How is it, and how can it be? Well, first, it is
when I am weak that I am sure to flee to God for succor and help. The
little coney mentioned by Solomon was a poor, puny creature, and yet he
baffled the sportsman. Learn a lesson from him. “The conies are a feeble
folk; yet make they their houses in the rocks.” Brethren, because I cannot
think, I hide behind a doctrine which God has thought out for me; and
because I cannot invent a hypothesis I hide my soul in a self-evident fact;
and because I cannot even be consistent with myself, I get behind the plain
teaching of the text, and there I abide. It is wonderful how strong a man
feels in such a hiding-place. When you cannot lay a stone, and cannot lift a
trowel by yourself, then you rosy begin to build for God, for he will make
you a worker together with him, your feebleness will be linked to the
eternal strength, and then the wall will rise with speed. “When I am weak,
then am I strong.”
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Next, we are strong when we are weak because we gain our strength by
prayer, and our weakness is our best argument in supplication. Jacob
never conquered until he limped, nay, until he fell. When the sinew shrank
the suppliant triumphed. When you are engaged in prayer, plead your
strength, and you will get nothing; then plead your weakness, and you will
prevail. There is no better plea with divine love than weakness and pain;
nothing can so prevail with the great heart of God as for your heart to faint
and swoon. The man who rises in prayer to tears and agony, and feels all
the while as if he could not pray, and yet must pray — he is the man that
will see the desire of his soul. Do not mothers always care most for the
tiniest child, or for that which is most sick? Do we not spend the greatest
care upon that one of our children which has the least use of its limbs? and
is it not true that our weakness holds God’s strength, and leads him to bow
his omnipotence to our rescue?


There is another strength in weakness which it is well for us to have. I
believe that when we French in conscious weakness it adds a wonderful
force to the words we utter. When Mr. Knill went out to distribute tracts
among the soldiers, he tells us that there was one wicked man who said to
his comrades, “I will cure him of coming to us with his tracts”; so when a
ring was made around the minister and the blasphemer, he cursed Mr. Knill
with awful oaths. Hearing these profane words Mr. Knill burst into tears,
and said how he longed for the man’s salvation. It was years after that he
met that soldier again, when he said, “I never took notice of your tracts, or
of anything that you said; but when I saw you cry like a child I could not
stand it but gave my heart to God.” When we tell our people how we are
hampered, but how much we long for their souls’ salvation; when we ask
them to excuse our broken language, for it is the utterance of our hearts,
they believe in our sincerity, for they see our breaking hearts, and they are
moved by what we say. The man who grinds out theology at so much a
yard has no power over men; the people need men who can feel — men of
heart, men, weak and feeble men, who can sympathize with the timid and
sorrowful. It is a blessed thing if a minister can weep his way into men’s
souls, or even stammer a path into their hearts. So, brethren, do not be
afraid of being weak, — “When I am weak, then am I strong.”


Besides this, another form of strength comes of weakness, for by it our
sympathy is educated. When you and I become weak, and are depressed in
spirit, and our soul passes through the valley of the shadow of death, it is
often on account of others. I preached one Sabbath morning from the text,
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“My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken me?” and though I did not say
so, yet I preached my own experience. I heard my own chains clank while I
tried to preach to my fellow prisoners in the dark; but I could not tell why I
was brought into such an awful horror of darkness, for which I condemned
myself. On the following Monday evening a man came to see me who bore
all the marks of despair upon his countenance. His hair seemed to stand
upright, and his eyes were ready to start from their sockets. He said to me
after a little parleying, “I never before heard any man speak in my life who
seemed to Know my heart. Mine is a terrible case; but on Sunday morning
you painted me to the life, and preached as if you had been inside my soul.”
By God’s grace I saved that man from suicide, and led him into gospel
light and liberty; but I know I could not have done it if I had not myself
been confined in the dungeon in which he lay. I tell the story, brethren,
because you sometimes may not understand your own experience, and the
perfect people may condemn you for having it; but what know they of
God’s servants? You and I have to suffer much for the sake of the people
of our charge. God’s sheep ramble very far, and we have to go after them;
and sometimes the shepherds go where they themselves would never roam
if they were not in pursuit of lost sheep. You may be in Egyptian darkness,
and you may wonder why such a horror chills your marrow, but you may
be altogether in the pursuit of your calling, and be led of the Spirit to a
position of sympathy with desponding minds. Expect to grow weaker,
brethren, that you may comfort the weak, and so may become masters in
Israel in the judgment of others, while in your own you are less than the
least of all saints.


More than this, I believe that my text is true when a man becomes weak
through love to the particular place in which he is called to labor.
Suppose a brother placed in the midst of a dense, poor population, and he
feels the responsibility of his work and the misery of souls around him until
it gets such a hold upon him that he cannot escape from it. He tries to think
of more cheerful subjects, but he cannot shake off the nightmare of the
people’s poverty and sin. It is with him by day, and it is with him by night;
he hears the crying of the children, and the wailing of the women; he hears
the sighing of the men and the groans of the sick and dying, and he comes
to be almost a monomaniac in his desperate zeal for his own part of the
great field of service. Yes, that man may kill himself with anxiety; but
meanwhile it is evident that he is the man whom God has sent to bless the
people. He will go on thinking and praying and planning, until at last he
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will hit on a method which outsiders may judge to be as odd as the man;
but he will carry it out, and the whole district will be the better for it. Oh, it
is a blessing when God casts a godly man into the middle of a mass of
misery, and keeps him there. It may not be a pleasant thing for him, but it
will bring a sevenfold reward in the end. I am glad that Howard felt that he
must go through all the prisons in Europe. He had a comfortable home of
his own, and yet he must roam through France, and Germany, and Russia,
poking his nose into every pestilential dog-hole where prisoners were to be
found. He makes himself familiar with the unimaginable horrors of
dungeon life, and suffers fevers born of the jail-filth. He has a choice nose
for the worst atmosphere; the fouler it is the more needful that he should
breathe it, for he has a passion for the discovery and destruction of prison
cruelty. He comes home, and writes a book upon his pet subject, and then,
after a little while, he is off again, and at last he dies a martyr to the cause
he has espoused; yet it was worth while to be a Howard who could live
and could die to rescue his fellow-men. Mr. Howard, it is because you are
so very weak, and suffer so much from prison-on-the-brain, that you are
strong; you will accomplish reforms while others are talking of them. I dare
say there were some who said, “These things muse be gradually
ameliorated by the progress of better principles, and we must try new
notions by degrees.” Yes, this gradual reform is a prudent idea, but then
Mr. Howard is such a weak-minded man that he goes raking up horrible
stories; and insisting upon it that murder by imprisonment must cease at
once. Brethren, may you become weak in like fashion, — almost out of
your minds with restless resolve to save souls. If you break loose in an
absurd way, and set the chill proprieties a-trembling, and the imbecilities
ridiculing, it will cause me great joy. Little do I care if you become fools
for Christ’s sake. When our weakness verges upon fanaticism it may have
all the more power about it. Mr. Plimsoll did nobly when he stood up and
pleaded against coffin-ships; but he was never so strong as when he lost
himself, and broke the rules of the House in the ardor of his passion. It was
very weak of him, but in that weakness lay his strength. Give us more of
the speech which comes of a burning heart, as lava comes of a volcanic
overflow. When the truth conquers us we shall conquer by the truth.


Weakness is strength, once more, because often a man’s sense of weakness
arouses the whole of him; whatever there is in the man then comes out, it
makes the man intense in every part. Certain small animals are much more
to be dreaded in fight than larger beasts, because they are so active and
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furious that they bite fifty times while the greater ones are opening their
mouths. A man might almost as well face a hyaena as a rat or a weasel,
because these lesser creatures are all alive, and so intent on the attack, that
they fight with their whole bodies; claws and teeth are all at work, and thus
they become strong through that sense of weakness which causes them to
use every atom of force which they possess. Have you never seen a great
man, perhaps a Doctor of Divinity, concerning whom you have felt how
mighty he is? We all acknowledge his strength; but what does he
accomplish? A far smaller man full of grace and ardor, and all alive in
working for the Lord, achieves much more. The conscious littleness of the
man makes him live intensely unto God, — “When I am weak, then am I
strong.” Because I cannot do much, therefore I will do all I can. Because I
have little power, therefore I will use all the power I have. Do not the
tradesmen say that “a nimble ninepence is better than a lazy half-crown”? I
am sure it is so. A sense of weakness may bestir us to a bravery which else
we had not known. Look at our country ages ago, when Spain tried to
destroy her. See the Invincible Armada! Huge ships burden the sea, and
Papal warriors are speeding to the prey. England must do her best. On the
one side is Spain, mistress of empires, and on the other is a poor little
island, with a brave queen it is true, but with an army and navy slender to
the last degree. The monster ships are off Plymouth; here they come, like a
half-moon, or like jaws opening to swallow us up. What is happening in
Britain? Why, everybody is preparing for the battle, and every man and
every woman on the island will fight to the death. All the seafaring folk are
on the alert. Our sailors in their diminutive vessels are hovering round the
huge galleons, waiting for an opportunity to strike a blow, and the
opportunity comes.


“Look how the Lion of the sea lifts up his ancient crown,
And underneath his deadly paw treads the gay lilies down.”


God watches over England. He blows with his wind, and the sea covers the
Armada, and Spain is smitten and England is saved. It was a sense of
weakness that moved the valor of our forefathers, and stirred the saints to
cry to God for help. Go to, ye mighty ones, ye are not strong. Come ye up,
ye weak ones, to the help of the Lord, to the help of the Lord against the
mighty, for ye are strong in the Lord, and in the power of his might.


And this, last of all, is the reason why we are strong when we are weak,
namely, because the sacrifice is being consummated. When was Christ
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strongest but when he was weakest? When did he shake the kingdom of
darkness but when he was nailed to the tree? When did he put away sin for
his people but when his heart was pierced? When did he trample upon
death and the old dragon but when he was himself about to die? His victory
was in the extremity of his weakness, namely, in his death; and it must be
the same with his trembling church: she has no might; she must suffer, she
must be slandered, and derided, and so the Lord will triumph through her.
The conquering sign is still the cross. Wherefore, brethren, let us be
perfectly content to decrease even unto the end, that our right royal Lord
and King may gloriously increase from day to day. Amen.


THE LITERATURE OF THE GALLOWS


IT seems shocking, almost ludicrous, to speak of a young man going
through a course of reading as a preparation for the gallows, and yet it is
literally true that impure reading has, before now, landed its victim on the
last stage of the road to ruin. In the year 1829 a murderer named Stratford
was executed at Norwich, and the following is the testimony, given at the
time by a Christian friend who visited the convict in prison: Again and
again he assured me that his falling into vicious and criminal practices was
the consequence of his having imbibed mental poison from bad books —
and the same assertion he repeated to several other persons. An infidel
publication, long since notorious for its fatal influences over the human
mind, became the companion of his private hours. He read it, and adopted
its principles. He rejected the Holy Scriptures, looked upon their contents
as a cunningly devised fable, and to use his own expressions, gave up his
faith in our Lord Jesus Christ. Thus was he left without compass or rudder,
whereby to steer his course aright through the ocean of life.


NOTES


WE have inserted portraits of two of our evangelists, in order that friends
may not forget their work of faith, or cease to plead for a blessing upon
them. Never were two men better fitted for their work, nor more
thoroughly devoted to it. They are engaged for some months ahead; but we
would encourage friends to seek their services, for they are ready to preach
the gospel wherever a door is opened.
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Mrs. Spurgeon is exceedingly busy with her distribution of books to poor
ministers, a work fraught with untold blessing. She wishes us to remind
friends that she cannot attempt to supply preachers with books if they are
in trade, or have good incomes. Her business lies with those who give all
their time to the ministry, and at the same time are so ill-remunerated that
they cannot afford to purchase books. If those who are ineligible would
kindly not apply, it would save the distributor much trouble, and the great
pain of having to refuse.


With much pleasure we note that Canon Wilberforce has made a gallant
attempt to clear the Church of England from complicity with the liquor
traffic. Personally he is doing all that can be expected of any man, namely,
getting rid of licenses as they fall in. No one can expect the Ecclesiastical
Commissioners to do more; but we hardly dare to hope that they will do as
much. Evidently, the Archbishop and other commissioners will be all the
better for a little stirring of their consciences. It will be an unspeakable
blessing to them if the subject is kept before the public mind, and thus
gently brought under eyes which are none too eager to perceive
troublesome facts. Corporations are slow in being reformed, and for them
to reform themselves is a thing so rare that we might almost say that it
never occurred, and never will. “Can the Ethiopian change his skin, or the
leopard his spots?” We shall see what we shall see.


On the evening of September 10 we shall, God willing, have the Tabernacle
open for all comers, according to our custom once a quarter. We observe
that an American paper wittily says, “Let not Spurgeon’s people be proud
of leaving their seats to strangers in the evening once in a quarter, for in
our country we have thousands of persons who do the same every Sunday
night in the year.” We are grateful that we cannot say so of our people.
Though the habit of half-a-day worship is extending in many quarters, it
does not come nigh to us.


On Wednesday, Aug. 16, the ministers of the Surrey and Middlesex Baptist
Association dined at “Westwood,” by invitation of Mr. and Mrs. Spurgeon,
and afterwards held a conference on the work of the denomination in the
two counties. All who were present seemed to feel the urgent necessity for
further aggressive efforts, and it is hoped that something practical will
result from the interchange of opinion.


The two counties of Surrey and Middlesex, apart from London, are low
down in our Baptist statistics, and indeed in all Nonconformist work. The
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churches are nearly all feeble, and are holding their own with great
difficulty; hence, they have very little strength to spare for founding new
interests. The London Association contains all the large churches, and the
few who form the new Association have a huge task before them, and
outward strength altogether out of proportion to the demand upon it. They
need an evangelist of their own to go through all the towns and villages
preaching the word, but how is he to be supported? Oh, that some wealthy
brother would make these counties his own district! If the two appear too
much, let one be taken up. Comparatively little money would be needed,
and great results might be anticipated. We offered the friends £50 for the
next year towards an evangelist, and we hope others will come forward
and help also. There are places in Surrey which are far more discouraging
than Zululand or Tartary, and yet present most urgent calls for gospel
effort.


On Friday evening, Aug. 11, a meeting of South London ministers and
church-officers was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall, for the purpose of
conferring with Mr. R. T. Booth respecting his approaching Gospel
Temperance Mission. Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, who has recently become a
total abstainer, and has been elected one of the Vice-Presidents of the
Tabernacle Temperance Society, presided. After a short address by the
chairman, and a statement by Mr. Smithers, the Secretary, as to the
arrangements already made or contemplated, Mr. Booth spoke briefly, but
earnestly; and the rest of the evening was occupied with suggestions as to
the best means to be adopted to secure the success of the Mission. Mr.
Andrew Dunn took the chair, when Mr. James Spurgeon had to leave for
another meeting, and at the close of the Conference the committee met to
carry out as far as was practicable the recommendations that had been
given.


The list of services, at all of which Mr. Booth hopes to speak, is as follows:
— Sunday afternoon, September 3rd, at 3; Monday evening, 4th, at 8.30;
Tuesday, 5th, at 8; Wednesday, 6th, at 5.30 (for children and young people
only), and at 8 (for adults); Thursday, 7th, at 8.30; Friday, 8th, at 8;
Saturday, no meeting; Sunday, 10th, at 3 and 8.15; Monday, 11th at 3.30
(for women only), and 8.30 (for all); and Tuesday, 12th, at 7.30, great
farewell meeting. Every day during the Mission, with the exception of
Saturday and Sunday, a mid-day prayer-meeting will be held at 12.30.
Contributions in aid of the expenses of the Mission will be thankfully
received by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon.
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COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. J. H. Grant has accepted an
invitation from the church at Gold Hill, Bucks; Mr. E. B. Pearson has
settled at Providence Chapel, Hounslow; and Mr. E. Richards has become
pastor of the church at Lerwick, Shetland, where he will labor in
connection with the Baptist Home Missionary Society of Scotland.


Mr. J. W. Comfort has removed from Ossett to Bromsgrove,
Worcestershire; and Mr. E. A. Tydeman, from Devonport, to Zion Chapel,
Bacup, Lancashire.


Mr. J. E. Moyle, who returned to Canada on the completion of his college
course, has settled at St. Andrew’s, Quebec; and Mr. R. Holmes has
removed from Ayhner to become Mr. Dyke’s successor at College Street,
Toronto.


Mr. A. Fairbrother sailed on the 24th ult. for Auckland, New Zealand.


The summer session of the College was commenced on Tuesday afternoon,
August 8, when the tutors and students assembled at “Westwood” for
devotional exercises and social enjoyment. Twenty-three “freshmen” were
introduced to their brethren, and heartily welcomed to the benefits of the
institution; and addresses were delivered by the President, Vice-President,
and Professors Rogers, Gracey, and Fergusson. Tutors report the new men
as an exceedingly hopeful band. The Lord make them all faithful preachers
of the word. The College work is the most important of all the labors that
have been entrusted to our oversight by the great Master, and our heart is
set upon it more and more. Let not the Lord’s stewards forget the portion
for the school of the prophets, for to her rising men, now in training, the
church looks for her future leaders. Our teaching has distinct and definite
doctrines as the groundwork of everything; we do not upon that matter
give forth any uncertain sound.


EVANGELISTS. — Mr. Burnham goes this month to labor among the hop-
pickers in Kent. In response to his appeal for contributions towards the
extension of the work, we have received the following amounts: — Mrs.
Higham, 2s. 6d.; M.M., 10s.; Readers of Word and Work, £10; A.M.,
Scotland, 5s. This we beg most gratefully to acknowledge. It shows that
there are a few good people who care for the poor Londoners in the hop-
gardens.


Messrs. Smith and Fullerton, having completed their twelvemonth’s
mission in London, are now resting preparatory to starting on their autumn
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tour in the south-west of England. We hope our friends in that region will
be ready earnestly to back them up.


AUCKLAND TABERNACLE BUILDING FUND. — Mr. and Mrs. Spurgeon beg
to acknowledge, with heartiest thanks, the receipt of the following
contributions for their son’s new Tabernacle at Auckland, New Zealand:
— Mrs. C. Parker, 10s.; Mrs. Smith, 1s.; M. C. H., £5; A widow, 12s.;
Mrs. M. E. White, 3s.; Miss Farmer, 10s.; Mrs. Dix, £I0; Mr. Calder, £5; A
friend, 10s.; Mrs. A. G., £2; Mr. W. R. Fox, £5; Lydia, per J. T. D., 2s.
6d.; Mrs. Virtue, £5; Mrs. Joseph Williams, 10s.; A friend, £1. There must
be many more friends of our son who are intending to help: will they please
quicken their pace, and cheer us thereby? A box will be going early in
September. As the bazaar is to be held at Christmas, any goods to be sent
must be off at once, for even now the time is short. Goods must not be
later than the 15th of September, and the earlier the better. The members
of the Old Tabernacle at home should be the first to help the New
Tabernacle in Auckland. They cannot have forgotten young Thomas whom
they were so pleased to hear. Let him not imagine that he has slipped out
of the memories of those at home.


ORPHANAGE. — Notice to Collectors. The next quarterly collectors’
meeting will be held at the Orphanage on Friday evening, October 13,
when all collectors are earnestly requested to bring or send their boxes or
books, with the amounts collected for the institution. With girls to provide
for as well as boys our needs are greatly increased, and all collectors
should do their best. Double quick is marching time just now.


COLPORTAGE. — During the past month nothing has transpired that
deserves special note in the work of the Colportage Association, though
the usual labors of the colporteurs are still full of encouraging incidents. To
understand the value and importance of the work thoroughly it is necessary
to go down into the localities, and see and hear what is being done. The
secretary has recently visited two of the districts, and reports progress
which calls for much thankfulness. At Woodham Walter, in Essex, where
Mr. Keddie is at work, a nice village chapel has been erected, mainly
through the labors of the colporteur, and the pulpit is supplied chiefly by
him. The first anniversary liar just been held. After a sermon by the
secretary, Mr. W. Corden Jones, a crowded meeting was held in the
evening at which the colporteur was supported by Congregational,
Wesleyan, and Baptist friends. It was reported that some of the worst
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characters in the neighborhood had been converted, one of whom got up at
the close of the meeting and confessed that it was through the labors of the
colporteur that he had been blessed. The locality is sparsely populated, but
the chapel is crowded on Sunday evenings. During the week the
colporteur, who has been supplied with a donkey and cart by local friends,
visits the villages for eight or nine miles round, and sells a considerable
quantity of good literature, besides visiting many sick folks.


The other district visited is Bower Chalke, situated in the midst of the
lovely Wiltshire downs. Here a small Baptist church subscribes nobly
towards the support of the colporteur, who has to walk through the whole
of his wide district, and is much respected.


After a sermon in the afternoon by the secretary, a tea-meeting was held in
a large barn. The tables having been cleared the audience took their seats in
the “bay,” and a wagon was wheeled on to the “floor” for a rostrum for the
speakers, when addresses were delivered upon colportage work. Some £15
a year more is required to enable the Association to continue this needy
district. Most of the supporters are laborers, and do well. Will any wealthy
friend send a special subscription, so that the district may be continued
beyond the present year? Visitors to the sea-side will find some of our
colporteurs at work on the beach and we hope will encourage them by
purchasing good and interesting books. Great Yarmouth, Ryde, Cowes,
and Ventnor all have Colporteurs. All applications for the appointment of
Colporteurs, and subscriptions or donations will be gladly received and
acknowledged by the Secretary, W. Corden Jones, Colportage Association,
Temple-street, St. George’s-road, Southwark.


PERSONAL NOTES.— A Baptist minister writes to us as follows: — “You
ought to be a happy man. When in Scotland some time ago I got lost in a
Glen-something. The folk there had never heard of the late lamented
Beaconsfield. Happy is the people that is in such a case! They had no
notion of Gladstone; but you should have seen them wake up when I
mentioned your name. They had a sort of knowledge of that name, for they
read your sermons, and fetched a lot out to show me that they did so. I
assure you I never saw any man’s works with such signs of use upon them.
There was no kirk in the glen, so on Sundays they got together and had a
service, the scholar of the place reading the sermon. One very old man said
he ‘Wad shoost gang on his twa bonds and knees a’ the way to Glasguh to
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get a sight o’ ye.’ I doubt if he could have done half a mile any way, but
there was a look in his eye that you would have been comforted to see.”


A Christian man, who used to attend our services at the Surrey Music Hall,
recently felt moved to read the sermons on the green of the village where
he lives, and in the adjoining town. With the help of a few friends he has
conducted a full service at each place on Sunday afternoons and evenings.
In the village he has gathered from 200 to 300 people together, and in the
town his congregations have ranged from 400 or 500 up to 900 or 1,000.
He says that the people have been very attentive, and that from the many
encouraging expressions he has received he is sure God is blessing the
work. His great regret is that he did not commence the effort before. When
the weather gets too cold for open-air services he hopes to secure a large
building in which to continue the reading of the sermons through the
winter. Are there not many other places where those who have been
blessed by the reading of the sermons might with great advantage to many
people carry on similar services?


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — July 27, eighteen; August 3,
eleven.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


OCTOBER, 1882.


COMMUNION ADDRESS


DELIVERED AT THE CLOSE OF THE COLLEGE CONFERENCE


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WE have nothing now to think of but our Lord. We come to him that he
may cause us to forget all others. We are not here as ministers, cumbered
with much serving, but we now sit at his feet with Mary, or lean on his
bosom with John. The Lord himself gives us our watchword as we muster
our band for the last assembly. “Remember me” is the loving command.
We beseech him to fill the full circle of our memory as the sun fills the
heavens and the earth with light. We are to think only of Jesus, and of him
only will I speak. Oh for a touch of the live coal from him who is our Altar
as well as our Sacrifice!


The text is found in the words of John, in the first chapter of the
Revelation, at the seventeenth and eighteenth verses: — “And when I saw
HIM, I fell at HIS feet as dead. And HE laid HIS right hand upon me,
saying unto me, Fear not; I am the first and the last: I am He that liveth,
and was dead; and, behold, I am alive for evermore, Amen; and have the
keys of hell and of death.”


John was of all men the most familiar with Jesus: and his Lord had never
needed to say to him, “Lovest thou me?” Methinks if any man could have
stood erect in the presence of the glorified Savior it would have been that
disciple whom Jesus loved. Love permits us to take great liberties: the
child will climb the knee of his royal father, and no man accuses it of
presuming; John had such love, and yet even he could not look into the
face of the Lord of glory without being overcome with awe. While yet in
the body even John must swoon if he be indulged with a premature vision
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of the Well-beloved in his majesty. If permitted to see the Lord before our
bodies have undergone that wondrous change by which we are made like
to Jesus that we may see him as he is, we shall find the sight to be more
than we can bear. A clear view of our Lord’s heavenly splendor while we
are here on earth would not be fitting, for it would not be profitable for us
always to be lying in a swoon at our Redeemer’s feet, while there is so
much work for us to do.


Permit me, dear brethren, to take my text from its connection and to apply
it to ourselves, by bringing it down from the throne up yonder to the table
here: it may be, I trust it will be, that as we see Jesus even here, we shall
with John fall at his feet as dead. We shall not swoon, but we shall be
dead in another sense, most sweetly dead, while our life is revealed in him.
After we have thought upon that we shall come to what my text implies:
then may we revive with John, for if he had not revived he could never
have told us of his fainting fit. Thus we shall have death with Christ, and
resurrection in him. Oh for a deep experience of both, by the power of the
Holy Spirit!


If we are permitted to see Christ in the simple and instructive memorials
which are now upon the table, we shall in a blessed sense FALL AT HIS


FEET AS DEAD.


I. For, first, here we see provision for the removal of our sin, and we are
thus reminded of it. Here is the bread broken because we have broken
God’s law, and must have been broken for ever had there not been a
bruised Savior. In this wine we see the token of the blood with which we
must be cleansed, or else be foul things to be cast away into the burnings of
Tophet, because abominable in the sight of God. Inasmuch as we have
before us the memorial of the Atonement for sin, it reminds us of our death
in sin in which we should still have remained but for that grace which spake
us into life and salvation. Are you growing great? Be little again as you see
that you are nothing but slaves that have been ransomed. “God’s freed-
men” is still your true rank. Are you beginning to think that because you
are sanctified you have the less need of daily cleansing? Hear that word, “If
we walk in the light, as he is in the light, we have fellowship one with
another,” yet even then “the blood of Jesus Christ, his Son, cleanseth us
from all sin.” We sin even when in the highest and divinest fellowship, and
need still the cleansing blood. How this humbles us before the Lord! We
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are to be winners of sinners, and yet we ourselves are sinners still, needing
as truly the bread of life as those to whom we serve it out.


Ah! and some of us have been very special sinners; and therefore, if we
love much it is because we have had much forgiven. We have erred since
we knew the Savior, and that is a kind of sinnership which is exceedingly
grievous; we have sinned since we have entered into the highest state of
spiritual joy, and have been with him on the holy mount, and have beheld
his glory! This breeds a holy shamefacedness. We may well fall at Jesus’
feet, though he only reveals himself in bread and wine, for these convey a
sense of our sinnership while they remind us of how our Lord met our sin
and put it away. Herein we fall as low as the dead. Where is the I? Where
is the self-glorying? Have you any left in the presence of the crucified
Savior? As you in spirit eat his flesh and drink his blood can you glory in
your own flesh, or feel the pride of blood and birth? Fie upon us if there
mingles a tinge of pride with our ministry, or a taint of self-laudation with
our success. When we see Jesus, our Savior, the Savior of sinners, surely
self will sink and humility will fall at his feet. When we think of
Gethsemane and Calvary, and all our great Redeemer’s pain and agony,
surely by the Holy Ghost self-glorying, self-seeking, and self-will must fall
as though slain with a deadly wound. “When I saw HIM, I fell at HIS feet as
dead.”


Here, also, we learn a second lesson. Jesus has placed upon this table
food. The bread sets forth all that is necessary, and the cup all that is
luxurious: provision for all our wants and for all our right desires: all that
we need for sustenance and joy. Then what a poverty-stricken soul am I
that I cannot find myself in bread! As to comforts, I may not think of them;
they must be given me or I shall never taste them. Brothers, we are
Gentlemen Commoners upon the bounty of our great Kinsman: we come
to his table for our maintenance: we have no establishments of our own.
He who feeds the sparrows feeds our souls; in spiritual things we no more
gather into barns than do the blessed birds; our heavenly Father feeds us
from that “all fullness” which it hath pleased him to lay up for us in Jesus.
We could not live an hour spiritually without him who is not only bread,
but life; not only the wine which cheereth, but consolation itself. Our life
hangs upon Jesus; he is our Head as well as our food. We shall never
outgrow our need of natural bread, and spiritually we shall never rise out
of our need of a present Christ, but the rather we shall feel a strong?
craving and a more urgent passion for him. Look at yonder yam person!
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He feels that he is a great man, and you own that he is your superior in
gifts; but what a cheat he is, what a foolish creature to dream of being
somebody. Now will he be found wanting; for, like ourselves, he is not
sufficient even to think anything of himself. A beggar who has to live on
alms, to eat the bread of dependence, to take the cup of charity, — what
has he to boast of? HE is the great One who feeds us, who gives us all that
we enjoy, who is our all in all; and as for us, we are suppliants — I had
almost said mendicants — a community of Begging Freres, to all personal
spiritual wealth as dead as the slain on Marathon. The negro slave at least
could claim his own breath, but we cannot claim even that. The Spirit of
God must give us spiritual breath, or our life will expire. When we think of
this, surely the sight of Christ in this bread and wine, though it be a dim
vision compared with that which ravished the heart of John, will make us
fall at the Redeemer’s feet as dead.


The “I” cannot live, for our Lord has provided no food for the vain Ego,
and its lordliness. He has provided all for necessity, but nothing for
boasting. Oh, blessed sense of self-annihilation! We have experienced it
several times this week when certain of those papers were read to us by
our brethren, and moreover we shriveled right up in the blaze of the joy
with which our Master favored us. I hope this blessed assembly and its
heavenly exercises have melted the Ego within us, and made it, for the
while, flow away in tears. Dying to self is a blessed feeling. May we all
realize it! When we are weak to the utmost in conscious death of self then
are we strong to the fullness of might. Swooning away unto self-death, and
losing all consciousness of personal power we are introduced into the
infinite, and live in God.


II. Now let us consider how WE GET ALIVE AGAIN, and so know the Lord
as the resurrection and the life. John did revive, and he tells us how it came
about. He says of the Ever-blessed One, — “HE laid HIS right hand upon
me, saying unto me, Fear not; I am the first and the last: I am HE that
liveth, and was dead; and, behold, I am alive for evermore, Amen; and have
the keys of hell and of death.”


All the life-floods of our being will flow with renewed force if first of all
we are brought into contact with Jesus. “He laid his right hand upon me.”
Marvelous patience that he does not set his foot upon us, and tread us
down as the mire of the streets! I have lain at his feet as dead, and had he
spurned me as tainted with corruption I could not have impugned his
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justice. But there is nothing here about his foot! That foot has been pierced
for us, and it cannot be that the foot which has been nailed to the cross for
his people should ever trample them in his wrath. Hear these words — “He
laid his right hand upon me.” The right hand of his strength and of his glory
he laid upon his fainting servant. It was the hand of a man. It is the right
hand of him who in all our afflictions was afflicted, who is a brother born
for adversity. Hence, everything about his hand has a reviving influence.
The speech of sympathy, my brothers, is often too unpractical, and hence it
is too feeble to revive the fainting; the touch of sympathy is far more
effectual You remember that happy story of the wild negro child who
could never be won till the little lady sat down by her, and laid her hand
upon her. Eva won poor Topsy by that tender touch. The tongue failed,
but the hand achieved the victory. So was it with our adorable Lord. He
showed us that he was bone of our bone and flesh of our flesh; he brought
himself into contact with us, and made us perceive the reality of his love to
us, and then he became more than a conqueror over us.


Thus we felt that he was no fiction, but a real Christ, for there was his
hand, and we felt the gentle pressure. The laying on of the right hand of the
Lord had brought healing to the sick, sight to the blind, and even life to the
dead, and it is no strange thing that it should restore a fainting disciple.
May you all feel it at this very moment in its full reviving power! May there
stream down from the Lord’s right hand not merely his sympathy, because
he is a man like ourselves, but as much of the power of his deity as can be
gotten into man, so that we may be filled with the fullness of God! That is
possible at this instant. This Lord’s supper represents the giving of the
whole body of Christ to us, to enter into us for food; surely if we enter into
its true meaning we may expect to be revived and vitalized; for we have
here more than a mere touch of the hand, it is the whole Christ that enters
into us spiritually, and so comes into contact with our innermost being. I
believe in “the real presence”: do not you? The carnal presence is another
thing: that we do not even desire. Lord Jesus, come into a many-handed
contact with us now by dwelling in us, and we in thee.


Still there was something else wanted, for our Lord Jesus, after the touch,
gave the word: “Fear not; I am the first and the last.” What does he say?
Does he say, “Thou art”? Open your Testaments and see. Does he exclaim,
“Fear not; thou art the beloved disciple, John the apostle and divine”? I
find nothing of the kind. He did not direct his servant to look at himself,
but to remember the great I AM, his Savior, and Lord. The living comfort
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of every swooning child of God, of everyone who is conscious of a death-
wound to the natural “I,” lies in that majestic “I,” which alone can say “I
am.” You live because there is an “I am” who has life in himself, and has
that life for you.


“I am the first.” I have gone before you, and prepared your way; I loved
you before you loved me; I ordained your whole course in life before you
were in existence. In every work of grace for you and within you, I am
first. Like the dew which comes from the Lord, I waited not for man,
neither tarried for the sons of men. And I also am the last, perfecting that
which concerneth you, and keeping you unto the end. I am the Alpha and
the Omega to you, and all the letters in between; I began with you, and I
shall end with you, if an end can be thought of. I march in the van, and I
bring up the rear. Your final preservation is as much from me as your
hopeful commencement. Brother, does a fear arise concerning that dark
hour which threatens soon to arrive? What hour is that? Jesus knows, and
he will be with you through the night, and till the day breaketh. If Jesus is
the beginning and the end to us, what is there else? What have we to fear
unless it be those unhallowed inventions of our mistrust, those superfluities
of naughtiness which fashion themselves into unbeliefs, and doubts, and
unkind imaginings? Christ shuts out everything that could hurt us, for he
covers all the time, and all the space; he is above the heights, and beneath
the depths; and everywhere he is LOVE.


Read on, “I am he that liveth.” Because I live, ye shall live also; no real
death shall befall you, for death hath no more dominion over me — your
head, your life. While there is a living Christ in heaven no believer shall
ever see death: he shall sleep in Jesus, and that is all, for even then he shall
be for ever with the Lord.


Read on, “And was dead.” Therefore, though you die you shall go no
lower than I went; and you shall be brought up again even as I have
returned from the tomb. Think of Jesus as having traversed the realm of
death-shade, and you will not fear to follow in his track. Where should the
dying members rest but on the same couch with their once dying Head.


“And, behold, I am alive for evermore.” Yes, behold it, and never cease to
behold it: we serve an ever-living Lord. Brothers, go home from
Conference in the power of this grand utterance! The dear child may
sicken, or the precious wife may be taken home, but Christ says, “I am
alive for evermore.” The believing heart can never be a widow, for its
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husband is the living God. Our Lord Jesus will not leave us orphans, he will
come unto us. Here is our joy, then: not in ourselves. but in the fact that he
ever lives to carry out the Father’s good pleasure in us and for us. Onward,
soldiers of the cross, for an immortal Captain leads the way.


Read once more — “And have the keys of hell and of death.” As I thought
over these words I marveled for the poverty and meanness of the cause of
evil; for the prince of it, the devil, has not the keys of own house; he cannot
be trusted with them; they are swinging at the girdle of Christ. Surely I
shall never go to hell, for my Lord Jesus turned the key against my
entrance long ago. The doors of hell were locked for me when he died on
my behalf. I saw him lock the door, and, what is more, I saw him hang the
key at his girdle, and there it is to this day. Christ has the keys of hell; then
whenever he chooses he can cage the devouring lion, and restrain his
power for evil. Oh that the day were come! — it is coming, for the dragon
hath great wrath, knowing that his time is short. Let us not go forth alone
to battle with this dread adversary; let us tell his Conqueror of him, and
entreat him to shorten his chain. I admire the forcible words of a dying
woman to one who asked her what she did when she was tempted by the
devil on account of her sin. She replied, “The devil does not tempt me
now; he came to me a little while ago, and he does not like me well enough
to come again!” “Why not?” “Well, he went, away because I said to him,
Chosen, chosen!” “What did you mean by that?” “Do you not remember
how it is said in the Scripture, ‘The Lord rebuke thee, O Satan; even the
Lord that hath chosen Jerusalem rebuke thee.’“ The aged woman’s text
was well taken, and well does the enemy know the rebuke which it
contains. When Joshua, the high priest, stood before the angel clothed in
filthy garments, Satan stood at his right hand to resist him, but he was
silenced by being told of the election of God: “The Lord which hath chosen
Jerusalem rebuke thee.” Ah, brethren, when Christ’s right hand is upon us
the evil one departs. He knows too well the weight of that right hand.


Conclude the verse, — “And of death.” Our Lord has the keys of death,
and this will be a joyful fact to us when our last hours arrive. If we say to
him, “Master, whither am I going?” He answers, “I have the key of death
and the spirit-world.” Will we not reply, “We feel quite confident to go
wherever thou wilt lead us, O Lord”? We shall then pursue his track in his
company. Our bodies shall descend into what men call a charnel-house,
though it is really the unrobing-room of saints, the vestibule of heaven, the
wardrobe of our dress where it shall be cleansed and perfected. We have a
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fit spiritual array for the interval, but we expect that our bodies shall rise
again in the likeness of “the Lord from heaven.” What gainers we shall be
when we shall take up the robes we laid aside, and find them so gloriously
changed, and made fit for us to wear even in the presence of our Lord. So
if the worst fear that crosses you should be realized, and you should
literally die at your Lord’s feet, there is no cause for dread, for no enemy
can do you harm, since the divine right hand is pledged to deliver you to
the end. Let us give the Well-beloved the most devout and fervent praise as
we now partake of this regal festival. The King sitteth at his table — let
our spikenard give forth its sweetest smell.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


NOVEMBER, 1882.


SWEET VARIETY IN THE GARDEN OF GOD.


A HINT BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THE plants of the Lord’s right-hand planting have many and prominent
points of likeness, and yet they differ exceedingly. We shall err from the
truth and from love if we look for all the same traits of character in all the
children of God: some are constitutionally vigorous, and others are feeble;
some are aspiring, and others drooping; many are contemplative, and more
are active; many are excitable, while a few are deliberate. Each form of
mind has its beauties and its uses. All flowers are so much alike that we
rightly place them in one group, and never mistake them either for minerals
or animals, and yet their variety is as wide as it is charming. Even so all the
regenerate belong to one family, and yet no one is exactly like another. All
the Israelites are of the seed of Abraham, and yet Judah is not Dan, nor
Issachar Manasseh: why should they be?


Many of God’s people are naturally cheerful; in their case the holiness of
their joy comes from the Spirit of God, but the joyousness itself is in a
measure due to a healthy body and a contented mind. These bright
Christians are like the flowers which bathe in the sunlight, and flourish best
on a warm border where no biting wind ever makes its way. These joyous
people may live out a depression, but they are at their best when they can
rejoice in the Lord always, and yet again rejoice. See the crocus fast closed
while “the clouds return after the rain,” but open and filled with glory when
the sun pours its rays into its cup of pure gold like unto transparent glass.
At such times did you ever note the soft golden flame which seems to burn
deep down in the cup, — a sort of fiery sheen of liquid light? How like to
the raptures and ecstasies which are enjoyed by certain of our Lord’s
household! A clear, warm, steady sunshine is the element of the crocus;
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under such influence it throws out a blaze of color, and as we look within
its chalice the golden glory seems to quit the leaf, “and roll like a fiery
atmosphere within.” Such are the happy hearts that live in full communion
with the Lord. Let us not envy them, much less tremble for their
joyousness, as though it were a great peril.


On the other hand, there may be in the disposition of other Christians
tendencies which naturally incline them to the shady side of life. Such bring
forth the choice flowers of patience and resignation, and are seen at their
best in a partial gloom; who shall, therefore, condemn them? The evening
primrose exhibits nothing better than faded and dis-colored flowers all day
long, as if it were altogether withering away, for noontide is not the hour
of its beauty. Wait till the summer twilight is beginning, and you shall see it
gradually open its fragrant blossoms, and display its pale yellow colors. It
is the joy of the evening and the night: the garish sun woos it in vain, it
loves the fair face of the moon. We all know godly women who would
never be seen to advantage among the public activities of our churches,
and yet in the sick-room and in the hour of affliction they are full of beauty,
and shed a lovely fragrance all around.


We will not excuse a tendency to despondency, for there is abundance of
joy in Christ Jesus for all orders of saints; but nevertheless we perceive
great beauty in men and women of a sorrowful spirit, whose patience in
tribulation is given them of their Lord. No one should utter a syllable
against saints whose resemblance is found in the


“Fair flower that shuns the glare of day,
Yet loves to open, meekly bold,
To evening hues of silver gray,


Its cup of paly gold.”


Among the night-blooming flowers are found a few of rare beauty and
delicious perfume. Take, for instance, the Cereus, or Cactus grandiflora. It
is a grandee of the floral world, and wears at night a crown which is a foot
in diameter, of a splendid yellow within and a dark brown without. Its
scent perfumes the air to a considerable distance, and makes night fragrant
as Solomon’s palace of cedar. A little before midnight this cactus displays
its wondrous charms, and is seen to be one of “the precious things put
forth by the moon.” We think we know believers worthy to be compared
to this glorious flower; brilliant in endurance, more than conquerors in
tribulation; of whom the world is not worthy.
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Let not the evening primrose despise the tulip for its love of the sun; and
let not the tulip find fault with the night-blooming flower for its delight in
the moon. Each of these has its use, and is beautiful in its season. The bees
gather about the beauties of the day, and the moths sip of the blooms of the
night. The rejoicing child of God must not grow heady and high-minded,
and push his weak and weeping brother; and, on the other hand, the sad
and lowly one must not begin to tyrannize over his joyous friend, by
measuring his heavenly experience by the standard which dolorous
doubters have set up. God’s flowers must be left to bloom in their own
way, and the more natural they are the better. Some of them naturally hang
down while yet in bud, and yet when they are fully opened they gaze
upward with clear vision; is not the drooping posture modestly suitable to
the youth of their buds? It would be useless to upbraid them, they are best
as they are. The gardener thinks he improves God’s handiwork, but a man
of pure taste is not of his mind; true, he may gain in one direction, but he
loses in several others. The distinctive features of a flower are made less
striking by the processes of education, and the tendency is for all such
flowers to be globular and like each other. There are eyes that love the
child of nature in his own raiment more than the heir of art in his finer and
stiffer apparel. Roses and dahlias in their first estate have more expression
than when art has given them an aristocratic form and fashion.


You know that in the habit of opening and closing, flowers are so varied
that some one or other of them is sure to be opening at each quarter of an
hour of the day. The star of Jerusalem is up by three, and the chicory at
four: the buttercup opens at six, the water-lily at seven, the pink at eight,
and so on till the night comes on. Linnaeus made a clock of flowers. If you
are well acquainted with the science of botany, you, too, may tell the time
without a watch.


“On upland shores the shepherd marks
The hour when, as the dial true,
The chicory to the lowering lark


Lifts her soft eyes, serenely blue.”


God has made everything beautiful in its season, everything lovely in its
own order. It were a pity that there should be a battle among the flowers,
and a greater trouble still if there should be a conflict among saints as to
which state of experience is the better, or as to which is the higher mark of
grace.
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One thing I have learned from flowers which should be a lesson for us all:
it is the dependence of most of them upon the great heavenly light. If you
will look on a lawn when it rains, you may at a little distance see nothing
but the green grass; but as soon as the shower is over, and the sun shines
forth, countless daisies, which have shut themselves up while the sun is
away, will open their eyes and look up to him. Well are they called Day’s-
eyes. The sweet marguerites lie asleep all night, shut up like pearls in their
shells; but when brave Sol is up they hide themselves no longer, but come
forth to meet the bridegroom. Should we not act according to such sort
towards the Well-beloved, whose presence makes our day? When our Lord
Christ conceals his face, let us shut up our hearts in sorrow, even “as the
closing buds at eve grieve for the departed sunbeams.” When Jesus shines
upon us with brightness of beauty and warmth of grace, then let our hearts
unclasp their folded leaves again, and let them drink in a fullness of light
and love. We may all try to be alike in this respect, for we all love Jesus. If
we cannot all rejoice in him at this moment, yet we can all refuse to rejoice
in aught besides. And there is no mere fancy in such refusal; for how can
the flower of the day be content without the sun, and how can we be happy
without our Lord? The poet says, — The tyrant night oppresses the
innocent flower until its pure deep eyes are wet with tears; but when the
conquering sun appears the flower smiles through its tear-drops. The
Pharisees complained that, while they often fasted, the disciples of Jesus
did not fast at all. Well did the Master answer them, “Can the children of
the bride-chamber mourn, as long as the bridegroom is with them? but the
days will come, when the bridegroom shall be taken from them, and then
shall they fast.” Now, this is true of us all. While Christ is with us we could
not be sad if we were to try, and if he be once gone we cannot be glad,
however much we may attempt to be so. He is everything to us — our joy,
our hope, our all. Our bliss depends, not upon what we are in ourselves,
but upon what he is in himself. What a songster sung to a flower may be
fitly applied to every believer; he would have it joy in the sun, and so he
sings —


“‘Tis thine to rest in his embrace,
Nor labor to be sweet and fair;
Do thou but gaze into his face,


And all thy beauty shineth there:
Heaven thee hath made a mirror in whose sheen
The shining of you sun is in sweet beauty seen.”
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Here, then, is a clear point of union for all believers of every shape of
character. We are one in our need of Jesus, one in our joy in him, one in
our growth beneath his heavenly influences. To him we turn as the
heliotrope turns to the sun, and towards him we are moving as truly,
though as slowly, as the purple orchids moves towards the south, the land
of the sun. Oh, to dwell in the unclouded glory of the Sun of righteousness
for evermore!


PLINY’S MYRTLE AND CHRIST’S CROSS


THE heathen naturalist, Pliny, tells of a peculiarly fragrant myrtle-tree
which grew in great abundance in his own time, and which he represents as
possessing a strange and even miraculous virtue. A spray cut from it and
carried in the hand could so continuously sustain the body that weariness
was impossible, while it exercised such an exhilarating potency over the
mind that no feeling approaching the sense of discouragement or
despondency could ever be experienced. That fabled tree was a fitting
emblem of the efficacy of grace in healing all the soul’s diseases, and, in its
ultimate result, delivering the body also from every malady which may now
afflict or oppress it, raising it up on the resurrection-day in the likeness and
loveliness of the glorious body of the Son of God. — R. W. Forrest.


KEEP UP THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL.


HERE is a fit place to urge our friends to look well to the Sabbath-school.
Our richer people in the town churches live out of town, and so the school
loses those who should be its leaders. Cannot the sons and daughters of
our well-to-do people try to deny themselves, and stop up in town between
the morning and evening services, so as to take classes? How richly would
they enjoy a Lord’s-day thus spent! If this be thought impracticable, let
more of our older friends come to the rescue. We know school after school
where there are children in hundreds, but tethers are so few that dozens, if
not scores, of children are taught by one person with great labor and little
profit. By all the honorable records of the past we plead that the Sabbath-
school must not be suffered to go down in any place on any account. Men
and brethren, women and sisters, help! Help at once! Keep on helping as
long as you live. — C. H. S.
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HIGHER AND HIGHER


BY THOMAS SPURGEON.


WHEN the visitor asked how the invalid was, her anxious friends replied,
“Oh, she’s getting lower and lower.” But when he grasped her trembling,
transparent hand, and inquired if that were so, she said sweetly, “Oh, no;
higher and higher!”


The condition of her poor body may be thus described: —


“Lower and lower the pulse-beats sink,
Lesser and lesser the life-cords shrink,


Looser and looser the vital link,
Little by little she nears the brink.”


But she, thinking more of her near approach to glory and to Jesus than of
the sinking of her body, would not have it so: not lower and lower, but
higher and higher.


“Higher and higher, not lower and lower,
Each pain proves a lever to lift;


Brighter and brighter, not darker and darker,
Each cloud has its light-letting rift!


“Nearer and nearer, not farther and farther,
I’ll soon reach the harbor of peace;


Calmer and calmer, not rougher and rougher,
For I’m nearing the happy release!”


And this was not mere fancy, nor the expression of a hope; it was a
glorious, bright reality, —


“Nearer and nearer her Savior drew,
Clearer and clearer the glory grew,
Dearer and dearer the promise true,
Minute by minute, as minutes flew.


“Slighter and slighter her pain she deemed,
Lighter and lighter the burden seemed,
Brighter and brighter the vista gleamed,
Daily and nightly of Jesus she dreamed.
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“Deeper and deeper the flow of grace,
Sweeter and sweeter the Lamb-lit face,
Meeter and meeter the heavenly place,
Hourly enjoying her Lord’s embrace.”


Ere long she fell on sleep. She had been gradually rising “higher and
higher”: she was suddenly liked into the highest.


“Higher, and nigher, and better, — nay, best!
When Jesus said, ‘Friend, come up higher, and rest


Thy poor weary head, like John, on my breast!’
Precious Savior, vouchsafe we may each thus be blest!”


TWO PRAYER-MEETINGS AT THE TABERNACLE


IT has been thought that an account of Tabernacle Prayer-meetings might
be useful to those who conduct these holy gatherings elsewhere. It will
exhibit the great variety of which such meetings are capable, and may
suggest to friends who complain of dull prayer-meetings methods for
curing such a grievous ill. We do not set up our prayer-meetings as models,
but merely as suggestions. We give only two meetings, but we hope to
continue the account next month.


Monday evening, September 25. — The meeting opened by singing hymn
314,


“He’s gone — the Savior’s work on earth,
His task of love is o’er,”


to a tune which it was desired to introduce into the worship of the Sabbath.
By singing the tune to both of the first two hymns the people caught the
strain, and are now prepared to recognize it when the tune is used in the
great congregation. Prayer was offered by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, who
presided. There was a large attendance, occupying both the area and the
first gallery. Again we sang, and prayer was offered by our deacon, Mr.
Allison, and by Mr. H. Driver, a student who has come to the College from
Auckland, New Zealand. These prayers did not exceed five minutes, and
followed without break.


The following request for prayer was then presented before the Lord by
Mr. Harrald: — “ A lady, who has already lost several children by
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consumption, asks for special prayer for her daughter, who has been
attacked by the same disease. Her mother begs for prayer both for her and
for her only son, whom she has long since dedicated unconditionally to the
Lord. The letter further says, — ‘I have no rest in my spirit till these two
are brought in,’“ Upon this sentence the Pastor dilated, stating that our
anxiety for others is frequently a prophecy of good to their souls. He hoped
that many of us would become thus restless till our children are all saved.
After Mr. Harrald’s intercession we joined in song with the lines: —


“With joy we meditate the grace
Of our High Priest above;


His heart is made of tenderness,
His bowels melt with love.


Touch’d with a sympathy within,
He knows our feeble frame;


He knows what sore temptations mean,
For he has felt the same.


He, in the days of feeble flesh,
Pour’d out his cries and tears,


And in his measure feels afresh
What every member bears.”


The Pastor read the following notes: —


“A mother requests the prayers of the Lord’s people for a daughter once
good and kind, but now addicted to drink.”


A wife says, “I write these few lines to ask you to pray for my dear
husband. He was once a preacher, but his present sin is drink I cannot bear
the thought that after he has preached to others he himself should become
a castaway. Do make special prayer for us both.”


In calling upon Elder Cox to pray for these two cases, Mr. Spurgeon said
— “It is a dreadful thing that so many hopeful spirits, bright spirits, loving
spirits, who were beloved by all who knew them, should fall by little and
little through the insidious habit of drunkenness. They never meant to take
too much; but they were lured on by the appetite. This withering sin
touches the character as with a hot iron, and all the beauty and the joy of
life fade away. How can this plague be stayed? No one can bear the
thought that those who have preached to others should themselves fall
short of the kingdom, yet drink has slain its millions; I had almost said it







776


has dragged down men who stood like angels in their brightness, and
quenched them into degradation and misery till they were like to devils in
wickedness and fury. Alas, alas, for the doings and the undoings wrought
by drunkenness! All sins are deadly, but this is a sword with which men
play till it cuts them to the heart. God he? us to blunt the edge of that
sword! Meanwhile we plead for the wounded.” Mr. Cox prayed with much
earnestness, and the great congregation was stirred with strong desire.


Mr. Wm. Olney, Jun., prayed for several persons in spiritual distress,
whose cases were described by the Pastor.


Elder Sedcole and Mr. Perry, one of our students, very touchingly related
the way in which they were brought to Christ, and urged sinners to fly to
Jesus. This was deeply interesting, and constituted the feature of this
gathering. The brethren were called upon without notice, but spoke most
touchingly, and we believe that their testimonies will be used of God to
conversion. Hymn 499, commencing —


“Come, poor sinner, come and see,
All thy strength is found in Me,”


was sung, and then Mr. Dunn pleaded for some who desired to be healed
of bodily sickness, and specially for one who was believed to be dying with
cancer in the throat, who, if taken away, would leave a wife and ten
children behind him. There was much fervor in the meeting at this point.


Pastor Levinsohn, himself of the seed of Israel, next prayed for his own
nation, after we had sung that choice hymn —


“Wake, harp of Zion, wake again,
Upon thine ancient hill,


On Jordan’s long deserted plain,
By Kedron’s lowly rill.


The hymn shall yet in Zion swell
That sounds Messiah’s praise,


And thy loved name, Immanuel!
As once in ancient days.


For Israel yet shall own her King,
For her salvation waits,


And hill and dale shall sweetly sing
With praise in all her gates.
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Hasten, O Lord, these promised days,
When Israel shall rejoice;


And Jew and Gentile join in praise,
With one united voice.”


Just before the close of the meeting a telegram arrived from Pastor C.
Spurgeon, of Greenwich, who was on his way to attend the Christian
Convention at Chicago. This was the message: —


“1 Thessalonians 5:25. 2 Corinthians 13:14.” — “Brethren, pray for us.”
“The grace of the Lord Jesus Christ, and the love of God, and the
communion of the Holy G host, be with you all. Amen.”


Mr. William Olney, Senr., prayed both for Mr. Charles Spurgeon in his
work in America, and for his brother Thomas in New Zealand. The Pastor
pronounced the benediction, and as we left the Tabernacle we felt that we
had been doing real business at the throne of grace, and that the “Sweet
hour of prayer” had passed all too quickly.


Monday evening, October 2, was largely devoted to the STOCKWELL


ORPHANAGE. The boys and girls marched down to the Tabernacle, and
filled up the end of the first gallery. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon presided, and
there was again a large congregation, the greater portion of the area and
the first gallery being occupied. The meeting was opened with the hymn,
commencing “I feel like singing all the time,” sung by the children and the
people, after which the Pastor offered prayer. Then followed the hymn,
“Art thou weary?” in which the children and adults alternately sang the
inquiry and the response. Mr. Gardiner, a city missionary, prayed for a
blessing upon the work of the church, and specially mentioned the various
agencies for the benefit of children. Many friends, who had arrived during
the last prayer, were waiting to take their seats, so one verse was sung,
“Come, my soul, thy suit prepare,” and then Elder Sedcole pleaded very
earnestly for fruit from the services of the preceding day, and also for a
blessing upon the sermon to be preached by the Pastor on Wednesday at
Liverpool.


The children having sung, “Happy! ever happy!” Mr. Charlesworth asked
for special petitions for the orphans. He said that many present could
remember the beginning of the institution, when there were six boys in
Mrs. Gilbert’s house. The first who was received, having passed through
the College, has become a successful minister of the gospel Up to the
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present time no less than 789 have found a home at Stockwell, of whom
449 have left, leaving 340 now in residence. A few have been “called
home,” and Mr. Charlesworth was glad to be able to say that every one of
them, before they fell asleep, had borne testimony to their acceptance in
Jesus Christ. The growing expenses of the institution had been met by
constantly increasing contributions, so that the President had not been
overweighted with care on account of his large fatherless family. Parents
present, who knew the trouble that one child could cause, might estimate
the difficulties to be overcome in training three hundred and forty in the
way they ought to go. The Sunday-school held at the Orphanage on
Sunday afternoons had been the means of leading many of the children to
the Savior. Mr. Charlesworth closed his short address by reading what Mr.
R. T. Booth wrote in the visitors’ book after the President conducted him
over the institution. This is what he said: —


“This is an autumn day in London, dark, and cold, and dreary. For the first
time I step into the grounds of the Stockwell Orphanage, and am met by its
thunder, my friend, Mr. C. H. Spurgeon. As I pass through the various
buildings I find some 300 little fatherless children sheltered from the storm,
and surrounded with every comfort of a happy home, and provided with all
that a great loving heart can suggest. As I look into their bright, happy
faces, listening to their-songs of glee, I observe that no two are dressed
alike; the miserable, prison-like custom of uniformity being entirely
banished; I find it difficult to persuade myself that these are not little ones
just from the firesides of the surrounding homes come together for a
childish romp. My whole heart’s best love goes out to him who is thus
doing for him who said, ‘Feed my lambs.’ My dear wife unites with me in
the above.”


The children sang, “Always cheerful,” — a most appropriate piece for
them; Elder Everett, being called upon by the Pastor on a sudden,
described the Sunday afternoon school at the Orphanage; and prayer for all
children was offered by Mr. Hoyland and Elder Cox. One of the brethren
having prayed “that the Lord would knock all the nonsense out of the
pulpits,” the Pastor said, “That is a petition in which I very heartily join. It
does seem to me surprising that men can preach sermons that have not a
bit of Christ in them, sermons that would not save the soul of a mouse.
They would be first-rate sermons, capital sermons, if they were good for
anything: they are clever to the last degree, but they would never save
souls unless the Lord were to make the people misunderstand them.
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Sometimes that has been the case, as it was with the good woman who was
much refreshed by what her minister said about metaphysics. She thought
he said that Christ was meat and physic too, and the misunderstanding was
a deal more instructive than what he actually said.”


The Pastor then read a letter from Pastor C. T. Johnson, of Longton,
containing cheering news of Mr. Bonser’s work at Fenton; and prayer for
the laborers in the Potteries, and other spiritually dark places, was
presented by Messrs. Lazenby and Newbat. The children sang “Sound the
battle-cry”; and then followed the most impressive scene of the whole
evening. The orphan girls alone sang very sweetly the hymn in Mr.
Sankey’s book, commencing —


“Oh, what a Savior that he died, for me!
From condemnation he hath made me free;


‘He that believeth on the Son,’ saith he,
‘Hath everlasting life.’


‘Verily, verily, I say unto you!’
‘Verily, verily,’ message ever new!


‘He that believeth on the Son’ — ‘Tis true!
‘Hath everlasting life!’“


At its close the Pastor had it repeated, in the hope that some might come to
Christ while it was being sung. It was like a new song caroled by the
angels, and many silent supplications were ascending to God that it might
be a season of salvation to many souls. Special requests for prayer were
read, and presented by the Pastor, as follow: — For the restoration of a
young man in consumption, or for his soul’s recovery; and for the blessing
of God to rest upon a meeting to be held at Cannon-street Hotel to
promote the more widespread preaching of the doctrines of grace. In
closing the meeting, the Pastor asked that his brother, who was to be
married the following day, might be remembered in prayer, and that the
church would plead for a special outpouring of the Holy Spirit upon the
service he was to conduct at Liverpool on Wednesday, and that all the
meetings of the Baptist Union might be productive of much practical good.
So ended a session of prayer of quite another order to that of the previous
Monday, but equally full of power.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER 1882


THE SOUL-WINNER'S REWARD


A PRAYER MEETING ADDRESS, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


ON my way to this meeting, I observed upon the notice-board of the
police-station a striking placard, offering a large REWARD  to any one who
can discover and bring to justice the perpetrators of a great crime. No
doubt our legislators know that the hope of a huge reward is the only
motive which will have power with the comrades of assassins. The
common informer earns so much scorn and hate that few can be induced to
stand in his place, even when piles of gold are offered. It is a poor business
at best.


It is far more pleasant to remember that there is a reward for bringing men
to mercy, and that it is of a higher order than the premium for bringing men
to justice; it is, moreover, much more within our reach, and that is a
practical point worthy of our notice. We cannot all hunt down criminals,
but we may all rescue the perishing. God be thanked that assassins and
burglars are comparatively few, but sinners who need to be sought and
saved swarm around us in every place. Here is scope for you all; and none
need think himself shut out from the rewards which love bestows on all
who do her service.


At the mention of the word REWARD, some will prick up their ears, and
mutter "legality." Yet the reward we speak of is not of debt, but of grace;
and it is enjoyed, not with the proud conceit of merit, but with the grateful
delight of humility.


Other friends will whisper, "Is not this a low and mercenary motive?" We
reply that it is as mercenary as the spirit of Moses, who "had respect unto
the recompense of the reward." In this matter, all depends upon what the
reward is; and if that happens to be the joy of doing good, the comfort of
having glorified God, and the bliss of pleasing the Lord Jesus,—then the
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aspiration to be allowed to endeavor to save our fellow-men from going
down into the pit is in itself a grace from the Lord; and if we did not
succeed in it, yet the Lord would say of it, as He did of David's intent to
build a temple, "It was well that it was in thine heart." Even if the souls we
seek should all persist in unbelief if they all despise and reject and ridicule
us, yet still it will be a divine work to have at least made the attempt. If
there comes no rain out of the cloud, yet it has screened off the fierce heat
of the sun; all is not lost even if the greater design be not accomplished.
What if we only learn how to join the Savior in His tears, and cry, "How
often would I have gathered you, but ye would not!" It is sublimity itself to
be allowed to stand on the same platform with Jesus, and weep with Him.
We are the better for such sorrows, if no others are.


But, thank God, our labors are not in vain in the Lord. I believe that the
most of you, who have really tried, in the power of the Holy Spirit, by
Scriptural teaching and by prayer, to bring others to Jesus, have been
successful. I may be speaking to a few who have not succeeded; if so, I
would recommend them to look steadily over their motive, their spirit,
their work, and their prayer, and then begin again. Perhaps they may get to
work more wisely, more believingly, more humbly, and more in the power
of the Holy Spirit. They must act as farmers do who, after a poor harvest,
plough again in hope. They ought not to he dispirited, but they ought to be
aroused. We should be anxious to find out the reason of failure, if there be
any, and we should be ready to learn from all our fellow-laborers; but we
must steadfastly set our faces, if by any means we may save some,
resolving that whatever happens we will leave no stone unturned to effect
the salvation of those around us. How can we bear to go out of the world
without sheaves to bear with us rejoicingly? I believe that the most of us
who are now assembled to pray have been successful beyond our
expectations. God has blessed us, not beyond our desires, but yet beyond
our hopes. I have often been surprised at the mercy of God to myself. Poor
sermons of mine, that I could cry over when I get home, have led scores to
the cross; and, more wonderful still, words that I have spoken in ordinary
conversation, mere chance sentences, as men call them, have nevertheless
been as winged arrows from God, and have pierced men's hearts, and laid
them wounded at Jesus' feet. I have often lifted up my hands in
astonishment, and said, "How can God bless such a feeble instrumentality?"
This is the feeling of most who addict themselves to the blessed craft of
fishing for men, and the desire of such success furnishes as pure a motive
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as could move an angel's heart, as pure, indeed, as that which swayed the
Savior when, for the joy that was set before Him, He endured the cross,
despising the shame. "Doth Job serve God for nought?" said Satan. If he
could have answered the question in the affirmative, if it could have been
proved that the perfect and upright man found no reward in his holy living,
then Satan would have caviled at the justice of God, and urged men to
renounce a service so unprofitable. Verily there is a reward to the
righteous, and in the lofty pursuits of grace there are recompenses of
infinite value. When we endeavor to lead men to God, we pursue a
business far more profitable than the pearl-fisher's diving or the diamond-
hunter's searching. No pursuit of mortal men is to be compared with that of
soul-winning. I know what I say when I bid you think of it as men think of
entering the cabinet of the nation, or occupying a throne; it is a royal
business, and they are true kings who follow it successfully.


The harvest of godly service is not yet: "we do with patience wait for it;"
but we have earnests of our wage, refreshing pledges of that which is laid
up in heaven for us. Partly,


THIS REWARD LIES IN THE WORK ITSELF.


Men go hunting and shooting for mere love of the sport; surely, in an
infinitely higher sphere, we may hunt for men's souls for the pleasing
indulgence of our benevolence. To some of us, it would be an unendurable
misery to see men sink to hell, and to be making no effort for their
salvation. It is a reward to us to have a vent for our inward fires. It is woe
and weariness to us to be shut up from those sacred activities which aim at
plucking fire-brands from the flame. We are in deep sympathy with our
fellows, and feel that, in a measure, their sin is our sin, their peril our peril.


If another lose the way,
My feet also go astray;


If another downward go,
In my heart is also woe.


It is therefore a relief to set forth the gospel, that we may save ourselves
from that sympathetic misery which echoes in our hearts the crash of soul-
ruin.


Soul-winning is a service which brings great benefit to the individual who
consecrates himself to it. The man who has watched for a soul, prayed for
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it, laid his plans for it, spoken with much trembling, and endeavored to
make an impression, has been educating himself by the effort. Having been
disappointed, he has cried to God more earnestly, has tried again, has
looked up the promise to meet the case of the convicted one, has turned to
that point of the divine character which seems most likely to encourage
trembling faith,—he has in every step been benefiting himself. When he has
gone over the old, old story of the cross to the weeping penitent, and has
at last gripped the hand of one who could say,—"I do believe, I will
believe, that Jesus died for me;" I say, he has had a reward in


THE PROCESS THROUGH WHICH HIS OWN MIND HAS GONE.


It has reminded him of his own lost estate; it has shown him the struggles
that the Spirit had in bringing him to repentance; it has reminded him of
that precious moment when he first looked to Jesus; and it has
strengthened him in his firm confidence that Christ will save men. When we
see Jesus save another, and see that marvelous transfiguration which passes
over the face of the saved one, our own faith is greatly confirmed. Skeptics
and modern-thought men have little to do with converts: those who labor
for conversions believe in conversions; those who behold the processes of
regeneration see a miracle wrought, and are certain that "this is the finger
of God." It is the most blessed exercise for a soul, it is the divinest
ennobling of the heart, to spend yourself in seeking to bring another to the
dear Redeemer's feet. If it ended there, you might thank God that ever He
called you to a service so comforting, so strengthening, so elevating, so
confirming, as that of converting others from their evil ways.


Another precious recompense is found in


THE GRATITUDE AND AFFECTION OF THOSE YOU BRING TO CHRIST.


This is a choice boon,—the blessedness of joying in another's joy, the bliss
of hearing that you have led a soul to Jesus. Measure the sweetness of this
recompense by the bitterness of its opposite. Men of God have brought
many to Jesus, and all things have gone well in the church till declining
years or changing fashions have thrown the good man into the shade, and
then the minister's own spiritual children have been eager to turn him out of
doors. The unkindest cut of all has come from those who owed their souls
to him. His heart was broken while he has sighed, "I could have borne it,
had not the persons that I brought to the Savior have turned against me."
The pang is not unknown to me. I can never forget a certain household, in
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which the Lord gave me the great joy to bring four employers and several
persons engaged by them to Jesus' feet. Snatched from the utmost
carelessness of worldliness, these who had previously known nothing of
the grace of God were joyful confessors of the faith. After a while, they
imbibed certain opinions differing from ours, and from that moment some
of them had nothing but hard words for me and my preaching. I had done
my best to teach them all the truth I knew, and if they had found out more
than I had discovered, they might at least have remembered where they
learned the elements of the faith. It is years ago now, and I have never said
as much as this before; but I feel the wound much. I only mention these
sharp pricks to show how very sweet it is to have those about you whom
you have brought to the Savior.


A mother feels great delight in her children, for an intense love comes with
natural relationships; but there is a still deeper love connected with spiritual
kinship, a love which lasts through life, and will continue in eternity, for
even in heaven each servant of the Lord shall say, "Here am I, and the
children whom Thou hast given me." They neither marry nor are given in
marriage in the city of our God, but fatherhood and brotherhood in Christ
shall still survive. Those sweet and blessed bonds which grace has formed
continue for ever, and spiritual relationships are rather developed than
dissolved by translation to the better land. If you are eager for real joy,
such as you may think over and sleep upon, I am persuaded that no joy of
growing wealthy, no joy of increasing knowledge, no joy of influence over
your fellow-creatures, no joy of any other sort, can ever be compared with
the rapture of saving a soul from death, and helping to restore our lost
brethren to our great Father's house. Talk of ten thousand pounds reward!
It is nothing at all, one might easily spend that amount; but one cannot
exhaust the unutterable delights which come from the gratitude of souls
converted from the error of their ways.


But the richest reward lies in pleasing God, and causing the Redeemer to
see of the travail of His soul. That Jesus should have His reward, is worthy
of the Eternal Father; but it is marvelous that we should be employed by
the Father to give to Christ the purchase of His agonies. This is a wonder
of wonders! O my soul, this is an honor too great for thee! A bliss too deep
for words! Listen, dear friends, and answer me. What would you give to
cause a thrill of pleasure in the heart of the Well-beloved? Recollect the
grief you cost Him, and the pangs that shot through Him that He might
deliver you from your sin and its consequences; do you not long to make
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Him glad? When you bring others to His feet, you give Him joy, and no
small joy either. Is not that a wonderful text,—"There is joy in the presence
of the angels of God over one sinner that repenteth"? What does that
mean? Does it mean that the angels have joy? We generally read it so, but
it is not the intent of the verse. It says, "There is joy in the presence of the
angels of God,"—that is, joy in the heart of God, around whose throne the
angels stand. It is a joy which angels delight to behold,—what is it? Is the
blessed God capable of greater joy than His own boundless happiness?
Wondrous language this! The infinite bliss of God is more eminently
displayed, if it cannot be increased. Can we be the instruments of this? Can
we do anything which will make the Ever-blessed glad? Yes, for we are
told that the great Father rejoices above measure when His prodigal son
that was dead is alive again, and the lost one is found.


If I could say this as I ought to say it, it would make every Christian cry
out, "Then I will labor to bring souls to the Savior;" and it would make
those of us who have brought many to Jesus instant, in season and out of
season, to bring more to Him. It is a great pleasure to be doing a kindness
to an earthly friend, but to be doing something distinctly for Jesus,
something which will be of all things in the world most pleasing to Him, is
a great delight! It is a good work to build a meeting-house, and give it
outright to the cause of God, if it is done with a right and proper motive;
but one living stone, built upon the sure foundation by our instrumentality,
will give the Master more pleasure than if we erected a vast pile of natural
stones, which might only cumber the ground. Then go, dear friends, and
seek to bring your children and your neighbors, your friends and your
kinsfolk, to the Savior’s feet, for nothing will give him so much pleasure as
to see them turn unto Him and live. By your love to Jesus, I beseech you,
become fishers of men.


TWO MORE TABERNACLE PRAYER-MEETINGS.


MONDAY evening, Oct. 9, Pastor C. H. Spurgeon occupied the chair, and
before the meeting was over the area and first gallery of the Tabernacle
were nearly filled. What a pleasure to see such numbers gathering to pray!
Hymn 281, commencing —


“Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,”
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was sung, and the Pastor said that the cross was to furnish the key-note for
the whole meeting. Prayers would be offered for a revival of the pure
doctrine of the cross, for the exhibition of the pure life of cross-bearing,
and for a revival of that earnestness and consecration which are the true
outgrowth of the cross of Christ. One of the elders prayed, and especially
pleaded for those workers for Jesus who were depressed because they did
not see success attending their labors. This led the Pastor to mention an
interesting incident, which is described more fully in this month’s “Personal
Notes,” and to ask those who had derived benefit from the preaching of
pastors or evangelists to encourage the preachers by telling them of the
usefulness of their words. We still kept near the cross while we sang hymn
275 —


“O sacred head, once wounded,”


and also while prayer was presented by Mr. Mountain, the Secretary of the
Tabernacle Sunday-school, and Elder Hill, whose supplications were
steeped in a sweet sympathy with the crucified Lord.


Hymn 303 —


“Once it was mine, the cup of wrath,”


having been sung, the Pastor read the following requests for prayer: —
One of the ministers educated in the College had arranged for an
evangelizing brother to hold special services in his chapel, and desired that
the work might be remembered at the throne of grace. Within about nine
months he had lost twenty per cent. of his members, and most of the
officers of his church, by removal, and he felt that he needed special help
from above. Another friend wished for prayer for a youth who was
undecided, and for himself that he might be guided aright in an important
matter. These letters the Pastor asked Mr. Harrald to spread before the
Lord, together with one from Suffolk which had been put into his hands.
Before praying, Mr. Harrald explained that on the previous day, while
preaching at Bury St. Edmund’s, he had referred to a remarkable instance
of the immediate answer of a mother’s prayers for one of her children. At
the close of the service a good woman came to him, and asked him to join
her in prayer for her son, the only unsaved one out of a family of thirteen.
Much sympathy was felt as the particulars of the case were made known,
and many joined in the petition that the promise might be fulfilled in this
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instance as it has often been before, “All thy children shall be taught of the
Lord, and great shall be the peace of thy children.”


Meditating upon the cross, our thoughts had gradually mounted to the
throne, so that the subject of the next hymn was “the glory of Christ in
heaven,” No. 337 —


“Oh the delights, the heavenly joys,”


which was followed by a prayer from the Pastor, who pleaded that fresh
glory might be brought to Christ by the salvation of sinners, and the fuller
sanctification of saints. At its close, mention was made of the sore sickness
of two beloved officers of the church, Deacons Higgs and Mills; and in the
name of the whole assembly earnest supplication on their behalf was
offered by one of their fellow-deacons, Mr. Allison. We then passed from
our Lord in glory to the grand doctrine of his second coming and glorious
reign, Hymn 353 —


“Hail to the Lord’s Anointed,”


was sung, and the Pastor delivered a short address upon certain matters
that he had occasionally found troubling many of the Lord’s people. One of
these was the difficulty that Christians experienced in their endeavors to be
always thinking of God, and things divine. It was pointed out that it was
quite possible to be really giving all our thoughts to God even while it was
needful to think upon other things, just as a man making a journey for a
friend has to consider his horse, and the road, and the inn, and yet in doing
all this for his friend he is really thinking of him only. “Whether ye eat, or
drink, or whatsoever ye do, do all to the glory of God,” is thus a command
which may be obeyed. Some friends are a great deal troubled because they
are not absolutely perfect, but these were assured that such perfection is
not seen among men. The speaker declared that, of all the professedly
perfect people whom he had met in his life, there had never been one who
had a right to make such a profession, but they had all been most
questionable persons; while amongst those whom he considered to be as
nearly perfect as well could be, he had never found one who did not mourn
over imperfection, and lament that he fell so far short of what he ought to
be. All ought, however, to aspire after perfection, and to hate sin, and seek
to destroy it. We are not to do as the Israelites did with the kings when
they shut them up in the cave, but as Joshua did when he dragged them
out, and hanged them up to die. Sin is not only to be imprisoned by self-
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denial, but to be executed through death with Christ. The Pastor then
offered a few words of direction to those who seek the Savior. Prayer for
the conversion of sinners was offered by Brethren Healy and Watkins; the
Pastor pleaded for some sick friends who were believed to be near death,
and for others whose cases had not been specially described; and so
concluded another most hallowed season of fellowship with one another,
and with our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. Eight brethren had spoken with
the Lord on our behalf, five hymns had been sung, and several short
addresses given, and the hour and a-half was gone, all too quickly.


Monday evening, October 16, was the time set apart by the Sunday-school
Union and other allied organizations for special universal prayer on behalf
of Sabbath-school work. Additional interest was given to the meeting at
the Tabernacle by the attendance of many Ragged-school teachers, who
had been invited to listen to an address from Mr. Spurgeon. It was a very
wet night, and consequently the gathering was smaller than usual. There
were, however, several hundreds present, and as most of them were
earnest Christian workers they probably made up in quality what they
lacked in numbers. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon presided, and in opening the
meeting explained the special object for which prayer would be presented.
Wesley’s joyous hymn,


“Oh for a thousand tongues to sing
My great Redeemer’s praise!”


was sung to a jubilant tune, and gave a happy key-note to the evening’s
proceedings. Prayer was then presented by Elder Pearce, the
Superintendent of the Tabernacle Sunday-school, and by Mr. John Kirk,
the Secretary of the Ragged-school Union. As representative men they
brought us into sympathy with the two classes of teachers present, and led
us in supplication for the children committed to the care of their fellow-
laborers. We next sang the first and last verses of hymn 983 —


“Met again in Jesu’s name,”


and prayer was offered by the Pastor, and Mr. Wigney, the conductor of
the separate services for children on Sunday mornings.


At the Pastor’s request Mr. Pearce then gave an account of the Tabernacle
Sunday-school, in order that the friends present might understand the
nature and extent of the work, and so pray the more intelligently for a
blessing to rest upon it. He said that there were upon the books of the
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home school the names of about one thousand five hundred scholars, and
one hundred and ten teachers and officers. After the teaching on Sunday
mornings Mr. Wigney conducts a children’s service, and in the evening Mr.
Waters has a similar meeting in the College. On Monday evenings, at the
close of the prayer-meetings in the Tabernacle, the teachers assemble to
plead for guidance and success in their work; Tuesday evenings are
devoted to working-meetings, at which clothes are made for poor children,
when there is not a Bazaar to be helped. On Wednesday evenings the
Young Christians’ Association meets for the purpose of helping the young
converts in Christian life. The school collects funds for the support of
missionaries in China, India, and Africa, maintains a colporteur of its own,
contributes to Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book Fund, and carries on quite extensive
home mission operations, and so does more than many regularly-organized
churches. At the close of Mr. Pearce’s remarks the Pastor read the list of
the schools connected with the Tabernacle, and Mr. Newman Hall’s
church. In the schools connected with the Tabernacle there are about seven
thousand children.


At this stage of the meeting Mr. Chamberlain sang that touching solo,
“Show me thy face,” the rendering of which always brings us to a brighter
vision of the face of our ever-blessed Lord. Where there are godly men
with good voices, a holy song, psalm, or hymn, sung as a solo, greatly adds
to the charm of the meeting.


Mr. Kirk then read the following kind letter explaining the absence of the
noble and venerable Earl of Shaftesbury, who, had hoped to be at the
meeting:


24, Grosvenor-square, W.
“October 13th, 1882.


“Dear Kirk, — If you have an opportunity, pray read this letter to
the meeting to be held at Mr. Spurgeon’s Tabernacle on Monday,
16th. I am much grieved that I am unable to be present — my
attendance at the Quarter Sessions for the County of Dorset is
required on the following day; and it is an official duty that I cannot
well set aside. I am grieved because there is no man in the country,
whose opinion and support in such matters I prize more highly than
those of my friend, Mr. Spurgeon. It would give me singular
pleasure, after nearly forty years of work in the Ragged-school
cause, to have the testimony and counsel of so valuable a man. Few







790


men have preached so much, and so well; and few ever have
combined so practically their words and their actions. I deeply
admire and love him, because I do not believe that there lives
anywhere a more sincere and simple servant of our blessed Lord.
Great talents have been rightly used; and, under God’s grace, have
led to great issues.


“Yours truly,
“SHAFTESBURY.”


Speaking of the present position of Ragged-school work in London, Mr.
Kirk stated that on Sundays two hundred and three afternoon or evening
schools were held, at which thirty-six thousand seven hundred and thirty-
four children were taught by three thousand one hundred and fifty-seven
volunteer teachers. On week-nights, about five thousand boys and girls
above the School Board age are gathered into one hundred and fifty-five
schools; nearly the same number meet in the day ragged-schools; while two
thousand seven hundred and thirty-three are cared for in sixty-three
industrial schools. Altogether it is calculated that at least three hundred
thousand children have been taken off the streets of London through the
agency of the Ragged-school Union.


In delivering the address that had been announced, the Pastor urged the
necessity for the continuance of Sunday and Ragged-schools, because of
the irreligion, poverty, wretchedness, sin, superstition, and evil literature
that still remain to injure vast masses of the population of London. Instead
of there being any cause for discouragement at the apparent results, it was
pointed out that a great change for the better had been wrought in the
moral habits of the people, and a large share of this was to be attributed to
the influence of the teaching imparted to the young in Sunday and Ragged-
schools. The teachers were, however, exhorted to improve the character of
the instruction given to their scholars, to look after them during the week,
and to make such entertainments as they prepared for the children
subservient to the great end of the salvation of the children’s souls. In
closing, the Pastor referred to what had been a mystery to him in his
childish days, namely, the presence in a bottle of an apple much larger than
the neck through which it must have passed. The riddle was solved when
he saw a bottle in which was a very tiny apple still growing on the tree. So
if we mean to secure the working men and women of London as attendants
at the house of prayer, we must get them in while they are little, and one
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way of doing that will be to make our Sunday and Ragged-school teaching
so bright and cheerful that the children will be attracted to Christ by the
loving, winning, happy way in which his gospel is set before them as the
one thing they need for the life that now is, and for that which is to come.


The time for departing having arrived, the Pastor offered a short petition;
and so brought to a close a meeting which must have refreshed and
benefited many weary workers. The plan of having prayer for some special
part of church work is a ready method for securing interest and variety. On
the following Monday the praying people heard about the Loan Tract
Society, and then pleaded for a blessing on it; and on the next they had the
Green Walk Mission before them, and, after being interested with its
detaits, the godly were all the better able to invoke a blessing upon it.
Many a church would revive its prayer-meeting by this method. Alas! that
any prayer-meeting should need reviving.


NOTES


WE call attention to the series of handbills by our son Charles, of
Greenwich. We have inserted a specimen that our friends may know what
they are like. Our son has had a happy and useful time in the United States,
and is now on his way home. During his absence the chapel in South-street
has been renovated. It is impossible to enlarge the meeting-house, though
increased accommodation is greatly needed.


We write this paragraph in France, to which we have gone for rest. Will
our friends kindly know that we are not taking a holiday because we are ill,
but to prevent illness? The mind was growing weary with all the care of
many ministries, and it needed to lie fallow for awhile that better fruit
might come of it by-and-by. One year we stayed at home, and then had
some sixteen weeks of sickness: we believe it to be a truer economy of life-
force to pull up in time, and refresh. Years are beginning to sow our hair
with grey, loosen the teeth, and dim the eye, and we must with care obey
the warnings of prudence, lest we aid in cutting short our own career
below.


The editor has left home as free from care as well can be; for the large
donations of Y. Z., and other items, place nearly every work in a good
position as to finances for a few weeks, and after that the subscription
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season begins, when many friends of the more constant class send in their
aid with loving regularity. The Lord himself has given to his servant this
rest. To be concerned about money matters would be to lose the benefit
sought by the vacation.


On Monday evening, October 23, the annual meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE LOAN TRACT SOCIETY was held in the
Tabernacle in conjunction with the usual prayer-meeting, at which Pastor
C. H. Spurgeon presided. From the report presented by Mr. G. Woods, the
secretary, we learn that during the past year about four thousand families
have been visited by the distributors, who every week leave the printed
sermons as loan tracts; and that twenty-four cases of conversion have been
reported, while many aged saints and invalids have been blessed through
reading the sermons. The visitors found so many cases of poverty and
distress in the houses where they called that they started a -Relief and Sick
Fund, without which the leaving of a tract would have often seemed almost
a mockery. A Mothers’ Meeting and Maternal Society have been for some
time in operation, and under Miss Miller’s able leadership have contributed
largely to the comfort and edification of the poor women in the district.
The balance-sheet was presented by Mr. Harrald, the treasurer, who
reported that the year’s expenditure had been about £36, and the balance in
hand was under £5. He also read the accounts of the Mothers’ Meeting,
which was nearly £10 in debt, and of the Maternal Society, which had £3 in
hand.


In referring to the various agencies that had grown out of the tract-
distribution, the Pastor spoke of the many ways in which the people visited
were likely to be benefited. The visitor’s call at the house, the opportunity
afforded for personal testimony for Christ, the sermon left for those who
pleased to read it, the invitation to children to attend the Sunday-school,
and to parents to the worship of the sanctuary, the relief afforded to those
in great need, and the temperance and evangelistic and mothers’ meetings
all helped to exercise an influence for the permanent good of the
neighborhood.


Just before the close of the meeting the Pastor mentioned the pleasing fact
that the sons of Pastors T. W. Medhurst and C. Chambers, who had in
years gone by been students, had been received into the College, and he
called upon them to pray; and when they had done so he gave thanks for
the fulfillment to Messrs. Medhurst and Chambers, and many other parent,
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of the promise, “Instead of thy fathers shall be thy children.” He then
pleaded for increased blessings to rest upon all the ministers educated in
the College, and upon the students now in the institution.


Many instances of conversion through the tracts left in the houses are
known to the visitors, and some have come under the Pastor’s own notice.
The general report is that people say they are tired of tracts, but they will
read the sermons.


On Monday evening, October 30, prayers of faith and works of love were
again blended by the union of the regular prayer-meeting with the annual
gathering of the workers connected with the GREEN WALK MISSION,
Bermondsey. Mr. William Olney, jun., the leader of the mission, gave some
interesting particulars of the success already achieved, and proved the sad
and urgent necessity which exists for the continuance and extension of the
work. Mr. William Olney, sen., and Mr. E. Crisp testified to the need of the
new mission premises that are to be erected shortly, and the Pastor heartily
commended the scheme to all present. We have a fine site in Bermondsey,
and the plans are now ready for the building, of which we hope to give an
engraving very speedily.


The following evening, Oct. 31, the annual meeting of the COLLEGE was
held in the Tabernacle. The President, C. H. Spurgeon, presided, and spoke
briefly of the history and work of the institution; the Vice-president, J. A.
Spurgeon, read the list of brethren who have settled since the Conference;
and addresses were delivered by Pastors W. Williams (Upton Chapel,
Lambeth), and E. G. Everett (Dorking); Mr. C. Cole, who has been
preaching at the Presbyterian Church, at Amsterdam, for the last eighteen
months; and Mr. T. Perry, a student still in the College. Although the
assemblage of friends was not quite as large as usual, the proceedings were
of a very enthusiastic character, and the speeches of the brethren were
most heartily received.


The second part of the program consisted of readings from “John
Ploughman’s Pictures,” illustrated by dissolving-views photographed from
life-models by Mr. York, Lancaster-road, Nottinghill, and exhibited, free of
cost, by Mr. Oakley, 202, Grange-road, Bermondsey. At the close of the
meeting “John Ploughman,” in the name of the whole church, spoke a few
words of loving welcome to the junior pastor and his bride, and then on his
own account said “good-bye,” and asked the prayers of all that his season
of rest might be a time of blessing.
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Special prayer was offered for the senior Pastor at the Communion on Nov.
5, which prayer has been already answered in a remarkable manner. Loving
people find a joy in the outpouring of their heart for one who is very dear
to them for his work’s sake.


COLLEGE. — Mr. H. Trotman has accepted the pastorate of the church at
Blisworth; Mr. R. J. Beecliff, late of Bradford, has gone to Castle
Donington; Mr. W. L. Mayo, late of Chepstow, has settled at Bury, Lane.;
Mr. E. S. Neale has removed from Exeter to Stanningley, Yorkshire; and
Mr. Jesse Gibson, of Plattsville, Canada, has become pastor at Portage la
Prairie,


Manitoba. Mr. J. Wilkins, who went from Maidenhead to the United
States, has returned to England in the hope of settling down on this side of
the Atlantic. He is a brother worthy of the notice of any church seeking a
pastor.


The Surrey and Middlesex Association having accepted our offer of help
towards the support of an evangelist to labor in the two counties, Mr.
Frank Russell has been selected for the work, for which we believe him to
be eminently suited.


Our brethren continue to leave the old country to serve the Lord in the
regions beyond the sea, and thus the College becomes increasingly a
training-school for foreign missionaries. Mr. R. Wallace, whose health has
not been very good for some time, has gone to Canada in the hope that in
the bracing air of the Dominion he may be fitted for his life-work of
preaching the gospel. Mr. J. S. Harrison, who, during his stay in England,
has been greatly blessed of God in the winning of souls, has resolved to
return to Australia by the S.S. Sorata, which leaves London on Nov. 30,
ashe cannot keep in health in our changeable climate. We feel sure that
many friends at the Antipodes will give him a warm welcome, and find him
opportunities of exercising his gifts as an evangelist or pastor. Mr. M.
Morris, who has won a high position in the esteem of his brethren during
his twelve years’ labor in the north of England, sails from Glasgow on
November 29, with his wife and family, in the S.S. Warrawcra, which is
bound for Melbourne. We trust that some vacant church will speedily
secure our brother’s service as pastor, and that the colonies will be all the
better for every man from the College who goes out to labor for the Lord
at the other side of the globe.







795


We are continually cheered by reports of our brethren’s progress in all
quarters of the earth. Mr. C. Dallaston has sent us a photograph and
description of the fine new “church” that he and his friends have erected at
Christchurch, New Zealand. Dining his five-and-a-half years’ ministry there
four hundred and twenty-seven persons have joined the church, and the
congregations have increased so much that the new building, which will
accommodate eight hundred persons, was greatly needed. Mr. J. Blaikie
writes that he has quite recovered his strength since he landed in Australia.
He has accepted the pastorate of the church of which our late Brother
Marsden was the pastor; at Kew, near Melbourne.


EVANGELISTS. — Later reports of Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services
at Bath are even more encouraging than those we published last mouth.
Mr. Baillie, the Pastor of Manvers-street Baptist Church, writes:


“We are indeed grateful for the visit of these two brethren. Mr. Smith
inspires our enthusiasm with his rousing music, and his buoyant confidence.
It is, indeed, a means of grace to see him, and to hear his remarks on
Christianity in home-life. I had an opportunity of hearing him at the
meeting for women last Wednesday afternoon, and I am sure his words
were very refreshing to the hundreds of mothers who were gathered to
listen.


“The simple force and the striking pointedness of Mr. Fullerton’s gospel
addresses make some of them quite models for regular ministers. I have
heard him each evening, and I could pray so earnestly, ‘Lord, let that shaft
strike!’ and many were praying in like manner. With such clear, simple, yet
faithful preaching, backed up by earnest prayer, I was not surprised when I
saw so many anxious souls at our after-meetings.”


Our brother Hamilton, who invited the Evangelists to Bath, writes just as
hopefully; and Mr. Tarrant, the minister of Argyle Chapel, where Mr. Jay
used to preach, gives similar testimony. He says: “They have left a sweet
savor behind them in this city. Last night about one hundred and fifty of
their converts met for thanksgiving and testimony. Very joyous was the
assembly I believe among the results of their mission will be the elevation
of the spiritual temperature, and the increase of unity in the churches.”


During the past month the Evangelists have been laboring at Gloucester,
and this month they are to be at Hereford.
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Mr. Burnham’s visit to Luton was blessed to the conversion of many souls,
but his services at Collingham were even more greatly owned of God. The
Primitive Methodists were holding special meetings at the same time, so
Mr. Burnham united heartily with their Evangelist, and the result was that
both churches were much profited. The whole village seems to have been
stirred to an unusual extent by the public services, but many were met with
and led to the Savior during Mr. Burnham’s house-to-house visitation. He
says the Sunday’s work was the hardest and happiest he has ever had; and
everyone seemed to regret that he could not remain longer. Mr. Burnham’s
work in Knighton and Weston-super-Mare has also resulted in much
blessing to many souls.


ORPHANAGE. — We scarcely need to remind our friends that Christmas is
coming, and that we always try to make the orphans more than usually
merry at that festive season. We shall be glad, therefore, to receive the
good things in which the little ones delight, or special contributions that we
can lay out on their behalf without touching the general funds of the
institution. The President expects to spend Christmas day at the
Orphanage, but whether he is present or absent the children must not go
short, so please help, kind people, as you have done in former years: only
remember that we shall need more than ever this year, as our family has
been so largely increased. Do not let the girls and boys go without their
plum-pudding. Each little boy says, “Please remember Christmas, sir. It
comes but once a year.” All moneys should be addressed to C. H.
Spurgeon, Beulah Hill, Upper Norwood; other gifts to Mr. Charlesworth,
Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham Road.


A flood example. — A friend writes as follows: — “The president of a
Bible-class consisting of fifty or sixty members has taken up the cause of
the orphans, and has set his young men collecting for its funds. Having
secured a collecting-book, it is supplied to each member of the class in turn
for a period of one week, and there is a very laudable rivalry as to which
shall secure the largest amount. The book, with the money collected, is
brought in at each meeting, and the progress duly reported. At the end of
the year it is proposed to call a meeting, and hand over the money to Mr.
Spurgeon. The example is such a good one that I thought if it were
mentioned in The Sword and the Trowel others might be led to initiate a
similar movement, and thus augment the funds of the Institution.”
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[With the ever-increasing demand for the maintenance and education of
our orphan family, we are thankful for every new method by which the
sympathy and cooperation of our friends are manifested. — ED.]


Here is another note just to hand with seventeen penny postage-stamps: —
“ For Stockwell Orphanage, seventeen hasty tempers at a penny — 1s. 5d.
Dear at that rate.” If all “hasty tempers” were thus taxed, and the impost
sent to us for the Orphanage, we should have a large income.


Several friends carried out the suggestion contained in John -Ploughman’s
Almanack for November 1st, — The Orphans remember the first of
November, and amongst others a postical friend sent a contribution with
the following lines: —


“I am asked to remember, this first of November,
The case of the Orphan once more;
I send my subscription to those in affliction,
The same as I’ve sent it before.”


POOR MINISTERS’ CLOTHING SOCIETY. — Mrs. Evans desires us to
acknowledge with thanks the receipt of one dozen jackets from “old
stock.” Applications for clothing come in from poor ministers as
numerously as ever, and contributions of money or material will still be
acceptable. Surely there should be found an overflowing supply of raiment
for the Lord’s own servants. What is “old stock” to many a draper would
be new apparel for a poor family.


PERSONAL NOTES. — Just as we were going in to a recent meeting at the
Tabernacle, two gentlemen came up to speak to us, and one of them told
us the following interesting narrative, tie said that at a certain place on the
Amazon River there was a Liverpool Irishman who had committed a
murder, for which he was condemned to death. Our informant stated that
he visited the poor man in prison, and on one occasion he found him deeply
penitent, and afterwards very happy. On inquiring what had brought about
the change in his manner, he replied, “I have found mercy through the
blood of Christ, through this,” holding up one of Spurgeon’s printed
sermons. He was not executed, but is now living a truly godly life.


The morning after the meeting above mentioned, we received a note from
Buenos Ayres, stating that the writer had derived great benefit from
reading our sermons, and wished for information as to believers’ baptism.
He wanted to know whether God required him to give up his business, and
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come to England to be baptized, as he was not acquainted with any
Baptists in Buenos Ayres. He was evidently quite prepared to make the
sacrifice, if we could show it to be necessary. We informed him of a nearer
place where he could obey his Master’s command. What a lesson this
should teach to some Christians at home who allow slight obstacles to
prevent them from obeying their Lord’s commands!


A letter signed “Pro Bono Publico” appeared in The Statesman and
-Friend of -India, of September 7th, suggesting the desirability of
“adopting the Australian custom of publishing Spurgeon’s Sermons as
advertisements in newspapers as a counterblast against the injurious
consequences of the visit of the Salvation Army to India.” In proof of his
sincerity the writer enclosed the money to pay for the insertion of one of
our sermons as an advertisement, and accordingly in the paper that
contained his letter there appeared a full reprint of No. 1642, “Verily,
verily.” Without expressing any opinion of the reason he assigns for his
action, we heartily thank our unknown friend, and unite with him in the
hope that others will follow the good example he has set them. The
publication of the sermons in the Australian papers has produced very
pleasing results. Oh, that like blessings may attend them in India!


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle: — October 26, twenty-three;
October 30, sixteen; November 2, twenty-four.
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“They which builded On the wall, and they that bare burdens, with
those that laded, every one with one of his hands wrought in the
work, and with the other hand held a weapon. For the builder,
every one had his sword girded by his side, and so builded. And he
that sounded the trumpet was by me.” — Nehemiah 4:17, 18.
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PREFACE.


OUR aim in these pages has always been a practical one. the name of the
magazine brings before the reader two of the most practical of tools,
essential to war and peace, needful to fighting with evil, and upbuilding for
good. Both have been used when needed; not always wisely, perhaps; but
ever with a hearty intent to do service unto the Lord and his church.
Nineteen years have run their course since our Sword and trowel were
plied in this particular manner, and all along we have received a loving
appreciation at the hands of friends, for which may God be praised, and by
which may the generous helpers themselves be blessed. We do not like
repeating the story of those nineteen years; but we dare not pass it over
without saying that enough has been done to make our heart ring merry
peals; enough to keep both the Sword and the trowel bright as steel; and
enough to nerve the arm that has wielded them for attempting still more. It
may seem paradoxical, but, truth to tell, that arm sometimes grows weary,
and yet never wearies of its work. Refreshed by ten thousand mercies, the
heart is happy under its burdens, and though the brain grows a little tired,
yet as the inner man is renewed day by day, the hands which hang down
are lifted up, the Sword clashes against the armor of the foe without; losing
its edge, and the trowel rings on the wall with a cheery sound.


There is sad need to keep the Sword out of its scabbard, for the enemy is
gathering strength, and mustering his bold forces for fiercer attacks. What
doctrine is now left unassailed? What holy thing is regarded as sacred?
truths once regarded as fundamental, are either denied, or else turned
inside out till nothing of their essence remains. Holy Scripture is no longer
admitted to be the infallible record of revelation; but is made to be a door-
mat for “thought” to wipe its shoes upon. Every sign of the times warns us
of a desperate conflict for all that is precious and vital in our religion. It
behoves all lovers ,of the old faith to be valiant for the truth, decided in
their convictions, and instant in prayer. there is not the slightest reason for
fear, for the Lord of Hosts will cover the head of truth in the day of battle,
and she is clad in armor of proof; but there is no excuse for lukewarmness
or hesitation; for while we hesitate, the adversary is carrying all before him.
God’s own elect will not be deceived; but unless a clear testimony is borne,
tens of thousands for whom we hoped better things will be deluded. With
much pretense of learning, and loud boast of culture, infidels professing to
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be Christians are mocking at the old doctrine, and pushing forward their
novel inventions. We know what the end will be; bull; meanwhile the
Captain of our salvation cries to all the warriors of the cross,” Quit you
like men, Be strong.” Huge as the Present Goliath is, let no man’s heart fail
because of him: the Lord that delivered his church from the jaw of the lion
and the paw of the bear, will again manifest his power, “and so all Israel
shall be saved.”


The trowel is associated with far more pleasant labor, and for it also there
is as much work as ever. It is by building up the walls of truth that error is
to be shut out. We must one and all work with a will, drawing all our
strength from him who has made us workers together with himself.
Wonderful position to occupy! If the Holy Spirit had not himself used the
phrase we should not have dared to coin it. May all Christian men be up
and doing; charmed by the sweet music of those in heaven, saved by grace;
moved by the bitter cry of outcasts here on earth; and stirred to agony by
the terrible remembrance of those who have passed beyond all evangelic
agencies. We have each one a niche to fill, and a service to perform. At the
roll-call let none of us be away. the drum beats in our ears — Now or
NEVER! NOW OR Never! the work of the hour can only be done in the
hour. the waste of a single day is an irremediable calamity. Redeemed by
the blood of our Lord Jesus, and quickened into his life, it is not for us to
loiter. Infinite obligations and immense responsibilities call upon us to
spend and to be spent.


The readers’ loving servant, the Editor, is now in the middle of his fiftieth
year, and he has deep down in his heart the desire that ere it is closed all
the various works of which he is the director may be put into the best
possible condition. the College ought to share in this Jubilee, and assuredly
the Orphanage will do so. the Colportage, the Evangelist Societies, the
Book Fund, and all the smaller agencies deserve a rich replenishment.
thousands to whom the printed sermon of the tabernacle Pulpit is as
weekly food, together with the many who listen to our voice will, we trust,
be moved to cheer with extra aid a heart that is sometimes heavy laden.
Whether our works for God are kept going in this way or not, the Lord
will be true to his word, and we shall not lack any good thing. All will go
well as all has gone well. Our trust is in the All-sufficient God. We shall not
plead in forma pauperis for works carried oft for our Lord Jesus; but yet
we are sufficiently immodest to say — if our friends have derived comfort
and strength from our labors, we trust they will permit the works of the
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Lord in our hands to reap of their continuous kindness. those who owe all
to the Master must excuse the servant if he presses the claims of that
portion of the service which is intrusted to him. If our fiftieth year can be a
Jubilee to our companies of orphans, students, colporteurs, evangelists,
and other workers, we shall be more happy than if we had been personally
enriched. We suggest the idea, and leave it with the generous in heart;.


Far more earnestly do we entreat the prayers of all our friends in Christ
Jesus. Old friends depart, many have done so this year: pray that new
helpers may come forward. On all our enterprises we need the blessing of
the Lord in growing plenitude. When it is well with the reader it will be
esteemed a great favor if he will breathe a prayer for his much needing
friend and fellow-servant,


C. H. SPURGEON.


Beulah Hill, Upper Norwood.
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THE SWORD A THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1883.


SEALED BAND— A WINTER SERMON


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“He sealeth up the hand of every man; that all men may know his work.” —
Job 37:7.


WHEN the Lord seals up a man’s hand he is unable to perform his labor. the
Lord has an object in this, namely, “that all men may know his work.”
When they cannot do their own work they are invited to observe the works
of God. this is a fact which I fear many of us have never noticed. When


the ground is hardened into iron by the frost, when the land lies deep
beneath the snow, when the ox rests in the stall, and the servants warm
their hands at the fire, then the husbandman’s hand is sealed up; but I fear
the divine purpose is not often heeded. As you look through the frosted
pane upon the driving snow do you say to yourself, God has taken me off
from my own work and given me a holiday, which he would have me turn
into a holy day? Let me now turn my thoughts to the Lord’s great works in
nature, providence, and grace. Shut out from my calling, I am also shut in
to think of my God and of his work.


to the most of us it happens at sundry times that we are set aside from our
ordinary service, and it is well if we improve the hour. One is never absent
from his desk, another is regularly behind the counter, a third is always
diligent in his traveling; but sooner or later there comes a day of pain and
weakness, when the usual course of life is interrupted, and the busiest man
lies still. In the sick. chamber for weeks and months God seals up the
active hand, and thus he presents to the busy a quiet season for reflection.
In France they call the hospital “the house of God,” and it is well when it
becomes so. the man who will not think of God if he can help it, while he is
busy in the world, is by sickness blessed with time for consideration, and
being set aside from turmoil he is invited to rise above his engrossing cares.
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the great Father seems to say, “Lie there alone: lie awake through the
night-watches, and think of your past ways, and what. they lead to. Listen
to the tick of the clock and mark the flight of time, till you number your
days, and apply your heart unto wisdom. Your own work you cannot
touch; now, therefore, think of the work of your God and Savior till you
obtain the blessing which comes of it.” this is the design of sickness and
inability to follow our calling: thus is our hand sealed from its occupation
that our heart may be unsealed towards God, and heaven, and eternal
things.


It is clear that God can easily seal up the hand of man if he uses his
strength in rebellion or folly, for he has other seals besides sickness. When
the wicked are determined to carry out a plan which is not according to his
mind, he can baffle them. See the people gathering on the plain of Shinar,
bringing together brick and slime that they may build a tower whose lofty
height shall mark the center of a universal monarchy! What does God do?
Simply by confounding their language he seals every man’s hand. No
storm, or flood, or earthquake could have more effectually caused the
workmen to desist. Look through the loopholes of retreat to-night upon
this wicked world, and see men urgent with schemes which to them appear
admirable. If they are not for God’s glory, he that sits in heaven doth
laugh, the Lord doth have them in derision. With a word he seals up their
hand, so that it loses all its cunning, and their purpose falls to the ground.
Sometimes he closes up the hands of his inveterate enemies with the cold
seal of death. Walk over the place where Sennacherib’s hosts had pitched
their tents. they spread themselves upon the face of the earth and
threatened to devour Judah and Jerusalem, yea, to swallow them up quick;
but “the angel of death spread his wings on the blast,” and the sleepers
never again rose to blaspheme Jehovah. they lie with their weapons under
their heads, but they cannot grasp them: bows, and spears, and chariots
remain as a spoil to the armies of the Lord. Let us never, therefore, be
disturbed by the vauntings of the adversaries of Jehovah. He can seal up
their hands, and then the men of might are captives. “the Lord reigneth.”


We will leave that part of the subject, and handle the text in another way.
Here is a word to Christian workers; and when we have so expounded it
we shall turn to struggling believers, panting for victory; for with both
these classes there are seasons when their hands are sealed. thirdly, we
shall speak to such as are toiling after self-salvation; for it is a happy thing
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when such an hour comes to them also, and they cease from their own
work, and know the work of the Lord.


I. First, then, I speak to YOU WHO ARE GOD’S PEOPLE, and have grown
into strong men in Christ Jesus.


Do not be surprised if sometimes your Master seals up your hand by a
consciousness of unfitness. You may have preached for years, and yet just
now you feel as if you could never preach again. Your cry is, “I am shut
up, and cannot come forth.” the brain is weary and the heart is faint, and
you are on the brink of saying, “I will speak no more in the name or’ the
Lord.” Your seed-basket is empty, and your ploughshare is rusty; when
you get to the granary it,’ seems to be locked against you. What are you to
do? No message from God drops sweetly into your soul, and how can your
speech among the people distill as the dew? Perhaps some of you who have
lately begun to serve the Lord wonder that it Should ever be so with us
older workers. You will not wonder long, for it will happen to you also.
When a farmer sows his field with a drill, the drill has no aches and pains,
for it has no nerves, and nothing to prevent the seed shaking out of it with
precise regularity; but our great Lord never sows his fields with iron drills.
He Uses men and women like ourselves, who are liable to headaches and
heartaches, and all sorts of miseries, and therefore cannot sow as they
could wish. Comrades in the Lord’s work, it is essential that we learn our
own inability; it is profitable to feel that without our Lord we can do
nothing, but that the Lord can do very well without us. if we cannot break
the clods, his frost is doing it; if we cannot water the soft, his snow is
saturating it. When man is paralyzed, God is not even hindered. When we
feel our own weakness it is that we may know the Lord’s work, and
comprehend that whatever understanding we have he gave us, whatever
thought or utterance we have he wrought it in us, and if we have any
power among men to deliver the precious gospel of Christ, he has anointed
us to that end. therefore, if we have received, we may not boast as if we
had not received. It is a great blessing for us to be emptied of self that God
may be all in all, for then our infirmities cease to be drawbacks, and rise
into qualifications through divine grace. this has a world of comfort in it.


Sometimes the Christian worker’s hand is sealed, not by his own
incompetence, but by the hardness of the hearts he has to deal with. Do
we not often cry, “I cannot make any impression upon that man. I have
tried him several ways, but I cannot find a vulnerable place in him. I cannot
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get the sword of truth to strike at him”? Have you never mourned that you
could not touch those children, they were so volatile and frivolous? Have
you not been ready to weep because so many men are so coarse, so
drunken, and so reckless? Have you not groaned, “Lord, I cannot get at
those wealthy people: they are educated, and sneer at my mistakes, and
they are so eaten up with the conceit of their own position that they will
not come to thee as the poor do, and receive thy salvation. truly my hand is
sealed “? this is all meant to drive you to your God in prayer, crying, “It is
time for thee, Lord, to work.” Oh, for that word which is like a hammer,
breaking the rock in pieces! Oh that the fire would melt and save the
sinner!


Another thing which often seals the hand of the worker, and leaves it
maimed and bleeding, is the apostasy of any who were thought to be
converts. Oh, how we rejoiced over them! Perhaps just a little, behind the
door, We thought how wonderfully well we labored to have such converts.
AS we saw them at worship, and remembered that they · were once
drunkards and swearers, we almost whispered that a notable miracle had
been wrought by us. Ah me, how light-fingered we are!


How ready to rob God of his glory to clothe self with it! What did the Lord
do? He let our precious convert go reeling home, and he that prayed at the
prayer-meeting was heard cursing: thus all our weaving was unraveled.
then we wept and cried, “We have accomplished nothing at all! We have
only bred a generation of hypocrites! they only need to be tempted and
they go back again! Alas for us!” We shall return to our work with more
tenderness and humility, with more prayer and faith, and looking alone to
God we shall see his hand outstretched to save. We shall wonder that we
have not gone back ourselves, and shall be prepared to sing Jude’s
doxology: “Now unto him that is able to keep you from falling, and to
present you faultless before the presence of his glory with exceeding joy, to
the only wise God our Savior, be glory and majesty, dominion and power,
both now and ever. Amen.” When the Lord seals up your hand in any way,
then, dear Christian worker, consider God’s work, and call him into the
field.


Some think the text teaches that when God seals up a man’s hand it is that
he may know his own work — that is, that he may perceive what poor
imperfect work it is; that he may form a correct estimate of it, and not
glory in it; that he may observe the scantiness of the sphere of human
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action, and mourn hoar ineffective, how despicable, how feeble man’s
efforts are apart from God’s power. It is a great blessing to know our own
work and to be humble, but still it is a higher blessing to know the Lord’s
work and to be confident in him.


Oh, brothers and sisters, we must be nothing, or the Lord will not use us. If
the ax vaunteth itself against him that felleth therewith he will fling that ax
away. If we sacrifice to our own net, the great Fisherman will never drag
the sea with us again till he has made us more fit for use. Oh to be nothing!
to lie at his feet! And then, full of his power, because emptied of our own,
to move forward to victory. May the Lord work in us to will and to do of
his good pleasure, then shall we work out a glorious destiny to his praise.


II. this Scripture equally applies to THE CASE or THE STRUGGLING


BELIEVER. the man is earnestly striving. See him! He is seeking to Fray., I
sometimes ask young people, “Do you pray?” they answer, could not live
without prayer.” “Can you always pray alike?” I thank God that I usually
receive the answer, “No, sir. I wish I could always be earnest.” Just so. A
steam-engine can always do its work with equal force, but a living man
cannot always pray. A mere actor can perform the externals of devotion at
any time, but the real suppliant has his variations. We have all read of the
preacher who while preaching used to cry most unaccountably when others
were untouched. the reason was that he had put in the margin of his
manuscript, “Cry here,” and this he had done in the quiet of his study,
without considering whether the passage would really produce tears. A
man of genuine emotion cannot make himself cry at, say, half-past seven in
the morning and ten at night. Mighty prevailing prayer is an effect of the
inward impulses of the Spirit of God, and the Spirit bloweth where he
listeth. We cannot command his influence. We ought always to pray most
when We think we cannot pray at all. Mark that paradox. When you feel
disinclined to pray let it be a sign unto you that prayer is doubly needful.
Pray for prayer. Yet there are times with me, and I suppose with you, when
at the throne of grace I mourn because I cannot mourn, and feel wretched
because all feeling has fled. the Lord has sealed up my hand; that is that I
may learn anew how his Spirit helpeth my infirmities, and that I am
powerless in supplication till he quickens me. We could as easily create a
world as present a fervent prayer without the Spirit of God. We need to
have this written upon our hearts, for only so shall we offer those
enwrought supplications which the Lord hears with delight.
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See the struggling believer, next, when he tries to learn the truth of God.
For instance, in reading the Scriptures he pants to know the meaning of
them. Did you never try to dig into a passage and find yourself unable to
make headway? Fetch a commentary! Do you find that it leaves your
difficulty untouched? Have you not begun at the wrong end? ‘Would it not
be better to pray your way into the text, and when you have got somewhat
through the rind of it, will it not be well to imitate a mouse when he meets
with a cheese and eats his way to the center? Work away at the passage by
prayer and experience, and you will tunnel into the secret. Yet you will at
times find yourself lost among grand truths, and quite unable to cut your
way through the forest of doctrines, because your understanding seems to
have lost its edge. God has sealed up your hand that now you may go to
him for instruction, and clearly see that not in books nor in teachers, but in
his Holy Spirit, is the light by which the word of truth is to be understood
by the soul. He seals up our hand that we may sit at his feet.


The struggling believer may have set himself to watch against a certain
sin. Possibly he has enjoyed his morning’s devotion, and he goes
downstairs resolved to be patient, whatever provocation may occur, for he
wept last night over the evil done by a quick temper. He converses
cheerfully, and yet before the breakfast is over the lion is roused, and he is
in the wars again. the poor man murmurs to himself, “What will become of
me? this hot temper runs away with me.” Do not excuse yourself, but still
learn from your own folly. Would not the Lord thus let you see your own
weakness more and more till you gird on his strength and overcome it.
Remember, it must be conquered. You must not dare to be the slave of a
fierce temper, or indeed of any sin. If the Son make you free you shall be
free indeed, and it is his emancipating hand that you need within.
Sanctification is the work of the Spirit of God, and only he can accomplish
it; and it is yours to cry unto the strong for strength.


Perhaps the struggle is of yet another kind. You long to grow in grace. this
is a -matter worthy of the utmost desire and labor, and yet as a matter of
fact neither plants nor souls do actually grow through conscious effort.
“Consider the lilies of the field, how they grow; they toil not, neither do
they spin.” Children of God, when they grow, grow up into Christ, not by
agonies and excitements, but by the quiet force of the inward life renewed
from day to day by the Holy Ghost. We have heard some true saints
complain that they felt as if they were rather growing downward than
upward, for they feel worse instead of better. thus do many of the plants of
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our garden grow, and we are joyful that it is so, for we want not the
useless top growth, but we prize the root. To grow downward in humility
may be the best possible growth: the hand sealed may be bringing us more
spiritual profit than the hand at work.


III. I might thus enlarge, but it would come to the same thing; and
therefore I leave the struggling Christians, just to lend a hand to THE SELF-
RIGHTEOUS, whom I would gladly help into a ditch, and leave there till the
Mighty One shall come to pull them out.


If we believe their own statements, there are a great many very good
people in this world. true, the Bible says, “there is none that doeth good;
no, not one”; but that is an old-fashioned sort of book. Good men are
plentiful as blackberries.! hear certain of them bearing witness that they are
quite as good as those who make a profession of religion, and, in fact,
rather better. they are so good that they do not even profess to trust the
Lord Jesus Christ. Now, you excessively good people, I am right glad
when the Lord seals up your hands so that you cannot persevere in your
fine doings, and are compelled to try the true way of getting to heaven.
Sometimes that sealing up comes by a discovery that the law of God ,is
spiritual, and that the service of God is a matter of the heart, Here is a
good woman! She says, “I never stole a penny. I always pay my debts. I am
sober, kind, and industrious. I thank God I am not a gossip, or proud, or
idle, as so many are.” Is she not a superior person? But observe a change!
She hears a sermon, or reads the Bible, and finds that external goodness is
nothing unless there is goodness in the heart, unless there is love to God
and love to men, unless there is the new birth, and a consequent total and
radical change of nature, manifested by a simple reliance upon Christ. Is
this the same woman? How different her manner! How changed the tone of
her talk! Hear her exclaim, “I am utterly lost! I had no idea that God
required the heart, and judged our thoughts and desires. What searching
truths! A look can make me guilty of adultery. Anger without a cause is
murder.” If this fact comes with power to the heart, the hand is sealed, and
all hope of salvation by works is gone. Oh, that this would happen to all
self-justifiers! Oh, that the Lord would wean them from self, that they
might know his work — the work of Christ, who satisfied the law for all
his people, that they might be made the righteousness of God in him!


Sometimes an actual sin has let in light upon the sinfulness of the heart! I
knew a young man who, in his own esteem, was as fine a fellow as ever
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worked in a shop. He prided himself that he had never told a lie, nor been
dishonest, nor a drunkard, nor loose in his life; and if the Savior had said to
him that he must keep the commandments, he would have replied, “All
these have I kept from my youth up.” In pushing a fellow-workman he
upset an oil-can. It happened to have been upset before, and the master had
spoken strongly about the careless waste. the master, coming along on this
occasion, called out, “Who upset that can?” the young man said that he did
not know, though he himself was the offender. that passed away. No
farther question was asked, but in a moment he said to himself, “I have told
a lie.! never would have believed myself capable of such meanness.” His
beautiful card-house tumbled down; the bubble of his reputation burst, and
he said to himself, “Now I understand what Mr. Spurgeon means by the
depravity of the heart. I am a good-for-nothing creature: what must I do to
be saved?” No doubt outward sin has often revealed the secret power of
evil in the heart. the leprosy has come out upon the skin, and so it has been
seen to be in the system. thus is pride hidden from man, and his hand is
sealed up that he may look for mercy from God and live.


Yes, I have known God seal up some men’s hands by a sense of spiritual
inability; so that they have said, “I cannot pray. I thought I prayed every
morning and night, but I now see that it is not prayer at all. I cannot now
praise God: I used to sit in the choir, and sing as sweetly as any of them,
but I was singing to my own glory, and not unto the Lord.! fear I have
been deceiving myself and setting up my righteousness instead of Christ’s;
and that is the worst form of idolatry. I have dishonored God, and I have
crucified Christ, by arrogating to myself the-power of self-salvation. I have
un-Christed Christ, and counted his blood to be a superfluous thing.” When
a man has come to that, then he-


“Casts his deadly doing down,
Down at Jesu’s feet,


to stand in him, in him alone,
Gloriously complete!”


“What,” cries yonder friend, “would you not have us do good works?”
Yes, a host of them, but not to save yourselves thereby. You must do them
because you are saved. You know what children do when they are little
and silly: they go into their father’s garden, and pick handfuls of flowers,
and make a garden: “A pretty, pretty garden,” so they say. Wait till to-
morrow morning, and every flower will be withered, and there will be no
pretty garden at all, for their flowers have no roots. that is what you do
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when you cultivate good works before faith; it is a foolish, fruitless
business. Repent of sin, and believe in Jesus, for these are the roots of
good works; and, though at first they look like black bulbs, with no beauty
in them, yet out of them shall come the rarest flowers in the garden of
holiness. Get away with your good works. Get away with your salvation of
yourself. this is all proud fancy and falsehood. Why did God send a Savior
if you need no saving? What need of the cross, if you can be saved by your
own works? Why did Jesus bleed and die if your own merits are sufficient?
Come, ye guilty; come, ye weary; come, ye whose hands are sealed, so that
ye can do nothing more; take the work of Christ, and be saved by it at
once. A young sister, whom I saw just now, told me how a friend helped
her to see the way of salvation. She could not believe in Jesus Christ
because she did not feel herself to be all that she wanted to be; but the
friend said to her, “Suppose I were to give you this Bible for a present.”
“Yes.” “Would it not be yours as soon as you took it? It would not depend
upon whether you were good or not: would it?” “No.” “Well, then,” the
friend replied, “the Lord God has given Jesus Christ to you as a free gift,
and if you take him by faith, he is yours immediately, whoever you may
be.” the case stands just so. Accept Jesus as the free gift of God to you,
and you are saved; and being saved you will work with all your might’ to
show your gratitude to God your Savior.


A HISTORY OF SPURGEON’S TABERNACLE


ERIE W, HAYDEN


IN 1856 a young preacher in London was faced with a problem that had
arisen because of the success of his own ministry. Within two years of his
arrival from Waterbeach. Cambridge, Charles Haddon Spurgeon had tilled
his church in New Park Street, Southwark, to capacity. Considerably
enlarged it was still found to be too small. the only solution was to erect a
building big enough to accommodate the crowds who wished to hear him.
the Rev. Eric W. Hayden describes this “mammoth undertaking”, the
erection of Spurgeon’s tabernacle, and traces the religious, educational,
and social influence of Spurgeon and his church upon the nineteenth
century Metropolis.
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Dr. Wilbur M. Smith: “It is just good solid factual material, put together
with real warmth, and I have been refreshed by reading these pages.”


FREE GRACE RECORD: “It is a veritable mine of information. It is more than
just the history of Spurgeon’s tabernacle. there is a sense in which it is the
history of evangelicalism in England during the past hundred years. It is


a book which must be consulted by those wishing to trace the decline of
evangelicalism in the last hundred years in England.”


THE SOUTH AFRICAN BAPTIST: “A masterly chronicle, made vivid by many
little-known incidents which are woven into a fascinating story.”


THE AUSTRALIAN BAPTIST: “the Rev. E. W. Hayden has given us some
new details about this great Man, which shows great research.”


THE LONDON CITY MISSION MAGAZINE: “A useful piece of church history
which will stir memories of a great preacher, and of his legacy to the
‘world.”


Rev. D P. Kingdon (Principal of the Irish Baptist College): “Mr. Hayden
rightly fixes attention on the real issue in any assessment of the Down
Grade Controversy, and a particularly valuable feature of the book is an
evaluation of the religious, educational and social influence of the church
upon the life of London.”


THE EVANGELICAL MAGAZINE: “It is both fascinating and also holds
valuable lessons for present-day evangelicals. there are new insights into
the work of Spurgeon and the influence of this great church.”


THE BAPTIST TIMES: “this history is welcome. It is the result of research
into, records and minutes by Mr. Hayden who is to be commended upon
the volume.”


Rev. D. H. Pascoe (former Pastor of Spurgeon’s Tabernacle): “I have read
this book with interest and profit, and wish to recommend it. It is
informative and its style is pleasing; it reveals the industry and especially
the devotion which our former pastor brought to his task. It should be in
the possession of all lovers of the tabernacle.”
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THE TABERNACLE TWO THOUSAND


BY ELDER G. E. ELVIN.


SOME would think they were more than two thousand. It is, avowedly,
very difficult to estimate the number of persons in a congregation, and it is
specially difficult at the tabernacle to count them. Not that they are a
number whom no man can number, but they are only to be seen together
when a certain preacher is addressing them; and if anyone should begin to
count, he will find this certain preacher sure to say something startling or
sparkling before he has got half through his task, and his attention will be
drawn to the preacher from the congregation, so that his counting will be
broken off, and very likely not resumed.


It may be taken for granted, however, that, as a rule, the Thursday
congregation will number about two thousand, year in and year out, and
may fairly be described as the tabernacle two thousand. It meets · under
somewhat different conditions from those of the five or six thousand who
gather under the same roof at each service every Lord’s-day; and they have
a remarkable method of proclaiming this; for many of item have a habit of
very unnecessarily announcing their arrival by dropping sticks and
umbrellas on the floor, and of repeating the performance at uncertain
intervals. But on Sundays there is no room in the tabernacle for this solemn
diversion. then the aisles, as well as the seats, are ell occupied by earnest
worshippers; and if an individual has the awkward knack of knocking over
his umbrella, it only falls on the head or the back of some person sitting in
the aisle. It has no room to fall on the ground, and consequently it makes
no sound; at all events, none to be noticed, except by persons in the
immediate vicinity. this latter fact accounts for the friends attending the
tabernacle not being well-skilled in the art of minding their umbrellas, so
that on the occasions when there are only two thousand present, these
useful articles fall about in all directions, and proclaim aloud, as they reach
the floor, that the five thousand are not present. It would be well if these
worthy chapel-goers brought to the large meeting-house the larger
umbrellas Which their ancestors carried to the house of prayer, for these
would fall upon their capacious gingham much more decorously and
silently than the tiny appendages now carried by their descendants, which,
coming down on their handles upon the ground, without their fall being
broken by the silk so tightly bound around them, proclaim by their sudden







18


raps upon the floor, that “there are not the five thousand, but only the two
thousand at the tabernacle.”


Is there any reason why these “two thousand” gatherings of a Thursday
evening should not be five thousand? the well-lighted tabernacle is so
homely and comfortable, and the well-known preacher is so remarkably
fresh and spiritual, that it is a pity there should not be the larger this article
is taken from Saturday Night, No. 2, and we have appropriated it ‘because
of the accuracy and vividness of the description. Mr. Elvin, the leader of
the Evangelists Association, has evidently a graphic pen, as we all know
that he has a warm heart towards his Pastor and the tabernacle. Saturday
Night itself is a lively monthly of a very superior order, but we fear that its
constituency is hardly large enough to sustain a self-supporting sale. If its
sale could be measured by its quality, it. would be a remunerative
property.—ED.


number to listen to and profit by the brilliant discourses which are delivered
on these occasions. the tabernacle ought to be as full on the Thursday
evening as it is on the Sunday. What are the three thousand about who
absent themselves? the two thousand who do come are the happiest two
thousand people to be met with anywhere. they find a Sabbath in the
middle of the week, and they are so well fed, upon the richest of spiritual
food, that they are nourished and strengthened for Christian work and
warfare in a remarkable degree. they are a very mixed assemblage; but for
the most part they seem to be business-men. the very conformation of the
congregation augurs this; for the side nearest to the busy City is sure to be
fuller than the other. the businessmen coming from the City have no time to
go to the further door, but must take the first entrance they come to, so as
to get inside as quickly as they can, that they may not heedlessly lose a
single word; for these City men do not. leave their business all at the same
time, and they come dropping in, one at a time, until the preacher has got
well into his sermon, and then the two thousand are complete. Among the
two thousand are always to be seen many ministers of the Gospel, who are
deeply appreciative of the provisions of the house, and of the masterly way
in which they are dealt, out to the delighted guests. Many a matron also is
present, snatching an hour of restful quiet from her restless life of
household care; many a true working-man, rejoicing with a joy
unspeakable as he hears of that brother Working-man, his Savior; many a
young disciple learning to equip himself with the whole armor of God, that
he may fight the good fight, and withstand the fiery darts of the evil one;
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many a young Lydia, whose heart the Lord is opening to receive the words
which are spoken unto her; and many an aged disciple, coming yet once
more (it may be for the last time) to hear the old, old story which he has
heard so often and loved so long.


The two thousand at the tabernacle are not one of the congregations which
Mrs. Grundy has engaged to keep together. In fact, there may be one or
two persons who occasionally drop in who feel that they owe an apology
to her for coming. Her congregations are easily distinguished. Her slaves
are always very restless, and they ever employ their time in looking at the
clock with a longing desire for the hour at which her ladyship allows them
to depart. Not so at the tabernacle. there they have no fear of Mrs. Grundy
before their eyes. Hence there is probably no audience in the world which
manifests more unmistakable signs of unconscious patience and true delight
than this Thursday evening two thousand, and it may be doubted whether a
similar number of persons could be gathered together anywhere else to
whom old time could be made to pass on his way at once so speedily,
agreeably, and profitably.


Although the two thousand are not five, it is nevertheless a remarkable fact
that there should be so many congregated in one place on a week-night to
listen to the gospel of the ever-blessed God. Noted as the city of London is
for pressing business and gay frivolity, yet there are to be seen at least two
thousand assembled in one place to wait upon God and to hear his word;
and when it is remembered that there are scores of other places opened for
the same purpose, on the same evening, surely there is still hope for
London. the salt of the earth is to be found in the midst of her, and she is
not yet wholly as Sodom and Gomorrah.


The nucleus of the two thousand is formed at six o’clock, when a few
choice spirits meet with the Pastor in a lower room to pray together for a
blessing to rest upon the coming service. there would be many more
attending to this privilege could it be enjoyed at a more convenient hour.
AS it is, however, it is a meeting quite unique in char-utter, in the
metropolis or elsewhere; for is there any other place of worship where the
Pastor and even a few of his church-members meet for an hour to pray
before the commencement of the week-night service? From this prayer-
meeting the Pastor ascends to the tabernacle, evidently greatly refreshed,
and as much in the Spirit as on the Lord’s-day; and it is no wonder that the
two thousand find it good to be there, to say “Amen” to the Pastor’s
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fervent prayers in the sanctuary, to listen to his marvelous exposition of the
Scriptures, and to contemplate with him the wonders of redeeming love, as
he is sure to discover them in some passage taken from God’s Holy Word.


What manner of men and women ought the two thousand to be, in business
and at home! they surely cannot fail to carry the savor of the sanctuary
with them into everyday life, and London must be the better for having
them in her midst.


DUMB BELL.


MR. GATTY, in his book on Bells, gives the following anecdote, on the
credit of Cardinal Baronius: “When Charles II., King of France, A.D. 615,
was at Sens, in Burgundy, he heard a bell in the church of St. Stephen, the
sound of which pleased him so much that he ordered it to be transported to
Paris. the Bishop of Sens, however, was greatly displeased at this; and the
bell so sympathized with him, that it turned dumb on the road, and lost all
its sound. When the king heard of this, he commanded that the bell should
be carried back to its old quarters; when, strange to relate, as it approached
the town, it recovered its original tone, and began to ring so as to be heard
at Sens, whilst yet about four leagues distant from it.”


The true preacher grows silent if forced to any other service than his
Lord’s. If he attempts to speak on any other topic than that which concerns
his Lord and the gospel, he misses his former force; he is not at home, he is
glad to end his speech, and sit down. If the moderns command us to preach
their gospel, which was born but yesterday, we cannot de, it, for we should
find no pleasure in it: it has nothing in it to move our heart, or stir our
enthusiasm. Our bell is dumb if it does not ring out for Jesus and the
doctrines of grace. the world would soon dismiss us if it had hired us to be
its orator, for our heart is elsewhere, and only upon the one dear, familiar
theme can we be eloquent. No doubt the merely nominal minister could
change his theme, and be all the more fluent; but not so the ordained of the
Lord: he has a tongue for the truth, and for that alone; with him it is ant
Caesar ant mullus, either Christ or nothing, gospel preaching or silence. —
C. H. S.
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NOTES.


PROPERLY speaking, the Editor has very little to place under this head on
the present occasion; and he would drop this part of the magazine were it
not that so many kind friends will have personal information about him,
and think themselves injured if it is not given. Our relations with our
readers are of a peculiarly fraternal kind, and therefore we are obliged to
write matters which else might seem egotistical.


Brain-weariness has driven the Pastor to take his accustomed ‘rest. If this
had not been delayed, a. painful attack would not, in all probability, have
overtaken him. No disease remained, in his system, but there was a general,
weariness, and hence a crash, which is now over.


December 17th, on which this paragraph is penned, is at Mentone; a balmy
day of clear sunshine and summer warmth. One may sit out of doors all
day, and drink in the healing influences of sun, and sea, and air. there is
nothing like it for an invalid, to whom the cold and the dam are killing By
God’s grace the lame man finds such rapid restoration that he hopes soon
to be on his feet, and the overworked brain enters into such rest, that it
anticipates, with strong hope, the bliss of being in full work again.


Among the debris of the elections, which need to be swept away, is the
statement made by several divines, that Mr. Spurgeon has acknowledged
the Church of England to be the only bulwark of the faith. this we have
neither thought nor said. We are glad to see so many faithful preachers of
the gospel in the Episcopalian body, and we are happy to acknowledge all
the good which they accomplish; but there are, alas! many in the Church
who are as far from being like them as the east is from the west. The
Establishment is, as we believe, itself an error; and it ‘works for error
rather than for truth; it does the Episcopalian church great harm to be
endowed and established, and renders it less a bulwark of truth than it
might be. Witness the Rome-ward tendency of many officials, and the
sacramentarianism preached from so many pulpits, and judge whether a
Protestant Dissenter can think the Anglican Establishment a bulwark of the
faith. A cause is hard driven which needs to twist the admissions of candor
into such a statement.
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If we were to pretend to answer all the mis-statements, to. which our name
has been tacked during the heated contest of the past few weeks, we
should need all the magazine for several months; and, therefore, with one
or two exceptions, we have let them pass, trusting that they will come to
an end with the excitement which produced them. God grant that out of
these storms some. good result may yet come, though one sees not as yet
how it is to be! the battle upon the subject of a favored church will be long
and fierce, and will tax all the Christian temper of men on both sides; for it
is a question upon which we each feel very deeply, and are solemnly
resolved never to give way, because we believe we are right. the sooner we
give each other credit for intensely sincere convictions the better, for thus
we may prevent a thousand needless blunders.


thirty-one volumes of sermons are now completed, and we feel that we
have overflowing reason for blessing God for his gracious help. Our
publishers are commencing the work of reissuing the first volumes in the
larger type, so as to make the whole set uniform. It must be a work of
time, as we hope to look them all through.


Very gratefully do we acknowledge Mrs. Paxton Hood’s dedication of her
husband’s last work — The throne of Eloquence. It is no small honor to
have a second homiletical volume dedicated to us by such a racy writer.
We have just completed this month’s book notices, and therefore can only
say that we look forward to a banquet when we come to the reading of this
work.


Have our friends forgotten that we have a large collection of engravings,
etc., illustrative of the Reformation, which we are happy to lend for
exhibition at bazaars, etc.? All particulars as to space required, and
conditions on which they are lent, can be obtained of Mr. H. Hibbert,
Metropolitan tabernacle.


Our Constantinople friend, who is arranging for the translation of
Noreott’s “Baptism Discovered,” reports that the Armenian version is
ready for publication. We have, therefore, sent him the £15 contributed for
this object at the tabernacle prayer-meeting; and we have promised to
forward the £30 when the other translations are completed. We need a few
pounds before we shall have the required amount; but, doubtless, the
necessary amount will be made up in one way or another. We have also
had further evidence of the usefulness of the little book in leading
Bulgarian believers to see what the Scriptures teach upon baptism; and in
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response to an earnest request from Peru, we have sent some copies to that
country for the guidance of Christians who desire to know the will of the
Lord upon this matter. It would seem that believers in many places are
exercised, upon this subject; and it is well that they should be.


On Tuesday evening, November 24th, one on the most successful meetings
ever held if, HADDON HALL resulted in raising £108 for the Benevolent
Fund connected with the work the re. Although a very wet night about 300
of the workers and congregation met, under the presidency of C. F.
Allison, Esq., to hold the annual meeting of the sister societies, the tract
Society and the Benevolent Fund. After addresses, encouraging the tract-
distributors, a collection was taken for the Benevolent Fund. Pastor C. H.
Spurgeon sent £5, and the same amount was contributed by Messrs. R. V.
Barrow, J. T. Olney, T. H. Olney, and E. Bithray, and by Mrs. Bithray.
Several Bermondsey firms, and also some friends at the ‘tabernacle sent
generous help; while members of the congregation contributed £30 in small
sums. We recognize the good hand of our God with us in all this.


COLLEGE.—Mr. A. Graham has accepted the pastorate of the church at
Twekesbury. Mr. F. J. Aust has removed, from Willenhall, to Cradley
Heath, near Dudley; Mr. J. Hollinshead, from Eye, to Ringstead,
Northamptonshire; and Mr. G. H. Trapp, from West Chester, to Towanda,
Pennsylvania, U.S.A.


Mr. E. J. Welch, of Sarratt, hopes soon to sail for Australia, where he will
he glad of the assistance of any of our brethren who can guide him to a
sphere of labor.


Mr. F. W. Aurathe, who has done good service in Canada, since he left the
College in 1882, has been accepted by the Canadian Baptist Foreign
Mission Board as a missionary to the Teloogoos, in India.


One of the brethren, who settled recently in the -United States, writes: “If
we could import a thousand of the younger ministers from England, they
would all be able to find work and a living in the States. Inquire in what
district we may, we shall find churches wanting pastors. the National
Baptist and The New York Examiner every week tell of churches vacant,
and in distress for want of pastors.”


Pastor C. Chapman, of Spanish town, Jamaica:. reports that, during his
eighteen months’ pastorate, 250 persons have been received into church-
membership, of whom 150 have been baptized, and 70 restored, or
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transferred from other churches, He greatly needs increased
accommodation in different stations under his charge. At Kitson town,
where a church of about 180 members has just been formed, one third of
the congregation usually cannot get inside the chapel. · mission-hall is also
needed at a little distance from Passage Fort, and another in a thickly-
populated part of Spanish town, where also the principal chapel requires
repairs which will probably cost £200. the people are mostly very poor,
and their pastor will be exceedingly grateful for any help that British
Christians can send him.


EVANGELISTS. — the reports of Messrs. Fullerton and Smith’s services at
Abbey


Road Chapel, St. John’s Wood, were very cheering. Pastor W. Stott and
his friends expressed great gratitude for the help received through the
Evangelists visit; and as a practical proof of it they sent a substantial
thankoffering for the Society’s funds.


During the greater part of December our brethren have been in Norwood,
where the services are still in progress at the time of: making up these”
Notes.”


Friends in London may be interested in knowing that Messrs. Fullerton and
Smith will conduct the Watch-night Service at the tabernacle. As
December 31 comes on a, Thursday, the service will commence at seven
p.m., and be continued, with perhaps a brief interval, until midnight. May
the first moments of the new year be the beginning of new life or new
consecration to very many ‘,


On Jan, 10, the Evangelists are to commence a mission at Broadmead
Chapel, Bristol, in connection with Pastor E.G. Gange; and on Feb. 7 they
return to London to Mr. Charrington’s new hall in the Mile End Road.


Mr. Burnham is continuing his work in Dorsetshire amid much
encouragement. this mouth (Jan. 4 to 11) he goes to Bere, Regis, and Jan.
13 to 19 to Spalding; and next month to Bridport.


Mr. Harmer’s services at Little Tew, Ox-fordshire, were not without signs
of the Lord’s approval, especially at the latter part of the fortnight he spent
there. During December he has visited King’s Langley, Hertfordshire, and
Bloxham, Oxfordshire; and this month he is engaged at Chippen-ham and
Luton.
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Messrs. Mateer and Parker have found the way open for evangelistic
services; in the United States, so they will probably remain there for the
present. they have conducted missions at Brookfield and Lawrence,
Massachusetts; Ansonia, Connecticut (with our brother McKinney); and
Kingston, and Oneonta, New York. In every place they have been kindly
received, and the hand of the Lord has been. with them.


For this Evangelistic work we have received’ very little help of late, with
the exception of sums collected at the services of Messrs. Fullerton and
Smith. Do our friends wish us to give up?


ORPHANAGE. — We have had several exceedingly encouraging
contributions during the past month, and we regret that our limited space
will only permit brief references to these tokens of the Lord’s goodness to
us, and of the loving interest taken by many friends in our large fatherless
family at Stockwell.


In the December number of The Sword; and the Towel we mentioned the
need of increased funds for the Orphanage. Before the magazine was
issued a friend, till then unknown, sent £500, with a kind note expressive
of his desire to give his money in the future where it would help in the
spread of the old truths that many are now casting aside.


A day or two later another unknown sermon-reader came a considerable
distance in order to place in the President’s hand thirty sovereigns which be
had saved up for the. Girls’ Orphanage Building Fund. the venerable saint’s
testimony to the blessing which had rested on the reading and distribution
of the printed sermons was even more gratifying than his generous gift.


The West Croydon Baptist Church, under the pastoral care of J.-A.
Spurgeon, the Vice-President of the Orphanage, has held another bazaar or
sale of work, in aid of the Orphanage. through the energetic efforts of Mrs.
J. A. Spurgeon and her many lady friends, and the generosity of the
Croydon Baptists and other helpers, the sum of £100 has been paid to the
funds of the institution, and sufficient articles have been left to furnish a
stall at the next annual fete. We hereby convey our heartiest thanks to all
who have in any degree helped to achieve this most desirable end. It has
been suggested to us that other churches might like to provide stalls:,
either at the 1866 festival, or on some future occasion. We should be
indeed grateful if this idea could be carried out;, and should be glad to
correspond with friends who can thus aid us in our work.
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Our good friends at Reading, who last year held a home-bazaar for the
Orphanage, have sent us the proceeds of this year’s sale of work. the
articles have been made in odd minutes by the father, mother, two children,
assistant, servant, and one or two friends; a draper has supplied material at
greatly reduced prices; a portion of the shop has been devoted to the sale
of the goods, for which purchasers have been forthcoming, and the result
has been the addition of ten pounds to the funds of the Orphanage. May
the Lord very richly reward every one of the workers, givers, and buyers!
there are always in Reading many who delight in caring for the widow and
the fatherless.


Mr. Charlesworth and his choir have completed their annual southern tom’,
which this year has comprised Winchester, Southampton, Portsmouth,
Gosport, Waterlooville, Shoreham, Brighton, ‘Lewes, and Eastbourne. We
must leave till next month full particulars of the meetings; but we must
mention one item which will be in.. eluded in the noble sum of £100
contributed by Portsmouth and Southsea. We have agreed with our
Brother Medhurst that the following letter deserves a place in The Sword
and the Trowel.’ —


“Dear Sir, — I am once again permitted to forward, through you, ,my
threepenny-piece offering to the Stockwell Orphanage. During the past
year I have had through my hands a considerable sum of money at different
times, each threepenny piece I just made prisoner of, and kept them in
durance vile: till the time came for handing them over to you which I now
do with much pleasure. think there are more than last year. May our
heavenly Father bless yet more abundantly the President, masters, children,
and all connected with the Orphanage! “Dear sir, one request for myself,
and I close: “Just at the present I am placed in very straitened
circumstances. Will you kindly ask our heavenly Father, if it is his will, to
move the difficulties out of the way, or to give me more faith to bear them
bravely? “May God comfort you in this your hour of tidal, is the earnest
prayer of “One belonging to Lake Road Chapel” We pray for a blessing
upon the writer, upon our sorely-tried friend Medhurst, and upon all our
kind helpers everywhere.


COLPORTAGE. — Just lately, the extension of the Colportage work into
new districts has been almost at a standstill; and as several of our agents
have been withdrawn through the cessation of local subscriptions, the
present number is reduced to seventy-four. this is a goodly staff; but surely
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such a valuable enterprise as Colportage should go forward instead of
going backward, or remaining stationary. Impurity, skepticism, and
irreligion are being thrust wholesale upon the public by an unscrupulous
press, in a form to secure the notice of readers of all ages and conditions.
the spread of secular education creates the ability and taste for reading
generally, and vast injury is being inflicted on the minds of tens of
thousands by an immense circulation of books and periodicals of evil
tendency. Further, it is well known that, although there is a plentiful stock
of literature of the highest possible value, and attractively got up,
comparatively little is sold by the regular shopkeepers. Hence the need that
it should be carried to the people in their homes, and its importance urged
upon them.


This is the colporteur’s business; and how well it succeeds may be inferred
from the fact that last year our Association was able to distribute over
£9,000 worth of Bibles and moral and religious literature of all kinds.
Surely there are scores of districts in the land where a colporteur could be
supported! the expense to the locality is only £40 a year (in quarterly
installments), for which comparatively small sum the entire services are
secured of a Christian worker, who is at once a traveling bookseller, sick-
visitor, and evangelist. We are glad to note that a new district has been
opened in the neighborhood of Bromley, Kent, under the auspices of the
Congregational Church, and superintended by our esteemed friend, Pastor
R. H. Lovell. Are there not at least a dozen more churches or friends who
will imitate this good example ‘.: Are there not many who love our Lord
who will help us in this most needful and most useful service for souls?


The Secretary, W. Corden Jones, will gladly correspond with any friends
desiring information or help. the depot is in the Pastors’ College, temple
Street, Southwark, where all letters should be addressed.


PERSONAL NOTES. — A friend in Scotland tells us of quite a gracious
revival which has resulted., instrumentally, through the reading of our
sermon on “the blood of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sin”
(No. 663).


One of our brethren in Jamaica sends us a tract entitled, “Christ the food
of the soul,” containing an extract from one of our sermons. It Was given
to him by a man who was about to be hanged, who said that it had been a
great blessing to him in his terrible condition.
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Another pastor in Jamaica writes : — “Your sermons do good in all sorts
of ways. Mrs. Spurgeon sends me four every month. I read them, and then
lend them to people whom they are likely to suit and help. My day-school
teacher conducts service at, when I am not there (always twice a month),
on which occasion he reads one of your sermons. Last Sunday he read “the
Looking-Glass” (No. 1848). It will cheer you to know that our people
appreciate them very much. A Christian merchant—a Wesleyan local
preacher — always reads one of your sermons when it is his turn to
conduct service.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — November 19, nine; December 3,
six.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


FEBRUARY, 1883.


AN ADDRESS AT THE LORD’S SUPPER,
DELIVERED AT MENTONE,


BY C. H· SPURGEON.


“The cup of blessing which we bless, is it not the communion of the
blood of Christ? the bread which we break, is it not the communion
of the body of Christ? For we being many are one bread, and one
body: for we are all partakers of that one bread.” — 1 Corinthians
10:16, 17.


I WILL read you the text as it is given in the Revised Version - “the cup of
blessing which we bless, is it not a loaf which we break, is it not a
communion of the body of Christ? seeing that we, who are many, are one
loaf, one body: for we all partake of the one loaf” the word “loaf” helps to
bring out more clearly the idea of unity intended to be set forth by the
apostle.


It is a lamentable fact that some have fancied that this simple ordinance of
the Lord’s Supper has a certain magical, or at least physical power about
it, so that by the mere act of eating and drinking this bread and wine men
can be made partakers of the body and blood of Christ It is marvelous that
so plain a symbol should have been so complicated by genufiexions,
adornments, and technical phrases. Can any one see the slightest
resemblance between the Master’s sitting down with the twelve, and the
mass of the Roman community? the original rite is lost in the super-
imposed ritual. Superstition has produced a sacrament where Jesus
intended a fellowship. too many, who would not go the length of Rome,
yet speak of this simple feast as if it were a mystery dark and obscure. they
employ all manner of hard words to turn the children’s bread into a stone.
It is not the Lord’s Supper, but the Eucharist; we see before us no plate,
but a “paten”;: the cup is a” chalice,” and the table is an “altar.” these are







30


incrustations of superstition, whereby the blessed ordinance of Christ is
likely to be again overgrown and perverted.


What does this supper mean? It means communion: communion with
Christ, communion with one another.


What is communion? the word breaks up easily into union, and its prefix
corn, which means with, union with. We must, therefore, first enjoy union
with Christ: and with his church, or else we cannot enjoy communion.
Union lies at the basis of communion. We must be one with Christ in heart,
and soul, and life; baptized into his death; quickened by his life, and so
brought to be members of his body, one with the whole church of which he
is the head. We cannot have communion with Christ till we are in union
with him; and we cannot have communion with the church till we are in
vital union with it.


I. the teaching of the Lord’s Supper is just this — that while we have many
ways of COMMUNION WITH CHRIST, yet the receiving of Christ into our
souls as our Savior is the best way of communion with him.


I said, dear friends, that we have many ways of communion with Christ; let
me show you that it is so.


Communion is ours by personal intercourse with the Lord Jesus. We speak
with him in prayer, and he speaks with us through the Word. Some of us
speak oftener with Christ than we do with wife or child, and our
communion with Jesus is deeper and more thorough than our fellowship
with our nearest friend. In meditation and its attendant thanksgiving we
speak with our risen Lord, and by his Holy Spirit he answers us by creating
fresh thought and emotion in our minds. I like sometimes in prayer, when I
do not feel that I can say anything, just to sit; still, and look up; then faith
spiritually descries the Welt-beloved, and hears his voice in the solemn
silence of the mind. thus we have intercourse with Jesus of a closer sort
than any words could possibly express. Our soul melts beneath the warmth
of Jesus’ love, and darts upward her own love in return. think not that I am
dreaming, or am carried off by the memory of some unusual rhapsody: no,
I assert that the devout soul can converse with the Lord Jesus all the day,
and can have as true fellowship with him as if he still dwelt bodily among
men. this thing comes to me, not by the hearing of the ear, but by my own
personal experience: I know of a surety that Jesus manifests himself unto
his people as he doth not unto the world.
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Ah! what sweet communion often exists between the saint and the Well-
beloved, when there is no bread and wine upon the table, for the Spirit
himself draws the heart of the renewed one, and it runs after Jesus, while
the Lord himself appears unto the longing spirit! truly our fellowship is
with the Father, and with his Son Jesus Christ. Do you enjoy this charming
converse?


Next, we have communion with Christ in his thoughts, views, and
purposes; for his thoughts are our thoughts according to our capacity and
sanctity. Believers take the same view of matters as Jesus does; that which
pleases him pleases them, and that which grieves him grieves them also.
Consider, for instance, the greatest theme of our thought, and see whether
our thoughts are not like those of Christ. He delights in the Father, he
loves to glorify the Father: do not we? Is not the Father the center of our
soul’s delight? Do we not rejoice at the very sound of his name? Does not
our spirit cry, “Abba, Father”? thus it is clear we feel as Jesus feels towards
the Father, and so we have the truest communion with him. this is but one
instance; your contemplations will bring before you a wide variety of topics
wherein we think with Jesus. Now, identity of judgment, opinion, and
purpose forms the highway of communion; yea, it is communion.


We have also communion ‘with Christ in our emotions. Have you never
felt a holy horror when you have heard a word of blasphemy in the street?
Thus Jesus felt when he saw sin, and bore it in his own person: only he felt
it infinitely more than you do. Have you never felt as you looked upon
sinners that you must weep over them? those are holy tears, and contain
the same ingredients as those which Jesus shed when he lamented over
Jerusalem. Yes, in our zeal for God, our hatred of sin, our detestation of
falsehood, our pity for men, we have true communion with Jesus.


Further:. we have had fellowship with Christ in many of our actions. Have
you ever tried to teach the ignorant? this Jesus did. Have you found it
difficult? So Jesus found it. Have you striven to reclaim the backslider :?
then you were in communion with the Good Shepherd who hastens into
the wilderness to find the one lost sheep; finds it, lays it upon his shoulders,
and brings it home rejoicing. Have you ever watched over a soul night and
day with tears? then you have had communion with him who has borne all
our names upon his broken ;heart, and carries the memorial of them upon
his pierced hands. Yes, in acts of self-denial, liberality, benevolence, and
piety, we enter into communion with him who went about doing good.
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Whenever we try ,to disentangle the snarls of strife, and to make peace
between men who are at enmity, then are we doing what the great
Peacemaker did, and we have communion with the Lord and Giver of
peace. Wherever, indeed, we co-operate with the Lord Jesus in his designs
of love to men, we are in true and active communion with him.


So it is with our sorrows. Certain of us have had large fellowship with the
Lord Jesus in affliction. “Jesus wept”: he lost a friend, and so have we.
Jesus grieved over the hardness of men’s hearts: we know that grief. Jesus
was exceedingly sorry that the hopeful young man turned away, and went
back to the world: we know that sorrow. those who have sympathetic
hearts, and live for others, readily enter into the experience of “the Man of
sorrows.” the wounds of calumny, the reproaches of the proud, the venom
of the bigoted, the treachery of the false, and the weakness of the true, we
have known in our measure; and therein have had communion with Jesus.


Nor this alone: we have been. with our divine Master in his joys. I suppose
there never lived a happier man than the Lord Jesus. He was rightly called
“the Man of sorrows”; but he might with unimpeachable truth have been
called “the Man of joys.” He must have rejoiced as he called his disciples,
and they came unto him; as he bestowed healing and relief; as he gave
pardon to penitents, and breathed peace on believers. His was the joy of
finding the sheep, and taking the piece of money out of the dust. His work
was his joy: such joy that for its sake he endured the cross, despising the
shame. the exercise of benevolence is joy to loving hearts: the more pain it
costs the more joy it is. Kind actions make us happy, and in such joy we
find communion with the great heart of Jesus.


Thus have I given you a list of windows of agate and gates of carbuncle
through which you may come at the Lord; but the ordinance of the Lord’s
Supper sets forth a way which surpasses them all. It is the most, accessible
and the most effectual method of fellowship. Here it is that we have
fellowship with the Lord Jesus by receiving him as our Savior. We, being
guilty, accept of his atonement as our sacrificial cleansing, and in token
thereof we eat this bread and drink this cup. “Oh!” says one, “I do not feel
that I can get near to Christ. He is so high and holy, and I am only a poor
sinner.” Just so. For that very reason you can have fellowship with Christ
in that which lies nearest to his heart: he is a Savior, and to be a Savior
there must be a sinner to be saved. Be you that one, and Christ and you
shall at once be in union and communion: he shall save, and you shall be
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saved; he shall sanctify, and you shall be sanctified; and twain shall thus be
one. this table sets before you his great sacrifice. Jesus has offered it; will
you accept it? He does not ask you to bring any-thing — no drop of blood,
no pang of flesh: all is here, and your part is to come and partake of it,
even as of old the offered partook of the peace-offering which he had
brought, and so feasted with God and with the priest. If you work for
Christ, that will certainly be some kind of fellowship with him; but I tell
you that the communion of receiving him into your inmost soul is the
nearest and closest fellowship possible to mortal man. the fellowship of
service is exceedingly honorable, when we and Christ work together for
the same objects; the fellowship of suffering is exceedingly instructive,
when our heart has graven upon it the same characters as were graven
upon the heart of Christ: but still, the fellowship of the soul which receives
Christ, and is received by Christ, is closer, more vital, more essential than
any other. Such fellowship is eternal. No power upon earth can henceforth
take from me the piece of bread which I have just now eaten, it has gone
where it will be made up into blood, and nerve, and muscle, and bone. It is
within me, and of me. that drop of wine has ,coursed through my veins,
and is part and parcel of my being. So he that takes Jesus by faith to be his
Savior has chosen the good part which shall not be taken away from him.
He has received the Christ into his inward parts, and all the men on earth,
and all the devils in hell, cannot extract Christ from him. Jesus saith, “He
that eateth me, even he shall live by me.” By our sincere reception of Jesus
into our hearts an indissoluble union is established between us and the
Lord, and this manifests itself in mutual communion. to as many as
received him, to them has he given this communion, even to them that
believe on his name.


II. I have now to look at another side of communion,—namely, the:
FELLOWSHIP OF TRUE BELIEVERS WITH EACH OTHER. We have many
ways of communing the one with the other, but there is no way of mutual
communing like the common reception of the same Christ in the same
way.! have said that there are many ways in which Christians commune
with one another, and these doors of fellowship I would mention at some
length.


Let me go over much the same ground as before. We commune by holy
converse. I wish we had more of this. time was when they that feared the
Lord spake often one to another; I am afraid that now they more often
speak one against another. It is a grievous thing that fall often love lies
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bleeding by a brother’s hand. Where we are not quite so bad as that, yet we
are often backward and silent, and so miss profitable converse. Our insular
reserve has often made one Christian sit by another in utter isolation, when
each would have been charmed with the other’s company. Children of one
family need not wait to be introduced to each other: having eaten of this
one bread we have given and received the token of brotherhood; let us
therefore act consistently with our relationship, and fall into holy
conversation next time we meet. I am afraid that Christian brotherhood in
many cases begins and ends inside the place of worship. Let it not be so
among us. Let it be our delight to find our society in the circle of which
Jesus is the center, and let us make those our friends who are the friends of
Jesus. By frequent united prayer and praise, and by ministering the one to
the other the things which we have learned by the Spirit, we shall have
fellowship with each other in our Lord Jesus Christ.


I am sure that all Christians have fellowship together in their thoughts. In
the essentials of the gospel we think alike: in our thoughts of God, of
Christ, of sin, of holiness, we keep step; in our intense desire to promote
the kingdom of our Lord we are as one. All spiritual life is one. the
thoughts raised by the Spirit of God in the souls of men are never contrary
to each other. I say not that the thoughts of all professors agree, but I do
assert that the minds of the truly regenerate in all sects, and in all ages, are
in harmony with each other, — a harmony which often excites delighted
surprise in those who perceive it. the marks that divide one set of nominal
Christians from another set are very deep and wide to those who have’
nothing of religion but the name; yet living believers scarcely notice them.’
Boundaries which separate the cattle of the field are no division to the birds
of the air. Our minds, thoughts, desires, and hopes are one in Christ Jesus,
and herein we have communion.


Beloved friends, our emotions are another royal road of fellowship. You sit
down and tell your experience, and I smile to think that you are telling
mine. Sometimes a young believer enlarges upon the sad story of his trials
and temptations, imagining that nobody ever had to endure so great a fight,
when all the while he is only describing the common adventures of those
who go on pilgrimage; and we are all communing with him, When we talk
together about our Lord, are we not agreed? When we speak of our
Father, and all his dealings with us, are we not one? And when ;re weep,
and when we sigh, and when we sing, and when we rejoice, are we not all
akin? Heavenly fingers touching like strings within our hearts bring forth
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the selfsame notes, for we are the products of the same Maker, and tuned
to the same praise. Real harmony exists among all the true people of God:
Christians are one in Christ.


We have communion with one another, too, in our actions. We unite in
trying to save men: I hope we do. We join in instructing, warning, inviting,
and persuading sinners to come to Jesus. Our life-ministry is the same: we
are workers together with God. We live out the one desire ‘thy kingdom
come. Thy will be done in earth, as it is in heaven.”


Certainly we have much communion one with the other in our sufferings
there is not a poor sick or despondent saint upon the earth with whom we
do not sympathize at this moment, for we are fellow-members, and
partakers of the sufferings of Christ. I hope we can say’-


“Is there a lamb in all thy flock,
I would disdain to feed?


Is there a foe, before whose face,
I fear thy cause to plead?”


No, we suffer with each other, and bear each other’s burdens, and so fulfill
the law of Christ. If we do not, we have reason for questioning our own
faith; but if we do so, we have communion with each other.


I hope we have fellowship in our joys. Is one happy? We would not envy
him, but rejoice with him. Perhaps this is not so universal as it should be
among professors. Are we at once glad because another prospers? If
another star outshines ours, do we delight in its radiance? When we meet a
brother with ten talents, do we congratulate ourselves on having such a
man given to help us, or do we depreciate him as much as we can? Such is
the depravity of our nature that we do not readily rejoice in the progress of
others if they leave us behind; but we must school ourselves to this. A man
will readily sit down and sympathize with a friend’s griefs, but if he sees
him honored end esteemed he is apt to regard him as a rival, and does not
readily rejoice with him. this ought not to he; without effort we ought to be
happy in our brother’s happiness. If we are ill, be this our comfort, that
many are in robust health; if we are faint, let us be glad that others are
strong in the Lord. thus shall we enjoy a happy fellowship like that of the
perfected above.


When I have put all these modes of Christian communion together, no one
of them is so sure, so strong, so deep, as communion in receiving the same
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Christ as our Savior, and trusting in the same blood for cleansing unto
eternal life. Here on the table you have the tokens of the broadest and
fullest communion. this is a kind of communion which you and I cannot
choose or reject: if we are in Christ, it is and must be ours. Certain brethren
restrict their communion in the outward ordinance, and they think they
have good reasons for doing so; but. I am unable to see the force of their
reasoning, because I joyfully observe that these brethren commune with
other believers in prayer, and praise, and hearing of the word, and other
ways: the fact being that the matter of real communion is very largely
beyond human control, and is to the spiritual body what the circulation of
the blood is to the natural body, — a necessary process not dependent
upon volition. In perusing a deeply spiritual book of devotion you have
been charmed and benefited, and yet upon looking at the title-page it may
be you have found that the author belonged to the church of Rome. What
then? Why, then it has happened that the inner life has broken all barriers,
and your spirits have communed. For my own part, in reading certain
precious works, I have loathed their Romanism, and yet I have had close
fellowship with their writers in weeping over sin, in adoring at the foot of
the cross, and in rejoicing in the glorious enthronement of our Lord. Blood
is thicker than water, and no fellowship is more inevitable and sincere than
fellowship in the precious blood, and in the risen life of our Lord Jesus
Christ. Here in the common reception of the one loaf we bear witness that
we are one: and in the actual participation of all the ,chosen in the one
redemption that unity is in very deed displayed and matured in the most
substantial manner. Washed in the one blood, fed on the same loaf, cheered
by the same cup, all differences pass away:, and “we, being many, are one
body in Christ, and every one members one of another.”


Now then, dear friends, if this kind of fellowship be the best, LET US TAKE


CARE TO ENJOY It. Let us at this hour avail ourselves of it. Let us take
care to see Christ in the mirror of this ordinance. Have any of you eaten
the bread, and yet have you not seen Christ? then you have gained no
benefit. Have you drunk the wine, but have you not remembered the Lord?
Alas, I fear you have eaten and drunk condemnation to yourselves, not
discerning the Lord’s body. But if you did see through the emblems, as
aged persons see through their spectacles, then you have been thankful for
such aids to vision. But what is the use of glasses if there is nothing to look
at? and what is the use of the communion if Christ be not in our thoughts
and hearts?
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If you did discern the Lord then be sure, again, to accept him. Say to
yourself, “All that Christ is to any he shall be to me. Does he save sinners?
He shall save me. Dose he change men’s hearts? He shall change mine. Is
he all in all to those that trust him? He shall be all in all to me.” I have
heard persons say that they do not know how to take Christ. What says the
apostle? “the word is nigh thee, even in thy mouth, and in thy heart.” If you
have something in your mouth that you desire to eat, what is the best thing
to do? Will you not swallow it? that is exactly what faith does. Christ’s
word of grace is very near you, it is on your tongue: let it go down into
your inmost soul. Say to your Savior, “I know I am not fit to receive thee,
O Jesus, but since thou dost graciously come to me as bread comes to the
hungry, I joyfully receive thee, rejoicing to feed upon thee. Since thou dost
come to me as the fruit of the vine to a thirsty man, Lord, I take thee,
willingly, and I thank thee that this reception is all that thou dost require of
me. Has not thy Spirit so put it — ‘As many as received him, to them gave
he power to become the sons of God, ,even to them that believe on his
name’?”


Beloved friends, when you have thus received Jesus, fail not to rejoice in
him as having received him. How many there are who have received Christ,
who talk and act as if they never had received him. It is a poor dinner of
which a man says, after he has eaten it, that he feels as if he had not dined;
and it is a poor Christ of whom anyone can say, “I have received him, but I
am none the happier, none the more at peace.” If you have received Jesus
into your heart, you are saved; you are justified. Do you whisper, “I hope
so”? Is that all? Do you not know? the hopings and hoppings of so many
are a poor way of going; put both feet clown, and say, “I know whom I
have believed, and am persuaded that he is able to keep that which I have
committed unto him against that day.” You are either saved or lost; there is
no state between the two. You are either pardoned or condemned; and you
have good reason for the highest happiness or else you have grave causes
for the direst anxiety. If you have received the atonement, be as glad as you
can be; and if you are still an unbeliever, rest not till Christ is yours.


Oh, the joy of continually entering into fellowship with Christ, in such a
way that you never lose his company! Be this yours, beloved, every day,
and all the day! May his shadow fall upon you as you rest in the sun, or
stray in the gardens. May his voice cheer you as you lie down upon the
sea-shore, and listen to the murmuring of the waves; may his presence
glorify the mountain solitude as you climb the hills. May Jesus; be to you
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an all-surrounding presence, lighting up the night, perfuming the day,
gladdening all places, and sanctifying all pursuits. Our Beloved is not a
friend for Lord’s-days only, but for week-days too: he is the inseparable
companion of his loving disciples. those who have had fellowship with his
body and his blood at this table may have the Lord as an habitual guest at
their own tables: those who have met their Master in this upper room may
expect him to make their own chamber bright with his royal presence. Let
fellowship with Jesus and with the elect brotherhood be henceforth the
atmosphere of our life, the joy of our existence. this will give us a heaven
below, and prepare us for heaven above.


SICKENING OF SIN


A MAN mad with brandy leaped into the harbor at Boulogne. A fisherman
plunged in, and lifted him out. In a few minutes the poor lunatic repeated
the act, and was again rescued. this did not suffice, for he was over the
boat’s side again, and more than ever likely to be drowned, He who
undertook to save him this third time was a wise man, and therefore saved
him on a better system than before. He ducked him beneath the waves
again and again, sousing, saturating, and filling’ him with the brine, so as to
give him a sickening of it. thus have we seen your easy converts return to
the danger from which we hoped they had escaped: but by deep
convictions, and a sense of divine wrath, the Holy Spirit makes surer work
of those upon whom he operates; for thus he sickens men of venturing
again into the deep. fro? which they have been drawn with difficulty. Any
true conversion is good, but we confess our liking, to the old-fashioned
Bunyan-like experience. A little drenching and half-drowning in terror
nauseates men of iniquity, and this is a great point gained.—C. H. S.


MAKE ALL SURE


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A HOUSE had been rapidly run up. It was six stories high, and built of
stone, with thick walls. All had proceeded without hindrance, and the roof
was being placed upon the structure. It was, however, wretchedly put
together, and the foundation was bad. What mattered? It looked
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substantial. Plastered over it would make an attractive hotel, for it was
admirably situated; and if it did not stand for ages yet it would serve for
immediate use, and bring in a good return, and then it could be sold, and
the new comer would have to look to repairs. So thought the builder, and
he was no more of a rogue than others are who think only of themselves
and the immediate present. Had all gone smoothly so might it have been;
but things did not go smoothly, for there came a waterspout upon the hills
above the town, and the rain fell in tropical abundance upon the town itself.
A flood rushed into the streets, and swept by the wall of this new Fabric
with tremendous force. It lasted scarce half-an-hour, but it was a torrent,
four feet deep, of mud and water, driven with great velocity, and it did a
vast amount of mischief in that space, even to the drowning of six or more
human beings. When we saw the fine new hotel that was to have been, it
was shored up with immense timbers, for the foundations were giving way,
and the walls were ready to come down in a heap. Everybody said, “It
must be taken down.”


This is after the fashion of many a man’s religion. It is a fine pile, and
promises great usefulness to the man himself, and possibly to others. true,
it is somewhat of the kind known as “a contract job,” yet it is fairly well
put together. Not much cement of grace, no solid foundation upon eternal
verities — such things are rather old-fashioned; but in lieu of these
substantial matters a good deal of stucco and plaster of Paris has been
used, composed of charity to all denominations, and broad views on
spiritual subjects. the lofty edifice might have stood a lifetime at least if the
weather had been propitious, but alas! an unusual temptation happened,
and in a few minutes the structure would have gone to the ground if it had
not been propped up with extra hypocrisy and cunning deceit. As it is, it
will have to be taken down sooner or later, and it will be better sooner than
later.


The hotel is a wretched object now, and hardly safe for those who pass by;
it must come down. But what a waste of labor I What ruinous expense in
putting up, taking down, and putting up again.. the like is the case of the
badly-built professor; his condition after has late temptation by no means
commands respect. to what purpose has been his waste of professional
zeal! What cost yet awaits him! Getting up the name of a Christian man,
repenting of the deceit, and clearing one’s self of the falsehood, and then
going to God in sincerity so as to get upon the true foundation: all these
make up a lengthened process. How much better for the professing man to
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have taken heed to his building at the first! Solidity turns out to be
economy. truth pays best. Wood, hay, and stubble may be cheap at the
moment, but before long they prove to be more costly than gold, silver,
and precious stones. When the fire comes, see how they are whirled away
in clouds of smoke, while the poor builder loses his all. Mark how in
another case the flood saps and mines the lower tiers of stone, and makes
the wall heave, and shift, and bulge till great is the fall thereof. Let us learn
from the follies of others. Fires and floods will come to us also, and we
shall be doubly blamed if they find us unprepared; for as we are forewarned
we ought to be forearmed. God grant we may be.


Take heed to thyself, good master, and do thy work for eternity, for
anything less lasting will bring thee misery, Dig deep; build firmly, and be
prepared for the unexpected. The motto of the Armorers’ Company in the
olden time is a wise counsel for every man among us. Leave nothing
uncertain in thy soul’s affairs, but—MAKE ALL SURE.


CALL TO THE MINISTRY


JAMES,” said a motherly woman to a young man whose first sermon she
had just heard, “James, why did you enter the ministry?” “I had a call from
the Lord,” said the young man. And then came the reply, “But are you sure
it wasn’t some other noise that you heard?”


We wish this “motherly woman” had been near when certain good men,
whom we will not further indicate, first went up the pulpit stairs. But as
providence did not so arrange it, we beg to state that we know of a fatherly
man who longs to see the aforesaid brethren receive a divine call to go
back to the plough, the needle, the awl, the yard-measure, or the scales. Is
it not better to attempt something you cab do, than weary people with
what you can’t do? Is it not better to be a genuine penny than a sovereign
that everybody refuses to take? It must be more glorifying to God for a
man to build the walls of a barn than to pull down those of a church. Better
sew cloth than rend a congregation. Better feed sheep than starve souls.
Nobody likes to say this to any one individual, but it were a consummation
devoutly to be wished if the right persons would be so good as to think it
for themselves. Kindness, benevolence, admiration, can in some cases do
no better thing than gently say, “Dear good brother, do give yourself a fair
chance of serving God. Leave off being a poor tongue, and be a dexterous
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hand, or a watchful eye.” Is there not something in the observation?—C.
H. S.


TO THE BIBLE-CLASSES AT MANSFIELD-
STREET SOUTHWARK


A LETTER FROM PASTOR C. H. SPURGEON.


DEAR YOUNG FRIENDS,-,the wheels of my mind have been revolving
without grinding anything, because I could not find the grist for the mill in
the form of a subject. At last I have found one very near home in the name
of the classes to which you belong. You are members of BIBLE-CLASSES,
and therein lies much that is worth considering. the Bible is the best of
studies; may you be the best of students. It deserves at your hands
reverence, attention, meditation, obedience, and imitation: if these be
rendered to it, the Bible will render hack to you a choice return. the
warning of our Lord concerning hearing the word is equally true of the
reading of it; he said, “take heed what ye hear: with what measure ye mete
it shall be measured to you; and unto you that hear shall more be given.”


Certain insects assume the color of the leaves they feed upon; and they are
but emblems of a great law of our being: our minds take the hue of the
subjects whereon they think. “As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he.”
Readers of trash become trashy; lovers of skeptical books become
skeptical; and students of the Bible, who are in real earnest, become
biblical, and display the qualities ,of the Bible. If you read, mark, learn, and
inwardly digest the word of God, the qualities of that word will be
displayed in you. A man fed on Bibline is a man indeed. In the history of
heroes, there are none who show so much moral muscle and spiritual sinew
as those who make the word of God their necessary ‘food.


At this time I would remind you of one of the most striking characteristics
of the Bible, namely, its holiness. On the back of nearly every copy of the
Sacred Scriptures we read the words HOLY BIBLES. It is not the only holy
thing or holy book in the world; but yet the Bible is pre-eminently holy,
because of its holy Author, its holy subjects its holy spirit, and its holy
tendency. It is a book for holy men, and a book to make men holy. You
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are, then, members of Holy Bible-classes; may the classes be holy as well
as the Bible, and may you all be holy members of Bible-classes.


Hard-by this word Holy Bible lies my subject; indeed, it grows out of it. I
want you to exhibit holy happiness. the devil has cunningly persuaded
many young people that holiness means mopishness and misery. No
falsehood is more entirely baseless than this; and yet it is commonly
accepted, and works a world of mischief. For youthful minds are fascinated
by the idea of happiness, and frightened with the notion of melancholy; and
therefore the evil one tries to blacken the fair face of holiness with the
‘smoke of this slanderous suggestion —that godly people are gloomy
people. the fact is that true holiness is the only source of real happiness. No
man can be thoroughly and lastingly happy unless he is holy; and if he be
holy, no man can be utterly or lastingly miserable. Holiness and happiness
are so joined together by the hand of God that they never can be long
apart. through various causes they may for awhile be sundered; but they
are so wedded that they are sure to meet again. I desire greatly that all of
you who are believers in the Lord Jesus may prove by your happy and holy
lives that this is the case. I would have the warmth of your zeal for God
attended by the light of your joy in God. I would have the sharp sword of
your convictions adorned with the golden hilt of your delight in the Lord.
this will cause you to honor God, and make you useful to others. I have
heard that of old they would smear the wings of a dove with delicious
perfume, and thus attract flocks of others to the dove-cote. Joyful
Christians are attractive Christians, and my prayer is that all of you may be
such.


You will see clearly that holiness and happiness must walk hand in hand if
you will remember that the most holy being in existence, namely, the Lord
our God himself, is also the happiest of beings. He is the blessed God
because his name is “. Holy,. holy, holy!” We may be sure, then, that those
who become like God in holiness will become like him in happiness.
Holiness draws them near to God, makes them enjoy more of the love of
God, and makes them more full of God, and hence it gives them fellowship
with the bliss of God, in whose presence there is fullness of joy. the next
happiest beings are holy angels: and these are supremely happy because
they are wholly sanctified unto God: they have harps in their hands and
hallelujahs on their lips because they have holiness in their hearts. My
observation proves to me that the happiest of men are those whose lives
are “holiness unto the Lord.” they have sorrows and trials which the







43


wicked do not share; but, they have also an exceeding store of happiness
with which the ungodly cannot meddle. Certainly there are no people in
this world that I have ever envied except those whom I have known to be
remarkable for their holy lives. I have never longed to be a king, nor
wished to be an emperor, but I have sighed, and cried, and prayed to be
like the excellent of the earth, in whom is all my delight.


Next, it must seem highly probable to you that God would have created us
so that obedience to himself would yield us satisfaction, and disobedience
would bring with it disquietude and sorrow. And, indeed, he has
constituted us upon that principle, so that righteousness is peace to a man,
and sin is misery. This order has been greatly disturbed by the Fall, and by
the existence of wicked men; and hence it occurs that apparently the
wicked have the, best of it, and the gracious are sorely tried: still it remains
true that when we are in accord with the Lord our mind enjoys peace, and
when we quarrel with him we quarrel with ourselves. In this lies the
essence of happiness or misery, for if there be peace within the bosom, no
outward trouble can disturb our joy; and if there he no rest within, no
external comforts can cheer the heart. Conscience is a deadly foe to
happiness when men indulge in sin. Folly full often bears with it a
temporary pleasure like the crackling of thorns under a pot; it yields a
passing gratification as the meteor flashes for a moment; but, after all, the
utmost enjoyments that come of sin are so short- lived and so mean that
they are not worthy of immortal man. Pleasures which we share with swine
are but of small account. the deep content which springs from being right
and doing right is a jewel worth more than all the mirth which ever stirred
the soul of the gayest of the gay at the height of their hilarity. the human
mind cannot find a quiet anchorage except in the roadstead of full
fellowship with God: it is so formed and fashioned that as long as it is
sinful it is like the troubled sea which cannot rest. If you have ever come
home at night from a place of questionable amusement, I am sure you have
felt much disquiet when left alone; you have forgotten all your merriment
when your companions have departed, and in the pain of reflection you
have made a resolve never to go again. How different your thoughts upon
returning home from a Bible-class, or a prayer-meeting, where you have
enjoyed the presence of God! You have felt a deep repose of heart, and a
true joy, which needed no noisy company or boisterous shouting to keep it
up. this is the happiness which I wish you always to feel—a joy which can
be weighed in the scales of judgment, tried by the tests of reason, enjoyed
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in solitude, ay, and enjoyed on a dying bed. God, I say, has so made you
that happiness comes to you through holiness. Believe me, except you are
holy, you shall never know what real happiness means. Again, it would
appear to be according to the universal rule of nature that a man who
obeys the laws of God should be happy, and that he who rebels against
them should find it hard to kick against the pricks. Outward nature teaches
us that harmony is produced by obedience to law. Sun, moon, and stars,
and all the elements are invariably obedient to their Maker’s will. Since the
hour when he established the heavens and the earth they have kept his
ordinances without a single breach, and consequently they have continued
to stand fast and abide in their places. If there could be a planet
uncontrolled by gravitation, what would become of it? Now, if a man sets
himself in opposition to the course of creation and the custom of the
universe, must he not in many ways come into collision with God. and with
the forces under his control, and so meet with damage and injury? For my
part, I find my rest in being at one with the one God, and in being a loyal
subject of the blessed and only Potentate. I like to look up to the silent
stars and feel that the God who made them all is my Friend, and that!
desire to order my life in accordance with his will. this gives me great
happiness; but if I were compelled to confess myself the enemy of that All-
wise and Almighty One, who rides upon the wings of the wind, and makes
the clouds the dust of his feet, I should feel. that I had entered upon a
contest for which I am altogether unequal, and that it would surely involve
me in pains and penalties which I am not able to bear.


Those who talk of holiness as being necessarily mopishness have no reason
by which they can justify their statement. What is there in a gracious life
that should involve misery? A holy man is pardoned: is there anything in
the forgiveness of sins to produce distress of mind’? A holy man is changed
in heart: is there anything g to be deplored in a new heart and a right spirit?
A holy man is a child of God, beloved of his heavenly Father, guarded by
holy angels, comforted by the Holy Spirit, made an heir of God, and joint
heir with Jesus Christ: is there anything in all this to excite sorrow? A holy
man knows that all his present affairs are in the hands of God, that even his
trials and afflictions are sanctified to his good, and that God will never
leave him, nor forsake him, world without end: what is ;here in this state of
things to make him feel unhappy? the Christian is on his way to a peaceful
death, a glorious resurrection, and an eternal life of immeasurable felicity,
— will such an outlook make him wretched? to my mind there are ten
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thousand times ten thousand reasons why every genuine Christian should
be happy as the days are long; and there is not one single reason in holiness
why a man should ever exhibit a doleful countenance. Alas! it is our
unholiness Which troubles us: it is because we cannot be as holy as we
wish that we are not as happy as we wish. When we shall be perfectly holy
we shall be perfectly happy.


But it is not a matter of mere argument and supposition. I have seen for
myself, ay, and enjoyed for myself, the happiness which comes of holiness.
I have seen very poor Christian persons far more happy than rich
worldlings, because they have walked with God. I have visited bed-ridden
persons, full of pain and near to death, who have been almost as happy as
the angels in heaven, and have sent me out of their bed-chambers refreshed
with their psalms of delight. Yes, and I have seen, dying with consumption
and other diseases, young people like yourselves, who have displayed in
the hour of their departure far more exquisite joy than I have witnessed at
wedding-feasts. When I have myself been able to plead successfully with
God in prayer, when I have overcome a temptation to evil in my own heart,
when I have been able to do the work of the Lord Jesus Christ faithfully
and truly, — then have I felt that holiness is happiness; and therefore I
speak positively upon this point.


If any of you still entertain a doubt, I would say, “0 taste and see that the
Lord is good!” As Samson brought the honey in his hands to his father and
mother, so would I tell you of my happiness, that you may enjoy the like.
No knowledge is so sure as that which comes of personal experience: why
should we not obtain such knowledge, each one for himself? Hasten by
humble prayer to the Lord Jesus, and put your trust in him: his atonement
is the lifeblood of holiness. His Spirit will create in you that clean heart
which is the well-spring of a holy life. thus washed and renewed you shall
go forth with joy, and be led forth with peace: the mountains and the hills
shall break forth before you into slurring, and all the trees of the field shall
clap their hands.


I am rejoiced to hear that some of your number have been converted to
God, and have lately put on Christ. to you I would more especially say —
let your holiness be always clothed in the silken garments of happiness. Be
pictures of Christ in your lives, and let the pictures be hung in the golden
frames of cheerfulness. Be not frivolous, but be joyful; gravely, heartily,
deeply joyful. Is it not written, Let the righteous glad; let them rejoice
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before God; yea, let them exceedingly rejoice “? Happiness is the light
which flashes from the glittering armor of righteousness. If holiness be the
priest, let happiness be the ephod of blue, and scarlet, and fine-twined
linen, hung with bells and pomegranates, which he wears for glory and for
beauty. Spend your days, not in sighing over the present, but in singing
about the future; not in finding fault with others, but in finding help for
them; not in moaning and groaning over your hard work or your ill-health,
but in praising and blessing God for the comforts of your station, and for
the possibilities of glorifying his name. Be most happy when you are most
engaged in holy service: then is the time for the high-sounding cymbals.
Have happy Sundays, happy Bible-classes, happy prayer-meetings, and
happy school-addresses. May all these be preludes of that happiest of days
when you shall see the face of the happy God, and be with him for ever and
ever.


Yours very heartily,
C. H. SPURGEON.


THE POPULAR AND BROMLEY TABERNACLE,
BRUNSWICK ROAD, POPLAR


THE accompanying engraving is a representation of the tabernacle which
was opened, on the 13th of September last, for the ministry of Pastor W.
T. Lambourne, who entered the College in 1872. It has been the lot of Mr.
Lain bourne to serve the Master in one of the most needy quarters of the
metropolis, and the completion of this new building shows in what degree
his persevering labors have been successful. He began with scarcely any
congregation at all; but there is a fair prospect of the new building—which
will seat over eleven hundred persons — being fairly filled from Sabbath to
Sabbath. The cost will be £3,700, and about a fourth part of that sum will
have to be raised before the debt is finally extinguished. the energy which
the pastor has thrown into the work deserves to be cordially recognized;
and much is it needed in his vast and religiously destitute district. there are
miles upon miles of streets, and a teeming population, in Poplar, and
churches and chapels appear to be almost as scarce as trees in a sandy
desert. the chapel is so constructed that an additional gallery can be put in
when required, and we trust that this will speedily be the case. the present
schoolroom is not half large enough to accommodate the children who
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attend, and a sum of (pounds)1600 is required to double the space, by
raising the roof and putting in another floor. this work will not ‘be begun
until the main building is out of debt. Mr. Lambourne has gathered his own
congregation; and there is room for other brethren who have the ability to
build upon their own foundation. the harvest is vast indeed in the East End;
where are the laborers? London grows at an amazing rate, and there are
few that lay its needs to heart. It threatens to become the citadel of
heathenism, for attendance at places of worship grows less and less from
year to year; and houses of prayer do not multiply as the people do. the
struggle to build a new chapel is something terrible: men fail under it. Yet
this need not be, and should not be. If men of wealth gave as they should
there would remain no great difficulty; but, alas, few think of their
stewardship, and many care only to increase their hoardings. A curse is on
the gold which is withheld at the price of blood, — reserved to the ruin of
souls.


The Roman; or, On the Wings of the Morning. A tale of the Renaissance.
By D. Alcock. T. Fisher Unwin. WELL intended, but heavy. When we had,
as a matter of duty, read this volume we felt utterly wearied, and came to
the conclusion that the game did not pay for the candle. Five minutes of
history or three minutes of theology would have conveyed to us far more
instruction than an hour of such elaborate story-telling.


NOTES


OUR personal record for the past month may be summed up in the words
of the Psalmist, “I will sing of mercy and judgment.” Never did we enjoy
better health and more sweet repose than at Mentone up to December
18th. All the time of our sojourn in the south the mind had been clear and
vigorous, and much good work was done. Such happiness was enjoyed
that we considered it to be the forecast of coming trial, and the preparation
for it. the remark was made to our ,dear friend and secretary, Joseph W.
Harrald, that such enjoyment must surely be followed by tribulation. So has
it proved. We reached home on December 19th, and on Sunday, Dec. 24th,
Mr. Harrald’s wife suddenly sickened and died, leaving him with four little
ones. On that day an attack of rheumatism was upon us, and though the
preaching was carried on, we could not rise from the conch on Christmas-
day, the 25th. It was no small sorrow to find our companion so sorely
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bereaved, and to be unable to unite with our dear orphan family in their
joys. this was the dawn of the dark day. While we were still ill, and unable
to visit him, our dear and valued friend and deacon, William Higgs, was
called to his rest, January 3rd. In him his family have lost the best, of
fathers, we have lost a loving helper, the church a valued counselor, and
the Orphanage its treasurer and a wise trustee. He was buried at Norwood,
amid a great representative assembly, who all lamented him. At that very
hour the hand of the Lord was stretched out again, and a second greatly-
esteemed deacon fell down in paralysis, never to recover consciousness
again. William Mills, our faithful helper, fell asleep January 12th, leaving us
all to mourn his loss. In him the poor of the church have lost a kind and
careful guardian, and all of us a hearty friend, Other friends, less known but
much esteemed, also had passed away a little before these blows at the first
staggered, not only the pastor, but all the circle of workers. Blessed be
God, he has helped us, he has sustained the bereaved, and enabled us all to
say — “ the Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name
of the Lord.”


May we not beg for a special share in the prayers of the Lord’s people in
this hour of our need? Surely. these clouds mean rain. A great blessing ;s
on its way, and these trials are the shadow of its wings. God grant it may
be so. Ministers die, deacons die, but Christ lives; and his church must live
also. the Lord will provide men for his work; for are they not his ascension
gifts for the perfecting of his church?


We beg to record with unutterable thankfulness the great kindness of many
friends, who have offered us their sympathy and their aid; and especially
we would note the goodness of the Lord in leading so many to send in
liberal help to the Institutions at a time when any care in that direction
would have added to our burden. the addition of girls to the Orphanage has
much increased the need, but we joyfully believe that the Lord is in
proportion multiplying the number of our helping friends. thank you, dear
helpers, one and all. You are true yoke-fellows. If the day of sorrow should
come to you also, may cups of cold water be handed out to you when your
souls are athirst for sympathy.


Here, too, we must make public record of our boundless debt of gratitude
to our brother, J. A. Spurgeon, who has borne far more than his share of
burdens, with that unwearied love and endurance which he has ever shown
to his weaker brother. His spirit dwells in all our beloved church-officers,
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and is found in the whole circle of our helpers. the Lord reward him and
them.


We gird up our loins for work to come. the Lord of hosts is with us. the
God. of Jacob is our Refuge. “the Lord is good, a strong-hold in the day of
trouble; and he knoweth them that trust in him.”


On Monday evening, January 8, special interest was given to the
tabernacle prayer-meeting by the attendance of several clergymen and
ministers and their friends, who had assembled for united prayer, in
response to the invitation of the South London B ranch of the Evangelical
Alliance. three incumbents, and three times as many ministers, took tea
together, and spent a happy season in prayer and communion before the
public gathering. It was good to be there. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, and the
Revs. Burman Cassin, of St. George’s, and J. McKenny, of Lambeth,
addressed the meeting. Many prayers were presented at the throne of
grace, and it would have been hard to tell who was the Wesleyan and who
‘the Calvinist, who the Churchman and who the Dissenter.


The saints in prayer appear as one
In word, and deed, and mind;


While with the Father and the Son
Sweet fellowship they find.”


On Monday evening, January 15, the Pastors, and Deacons, and Elders of
the tabernacle church met for tea, prayer, and communion before the
regular prayer-meeting, in order to unitedly recognize the hand of God in
the removal of the two deacons who had been called to their reward, and
also to seek divine guidance in the season of sorrow. Old men were there
past fourscore years, and the younger brethren who have more lately been
ordained to office: none were absent of the whole number save four whose
sorrow it was to be unable to come, and these were there in spirit. It was a
solemn, holy, hopeful gathering of men chastened in spirit, and the Holy
Spirit made it full of spiritual benefit to all present. the Lord was known
among us in the breaking of bread. the Pastor’s heart was comforted. At
the public assembly in the tabernacle a very large congregation met
together, and the spirit which had pervaded the officers’ meeting manifestly
rested upon the greater company. there was much solemn heartsearching,
deep submission to our heavenly Father’s will, and an earnest desire that
his glory might be increased by the dark experience through which we were
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passing; and we believe it will be so. Joyous hope is visible, like clear
shining after rain.


The Bazaar in aid of the fund for the erection of the New Mission Hall for
Bermondsey was a great success. the first four days’ sales realized £1,800,
and so many articles remained unsold that it was decided to re-open the
bazaar, after the necessary interval, during which we attended to the
mournful duty of burying our beloved deacons, W. Higgs and W. Mills. the
stall-keepers were again at; their posts on the 17th ult., and a considerable
amount was added to the fund. the Pastor heartily thanks those
indefatigable friends who have worked so cheerfully under Mr. Murrell’s
lead, and accomplished this grand result; and also those devoted followers
who came from far to help in this effort. A good deal remains to be done to
complete the Bermondsey Hall; but the worst; of the work is over. this
great enterprise will he inaugurated most hopefully; by the help of a few
more givers the matter will be put out of hand. Another well opened in the
wilderness! the Lord be praised!


Mrs. SPURGEON’S BOOK: FUND. — the seventh annual diary of the Book
Fund and its Work is now ready, and can be obtained of Messrs. Passmore
and Alabaster, post.-free for seven stamps, or through any bookseller for
sixpence. Next month we hope, to give extracts from this fragrant annual.
Meanwhile, in our impartial, critical judgment, we declare this Report to be
equal to any of its predecessors; what more could be said?


AUCKLAND TABERNACLE. — From son tom comes the following letter:—


Auckland, New Zealand,


Monday, Dec. 4, 1882. My very dear Father,-I know not how to thank you
for the great interest you have taken in our cause and work. We shall have
a vast deal to thank you for before you have done, I can see. Up to the
present! have received only the October Sword and Trowel, and were this
letter penned a week hence I should, doubtless, have to acknowledge a far
larger amount than that records. Sight demands much gratitude, and Faith
says, “Make it more.” I beg, therefore, to thank you, and through you the
kind donors, for the material assistance rendered to us. Many of the names
in the Magazine list I recognize as belonging to dear friends to whom I
would gladly write, but that too much time would so be occupied. Please
thank them on my behalf. this is my opportunity, also, for acknowledging
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the loving gifts of those who have been working for our bazaar. the goods
will be here in time, though they are not yet to hand.


Such friends, as well as yourself, will rejoice to learn that we have lately
had many encouragements. A gentleman who is not a member with us has
given us £100, and from several of my colonial friends we have had some
substantial aid. By March next we hope to have paid for the site (£3200),
and to possess the value of old property as a nucleus for actual building
operations. this, I think, is good work in a short time, and the best of it is
that nothing has been stinted — rather have we had extraordinary expenses
connected with church work. We want (“if possible,” some add) to pay our
way, and avoid debt. it is possible — we must make it possible — so I say,
and cry, “It shall be done.”


We have no doubt that when we receive a picture of the proposed chapel,
and the work has commenced, friends will give ample help to our son.


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. t. Perry has settled at Lordship
Lane, Dulwich, and Mr. F. Potter at Thaxted, Essex. Mr. A. Greet has
removed from Quorndon to Little King’s Hill, Great Missenden, Bucks;
and Mr. C. Wilson Smith from Carbondale to Bloomsburg, Columbia
County, Pennsylvania.


Mr. A. Fairbrother has arrived safely in Auckland, and has commenced his
mission work among the Maoris. Our son, Thomas Spurgeon, has firm
confidence that we have sent the right man. Oh for the seal of the Holy
Spirit upon his labors!


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Fullerton and Smith commenced, under very
hopeful auspices, a series of services at Hitchin, on the 14th. ult., at the
close of which they are to visit Luton the reports sent to us concerning
their meetings at -Ross and Hereford, at the, end of last year, are
exceedingly encouraging. We cannot find space for all that we should like
to publish, but we must insert the following letter, with grateful thanks to
the venerable writer for his valuable testimony : —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — Although the correspondence that, every day
claims a share of your attention must be enormous, yet, as the oldest
nonconformist minister, in age and service, holding a charge in this city, I
cannot refrain from very warmly thanking you for the services of the two
honored brethren, Messrs. Fullerton and Smith. their visit to this city has
been truly a blessing. Not only have many come forward to declare
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themselves on the Lord’s side, but I have good reason to hope, from what
I have already seen, that the members of our churches have received a
quickening which will issue in permanent results. Our dear brother, Mr.
Fullerton, preaches the gospel with a clearness and power I have never
heard surpassed; and Mr. Smith has the happy gift of throwing over the
audience such a mellowing influence that minds unconsciously open, like
the flower to the sun, to receive without prejudice the solemn things they
listen to. Night after night we have had overflowing congregations and
inquiring souls. I wish to say that during thirty-six years of ministerial life I
have never attended a series of Evangelistic services which have
commended themselves so entirely to my intelligence and heart as those we
have just been privileged with. With many thanks to you and the dear
brethren, and with all my heart wishing them ‘God speed’ everywhere,


“I am,
“Faithfully yours,
“J.O. HILL.”


“Minister of Eignbrook Chapel Hereford.”


Similar testimony is borne to the usefulness of Mr. Burnham’s services at
Peterchurch, Hereford, where quite a revival of religion has been
experienced. Mr. Frank Russell has begun his work in connection with the
Surrey and Middlesex Association by holding services at Richmond, which
appear to have been productive of much spiritual benefit. Just as we are
making up the “Notes,’ he is conducting meetings at St. Margaret’s near
Twickenham. We beg for much prayer for this our fourth evangelist.


ORPHANAGE.—the Christmas festivities passed off as happily as usual,
although the President was, almost at the last moment, prevented from
being present through an attack of rheumatism. the long lists of
contributions of money and mate rinds for the children’s merry-making
testify to the unfailing kindness of many generous helpers, to all of whom
we desire to express our heartfelt thanks, and the boys and girls unite With
us with “three times three.”


Some friends continue their liberality all through the year, and even year
after year, and to these our gratitude is proportionately great. For instance,
Messrs. Freeman and Hillyard have for years supplied all the baking-
powder required for the institution, ;red they still send us sufficient for all
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our wants. May all such liberal souls be abundantly rewarded by the Father
of the fatherless!


Notice to Collectors.. — the next collectors’ meeting will be held at the
Orphanage on Friday evening, February 9th. Will all collectors try then to
bring in their boxes or books, or send in the amounts they have collected?
Friends willing to help the Institution by collecting funds can obtain books
or boxes on application to the Secretary, Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham-
road, London.


COLPORTAGE. — the present number of colporteurs employed (67) is
rather under the average, and the Association is ready and anxious to
occupy more districts if the friends in desirable localities will only try to
raise the very moderate sum of £40 a-year to enable the committee to send
them one of these valuable workers.


The colporteur is the bearer of light amid the darkness of ignorance, of
truth where the errors of sacerdotalism and skepticism prevail, of medicine
to counteract the ‘unhealthy productions of the press, and of the tidings of
salvation to a lost and guilty world. His work is thorough, aiming at the
visitation of every home; undenominational, seeking only to make known
Jesus, and the way of salvation; varied, speaking by books, conversations,
and public addresses; economical, the profits on the sales helping to pay
his wages; and approved by long experience.


Surely, there are many districts where friends can be found, who will either
support a man, or aid others to do so! A few ladies would easily collect the
amount in most districts, and collecting-books or boxes will be gladly sent.


We gratefully note that a friend sends a donation of £100 for the General
Fund, and another sends £5 towards the £15 required to continue the poor
district for which an appeal has been made in these columns. Another £10
will keep the district open during this year.


One of the colporteurs thus writes in his last quarterly report : — “If the
people in the villages, at least many of them, do not have the gospel
brought to them, either by personal contact with them, or else by their
perusal of books brought to them, I do not know how they are going to get
much of it. In so many villages, at the one place where the Bread should be
dealt out to the hungry, there it is not dealt out to them; and many of them
either dare not go elsewhere to seek for the Bread of life unless they are
prepared to give up the bread that perisheth, or else they are prejudiced







54


through erroneous teaching, and they will not go anywhere else. the ‘ woe
‘ that Christ renounced upon the lawyers of his day for entering not into
the kingdom of God ‘themselves, and preventing them that were entering,
is surely hanging over the heads of scores and hundreds in our own land
and day in many villages. But, thank God, we are taking them back the key
of knowledge, and some are using it and entering the kingdom, and many,
we trust, yet win enter. One occasionally gets dispirited, but I often think
and feel that I would not give up the work of colportage for any
occupation in the land; and if I were a rich man I would still be a
colporteur, because of the blessed privileges and opportunities one has of
dealing personally with people about their souls and salvation.”


Personal Notes.—John Ploughman’s Almanac for 1883 has brought in
many contributions for the Orphanage, but, better far even than that, it has
been the means of leading a soul into light and liberty. A poor widow, in
delicate health, left with six young children, had been for some time past
anxiously seeking the salvation of her soul, when, taking up the new
Almanac, her eye rested on the motto for June 24, Salvation comes by
faith, not by feeling, and the message brought peace to her troubled spirit.
the Lord’s name be praised.


The Free Church Monthly for December contains an account of a visit paid
to the lighthouse-keepers on the Skerries rock. On the little island there are
four families, comprising sixteen individuals. Being almost entirely isolated,
they have few religious privileges, but “every Lord’s-day,” so says the
Monthly, “they conduct a service among themselves, reading one of Mr.
Spurgeon’s sermons. thus the words, to which thousands in London listen
every week, and which are read in every corner of the world, are feeding
and comforting the sixteen inhabitants of a lonely rock beaten by the fierce
waters that surge in the Pentland Firth.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH, 1883.


LEAVING SECULAR BUSINESS.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


IN these days our churches cannot afford to maintain a single unserviceable
minister. the hive needs more working-bees; but it has room for none who
are inefficient. the commissariat is straitened, so that no man is welcome at
the mess who is not worthily forward in the battle. the times are hard with
most of our churches: there may be plenty of worldly goods in the hands of
the Lord’s stewards, but they are not excessively eager to lay them out.
Economy is therefore incumbent upon us, and we are bound to husband
our resources for the Lord’s sake, and the work’s sake. Many struggling
churches, especially in the rural districts, are unable to support a man
whose time is wholly given to the ministry. they recognize the value of
such a worker, and acknowledge the duty of maintaining him; but they
have not the means to do so. there are also many districts in our large cities
which are left almost to absolute heathendom, because there are no funds
forthcoming for the support of missionary pastors.


The most practicable remedy is to find volunteer laborers who will not
need maintenance from the people. this admirable remedy is already largely
used, but not so largely as it might be. We have among us numbers of
brethren engaged in handicrafts and professions who are endowed with
gifts at least sufficient for the gathering of moderate congregations; and
some of them display ability equal if not superior to the average of
stipendiary pastors. It is an exceedingly great gain to the community when
these brethren addict themselves to the ministry of the saints. Attending to
a store, or an office; driving a plane, or forging a bar; visiting patients, or
building houses ; — they are also intent upon soul-winning, and abundantly
successful in it. Some of these gather around them a band of earnest
workers, whom they lead on to holy enterprises, while they themselves, so
far from being weak:, and needing to be supported, are strong enough to
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support the weak. theirs is an exceedingly high style and order of Christian
ministry: we know of none superior to it. Paul the apostle accounted it his
glory that he earned his own bread, and was chargeable to no man. He
would by no means come down from his elevation to the lower level of
being supported by the gifts of his fellow-Christians. He did not teach that
all preachers should belong to this honorable order; on the contrary, he
claimed for the giver of spirituals that he should be a receiver of temporals;
but he himself personally resolved to belong to the Great Unpaid. He
rejoiced that he could say, “Mine own hands have ministered unto my
necessities.”


With devout thankfulness we remember many brethren who have taken and
still hold high rank among the free lances of Christ’s army: all honor to
them; may their shadows never grow less! Instead of being in the least
looked down upon because they do not belong to “the regular clergy,” but
are miscalled “laymen,” they are deserving of double honor, for to them the
church is under special obligation.


We have too frequently noticed a great unrest among this class of brethren;
it is evident that many of them think that they are not “wholly in the
ministry,” and they are not easy in what they conceive to be their
amphibious condition. this unrest is not so noticeable among the better sort
of them as among the feebler. Those whom we would invite to the paid
ministry are usually shy of it, and those whom we would dissuade are the
most eager for it. The man has been a tower of strength in the village
where he lives; he has preached the word, administered gospel ordinances,
managed a church, and been looked upon as a father by all around him; but
he cannot let well alone, nothing will do but he must undermine his own
standing, and ruin his own usefulness, by quitting his secular calling,
leaving those who esteem him, and casting himself on some church which
knows nothing about him, for he is well aware that he could not find a
support sufficient among his present people. He comes to ask our advice as
to whether he had not better give up his grocery, and become what is
called a “regular minister;” as if he had been irregular before. We devoutly
wish that the craze had never touched the good man’s brain.


A man is earning a living for his wife and family in a town, and having his
evenings to spare, he zealously devotes them to the service of the Lord.
His pastor looks upon him as invaluable, and his brethren. esteem him
highly; he has taken up a neglected district, and worked it well, nobody
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could do it better: he is a godsend to the region. Suddenly he, too, is bitten
with the clerical disease, he looks upon shop-keeping as degradation, he
loathes the white apron and longs for the white cravat, — which said white
cravat he has already donned, but the apron detracts from its starchiness.
With or without the advice of others, this brother persists in casting himself
upon the churches; and now, instead of a boon he is a burden, and the
godsend is a hindrance. When it turns out that the brother has not sufficient
ability or grace to be the leader of a people who have to support him, the
support itself scarcely reaches starvation point, and the man becomes
disheartened, and useless. It is wonderful what a difference it makes in the
estimate of service whether it is remunerated or not; but another thing is by
no means astonishing, namely, the different feeling of a man who is giving
his work, and to another who is dependent upon the people. It is fine
walking when you have a horse at hand, and it is splendid to be a pastor,
and yet to feel that you can fall back upon your own resources. Many a
man who has parted with his horse has found it rough walking all the rest
of his days.


We have just received a letter from a pious but weak person, asking’ us to
give careful attention to a very important and importunate case. A dear
man (they are always dear men), engaged in business, is the object of
solicitude; he is such a dear man that he is bringing up his dear family in a
most extraordinary and exemplary manner; but the dear man feels that his
calling injures his spirituality, and he wants to get out of it. He is not sure
that he has gifts for the ministry, but he had a liking for it when he was a
boy in petticoats, and he is quite sure that he would like to have a living in
one church or another, he is not particular as to which. If we could give
him support for his dear wife and family for a couple of years, the
probability is that the dear man would become a burning and a shining
light; but it is necessary, first of all, that we should guarantee that a stipend
should be found for the dear man sufficient for the future education of his
dear, amiable, and numerous children. He would then feel that he was
called in providence to take the important step of” selling off at a great
reduction.” We had no difficulty in pronouncing upon the case. So far as
we are concerned, this dear man, as valuable as he is unknown, will remain
at his unspiritual counter. We have no doubt that the same application will
be made to a dozen other ministers, and it is barely possible that some
simple brother will consider the dear man’s case, but we shall not, for it
needs no considering.
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If this worthy person thinks that God has called him to preach, let him do
so; if the church wants him to give it all his time, let him consider the
request; but he had better wait till that request comes. When God’s call and
the request of a church unitedly press upon a man to renounce his means of
livelihood, let him do so in full faith that the Lord will provide. this is a
very different case from seeking guarantees, and proposing “to enter the
church,” and all that nonsense.


Upon this subject it is our fate to be frequently Consulted, and upon no
point are we less eager to give advice. As a general rule, the brother has
made up his mind long beforehand, and only wants our opinion to back up
his own. We have gone down to zero in the judgment of those whose
foregone conclusion we have questioned, and we have learned the truth of
that little verse-


“Determined beforehand, we gravely pretend
to seek the advice and the thoughts of a friend.
Should he differ from us upon any pretense,


We blush for his want both of judgment and sense.
But should he fall in with and flatter our plan,


Why, really, we think him a sensible man.”


It is said that a certain village cure was waited upon by a young gentleman
upon the matter of marriage. the priest, knowing the uselessness of all
advice on this tender subject, bade him go and listen to the bells, and to do
whatever they said. When the youth came out into the open air, the bells
were ringing out as distinctly as possible the words, “Make haste and get
married! Make haste and get married!” Capital counsel! Admirable cure!
the wedding was not long delayed. After a brief season of married bliss, the
young man repented at his leisure, and at length called upon the good cure
a second time to tell him of the ill result of obeying his paternal directions.
Alas! Marguerite was not the pearl she once seemed to be. the cure
replied, “I gave you good advice. I told you to listen to the bells, and you
must have mistaken what they said. If you had listened more carefully, this
would not have happened. Go out of doors now, and lend your ear to
them, and learn their true teaching.” to the great astonishment of the
distressed husband, the bells were, with manifest emphasis, declaring the
following warning : — “ Never get married! Never get married!” In nine
cases out of ten it would be wise for us also to transfer our responsibility to
the bells, or to any other oracle
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A good man once wrote to us that he felt bound to preach, but that his
pastor and the deacons of the church, and all the friends around him were
cold, unspiritual persons, who had not the least sympathy with him; what
did we think? for our judgment would be sure to be weighty and powerful.
We sent a laconic reply upon a post-card to this effect, Dear brother, if
God has opened your mouth, the devil cannot shut it; but if the devil has
opened your mouth, may God shut it at once.” We chanced to meet that
brother soon after, when he shook our hand with much enthusiasm, and
declared that he had never derived more encouragement from anything
than from our post-card: he had gone: on preaching, and, despite his
minister and the devil, his mouth was not shut. We asked him if he had read
the second of our two sentences, but he seemed to have forgotten what it
was. the honors of the Delphic oracle were ours, but we did not put the
wreath upon our brow, for we knew the tendency of sanguine natures to
accept every word of encouragement and to overlook every form of
warning.


In the faint hope of deterring here and there one from what is often an act
of mental suicide we have jotted down a few thoughts, leaving it to each
wise man to use them or reject them as he sees fit.


As a rule it is bad for a man to change his calling — at least, in England;
we do not know what it may be in America. By frequent changes a man
becomes Jack-of all-trades and master of none. transplanted trees never
make much growth. Before their roots have well searched the soil of one
spot they have to begin upon another, and when they are getting pretty
nearly at home in the second garden they have to migrate again. the tree is
usually stunted, and the fruit is scanty. A man may be everything and yet be
nothing. If among his changes he in-dudes the ministry it is most likely that.
this is the feeblest part he has played, and the church may be felicitated
when he quits the stage and appears in another character.


Next, it is. evidently unwise to leave a work which we do understand for
one which is totally new to us. What becomes of all those years of
apprenticeship to any one profession? A thoroughly good tailor may make
a very moderate carpenter; and a first-rate carpenter may be hardly at home
in setting bones and administering boluses. What becomes of the
adaptation to the sphere which it takes so many years to acquire? New
yokes are not so fitted to the shoulder as the old ones.
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A man may glorify God in his calling, and have money to give and time to
spare for the cause of truth; but if he enters the paid ministry he may not
glorify God, he may have no money to give, and his time may not be worth
a brass farthing to anybody. there is a fancy among men to be other than
themselves, — a fancy also to be what they were never meant to be.
Several ancient rulers did not find the management of their dominions
sufficiently burdensome, and so one of them became a fiddler, another a
poet, and another an orator. the world never had, a worse fiddler than
Nero, nor a more wearisome poet than Dionysius, nor a more blundering
orator than Caligula; and we might fearlessly assert also that the world
never had worse princes than these three. Such instances are exceedingly
instructive, and remind us of the sculptor’s advice to the cobbler to stick to
his last. Each tub had better stand on its own bottom; for when tubs take to
rolling about they spill all that they contain, be it either wine or water.
Would that all men had such a holy dread of the sacred office of pastor as
to cry from their inmost hearts, Nolo episcopari : — I am unwilling to
assume the bishopric.


Do all our eager brethren really know the pressure of mind, and the strain
of soul which are involved in preaching to one set of people year after
year? Have they any notion of the heart-pangs, and the soul-travail, and the
bitterness of disappointment involved in the care of souls? I)o they judge it
to be so mean an employment that slender gifts and graces will suffice for
it? Or do they think that a minister means simply a black coat and a white
choker? No doubt many raw country lads think that soldiering means a red
coat, a stripe down the legs, and evenings with nothing to do; but when
they get enlisted, and war time comes on, they find that powder does not
smell half so well as Eau de Cologne, and that an ugly hole in one’s breast
is hardly repaid by the medal which may afterwards be hung over the
orifice. We recommend to many an aspirant for pulpit honors the example
of the young recruit who was thus addressed: “You need not have run
away during the first five minutes of the battle.” “Well,” said he, “I had
rather be a coward for five minutes than be a corpse all the rest of my
life.” ‘We think we know some brethren who have been not very unlike
corpses ever since their ordination.


The ministry is a high and honorable calling when a man is really fitted for
it; but without the necessary qualifications it must be little better than sheer
slavery with a fine name to it. We are overdone with mediocrity, and the
grades below that poor level. We feel sure that many have mistaken their







61


calling: we should not have so many preachers and so little good preaching
if the divine call had been waited for. Oh that men could foresee the misery
of non-success, and could recognize the possibility that it will be their
portion.


A man who is established in life, with a family about him, usually has many
duties incumbent upon him. there are aged relatives to support, and, at any
rate, the wife of his bosom and the olive-branches round about his table
need looking after. May he make any remove which would unfit him for
the fulfillment of these evident claims? We think not. It is always an evil
thing to offer to God one duty stained with the blood of another. It is
always a pity to leave a certain obligation for an uncertain one. It is always
suspicious when the pursuit to which we aspire appears to be more
honorable than that which we would relinquish. there is such a thing as
giving one’s self up to the service of God and our own benefit; and when
the two things rather evidently come together a few questions may always
be suggested to the thoughtful man by the singular fact. We feel a little
jealous of a man’s proposal to glorify God by that. which falls in with his
own inclination and conduces to his own comfort. We all too readily
insinuate self’ into our desire for the divine honor, and yet we may not be
conscious of it. Our prayers are not quite so honest as the grace which is
used by the Grocers; Company before their feasts, — “ God preserve the
Church, the Queen, and the Worshipful Company of Grocers.” Yes —
that’s the point: the worshipful Company of Grocers must come in
somehow, and so must our worshipful selves.


We have frequently said to a young man making application for admission
to the College: “Do not be a minister if you can help it.” that “if you can
help it” is the hinge of the matter. He who gives himself up, heart and soul,
unreservedly, to the work of the ministry, because woe is unto him if he
preach not the gospel, will enter upon his labors from a heavenly
compulsion, which it is altogether beyond his power to resist. then, with
confidence in God, he may face poverty, shame, discomfort, anything and
everything; but without the call, where can be the faith? Without the
impulse, where is the warrant? that preaching which is inspired by vain
glory must necessarily be in vain. If a man gets where God did not place
him he may take care of himself. Many a boy has clambered up a rock and
has wished himself down again a thousand times; ere long broken bones
have proven the wisdom of his wish. We do not doubt that there are
hundreds of men, half-starved in the Christian ministry, who would act
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wisely if they could add a secular business to their sacred calling. If this
would relieve them from want it would not encumber them, but set them
free. they would serve the Master better rather than worse if they ploughed
the fields or opened shop. We know men with large families and small
churches who are greatly pinched. Why do they not take up their old
trades? If it would be disreputable to do a little tailoring, is it not more so
to be in debt? the apostolic spectacle of a man of God using the needle may
be Seen of men and angels, and yet it need never cause him a blush. We
know a very useful minister who at a pinch peddled maps, another to this
day serves as clerk, a third helps in the harvest-field, and a fourth sells
books and does colporteur’s work. Why not?


While we would thus for the present distress urge our pastors to shake off
all notion of being degraded by secular work, we still look for much aid
from what are called our “lay brethren.”


Instead of fewer of these, we need ten times as many of them: the more the
merrier. Success to the guild! May its worthy members become more and
more efficient, and supply for our poorer churches that lack of service from
which they are greatly suffering. So we say for England :; we dare say the
same truth applies to the United States.


THE JOINERS’ MOTTO


THAT is an instructive motto of the Joiners’ Company, “Join truth with
truth.’


Does it mean join one truth with another, and do not make up a creed of
half Bible and half tradition; partly the teaching of the Holy Spirit, and
partly the invention of carnal reason? If so, we commend it to those whose
creed is not all of a piece, but a mingle-mangle of truth and error. the error
is sure in due time to elbow out the truth, and even now it neutralizes its
influence.


Does it mean, join the truth of a holy life with the truth of an orthodox
belief? It’ so, we commend it to those who fight for the doctrine-but; trifle
with the precept. Practical righteousness is as precious as doctrinal
correctness: the two should never be divorced, for he who is “the truth” is
also “the life” and “the way.” to hear men talk about “the truth” while their
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lives give the lie to holiness is as lamentable as to see a jewel of gold in a
swine’s snout.


Or does the motto bid us join truths together in a loving and truthful spirit,
the” with truth” being an adverbial expression? It may be so, and the
precept is significant. When the portions of our faith are glued together by
mere theory or logic, instead of being welded by the fires of conviction,
our creed is apt to fall to pieces, and the fabric drops into fragments. Our
joinery should be well and truly done: the marriage of good things should
be legal, and not a sort of runaway match, wherein the name of unity
stands for a sham. Heartily and sincerely let us love the truth which reveals
to us the heart of God.


We are all joiners in some way or other, and so, good liverymen of the City
Company, we thank you for your pithy advice, and we would join one holy
truth to another, till all truth dwells in us. We would add truth of faith to
truth of courage, and to true courage the truth of knowledge, and to true
knowledge the grand truth of temperance, and to true temperance the truth
of brotherly kindness, and to true brotherly kindness the noblest of all
truths, which is charity. What marvelous cabinet-work shall we make if we
carefully gather together the virtues, omitting none of them, and then
arrange them in fair harmony, and ore them together so that they may
never be rent asunder. Good things are all the better for being placed in
good company: each grace lends a charm to every other. It is a pity when
men cultivate one excellence at the cost of all the rest. What God hath
joined together let no, man put asunder. We cannot afford to omit a truth
from our creed or a virtue from our lives. A body deprived of a single
member is maimed, and such is a life from which any one point of
obedience is absent. At the same time, as a dead bone in the body causes
pain and breeds mischief, so will falsehood in faith or hypocrisy in life
create sin and sorrow in the heart that tolerates it. Join truth with truth,
and truth only, is the advice of wisdom. — C. H. S.


REPORT OF MRS. SPURGEON’S
BOOK FUND 1882


MRS. SPURGEON’S Book Fund pursues its useful course, placing sound and
useful theology upon ministers’ shelves, and thus blessing their hearers. If
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anyone wants to know how much this work is needed, and how greatly it is
appreciated, let him read this Report. He need not fear that he will be
wearied by dull pages of dry recital; on the contrary, he will be charmed
with graceful writing and pleasant imagery. Although we may be supposed
to be partial, we do not hesitate to say that a more delicious piece of
composition was never given to the press. No one who peruses the
sweetly-flowing sentences would ever dream that they cost; their authoress
an amount of anxiety and labor which so exhaust her that we fear she will
not be able to prepare a Report for next year. the cross of the Book Fund
work Lies mainly in the necessity laid upon the worker to write an account
of what she has done; yet no one else could write it half so well as herself,
nor throw such touching interest into it. We counsel our readers at once to
invest sixpence in this little book, and we believe that in every case we shall
be thanked for the advice. Apart from its subject, the Report is in itself
most interesting reading; its glimpses of home-life, and its choice pictures
from nature, must gratify every reader whose tastes and desires are of the
right sort.


The sore famine of books yet continues and threatens to do so, for our
ministerial brethren in the villages can hardly expect any improve meat in
their position while the agricultural depression continues, and another bad
season is threatened. Our rural churches are being crushed by the poverty
of the farming members who were once their strength: many of their
pastors have barely bread to eat; how can they purchase books? and
without books how are they to maintain the freshness and attractiveness of
their preaching?


It is a sad, sad thing that so many ministers should be poor, but it is a
glorious fact that so many should be willing to be preachers of the gospel
even though poverty should be the condition of their office. So long as
there are ministers in need, so long will it be a holy work to supply them,
not only with food for their households, but with books for themselves. the
Report is a plea for the servants of the Lord of the most. touching kind.
Here is a specimen of its pleadings :— “That there are! good men in the
ministry who would do God better service by coming out of it I have no
manner of doubt; they would make far better shoes than sermons, and
more consistently occupy a pew than a pulpit; they are fitted to work with
their hands rather than with their heads, and everybody but themselves can
see that they have intruded into the sacred office, and lack the credentials
with which a true ambassador of the King of kings is always furnished.
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Dwindling churches, empty baptisteries, lifeless prayer-meetings, fruitless
services..... these all mark the course of such a man, and methinks he had
better go and sweep a crossing, ‘ doing it heartily, as unto the Lord,’ than
seek 1o remain in a position for which his Master never designed him, and
where, consequently, the dew of his blessing does not fall.


“So much I must sorrowfully confess as regards some who have evidently
mistaken their vocation, and there I leave them, for to their own Master
they stand or fall.


“But my reflections and my somewhat extensive experience in the matter
both assure me that by far the majority of poor pastors are true shepherds
of the sheep, feeding the flock of God with loving care, bearing the burden
and heat of the day with patient fortitude, enduring hardness for Christ’s
sake and the gospel’s, doing good and faithful work which will have its
reward in heaven. I do not believe that their poverty is the result of their
unfitness for service, or is owing to repletion in their ranks, but that it is
partly an outcome of the universal depression brooding over our land,
partly a dishonor on the churches to whom they minister, and wholly a
state of things to be ashamed of and remedied as soon as possible. I can
with perfect truthfulness say that, I know scores of men who toil on from
year to year in the face of bitter, privation, seeking not their own, but their
people’s good, and in many cases hiding their sufferings lest the work
should be hindered. they are ‘ heroes,’ some of them; and, though the
world never hears their name in song or story, it shall be proclaimed in that
day when the Lord shall say, ‘ Well done, good and faithful servant; thou
hast been faithful over a few things, I will make thee ruler over many
things; enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.’ I know one brother with a wife
and seven children, and barely £100 per annum to keep them on; yet he
says, ‘Our need is very real, but the Lord knows it, and I would not for the
world take the matter out of his hand!’ And another who writes, ‘ With
£80 a-year, a wife and three children, I have but very little to spend in
books; but it is God’s work, and he will provide.’


“Are not these bright stars shining out of a dark night? Does not such
sweet submission and cheerfulness under trial bring glory to God? this
radiance of faith and trust would not have been visible in the daylight of
prosperity, and so the very darkness is made the means of revealing the
grace of God shining in the heart. ‘ A few years ago,’ writes a very poor
but successful preacher, ‘ I was an untaught collier boy, yet from the
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depths God called me to labor in his vineyard, and by his grace I have been
upheld till now. My whole soul is in the work, and I would not exchange
my pulpit for a throne.’ this is the manner of spirit God’s ministers are of,
and surely such men claim our hearty love and sympathy — men who, like
Paul, are ready, not to be bound only, but also to die for the name of the
Lord Jesus!


“Those who are ‘called, chosen, and faithful’ have necessity laid upon
them, yea, woe is unto them if they preach not the gospel, and then it
naturally follows that ‘ even so hath the Lord ordained, that they which
preach the gospel should live of the gospel.’


“I have said that some sensitive natures try to hide the fact of their poverty
from the people, and it is often thus; but why do not their congregations
open their eyes, their ears, their hearts, their purses? Is not the laborer
worthy of his hire? If he has sown unto you spiritual things, is it a great
thing if he shall reap your carnal things? Why, the rough men in yonder
brickfield are far better paid than many a village pastor, and the wages of a
head gardener, coachman, or valet would be comparative riches to some of
our straitened brethren. there are people who act as if they thought their
ministers were fashioned in a different mould to other mortals, not needing
so much to eat or so many garments to put on; they deem them, in fact, so
nearly celestial, that a little judicious starvation will transform them
altogether into angels! (the experiment will succeed one day if they are
allowed to persevere.) Ah! if they would but know it, this way of dealing
with his servants is displeasing and dishonoring to the Great Master, and is
likely to provoke his correction and rebuke. they do not, perhaps, go to
quite such extremes as did the husbandmen in our Lord’s parable, who,
when the messenger came to them, ‘ caught him, and beat him, and sent
him away empty;’ and yet — and yet I fear there have been cases in which
it came to pretty much the same thing, and then is it any wonder that
straightway that vineyard brought forth nothing but wild grapes? the
minister’s comfort should be the church’s care, and then his care for them
will be their constant comfort. An old writer says —’A minister’s calling is
not easy, but painful and laborious; as it, is an honor, so it is a burden, and
such an one, too, as requireth the strength of angels to bear it.’


“People of God let your love for your pastors flourish again; hold up the
hands that hang down, and strengthen the feeble knees: help them with
sympathy, prayer, and temporal blessings. ‘ Bring ye all the tithes into the
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storehouse, that there may be meat in mine house, and prove me now
herewith, saith the Lord of hosts, if I will not open you the windows of
heaven and pour you out a blessing, that there shall not be room enough to
receive it.’”


We abstain from quoting the beauties of this tempting book, because our
confidence is that our readers will sooner purchase the whole mosaic than
desire to see a few of the marbles of which it is composed. We heard of a
preacher saying, “I read it for the illustrations,” and he was no mean master
of the art Of metaphor. Private Christians may read it to see what one
person may accomplish even when weighted with weakness and pain.
Wealthy persons should study it that they may see where their Master’s
substance can be well laid out. All may peruse the humble page that they
may join in praising the Lord for hearing prayer, and remembering his
servants: in time of need. Our beloved wife has dipped her pen in her very
heart while writing these pages; and therefore we feel persuaded that her
tearful labors will not be in gain. Christian people, while reading her
appeals, will become impressed with the needs of ministers, and will not
only replenish funds already in operation, but will carry out personal plans
of their own by which at; least a part of the dire distress may be alleviated.
If our readers could see the load of books which goes forth from
Westwood each fortnight they might fancy that ministers would soon be
stocked; but when they saw the daily pile of letters their minds would
change. No better work was ever dreamed of than to feed the fountain-
head of church life with streams of holy thought. Let our friends one and
all see what has been done and what is doing, that they may be moved to
make it sure that more will be done.


NOTES


On Tuesday, Jan. 23, according to long-established Custom, the pastors
and deacons of the tabernacle entertained the ministers of the London
Baptist Association to dinner, and the delegates to tea. the Association has
a warm place in our heart as the center of brotherly fellowship, and the
means of mutual help, and the instrument for extending the Redeemer’s
kingdom in London. One object of it is to build at least one chapel a year in
London. At this time we are in need of sites and local committees. Are
there not many districts in the metro-polls where new populations are
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gathering, and there is no Nonconformist place of worship for them? If in
such localities friends would get together and form a committee, they could
hopefully apply to the Association for aid. In laying out estates, friends
should reserve a site for a chapel, and give it to the Association. Our
friend, Mr. Higgs, did this some time ago, and others did the same before
him. We hope the suggestion now sown in these pages will prove to be a
fruitful one.


On Wednesday evening Jan. 31, the annual meeting of the tabernacle
church was held, under the presidency of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. It was a
great gathering, a holy and happy festival. the heavy losses suffered by the
church during the year in the deaths of two deacons and four elders, and
many members, added unusual solemnity to the proceedings of the
meeting; but a spirit of devout thankfulness and cheerful hopefulness
pervaded the whole assembly. this is not the place to record in detail the
business transacted, but we may just mention that our venerable friend,
James Stiff, Esq., was unanimously elected to the office of deacon; and that
the statistics for the year were as follow : — Increase:’ by baptism, 267;
letter, 116; profession (those who have been previously baptized), 57;
restoration, 4. Decrease: by dismissions, 140; person, who joined other
churches without letters, 45; names removed for non-attendance, 57; for
other causes, 5; emigration, 15; deaths, 65; making a net increase of 117,
and bringing up the number of members on the roll to 5,427. On the
reading of the balance-sheets of the church, the poor, and the almshouses,
it appeared that there was about £150 due to the treasurer., but the Pastor
was able to announce that the whole amount had been paid by himself and
the deacons and a few friends, so that the church should start upon the new
year without any encumbrance of debt. the number of the: poor of the
church is very great, and quite out of proportion to the usual condition of
churches; hence the poor fund needs strengthening. the work carried on is
great, and those who can afford to give largely are few in comparison with
the needy who are in fellowship with us. It is our joy and honor to be a
church in which the working-class and the poor abound; but this fact tries
our finances sternly. the annual meeting was of the most cheering
character. Pastors, officers, and people work for the Lord with a warm
heartiness which makes fellowship real and delightful. How grateful we
ought to be that, on entering upon the thirtieth year of the same pastorate,
the same affection is displayed all round as at the first; and, what is better
still, the same blessing rests upon the labors of the church! Our second
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Pastor, J. A. Spurgeon,. deserves special mention for the manner in which
he conducts the internal work of this large church, and leads on our
honored elders in their laborious care of so great a flock. At this meeting
the accounts of the College were presented and passed, the College being
always regarded as a peculiar institution of the church.


On Monday evening, Feb. 5, the monthly missionary prayer meeting at the
tabernacle was made an occasion for pressing the claims of the Zenana
Auxiliary formed last year in connection with our church. Pastors C. H.
and J. A. Spurgeon took part in the meeting; addresses were delivered by
Mrs. Rouse, of Calcutta, and the veteran missionary, Mr. t. Morgan, of
Howrah; and Mr. Allison reported that £185 had been received by the
treasurer, and that the committee desired to make up the amount to £200.
Prayer was offered by several brethren. this work by Christian ladies in the
shut-up rooms of the women of India is full of hope. If the wives and
mothers of Hindostan can be elevated, it will be in itself a God-like
blessing; but the benefit will not stay there, — the whole, population will
be the better for the upraising of the women. Everything in society depends
upon the mothers. If Christian mothers are found in the Zenanas, India will
be won to Christ. We, therefore, rejoice greatly that our tabernacle sisters
have united with others in this hopeful work.’


On Tuesday evening, February 6, our son, Pastor Charles Spurgeon, of
Greenwich, delivered his singularly interesting lecture on his trip to
America to a large audience at the tabernacle... the eighty dissolving-views,
which illustrate the rapid, condensed descriptions, are as fine as any we
have ever seen; and the whole lecture made everybody wish to hear it
again. At the close a well-deserved vote of thanks was heartily accorded to
the lecturer on the motion of Mr. W. Olney, seconded by Mr. Allison.
thanks to kind friends in the United States for generous hospitality to our
son. We wish they could have heard his hearty expressions of appreciation
of their large-heartedness. though it may never be our privilege to visit the
States in person, our heart abides in hearty fellowship with dear and faithful
friends in the great Republic.


Thursday, Feb. 15. — Our sermon at the City temple was well attended by
a host of kind friends of all denominations. Never was a reception more
hearty than that accorded to us by Dr. Parker, who has on many other
occasions displayed a kindness towards us for which we are at a loss to
account, except by the largeness of his own heart. A Colportage Society
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was inaugurated by that service, to which we wish abounding prosperity.
the more we see of Colportage, the more we regret that it is not more
extensively employed in England, and the more glad we are to see the
public mind directed to it. Led by so vigorous man as Dr. Parker, we may
hope to see the City temple sending out scores of colporteurs. So be it.


We beg to intimate that the case of Mr. R. A. Lawrence’s wife and family,
which is fully described in our advertisement columns, is one which
deserves aid. think of a mother left with eight children, and no provision!
We trust that the design of her friends will be fully accomplished.


Our well beloved brother, Mr. Archibald Brown, has issued his Report of a
year’s work in t/he East-end of London. It makes us pray for this most
useful worker, but far more it makes our flesh creep, and ore’ heart bleed,
to hear of what he sees with his own eyes Can this be England; Can this be
London. People so crowded together that decency is gone! So poor that
their nakedness is not covered, and they cannot come out even to beg!
How much we wish that Mr. Brown’s utterances could be heard, repeated,
and thundered out by the daily press till something is done for over-
crowded regions where vice becomes well-. nigh inevitable to both sexes
from the condition of their lodging — say of their pigging in together.
Modern sensationalism in religion is alluded to by Mr. Brown in very
sensible terms. He sees and feels the mischief of it. It is time that somebody
spoke now that the attempt is made to make men’ religious by turning all
religion into a game of soldiers Because they would not hinder anything.:
that promised well, Christian met{ have borne with much that grieved
them, but; then, is a point beyond which longsuffering charity cannot; go.
that point is nearly reached: even the most ultra-tolerant must; feel that
hope has been disappointed, and fear now takes its place. Our readers can
get Mr. Brown’s Report by writing and enclosing a subscription to East
London Tabernacle, Burdett-road, Bow.


AUCKLAND TABERNACLE—the following letter, has come from our son
Thomas: — “My Dear Father, At a late deacons’ and church-meeting it
was unanimously resolved to forward to you, and through you to all our
home-helpers, the hearty thanks of the Auckland Baptists, for the practical
sympathy which has poured on to our shores like a warm gulf-stream. the
Sword and the trowel list for each month tells the names of kind
contributors; and the large cases lately received for bazaar, and now turned
into cash, spoke loudly of the loving interest of tabernacle workers. Please







71


convey our gratitude to the good ladies whose busy fingers plied the needle
and thread on our behalf and the Master’s. I was especially gratified,
amongst numerous notes accompanying the present (which I fear I cannot
answer) to find some from the good folk in the almshouses, with half-
crowns for our Building Fund. the blind and the lame and the old have
come to our help as well as the young and able. You and they will rejoice
to hear that our sale proved an unqualified success. £1,155 was the total
intake, which will leave us about £1,000 clear. this is wonderful for a
comparatively small place like Auckland, and for the despised Baptists—
for they have been so in days gone by. We altogether discarded raffles,
lotteries, lucky-bags, and auctions. Our own people worked magnificently,
and spent freely, and the whole affair has done us good — eliciting
enthusiasm and interest and kindly feeling from all.


“John Ploughman’s Stall proved (as I knew it would) a great attraction.


“So fully were the various stalls furnished that £500 worth of goods
remains unto this present. these must be disposed of at some future date —
possibly at the stone-laying. I know whom I should like to perform that
ceremony, or to open the Brew tabernacle, or both / But I fear it cannot
be. Regard this as an ample invitation, will you? and don’t say you weren’t
asked. the Auckland church desires hereby to greet its friends across the
seas, and to wish them and their beloved Pastor the choicest blessings
possible. He who writes for the church heads the list, and adds hereto the
warmest love of


“Son Tom.”


“Auckland, N.Z.,
“December 29, 1882.”


We wish we had much more to send out to our worthy son, for he has a
heavy task before him. He will need at least £6,000 more, than he has at
present, and we earnestly pray that he may not break down under the
pressure which this must bring upon him. We have received comparatively
little as yet, but we must give a drawing of the proposed building, and
make an appeal further on. Auckland is not like London, and all the towns
and cities in Australia lie wide apart; hence the toil and weariness of a
collecting-tour to a young man who is not strong. May a bountiful
Providence supply the used of his servant in this thing.
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COLLEGE — Mr. J. Hope has become pastor of the church at Ipsley-street,
Redditch; Mr. T. J. Longhurst at Cambray Chapel, Cheltenham; and Mr. R.
Scott at Ulverston, Lancashire.


Mr. W. Durban, B.A., of Chester, has been elected Secretary to the
Monthly tract Society. He will be glad to hear of preaching engagements in
and around London on Sundays. Mr. J. T. Almy has removed from Ryde to
Brixham, Devon. Mr. A. Billington, whose health has been re-established
during his stay in England, has returned to mission-work on the Congo.


So many students have settled recently that we shall be able to receive in
August rather more men than we anticipated. those who have good reason
to believe that they are called to the ministry, but need more education,
should apply at once.


The Annual Conference of the Pastors’ College Association will (D.V.) be
held in the week commencing April 16, i.e., the week preceding the Baptist
Union meetings.


The half-yearly meeting of the Students’ Missionary Association was held
on Friday, Feb. 9. In the afternoon Professor Gracey occupied the chair.
the Rev. E. E. Jenkins, M.A., Secretary of the Wesleyan Missionary
Society, delivered an eloquent and instructive address. For an hour and
three quarters the students listened to him with the closest attention. After
combating the hostility to missions which is manifested in some quarters,
he described a visit he made to Japan. In the capital, Tokyo, he found a
flourishing university, with English and German professors, where English
was thoroughly taught. Such questions as these were put to the students in
their examinations:— “Why is Shakespeare a more popular poet than
Spenser?” “Contrast the style of Johnson and Addison.” Leaving Japan,
Mr. Jenkins related how he found all China on the move. Many secret
disciples were there, who but for fear of persecution would openly become
Christians. In India, Christianity had made rapid strides since he labored
there, thirty years ago. When he visited that empire in 1876 he found that
the Bible had penetrated almost everywhere. It was studied by the cultured
Brahmin as well as by the peasant and tradesman.


In the evening James Stiff, Esq., took the chair. Pastor W. Williams, of
Upton Chapel, delivered a stirring address, and was followed by the Rev.
Sinclair Paterson, M.D., who spoke of the difficulties of foreign mission
work; and the Rev. J. Davy, of the Bahamas, who related the story of
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missions in that group of Islands. All felt the meetings to be both pleasant
and profitable.


EVANGELISTS.—We have received several very cheering accounts of
Messrs. Smith and Fullerton’s services at Hitchin. We can only give brief
extracts from the various communications. Our esteemed friend, Professor
Marchant, thus describes one service : —.” My chapel was crowded to the
doors. Mr. Smith’s singing and exposition were excellent One solo made
me feel more than I ever realized before that this new weapon of our
warfare is not only not carnal, but rightly used is one of ‘great power. But
how shall I describe the holy and marvelous address of Mr. Fullerton.? I
could only think of it in the light of the phrase, ‘the Lord working with
them.’ The people were spell-bound, and the spell was the healthy gospel
of the grace of God. Mr. Fullerton’s close pleading, his tender and earnest
spirit, his racy manner, his grip of his subject, and his hold of men, all these
were good; but, better than all these, I felt the presence and power of the
Holy Ghost. Some twelve or fifteen persons came into the vestry at the
close of the service, where they were met by an earnest band of workers,
who felt that most of these dear seeking friends had really found the
Savior.”


Pastor A. Mcintosh, the Independent minister, writing at a later date,
says:— “My chapel seats 750, but last night there were about 1,000
crammed in, and about 200 in our upper school-room. Power from on high
was there. At the prayer-meeting after the service, the chapel was full of
people. Very many went into the lecture-room to seek and find Jesus. It
was a glorious sight. I am greatly pleased and delighted at the blessing
which has come through dear Fullerton and Smith. there has been on their
part an earnest, constant endeavor simply to win souls and glorify the
Master.”


Another correspondent writes : — “ I have seen many religious gatherings
in Hitchin, in the course of over fifty years, but have never witnessed such
large companies brought together, night after night for a whole fortnight,
to hear the truth as it is in Jesus, without any sensational attraction or
improper excitement.”


On Sunday evening, Feb. 4, the Evangelists conducted a most interesting
service in the study at “Westwood”; after which they spent five days at
Benson, Oxon, with the most encouraging results; and for the past
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fortnight they have been at Liverpool, where their mission gives promise of
great SUCCESS.


Encouraging reports have reached us concerning Mr. Burnham’s visits to
East Finchley, Thorpe-le-Soken, and Highgate. In all these places pastors
and people appear to have been pleased and profited by our brother’s
preaching and singing. This month Mr. Burnham is to be at Walton-on-the-
Naze; Melbourne, Cambs.; and Great torrington, Devon.


Mr. Frank Russell has conducted services in St. Margaret’s and Harefield
during the past month. He continues to receive very cheering news of the
results of his work at Richmond, and he believes that at St. Margaret’s also
many have been brought into the liberty of the gospel.


ORPHANAGE.—On Friday, Feb. 2, the trustees elected James Stiff, Esq.,
and William Higgs, Esq., jun., to fill up the two vacancies caused by the
lamented decease of Messrs. Higgs and Mills. May they prove towers of
strength to the Institution.


It will be remembered that about this time last year Mr. It. Cory, of Cardiff,
sent us £250 towards the amount needed for the completion of the Girl’s
Orphanage buildings, and offered to, double his donation if nine other
friends would during the year give an equal sum. He has now forwarded
£250 more, without insisting upon the condition of his offer, although tie
hopes that his challenge will prompt others to give liberally to the same
object. A few more such generous helpers would enable ‘us speedily to
finish the whole scheme. ,Just as the lists were being printed we received
£200 as a thankoffering from two sisters, to be divided between the
General Fund and the Girls’ Orphanage Building Fund. We are very
grateful to the kind donors. The second annual report of the Reading
Young Ladies’ Working Party for the Orphanage has just come to hand. It
contains fresh evidence of the love of our Reading friends for the orphans,
and of their desire to help us in caring for them. the meetings are held
monthly at the house of our valued helper, Mrs. James Withers, and, as the
result of the gifts and work of the ladies, the, Orphanage has received
during the year 231 garments for the children, 42 sheets, and 7 pillowcases.
How heartily we thank these young ladies! May the best of blessings rest
on each one of them! Could not other towns follow the example of
Reading? Within the last few weeks Mr. Charlesworth and the Orphanage
choir have visited Brighton, Eastbourne, Lewes, Hastings, Stockwell
Baptist Chapel, John-street Chapel, Bedford-row, the Lambeth Baths, and
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New Southgate; and as we are making up the “Notes,”’ arrangements are
being completed for meetings in, Norwich, Swaffham, Dereham. and Bury
St. Edmund’s. Everywhere that the boys go they meet with a most
enthusiastic reception, and by their singing, reciting, bell-ringing, etc., and
Mr. Charlesworth’s description of the institution, they bring in substantial
help to the funds, as our contribution-lists continually prove. We are deeply
grateful to all who have helped in the various places to bring about such
satisfactory results, Mr. Charlesworth will always be glad to hear from
friends, in London or in the provinces, who are willing to devote an
evening to this object. It injures no ore., and helps the cause of the
fatherless. On Friday afternoon, February 9, a large number of the
collectors brought in their boxes and books, and after tea spent a pleasant
evening listening to the children’s singing, bell-ringing, and: reciting; to
addresses from the ;President and Mr. Charleswelch; and to some
humorous sketches by Mr., Leslie Main. the receipts of the day amounted
to a little over £100, in addition to which a considerable sum was received
by ;post from collectors unable to be present at the meeting. thanks are
hereby rendered to all subscribers and collectors, great and small. ‘What a
grand work is performed by the many littles which come into the treasury.


COLPORTAGE. — During the past month two new applications have been
received for the appointment of colporteurs in districts where £40 a-year
has been guaranteed, and the men will soon be at work. the association
would gladly start others at once upon the same terms. We are most
anxious to extend the benefits of colportage, but are powerless unless
friends or churches in the districts to be worked will first arrange to
provide a part of the necessary funds. Constant testimony is received, both
from the colporteurs and from observers of their work, as to the value and
efficiency of the agency. the following letter was received quite recently
from Swadlincote, signed by the Pastor and Secretary of the Baptist
church. It was unsolicited, and contained a donation to the General Funds.
“We forward herewith a small sum subscribed by a few friends in this
locality towards helping on the good work in which your agents are
engaged. We are directed by the Baptist church in this place to express the
deep sense of obligation they have for the earnest self-denying efforts of
our friend Mr. Beard, who for some years has been your agent in this
district. “His labors, more especially among those who are rarely, if ever,
found in our places of worship, and among the sick and dying, have won
for him a good name; and he is held in the highest esteem by all classes of
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the community. We trust the day is far distant when his efforts on behalf of
Christ’s kingdom and precious souls in this neighborhood will cease, and
that the divine blessing will still’ more richly descend, upon him and on his
important work.


Will no good friend find the £10 needed to keep on for this year the poor
district for which an appeal was made last month? the colporteur calls upon
hundreds who are far from any means of grace, and have no other visitor.
Surely so many precious souls are not to have the gospel withheld for lack
of these few pounds!


The Association earnestly solicits the prayers and increased sympathy of
the readers of the Sword and the trowel for an enlarged blessing upon its
useful work.


PERSONAL NOTE.—An Australian minister writes to us : — “ the first
Lord’s-day evening in last month was a red-letter day in my life since I left
my happy home and kind church; for my soul and intellect had been on
starving allowance, so far as sermon hearing is concerned I hope God will
spare you yet for many’ years to England, and not only to England, but to
the uttermost ends of the earth. My eldest daughter, who is married to a
minister in Tasmania, says in a recent letter — ‘ If Mr. Spurgeon knew
how his sermons are appreciated in our Southern forests, where no
preachers have been for years until my dear husband went to them, and
how many cases of conversion met with through the reading of them, he
would be amazed, and rejoice with unspeakable joy.’”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1883.


YOUR BEST ALWAYS


BY C.H. SPURGEON


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS was one of the most distinguished painters of his
day and, in answer to the inquiry, how he attained’ to such excellence, he
replied, By observing, one simple rule, viz., to make each painting the
best. Depend upon it that the same thing is true in the service of God. He
who wishes to preach well should endeavor each time to preach his best.
the audience may be small, and the hearers illiterate; but the best possible
sermon will not be thrown away upon them. It may be that the minister is
invited to make one among several speakers at a tea-meeting. Never let
him talk mere nonsense to fill up the time, as so many have done in days
past; but let him use the occasion as an opportunity for quietly uttering
most important truths. It is for the preacher’s own good that he should
never descend into mere dribble. Beyond all expectation, he may be
accomplishing a great work, when his only idea is that he is doing a little
one as well as he can. Our firm opinion is that we often accomplish most
when the occasion appears to be the least favorable.


Well do we remember a young man who was called to preach on a certain
week-day morning, at the anniversary of a village chapel, He was
Somewhat surprised to find that only eight persons were present in a
spacious edifice; but he gave himself up, heart and soul, to the service as
thoroughly as if eight thousand had been gathered together. It was a time
of refreshing to the eight, and to the preacher himself, and so nine were
benefited! What was the result? In the evening the audience filled the place:
the rumor of the morning sermon had been industriously spread by the
villagers, the scantiness of the audience being a factor in the singularity of
the news; and every available person was mustered to cheer the poor
young man, who was such a singular preacher. What was far better, there
were memorials of good having been accomplished in the salvation of
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souls. A brother minister, who was present in the morning:, because he was
the preacher of the afternoon remarked that if it had been his lot to conduct
that morning service the slender congregation would have taken all the life
out of him, but that he saw the wisdom of always doing one’s best under
all sorts of circumstances, for it would be sure to lead up to something
larger by-and-by. Let every young speaker think of this, and throw all his
energies into a discourse in a cottage to a dozen old ladies. It is an old
saying that, when the farrier’s name is up, he need not take care how he
makes his horse-shoes; but it is a gross and wicked falsehood; for the more
a man has succeeded, the more is it incumbent upon him to do better, and
still better, that his reputation may not become a falsehood, and that
younger men may not find in his example an excuse for trifling. He who
can do best should still do his best: the best of the best is no better than our
God deserves.


Perhaps there is no greater evil under the sun than “a great sermon..”
which people speak c f as “quite an intellectual treat;” and yet, in another
sense, every sermon should be great, and every address should be solid. the
toleration of slight work in the service of God shows a want of reverence
for his holy name. If Dr. Johnson was right’ in his proverbial saying, that
“Whatever is worth doing at all, is worth doing well,” with what emphasis
should we accept the sentence if the work is to be done for the Lord of
hosts. How dare we offer to him that which costs us nothing? How dare
we think that any workmanship which has been performed in a slovenly
manner is fit to present before the infinitely glorious One? A high respect
for the Lord God should be the leading motive for holy carefulness in every
service, but, new to this, self-respect ought to urge us to thoroughness. Let
us do nothing unworthy of servants of the Lord Jesus. We treat ourselves
with contempt when we perform inferior work: we ought not to
condescend to such drudgery. We are; the children of a God who puts all
his heart into the creation of a tiny moss or a microscopic insect. He does
nothing by “contract-work,” nor should those who are “‘imitators of God,
as dear children.” trifling should be left to worldlings, for whose little day it
may suffice as an ignoble pastime; but to immortal men earnest, hearty
work is alone suitable. Let us put all our hearts even into a conversation
with a little child, or a talk with a peasant, or the writing of a letter to a
friend, if we feel called upon to seek usefulness by, any of these methods.
Let “thorough” be our watchword, and let all that we attempt for God and
truth be carried out /in such style that we may not be ashamed to see it all
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again by the light of the Great White throne. No “scamping” should ever be
dreamed of by those who are building in the New Jerusalem, — building in
prospect, of the fire which shall try every man’s work of what sort it is.


ANECDOTES FROM THE PULPIT.


A LECTURE TO THE COLLEGE, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


It is pretty generally admitted that sermons may wisely be adorned with a
fair share of illustrations; but anecdotes used to that end are still regarded
by the prudes of the pulpit with a measure of suspicion. they will come
down low enough to quote an emblem, they will deign to use poetic
imagery, but they cannot stoop to tell a simple, homely story. they would,
probably, say in confidence to their younger brethren, “Beware how you
lower yourselves and your sacred office by repeating anecdotes, which are
best appreciated by the vulgar and uneducated.” We would not retort by
exhorting all men to abound in stories, for there ought to be discrimination.
It is freely admitted that there are useful and admirable styles of oratory
which would be disfigured by a rustic tale; and there are, honored brethren
whose genius would never allow them to relate a story, for it would not
appear suitable to their mode of thought. Upon these we would not even
by implication hint at a censure; but when we are dealing with others who
seem to be somewhat, and are not what they seem, we feel no tenderness;
nay, we are even moved to assail their stilted greatness. If they sneer at
anecdotes, we smile at them and their sneers, and wish them more sense
and less starch. Affectation of intellectual superiority and love of rhetorical
splendor have prevented many from setting forth gospel truth in the easiest
imaginable manner, namely, by analogies drawn from common events.
Because they could not condescend to men of low estate they have
refrained from repeating incidents which would have accurately explained
their meaning. Fearing to be thought vulgar, they have lost golden
opportunities. As well might David have refused to sling one of the smooth
stones at Goliath’s brow because it came out of a common brook.


From individuals so lofty in their ideas nothing is likely to flow down to the
masses of the people but a glacial eloquence — a river of ice. Dignity is a
most poor and despicable consideration unless it be the dignity of turning
many to righteousness; and yet divines who have had scarcely enough of
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real dignity to save themselves from contempt, have swollen “huge as high
Olympus” through the affectation of it. A young gentleman, after delivering
an elaborate discourse, was told that not more than five or six in the
congregation had been able to understand him. this he accepted as a tribute
to his genius; but I take leave to place him in the same class with another
person who was accustomed to shake his head in the most profound
manner that he might make his prelections the more impressive, and this
had some effect with the groundlings, until a shrewd Christian woman
made the remark that he did shake his head certainly, but that there was
nothing in it. those who are too refined to be simple need to be refined
again. Luther has well put it in his table-talk: “Cursed are all preachers that
in the church aim at high and hard things; and, neglecting the saving health
of the poor unlearned people, seek their own honor and praise, and
therefore try to please one or two great persons. When 2 preach I sink
myself deep dozen.” It may be superfluous to remind you of the oft-quoted
passage from George Herbert’s “Country Parson,” and yet I cannot omit it,
because it is so much to my mind: “the parson also serves himself of the
judgments of God, as those of ancient times, so especially of the late ones;
and those most which are nearest to his parish; for people are very
attentive at such discourses, and think it behoves them to be so when God
is so near them:, and even over their heads. Sometimes he tells them stories
and sayings of others, according as his text invites him; for them also men
heed, and remember better than exhortations; which, though earnest, yet
often die with the sermon, especially with country people, which ‘are thick
and heavy, and hard to raise to a point of zeal and fervency, and need a
mountain of fire to kindle them, but stories and sayings they will well
remember.” It ought never to be forgotten that the great God himself,
when he would instruct men, employs histories and biographies. Our Bible
contains both doctrines, promises, and precepts; but these are not left
alone, the ‘whole book is vivified and illustrated by marvelous records of
things said and done by God and by men. He who is taught of God values
the sacred histories, and knows that in them there is a special fullness and
forcibleness of instruction. teachers of Scripture cannot do better than
instruct their fellows after the manner of the Scriptures. Our Lord Jesus
Christ, the great teacher of teachers, did not disdain the use of anecdotes.
to my mind it seems clear that certain of his parables were facts, and,
consequently, anecdotes. May not the story of the Prodigal Son have been
a literal truth? Were there not actual instances of an enemy sowing tares
among the wheat? May not the rich fool who said—” from the life? Did
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not Dives ‘red Lazarus actually figure on the stage of history? Certainly the
story of those who were crushed by the fall of the tower of Siloam, and the
sad tragedy of the Galileans, “whose blood Pilate had mingled with ;heir
sacrifices,” were matters of current Jewish gossip, and our Lord turned
both of them to good account. What HE did we need not be ashamed to
do. that we may do it with all wisdom and prudence, let us seek the
guidance of the Divine Spirit which rested upon him so continually.


I shall make up this present address, by quoting the examples of great
preachers, beginning with the era of the Reformation, and following on
without any very rigid chronological order down to our own day.
Examples are more powerful than precepts, hence I quote them.


First, let; me mention that grand old preacher, Hugh Latimer, the most
English of all our divines; and one whose influence over our land was
undoubtedly most powerful Southey says, “Latimer more than any other
man promoted the Reformation by his preaching”; and in this he echoes the
more important utterance of Ridley, who wrote from his prison, I do think
that the Lord hath placed old Father Latimer to be his standard-bearer in
our age and country against his mortal foe, Antichrist.’ If you have read
any of his sermons, you must have been struck with the number of his
quaint stories, seasoned with a homely humor which smacks of that
Leicestershire farmhouse wherein he was brought up by a father who did
yeoman’s service, and a mother who milked thirty kine. No doubt we may
attribute to these stories the breaking down of pews by the overwhelming
rush of the people to hear him, and the general interest which his sermons
excited. More of such preaching, and we should have less fear of the return
of Popery. the common people heard him gladly, and his lively anecdotes
accounted for much of their eager attention. A few of these narratives one
could hardly repeat, for the taste of our age has happily improved in
delicacy; but others are most admirable and instructive. Here are three of
them : —


THE FRIAR’S MAN AND THE TEN COMMANDMENTS.


“I will tell you now a pretty story of a friar to refresh you withal. A limiter
of the grey friars in the time of his limitation preached many times, and had
but, one sermon at all times; which sermon was of the ten commandments.
And. because this friar had preached this sermon so often, one that heard it
before told the friar’s servant that his master was called ‘Friar John ten
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Commandments’: wherefore the servant showed the friar his master
thereof, and advised him to preach of some other matters; for it grieved the
servant to hear his master derided. Now, the friar made answer saying, ‘
Belike, then, thou canst say the ten commandments well, seeing thou hast
heard them so many a time.’ ‘Yea,’ said the servant, ‘I warrant you.’ ‘Let
me hear them,’ saith the master; then he began, — ‘ Pride, covetousness,
lechery,’ and so numbered the deadly sins for the ten commandments. And
so there be many at this time, which be weary of the old gospel; they would
fain hear some new things: they think themselves so perfect in the old,
when they be no more skillful than this servant was in his ten
commandments.”


S. ANTHONY AND THE COBBLER.


“We read a pretty story of S. Anthony, which, being in the wilderness, led
there a very hard and strait life, insomuch as none at that time did the like.
to whom came a voice from heaven, saying, ‘ Anthony, thou art not so
perfect as is a cobbler that dwelleth at Alexandria.’ Anthony, hearing this,
rose up. forthwith, and took his staff and went till he came to Alexandria,
where he found the cobbler. the cobbler was astonished to see so reverend
a father to come into his house. then Anthony said unto him, ‘ Come and
tell me thy whole conversation, and how thou spendest thy time.’ ‘ Sir,’
said the cobbler, ‘ as for me, good works I have none, for my life is but
simple and slender; I am but a poor cobbler. In the morning, when I arise, I
pray for the whole city wherein I dwell, specially for all such neighbors and
poor friends as I have. After, I set me at my labor, where I spend the whole
day in getting of my living, and keep me from all falsehood; for I hate
nothing so much as I do deceitfulness: wherefore, when I make to any man
a promise, I keep it and do it truly; and so spend my time poorly with my
wife and children, whom I teach and instruct, as far as my wit will serve
me, to fear and dread God. this is the sum of my simple life.’


“In this story you see how God loveth those that follow their vocation, and
live uprightly without any falsehood in their dealing. this Anthony was a
great and holy man, yet this cobbler was as much esteemed before God as
he.”
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THE DANGER OF PROSPERITY.


“I read once a story of a good bishop, which rode by the way and was
weary, being yet far off from any town; therefore seeing a fair house, he
went thither, and was very well and honorably received: there were great
preparations made for him, and a great banquet; all things were in plenty.
then the man of the house set out his prosperity, and told the bishop what
riches he had, in what honors and dignities he was, how’ many fair children
he had, what a virtuous wife God had provided for him, so that he had no
lack of any manner of thing; he had no trouble nor vexations, neither
outward nor inward. Now this holy man, hearing the good estate of that
man, called one of his servants, and commanded him to make ready the
horses: for the bishop thought that God was not in that house, because
there was no temptation there: he took his leave and went his ways. Now
when he came a two or three mile off, he remembered his book which he
had left behind him; he sent his man back again to fetch that book, and
when the servant came again the house was sunken and all that was in it.
Here it appeareth that it is a good thing to have temptation. this man
thought himself a jolly fellow, because all things went well with him. But
he knew not S. James’ lesson: Beatus qui sufferet tentationem, ‘ Blessed is
he that endureth temptation.’ Let us therefore learn here, not to be irksome
when God layeth his cross upon us.”


Let us take a long leap of about a century, and we come to Jeremy Taylor,
another bishop, whom I mention immediately after Latimer because he is
apparently such a contrast to that homely divine, while yet in very truth he
has a measure of likeness to him as to the point ‘now in hand. they both
rejoiced in figure and metaphor, and equally delighted in incident and
narrative. true, the one would talk of John and William, and the other of
Anaxagoras and Scipio; but actual scenes were the delight of each. In this
respect Jeremy Taylor may be said to be Latimer turned into Latin. Jeremy
Taylor is as full of classical allusions as a king’s palace is full of rare
treasures, and his language is of the lofty order which more becomes a
patrician audience than a popular assembly; but when you come to the
essence of things, you see that if Latimer is homely, so also Taylor narrates
incidents which are homely to him; but his home is among philosophers of
Greece and senators of Rome. this being understood, we venture to say
that no one used more anecdotes than this splendid poet-preacher. His
biographer truly says, — “ It would be hard to point out a branch of
learning or of scientific pursuit to which he does not occasionally allude; or
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any author of eminence, either ancient or modern, with whom he does not
evince himself acquainted. He more than once refers to obscure stories in
ancient writers, as if they were of necessity as familiar to all his readers as
to himself; as, for instance, he talks of ‘poor Attillius Aviola,’ and again of
‘ the Libyan lion that brake loose into his wilderness and killed two Roman
boys.’” In all this he is eminently select and classical, and therefore I the
more freely introduce him here; for there can be no reason why our
anecdotes should all be rustic; we, too, may rifle the treasures of antiquity,
and make the heathen contribute to the gospel, even as Hiram of Tyre
served under Solomon’s direction for the building of the temple of the
Lord.


I am no admirer of Taylor’s style in other respects, and his teaching seems
to be at times semi-popish; but in this place I have only to deal with him
upon one particular, and of that matter he is an admirable example. He
lavishes classic stories even as an Asiatic queen bedecks herself with
countless pearls. Out of a single sermon I extract the following, which may
suffice for our purpose :-


STUDENTS PROGRESSING BACKWARDS,


“Menedemus was wont to say, ‘ that the young boys that went to Athens,
the first year were wise men, the second year philosophers, the third
orators, and the fourth were but ‘plebeians, and understood nothing but
their own ignorance.’ And just so it happens to some in the progresses of
religion; at first they are violent and active, and then they satiate all the
appetites of religion: and that which is left is, that they were soon weary,
and sat down in displeasure, and return to the world, and dwell in the
business of pride or money; and, by this time, they understand that their
religion is declined, and passed from the heats and follies of youth to the
coldness and infirmities of old age.”


THE PROUD MAN WHO BOASTED OF HIS HUMILITY.


“He was noted for a vain person, who, being overjoyed for the cure (as he
thought) of his pride, cried out to his wife, ‘ Cerne, Dionysia, deposui
fastum;’ ‘Behold, I have laid aside all my pride.’”
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DIOGENES AND THE YOUNG MAN.


“Diogenes once spied a young man coming out of a tavern or place of
entertainment, who, perceiving himself observed by the philosopher, with
some confusion stepped back again, that he might, if possible, preserve his
fame. with that severe person. But Diogenes told him, Quanto magis
intraveris, tanto magis eris in caupona: ‘ the more you go back, the longer
you are in the place where you are ashamed to be seen.’ He that conceals
his sin still retains that which he counts his shame and burden.”


(TO BE CONTINUED.)


HOLINESS?


WE are not greatly surprised to find that a certain society, many of whose
members claim to have reached perfect holiness can at the same time issue
orders to its leaders which are anything but straightforward. Professing
themselves to be wise, men become otherwise; boasting that they are rich,
braggarts betray their poverty. there! there, good friend! we will hear about
your holiness after we have seen you give up acting the part of” the Artful
Dodger.” You are to allow Christians to help you till you can do without
them, and then you are to get rid of them, so your “General” tells you. We
will hear about the holiness of your character when we have seen the
common honesty, not to say charity, of such a line of procedure. You are
taught to get people to pray that you may discover their notions upon
religious subjects. this may commend itself to the worldly wise, but
ordinary Christians who make no pretense to perfection would shudder at
the idea of using the throne of grace as a means of spying out the land.
Fine holiness this!


Holiness includes obedience to the laws of Christ; and when these laws are
ignored, and other regulations are preferred, the name of holiness may
remain, but the thing itself has gone. Perfect men would never use cunning
and concealment as a part of their mode of doing good, Holiness courts the
sunlight, and walks according to truth, and not according to the secret
rules of an underhand policy. If a band of tradesmen were to form a society
for trade purposes, and were to issue rules approximating to those found in
“the Orders and Regulations,” we should hear them denounced on all
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sides. Sad, indeed, it is that holiness should be mentioned in connection
with craft. Christ’s battles are be fought with the weapons of truth.


NOTES


It is one of the disadvantages of the early preparation of monthly
periodicals that notices must sometimes appear late. Friends must pardon
the lateness of an in memoriam note concerning James Harvey Esq., of
Hampstead. He was for many years one of the most liberal helpers of the
work which the Lord has entrusted to us: and we hear that he has left a
legacy of £500 to the Orphanage. We may not mention many of the things
which were done of him in secret; but we may say that he was the donor of
the house on the boys’ side of the Orphanage, which is known as “the
Merchant’s House.” this he gave without a request., or even a hint from us.
He was a man of mark: independent, yet ready to learn; lenient towards
doubt, but himself a firm believer. His views of truth were his own, and
would not be parallel in all points with those of anybody else; but we
always felt at one with him, and even where we judged him to be mistaken
we were glad to lore him just as he was. Our personal loss is very heavy,
and, hence, we can the more tenderly sympathize with the esteemed
mourners who have lost father and brother. We shall not soon look upon
his like again. Are there not other merchants who love our Lord, and will
be baptized for the dead, filling up the vacancies caused by these many
deaths, and taking thought that the cause of Christ shall know no lack? We
commend to all our readers an extract from Mr. Brock’s admirable sermon
— the sermon itself can be had of J. Hewetson, Hampstead : —


“While in good health he was exemplary for punctuality at the service of
God; and on very rare occasions was he absent from his place. ‘ I am
come,’ he said to me, the very Thursday evening before his fatal illness,
when! expressed surprise at seeing him, ‘because I am able to go to
business, and I do not think I ought to be absent from the church-
meeting.’”


Our beloved and lamented deacon, Mr. William Higgs, left by his will £500
to the Orphanage, £500 to the College, and £500 to the poor of the church.
this last donation is peculiarly valuable, as the expenditure upon this item is
very great and growing. Our church contains within it an unusually large
proportion of the Lord’s poor, and as the Almshouses’ endowment is not
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found to be sufficient for the widows who dwell in the rooms, this
occasions another draft upon our funds, which tends to weigh them down.
this legacy will help us for some few years to meet the annual deficiency,
and before it is all spent we hope some donor will more fully endow the
Almshouses.


A Petition for closing public-houses on the Lord’s-day has some time ago
received the full sanction of most of the religious bodies, and we gladly
express our hearty sympathy with its prayer. It may be questioned whether
the people of London are ripe for it; but, at any rate, a trial could do no
harm to anybody, not even the drink-sellers. ‘Where Sunday-closing has
been tried the best results have followed to the morals of the people and
the quietude of the neighborhood. Perhaps if our fellow-citizens w ere
driven to the horrible necessity of going without alcoholic liquors for one
day in the week they might lose some of their present dread of total
abstinence, and try it during the other six days. If that cannot be., they may
at least be taught a little forethought by having to get in their precious
cordials on a Saturday night: even this would be greater providence than
some of them have as yet exercised. If harmless articles may not legally be
sold on the Sabbath we fail to see why the Sunday trade in intoxication
should be under national sanction. We do ‘not care much for sobriety by
Act of Parliament, but we do care for anything which promotes order,
lessens drunkenness, and helps to tranquilize neighbor-hoods where
Sunday night becomes the terror of all quiet families.


Friends are reminded that the annual meeting of the Liberation Society will
be held at the tabernacle on the evening’ of May 2. the present state of the
Church demands fresh efforts on the part of those who would see it freed
from vassalage to the State,.


On Monday evening, March 5, the annual meeting of the LADIES’
BENEVOLENT SOCIETY, was held at the tabernacle. the report, read: by Mr.
Harrald, contained particulars of several very distressing cases that had
been relieved during the year, and pointed out the need for additional
workers and fresh subscribers to carry on the work efficiently. the balance-
sheet showed that the total expenditure had been £99 18s. 0d., and that the
balance in hand was £4 11s. 6d. Addresses were delivered by Pastors C. H.
and J. A. Spurgeon, and Deacons W. Olney and B. W. Carr. Ladies who
are at liberty on the Thursday after the first Sunday in each month will be
heartily welcomed at the working-meetings. the more of benevolent work







88


our churches can perform the better for themselves, for it is a healthy thing
to care for the sorrows of others. Well-to-do people nowadays are almost
universally quitting the poorer neighbor-hoods to live in the suburbs, and
who can blame them? But should they not keep up their subscriptions to
the charities which are intended to relieve the poorer districts? Will they
leave the poor to the poor? Will the wealthy attempt to live by themselves,
and forget the sorrows of those whose lot is daily toil? If so, the worst
results are inevitable. Irreligioin will be fostered by the indifference of
professors, want will fester into anarchy, and poverty will pine to
starvation. Hence we wish to see all our benevolent societies greatly
strengthened.


On Sunday evening, March l1, the regular tabernacle congregation stayed
away to allow strangers to come to the service. It was a very wintry night,
so that there was not quite so large a crowd as usual outside, but the
building was well filled, and probably four-fifths of those present were
men. Special prayer was offered that the word might be blessed, and many
friends were on the watch for anxious souls. Here may be the place to
remind our country friends that they can find seats in the tabernacle right
readily on Thursday nights at seven; and that on the Lord’s-day, if they are
bona fide strangers, they can always obtain admission by stating their case
to the appointed officer at the door, who will supply them with the means
of entrance. Many fear to make a trial of getting to the tabernacle because
they may not find room; but we hope they will now venture, since they can
be reasonably sure of entrance if they are from the country.


On Tuesday evening, March 13, the sixteenth annual BUTCHERS’ FESTIVAL


was held at the tabernacle. the master butchers and their wives partook of
tea together at the College, and afterwards between seventeen hundred and
eighteen hundred of the men employed in the Metropolitan Meat Market
sat down to a substantial meal. the quantity of provisions consumed on
these occasions is enormous; but it is all paid for by the willing
subscriptions of the masters. After tea the men adjourned to the tabernacle,
where a meeting was held under the presidency of t. A. Denny, Esq., and
addresses were delivered by Mr. Henry Varley, Mr. J. Ward, of Croydon,
and Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. Prayer is requested that the testimony for
Jesus thus given may be effectual for conversion. the men are rough, but
there is about them that honest heartiness which is characteristic of good
soil. telling words were uttered as to drinking, gambling, swearing, and the
like vices; but Jesus was lifted up as the Savior from sin, and this was the
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main theme of the addresses. Oh, for the Spirit’s power to water the good
seed, and bring a harvest from it! Mr. Varley has long been the prime
mover in this business, and the tabernacle has been gladly put at his service:
he will be specially glad to see more abundant results from this great effort.


On Wednesday evening, March 14, the anniversary of the formation of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE TOTAL ABSTINENCE SOCIETY was
celebrated. Between 400 and 500 persons were present at the tea in the
Lecture Hall, and afterwards a large assembly met in the tabernacle. the
chair was occupied by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, several anthems were sung
by a special choir, the annual report was read by the secretary, Mr. A. E.
Studhers, and gospel temperance addresses were delivered by the
chairman, the Revs. Newman Hall, L.L.B., G. M. Murphy, G. W. McCree,
and W. J. Mills, and Messrs. G. Thorneloe and J. T. Dunn, as the result of
which seventy-five persons signed the pledge. Prom the report it appears
that during the past year, in addition to more than 12,000 new pledges
taken during Mr. Booth’s mission in September, 1183 persons have signed
the pledge at the weekly meetings of the society, 2634 at the gospel
temperance services at the Elephant and Castle theater on Sunday
evenings, and 280 at ether special gather-tugs. Exclusive of the mission
receipts, the income of the society has been £141 3s. 6d., and the
expenditure £126 4s. 9½d. It is a great joy to us to know that the gospel is
kept well ‘to the front in the whole of this work, and. the consequence is
that many have been, not only reclaimed from drunkenness, but also
converted to Christ, and are now living as consistent Christians. the friends
who manage the society do not intend it to become a temperance work
with a little gospel tagged on; but they are resolved to put as much as
possible of Christ and free grace into all efforts on behalf of sobriety and
abstinence. It is something to wash the blackamoors of drunkenness, but
our hearts can never rest till grace makes them white once for all. We wish
it were possible to keep on the Sunday services at the Elephant and Castle
theater, but the expenses are some £5 per week, and the funds are not
equal to such a strain. Crowds pass the doors on Sunday nights, and many
look in: it is a means of grace to a crowded neighborhood, but it will be
closed for lack of funds unless some friend is raised up to help.


COLLEGE. — Mr. A. Cooper has settled at Batley, Yorkshire, and Mr. H.
P. Gower at New Mill, Tring. Mr. W. Clatworthy has removed from
Kingskerswell to Helston, Cornwall, and Mr. E. P. Riley from Spennymoor
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to Pinchbeck, Lincolnshire. May these settlements and removals be under
the divine approval.


The Nineteenth Annual Conference of the Pastors’ College Association
will (D. V.) be held in the week commencing April 10th. Will. all our
readers pray that a rich blessing may rest upon all who will be present?
Deacons of churches, whose pastors belong to the Conference, would be a
wise and kind thing if they helped their pastors to come up. ‘Some miss the
blessing because they cannot afford the traveling expenses.


When the London brethren met to arrange for the Conference we were
rejoicing that the hand of death had not been laid upon any of our number
during the year. Our brother W. Mummery, of Chatham-road,
Wandsworth, was with us then, but he has since been called suddenly to his
rest and reward, leaving a widow and three children.


On Friday evening, March 2, about sixty of the London ministers educated
in the College met at the tabernacle for a conference upon the moral and
spiritual condition of the metropolis. the President occupied the chair, and
delivered a short address; after which brief but able reports of the districts
with which they were acquainted were presented by the following brethren:
— W. J. Orsman, C. B. Sawday, T. Greenwood, W. Townsend, W. Olney,
Jun., J. Wilson, and A. G. Brown. From the information supplied to us it is
evident that there are the greatest possible contrasts between the various
divisions of our four-million-peopled city; in some parts there appears to be
adequate accommodation for those who desire to worship God, and the
people are outwardly religious; while in others, and especially in the East
of London, the poverty, misery, and vice are absolutely appalling. We left
the meeting feeling that there was little that we could do to affect the
multitudes around us except to preach the gospel clearly, simply, earnestly,
and faithfully, and to pray to the Lord to raise up from amongst his people
a band of men and women who would carry his word to the homes of the
hundreds of thousands who will not come out to heat’ it. the testimony of
our brethren confirms our own conviction that the much-vaunted ultra-
sensational methods that some adopt do. not really reach “the lapsed
masses,” but rather that they attract to their services those unstable ones
who have been members of our churches, and are anxious for something
new. to these the result is evil rather than good. After awhile the truly
gracious come back, but those who are for ever seeking some new thing go
from one delusion to another. the testimony to the mischievous results of
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noisy demonstrations in the street was intensely strong; those who most
admire open-air preaching are the most distressed at this out-of-door
carnival. Many ministers with whom we meet protest earnestly against the
disturbance of their services, the enticing of their school-children into the
streets, and the general spirit of disorder, and irreverence which is being
spread among the populace. “Our streets are rendered unsafe, and our
homes unendurable by a constant Pandemonium under the name of this
Army and the other,” — so have brethren from certain regions complained
to us again and again. the mob is being taught the art of rioting and
disturbing public worship: taught it by those whose own conduct is the
example.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have continued their
services at Liverpool during the whole of the past month. After three
weeks of meetings at Pembroke Chapel they spent a week at Soho-street
with our Brother Waiters, and another week at Byrom Hall with our good
friend, John Houghton, Esq. they also conducted services at the Rotunda -
Hall and the Circus, and closed their mission by paying a farewell visit to
Pembroke Chapel. the Pastor, R. Richards, has been so considerate as to
write concerning their work :—


“Dear Sir, — I feel constrained to send you a brief intimation in reference
to the gracious work that has been wrought among us during the past three
weeks through the instrumentality of your Evangelists, Messrs. Fullerton
and Smith. the traditions of ‘Pembroke’ were not in favor of such a special
evangelistic movement as we have just witnessed, and some of our older
members were gravely shaking their heads and doubting the wisdom and
propriety of the project when first mooted; but I can now safely say that
the common sentiment of all in regard to the work done is, ‘ It is of the
Lord, and it is marvelous in our eyes.’ Many lost ones have been found;
many anxious ones have been brought to peace; many prodigals have
returned home; and (not the least blessing) very many of the Lord’s people
have been stirred up to unwonted zeal for the salvation of souls and the
extension of their Master’s kingdom. the attendance throughout the
meetings has been wonderfully good: at some — notably at the ‘ Men’s
meetings,’ on Sunday afternoons, and at the ‘ Song Services,’ on Saturday
evenings — the chapel has been densely crowded. Some of the older
members wept tears of joy at seeing the ancient glories of ‘ Pembroke ‘
revived; and both the effective singing of Mr. Smith and the plain, practical
pleadings of Mr. Fullerton were felt to be’ with the demonstration of the
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Spirit and with power.’ Moreover, these two brethren have so endeared
themselves to us, not only by their earnest and faithful work for our
common Lord, but also by their genial bearing and kindly disposition
towards all around, that we could not help pleading with them for a
renewal of their visit before they leave Liverpool. At a meeting called last
week upwards of one hundred attended to testify to special blessing
received during the mission. the Lord grant that these one hundred cases
may represent much permanent addition of strength and usefulness to his
church, that so his name may be glorified. Believing that you would be
interested in some little account of the work done, I have hastily penned
you this, and will send you a few further notes when the Liverpool
campaign is ended, should, you desire it.”


Messrs. Moody and Sankey’s Committee gave our brethren a pressing
invitation to remain and assist the American Evangelists, but they were
unable to stay, as arrangements had been made for services at Hull,
commencing April 1st. Will all our friends in that town rally to the work?


Mr. Burnham reports good services at Wintoun-street, Leeds, better at
New Whittington, and best of all at Long Buckby. On his arrival there he
found that a prayerful interest in the work had been already awakened, and
consequently from the commencement the meetings were very successful.
this month Mr. Burnham is to be at Great torrington, Lyme Regis, Enfield
Highway, and Sheffield. He asks us to state that he is not fully engaged for
June and July. His address is 24, Keston-road, East Dulwich-road.


Mr. Frank Russell will also have some vacant dates after the Conference.
the county of Surrey does not appear to be ripe for evangelistic effort, and
he is therefore ready to go elsewhere. Brethren would do well to write at
once if they desire either of the evangelists to come to their help. Mr.
Russell’s address is 33, Wyndham-street, Bryanston-square.


ORPHANAGE.— Mr. Charlesworth and his choir have held a very successful
series of meetings recently at Norwich, Swaffham, Dereham, and Bury St.
Edmund’s. In each place large numbers of friends assembled, interest in the
institution was either created or increased, and a good substantial amount
was added to the funds. We are very grateful to all who in any degree
contributed to this happy result. God bless you, dear friends, and send you
a rich reward.
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COLPORTAGE.—In reporting upon the Col-portage work during another
month we are very glad to say that a friend, who prefers his name to be
unpublished, has sent the £10 required for the needy district which was in
danger of being discontinued. We are very thankful to him, as this ensures
the continuance of the work during the whole of 1883, and it is hoped that
extraneous aid will be forthcoming for the future when required. the
secretary has been preaching during the month at Market Harborough,
where the colporteur is doing a good work. He visits regularly 45 villages,
and supplies more than 300 monthly magazines, besides preaching at East
Lungton on the Lord’s- day. home mission meeting was held on the
Monday evening, at which it transpired that a considerable proportion of
the amount required for the support of the colporteur was subscribed in
weekly pence regularly collected by about half-a-dozen young ladies
connected with’ the Congregational. ,Church’ If others would “go and do
likewise there is hardly any limit to the extension of this most useful work.
We marvel every day that this holy service is not taken up on all hands. We
will not weary our readers and ourselves by arguing the matter again.


A new district has been opened in the neighborhood of Aylesbury, in
Buckinghamshire, where there is scope for a good work to be
accomplished. the Association is still desirous of opening up other districts
where £40 a year can be subscribed for a colporteur. Reports and full
information will be gladly sent on application to the secretary, W. Corden
Jones.


SCOTCH NOTES AND DRAFTS. — D. M., whose kind contribution of £2 has
been gratefully placed to the funds of the College, asks us to say in the
Sword and the Trowel whether it costs much to change Scotch notes. Our
bankers always charge one penny in the pound for commission on Scotch
and Irish note; but on drafts that are not payable in London, the
commission is much larger:, generally amounting to one shilling on all sums
not exceeding £5. If friends have to pay for obtaining the drafts they will
find it cheaper to purchase post-office orders, which, of course, we can
cash without any deduction..


PERSONAL NOTE. — A correspondent, writing to Joyful News, says : —
Reading of the recent work at Nottingham brought to my recollection a
circumstance which happened while I was traveling there. I was asked to
go to a public-house, and see a woman who was dying. I found her
rejoicing in the Savior. I asked her how she had found the Lord. ‘Reading
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that,’ she replied, handing me a torn piece of newspaper.! looked at it, and
found that it was part of an American paper, containing an extract from
one of ‘ Spurgeon’s Sermons,’ which extract had been the means of her
conversion. ‘Where did you get this newspaper from?’ I said. She
answered, ‘It was wrapped round a parcel which was sent me from
Australia.’ talk about the hidden life of the good seed! think of that.
Sermon preached in London, conveyed to America, an extract reprinted in
a newspaper there, that paper sent to Australia, part then tom off (as we
should say, accidentally) for the parcel, despatched to England, and, after
all its wanderings, conveys the message of salvation to the woman’s son.
God’s word shall not return to him void,”


RICHMOND-STREET MISSION, WALWORTH. — the annual meeting of the
friends engaged at this mission was held on Wednesday evening, Feb. 28.
After tea, at which ninety friends were present, Mr. Dunn presided, and
was supported by Messrs. Barr, Llewellyn, Northcroft, Williams,
Woollard, Johnson, and many other sympathizers with the work. Seventeen
reports of the various works carried on at the Mission were read or
delivered. Every department of Christian work represented at this offshoot
of the tabernacle is in a healthy and flourishing condition both financially
and religiously, the money required for carrying on each department being
subscribed by the workers themselves. there are at least one hundred
friends engaged in this Mission, most of whom are members of the
tabernacle church. two young men, old scholars of the school, were
present, and gave their testimony to the benefits they had individually
received. One of them, who is now engaged in the Lord’s work in another
part of London, stated that, when he first came to the school, he tried all in
his power to break his teacher’s leg, but the Lord broke his heart. the
other, “who was ready to fight anybody,” found the Savior before he left
the school, and a few years ago joined her Majesty’s Navy, and we believe
is a power for good among his shipmates. Many cases similar to these
could be mentioned. All who are engaged in this work rejoice to know that
they are not laboring in vain in the Lord.


The Mission has the willing services of 100 Christian men and women, and
comprises Ragged- schools, Sunday- schools, Young Men’s and Women’s
Bible-classes, Children’s Services, Mothers Meetings, Penny Bank, Band
of Hope, Young Christians’ Association, tract Society, Pure Literature
Society, Mutual Improvement Society, Evangelists’ Association, Libraries,
etc., etc. It caroler be carried on without considerable expense, and the
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committee, therefore, appeal for additional subscriptions, which will be
gladly received by the treasurer, Mr. Russell, 231, Walworth-road; or the
president, Mr. Dunn, 65, Boyson-road.


Baptisms at Metropolitan tabernacle :-February 22, nineteen; February, 26
thirteen; March 1, nineteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MAY, 1883.


THE USE OF WOOL IN THE EARS


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WE are told concerning Bernard of Clairvaux that, after he had given
himself up entirely to contemplation and walking with God, he met with a
considerable difficulty in the visits of those friends who were still in the
world. their conversation brought back thoughts and feelings connected
with the frivolities which he had for ever forsaken; and on one occasion,
after he had been wearied with the idle chit-chat of his visitors, he found
himself unable to raise his heart towards heaven. When he was engaged in
the exercise of prayer he felt that their idle talk was evidently the cause of
his losing fellowship with God. He could not well forbid his friends
coming, and therefore he prepared himself for their injurious conversation
by carefully stopping his ears with little wads of flax. He then buried his
head deep in his cowl, and though exposed for an hour to their
conversation, he heard nothing, and consequently suffered no injury. He
spoke to each of them some few words for edification, and they went their
way. We do not suppose that for: any great length of time he was much
troubled with such visitors, for he must have been an uncommonly
uninteresting companion. If people once discover that their clatter is lost
upon you, they are not quite so eager to repeat the infliction.


We ace not admirers of Bernard’s monastic severity, but we wish it were
possible to imitate his use of wool, in the spirit if not in the letter. We are
all thrown in the way of persons who will talk; and their talk: has in it
about as much solidify as the comet, of which we are told that a thousand
square miles, if condensed and compressed, would go into a thimble or an
acorn-cup. Cowper made an accurate computation of the value of ordinary
conversation when he said, —
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“Collect at ev’ning what the day brought forth,
Compress the sum into its solid worth,
And if it weigh the importance of a fly,
the scales are false, or algebra a lie.”


If it were of any use to these human fog-horns, whose noise so much
disturbs gracious souls, we would reason with them: but, alas, it would be
casting pearls before parrots, who would hop off with them, drop them,
and come back to scream again. Still, though it may be wasted effort, we
would tell them a little story, which we met with in a tiny book called
“Gold Dust.” “‘ Mother,’ asked a child, ‘ since nothing is ever lost, where
do all our thoughts go?’ ‘ to God,’ answered the mother, gravely, ‘ who
remembers them for ever.’ ‘For ever!’ said the child; he leaned his head,
and drawing closer to his mother, murmured, ‘I am frightened!’”


Do you triflers never feel frightened too? If go, permit this healthy fear to
grow; and remember that idle words are worse than idle thoughts, for they
lead others into evil, and murder good thoughts in those who else might
have quietly meditated.


As the topics of conversation which are usually intruded upon devout
minds are worthless, if not worse, the best way is to escape from them
altogether; but when this is not possible; oh, would that the gift of deafness
could be conferred upon us! Oh, to protect the drum of the ear with a plate
of iron! Will no one invent us ear-shields? The process of letting chit-chat
go in at one ear and out at the other is greatly injurious to the brain; and
the mere passage of such traffic through the mind is painful to the spiritual
man’s heart.. It would be a far better thing not to let it enter at all. Could
we not manage, by determinedly introducing holy topics, to become as
truly bores to the foolish talkers as the chatterboxes are to us? or, better
still, could we not turn the flood of conversation into a profitable channel,
and subdue wild tongues to some useful service, as men tame rushing
rivulets and make them turn their mill-wheels? Oh, that it were possible!


How often, immediately after a holy service, where in heart and mind we
have been carried to the top of tabor, so that we have beheld the
transfiguration of all gracious truth, have we come down to the foot of the
mountain to meet with very fools! they have inane remarks to offer upon
the congregation, the faults of the singing, the mistakes of the preacher, or
other worthless trifles. they behave as if, in the presence of God, and
heaven, and hell, they found a fit place for acting the merry-andrew, and
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playing their fantastic tricks. If they have ever been in the presence of the
King of kings, they have been more engrossed by the dust beneath his feet
than with his majesty and glory. this dust they bring away, and throw into
our eyes, so that with the pain thereof the holy vision vanishes away. Oh,
that such beings should exist! the kites and ravens which pounced upon
Abraham’s sacrifice the patriarch drove away; but these swoop down upon
a sudden, and, despite our protests, they remain to rob the altars of God.


We are in our study, wrapt in holy meditation: woe unto us, for there is a
knock at the door, and a person enters who cannot be denied admission. A
draught of cold air seems to follow him into the room. Our devotion is
chilled. He goes away, and it would seem as if the Master went out of the
door at the same time. It may take us hours of earnest, seeking to find our
Beloved again: the heavenly spell is broken, and we could weep scalding
tears of regret that so much is lost without compensation and without
reason. The senseless caller has not left a thought behind him worth
throwing into the waste-basket. then have we sighed for “a lodge in some
vast wilderness, some boundless contiguity of shade,” that sound of
chattering talkatives might never reach us more.


We have sought solitude; we have stolen away from the haunts of men.
into the congenial sphere of nature: holiness is written upon every leaf, and
flower, and green blade; a solemn stillness girds us; our heart is ascending
like the lark that rises from the field to heaven; our spirit is exhaling odors
of gratitude and joy, like the fragrant perfume of the flowers around us; we
feel fellowship with the Master when the Spirit led him into the wilderness:
and lo! to complete the parallel, the devil appears to tempt us. He comes
not in the form of the fiend himself, for then would we commence a sacred
combat, in which, by God’s help, we would gain the victory; but he comes
in the shape of a worldly acquaintance, uninvited, undesired. this said
friend is well enough for a passing salute, and by no means so malicious as
willfully to play the serpent in our Paradise: but just here and now! Oh
Providence, thy wisdom is inscrutable! Why bring this being here? He, of
all men! What want we with him? We might as well have met the
boatswain of Barclay’s Ship of Fools. Oh, dear good creature, why stray
you in this direction? Poor soul, what sent you here to do for my
meditations what Newton’s dog Diamond did for the philosopher’s
profound calculations when he overturned the candle and set the papers on
a blaze? Yet here he is, and there is no hiding from him among the trees of
the wood; we must beat’ his idle prattle as best we may. He cracks a
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senseless joke, and then chatters on with meaningless remarks upon the
weather, and our own appearance, and our solitude, lie cannot be shaken
off; he must rattle till he has run down. Sympathy with silence he never
had, nor with sense either. Ah me! His thoughtless foot has trampled on
our communion with Jesus; his idle talk has chased away the sacred Dove!
It is our duty to pray for such spiritual Goths and Vandals; but among the
petitions is one that we may be delivered from them. We have longed to be
like Alexander Selkirk, on a desert island, with ten thousand leagues of
impassable water, or fire if need be, between us and the distracting tongues
of empty minds. Do you wonder that men have built cells for themselves
amid the crags of Sinai, or have roamed over desert sands by the Red Sea
shore, or have immured themselves in monasteries to escape from
distractions? the restless scourge of vanity has whipped noble minds into an
intolerance of men.


Why is it that devotion is so fair and frail a thing? Must it ever be so?
Cannot meditation grow more robust? Alas, we fear that if holy
contemplation grows within the sterile soil of our heart, it must always be a
delicate exotic, liable to be withered by the first breath of earth’s sirocco?
Shall we never come to be in such a condition that fellowship with God
will be like the grass that grows in the meadows, which may be trodden on
by a thousand travelers and yet will lift up its head again, and spread a
carpet fit for the feet of angels? Surely there must be something radically
wrong with us still: regenerating work cannot be so complete as it might
be. If we were wholly renewed we. might traverse a market, and remain in
heaven; pass through all the babble of contention’s tongues, and yet
possess the peace of God which passeth all understanding; dwell in the
tents of Kedar, and yet be as much alone with God as if every scoffer were
a saint, and every fool an angel Shall we ever reach to this? the burning
aspiration for it is the promise that; we shall. Let us struggle upwards till
our absorption. into the love of Christ shall fill our ears with something
better than wads of wool, and our communion with the heavenly shall
make us like David when. he said, “I, as a deaf man, heard not.” till that
comes it will be a sign of grace to be weary of that which is graceless. It
will be a mark of wisdom to be impatient of the follies of human converse.
It will be a sign of heavenliness if we can regard our disturbers with
compassions, and lend ourselves to lift up these earthbound ones as well as
ore’ own hearts. Even as the eagle is said to bear her young upon her
wings, and soar upward with them toward the sun, we too, though
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burdened with the load, may yet learn to bear all companies, and all their
converse, upward into fellowship with God.


PROFESSORS OF THE HIGHER LIFE


A METHODIST preacher of long experience (a doctor of divinity too). lately
remarked in a Southern paper: “I have known hundreds of men and
women, who made no pretensions to holiness, who had experienced no
‘second blessing,’ who had found no ‘new light,’ who sought no ‘ higher
life,’ who, in fact, were just as pure, true, and holy in life and conversation
as the best so-called ‘holiness people’ I ever saw, and not half so
troublesome in the church.” there is nobody who can stir ‘up so many
church rows, and keep them boiling so long, as your brother or sister who
has received the “second blessing” and is. living the ‘“ higher life.” — New
York Examiner.


On looking back through thirty years of church life we are compelled to
come to the conclusion that the most unsatisfactory members we have ever
had have been those who were most satisfied with themselves. One brother
became so thoroughly sanctified that he could not live with his wife; and
another had so clean escaped from sin of every sort that he quitted us all in
disgust. We find in the Sunday-school, the Lay Preachers’-Association, the
Christian Young Men’s meetings, and in all other forms of work, that as
soon as any of the brethren or the sisters begin to brag about their holiness
they become wholly useless, and before long the place that knew them.
knows them no more. “Great cry and little wool” men are not very
numerous among us, but we have a few now and then just by way or’
variety. — C. H. S.


ANECDOTES FROM THE PULPIT.


A LECTURE TO THE COLLEGE, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


(CONTINUED).


NO examples will have greater weight with you than those taken from
among the Puritans, in whose steps it is our desire to walk, though, alas!
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we follow with feeble feet. Certain of them abounded in anecdotes and
stories: Thomas Brooks is a signal instance of the wise and wealthy use of
holy fancy. I put him first, because I reckon him to be the first in the special
art which is now under consideration. He hath dust of gold; for even in the
margins of his books there are sentences of exceeding preciousness, and
hints at classic stories. His style is clear and full; he never so exceeds in
illustration as to lose sight of his doctrine, His floods of metaphor never
drown his meaning, but float it; upon their surface. If you have never read
his works I almost envy you the joy of entering for the first time upon his
“unsearchable Remedies,” Riches, trying his Precious communing with his
“Mute Christian,” and enjoying his other masterly writings. Let me give
you a taste of his quality in the way of anecdotes. Here are a few brief ones
which lie almost upon the same page; but he so abounds with them that
you may readily call scores of better ones for yourselves.


MR. WELCH WEEPING.


“A soul under special manifestations of love weeps that it can love Christ
no more. Mr. Welch, a Suffolk minister, weeping at table, and being asked
the reason of it, answered, it was because lie could love Christ no more.
the true lovers of Christ; can never rise high enough in their love to Christ;
they count a little love to be no love; great love to be but little; strong love
to be but weak; and the highest love to be infinitely below the worth of
Christ, the beauty and glory of Christ, the fullness, sweetness, and
goodness of Christ. the top of their misery in this life is that they love so
little, though they are so much beloved.”


SUBMISSIVE SILENCE


“Such was the silence of Philip the Second, King of Spain, that when his
invincible Armada, that had been three years a-fitting, was lost, he gave
command that all over Spain they should give thanks to God and the saints
that it was no more grievous.”


FAVORITES SUBMITTING TO THEIR LORDS.


“When Teribazus, a noble Persian, was arrested, at first he drew his sword
and defended himself; but when they charged him in the king’s name, and
informed him that they came from the king, and were commanded to bring
him to the king, he yielded willingly. Seneca persuaded his friend to bear
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his affliction quietly, because he was the emperor’s favorite, telling him
that it was not lawful for him to complain whilst Caesar was his friend.. So
saith the holy Christian, Oh, my soul, be quiet, be still; all is in love, all is a
fruit of Divine favor.”


SIR PHILIP SYDNEY.


“A religious commander being shot in battle, when the wound was
searched and the bullet cut out, some standing by pitying his pain, he
replied, ‘ though! groan, yet I bless God I do not grumble.’ God allows his
people to groan, though not to grumble.”


Thomas Adams, the Conforming Puritan, whose sermons are full of rugged
force and. profound meaning, never hesitated to insert a story when he felt
that it would enforce his teaching. His starting-point is ever some Biblical
sentence, or Scriptural history; and this he works out with much
elaboration, bringing to it all the treasures of his mind. As Stowell says,
“Fables, anecdotes, classical poetry, gems from the fathers and other old
writers, are scattered over almost every page” His anecdotes are usually
rough-and-ready ones, and might be compared to those of Latimer, only
they are not so genial; their humor is generally grim and caustic. the
following may serve as fair specimens : —


THE HUSBAND AND HIS WITTY’ WIFE.


“the husband told his wife that he had one ill quality, he was given to be
angry without cause; she wittily replied that she would keep him from that
fault, for she would give him cause enough. It is the folly of some that they
will be offended without cause, to whom the world promises that they shall
have causes enough. ‘ In the world ye shall have tribulation.’”


THE SERVANT AT THE SERMON.


“It is ordinary with many to commend the lecture to others’ ears, but few
commend it; to their’ own hearts. It is morally true what the Christian tell-
truth relates: A servant coming from church praiseth the sermon to his
master. He asks him what was the text. ‘..gay, quoth the servant, it was
begun before I came in. What, then, was his conclusion? He answered, I
came out before it was done But what said he in the midst? Indeed, I was
asleep in the midst. Many crowd to get into the church, but make no room
for the sermon to get into them.”
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THE PICTURE OF A HORSE.


“One charged a painter to draw him equum volituntem, a trotting or
prancing horse; and he (mistaking the word) drew him equum volutantem,
a wallowing or tumbling horse, with his heels upward. Being brought
home, and the bespeaker blaming his error; I would have him prancing, and
you have made him tumbling, If that be all, quoth the painter, it is but
turning the picture wrong side uppermost, and you have your desire. thus
in their quodlibetical discourses they can but turn the lineaments, and the
matter is as they would have it. I speak not this to disgrace all their
learning, but their fruitless, needless disputes and arguments, who find
themselves a tongue where the Scripture allows them none.”


THE PIRATE.


“As when the desperate pirate, ransacking and rifling a bottom, was told by
the master, that though no law could touch him for the present, he should
answer it at the day of judgment; replied, Nay, if I may stay so long ere I
come to it, I will take thee and thy vessel too. A conceit wherewith too
many land-thieves, oppressors, flatter themselves in their hearts, though
they dare not utter it with their lips.”


William Gurnall, the author of” the Christian in Complete Armor,” runs;
surely have been a relater of pertinent stories in his sermons, since even in
his set and solid writings they occur. Perhaps I need not have made the
distinction between his writings and his preaching, for it appears from the
preface that his” Christian in Complete Armor” was preached’ before it
was printed. In vivid imagery every page of his famous book abounds, and
whenever this is the case we are sure to light upon short narratives and
striking incidents. He’ is as profuse in illustration as either Brooks,
Watson, or Swinnock. Happy Lavenham to have been served by such a
pastor. By the way, this “Complete Armor” is beyond all others a
preacher’s book: I should think that more discourses have been suggested
by it than by any other uninspired volume. I have often resorted to it when
my own fire has been burning low, and I have seldom failed to find a
glowing coal upon Gurnall’s hearth. John Newton said that if he might read
only one book beside the Bible, he would choose “the Christian in
Complete Armor,” and Cecil was of much the same opinion. J. C. Ryle has
said of it, “You will often find in a line and a half some great truth, put so
concisely, and yet so fully.. that you really marvel how so much thought
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could be got into so few words.” One or two stories from the early part of
his great work must, suture our purpose.


THE BIRD SAFE IN A MAN’S BOSOM.


“A heathen could say, when a, bird (feared by a hawk) flew into his bosom,
I will not betray thee unto thine enemy, seeing thou comest for sanctuary
unto me.’ How much less will God yield up a soul unto its enemy, when it
takes sanctuary in his Name, saying, ‘ Lord, I am hunted with such a
temptation, dogged with such a lust; either thou must pardon it, or I am
damned; mortify it, or I shall be a slave to it; take me into the bosom of thy
love, for Christ’s sake; castle me in the arms of thy everlasting strength; it
is in thy power to save me from, or give me up into, the hands of my
enemy; I have no confidence in myself or any other; into thy hands I
commit my cause, my life, and rely on thee.’ this dependence of a soul
undoubtedly will awaken the almighty power of God for such a one’s
defense: he hath sworn the greatest oath that can come out of his blessed
lips, even by himself, that such as ‘ flee for refuge’ to hope in him shall
have ‘strong consolation’: Hebrews 6 17, 18.”


THE PRINCE WITH HIS FAMILY IN DANGER.


“Suppose a king’s son should get out of a besieged city, where he hath left
his wife and children (whom he loves as his own soul), and these all ready
to die by sword or famine, if supply come not the sooner; could this prince,
when arrived at his father’s house, please himself with the delights of the
court, and forget the distress of his family? or rather would he not come
post to his father (having their cries and groans always in his ears), and,
before he ate or drank, do his errand to his father, and entreat him, if ever
he loved him, that he would send all the force of his kingdom to raise the
siege, rather than any of his dear relations should perish? Surely, sirs,
though Christ be in the top of his preferment, and out of the storm in
regard of his own person, yet his children, left behind in the midst of sin’s,
Satan’s, and the world’s batteries, are in his heart, and shall not be
forgotten a moment by him. the care he takes in our business appeared in
the speedy dispatch he made of his Spirit to his apostles’ supply, which, as
soon almost as he was warm in his seat at his Fathers right hand, he sent,
to the incomparable comfort of his apostles and us that to this day, yea, to
the end of the world, do or shall believe on him/’
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JOHN CARELESS.


“When God honors a person to suffer for his truth, this is a great privilege:
‘ Unto you it is given not only to believe, but to suffer for his sake.’ God
doth not use to give worthless gifts to his saints, there is some preciousness
in it which a carnal eye cannot see. Faith, you will say, is a great gift; but
perseverance greater, without which faith would be little worth, and
perseverance in suffering is above both honorable. this made John
Careless, an English martyr (who though he died not at the stake, yet in
prison for Christ), say, ‘ Such an honor tis as angels are not permitted to
have, therefore God forgive me mine unthankfulness.’”


MR. BENBRIDGE.


“Oh, how many die at the gallows as martyrs in the devil’s cause for
felonies, rapes, and murders! He might withdraw his grace, and leave thee
to thy own cowardice and unbelief, and then thou wouldest soon show
thyself in thy colors. ‘I, he stoutest champions for Christ have been taught
how weak they are if Christ steps aside. Some that have given great
testimony of their faith and resolution in Christ’s cause, even to come so
near dying for his name as to give themselves to be bound to the stake, and
fire to be kindled upon them, yet their hearts have failed; as that holy man,
Mr. Benbridge, in our English martyrology, who thrust the faggots from
him, and cried out, ‘I recant, I recant!:’ Yet this man, when reinforced in
his faith, and indued with power from above, was able, within the space of
a week after that sad foil, to die at the stake cheerfully. He that once
overcame death for us, ‘tis he that always overcame death in us.”


John Flavel is a name which I shall have to quote in another lecture, for he
is the greatest in metaphor and allegory; but in the matter of anecdote }’,is
preaching is a fine example. It was said of his ministry that he who was
unaffected by it must either have had a very soft, head or a very hard heart.
He had a fired of striking incidents, and a faculty of happy illustration, and
as he was a man in whose manner cheerfulness was blended with
solemnity, he was popular in the highest degree both at; home and abroad.
He sought, out words which might suit the sailors of Dartmouth and
farmers of Devon, and therefore he has left, behind him his “Navigation
Spiritualized” and his” Husbandry Spiritualized,” a legacy for each of the
two orders of men who plough the sea and the land. He was a man worth
making a pilgrimage to ;hear. What a crime it was to silence his heaven-
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touched lips by the abominable Act of Uniformity! Instead of quoting
several passages from his sermons, each one containing an anecdote, I have
thought it as well to give a mass of stories as we find them in his
prelections upon —


PROVIDENCE IN CONVERSION.


“A scrap of paper accidentally coming to view hath been used as an
occasion of conversion. this was the case of a minister of Wales, who had
two livings, hut took little care of either. He being at a fair, bought
something at a peddler’s standing, and rent off a leaf of Sir. Perkins’
catechism to wrap it; in; and reading a line or two of it, God sent it home
so as it did the work.”


“The marriage of a godly man into a carnal family hath been ordered by
Providence for the conversion and salvation of many therein. thus we read,
in the life of that renowned English worthy, Mr. John Bruen, that, in his
second match, it was agreed that he should have one year’s diet in his
mother-in-law’s house. During his abode there that year (saith Mr. Clark)
the Lord was pleased by his means graciously to work upon her soul, as
also upon his wife’s sister, and half-sister, their brothers, Mr. William and
Mr. Thomas Fox, with one or two of the servants in that family.”


“Not only the reading of a book, or hearing of a minister, but (which is
most remarkable’) the very mistake or forgetfulness of a minister hath been
improved by Providence for this end and purpose. Augustine, once
preaching to his congregation, forgot the argument which he first
proposed, and fell upon the errors of the Manichees, beside his first
intention; by which discourse he converted one Firmns, his auditor, who
fell down at his feet weeping, and confessing he had lived a Manichee many
years. Another I knew, who, going to preach, took up another Bible than
that he had designed, in which not only missing his notes, but the chapter
also in which his text lay, he was put to some loss thereby; but after a short
pause he resolved to speak to any other Scripture that might be presented
to him, and accordingly read the text, ‘ the Lord is not slack concerning his
promise’ (2 Peter 3:2); and though he had nothing prepared, yet the Lord
helped him to speak both methodically and pertinently from it; by which
discourse a gracious change was wrought upon one in the congregation,
who hath since given good evidence of a sound conversation, and
acknowledged this sermon to be the first and only means thereof.”
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“Going to hear s, sermon in jest hath proved some men’s conversion in
earnest. Mr. Firmin, in his ‘Real Christian,’ tells us of a notorious
drunkard, whom the drunkards called ‘Father,’ that one day would needs
go to hear what Wilson said, out of no other design, it seems, but to scoff
at the holy man; but in the. prayer before sermon, his heart began to thaw,
and when he read his text, which was, ‘Sin no more, lest a worse thing
come unto thee’ (John 5:14), he could not contain; and in that sermon the
Lord changed his heart, though formerly so bitter an enemy that the
minister on lecture-days was afraid to go to church, before his shop door.’
Lo, these are parts of his ways: but how small a portion, is known of
him?....


George Swinnock, for some years chaplain to Hampden, had the gift of
illustration largely developed, as his works prove. Some of his similes are
far-fetched, and the growth of knowledge has rendered certain of them
obsolete; but they served his purpose, and made his teaching attractive.
After deducting all his fancies which in the present age would be judged to
be strained, there remains “a rare amount of sanctified wit and wisdom”;
and sparkling here and there we spy out a few telling stories, mostly of
classic origin.


THE. PRAYER OF PAULINUS


“It was the speech of Paulinus, when his city was taken by the barbarians,
Domine, ne excrucier ob aurum et argentum: ‘ Lord, let me not be
troubled for my silver and gold which I have lost, for thou art all things.’
As Noah, when. the whole world was overwhelmed with water, had a fair
epitome of it in the ark, having all sorts of beasts and fowls there; so he
that in a deluge hath God to be his God, hath the original of all mercies. He
who enjoyeth the ocean may rejoice, though some drops are taken from
him.”


QUEEN ELIZABETH AND THE MILKMAID.


“Queen Elizabeth envied the milkmaid when she was in prison; but had site
known the glorious reign which she was to have for forty-four years, she
would not have repined at the poor happiness of so mean a person.
Christians are too prone to envy the husks which wandering sinners fill
themselves with here below; but would they set before them their glorious
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hopes of a heaven, how they must reign with Christ for ever and ever, they
would see little reason for their repining.”


THE BELIEVING CHILD.


“I have read a story of a little child about eight or nine years old, that being
extremely pinched with hunger, looked one day pitifully necessitous on her
mother, and said., ‘ Mother, do you think that God will starve us? ‘ the
mother answered, ‘No, child, he will not’ the child replied, ‘But if he do,
yet we. must love him and serve him.’ Here was language that spake a
well-grown Christian. For indeed God brings us to want and misery, to try
us whether we love him for his own sake, or for our own sakes; for those
excellencies that are in him, or for those mercies we have from hint; to see
whether we will say with the cynic to Antisthenes, Nullus tam durus erit
baculus, etc.’ there should be’ no cudgel so, crabbed as to heat me from
thee.’”


FASHIONABLE RELIGION


“I have read of a popish lady in Paris, that when she saw a glorious
procession to one of their saints, cried out, Oh, how fine is our religion
beyond that of the Huguenots! — they have a mean and beggarly religion,
but ours is full of bravery and solemnity. But as heralds say of a coat of
arms, if it be full of gays and devices, it speaks a mean descent; so truly
that manner of worship which is mingled with men’s inventions speaks its
descent to be mean — namely, from man.”


THE BUSY DUKE


“The French Duke d’Alva could say, when he was asked by Henry the
Fourth whether he had seen the eclipse of the sun, that he had so much
business to do upon earth, that he has no time to look up to heaven. Sure I
am, the Christian may say with more truth and conscience, that he hath so
much business to do for heaven, that he hath no time to mind vain or
earthly things.


THOMAS WATSON was one of the many Puritan preachers who won the
popular ear by their frequent illustrations. In the clear flowing stream of his
teaching we find pearls of anecdote very frequently. No one ever grew
weary under such pleasant yet weighty discourse as that which we find in
his “Beatitudes.” Let two quotations serve to show his skill.
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THE VESTAL AND THE BRACELETS


“Most men think:, because God hath blessed them with an estate, therefore
they are blessed. Alas! God often gives these things in anger: He loads his
enemies with gold and silver; as Plutarch reports of Tarpeia, a Vestal nun,
who bargained with the enemy to betray the Capital of Rome to them, in
case she might have the golden bracelets on their left hands, which they
promised; and being entered into the Capitol, they threw not only their
bracelets, but their bucklers, too, upon her, through the weight whereof
she was pressed to death. God often lets men have the golden bracelets of
worldly substance, the weight whereof sinks them into hell. Oh, let us
superna anhelare, get our eyes ‘fixed’ and our hearts ‘ united’ to God the,
supreme good; this is to pursue blessedness as in a Chase.”


HEDGEHOG AND CONIES


“The Fabulist tells a story of the hedgehog that came to the coney-burrows
in stormy weather, and desired harbor, promising that he would be a quiet
guest; but when once he had gotten entertainment, he did set up his
prickles, and did never leave till he had thurst the poor conies out of their
burrows: so covetousness, though it hath many fair pleas to insinuate, and
wind itself into the heart, yet as soon as you have let it in, this thorn will
never cease pricking till it hath choked all good beginnings, and thrust all
religion out of your hearts.”


I think this must suffice to represent the men of the Paritanic period, who
added to their profound theology and varied learning a zeal to be
understood, and a skill in setting forth truth by the help of everyday
occurrences. the age which followed them was barren of spiritual life, and
was afflicted by a race of rhetorical divines, whose words had little
connection with the Word of life. the scanty thought of the Queen Anne
dignitaries needed no aid of metaphor or parable; there was nothing to
explain to the people: the utmost endeavor of these divines was to hide the
nakedness of their discourses with the fig-leaves of Latinized verbiage.
Living preaching was gone, spiritual life was gone, and consequently a
pulpit was set up which had no voice for the common people; no voice,
indeed, for anybody except the mere formalist, who is content if decorum
be observed and respectability maintained. Of course, our notion of making
truth clear by stories did not suit the dignified death of the period, and it
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was only when the dry bones began to be stirred that the popular method
was again brought to the front.


The illustrious George Whitefield stands, with Wesley, at the head of that
noble army who led the Revival of the last century. It is not at this present
any part of my plan to speak of his matchless eloquence, unquenchable
earnestness, and incessant labor; but it is quite according to the run of my
lecture to remind you of his own saying, — “ I use market language.” He
employed pure, good, flowing English; but he was as simple as if he spoke
to children. Although by no means abounding in illustration, yet he always
employed it when needed, and he narrated incidents with great power of
action and emphasis. His stories were so told that they thrilled the people:
they saw as well as heard, for each word had its proper gesture. One
reason why he could be understood at so great a distance was the fact that
the eye helped the ear. As specimens of his anecdotes I have selected these
which follow : —


THE TWO CHAPLAINS.


“You cannot do without the grace of God when you come to die. there
was a nobleman that kept a deistical chaplain, and his lady a Christian one;
when he was dying, he says to his chaplain — ‘ I liked you very well when
I was in health; but it is my lady’s chaplain I must have when I am sick.’”


NEVER SATISFIED.


“My dear hearers, there is not a single soul of you all that are satisfied in
your stations: is not the language of your hearts when apprentices, — We
think we shall do very well when journeymen; when journeymen, that we
should do very well when masters; when single, that we shall do well when
married; and to be sure you think you shall do well when you keep a
carriage. I have heard ,of one who began low: he first wanted a house;
than, says he, ‘ 1 want two, then four, then six’; and when he. had them, he
said, ‘ I think I want nothing else.’ ‘ Yes,’ says his friend, ‘ you will soon
want another thing, that is, a hearse-and-six to carry you to your grave’;
and that made him tremble.”


DR. MANTON’S HEART.


“A good woman, who was charmed with Dr. Manton, said, ‘ Oh, sir, you
have made an excellent sermon to-day; I wish I had your heart.’ ‘ Do you
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so? ‘ said he, ‘ good woman; you had better not wish for it; for if you had
it, you would wish for your own again.’ the best of men see themselves in
the worst light.”


Fearing that the quotation of any more examples might prove tedious, I
would only remind you that such men as Berridge, Rowland Hill, Matthew
Wilks, Christmas Evans, William Jay, and others who have but lately
departed from us, owed much of their attractiveness to the way in which
they aroused their audiences, and flashed truth into their faces by well-
chosen anecdotes time calls upon me to have done, and how can I come to
a better close than by mentioning one living man, who, above all others,
has in two continents stirred the masses of the people: I refer to D. L.
Moody. this admirable brother has a great aversion to the printing of his
sermons; and well he may have, for he is incessantly preaching, and has no
time allowed him for the preparation of fresh discourses; and therefore it
would be great unwisdom on his part to print at once these addresses with
which he is working through a campaign. We hope, however, that when he
has done with a sermon he will never suffer it to die out, but give it to the
church and to the world through the press. Our esteemed brother has a
lively, telling style, and he thinks it wise frequently to fasten a nail with the
hammer of anecdote. Here are four or five extracts from the little book
entitled, “Arrows and Anecdotes,” by D. L. Moody. By John Lobb : —


THE IDIOT’S MOTHER.


“I know a mother who has an idiot child. For it she gave up all society
almost everything, and devoted her whole life to it. ‘And now,’ said she,
‘for fourteen years I have tended it and loved it, and it does not even know
me. Oh! it is breaking my heart!’ Oh! how the Lord must say this of
hundreds here. Jesus comes here, and goes from seat to seat, asking if
there is a place for him. Oh! will not some of you take him into your
hearts?”


SURGEON AND ‘PATIENT


“When I was in Belfast I knew a doctor who had a friend a leading surgeon
there, and he told me that the surgeon’s custom was, before performing
any operation, to say to the patient; ‘ take a good look at the wound, and
then fix your eyes on me, and don’t take them off till I get through the
operation.’ 1 thought at the time that was a good illustration. Sinner, take a
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good look at the wound to-night, and then fix your eyes on Christ, and
don’t take them off. It is better to look at the remedy than at the wound.”


THE ORPHAN’S PRAYER.


“A little child, whose father and mother had died, was taken into another
family. the first night she asked if she could pray, as she used to do. they
said, ‘ Oh, yes.’ So she knelt down, and prayed as her mother had taught
her: and, when that was ended, she added a little prayer of her own: ‘ Oh,
God, make these people as kind to me as father and mother were.’ then she
paused, and looked up, as if expecting the answer, and added: ‘ Of course
he will.’ How sweetly simple was that little one’s faith; she expected God
to ‘do,’ and, of course, she got her request.”


THE ROLL CALL


“A soldier lay on his dying couch during our last war, and they heard him
say, ‘ Here!’ they asked him what he wanted, and he put up his hand and
said: ‘ Hush! they are calling the roll of heaven, and I am answering to my
name’; and presently he whispered: ‘ Here! ‘ and he was gone.”


NO HOME BEYOND THE GRAVE.


“I have been told of a wealthy man who died recently. Death came
unexpectedly to him, as it almost always does; and he sent out for his
lawyer to draw his ‘will. And lie went on willing away his property; and
when he came to his wife and child, he said he wanted them to have the
home. But the little child didn’t understand what death was. She was
standing near, and she said, ‘ Papa, have you got a home in that land you
are going to?’ the arrow reached that heart; but it was too late. He saw his
mistake. He had got no, home beyond the grave.”


I will weary you no longer. You may safely do what the most useful of men
have done before you. Copy them, not only in their use of illustration, but
in their wisely keeping it in subservience to their design. they were not
story-tellers, but preachers of the gospel; they did not aim at the
entertainment of the people, but at their conversion. Never did they go out
of their way to drag in a telling bit which they had been saving up for
display, and never could anyone say of their illustrations that they were
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“Windows that exclude the light,
And passages that lead to nothing.”


Keep you the due proportion of things, lest I do worse than lose my labor,
by becoming the cause of your presenting to the people strings of
anecdotes instead of sound doctrines; for that would be as evil a thing as if
you offered to hungry men flowers instead of bread, and gave to the naked
gauze of gossamer instead of woolen doth.


Erect a beacon on your sickness, and let the soft, sweet light of patience
and resignation shine therefrom. Kindle a light upon the supposed
disadvantage of your obscurity, and let your humble self-abnegation and
content appear to Jesus’s praise.


Your very poverty, or ignorance, or former wickedness, may be made the
means of leading others to Him who receiveth sinners and eateth with
them. May the good Spirit help us in this matter. God’s grace builds
lighthouses on sunken rocks, and paints rainbows on the blackest clouds.
Our great Captain can so train his soldiers that even their left-handedness
shall redound to the glory of His right hand and holy name. Let every
reader say, “Amen.”


I find that in all probability many of these left-handed Benjamites were able
to use both hands equally well; but as there is neither time nor space just;
now to speak of this, I will reserve for the next paper some few remarks on
“Both-handed Men.”


NO PAY NO PLAY


At Brighton such a company of outsiders follow the foxhounds that it is
found needful to give no further public announcements of the meets, and
instead thereof to send private intimations to subscribers only.. the world
deals out a sort of rough justice, and endeavors to shut out those who
share the play but not the pay. We have plenty of these gentlemen in the
religious world, and it is our impression that the great, Lord of all things
carries out much the same regulation. those who neither contribute of
substance, time, or labor to the cause of God are never happy Christians:
they never share in the secret jots of the truly consecrated, they have no
idea of the peculiar delights of hearts devoted to the Redeemer’s service.
May not this account for much of the doubting and fearing which is
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abroad, and for the despondency of many professors? As they do not work,
neither shall they eat. they give little and receive little. — C. H. S.


LIVE ABODE FEELINGS


PAYING a pastoral visit to a brother who was gradually melting away, we
said to him, “Dear friend, it may be that when this disease has greatly
weakened you, your spirits will fall, and you will think that your faith is
giving way. Do not be cast down by your feelings.” His answer was most
satisfactory, for he replied, “No, sir, I am in no danger of that, for when I
have had the most joyful feelings, I never rested in them. You have taught
me that a soul can only lean on eternal verities, and these I know come
from the mouth of God, and never from the changing feelings of the flesh.”
Yes, that is it. Do not rise upon feelings, and you will not sink under them.
Keep to believing: rest all your weight on the promises of God, and when
heart and flesh fail, God will be the strength of your life, and your portion
for ever. —C.H.S.


NOTES


On Monday evening April 2, additional interest was given to the
missionary prayer-meeting by the presence of some friends connected with
the China Inland Mission. Mr. J. Hudson Taylor, who had just returned to
England after several years’ absence in China, asked the prayers of the
church for Mr.. George Nicoll, a missionary who is returning to his work in
the Celestial Empire; and Mr. B. Broomhall requested a like favor for Mr.
Wood, who had been accepted as one of the agents of the Mission. Both
the brethren, spoke, and earnest petition:.:; were presented, not only for
China’s millions, but also for the success of all missionaries, both in the
foreign field and at home. Should not individual believers be stirred to
weekly prayer and giving? We are wearied with statistics as to what can be
done with a penny a week. Oh, that all our members would give it a year’s
trial!


On Tuesday evening, April 8, the annual meeting of the Metropolitan
tabernacle Sunday-school was held in the Lecture Hall, Pastor C. H.
Spurgeon in the chair. A printed report was issued, showing that out of
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1,405 scholars on the books 314 are over fifteen years of age, and 157 are
in the infant classes; 108 are church members, 21 having joined during the
past year. the average attendance is, teachers : — Morning, 60; afternoon,
92; Scholars : — Morning, 416; afternoon, 1,044. there are eight Bible-
classes, with attendances varying front 30 to 60, also children’s services,
prayer-meetings for teachers and scholars, a magazine department, Band of
Hope, Dorcas Society, Young Christians’ Association, and Mutual
Improvement Society. the sum of £150 18s. 6½d. was raised during the
year for missionary purposes, in addition to £50 from Mr. Wigney’s Bible-
class: 815 scholars and teachers have joined the Bible Reading Union. and
out of 85 scholars who entered for the annual scholars’ examination 52
obtained certificates, and eight prizes. Mr. Spurgeon, in the course of his
remarks, said: there is much need at the present time for every form of
Christian work. Sunday-school teaching was a work calculated to do much
good. teachers should not leave their scholars in ignorance, but seek to
obtain their religious affection, so that the softened heart might retain the
words that fell from the teachers’ lips. the teachers’ work does not lessen
the parents’ responsibility. Earnestness and prayerfulness are wanted, and if
these means are used, and the child is brought up in the way he should go,
conversion is almost sure to be the result.. May all scholars in the school be
led to the Savior’s feet. Addresses were given by Messrs. t. H. Olney, W.
Mountain, T. Heyland, S. Wigney, and C. Waters; and £20 was collected
towards replenishing the Scholars’ library.


COLLEGE. — Mr. I. Bridge, formerly of Waterbeach, has gone to Kirton-
in-Lindsey, Lineolnshire, a church which needs to find a friend who would
contribute £20 or £30 a year to keep it going. Mr. Bridge is so devoted to
his Lord’s work that he has gone, though we cannot see how he is to be
adequately supported. Mr. W. Julyan has removed, from Cheltenham to
Bournemouth; and Mr. J. Wilkins, who recently returned from America,
has settled at Swaffham, Norfolk.


Any friends who can assist Mr. Stone in his work at Nottingham may rest
assured that their help is greatly needed and richly deserved. Our friend has
had to struggle against many difficulties, and has bravely held on his way.
Just now he has to bear the extra burden of raising nearly £1,000 for
painting, cleaning, repairs, etc., and with a heavy debt: on the place this
will be a severe task unless the Lord’s stewards liberally aid him. We have
done and shall still do all we can for him. but so many look to us that our
resources are taxed to their utmost. It would be a great joy to us to see the







116


Nottingham tabernacle wholly freed from debt, so that: the church might
direct all its energies to the development of the mission-stations which Mr.
Stone has started in the surrounding districts. No church within the range
of our knowledge more truly deserves aid than this work at Nottingham.


CONFERENCE. — the Nineteenth Annual Conference of the Pastors’
College Association was held, as announced, in the week commencing
Monday, April 16th, and writing these “Notes” immediately after the close
of the meetings we can truly say that, notwithstanding the great
disappointment and. sorrow caused by the President’s absence from all the
meetings, after the Monday night, the; Conference of 1883 will compare
most favorably with all that preceded it. On former occasions the President
has been once or twice taken ill before the end of the week, but newer until
this year has he been prevented from delivering his inaugural address, or
presenting the annual report at the subscribers’ supper.. His disappointment
at being laid aside just When it seemed that he was most needed was keen
indeed, but as the tidings arrived day after day that the meetings were quite
up to the usual standard, that the interest was unflagging, the liberality of
the subscribers as great am ever, and the presence and blessing of the Lord
most manifest in every part of the proceedings, what could he do but praise
and magnify the grace of God which was thus signally vouchsafed? The
assembly of 1883 will be remembered in days to come as the dark-bright
Conference — dark, because of the sickness and sorrow that came like a
black cloud to hide the sun; and bright, because of the mercies and favors
that our gracious Master poured out in such generous abundance. Again
has he proved in our experience that he doeth all things well.


This year, instead of the opening prayer-meeting on the Monday afternoon
being held at the College, it was transferred to the same place as the tea
and public meet-tug, for which an invitation had been received from Pastor
W. Hobbs and the church at Gipsy-road, Lower Norwood. As the result of
this alteration, the attendance was much larger than has been usual at the
afternoon meetings in former years. Our venerable friend, Professor
Rogers, presided; and many fervent petitions for a blessing upon the
week’s proceedings were presented at the throne of grace. At the tea in the
school-room the brethren had the joy of welcoming not only their
President, but also Mrs. Spurgeon, who was as happy to see them as they
were to look upon her. After the meal, hearty words of welcome-and
thanks were uttered, and then we adjourned to the chapel for the public
meeting. This was a smaller assembly than we have had on previous
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occasions, but there was a clear gospel ring about every speech, and the
whole gathering was a fitting commencement of the week’s program.
Addresses were delivered by the President, and Pastors W. Whale
(Middlesbro’), W. E. Rice (Earl’s Colne), and W. Hackney (Oxford). All
who were present were grieved to see the President suffering great pain in
one of his hands, but rejoiced that he was able to speak with all his wonted
fervor and force. At the tabernacle the Vice-President occupied the chair at
the regular prayer-meeting, which was largely attended by ministers from
the country. Several of the brethren offered prayer, and Pastor t. W.
Medhurst (Lake-road, Landport), delivered an able address.


On Tuesday morning, April 17, the ministers and students met in the
College Lecture-hall in larger numbers than on any previous occasion.
After the opening hymn the Vice-President, who occupied the chair in his
brother’s absence, read the following letter : —


“Dear Brethren, — After a night of extreme pain, I find myself unable to
leave my bed to-day — at least, I fear so. I am bitterly disappointed; but as
I have had no hand in it, 1 must yield myself to our Great Father’s will.
May the presence and power of the Holy Spirit be with you all day long. If
I find at any time that I am recovering:, I shall set out for your Conference
at once, and may appear at any time. Meanwhile, I shall be glad if the Vice-
President will kindly go on with any part of the program which may be
ready. When such a sad Providence intervenes we must make the best of it.
I am somewhat in hopes that the attack is so sharp that it cannot last long.
It is furiously upon me at this moment. — Your suffering President,


“C. H. SPURGEON.” the sincerest sympathy of the whole assembly was
evoked by this sad communication, and the most fervent prayers were
offered for the speedy recovery of the Lord’s suffering servant. It did not
please our heavenly Father to grant all the petitions that were presented,
and yet we are sure that they were heard in heaven, and that as far as it was
good for us they were answered. At; the close of the season of supplication
the Vice-President carried out his brother’s request, as far as possible, by
delivering at once his address founded upon the words of our Lord to John
the Baptist, “Thus it becometh us to fulfill all righteousness.” It was a
timely message, and though uttered before the speaker had the opportunity
of preparing as carefully as he had intended, those who heard it felt that it
could scarcely have been improved by any amount of additional study and
thought. Before dispersing for a brief recess it was resolved that the
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following telegram should be sent to our beloved President : — “ We suffer
with you. We arm greatly disappointed, but trust it will only be for a while.
Our prayers are, multiplied for you,”


On reassembling, Professor Gracey read his ‘wise and weighty paper on
“Faith,” after which the business of the Conference was transacted. the
principal items of general interest were as follows : — the deaths of one
minister and one student were reported, the names of twenty-six students
who have been. more than six months in the College were added to the,
roll, and three names were for various reasons removed. Mr. Allison’s
report of the Assurance Community showed that the total payments had
amounted to £71 2s., and that the balance in hand was £6 15s. 6d. Our
friend was heartily thanked for his management of the fund, and consented
to continue his kind services during the ensuing year. Brethren who have
not pall their subscription,; should at; once send 5s. to Mr. Allison at the
Tabernacle, that they may be entitled to the benefits of the fund should
death enter their homes during the year. It was agreed that MONDAY, JUNE


18th should be set apart for special united prayer by all the churches
connected with the Conference. the. letter from the Australian brethren,
which is printed in the report, was read, and also the following
communication from the Canadian branch of our Association, which
arrived just too late to be published in the proper place : —


“Toronto, March 29, 1883. “to the Brethren of the Pastors’ College in
Conference Assembled. “From the Brethren in Canada.


“Dear Brethren, — It again becomes our pleasing duty to send our annual
greetings, and wish you all grace and wisdom in your Conference, and that
you may return to your various fields of labor encouraged, strengthened,
and abundantly blessed.


“To ,every one of us it would be a privilege of exceeding value to be
permitted to meet with you, with our beloved tutors, and above all with
our greatly honored President, who dwells in our hearts, and for whom we
cease not to give thanks, that we have known him in the flesh, and have sat
as his feet.


Changes, in nearly every case for the better, have marked the year now
closing. Brother Joseph Forth has removed from London to Dresden;
Brother C. A. Cook from Kingston to Parliament Street, Toronto; Brother
Robert Holmes from Aylmer to College Street, Toronto; Brother Jesse
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Gibson from Plattsville to Portage La Prairie, Manitoba; Brother W. W.
Willis from Coilingwood to Colebrook, Ohio, U.S., and the writer from the
College Street Church in this city to the management of the Standard
Publishing Company, created by the munificence of Senator McMaster as
the publishing society of the Denomination in Ontario, Quebec, and
Manitoba. Brother H. F. Adams, having changed his views on the
Communion question, has resigned the pastorate of the open-communion
church, Quebec, and has accepted an invitation as supply, with a view to
the pastorate of the Regular Baptist Church, Mount Vernon, Ohio, U.S.
Brethren James Grant, Robert Lennie, and Henry Cox remain in the same
fields of labor at Paris, Dundas, and Leamington.


“It will be, a joy to you to know that our brethren have all kept resolutely
in the ‘ old paths;’ and that they are known everywhere as lovers of the
gospel and preachers thereof, with manifest tokens of the Master’s
approval.


“We hear frequently that the ranks of the ministry are over-full in England,
and that sometimes good men find it difficult to secure suitable fields of
labor. If such be the case, we would say that there is plenty of room and a
right royal welcome here for brethren of good education, respectable pulpit
gifts, and sincere piety, whose names have never been sullied by folly or
sin; and whose convictions in reference to open-communion are not such
that they must ever make it a bone of contention and a cause of offense.
But if there are brethren who are so strong on this question, that they must
run against the close-communion wall on every occasion, much to the
injury — not of the wall, but of their own heads, we would say — well, we
would say to such: — ‘ try some place on the other side of the world,
Australia for instance.’ For, rightly or wrongly, the communion question is
so settled on, this continent, that even a Robert Hall could not turn the
shadow back on the dial of Ahaz.


“Rejoicing that time and distance, cannot weaken, much less break, the
bonds which unite us together, we remain, in behalf of the Canadian
Branch of the Pastors’ College Association,


“Yours in the service of the Gospel, “S, A. DYKE, President for 1883.
“JAMES GRANT, Secretary.”


Dinner was served at the tabernacle, and the mention of that fact leads us
to record our deep indebtedness to our devoted deacon, Mr. Murrell, for
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all his care, of the brethren during the week. It is no easy matter to provide
dinner and tea for three or four hundred ministers on four successive days,
in addition to arranging for the subscribers’ supper one evening, and the
ministers and students’ feast the next night, but with the help of his many
coworkers, Mr. Murrell does the whole business in first-rate style, and he
richly deserves the hearty thanks that were presented to him during the
meetings.


Tuesday evening is usually spent at the Orphanage, in order to still further
strengthen the bonds of friendship that exist between that institution and
the College. After tea the sweet singers and clever hand-bell ringers
provided a most enjoyable entertainment, in the course of which
appropriate addresses were delivered by the Vice-President, and Pastor A.
G. Brown (East London tabernacle), and the day’s proceedings were
pleasantly closed by an exhibition of Pastor Charles Spurgeon’s beautiful
dissolving views of his American tour, for which he was heartily thanked in
the name of all the brethren.


On Wednesday morning, April 18th, the ‘news of our President continued
sickness filled us with grief, and tidings also reached us that the wife of our
much-loved brother Gango, of Bristol, had been called home. Heartfelt
supplications ascended both for the afflicted and the bereaved; and after the
reading and exposition of Psalm 132. by our venerable tutor, Professor
Rogers, all who were present were delighted to listen to our honored
friend, Dr. Stanford, as he in his own unique style explained and applied
the words of our Lord to the first preachers of the gospel — “ I give you a
mouth and wisdom.” Pastor W. J. Styles (Keppel-street) next followed
with a valuable paper upon “Conversion, and its Counterfeit?’ and the
remainder of the morning Was occupied with interesting accounts of
foreign work given by Pastor W. Norris (of Calcutta), and Mr. J. J. turner,
who was until recently connected with the China Inland Mission. In the
evening the subscribers and friends of the College met for tea, and
afterwards assembled for the annual meeting, under the presidency of John
Houghton, Esq., of Liverpool. All were grieved that the President was
unable to be present, and he was equally sorry to miss the opportunity of
personally thanking his many generous helpers for their continued liberality
to this branch of the Lord’s work under his care. In his absence the report
of the year’s work was presented by the Vice-President, and addresses
were delivered by the Chairman, Pastors R. J. Middleton (Great
torrington), C.T. Johnson (Longton), F. E. Blackaby (Stow-on-the. Wold),







121


and $. Glover (Coorobe Martin), and our missionary brethren, W. Norris,
J. J. turner, and A. Billington, who in turn pleaded for India, China, and
Africa. the company then adjourned to the tabernacle Lecture-ball, to
partake of the supper given by Mr. Spurgeon and two or three friends, and
prepared by Mr. Murrell and his assistants. When the list of donations and
promises was completed, it was found that the contributions amounted to
£2,073 18s. the gifts of friends unable to be present brought up the total to
£2,100 — truly a noble sum, for which we heartily thank every donor,
while we bless the name of the Lord who moved them thus to cheer and
help us.


On Thursday morning, April 19, after a time of earnest wrestling with God
in prayer, Professor Rogers briefly but forcibly addressed the assembly,
Pastor J. Hillman (Hampden Chapel, Hackney) read a useful paper on
‘Persistency in our Work,” and Pastor W. Anderson (Reading)read his
searching, scriptural, spiritual essay on “the Christian minister’s
dependence upon the Holy Spirit.” At the dinner-table it was resolved that
the grateful thanks of the brethren should be forwarded to Mrs. Spurgeon
for her kind gift of the President’s new book, “Illustrations and
Meditations,” with the assurance of the heartfelt sympathy of every
member of the Conference, and their united prayers for the speedy
restoration to health of their honored President; and his beloved wife. (Any
of our brethren who were unable to be present can obtain the book by
writing to Mrs. Spurgeon, and enclosing four stamps for postage).


The annual public meeting, in the tabernacle, in the evening, was one of the
largest and best ever held. the Vice-President presided, and again gave a
resume; of the work of the year; addresses were delivered by Professor
Fergusson, and Pastors G. Samuel (Birmingham), t. J. Longhurst
(Cheltenham), W. J. Mayers (Bristol), and t. G. tarn (Cambridge); brethren
Mayers and Parker led us in sacred song; and Pastor C. Spurgeon, in the
name of his father and of the whole Conference, thanked the Vice-
President for his invaluable services in the specially trying circumstances of
the week. the ministers and students were then entertained at supper in the
usual bountiful manner, and on their behalf the deacons of the tabernacle
church were assured of the deep gratitude of every brother for all their
services to the College. After Messrs. Murrell and Carr had suitably
responded, sentiments of hearty congratulation and loving welcome to
Mrs. James Spurgeon were expressed by two of the pastors, and
acknowledged by the Vice-President.
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On -Friday morning, April 20, after a season of earnest prayer, the
following letters from the President and Mrs. Spurgeon were read : —


‘DEAR BRETHREN — I send my hearty love to one and all of you. I am very
grateful to all who have done so much to make the Conference a success. I
feel as if I had double reason for praising and blessing God. If I had one
reason for complaining that I was not allowed to come, I seem to have two
reasons for rejoicing that although I did not come the blessing came all the
same, and it does not matter what becomes of me so long as you get
blessed. I hope I shall meet the whole of you in a hundred years’ time.


“‘You’ll not be in glory
And leave me behind.’


God bless you all for ever.
So prays,


Your President and Friend,


‘C. H.. SPURGEON.”


DEAR BRETHREN— I rejoice in the sweet message you have, sent to me,
and thank you for receiving my little present so lovingly. May the book be
s, choice companion to you throughout the year, and a true helpmeet in
your work. “I think you will delight to walk in this Puritan garden, for it is
a place of fragrance and beauty’, and “Supposing Him to be the Gardener,’
it is likely you may there often meet with your Lord. “Of the great loss you
have sustained, in our President’s absence from Conference, I can scarcely
speak. It has been a bitter grief to me — to you it must have been an
overwhelming disappointment, yet the Lord has in his own gracious and
wonderful way given you some compensation in the exceeding blessing he
has poured out on your meetings, and, may it not be that the fervent
prayers evoked by this sorrow may be answered by some totally
unexpected acts of grace? From the sick-bed of a suffering President there
come many voices of entreaty to his noble band of preachers, but I think
the loudest and most importunate is that of Paul to timothy, ‘Preach the
word, be instant in season, and out of season be not ashamed of the
testimony of our Lord, nor of me his prisoner.’


‘Pardon me that I cannot more worthily reply’ to your graceful message,
but believe that in all loving sympathy and sincere respect, I am ever


“Your devoted friend,
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“S. SPURGEON.,


The Vice-President was again graciously helped to take his brother’s place
by preaching from Malachi 3:3. then followed the communion, and our
closing hymn, commencing—


 “Pray that Jerusalem may have,


Peace am! felicity;” sung to the tune “Martyrdom” by the whole band of
brothers standing with hands linked in token of our union with our one
Lord and with one another.


At the farewell dinner our faithful Remembrancer, Pastor F. H. White,
reported that 187 pastors had collected or contributed £608 towards the
College funds shine the last Conference — an increase of more than £100
over the previous year. the Vice-President touchingly alluded to the great
loss the College had sustained by the deaths of Deacons Higgs and Mills,
and cordially thanked all who had helped to ensure the success of the
Conference. Messrs. Charles-worth, Murrell, Gracey, Fergusson, and
Marchant briefly spoke, and the Conference was appropriately closed with
the doxology and benediction.


EVANGELISTS.—Messrs. Smith and Fullerton have conducted a most
successful three weeks’ mission at Hull during the past month. A local
paper in reporting the opening services thus describes the evangelists:—
”That Messrs. Fullerton and Smith are men who, to use a vulgar phrase,
are ‘cut out’ for their work cannot be doubted. they are of the type of
preachers whom ‘the common people’ must always hear gladly, men of
intense earnestness and power, not remarkable, perhaps, for profound
learning, but possessing wide Biblical knowledge, a fine appreciation of
many phases of human character, and a wealth of natural eloquence which
their somewhat. rugged provincial dialect does not diminish Had they not
been so prominently introduced as coming from the Rev. C. H. Spurgeon,
in whose Pastors’ College they have received much of their training, they
might easily have been pronounced as of Mr. Spurgeon’s ‘school,’ both
from their style of preaching and the doctrine they teach.”


Later reports convey the cheering news that much blessing has rested upon
the work. During the first fortnight in this month our brethren are to be at
Chesterfield, in response to an invitation from all the Nonconformist
churches, and on the 20th they are to visit Maidenhead.
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Up to the present time we have received for sermons to be distributed at
the evangelists’ services £26 15s. 6d., and expended £25.


Mr. Higgins, who was the pioneer of the Society of Evangelists, sends us a
good report of Mr. Burnham’s services at Melbourne, Cambs., and Mr.
Middleton forwards equally welcome tidings of our brother’s visit to Great
Torrington, Devon. So many persons have derived spiritual benefit from
the meetings that Mr. Burnham has promised to go again in July for a
fortnight of tent services. From Torrington he went next to Lyme Regis,
and thence home for the Conference. this month he is to be at Poole.


Mr. Frank Russell has conducted special services at Godstone and West
Drayton,


with cheering results.


ORPHANAGE.—Special Preliminary Notice. —Will all our friends kindly
note that the Annual Fete will (D.V.) be held on Tuesday, June 19th, the
President’s birthday? those of our helpers from the country who will be in
town for the Handel Festival may be glad to know where they can spend
one of the off-days between the musical performances at the Crystal
Palace. We hope a large number of our friends will, as usual, attend the
Stockwell Orphanage Festival. We expect on this occasion to be ready for
the laying of the memorial-stone of the next block of buildings, which will
comprise the head- master’s house and the necessary premises for the
accommodation of the working and teaching staff. In addition to our usual
anniversary program we are arranging for an interesting and instructive
exhibition of engravings of scenes connected with the history of the
Protestant Reformation in our own land and on the Continent


What, some of our young friends are doing. —Some time ago two little
ladies at Penzance sent us the proceeds of a sale of work in their garden.
During the past month they have had another meeting, which was held in
the schoolroom of the chapel: some friends helped them by giving a tea, so
that altogether they were able to forward a cheque for £6 5s. for the
Orphanage. Last year two young gentlemen at Stowmarket presented us
with a guinea, which they had realized by giving an entertainment on behalf
of the orphans. they have recently called their friends together again, and,
as the result, have sent us thirty shillings, with a neat little note, in which
they say, “We hope to be able to do even more another year, as we like
working for so good a cause.” We are, very grateful to all the kind Cornish
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and Suffolk folk who helped our young friends, and we shall be glad to
hear of similar efforts in other parts of the country. It is a capital idea for
children to be taught to sympathize with the poor and needy, and to assist
them as far as they are able. this is the, way to train up a generation of
philanthropists to take the place of those who are being called away from
us one by one..


COLPORTAGE.—Special attention is called to the annual meeting of the
Colportage Association, which is fixed for Monday, May 7th, in the
Metropolitan tabernacle. the President will take the chair, if he is well
enough to be out, and S. D. Waddy, Esq., Q.C., M.P., and the Rev. J. Reid
Howatt, of Camberwell Presbyterian Church, have promised to address the
meeting. Full reports of the work will be given, and several of the
colporteurs will tell interesting incidents of their experience in book-selling,
visiting, preaching, etc.


PERSONAL NOTE. — During the past month we have received a large
number of letters concerning friends who have fallen asleep, to whom our
sermons and other works have been made useful. It would not be possible
to publish all of them, but we must find room for the following note:—


“My dear sir,—Allow me to forward you what I believe will be a word of
encourage-merit.


“A dear niece of mine, who was consumptive, sweetly fell asleep in Jesus
on Monday evening last, at the early age of twenty-five. Previous to her
illness she was not a Christian. Since, her heart has been changed, and she
has died a most triumphant death.


“During her illness your book, ‘Morning by Morning,’ has been a blessed
comfort to her; it has been spiritual food to her soul She devoured it
eagerly, and was delighted when some relative or friend read some
appropriate portion to her. the text and comment for March 3rd, , I have
chosen thee in the furnace of affliction,’ were singularly appropriate and
precious to her. She has manifested her appreciation of the book by
presenting her father and mother and her husband’s father with a copy
each. I pray that it may prove as great a blessing to them as it has to her.


“I may say that the fear of death was taken entirely from her, and she
calmly waited its approach. Until the day of her death she would have the
inimitable hymns, ‘ Jesus, lover of my soul,’ ‘ Rock of Ages,’ ‘Nearer, my
God, to thee,’ ‘I heard the voice of Jesus say,’ etc., sung by her sisters, and







126


even when her voice could not be heard louder than the faintest whisper,
she would join with them, or reiterate, ‘Sing them again, sing them again.’
On the day of her death it seemed as if heaven’s glory had burst through
the veil, her face lit up with the most heavenly smile, and with sparkling
eyes, she said, Look. Jesus. Jesus. At five o’clock in the afternoon she said,
‘ I am almost there, I shall soon be with Jesus.’ At ten minutes past five she
asked what time it was. When her sister told her, she said, ‘ 1 shall be in
heave, by half-past six.’ Her father, mother, aunt, and three sisters were in
the room when she said this. Several times after she asked the time: once
she said, ‘Why does not the time go quicker?’ She had not much longer to
wait, at ten minutes past six, or just one hour after she made the statement,
in the presence of her friends, she calmly and sweetly fell asleep in Jesus. “I
must apologize for forwarding this letter to you, but the victory has been
so complete and marvelous, and achieved by one very unlikely to achieve
such a glorious victory, and your precious book has been the chief
instrument used by the Holy Spirit to accomplish it, that I thought it would
not be out of place to acquaint you with the facts. With sincere prayers that
you may be long spared to be a great blessing to others, “I remain, my dear
Sir, “Yours very truly,
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CONCERNING COLLEGE AS WE SEE IT.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


YEARS ago, when I had newly commenced my ministry, I felt a burden
from the Lord laid upon me; and this was the nature of it, — I was bound
over not only to preach the gospel myself, but to see that others were
helped to do the same. In Paul’s word to Timothy I found my own pastoral
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charge: “Thou therefore, my son, be strong in the grace that is in Christ
Jesus. And the things that thou hast heard of me among many witnesses,
the same commit thou to faithful men, who shall be able to teach others
also.” (See 2 Timothy 2. 1, 2.)


How weighty a matter was thus laid upon me I did not perceive at the first,
and peradventure I do not even yet fully estimate it, though much of it now
lies open and clear in the words of the great apostle. It may be that the
fullness of his meaning is not to be learned except by experience; certainly,
by experience I have discovered that any enterprise taxes all my strength,
and makes me cry for more. That I may obtain this extraordinary help, I
desire the intercessions of all who have power with God. To win the
prayerful sympathy of friends I will spend a little time in meditating upon
the words of the apostle. My pert runs sermon fashion, and my heart is
warm with my theme; forgive me, therefore, if I preach rather than write a
report. I want to plead for myself, and for all who have to keep the charge
of the Lord’s house; for we need the hearty good wishes and supplications
of all our Master’s servants. I desire to put my readers in sympathy with
one of our old hymns: —


“‘Tis not a cause of small import
The pastor’s care demands;


But what might fill an angel’s heart,
And fill’d a Savior’s hands.”


The exhortation of the apostle urges the man of God to be himself strong;
for the task imposed upon him is one for which no weakling is fitted.
“Thou therefore, my son, be strong in the grace which is in Christ Jesus.”
Some read it,” be inwardly strengthened ‘ be invested with power such as
only grace can bestow. Never were Paul’s words more needful than at this
hour. “Quit yourselves like men, be strong,” is the most fitting exhortation
for this critical moment. Strength of grace’ is needed in these evil times to
avow the truth, and to remain constant to it in one’s own personal ministry;
but much more is required if we are to hand on the sacred deposit of
revealed doctrine to others.


The simplicity and openness of the work are, in part, its trial. We are not
allowed in this matter to use the craft which commends itself to minds of
the Jesuitical order; for having received the doctrines of Christ, as Paul
saith, “among many witnesses,” we know not the art of private
communication, and utterly abjure the idea of secret directions delivered
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with closed doors. Our teaching might be written across the midday sky:
we desire nothing better. We have nothing to keep secret for the initiated:
for these things were not done in a corner, but were meant for the light of
day, and for proclamation upon the housetops. The “many witnesses” are
mentioned to show how open and aboveboard are the tactics of the
servants of the Lord. We can only transmit to faithful men the open and
simple truth of Christ Jesus, and the grace which is treasured up in him.
For the doctrina arcani, or secret traditional doctrine of the Catholics, we
care nothing, and for private rules of brotherhoods and societies we care
less: the thing which has been delivered to us to be handed on is nothing
new, nothing of our own inventing, nothing which we can improve upon,
but only the apostolic teaching which the Holy Ghost has written in the
open Bible, and engraved upon our own hearts by his gracious operations.
This is the priceless treasure which we are to commit to faithful men, and
in this matter we are to give ourselves no rest till the sacred committal is
perfected. Our work is plain, and the truth to be handed on is clear; and
this fact lifts our service above the dreary depths of human cunning into the
sublime difficulties of a Christ-like service. It is by no means a severe task
to invent a system, and invest it with mystery; but to keep to plain, well-
known truth, and nothing else, in the same: steady manner as our
forefathers did, is a trial of steadfastness which some minds’ cannot
endure.


Committing the plain gospel to faithful men is not so small a matter as it
looks to be. Since upon most minds the temptation is forcible to display
personal ability by teaching novel doctrines or freshly-devised practices,
the minister of Christ had need be strong in the grace which Is in Christ
Jesus that he may boldly adhere to the old faith, and to scriptural methods,
which so many are apt to deride as antiquated and worn-out. The disease
of seeking some new thing takes possession of minds which are not
fortified by the grace of God; so that to adhere in all points to the things
which are verily believed among us, and yet to proclaim them with
freshness, requires daily renewal of strength from the invisible fountain of
power. Babes are soon blown off their feet by winds of doctrine, and boys
run into the meadows after every nest which silly birds may choose to
build: this is the natural frivolity of unstable, because unestablished, minds.
To be firm in the faith needs spiritual manhood, and to reach that manhood
is not a thing of everyday occurrence: hence the need of the power of the
Holy Ghost and of the prayers of all the saints that the minister of Christ
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may attain thereto. The virtue for this age is steadfastness. In none is it
more required than in the man who is set for the defense of the gospel. In
his measure each believer in Christ is thus set by his Lord; yet there is a still
most emphatic sense in which this is true of the more prominent among the
Lord’s servants, and they therefore require a larger endowment of power
from on high. The wind rages, and all cables are strained: the current
rushes madly towards error, and all steam is needed to force the vessel up
stream. “Brethren, pray for us,” is the cry of every one of those who
contend earnestly for the faith once delivered to the saints; and very
piteously would some of us utter the entreaty, for we are of all men the
most unhappy if we are deprived of the intercessions of our brethren.


Mischief is sure to be done if we fall into an error, which commonly
waylays teachers at every turning while engaged in this weighty business:
the Christian tutor is liable to be led astray by a desire to stand well with
his men, and with others engaged in similar pursuits. It is not; the easiest
thing in the world to sink the instructor in the instruction; and to be
nothing, that the truth taught may be all in all. We would prefer to be
reckoned great and enlightened rabbis if it might be so, and our work be at
the same time passably performed: to be mere old-fashioned teachers of a
time-worn faith is no tempting object for ordinary carnal ambition. Tutors
naturally like to be had in honor among their fellows; and even modesty
suggests that they should not follow singularity for its own sake: hence, let
no man deceive himself with the notion that we pride ourselves upon being
called old-fashioned, and behind the age. If it were all the same to our
critics, we would as willingly be thought to have some little culture as to
have none: yet, as their opinions will not materially alter the fact one way
or another, we do not intend to go down on our knees to pray them to deal
mercifully with us. At the present time there is an affectation of liberalism
abroad, and the desire to be had in repute as a person of enlarged views is
a common snare to men of reading and influence. It flatters young men to
let them imagine that they are not being taught any fixed dogmas; and in
return they flatter their teacher by ascribing to him a breadth of mind and a
candor of judgment which in all probability he does not possess. He is
teaching heresy and they are believing a lie, and they mutually encourage
each other. The blind lead the blind, and we know the consequences.
Unless grace is given to make a man strong in the Lord, educated believers
are in these days frequently tempted to aspire after the position of “leaders
of thought,” “men who are abreast of the times,” and “persons of
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thoughtful minds.” Old-fashioned believers are at a discount, and are
sneered at as a kind of idiots: this is not a pleasant experience for those
who know that they are the. equals, if not the superiors, of their despisers.
If we are strong in the Lord, we shall cast off all tendency to give place by
subjection to the theories of the hour, even as a vigorous constitution
resists the malaria by which it is surrounded: but in all cases where men
bear large responsibilities it is most desirable that daily prayer should be
offered that they may be upheld by grace, so that the standard-bearers do
not fall.


.Another influence may, however, entangle the feet of the teacher of those
who are soon to be teachers of others. He will meet with many
discouragements because the work of the Lord does not appear to prosper
in his hand; and by these discouragements he may be urged to vain devices.
Those whom he helps to become teachers may prove inefficient in the
ordinary manner of ministry, and even among the more successful,
progress may not attain to express speed; and herein lies the trial of hi.,;
faith in God and in the gospel. Weak minds are apt to rush upon plans and
methods which promise to effect speedily what otherwise may be long in
coming. Fascinating schemes, unauthorized by the Word of God, are
gendered by the fermentation of heated brains; and all manner of noisy
vanities go forth into the world in the name of him whose kingdom cometh
not with observation. For the same reason truth is altered and twisted, so
that by being accommodated to the carnal mind it may make more rapid
progress; and the idol of compromise is set up, before which burns an altar
consecrated both to God and to Belial. Everywhere the noxious endeavor
to do something more than rehearse the teaching of revelation and obey the
rules of King Jesus is working evil. Fever is mistaken for life, and noise is
substituted for inward piety. Enterprises are attempted and carried out in
ways which were never suggested by the Scriptures, nor by the Holy Spirit;
and God is asked to bless modes of spreading the gospel which he never
authorized. The air around us at this time appears to be charged with the
mephitic vapor of will-worship. We are traversing that part of the pilgrim
road which was known to the great allegorist as The Enchanted Ground:
grace alone can now keep us pressing forward in the right way, and that
grace had need be of a forceful character. Oh, that the Holy Spirit may be
specially given to all the masters in our schools of the prophets, lest they
commit to their students a deposit of mire and dirt from the troubled sea of
human thought, or hand to them the mushroom spawn of fanaticism,
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instead of the incorruptible seed of the Word of God which liveth and
abideth for ever.


As for myself and my associates, we believe the doctrines of the gospel to
have been settled when the Spirit first inspired the Bible; the mode of its
being spread to have been ordained when our Savior gave forth his
commission; and the ordering of the church to have been determined by
our Lord and his apostles; and therefore we feel bound to keep within
given rules and fixed regulations. Whether such work as we judge to be
prescribed us prospers or fails according to human judgment is no matter
of weight with us; we have taken our resolve to abide by the old faith, and
to leave the consequences with our Lord. We can do no other. God help
us!


The evil tendencies which I have just mentioned are but two among many
which beset those who are put in trust with the gospel; but if I were so to
enlarge as to mention all the perils which beset them, I should but have
named one out of a thousand reasons why they should be strong in the
grace which is in Christ Jesus. It is assuredly true that a sevenfold measure
of divine strength, is required in a man who, in addition to his own
testimony to the truth, endeavors to instruct others in the art of witness-
bearing; for if he be not strong himself, his spiritual children are not likely
to be vigorous; and what is to be done with weaklings in the ministry? We
have enough dwarfs already, without knowingly increasing the number;
and yet, if the fathers be dwarfs, what are their sons likely to be? Herein is
a solemn consideration, calling for supernatural help. Whatsoever diseases
may weaken the teacher will probably be developed with greater force in
those who are taught; and it will be a dreadful evil if, in committing the
truth to men, we also transmit our own infirmities and deformities. Tutors
should be what they wish their students to be; and what manner of men
should ministers be? They should thunder in preaching, and lighten in
conversation; they should be flaming in prayer, shining in life, and burning
in spirit. If they be not so, what can they effect? If they be not spiritual
Samsons how can the roaring lion be overcome? How can the gates of hell
be lifted from their hinges? How can the house of evil be pulled down upon
those who gather in it? Who is sufficient for these things? Truly, our
sufficiency is of God; but how much we need that all who prize the truth of
God should lift up their hearts and voices to heaven on. our behalf!
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Provided that we know the truth and are confirmed in it by divine grace, it
is yet no trifling work to pass on the heavenly treasure to those who are to
become its guardians in the future. David had the ark of God in his land,
but the Lord was not pleased with the manner of his moving it to its
resting-place, and therefore he made a breach upon him. The like may
happen to us in handing over the truth of God to others: it is a delicate and
difficult service. A man must first know the truth in his own soul before he
can effectually transmit it to those who sit at his feet: how shall he teach
what he does not know? Knowing it, he must live in the daily enjoyment of
it, or else his knowledge will become stagnant, and instruction will not
flow from him in a clear, limpid stream, filling those who wait to receive it.
Only as the Holy Ghost overshadows a man’s mind can he influence other
minds in a right manner. The spirit of the gospel must be in him as well as
its doctrine, or he will bear the truth to his pupils with such rough,
unsteady, or uncomely hands that they will not care to accept it from him,
their minds being far more distracted by the ill humor of their tutor than
attracted by the preciousness of what he teaches. The best of food may be
rendered unpalatable through the slovenliness of the cook: yea, an absolute
abhorrence of dainty meat may be wrought by an uncleanly finger. We fear
that certain highly orthodox teachers have been unconscious suggesters
and promoters of heresy in the minds of those who have found their
manner of stating the truth to be altogether intolerable. Right daintily and
tenderly should the virgin of truth be escorted by those who have the honor
to be her champions. The crystal vase of sound doctrine must not be rudely
dashed at the feet of the learner, lest he wound his hands in gathering up
the fragments of that which ought to have been presented to him as a thing
of beauty and a joy for ever.


Even if the teacher were perfectly skilled in the art of transmitting the truth
to others, another no less serious difficulty would remain in his way. He is
charged to commit the gospel to men possessed of a twofold suitableness:
they are to be “faithful men,” and they are to be “able to teach others also.”
Where shall we find such men? Herein lies a demand for great care,
discrimination, and judiciousness in the selection of men from the numbers
who apply. Where, at the outset, shall we find faithful men? Men of faith
are none too common; but men full of faith are rare as diamonds. To be
faithful in the sense intended by the apostle is something more even than
being full of faith; it means to be trustworthy persons, fit to be relied upon.
These men who are to teach others must be faithful to Christ, as he is the..
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Way, the Truth, and the Life; faithful, so that their conduct shows the road
to heaven; faithful, so that their doctrine is the pure truth of God; faithful,
so that their inner life quickens all that they do. We are to search out for
men whose hearts are godly, whose minds have sincerely received the
truth, and whose tongues are prepared honestly to preach it. It is at our
peril that we lay hands suddenly on any man: there must be full
examination and prayerful judgment. The pearl of great price is not to be
trusted to every thief who clamors for its possession. The wise man saith,
“One sinner destroyeth much good,” and this is especially true if he be
admitted to minister in God’s sanctuary. The Egyptians chose their priests
from their philosophers, and when they needed kings they chose them from
their priests: ministers of God should be choice men who would be fitted to
undertake the highest offices in the realm. Men who have a deep
experience of the things of God, and a grip of truth which they cannot
relax, are likely to remain faithful to it, and are to be preferred. Faithfulness
is better than scholarship. The two combined are best; but we can give the
second, the first must come from God alone: therefore, to begin with, we
must mainly keep our eye on the spiritual jewel of faithfulness. Alas, we are
frequently deceived, and even the letters of pastors and the judgments of
churches cannot save us from this calamity. Men who have been useful for
years have been known to drop into an evil state of mind when the
prospect of the ministry has exalted them; others are good as students; but
in after-life, from ill acquaintance, or from the pride of intellect, they fall
into erroneous opinions. Too many lose the fire with which they burned at
the first, and cool down into mere professional repeaters of orthodoxy.
How have I been ready to ,weep my heart away when I have seen one man
carried away with vainglory, another overthrown by heresy, a third enticed
by riches, a fourth silenced by inconsistency, a fifth beguiled by novelty, a
sixth ruined by unaccountable folly. Those who were supposed to be
“faithful men” turn out to be faithless men, and the treasure committed to
them is discarded for some form or other of the world’s dross. Ah, the
heartbreak of seeing hopeful usefulness wrecked upon the rocks at the
moment when it seemed most likely to make a prosperous voyage! The
choicer the fruit, and the more care taken in raising it, the greater the grief
which sees the worm devour it. The sorrow of the Master himself in
beholding Judas develop into a devil is repeated to us in our measure when
we see the instructed disciple perverted into the betrayer of his Lord. Yet
this desolating grief is not unknown to us. What do we do in this case?
Wounded, do we leave the field? Do we yield to the stunning force of a
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traitor’s blow, and leave our life-work? Far from it: it remains that again
we seek out faithful men, and learn from our misfortune how to choose
more prayerfully and teach more thoroughly.


Further than this, death is also a great adversary, at least in appearance; for
the godly man is taken home when there seemed urgent need for him on
earth. When the earnest young brother is as yet like a fair blossom, there
comes a frost, a killing frost. Or later on,. when he is experienced in holy
warfare, and is becoming a veteran in the armies of the Lord, he is taken up
from among us, and though he himself receives his full reward, our work is
yet to do, for the dead cannot keep the treasure of the living God. Our
graveyard is gradually enriched with dear remains, and our harvest-field
pines for more laborious binders of the sheaves. More men must be
“baptized for the dead,” recruits must be accepted to fill up the ranks; and
so our work repeats itself because this immortal conflict is fought out by
mortal men. Assuredly leaders in this enterprise need consolations of no
ordinary kind. Must it not be so where both the death-roll and the black list
of failures furnish food for sorrow? Will not the Lord’s people stand by all
of us who war this warfare, and sustain us in all ways that lie in their
power? If they do not, we are indeed as men set to lead a forlorn hope,
deserted of their comrades. No, we recall the language; we are not forlorn,
for we shall not even then be forsaken of our God.


We may not forget the second qualification which the apostle incidentally
mentions. It is not enough that the men be faithful; they must be “able to
teach”: ability must not be divided from suitability. Trustworthiness is their
moral and spiritual qualification; but the teachers of others need a mental
qualification also: they must be apt to teach, or they will be of no value.
This qualification includes both the ability to instruct others and the
readiness to do so: the faculty, and the call to exercise it, must meet. It is
not without serious thought and devout supplication that a man will be able
to discover whether the teaching faculty exists in those who desire to take
upon themselves the office which requires it. It is impossible to tell by
looking in a man’s face, or by searching into his moral character, or by
reading papers and essays which he has prepared, or even by hearing him
preach once or twice, whether he is a born teacher.


It might not be easy to say why some can teach and others cannot; but,
assuredly, both children and grown-up people refuse to learn from certain
individuals, and when these persons labor their very hardest, their failure is
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all the more painfully evident. The truth is in them, but they cannot either
get it out of themselves or get it into others. In all probability the persons
to be taught could give no reason for their aversion; but the aversion is
plain enough: the brother has no winsome ways, he has something
forbidding in his countenance, or his tones, or his general style: one could
hardly light on the exact point of disqualification; but the fact is clear, the
man cannot teach, for nobody wilt learn of him. Matters of temper, heart,
and spirit, and even of mannerism, in some secret manner impress common
folk for or against a person who aims to be their teacher; and it is of no use
arguing against that impression, for it will not be removed by argument. A
man is certainly not “able to teach others” if others steadfastly refuse to be
taught by him. Hence there is a secret something which we must look for,
and if we see it not, it is vain to hope to produce it.


A teaching man must think in a clear and practical manner; he must arrange
his thoughts in an orderly and forcible fashion; and then he must clothe
them in appropriate language, or he will say a great many good things, but
he will teach nothing. The best instruction, if it be confused, disordered,
hazy, will end in smoke. An able teacher must adapt himself to his audience
so as to catch their attention, and retain it; otherwise he may deliver a
wonderful discourse, and the pity may be that another congregation did not
hear it, since it was suitable to none who were in the actual audience. A
man must not only be able to teach in the abstract, but able to teach those
particular persons with whom his lot will be cast in after-life. A young man
may have been exceedingly successful in the Sabbath-school, and in village
preaching, but yet he may never be a fit person for any wider sphere. He is
able to teach those about him, but the range of his ability goes no further.
Care is needed in those instances which appear to be plainest.


A teacher, of course, needs knowledge in the first place, and the more of it
the better. He requires a sound memory, that he may bring forth out of his
treasury things new and old; and then he needs a door of utterance, that he
may be able to set forth his precious things with skill, and commend them
to those round about him. But if the preacher should possess all these,
there is still a nameless endowment, a mystic anointing, a sacred unction
from the Holy One by which the man is qualified as he never could
otherwise have been by all the teaching which his fellow Christians may
bring to bear upon him. I remember a story connected with the great
Council of Nice, which was told to our students by Mr. Paxton Hood,
when he was delivering a course of lectures among us. I think I must quote
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it, for it explains my meaning. It is the story of Spiridion, “a rude
shepherd,” but a robust believer. “It is said that the disputes were running
high, and the philosophers sounding on their perilous way, when before
one of the chief disputants there limped the shepherd Spiridion. He had but
one eye, and he had a limping leg; he had lost an eye, and had been maimed
through suffering For the faith, and now abruptly he broke in and said,
‘Christ and his apostles left us not a system of logic, nor a vain deceit, but
a naked truth, to be guarded by faith and good works.’ Turning full upon
the disputants, especially one Eulogius, nick-named Fair-speech, he said,
“In the name of Jesus Christ, hear me, philosophers; — there is one God,
Maker of heaven and earth, and of all things visible and invisible, who
made all things by the word of his power, and by the holiness of his Holy
Spirit; — this Word, by which name we call the Son of God, took
compassion on men, for their wandering astray, and for their savage
condition, and chose to be born of a woman, and to converse with men,
and to die for them, and he shall come to judge every one for the things
done in life. These things we believe without curious inquiry: cease, then,
from the vain labors of seeking proof against what is established by faith,
and the manner in which these things may be, or may not be; but if thou
believest, answer at once the questions as I put them to you.’ The
philosopher was struck dumb by this new mode of argument. He could
only reply, in a general way, that he assented. ‘Then,’ answered the old
man, ‘ if thou believest, rise, and follow me to the Lord’s house, and
receive the sign of this faith.’ The philosopher was staggered; he turned to
the crowd of his disciples, and he said, ‘Hear me, my learned friends. So
long as it was a matter of words to words, whatever was opposed I
overthrew by my skill in speaking; but when, in the place of words, power
came out of the speaker’s lips, words could no longer resist power — man
could no longer resist God. If any of you feel as! have felt, let him believe
in Christ, and follow this old man in whom God has spoken.’ I think this
story illustrates what we desire the power of the preacher to be — the
magnetic power of earnestness, and its simplicity, over argument and
speculation.” This power is the grand mark of the man sent of God.
Enthusiasm based on conviction, and quickened by the Holy Ghost, is the
essential endowment. Where we believe we see this precious thing we are
prompt to impart all that we have received of the Divine word; but in that
belief we may greatly err, and so lay hands on one who cannot teach, and
will not learn, in the gospel sense of those terms. Each mistake in this
business is gall and wormwood to us, and yet Solomon himself might have
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fallen into the error many a time; for the imitations of the heavenly gift are
numerous and cleverly devised.


Success in our high vocation, when it does come, repays for all. With an
intense delight I look upon hundreds of brethren who have hitherto made
full proof of their ministry. There they are! Firm as rocks for the eternal
verities, earnest as apostles for the winning of souls, fruitful as gardens of
the Lord in all hallowed service! You, my brethren, who have from year to
year supplied me with funds, are partners in my joy; I would there were
more of you! Many hundreds of friends help me to support orphans, but
only a few, comparatively, aid me in the training of ministers. These are
both good works; but I know which I conceive to be the more fruitful in
results, the more useful to the church, and the more glorifying to the Lord
Jesus. Common humanity cares for the orphan, but thoughtful piety alone
will consider the student. I care not to set one of nay life-works over
against another; but I venture to say with special earnestness, Do not
FORGET THE COLLEGE. Aid me still to equip for holy labor those faithful
men who shall be able to teach others also. If you can do nothing else for
me, enrich me with your prayers. The Lord deal graciously with you even
as you deal with me in this effort, which holds a chief place in my heart of
hearts.


COLLEGE NOTES


WORK DONE BY MEN FROM OUR RANKS.


THE following facts are points of interest which crop up in the - year’s
work of our College brotherhood. We attempt no complete report; it
would not be possible this year, perhaps not at any time. To God be praise
for substantial progress.


CHISWICK. — From the year 1867 to 1877 the little old Nonconformist
chapel in this place was a preaching-station connected with our College.
Towards the latter part of that period a church was formed, which might
have been classed with the “Zoars” of our denomination; for it was indeed
“a little one,” when the present pastor, Mr. W. E. Lynn, went to minister
there. The divine blessing has followed our brother’s labors, and his church
now numbers nearly eighty members. The lease of the old chapel expired in
March, 188i, and the friends were obliged to find another home. Early last
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year they secured a very good site, and have erected the commodious iron
chapel in which they now worship.


POPLAR AND BROMLEY TABERNACLE, BRUNSWICK-ROAD. — About ten
years ago Mr. W. T. Lambourne became pastor of the church meeting in
George-street, Bromley-by-Bow, which had become reduced to a very low
state for want of pastoral oversight. Great blessing was vouchsafed to our
brother’s labors, and in the course of three years the friends were greatly
incommoded and the work hindered for want of room. Passing over many
interesting details, we have only space to say that, as a temporary
expedient, a very large tent was erected upon a suitable site, and services
held therein for a considerable time till a large schoolroom could be
erected. This accomplished, our earnest brother and his hardworking
people set about building the chapel proper, a handsome structure, with
sittings for rather more than eleven hundred persons. It was opened in
September last. The membership is about two hundred.


WOOLWICH. — Mr. Spurgeon last year purchased at public auction a small
chapel in Joseph Street, in which one of the students is preaching with
much acceptance.


HORNCHURCH (Essex). — A Christian friend, Mr. Abraham, sought the
help of Mr. Spurgeon in providing gospel privileges for this locality, and
Mr. E. Dyer, of the College, was sent to Preach the word about two years
ago. He has succeeded in gathering a congregation, and has seen some fruit
from his labors. On July 18, last year, Mr. Spurgeon preached in the open
air, and aided at the laying of the foundation-stone of a chapel, to which he
has contributed £100. The chapel was opened in September by our beloved
brother, Archibald Brown. £300 more will be needed to free the place from
debt.


HAWICK, N.B. — The Baptist church in this town invited our student, Mr.
W. Seaman, to become its pastor in February, 1880. The chapel being
small and inconvenient, the principal services have been conducted in the
Temperance Hall, pending the erection of a suitable building. This has now
been effected at a cost £1,350, and the new chapel was opened for worship
on February 18, by Rev. W. Tulloch, President of the Baptist Union of
Scotland.


GLASGOW. — The church, under the pastoral care of Pastor W. H. Elliott,
which used to worship at the Standard Hall, Main-street, Gorbals, removed
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this time last year to a neat and substantial brick structure at the corner of
Kirk and Buchan Streets. The chapel seats four hundred and fifty persons.
Our brother has been with his people seven years. There is a fellowship of
one hundred and seventy-nine members, an increase of thirty-one over last
year’s return. This work deserves liberal aid.


SANDOWN (Isle of Wight). — On February 9, 1882, Pastor J. A. Spurgeon
conducted service in the Old Town Hall, where Mr. A. Bird had gathered a
congregation. Twenty believers were formed into a church on that
occasion; since then the membership has been doubled. A chapel, which
will seat 320 persons, has been erected in Pell Street, at a cost of about
£1,000. Pastor J. A. Spurgeon preached the first sermon in the new chapel
on July 20. £112 were contributed during the day, including £50 from the
President. The prospects of this new cause are bright, but at present it
needs help from us.


LEICESTER (Carley Street). — A new chapel has been erected on the site of
the old one which had been for some time too strait for the congregation; it
was, moreover, in a very dilapidated condition. The Leicester General
Baptists, having obtained possession of the building about eight years ago,
invited Pastor Jacob Forth, then of Wirksworth, to begin Christian work
therein, and soon a church of twenty members was formed: there are now
more than a hundred in church-fellowship.


ST. LEONARDS-ON-SEA. — About three years since a few friends, resident
in the locality, hired the Warrior Square Concert Rooms, and Pastor W. W.
Haines, of Eye, was invited to preach, with the view of establishing a
Baptist church. The church, formed in 1881, now consists of eighty-five
members. A substantial chapel, with school and class-rooms, has been
erected in Chapel-park Road, at a cost, including freehold land of about
£4,500, towards which we have contributed as much as we could spare,
but would like to give a great deal more. The town needed this chapel, and
we doubt not that a large and influential congregation will be gathered.


NEW BUSTER AND SOUTH WATFORD. — From 1869, when Mr. Spurgeon
purchased the iron chapel in Bushey New Town, until last October, the
Baptist church has made steady progress and worked hard to secure a
place of worship suited to the needs of the growing neighborhood. They
have happily succeeded, and now meet in their handsome chapel at Chalk-
hill, which, with school-rooms, has cost £3,250. This site was generously
given by Mr. Bailey. We believe that there only remains a debt of six or
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seven hundred pounds. There are one hundred and ten members in
fellowship, and good congregations.


ST. ALBAN’S TABERNACLE. — We know nothing as to the reasons for
forming a second Baptist church in St. Alban’s; but as this congregation
has chosen our friend H. W. Taylor for their pastor, we are bound to
record the building of a commodious chapel and the gathering of a growing
people. In loving harmony with all other existing churches may this church
go from strength to strength.


WEST HAM LANE. — We know very little of the history of the chapel here
known as “The Tabernacle,” but believe it was erected by a zealous
Christian man, who hoped to make the building a center of usefulness, but
failed to gather a sufficient number of helpers to sustain the work. The
building would have been closed had not our former student, Mr. J. W.
Wilkinson, offered to conduct services in it, and met with sufficient
encouragement to induce him to hire it at a rather heavy rental. A Baptist
church of seventy members has been formed, and Mr. Wilkinson will, we
have good reason to believe, make the undertaking a success. He is well
known to many of our friends as a former successful pastor of Ventnor
Baptist church.


CHRISTCHURCH (New Zealand). — During the five-and-a-half years’
pastorate of our brother Charles Dallaston the church has been greatly
cheered and encouraged by signs of Divine blessing in their midst; four
hundred and twenty-seven believers having been received into fellowship
during that time. The crowded congregations rendered increased
accommodation necessary, and the friends were compelled to build. They
have recently opened their present commodious chapel (or “church” as
Colonials call a meeting-house), seated for eight hundred, and with
provision for galleries when further accommodation shall be required. The
cost was about F3,200.


GIPSY ROAD (Lower Norwood). — The large and handsome chapel
erected for the church under the pastoral care of Mr. Hobbs was opened in
May last, and almost from the commencement has been well filled. Best of
all, souls are continually being saved. During the past year over one
hundred have been added to the church. The Sunday-school, Bible-classes,
Temperance and Band of Hope work, and other agencies are in active
operation, and there is scarcely an evening in the week when the chapel or
lecture-hall is not in use. The premises cost altogether £4,600, of which a
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debt of £2,000 still remains. It is hoped that, with the help of the London
Baptist Association Chapel Debts’ Fund, at least one-fourth of this amount
will be removed during the present year.


PROJECTS WHICH OUGHT TO BE CARRIED OUT


as speedily as possible, being sterling enterprises worthy to be attended to
with all dispatch. Many beside these are most desirable; but we dare not
mention more at this present lest in the crowd they should all be forgotten.


TUNBRIDGE WELLS (Calverly Row). — The church and congregation
worshipping in the Town-hall have been gathered by brethren from our
College during the past nine years. Mr. James Smith (formerly of Leeds) is
now the minister, and here, as in previous spheres, the Lord has owned and
blessed his earnest preaching. It has become imperative upon the people to
build a house for the Lord, and they have purchased an eligible site for
£1,900, and are preparing to erect a chapel to seat six hundred and thirty
persons, together with a lecture-room for school purposes, at a total cost,
inclusive of the ground, of £5,500. The church members are mostly of the
working-classes, and will need liberal and prompt aid. Our esteemed friend,
Mr. Samuel Barrow, is their Treasurer.


BAYSWATER (Talbot Tabernacle). — Our beloved brother, Mr. Frank
White, and his devoted people, are in need of the help of the Lord’s
stewards that they may at once replace the worn-out iron structure in
which they now worship by a commodious and substantial building suitable
for their many good works. They must build, or else surrender the ground
upon which their present chapel stands, the only available spot in the
neighborhood; they have no alternative but that of abandoning the work.
Our dear friend has now been laboring in London for twenty years, helping
every good work within his power; his praise is in all the churches, and we
commend his work and its present needs to the generous help of the Lord’s
servants.


CAMBERWELL NEW ROAD (Masonic Hall and Wyndham Road Chapel). —
The friends here have been toiling on, and have paid for their freehold
ground; but the task of building a suitable place of worship will be too
much for them unless the Lord should incline some of his stewards to come
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to their rescue. Mr. Hockey and his friends deserve all the good things
which we could possibly say of them.


PUTNEY (Werter Road). — There is an earnest working church here of
members meeting in a school-chapel much too small for their needs;
indeed, like several other places of the kind, this was but a temporary
expedient. The work is one of the results of our Tabernacle Country
Mission. Plans have been drawn for the new chapel to be erected in front
of the present building (which will then serve admirably for school
purposes); the estimated cost is £3,800. C.H. Spurgeon is the Treasurer,
and we may say that, up to the present, his many burdens have not been
made the heavier by the office; for very little has been received by him.
Putney Baptist Chapel ought to be one of the earliest completed.


PONDER’S END. — A church and a fair congregation have been gathered
by Mr. A. F. Cotton, one of our students, who has been working here
under considerable disadvantages for want of suitable accommodation. The
Sabbath-school numbers two hundred and fifty children and twenty
teachers. It is interesting to see a wood engraving of Ponder’s End Chapel
and Schools in the Baptist Handbook of 1882. May they soon exist.


BATTERSEA PARK CHAPEL. — Again and again have we had to record the
progress of the Lord’s work here under the three successive and successful
pastors, W. J. Mayers, A. Bax, and T. Lardner, and almost from the first,
thirteen years ago, we have seen the need of a larger building upon the
vacant ground in front. The school-chapel is now shut out of sight by
blocks of buildings; and even worse, church and school work are hindered
for want of room. We need a large sum. Our plea of” urgency” in other
cases applies here.


LAMMAS HALL, BATTERSEA. — Here also is a church full of life and
energy; but we fear it will be a long struggle before it has a house to call its
own. Mr. Stone ought to be helped liberally and speedily.


ORPINGTON. — For more than thirty years the only Nonconformist
meeting-house has been a converted cottage, which until lately has been
large enough for the few converted cottagers who met to hear the Sunday
supplies. Latterly, however, under the earnest preaching of Mr. White
(whom we took into the College) quite a change has come over the
“Baptist cause.” A good site has been presented for a new chapel, ,and our
good friend Mr. W. Vinson and our brother and Deacon Mr. Allison have
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given and collected about three hundred pounds, which we, “treasure” as a
nest egg.


TOOTING. — Mr. Witney’s people worshipping in their school-room much
need a chapel. The ground is their property.


NEW BROMPTON. — In this suburb of Chatham, Mr. Blocksidge has
bought ground and erected a room to hold 250 persons. This is so ,full that
they must build a chapel as soon as they can.


AUCKLAND, NEW ZEALAND. — Last, but not least, aid is greatly needed
for Thomas Spurgeon, whose work is hindered for want of a suitable
Tabernacle.


LETTERS.


The following letters are full of interest to those who are in full sympathy
with the work: —


WEST INDIES. — Mr. R. E. Gammon is employed by the Baptist
Missionary Society in the Bahamas. He has one native preacher (J. H.
Pusey, from Calabar College), and thirteen schoolmasters and other
Christian workers under his direction at the fourteen, stations and sub-
stations. He has just sent us the following letter with statistics of the
several stations. Fifty-seven converts have been baptized during the year,
and the several churches under our brother’s care have an aggregate
membership of seven hundred and sixty-eight.


“Puerto Plata, Santo Domingo, January 15, 1883. “


My dear President, — Enclosed is the schedule of statistics of work done
during the year just closed; we have been far from realizing many of our
hopes;; still, our Master has not left us without tokens of his presence and
blessing.


“On Christmas-Eve eleven candidates, in the presence of a crowded
congregation, including a large number of Roman Catholic natives, publicly
professed their disciple-ship to Christ by baptism, in Puerto Plata, and our
increase in this church for the year is thirteen. In a Roman Catholic country
like this, we have to be glad of small additions, as a proof of the spread of
the truth as it is in Jesus. There were to have been twelve candidates, but







146


the husband of the last (so I am told) followed her with a revolver,
threatening to shoot her, and would not allow her to be baptized —
perhaps, later on, he may repent of his folly, and permit her to obey her
Lord’s command.


“On New Year’s Day the Padre (priest), ex-President of this republic, in
consecrating 8, new image of San Felipe (the patron saint of Puerto Plata)
gave a long address to a large audience, and amongst other things said: —
‘they (the Romanists) were vilified by non-Romanists as image
worshippers — that it was untrue, they merely had them as visible
representations of the good and saintly of past days, to bring their lives
more vividly before the untutored and ignorant minds’; but I fear the
ignorant ones are just those who do not distinguish the difference between
admiring the virtues of the saintly ancients and worshipping them; and were
some iconoclast to enter their church and smash one of their saints, no
doubt he would fare badly if the people caught him. Some few weeks ago
an ‘Alcade’ (a kind of magistrate here) who has been attending our
services for some time, was suddenly stricken with blindness, and some of
the people immediately said, it was a judgment on him because he had left
off praying to the saints. Although we do not make rapid progress, we are
hopeful because the Romanists manifest a kindly spirit towards us.


“The total number baptized in the district (i e., Santo Domingo and Turks
and Caicos Islands,) is fifty-seven, and the net increase for the year is
twenty-three in Turks Islands, many of the old members having died during
the year.


“Hoping to present a better report before long, I remain, wishing
prosperity to yourself, your work, and the College,


“My dear President, affectionately yours,
“R. E. GAMMON.”


The following letter intended for last Conference, arrived about a week too
late; but we insert it here that all our brethren may see it, and remember in
prayer their comrades who are battling bravely against the idolatry and
superstition of India: —


“EAST INDIES, MARCH 20, 1882.


“Beloved President, Vice-President, Tutors, and Brethren, — From this
distant part of:’ our Master’s vineyard we send our united love and
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greeting, praying also that your gatherings in Conference may be seasons
of ‘ refreshing from the presence of the Lord.’ Scattered over this vast
continent of India, and engaged in work as varied as the: languages we
have to employ, we still feel united to each other, and to you, by the
blessed associations and memories of our beloved College. Three of us
have to labor in English, one in Telugu, one in Hindee and Hindustani, and
one in Bengalee and Mussulmani-Bengalee; and yet we have but ‘ one
Lord, one faith, and one baptism’ to declare to these different races. Our
spheres of labor are very far apart. One of us is in Madras, one in Agra,
two in Calcutta, one in Bachergunge, and one in Darjeeling. In each of
these places idolaters, or followers of the false prophet, abound. ‘ At
Athens, Paul’s spirit was stirred in him when he saw the city wholly given
to idolatry; ‘ and we often feel the same; yet we desire to be stirred up to
far greater devotion in our work and zeal for our Master. Everything here
tends to deaden and depress, unless we are constantly conscious of our
Savior’s presence and help. Could we meet with you in Conference, we
feel it would be the means of arousing and quickening us; but it will help to
cheer us greatly to know that these few words will reach you, and that we
have your sympathy and love.


“Finally, brethren, pray for us, that the Word of the Lord may run, and be
glorified (in India) even as also it is with you: and that we may be delivered
from unreasonable and evil men, for all have not faith. But the Lord is
faithful. In Him is our trust, for ‘ He must reign,’ and every form of
idolatry and error must ultimately perish.


“With intense love to you all, and especially to our revered President, we
remain, faithfully yours in Christ,


“ROBERT SPURGEON, Barisaul.
“WILLIAM NORRIS, Calcutta.
“G. H. HOOK, Lall Bazar, Calcutta.
“R. W. MAPLESDEN, Ongole, Madras Presidency.
“JAMES G. POTTER, Agra, N.W.P.
“H. RYLANDS BROWN, Darjeeling, Himalayas.”
“West Melbourne, Victoria, 15th Nov., 1882.







148


“THE STUDENTS OF THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE, NOW
SETTLED IN VICTORIA, TO THEIR


BELOVED PRESIDENT, C. H. SPURGEON.


“Dear Sir, — You received a letter from us two years ago so kindly that
we gladly avail ourselves of this opportunity, when we are gathered at the
Annual Session of the Victorian Baptist Association, to send another. Two
of the brethren who signed the last letter have gone within the veil. Horatio
H. Garrett, so beloved and useful, was called home with dread suddenness
by a railway accident; and Henry Marsden received the summons to go up
higher, after long weakness through wasting disease; yet he was enabled to
preach to the last, and singularly glorified Christ by a holy, loving life and
ministry.


“We feel sure that our President, with the Tutors and friends of the
College, will be pleased to learn that, by the suffrages of the denomination,
Brother William Clark, of Ballarat, has been called to the chairmanship of
the association; Brother F. G. Buckingham, of Emerald Hill, Melbourne,
preached the association sermon this year with marked power and general
appreciation; whilst Brother A. J. Clarke, of West Melbourne, is the
chairman elect for next year. Several years ago Brother W. C. Bunning, of
Geelong, was similarly honored.


“Whilst we mourn that we have not to record greater and grander
successes achieved for our Divine Master, we yet feel there is great cause
for adoring gratitude that sustaining grace and much blessing have been
given. Many souls have been won for Jesus, the churches have been built
up in the faith, and church-building debts wholly or partially liquidated this
year.


“Suffer us to repeat our assurances to you, beloved President, of our desire
to be faithful to the truth we learned from you and our Tutors; to be
instruments our Lord cart use because he finds us lowly and purified; and
that distance may never weaken our affection for you and yours, or for the
Institution which God has so honored at home and abroad.


“Through you, dear sir, we greet the goodly fellowship of our brothers in
the ministry, and those who are now studying in College. May we all live
so near to hint who is the life and light as to draw from him power to do
and suffer faithfully even unto the end.” In token of loving salutation to
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you, and of holy pledge of fealty to our Redeemer-King, we sign our
names.


“Farewell. May all grace be yours, for soul and body, through the Son of
God. Amen.


“WM. CHRISTR. BUNNING, Geelong.
“WILLIAM CLARK, Ballarat.
“ALFRED J. CLARKE, West Melbourne.
“F. G. BUCKINGHAM, Emerald Hill.
“FREDERICK PAGE, South Yarra.
“JAMES BLAIKIE, Kew.
“ALEX. J. HAMILTON, Eaglehawk.
“JOHN DOWNING, Melbourne.
“HARRY WOOD, Melbourne.”


GENERAL RESULTS


DURING the twenty-seven years of our existence as a school of the
prophets, six hundred and fifty-two men, exclusive of those at present
studying with us, have been received into the College, “of whom the
greater part remain unto this day; but some (forty-four) have fallen asleep.”
Making all deductions, there are now in the work of the Lord, in some
department or other of useful service, about five hundred and forty
brethren. Of these four hundred and eighty-six are in our own
denomination as Pastors, Missionaries, and Evangelists. They may be thus
summarized: —


Number of brethren who have been educated in the College 652


now in our ranks as Pastors, Missionaries, and Evangelists.. 486


without Pastorates, but regularly engaged in the work of the Lord 29


not now engaged in the work (in secular callings) 19


Medical Missionary Students 3


Educated for other Denominations 2


Dead — (Pastors, 38; Students, 6) 44
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Permanently Invalided 5


Names removed from the List for various reasons, such as joining other
Denominations, etc. 64


These last are not removed from our list in all cases from causes which
imply any dishonor, for many of them are doing good service to the
common Lord under some other banner. We are sorry for their leaving us,
and astounded that they should change their views upon Baptism; but this
also is one of those mysteries of human life which are beyond our control.


PASTORS’ COLLEGE SOCIETY OF
EVANGELISTS.


SINCE the last Annual Report our Brethren SMITH and FULLERTON have
completed their twelve months’ mission in London by conducting services
at Mr. Charrington’s large Assembly Hall, Mile End Road; Dr. Barnardo’s
Edinboro’ Castle; Trinity Chapel, John Street, Edgware Road; Salters’ Hall
Chapel, Islington; and Woolwich. After their summer vacation they
recommenced work in the provinces, and they have since visited Bath,
Gloucester, Ross, Hereford, Hitchin, Benson, Liverpool, and Hull. The
monthly notes in The Sword and the Trowel testify to the continued
usefulness of this form of Christian service. Wherever our brethren go they
win the hearty approval of ministers and churches of all denominations.
They do not in any case labor apart from existing organizations, or in
opposition to them, but as a rule their services are secured by committees
representing most of the evangelical Christians in the city or town they are
about to visit, and the converts at their meetings are counseled to unite
themselves with the churches where they will be likely to derive most
spiritual benefit. I1: is quite impossible to tell how many souls have been
won for Christ through the preaching and singing of our brethren; but in
every place where they have gone large numbers have professed to find the
Savior, and many believers have been stimulated to fuller consecration and
more earnest labor for the Lord.


Mr. BURNHAM’S work among the smaller churches is, in its measure,
equally blessed. Our brother has both to preach and sing, as the places
visited by him could not usually pay the expenses of two evangelists; and
he generally manages to find his way into the houses of the people in the
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town or village where he is staying. It is a great joy to us to hear, in almost
every instance, of the conversion of one or more of the inmates of the
home where Mr. Burnham is entertained; and the appreciation of his
services is shown by the fact that he is constantly being invited for the third
or fourth time to conduct meetings in the same place. During the past year
he has had engagements at Burnham (Essex), Trowbridge, Charlton Kings,
Aldershot, Sandy, Watton, Luton, Collingham, Knighton, Weston-super-
Mare, Peterchurch, Fairford, Burnham (Somerset), East Finchley, Thorpe-
le-Soken, Highgate, Leeds, Long Buckby, Melbourn, Great Torrington,
and Lyme Regis, in addition to spending a month, as usual, among the hop-
pickers in Kent.


Mr. PARKER continues to sing and preach the gospel in different places,
and we have recently increased our staff of Evangelists by the appointment
of Mr. FRANK RUSSELL. This brother was set apart for evangelistic work in
connection with the Surrey and Middlesex Association; but those counties
do not appear to be fully ripe for such services, and therefore he will be at
the disposal of churches in other parts of the kingdom, though we hope
that Surrey may be able to use him also.


THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE.


BY AN OBSERVER.


As I have for several years observed the work of your College, it has
occurred to me that it might not be displeasing to you to hear what can be
said of the Institution by an observer. I confess that my observations may
be to you of little value, seeing the College is your own child, and has
grown up under your own hand and eye. But if the observations I make be
without interest to you, they may not be valueless to your many generous
friends and faithful helpers. And for this reason: Yourself, the Vice-
President, and Tutors are pleased in your Annual Report to favor us with
views of the College work drawn from the inside; what I have to say shall
be taken from the outside. If I shall speak with all frankness, you may be
assured it is the frankness of friendliness, and that there is naught “set
down in malice.”


The first thing which, as a “candid friend,” I will acknowledge is that, while
I have heard many things that indicate a hearty appreciation, I have also
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now and then heard strictures which make me desirous of defining the
niche your College occupies among the ministerial training institutions of
the country. The Pastors’ College appears to me to have sprung into life
amid the throes of the greatest religious and educational revolution this
century has witnessed. both elements of this revolution — the religious and
the educational — have, I believe as they deserve, the entire sympathy of
every right-thinking individual in the country, because when properly
treated they are helpful to each other. For our present purpose it is not
needful to inquire whether the religious movement first excited the
educational, or the educational first quickened the religious; nor will I stop
to ask whether, in this result, so far as it is seen, religion has gained more
from education than education has reaped from religion. The one only
outcome I have in view, and that bears a relation to the work of the
Pastors’ College, is this — and I think it will not be disputed — that there
is now more education on the side of religious people, however gravely it
may be questioned whether there is more religion on the side of the
educated.


In early days, then, the problem was, How shall the Pastors’ College
minister to the peculiar need of the times and circumstances that gave it
birth? The solution of this problem I have watched, it must be confessed, at
times with considerable anxiety. Will the young school minister
satisfactorily and efficiently to the double-mouthed need? Owing its origin
directly to a revival of religion, it did not take much discernment to see that
it would doubtless suitably provide for the demands of a revived religion.
But can it make adequate provision for a revived religion stimulated and
accompanied by a higher education? Thus the question stood.


In deciding whether the Pastors’ College has risen to “the height of this
great argument,” it is not a necessary condition to require that all the
alumni should be “wranglers” or “double firsts.” It meets every equity of
the case if there should be a number sufficient to occupy a due proportion
of pulpits where scholarship as well as piety is deemed essential in the
ministrations. On looking around, what do I behold? Some of the pulpits of
the denomination most valuable and illustrious in past generations — the
two, Cambridge and Broadmead, most famous of all — I find are occupied
by men from the Pastors’ College. Nor do I observe that the laurels gained
by their predecessors wither in the wearing of these younger men trained in
the younger, though not the youngest, school of Baptist pastors.
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Such achievements are, to my mind, full of meaning. When, too, I put these
results side by side with the vast and truly sympathetic efforts made to
reach the masses which have their typical representatives in the East
London Tabernacle and in the Shoreditch Tabernacle, in the former case
backed up by much practical philanthropy extended to the miserable, I
cannot but admit that the Pastors’ College is effecting a solution of the
problem above stated that might give content to the most exact and to the
most exacting. To the double-mouthed need it is ministering with a double-
handed plenitude. The comprehensiveness which enlists both a spirit and
capacity, not only fully abreast of religious life and action, but which has in
many places within my knowledge inspired and directed them to higher
efforts, I submit fully entitles the Pastors’ College to take rank with the
most vigorous and apt institutions of our times for ministerial training. I
take it that its history hitherto has shown that all doubt as to its thorough
fitness to fulfill the mission embodied in its name is now laid at rest. In all
fairness to others as well as to myself, however, I must confess there was a
period when fears would come and doubts also, though I was very averse
to give them any entertainment. Would the College be a mere transient
growth? Would it subside into the narrow groove of training temporary
preachers and itinerant evangelists? Would it give only a rough-and-ready
preparation for the lower grades of work, and send no representatives into
the higher and more permanent ranks? These were questions with me in
common with many friends who wished well to the undertaking. Some
early indications gave me hope that in due time a full proportion of the
higher forms would fall to your share. But this was not everywhere
recognized, and in some quarters where it was seen to be inevitable it was
not much appreciated. I trust a more generous feeling has now set in. I
recall the time when you were emerging from the dreary quarters in the
basement of the Tabernacle to the light and airy and commodious rooms in
the substantial new College buildings, and I wondered whether that change
of scene would be marked by a corresponding emergence into a freer and
cheerier recognition of the College and its work.


That such a recognition had long been deserved I was convinced in my
own mind. Now, I am bound to testify that I meet with few who are not of
that opinion. I am inclined to look upon your new buildings as an outward
and visible sign of the esteem, won by dint of merit, from the public at
large. I must say, from what I have seen and heard, this esteem had to be
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won; nay, in some circles compelled. But being gained thus, it is the more
valuable, and is likely to be the more durable.


May I now, without pretending to do anything more than is well within the
range of an outside observer, glance at those qualities which have led on to
success? I will not venture on the dogmatic, and you may take my opinion
for what it is worth.


I have had many opportunities of observing, both the “brighter stars” and
the “lesser lights” among the preachers that hail from the Pastors’ College.
I have found much variety, much dissimilarity in gifts, in capacities, in
styles of preaching. But in the midst of this copious variety, I think I have
been able to detect a very close family likeness. The point of resemblance,
and what has most impressed my mind, is that the Pastors’ College men
have invariably something definite to say on the great themes of the
Gospel. I find they have some crisp and pointed teaching that bears directly
on the conscience, concerning the nature of sin, and the one Divine way of
escape therefrom. I find that they do not aim to set these things forth on a
basis of speculation, but on the authority of God’s Word. And I cannot but
say that even where the: finer graces of style may be wanting — where
there may be very little of eloquence, or ornament, or illustration — yet the
wholesome plainness of sound doctrine, delivered with the accent of a
heartfelt conviction, which I generally find among your students, has a
grace and an eloquence all its own, and storms the human heart. I feel
assured, too, that such ministrations are on the line of the great Evangelical
testimony and message of God to perishing men in all ages. These are the
chief qualities which I believe have conciliated the affections and won the
support of so many of the best friends of the Gospel in “all the churches.”
Alongside with these leading characteristics I note others. I regard it as a
most hopeful feature that your men seem to be alive and awake to the
requirements of their office. In the absence of University examinations,
which I understand are not comprised in your methods, you have
succeeded somehow in thoroughly arousing the energies of your men, and
drawing out their capacities. I notice they come forth from College, not as
if their energies had been spent there, but invigorated. An impulse rests on
them; there is movement in them, and they, as a rule, rise to the demands
of their work. This is a great point. For whatever be the educational
standard; whether it be so low as in Queen Elizabeth’s days, when some
parish clergymen were ordered by the Queen in Council to peruse the
lessons in private, because they were “but meane readers;” or so high as
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Edward Irving set it, when he said “that no man is furnished for the
ministry till he can unclasp his pocket Bible, and wherever it opens,
discourse from it largely and spiritually to the people”; or so much beside
the mark as to consist chiefly in “Pagan literature,” as Mr. Mozley
confesses was the case with himself and others at Oxford fifty years ago;
no ministerial training can be effective which does not stimulate and
strengthen in the minister of the Gospel, both his capacities as a man and
his graces and energies as a Christian.


Your specialty — pastoral work — implies a great deal. It may, and ought
to be, the focus of many converging beams of knowledge and experience.
The excellency and efficiency of your work lie, not so much in cultivating
separate branches of knowledge, but in combining kindred subjects, and
concentrating various lights upon your one exclusive object.


As you advance, I, in company with every well-wisher, earnestly trust you
will still keep the one aim steadily in view. The proper prominence given to
this will keep all parts in their rightful place. It will subordinate the literary
to the devotional, the critical to the believing, the intellectual to the
spiritual, the merely denominational to the broadly Catholic and Christian
purposes of the ministry of the Gospel. And if you will allow me to make a
suggestion, I would add that the way to secure these results increasingly,
is, in addition to all your other educational machinery, to let the Word of
God be increasingly an open book — open in its original languages, open
in all the variety and inspired authority of its teachings — before the eyes
of your students, for their humble, prayerful, and believing study. The
method of Haldane, with his student-friends at Geneva, I hold to be very
near the normal Christian method of preparation for the ministry. The
Pastor “mighty in the Scriptures” will be “thoroughly furnished for every
good work.”


VICE-PRESIDENT’S REPORT


AGAIN we are glad to report “all well.” Our numbers have been A fewer,
but equal to the demands of the churches. Great assiduity in duty, and
much faithful College work have characterized the past year. As usual, the
men differ in talent and disposition, as also in their methods of acquiring
knowledge; but, happily, they are one in their consecration to the service of
the Great Master. The amount of preaching has been upon an average with
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former years, though the direct applications from the churches have been
fewer. The change of population in the country towns and rural districts,
owing to the long depression in agriculture, has greatly affected our
country churches, and we are more than ever anxious to provide suitable
men who will be prepared to face the self-denial incident to such
increasingly difficult posts, and to fill them with the consecration, zeal, and
efficiency which are necessary to secure success.


The question may be asked whether our College, based as it is on
avowedly definite and peculiar principles, has in any measure ceased to be
a necessity? We think not. We most gladly admit that in many quarters the
same gospel is being preached, and the same Bible is reverenced. We hail
gladly any evidence of approaching unity of feeling and effort in the one
harvest, field; but we are more than ever persuaded that we need to bear
our witness to the old Calvinistic doctrines of grace, and to uphold our
distinctive view of the ordinance of believer’s baptism. Our young people
are in great need of being taught something definite. Our Sunday-schools
are very generally united with the Sunday-school Union, and the lessons
brought before them are mainly on such general points of truth and practice
as are generally styled “undenominational”; and unless we are upon our
guard to maintain from the pulpit clear, definite utterances of what are our
own flaws, We shall have raised up about us a race of church-members
without any grip of the truth, and with no special attachment to our own,
or indeed to any other body of Christians. Now, we are persuaded that
such a colorless system, if it be milk for babes, is not meat for strong men.
We can hardly hope to rally champions to fight for indefinite teachings and
uncertain practices. The canker of Plymouth-Brotherism, the delirium of
more recent ebullitions of zeal, and the growing love of change, make it
imperative upon us to rear up able men who shall know what they. believe,
and shall be filled with a true Biblical enthusiasm for certain ascertained
divine truths, facts, and ordinances. We profess to be positive and
dogmatic in our testimony for the truth as it is in Jesus. We are persuaded
that to have one common garden where no one has any “burden of the
Lord” laid upon him to cultivate any one portion of it, will not result in
such a vintage for the great Husbandman’s praise as will be the case if we
all (as led of the Spirit)are found faithful in that which is committed to our
charge. We are willing to help any and all of our great Catholic societies;
but in the proportion in which we expand our area of Christian sympathy
we shall need to deepen and intensify our own home love. We must, as our
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branches spread, deepen our roofs, or the first tempest will be our
downfall. We need more than ever our Denominational Colleges, and our
Calvinistic Baptist Pastors’ College first and foremost of them all.


JAMES A. SPURGEON.


REMARKS BY REV. GEORGE ROGERS


THE proceedings of our College from year to year are substantially the
same. It had from the first a distinctive character, which was given to it,
not by man, but by God; and that distinctive character it still retains. Its
position amongst other colleges and similar institutions of the present day
consists not so much in that which it has in common with them as in that
which it has in distinction from them. Every new society supposes a
particular need, and its particular adaptation to that need. If the need be
temporary only, the agency for its supply will soon cease; if the need be
permanent, the agency for its supply will be required to be in continual
operation. The two principal aspects of the religious world in modern times
have been a growing desire for a more intellectual Christianity on the one
hand, and a more powerful Christianity on the other. “What is truth?” is the
language of some. “Give us bread to eat which the world knows nothing
of,” is the language of others. A high-class Biblical scholarship may meet
the demands of the one, but the earnest enforcement of truths already made
known can alone meet the demands of the other. As these two classes in
the religious world are clearly distinct from each other, it is hopeless to
attempt to meet the wants of both. We are content, therefore, to leave the
more controverted parts of the Bible to others, while we endeavor clearly
and fully to understand and to make known that which is without
controversy, and which is infinitely more important to the souls of men,
who for lack of this knowledge, and this only, might perish.


It was at the time that Biblical criticism and intellectual Christianity came
into unusual notice and operation, originating in Germany, and imported
into Dissenting colleges, as well as others in this country, that the Pastors’
College, like a cloud about the size of a man’s hand, appeared, and poured
down upon the thirsty land its reviving and fertilizing showers. No
preparation was made for its coming. No plan of operation was formed.
No means of support were prearranged. It was no part of organized
Christianity. It grew into shape by the providential circumstances that
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called it into being. It took speedy possession of the opening which had
been left by others for what they deemed higher, but what proved to be less
fertile ground, and has there met with success beyond all other movements
of the same kind unto the present day. It has not only supplied the lack of
service in others, but has entered upon new spheres of successful
ministrations, and is still aggressive in its movements. Its work is not done,
but rather only begun; neither has any modification of its course of studies
or methods of operation been required to suit what are called the demands
of the present age; so little has there been of man and so much of God in its
original formation, and its continual adaptation to its end.


We maintain, then, that we have our distinctive principles as a College, and
that they are worth preserving still. Let us see what they are. We are at the
remotest distance from secularized Christianity, and such we hope ever to
remain. Endowed Christianity is at one extremity of the series and we are
at the other. We should scorn to receive one farthing of the public money
for doing far more for the public good than those whose hands sink deep in
the public exchequer. One good reason may be that the opportunity is not
likely to be given us; but we trust we should be found true to our principles
if it were. We are simple in our forms of worship. In our inmost souls we
loathe Ritualism, both in Conformists and in its imitations by so-called
Nonconformists. Our one chief desire is to be distinguished for our zeal for
the spiritual and eternal welfare of our fellow-men. We watch for souls as
they that must give account. We do not by any means assume that this is
entirely neglected by others, or that there are not individuals in other
denominations whose zeal in this respect is not equal to our own; but that
this is the one prevalent desire in those who have gone from our College,
and that in this they have been remarkably blessed is a fact which it would
be ungrateful, and even sinful, to disown.


It is another distinguishing peculiarity of our College, and which accounts
in a great measure for its spiritual results, that it adheres to the Puritanic in
distinction from the Germanic theology. This oneness of faith it is which
unites Presidents, Tutors, and Students in one bond of fellowship which no
after associations are able to dissolve. We rejoice that by innumerable
others the grace of the gospel is equally maintained; but with hardly any
other College is it, we think, so exclusively identified, and by none is it
more unhesitatingly avowed. No one who has gone from us in this respect
would care to avow that he had ever been of us. To these considerations
we may confidently add that, although the students of the Pastors’ College
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might not be qualified with those of some other Colleges to pass an
examination for literary honors before University Councils, they are well
able to compete for the honor of acceptance as Pastors and Teachers of
Christian Churches, and for long and extensive usefulness. Sufficiently
versed in the original languages of both Testaments, in Biblical Science,
and in all the general departments of literature to make a creditable
commencement of their ministry, by diligent study and prayerful
dependence upon Divine aid, and a zealous determination to qualify
themselves, as far as possible, for the great end they have in view, they
have not come behind any other apostles in modern times.


MR. GRACEY’S REPORT


LIKE all its predecessors of our past history, the year that now closes has
been truly to the College a “year of grace.” As a result, the College has
been true in heart to its great mission. At no previous period has the spirit
of prayer, of faith in God, and in the gospel, of zeal for the glory of Christ,
and of love for the souls of men, been more abundant among us. I cannot
speak too highly of the diligence of the brethren, and of their willingness,
even in cases of enfeebled health, to work to the utmost of their ability.
nothing out of the ordinary course, now so well tried, has been attempted.
Our chief desire has been to maintain a “patient continuance in well-doing.”
The sermons read for criticism have, if anything, been above the average,
and at our discussions considerable ability in debate has been shown. I have
kept on with my course of lectures on Systematic Theology, using Hodge’s
Handbook in a separate class. The usual classes have been held in Hebrew,
Senior and Junior, where we have read portions of Genesis and the Psalms;
in Greek Testament, where we have read in the Acts, the Epistle to the
Hebrews, the 1st Epistle of John, and the Gospel according to Mark; in
Trench’s Synonyms of the Greek Testament; in Homiletics; in Church
History; in Classic Greek, where we have read in Sophocles and Homer;
and in Latin, where Virgil’s AEneid, Cicero, and Horace have furnished us
with subjects.
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MR. FURGUSSON’S REPORT


THE steadiness of the attendance, and the constancy in faithfully carrying
out the work appointed them, as far as the men in my department are
concerned, have left me nothing to desire. The noiseless tenor of their way
has been so uniform as to render my report a duty of the most formal
character. Yet in this noiseless productive formality lie the strength, utility,
and success of the object for which our department was called into
existence. The men entered the College under the pressure of the high,
holy, and merciful desire of honoring Christ, mainly by gathering round his
cross as many brands plucked from the burning, by their ministry, as they
possibly could; and everything, however humble or small, that fed this
desire, was sacred in their eyes. What has been offered to them in our
department they believed did minister to this passion of their life; and under
this influence — that of honoring Christ by conversions chiefly; everything
that helped them to foster and turn it to practical account was valued,
pursued, appropriated, and made their own. Thus I can easily account for
their industry. This holy hunger, in my judgment, accounts also for the
constancy of their presence in the class-room, the faithfulness with which
they discharged their daily duties, and the unflagging energy put forth in
finishing the work given them to do. Judging from the effects of the same
course of education in the actual ministry of those who have passed
through it, I can assure the young men that verily their industry shall not
lose its reward.


In the year that is past I have been cheered in my work by beholding in my
men the unfolding of many of those features that mark the character of the
Christ-sent minister. That the reader may be partaker of my joy, he will
perhaps allow me to name one or two. For instance, the feature that marks
a man in earnest; again, the presence of those characteristics which single
out the man who feels himself personally a sinner saved by grace; also, and
not the least, that marked individuality of purpose which separates from the
ordinary race of workers for God the man on whose shoulders has been
laid the iron necessity of preaching the gospel by our Lord Jesus Christ the
Most High God. This year I have found tutorial work most pleasing. I have
felt it all through the year a privilege to be associated with such men in
Christ’s work. To the subscribers and friends of the College I can honestly
say, from what I have seen, that in no previous year have they entrusted
their gold and silver to men more able and willing to carry out the holy
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intentions of their liberality. Yes, they will preach the gospel after the way
and manner so peculiar to the Pastors’ College; and which have been so
much honored by the eternal Spirit.


It only remains for me to enumerate the classes of my department and the
class-books. Its work to the reader will then appear at a glance. They are
as follows: —


BIBLICAL STUDIES. — Blackie’s Bible Geography, Angus’s Bible
Handbook.


ETHICS AND PHILOSOPHY. — Wayland’s Ethics alternated with Butler’s
Analogy, Taylor’s Elements of Thought, Thomson’s Laws of Thought, Sir
William Hamilton’s Metaphysics, Fowler’s Inductive and Deductive Logic.


ENGLISH. — Lennie, Fleming’s Analysis, Bain’s English Composition,
Paradise Lost (for Analysis), Roget’s Thesaurus, Exercises for composition
in original papers and essays.


MR. MARCHANT’S REPORT.


THE work throughout the year has been well sustained. While a few
brethren have made marked and unusual progress, the advance of my
classes as a whole has, I think, been considerably above the average of the
few years of my previous connection with the tutorial work of the College.
We have had fewer laggards, and some of the most conspicuous instances
of improvement have been among brethren whose early education was very
poor, and whose steady plodding has been most commendable.


Middle Classes in Greek have been engaged with Xenophon’s “Anabasis,”
and the First Book of Arnold’s Exercises. From the Latin of Cornelius
Nepos, Themistocles, Aristides, and Pausanias have been translated and
parsed, and the first five Eclogues from the “Bucolics” of Virgil. Arnold’s
“Henry” has also been carefully gone through. The Junior Classes have, as
usual, been occupied with the Grammar and Valpy’s Delectus in each
language; while in Latin about twenty brethren have read the first few
chapters from the Epitome of Roman History by Eutropius. In Euclid, the
Seniors have gone to about the middle of the Third Book, and have done
several of the Exercises as well. A Junior Class is proceeding with the First
Book.
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When I first partly severed myself from my Church at Hitchin, it was a
matter of much anxiety to me lest my ministerial work should suffer by
reason of my engagement at the College: You will be glad to know that
God has been better to me than my fears. My congregations were never so
good as they have been for the past three years; a spirit of unusual prayer
and earnestness has animated the people; seventy persons, nearly all from
the world, were last year added to the Church; while now, largely through
God’s blessing on dear Messrs. Fullerton and Smith’s labors at the close of
last January, many more are seeking fellowship with us. My dear people,
who were also a little afraid about the result of having “only half a
ministers” have learned with me an old lesson: “There is that scattereth and
yet increaseth.” LAUS DEO!


MR. CHESHIRE’S REPORT


DEAR MR. SPURGEON, — In rendering my first report of our science work
in connection with the College, it will perhaps be desirable, if not even
necessary, for me to give a fuller reference to myself than might at other
times be pardonable. In my introduction to the men I explained that
however much science might be learned, as the result of our study, I, for
one, should regard all as a failure if our reverence was not deepened, and
the students strengthened for their work as preachers of the everlasting
gospel. I soon discovered that this feeling was largely shared by my class,
more conspicuously by many whose time for entering upon pastoral work
was close at hand. With this idea before us we have labored, and I have
been cheered again and again by spontaneous testimony that our labor has
not been in vain. In my department science is our means, but not our end.
God has made the visible as well as the invisible, and in both he may be
seen. -True science is but the discovery of his thoughts; for as Oersted has
put it — The laws of nature are the thoughts of God.


The difficulties of a Christian science-teacher are now especially great, and
it has been necessary to point out that science is as yet as utterly baffled
with ultimate principles as she is conversant with the manner in which
those principles interwork. She can tell us what life does, often; but what
life is, never. The roof of all things is hidden from her gaze if she will not
look up and behold her God. In the face of modern scientific assumption, if
we see this, we may be saved much anxiety, for we shall discover that we
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can afford to wait for the solution of many difficulties. Surely we, who
have only just begun to be, cannot suppose that at the opening of an
endless existence we ought to possess a full understanding of the working
of the infinite mind throughout the eternal ages. Mystery must be ours, as
yet, at least. If there were no mystery, then we, understanding all, should
be greater than all, and God would not be a necessity in our philosophy.


We are striving in our class-work to find in nature illustrations of Christian
truth, and thus, humbly, and in our measure, to make the same use of it as
our Lord frequently did in his parables. For example, when we discover
that the magnet not only draws other pieces of metal to itself, but that it
makes them, by its very touch, into magnets, we are reminded of Christ,
the great Magnet, who, being lifted up, draws all men to himself, and who
by his touch changes them, and gives of himself to them so that they
become magnets too. And as we further learn that nearness of the metal-
pieces to the Master-magnet gives them power which they lose as they
recede from it, so we see the illustration of the law of Christian life, that
Christ is our life, and our nearness to him the measure of our real strength.


Sometimes we cause the false assumptions (science falsely so called),
unhappily nowadays getting so common, to answer themselves by example.
We are told by some that to believe in an omnipresent personal God is
unreasonable, and yet these very men say that every atom in the universe
attracts every other; that every atom in the sun has some power over the
earth; remove one atom from the sun, the aggregate of his attractive
influence will be reduced. Thus, then, they teach us, and teach us truly, that
every atom makes its presence felt throughout the universe: there is no
point in space where it may not at the same moment assert itself. To
believe in this is scientific. Oh, foolish and slow of heart to believe: How
can they in the same breath tell us that to believe in an omnipresent Father
is unreasonable? We believe in him because he has shown himself in the
works of his hands, but more intensely because the Only Begotten Son,
who was in his bosom, hath declared him.


But lest I draw this report to an excessive length, let this explanation of my
position and of the direction of our work suffice.


Instead, during the past year, of entering at once upon any rigid course, I
judged it best to take up points which current events made prominent; and
so, in view of the excitement prevailing respecting electricity and electric
lighting, took about Twelve Lectures upon this subject. I know, dear Mr.
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Spurgeon, you yourself feel the value of centering the attention upon what
has already gained a hold upon the popular mind, and my idea was that
thus the students might not only be helped in general conversation, but in
illustration and allusion in their ministerial work.


‘The Temperance Movement could not be forgotten by us, and so a course
of Eight Lectures was taken on the physiological aspects of this matter. I
know you will agree that it is not science, but Christ-given love for our
fellows, which has been the backbone of this Temperance work; for science
has not a heart of its own, and knowledge without love has no impulse, and
will do nothing. It was felt that a diffusion of physiological knowledge
would, from this very cause, be particularly serviceable, and this course has
in some measure, at least, furnished material for many addresses given in
divers places by the students. Some Lectures on the Structure of Insects
and their relation to flowering plants, have also been included, my South
Kensington diagrams being used. Physics is now occupying our attention.


I must not close without saying that I rejoice in the opportunity my present
position in the College affords for influencing for good, as I humbly trust,
the men who are to do so much in the future in the propagation of a
positive Gospel, while I must thank all, from our loved President
downwards, for the spirit of kindness, helpfulness, and trust with which I
have been received.


By reordering the old apparatus, and making very substantial additions to
it, we are now provided with a very suitable and efficient instrument with
which to pursue our work; and it shall be my endeavor, as it is my hope,
that the considerable outlay involved shall be justified by the good work
accomplished by its means.


The attendance at the Class has been uniformly good, and not infrequently
we have with us those who are now settled pastors, but who come as
visitors to their “Alma Mater,” and I may add that brethren from Mr. G.
Guinness’s Institution are often welcomed by us.


The interest and earnestness of the students have very palpably grown, and
that reserve with which a new tutor is inevitably received has given place
to confidence, and so supplied constant and growing opportunity for
friendly and informal converse, during which, I hope, not the least
important part of my work is accomplished. May our studies be acceptable
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service unto the Lord, because undertaken through our Father’s grace for
his honor!


CYCLE OF DAILY PRAYER


IN CONNECTION WITH THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE STUDENTS’
MISSIONARY ASSOCIATION.


SUNDAY. — Special prayer for the provision and preparation of laborers,
and for the outpouring of the Holy Spirit on all missionary operations.


MONDAY. — AFRICA.


BAKUNDU: C. H. Richardson.
BLANTYRE: J. H. Dean (Invalided).
CONGO RIVER: J. H. Weeks and A. Billington.


TUESDAY. — CHINA AND JAPAN.


CHINA: S. B. Drake, Dr. E. H. Edwards, and J. J. Turner (in
England at present).
JAPAN: W. J. White.


WEDNESDAY. — CONTINENT OF EUROPE.


NAPLES: N. Papengouth.
SPAIN: T. Blamire and J. P. Wigstone.


THURSDAY. — INDIA.


AGRA: J. G. Potter.
BARISAUL: R. Spurgeon.
KOTTAPATAM: R. Maplesden.
SANTHALISTAN: W. S. Mitchell. Missionary Pastors: H. R. Brown,
G. H. Hook, W. Norris (in England at present), and A. W. Wood.


FRIDAY. — HAYTI, BRAZIL, etc.


HAYTI: A. V. Papengouth.
PUERTO PLATA AND TURK’S ISLANDS: R. E. Gammon.
RIO DE JANEIRO: J. M. G. dos Santos.


SATURDAY. — PASTORS SETTLED ABROAD.
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AUSTRALIA: J. Blaikie, E. Booth, F. G. Buckingham, W. C.
Bunning, A. J. Clarke, W. Clark, W. Coller, J. Downing, S. Fairey,
A. J. Hamilton, J. S. Harrison, F. Hibberd, W. Higlett, E. G. Ince,
H. Morgan, M. Morris, F. Page, C.J.A.N. Padley, N. Rogers, J. A.
Soper, E. Vaughan, and H. Wood.


TASMANIA: A.W. Grant, E. Isaac, R. McCullough, and R.
Williamson. NEW ZEALAND: C. Dallaston, A. Fairbrother, T.
Harrington, and T. Spurgeon. CAPE COLONY: H. J. Batts, G. \V.
Cross, E.G. Evans, W. Hamilton, and G. C. Williams. ST. HELENA:
W. J. Cother.


CANADA: H. F. Adams, H. Cocks, C. A. Cook, S. A. Dyke, J.
Forth, J. Gibson, J. Grant, R. Holmes, F. A. Holzhausen, R. Lennie,
J. E. Moyle, and R. Wallace.


NOVA SCOTI: J. F. Avery, H. Bool, J. Clark, and A. MacArthur.


JAMAICA: C. B. Berry and J. J, Kendon.


UNITED STATES: G. Boulsher, T. J. Bristow, W. Carnes, J. Coker,
W. Fuller, A. Gibb, W. Gilkes, C. W. Gregory, R. M. Harrison, G.
Ireland, T. L. Johnson (in England at present), It. A. Marshall, W.
McKinney, M. Noble, W. Ostler, W. E. Prichard, R. A. Shadick, A.
H. Stote, C. W. Smith, G. H. Trapp, P. J. Ward, John Wilson, and
W. W. Willis.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE, 1883.


OVER THE MOUNTAINS


A COMMUNION ADDRESS BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“My beloved is mine, and I am his: he feedeth among the lilies. Until the
clay break, and the shadows flee away, turn, my beloved, and be thou like a
roe or a young hart upon the mountains of Bether.” — Solomon’s Song
2:16, 17.


IT may be that there are saints who are always at their best, and are happy
enough never to lose the light of their Father’s countenance. I am not sure
that there are such persons, for those believers with whom I have been
most intimate have had a varied experience; and those whom I have
known, who have boasted of their constant perfectness, have not been the
most reliable of individuals. I hope there is a spiritual region attainable
where there are no clouds to hide the Sun of our soul; but I cannot speak
with positiveness, for I have not traversed that happy land. Every year of
my life has had a winter as well as a summer, and every day its night. I
have hitherto seen clear shinings and heavy rains, and felt warm breezes
and fierce winds. Speaking for the many of my brethren, I confess that
though the substance be in us, as in the teil-tree and the oak, yet we do lose
our leaves, and the sap within us does not flow with equal vigor at all
seasons. We have our downs as well as our ups, our valleys as well as our
hills. We are not always rejoicing; we are sometimes in heaviness through
manifold trials. Alas! we are grieved to confess that our fellowship with the
Well-beloved is not always that of rapturous delight; but we have at times
to seek him, and cry, “Oh, that I knew where I might find him.” This
appears to me to have been in a measure the condition of the spouse when
she cried, “Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, turn, my
beloved.”


I. These words teach us, first, that COMMUNION MAY BE BROKEN. The
spouse had lost the company of her bridegroom: conscious communion
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with him was gone, though she loved her Lord and sighed for him. In her
loneliness she was sorrowful; but she had by no means ceased to love him,
for she calls him her beloved, and speaks as one who felt no doubt upon
that point. Love to the Lord Jesus may be quite as true, and perhaps quite
as strong, when we sit in darkness as when we walk in the light. Nay, she
had not lost her assurance of his love to her, and of their mutual interest in
one another; for she says, “My beloved is mine, and I am his”: and yet she
adds, “Turn, my beloved.” The condition of our graces does not always
coincide with the state of our joys. We may be rich in faith and love, and
yet have so low an esteem of ourselves as to be much depressed. It is plain
from this sacred Canticle that the spouse may love and be loved, may be
confident in her Lord, and be fully assured of her possession of him, and
yet there may for the present be mountains between her and him. Yes, we
may even be far advanced in the divine life, and yet be exiled for a while
from conscious fellowship. There are nights for men as well as babes, and
the strong know that the sun is hidden quite as well as do the sick and the
feeble. Do not, therefore, condemn yourself, my brother, because a cloud is
over you; cast not away your confidence; but the rather let faith burn up in
the gloom, and let your love resolve to come at your Lord again whatever
be the barriers which divide you from him.


When Jesus is absent from a true heir of heaven sorrow will ensue. The
healthier our condition the sooner will that absence be perceived, and the
more deeply will it be lamented. This sorrow is described in the text as
darkness; this is implied in the expression, “Until the day · break.” Till
Christ appears no day has dawned for us. We dwell in midnight darkness;
the stars of the promises and the moon of experience yield no light of
comfort till our Lord, like the sun, arises and ends the night. We must have
Christ with us, or we are benighted: we grope like blind men for the wall,
and wander in dismay.


The spouse also speaks of shadows. “Until the day break, and the shadows
flee away.” Shadows are multiplied by the departure of the sun, and these
are apt to distress the timid. We are not afraid of real enemies when Jesus
is with us; but when we miss him we tremble at a shade. How sweet is that
song, “Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will
fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me!”
But we change our note when midnight is now come, and Jesus is not with
us: then we people the night with terrors: specters, demons, hobgoblins,
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and things that never existed save in fancy, are apt to swarm about us; and
we are in fear where no fear is.


The spouse’s worst trouble was that the back of her beloved was turned to
her, and so she cried, “Turn, my beloved.” When his face is towards her
she suns herself in his love; but if the light of his countenance is withdrawn
she is sore troubled. Our Lord turns his face from his people though he
never turns his heart from his people. He may even close his eyes in sleep
when the vessel is tossed by the tempest, but his heart is awake all the
while. Still, it is pain enough to have grieved him in any degree: it cuts us
to the quick to think that we have wounded his tender heart. He is jealous,
but never without cause. If he turns his back upon us for a while there is
doubtless a more than sufficient reason. He would not walk contrary to us
if we had not walked contrary to him. Ah, it is sad work this! The presence
of the Lord makes this life the preface to the life celestial; but his absence
leaves us pining and fainting, neither doth any comfort remain in the land of
our banishment. The Scriptures and the ordinances, private devotion and
public worship are all as sun-dials — most excellent when the sun shines,
but of small avail in the dark. Oh, Lord Jesus, nothing can compensate us
for thy loss! Draw near to thy beloved yet again, for without thee our night
will never end.


“See! I repent, and vex my soul,
That I should leave thee so!


Where will those vile affections roll
That let my Savior go?”


When communion with Christ is broken, in all true hearts there is a strong
desire to win it back again. The man who has known the joy of
communion with Christ, if he loses it, will never be content until it is
restored. Hast thou ever entertained the Prince Emmanuel? Is he gone
elsewhere? Thy chamber will be dreary till he comes back again. “Give me
Christ, or else I die,” is the cry of every spirit that has lost the dear
companionship of Jesus. We do not part with such heavenly delights
without many a pang. It is not with us a matter of “maybe he will return,
and we hope he will”; but it must be, or we faint and die. We cannot live
without him; and this is a cheering sign; for the soul that cannot live
without him shall not live without him: he comes speedily where life and
death hang on his coming. If you must have Christ you shall have him. This
is just how the matter stands: we must drink of this well or die of thirst; we
must feed upon Jesus or our spirit will famish.
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II. We will now advance a step, and say that when communion with Christ
is broken, THERE ARE GREAT DIFFICULTIES IN THE WAY OF ITS RENEWAL.
It is much easier to go down hill than to climb to the same height again. It
is far easier to lose joy in God than to find the lost jewel. The spouse
speaks of “mountains” dividing her from her beloved: she means that the
difficulties were great. They were not little hills, but mountains, that closed
up her way. Mountains of remembered sin, alps of backsliding, dread
ranges of forgetfulness, ingratitude, worldliness, coldness in prayer,
frivolity, pride, unbelief. Ah me, I cannot teach you all the dark geography
of this sad experience! Giant walls rose before her like the towering steeps
of Lebanon. How could she come at her Beloved? The dividing difficulties
were many as well as great. She does not speak of “a mountain,” but of
“mountains:” alps rose on alps, wall after wall. She was distressed to think
that in so short a time so much could come between her and him of whom
she sang just now, “His left hand is under my head, and his right hand doth
embrace me.” Alas, we multiply these mountains of Bether with a sad
rapidity! Our Lord is jealous, and we give him far too much reason for
hiding his face. A fault, which seemed so small at the time we committed it,
is seen in the light of its own consequences, and then it grows and swells
till it towers aloft, and hides the face of the Beloved. Then has our sun
gone down, and fear whispers, “Will his light ever return? Will it ever be
day-break? Will the shadows ever flee away?” It is easy to grieve away the
heavenly sunlight, but ah, how hard to clear the skies, and regain the
unclouded brightness!


Perhaps the worst thought of all to the spouse was the dread that the
dividing barrier’ might be permanent. It was high, but it might dissolve;
the walls were many, but they might fall; but, alas, they were mountains,
and these stand fast for ages! She felt like the Psalmist, when he cried, “My
sin is ever before me.” The pain of our Lord’s absence becomes intolerable
when we fear that we are hopelessly shut out from him. A night one can
bear, hoping for the morning; but what if the day should never break? And
you and I, if we have wandered away from Christ, and feel that there are
ranges of immovable mountains between him and us, will feel sick at heart.
We try to pray, but devotion dies on our lips. We attempt to approach the
Lord at the communion-table, but we feel more like Judas than John. At
such times we have felt that we would give our eyes once more to behold
the Bridegroom’s face, and to know that he delights in us as in happier
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days. Still there stand the awful mountains, black, threatening, impassable;
and in the far-off land the Life of our life is away, and grieved.


So the spouse seems to have come to the conclusion that the difficulties in
her way were insurmountable by her own power. She does not even think
of herself going over the mountains to her beloved, but she cries, “Until the
day break, and the shadows flee away, turn, my beloved, and be thou like a
roe or a young hart upon the mountains of Bether.” She will not try to
climb the mountains, she knows she cannot: if they had been less high, she
might have attempted it; but their summits reach to heaven. If they had
been less craggy or difficult, she might have tried to scale them; but these
mountains are terrible, and no foot may stand upon their lone crags. Oh,
the mercy of utter self-despair! I love to see a soul driven into that close
corner, and forced therefore to look to God alone. The end of the creature
is the beginning of the Creator. Where the sinner ends the Savior begins. If
the mountains can be climbed, we shall have to climb them; but if they are
quite impassable, then the soul cries out with the prophet, “Oh that thou
wouldest rend the heavens, that thou wouldest come down, that the
mountains might flow down at thy presence. As when the melting fire
burneth, the fire causeth the waters to boil, to make thy name known to
thine adversaries, that the nations may tremble at thy presence. When thou
didst terrible things which we looked not for, thou camest down, the
mountains flowed down at thy presence!” Our souls are lame, they cannot
move to Christ, and lo! we turn our strong desires to him, and fix our
hopes alone upon him; will he not remember us in love, and fly to us as he
did to his servant of old when he rode upon a cherub, and did fly, yea, he
did fly upon the wings of the wind?


III. Here arises THAT PRAYER OF THE TEXT WHICH FULLY MEETS THE


CASE. “Turn, my beloved, and be thou like a roe or a young hart upon the
mountains of division.” Jesus can come to us when we cannot go to him.
The roe and the young hart, or, as you may read it, the gazelle and the
ibex, live among the crags of the mountains, and leap across the abyss with
amazing agility. For swiftness and sure-footedness they are unrivaled. The
sacred poet said, “He maketh my feet like hinds’ feet, and setteth me upon
my high places,” alluding to the feet of those creatures which are so fitted
to stand securely on the mountain’s side. Our blessed Lord is called in the
title of the twenty-second psalm, “the hind of the morning”; and the spouse
in this golden Canticle sings, “My beloved is like a roe or a young hart;
behold he cometh, leaping upon the mountains, skipping, upon the hills.”
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Here I would remind you that this prayer is one that we may. fairly offer,
because it is the way of Christ to come to us when our coming to him is
out of the question. “How?” say you. I answer that of old he did this; for
we remember “his great love wherewith he loved us even when we were
dead in trespasses and in sins.” His first coming into the world in human
form, was it not because man could never come to God until God had
come to him? I hear of no tears, or prayers, or entreaties after God on the
part of our first parents; but the offended Lord spontaneously gave the
promise that the seed of the woman should bruise the serpent’s head. Our
Lord’s coming into the world was unbought, unsought, unthought of; he
came altogether of his own free will, delighting to redeem —


“With pitying eyes the Prince of grace
Beheld our helpless grief;


He saw, and oh, amazing love!
He ran to our relief.”


His incarnation was a type of the way in which he comes to us by his Spirit.
He saw us cast out, polluted, shameful, perishing; and as he passed by his
tender lips said, “Live!” In us is fulfilled that word, “I am found of them
that sought me not.” We were too averse to holiness, too much in bondage
to sin ever to have returned to him if he had not turned to us. What think
you? Did he come to us when we were enemies, and will he not visit us
now that we are friends? Did he, come to us when we were dead sinners,
and will he not hear us now that we are weeping saints? If Christ’s coming
to the earth was after this manner, and if his coming to each one of us was
after this style, we may well hope that now he will come to us in like
fashion, like the dew which refreshes the grass, and waiteth not for man,
neither tarrieth for the sons of men. Besides, he is coming again in person,
in the latter-day, and mountains of sin, and error, and idolatry, and
superstition, and oppression stand in the way of his kingdom; but he will
surely come and overturn, and overturn, till he shall reign over all. He will
come in the latter-days, I say, though he shall leap the hills to do it, and
because of that I am sure we may comfortably conclude that he will draw
near to us who mourn his absence so bitterly. Then let us bow our heads a
moment and silently present to his most excellent Majesty the petition of
our text: “Tarn, my beloved, and be thou like a roe or a young hart upon
the mountains ,of division.”


Our text gives us sweet assurance that our Lord is at home with those
difficulties which are quite insurmountable by us. Just as the roe or the
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young hart knows the passes of the mountains, and the stepping-places
among the rugged rocks, and is void of all fear among the ravines and the
precipices, so does our Lord know the heights and depths, the torrents and
the caverns of our sin and sorrow. He carried the whole of our
transgression, and so became aware of the tremendous load of our guilt.
He is quite at home with the infirmities of our nature; he knew temptation
in the wilderness, heart-break in the garden, desertion on the cross. He is
quite at-home with pain and weakness, for “himself took our infirmities,
and bare our sicknesses.” He is at home with despondency, “for he was a
Man of sorrows, and acquainted with grief.” He is at home even with
death, for he gave up the ghost, and passed through the sepulcher to
resurrection. Oh yawning gulfs and frowning steeps of woe, our Beloved,
like hind or hart, has traversed your glooms! Oh, my Lord, thou knowest
all that divides me from thee; and thou knowest also that I am far too
feeble to climb these dividing mountains, so that I may come at thee;
therefore, I pray thee, come thou over the mountains to meet my longing
spirit! Thou knowest each yawning gulf and slippery steep, but none ¢.f
these can stay thee; haste thou to me, thy servant, thy beloved, and let me
again live by thy presence.


It is easy, too, for Christ to come over the mountains for our relief It is
easy for the gazelle to cross the mountains; it is made for that end; so is it
easy for Jesus, for to this purpose was he ordained from of old that he
might come to man in his worst estate, and bring with him the Father’s
love. What is it that separates us from Christ? Is it a sense of sin? You have
been pardoned once, and Jesus can renew most vividly a sense of full
forgiveness. But you say, “Alas! I have sinned again: fresh guilt alarms
me.” He can remove it in an instant, for the fountain appointed for that
purpose is opened, and is still full. It is easy for the dear lips of redeeming
love to put away the child’s offenses, since he has already obtained pardon
for the criminal’s iniquities. If with his heart’s blood he won our pardon
from our Judge, he can easily enough bring us the forgiveness of our
Father. Oh, yes, it is easy enough for Christ to say again, “Thy sins be
forgiven!” “But I feel so unfit, so unable to enjoy communion.” He that
healed all manner of bodily diseases can heal with a word your spiritual
infirmities. Remember the man whose ankle-bones received strength so that
he ran and leaped; and her who was sick of a fever, and was healed at
once, and arose, and ministered unto her Lord. “My grace is sufficient for
thee; my strength is made perfect in weakness,” “But I have such
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afflictions, such troubles, such sorrows, that I am weighted down, and
cannot rise into joyful fellowship.” Yes, but Jesus can make every burden
light, and cause each yoke to be easy. Your trials can be made to aid your
heavenward course instead of hindering it. I know all about those heavy
weights, and I perceive that you cannot lift them; but skillful engineers can
adapt ropes and pulleys in such a way that heavy weights lift other weights.
The Lord Jesus is great at gracious machinery, and he has the art of
causing a weight of tribulation to lift from us a load of spiritual deadness,
so that we ascend by that which, like a millstone, threatened to sink us
down. What else doth hinder? I am sure that if it were a sheer impossibility
the Lord Jesus could remove it, for things impossible with men are possible
with God. But someone objects,” I am so unworthy of Christ. I can
understand eminent saints and beloved disciples being greatly indulged, but
I am a worm, and no man; utterly below such condescension.” Say you so?
Know you not that the worthiness of Christ covers your unworthiness, and
he is made of God unto you wisdom, righteousness, sanctification, and
redemption? In Christ the Father thinks not so meanly of you as you think
of yourself; you are not worthy to be called his child, but he does call you
so, and reckons you to be among his jewels. Listen, and you shall hear him
say, “Since thou wast precious in my sight, thou hast been honorable, and I
have loved thee. I gave Egypt for thy ransom; Ethiopia and Seba for thee.”
Thus, then, there remains nothing which Jesus cannot overleap if he
resolves to come to you and re-establish your broken fellowship.


To conclude, our Lord can do all this directly. As in the twinkling of an
eye the dead shall be raised incorruptible, so in a moment can our dead
affections rise to fullness of delight. He can say to this mountain, “Be thou
removed hence, and be thou cast into the midst of the sea,” and it shall be
done. In the sacred emblems now upon this supper table Jesus is already
among us. Faith cries,” He has come!” Like John the Baptist she gazes
intently on him, and cries, “Behold the Lamb of God!” At this table Jesus
feeds us with his body and blood. His corporeal presence we have not, but
his real spiritual presence we perceive. We are like the disciples when none
of them durst ask him, “Who art thou?” knowing that it was the Lord. He
is come. He looketh forth at these windows — I mean this bread and wine;
showing himself through the lattices of this instructive and endearing,
ordinance. He speaks. He saith, “The winter is past, the rain is over and
gone.” And so it is; we feel it to be so: a heavenly springtide warms our
frozen hearts. Like the spouse, we wonderingly cry, “Or ever I was aware,
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my soul made me like the chariots of Ammi-nadib.” Now in happy
fellowship we see the Beloved, and hear his voice; our heart burns; our
affections glow; we are happy, restful, brimming over with delight. The
King has brought us into his banqueting-house, and his banner over us is
love. It is good to be here!


Friends, we must now go our ways. A voice saith, “Arise, let us go hence.”
O thou Lord of our hearts, go with us. Home will not be home without
thee. Life will not be life without thee. Heaven itself would not be heaven if
thou wert absent. Abide with us. The world grows dark, the gloaming of
time draws on. Abide with us, for it is toward evening. Our years increase,
and we near the night when dews fall cold and chill. A great future is all
about us, the splendors of the last age are coming down; and while we wait
in solemn, awe-struck expectation, our heart continually cries within
herself, “Until the day break, and the shadows flee away, turn, my beloved!


KEEPING A COW


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“OUR little boys and girls who live in the City will all see the wit of this.
Little six-year-old Dan went into the country visiting, and for his supper he
was given a big bowl of bread and milk. He tasted it, and then stopped as if
thinking. ‘ Don’t you like it?’ asked mamma. Smacking his lips as only a
small boy can, he said, ‘Yes, mamma. I do like it very much. I was only
wishing our milkman in the City would keep a cow.’”


This little slip, from a newspaper, has its moral. After hearing a sermon full
of precious doctrine, and rich with the truth of Christ Jesus, the hearer is
apt to wish that all discourses were of like quality. If this is the
unadulterated milk of the word, oh, that all preachers kept a cow; or
rather, in plain English, that they went to the one great source of supply!
To us it is a growing marvel that so many must needs labor, and tug, and
toil, to produce poor marrowless essays, when the rich, plain, soul-filling
gospel lies so near at hand. They cannot stay at the true house of bread, but
must needs go farther and fare worse.


“Milk-and-water” is far too abundant in the world. We might not think so
badly of it, if it were not so often palmed off for pure milk. Quimby
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perceived one morning that the milk that he was pouring into his coffee-
cup was none of the richest. On this he said to his hostess, “Haven’t you
any milk that is more cheerful than this?” “What do you mean by that?”
asked she. “Why, this milk seems to have the blues,” was the ready retort.
We think we know a good deal of San-day teaching which has the blues
too, and we would gladly see it wear’ a more creamy appearance. A person
once asked his friend why the preacher cried so much when for the life of
him he could see nothing to call for tears. “You would cry, too,” was the
reply, “if you had to talk for near an hour, and had so little to say.”
Preachers might afford to be happier if their sermons were fuller of the
gospel: the blues would vanish if the cream were visible.


Some preachers seem to be afraid lest their sermons should be too rich in
doctrine, and so injure the spiritual digestions of their hearers. The fear is
superfluous. They fancy that if they put too much divinity into their
discourses people might hanker after more. What if they did? Is there not
more to be had? Perhaps the sermonizer has no very large supply, and is
not himself very familiar with the fount of truth; then let him go to the
great Teacher above, and learn of him. Possibly the preacher himself has no
great love for the undiluted gospel. The more’s the pity! We shall never
evangelize the masses till the preachers are more evangelical. May the Lord
restore to us old-fashioned divines like Boston and the Erskines, and they
will never lack for hearers. If Puritanic preaching filled the pulpits, it would
soon fill the pews. The people are losing all desire to attend our services
because the one grand attraction has been too often thrown into the shade.
Oh, that all preachers and teachers would, for one twelvemonth, try what
the gospel by itself would do I Even if they doomed us to partake of
nothing but the diluting element for the next six months afterwards, we
would like the experiment to be tried, for we could stop away when the
diluting tap was turned on. We remember once in our lives hearing a
complaint that the milk, which came from a certain dairy, was ‘too rich.
We heard that complaint once, and only once. It was not difficult to
suggest that the purchaser could water the milk himself till it fell to his own
standard. If men heard the gospel in its essence they could dilute it at home
if they wished to do so. We should like to get the article in such a pure
condition that we could exercise our own discrimination as to how much
we should mingle with it; but we do not care to have our adulteration done
for us without our assent and consent. In our present state of mind we
should prefer to receive the gospel in all its richness, as we find it in the
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word. Do not our readers sympathize with our preference? This is not a
theological age, and therefore it rails at sound doctrinal teaching, on the
principle that ignorance despises wisdom. The glorious giants of the
Puritan age fed on something better than the whipped creams and pastries
which are now so much in vogue. They did not need flashy metaphors,
rounded periods, and philosophical theories: they wanted the doctrines of
grace, and they took care to have them. Hence their force of character,
their unbending integrity, their awe-struck fear of God, and fearlessness of
man. What food they fed upon was seen in their countenances. Alas, what
food many professors feed on is seen in their worldliness, pulpiness, and
general debility!


‘We sigh for preachers who will give us the unadulterated milk of the
word, even as the child longed that the City milkman would keep a cow.
When the churches will have nothing but the truth it will be forthcoming:
the demand will find its supply. If, in choosing ministers, more regard were
had to solidity than to cleverness, if grace were preferred to gift, and
orthodoxy to intellect, we should soon see a change pass over the spirit of
the scene. So may the Lord make it to be.


CHANCES FOR YOUNG MEN


CROAKERS say that the time for young men to compete for the ‘ prize has
passed — that the coveted places of thrift and honor are overcrowded, and
that now young men must content themselves with a back seat and small
acquisitions. But the plea is false. There never was so much room for the
best as there is to-day. Though it may be more difficult to succeed in
certain pursuits than it was formerly, young men possess greater facilities
now than ever. The wisdom, example, inventions, discoveries, thoughts,
labors, and progress of the preceding ages are theirs in an important sense.
These furnish helps to which former generations were strangers. With these
aids, the resolution that triumphed half a century ago may overcome the
greater difficulties of to-day. When Napoleon was told that the Alps, were
in the way of his army, he replied, “Then there shall be no Alps; ‘ and he
built the road across the Simplon. nothing is impossible to such resolution.
— From “Tact, Push, and Principle.” By William M. Thayer
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A WORK TO SOUL-WINNERS


SPOKEN ON A LATE MONDAY EVENING,
BY C. H. SPURGEON.


I WANT to say a word to you who are trying to bring souls to Jesus. You
long and pray to be useful: do you know what this involves? Are you sure
you do? Prepare yourselves, then, to see and suffer many things which you
would rather be unacquainted with. Experiences which would be
unnecessary to you personally will become your portion if the Lord uses
you for the salvation of others. An ordinary person may rest in his bed all
night, but a surgeon will be called up at all hours; a farming-man may take
his ease at his fireside, but if he becomes a shepherd he must be out among
the lambs, and bear all weathers for them; even so doth Paul say
“Therefore I endure all things for the elect’s sakes, that they may also
obtain the salvation which is in Christ Jesus with eternal glory.” For this
cause we shall be made to undergo experiences which will surprise us.


Some five years ago I was the subject of fearful depression of spirit.
Certain troublous events had happened to me; I was also unwell, and my
heart sank within me. Out of the depths I was forced to cry unto the Lord.
Just before I went away to Mentone for rest I suffered greatly in body, but
far more in soul, for my spirit was overwhelmed. Under this pressure I
preached a sermon from the words, “My God, my God, why hast thou
forsaken me?” I was as much qualified to preach from that text as I ever
expect to be; indeed, I hope that few of my brethren could have entered so
deeply into those heart-breaking words. I felt to the full of my measure the
horror of a soul forsaken of God. Now, that was not a desirable
experience. I tremble at the bare idea of passing again through that eclipse
of soul: I pray that I may never suffer in that fashion again unless the same
result should hang upon it. That night, after sermon, there came into the
vestry a man who was as nearly insane as he could be to be out of an
asylum. His eyes seemed ready to start from his head, and he said that he
should utterly have despaired if he had not heard that discourse, which had
made him feel that there was one man alive who understood his feelings,
and could describe his experience. I talked with him, and tried to
encourage him, and asked him to come again on the Monday night, when I
should have a little more time to talk with him. I saw the brother again, and
I told him that I thought he was a hopeful patient, and I was glad that the
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word had been so suited to his case. Apparently he put aside the comfort
which I presented for his acceptance, and yet I had the consciousness upon
me that the precious truth which he had heard was at work upon his mind,
and that the storm of his soul would soon subside into a deep calm. Now
hear the sequel. Last night, of all the times in the year, when, strange to
say, I was preaching from the words, “The Almighty hath vexed my soul,”
after the service in walked this self-same brother who had called on me five
years before. This time he looked as different as noonday from midnight, or
as life from death. I said to him, I am glad to see you, for I have often
thought about you, and wondered whether you were brought into perfect
peace. I told you that I went to Mentone, and my patient also went into the
country, so that we had not met for five years. To my inquiries this brother
replied, “Yes, you said I was a hopeful patient, and I am sure you will be
glad to know that I have walked in the sunlight from that day till now.
Everything is changed and altered with me.” Dear friends, as soon as I saw
my poor despairing patient the first time, I blessed God that my fearful
experience had prepared me to sympathize with him and guide him, but last
night when I saw him perfectly restored, my heart over-flowed with
gratitude to God for my former sorrowful feelings. I would go into the
deeps a hundred times to cheer a downcast spirit: it is good for me to have
been afflicted that I might know how to speak a word in season to one that
is weary.


Suppose that by some painful operation you could have your right arm
made a little longer, I do not suppose you would care to undergo the
operation; but if you foresaw that by undergoing the pain you would be
enabled to reach and save drowning men who else would sink before your
eyes, I think you would willingly bear the agony, and pay a heavy fee to the
surgeon to be thus qualified for the rescue of your fellows. Reckon, then,
that to acquire soul-winning power you will have to go through fire and
water, through doubt and despair, through mental torment and soul
distress. It will not, of course, be the same with you all., nor perhaps with
any two of you, but according to the work allotted you will be your
preparation. You must go into the fire if you are to pull others out of it,
and you will have to dive into the floods if you are to draw others out of
the water. You cannot work a fire-escape without feeling the scorch of the
conflagration, nor man a life-boat without being covered with the waves. If
Joseph is to preserve his brethren alive, he must himself go down into
Egypt; if Moses is to lead the people through the wilderness, he must first
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himself spend forty years there with his flock. Payson truly said, “If any
one asks to be made a successful minister he knows not what he asks; and
it becomes him to consider whether he can drink deeply of Christ’s bitter
cup and be baptized in his baptism.”


I was led to think of this by the prayer which has just been offered by our
esteemed brother, Mr. Levinsohn. He is, as you perceive, of the seed of
Abraham, and he owed his conversion to a City missionary of his own
nation. If that City missionary had not himself been a Jew, he would not
have known the heart of the young stranger, nor have won his ear for the
gospel message. Men are usually won to Christ by suitable instruments,
and this suitability often lies in the power to sympathize. A key opens a
door because it fits the wards of the lock; an earnest address touches the
heart because it meets the state of that heart. You and I have to be made
into all sorts of shapes to suit all forms of mind and heart; just as Paul says,
“And unto the Jews I became as a Jew, that I might gain the Jews; to them
that are under the law, as under the law, that I might gain them that are
under the law; to them that are without law, as without law (being not
without law to God, but under the law to Christ), that I might gain them
that are without law. To the weak became I as weak, that I might gain the
weak; I am made all things to all men, that I might by all means save
some.” These processes must be wrought out upon us also. Let us
cheerfully bear whatever the Holy Spirit shall work within our spirits that
we may thus be the more largely blest to our fellow men. Come, brethren,
and lay your all on the altar! Give yourselves up, you workers, into the
Lord’s hand. You who have delicacy and refinement may have to be
shocked into the power to benefit the coarse and ignorant. You who are
wise and educated, may have to be made fools of, that you may win fools
to Jesus; for fools need saving, and many of them will not be saved except
by means which men of culture cannot admire.


How finely some people go to work when the thing needed may not be
daintiness, but energy! On the other hand, how violent some are when the
desired thing is tact and gentleness, and not force. This has to be learned;
we must be trained to it as dogs to follow game. Here is one form of
experience: — The brother is elegant; he wishes to speak earnestly, but he
must be elaborate too. He has written out a nicely prepared address, his
notes are carefully arranged. Alas! he has left the priceless document at
home! What will he do? He is too gracious to give up: he will try to speak.
He begins nicely and gets through firstly. “Fair and softly,” good sir. What
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comes next? See, he is gazing aloft for secondly. What should be said?
What can be said? The good man flounders about, but he cannot swim; he
struggles to land, and as he rises from the flood you can hear him mentally
saying, “That’s my last attempt.” Yet it is not so. He speaks again. He
gathers confidence: he grows into an impressive speaker. By such
humiliations as these the Lord prepares him to do his work efficiently. In
our beginnings we are too fine to be fit, or too great to be good. We must
serve an apprenticeship, and thus learn our trade. A blacklead pencil is of
no use at all till it is cut; the fine cedar wood must be cut away; and then
the inward metal which marks and writes will have fair lay. Brethren, the
knife of affliction is sharp, but salutary; you cannot delight in it, but faith
may teach you to value it. Are you not willing to pass through every ordeal
if by any means you may save some? If this be not your spirit, you had
better keep to your farm and to your merchandise, for no man will ever win
a soul who is not prepared to suffer everything within the compass of
possibility for that soul’s sake.


A good deal may have to be suffered through fear, and yet that fear may
assist in stirring the soul and putting it into a fit posture for work; at least,
it may drive the heart to prayer, and that alone is a great part of the
necessary preparation. A good man thus describes one of his early attempts
at visiting, with the view of speaking with individuals upon their spiritual
condition: — “I was thinking, on the way to the residence of the party how
I would introduce the subject, all what I would say. All the while I was
trembling and agitated. Reaching the door, it seemed as if I should sink
through the stones; my courage was gone, and, lifting my hand to the
knocker, it dropped at my side without touching it. I went partly down the
steps from sheer fear; a moment’s reflection sent me again to the knocker,
and I entered the house. The sentences I uttered and the prayer offered
were very broken; but thankful, yet thankful I am that my fears and
cowardice did not prevail. They’ was ice broken.’” That process of ice-
breaking must be gone through, and its result is highly beneficial.


Oh, poor souls, you that wish to find the Savior, Jesus has died for you;
and now his people live for you! We cannot offer any stoning sacrifice for
you; there is no need that we should; but still we would gladly make
sacrifices for your soul’s sake. Did you not hear what our brother said just
now in his prayer — We would do anything, be anything, give anything,
and suffer anything if we might but bring you to Christ? I assure you that
many of us feel even so. Will you not care for yourselves? Shall we be
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earnest about your souls, and will you trifle them away? Be wiser, I
beseech you, and may infinite wisdom at once lead you to our dear
Savior’s feet.


NOTES.


IT is probably a waste of effort to ask again that we may be spared the pain
of refusing applications for sermons, addresses, lectures, etc., which it is
quite out of our power to grant; but we will repeat the substance of what
we said in the magazine not many months ago. Our own legitimate work
has grown so enormously that it is as much as we can possibly accomplish
without being laid aside, and we have lately proved once more that it is the
extra, outside services that bring about such sad breakdowns as the ,one
we have recently experienced. If, therefore, there are chapels or bazaars to
be opened, anniversaries to be celebrated, debts to be removed, tea-
meetings to be held, schools to be built, or blue ribbon missions to be
inaugurated; and the question is put, “Shall we ask Mr. Spurgeon to
come?” we beg beforehand to furnish the answer — “DON’T” Most gladly
would we serve all our brethren to the utmost if health permitted, but
repeated warnings convince us that the wisest course for us is to use the
strength given to us for the work which rightly claims our first attention,
and leave :41 other efforts to those who have been entrusted by God with
greater physical force. It is a great sorrow to be shut up to this, lint what
else can we do?


The cleaning of the Tabernacle. — It will be a great kindness if friends will
oblige us by waiting for an official announcement concerning the closing of
the Tabernacle for the renovation that must be done as soon as we can find
a suitable temporary meeting-place for our large congregation. This is no
easy matter; but it will be attended to with all possible dispatch; and
meanwhile, the unauthorized and incorrect notices that have appeared in
various papers have done us serious injury in many ways. Our friends and
the general public will have due notice when the arrangements are
completed, and till then it may be taken for granted that the , services will
be held as usual at the Tabernacle, and that, health permitting, the Pastor
will be at his post on Sundays and week-nights.


By the way, our Thursday-night assemblies are notable gatherings of
friends from all parts; but there is still room for more, and those who are
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afraid of not getting seats on the Sabbath would find easy access at this
week-evening lecture, which · commences at seven.


During the past few weeks there have been more “May meetings” than
usual at the Tabernacle, all of which appear to have been well attended and
enthusiastic, while some have exerted an influence which will be felt for
many a month and year to come. It has not been our privilege to be at the
gatherings of the tribes; for while they have been holding their festive
assemblies, we have been obliged to tarry at home, suffering pain of body
and depression of spirit. While debarred from meeting with our brethren, it
has been a joy to us to hear of the progress of the Master’s cause, and to
observe the tokens of his presence in the midst of his people.


We can do little more than make a list of the various meetings, and
probably that is all that is required, as the denominational and other papers
have so fully reported the proceedings. On Tuesday, April 24, the annual
meetings of the BAPTIST TOTAL ABSTINENCE ASSOCIATION were closed by
a large public meeting in the Tabernacle, presided over by W. S. Caine,
Esq., M.P., and addressed by several able speakers. Temperance principles
are evidently making progress among our churches, but there is yet much
land to be possessed. We would call special attention to the advertisement,
on another page, of the Bazaar which is to be held in the Cannon-street
Hotel, on June 4, 5, and 6, for the purpose of raising funds for the
extension of Band of Hope and Temperance work in connection with the
Baptist Total Abstinence Association.


On Thursday, April 26, the London Baptist Association once more
entertained the members of the BAPTIST UNION at dinner in the Tabernacle
Lecture-hall, the arrangements being satisfactorily carried out by Mr.
Murrell and his helpers.


On Sunday afternoon, April 29, the annual sermon in the Tabernacle, in
connection with the NATIONAL TEMPERANCE LEAGUE, was preached by
the Rev. R. H. Lovell, who placed the argument for total abstinence
powerfully before the great congregation as he pleaded with them for
Christ’s sake to take the right side in this great struggle.


At the prayer-meeting on Monday, April 30, the Rev. E. W. Matthews, and
several of the missionaries of the British And Foreign SAILORS’ SOCIETY,
were present. Special petitions were presented for those that go down to
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the sea in ships, and interesting incidents of the work: of the Society were
reported. This is a noble Society, and deserves liberal support.


The following evening, May 1, our PRIMITIVE METHODIST friends held
their annual MISSIONARY MEETING in the Tabernacle. They appear to have
spent a very profitable evening. May these useful workers enjoy abundant
prosperity.


The most notable gathering of the month was undoubtedly the public
meeting which concluded the thirteenth Triennial Conference of the
SOCIETY FOR THE LIBERATION OF RELIGION FROM STATE PATRONAGE


AND CONTROL. The Tabernacle was densely crowded, and had the building
been three times as large there would probably have been no space to
spare. The tone of the meeting was all that could be desired, and the
speeches were worthy of the occasion. The Right Hon. John Bright, M.P.,
was never more at home than when he was addressing the vast throng of
sturdy, resolute, determined, intelligent, representative Liberationists, who
listened with intense delight to “the old man eloquent,” as he showed the
lack of benefit derived from the union of the Church with the State, in clear
and convincing language, which was all the more powerful because free
from the least tinge of unkindness or unfairness. The daily papers, almost
without exception, spoke of this as Mr. Bright’s first appearance at the
Liberation Society’s meetings. They seem to have forgotten that many
years ago he occupied a similar position on the Tabernacle platform when
the disestablishment of the Irish Church was the question of the hour.


On Sunday afternoon, May 6, a Gospel Temperance address was delivered
in the Tabernacle by Mr. R. T. Booth, who has been obliged, on account of
ill-health, to spend the winter in the South of France, where he has derived
much benefit. The building was crowded, and at the close of the service
between three hundred and four hundred persons signed the pledge. In the
course of the afternoon Mr. Booth asked all the abstainers present to hold
up their hands, when at least three-fourths of the audience did so.


It may not be thought unworthy of mention here that on Monday, May 14,
our honored father and mother were spared to celebrate their GOLDEN


WEDDING-DAY with us at “Westwood.” All their children, and
grandchildren, and great-grandchildren were present, with the exception of
our beloved son Thomas, and the company consisted of thirty-two persons
in all Of this household seven are preachers of the gospel. Very gracious
has the Lord been to us as a family, for from a remote ancestry the fear of
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God has ruled the house, and a blessing has rested upon it because of the
ark of the Lord. The past was reviewed with praise, the present enjoyed in
happy unity of love, and the future expected with hope. Our own dear
departed grandfather, so long an honored winner of souls, used to rejoice
in five of us as ministers of Christ, but now “we are seven,” and there are
others among us who occasionally bear witness for the truth in public. May
all our friends have a like blessing, and may young people commencing life
be wise enough to perceive that family piety and domestic happiness must
go together: let them not expect the first without the second.


On Monday afternoon, May 21, the memorial stone of the BERMONDSEY


MISSION HALL was laid by Samuel Barrow, Esq. The weather was most
favorable for the ceremony, and there was a large gathering of friends from
the Tabernacle and the district in which the hall will be situated, and the
numbers were increased by generous helpers who had come from a
distance to show their sympathy with the work. Prayer was offered by the
Rev. J.P. Chown and Mr. William Olney, Jun., the conductor of the
Mission. Mr. William Olney made a statement as to the history and
progress of the Mission, and read a long list of contributions from
Bermondsey and other friends, and addresses were delivered by Mr. E.
Crisp, a churchman, who has a Mission-hall close to the new premises; the
Rev. B. Senior, of Surrey Chapel; and Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, who
concluded his speech by presenting to Mr. Barrow a very beautifully
chased silver-gilt trowel. It was explained that this had not been purchased
out of the funds collected, but was the gift of Messrs. William and T. H.
Olney, as a mark of their respect for Mr. Barrow, and their appreciation of
his services in the erection, at his own cost, of five Baptist chapels. Messrs.
Barrow Brothers had promised £250 for the new hall, and in handing that
amount to the treasurer Mr. Barrow added a further contribution of £125
from himself and his wife. The stone having been duly laid, prayer was
offered by Pastor C. Spurgeon, and the company adjourned to the
Tabernacle for tea. Afterwards a meeting was held in the Lecture-hall,
under the presidency of Mr. J. T. Olney, when further speeches were given.
by the Rev. W. Penfold Cope, of Maze Pond Chapel; Mr. Jeffery, of
Melior-street Mission; and Mr. Win. Olney, who reported that, as the
result of the afternoon’s proceedings, the total received and promised. had
been brought up to £5,155, that is as nearly as possible the amount that
will be needed to pay for the building and furnishing, leaving still about
£1000 to be raised in order to set the ground free. How we wish we could
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see this £1000 speedily presented to the Lord. At the prayer-meeting at the
Tabernacle, Bermondsey was still the burden of the prayers of the brethren,
and addresses of sympathy and encouragement were delivered by the Rev.
A. Strawbridge, of St. Stephen’s Church, Dover-road; the Rev. F. Crozier,
of Long Lane Wesleyan Chapel, Southwark; Mr. Win. Olney, Jun.; and
Pastor C. H. Spurgeon.


METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE SUNDAY SCHOOL. — On Sunday afternoon
April 29, the teachers met for /heir quarterly tea-meeting, which was
followed by a lecture by Mr. T. Irving Smith, entitled, “The best modes of
securing the spiritual results of Sunday-school instruction.” The subject
was ably treated, and important truths, with numerous pithy illustrations,
were conveyed to the minds of the teachers.


COLLEGE. — Mr. J. McAuslane has accepted an invitation from the friends
meeting in the Temperance Hall, Crawley, Sussex, where we trust he will
be able to raise a self-supporting church.


Mr. B. W. Clinch, whose health will not permit him to remain in England,
has sailed for Australia, where he hopes soon to find a suitable sphere. He
is thoroughly worthy of the esteem and help of our brethren at the
Antipodes. Mr. D. Menzies, who came to us from Canada, has returned to
the Dominion. He has been invited to the pastorate of the church at
Papineauville, on the Ottawa River. He is a good and able preacher, and
may be received with all confidence by our Canadian friends. Mr. G. T.
Bailey has removed from Smethwick to Bury Road, Haslingden; Mr. F.
Harvey, from Neatishead to Great Ellingham, Norfolk; and Mr. J. J.
Dalton, from Frome to Dorchester. Mr. J. Barton, of Havdock, has taken
charge of the Belle Isle Mission, Camden Town, which our good friend,
Mr. Joseph Benson, has been obliged to give up — at least, for a time —
on account of ill-health. Pastor A. Bird, of Sundown, Isle of Wight, asks us
to mention that his friends are arranging for a Bazaar in August in aid of
the Chapel Debt Liquidation Fund; and that Mrs. J. A. Spurgeon,
Campbeltown House, Croydon; Mr. E. H. Bartlett, 56, New-street,
Kennington-park-road, S.E.; and Mrs. Bird, Sandown, will be glad to
receive articles for sale. This effort deserves aid from all who would help a
struggling interest in a favorite health-resort. Annual day of United Prayer.
— Will all ,our brethren bear in mind that it was agreed at the Conference
that Monday, June 18, ,should be set apart as the DAY OF UNITED PRAYER


by all the churches in the Pastors’ · College Association? Oh, for a great
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;blessing! Make it, dear brethren, a time of mighty pleading. So prays your
friend, C. H. Spurgeon. We do not feel that we dare withhold the
,enclosed, but we are sorry from our inmost soul that it should be so sadly
needful: — “To the Editor of The Sword and the Trowel “Dear Brother, —
A friend having put into my hands the May number of your excellent
magazine, the ‘Remarks by the Rev. George Rogers,’ on your College,
caught my eye, and read the page with intense interest. It somewhat lifted
off a burden which had been. weighing heavily on any heart and conscience
for some little time, as it testified that one College in London, at least,
intended to teach faithfully the foundation truths of the gospel of God; and
‘ not to introduce any modification of its course of studies, to suit what are
called the demands of the age.’ “A fortnight or three weeks ago one of our
foremost religious journals sounded a flourish of trumpets because there
had been afforded ‘ a happy indication that the days of bigotry were
drawing to an end.’ This referred to a meeting for discussion, held in one
of our metropolitan denominational Colleges, and presided over by the
leading and most prominent minister of the Unitarian body in London — a
man of splendid talents, most fascinating eloquence, great learning, and the
highest social character. His writings are considered, from an intellectual
and literary standpoint, as of the greatest excellence. Had he been an
obscure, ignorant, uninfluential person, the danger would not be so
imminent. Mr. Rogers says of your College ‘ that it adheres to the Puritanic
in distinction from Germanic theology; ‘ this is, in the estimation of many,
its honor and glory; but the students in the College referred to are led to
fraternize with the most influential teacher of Unitarianism! and
recommended to read his books!! What is this but leading our future
ministers into temptation? It is teaching them to break down the barriers
which now separate the believers in Christ’s Godhead from those who
esteem him as only a man — true, the ideal man, the holiest, ‘wisest,
highest man among men, but still ‘A Mawr,’ thereby making us who
worship him as ‘ God over all ‘ idolaters.


“The Unitarian also denies that fundamental doctrine of the cross, ‘He was
delivered for our offenses, and raised again for our justification ‘ — the
atonement offered for our sins by the God-man. Are our students for the
ministry to be taught that these two foundation truths of God’s word are of
so little importance that those who persistently oppose them may be bidden
God speed? Through evil report and through good report I would a
thousand times say ‘No!’
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“Had I a thousand pounds at my command, I would cheerfully,
notwithstanding my different view from yours of baptism, hand it over to
the treasurer of your College, for in the words of patriarch Rogers, ‘Its
work is not done, but rather only begun.’


“Yours in gospel bonds,
“A CONGREGATIONAL Minister.”


“May 12th, 1883.”


EVANGELISTS. — MESSERS. Smith and Fullerton’s three weeks’ mission in
Hull was so richly blessed in the conversion of sinners and the restoration
of backsliders, that they were constrained to continue their labors for
another week. The sacrifice of this period of rest, to which they were fully
entitled, was amply rewarded by the crowds that came every night to hear
their message, and the large number of those who professed to find the
Savior. Just before closing our contribution-lists we received a thank
offering of £50, which Mr. Willis and Capt. Vickerman assure us would
have been much larger if the expenses for the hire of the public-rooms and
circus had not been so great. Our brethren have several times expressed
their gratitude to the gentlemen just mentioned for all the help they have
rendered at the services, and they also speak in the highest terms of Pastor
W. Sumner, who has felt himself compelled to leave Hull, and they
cordially commend him to any church that may be seeking a good, genial,
spiritually-minded pastor.


During the first fortnight of the past month the Evangelists have been at
Chesterfield, where their services appear to have ‘been productive of great
good. A similar remark may be made concerning Mr. Burnham’s visit to
Poole, and we trust we shall be able next month to report a like blessing
from the tent-services he is just commencing at Worthing. For the carrying
on of this evangelistic work we need just now a measure of aid from the
Lord’s stewards.


Ministers who desire to arrange for evangelistic services ought not to
experience any difficulty in securing suitable preachers, for Mr. Frank
Russell is available wherever the Lord may open the way, and Mr. E. J.
Parker and Mr. J. Mateer have also felt called to offer themselves for
united work in visiting the churches of the denomination. These last two
brethren, though not supported by our Evangelists’ Fund, have both
honorably passed through the College, and proved in many places their
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fitness for this form of Christian labor. Letters will reach them if directed to
the care of Pastor T. Perry, Lordship-lane, S.E. Mr. Russell’s address is
33, Wyndham-street, Bryanston-square, W. These brethren will also need
and deserve help through us.


ORPHANAGE. — All who are interested in our large fatherless family will
remember that the annual festival will be held on Tuesday, June 19th, the
anniversary of the President’s forty-ninth birthday. Samuel Morley, Esq.,
M.P., has kindly promised to lay the memorial stone of the new house for
the head-master, and the additional premises for the staff. With such a
leader we maybe sure that the proceedings will be both interesting and
profitable, and we shall endeavor to secure a goodly array of speakers for
the open-air meeting in the evening. Dr. Parker has promised to be one of
them.


We hope every visitor at the fete will carefully inspect our collection of
engravings of Reformation scenes, which will be on view in one of the
buildings. There is a danger of our forgetting how dearly our forefathers
purchased the civil and religious liberties that we enjoy, and it will be some
reward for the time and money we have expended in gathering together
these memorials of men and women, “of whom the world was not worthy,”
if we can, in at least some hearts, arouse enthusiasm for the truths for
which our ancestors died, and which many of their descendants now
deride.


All our collectors are earnestly requested to bring or send their boxes and
books, with the amounts received, on or before June 19th, and the
President and trustees will be glad if many fresh friends will volunteer to
solicit subscriptions and donations in aid of the funds of the institution. Our
regular expenditure has been largely increased by the addition of the girls’
department, and for a time, owing to the tender age at which the little ones
are admitted, and the extra care needed by them, the cost per head will,
probably, be in excess of that on the boys’ side; while up to the present
there has not been a proportionate addition to our general income.
Through the goodness of God there has been no lack of means, either for
the new buildings for girls or the maintenance and general expenses’ fund;
but this result is to be attributed to the fact that during the year several
large legacies have become available. We cannot be too grateful to our
liberal friends who remember the Orphanage and our other works for the
Lord in the distribution of their property; but we cannot reasonably expect
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every year to produce a fixed amount from this source, trod therefore it
will be a great relief to our mind if those who desire to aid us in caring for
the widow and the fatherless will, by personal gifts, or by collecting from
others, try to make our regular receipts grow in the same ratio as our daily
expenditure. Are there not thousands of our brethren who hardly give this
work a thought? Perhaps they imagine that money is sure to come to Mr.
Spurgeon, and so they excuse themselves. Brethren, it will come, but how
would you like to be in the position of seeing doubled outgoings and little
or no increase of help from the living? Sick men had need have few cares;
we could soon sink under ours if we did not look to the hills whence
cometh our help. Our orphans have as much claim on our readers as upon
us: will they not remember their needs?


COLPORTAGE. — During the past month between twenty and thirty of the
colporteurs have met the committee for their annual season of conference
and prayer. The President was very sorry that he was not: well enough to
address this earnest band of Christian workers, and they were equally
disappointed that they could not see him. At the annual public meeting the
Vice-President, Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, occupied the chair; the Secretary,
Mr. W. Corden Jones, presented an abstract of the Report, which is printed
in full at the end of the present magazine; and addresses were delivered by
the Rev. J. Reid Howatt, of Camberwell Presbyterian Church, Mr. R. Cory,
of Cardiff, and several of the colporteurs. We hope our readers will
carefully examine the report of the past year’s work, and if they think it is
satisfactory, that they will imitate “two friends” who have just sent us £40
as a token of their appreciation of the Society’s usefulness.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle ‘-April 26, eighteen; May 3, twenty-
six.
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METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE


COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION.


THE SIXTEENTH ANNUAL REPORT, 1882.


THE object of this Association is the increased circulation of religious and
healthy literature among all classes, in order to counteract the evil of the
vicious publications which abound, and lead, to much immorality, crime,
and neglect of religion. This object is carried out in a twofold manner: —
1st. — By means of Christian Colporteurs, who are paid a fixed salary, and
devote all their time to the work, visiting every accessible house with
Bibles and good books and periodicals for sale, and performing other
missionary services, such as visitation of the sick and dying, and
conducting meetings and open-air services as opportunities occur. This is
the most important method, enabling the Colporteur to visit every part of
the district regularly.


The average total cost of a Colporteur is from £75 to £80; but the
Committee will appoint a man to any district for which £40 a year is
subscribed, if the funds of the Association will permit.


2nd. — By means of Book Agents who canvass for orders for periodicals,
and supply them month by month; these receive a liberal percentage on the
sales to remunerate them for their trouble.


This second method is admirably adapted to the requirements of districts
where the guaranteed subscription for a Colporteur cannot be obtained.
Shopkeepers or other persons willing to become Book Agents may
communicate with the Secretary.


The Association is unsectarian in its operations, “doing work for the
friends of a full and free gospel anywhere and everywhere.”


Cheques may be crossed London and County Bank; and Post Office
Orders made payable to W. C. JONES, at the Chief Office, St. Martin’s-le-
Grand. All communications should be addressed to REV. W. CORDEN
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JONES, Colportage Association, Temple Street, St. George’s Road,
Southwark, London, S.E.


IN presenting the Sixteenth Annual Report, the Committee desire to record
their deep thankfulness to God for the amount of work which the
Association has been enabled to accomplish through its Colporteurs during
another year, and that in so many instances their labors have been crowned
with manifest blessing.


The number of districts occupied has been 79, as compared with 78 in the
preceding year. Eight of these were new; but as 13 had to be discontinued
because of the failure of local subscriptions, only 65 men were actually
employed at the close of the year. While the Committee deeply regret this
reduction, they did not feel justified, with the funds at their disposal, in
working districts where no adequate assistance could be obtained towards
the total cost, but trust that many other localities will be found where £40
a-year can be raised for a Colporteur.


But, although the number of men was rather less, the actual results ‘were
considerably in advance of previous years. The gross value of sales by
Colporteurs was £8,038 2s. 2d., being an increase of £364 18s. 8d.; but,
besides this, sales by Book Agents, etc., amounted to £214 7s. 9d.
Considering, however, that a large proportion of this amount was realized
by the sale of Magazines and Books varying in value from a halfpenny to
sixpence, an amount of minute and persevering labor is evident, which it is
difficult to estimate, either in its wide-spread area or in its far-reaching
moral and spiritual results. The following statement will furnish some
further illustration of the extent of the work: — 152,085 Books were sold;
290,373 Magazines; 620,850 visits to families; 7, x49 Services conducted;
74,000 Tracts given away. So considerable a quantity of thoroughly
reliable literature, embracing Bibles and Testaments and many books which
faithfully present the Gospel of Jesus Christ, having been purchased, and
therefore probably read, cannot but have a powerful influence for good
upon the readers; and numerous cases of conversion to Christ are reported
as resulting therefrom.


But it should be remembered also that, in connection with their business of
bookselling, the Colporteurs constantly visit so many thousands of homes
as Christian Missionaries, and that they have, in a simple way, given so
many Gospel Addresses.
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There can be no doubt that this appeal to the eye of the mute, yet eloquent,
printed page, and to the ear of the more persuasive power of the living
voice of a sympathetic Christian man, constitutes an agency of unusual
efficiency.


By these means the Colporteurs have been instrumental in making known
the glad tidings of salvation so thoroughly and so widely that, accompanied
by the Holy Spirit, an abundant harvest of souls shall be gathered, of which
some first-fruits have already appeared, particulars of which are recorded
in the extracts from the Agents’ letters which follow.


Besides statistical testimony, however, many unsolicited commendations of
the work have been received, accompanied in one instance by a donation of
£100.


The need for Colportage was never greater than at present. Infidelity is
industriously using the printing press for circulating its blasphemies by
means of tracts and pamphlets even in quiet rural districts, and the pack of
the Colporteur contains the surest antidote in sound literature and
scriptural truth. Sacerdotalism, and a religion of forms, is spreading in
many localities where the only available and efficient counteractive is the
Colporteur’s quiet work.


Worse than all, perhaps, is the alarming indifference to all religion now so
prevalent. But if the people will not go to a place of worship, the
Colporteur goes to them, carrying the gospel of the Sanctuary to their
places of labor and homes, both in affliction and health. The young, too,
are being educated and will receive injury from the dangerous sensational
publications in “Novelette and Penny Dreadful” form, which they will read
unless some agency places within their reach the attractive and instructive
serials so plentifully issued by many respectable publishers, and to do this is
eminently the Colporteur’s mission.


The Committee again call attention to the cheapness of the Agency, as only
£40 a-year is required from a district towards the Agent’s support; also to
its undenominational character, the Colporteur being sent to labor amongst
any evangelical Christians willing to co-operate for his support. The
employment of Colporteurs is earnestly commended to the consideration of
County Associations, Young Men’s Christian Associations, Town
Missions, and large employers of labor, any of whom might adopt
Colportage with great advantage and economy. And while thankful for the
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assistance rendered by so many donors, the Committee trust that during the
coming year the General Fund, which has to supplement almost all District
Subscriptions, will be liberally supported. The thanks of the Committee are
also due to the Religious Tract Society for liberal grants of Tracts and
Books at a reduced rate, and to the British and Foreign Bible Society for
the favorable terms upon which the Association has been supplied by them.


SELECTIONS FROM THE COLPORTEURS’
REPORTS.


Mr. Beaney, who labors in a quiet Hampshire District, writes: — I sold a
book to a woman as a present to her daughter who was just leaving to go
to service for the first time. She has often written to her mother since then,
about certain passages of Scripture in that book, and speaks of the great
blessing it has been to her. Her mother has every reason to believe that it
has been the means of her daughter’s conversion.


“A gentleman met me the other day, and told me of an old couple who had
told him that they often found a good gospel book, which I had sold them,
to be a great help and comfort to them, as they were getting old and feeble,
and often could not venture so far as the places of worship were from their
cottage.


“A blacksmith told me that a member of the Church, who had been very
fond of intoxicating drinks, had called upon him to sign the pledge, giving
as his reason, that I had made him so thoroughly ashamed of himself, that
he felt bound to sign it for conscience’ sake.


“The sick and infirm are always glad to see me; and the tracts are often
eagerly sought for and read by those whom I used to think too abandoned
to read anything good.


“I have enclosed a few tracts entitled ‘Freethinker Tracts,’ as samples of a
large number which I find in the houses about my district. Some of them
are given away personally, others are sent by post. Books are also lent to
people, the titles of some of the chapters being as follows: ‘Christ a liar,’
‘Was Christ sane?’ etc. Perhaps, sir, you will think these tracts and books
are too blasphemous and vulgar to do much harm; but there is a large class
of people who eagerly devour them, and upon whom their effects are seen.
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Sometimes those who distribute them will come and listen to me preaching,
and, although I fear they come only to scoff and ridicule, I pray God the
Word may be applied with power to their souls.”


AN INFIDEL CONVERTED BY READING A BOOK. — The Colporteur at
Horley also reports meeting with infidelity in his district: —


“I came in contact with an infidel; his wife lay dead in the house. He first
refused me admission, but I got an entrance. I then told him of the realities
of death and the future world, to which he must shortly pass. I spoke to
him about his wife, and the words touched him, and tears came in his eyes.
He said he would give the matter careful consideration. I left him a tract,
gave him a book called ‘ The Child of Jesus,’ trusting to the Lord to save
his soul, and to reveal himself to him as the fairest among ten thousand,
and altogether lovely.


“I sold a book called ‘Saving Faith,’ and the reader was led to see his error,
and let all his trust in good works fall to the ground, and trusted in the
blood of Christ for the pardon of his sins.


“In the case that I mentioned, where! went to the infidel, the book that! left
with him he read; and that little book called ‘ The Child of Jesus’ led him to
See that there was something beyond the grave, and when I revisited him
he wished me to explain to him concerning another world, and by my weak
efforts I tried to do, and he was led to see his error, and haw he has burnt
all his infidel boo/s, and bought some from me; he is now rejoicing in a
real Savior. The truth that I tell is winning its way to the hearts of those
that read it, and at the Mission Church that I go to every Sunday evening
to preach the word there are anxious inquirers who


have been impressed under the sound of the blessed gospel.” From
Thornbury, Gloucestershire, the agent reports:-NEED OF COLPORTEURS


EVERYWHERE. — “I am more than ever convinced that a regular visitor is
needed to visit the cottages of our poor; for I find a large number of very
old people living in my district little cared for by anyone, and still in
darkness as regards the future. Some of them have had to confess to me
that ‘No one ever calls but you, sir,’ to tell them of Jesu’s love, and of a
heaven to gain. I will illustrate by telling of one, an aged woman, thirteen
years past the allotted time of life (viz. three score years and ten), living
almost alone, her son coming home evenings. She cannot read or write,
and owns herself to be still without an interest in the Blood of Christ. I
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read, talked, sang, and prayed with her several times, which seemed to
make a favorable impression, as the tears that ran down her thin face would
indicate. Our only prayer is, that the Lord will have mercy upon her and
save her soul. I could mention plenty of such cases that have come under
my own notice.


“But you have done me good, sir,” said another old lady I had visited from
month to month, with whom I had talked and prayed, all of which seemed
to me to be to no purpose, but I was very glad to find that it was
otherwise, and it just proved the word of the Lord to be true, “My word
shall not return unto Me void.” My stay was not quite so long as usual, and
the old lady wondered at my hasty departure. On taking leave of her, I
said, “I don’t know that I can do you any good if I stay,” and, with tears in
her eyes, she said. “But you have done me good, sir.” I asked her, in what
way? And she told me that she had found consolation and peace through
my visits, and that she was happier by far than she had ever been before. I
went back into her house and thanked God.”


Cottage Services are largely conducted by the Colporteurs, and Mr. Meats,
in Brentford District, has had much blessing. He says: — “I am thankful to
tell you the Lord is increasingly blessing me in my labors for Him, most
especially in visiting the sick. I called on a poor old woman one day at
Heston, 85 years old, and another one attending her 83. After speaking to
them of the love of Jesus and His mighty power to save all who come to
Him, I knelt down by the bedside, and each of them caught hold of one of
my hands, and while I was pleading with God for them their tears were fast
falling on my hands; it was a sight I shall never forget; they said they
should look for my next visit. The Lord, too, is blessing me richly in the
cottage meetings for prayer. Praise the Lord, I have had the joy of seeing
one poor sinner brought to our precious Savior, and a poor backslider
reclaimed, and they are both now rejoicing in the knowledge of sin
forgiven, they have now peace with God. The Lord has opened three
houses in the road where I live, for prayer; we feel we live · in a different
atmosphere; it rejoices my soul to see the happy faces of the people as they
come to the houses for prayer. I have been engaged in this work for many
years, but never as now have I felt the power of prayer, and out of a full
heart I can say Bless the Lord, oh my soul, and ALL that is within me, bless
His HOLY name.’”
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Mr. J. SMITH, who has been very successful with a bookstall in the Market
at Nottingham, sends cheering tidings: — “This quarter I have to bless
God for His goodness; I have, with His Grace, been instrumental in
winning three souls for the Savior. One of these came to me in the market,
and said he had been brought to the knowledge of the truth; the other upon
a bed of affliction; and another through the preaching of the gospel. Also,
this quarter, I have visited the Union; in each ward I read, expounded the
word, and prayed with them; many expressed that they were blessed
through the reading, and asked me to come again.


“I have also been instrumental in taking over 200 pledges this quarter.
Some who signed the pledge have been habitual drunkards; one man told
me he felt quite a new creature since he had been an abstainer; he seemed
as if he could not express how grateful he was to me for inducing him to
become an abstainer. This is encouragement to go on, and with His Grace
try to accomplish more for the Savior.


“‘ I have met with two this last month who told me they first attended
Nottingham Tabernacle through an invitation given them by me; they are
both members of the Church, and very earnest Christians. I gave an address
at one of the Tabernacle Mission Stations, when the word was blessed to
one who had been a backslider a long time. She was brought back to the
Lord with the power of His Spirit; she exclaimed, she knew that the Lord
had again forgiven her backslidings, and with His Grace she was restored.
As far as I can ascertain, she walks as a Christian should walk day by day. I
have not heard of any book this last quarter that has been the means of the
conversion of any, but, in speaking and selling, one does not instantly see
the result of the work done.”


Mr. SKINNER, of Alcester, writes: — “I am thankful to say I find a willing
ear for the gospel, and a desire for good books if poor people had more
work. I am often overwhelmed with kindness, and, thankful to say, well
received, and I find there is a healthier tone among the people in my
district. I do not complain in the least, neither am 1 discouraged. I do not
belong to that class that looks upon everything as failure. I know it is the
Lord’s work, and cannot be lost, though the work is very hard and the
responsibility very great. In my mind the object is grand, and the divine
promises sure. ‘They that sow in tears shall reap in joy; the bearer of
precious seed shalt doubtless come again with rejoicing, bringing His
sheaves with Him.’”
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Where a Colporteur has been working in a District for some time he always
has to report an increased desire for good literature, and a corresponding
decrease in the bad. Mr. Paine, at Hadleigh, reports: — “I have to thank
God for His goodness and mercy through another quarter. Sales have been
good, considering the depression in the agricultural districts. I am often
told by the people that they have no money, and that they would buy if
they had the money, which I believe to be quite true.! am thankful to say
the desire for reading in my District has grown rapidly this last six months.
Persons that I know had no desire for reading now take monthlies regularly
of me, and, what is still more pleasing, the Bible is now taken down from
the shelf and carefully read; this I have heard in several instances. I am
thankful to inform you that a woman has decided for Jesus by reading Mr.
Spurgeon’s sermon in the “Baptist Messenger” for January, text: ‘ Oh that
I knew where I could find Him!’ I knew she was convinced of her sins, and
was longing to find God. I had read this sermon myself, and thought it was
just the thing for her. I lent it to her, and then prayed that God would
reveal Himself to her, and one night, soon after, she met me in the chapel
yard, to thank me for the sermon, and told me how, by reading it, she had
realized the pardon of her sins. She is now making herself very useful with
us. A schoolmaster of the Board School asked when I called,’ Have you
anything of Mr. Spurgeon’s? because I cannot get anything at Church to
satisfy me.’ A great change has come over this man since I have traveled in
this District. ‘ Seven Wonders of Grace’ is still working wonders. Another
man recently has made another ‘Wonder of Grace.’ Hope Mr. Spurgeon
will soon write again. People begin to ask if Mr. Spurgeon hasn’t published
another shilling series; I suppose they think these shilling series came
within their reach. ‘ Christie’s Old Organ’ is doing a good work. A man
died here yesterday morning; this case I have referred to in a previous
report. He imbibed infidel principles, never went to any place of worship;
but during my visit quite a change has taken place. I was with him last
Sunday evening and yesterday morning, just before he died. We have a
hope of him. Another case, a young man, who had been in the army, died a
fortnight ago. Some time ago he would not hear anything about his soul; I
was asked to call and see him, which I did, and read and prayed with him,
which did not seem to make much impression; called again next week,
asked him the state of his mind, to which he replied, ‘ It is very dark,’ then
directed him to the Light of the World. Prayed with him, which then
seemed to make a deep impression; had to leave him in the hands of God.
Before he died he was quite a changed man, and said it was through my
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visits. I know my visits have been made a blessing to the people here. I am
still holding cottage services in the villages with good results. I return
home ;frequently with weary legs by reason of Suffolk mud, but I can
praise the Lord, I am very happy in the work.”


A new District has been occupied for a few months around Tewkesbury,
about which the Colporteur reports as follows: — “Although I may not be
able to send such glowing Reports as some of my fellow-workers, yet it
gives a healthy tone when we ,consider the increase in number of
Periodicals in the first year of labor here, as it is ofttimes only after a deal
of persuasion that we can induce the people to take a monthly publication.
One instance worthy of notice — a woman whom I called upon in order to
induce her to take a periodical, said she should like to if I could get her a
copy of a few; I at once showed her ‘ Sunday at Home;’ in a few weeks I
called again; the woman consulted her husband, telling him that instead of
taking a weekly newspaper, which cost them 1 1/2d., she could save the
money and purchase the ‘ Sunday at Home ‘ monthly, and, therefore, gave
me the order. Another instance where I was asked to get ‘The Argosy’ I
induced the man to take ‘ The Quiver’ instead, and am now supplying him
with the same.


“In my journeys by the wayside many opportunities offer of speaking to
individuals. “Also visits to the sick and aged and dying have been very
numerous; many of these looking forward to the monthly visits with a great
degree of pleasure. I visited a poor woman a few days since, in the last
stage of consumption, who had been visited by Roman Catholic friends,
but I began to tell her about Jesus as the only Savior able to forgive sins,
when she at once told me that was just what she wanted to hear about, and
then in as simple a manner as possible, I gave her the gospel, illustrating
the story of the Cross by the history of the Brazen Serpent. I pray that the
message. may be blessed to her soul’s salvation. I have said nothing about
services in which! am continually engaged, but feel assured they are being
blessed; also temperance work in which I am engaged, but feel assured
eternity alone will unfold all the real good that has resulted from the work
here as in other districts.”


Mr. LLOYD continues his useful work at Poole. This agent visits the
villages and hamlets covering a radius of nearly ten miles. In his report he
states: —
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I have also distributed upwards of 6,000 gospel and temperance tracts. I
have delivered 129 sermons and temperance addresses in chapels, cottages,
and the open air, besides having read portions of Scripture and engaged in
prayer in many homes under cases of illness and bereavement, as well as
with the aged and infirm.


“I have now upon my book about 500 subscribers for monthly magazines,
300 of whom used not to purchase or read any good or pure literature,
until induced to do so by my efforts.


“‘Again, I often meet cases in which the influence of good literature on the
morals of the people is manifest. Some on whom I used to call were very
careless about themselves and their children, who are now anxious to
improve themselves in every way they can, and very anxious about their
children’s welfare. Also I can point to several cases of youths and young
women who used to read novels and papers of an immoral character, who
have been induced to change them for the ‘ Boy’s’ or ‘ Girl’s Own Paper,’
and other magazines of a similar type, and I have had the thanks of the
parents for the change.”


Mr. KEDDIE sends a yearly report from Maldon District, Essex, where
much success has been given to him. He conducts religious services
regularly at the Mission Chapel, Woodham Walter, which he has been
instrumental in getting built and paid for. He reports:


“In looking back over the past year, I can see more causes for rejoicing
than for despair. I have managed to sell 59 Bibles, 42 Testaments, 940
books under 6d., 377 over 6d., 7,265 magazines, 27 packets of books, 51
packets of cards, amounting, in all to £136 5s. 10 1/2d., being an advance
on last year of £9, and I cannot conceive of such an amount of good books
being sold without corresponding results. I mourn sometimes that I cannot
see more visibly the effects of our endeavors to win the hearts of men to
Jesus by good books, yet have hope that they are having a great secret
influence on men, and will ultimately accomplish the end desired.


“I have been enabled to conduct 9° religious services, none of which have
been void of interest and blessing. Men who formerly “cared for none of
these things” are now sitting regularly and attentively under the preached
word. One who was in the act of committing suicide by hanging himself,
and was only saved by being cut down, is now we hope under serious
impressions.
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“We have formed a branch of the Blue Ribbon Army Gospel Temperance
movement at our Mission Station at Woodham Walter. Our first meeting
resulted in over 50 signing the pledge. Since then the numbers have
increased to 80, and amongst these were two of the greatest drunkards in
the neighborhood. In connection with one of those men’s signing there is
an interesting incident. The one who is a blacksmith by trade hires a man to
help him in his work in the evenings. the two usually went direct to the
public-house on closing up, and spent more than they earned. However,
the blacksmith abstaining put a stop to it, and the other man, on hearing
what his master had done, resolved in his mind that he never would taste it
either but keeping (at the same time) his conviction to himself. A few
weeks had passed, in the course of which he had saved a considerable sum
of money: he then went into the town and purchased three pairs of boots
for his children, came home as sober as he went out, and as he opened the
door of his home his wife looked at him rather curiously as she saw him
take the boots and place them on the table. She saw he looked affected and
kept silent until he could command his feelings. We will leave you to guess
his thoughts. But, further, this man has been constant in attendance at our
Chapel since, and he makes a practice of going home, where he takes his
Bible, reads the chapter, and then the hymns which we have had at service.
Last Sabbath evening he was observed while doing so to be deeply
affected; indeed, he firmly believes he is under deep soul concern.


“I have opened a new Mission in one of the lowest parts of the town.!
spoke to a gentleman about it, and he has agreed to pay half of the rent of
the premises. It will be uphill work, but remember us in prayer. ‘


Mr. Keddie concludes by describing a case in which he had induced a man
who did not know the alphabet to learn to read, and who now takes delight
in the Bible.


Mr. GILPIN, of Ironbridge, sends also his yearly Report, which will be read
with interest: —


COLPORTEUR’S REPORT, for the year ending, October 31st, 1882. — “It is
with pleasure I lay before my Committee my yearly Report, ending October
31st, 1882, as Colporteur for the Ironbridge and Coalbrookdale District.


“During the year there have been sold 8,461 publications, comprising, 126
Bibles, 160 Testaments, 1,829 books under the value of sixpence, 11,067
above that value,
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4,967 Magazines, 312 packets of tracts, cards, etc., of the total value of
£132 6s. 2 1/2d.


“In addition to this 9,500 tracts have been distributed free of cost, and
about 900 visits to families in cases of affliction, spiritual conversation,
reading of scriptures and prayer.


“During the year there have been held 310 cottage and open-air services.


Cottage services held as follows:- Frog Meadow, Monday, average
attendance...


 Average attendance weekly, 190, the greater portion of whom do not
attend any other regular place of worship.


“Every Sunday during a greater part of the summer three open-air services
have been held (with the assistance of kind friends) and they have been well
attended.


“As to results, I may state that the seed has been scattered broadcast; some
few have been gathered into the fold of Christ, whilst in others there has
been a marked change in moral habits, if no more.


“In visitation of the sick there are those who have been pointed to Christ,
who have professed to believe on Him, to the reality of such cases I must
leave them in the hands of a loving and merciful God.


“I beg to express my thanks to those kind friends who have been true
helpers, and for the very kind reception I have had from a large circle of
supporters.


“Grateful to the Master Himself for such measure of His blessing as my
labor has received, looking up to Him for grace in the future, I remain,
yours in Christ Jesus Our Lord.”


Mr. GARRETT, of Cheddar, reports a large amount of sales made: — “I am
glad when I look over my last year’s account to find that, although I
cannot record striking conversions through the sale of books or preaching,
much good seed has been scattered, which must do good, and, I hope, bear
some good fruit. Last year, from January to December, my returns were
£294 17s. 2d., against £291 13s. the year before. This is a little increase,
but not so much as I should like to see. The weather for the whole of the
year has been very trying for traveling and also for the farm laborer. It is
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the same cry, door after door — ‘ Cannot buy, no money; my husband has
no work, or can’t work on account of the wet.’ To leave a tract, and drop
a word of good cheer, under such circumstances is but cold comfort where
the common necessaries of life are needed. Still, this is all we can do in
such cases as these. One place where I call through on my rounds, an old
woman whom I visit tells me, that no one ever calls to see her, to read or
‘make a prar’ (offer prayer).”


Mr. COLLIER, of Swaffham, Cambs, has good news of numerous
conversions in his District: — “I am glad to be able to tell you that the
Lord is doing great things for us here, for which we cannot but praise his
holy name. The last Sunday in last year was a very blessed time, the power
of the Holy Spirit being manifestly engaged throughout the whole day, We
began with a special service among the Sunday-school children, several of
our teachers helping me at the service. I preached again, afternoon and
evening, and conducted a watchnight service. Some four or five were led
to decide for Christ that night, which was the first-fruits of others to come
in. We commenced a week of special meetings the first day of the year, and
such was the power of the Spirit — working through those meetings —
that we could not give them up, but have kept them on most nights since.
We had as many as fourteen stand up for Jesus Christ at once, and last
Thursday evening (February 2nd} Mr. Apthorpe and the Rev. Mr. Tarn, of
Cambridge, with two other gentlemen, came over to receive twenty-seven
new members into the Church, most of whom professed directly or
indirectly to have been led to Jesus through my poor services. They came
to the meetings, where, awakened to a sense of their condition as poor lost
sinners, became anxious about their souls’ salvation. I then visited them at
their homes, using every means, both by reading, talking, and praying with
them, and God blessed the efforts thus put forth. The work is still going
on.


I was conducting the services on Sunday last, and two others gave me their
names for membership, and the service to-night (28th) was quite as largely
attended, and a good feeling throughout the meeting was manifest. My
visits among the sick and afflicted (and there have been a great many such
of late)have been much blessed, both to the comfort of those who believed
on Christ, and to the leading of others to a saving knowledge of Him as
their Savior. Some have passed away to be with Christ, others have been
raised up again, in whose lives there is a marked change. One I saw to-day
told me he was very near home, who, although a regular attendant at the
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chapel here, when I first visited him, some weeks ago, could not feel he
was safe for eternity, but now, thank God, can say he is on the rock Christ
Jesus.


“Blessing has also rested upon the books sold, especially Mr. Spurgeon’s
sermons, one. woman telling me, she never had a sermon do her so much
good as one from the text, ‘ Come unto Me, all ye that labor and are heavy
laden, and I will give you rest.’ Another woman has been led to cast away
the hope of being saved by her good works, and to trust Christ alone for
salvation, through reading a tract I left with her. I might tell much more,
but space forbids. May the Lord give out His Spirit more abundantly upon
us all, that still greater things may be done in the name of Jesus.. I have
made for the quarter 2,799 visits, those to the sick not included, services
held 47, Bibles sold I3, books (various) 328, magazines 633, good,
(assorted) 171; amount of cash taken, £18 4s. 1d. Hoping the sales may go
on increasing, and be as successful as other branches of the work.”


Mr. FORD, of Minchinhampton, writes: — “I sold ‘A Peep Behind the
Scenes’ to. a young woman for 3d., and the Lord has blessed it to all the
family so much that she gave me an order for one at 3s. 6d. She said she
would always have one in the house. The young woman had been very
wicked. The magazines are like to the wind, their influence is felt all round,
wherever they go. Many are taken into the factory, and are read by those
that do not buy one; and they are carried by those that buy them to the sick
and the aged. Dear sir, if you could see the influence that these magazines
carry into villages where there is no place of worship. Sometimes the
whole of the family will come out to meet me with the books, and I know
that from reading them they have been induced to attend a place of
worship. The visits with the tracts have been made a blessing. I called upon
an aged person where there was a family of little children. After talking
with them some of their neighbors came in, and we held a prayer meeting
in the house. With tears they asked me to come soon again.”


LUDLOW DISTRICT. — Mr. Cornock sends the following report: — “On
one occasion I got access to a gentleman’s house and embraced the
opportunity of speaking to the servants, eight or ten in number. On
opening my knapsack one of them coolly remarked ‘Those soft things, I
have a box full upstairs; I always burn them.’ I carefully but candidly
observed, ‘ I wonder that you have a box full if you always burn them,’ but
in the end disposed her to buy some of my good books, although she first
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called them ‘ soft things. Another remarked, in a disappointed tone, ‘Why,
they are all religious,’ showing her aversion to such literature, but she also
purchased a good book. Another very abruptly said, ‘ Bring me a good
murder and I will buy it.’ I offered her the Bible, saying ‘ This Book tells of
the most dreadful murder ever committed. They murdered the Lord Jesus,
and you and I are among his murderers, and shall be held responsible
unless we accept the gospel and believe in Him for the pardon of our sins.’


“February 6, 1882: Was led to take a motto to market, ‘Behold the Lamb
of God, which taketh away the sin of the world.’ Observing an old man
reading it, f asked him ‘Has He put away your sin?’ He shook his head,
saying, ‘ Time He had.’ I then added ‘ It says sin of the world. You are in
the world, don t you think He means you.’ I again urged this point, when
the old man, seeming to realize it, exclaimed ‘Bless God for that! Bless
God for that!’ I trust he got the blessing.


 A young man had been reading penny novels before I came in contact with
him, but the Lord enabled me to persuade him to give it up, and take a
better book from me. Before leaving this district he bore the following
testimony to me personally: ‘I like your books, Mr. C., I feel happier since
I gave up the novel. I am glad you persuaded me to give it up. Can you
post them to me where I am going? ‘“


Mr. BEARD, of Burton-on-Trent, reports: — “In many cases I have been
able to persuade young people to give up reading such light trash as ‘ Bow
Bells,’ and take in the’ Sunday at Home, ‘ Quiver,’ etc. I have also been
much blessed in visiting the sick. God has made me the instrument in
bringing them to the foot of the Cross. I was called in to visit a young man
who had been visited by a lot of Christian men. I asked him if he had
received the joy of salvation. His answer was, No. But that is what you
want, is it not? He said, ‘ Oh, yes,’ but he had not faith enough. I said, ‘My
friend, it is not faith that saves you, it is Christ, and Him alone.’ I prayed
with him and pointed him to Christ. The next time I went, he had to do
most of the talking, he was so full (he said) of the love of Christ, he hardly
knew where he was. In a few days he passed away; his end was perfect
peace. During the three years I have been here, I have established seven
Temperance Societies, and Bands of Hope; six out of the seven are doing
well. Unto God be the glory.”


Mr. BOYDEN, of Cardiff, gives an encouraging account of his work; — “I
am glad to tell you that my work is prospering in this district. I am making
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good sales, and feel that the Lord is blessing my labors, in speaking and
holding cottage meetings. I hold two cottage meetings weekly in the town,
and go to the village chapels and mission rooms to take services on
Sunday. I am glad to tell you that I have heard of three cases lately, that
books I have sold have been made a blessing to those who bought them. I
sold ‘Danesbury House’ to a man who was addicted to drink. He did not
know it was a temperance tale or perhaps he would not have bought it, but
God blessed the reading of it, and led him to give up the drink, and, when I
went that way again, he gave me a warm welcome, and bought five
shillings’ worth of books. He sent me home with a light heart. It is an awful
place for drink where he lives, so that I cannot sell many books there. “The
other was a man blessed by the B. W. M. for October. His sister bought
;and lent it to him; and the other was a poor crippled girl, who was fond of
reading. Her mother bought the ‘ Sunshine’ and other little books for her,
and God blessed them to her soul; and now He has taken her home to be
with Him. “The cheap editions issued by the R. T. S. has been a great help
to me in getting into homes that I could not before. They would buy a
penny book, and then that has given them a taste for reading. “Bad
literature is sold by nearly all booksellers in this town. So many novelettes
of impure character, that we have a great work to fight against it, and we
need your prayers that we may prosper in the work.” Collecting Boxes or
Books will be gladly sent on application to the Secretary.







207


THE PREVALENCE OF EVIL AN ARGUMENT IN
PRAYER


AN ADDRESS BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THERE are many ways of pleading for the same thing when we draw near
to God in prayer. In one condition of heart one form of argument will rise
to the lip, while at another season our circumstances may suggest quite a
different way of pleading with God. I was noticing while reading in the
one-hundred and nineteenth Psalm the plea which the Psalmist urges with
the Most High while entreating him graciously to work among men: he
says, “It is time for thee, Lord, to work: for they have made void thy law.”
We might urge as reasons for the Lord’s ‘working, the sorrows of
mankind, the terrors of the world to come, the glory of God, and the merits
of the Savior. We might plead the promises, the covenant, the prophecies,
and the long weary time of waiting before they are fulfilled; but it is a
bright use of a gloomy fact when we can turn even the infidelity, the
superstition, and the rebellion of man into an argument for the Lord’s
interference: “It is time for thee, Lord, to work: for they have made void
thy law.” Thus we set our sail so as to use an adverse wind. We extract a
reason for grace out of the reeking of iniquity.


We observe that many men now deny the inspiration of the Scriptures, and
that is to make void the law of the Lord. Of what use is the Bible to us if it
be not infallibly inspired of the Holy Spirit? An erring guide is as bad as
none at all when a step may lead to ruin. If we have not the very mind of
God in these pages, their essence, their authority, their life, their power are
gone. Yet certain ministers, ay, ministers of Nonconformist churches,
speak of the Bible as though it were in considerable portions of it blurred
with mistakes, and by no means to be relied upon. They talk of “essential
parts of the Old Testament,” as if other parts might be laid aside; and some
of them set up the gospels above the epistles, as if the one Spirit had not
dictated all the Word. It is grievous to hear divines undermining the
foundations of the faith which they are supposed to preach. “0 Lord, we
turn from these thine unfaithful servants to thyself, and cry,’ Do thou prove
the Scriptures, fulfill the promises, and put power into the teaching of the
cross, so that men may be compelled to own that thy law is not void, but
that the Scripture cannot be broken.’” Thirty years ago or more John







208


Angell James snide” Infidelity was never more subtle, more hurtful, more
plausible, perhaps more successful, than in the day in which we live. It has
left the low grounds of vulgarity and coarseness and ribaldry, and
entrenched itself upon the lofty heights of criticism, philology, and even
science itself. It pervades to a fearful extent our popular literature; it has
invested itself with the charms of poetry, to throw its spell over the public
mind; it has endeavored to enweave itself with science; and he must be
little acquainted with the state of opinion in this land, who does not know
that it is espoused by a large portion of the cultivated mind of this
generation. ‘ It is time for thee, Lord, to work.’” The statement is even
more true at this hour, for still “not many wise men after the flesh, not
many mighty are chosen.” Let our prayers increase in fervor as we implore
that “philosophy, falsely so called,” may not be allowed to poison the
springs of gospel teaching.


Certain bold spirits make void the law of God in a very dreadful way by
teaching a code of morals and a system of ethics contrary lo the Word of
God. Laws as to property are freely assailed, as if the Lord had never said,
“Thou shalt not covet.” Killing is thought to be no murder if it is performed
upon an enormous scale. The sacred chastities which give sacredness to
family institutions are abused, and an attempt is made to exalt lust into the
place which is due only to conjugal affection; indeed, there are filthy pens
which dare to write of the marriage bond as if it were a chain and a curse.
Lewd tongues attack all laws by which the social fabric is held together;
the Sabbath is ridiculed, and the honoring of parents is considered out of
date. Images are set up in places of worship, and material objects are
publicly adored, as if this had not been most positively forbidden by the
Lord of all. If it were not that the Lord of hosts has left unto us a small
remnant, we should long ere this have been as Sodom, and been made like
unto Gomorrah. Politically we should before now have shot over our
national Niagara into anarchy and abomination; and we should have seen in
London all the horrors of the French Revolution if it had not been for the
godly who leaven the mass. How dreadful it must have been to have lived
in Paris when all the foundations of society were loosed; when religion was
debased into the worship of the goddess of reason; when virtue was
regarded as vice, and vice as virtue! Ere it comes to that dreadful pass, be
it ours to cry out unto the Lord — “It is time for thee to work.” Surely it is
now needful for the Lord to vindicate his holy law when loud-mouthed
blasphemers criticize their Savior, censure their God, and propose to
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overturn from its base the pillar of society. They not only make their own
lives void of morality, but they labor to make void the law itself, that no
one may regard it. As Caryl says, they act “as if they would not only sin
against the Law, but sin away the Law; not only withdraw themselves from
the obedience of it, but drive it out of the world; they would make void and
repeal the holy acts of God, that their own wicked acts might not be
questioned; and lest the Law should have a power to punish them, they will
deny it a power to rule them.”


Another order of men are active and earnest in attacking the law of God
from another side by multiplying rites and exalting ceremonies into a
place which they should never usurp. Of these I may say for the most part,
“Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.” “They have a zeal
of God, but not according to knowledge.” They make void the law of God
through their traditions. Being in all things too superstitious, they destroy
the worship of God by their will-worship. To support their own invented
rites and ceremonies they give us interpretations which becloud the gospel,
and afford cover for priestcraft, monkery, Mariolatry, and image-worship.
Sometimes these persons are called Papists, at other times Ritualists, and in
many cases it is extremely difficult to see the slightest distinction: they are
two apples from the same tree. Remember that to worship God otherwise
than he has ordained is a sin which makes void his law. We are not really
serving God at all if we presume to do it in our own way rather than in his
way. To present to God “the unbloody sacrifice of the mass,” is to
dishonor the one sacrifice of our Lord Jesus. To worship Mary is to offend
Jehovah. To bow before a crucifix is to commit idolatry under pretense of
reverence. Superstition is as real an adversary to the truth as skepticism
itself, and it ultimately leads to irreligion. Idolatry conducts men to
atheism, and superstition lands them in infidelity. Now that we see
Anglican Popery covering our land with its altars, we may well cry, “It is
time for thee, Lord, to work: for they have made void thy law.” Plead with
God whenever you meet with either Rationalism or Ritualism, that he
would graciously stretch out his hand and get to his pure word the victory!


I find that, upon the passage before us, I have written in my “Treasury of
David” as follows: — “‘It is time for thee, Lord, to work: for they have
made void thy law.’ David was a servant, and therefore it was always his
time to work; but being oppressed by a sight of man’s ungodly behavior, he
feels that his Master’s hand is wanted, and therefore he appeals to him to
work against the working of evil. Men make void the law of God by
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denying it to be his law, by promulgating commands and doctrines in
opposition to it, by setting up tradition in its place, or by utterly
disregarding and scorning the authority of the Lawgiver. When sin
becomes fashionable, a holy walk is regarded as a contemptible Puritanism;
vice is styled pleasure, and vanity bears the bell. Then the saints sigh for the
presence and power of their God. Oh for an hour of the King upon his
throne, wielding the rod of iron! Oh for another Pentecost, with all its
wonders, to reveal the energy of God to gainsayers, and make them see
that there is a God in Israel! Man’s extremity, whether of need or sin, is
God’s opportunity. When the earth was without form and void, the Spirit
came and moved upon the face of the waters: should he not come when
society is returning to a like chaos? When Israel in Egypt was reduced to
the lowest point, and it seemed that the covenant would be void, then
Moses appeared and wrought mighty miracles; so, too, when the church of
God is trampled down, and her message is derided, we may expect to see
the hand of the Lord stretched out for the revival of religion, the defense of
the truth, and the glorifying of the divine name. The Lord can work either
by judgments which hurl down the ramparts of the foe, or by revivals
which build up the walls of his own Jerusalem. How heartily may we pray
the Lord to raise up new evangelists, to quicken those we already have, to
set his whole church on fire, and to bring the world to his feet.”


Thus, dear friends, you see how the prominence of evil can be made to
quicken us in supplication. Every sin may be used as a plea in prayer. If
we were in a right state of mind, every time we heard a man swear in the
street we should at once pray, “It is time for thee, Lord, to work: for they
have made void thy law.” Every time we took up a newspaper, and our eye
glanced upon a police case, we should pray in like manner. Every time we
saw sin in our neighbors, or in our families, or felt its working in ourselves,
we should cry out to God, “Lord, sin is at work, be thou at work; sin is
hardening, sin is defiling; come, Lord, and work with all the softening and
quickening processes of thy blessed Spirit, with all the purifying power of
the water and of the blood, and so undo the evil working of the world, the
flesh, and the devil. 0 Lord, meet energy with energy, meet fire with fire;
and let thy Son, the seed of the woman, meet the seed of the serpent, and
destroy all the works of the devil.”


Thus, you see that good arguments for prayer may be raked up among the
stubble of sin. As the Greenlanders find their wood washed up by the sea,
so let us find fuel for the fire of our earnestness borne to us by the troubled
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sea of human wickedness. Brethren, let us wrestle in prayer, using this
plea. Before we do so, let us distill a song from it, and sing a part of the
twelfth psalm: —


“Lord, when iniquities abound,
And blasphemy grows bold,


When faith is hardly to be found,
And love is waxing cold,


“Is not thy chariot hastening on?
Hast thou not given this sign?
May we not trust and live upon


A promise so divine?
“‘ Yes,’ saith the Lord, ‘ now will I rise,


And make oppressors flee;
I shall appear to their surprise,


And set my servants free.’”
C. H. Spurgeon’s Prayers


PREPARING THE SERMON.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


A YOUNG man inquired of a certain preacher how long it had taken him to
prepare the discourse, which he had just delivered. The youth learned that
only two hours had been actually spent in its elaboration; and he was fool
enough to draw the inference that two hours would be quite long enough
for himself to spend in studying a sermon. “It is all that the celebrated Mr.
— — takes, and therefore it is all that I require.” Vain boasting! The ox
has drank up one pool, and the frog is about to drink another. The foolish
inference of the juvenile divine reminds us of the story of the Spanish
sculptor who executed a statue for a wealthy gentleman in twenty-five
days. The astonished purchaser proposed to pay him by the day, to which
proposal the artist answered, “What! Do you not know that I worked hard
for twenty-five years to learn how to make that statue in twenty-five
days?” The sculptor had justice upon his side: the wealthy man’s proposal
was absurd. If we probe to the bottom of the matter, we shall come to the
conclusion that the artist had spent twenty-five years plus twenty-five days
in making that statue. The same rule holds good with regard to discourses
which are rapidly prepared, and are worth anything. The preacher has been
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a student for many years; he has practiced sacred oratory for half a lifetime;
he has reached perspicuity of thought, fullness of teaching, and clearness of
language by a lengthened and arduous process, and therefore we might
fairly say that it took him two hours plus half a lifetime to prepare his
sermon. He who fancies that he can throw off the same kind of
productions, though he has never undergone the previous training, is a
simpleton of the largest size.


A husbandman has occupied many months in digging a well, and at
considerable expense he has fitted excellent machinery to it. By the lifting
of a handle he fills a bucket in half a minute. Another person, who has no
such well, but simply stands upon his farm, fancies that he also can procure
water from the earth beneath him in a few moments. tie is at once
considered to be a proper inmate for a lunatic asylum. The young
gentleman, of whom we have been speaking, may not be hastily clapped up
among the mentally-diseased, but his inference is altogether as insane. A
poet, in an inspired hour, may compose a work of surpassing excellence,
for he is a man of intellect and culture; but the versifier who should attempt
the same feat would succeed only in producing a wearisome rhyme, and in
setting himself up as a laughingstock. “I threw this off in ten minutes,”
softly said the poet, placing the manuscript on the editorial table. The
editor said that when it came to speed no long-haired poet should distance
him; and he threw it off in less than ten seconds-off the table into the
waste-paper basket. “I prepared that sermon,” said a young sprig of
divinity. “in half an hour, and preached it at once, and thought nothing of
it.” “In that,” said an older and wiser clergyman, “your hearers are at one
with you, for they also thought nothing of it.” A man cannot shake off
sermons as a tree sheds its leaves. That which comes from a man’s mind
without thought and research is comparable to that which comes of ground
without ploughing or sowing. Words without thought are in no respect
better than weeds.


Let the young preacher believe that study and thought are essential to his
success. Let him depend upon the Holy Spirit for help; but let him not
dream that the Spirit of God will minister to his idleness. The divine Spirit
helps us to will and to do, not to wish and to do nothing. If the preacher
shall go up and down all the week, wasting his time, and neglecting his
books, and then shall go into his study on Saturday evening expecting to be
suddenly filled with holy matter, he will be mistaken. The trifler will find
that he has grieved the Spirit by his indolence, and that he is left on the
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Sabbath to vent his nimble nonsense, or to wander through a wilderness,
seeking rest and finding none. This is the cause of much of that incoherent
discoursing of which Cowper sings-


Digression is so much in modern use
Thought is so rare, and fancy so profuse,
Some never seem so wide of their intent


As when returning to the theme they meant;
As mendicants, whose business is to roam,


Make every parish but their own their home.”


God is not mocked: if the man has sown nothing in the study he will reap
nothing in the pulpit. If there is one employment which, beyond every
other, demands the concentration of every power and faculty, it is the
ministry of the gospel of Jesus Christ. It is the best work under heaven;
perhaps in heaven itself there is none nobler; and it ought to be performed
with the full energy of our entire manhood when it is elevated to its highest
pitch. Poor preaching has driven the poor from preaching. Vapid
discoursing lies at the bottom of the indifference of the working classes to
the house of God. If they had been interested they would have continued to
attend; but much of the preaching they have never been able to understand,
and much more of it was worth nothing when they did understand it. Who
that is free to do as he wills, and feels no religious obligation upon him,
would go and sit Sabbath after Sabbath, to hear the same platitudes
repeated ad nauseam, and repeated so dreamily that an irresistible impulse
to sleep falls upon the auditor? God has not made the Sabbath to be a day
of doing penance, but some of God’s servants have made it so; and the
penance which they set before their hearers is one which no priest of the
Romish church’ would have had the cruelty to appoint. When I have
nothing to say I ought to say it to myself; but to get a number of people
together, under a sense of religious duty, and compel them to sit for three-
quarters of an hour to hear me say nothing in an extremely doleful or
flippant manner, is a barbarity which the Spanish Inquisition has scarcely
ever excelled. You, young sir, may be allowed to compose a sermon in two
hours when it turns out to be such that it will be remembered for two
centuries: but not till then.
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NOTES.


We have now made definite arrangements with regard to the cleaning of
the Tabernacle, so far as mortal man may arrange for the future. The
building will be closed during the whole of August. On Sundays we shall
assemble in Exeter Hall, and we hope that many who have not been over to
the Tabernacle will join our worship at the Hall. A few special tickets will
be issued, but as the Hail is only hale as capacious as the Tabernacles we
shall have to issue them with discretion. The Pastor will be absent on July
22, but he will (D.V.) preach in the Tabernacle all the other Sundays in
Julys including the 29th, when the great monthly communion service will
be held in the evening instead of on August 5. We hope to return to the
Tabernacle on September 2.


The transmission of our Sunday morning sermons by the Atlantic
Telegraph Cable to New York and their publication in many of the leading
American daily papers every Monday morning are among the most
remarkable signs of the times in which we live. We had nothing whatever
to do with the arrangements, and have not even been consulted upon the
matter, so that we are not at all responsible for any extra Sunday labor that
may be caused. We may add that we do not guarantee the accuracy of the
reports of our discourses. Those that we have at present seen are far from
correct, but what else could be expected considering the hurry with which
the whole thing has to be done, and the double — if not treble —
transmission by telegraph? A friend who has been in the United States
lately was informed by the editor of one of the leading papers that not less
than a million copies of the reported sermon would be printed every week.
We cannot tell how long our enterprising cousins across the water will
continue the experiments but meanwhile we are glad of the opportunity of
preaching to such enormous numbers on both sides of the Atlantic, and we
pray that the word as it is heard in the Tabernacle, or read in America, may
have living power over many souls.


It-was a pleasing sight on the Sunday after the opening of the Fisheries
Exhibition to see the fishermen come down in such numbers to the
Tabernacle; it was better still to hear their voices at the early prayer-
meeting both in holy pleading and praising. They made quite a feature in
the morning gathering. God bless the brave fellows!
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By the way, do all our friends know that there is always a prayer-meeting
at the Tabernacle on Saturday evening at 7.30, another on Sabbath
morning at seven, a third at ten, and a fourth at eight p m.? Besides these
there are the meetings for prayer connected with the schools, and the
various classes and societies. The Scripture speaks of “salt without
prescribing how much,” and the same applies to prayer: we cannot have
too much of it.


In answer to inquiries about the Flower Mission we would say, direct your
parcels of flowers to Miss Higgs, Metropolitan Tabernacle, and take care
that they arrive early on Wednesday morning. The more the merrier. What
a joy a flower is in a London infirmary! Do not send flowers after they
have been faded in a so-called flower-service; they are only so much
rubbish. Better put them on your own dust-heap.


On Friday evening, June l, the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE MEN’S BIBLE-CLASS was held in the lecture-hall. Addresses
were delivered by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, who presided; by Mr. J. T.
Dunn, the president of the class; and by many of the earnest young
brethren. The secretary, Mr. Hudson, reported that there were 140
members on the roll of the class, the average attendance being about one
hundred. The treasurer, Mr. Boulter, in the name of all his brethren,
presented to the Pastor £12 for the College, and £31 for the Indian
Evangelists’ Fund, these amounts having been subscribed by the members
during the year: besides which, they had helped their sick and needy
members. The time of the class is not wasted with discussions which are
worse than useless, but every meeting is, as far as possible, turned to the
use of soul-winning and Christian training. One brother stands in the street
outside, and persuades strangers to come in.


On Friday evening, June 8, the fourteenth annual meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION was held in the lecture-
hall, Pastor C. H. Spurgeon in the chair. The secretary, Mr. Goldston,
reported the present condition of the work at North Cheam, Teddington,
Southgate, Bell Green, Bedfont and Hatton, and Shoreham; and the
prospects of new missions in other directions. The treasurer, Mr. Hayward,
stated that the year’s receipts of the Mission had been £144, and the
payments £154. Addresses were delivered y the chairman; by Mr. Bowker,
the venerable president of the Mission, and by several of the preachers.
This earnest and useful little society has need of more men who are







216


qualified to preach the gospel in the country districts around the
metropolis, and it also requires larger means. If money were forthcoming
stations might at once be opened in several suburban districts where there
is scarcely any true teaching. Fields are disappearing, houses are springing
up as fast as Jonah’s gourd, whole towns are created in a few months, and
if we were rich enough we could provide the people with houses of prayer
at once, and so catch them before they acquire the evil habit of loafing
about at home on the Sabbath. Our two societies are adapted for great
ends if they were not crippled by lack of cash: Mr. Elvin’s Evangelists
occupy London itself, and Mr. Bowker’s preachers hunt further afield in
the suburban villages. A great deal of preaching is done, and no expense is
incurred except for rent, traveling, lamps, etc. Such work deserves that
some wealthy brother should water it with a little gold-water, and make it
grow like a cedar in Lebanon. Meanwhile we invoke upon it showers of
divine grace. Plentifully may they fall. Friends who are good enough to
leave a portion of their donations to be used at our discretion often render
us great service by enabling us to help these less known parts of our work
for the Lord.


On Sunday evening, June 10, the seat-holders at the Tabernacle staid away
to allow strangers to be present. The building was quite crowded with a
most miscellaneous congregation, some of whom will, we believe, eternally
bless the Lord that they were present. Our scouts brought us in tidings of
wounded ones. We are longing for more. Would all friends who were
decided by grace during that evening’s service kindly let us know of it?
Such encouraging information would be to our great joy. We have daily
letters mentioning the printed sermons as cheering saints and impressing
sinners, but of these extra services and free quarterly gatherings we have
not yet personally seen the result.


Monday, June 18, was, we believe, generally observed as a day of special
prayer by the churches connected with the College Conference. At the
Tabernacle we had special meetings at seven o’clock in the morning, and
six in the evening; and at the usual meeting at seven we specially
remembered in prayer the whole of our holy brotherhood, and not only our
own brethren but all ministers and missionaries everywhere. We trust that
wherever the meetings were held there was an earnest of coming blessing.
Oh that Zion’s travail would come, for then should we see her children.
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TREASURY OF DAVID. — We are persuaded that many of our friends are
unaware that Volume VI. of this gigantic work is to be purchased. It
contains Psalm 119. and five other psalms. We are proceeding steadily with
Volume VII., with which our happy labors upon the Psalms will come.


Caution to Donors. — Friends occasionally write to complain that their
contributions have not been acknowledged. We usually find that the
amount is in the list, or that it has been received just after the fourteenth of
the month, when the accounts for the Sword and Trowel are sent to the
printers. In one case that we have recently traced., a letter was lost, or
stolen, in transmission through the post, and as the postal orders contained
in it were not filled up the thief was able to get the cash for them. This
result could always be avoided if friends would make Post Office and
Postal Orders payable at the General Post Office, to C. H. Spurgeon, and
cross them. They could then only be paid through a banker. Cheques
Should always be crossed, and coin and notes should invariably be
registered.


COLLEGE. — Mr. E.G. Evans, formerly of Belfast, has gone to East
London, Cape Colony, to try to form a Baptist Church. The prospects are
encouraging.


Mr. C. B. Berry, after five years of happy work in Jamaica, is obliged, for
his health’s sake, to return to England. He is coming back this month, to
resume his pastorate of the church at Cullingworth, Bingley, Yorks.


Mr. W. G. Hailstone has removed from Birmingham to Falmouth. May the
Lord greatly bless this beloved brother. Several worthy brethren are
wishing for changes, and we shall be right glad to hear from churches
seeking pastors.


The students are now away for their summer vacation. We have selected as
many fresh men as we feel we ought to receive in August, so that it will be
useless for any other candidates to apply before next year. Our number has
been much reduced for some time to enable brethren who are without
pastorates to avail themselves of openings.


EVANGELISTS. — Pastor W. F. Harris thus writes of Messrs. Smith and
Fullerton’s services at Chesterfield. “I speak for all the ministers, I think,
when I say that we are devoutly thankful that Messrs. Fullerton and Smith
were led to come to us, and none of our churches are without evident
blessing. The mission united Congregationalists, Methodists of every type,
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Baptists, and Friends; and every place of worship here, Conformist as well
as Nonconformist, has benefited thereby. It is many years since such large
congregations gathered to listen to the gospel, and, I may add, many years
since they heard it preached so fully, forcefully, and fervently as Mr.
Fullerton preaches it. Mr. Smith’s sweet singing and racy speaking secure
an entrance into hearts otherwise closed; and I cannot conceive of their
visiting any place, and not leaving it the better for their earnest and faithful
work.” Very similar testimony is borne by Pastor notes.


J. J. Irving concerning the Evangelists’ visit to Maidenhead from May 20
to June 3.


Our brethren are now taking their summer rest. They begin work again
next month in North-east Lancashire. Both the Baptist and Congregational
ministers at Poole send us cheering accounts of Mr. Burnham’s services.
The two churches united in the invitation to our brother, and they appear
to have shared the blessing equally between them. The tent-services at
Worthing during the past month have been a great success. Mr. Burnham
was happy in having the help of Pastors T. Perry, of Lordship Lane, C. D.
Crouch, of Shoreham, and other friends on the spot.


Mr. Frank Russell has been holding services at Southport, in connection
with Pastor G. H. Carr. He has now nearly sufficient engagements to last
him until the end of the year, but we would like to see all unoccupied days
allotted. Direct to F. Russell, 33, Wyndham Street, Bryanston Square.


ORPHANAGE. — The annual fete in celebration of the President’s birthday,
June 19, was a great success. Contributions began to come in from all
quarters, far and near, some days before the 19th, and on the day itself our
postman found his bag heavier than ever. It is quite impossible to convey
any true idea of the loads of love that poured in with the help for the
Orphanage. Contributions, whether large or small, came in with such
hearty good wishes that the gifts seemed all wrapt up in holy love. The
afternoon ceremony passed off exceedingly well. Samuel Money, Esq.
M.P., and Jas. Duncan, Esq., laid the memorial stones of the new house for
the head-master and the offices for the board and staff, and they, together
with the President and the Rev. Burman Cassin, briefly addressed the
company in the afternoon. A large number of friends availed themselves of
the opportunity of visiting our Collection of Pictures of the Reformation
which during the day were seen by upwards of 1000 persons. We should be
glad to have this Collection of engravings, etc., exhibited in many suitable
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schoolrooms so that the Orphanage might be helped and Protestant
principles at the same time spread abroad. Friends may write us about this
matter.


In the evening a great public meeting was held in the grounds. Several
thousands gathered around the platform, from which addresses were
delivered by the President, Vice-President, the Revs. Canon Hussey,
Joseph Parker. D.D., Hugh Price Hughes. M.A., Charles Spurgeon, J. M.
Smith, and Dr. Barnardo. We are not able to tell the exact financial result
of the day’s proceedings, but the Institution will, we think, be benefited at
least £1400, besides what our friend Mr. Morley will give. Friends will
please notice that the Sword and Trowel lists are made up on the
fourteenth of the month, so that contributions received after to an end. Our
own impression is that Volume VI. is the best yet issued that date cannot
be acknowledged before the August number: then we shall have a long list
indeed. Thanks, ten thousand times repeated, to all our generous helpers.
God bless them all! others who are considering what they ought to do are
thanked in prospect of their liberal devisings. Please read the Report at the
end of the magazine.


COLPORTAGE. — We are encouraged by friends in two fresh districts
applying for colporteurs, and our agents will commence work almost
immediately, one in the neighborhood of Cosham, Hants, the other at Great
Totham, Essex. The Association is anxious to have at least 100 men at
work. This could be accomplished if thirty other friends would each
guarantee £40 a year for an additional District. The work of the colporteur
is a valuable home-mission agency, with the advantage of being economical
and efficient. The profit on the sales enables the Association to send a man
for the small sum of £40 a year. In most cases the colporteur is a real
helper to existing agencies. He assists the ministry by hunting up those who
are “ignorant and out of the way,” and by holding gospel services in
cottages and out-of-the-way places. Sun-day-schools and Bands of Hope,
too, are strengthened and assisted both by the personal services of the
colporteurs and the good books and periodicals disseminated by them. The
importance of having a Christian man constantly going from door to door
with Bibles and gospel books is of great importance as a means of guiding
aright the young who are being educated and will read something, good or
bad. Good books are greatly needed as an antidote to the injurious
periodicals which are being circulated everywhere.
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The, following letter, recently received from Brentford, is very
encouraging.


“Dear Sir, — Having read in the April Sword and Trowel an account of
‘Cottage Work in a provincial town,’ I thought you would like to hear
what is being done by our colporteur, Mr. H. Meats, in this dark place. Mr.
Meats is holding weekly two prayer-meetings, one at my house, the other
at other cottages, often at Mr. G.’s, where the good man has kept his bed
for months, and the service is held in the same room, which will hold forty
or fifty adults. Mr. M.’s labors have been very much blessed at another
cottage Mrs.— , after some weeks, got her husband to consent to the
meetings being held there, and through them Mrs. in — has come out
boldly for the Lord, and one of her sons could hold out no longer, but was
obliged to confess the Lord Jesus. In another case, a son of godly parents
has found peace in believing, and is now praying for others, at which we all
rejoice. The meetings in my house are much blessed, and at the one last
Tuesday week, my eldest daughter came boldly out for the Lord, which
made us all weep for very joy, for now three out of our seven children are
on the Lord’s side.”


Another colporteur, who was compelled through disease to enter a
hospital, was made useful to the conversion of the matron. After he had left
she wrote to him: — “I do most sincerely thank God that you came to this
place to be the means of bringing me out of darkness into light, and now
that I am going to ‘ Home, sweet home!’ for an indefinite period, with both
colors nailed to the mast, I feel constrained to tell you that, with God’s
blessing, they sham never be hauled down.”


The last Annual Report, full of interesting particulars, will be gladly sent on
application to the Secretary, also full information about the appointment of
colporteurs. Ad-dress — W. Corden JONES, Colportage Association,
Temple-street, St. George’s-road, London, S.E.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.-May 24, seventeen; May 31, twelve.
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THE STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS


Applications for the admission of destitute Fatherless Children, between
the ages of six and ten, should be addressed in writing to the Secretary, and
full particulars given. As the number of candidates is largely in excess of
the accommodation, the Trustees may decline to issue a form; for it would
be useless to cause trouble when there is no prospect of success. If a form
be granted, it must not be regarded as a guarantee that the application will
succeed.


The questions must be fully and frankly answered by the applicant, and the
form returned as soon as possible. The slightest untruthfulness will
necessitate the immediate rejection of the case. Unhealthy, deformed, and
imbecile children are not eligible. Only children born in wedlock can be
received. Under no possible circumstances can exceptions be made to this
rule, as the trust is definite and unalterable.


If the case is entered on the list of approved candidates, the Trustees
appoint a visitor to make personal inquiries. Should these be satisfactory,
the child will appear before the Committee in due course, and if it is then
among the most needy and deserving, it may be recommended for
admission to the Institution, as soon as there is room.


Friends who are only acquainted with the case in which they are specially
interested must not be surprised at its rejection by the Trustees at any stage
if it is proved by them to be less necessitous than others; nor must they
wonder if the child is declined because of unsuitability, for the Institution is
not a Hospital, nor a Reformatory, nor an Idiot Asylum. The election of
children not being determined by subscribers’ votes, the Trustees maintain
the strictest impartiality while considering the claims of the various
applicants, and the greatest need always has the loudest voice with them.


Applicants are requested not to call upon the Trustees privately, as they are
bound not to attend to them otherwise than officially. Cases will be
considered on their own merits, and they will derive no advantage from
personal solicitation. Mr. Spurgeon cannot personally see any applicants,
and should not be written to. All letters on this business must be addressed
to the Secretary.
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The Institution is mainly supported by spontaneous gifts, a number of
donors sending as regularly, year by year, as if they were pledged to do so.
An increase to the number of subscribers would greatly cheer the
President’s heart. Now that girls as well as boys have to be fed, clothed,
and educated, the income needs to be doubled. Will not the reader of this
Report become a helper? Subscriptions, large or small, will be gratefully
received by C. H. SPURGEON, Westwood, Beulah Hill, Upper Norwood,
S.E. Collecting Boxes or Books may be obtained of the Secretary,
Stockwell Orphanage. Gifts of Food, Stores, clothes, Books, Toys, and
useful articles are always welcome, and should be directed to


VERNON J. CHARLESWORTH, Head Master,


The Orphanage, Stockwell, London, S.W. note. — Letters requiring an
answer should contain a stamped directed envelope.


REPORT


1882-88.


During the past year the Trustees of the Stockwell Orphanage have
pursued their work with all diligence upon the original lines. The President
and Trustees sought from the first to relieve the worst cases, and therefore
they abolished canvassing and polling, in order that the widows might not
be put to the large expense incurred in a confer. We feared that those
children who had the most friends would in all probability gain the most
votes, and thus the neediest would go to the wall We pledged ourselves to
the public and to one another to use our best endeavors to make the
Orphanage the means of relieving want, and a place for training youth in
the fear of the Lord. The children were divided into families, and instead of
military discipline, domestic tale was established. The use of any uniform
was also carefully avoided, and the children were dressed in various ways,
so as to prevent the look of pauperism. We tried to let the boys and girls be
free, happy, individual beings, and not fractions of an institution. Above all,
we desired to ‘keep up a high moral and religious tone. Our experience
leads us to feel that we are on the right tack, and we are more than ever
resolved to go a-head in the same direction. We hope to develop, but not
to deviate; we shall remain the same, but we shall not stagnate.
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During the year we have had a large number of applications for the
admission of both boys and girls, and of course we have had to refuse ·
very many. We hope our friends will not be angry when the cases
recommended by them are declined. In their judgment, and probably as a
matter of fact, the children in whom they are interested are really destitute,
and the mothers are highly deserving; but when we have only one vacancy
for three or four or even more candidates, some must be excluded; and it
may so happen that there is a still more destitute child and a still more
needy widow than the one which our friends would select, and that case
will have the preference. We are therefore compelled to set aside scores, or
even hundreds, whom we should have been right glad to admit, because
they have not attained to that preeminence in misery which wins our
suffrages. Till someone will invent expanding houses, and show us how to
make a pound grow into forty shillings, when there is need for it, we fear it
will always be our sorrow to have to turn many deserving applicants from
our door.


It would greatly pain the hearts of our subscribers if they could hear only a
few of the stories of the bereaved women who appeal to us. Often sickly
themselves, altogether without business capacity, grieving for the loss of
their husbands, and having half-a-dozen or more children tugging at their
skirts, they are true objects of Christian sympathy. When we can take one
of their children they are overjoyed, although they still have more than
enough to provide for. We have seen them slave and toil, and almost starve
themselves, that they might feed their little ones; and somehow or other
they succeed beyond all that we could expect, till we have often held up
our hands in astonishment at the way in which the Lord has appeared for
the help of the widow and the fatherless. The relief afforded by our taking
one child has often inspired a poor woman with hope, given her a little
breathing-space, and enabled her to accomplish the difficult task which still
remained. Often have our hearts been filled to overflowing with mingled
emotions of sympathetic sorrow and sincere joy; sorrow for the trouble
which still remained, and joy that we had been able to lighten the lead, at
least by an ounce or two. Frequently have we had to see the hand of the
Lord helping choice saints by means of our Institution. Are there not
thousands who will share our burden and our blessing? Will not our reader
continue to do so?


In our records of the year which is past we have to write the score of a
mingled song, and touch our harp to varying notes while we sing of mercy
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and of judgment. The year 1883 opened with stroke upon stroke of
affliction to the Orphanage in the loss of two of its first Trustees. Mr.
William Higgs had from the first taken the deepest interest in the work. He
had watched the building, stone by stone. He had been diligent in the work
of visiting the applicants, attending Committees, and caring for the fabric;
and of late years he had been the Treasurer of the Institution, to which he
devoted a large part of his time. His judgment was as one of the wise men
of old, and his knowledge upon all practical matters was admitted by his
brethren to be invaluable. It seemed to us that he was absolutely necessary
to our work, but the Lord removed him, to our deepest sorrow. It is not
possible, in the brief compass of this report, if possible at all, to set forth
what the Institution owed to him; for by day and by night he carried it on
his heart, and consecrated to it his judgment, his time, and his substance.
He had already given largely to it in his lifetime, that he might be his own
executor, but, to our surprise, after his death, we found that he had left the
substantial sum of £500 as a last love-token. It is a sweet solace to us that.
the name of William Higgs is still upon the roll of the Trustees, for the
eldest son of our beloved friend, although immersed in the cares of a large
business, has nevertheless consented to take his father’s place upon the
Board. The President blesses the Lord for this, but he still misses every hair
of the head of the well-beloved father who has gone to his rest.


Within a few days after the decease of our lamented brother Higgs we were
all called upon to sorrow over the loss of another of the Trustees, our
friend Mr. William MILLS, a man of quiet, serene, and gentle spirit, with
whom it was a great pleasure to be associated. Whenever called upon to
serve the Institution, he was ready to do so to the utmost of his power. He
did his part of the work very unobtrusively, ministering to the harmony of
the brotherhood and adding to its strength. This second blow renewed our
grief; but again we have with gratitude to record that the gap thus made in
our ranks has been filled by the willing service of Mr. James Stiff, who
lives close to the Orphanage, and has most heartily thrown himself into its
work. We can never forget the two dear departed friends, whose loss is the
heaviest we have yet sustained. The President feels that their names are
interwoven with his own, and that his life-work could not have been what
it has been, speaking after the manner of men, if these brethren had not
been at his side as deacons, trustees, and brothers. May those who now fill
their places be helped of God to do an equal life-work.
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Here we think it meet to record the death of our esteemed sister, Miss
Hannah MOORE. In the last Report we mentioned that she had gone to
Canada. We trusted that it would be for the recovery of her health, and we
were greatly distressed to receive, soon after she landed, the information
that she had suddenly died. She had been an invaluable helper in the
Institution in former days, and it had been the President’s hope that she
would take a leading position in the Girls’ department, but she gradually
declined in vigor and in spirits, so that all idea of her taking upon herself
any great responsibility had to be given up. We little knew that she was
suffering from heart-disease. This was afterwards discovered, upon a post-
mortem examination, by the Canadian coroner, who writes to us that
“under any circumstances her life could only have been of very brief
duration, owing to a condition of the heart, which had been gradually
coming on for years.” She was a sweet Christian, and loved the work to
which she had consecrated her life. It seems a mysterious part of the Divine
plan that so devoted a woman should have been taken from us when her
abilities were at their best. We feel much gratitude to all our faithful
servants at the Orphanage, and when such a one as Miss Moore is removed
by death we cannot pass it over as a small matter.


A very considerable number of the most faithful helpers of the Institution
have also fallen on sleep during the past year. We do not like to mention
any one, because we cannot mention all. Unbelief has been apt to cry,
“What shall we do, when so many liberal supporters are removed?” But we
have never been allowed to indulge such unjustifiable fears, for one after
another the Lord’s stewards have been pushed forward by divine grace,
and moved to care for the widow and the fatherless, and we have never
been without abundant and willing helpers; neither shall we be, for the
work is the Lord’s, and he will take care of it. A load of care would press
most crushingly upon us if we did not feel that we were called to this labor
of love, and that the honor of the Lord’s name is pledged to bear us
through.


At the last annual fete the Infirmary for Girls was formally opened by Mr.
and Mrs. Wood, to whom a silver key was presented as a memorial of their
liberality in presenting £1,000 to the Institution. At the same time, the
building which contains the play-hall for girls, and also a large swimming-
bath, was opened by Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, whose invaluable services to
the Institution right well deserved some public acknowledgment. By his
continual watchfulness, together with the indefatigable labors of the other
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Trustees, the President is relieved of the details of the work, and is enabled
to give his entire attention to his own department. The buildings thus
opened have been of the utmost service to the children.


We have now accepted tenders for the erection of the Master’s house,
rooms for the masters and others of the staff, and for the necessary
business offices. This will set free that portion of the Girls’ Orphanage
which is for the present necessarily occupied by the Master, and then we
shall come nearer to our ordained number of 250 girls. When we reach to
the number of 500 boys and girls we propose to make no further increase,
for this is about as many as we can manage with all our other work. Quite
enough, we think. We hope our friends will remember that even to do this
we shall need increased help. That is a point which they will not forget —
will they?


‘The mention of the Infirmary leads us to remark that the health of the
children has been marvelously good; indeed, considering what they are,
when they first come to us, and the fact that they frequently belong to
consumptive families, it is astonishing what little sickness there has been
among us. We lost no child by death during the year. We have, however,
felt compelled to attend to the sanitary arrangements connected with the
boys’ houses, which were pronounced by the proper authorities to be
somewhat defective. This necessitated an outlay of £634 ls. 10d. We were
also obliged to spend £627 9s. 4d. in putting the outside of the boys’
houses into thorough repair, as the red bricks were decayed in very many
places. We were poor when the boys’ houses were built, and therefore
studied economy, but now we have to suffer for it. The girls’ houses are
built upon a more satisfactory scale, because generous friends have enabled
us to do so.


Perhaps friends may like to see the Doctor’s Report. Here it is — “Mr.
President and Gentlemen, — I have the pleasure to hand you my Report of
the health of the inmates of the Boys’ and Girls’ Stockwell Orphanage, for
the year ending 31st March, 1883.


“The state of health and general freedom from sickness among so large a
number of children and officers is a subject for congratulation. In regard to
the children, coming as they do from a stock very frequently enfeebled by
poverty and ill-health, one is prepared to expect some evidence of
hereditary taint, and by the desire of the Trustees especial care has been
taken to select as healthy admissions as circumstances will admit. The
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Orphanage, like other institutions, has not escaped a considerable number
of febrile disorders, none of them grave in character; but, with improved
sanitation, these difficulties have subsided. In the erection of new buildings,
old drains have to be disturbed, and these become a fertile source of
mischief. I think that, taking the Infirmary and Orphanage generally, we
may invite comparison in regard to all the essential conditions of good
health.


“A frequent source of sickness in other establishments has had my earnest
attention, and that is the milk supply; the more so from the fact that milk
enters largely into my medical treatment, to the exclusion of wine or beer. I
have for years made it a point in this and in a kindred institution to
dispense almost entirely with stimulants, with the certain result of improved
health, and the non-creation of a taste for one of the greatest curses of the
nation.


“One has considerable difficulty in the rejection of undesirable cases, in the
face of entreaties from friends, but as a rule none but healthy cases are
received. The appearance of the children will, I think, bear out this remark.
Ringworm, abscess, eruptions, chilblains are, like the poor, ‘always with
us’; but the former is unavoidable where cases are admitted otherwise than
at stated times in the year. It is a fact that a child is admitted sound, and
after three months with good diet and hygiene, troubles will come on. The
bath has proved a great boon, and is much appreciated. I have to
acknowledge with grateful thanks the eminent value of our consulting staff,
who are one and all ready to afford me every assistance, and to thank you,
Mr. President and Gentlemen, for your uniform help in all matters relating
to the welfare of the Orphanage. I am, Mr. President, your obedient
servant,


“WILLIAM SOPER, M.R.C.S.E., L.S.A.,


“307, CLAPHAM ROAD.”


We offer our profound thanks to the Most High, that we have not been
vexed with any epidemic, nor visited with sore disease. No one can tell the
trouble and anxiety that are brought upon a large institution by a
widespread visitation of sickness; parents with large families can, however,
form some idea of what it must be. Our best thanks are due to our Medical
Officer, Dr. Soper, and also to those honorable gentlemen who have for so
many years voluntarily discharged, without fee or reward, the offices of







228


Hon. Consulting Physician, Hon. Consulting Surgeon, Hon. Consulting
Ophthalmic Surgeon, and Hon. Dentist. The last gentleman has a curious
record of an immense number of teeth stopped or extracted, which shows
that his office is no sinecure. As the work is all for love, and nothing for
reward, we trust that these gentlemen will receive a special blessing from
the great Father of the fatherless.


In order to the more efficient management of the Girls’ Department, the
Trustees have thought it wise to call in the assistance of a Ladies’
Committee, by whose kindly observation and advice they hope to be better
able to arrange for the comfort of that side of the establishment. A number
of ladies, mostly the wives of the Trustees, very cheerfully accepted the
duty, and we look for happy results therefrom.


A dear personal friend of the President has presented to the Orphanage a
set of massive iron gates. We needed them, but did not like to go to the
expense of buying them. A hint to this generous soul was sufficient to
procure them.


Mr. Ross, of the Horse Shoe Iron Wharf, Old Kent Road, greatly delighted
the children by inviting them to a strawberry feast last summer. The
President took the chair, and a singular spectacle greeted his eye. Never
did children’s eyes behold a more sumptuous feast, and never was a host
more delighted with his guests than was Mr. Ross. He speaks of doing the
same thing on a grander scale at the Orphanage itself, where there will be
ampler space than upon his wharf. Mr. Ross frequently makes us presents,
and we are deeply grateful to him.


We would here give a hint to our friends that gifts of goods and clothing,
such as they trade in, would be very acceptable. Sometimes a person can
spare material who could not give actual cash. Food, clothing, toys, fuel,
furniture, books, and all other useful articles can be used on the premises,
and fancy goods can be sold at the annual sale. All is grist which comes to
this mill. Our motto is: “All contributions thankfully received.”


The finances of an Institution which does not cultivate annual subscribers,
but depends upon the spontaneous gifts of gracious men and women, may
be thought to be very uncertain. There seems to be something most
substantial about a long list of donors, who may be waited upon by a
collector at certain times, and who may be expected to subscribe regularly;
yet we observe that several such institutions have been advertising their
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distresses, and pleading most piteously for help. We have neither
advertised, nor needed to do so. God’s providence is our inheritance, and it
is the surest income under heaven. On looking over the, Balance-sheet we
are a little inclined to remark that the contributions to the general fund for
the maintenance of both boys and girls might, with great advantage, be
increased. Bequests — at least, in part — should be laid by, and not spent
all at once. The intention of friends who leave us legacies frequently is that
thereby they may supply the lack occasioned by their decease; they have
been accustomed to help us, and they wish to leave us a sum which will
bring in the same amount. Now, if this is all expended in one year, their
design is not fulfilled. In managing the Lord’s money there should be as
much prudence as if there were no faith. We feel bound, therefore, to ask
attention from our friends to the matter of giving to the orphans while they
live. However, even on this point we are not pressing. Let those who give,
give liberally, freely, heartily, spontaneously. If they do not give in that
way, we certainly shall not go round, after the manner of a tax-gatherer,
and extort from them an unwilling toll. It has been said that fish were never
offered upon the altar of Jehovah, because they could not come there alive.
We desire gifts for the Lord that come to him on their own feet, not such
as are borne there without the exercise of a will graciously made free.


Our Educational arrangements are the same as in former years, the object
being to impart a sound useful and religious education. For the girls we
provide a plain education, and we hope to fit them for house duties, so that
they may be prepared for their future lives. Their special vocation must in a
large measure be left to their mothers, but our view is to fit them for
domestic service in good families.


Family worship is conducted twice daily; the Word of God is read and
expounded, hymns are sung, and prayer is offered, and the children repeat
a text selected for the day. A service is conducted for the elder boys every
Wednesday evening, by Mr. W. J. Evans, when addresses are given by
ministers and other friends.


On the Lord’s-day morning the elder children attend public service, and a
suitable service is conducted for the rest at the Orphanage by Messrs.
Bartlett and Daniels. A Sunday-school is held in the afternoon,
superintended by Mr. W. J. Evans, when a staff of volunteer teachers
instruct the children in the Scriptures. Mr. C. Carpenter presides over the
Evening Service. Most of these good friends, who labor with commendable
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zeal to win the children to Christ, have been connected with the Institution
from its commencement. By these arrangements the masters and matrons,
who are with the children all the week:, find a welcome relief, while the
influence of earnest helpers from without is of the most salutary kind.
Children who give evidence of a change of heart are formed into a “Young
Christians’ Band.”


The admirable custom of making shirts for the boys has been con-tinned by
the young ladies of an educational establishment, who have for many years
helped us in ‘this manner, For this we return our best thanks. As this
establishment is about to be closed, we wish that some other seminary or
college would aspire to the vacant position.


Who will volunteer? These efforts have been supplemented by several
Working Associations, Bible-classes, and individual ladies, both in town
and country, but the supply is not yet sufficient, and we cordially invite the
help of others, to whom we shall be glad to send samples and patterns.


Several Working Meetings have espoused the cause of the girls, and are
making garments for their use. This year we have received from the
Reading Young Ladies’ Working Party alone no less than 231 garments for
the children, 42 sheets, and seven pillow-cases. Thanks to the ladies of
Reading! Thanks many and hearty! How grateful we should be if others
would copy their example and keep the girls’ wardrobes replenished! Any
garments suitable for girls between the ages of six and fifteen would be
joyfully received.


From the Orphanage Acre at Waterbeach, under the skillful farming of Mr.
Toller, we continue to receive a welcome supply of flour and potatoes.
other friends have sent us a portion of their potato crops, and several
millers have occasionally forwarded sacks of flour. Puddings and potatoes
form important articles of diet, and we shall be glad if farmers will
remember our orphans in “Seed time and harvest.” Such an offering of
first-fruits will sanctify the whole crop. A good friend at Reading has
dedicated a pear-tree to the Orphanage, and sends either the fruit or the
money realized by its sale.


It would be impossible to enumerate all the presents sent by generous
friends, but they are acknowledged every month in The Sword and the
Trowel. We repeat our thanks to one and all. We are sorry when friends do
not receive a prompt acknowledgment of their gifts, but in almost all







231


instances where this has occurred, the donor has failed to send name and
address with the parcel. Please therefore do us the following kindness: —
Write in your plainest hand and put your name in the parcel, and then send
a post-card or note to say that such a parcel is on the road, and contains
such and such articles.


Friends can help us by becoming collectors. The President has a choice
band of loving ones, who correspond with him personally, and send in
substantial assistance. There are vacancies in this royal regiment, and early
applications will be welcomed. Another fruitful method of aiding the
Orphanage is the getting up of meetings, to which a choir of Orphan boys
can be sent. The head master, with a company of lads, first-rate singers and
reciters, has gone to town after town, and made the Orphanage known in a
first-rate way. Friends have seen the boys, heard their harmonious voices,
entertained them at their houses, subscribed to their expenses, and thus
have become interested in them and in the Institution which shelters them.
The entertainment given by the boys is of a first-rate order, and is
calculated to do moral and spiritual good. We have a team of bell-ringers,
who add to the attraction of the singing, and help to charm the ears of the
audience. In many towns a visit has been accepted as a great treat, and we
have received most enthusiastic letters from those who carried out the
arrangements; to all of whom we send warmest thanks. The amount
realized during the year by this means, after paying all expenses, is £453
19s. 1d., but incidentally much more has been brought in. A friend who
could work three or four adjacent towns for us would do us the utmost
service. Mr. Charlesworth will be happy to supply all particulars. Ministers
could thus assist the orphans without in the least degree injuring any home
funds; indeed, the people might, by being stirred up to generosity in one
direction, become all the more liberal in other matters.


‘With songs of gratitude we mention that EIGHT HUNDRED AND THIRTY-
SEVEN FATHERLESS CHILDREN have up to this date been admitted to the
benefits of the Institution. What an amount of substantial benefit this
represents! As we seldom take more than one of a family, we have thus
aided nearly as many widows, and how many other fatherless children have
thus indirectly been benefited the reader will be able to estimate.


Of the 48 boys who left, 43 were sent to situations; 4 returned to friends to
be placed in situations; and 1 was dismissed on the remarriage of his
mother. Most of our old boys are doing well; some are rising in the world,







232


and we hope that in the future those who have prospered will substantially
help their alma mater, and keep her well supplied.


We have no old girls yet. Will the term ever be proper? But as the girls
grow up we hope our friends will take them, and treat them well, either as
nursery-governesses or as domestic servants.


Total number received — 837.


Left — 472.


In residence — 365.


The first of the two following tables shows that the children come to us
mainly from London; and this is very natural, for there the masses are
found, and as they are at our doors they are most easily visited; but the
second list proves that from numbers of provincial towns the destitute are
sent to us. As the area of givers widens, so will that of receivers. When a
number of subscribers in a town recommend a case, or when one generous
donor does so, the Trustees always give due weight to the desire of their
helpers, and, as far as may be consistent, admit their candidates.


With regard to the 79 admissions during the year, the following facts attest
the impartiality of the Committee of Selection, and indicate the wide area
over which the benevolent operations of the Institution are distributed: 43
children were received from 29 parishes in London, and 35 from 31 towns
in 14 counties. Of the 31 towns 20 are represented for the first time in the
history of the Institution.


The Institution being open to ALL CLASSES of the community, the
following table shows the wide range of its operations as to the parentage
of the children: —


Of the 79 received during the past year, 37 were children of parents
belonging to classes who live by manual labor; 16 were the children of
clerks, 21 of tradesmen and shopkeepers, and 5 were the children of
professional gentlemen.


No preference is shown to the children of any one denomination, the
Institution being non-sectarian in its objects. The supreme desire of the
Managers is to train the children for Christ, to instruct them in the truths of
our common Christianity, and to see them renewed in spirit by the Holy
Ghost. Of the 79 received during the year, the following sections of the
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Christian Church were represented, as under: — Church of England, 39;
Baptists, 20; Wesleyans, 6; Congregational, 5; Presbyterian, 2; not
specified, 7.


The following table of the religious professions of the parents illustrates the
catholicity of the Institution: —


All sections of the Church and of the community are thus laid under
obligation, and we gladly add that members of every communion
contribute to the funds of the Institution. It would be a calamity to be
deplored were theological differences allowed to mar so beneficent a work
as that of assisting the widow and the fatherless. We minister not to
ourselves, but to the poor and needy. The Lord accept our work of faith
and labor of love.


‘Will not our friends like to read a small selection of notes from our
Visitors’ Book?


The RT. Hon. The Earl, Or Shaftesbury, K.G., writes: — “not only
pleased, but delighted, and grateful to Almighty God.”


R. GLADDING, Esq., and the Clerk to the Guardians, Whitechapel Union,
came as a Deputation, and said: — “These buildings seem to us to ‘be
wisely designed, as it respects both economy and efficiency. We cannot but
express our pleasure and satisfaction with what we have seen of the present
condition and excellent management thereof.:”


S. O. HABERSHON, ESQ., M.D., of London, writes: — “Exceedingly
pleased with all that I have seen. May God’s blessing rest upon Mr.
Spurgeon and his good work.”


We pray that our loving helpers may long be spared to share in our service
of love; but as our heartiest wishes cannot preserve them from death, we
trust they will not forget the orphans when they are distributing their
estates. As it is most important to comply with legal conditions, in order to
secure the validity of a legacy, we append the necessary form. Persons
deviating from such form are likely to frustrate their own intentions, and no
sane man would wish to do that. It cannot be too clearly understood that
bequests of land or houses for charitable purposes are null and void. By
forgetting this fact, friends have put the President to serious trouble. Those
are wisest who are their own executors, and distribute their money in their
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own life-time; but; if this cannot be accomplished, friends should at least;
make their wills, and see that they are legally drawn up and executed.


FORM OF BEQUEST.


I Give and Bequeath the sum of _____pounds sterling, to be paid out of
that part of my personal estate which may by law be given with effect for
charitable purposes, to be paid to the Treasurer for the time being of the
Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham Road, Surrey, and Ms receipt shall be a
sufficient discharge for the said legacy;


and this legacy, when received by such Treasurer, to be applied for the
general purposes of the Orphanage.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST, 1883.


HOW TO ATTRACT A CONGREGATION


AN ADDRESS BY MR. SPURGEON TO HIS STUDENTS. NOW
PUBLISHED ON BEHALF OF THE TIMES.


NEWSPAPERS are not always edited by Solomons, or if they are, the father
is frequently out of the way, and his son Rehoboam manages the business.
Silly seasons occur with journals as well as with other terrestrial concerns.
Among the absurd articles which have appeared lately, I noticed one which
gravely asserted that in our colleges young ministers are taught everything
but their main business: that main business being the art of attracting a
congregation. Is not that a remarkably wise remark? Surely, a Daniel has at
last come to judgment. Not taught how to attract a congregation. What a
grievous omission! Surely a subscription should be commenced, and a chair
founded for this neglected department of practical theology. Who shall
occupy the aforesaid chair? Let us hope it will be a good arm-chair, well
made, and daintily stuffed for the benefit of the professor who is to sit in it:
but what will he do in return for his endowment? What text-book will he
use? Into what divisions will he apportion his scientific observations? I am
lost in conjecture. Assuredly, I am not a candidate for the proposed office.
It might not be easy to nominate a professor unless we proposed to confer
the office upon the genius who first started the idea. In the absence of a
seconder, our proposal falls to the ground, and the dignity is open to
competition.


What little I have to say will run in the unscientific direction. It is important
that people should be attracted to hear the gospel, but each man must go
his own way to work about it. His taste, moral and spiritual; his sense of
the decent and becoming; and his own personal position and character,
must suggest to his zeal how far it should go, and in what ways it should
work. There are things legitimate and things questionable, and herein we
must be a law unto ourselves. To lay’ down arbitrary rules and give
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uniform directions would be ridiculous; and even to make the attracting of
crowds an object, would be a ‘wretched business unworthy of a Christian
minister. One thing, however, I may assert on my own behalf in dealing
with this business: I cannot be suspected of over-delicacy or narrowness as
to methods of winning the popular ear. Honestly, I am prepared to go a
long way myself, and to let others go a great deal further. I am so anxious
that men should hear the gospel and be saved that I would rather commend
than censure the originalities and eccentricities of sincere soul-winners. Mr.
Whitefield once said of his own times, “We must be disorderly or useless.”
In that case, I for one should have no hesitation as to which to choose.
Rampant disorder is preferable to decorous perdition. I should be false to
my own life and to my most cherished convictions if this were not true of
me. I think if I cry out against any form of procedure there must really be a
cause. So far as I know my own heart, I am prepared to rejoice in the
success of any man living who sincerely serves the cause of Christ, and I
am ready to put up with a world of things which I could not myself
endorse; and yet at this time I must speak, even if I be charged with
bitterness. Evils past bearing are multiplying upon us.


If you want to know how to distract a congregation, you have only to go
to the great drum-thumping establishments, and hear for yourself how
noise can be glorified. Outside of those emporiums instruments of brass are
in full blast, with their still small voices proclaiming peace on earth, good
will toward men. To put it more plainly, the age of the tin-kettle and the
banjo has arrived, and with these weapons of our warfare the strong-holds
of evil are to be thrown down. In certain districts the Sabbath is made
hideous, the streets are rendered dangerous, and quiet is banished, in the
name of the Lord Jesus, and with the view of attracting the masses to Him.
The design is admirable, the method intolerable. Among our natural rights
and liberties there is one which is in some danger in these turbulent days,
and that is the right of occasionally being free from the banging of drums
and the blaring of trumpets in the open streets. A contemporary has been
asked: “Can a man belong to a brass band and be a Christian?” It replies,
“We see no impediment in the way; but if he is a member of a brass band,
and is given to practicing on his cornet or trombone at home, it is an
impossibility for the man next door to be a Christian.” This verdict is one in
which I heartily coincide, only I extend it a little further, and include the
equal difficulty of displaying a Christian temper when Salvation Bands go
banging through the streets day after day. A tremendous noise is one way
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of attracting a congregation; but whether or not it is one which Jesus and
his apostles would have followed, I leave to be decided by those best able
to judge. The other day we read in an official report, “Brass band better
than ever: thirteen blowing salvation through their instruments.” If this be
so, let them blow till all is blue: it is not for us to rail at sounding brass if it
has indeed become a channel of salvation. Blow by all means. If any of you
judge that this is your high calling, pursue it ardently; and if outraged
humanity should pelt you with mud and rotten eggs, do not reckon that a
strange thing has happened unto you. If you should also create about twice
as much blasphemy as religious feeling, do not be surprised: if your course
of action should bring ridicule on all religion, and educate the mob in the
art of rioting, which they may use by-and-by with unexpected results, do
not marvel. If you conceive this to be your line of usefulness, listen to no
advice; reckon all who differ from you as your enemies; become martyrs;
and go forward like good soldiers, so long as leather and brass hold out.
Only be prepared for contingencies. Suppose the big drum and the
tambourine should cease to charm, what next? What else is to be done?
Will you stand on our head? Hornpipes have been tried; will you try the
tight-rope? cannot suggest to you a novelty — since we have already heard
of Brummagem Bruisers, devil-dodgers, converted clog-dancers, etc. No, I
cannot continue the list, for it must include several profane titles if it
become at all complete; and, above all, and worst of all, it must needs
contain those blasphemous insults to the eternal and incommunicable name
which arise out of the desecration of the word “hallelujah.” It only occurs
to me to suggest the question — Might it not be possible to be a little less
vulgar, and so to create variety without ,extreme exertion? It might be a
novelty to some people to conduct a meeting in which there should be no
slang; — let it be attempted.


A second-class order of attraction has been tried by certain brethren in the
way of advertising; but I think the Professor of Attractive Science will
hardly commend it to you. Against causing services to be publicly known
in a reputable manner no sane person can raise an objection, but we do
object to employing the language of puffery. The method would seem to
have originated with flash drapers and others, whose goods are made to
sell. It consists in little puffs instead of big blasts. Odd ways of making
yourself known are supposed to be effectual. One advertises on small tissue
bills,” Do you like sugar? Then hear Rev. T. Offey!” Another thus
emblazons himself, “Have you heard Richard Tones?” repeated ten times
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in separate lines, and followed next week by the advice, “Go early if you
wish to hear Richard Tones.” This can be supported by, “Over the garden
wall! There is no need to attempt this feat in order to hear Richard Tones,
if you are at the chapel by six o’clock.” This style of proceeding has its
admirers, but it does not add much to the influence exercised by Mr. Tones
over judicious minds. He will probably be left in the limbo of quacks by
those who give so much as a passing thought to him. Surely this is not our
Lord’s way of going to work: his condescension stooped to the lowest
deed of self-denying love, and yet there was always a majestic propriety
about him. Cheap-jack advertising is altogether out of harmony with the
grand truths and the glorious spirit of the gospel. I am not censuring
legitimate publication, but the little dodges of it. Abjure them.


The Ritualistic clergy, with far greater taste, have gone in for pretty things,
and have drawn crowds together by a combination of costume, flowers,
paint, perfumery, and music. To say the least, this is a more ancient and
reputable method than those which we have already mentioned. In some
quarters, its attractions have lasted for a considerable period — after a
fashion; but as a special draw it is by no means a general success. When the
people have seen the pretty things a few times they grow weary of the
show. Look at Catholic countries, where the business is done to perfection,
and you will see a few women charmed with the gaudy altars, but in the
great towns the overwhelming proportion of the men are alienated from the
very semblance of religion. A silly desire to imitate these fineries may arise
among our weaker brethren, but it may as well be dismissed. I could give
many valid reasons, but one may well suffice: — we are not able to do the
business properly, even if it were a fit thing to be attempted. Our
Dissenting gothic is an utter abomination to all architectural taste, our
organs are usually of the baser sort, and if a fine service is attempted, it is a
ridiculous travesty. Why will men pine to do that which they can never do
well? And the more especially when, if they succeeded to perfection, the
thing would not be worth a bad halfpenny. With the noblest architecture,
the best music, and the most gorgeous scenic apparatus, the people are not
to be drawn to the worship of God: the question is — if they were drawn,
would the performance be the worship of God after all? Would it not be as
well for them to see millinery, and hear music, and smell incense in the
usual depots for such luxuries? We think it would be far better; for then
there would not be such a mix-up of things secular and sacred, and such a
mistaking of sensuous emotion for spiritual worship.
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.An American friend has admirably sketched the method too often followed
in the United States, with their quartets of operatic performers. I sincerely
wish that we had nothing in Great Britain to correspond therewith: we
have the beginnings and may soon have the full-blown mischief.
Congregational singing is snuffed out to make room for musical display:
the church silences the saints to listen to the players? How a professional
performance of this kind can attract a congregation I know not, but I
suppose it does, or our friends would not go in for it. The writer we allude
to says: —


“Not long ago we went to church in the city of — well, no matter where.
There had recently occurred in our personal experience some things to
gladden us, and others to give us anxiety, an-d we felt unusually disposed
to seek the relief of prayer and praise in public worship. We hoped that the
minister would be able to express our desires better than we could; and
that we might be able to join in some hymn of thanksgiving set to a familiar
tune — our repertoire is not large. We had been sitting in the richly-
upholstered pew, and. staring at the painted windows but a ‘few moments,
when. the. organ suddenly hushed, and in a distant corner of the church
four fashionably-dressed ladies and gentlemen arose and sang; and this is
what they sang:


‘God is a Spirit — God is a Spirit, and they that worship him — and they
that worship him — and they that worship him, must worship him in spirit
and in truth. God is a — God is a Spirit, and they that worship him — God
is a Spirit — must worship him — they must — must worship — worship
in spirit and n truth. For the Father seeketh-such — [tenor] for the Father
[all, loud] seeketh such — seeketh such — seeketh such to worship him.
[Very softly] God is a Spirit — [waxing louder] God is a Spirit, and they
— that worship him — they — and they — they that worship him — must
worship him — must worship him — and [loud, yellendo] they that
worship him — and they — must — that worship him — [tenor, softly]
must [contralto] worship [all] him in spirit and in truth, [All but tenor] For
[All] the Father seeketh such — [bass] seeketh such [all, softly] to worship
him — to worship him [sort of dying away] in spirit and in truth.”


“As the concluding cadences softly died away among the vacant pews, like
the ‘ still small voice’ among the cliffs of Sinai, we could not help
wondering whether those much-tortured words had any meaning; and if
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so, whether that meaning had any application to the performance just
ended. What is ‘ worship in spirit and in truth?”


Those of us who are of the conservative order are not carried off our feet
by the amazing success of any sensuous methods of attraction which we
have seen in operation up to this present. To us they appear to have been
complete failures. Like thorns under a pot they have crackled loudly for the
moment, and have blazed most furiously, but they have soon ended in
dismal smoke and ultimate potash. We are still surrounded by those who
cry, “Lo, here!” and “Lo, there!”; and certain of the feebler sort are sure
that we do very wrong because we do not lose our heads, and dance to
every new tune; but we are not at all disturbed; for we have now seen so
many wonderful devices blaze out and explode, that it will take a good deal
in the way of fireworks to astonish us. A former age was for a while
astounded by Dr. Katterfelto and his black cats, but the amazement fell off,
and soon the populace saw —


“Dr. Katterfelto with his hair on end
At his own wonders, wondering for his bread!”


Poverty is the ultimate issue in most cases: the bladder is blown till it
bursts, the cord is strained till it snaps. Places of worship are advertised till
they are abhorred; and sensations are multiplied till the people grow sick of
the whole concern.


Yet we cannot endure to see empty pews, and we cannot hope to do good
by our preaching to those who will not listen to us. Are there no other
modes of gathering the people to our places of worship? Must we either
become voices in the wilderness, or else learn the arts of the showman and
the advertiser? We have hitherto gloried in the cross, and conceived that
the gospel alone would win the day: are we now to change our tactics, and
go down to Egypt for help? I think not.


I believe that the best, surest, and most permanent way to fill a place of
worship is to preach the gospel, and to preach it in a natural, simple
interesting, earnest way. The gospel itself has a singularly fascinating
power about it, and unless impeded by an unworthy delivery, or by some
other great evil, it will win its own way. It certainly did so at the first, and
what is to hinder it now? Like the angels, it flew upon its own wings; like
the dew, it tarried not for man, neither waited for the sons of men. The
Lord gave the word; great was the company of them that published it; their
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line went forth throughout all the world, and the nations heard the glad
tidings from heaven. The gospel has a secret charm about it which secures
a hearing: it casts its good spell over human ears, and they must hearken. It
is God’s own word to men; it is precisely what human necessities require;
it commends itself to man’s conscience, and, sent home by the Holy Spirit,
it wakes an echo in every heart. In every age the faithful preaching of the
good news has brought forth hosts of men to hear it, made willing in the
day of God’s power. I shall need a vast amount of evidence before I shall
come to the conclusion that its old power is gone. My own experience
does not drive me to such a belief, but leads me in the opposite direction.
Thirty years of crowded houses leave me confident of the attractions of
divine truth: I see nothing as yet to make me doubt its sufficiency for its
own propagation. Shorn of its graciousness, robbed of its certainty, spoiled
of its peculiarities, the sacred word may become unattractive; but decked in
the glories of free and sovereign grace, wearing the crown-royal of the
covenant, and the purple of atonement, the gospel, like a queen, is still
glorious for beauty, supreme over hearts and minds. Published in all its
fullness, with a clear statement of its efficacy and immutability, it is still the
most acceptable news that ever reached the ears of mortals. You shall not
in my most despondent moments convince me that our Lord was mistaken
when he said, “I, if I be lifted up, will draw all men unto me.”


This being settled, be careful of the manner of your proclaiming the gospel.
Do declare it in a natural style. Why should a truthful gospel be so
frequently preached in a false and artificial manner? I know a brother who
undoubtedly preaches the gospel, but one would suppose that he was
originally ordained to wear a black cap and pronounce sentence on the
condemned: do you wonder that he is not followed? Another bawls at the
beginning of his sermon, and raves towards the close, and the friends
complain that he gives them the headache: can you not see that he is
himself to blame for his thin congregation? A third has a pronounced nasal
twang, and somehow people do not enjoy the good news when it savors
too much of the nose. Another friend is earnest and good, but he is
supernaturally monotonous. I suppose that spiritual men take no notice of
monotony, but! am sure that carnal men do; and they carefully get out of
the way of Mr. Dronish. Certain preachers were far afield when the
melodious voices were being distributed; yet even these would do better if
they used their own natural speech, and did not affect a holy tone. I have
noticed that if a bad-voiced brother talks to his friends he does not do it in
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the same tone as that in which he preaches or prays, and I am sure that it
will be wise in that brother to keep to the tone of his usual conversation.
People will bear that, for they see it to be natural; but they will make no
excuse for assumed voices, whines, and drawls. Some brethren might
improve their voices by learning to sing; and in any case, they ought to do
their best to speak well. I do not urge this as a mode of attracting people,
but as the removal of a hindrance which in many cases acts most seriously
against collecting a congregation. I believe that the great means of
gathering and holding a people is to say something worth their hearing:
sensible persons will be much more affected by truth than tone, and I fancy
that tone itself will be improved by the fact of having a valuable message to
communicate. At any rate, speak like men and not as mimics, and as much
as in you lies avoid driving people away by unpleasant mannerisms. Then
we must take care that we preach the gospel simply. This seems an easy
thing, but it is harder than it looks. I could tell you of ministers within my
knowledge who could not be understood by anybody except by those
technically educated. It would cost them a supreme effort to translate their
language into market-English. How can they expect ordinary people to
listen to them? They have a predilection for long sentences, scholarly
phrases, hard words, and even new words. Do not, brethren, if you can
help it, be obscure; and do recollect that what is plain as a pikestaff to us in
the classroom may be dim and unintelligible to nine-tenths of our hearers.
The language of studious, bookish people is far out of the reach of laborers
and artisans, and I feel convinced that many of the terms which we
commonly use in our theological discussions are no more understood by
the multitude than their equivalents in Latin. Crumble down the bread
when you serve it out to the children. Break the loaves and fishes for the
multitude. The common people like to hear that which their minds can
grasp, but they shun the jargon of the schools.


Labor also to preach the gospel interestingly; and therefore illustrate it
abundantly. Do not mind wise men objecting that you tell anecdotes; there
is no sin in that habit. Put in plenty of good similes, metaphors, and
illustrations, and if the learned few find fault with you for doing it, remind
them of him of whom it is said, “Without a parable spake he not unto
them.” Your Lord and Master constantly said, “the kingdom of heaven is
like” this, and like that; and herein he is your example as teachers of the
multitude. It should be a joy to your hearers to listen to a sermon from
you: a pleasure, and by no means an ordeal. In some cases it is by no
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means a delight, but an infliction, to hear a sermon. The three reasons
which a good woman presented for objecting to a preacher were striking
ones. She said that, in the first place, he read his sermon; in the second, he
did not read it well; and, in the third place, it was not worth reading. Did
you ever notice a secondary definition of a Preacher which is given by
Walker? — it runs thus: “One who is apt to harangue tediously in
discourse.” Never come under the lash of that definition. Gain the
attention, fix it, rivet it, fascinate it. Center your whole mind upon the
mastering of other minds with your subject. Do at least attempt the
penning of all the flock within the hurdles of your sermon. Feed the sheep:
feed the lambs. Make yourself understood by children; for if you are an
interesting preacher to children you are an interesting preacher to
everybody. I am certain that the man whom children delight to hear will not
fail with grown-up people. Say, as a certain grand old preacher used to do,
“Here is a little bit for the children.” Their parents will recollect that bit
better than anything else, and the probability is that they will profit most by
it. Do avoid dullness. A living gospel must not be preached in a dead
fashion. With a theme so vital, with a Bible so boundless, with a wealth of
illustration all around us, with daily experience so varied, we ought to be as
fresh in our discoursings as the trees by the river of life which yield their
fruit every month. Oh, for grace to keep our own heart lively, and then our
preaching will sparkle and glow!


Sometimes the sermon is dull because the preacher has not done his best to
gather things new and old, and at other times because he has not waited
upon the Lord in prayer, and so has not drawn upon the fresh springs
which are found only in the eternal hills. Work hard at your sermons, that it
may be easy to preach them; fill them with good matter, that it may be
pleasant to hear them; and pray the Holy Spirit to anoint them with fresh
oil, for so they will never be barren or unprofitable.


After all, if you put all these things together, I believe that the quality
which fills the house is real earnestness. nothing attracts all eyes like fire.
Flame with zeal and you will soon be known. Whether he uses copious
illustration or not, if a man is in downright earnest he will win attention,
and secure an audience. Do you wonder if some chapels are almost empty?
Would you go yourselves to hear certain trifling individuals whom I will
not mention? Would it answer any man’s purpose to go far to hear men
who do not themselves feel sure that what they preach is true? Would
some of you go far to hear yourselves preach? Give an honest answer in
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the quiet of your own thoughts. I dare say, my brother, you have as good
an opinion of yourself as other people have of you, and if it would not be
worth your while to go to hear yourself preach, perhaps it is not worth the
people’s while to do so. If so, make yourself more worthy of an audience
and an audience will come. Exhibitions of utter dullness are so frequent in
the pulpit that it is no wonder that men do not succeed. I could relate cases
of ministerial folly which I should have regarded as incredible if they had
only been reported to me; but they have come under my own notice. It is a
miracle that the people put up with such sheer stupidity as I have observed
here and there. It would appear that some have taken leave of their
common sense. A brother well known to me had recently before him a
small congregation of poor working people, and nothing to do but to
instruct them. One would have thought that he could have talked to them
in a warmhearted, brotherly way; but no, he must needs read them a
regular sermon with the orthodox three heads. He did this as coolly as if
they had all been seasoned Christians, inured to prosiness; and of course he
did not see those people again. His sermon might just as well have been in
Sanskrit. What could ail the brother? I fear he is a hopeless dolt. A live
coal from off the altar might have loosed his tongue, and made him burn
his way into those waiting hearts; but I am afraid live coals are not in his
line of things. Downright earnestness, zeal at blood-heat, energy at its
utmost — these are necessary, and, as a rule, there will neither be success
without them nor defeat with them. The gospel, preached in a red-hot
style, will find a way for itself, whatever may oppose it. TRY IT, AND SEE.


BARKING AT THUNDER


THE first time our young dog heard the thunder it startled him. He leaped
up, gazed around in anger, and then began to bark at the disturber of his
peace. When the next crash came he grew furious, and flew round the
room, seeking to tear in pieces the intruder who dared thus to defy him. It
was an odd scene. The yelping of a dog pitted against the artillery of
heaven! Poor foolish creature, to think that his bark could silence the
thunder-clap, or intimidate the tempest! What was he like? His imitators
are not far to seek. Among us at, this particular juncture there are men of
an exceedingly doggish breed who go about howling at their Maker. They
endeavor to bark the Almighty out of existence, to silence the voice of his
gospel, and to let him know that their rest is not to be disturbed by his
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warnings. We need not particularize; the creatures are often heard, and are
very fond of public note, even when it takes an unfriendly form. Let them
alone. They present a pitiful spectacle. We could smile at them if we did
not feel much more compelled to weep. The elements of a tragedy are
wrapt up in this comedy. To-day they defy their Maker, but to-morrow
they may be crushed beneath his righteous indignation. At any rate, the
idea of fearing them must never occur to us; their loudest noise is vocalized
folly; their malice is impotent, their fury is mere fume. “He that sitteth in
the heavens doth laugh: the Lord doth have them in derision.” — C. H. S.


SOUND BUT LAZY


It is good to hold fast to the old truths, and to contend earnestly (but not
savagely) for the faith once delivered to the saints; but it is possible to be
sound in doctrine and sound asleep at the same time. Truth turned into a
pillow for an idle head is a good thing turned to most evil use. If we wish
our form of teaching to exercise power, we must exhibit its practical
influence right diligently. A doctrine that will not work will not live. Some
very orthodox people are very lazy, and laziness is certainly heterodoxy of
the worst type. A good-for nothing Christian is a great sinner. There never
was a period when there was more need for zeal and faithfulness than now.
We have fallen upon bad days for slumber: activity is lord of the hour. Oh,
lovers of truth, bestir yourselves. Work together when you can; but, most
of all, see to it that you are each one faithful to his own conscience.
Thoroughly consecrated and quickened men are needed now that the fight
grows hotter than ever.


THE MIDDLE WALL OF PARTITION


SURELY there remains no region untrodden by the missionary’s foot. With
the exception of untraversed regions in Africa, and one or two of the larger
Asiatic islands, all lands have seen some one ambassador of the Lord Jesus.
We have most of us regarded Thibet and Mongol Tartary as realms of
mystery, but even into those out-of-the-way regions the preacher of Christ
has penetrated. Last month we gave a brief commendatory notice of Mr.
Gilmour’s book, “Among the Mongols,” and we felt that we must return to
it, not for the sake of gratifying, but whetting, the curiosity of our readers.
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It is a journal fall of interest, containing memorials of a former mission
which was crushed out by Russian despotism, and giving information about
a strange, outlandish race, of whom the world seems to know no more to
day than it did five hundred years ago.


One incident remained upon our mind after reading this work, and will
abide there for ever. We cannot tell why this should beyond all the rest
secure a lodging-place, but certainly it has done so, and therefore we
thought we would say a word or two about it to our readers. Mr. Gilmour
crossed the great desert of Gobi with a guide who, it ,turned out, had never
been there before; but he met with no danger or accident, and so the
ignorance of his guide was no great evil after all. Near the close of his
journey, and at night, he lifted up his eyes, and ,lark before him rose a great
black ridge. His wretched guide informed him that it was a mountain; but
on a nearer approach it proved to be


THE GREAT WALL OF CHINA.


Think of coming upon that wonder of the world in the night! What must be
its proportions to allow it to be mistaken for a mountain! On it goes, tower
after tower, over hill and dale, spanning chasms, and topping mountains,
for many hundreds of miles; an ancient bulwark intended to guard a settled
people from wandering tribes intent on plunder. Huge and high it rose
before the traveler’s gaze, a darker shadow thrown upon the shades which
were all about him. He says, “We passed the wall at a gateway, and
followed the road till we found ourselves on a lofty pass, and so
surrounded with yawning precipices that came to the very edge of the
road, and went sheer down into the darkness, that it was dangerous to go
on without light. We lay down, and waited for the dawn.”


This great wall, colossal as it is, was but a petty shift of civilization to
protect itself from savagery. China had been a grander nation could it have
taught the Mongols better things, and won them to the ways of peace.
Exclusion is easy work; comprehension is a far nobler ambition. It is the
genius of true Christianity that it levels walls, removes barriers, and unites
mankind; and yet many professed followers of the Lord Jesus have
evidently fallen back upon the old device of the Chinese, and think more of
keeping sinners off than of winning them for the Lord. It is easier to isolate
than to convert. The Church has tried to wall in herself, and wall out the
vicious, the heterodox, the superstitious, the degraded: this involves less
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labor and requires no faith, if, is therefore preferred by our idle flesh to the
stern task of conquering the graceless for the Savior. How often do we see
this huge black wall! It shuts us out from the Romanists. We complain that
we cannot get at them. Do we wonder? Time was when we walled them
out. The fallen women? Walled out too. The rough, the coarse, the
unclean, the profane are all to a large extent built out by a huge rampart of
society walls. Even more of this work is being done both by Christians and
temperance folk. Certain trades and pursuits of an injurious kind are
denounced so bitterly that, it is evident, good men mean to build them out
with walls, huge as high Olympus. Is this the way of wisdom and of
Christian love? Have we not had sufficient of this? Have we not set the
lepers by themselves long enough? Is it not. time for the Christly touch,
and the “Be thou clean”? May it come to pass that these middle walls of
division shall all become as useless as this Chinese wall, which only remains
as a thing to be wondered at, that it was ever made to make earth groan
beneath the iron weight of such a chain!


C.H.S.


NOTES


The past month has brought us much weakness and pain, and twice of late
we have been kept out of the pulpit. The newspapers, without inquiry,
stated — “ Mr. Spurgeon is again laid aside by an attack of rheumatic
gout.” Of course, they followed one another like a flock of sheep; and it
little mattered whether their track was right or wrong. As it happened, they
were on the wrong trail altogether; but it is of no use correcting their
announcements, for they will be sure-to be out one way or another; and it
is of small consequence to anyone except the sufferer, and those who are
led to forward the wrong remedies. These frequent ailments are incidental
to our work, and we must accept them as a part of the price of our service.
Our esteemed friend, Mr. Guinness Rogers, of Clapham, preached for us at
a few hours’ notice, and we shall ever feel deeply grateful to him for this
most brotherly act. In a letter he goes nearer the cause of our infirmities
than most people have been able to do. He says, “Your great congregation
is an inspiration; but it is also an overwhelming responsibility. I do not
wonder that continuous labor in it tolls on you, and in ways you may not
suspect. I do not envy the man who can preach there without having his
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whole nature strained to the utmost, and that means nervous exhaustion, of
all others the most difficult to contend against. May the Lord spare you
many years to do a work to which not one in ten thousand would be
equal.”


The sermons were not long telegraphed to America, so that our friends
who feared that the Sabbath would be desecrated may feel their minds
relieved. We are not sorry; for the sermons which we saw in the American
papers may have been ours, but they were so battered and disfigured that
we would not have owned them. In the · process of transmission the eggs
were ‘broken. and the very life of them was crushed. We much prefer to
revise and publish for ourselves, and as these forms of publication are
permanent, their usefulness becomes in the long run greater than would
come of a wide scattering of faulty reports.


We have collected some two hundred engravings of scenes connected with
the Reformation. These are framed and glazed, and, on being exhibited at
the Orphanage, more than one thousand visited the gallery in one day. We
now wish to lend the pictures for exhibition: we should prefer to help the
Orphanage, but we shall also be Willing to let them be shown to help any
good work. The pictures require a very large loom, and would cause some
expense in hanging; and this had better be considered by our friends before
applying for them; by charging sixpence for admission a profit would be
made. Our one object is to awaken Protestant feeling by spreading
information as to the brave times in which men witnessed even to the death
for the truth’s sake; therefore we will lend the collection without fee or
reward to those who will preserve it, and restore it, carriage paid, to the
Orphanage.


During the whole of the month of August the Tabernacle will be closed for
cleaning, etc., and we shall meet for worship- each Sunday morning and
evening at Exeter Hall. In the morning we must accommodate our own
seat-holders, but in the evening we purpose to leave all seats open to the
public. The doors will be opened early, and all who come will be admitted
till the hall is full. Our hope is that we shall gather a new contingent for our
army. Oh, that the Lord may induce many outsiders to come and hear the
word, and feel the power of it! The prayers of all saints are desired that this
may be a time of ingathering. Our church has sojourned at Exeter Hall
twice before, and we return to it with the joyful expectation of a season of
grace.
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Our purpose is to carry on our Monday evening prayer-meeting in the
Tabernacle Lecture-hall, and the Thursday sermon at Mr. Newman Hall’s
chapel, which is kindly lent to us. The friends at Westminster chapel also
displayed their generous fraternal feeling by inviting us to their noble
sanctuary. We enjoy these hearty tokens of the love of the brethren.


As some of our friends will be unable to for as far as Exeter Hall, we have
arranged r services morning and evening in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall.
Mr. John Spurgeon, sen., will take the first Sabbath, August 5.


Mr. Spurgeon hopes to preach in Southampton on August 1: and to be
again the guest of Canon Wilberforce.


On Friday evening, June 15, the fifth anniversary of MRS. Allison’s Bible-
Class Was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall. About two hundred and
twenty friends met for tea, and afterwards a large company assembled for
the annual meeting. Mrs. Allison presided, and spoke upon the work of the
class; Mr. Bignell, the colporteur at Orpington, who is partly supported by
the class, delivered an address; and several ladies and gentlemen, by vocal
and instrumental music, helped to make up a pleasant and profitable
evening. From the report of Miss Clarkson, the secretary, we learn that
Mrs. Allison commenced the class with only twelve members, but the
attendance now averages one hundred and thirty to one hundred and forty,
so that the Ladies’ Room, in which the meetings are held, is inconveniently
crowded, while many who would attend if a larger room could be obtained,
are unable to do so. The object of the class is to instruct and strengthen
those who have found the Savior, and to fit them for Christian service, and
also to make known the way of salvation to any unconverted persons who
may be present, and much success has attended both these forms of
usefulness. The members are very liberal in their contributions to the
Lord’s work under our care, for, in addition to £15 or £16 annually raised
for the support of the colporteur, they have recently subscribed £3 to the
Zenana Mission Fund, and presented as with £29 5s. for the Orphanage.


The Adult classes are a great feature in Tabernacle work. Their usefulness
it would be difficult to measure. Each one constitutes a church within itself,
carrying on all the various forms of work which are generally connected
with a distinct church. Pastors who have never organized adult classes have
missed a splendid opportunity. They are good in ten thousand ways, and
should be carefully cultivated by all who wish to see the churches edified.
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On Monday erecting, June 25, the annual meeting of the POOR Ministers’
Clothing Society was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall. Pastor C. H.
Spurgeon presided, and there was an unusually large gathering of the
Society’s friends, who were very delighted to have the presence of their
beloved President, Mrs. Spurgeon. The report contained the following
touching words which she had written: — “From the depths of my heart I
pray ‘God bless the Missionary Working Society,’ especially that branch of
it which cares for poor ministers’ wants, and relieves them of many a
burden concerning temporal things. Our friends will be glad to know that
the Society still goes on its way, scattering blessings broadcast; and many a
wearied, tried servant of Christ has during the past year had cause to sing
for joy because, with both hands full, it has come like an angel to his house.
There is, alas, no improvement in the position of our poor country
brethren; poverty and privation seem rather on the increase than otherwise;
for the general depression in trade and agriculture tells upon their scanty
salaries, and adds bitterly to their heavy burdens. Never were the loving
guts of this Society more needed than at present, never did its Christ-like
efforts more deserve or claim the kind and practical help of all who love
the Master’s servants. We used to think, in times gone by, that the stipends
of our poor pastors were at their lowest ebb; but pitiful as they were, they
did receive them! Now we hear of cases where the money is owing quarter
after quarter, and the poor man is driven to his wits’ end, and to debt, for
the necessaries of life for himself and his children. We know of some
servants of God so destitute that they seldom see meat more than once a
week; and there are many families where, but for the nice and suitable
clothing given by this excellent Society, the children of the minister could
not have appeared in the house of God, their garments were so shabby; and
an utter want of means prevented any renewal of their scanty wardrobe. I
cannot give too much praise to the dear friends connected with this
Working-meeting, whose unceasing efforts have done so much to
ameliorate this terrible state of things. Loving heads, nimble fingers, and
consecrated hearts have been united in this one object — to give tender
sisterly help and earnest practical relief to many overburdened and
struggling ministers, whose sad cases have been brought before them. How
gratefully that help has been received our committee will joyfully tell; how
much more assistance is needed will be a sadder theme; and while we
rejoice greatly in the success which God has given to this sweet womanly
work, we would earnestly ask for it an increased and extended operation. If
our Christian sisters, all over the land, were but to take to heart the deep
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needs of Christ’s ministering servants, and help them with resolute purpose
and love, they would very soon wipe away this sad blot from the page of
our history, and in so doing bring down a rich reward into their own hearts,
and an unexpected blessing on their lives.”


During the year 48 parcels have been sent out, containing 1814 garments,
100 sheets, blankets, etc., 689 yards of dress-material, besides boots,
shoes, bonnets, and hats; the total value of the parcels being about £250.
The balance-sheet closed with a debt of £11 Os. 5d., but this amount was
generously given by Mr. and Mrs. Stiff, so that the Society starts upon the
new year under most favorable auspices. All friends who desire to help this
good work can obtain all particulars of Mrs. Evans, 61, Gurney-street,
New Kent-road. Parcels of new or partly-worn clothing of all kinds, and
material that can be made up into garments for the ministers, or their wives
or children, will be gratefully received by Mrs. Evans, at the Tabernacle.
She asks us to mention that a box has safely arrived from Mrs. Cope, bat
she has been unable to express the committee’s thanks for its welcome
contents, or to return the box, as she does not know the address of the
kind donor. 235 articles of clothing and a large number of toys have been
contributed by friends connected with Shooter’s Hill Baptist Church,
Blackheath. Could not many other churches help in a similar way?


On Tuesday, June 26, the quarterly meeting of the LONDON BAPTIST


ASSOCIATION was held at our son’s chapel, at Greenwich. The morning
meeting was thinly attended at first, but as the time advanced others
arrived, until a very fair company gathered to listen to Mr. Thompson’s
admirable paper on “The Christian Minister a Seer.” As we listened to our
friend we rejoiced that the Pastors’ College could claim him as one of her
sons, and thanked God on his behalf. At the afternoon meeting, after the
business, we were all charmed with Dr. Stanford’s wise, weighty, and witty
words on “Preaching by the Churches.” As the address has Been published,
and can be obtained for one penny, or 5s. per 100, we need only say, “Let
all our ministers and members read it, and circulate it, and put into practice
the suggestions it contains.”


On Monday evening, July 2, we took part in the celebration of the
centenary of the opening of Surrey Chapel by preaching at Christ Church,
Westminster Bridge Road. The subject was “whole-hearted service of
God,” from the text “All that is within me Bless his holy name.” Of this
Rowland Hill was a fine example. He employed every faculty in his life-
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work of soul-winning, and did not repress the outflow of his nature. Hence
the good man was not only solemnly in earnest, but he was also cheerfully
humorous. To his wit he owed a large portion of his popularity, and as it
was pure and innocent, and altogether consecrated, he was not so foolish
as to reckon it common or unclean. In every walk of usefulness Rowland
Hill was to Be found; he intermeddled with all practical reforms, and gave
up all his time, his substance, and his talents to glorifying God by blessing
the sons of men. He was exceedingly unlike Mr. Sherman, his successor,
even as Mr. Sherman differed greatly from Newman Hall. It would have
been absurd for Rowland Hill to have attempted to weep like Sherman, or
for Sherman to have excited a smile after the manner of Mr. Hill. Each man
was great after his own order, and it is a lesson of great value, but it is not
always learned at once, that each man should be himself, and seek to use
every power which God has given him in the great Master’s service.


COLLEGE. — Mr. F. J. Flatt has become pastor of the churches at
Bugbrooke and Heyford; and Mr. H. Martin has settled at York Town,
Surrey;


Mr. D. C. Chapman has removed from Oakengates to Oxford-street,
Grantham; Mr. A. E. Johnson from Hanley to Car-marthen-road, Swansea;
Mr. A. Mills from Dereham to Chester; and Mr. J. Porter, late of Soham,
has gone to Thetford.


Mr. C. Testro, who has been for many years at Lechlade, Gloucestershire,
where he has done a very useful work, is about to sail, with his family, for
Australia. We hope he will soon find a suitable sphere of labor, for he is a
worthy brother.


Mr. J. F. Frewin, who has been for more than ten years pastor of the
church at Dover Tabernacle, is also about to leave for Australia. His people
are sorry to lose him, but he feels called to go to the colonies, and we trust
he will there do as good work as he has done here.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Smith and Fullerion, after a season of rest,
recommence ‘work this month in North East Lancashire, beginning at
Nelson and the district around, then taking Bacup, and afterwards Bury,


Blackburn, Burnley, Preston, etc. November is to be spent with Mr.
Medhurst, at Portsmouth, and possibly December will be required for the
same region. Funds for this work have been rather slack of late, but
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doubtless with such a chairman for the Lancashire Mission as our good
friend, Mr. Altham, of Burnley, this matter will soon be set right.


Mr. G. H. Cart sends a cheering report of Mr. Russell’s services at
Southport, where much blessing was received both by saints and sinners.
Mr. Compton forwards similar tidings concerning Messrs. Mateer and
Parker’s mission at Gosport. These brethren have since been to Merthyr
Tydvil, and other places in Wales, and next month they go to Staffordshire
and Lancashire.


ORPHANAGE. — On Wednesday evening, July 4, Mr. W. Ross, of the
Horse Shoe Iron Wharf, Old Kent-road, gave another Strawberry Tea to
the children, teachers. and staff at the Orphanage, for which, in the name of
all connected with the Institution, we beg most heartily to thank the kind
donor. A large number of friends paid for admission to the feast, and after
tea a collection was made for the Orphanage funds. We are afraid to say
how many strawberries were consumed, but we believe it was more than a
ton. A quantity remained after the mothers had feasted the second day, but
there was no loss, for our boys and girls have great capacity for the
reception of jam of any kind. Housewives may at any time dispose of
surplus jams by forwarding them to the Stockwell Orphanage. Mr. Ross
was presented with an album containing the portraits of the young people
whose lives he has sweetened by his fruit-festival. It is well of him that he
makes the widow and the fatherless to taste of the good things of the field
and the garden.


COLPORTAGE. — Mr. Jones writes: — “I am glad to report that, having
recently visited Nottingham, I arranged for two additional colporteurs to
work there, which will make four in the town and immediate vicinity. One
of them stands in the large market, and disposes of a great quantity of good
books, which are thus scattered far and wide. The anniversary of the
opening of the Mission Chapel at Woodham Walter has just been held. This
place was built and opened practically free of debt, through the exertions
of Mr. Keddie, our Malden colporteur, who preaches there every Sunday,
in addition to his regular colportage work. Thus a congregation has been
gathered in a very scattered population, and, better still, many souls have
been won for Jesus. Very few applications have been made for last year’s
Report, which will be sent free by post.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.-June 21st, twenty-one; June 28th,
fifteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER, 1883.


“WE SHALL GET HOME; WE SHALL GET HOME.”


A PRAYER-MEETING TALK, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


CONVERSING just now with an elder of the church, I remarked that he must
be somewhere about seventy-five, and he replied, “I am eighty-two.”
“That,” I replied, “is a good old age.” “Yes,” said he, “it is”; and then he
cheerfully nodded his head, and added, “We shall get home; WE SHALL


GET HOME!” And so we shall, brothers; so we shall, sisters. In chorus we
will take up our brother’s word, and say, “We shall get home.”


“We shall get home.” There is music in that simple sentence; a soft melody,
as of the evening bell. Early in life its sound may be more stirring and
trumpet-like, nerving our youth to energy, and making us cry “Excelsior”;
but as our years increase, and the sun descends, its note is sweet and
soothing, and we love to listen to it in our quiet moods, for each word has
a silvery tone — “We shall get home; WE SHALL GET HOME.” This is our
great comfort: however long the way, we shall get home. We may live to
be eighty-two, or even ninety-nine; but we shall get home in due time. We
may not doubt that blessed truth, for the Lord has taught us to sing in the
song of Moses, his servant, “Thou shalt bring them in, and plant them in
the mountain of thine inheritance.” The way may be rough, but it is the
king’s highway, and no brigands can drag us off from it: we shall by this
road get home to the Father’s own house above. Some of us are not
nearing threescore years as yet, and perhaps we have many long leagues to
traverse, but we shall get home — glory be to God!


“His love has fixed the happy day
When the last tears will wet our eyes,
And God shall wipe those dews away,


And fill us with divine surprise,
To be at home, and see his face,
And feel his infinite embrace.”
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One reason why I feel sure that we shall get home is this, that we are found
in the road which leads there. This is a great wonder; in fact, a greater
wonder than our getting home will be. When we were far astray, with our
backs to the Father’s house, fond of riotous living, the Lord in his infinite
mercy visited us, made us long to return to him, and set our feet upon the
way of life. This is a miracle of grace, and I am never tired of thinking of it;
and because of all that it includes I feel quite at ease about getting home.
“For if, when we were enemies, we were reconciled to God by the death of
his Son, much more, being reconciled, we shall be saved by his life.” The
love which plucked us out of the fire will assuredly keep us from falling
back into it. God does not begin a work without intending to finish it.


Besides, my brethren, we have already come far on the road, and therefore
we shall get home. Considering our many temptations and trials, and the
evil of our nature, we are bound to praise the Lord with our whole hearts
because we have been preserved unto this day. Our life in the future can
hardly be more full of miracle than the past has been; why should we
suppose that the Lord will stay his hand? Nothing but omnipotent grace
could have brought us thus far, and that grace is quite sufficient to preserve
us through all the rest of the way. We shall get home; for “the Lord hath
been mindful of us: he will bless us.” Even in the hour of death fear shall
not overshadow us. You know how quaintly John Mason puts it —


“I have a God that changeth not:
Why should I be perplext?


My God, that owns me in this world,
Will own me in the next.


“Go fearless then, my soul, with God
Into another room:


Thou who hast walked with him here,
Go, see thy God at home.”


I am persuaded we shall get home because oftentimes we receive messages
from the Father himself, and these love-words assure us that he remembers
us; and if he remembers us he will not let us perish. Moreover, we receive
substantial help from him, and comforts by the way both by day and by
night. If he meant to cast us off at last he would not so often have cheered
our spirits by his gracious visits and love-tokens on the road. As the land-
birds which light upon the rigging of his vessel assure the voyager that he is
nearing the shore, which as yet he sees not, so heavenly blessings without
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number flying to our succor tell us that the glory-land is nigh. We shall
soon cast anchor in the Fair Havens.


We shall get home, for others have done so who were once at our side
traveling the same path. We asked them, as they departed from us, how
they hoped to reach their journey’s end, and they told us that all their hope
rested upon sovereign grace: what less or what more do we rest in? That
grace which has secured to them a safe journey, will secure the like to us;
why should it not? It is true that we do not deserve it, nor did they; it was
to them a matter of grace, as it certainly will be to us. But that grace is true
and constant. All who sail with Jesus shall be saved from the yawning deep.
Yes, even though it should be on boards and broken pieces of the ship, we
shall get safe to land!


We shall get home; for oh, if we do not, what a lament there will be in
heaven! Think of that. If the children do not come home, what mourning
for the lost ones will be heard in the mansions above. Neither God nor
good men could see the divine family broken and yet be happy. Every angel
in heaven would feel a disappointment if one child of God was absent at
the reading of the muster-roll. Did they not once rejoice over each one of
us as a sinner repenting? Their sympathetic mirth was premature in our
cases if we perish by the way. But angels are not doomed to find their
hopes frustrated, neither will the great Father find that he himself was glad
too soon. Heaven would be a desolate place if at its banquets some David’s
seat was empty! We cannot endure to imagine some member of the sacred
family missing, lost forever, cast into hell! It must not be, for in that land of
absolute perfectness there is


“No missing heir, no harp that lies unstrung,
No vacant place those hallowed halls among.”


We shall get home, for the great Father himself will never rest until we do;
and he that bought us with his precious blood will never be satisfied till all
his redeemed shall stand around him girt in their snow-white robes. If we
had been on pilgrimage with our families, and we had reached home
ourselves, and then missed a dear child, what a stir there would be! I
appeal to every father’s heart: would you sleep with a child lost? Would
you not tramp back every step of the road to seek your dear stray lamb?
You would cry everywhere, “Saw ye him whom my soul loveth!” Well can
I imagine our good Shepherd using the same words concerning any one of
us if we did not get home, and asking everywhere, “Saw ye him whom my
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soul loveth?” He would not rest until he had found his chosen, his heart’s
delight. Did he rest the first time till he brought us home on his shoulders
rejoicing? Would he rest a second time till he had folded us in glory? No,
he can never have full joy in his heart until all his ransomed are in the place
where the many mansions be. “We shall get home.”


Brothers, we shall get home, I am sure we shall; and what a joy it will be!
Think of the bliss of seeing our Father, our home, our Savior, and all those
who are dear to us for Jesus’ sake. A venerable sister who saw me very
busy the other day remarked that we shall have plenty of time to talk to
each other in eternity. I do not quite see how there can be time where time
shall be no more; but no doubt there will be space and opportunity for the
fullest communion with each other, and for much fellowship of united
delight in the adorable person of our blessed Lord. I anticipate much
felicity from fellowship with perfect saints above, since I have had so much
pleasure in the society of imperfect saints below. Many have gone home
from us of late, and we are all getting older; but let us not regret the fact,
since the home above is being filled, and a perfect society is being formed
which will last forever.


I remember a remark of my dear friend John Edwards before he left us for
the fatherland above. I said to him one day, “Our brother So-and-so is
gone home,” and he replied, “Where else should he go?” Just so. When
evening draws nigh, home is the fit place for each one of us, and we
instinctively turn to it. We think badly of people who do not care to go
home when their work is done. Some workmen make long hours, and stay
late at work, but nobody envies them on that account: most persons think
the sooner they are home the better. Do not you think so? Do you not long
for the home-going? It is best to have no impatience about it, but to fill up
the whole day with holy service, and then consider going home as the
crown of it all. Even this poor world can be made very home-like if we
have the true child-like spirit. “Where is your home?” said one to a little
girl. The reply was — “My home is where mother is.” Even so our home is
where Jesus is; and if he wills us to tarry out of heaven for awhile, we will
feel at home in the desert in his sweet company.


Here, however, comes in a word of caution; it will be wise to ask ourselves
— Where is our home? Somebody said, “It is well to go home if we have a
good home to go to.” That point is worthy of deep thought. Every creature
goes to its own place: the fox to its hole, the bird to its nest, the lion to its
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den, and man to his home. The righteous will rise to the light that is sown
for them; but as for the ungodly, where will they go? Where must they go?
You may judge of their place by their pleasures. What are their pleasures?
Vanity, sin, self. There are none of these things in heaven, and therefore
those who love them cannot enter there. If they have found their pleasure
in the ways of Satan, there shall they find their endless portion.


We may judge men by their company. Like will to like. What sort of
company do you prefer? The man who sings the drunkard’s song, the man
who pours forth loose talk, is he your companion and friend? Then you
shall be gathered to him, and to such as he, in the assembly of the dead. I
remember a good woman saying to me on her dying bed, “I am sure the
Lord will not cause me to dwell for ever with the ungodly and the profane,
for I have never loved such society. I think he will let me go to my own
company.” Yes, that he will. Those who are your companions here will be
your companions hereafter.


You may also foretell your future abode from your present character, for
your eternal destiny will be the ripe fruit of your character in time. If you
are numbered amongst the ungodly when the Lord comes to judgment you
must have your portion far off from God. The false, the foul, the
prayerless, cannot find a home among the true, the pure, the holy. Oh, you
who are unrenewed, I pray you think over those words of the psalmist —
“If I make my bed in hell.” What a bed! But as you make it you will have
to lie upon it. If you find rest in sin you will make your bed in hell. O my
beloved, do not one of you run the risk of such a doom. We have loved
each other here; let us not be divided. Let us go together along the way of
holiness. Together let us follow Jesus, and then we shall all get home to the
same Father’s house. My joy, my crown, my second heaven shall be to
meet you all there in that sweet, sweet home, where danger shall be ended,
where sorrow shall be banished, and sin excluded. Our Father will receive
us, our elder Brother will joy in us, and the Spirit of God will be glad over
us. The dear ones whom we wept as lost will meet us, and all the rest of
the company redeemed by blood will welcome us. Do not our souls
joyfully anticipate that grandest of all family gatherings? Is it not a jubilee
to our hearts to think of the general assembly and church of the firstborn,
whose names are written in heaven?
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WE SHALL GET HOME;


WE SHALL GET HOME.


A LIVELY NEWSPAPER CALLED ‘THE SWORD
AND THE TROWEL’


The good Bishop of Rochester has described The Sword and Trowel to the
House of Lords as “a lively newspaper.” We are afraid our friend is not so
well acquainted with his Sword and Trowel as we could wish him to be, for
it can hardly be called a newspaper; its shape, form, and monthly period of
issue most distinctly place it among magazines. Still, that is near enough
for recognition; and the adjective appended is so complimentary that we
accept it with pleasure, and consider it rather a feather in our cap. What
good can a magazine or any other publication effect:, if it is not lively? Our
trying state of health often makes us fear that we shall grow dull, and we
accept the Bishop’s kindly criticism as a doctor’s certificate that the
magazine is up to the mark, is, in fact, a “lively paper.” It is all that we can
hope it our readers will add, “and so say all of us.”


The occasion of the Bishop’s criticism is, however, far more important
than the remark itself. It arose out of the matter of church lands, and the
number of public-houses thereon. Many of our readers are already well
acquainted with the incident which connected us therewith, but for the sake
of others we must go over the ground again. In the early part of 1882 we
received for review a book entitled, “Disestablishment from a Church Point
of View.” This book is written by Mr. Gilbert, an attached member of the
Church of England, whom we hold in very high esteem. He is an
indefatigable hunter up or hunter down of abuses of all kinds; unnoticed
wrongs he drags to the light, and so assists in their removal. We would
take Mr. Gilbert’s word without question, whatever he might allege, for we
have full reliance upon his honor. He may be mistaken, but he is incapable
of a willful misstatement, or even of an exaggeration. In this book he deals
with the Temperance question in connection with the Church of England,
and therein makes some declarations which struck us as being nothing less
than terrible. We quoted a passage, and said, “Is it true? We ask without
casting any doubt on Mr. Gilbert’s veracity; but fearing the possibility that
he has been led into error as to the true state of affairs. His book is before
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the world, and challenges reply.” It will be observed, therefore, that The
Sword and Trowel is not the source of a single statement upon the matter
of the Ecclesiastical Commissioners and their public-houses; nor did it,
even go the length of making a quotation, and asserting it to be a matter of
fact. The quotation wits given because we wished to call attention to the
book, and therefore selected a striking extract; as it involved a very serious
matter, it was cautiously guarded with the question, ‘:’ Is it true?” We do
not see how we can review books at all it’ we are required to investigate
the accuracy of every paragraph we quote; life is not long enough for such
labor. Neither do we see how we could call public attention to any
important statement in a more guarded and judicious manner than that
which is conspicuous in this incident. If the case were so, it was time it was
looked into.


Our esteemed friend, Canon Wilberforce, saw the aforesaid passage in The
Sword and Trowel, and straightway, like the bravely honest. man that he is,
he addressed a letter to the late Archbishop of Canterbury upon the
subject. This was precisely the best thing that could have been done, for
there is nothing like appealing to head-quarters when anything is thought
to be wrong. The Archbishop was of opinion that some notice should be
taken of the Canon’s letter. It is clear that a conscience may dwell in a
corporation, for the Ecclesiastical Commissioners thought it worth their
while at once to appoint a Committee to inquire into the allegations. They
could not bear to lie under the imputation that they were the largest owners
of public-house property in the world.


The Sword and Trowel never thought itself of so much consequence as to
stir the minds of these notables, but the fact that they were so stirred
should give the Commissioners a higher place in public estimation.
Evidently they are not men inclined to sit down under a charge of
complicity with the drink traffic. Be it remembered that we never brought
this charge, we simply quoted it, and asked, “Is it true?” We were very
pleased to find from the report of the committee of inquiry that the
mischief was nothing like so great as Mr. Gilbert had supposed. We must
leave him to defend his own statements (and we have a lurking suspicion
that he can defend them), but at the same time, as far as we are concerned,
we rejoice to abandon any share in the charge. We never brought the
charge, and, therefore, cannot retract it, but we rejoice to answer our own
question — “ Is it true?”’ by saying it is only true in a very. small degree.
No doubt there are public-houses on church lauds, and no doubt in years
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gone by this was not regarded as an evil, but a change has passed over the
spirit of the scene. The Commissioners are evidently anxious to abate the
evils engendered by the past as much as they possibly can with due regard
to prudence and faithfulness to their trust. They ought not to be charged
with the offenses of their predecessors. The most earnest abstainer can ask
no more than that they should get rid of inherited mischiefs as soon as they
can. It is almost impossible to buy ground-rents to any extent without a
licensed house being included with them; and so long as the purchaser
intends to give up the license the moment he is able to do so we cannot see
how he can be blamed for holding the property, especially if he does so as a
trustee. It must be exceedingly satisfactory to Canon Wilberforce to
observe the zeal with which gentlemen in office endeavor to clear
themselves from the charge of making money for the church out of the sale
of alcoholic drinks. It is nothing more than they ought to do, but it is
cheering that they do it so zealously. Thus has our “lively newspaper” said
its little say upon an important question, and we are sure the Bishop of
Rochester will believe us when we say that we are glad that the committee
could to so large an extent ,clear the Commission, and we hope that in the
future the Ecclesiastical Trustees will become yet more blameless and
harmless, utterly without rebuke, C. H. S.


NOTES


WE feel bound at this, our earliest opportunity, to record our protest
against the continued imprisonment of the men who endeavored to prevent
the public breach of the Sabbath at Strome Ferry. Whatever their error,
they meant to do right. No one has ever hinted that they had any selfish or
sinister motive: they conceived that God’s law was about to be broken, and
they stepped in to prevent it. It is true they were violating the law of the
land, and going far beyond their province in trying to compel others to be
as regardful of the Sabbath as themselves; but surely for this wonderful
offense they have already suffered enough. The law has told them that even
their religious scruples cannot justify them in riotous behavior; can the law
now teach them anything more? We consider that a longer imprisonment
will answer no good end, but, on the contrary, will arouse indignation
against the law which allows men to be thus punished. We wish we had a
people in England good enough to be capable of this Scotch crime—the
crime of fearing God so much as to use violence for the preservation of the
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day of rest. Little has been said but we can assure our rulers that the minds
of Christian people, both in England and Scotland, would be greatly
relieved if they heard that these mistaken but true-hearted men were at
once set; at liberty.


Great mercy has mingled in my grievous affliction; for my son Charles, of
Greenwich, has been able to preach, in my stead on several occasions, and
the universal feeling is that the Lord has raised up in him an able and
faithful preacher of the gospel. “Instead of the fathers shall be the children.


Yet would I earnestly pray to be myself restored to former rigor. This cruel
rheumatism hung upon me all the time I was in Scotland, and it has kept its
fangs in my flesh over since. It robs the mind of its freshness, and the spirit
of its cheerfulness; yet the Lord liveth, and good must surely arise even out
of this evil. Is it not a joy that when hardest pressed another helper has
been prepared for me by the kind Father of our spirits?


Here we would thank innumerable friends for their prayers and letters of
sympathy. We have been refreshed by them, and there was need of such
refreshment, for the pain has been violent, and many trials have arisen out
of it. Our venerated friend, Dr. Motfat, has fallen asleep; and we were at
once asked to speak at his grave. It was a severe mortification to us to be
obliged to reply, ‘too feeble to leave the house.” Many other matters of a
similar sort have brought us much disappointment and unrest; and all this
makes these bouts of suffering doubly trying. Still, “it is well.”


Our son Thomas, of Auckland, as usual, contributes an interesting paper to
The Sword and the Trowel. Might we say a word about him? He is anxious
to build a large Tabernacle in Auckland, New Zealand, and he has a
considerable sum towards it, But he is pledged not to get into debt. It is
not easy to see how the needed funds are to be forthcoming. His trust is in
the Lord alone, and that is well; but when we come to look around on
second causes it strikes us that one of the assets ought to be a good round
sum from England. We confess we hoped to receive large help, but it has
not come to hand. A few friends sent their gifts to us very promptly, but
they were so few that we have retained the amount until it; grows larger.
The church in Auckland needs a few hundreds from the Lord’s stewards,
and we hope they will not withhold them, for it is’ of the utmost
importance that these young, growing colonies should be provided with the
gospel. If numbers of friends who cannot deal in large figures would
forward small sums they would be most gratefully received, and we are
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sure our son would personally acknowledge the aid thus afforded. We long
to hear that he is preaching in his own Tabernacle to thousands of saved
souls.


Our best thanks are due to the Committee at Exeter Hall for their kind and
courteous reception of us during our month of sojourn there. It is twenty-
eight and a-half years ago since first we used that building for our Sabbath
congregation, and we returned to it with a longing that former mercies
might be renewed. We trust it has been so. Conversions have been met
with at each service, and hearts have been stirred up to seek the Lord with
deeper earnestness. We bespeak for the Young Men’s Christian
Association at Exeter Hall the prayers and help of all the Lord’s people. A
great and useful work is being done in that noble building and its many
chambers.


The cleaning of the Tabernacle is now finished, and. we think all our
friends will agree with us that the amount it has cost has been well spent.
We shall (D.V.) return to the Tabernacle on the second Sunday in this
month (Sept. 9), and we earnestly pray that our health may be sufficiently
restored to enable us to preach regularly for some time to come. Under
ordinary circumstances Sept. 9 would have been the date of our free
service, but this must be omitted for the present quarter, as so many of our
seat-holders and church-members have been unable to worship with us at
Exeter Hall. Collections will be made at the first Sunday services in aid of
the cleaning fund, and we shall be very grateful if the balance of the £1,100
required can be cleared off at once. We never have been in debt, and we do
not intend to begin that system now. Just now, however, we need special
aid for the old house at home. While we are so ill we trust we shall not be
allowed to know a care about this matter. If Tabernacle friends are away at
the sea-side, or in the country, perhaps they will kindly send up their
contributions towards the collection. The Central-house itself must not be
neglected; we ought not to need to ask more than this once for the funds
wherewith to pay for its restoration. Our confidence is that it will be done
before another magazine appears.


Our sincere thanks are due to Mr. Newman Hall and his elders for the use
of their noble edifice during our cleaning. These friends are always true
neighbors. May the Lord richly reward them according to his grace. We
ought to add that Mr. Simon and his friends, at Westminster Chapel,
spontaneously offered their spacious building, and Mr. Mills, and the
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church at Wal-worth-road, did the same with their chapel. These tokens of
brotherly love ought not to be unrecorded. We felt much touched by the
kindness which showed itself all round.


OUR REFORMATION PICTURES. — We have received so many applications
for the loan of our “Gallery of the Reformation” that we have no vacant
dates now until the beginning of next year. We shall probably make some
use of them ourselves during the week of the celebration of the four
hundredth anniversary of the birth of Martin Luther (November 10). It will
save some trouble if only those friends will apply who have a large room in
which the pictures can be properly exhibited; and, as a rule, the exhibition,
ought to last nearly if not quite a week, or the expenses will prevent either
the Orphanage or local funds from being benefited. In the traveling-cases
the pictures weigh nearly a ton and a quarter, so friends can ascertain what
the carriage and other expenses of fixing, advertising, etc., will be, and then
decide whether it will answer their purpose to have them.


On Wednesday evening, July 18, a crowded and enthusiastic gathering was
held in the Tabernacle Lecture Hall, on the occasion of the Public
Examination of our DAY SCHOOLS, under the management of Mr. S.
Johnson. In the unavoidable absence of the Pastor, the chair was taken by
Mr. James Stiff, late of the London School Board: the examiners being
Messrs. John Birkley and Thomas F. Bowers. A very full program was
presented, comprising anthems, part-singing, and choruses. The singing,
conducted by Mr. Johnson, deserves great commendation on account of its
sweetness and precision. The readiness and thoughtfulness with which the
boys and girls answered the various questions in Grammar, Geography,
English History, and Mental Arithmetic, showed that: they had been very
carefully trained. It was also evident that the children are especially well
grounded in Scriptural knowledge. Miss Simpson and Miss Kendall are
entitled to the highest praise for the great proficiency shown by their pupils
in Needlework and Drawing. The French special class, examined by their
master, M. A. Cogery, also proved the excellence of the instruction
received by them.


COLLEGE. — Mr. W. C. Bryan has accepted an invitation from the church
at Bluntisham, but he will continue in the College until Christmas. Mr. A.
W. Latham has settled at Lydbrook, Gloucestershire; and Mr. R. Yeatman,
who has been for some time laboring at Mrs. Gladstone’s Mission-room at
Liverpool, has taken charge of the church at Widnes, Lancashire.
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Mr. Sidney A. Comber, after completing his course of study at Edinburgh
Medical Mission, has gone out to join his brother on the River Congo.


Mr. G. T. Edgley has removed, from Bow, to Hemel Hempstead :; and Mr.
W. Thorn, from Loose, to the Dover Tabernacle.


Quite a new departure has taken place this year at the opening meeting of
the College summer session, which was held on Tuesday, August 14, at
Enfield, by the kind invitation of Pastor G. W. White, and his generous
friends. Everything that could be thought of to make the day enjoyable was
provided, and everybody was thoroughly happy. Dinner was served most
sumptuously in the schoolroom attached to the Enfield Tabernacle, and at
its close the President expressed the hearty thanks of the whole company
for the day’s entertainment, and then delivered a short address specially to
the new students. Mr. White, and his excellent deacons, Messrs. Gibbons
and Buck, responded on behalf of the Enfield friends, and after a few
cheering words from Professor Gracey, the brethren returned to their out-
door engagements. The proceedings of the day were brought to a happy
conclusion by an hour’s service in the chapel, which was quite crowded by
an audience that appeared greatly to enjoy the President’s short sermon.
Altogether it was a happy idea, most satisfactorily carried out; and we shall
be very glad if next year some other brother will imitate the good example
that has been set by Mr. White and his willing helpers.


It may save some correspondence if we inform all intending applicants for
admission to the College that we have received as many students as we
think we ought to admit, and that there will not be any more vacancies this
year.


EVANGELISTS.—After their summer rest, Messrs. Smith and Fullerton
commenced their Lancashire tour by visiting -Nelson and various places in
the neighborhood. The work at Nelson is peculiarly interesting to our
brethren, for it was in that town that they began work together as members
of the College Society of Evangelists. At the end of one week’s services,
Mr. Smith writes :—” This is the first time we have ever revisited a place
for a prolonged stay, and our hearts are made to leap for joy as we see
what the Lord did by us when here four years ago. Two nights this week
we visited one church where, from our last mission, nearly one hundred
members were received. Of these fifteen had died, or left the town, or gone
back to the world, but all the rest stand firm in the faith.” The Evangelists
have good reason to believe that this series of services will be blessed quite
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as much as their former work was. From Nelson they go on to Colne, then
to Lumb, Bury, and other Lancashire towns, finishing up with Burnley,
with our Brother Kemp, who is acting as secretary for the whole district,
and nobly preparing the way for the Evangelists.


Mr. Burnham goes this month to Kent to labor among the hop-pickers,
who will soon be streaming down from London in exceptionally large
numbers to gather in what is said to be an unusually abundant harvest. Our
readers must, by this time, be quite familiar with the work among the
hoppers, which has been so often described in the magazine; and it only
remains for us to say that; contributions in aid of the expenses will be
gratefully received by Mr. Burnham, at 24, Keston Road, Peckham Rye,
S.E., while parcels of tracts, left-off clothing, etc., will be heartily
welcome, if sent, carriage paid, to Rev. J. J. Kendon, Marden Station,
S.E.R. Mr. Burnham asks us to mention that he is fully engaged until the
end of January, so that brethren who desire his services in the early part of
next year had better write to him at once.


Mr. Russell has recently held evangelistic services, or is about to conduct
them at Reading, Eastcombe, Minchinhampton, and Great Grimsby. He
also has made engagements until the end of February. Brethren who wish
to invite him for a later date, can apply to him at his new address, 6,
Halford Terrace, Richmond, Surrey.


Messrs. Mateer and Parker send us very glowing accounts of the blessing
that has rested upon their services at Merthyr Tydvil, Trocdyrhiw, and
Caerphilly; and report that this month they are going to Newcastle-under-
Lyme and Rushden. They have accepted sufficient invitations to last until
the middle of January, but will be pleased to correspond with friends who
would like a visit after that time.


It will be evident from the above that the churches are fully alive to the
value of the work of the Evangelists, and we have no doubt that if we had
twice as many workers there would be plenty of openings for their efforts.
Unfortunately, the funds for the support of the brethren do not keep pace
with the applications for their services, and for some little time we have
been rather anxious lest this account should be overdrawn. A moment’s
thought will make it clear that many of the places that most need the
Evangelists’ visits can scarcely pay the necessary expenses. Just now we
have special need of help in this direction. Are there not some of the
Lord’s stewards who are looking out for a good investment of their
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Master’s money, and who will entrust it to us for this Purpose? We do not
know how it could be expended so as to bring in a larger revenue of
precious souls saved through the preaching of the everlasting gospel.


ORPHANAGE,. — Among the students received into the College this session
is Mr. J. Maynard, who was formerly one of the boys in our Orphanage.
He has been for some time preaching most acceptably to a church in South
Africa, during the absence of its pastor, and he has returned to England in
order to avail himself of the advantages of the Pastors’ College. Mr.
Maynard is the fourth of our ‘‘ old boys” who are already in the ministry,
or preparing for it; and it is with peculiar pleasure that; we welcome to one
of the institutions ‘under our care another who has already passed with
credit through the other institution. We hope these brethren will be the
forerunners of a numerous race of orphans who will in due time become
leaders and teachers of others. We mention this fact that our Orphanage
subscribers may rejoice with us in the joy of having helped to train those
who in their turn will train others for Christ.


COLPORTAGE. — The exact number of districts now occupied by our
colporteurs is sixty-seven. Two more will be opened this month, and
arrangements are pending for two additional ones. Messrs. A. and F.
Carter have guaranteed £30 for a man for Mitcham district, and a friend
having given £10 through the Secretary, the committee have been enabled
to accept this guarantee. We are glad to note this addition to the numbers
which had been somewhat largely reduced daring the past year by the
discontinuance of several districts on account of the failure of local funds.


The Association is still prepared to extend its work if local friends will
assist to the extent of £40 a year, which is really a small sum to secure the
entire services of a Christian agent, who is at once a distributor of Christian
literature, a house-to-house visitor, and, in most eases, a lay preacher. In
each of these departments there are numerous tokens of the Divine blessing
resting upon the labors of the colporteurs. A few extracts from the agents’
letters are appended. Mr. Bellamy, laboring in the New Forest, writes :—”
A young man said to me, ‘Mr. B — , I shall never forget that night you
spoke to me, for you knocked it all out of me, and I went home and read
the Bible, and prayed, and now I am a saved young man. I wrote to one of
my sisters, and told her all about it, and asked her to give up reading bad
books and give herself to the Lord Jesus Christ. In a few weeks, through
reading that letter, she did so, and wrote to another sister, who was also







268


led to Christ.’ The young man also spoke of other servants who had been
brought to Christ through these sisters, ‘ and,’ said he, ‘ it was all through
you.’”


Mr. Allen, of Repton, writes : — “ A young man followed me some
distance up the street, and at last lie stepped up to me, and asked if I
remembered above a year ago sheltering under a shed from a storm one
night, and selling him a book, and speaking to him about Jesus as the only
safe shelter for sinners? I said, ‘ I remember selling you the book, but I so
often speak of Jesus that I have forgotten what I said.’ He replied, ‘I have
forgotten some part of what you said, but you finished by saying, “Seek,
and ye shall find.” Those words have never left me; I have been seeking,
and am seeking still.’ I advised him, took him to our house, pointed him to
some of the promises, prayed with him, and he prayed. I have seen him a
time or two since, and he tells me that he has found the Savior, and is quite
happy. So I thank God for blessing me in leading one soul to Jesus, and
take courage.”


Mr. Walker, of East Lungton, who is regularly engaged in preaching on
Sundays, gives several instances of good from his work. He writes : — “ In
one of the villages, where there was no Sunday-school, and only one
service at the church, a friend and I have held an open-air service now for
seven weeks regularly, and the dear children gather round, and the people,
too, anxious to hear the word. We also give away tracts at each service,
which are being anxiously read. I am thankful that I have been able to
speak a word for Jesus, and since I held these meetings, and distributed the
tracts, I have been enabled to sell good books where I never could before.
One man, about sixty years of age, who never would buy anything, has
commenced to attend the service, and has now purchased a large Bible that
he may learn to read. I hope he will be led thus to give himself to the
Savior.”


Here, then, is an instrumentality which God is abundantly blessing to the
salvation of souls by the dissemination of his word and good literature.
Surely, our friends will begin to realize its importance more largely, and
enable us to increase the staff until, at least, one hundred districts are
occupied. The work is carried on in an un-sectarian spirit in connection
with various Christ/an churches and friends.


The general fund greatly needs help just now, as a glance at the small list of
contributions this month will show.
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All remittances and correspondence will be gladly acknowledged by the
general secretary, ‘W. Corden Jones, Temple-street, St. George’s-road,
Southwark, S. E.


PERSONAL NOTES. — While in Scotland, and since our return, many
pleasing testimonies of the value of the printed sermons have come under
our notice. In many a shepherd’s cottage and lonely hut in highland glens
they form, with the word of God, the spiritual food of the Lord’s hidden
ones, while cases of conversion through reading them are constantly being
brought to light. In one far-away village in the North the little country shop
is opened on Saturdays expressly for the sale of the sermons; and what the
customers want is so clearly understood that often not a word is spoken by
either buyer or seller, but the people walk in, put down the penny, and
march off with the sermon that is to be their Sabbath feast. In a
Convalescent Home every Sabbath evening during the winter the matron
reads one of the sermons to the inmates, who appear to be very grateful for
them. The sermon No. 1,712, entitled, “Filling the Empty Vessels,” was
specially ‘blessed to two young men. for it led them to decide for Christ.’


A Congregational minister in the South of England writes :—”I do not
know whether in my last letter I thanked you for the sermon on “A Good
Soldier of Jesus Christ,” which you ‘.preached at Cheshunt College
anniversary, ten or eleven years ago. I have had to bless God often for that
sermon during the last nine years; it has made music for me in many dark
hours, and has helped to keep alive my ideal of the Christian ministry. With
deep gratitude, and every prayer that you may be strengthened through all
suffering, and that you may wear out (rather than be worn out by) the
malady which thousands would gladly help you to bear if they could,
Believe me, yours very truly,—”


A lady member of the Society of Friends sent the following cheering letter
more than a year ago, but it will be quite new to our readers, and it is really
too good to remain unpublished :-


“While staying at a ‘health resort,’ amidst a large company, I placed on the
salon table, the ‘Twelve Selected Soul-Winning Sermons,’ the ‘Twelve
Striking Sermons,’ and some of the sermons in little book-form. Two
ladies, who valued them in the old shape, were greatly pleased with these
editions, and said that they would at once order some. Many others read
them while I remained there; but what I wish to relate arose from a storm
of indignation from a stiff, aged Churchman against the works of the man
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who cursed our Church.’ He was very indignant at my introducing the
sermons, when a sweet Christian lady came to my help, and told him the
sermons were so good, that she and her husband regarded the arrival of the
weekly one as their Sabbath treat; they read half in the morning, and the
rest in the evening, adding that they were very useful in Aberdeen. In her
district there lives an old soldier, whose hardened, wretched condition
baffled all the Christian labors bestowed upon him until she lent him ‘Only
trust Him’ (No. 1635). This the Lord blessed as the means of his
conversion. The change was, and is, marvelous, and now, when a visitor
enters, he soon begins to fumble over the buttons of his waistcoat, and
thrusting in his hand, he draws forth his beloved sermon, and joyfully tells
of what the Lord has done for him by the blessed tidings it contains.
Having gained the attention of our offended companion,’ she added, ‘and
there is a Roman Catholic woman also, who was one of the most miserable
beings I had ever seen. All her confessions and penances went for nothing,
her state was really pitiable; when “Jesus Only” (No. 1924) was lent to her,
and the effect of her cordially receiving the Lord was as marvelous as the
old soldier’s spiritual transformation. They are living witnesses to the
mighty power of divine grace. Instead of hiding her beloved sermon in her
bosom as he does, she lends it to all who will read it, and says “That almost
her only trouble now is that others are not made as joyful by its contents as
she is, not yet understanding there must be hunger to appreciate food.” ‘
Our aged opposer listened attentively to Mrs. L., and when she left us, he
asked me what she had lent to the old soldier, for he knew as wretched a
one, an atheist.! told him that I had the sermon, and asked if I might read it
to him. He coolly consented, and fixed a time ill the next day. When I had
finished, his only remark was, ‘Did she not mention another?’ I said she
did, and asked if I might read that also. Again he consented, and each day
that remained, I read one to him, his brief remarks proving the thaw that
was progressing in his mind. I shall just repeat some of them. ‘The venom
is passing away. ‘I feel it going.’ ‘I shall buy those sermons, and send them
to my Broad Church son, and I hope they will do him and his wife good,
and that he will preach them in his hutch.’ I offered to give him the copy I
had read from, which he cordially received, and when he took it, he said,
‘They have softened an old rebel.’ I think that these facts afford too much
cause for praise for it to be right to withhold them from him whom the
Lord employed to preach them to the world. Thy friend affectionately —
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A friend, who has for many years sent eight sermons every week to New
Zealand says that the lady to whom he forwards them takes great pains in
circulating them, although she is quite an invalid. She has often mentioned
cases in which they have been useful, and recently reported the following
pleasing instance of the way in which the Lord carries the word home to
those whom lie intends to bless. Two of the sermons were given to a lady,
who sent them back to England to an aged aunt, to whom they brought the
message of everlasting life.


The same friend has long supplied the sermons to an evangelist who is now
in yorkshire, invalided, but who still finds opportunities of doing good
work, as the following letter will show : —


“My dear Sir, — I continue to distribute the sermons in the way which I
think most adapted to meet your wishes in sending them, as, indeed, I have
from the very first. How long that is I do not remember, but it must be
upwards of twenty years since I first received them, without a failure for a
single week. I conceived your desire to be not merely to circulate them,
which, indeed, I might have done to a few individuals, but to introduce
them to as wide a circle as possible. Keeping this in view, I have not only
from time to time put one or more copies in nearly every house in this
neighborhood, but have sent them by various agencies for miles around,
and by the post have sent them into different districts that I knew in other
counties. Here is one plan that I adopted. I know a baker in Norfolk, and
to him I send some to distribute amongst the poor families to whom he
delivers his bread, as he goes through the villages with his cart. In the same
way, by post, and other means, to other individuals, as to so many centers,
getting them to lend them from house to house amongst their neighbors. I
make a few sermons reach a wide circle, chiefly amongst those who else
would never see them. Nor has this been without results, as I have from
time to time intimated. Scores have felt in a measure what one woman
experienced from reading one; it gave her so much comfort that she told
me she had read it a hundred times, and that with undiminished pleasure,
and wore it in her bosom till she wore it to tatters. I have been induced to
make these remarks by reading the account of Mr. Spurgeon’s birthday,
which made me think how widely his work has been extended by your
liberality.”


Our friend does not wish his name to be mentioned, but he has long helped
us in our work for the Lord. May he enjoy a rich reward in his own soul.
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Possibly others might imitate his example, and extend the circulation and
usefulness of the sermons.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


A PROPHETIC WARNING.


OCTOBER, 1883


A SHORT DISCOURSE BY C, H. SPURGEON.


“And because iniquity shall abound, the love of many shall wax
cold.” — MATTHEW 24:12.


CHRIST had spoken to Ms disciples of earthquakes in divers places,
famines, and pestilences; but these were only the beginning of sorrows.
Such things as these need not trouble Christians, for though the earth be
removed, and the mountains be carried into the midst of the sea, yet may
the believer be confident, and his heart may abide at rest. Even when the
Master told his disciples that they should be hated of all men for his name
sake, that needed not afflict them. He had taught them before, “Fear not
them which kill the body, but are not able to kill the soul: but rather fear
him which is able to destroy both soul and body in hell.” They were thus
braced up to meet the fiery trial. Earthquake, and pestilence, and war, and
persecution fail to disturb the serenity of believers in Christ. But the evil
spoken of in our text — this is the wound, this is the sorrow! Here is
something to tremble at : — “Because iniquity shall abound” — that is
worse than pestilence; “the love of many shall wax cold” — that is worse
than persecution. As all the water outside a vessel can do it no hurt until it
enters the vessel itself, so outward persecutions cannot really injure the
Church of God; but when the mischief oozes into the church, and the love
of God’s people waxes cold — ah, then the barque is in sore distress. I fear
that we are much in this condition at the present hour. May the Holy Spirit
bless the alarming prophecy now before us to our’ arousing!


I. Notice, first, THE CAUSE OF THAT GRIEVOUS CHILL OF HEART which is
here spoken of: — “ Because iniquity shall abound, the love of many shall
wax cold.” When love grows cold it is a serious sign. Then the heart is
affected — affected with a chill! Is not this the forerunner of death? What
is the cause of it? According to our text it is the abounding of iniquity.
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Sin does ‘its best to destroy grace. So much sin, so much the less of
holiness, so much the less of every’ Christian grace. Sin is like a poisonous
atmosphere; if a man has to live in it, he had good need to pray that he may
not be overcome by it. You and I, seeing that we are in this world, and
cannot go altogether out of it, must come into contact with evil. In our
daily avocations, however careful we are, we must encounter this infection.
We cannot but feel that the evil around us is a hindrance to our holiness,
and a detriment to our growth in grace. When the society around the
Christian becomes flagrantly wicked, corrupt, and offensive, it is hard for
him to maintain the purity of his life, and the strength of his spiritual
character. At this time we live in an atmosphere which hinders our growth;
yet in the early days of Christianity the Lord’s people had, as a rule, to live
in worse society than that which surrounds us to-day. I will not say this
without an exception. There are quarters of London, I am told, as vicious
as ever existed in Corinth, or in old Rome; and I am afraid that some of the
grossest vices, which we dare not even mention, abound in this city. We
have a fringe of respectability which barely conceals the licentiousness and
abomination which abound. I have been reading to-day some details as to
the number of illegitimate births, and I am perfectly astounded at the awful
wickedness of this land. We call ourselves a Christian country. Forbear to
speak so falsely. This is growing to be a heathen land, part of it bowing
before images, another part howling out, “There is no God,” and a third
secretly reveling in unutterable filthiness.


Still the most of us do not come into contact with vice to the same degree
as the first Christians did. Society in the Roman Empire was utterly rotten.
It is a wonder that God permitted the world to exist in that loathsome age.
It tended greatly to the depression of Christian principle for infamous
crimes to be tolerated in the society which surrounded the faithful. Look at
those first churches which some think so much of! They were not half as
good as the churches of to-day, bad as these are. Take the church at
Corinth, for instance. Did you ever hear of a church in our day which
allowed drunkenness at the Lord’s Supper? Have we personally met with a
church which would knowingly allow a person living in incest to remain in
its membership? I hope not. But gross offenses had become so common in
general society in Paul’s day that it; did not strike even Christian people
that some of these things were wrong. Iniquity abounded, and it was
greatly detrimental to grace.
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Again, iniquity is especially injurious to the growth of love. Because
iniquity abounded, therefore the love of many waxed cold. Men inside the
Christian church found themselves betrayed by other members of the
church. Frequently the heads of the brethren were sold to the executioner
by hypocrites like Judas. That would greatly tend to injure Christian love.
Men began to suspect one another. You did not know that the man who
sat next you at the Lord’s table would not to-morrow inform against you,
and get blood-money for you; therefore suspicion entered with its wintry
breath. It was natural that it should be so: albeit that there was sin in it, yet
you and I would have probably fallen into the same. All around men were
so loathsome, that Christian love, which teaches us to pity the most
degraded, and to do good to the most unworthy:, found it a hard struggle
to live. Godly men endeavored to win the ungodly from their lusts, but they
found themselves persecuted in consequence: the more they sought to do
good, the more they were hated; and this put their love to a severe test.


I think that you can see why our Savior has given us a warning in this
particular form.


Iniquity is naturally opposed to grace, but it is most of all injurious to the
grace of love. If sin abounds in a church it is little wonder if the love of
many should wax cold. Young members introduced into the church after a
short time find that those whom they looked upon as being examples, are
walking disorderly, and using lightness of speech and of behavior. Those
young people cannot be very warm in love: they are stumbled and
scandalized. Older saints who have for years held on their way in integrity,
and by grace have kept their garments unspotted from the world, see those
around them who have come into the church who seem to be of quite
another race, who can drink of the cup of Belial and of the cup of the Lord,
who seem to follow Christ and the devil too; seeing this evil these godly
men gather up their garments in holy indignation, and find it hard to feel
the love of purer days.


Oh, friends, if the frost of sin rules in a church, every tender flower is
injured, and nothing flourishes. Love is a sensitive plant, and if it be
touched by the finger of sin, it will show it. The lilies of Love’s Paradise
cannot bloom amid the smoke and dust of unholiness.


Because iniquity abounds even in the professing church, the love of many is
waxing cold to-day. What a sermon one might preach upon this! — but I
shall not do anything of the kind. I am not so desirous to deplore the evils
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of others as to watch against evils within myself. I am not so anxious to
make you discover transgression in the church as to make you watch
against it in your own hearts; for rest sure of this, if you give sin any
license in your heart, your love will wax cold. You cannot walk in love to
Christ and yet live in the love of sin. If you to-day have indulged in unholy
temper, if you have given way to covetousness, if you have in any way
transgressed against the Lord, you will not feel that; warmth of love
towards Jesus Christ which you felt yesterday. Your life will have lost
much of its beauty and its sweetness. Cry to God that he would give it
back to you. Do not rest satisfied until it is perfectly restored.


II. Now, let us consider Trite SERIOUS CHARACTER OF THIS EVIL.


“The love of many shall wax cold.” It is a very dreadful thing that love in
any man’s heart should wax cold. Observe the bearings of Christian love,
and you will see the sin of it under various aspects. Our love is, first, a love
to the great Father, our Father who chose us before ever the earth was, by
whom we have been begotten again, and received into his family. If our
love to him grows cold, what mischief that must bring! Coldness towards
the father in a family — do you know any household afflicted in that way?
I should be very sorry to be member of it. Coldness of love to the father?
Why, that household is scarcely a family! It has lost the bond which holds it
together, and constitutes it a family. May the good Lord save us from this
ruin of all holy unity!


Next, our love is love to Jesus Chris/, “who loved us, and gave himself for
us.” If love to Jesus should grow cold the result would be grievous. Is
there any spiritual grace within you that can be in a healthy condition when
your love to Christ is declining? Are you right anywhere if your heart is
wrong towards your Lord? Can you do anything earnestly when love to
Jesus is chilled? Can you sing aright? Can you pray aright? Can you live
aright? Do not let us dream of fruit if we are severed from the Vine. It is
vitally important that we should love Jesus with all ore: heart, and soul,
and strength.


Christian love also embraces the truth. They that love God and his divine
Son, love the truth which he has committed to them. The church is the
trustee of the gospel: she is “the pillar and ground of the truth.” And when
men begin to play with the truth, and think that one set of doctrines is as
good as another, and that nothing is of any particular importance, evil must
come. In former days our fathers counted it a small thin g to go to prison
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for a doctrine, or to be burnt to death for a testimony; Look: at the
multitudes in Holland who were drowned, or who were tied to ladders and
roasted to death, for nothing but their conviction that; believers should be
baptized. Nowadays people consider scriptural views of baptism to be a
mere trifle. I question whether our present Broad Churchmen think that
there is any doctrine worth a person’s losing the first joint of his little
finger for: as to burning to death for a truth, that must seem a great
absurdity to these liberal theologians. Now that things have reached this
pass, need we wonder that heresies and all manner of errors rush in
torrents down our streets? When she can afford to trifle with truth, what is
the church worth?


Our love is also love to fellow-Christians. This is vital principle. “We
know that we have passed from death unto life, because we love the
brethren.” But when members of churches have no love to one another,
when a professor does not care at all what becomes of his brethren — has
the church any Christianity left then? No, it has a name to live, and is dead.
Christianity is gone when the heart is cold; its very life is mutual attraction.


Then, again, we are to love the ungodly and the unconverted. It is by love
that we: are to win them to Christ. But if the church has no love to the
dying sons of men, what is she worth? Where will be her missionary
operations? What will be the use of her ministry? Think of her Sunday-
schools without; love to the children. Think of people pretending to win
souls who have no love for them, and do not care whether they are lost or
saved. Can the church sustain a worse loss than the losing of her fervent
love to persisting men? And yet iniquity abounds, this is the great risk we
run, compassionate love will cease to minister to man’s miseries.


Beloved:. when we love best, how little is our love compared with what it
ought to be for him who left the royalties of heaven for the shame and
sorrow of our nature! If we glowed with seraphic fire night and day,
through a life as long as that of Methuselah, our love could not repay the
love of Christ. If that love, poor as it is, grows colder, what will it; come
to? Oh, eyes that are to look upon the Well-beloved for ever and ever, if
you cease to see beauty in him now — what has blinded you? Oh, hearts
that are to glow for ever with delight in the presence of the Reining One,
who once was crucified — what all ye, if ye grow chill when most ye need
his love, and tire receiving most from him? I cannot bear it — that we
should love Jesus little. It seems to me horrible. Not to have your heart all
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on fire for Christ — this is execrable! Let us love him to the utmost. Let us
ask him to give us larger hearts, and to fire them with the flame that is in
his own, that we may love him to the utmost possibilities of affection.


Ah! then, beloved, think again. Suppose our love waxes cold, do you not
see how it paralyzes the entire system? If the reservoir is empty, you
cannot expect to get much water from the pipes. If the heart grows cold,
everything will be coldly done. When love declines, what cold preaching
we have! All moonlight — light without heat; polished like marble, and as
chill. What cold singing we get — pretty music, made by pipes and wind,
but oh, how little soul-song ‘, — how little singing in the Holy Ghost;,
making melody in the heart unto God! And what poor praying! Do you call
it praying? What little giving! When the heart is cold, the hands can find
nothing in the purse; and Christ’s church, and Christ’s poor, and the
heathen may perish, for we must needs hoard up for ourselves, and live to
grow rich. Is there anything that goes on as it ought to go when love
waxes cold? I should like to act throughout life as I have acted when my
soul has been stirred to its inmost depths with affection for my Lord. I
would continually act as if I had just seen him, and had put my fingers into
the print of the nails. I would live as if I had been just sitting at his feet with
Mary, ay, and were sitting there still. I would speak for him, and work for
him, and give for him as if I had freshly lifted my head from John’s place
upon his bosom.


III. Thirdly, THE SOLEMN DANGER of the spread of this mischief. I will
read you the text translated accurately. “Because iniquity shall abound, the
love of the ninny shall wax cold.” That is a more saddening expression
than” the love of many.” It is” the love of the many,” that is, of the major
part of the church — the bulk of it. This supposes a dreadful state of
things, because when the many have become cold they keep one another in
countenance. One cold brother says to the other, “What is your
temperature?” “I think I am far below zero.” “So am I,” says the first; one,
“and we are about right.” If the majority are warm, then the cold ones are
thawed; but if they are all below zero, then they freeze into a wretched
compactness. It is the most sober, respectable church you ever knew: they
have no quarreling, everything is so comfortable, and orderly. Alas! they
are frozen together, and their peace is that of death. The love of the many
has waxed cold; and they are full of mutual admiration for their quietness.







279


They have nobody to rebuke them. If the many have waxed cold, then the
few among them, instead of being able to rebuke with authority, are
themselves snubbed. “He is a terribly fanatical young man! That zealous
fellow never leaves anyone alone!” “He will grow out of that,” says one;
“by the time that he gets to my age he will be as prudent as I am.” Yonder
good woman feels great anxiety for the conversion of souls, and she is
making a stir. A lady of repute declares that she is too forward, or has got
a bee in her bonnet. Active people are looked upon as rather troublesome
when the love of the many waxes cold. The few have a hard time of it; and
if they do venture upon a rebuke they are soon snuffed out: this confirms
the evil.


And then the tendency is 10 grow comer still. They go on freezing. There
is no telling how cold people can be. I have been burnt with cold, and I
suppose you have been. I have preached in places whose spiritual
temperature was that of an ice-house; and, preach as hard as I could,
nothing could possibly’ come of it, for my words fell to the ground like
lumps of ice. Colder and colder, churches become, till at last the great
God, who breaks up icebergs in due season, destroys such a church., and
its place knows it:; no more.


IV. In the presence of the danger which is seriously threatening many
churches, there is A CALL FOR SERIOUS ACTION ON OUR PART. What is
that serious action? Why, it is, first, that we should remember that if the
love of the many may wax ,told then our love may wax cold. What are we
that we should think ourselves secure where others are in danger? If other
men, as good as we are, have gradually cooled down, may not we? Let us
be watchful and careful, and let us go to God for more grace.


Let us notice, next, that if the love of the many waxes cold it is not much
use our complaining about it, but the few must get together, and pray. The
real vitality of a church seldom lies in the many, but generally in the few.
Inside the election there is another election. Do you remember that out of
Christ’s disciples there were twelve: out of the twelve there were three: out
of the three there was one. And so election has rings within rings;. Inside
the church — (we cannot say whether they are all God’s people or not) —
the many may grow cold; but there ought to be a remnant who abide in life
and love. God grant that we may belong to it. We must at once grow
warmer. We must live nearer to Christ. We must be more enthusiastic. Oh,
for a band of choice spirits — men fit to walk with Christ in white, for they
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are worthy — men who will be prepared to fellow the Lamb whithersoever
he goeth! The Spirit said, “Thou hast a few names even in Sardis which
have not defiled their garments”; and so in every church there are some
that have not grown idle or heretical. Let them get together, and help each
other. I thank God for those whom the Lord keeps very near to him: may
their number be daily increased! May each one of us be filled with the
Spirit! When I hear of one minister after another giving up the old
fashioned gospel, do you know what I say to myself? I resolve that I will
stick the closer to it. If many cannot bear Calvinistic doctrine, I will be
more Calvinistic than ever. The more men do not like the truth the more
they shall have it. Let this be our line of action. If men become worldly, we
will become more Puritanical. If professing Christians do not exhibit the
spirit of Christ, we will ask our Lord to give us sevenfold of his spirit, that
we may maintain the truth. Suppose you expected a famine in London as
there was in Paris during the siege. Everybody would get in a hundred-fold
supply of provisions.


Every god housewife would lay out every, penny that she could get, and fill
her cellars full of food. There is going to be a famine, therefore buy the
truth, and sell it not. Go to your Lord and get larger supplies from him. Do
not go to one another for it. That will be like saying, “Give us of your oil;”
and your companions will wisely reply, “Not so, lest there be not enough
for us and you.” Go you to your Master, and ask him to fan the fire within
you to a great heat, that, if there should be cold everywhere else, there may
be warmth in your bosoms. The Lord help you to do this, dear friends, for
Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.


OLD FLOWERS AND OLD FAITHS


AS dear familiar fragrant flowers,
That in. old gardens bloom,


In these new times and moods of ours,
To foreign plants give room;


So the sweet faiths of former days,
Deep-rooted in the heart,


Beseem no more our fickle ways,
And with old flowers depart.
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New dogmas and new doubts replace
The creeds our young lips breathed,


these, heavy with their inward grace —
Those, light with graces wreathed.


These with a mother’s love enwrought,
Like violets pure and fair;


Those, with fantastic fancies fraught,
Like orchids fed on air.


Give me the dear old blossoms yet,
The lilac and the pink;


The pansy and pale mignonette,
Whatever others think;


No green-house gives me half the joy
Some old-time garden yields;


And love I still, as when a boy,
The wild flowers of the fields.


And mine shall be the faiths of old
In God and Christ and heaven;


In reason’s creeds I am not bold,
But fear their human leaven;


With the old nosegays in my hand,
The old creeds in my heart,


Beside the cross I’ll humbly stand,
And thence from earth depart.


WILLIAM C. RICHARDS.


ANSWERS TO PRAYER


THE best answers to prayer are those we have to wait and trust for. if we
are answered quickly let us be thankful; but let us be assured that by-and-
by God will change his method with us, and that we shall be often made to
wait.


“I will cry unto God that performeth all things for me.” (Psalm 57:2.)
Every such prayer must be answered; but we must wait God’s time and
ways. The finest fruit of the Spirit ripens the latest; the longer we have to
wait for answers to our prayers the richer the blessing: we are blessed
while we continue to pray; faith grows by waiting; the blessing is full when
it comes, and the time of the answer is seen to be the right time. Asking of
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God what is most precious in his sight, we surely obtain all inferior good.
Thus did Solomon. (1 Kings 3:6-14.) All mercies are bound up with God’s
gift of Christ. It is not good for us to obtain deliverance and gifts from God
until we fully justify him in his way of dealing with us. (Psalm 22) The
answer to prayer will sometimes come when our patience is spent. “Let
patience have her perfect work” (James 1:4), that such rebukes of God’s
love may not be needful. Many of God’s people pray without waiting for
God to work in his own time and manner. Let us not quiet conscience by
praying, and then, in fleshly haste, take our own way. The way wherein it
pleases God to answer our prayer, if we have a right mind, will always
please us well. — From “Choice Sayings.” By Robert U. Chapman.


COMMONPLACE.


A COMMONPLACE life,” we say, and we sigh;
But why should we sigh as we say?


The commonplace sun in the commonplace sky,
Makes up the commonplace day;


The moon and the stars are commonplace things, And the flower that blooms,
and the bird that sings; But dark were the world and sad our lot


If the flowers failed and the sun shone not;
And God, who studies each separate soul,


Out of commonplace lives makes his beautiful whole.


 — SUSAN COOLIDGE.


PREACHING TO SINNERS.


A PRAYER-MEETING ADDRESS, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


WE shall always, I trust, as a church, cultivate an anxious desire for the
conversion of all who come within our gates, yea, and of all who dwell
around us. Never, I hope, will you wish the pastor to preach so that you
shall be fed, careless as to whether sinners are saved or not; nor will you
make yourselves into a snug corporation for purposes of profit and mutual
admiration. We long to see the wedding furnished with guests, and our
Redeemer seeing of the travail of his soul. The public ministry must not be
confined to a part of the truth,. for it should reflect the whole counsel of
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God as far as mortal mind can do so. It is my delight to preach the doctrine
of election, and all the other grand teachings which declare Jehovah’s
special love to his. chosen; but at the same time I have felt it to be my duty
to preach the gospel to every creature. We know no other limit to our
invitation than this, “Whosoever will, let him take the water of life freely.’;
“He, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters, and he that hath no
money; come ye, buy, and eat; yea, come, buy wine and milk without
money and without price.”


I have been amused lately with a story told me by a dear fellow-laborer in
the gospel. One of his church-members came to him, and said that she was
going to unite herself with another church, a church higher in doctrine, and
less given to evangelistic efforts. She said, “when you preach the doctrines
of grace I am very happy; but when I hear you inviting sinners to Christ,
my heart goes down into my shoes.” “That is a very sad thing,” said the
minister, “but I cannot alter my preaching on that account, for I think you
are wrong.” When our brother met his people at the prayer-meeting in the
evening, he told them what had occurred, and said, “I cannot help
preaching to sinners as I do; and even if more of you go, it will be the
same. I shall preach to sinners as long as there are any sinners left.” ‘Our
friend then went on to say that the mode of preaching among certain
friends reminded him of his school-boy days. A boy had a nice, rosy-
cheeked apple, which he tossed up in the air before our friend’s eves, and
then he shouted to him, “Do you see this apple?” “Yes.”! Well, now, take a
good look at it,” replied the boy, “for that is your share of it;” and he put it
back into his pocket. Another playmate pretended to be more generous,
and said, “Oh, give the poor fellow a smell!” Even his liberality went no
further. Have you never heard preaching of that sort? “Here is a precious
salvation! I hope you sinners see how precious it is, for that is your share
of it.” The minister puts the heavenly fruit back again into his pocket, and
the sermon is over: and this is called free-grace! The most liberal of those
who dare not invite the sinner, try to give him a smell of the gospel by
telling him of the peace and joy which it brings. Now, when I am preaching
to sinners, I feel inclined always to beg everyone of them to put the golden
apple in his pocket, for this choice fruit of the tree of life may belong to
millions, and yet the whole of it will remain for millions more. There is not
a sinner in the world who is to be told that he may not come to Jesus and
receive the whole of the blessings of the gospel. What a blessing to have a
free salvation to preach as well as a full salvation! At least, I feel it to be
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so. Everyone must speak according to his light; but while I see clearly the
doctrines of distinguishing grace, I see also the universality of the gospel
command.


Many years ago I had a good old friend, who, like myself, had a very sweet
tooth for Calvinistic doctrine; and I cannot do with any other’ doctrine any
more than he could. He said to me one day, “I love to hear you preach the
doctrines of grace, but I feel very uncomfortable when you are giving free
invitations to sinners; I feel as if I could not sit in the place.” I said to him,
“Well, shall I give up inviting sinners in order to please you?” “No,” he
replied, “by no manner of means; for about s, month or two ago my son-in-
law, about whom I was very anxious, went to hear your sermon, and you
were very persuasive with sinners, and set Christ before them most freely. I
did not enjoy it at all; but when I got home I found my son-in-law in tears,
and that sermon, by the blessing of the eternal Spirit, brought him to the
Savior. therefore I think you had better go on in your own style, and don’t
alter your preaching to please a poor old man like me.” I answered, “That
is just how I feel; I would gladly agree with you in everything, but I dare
not try to appear consistent by leaving out one side of the truth.” He said
to me afterwards, “If I do not quite agree with your invitations to sinners,
it is clear that God blesses them; and therefore I must look into the matter,
and see whether I am right or not. You have declared the doctrines of
grace, yet you have freely given the invitations of the gospel; and I hope,
my dear sir, you wilt long continue to preach what you feel you have
learned in your own soul.” I have followed his advice, and I hope to do the
same as long as the Lord spares me. We shall proclaim the doctrine of
God’s sovereignty without toning it down, and electing love without any
stuttering over it; but we shall have the other also.


Those who differ from us in one direction ought also to remember that
there are others who differ from us on the other side. A sister has written
to me saying that even if I do believe in election she would not have me
preach it, but keep it in my own mind, and get comfort from it for myself. I
do not know who the friend is, for she forgot to put her name to her letter;
but I would like her to know that I cannot accept her idea for a moment. I
feel sure she does not expect me to do as she says, for if I did I should act
like a Jesuit: I should say one thing and believe another, and that be far
from me. I hope that no earthly power could bring me to do that; no, not
even an anonymous letter from a good lady. Everything that I believe to be
in God’s word I shall preach, whether my hearers accept it or not. It is to
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me a great comfort that such numbers do receive my teaching; and I never
feel surprised when I meet with those who do not. I do not expect
everybody to eat everything that I put on the table. I may flavor a dish with
too much salt or too much pepper at times, but your own prayerful
judgments will guide your tastes. We must preach all the truth; and this one
thing is certain:, we shall never give up loving the souls of men, or cease
from trying to bring in the lost from the highways and hedges. We shall
throughout life echo that blessed call of our Lord Jesus — “Come unto me,
all ye that labor and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.” Laborers
and burden-bearers shall hear continually that gracious word; and if they do
not come to Jesus, their blood shall be upon their;” own heads, for the
invitation is as free as the blessing is full. The gospel trumpet rings out
clearly over hill and dale. “The Spirit and the bride say, Come. And let him
that heareth say, Come. And let him that is athirst come. And whosoever
will, let him take the water of life freely.” We cannot make men come; that
is the work of the Holy Spirit; but we can persuade them by the love of
Jesus and by the terrors of the Lord. We can preach Christ to sinners if we
cannot preach sinners to Christ; and we know that the Lord’s word shall
not return unto him void.


NOTES


THE great event of our church for the past month has been the return to the
Tabernacle, which has been thoroughly cleaned and renovated. Our sojourn
in other places has brought salvation to many of whom we have heard, but
we pray to hear of many more. Those converted under our ministry are
seldom of the “after-meeting kind,” excited, and over-persuaded. They
usually go their way, and think the matter over, and come forward to
confess their faith when they have tried themselves, and tested their
conversion; hence we believe that we have as yet seen only the advance-
guard of the army of converts. We feel very grateful for the friendly shelter
of Exeter-hall and Christ Church, and to the authorities in each of those
notable places we are under great obligations; but we were glad to get
home where there is more room. Those who worshipped in the Tabernacle
Lecture-hall. spent very happy and profitable Sabbaths under the ministry
of Mr. Harrald; and the Sunday-school and other agencies were kept up
vigorously, but still we were all glad to be on our own ground again.
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The reopening service was held on Thursday evening, September 6, when
there must have been’ ‘nearly four thousand persons present, and on the
following Lord’s-day every available inch of space was occupied. In the
evening nearly as many people were shut out as were accommodated in the
building. The Pastor had written to the members of the church and seat-
holders, asking as a special favor that the whole of the £1,200 expended in
the renovation might be raised by private contributions and one collection,
and when this had been made after the Sunday morning service he was very
grateful ‘to find that the required sum had been given, and something
more, for other needful expenses. Thus, at one stroke, all shade of debt
was averted.


On Wednesday evening, September 12 a social tea was held in the
schoolroom, and afterwards a public meeting in that Tabernacle for the
purpose of thanking God and congratulating one another that the money to
pay for the work had been so promptly and freely given. Addresses were,
delivered by Pastors C. H. and J. A. Spurgeon; Mr. A. Burson, of Exeter-
hall. who mentioned several bite resting cases of conversion that he had
met with after Mr. Spurgeon’s services; Mr. J. W. Harrald; Pastor W.
Williams, of Upton Chapel; and: two of our good deacons, Messrs.
Thomas Olney and J. Stiff. During the evening the, orphanage children and
Mr. Chamberlain sang several anthems and sacred songs. It; was a great
family reunion, full of gratitude for the past, joy in the present, and hope
for the future. The Pastor was never more cheered in his life than when he
received letters from rich and poor:, all expressing their love to him, and
enclosing liberal aid. To God be all the praise that a church exists which,
without pressure, would at once respond to the pastor’s call, and
immediately and ungrudgingly raise more than was requested of it.


On Monday evening, September 17, Mr. S. A. Comber, M.B., C.M., who
was formerly in the College, then at the Edinburgh Medical Mission, and
who has been accepted by the Baptist Missionary Society for work on the
Congo, came to the Tabernacle prayer-meeting to say farewell, and to ask
for the prayers of the church for his safety and success. He is a fine young
man, of a solid, gracious spirit, and like his brother, he will be heard of in
the dark continent.


On Lord’s-day evening, September 23, our beloved brother, George
Muller, of Bristol, worshipped with Tabernacle, and joined with us at the
Communion Table. We mention this because this man of God left
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immediately after for India. He has heard the entreaties of many that, at his
advanced age, he should not run the great risk of India; but he feels a call
from the Lord, and therefore his face is steadfastly set for Madras. All after
that journey remains with the Lord, to whom our honored friend looks up
for guidance with a childlike confidence seldom seen in these days of
doubt.


Lest our absence from the Baptist Union Meetings at Leicester should be
misinterpreted, we beg to say that prudence restrains us from engagements
outside the Tabernacle for the present, and that we think it wise on the part
of the brethren to bring new men to the front, and not call upon any one
man to preach at each succeeding autumnal gathering. We declined firmly,
but with hearty gratitude for the kindness which pressed us to accept the
proffered honor. A complaint has been made that new brethren are not
asked to appear at our great meetings; but the boot is on the other leg —
the younger brethren who are entreated to come forward are so overdone
with modesty that they decline to take prominent places. We know that this
has been the result of the secretary’s applications. Personally, though we
make no claim to excessive modesty, we also shrink from being too
conspicuous. The Committee will bear us witness that we should not have
preached at the Autumnal Session so many times if they had not pressed us
beyond measure owing to the wishes of the local friends. For once we have
been firm, strengthened therein by conscious physical weakness.


As we have received one or two letters requesting information as to Mr. R.
T. Booth, the Gospel Temperance Lecturer, we would say most heartily
that he has our fullest confidence. There is no truth in the statement that he
made a heavy charge for his services at the Tabernacle. The matter was left
entirely in our hands by the Committee of the Temperance Society, and we
gave Mr. Booth what we thought was both just and generous. He received
what we tendered with sincere gratitude, and whether it was much or little
ours was the sole responsibility.. If anybody wishes to pay others meanly
they will be good enough to find another paymaster; skinning flints is not in
our line. It is not true that Mr. Booth has made his fortune: poor man, he
needs help wherewith to get out to Australia, for he has nearly killed
himself by his exertions, and ore’ fogs will end him unless he gets away
soon. We have lived in the same hotel with him, and seen him from day to
day, and we judge him to be a man of God, of a child-like spirit, who
marvels at the usefulness which the Lord has granted him. We do not deny
that he is an American. Is that come to be a crime? We do not; see how the
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unfortunate individual could have avoided such a calamity. If his detractors
had been Americans we might never have heard of them, and that might
have been no loss. Mr. Booth is not a man of brilliant talents. What then?
He has moved the hearts of thousands as they were never moved before,
and the great-talent-people cannot make it out. Does that matter much?
We wish him God speed: though we often fear that his work will bring him
to a speedy ;grave, unless he can restrain his intense enthusiasm.


Here is the place to note our sense of personal bereavement in the death of
our friend Mr. T. B. Smithies, the editor of The British Workman, and of a
host of first-class serials, full of all that is good. Has any man in modern
times done a better day’s work than this amiable and earnest gentleman?
We think not. His mourning friends may well be comforted by
remembering his fruitful life. Our hard-working neighbor, Mr. Lloyd
Harris, of the “Help-my-self-Association,” has also fallen on sleep
suddenly. Thus the earnest workers are called home one by one: the
demand upon those who survive is heavier, and the need for recruits
increases. “The Lord liveth, and blessed be my Rock.”


COLLEGE.. — Mr. W. J. N. Yenstone has accepted the pastorate of the
churches at Hay and Bronith, South Wales. Mr. C. E. Stone has removed
from Laminas Hall, Battersea, to Chatham-road, Wandsworth Common;
Mr. J. J. Fitch, from Nottingham to Houghton-street, Southport; and Mr.
C. D. Crouch is leaving Shoreham, Susssex, in order to try to revive the
church at Worthing. He will at once begin collecting funds for the erection
of a new chapel, which he pledges himself will not be opened until the
whole cost is raised. He has done a good work in his previous pastorates at
Bulwell and Shoreham, and we admire his heroism and self-sacrifice in
leaving his present position for one which must entail much self-denial and
arduous toil.


Mr. W. V. Young, of Tring, expects to leave England on the 18th inst., by
the S.S. Liguria, for Queensland, where he is going to take the oversight
of the church at Ipswich. Mr. A. J. Clarke, who has been eminently
successful at West Melbourne, has resigned his pastorate in order to give
himself wholly to evangelistic work, for which he has aforetime proved
himself to be singularly qualified.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Fullerton and Smith report that the first month
of their Lancashire campaign has been as successful as could be expected,
seeing that it was the season when feasts, holidays, and excursions







289


attracted great numbers in other directions rather than to the services. Still,
good meetings have been held in all the places visited, and many have
found the Savior through the preaching and singing of our brethren in
Barrowford, Haggate, Nelson, Brierfield, Colne, Lumb, Waterfoot, and
Bury. In the last-named town most of the Nonconformist ministers were on
the committee, and united prayer-meetings were held in several of the
chapels, so that when the evangelists arrived they received a most hearty
welcome, which augured well for the success of the services. Pastor W. L.
Mayo, writing at the end of the first week, says — “ There is a certain
quiet power about the evangelists which keeps down undue excitement,
and tends to make the work real and deep rather than noisy and
evanescent. We have refrained from calculating the amount of good done
by the number of professed penitents, but we have had proofs at; all the
services that the Lord has been answering our prayers by bringing sinners
to his feet.” Pastor H. Abraham, of Lumb, writes — “ Mr. Fullerton’s
earnest, thoughtful, well-illustrated, and pointed addresses, and Mr.
Smith’s cheery singing and graphic anecdotes, will be cherished in the
memories of the people for many a day to come. We had sensation without
sensationalism, and the excitement of religion as distinguished from the
religion of excludement. We herd expected a blessing, and therefore we
got it. Just as we prepared for its coming, so also have we endeavored to
follow up the work since the brethren left US. After leaving Bury, our
brethren go to Blackburn, and this month they are to be at Burnley and
Preston, beginning on Nov 4 month’s services with Brother Medhurst at
Landport, where they are certain to have a very cordial reception. There
we bespeak for them the enthusiastic co-operation of our numerous warm-
hearted friends.


Mr. Burnham has been spending the whole of the past month among the
hoppickers in Kent. Contributions amounting in all to about £15 have
reached us in response to his appeal, and these have enabled him to carry
out various plans for getting at the poor hoppers which otherwise would
not have been possible, He and his coworkers are deeply grateful to all
who have helped them. This month Mr. Burnham pays his second visit to
Walton-on-the-Naze and afterwards goes for the third time, to Holbeach.


Mr. Russell has had much blessing upon his labors at Reading, Eastcombe,
and Minchinhampton, the news from the last place being especially
cheering.
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COLPORTAGE. — The following extracts from the last Annual Report of
the Worcestershire Colportage Association deserve the careful attention of
those who are seeking to evangelize the remote country tricts. They are
written after nine years’ experience of the work : —


“Ten years ago to-day the ministers and delegates met at Alcester, and
talked over the sad state, religiously considered, of the village population,
and decided upon the employment of colporteurs. The step can now be
reviewed with satisfaction, as having met a great need, and there is reason
to be very thankful to God that he has enabled us to continue the
employment of four colporteurs, and that they have been, and still are, well
received by all whom they visit. Past success must not close our eyes to the
fact; that our work is as much needed to-day as ever it was. Earl
Shaftesbury, at the annual meeting of the Bible Society, referred to the
many efforts now made for the welfare of the people; and he added most
truly., ‘That never were the emissaries of infidelity more busy among the
masses than now;’ and this is not merely in our large towns, but in the
villages. Our work is peculiarly adapted to meet the missionaries of error,
to create a taste for good reading, and to supply books which will benefit
those who rear)them. By means of this agency the people are not only
forewarned, but forearmed, and we have no reason to fear the result of the
conflict between truth and error. It will perhaps surprise some to learn that,
out of 195 villages worked by our colporteurs, there are 42 villages,
containing a population of 3.983, without, any religious services whatever;
and there still remain 120 villages., with a population of 20,000 to 30,000,
in which no Protestant Dissenter is at work. These figures must speak for
themselves; their require no comment.”


But not only in Worcestershire does this lack exist; there are many other
districts equally needy. Here is an agency confessedly adapted to meet the
necessity, and it can be utilized for about half the cost of most others, as
only £40 a-year is required from any district towards the colporteur’s
support. Is there not a Christian lady or gentleman in, thirty different
districts who will take this matter up, and collect the £40 needed? Those
who cannot do this, might aid the General Fund by collecting small sums.
Books ruled for the purpose can be obtained of the Secretary, Mr. W.
Corden Jones; and additional donations will be very thankfully received.


ORPHANAGE. — Our next Collectors Meeting will be held at the
Orphanage, on Friday evening, Oct. 12. Tea will be provided at five
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o’clock, and afterwards the President hopes to preside at the meeting, for
which an interesting program will be arranged. Will those of our collectors
who cannot be present kindly send in their boxes or books, with the
amounts they have collected? This will also be a good opportunity for fresh
friends to join the noble army of those who serve the orphans by soliciting
subscriptions and donations for their support. As our numbers increase, we
want our list of collectors to grow at the same rate; and we continually
need extra helpers to take the place of those who are called home, or who
are no longer able to assist us.


Will friends be so good as to notice that our income for August and
September for most of our Institutions has been far below thee
expenditure? It is almost always so during the holiday season; but in every
preceding year, as in this, the Lord has provided, and therefore we are sure
that he will still provide. When good people get home from the sea-side
they will think of us again.


Mr. Charlesworth asks us to mention that he has arranged to take the
Orphanage choir to the following places this month : — Oct. 8, Leyton; 9,
Walthamstow; 16, Paddington Chapel; 18, Belle Isle Mission, Camden
Town; 23, High Wycombe; 24, Aylesbury. Meetings may also be held at
Oxford and Reading. The other evenings in the month are free for
engagements in London. We shall be very grateful to all who by helping
this work will bring grist to the Orphanage mill, which is for ever grinding.


PERSONAL NOTES. — In a recent number of The British Messenger, there
appeared the following pleasing testimony to the usefulness of an extract
from one of our sermons, which had been published in the series of Floral
Tracts issued from the Stirling Tract Depot:—


“Calling upon Mr. George Heath, of Canterbury, a truly devoted
Evangelist, he gave me the following interesting account of what recently
occurred at one of his meetings. A woman attended one of the meetings,
listened to an earnest address by Mr. Heath, came under distress of soul on
account of her deep-dyed sins, she being a sinner of no ordinary character.
She was spoken to, directed to the Savior, and prayed with; but no relief of
mind came. As she left the hall, Mr. Heath gave her one of your little
tracts, entitled, ‘ Welcome to Jesus, His Blood cleanses from all Sin,’ ad
rising her to read it, and pray over it, which she promised to do. A few
days afterwards she went to Mr. Heath with a radiant countenance, and in
reply to the question, ‘How are you now?’ she said, ‘Oh, sir, I am so
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happy; the little book you gave me did it!’ Abundant evidence of the
genuineness of the change has since been furnished.”


One of our own colporteurs writes — “ Dear Sir, — It should encourage
you to know that not only are your large volumes being blessed, but so
also are your leaflets. I sold a poor old woman one pennyworth of your
‘Illustrated Tracts,’ telling her to begin, and do something for the Lord.
Some time after, when visiting the same village, a man asked me if I had
the tract entitled, ‘Our Father holds the rope.’ He said, ‘ Poor old Mrs. —
— gave me that tract, and it has been a blessing to me. I was anxious for a
long time, but the tract removed all my doubts and fears. I cannot read, but
I got it read to me four times. It is worn out now, and I want a new one
just like it. This has encouraged me to go on sowing the good seed of the.
kingdom; and it should encourage some to spend their money to spread the
gospel, believing that not even a penny shall be spent in vain.”


A warning to story-tellers and scandal-mongers. — We fancy’ that there
must be many people who might be benefited by reading this letter which
we have recently received : —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—As I see that you are still occasionally put to the
trouble of answering inquiries as to the truth of various anecdotes, etc.,
concerning yourself, I thought the following brief statement might interest
you, or some of your numerous readers, if you think it well to publish it.
About seventeen years ago I was for some time at a well-known health-
resort on the South Coast. At the table d’ hote I sat next to a young
married lady, who was, alas! consumptive, and of that temperament which
is so common in such cases, tres spirituelle, and very learned and
accomplished. You may be sure she never lacked auditors for her lively
conversation. At dessert one day she was ‘ telling stories ‘ (in the literal
and juvenile sense of the phrase) about yourself. I let her go on for some
time, until I thought the fun was getting a little too fast; and then I said, ‘I
hope, Mrs. —, you do not believe the stories you are detailing, because, I
assure you, I heard nearly all of them in my childhood, before Mr.
Spurgeon was born, and that most of them were then attributed to
Rowland Hill — doubtless with equal lack of authenticity.’ She looked me
calmly in the face, with a very comical expression, and replied, ‘Oh, Mr. —
—, we never ask whether such stories are true :; it is quite sufficient if we
find them amusing.’ ‘ Well,’ I said, ‘ so long as that is understood all
round, by all means keep on.’ The poor, brilliant, thoughtless woman and
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her husband also have many years since passed away; but she has many,
many successors, who are without her wit, and not quite; so good-
humoredly candid as to their practice. If only you can get it ‘ understood
all round that such folk really do not consider whether their ‘anecdotes’
are true or not, it might save you some trouble.


Yours faithfully —.” This is quite true, but it is a pity that people should lie
in jest. The lady was let off very easily. Our friend has touched the root of
the matter. It is not malice, but the passion for amusement, which creates
‘the trade in falsehood, which never seems to decline.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1883.


PRACTICAL DISCOURSE.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“A month they were in Lebanon, and two months at home.”—
1 Kings 5:14.


IT was right that when a temple was to be built for the Lord God of Israel
the Israelites should take their fair share in the building of it. Therefore a
levy was made, and a certain number of men were chosen to work in
Lebanon. It was, however, most fitting that work for a gracious God
should be joyful work; not the bondage of slaves, but the delight of sons.
Solomon did not demand that any Israelite should toil in the mountains and
quarries for years together, and leave his own fields to lie waste; but he
decreed that the workers should have one month in Lebanon at work for
the temple, and two months at home for their own affairs. Our God is not a
taskmaster, and sacred service should not sour into forced labor. Self-
sacrifice is the soul of true religion; but we must not; demand of others that
which would turn religion into slavery. Solomon knew that the common
people would grow weary, of working even for Jehovah himself, if they
were taken away from their own families and inheritances altogether; and
therefore in his wisdom he put it so — “ One month in Lebanon, and two
months at home.”


I am about to draw from this text two lessons. They are these — first, that
you and I ought to be rendering service to the Lord our God, and assisting
to build up his spiritual temple; but secondly, that while we labor abroad,
we must be doubly careful to watch over our own households and our own
souls. Marthas must also be Maries. We are bound to serve, but we must
not be cumbered with much serving. We must work with Martha and yet
sit with Mary at the Master’s feet: there must be one month in Lebanon,
and two months at home.
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First, then, WE ARE BOUND TO DO SERVICE FOR OUR KING —service for
the living temple of our God. It is not enough for us to say, “I believe in
the Lord Jesus Christ, and therefore I am saved;” that is not the end of it
all, else religion were a grand piece of selfishness. Our souls may not be
hooped in within our own ribs. Absorption in our own safety and neglect
of others would betray a spirit directly opposite to that of Jesus and his
true disciples. No, brethren; as the Father sent his Son into the world, even
so has he sent us into the world, that we may be made a blessing to our
fellows. Our life-work is to prepare living stones which may be built upon
the one foundation to be a habitation of God through the Spirit. We are to
be hewers of timber and squarers of stones for the house of our God.


Lay home to your hearts, your obligations to the Lord Jesus Christ’. “Ye
are not your own, ye are bought with a price ;” therefore no man liveth
unto himself. Your own salvation is of the utmost importance to you; but
an essential part of it is salvation from selfishness. If you begin and end
with your own interests, you are the servants of self and not of the Lord
Jesus. We owe our all to the blessed Lord Jesus Christ, and henceforth his
business is our business; and what is his business but to seek and to save
that which was lost? We are now the life long servants of him “who,
though he was rich, yet for our’ sakes he became poor.” Shall we grudge
our month in Lebanon? Nay:, rather will we not see to it that the whole
twelve months of the year are dedicated to temple-service, since he has
called us to be priests, and therefore we always dwell in his house?


Remember also our obligations to others. How were we converted? Was it
not through the instrumentality of some Christian man or’ woman? Directly
or indirectly it was so in every case; for those who have gone to glory long
ago have left us debtors for the knowledge of the gospel which they
handed down to us. Most of us were blessed by direct agency: a good
book was quietly placed in our way, a kind word was gently spoken, an
earnest sermon was aimed at us; a holy example was set before us: by such
things as these we were drawn. By the tears and prayers of others we were
brought to the Savior’s feet. Some owe their conversion to their parents,
others to Sabbath-school teachers, others to preachers of the word: the
bulk of us were brought to Jesus by some one instrumentality or another.
Pay your debt, then. You also are to bring another to Jesus as a
recompense to his servants. A certain generous man used to give liberally
to the poor, but he did it in this fashion: he said to each one, “I only lend
this money to you, and you are to pay it back to me, when you are able to
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do so, by giving as much as this to some other poor person.” That is the
method of our Lord Jesus Christ: he grants us a knowledge of his gospel
under bond that we tell it to others. Brethren, we are debtors; if we are
built up a spiritual house, let us gladly give our month in Lebanon that
other stones may be builded into the heavenly temple.


Besides, there is a life within every Christian which is the best prompter to
holy service. My brother, if you are born again, you cannot be idle, for the
life of God is never sluggish. Did not Jesus say, “My Father worketh
hitherto, and I work”? If you are not diligent in sacred service, you will
soon be afflicted with doubts and fears, for this disease attends on spiritual
sloth. The month on breezy Lebanon is for your soul’s health. To be idle is
to sicken; but to serve God is health and delight. It is like swimming to a
strong swimmer, he delights to breast the waves. It is like flight to the
condor of the Andes, who joyfully spreads his wings towards the sun. Tell
the eagle that it is a toil to mount into the ether., and his joyful flight
replies, “Toil to me to fly? I was made on purpose to dart among
lightnings, and to be at home amid tempests. My eye can even dare to gaze
upon the sun.” ,Oh, brothers, it is not slavery to serve Christ: even when it
involves stern effort, the labor brings its own refreshment. The more we
can do for Christ, the more are we indulging those sacred instincts which
regeneration has implanted in us. Let us shoulder the ax and spend our
month in Lebanon. Felling trees is fit work even for premiers, and
preparing stones for the spiritual temple would be an honorable occupation
for angels.


This work is most beneficial to Ourselves. Those Christian people who do
nothing are usually troublesome, for they are at leisure to find fault With
those who are doing their best. Many can see exactly how it ought to be
done, and yet do nothing. They discover where the worker fails; they
detect the little crochets and peculiarities which reveal themselves in his
service. The minister would preach so much better if he did it in the patent
way which his critics have invented. Why do not these fellows attempt the
work themselves? No, they are too fine for that; their high vocation is to
review the defects of their brethren. I am sick of them. Is not their Lord
weary of them, too?


Working for the Lord necessitates prayer, and this is a great blessing to us.
If a man wholly gives himself to soul-winning, he must be much in prayer,
for he will be all at sea without help from heaven. If he tries to comfort the
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downcast penitent, how readily will he be baffled! How soon will he cry to
the Holy Spirit, the Comforter, to do the work effectually. Every grace
which a Christian man possesses is bettered by’ its use in heavenly service.
The practical value of the gospel will soon strike you if you labor among
the fallen, the ignorant, the infidel. Does anybody know how precious the
gospel is till he has seen it light up the eye that was dim with despondency?
Does any man know How the joyful sound of the name of Jesus can charm
a heart till he, has seen the smile of newborn faith? I do not see how our
coming memories eau minister to our eternal happiness unless we earnestly
labor to bring sinners to the Savior. Let us up in earnest and win jewels for
Jesus and happy reflections for ourselves. Will it not enlarge our heaven to
see those in glory who were saved by our word? Was Rutherford wrong
when he said, “Oh, to see the people of Artworth in heaven shall be seven
heavens to me”? I can truly say of my hearers that the heaven of each one
shall be another heaven to me. For this joy let us each one gladly take his
month in Lebanon. Let those who have begun to loiter arouse themselves.
It ill becomes any of us to be hearers of the word for ourselves, and never
publishers of it to others.


It remains that I now remind you that if we take our month in Lebanon in
active service for the Lord’s house WE MUST TAKE SPECIAL CARE TO


SPEND OUR TWO MONTHS AT HOME. Our own households must have
special attention. The first duty of a Christian man is within his own heart,
the second is within his own house. Teach child-ten? Yes, by all means, but
begin with your own. Convert sinners? Yes; but labor first to win those
who are round about you. Religion must begin at home. The apostles were
to begin at Jerusalem, because Jerusalem was their home. If we care not
for our own households, we shall be worse than heathen men and
publicans. I am afraid that many professing Christians will have the doom
of Eli pronounced upon them. Eli’s sons made themselves vile, and he
restrained them not. He said a gentle word to them — “ Do not do so, my
sons;” but he did not put his foot down, and tell them plainly, “This shall
not be done in my house. You shall not profane the sanctuary of God by
open sin if I can prevent it. I am resolved upon that.” The end of his
indulgence was their destruction, and you know how sorrowfully the old
man ended his days, and what a curse fell upon his household in after-
generations. God grant that it may never be so with one of us. If anybody
should ask me whether I know an Eli, I fear I could put my finger on
several. I do not say that I can see one here — I will not look that way, but
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let each one ask, “Lord, is it I?” Rest assured that all our talk about
religion, and all our public labors will go for very little if our own families
run wild. It is a horrible thing in Israel when the children of godly men are
the sons of Belial. Such cases do occur, and then they say to me, “It is
written, ‘ Train up a child in the way he should go: and when he is old, he
will not depart from it :’ how do you make it out when So-and-so’s son is
such an open rebel?” I answer, whenever I have been able to lift the veil, I
have invariably found a reason for the children’s non-conversion in the
mismanagement of the household, or in the inconsistent conduct of the
parents. I suspect that we may generally say, “Is there not a cause?” I will
not say “always,” because singular things do happen; but yet if God gives
his people grace to walk uprightly before him, and they pray for their
children, and instruct them, and set them a godly example, the children
usually follow in their father’s footsteps.


Take heed, then, that you spend your two months at home. Do not offer to
God the sacrifice of public service smeared with the blood of your home
duties. Do not diminish your care in your own house; for the neglect of
domestic piety will prevent the acceptance of your public service.’ God
forbid that when, you talk to outsiders they should reply, “Look at your
own children. Our own offspring must be prayed for; and we must do more
than that — we must correct them for sin, instruct them in the Scriptures,
and pray with them personally till we weep over them. Family prayer must
be maintained in a devout and interesting manner, and our young people
must go with us to the sanctuary and be trained to treasure up what they
hear. I know the Spirit of God alone can renew their hearts, but he is not
backward to bless the means.


If the Lord helps us to be earnest with our children, what a blessed reward
awaits us! “I have no greater joy than this — that my children walk in the
truth,” every Christian parent may say this of his offspring. Oh, the delight
it is to look upon sons and daughters all in Christ! — to hear and know
that they are as earnest for the Redeemer’s kingdom as we are! All the
honor must be given to the sovereign grace of God; but the comfort is
ours. I am sure that when my mother pleaded with me she was doing better
than if she had addressed large assemblies. I am equally sure that when my
father knelt down with me alone and pleaded witch God for me, and
besought me to pray for myself, he was doing a better day’s work than
when he was preaching, though in that he has had great blessing. Who
knows what your son may be? Who knows what usefulness God may give
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to your daughter? Surely, if Dr. Bushy used to take off his hat when he
went into the schoolroom because he did not know who the boys might be,
for they might turn out to be great statesmen or judges, you might take off
your hat to your children, for you cannot tell what God may make of them.
Pray for grace to look well to the ways of your household, that they may
bring no discredit upon the cause of Christ. Use well those two months at
home.


Lastly, I change the run of thought to reach another point. There is a home
that is nearer home than our own homes; and that is the state of things
within our own breasts. If we give a certain care to the service of God
publicly, there must be double attention to the work of grace within. We
must not neglect the cultivation of our own heart. We must watch our own
growth in grace, our own communion with Christ, our own faith, our own
hope, our own love; for if we do not, we shall be in great danger. I fear
that many Christians are busy here and there, and their own spiritual life is
withering. They accomplish little because their spiritual money is put into a
bag which is fall of holes. They work hard, but take no fish because they
never mend their nets. If we neglect our private prayers, we shall not “so
run that we may obtain.” In some cases the neglect will prove to be fatal. I
do not mean in the case of the genuine child of God, but I do mean in the
case of many whom we take to be such. They keep the vineyards of others,
but their own vineyard they have not kept. They urge repentance, but they
have not themselves repented: they teach faith, but they have not
themselves believed. The work of the Holy Spirit within them they forget
in their zeal for their own fussy endeavors to outdo others. If you neglect
your own souls, and hope that you will get right by performing Christian
duties, you are grievously mistaken. If you try to shine and have no oil in
your vessels with your lamps, your lamps will go out, and you will die in
the dark. If you try to tell others what; you do not know, and speak to
them of a Savior in ‘whom you have never trusted, your life will be a
dreadful failure. You will preach and teach your own condemnation; what
else can come of it? I)o see to it that if you go up to Lebanon the ax is first
laid to the root of your own sins.


Supposing the professor to be a real and true Christian, yet, if he is always
active and never contemplative; if he spends much time in working and
none in prayer and Bible reading: it will be very weakening to himself and
damaging to his work. A weak hand may wield a good tool, but it cannot
do much with it. When you are sickly, ailing, out of sorts, as to body, you
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cannot do your work well. It would be a foolish thing to put a poor
consumptive man to labor like a strong navvy on the railway; he would
weary himself and do little with great pain. Fussy’ work that is done for
Christ without communion with Christ comes to nothing because it is not
wrought in the strength of God. O, my brethren, nothing can come out of
us if it is not first wrought in us by the Holy Ghost. It is essential that a
Christian worker should himself’ be the workmanship of God. If we would
heal, we must be healthy. If’ we get out of fellowship with Jesus, it will
lead to innumerable evils; and the more we try to do, the more those evils
will show themselves. We shall grow proud of our doings, and we shall
censure others till we grow unbearable. We shall become self-confident;
and the more we attempt, the more self-confident we shall become. Or else
we shall take to murmuring and grow displeased because God does not
prosper our work; and feel like Cain when the Lord had no respect to his
offering. You must walk in the light as God is in the light if you are to
enlighten a dark world and glorify your Lord.


Especially let me say to you, dear friends, there must be the two months at
home as to prayer. Do not forsake the mercy-seat. Be in the frequent
practice of prayer, and — what is better — be in the spirit of prayer
always. May the Holy Spirit lead you to baptize every duty into the pure
stream of grace, and to do the same in every lesson in the school, every
sermon you deliver, and every tract you give away. Pray over the whole
business. Prepare for the one month in Lebanon by the two months at
home, spent in pleading with God for a blessing.


Be much in Bible reading. We do not read the Bible half as much as we
should. Look how the Puritans searched it from end to end. How familiar
they were with every book! What blessed family prayer there must have
been in the household of Philip Henry since it led Matthew Henry to write
that famous commentary! Oh, that we had more Bible searching and Bible
preaching! Talking about the Bible is well enough, but searching the
Scriptures is better. Feed on the word yourselves, or else your teaching will
be thin and watery.


So, too, as to self-examination — a duty much neglected; let us not fail in
it. How few there are that look over the actions of the day before they fall
asleep at night; but how well it would be to revive the practice!
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Repentance, too, that sweet grace with the diamonds in her eyes — sweet
tears of holy grief for all that has been amiss — is not this pushed on one
side? This must not be.


And faith, also, the constant trusting the Savior — should we not exercise
it more continuously? Oh! to have times of quiet for the exercise of faith
and the growth of love!


As for communion with God — oh, that we lived in it always I But we do
not get time enough. We do not take time enough to get near our God. We
are like men who eat their meals in a hurry, for business calls them away. If
a man has no regular meals, but gets a snack here and a snack there, he
soon gets out of sorts. He needs time for regular food and its mastication
and digestion. We want the same for our holy feasts upon the heavenly
food, and to this end I would urge Solomon’s rule — one month in
Lebanon, but two months at home. A word to the wise is enough, and
therefore I say no more.


NOTES


IN answer to anxious inquiries from some friends who feel themselves
aggrieved, and from others who go further, and are greatly indignant, I can
only say that I think they have grave Cause for their regrets. With the
heartiest wish to see all things in a favorable light, I must confess that I
cannot interpret certain parts of the sayings and doings of the Baptist
Union at Leicester.


The welcome given to a denier of our Lord’s Godhead, I am informed by
the best authorities, was accidental, and it is distinctly repudiated, if it be
called an act of the Union itself!. So far I unreservedly believe the
statements of those most concerned, and I am silent, after’ earnestly
protesting against any construing of the matter into a fraternizing with
those who reckon our Lord Jesus to be no more than man, if even a perfect
man.


It is also asserted, by brethren in whom great reliance may be placed, that
the loudness of loose thinkers in the meetings was no index of their number
or their weight: and this I hope is correct, but no one can be sure. Certainly
the bonds of unity have suffered a severe ‘strain. In all Christian
associations there should be sufficient opportunities for differences of
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opinion upon matters not essential; and I trust that I should be the last to
complain of the unrestrained use of this liberty; but when truths which are
viewed as vital by a large portion of any society are trifled with by others,
there is so far an end of fellowship, or else of conscientiousness. I, for one,
have no Christian fellowship with those who reject the gospel of our Lord
Jesus Christ, neither will I pretend to have any.


Every one in a society must be prepared to bear and forbear; but it should
always be remembered that this is a lighter task for those who have no
fixed principles than for those who are firm in their convictions. It is not
always easy to balance the requirements of charity to men with those of
faithfulness to truth. This much is very clear to me, — there is a point
beyond which association may not be carried, lest it become a confederacy
in disloyalty. This point can be speedily reached, if it be not felt by all that
the unwritten law of the Baptist Union takes it for granted that its members
adhere to those grand evangelical truths which are the common heritage of
the Church. We cannot remain in union on any other basis. Creeds are of
little use as bonds; for men have learned to subscribe to words and to
interpret them in their own sense; but there can be no real union among
Baptists unless in heart and soul we all cling to the Lord Jesus as our God,
our Sacrifice, and our Exemplar. We must be one in a hearty love to the
gospel of his grace, or our unity will be of little worth.


It is my own personal belief that no number of men under heaven are
heartier in love to Christ crucified, and to one another, than the great
majority of our brethren of the Union: with them I am heartily at one, and
in writing these lines I fear lest I may cause them pain; but I can say no less
if I am to bear a conscience void of offense towards God. I may only add
that these lines are not written without much careful thought and earnest
prayer. God grant that they may for the present suffice as a protest not for
myself alone, but for the many who share my anxiety.


In the death of Mr. John Houghton, of Liverpool, we have lost one of our
kindest friends and most liberal helpers. Hundreds of the poor and needy
will miss him, and there is scarcely any part of the Lord’s work which will
not suffer through his departure. His bereaved wife and children have our
loving sympathy and prayers. Our deceased friend was 71 years of age. He
was a merchant, a philanthropist, an eminent Christian, and a minister of
the gospel. There are few such. He took the chair at our last College
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meeting. He seemed then to be failing, but we did not think that he was so
nearly home. The Lord has done it. “It is well.”


In the month of June last we received the following letter from Mr.
Houghton, and it is too good to be lost : — “I have read the story of the
Old Sexton, in The Sword and the Trowel of this month, with pleasure and
profit. Truly there is power in the consistent walk of Christians before the
world and the church. Unbelievers say, ‘ Whence comes this power? ‘ They
are abashed, and ofttimes many are converted, as in the case of the lawyer
referred to, while lukewarm Christians are ashamed, and led back to their
first love. Such testimony is always needful, particularly in the present day;
for while many souls are being led to Christ by the earnest teaching and
preaching of godly ministers and evangelists, many are likewise won by the
holy and consistent lives of the Lord’s people in every sphere of life, rich
and poor. As Dr. Watts beautifully says : —


‘ So let our lips; and lives express
The holy gospel we profess;


So let our works and virtues shine
To prove the doctrine all divine.’


It is like Zion awaking and putting on her beautiful garments, attracting the
world by the loveliness of her attire, and many are drawn to Christ saying, ‘
We will go with you, for we, perceive that the Lord is with you.’ O my
soul, seek earnestness for Christ with the adornments of the Spirit.”


On Tuesday evening Sept 25, the annual Conference of the pastors and
church officers connected with the London BAPTIST Association was held
in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall. Pastor J.P. Chown presided, and Joseph
Tritton, Esq., the esteemed treasurer of the Baptist Missionary Society,
introduced a discussion upon the present position and claims of the foreign
work of the church. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon and other speakers followed,
and a profitable evening was spent. It was an exceedingly happy, hearty,
and holy meeting, and the speeches were full of practical hints for helping
the divine work of missions. Mr. Tritton’s address was so chaste, so
gracious, so intense, that it struck the right key, and gave a hallowed tone
to the whole meeting. Oh, that all the churches owned the claims of the
heathen, and practically responded to them! The heathen are perishing!
Shall we let them perish?
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On Friday evening, Sept. 28, the annual meeting of the Metropolitan
TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION was held in the Lecture-hall,
under the presidency of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. This Association is quite
distinct from the College Society of Evangelists, the brethren and sisters
who preach and sing the gospel in connection with this branch of our
church work being all unpaid, and as a rule their services are limited to
London or ifs immediate neighborhood. Some idea of the work
accomplished by the 109 members of the Association during the past year
may be formed from the following statistics : — 560 Sunday services have
been held at the mission stations under the control of the Association, and
730 at other mission stations; 459 supplies have been sent to various
churches, 459 special evangelistic meetings have been conducted, 520
open-air services, 14 children’s services, and 955 that are described as
“miscellaneous,” making a total for the twelve months of 3697—an
increase upon the previous year of 370. It is impossible to estimate the
blessing that must result from such continued and wide-spread sowing of
the good seed of the kingdom. The year’s expenditure for traveling
expenses, rent, gas, printing, postage, etc., has been only £227 4s. 8d. —
rather more than one-half of which has been contributed by the churches
visited, or by donations and collections, and the balance of £100 has been
provided by the Pastor. Various agencies are constantly needing help from
us, and we are glad, therefore, when the Lord’s stewards entrust funds to
our discretion.


Pastors J. Chadburn, of Trinity Chapel, Poplar, and F. A. Jones, of Cross-
street Chapel, Islington, gave very generous and grateful testimony to the
usefulness of the Evangelists who had visited their churches. Addresses
were delivered by the chairman, and Messrs. Elvin, Shurmer, Howard, and
Biss. Hymns and choruses were sun. g by representatives of the various
mission stations. Altogether, it was a grand meeting, full of fire and fervor,
and yet at the same time free front all unhealthy excitement. We cannot see
how money could be better expended than in supporting such an agency as
this, which is often hindered by lack of funds from extending its beneficent
operations. The Association is ready to undertake missions in any churches
of our Lord Jesus Christ. Any contributions will be gratefully received, and
all information will be gladly furnished by Mr. G. E. Elvin, 30, Surrey-
square, Walworth, S.E. This worthy elder of our church not only arranges
all the work of the Association with consummate skill, but he takes a large
share of it himself.
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Or: Monday evening, Oct. 1, Mr. J. Hudson Taylor, the director of the
CHINA INLAND MISSION, came to the Tabernacle prayer-meeting to ask the
prayers of the church for two brethren and one sister who were about to
sail for China, and also for several others who had already left for their
field of labor in the Celestial Empire. It was stated that during the months
of September and October twenty missionaries would be going to China in
connection with this one mission. ;: vet what are they among so many
millions who know not the name of Christ? Brethren, pray for China.


We rejoice that one of our brethren has been moved to give £500 to the
Baptist Mission on the Congo. It seems a fitting sequel to the going forth
of our brother Comber from our College.


The numbers attending our Monday prayer-meetings continue to increase,
and the interest of the gatherings is well-sustained. We calculate that from
twelve to fifteen hundred are present at the ordinary meeting for prayer.
There is a constant variety in the form assumed by the meetings, but we
never leave them without blessing God for the spirit of prayer that has been
poured out, and for the evidence that those who meet to pray expect to
receive gracious answers to their petitions. Our Thursday evening prayer-
meeting for one hour before the preaching-service is very sweet, and full of
pleading power: the congregations at the Lecture are most ‘wonderful for
numbers, while on Sundays the crowds are greater than ever.


On Monday evening, October 15, the annual meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE MATERNAL SOCIETY was held in the
Lecture-hall. A large number of ladies met for tea, and afterwards
addresses were delivered by Pastors C. H. and J. A. Spurgeon, and Messrs.
W. Olney and J. W. Harrald. According to the report, 234 boxes, each
containing 28 articles of clothing, have been lent during the year, and more
than 400 articles of clothing have been given, in addition to £37 8s. 6d.
presented in money to the poor women relieved by the Society. This help
has been greatly appreciated by the recipients, and in many instances has
just saved them from absolute despair. The total cost of the year’s work
has been under £90, and the small balance in hand will soon be expended.
If any Christian ladies are looking out for a field of usefulness they cannot
do better than present themselves at the Ladies’ Room on the second
Tuesday after the first Sunday in each month, and ask what they can do in
furtherance of this generous ministry.
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At the prayer-meeting in the Tabernacle the same evening there was a
pleasing presentation to our esteemed elder, Mr. G. Goldston, in memory
of seven years’ valuable service as President of the SATURDAY EVENING


TRAINING-CLASS, for the members of the Evangelists’ Association and
Country Mission. He has been obliged, on account of ill-health, to resign
his position. The members of the class, therefore, presented him with an
illuminated address, expressive of their gratitude. Mr. Elvin, who has taken
the post of President, read the address; the Pastor, after referring to the
assistance rendered by Mr. Goldston in the formation of new churches in
various districts, presented the testimonial. Many who are now useful
preachers of the word have been greatly benefited by attending the class.


MR. SPURGEON’S PROTESTANT PICTURES. —Since the exhibition was
closed at the Orphanage, the collection of engravings, etc., illustrating the
history of the Reformation, has been on view at South-street Chapel,
Greenwich, and during the past month at Gipsy-road Chapel, Norwood,
where Pastor W. Hobbs and his friends have received a large number of
visitors. All who have examined them have been pleased and instructed
with this unique pictorial representation of the great struggles of the
Reformation. From Norwood the gallery has been removed to Southend,
from there it comes to Kilburn, and from November 5 to 8, the pictures will
be on view at the PASTORS’ COLLEGE. They are then to be exhibited at
EXETER HALL, under the auspices of the Luther Commemoration
Committee, from November 10 to 14, after which they are promised to
friends in Middlesbrough, Stockton, and Grantham. The pictures return to
London for the last few weeks in the year. On Sunday evening, November
11, Pastor C. H. Spurgeon will take his share in the Luther Celebration by
preaching a special sermon to Young Men at Exeter Hall, his place at the
Tabernacle being supplied by his son Charles, from Greenwich.


COLLEGE. —Mr. E. Dyer, who has been the means of forming a new
church at Hornchurch, Essex, has now completed his College course, and
settled at Atherton, near Manchester.


Mr. W. Townsend is removing from Enfield Highway, to Canterbury; and
Mr. J. A. Brown, M.R.C.S., formerly of Drummend-road, Bermondsey,
has become pastor of Cottage Green Church, Camberwell.


From Australia we learn that Mr. Harry Wood has become pastor of the
church at Longford, Tasmania; and that Mr. McCullough, whom he
succeeds, is devoting himself to evangelistic work in the same colony.
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Messrs. Harrison and Isaac have been visiting several of the Victorian
churches with most gratifying results, and Mr. A. J. Clarke is doing the
work of an Evangelist with marked success.


Mr. Stead, by whose earnest, self-denying labors the church in Worthing
was commenced, is about to travel in the southern part of the United
States, and we commend him to the Christian courtesy of our brethren in
that region.


Our Baptist friends at Eastbourne are greatly in need of a better chapel.
They have been worshipping for the last twelve years in an iron building,
which is too small for the work of the church and school, and most
unsuitable as a place for worship. The chapel which Mr. Osborne and the
friends are about to build will cost at least £3,000, towards which the Duke
of Devonshire has generously promised £100. The building will not be
commenced until half the amount has been subscribed. East-bourne should
possess a comfortable Baptist chapel, both for the sake of its greatly-
increasing population, and for the benefit of visitors. -The members of the
church and congregation are doing what they can, and earnestly appeal to
other Christian friends to assist them. Donations will be most thankfully
received by Pastor W. Osborne, 89, Pevensey road.


On Tuesday and Wednesday evenings, September 25 and 26, Mr. Thomas
Cooper, our venerable Professor of Apologetics, delivered two farewell
lectures to the students of the College and Evening Classes. The first
evening Mr. Cooper’s subject was “Charles Darwin” whose theory of
“natural selection”-was conclusively refuted. The next night the lecturer
discussed the question:, “Is life worth living?” sad answered it in the
affirmative. All the brethren who had heard Mr. Cooper before were glad
to renew their acquaintance with him, and those who had not previously
listened to him regretted that in all probability it was the last as well as the
first time they could sit at the feet of such a valiant champion of the faith.
May the closing days of our honored brother’s life be bright with the
coming glory.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Fullerton and Smith have now completed their
three months’ tour in Lancashire. We referred last month to the beginning
of the work at Bury. At the close of the mission there we were delighted to
receive the following cheering letter : —


“Bury, Sept., 1883. “Rev. C. H. Spurgeon,
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“Dear Sir,


“As members of the Bury Ministerial Union we desire to express our warm
appreciation of the services conducted in our town by Messrs. Fullerton
and Smith.


“The gospel has been faithfully and earnestly proclaimed by them, and the
good hand of our God has been upon them, so that our churches have been
quickened, the halting led to decision, and indifferent ones to inquiry. “We
have much reason to thank God for their labors, and would also express
our gratitude to you as the means of their coming.


“May we hope that the day is not far distant when we shall be favored with
another visit from our brethren, in which case they would receive more
hearty help both from ourselves and the members of our churches.


“We are, dear Sir,
“Your brethren in Christ


Here follow the signatures of nine ministers.


Pastor M. H. Whetnail writes concerning the services at Blackburn:— “A
week prior to the coming of the Evangelists we sought to obey the
Master’s word, ‘ Prepare ye the guest-chamber.’ As a church, we desired
that the Master of the house should be present in our meetings, and as
individual Christians we longed for more of his presence in our hearts. Our
gatherings for prayer were seasons of great refreshing, and our
expectations were raised very high...


The meetings have been well attended, and large numbers have been
brought to decision. Not only has our own church been enriched with
blessing, but many belonging to other congregations in the town have
professed to find the Savior during the mission. The brethren have
endeared themselves to many by their desire to set forth the Lord Jesus.
The clear, striking, and effective manner in which the way of salvation has
been shown, has not only been blessed to the unsaved, but also to those
engaged in Christian work. One said to me, ‘I am so glad of the addresses
of Mr. Fullerton. I am sure my teaching will be more pointed, and
scriptural, and successful than it has been. I seem to have such a grasp of
the gospel as I never had before.’”
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The work at Burnley was especially interesting to the Evangelists, as that
town was the first they had ever revisited. Our good friend, Mr. A. Altham,
who resides there, has been the Treasurer for the whole of the meetings of
the district, and Pastor J. Kemp has acted as Secretary, and while they have
done their best for their neigh-bouts, they have not neglected their own
corner of the field. The ground was so well prepared before the Evangelists
arrived that they started under most favorable auspices, and the interest
was maintained until the closing Sabbath, when no less than seven crowded
services were held. Mr. Kemp says:—”Mr. Fullerton has preached the
gospel with great clearness and force. He has been enabled to ring out
grandly the old doctrines of salvation by the grace of God. I am not sure
that this has pleased everybody, but it seems to have pleased the Lord, for
believers have been refreshed by it, careless ones have been compelled to
pray for mercy, and not a few have, we trust, been quickened into newness
of life. Mr. Smith is a great favorite with the children. and, indeed, his
singing is pleasing to all, while his racy and instructive talks add not a little
to the interest of the meetings.” Mr. Altham confirms Mr. Kemp’s
testimony to the spiritual results of the services, and on behalf of the
committee sends us the noble thankoffering of £200, one half of which is
from Burnley, and the balance from the other towns visited during the
three months campaign. This grand contribution has come just at the right
time, for the funds of the Evangelists’ Society were nearly exhausted. We
are thus saved from the slightest anxiety as to the support of the brethren
who are in this way so greatly owned of God wherever they go; and we are
deeply grateful to Burnley friends, and all others who have thus for a
season removed the burden that would otherwise have rested upon us.


This month is to be spent by the Evangelists with our good Brother
Medhurst, at Portsmouth, and next month they go to St. Leonards and
Hastings.


We have received the following note from Pastor J. J. Kendon, of
Goudhurst, concerning Mr. Burshera’s work among the hop-pickers : —


“Dear Sir, — Will you kindly allow me to thank you for sending Mr. J.
Burnham to help our evangelistic work among the hop-pickers in Kent?
We have had a most blessed series of services, which were continued all
through the month of September. These. services were attended by large
numbers, many of whom never hear the gospel except at these hop-pickers’
meetings. In all the villages around, open-air services were held every night
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in the week, and a great spirit of hearing was manifest in every assembly.
On Sundays the meetings were held at the hop-pickers’ camps, Mr.
Burnham and a band of helpers going from one to another during the day,
and finishing up with a large open-air service. Very many have been seen to
weep as ‘The Old, Old Story ‘ was told or sung by Mr. Burnham and his
co-workers. We have been greatly encouraged by the funds which you so
kindly sent to help us, and we should like to tender through you our hearty
thanks to all who have aided us in this blessed and much.-needed work.”


Mr. Russell has recently held successful services at Great Grimsby, and has
also done good work at some of the village stations connected with Mr.
Stone’s church at Nottingham. This month he goes to Leeds and
Attercliffe.


Messrs. Mateer and Parker have conducted missions at Newcastle-under-
Lyme, Rushden, and Sutton-in-Craven, and in each place large numbers
have gathered to hear the word preached or sung, and many have
professed to find the Savior.


ORPHANAGE.—Our good friend, Mr. James Toiler, of Waterbeach, has
again sent up the proceeds of the “Orphanage acre.” This year the yield is
three tons of potatoes, and three sacks of flour. We are very grateful for
this regular and welcome help for the commissariat of the institution, and
our joy would be doubled if we could hear of another acre consecrated in
the same way. We had the produce of this acre when we had only boys in
our Stockwell family: surely there is, somewhere or other, an acre of good
land that might be set apart for the girls’ side of the household. Do not all
write at once, dear friends in the country, but do not all miss this golden
opportunity of serving the Lord by helping the widow and the fatherless.


On Friday evening, October 12, a large number of the collectors brought
in their boxes and books, with the amounts contributed; and after tea
assembled in the dining-hall for a meeting, at which the President occupied
the chair. There was an interesting program, consisting of recitations and
singing by some of the children: music by the Orphanage hand-bell-ringers;
addresses by the President, and Messrs. Charlesworth and Harrald; and the
presentation of Bibles to the first girl who was leaving the institution to go
to a situation, and to three boys who were also beginning life on their own
account. Before the proceedings closed, Mr. Ladds announced that the
total brought in during the evening amounted to £86 6s. 10d., or about £16
less than the receipts at the corresponding meeting last year. The President
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said that if anyone present wished to make up the deficiency he would be
most happy to accept it, and one generous lady promptly contributed the
required amount.


Several friends who could not be present sent their amounts by post, and
others are, we trust, keeping their boxes and books until they have done a
little more begging. There is still room for additions to our collectors’ list.
Boxes or books, leaflets, and all information will be gladly supplied by the
Secretary, Stockwell Orphanage, Clap-ham-road, London.


COLPORTAGE.— Arrangements are nearly complete for an additional
colporteur to begin work at Aughten Moss, near Liverpool; and another
has already commenced Operations in the neighborhood of Peckham and
East Dulwich.


The Colporteur on Board Ship.—William Salter, colporteur in Cowes
district, Isle of Wight, has, through the liberality of a friend, been provided
with a boat, by means of which he is enabled to visit the various ships lying
in the harbor. He reports that he has been well received by the sailors. He
found a demand for the Scriptures in French, German, and Norwegian.
May this work be as “bread east upon the waters, found after many days.”


The ingenuity of some of the colporteurs is very great in adapting their
remarks to the passing circumstances of the people. One recently asked at
a cottage door for a drink of water, and with the cup in his hand discoursed
to the cottager upon the water of eternal life, “for which,” the writes, “she
seemed to be thirsting as much as I was for the natural water.”


Another writes that he and several young men went to a neighboring
village where no Sunday-evening service of any kind was held. They got
150 to 200 people at their open-air services to listen to the gospel. He
concludes his report thus : — “What is to be done for the people in the
winter I know not, as there is no chapel and no house large enough to hold
them. One man offers to give a piece of land to build a chapel upon, but we
cannot see our way clear as to what we ought to do. Will the readers of
The Sword and the, Trowel remember us in their prayers to God that he
will bless us very richly?”


We want to see at least one hundred colporteurs at work. Who will help to
extend our operations? All information can be obtained from the secretary,
Mr. W. Corden Jones, Temple-street, St. George’s-road, London, S.E. - ‘
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On the first Sabbath of October fifty-five persons were received into
church-fellow-ship at the Tabernacle, and there are so many coming
forward to confess Christ from week to week that we expect a like
addition in November. The pastor feels that he will be pretty well worn-out
by the time of his retirement for rest, and the weather will also have
become severe enough to try him, so he has arranged to leave for six
Sabbaths in December and January.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle :— September 27. seventeen;
October 4, twenty-six.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


DECEMBER, 1883.


THE WELL-BELOVED’S VINEYARD.


A COMMUNION ADDRESS TO A LITTLE COMPANY OF
BELIEVERS IN HIS OWN ROOM AT MENTONE. BY C. H.


SPURGEON.


“My well-beloved hath a vineyard in a very fruitful hill.” — Isaiah
5:1.


WE recognize at once that Jesus is here. Who but he can be meant by “My
well-beloved”? Here is a word of possession and a word of affection, — he
is mine, and my Well-beloved tie is loveliness itself, the most loving and
lovable of beings; and we personally love him with all our heart, and mind,
and soul, and strength: he is ours, our beloved, our well-beloved, we can
say no less.


The delightful relationship of our Lord to us is accompanied by words
which remind us of our relationship to him, “My well-beloved hath a
vineyard,” and what vineyard is that but our heart, our nature, our life? We
are his: and we are his for the same reason that any other vineyard belongs
to its owner. He made us a vineyard. Thorns and briars were all our growth
naturally, but he bought us with a Price, he hedged us about, and set us
apart for himself, and then he planted and cultivated us. All within us that
can bring forth good fruit is of his creating, his tending, and his preserving;
so that if we be vineyards at all we must be his vineyards. We gladly agree
that it shall be so. I pray that I may not have a hair on my head that does
not belong to Christ, and you all pray that your every pulse and breath may
be the Lord’s.


This happy afternoon I want you to note that this vineyard is said to be
upon “a very fruitful hill.” I have been thinking of the advantages of my
own position towards the Lord, and lamenting with great shame-facedness
that I am not bringing forth such fruit to him as my position demands.
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Considering our privileges, advantages, and opportunities, I fear that many
of us have need to feel great searchings of heart. Perhaps to such the text
may be helpful, and it may not be without profit to any one of us, it’ the
Lord bless it.


I. Our first thought, in considering these words, is that our POSITION AS


THE LORD’S VINEYARD IS A VERY FAVORABLE ONE, —”My well-be,
loved hath a vineyard in a very fruitful hill.” No people could be better
placed for serving Christ than we are. I hardly think that any man is better
situated for glorifying God than I am. I do not think that any women could
be in better positions for serving Christ than some of you, dear sisters, now
occupy. Our heavenly Father has placed us just where he can do the most
for us, and where we can do the most for him. Infinite wisdom has
occupied itself with carefully selecting the soil and site, and aspect of every
tree in the vineyard. We differ greatly, and need differing situations in order
to fruitfulness: the place which would suit one might be too trying for
another. Friend, the Lord has planted you in the right spot; your station
may not be the best in itself, but it is the best for you. We are in the best
possible position for some present service at this moment; the providence
of God has put us on a vantage ground for our immediate duty: “My well-
beloved hath a vineyard in a very fruitful hill.”


Let us think of the times in which we live as calling upon us to be very
fruitful when we compare them with the years gone by. Time was when we
could not have met thus happily in our own room: if we had been taken in
the act of breaking bread, or reading God’s word, we should have been
haled off to prison, and perhaps put to death. Oar forefathers scarcely
dared to lift up their voices in a psalm of praise lest the enemy should be
upon them. Truly, the lines have fallen unto us in pleasant places; yea, we
have a goodly heritage, in a very fruitful hill.


We do not even live in times when error is so rampant as to be paramount.
There is too much of it abroad; but taking a broad view of things, I venture
to say that there never was a time when the truth had a wider sway than it
has now, or when the gospel was more fully preached, or when there was
more spiritual activity. Black clouds of error hover over us; but at the same
time we rejoice that, from John o’ Groat’s House to the Land’s End, Christ
is preached by ten thousand voices, ‘red even in the dark parts of the earth
the name of Jesus is shining like a candle in the house. If we had the pick of
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the ages in which to live, we could not have selected a better time for fruit-
bearing than that which is now occurrent: this age is “a very fruitful hill.”


That this is the case some of us know positively, because we haw been
fruitful. Look back, brothers and sisters, upon times when your hearts
were warm, and your zeal was fervent, and you served the Lord with
gladness. I join with you in those happy memories. Then we could run with
the swiftest, we could fight with the bravest, we could work with the
strongest, we could suffer with the most patient. The grace of God has
been upon certain of us in such an unmistakable manner that we have
brought forth all the fruits of the Spirit. Perhaps to-day we look back with
deep regret because we are not so fruitful as we once were: if it be so, it is
well that our regrets should multiply, but we must change each one of them
into a hopeful prayer. Remember, the vine may have changed, but the soil
is the same. We have still the same motives for being fruitful, and even
more than we used to have. ‘Why are we not more useful? Has some
spiritual phylloxera taken · possession of the vines, or have we become
frost-bitten, or sun-burnt? ‘What is it that withholds the vintage? Certainly,
if we were fruitful once, we ought to be more fruitful now. The fruitful hill
is not exhausted; what aileth us that our grapes are so few?


We are planted on a fruitful hill, for we are called to work which of all
others is the most fruitful. Blessed and happy is the man who is called to
the Christian ministry; for this service has brought more glory to Christ
than any other. You, beloved friends, are not called to be rulers of nations,
nor inventors of engines, nor teachers of sciences, nor slayers of men; but
we are soul-winners, our work is to lead men to Jesus. Ours is, of all the
employments in the world, the most fruitful in benefits to men and glory to
God. If we are not serving God in the gospel of his Son with all our might
and ability, then we have a heavy responsibility resting upon us. “Our well-
beloved hath a vineyard in a very fruitful hill :” there is not a richer bit of
soil outside Eramanuel’s land than the holy ministry for souls. Certain of us
are teachers, and gather the young about us while we speak of Jesus. This
also is choice soil. Many teachers have gathered a grand vintage from
among the little ones, and have not been a whir behind pastors and
evangelists in the glory of soul-winning. Dear teachers, your vines are
planted in a very fruitful hill. But I do not confine myself to preachers and
teachers; for all of us, as we have opportunities of speaking for the Lord
Jesus Christ, and privately talking to individuals, have also a fertile soil to
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grow in. If we do not glorify God by soul-winning we shall be greatly
blameable, since of all forms of service it is most prolific in praise of God.


And what is more, the very circumstances with which are surrounded all
tend to make our position exceedingly favorable for fruit-bearing. In this
little company we have not one friend who is extremely poor; but if such
were among us I should say the same thing. Christ has gathered so, me of
his choicest clusters from the valley of poverty. Many eminent saints have
never owned a foot of land, but lived upon their weekly wage, and found
scant fare at that. Yes, by the grace of God, the vale of poverty has
blossomed as the rose. It so happens, however, that the most of us here
have a competence, we have all that we need, and something over to give
to the poor and to the cause of God. Surely, we ought to be fruitful in
almsgiving, in caring for the sick, and in all manner of sweet and fragrant
influences. “Give me neither poverty nor riches,” is a prayer that has been
answered for most of us; and if we do not now give honor unto God, what
excuse can we make for our barrenness? I am speaking to some who are
singularly healthy, who are never hindered by aches and pains; and to
others who have been prospered in business for twenty years at a stretch:
yours is great indebtedness to your Lord: in your case, “My well-beloved
hath a vineyard in a. very fruitful hill.” Give God your strength, and your
wealth, my brother, while they last: see that all his care of thee is not
thrown away. Others of us seldom know many months together of health,
but have often had to suffer sorely in body; this ought to make us fruitful,
for there is much increase from the tillage of affliction. Has not the Master
obtained the richest of all fruit from bleeding vines? Do not his heaviest
bunches come from vines which have been sharply cut and pruned down to
the ground? Choice flavors, dainty juices, and delicious aromas come
mostly from the use of the keen-edged knife of trial. Some of us are at our
best for fruit-bearing when in other respects we are at our worst. Thus
might truly say that whatever our circumstances may be, whether we are
poor or rich, in health or in affliction, each one of our cases has its
advantages, and we are planted “in a very fruitful hill.”


Furthermore, when I look at our spiritual condition, I must say for myself,
and I think for you also, “My well-beloved hath a vineyard in a very fruitful
hill.” For what has God done for us? To change the question — what has
God not done for us? What more could he say than to us he hath said?
What more could he do than to us he hath done? He hath dealt with us like
a God. He has loved us up from the pit, he, has loved us up to the cross,
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and up to the gates of heaven; he has quickened us, forgiven as, and
renewed us, he dwells in us, comforts us, instructs us, upholds us,
preserves us, guides us, leads us, and tie will surely perfect us. If we are
not fruitful, to his praise, how shall we excuse ourselves? Where shall we
hide our guilty heads? Shall yonder sea suffice to lend us briny tears
wherewith to weep over our ingratitude?


II. I go a step further, by your leave, and say that our POSITION, as the
Lord’s vineyard, IS FAVORABLE TO THE PRODUCTION OF TILE FRUIT winch
HE LOVES BEST. I believe that my own position is the most favorable for
the production of the fruit that the Lord loves best in me, and that your
position is the same. What is this fruit?


First:, it: is faith. Our Lord is very delighted to see faith in his people. The
trust which clings to him with childlike confidence is pleasant to his loving
heart. Our position is such that faith ought to be the easiest thing in the
world to us. Look at the promises he has given us in his word: can we not
believe them? Look at what the Father has done for us in the gift of his
dear Son: can we not trust him after that? Our daily experience all goes to
strengthen our confidence in God. Every mercy asks, “Will you not trust
him?” Every want that is supplied cries, “Can you not trust him?” Every
sorrow sent by the great Father tests our faith, and drives us to him on
whom we repose, and so strengthens and confirms our confidence in God.
Mercies and miseries alike operate for the growth of faith. Some of us have
been called upon to trust God on a large scale, and that necessity has been
a great help towards fruit-bearing. The more troubles we have, the more is
our vine digged about, and the more nourishment is laid to its roots. If faith
do not ripen under trial, when will it ripen? Our afflictions fertilize the soil
wherein faith may grow.


Another choice fruit is love. Jesus delights in love, his tender heart delights
to see its love returned. Am I not of all men most bound to love the Lord?
I speak for each brother and sister here — is not that your language? Do
you not all say, “Lives there a person beneath you blue sky who ought to
love Jesus more than I should do?” Each sister soliloquizes, “Sat there ever
a woman in her chamber who had more reason for’ loving God than I
have?” No, the sin which has been forgiven us should make us love our
Savior exceeding much. The sin which has been prevented in other cases
should make us love our Preserver much. The help which God has sent us
in times of need, the guidance which he has given in times of difficulty, the
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joy which he has poured into us in days of fellowship, and the quiet he has
breathed upon us in times of trial — all ought to make us love him. Along
our life-road reasons for loving God are more numerous than the leaves
upon the olives,. He has hedged us about with his goodness, even as the
mountains and the sea are round our present resting-place. Look backward
as far as time endures, and then look far beyond that, into the eternity
which has been, and you will see the Lord’s great love set upon us: all
through time and eternity reasons have been accumulating which constrain
us to love our Lord. Now turn sharply round, and gaze before you, and all
along the future faith can see reasons for loving God, golden milestones on
the way that is yet to be traversed, all calling for delight in God.


Christ is also very pleased with the fruit of hope, and we are so
circumstanced that we ought to produce much of it. The aged ought to
look forward, for they cannot expect to see much more on earth. ‘rime is
short, and eternity is near; how precious is a good hope through grace. We
who are young ought to be exceedingly hopeful; and the still younger folk,
who are just beginning the spiritual life, should abound in hope most fresh
and bright. If any man has expectations greater than I have, I should like to
see him. We have the greatest of expectations. Have you never felt like
Mercy in her dream, when she laughed, and when Christiana asked her
what made her laugh she said that she had had a vision of the things yet to
be revealed?


Select any fruit of the Spirit you choose, and I maintain that we are
favorably circumstanced for producing it; we are planted upon a very
fruitful hill.. What a fruitful hill we are living in as regards labor for Christ,
Each one of us may find work for the Master; there are capital
opportunities around us. There never was an age in which a man
consecrated to God might do so much as he can at this time. There is
nothing to restrain the most ardent zeal. We live in such happy times that,
if we plunge into a sea of work, we may swim, and none can hinder us.
Then, too, our labor is made, by God’s grace, to be so pleasant to us. No
true servant of Christ is weary of the work, though he may be weary in the
work: it is not the work that he ever wearies of, for he wishes that he could
do ten times more. Then our Lord makes our work to be successful. We
bring one soul to Jesus, and that one brings a hundred. Sometimes when
we are fishing for Jesus there may be few fish, but, blessed be his name,
most of them enter the net; and we have to live praising and blessing God
for all the favor with which he regards our labor of love. I do think I am
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right in saying that for the bearing of the fruit which Jesus loves best our
position is exceedingly favorable.


III. And now this afternoon, at this table, our POSITION HERE IS


FAVORABLE EVEN NOW TO OUR PRODUCING IMMEDIATELY, and upon the
spot, the richest, ripest, rarest fruit for our Well-beloved. Here at the
communion-table, we are at the center of the truth, and at the well-head of
consolation. Now we enter the holy of holies, and come to the most sacred
meeting-place between out’ souls and God.


Viewed from this table, the vineyard slopes to the south, for everything
looks towards Christ, our San. This bread, this wine, all set our souls
aslope towards Jesus Christ, and he shines full upon our hearts, and minds,
and souls, to make us bring forth fruit. Are we not planted on a very
fruitful hill?


As we think of his passion for our sake, we feel that a wall is set about us
to the north, to keep back every sharp blast that might destroy the tender
grapes. No wrath is dreaded now, for Jesus has borne it for us; behold the
tokens of his all-sufficient sacrifice! No anger of the Lord shall come to our
restful spirits, for the Lord saith, “I have sworn that I will not be wroth
with thee, nor rebuke thee.” Here on this table are the pledges of his love
unspeakable, and these keep out the rough winds like a wall. Surely we are
planted on a very fruitful hill.


Moreover, the Well-beloved himself is among us. He has not put us out to
husbandmen, but he himself doth undertake to care for us; and that he is
here we are sure, for here is his flesh, and here is his blood. You see the
outward token, may you feel the unseen reality; for we believe in his real
presence, though not in the gross corporeal sense with which worldly
spirits blind themselves. The King has come into his garden: let us entertain
him with our fruits. He who for this vineyard poured ,out a bloody sweat,
is now surveying the vines; shall they not at this instant give forth a good
smell? The presence of our Lord makes this assembly a very fruitful hill:
where he sets his feet all good things flourish.


Around this table we are in a place where others have fruited well. Our
literature contains no words more precious than those which have been
spoken at the time of communion. Perhaps you know and appreciate the
discourses of Willison, delivered on sacramental occasions. Rutherford’s
communion sermons have a sacred unction upon them. The poems of
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George Herbert, I should think, were most of them inspired by the sight of
Christ in this ordinance. Think of the Canttoles of holy Bernard, how they
flame with devotion. Saints and martyrs have been nourished at this table
of blessing. This hallowed ordinance, I am sure, is a spot where hopes
grow bright and hearts grow warm; resolves become firm and lives become
fruitful, and all the clusters of our soul’s knit ripen for the Lord.


Blessed be God, we are where we hate ourselves often grown. We have
enjoyed our best times when celebrating this sacred eucharist. God grant it
may be so again. Let us in calm meditation and inward thought now
produce from our hearts sweet fruits of love, and zeal, and hope, and
patience; let us yield great clusters like those of Eshcol, all for Jesus, and
for Jesus only. Even now let us yield ourselves up to meditation, gratitude,
adoration, communion, rapture. Let us spend the rest; of our lives in
glorifying and magnifying the everblessed name of our Well-beloved whose
vineyard we are.


NOTES.


When this magazine reaches our readers we shall be packing up for our six
weeks of rest. It is to us a re-filling time when we are well. We have to
pour out fresh teaching all the other days of the year, and now we try to
receive by quiet meditation that which we hope to preach afterwards. In
our absence we shall be much cheered if friends will remember our work.
College, Orphanage, Colportage, Evangelists, — all these, are great
devourers; but if the Lord’s people give to them conscientiously there will
be no lack. By faith we commit all these, works to the great Father’s care.


The preachers at the Tabernacle on Sundays during our absence, will
(D.V.) be as follow : — December 9th, R. H. Lovell; 16th and 23rd, W. Y.
Fullerton; 30th, J. Jackson Wray; January 6th, Morning, A. G. Brown;
Evening, J. A. Spurgeon; 13th, C. Spurgeon.


CHRISTMAS-DAY comes round again. Please, dear friends, do not forget to
make good cheer at Stockwell Orphanage. Gifts specially suited for the
season, such as boys and girls delight in, will be heartily welcomed. Loud
were the cheers for our good helpers on the last Christmas occasion. Send
on your gifts, dear friends, and thus renew your care for the fatherless: let
nothing induce you to forget Christmas, it comes but once a year. The
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President will be away, for which he is sorry; but it cannot be helped. It
would/let him very much if he thought his dear boys and girls were stinted
at Christmas. Contributions may be addressed to Mrs. Spurgeon, Beulah
Hill, Upper Norwood. Presents of provisions, etc., should be directed to
Mr. Charlesworth,


STOCKWELL ORPHANAGE, CLAPHAM ROAD, LONDON. — We are sorry that
our good friend, The Christian, should have misunderstood us. We aid not
even think, that which he imputes to us, being misled by an ill-report of a
fragment of our speech. We were talking of those who teach, not the
doctrines of Christ, but a certain colorless, indefinite nothing, which they
call Christianity. Our desire was that teachers should declare the whole
counsel of God, and so far from urging this in a denominational spirit, we
expressly urged the believers present to teach that which they believed, and
keep back nothing which they held to be revealed in


the word. Our undenominationalism is not that which would make any man
to be gagged on any truth of the word, but that which would urge each
believing teacher to be true to his convictions, and to keep back no
profitable truth from the children. Had our brother of The Christian been
there we think he would have said “Amen.” We were not likely at a united
meeting of Sunday and Ragged-school teachers to have wished them to
divide themselves into parties. The whole truth is very dear to us; bodies of
men formed into denominations cannot enslave us so as to make us prefer
them to the truth of God, or confine our Christian love within lines which
are faint indeed compared with the life of the Spirit, whereby the saints are
made one in Christ.


Certain letters in The Christian World require no answer from us, they
sufficiently betray their own spirit. If we could put the clock back to the
right time, as shown by our Lord and the apostles, we would gladly do so;
but this is beyond our power. The pretended advance is evil, and only evil.
Each man must, however, answer for himself unto God. All we ask is to be
clear of complicity in this boastful progress beyond what is plainly
revealed. What next is to be done we cannot yet tell; but it would be idle to
pretend to a fellowship which we do not feel. We do not regulate our
theology by a clock, but by eternal truth. We may hot know what’s o’clock
in the Christian world, but we believe in “Jesus Christ, the same yesterday,
to-day, and for ever.”
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The following letter will, we believe, open up A NEW FORM OF HOLY


SERVICE. May the Lord prosper the effort.


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—Do you not think a fund could be started to send
the weekly sermon to missionaries in heathen lands. I would earnestly
plead for it on two grounds :— from fellowship and communion; and it
would be of immense help to many of them thus to get such a portion of
meat weekly as that your sermon supplies. I speak from experience, as one
of these shut-out ones, and as one who for years has been helped by this
sermon. Brethren and fellow-workers at home, you to whom the Master
has given the power to help thus, will you not do it?


Why, for a few pounds a-year, you can send comfort to many a sad, but
true, heart, and strength to many a weary, but earnest, worker I would
plead for the sake of the work in which these missionaries are engaged.
There are passages and thoughts in the sermons which are admirably
adapted for translation (again! speak from experience; in the land where I
am working some of these translations are amongst our most popular and
useful tracts), and if the missionaries had these sermons regularly, they
could use them to a greater extent than they have ever been used.


“I enclose £5 towards starting such a fund, for I feel sure it only requires
beginning to go forward and do a mighty work. If the Master permit, I will
gladly contribute towards the fund from time to time. Oh, that he may stir
up the hearts of his people, so that hundreds of his faithful servants may be
thus helped! The last day only can show how truly blessed such help is.


“This letter is written to the Editor of The Sword and the Trowel more than
to you personally, dear sir. If you think it


well to insert it, I will sign myself,


“A WORKER WHO LONGS FOR OTHERS TO BE HELPED AS HE HAS BEEN.”


Mrs. Spurgeon has undertaken this extra service. She will begin at once by
supplying one hundred missionaries, and she will increase the number’ as
funds are forthcoming. It is an admirable proposal, and must be carried out
at once; we hope that some few liberal friends will think so, and supply the
means, so that nothing will be taken from poor ministers at home.


THE MINISTERS’ CLOTHING SOCIETY, which under the careful management
of Mrs. Evans provides clothing for the families of poorly-paid pastors, is
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just now short of ands and materials. This work is so much needed, and is
carried out so efficiently, that we hope cash and remnants will be speedily
sent in. Direct to Mrs. Evans, Metropolitan Tabernacle.


THE COLPORTEURS’ CLOTHING SOCIETY has been commenced by Miss
Hooper and friends. When a colporteur has a large family he must be kept
very poor, for his wages are small; and the matter of clothing his children
must be a great difficulty. It was found impossible to continue to include
colporteurs under the society for ministers, and therefore this fresh work
has been inaugurated. Funds or material should be addressed to Miss
Hooper, Metropolitan Tabernacle.


There are many labors of love everywhere; but we trust our good friends
will give our many institutions a share of their help. If the Lord did not
touch the hearts of so many, and incline them to aid us, we should soon be
in the saddest condition of any mortal that ever lived; but the Lord faileth
not. We have been deeply grieved to learn that our esteemed brother, W.
POOLE BALFERN, of Brighton, after a long season of painful affliction, has
been obliged, through complete prostration, to give up his pastoral charge.
For thirty-five years he has earnestly labored, in the pulpit and by the press,
to extend the kingdom of Christ; and many saints have been refreshed, and
sinners won to the Savior, by his loving ministry. He has only been able to
make very inadequate provision for himself and his wife, and therefore an
effort is being made to increase the amount, so that in his old age and
sickness he may not be reduced to want. We have promised help, and hope
that the thousands who have profited by our worthy friend’s preaching and
publications will do the same. Contributions will be thankfully received by
the Treasurer, Rev. J. Bigwood, Copford Lodge, Chesham Road,
Brighton. A few friends have started the fund with promises amounting to
about £120.


The past month has been a very busy time with us at the Tabernacle, but
having: to devote eight pages of the present magazine to the preface and
index of the volume, we can only briefly refer to the various meetings
which have been held.


On Friday evening, October 19, Pastor C. H. Spurgeon presided at the
annual meeting of the workers connected with the GREEN WALK MISSION,
which will be transferred early in the new year to the hand some and
commodious premises now being erected in the Bermondsey New Road.
Mr. William Olney, junior, the manager of the Mission, reported that there
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were 110 workers on his staff, services on Sunday and Thursday evenings
in the hall, eight prayer-meetings, and seven open-air services every week,
29 Tract-distributors, 459 children in the Sunday-school, Mothers’
Meetings, Bible-classes for young converts, a Benevolent Fund, Dorcas
Society, Missionary Society, and all the other appurtenances of a vigorous
home-mission work; and he stated that he believed that all the agencies had
been instrumental in leading souls to the Savior. Addresses were delivered
by the chairman, Pastors W. Williams. McAll, and B. Brigg, and Messrs.
W. Olney, sen., W. C. Marroll, J.W. Harrald, and W. Hill. If such Missions
as this were planted wherever they are needed, The bitter cry of outcast
London” would be robbed of much of its bitterness. About £1500 will still
be needed before the new buildings will be free from all encumbrance, and
Mr. Olney will be happy to hear from anyone who will help to reduce the
required amount.


On Sunday and Monday, October 21 and 22, the time set apart for special
prayer on behalf of SUNDAY-SCHOOLS was observed at the Tabernacle.
Extra meetings for both teachers and scholars were arranged, with the
most encouraging results. The Pastor’s Sunday morning sermon entitled,
“Abijah, or some good thing towards the Lord,” can be obtained of
Messrs. Passmore and Alabaster. In another column reference has been
made to the Address delivered in the Tabernacle on Monday evening to
Sunday and Ragged-school Teachers, of whom many were present.


On Friday evening, October 26, Mr. Spurgeon addressed the annual
meeting of the Medical PRAYER UNION, in Exeter (Lower) Hall. Dr.
Thorne Thorne was in the chair. Please pray for medical students..


On Monday evening October 29, the seventeenth annual meeting of the
TABERNACLE LOAN TRACT SOCIETY was held in conjunction with the
usual prayer-meeting. Mr. Woods, the energetic Secretary, reported that
about four thousand families were supplied with the Pastor’s printed
sermons every week, by one hundred and three distributor; and that during
the year seventeen persons had professed to be converted through the
messages left at their homes. Earnest prayer was offered by several
brethren for the success of the work. and addresses were delivered by the
Pastor and Elder Hill. This useful Society carries on its operations at a cost
of only about £25 a year, and effects incalculable good.. In addition to the
special effort of spreading the sermons, there are Mothers’ Meetings, a
Maternal Society, and a Relief Fund for the Sick and Poor, by which
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material aid is rendered to those who without it would be beyond the reach
of the more distinctly spiritual portion of the Society’s work.


On Friday evening, November 2, the sixth annual meeting of MRS. STIFF’S


BIBLE-CLASS was held at the house of the esteemed teacher of the class,
under the presidency of the Pastor. Mrs. Stiff commenced with eighteen
young women, and she now has fifty-two upon her roll of membership.
Being connected with nine different churches it is appropriate that the
meetings should be held at the Orphanage, which in its turn has received
substantial help, both in contributions and clothing, from the class. During
the year ten of the members have joined various Christian churches. The
Pastor expounded the miracle of the healing of the deaf and dumb man,
and applied it to the cases of those present who were spiritually in a similar
condition. It was a happy, holy gathering, full of promise of blessings to
come, and of gratitude for favors already received.


On Sunday morning, November 11, the Pastor preached “A Luther Sermon
at the Tabernacle,” and in the evening delivered a special discourse to
young men at Exeter Hall in connection with the Luther celebration. The
sermon has been published under the title of, “A Luther Sermon at Exeter
Hall.” It is most pleasing to have already received intimation of several
conversions which attended the Exeter Hall discourse. Some twelve came
forward spontaneously, and avowed their faith in the Lord Jesus Christ.
God is at work, though the devil rages.


On Monday, evening November 12, the annual United Communion
SERVICE for churches in connection with the London Baptist Association,
was held at the Tabernacle, under the Presidency of Pastor C. H.
Spurgeon. Several of the neighboring ministers had previously taken tea
together, and spent an hour in happy Christian intercourse. Pastors W.
Williams, W. P. Cope, W. J. Mills, S. H. Akehurst, and J. T. Swift took
part in the communion, and many of our fellow-believers joined with us in
remembering our Lord in his own appointed way. It was good to be there.


On Friday evening, November 16, a large number of the friends of Mr. R.
T. BOOTH assembled in the Tabernacle to bid farewell to him, and Mr. T.
W. Glover, who is about to sail with him to Australia. Pastor C. H.
Spurgeon presided, and addresses were delivered by the Revs. Canon Basil
Wilberforce and Forbes E. Winslow, the Earl of Lichfield, Messrs. R. T.
Booth, T. W. Glover, and Joseph Malins, Grand Worthy Chief Templar of
England. The meeting was a grand testimony to the success of the Gospel







326


Temperance movement, of which Mr. Booth has been so earnest an
advocate. We fervently pray that his health may be restored by his visit to
Australia, and that he may be spared for many years to carry on his great
work of rescuing drunkards, and turning sinners to the Savior. Nothing
could be more delightful than to see the intense unity which was manifested
by Christians of various denominations, who had met with the common
desire to fight the dragon of drink by the weapons of the gospel.


On Monday evening, November 19, Pastor C. H. Spurgeon delivered an
address at the opening of the CENTENARY MEMORIAL SUNDAY- SCHOOL,
Mansion House- street, Kennington. This is a joyous event. Heartily do we
rejoice in every new Sabbath-school which is opened — a new fortress for
keeping back the enemy.


COLLEGE. — The following students have accepted pastorates during the
past month :-Mr. J. Briggs has gone to Shoreham, Sussex, to fill the
vacancy caused by Mr. Crouch’s removal to Worthing. Mr. J. Cottam has
taken charge of Mrs. Gladstone’s Mission, Broad Green, Liverpool; and
Mr. J. T. Frost has settled at Ashton-on-Ribble, Lancashire.


Mr. H. Knee has left Peckham Park-road to become pastor of the church at
Counter-slip Chapel, Bristol; Mr. H. C. Field has removed from
Stalybridge to Milnsbridge, Yorkshire; Mr. G. H. Malins has settled at
Bonyerie Road, Stoke Newington; and Mr. H. Tarrant at Whitebrook and
Llandoge, near Monmouth.


Our generous friend, Mr. Win. Gibson, who has already erected at his own
expense three tabernacles in Tasmania, is now building a fourth, which is to
accommodate one thousand people, at Launceston. He has sent to us for a
minister for the new place, and after much prayer and consideration we
have selected Mr. A. Bird, who has been raining a church at Sundown, Isle
of Wight, and who has arranged to sail for Tasmania early in the new year.
We cannot too heartily bless the Lord for inclining the Messrs. Gibson to
spend their wealth for the extension of the Redeemer’s kingdom, and on
behalf of the whole denomination we thank them most cordially for their
princely liberality..


Mr. F. J. Feltham, of Winslow, will take Mr. Bird’s place at Sandown,
where we trust he will be as successful as he has been in Buckinghamshire.


Other items of information connected with the College, which we can only
mention, are the opening of the new chapel at Orpington, Kent; and the
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laying of the foundation-stone of the Battersea Park Baptist Tabernacle.
Funds are specially needed by Mr. Lardher to enable him and his friends to
carry out their building operations without burdening the church with a
heavy debt. Mr. Barrett’s work at Cornwall Road, Brixton, has been
greatly helped by the bazaar opened by the President, and made successful
through the earnest efforts of many friends from the Tabernacle and
elsewhere. We must add that friends do not quite so often remember the
College as they used to do, although in these days of declension it is more
than ever needful to maintain a school of the prophets for the teaching of
the orthodox faith.


On Friday afternoon, Oct. 19, the half-yearly meeting of the STUDENTS’
MISSIONARY ASSOCIATION was held at the College. The President
occupied the chair, and Dr. Llewellyn Bevan delivered a powerful address
on the call to missionary work, and the kind of man required for it. We
rejoice in the missionary spirit that pervades the College, and hope that
members of this Association will be found in every quarter of the globe
preaching the glorious gospel of the blessed God, and leading multitudes to
the Savior’s feet. Additional interest is always given to the Tabernacle
prayer-meeting on the first Monday evening in the month by the presence
and prayers or addresses of students who are preparing for foreign work.
At the last monthly meeting the claims of home missions were brought
before our notice in a very interesting speech by Pastor A.A. Harmer, of
Dolton, Dovonshire.


EVANGELISTS. — After leaving Lancashire, Messrs. Fullerton and Smith
conducted, a month’s mission at Lake-road Chapel, Portsmouth. At the
end of the first week’s services Pastor T. W. Medhurst reported that each
night the attendance had increased, and there had been many anxious
inquirers. At the Sunday afternoon service for men, the spacious building
was crowded in every part, and, at the request of the audience, similar
gatherings were held on succeeding Sabbaths.


From Dec. 1 to 14, the Evangelists are to visit Cambridge; they will then
return to London, as Mr. Fullerton preaches at the Tabernacle on the 16th,
20th, and 23rd inst. In conjunction with Mr. Smith he will con-duet special
meetings on the 17th and 18th, and they will also take charge of the
prayer-meeting and watch-night service on December 31. Mr. Marsack
Day has secured their help for Jan. 2nd, 3rd, and 4th, and on the 6th they
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commence a mission in Leicester, to which we look forward with many
prayers.


Mr. Burnham’s services at Walton-on-the-Naze and Holbeach have been
blessed to the conversion of many souls, and the encouragement of the
pastors and churches. This month he goes, for the second time, to
Peterchurch and Ploughfield. He has a few weeks open for engagements in
the new year. Brethren desiring his help should write at once to 24,
Keston-road, Past Dulwich, S.E.


Mr. Russell’s labors at York-road Chapel, Leeds, have been crowned with
extraordinary blessing. Mr. Kitchener and his people had waited upon the
Lord in prayer, so that when the Evangelist arrived he found warm hearts
and willing hands ready to welcome and assist him. The number who
professed to be converted was very large, the Pastor’s Bible Class, some of
the elder scholars, and many of the inmates of a Girls’ Industrial Home
receiving a goodly share of the gracious work. From Leeds? Mr. Russell
went to Attercliffe, where the first services gave promise of another happy
time of “bringing in the sheaves.” He asks us to mention that he is fully
engaged until the end of May next.


The report of Messrs. Mater and Parker’s meetings might be in the same
words as those above-written, for at Sutton-in-Craven, Scarborough, and
Keighley, many received the word which they spoke or sang. This month
they are to be at Leamington and Rawtenstall, and they have no vacant
dates until the end of February.


ORPHANAGE. — Since our last notice Mr. Charlesworth and his choir have
visited the Field Lane Ragged School; Paddington Congregational Chapel;
Belle Isle Mission; High Wycombe; Aylesbury; Oxford; Brixton Hall;
Denmark Place Chapel; Victoria Park Tabernacle; Tring; East till Chapel,
Wandsworth; and Clapham Wesleyan Chapel. In some instances the
Orphanage fund are rot directly benefited by the meetings held, but
information is disseminated, and fresh friends are enlisted, and. in due
season the institution is remembered and helped. It will be seen from our
list of contributions that the four evenings in the country brought in more
than £100. We are deeply grateful to all who fm any degree contributed to
the success of the meetings, and pray that the Father of the fatherless may
richly reward them. While the magazine is being printed, meetings are
being held at Ash-ford and Folkestone; and this month the boys are to go
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again to Portsmouth, Gosport, Ryde, Cowes, Southampton, and West
Croydon, where they are sure to have a most hearty reception.


It is our duty to intimate that the stream of contribution runs rather low at
this time. It will afford us much rest; of heart if it is increased during our
absence. Still, we are sure that the Lord will provide.


Those who desire to aid the Orphanage are continually finding out new
methods of obtaining contributions. Our beloved sister, Mrs. Jackson, of
Waltham Abbey, with the help of a few friends, recently secured a number
of harvest thankofferings, in the shape of flour, fruit, vegetables, and bread,
which were sold at the close of a week-evening service, and realized eight
guineas. In forwarding the amount, Mr. Jackson writes:—” Purchasers
were just as earnest as givers, and everything was disposed of during the
evening. All the friends seemed thoroughly pleased to have an opportunity
of expressing sympathy with you in your philanthropic work.” God bless
them all!


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle.— Oct. 22, twenty-three; Nov. 1,
twenty-five.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


1884


PREFACE.


ON all other occasions, when the time has come to write the Preface of The
Sword and the Trowel, the Editor has felt prepared for it. If he has not been
thoroughly well, he has been granted a little furlough between the attacks
of pain, and then the Preface has been written as best it could; or else some
friend has appeared, who has thrown off a paragraph or two, which has
been worked in. But on this occasion I am utterly hard up. Every limb of
my body is tormented with pain; there is about as much pain in each limb as
any one of them can conveniently bear. In addition to this, the whole
system, mind and body, is in a state of fidgets, malaise, and depression.
Can any good thing come out of such a Nazareth as this? How gladly
would we give up the task, but we have no one handy to chain into our
place, and, therefore, we must tug the our even if we snap our bones.


We offer ten thousand thanks to the living God, who has enabled us,
notwithstanding several breaks of severe pain and sickness, to carry on his
work throughout another year, and that year the year of our life’s Jubilee.
It has been a joyful, happy year, and the good hand of the Lord has been
upon us in all respects. The Magazine is simply the instrument and organ of
those various Societies which depend upon us for guidance and support.
We feel, therefore, deeply grateful that nothing has had to be given up,
nothing diminished; but in all things this holy war has gone forward,
conquering and to conquer. Led by the weakest imaginable instrumentality,
it has been, and still remains, a thing of power for God.


It would be a very perilous thing to allow The Pastors’ College to cease,
or to lessen the number of its students; for at this moment there is an
orthodox and a heterodox party in almost all the churches, and the fact is
manifest that lines of division will soon be drawn very clearly and very
decidedly. We must be ready with good, well-educated men, to teach the
old faith, and to teach it intelligently, and with fullness of instruction.
Those who choose to open their eyes must see that alarming alterations are
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coming on faster and faster, and the old landmark men must fix their
positions, and maintain them as for dear life. Dear friends, do help us with
the College, for by this instrumentality we hope to raise up many a true
defender of the faith once delivered to the saints.


When we had reached as far as this passage, we were interrupted by a
hurricane, consisting of rushes of pain, twitches, and all sorts of deadly
apprehensions; and, therefore, the thing was shut up for the time being.
When we had come back to our former condition, we dictated to our
amanuensis as follows : —


I am deeply thankful to the many kind friends who have assisted the
institutions under my care during another year. They are a very noble set of
people, and give very largely and liberally. Their only fault is that there are
comparatively few of them. Many of those who were accustomed to help
us in a princely manner have “gone over to the majority,” and are now with
God, where it is one of our expected delights to unite with them, and to
rejoice in the remembrance of our fellowship on earth. If it were possible to
increase the steady revenue of each one of our Societies, so that the money
came in from time to time as it was required, it would be a very great relief
to us. At the present moment, large sums are readily given when an
emergency arises, but if a little forethought were exercised, there would
never be any such emergency, and the poor conductor of the enterprises
would have an easier time of it. Friends will please excuse these grumblings
of a man who is very ill. He hardly knows what he is saying, but he thinks
he is saying something which he has felt a good deal in past years. If, upon
the whole, we were to be considered worthy to receive more help from the
Lord’s stewards we should certainly be able to carry out many projects for
the glory of God which we are now obliged to neglect.


The Orphanage has gone on gloriously. Let anybody walk inside the gates,
and see what a place it is — a garden of delights, the home of music and
beauty. Every visitor is charmed with the healthiness of the situation, and
the joy suggested by so delightful an institution.


The Colportage Association ought to be helped a thousand times more
than it is. It makes me sigh every time I think of it. Out’ country people are
going to have the franchise. They have already received sufficient
education to enable them to read, and they ought not to be left without the
books which these good men supply. The books which are sold are really
good books for working-people. You would be surprised to see what good
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judges they are of books. They purchase large quantities of Cassell’s solid
literature in monthly parts. There are numbers of districts left without the
gospel, which might, at least, have some light if we could send round “the
man with the book.”


The Evangelists’ work has grown amazingly during the past year, and we
have now full occupation for all the brethren connected with our Society.
We do not like putting one project before another, but assuredly these
Evangelists have been as a full cloud, bearing deluges of blessings to the
towns which they have visited, and God forbid that we should have to stay
our hand in this matter.


Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book Fund can never be forgotten. It has pursued its
gracious course through another year, with untold benediction to those
servants of the Lord who have had their minds stimulated and refreshed by
the new works which have been put in their way. It would be impossible to
speak too highly of the results which must follow from this distribution of
the truth.


Above all things, dear readers, let me have an increased interest in your
prayers, and believe me to be


Yours ever heartily,


C. H. SPURGEON.


Upper Norwood.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JANUARY, 1884.


A LITTLE AHEAD; OR A WORD FOR THE NEW
YEAR.


Like the man on the look-out of a steamer which is passing through a thick
fog, we cannot see far ahead, and yet we anxiously peer into the mist. The
New Year is upon us, and we would fain look into it if we could; but even
the short; length of 1884 is further than our eyes can carry us. What then?
Would we lift the veil? No, it is woven in mercy, and placed before us in
love. Had it been good for us to be all prophets, the residue of the Spirit
would have sufficed to have made us so; and therefore it. can only be a
wise denial which refuses to remove the curtain. It will be our wisdom to
exercise all our strength in the line of faith, since in the direction of sight
we can do so little. Another morsel is broken by the great Father’s hand
from the loaf of time; let us eat it, asking no questions, but with all our
hearts asking a blessing upon it, and giving thanks. Should not our New
Year’s morning-meal be a true Eucharist? Care must not sit like a Judas at
the table on this first morn; but oh, that the Master may be there to
sweeten every morsel of the loaves and fishes which are to be the basis of
the year’s banquet! May he at this moment pronounce his blessing on all
the twelve monthly loaves which make up the year, so that each one when
it is broken may bless our life. May he also bless each of the three hundred
and sixty-five fishes which are entangled in the great annual net, not
forgetting the one more which, on this occasion, has leaped within the
enclosure. Our Lord’s love has already prepared a fire, to which he bids us
bring of the fish which we have now caught; let us see to it that no one of
them is wasted for want of the coals whereon to lay it to make it fit for use.


If this New Year shall be full of unbelief, it will be sure to be dark and
dreary. If it be baptized into faith, it will be saturated with benediction. If
we will believe our God as he deserves to be believed, our
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way will run along the still waters, and our rest will be in green pastures.
Trusting in the Lord, we shall be prepared for trials, and shall even
welcome them as black ships laden with bright treasures. Relying upon the
faithful promise, we shall be on the watch for the expected blessing, and
walk the sea-beach of confidence, casting wistful glances over the waters
of time for the swift ships which bring the favors of the Eternal. Calm
dependence upon our God will make us strong for labor, and willing for
waiting, submissive to suffering, and superior to circumstances.


“The heart that trusts for ever sings,
And feels as light as it had wings;
A well of peace within it springs.


Come good or ill,
Whate’er to-day or morrow brings,


It is His will.”


We have been looking at some wonderful sunsets lately, and we have all
been admiring the marvelous effects of sunlight; let us try what the light of
God can do for each one of us. Let us walk in the light by a true,
unwavering faith. Our gracious Father deserves from us such boundless
trust as dear children, untainted by the world’s falsehood, place in a tender,
loving father. We have never yet trusted him to the utmost, to the nth, as a
mathematician would say; up to the hilt, as a soldier might put it. Let God
be true, and every man a liar; yea, let every circumstance, reasoning, or
testimony of the senses be a falsehood in comparison with him. We may be
deceived by eyes and ears, by calculation and argument, but never by the
Lord. Let us, then, believe without effort, as the necessary mood of a
regenerate heart — believe now, believe ever, believe without question;
then will our pathway be brightness itself, and our life will rise above the
common weary level. Our happiness or misery for 1884 turns upon the
question — Believest thou this? — this present, needful truth, for the hour
which is now upon thee? Shall we be as waves driven of the sea, and
tossed about, or will we be as rocks defying the storm, and bathing their
summits in the eternal sunlight of infinite love? If the last be our choice, let
us pray for grace to spend New Year’s Day in the heavenly rest of faith,
and may that rest never be broken throughout the year. Why not? Is there
any necessity which binds us to be unbelieving, and therefore unhappy? Did
not Enoch walk with God for centuries? Shall not we achieve this lofty
deed for one single year? We think we hear our divine Lord saying, “If
thou canst believe, all things are possible to him that believeth.” May the
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Holy Ghost lift us out of our poor feeble selves. Oh, to believe from
January to December! Why should we doubt without reason? And if we
never doubt our God until he gives us cause, the high, triumphant walk of
faith may continue till all years have melted into Eternity!


Readers, let us take as our example of faith this year the man of whom it is
written—” HE STAGGERED NOT AT THE PROMISE OF GOD THROUGH


‘UNBELIEF; BUT WAS STRONG IN FAITH, GIVING GLORY TO GOD; AND


BEING FULLY PERSUADED THAT, WHAT HE HAD PROMISED, HE WAS ABLE


ALSO TO PERFORM.”


C. H. SPURGEON.


TAKE AWAY THE FROGS


A SERMONETTE BY C. H. SPURGEON.


“Then Pharaoh called for Moses and Aaron, and said, Intreat the
Lord, that he may take away the frogs from me, and from my
people; and I will let the people go, that they may do sacrifice unto
the LORD.” — Exodus 8:8.


WHEN it pleases God by his judgments to humble men he is never at a loss
for means: he can use lions or lice, famines or flies. In the armory of God
there are weapons of every kind, from the stars in their courses down to
caterpillars in their hosts. The dust of the earth, out of which man is
formed, will at God’s command forget its kinship, and overwhelm a
caravan, while the waters will forsake their channels, invade the tops of the
mountains and drown a rebellions race. When the Lord contends against
proud men he has but to lift his finger and countless legions throng around
him, all loyal to their Lord and valiant for his name. Know ye not that the
beasts of the field are his servants, and the stones of the street obey his
bidding? Every wave worships him, and every wind knows its Lord. If thou
wouldst war against him it would be well for thee to know what his forces
are: consider the battle; do no more.


In the case before us Jehovah has to deal with Pharaoh, and he humbles
him by frogs. Strange! Singular! One would have thought that such
despicable means would never have been used. The Lord began with the
proud monarch by turning the waters into blood; but it may be that
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Pharaoh said in his heart, “What a great man I am! If Jehovah comes forth
against me, he must needs work a terrible miracle in order to conquer.” He
goes his way to his house un-humbled. This time the Lord will deal with
him in another style. I grant you that the conflict was still sublime in the
truest sense; but in Pharaoh’s estimation the croaking frogs which came up
from all the banks of Nilus were a mean sort of adversaries. From every
reservoir and marsh they marched up in countless hordes, entering into his
chamber and coming upon his bed and his kneading-trough. he could
neither sleep nor eat, nor walk abroad, without encountering the loathsome
reptiles. The Lord seemed by this to say, “Who are you that I should do
great things to conquer you? I will even vanquish you by frogs.”


There was a suitableness in God’s choosing the frogs to humble Egypt’s
king, because frogs were worshipped by that nation as emblems of the
Deity. Images of a certain flog-headed goddess were placed in the
catacombs, and frogs themselves were preserved with sacred honors.
These be thy gods, O Egypt! Thou shalt have enough of them! Pharaoh
himself shall pay a new reverence to these reptiles. As the true God is
everywhere present; around us, in our bed-chambers and in our streets, so
shall Pharaoh find every place filled with what he chooses to call divine. Is
it not a just way of dealing with him?


The Lord has sure ways of reaching the hearts of proud men, and if he
does not use flogs to-day he can use other means, for he has servants
everywhere prepared for each emergency. He knows how to reach the rich,
and make them sit by the wayside, like Belisarius, begging for an bolus.
The strong and healthy man, he can soon place among the invalids, and
make him cry,” Give me some drink, Titinius, like a sick girl.” Your
children are about you to-day — your joy and pride — but he can make
you childless in an hour. His arrows can pierce through a sevenfold harness
of steel; no man is so encompassed as to be beyond the reach of the
Almighty.


Let me speak of Pharaoh by way of observation, and I will begin by
remarking that — IN SORE TROUBLE THE SERVANTS OF THE LORD ARE


GREATLY VALUED.


“Then Pharaoh called for Moses and Aaron.” The frogs had taught him
good manners, and he longs to see the ministers of the Lord. How is this?
The man was somewhat brought to his senses, and when this happens, men
begin to value those whom they aforetime despised. Listen to this story.
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There carne a man of God to Bethel, where king Jeroboam was setting up
the golden calves, and he began to cry against the altar’. Then Jeroboam
stretched forth his hand, and cried, “Lay hold upon him.” In a moment the
rebel’s right arm withered, and hung by his side useless; then he turned to
the man of God, whom he was about to arrest, and said, “Entreat the Lord
for me.” Thus have persecutors been forced to crouch at the feet of those
whom they would have destroyed. Another story will set forth the same
truth. King Saul had been forsaken of God:, and the Philistines pressed
hard upon him. In his extremity he resorted to a woman who professed to
deal with the spirits of the dead. With whom would he speak? He cries,
“Bring me up Samuel.” Samuel was the man who had most sternly rebuked
him. One would have thought that Samuel was the last person he would
wish to see; but in his need he asks for no one else but Samuel. When
ungodly men get into straits, how they wish they could consult with one
who has gone home, against whom they pointed many a jest. They never a
Bring me up the jolly fellow who filled and quaffed the bowl with me.” In
their tribulation they think not of such. They nearer cry, “Bring me up the
wanton with whom I sported in sin, that I may again enjoy her company.”
Nay, in their distress they desire other advisers: they’ would rather cry,
“Bring me up my holy mother! Oh, for a sight of her dear, loving face as I
saw it on her dying bed, when she urged me to follow her to heaven. Bring
me up that old friend whom I ridiculed when I turned aside from the ways
of God! Oh, for an hour with the man of God whom once I scorned!” Do
you not see that it is the old tale repeated,—Pharaoh, when his troubles are
multiplied, calls for Moses and Aaron!


This is also to be accounted for by the fact that God puts a mysterious
honor upon his faithful servants. The painters place halos about the heads
of the Bible saints; there were no such crowns of light upon them literally,
and yet within the legend there slumbers a great truth. He who leads an
upright, holy, gracious life has a power about him which impresses the
beholder; his presence in an ungodly company has an influence on wicked
men like that of Zephon, of whom Milton sings in Paradise Lost To the
great fallen angel his presence was a rebuke. God hedges the good with a
dignity which men feel even when they are not conscious of it. It was so in
the case before us. Moses was made to be as a god unto Pharaoh. Pharaoh
had said, “Get you unto your burdens,” addressing Moses and Aaron as if
they were slaves; but now he sends for them, and entreats their prayers on
his behalf. This was like the case of Joseph. His brethren hated him, and
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sold him for a slave; but how different the scene when they bowed before
him, and trembled as he said, “I am Joseph!” The archers had shot at him,
and wounded him; but still his bow abode in strength. Remember, too,
Jeremiah, whom Zedekiah, the king, treated with great indignity till the
Babylonians had surrounded the city, and then he sent to him, and said
“Inquire, I pray thee, of the Lord for us.” Oar Lord describes an instance
more remarkable still. It belongs, to the next world, but the. same
principles rule in all worlds. A poor saint was laid at a rich man’s door, full
of sores; he begged for the crumbs that fell from the rich man’s table,
“moreover the dogs came, and licked his sores.” The rich man, clothed
with purple and fine linen, took small note of this saint of God; but what a
change happened on a day when the beggar died, and was carried by angels
into Abraham’s bosom, and the rich man also died, and was buried! In hell
the rich man lifted up his eyes, and Lazarus had honor before him; for he
begged that Lazarus might be sent to cool his burning tongue with the tip
of his finger’ dipped in water, They had changed places, for God had
crowned his poor servant with glory and honor. The halo was around the
head of Lazarus most assuredly.


A light shone upon the face of Moses, and a glory settled upon the brow of
Jesus. “Such honor have all the saints” in a spiritual sense, and the proudest
of men shall be made to know it.


Once more, let me note that this honor is doubtless set on saints that they
may be of service to ungodly men. · God intends, by their means to bless
the penitent. When it was wheat-harvest, and a thunderstorm came because
Israel desired a king, you remember that, while peal on peal the dread
artillery of God was heard, the people trembled, and besought Samuel the
prophet to pray for them, and he said, “God forbid that; I should sin
against the Lord by ceasing to pray for you.” Holy Samuel’s prayer was
heard for them.


Much later on, an earthquake shook: the foundations of a prison, and
loosed the bands of the prisoners. Then the gaoler woke up in his fright,
and feared that his prisoners had escaped, and that he should have to die
for it; but there stood Paul, the man whom he had thrust into the inner
prison, and whose feet he had made fast in the stocks, and the gaoler
trembling before him cried out, “Sirs, what must I do to be saved?” The
answer was given, he was directed to believe and to be baptized, and the
gaoler and his house were saved. If God’s servants are treated with scorn
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and harshness they need not fear, for they are put just where they are that
unconverted men may be blessed by their agency. Like Moses to Pharaoh,
saints will yet have to say, “Glory over me; I will pray for thee, or teach
thee, so that I may but lead thee to the Savior.”


It is clear that in times of trouble godly men and women are at a premium.


Secondly, with ungodly men, IN TIMES OF SORE TRIAL PRAYER ALSO


BEGINS TO BE VALUABLE.


Then Pharaoh called for Moses and Aaron, and said, “Intreat the Lord.”
Pharaoh begs an interest in the prayers of good men: this is a fine change
since the day wherein he said, “Who is Jehovah that I should obey his
voice?” When men are sick and near to die, they send for us to pray with
them. That old philosopher, Dion, showed much wisdom in his biting
sarcasm. He was on shipboard, and found that among the passengers there
were certain foul-mouthed desperadoes. While they were venting all
manner of abominations a storm came on, and they began to pray; then
Dion cried out to them, “Hold your tongues, for if the gods only know that
you are here they will sink the vessel; be quiet, lest your prayers should be
our ruin.” One’s thoughts have taken somewhat of that form when we have
seen men fulfilling the old adage-


“When the devil was sick, the devil a saint would be.”


Such prayers are too often an insult to the holiness of God.


Why is it that reprobates take to praying when they are in deep trouble?
Frequently superstition moves them. They regard a prayer as a spell or
magical charm. So in their folly they send for a minister, and cry, “Intreat
the Lord for me.” Among many Londoners, so dense is this superstition,
that after a poor soul is dead I have heard relatives say, “; We sent for the
minister, and he came and prayed to him. Mark that word, “prayed to
him.” Does not this discover the ignorance and superstition of the people?
They do not know the design and object of prayer. This superstition needs
to be spoken of with great truthfulness and fidelity.


In certain instances the man’s hope in prayer is the result of a condemning
faith. There is a justifying faith and a condemning faith. “What?” say you.
“Does faith ever condemn men?” Yes, when men have faith enough to
know that there is a God who sends judgments upon them, that nothing
can remove those judgments but the hand that sent them, and that prayer
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moves that hand. There are persons who yet never pray themselves, but
eagerly cry to friends, “Intreat the Lord for me.” There is a measure of
faith which goes to increase a man’s condemnation, since he ought to
know that if what he believes is true, then the proper thing is to pray
himself. It would have been a wonderfully good sign if Pharaoh had said,
“Join with me, O Moses and Aaron, while I pray unto Jehovah that he may
take the frogs from me.” But, no, he had only a condemning faith, which
contented itself with other men’s prayers.


In many instances this desire for prayer is one of the movements of the
Spirit upon the heart of man. When a poor, afflicted man, in the depth of
poverty, struck with consumption, or laid aside by some other deadly
disease, desires that a minister would come and pray with him: we will
never treat such a wish with neglect. While it is our duty to expose the
superstition which often lurks beneath the wish, we also hope that some
good thing towards the Lord God of Israel may dwell in it. It is, perhaps,
the prodigal saying, “I will arise, and go unto my Father, and I will inquire
the way home.” I hope it is so.


Take warning, you that do not pray; you will yet need to pray. There will
come a time to the most of you when you will not be able to bear
yourselves without crying unto God. May God in his infinite mercy lead
you to begin at once; for when it can be said of you, “Behold: he prayeth,”
it will be the best of news. Beginning to pray is the turning point of life.
Why not at once set a high price upon that which in times of trouble you
will seek for with tears?


Our third observation is this — IN SORE TROUBLE THE PRAYER IS OFTEN


A WRONG ONE.


The petitions which men offer when they are in distress are often wrong
prayers. Pharaoh said — “ Intreat the Lord, that he may take away the
Frogs from me.” A fatal flaw is manifest in that prayer. It contains no
confession of sin. he says not, “I have rebelled against the Lord; entreat
that I may find forgiveness!” Nothing of the kind: he loves sin as much as
ever. A prayer without penitence is a prayer without acceptance. If no tear
has fallen upon it, it is withered. Thou must come to God as a sinner
through a Savior, but by no other way. He that comes to God like the
Pharisee, with, “God, I thank thee that I am not as other men are,” never
draws near to God at all; but he that cries, “God be merciful to me a
sinner,” has come to God by the way which God has himself appointed.
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There must be confession of sin before God, or our prayer is faulty,
Pharaoh’s prayer dealt only with the punishment, “Take away the frogs;
take away the frogs; take away the flogs.” That is his one cry. So we hear
the sick exclaim, “Oh, sir, pray that I may get well.” The drunkard begs
that he may be helped out of his poverty. The impenitent sinner cries, “Pray
that my child may not be taken from me.” It is not wrong to pray, “Take
away the frogs.” We should all have prayed so if we had been surrounded
by such pests. The evil is that this was the whole of his prayer. He said not,
“Take away my sins.” but “Take away the frogs.” he did not cry, “Lord,
take away my heart of stone,” but only” Take away the frogs.” Perhaps I
am addressing those who are in poverty, sickness, or distress, and all they
are crying about is, “Lord, take away the frogs. Deliver me from my
poverty, my trouble, my hunger, my disgrace, my punishment.” Now, if
you have brought yourself into evil by a vicious life, your prayer must not
be, “Take away the disease and the poverty,” but “Take away the sin.” The
drunkard’s prayer must not be, “Lord, take away the result of my
intoxication,” but” Remove from me the poisoned cup.” Lay the ax at the.
root, and cry, “Lord, take the sin away.” Alas! most of the prayers of men
in trouble are only like Pharaoh’s selfish prayer, “Take away the frogs.”
The Lord did hear his petition, but nothing came of it. The frogs were
gone, but flies came directly after, and all sorts of plagues followed in rapid
succession, and his heart was hardened still.


When ungodly men are under a sense of divine wrath they turn not to God
aright: their prayer is devoid of spiritual requests. When Cain had
murdered his brother did he express a regret? No. He only murmured,.
“My punishment is greater than I can bear.” Esau sold his birthright. Did he
repent of the sin of having been a profane person, and seek pardon
carefully? Not he; but he sought carefully with tears to get back his
birthright, and he found no place for repentance in his father Isaac; the
blessing had gone to Jacob, and on Jacob it must remain. Another telling
case is that of Simon Magus. When Peter told. him that he was in the gall
of bitterness and in the bond of iniquity he replied, “Pray ye to the Lord for
me that none of these things which ye have spoken come upon me;” that
was all he cared about. He expressed no desire to be delivered from his evil
way, but only to be screened from the consequences of it. Every knave
cries out against punishment; but he is attaining to honesty who entreats to
be freed from his pilfering habits.
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Our last:, remark is — that THE SINNER, IN HIS SORE TROUBLES IS VERY


APT TO MAKE GREAT PROMISES. Pharaoh cried, “Take away the frogs and
I will let the people go, that they may do sacrifice unto the Lord.” In this
way one of you talked when you were down with fever, or when you were
likely to lose your situation through your folly. Yea said, “Please God I
escape this once, I will be a very different man.” Such promises are
generally boastful. Notice here the proud language of Pharaoh. “I will let
the people go.” He does not long talk in this fashion; bat now he is a great
king, and he gives his royal word, “I will let the people go” Some folks are
very big when they promised God, “I” will do this, and I will do that. But
you cannot, my friend. You reply that you are going to have a new heart
and a right spirit. Are you looking to create them yourself? You talk as if
you were. I think you said that you were going to “turn over a new leaf”:
but a new leaf in a bad book may be worse than the old leaf. But; you are
going to be entirely new, are you? Are you to do all this yourself? You are
greatly mistaken; true conversion does not begin by talking of what “I” will
do. It begins in casting ourselves upon the Lord, and begging him to work
all our works in us.


But this man’s promises were all a lie. I daresay that, for the moment:, he
meant them; but he did not keep his word, for he did not let the people go.
“When Pharaoh saw that there was respite, he hardened his heart, and
hearkened not unto them; as the Lord had said.” Has not that been the case
with many others? You promised “faithfully,” as you said: you pledged
yourself that it; should be so; but it is not so. Stand thou still a while, and
hear a message from the Lord: “Tigon hast not lied unto men, but thou
hast lied unto God.” Let that sentence pierce the innermost bowels of thy
conscience. “Thou hast lied unto God.” Remember Ananias and Sapphira,
and what followed upon their falsehood, and be astonished that it has not
followed upon yours, for you made the promise before witnesses in the
presence of the Lord himself.


Mark wall that., in all this, Pharaoh increased his quilt. His vows heaped
up his transgressions. He forgot his promises; but God did not. They were
laid by in store against him, and the blows of God upon him fell heavier
and heavier, until at last Jehovah drowned him and his chosen captains in
the Red Sea. Oh, sirs, if God comes to ,deal with you in this fashion, what
will become of you? Your promises are filed in heaven, to be witnesses
against you. God reaches out these promises of yours at this hour, and
holds them up before your eyes. And what does your conscience say? If
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you had promised a kind friend, and broken your word, it would have been
base enough; but you have been ungrateful to your God, in whose hand
your breath is, and whose are all your ways. Let a sense of guilt overwhelm
you, and in the name of Jesus Christ ask mercy of your God.


I will tell you how God deals with his own children, and then leave you to
infer how he will deal with you if you are not his children. A certain man,
to all appearance, feared God, ay, and did so with a sincere heart. He was
once an earnest Christian, a member of the church, and a worker in the
service, faithful to his light, and fervent in spirit; but he grew cold. He had
a farm, and it occupied nearly all his time. He was filled with an intense
desire to grow rich, and therefore he devoted his attention to his business
till he grew colder and colder in divine things, and the means of grace on
the week-days were forsaken. Work for God was dropped, communion
with God ceased, and the religious professor became to all appearance an
utter worldling. But yet he was a child of God, and this is how his Father
restored him. He took from him the wife of his youth, to whom his heart
was knit; but this made him more worldly than before, because his wife had
been a great help to him in the farm, and now she was gone he must stick
to it more than ever. Nothing came of the first chastisement except
increased sin. tie had only one son, for whom he was saving up his money,
and working his business, and he saw that son cut down with consumption,
like his mother. This also made him still more worldly. It ought to have
brought him to his knees, but it did not. He carried on the practice of
prayer, but with little heart, lie said, “Now my dear son, who was such a
comfort to me, has gone, I can hardly get out on Sundays at all. I must
look after the cows and attend to the stock.” So he sank deeper in the
mire. Then the Lord began to deal with him in another way. He had a bad
season, and lost by his farming, careful as he was. Next year was worse,
and the cattle-plague emptied his stalls, lie was brought down to poverty;
he could scarcely keep in the farm, for the rent ran back. Still he did not
yield, lie had tender moments now and then; but he was usually hard, for he
felt that God was dealing severely with him. He felt angry against God, and
stuck to his business more than ever, while the things of God were
forgotten. Then the Lord took his erring child more closely in hand than
before, and sent him an incurable disease in his body. The worldly farmer
lay upon a sick bed. fretting about his business: lie did not turn to the Lord
even then. Last of all, his house took fire, and as the barn and the ricks, and
the house were all ablaze, and all that he had was going, they carried him
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out into the open air upon the bed from which he could not stir, and he was
heard to say, “Blessed be the Lord! Blessed be the Lord! I am cured at
last.” But, dear friends, nothing would cure him till everything was gone
from him. Was not that a pity? He was saved so as by fire. He would be “as
the horse, and the mule, which have no understanding, whose mouth must
be held in with bit and bridle,” and therefore he had to suffer for it. I pray
you do not copy him. People of God, do not make rods for your own
backs in that way. Do not drive your heavenly Father to bard measures.
But oh, ye ungodly, if he will deal thus with his children, how will he deal
with you who are not his children? If he means to bless you he will not let
you go unpunished; but he will smite you with heavy strokes. I remember
one who used to bless God for a broken leg: he said that he never ran in
the ways of God until lie was lame. I believe that some parents never loved
the heavenly


Father till their dear infant child was taken away. The shepherd tried to get
the mother sheep into the fold, but she would not come; so he took up her
lamb and carried it away in his arms, and then the mother followed him. He
has done that to some of you. You would never have come to Christ if
dear little Johnny had not gone home to Jesus: You lost one and another
for that same purpose; have you not had strokes enough? You have been
smitten till your “whole head is sick and your whole heart faint.” Will you
not turn unto your God without more ado? His blows are sent in mercy: it
is better far that you should have a hell here than a hell hereafter. It were
better for you to live a lifelong agony than to be cast into hell for ever.
Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and you shall be saved. He died for
sinners — died for aggravating, guilty, willful sinners, and if they look to
him they shall at once be forgiven. I cannot give the look of faith for you,
or I would gladly do so; but I beseech you to look and live! May God the
Holy Ghost lead you so to do, for Jesus’ sake! Amen.


SINGULAR PLEA.


IF any man was ever entitled to the appellation of “Christian gentleman” it
was the late Dr. John Hunter. From the casual circumstance of living for
many years a few doors from him, I had exceptional opportunities of
enjoying his genial society, his wise counsels, his hearty hospitality, and, I
may add, affectionate friendship. By a wide circle his ‘memory will never
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cease to be revered and cherished, t/is was a nature overflowing with the
milk of human kindness. Indeed, the demands of his extremely poor
parishioners were yearly more exacting and overwhelming, just because
they became more and more cognizant of that frailty which leaned to
virtue’s side — his irresistible benevolence — which at times felt itself
unable to withstand what might be called “impudent” claims. One specimen
I recollect hearing from his own lips, and told in his own inimitable way. A
few mornings before, a woman came begging for pecuniary help. Even he
was amazed, and, indeed, indignant at her presumption, as she had been
one of his parochial plagues; had not only been personally offensive and
hostile, to himself, but had done what she could to foster an inimical feeling
among the neighbors. On going to his outer lobby, where the unabashed
applicant was, he stated, as firmly as his kindly nature would admit (and yet
he could assume a stern look too), that she knew well she was the very last
who had any claim upon him. Decidedly refusing her, he bade her
peremptorily to go away. Her reply was ready — “ Sir, you are mistaken, I
have a claim upon you.” “I should like to know, my good woman, what
that claim is. You have done nothing all the years I have known you but to
try and do me wrong. Tell me your claim.” “Sir, I am your enemy” The
plea was novel, irresistible. At once the hand was in the depths of the
kindly man’s pocket, and something bright reflected its pedigree from the
Sermon on the Mount. — From Dr. J. R. Macduff’s “Parish of Taxwood.”
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NEW THEOLOGY


GREAT inventor is to make bread without flour, and he is preparing the
plan of a house which is to have no foundations. Wonderful! Isn’t it? We
are no longer to eat grapes as they come from the vines — they are so old-
fashioned: we are to have them after they have been squeezed in a patent
press, and have been fashioned into cakes of mathematical shape. We
should not be at all surprised to hear that our steam-boats are all a mistake,
and have become things of the past, being in fact superseded: by electrified
table-cloths, which each man withdraws from his dining-table, spreads on
the top of the water, and then uses as an instantaneously-prepared raft,
which he steers with his knife and fork. When this comes about, we shall
still be found sticking to the unchanged and unchangeable Word of God.
There will be no new God, nor a new devil, and we shall never have a new
Savior, nor a new atonement: why should we then be either attracted or
alarmed by the error and nonsense which everywhere plead for a hearing
because they are new? What is their newness to us; we are not children,
nor frequenters of playhouses? Truly, to such a new toy or a new play has
immense attractions; but men care less about the age of a thing than about
its intrinsic value. To suppose that theology can be new is to imagine that
the Lord himself is of yesterday. A doctrine which is said to have lately
become true must of necessity be a lie. Falsehood has no beard, but truth is
hoary with an age immeasurable. The old gospel is the only gospel. Pity is
our only feeling towards those young preachers who cry, “See my new
theology,” in just the same spirit as little Mary says, “See my pretty new
frock.” — C. H. S.







347


ANTICIPATING THE LAST JUDGMENT.


THERE is a story told of two soldiers who, being in the valley of
Jehoshaphat, the one said to the other, “Here in this place shall be the
general judgment, and therefore I will now take up my place where I will
then sit ;” and so, lifting up a stone, he sat down upon it, as taking his place
beforehand; but, as he sat there, such a quaking and trembling fell upon
him, that, falling to the earth, he remembered the day of judgment with
horror and amazement for ever after.


Might it not be of exceeding value to many of our friends if they would try
and seat themselves in the place which they will occupy at the last great
day? Let them think that it has come, and that they are present, for it will
soon be so. Let them look up, and realize the scene. Behold, a great white
cloud comes floating upward and forward, and on the cloud there is a great
white throne, from which everything is reflected of the past and present of
mortal men. Gazing around for a moment, the mighty multitude astounds
and amazes the beholder. The dead are there, and all the millions of the
living. The sea has yielded up every corpse, and every foot of earth teems
with myriads upon myriads of long-buried men. All eyes are turned
towards the cloud, and the throne, and the Son of God, who sits thereon,
surrounded by an innumerable company of angels. Who can adequately
conceive,


“The pomp of that tremendous day, When Christ with clouds shall come?”


See. the books are. opened, and the last assize begins, with sound of
trumpet. It is even now at our doors, and the thought of it is enough to
arouse the fears and startle the consciences of all but the most brutal and
graceless of men.


The putting off or forgetting of the Lord’s coming and the judgment is the
cause of much hardness of heart. The evil Servant would not have behaved
himself so ill if he had looked upon his master’s return as near at hand.
Men who have death at their elbow, and see judgment before their eyes,
are likely to break off their sins by righteousness, and seek to be reconciled
to God. I have beard of the women of a certain island, that the first sheet
they wove was the winding-sheet, and this they kept by them: I am afraid
that this fashion has long since died out, and that both men and women live
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as if there would be no hereafter. This is the root of much of the impiety of
our age.


Sit down, dear reader, if you are as yet unsaved, and take an hour for this
solemn exercise: it may prove the turning-point of your history. In a few
years you will be one of that vast assembly, and have to answer for every
deed ‘and word of your life. Think of it long; picture it vividly; let it work
upon your mind. Though at the first it fill you with fear and trembling, it
may conduct you to the Savior’s feet, and then, looking up to him with
penitential faith, you may hear how to “have boldness in the day of
judgment.” If you fly to Jesus as your Savior you will not fear to face him
as your King. It has been well said, “Thou wilt meet the Great Day well if
thou get the Great judge to judge thee every day.”


Suppose that this night you should start up, and find the day of grace over,
and the day of judgment beginning! Suppose you should within an hour
hear the Lord Jesus say to you, “Depart!” These are no vain imaginings. If
you remain as you are they will be true ere long. Do but put them before
your mind’s eye a little before the time, that you may judge of the wisdom
of running so grave a risk. Those who wish to act well on great public
occasions rehearse their parts beforehand. Unconverted friend, rehearse
your part, and prepare yourself to receive the dread sentence which awaits
all who are out of Christ. Are you afraid to think of it? Be much more
afraid of enduring it! If even to dream of the Last Day is a terrible event,
what must it be then to be there in reality? The prisoner who will not even
think of his trial is in his conscience assured of a verdict of condemnation.
Would he not be far wiser to seek for a Counselor to plead his cause? Will
you not seek One? Jesus, the faithful Counselor, asks no fee. Commit your
cause into his hand, and you need not fear the Last Assize.


A LETTER FROM MR. SPURGEON


DEAR FRIENDS,—Before “The Bitter Cry of Outcast London” had been so
pathetically reported by the press, friends connected with the Tabernacle
had thought of the poor of Bermondsey, and set to work to help them.
Among the best of the agencies which grew out of this thoughtfulness was
the Green Walk Mission, led by Mr. William Olney, jun., which has proved
to be no mere attempt at Mission work, but a solid success. Under God,
the marked prosperity of every part of the work may, beyond all doubt, be
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ascribed to the zeal, industry, and self-denial of the leader; but by the grace
of God there has been gathered around him a singularly gracious body of
people, at once docile and energetic, sensible and enthusiastic. I feel that
when men like young Mr. Olney are raised up, the least thing that we can
do is to find them a suitable place in which to carry on their beneficent
efforts. Queen-bees are hard to find; and when one is met with, all the
other bees should set to work to build a hive.


We gave the exterior in a former number, and now the interior on the
opposite page will show what a noble building has been erected for Mr.
Olney’s enterprise. It is worthy of its object. Looking over it while in
progress, we were delighted with the number and size of the rooms. It is by
no means a makeshift, but altogether a model erection, admirably adapted
to its purpose. It could not have been better had it been designed for West-
end aristocrats, and therefore it is just suited for the poor of Bermondsey.
If we do things meanly for the poor they are likely to think meanly of it.
Our friends earnestly desired to designate the new hall after the Pastor of
the Tabernacle; but as he just as earnestly declined the honor, a
compromise has been effected, and the ‘place is to be called Haddon Hall,
which is, and yet is not, the Pastor’s name, but is a pleasing musical name
for a happy and handsome edifice.


Friends at, the Tabernacle and in Bermondsey have given right royally, so
that £5,205 has come in to the Fund, and this has been a great joy to my
heart. Messrs. Barrow, and the three Olney brothers and other donors must
have special mention; but the array of smaller donors is equally remarkable.
On the whole it is well done, and is a fair example of Christian willinghood,
and a proof that Christian people are not negligent of what somebody,
fonder of Latin than I am, has called “the lapsed masses.’ The spiritual
work has come first, ;and the material structure has followed in due course.
The dirty, awkward rooms in Green Walk, where, by-the-way, not a green
blade ever grows, have been the nursery for a hopeful family, which will
now be the commencement of a well-housed, self-supporting Mission.
With God’s sure blessing the future is full of joyous hope.


Now, there will be one blot on it all unless God’s goodness shall move
generous friends to prevent the evil. It is feared that there may be a debt of
£1,300. No Tabernacle enterprise has ever yet been in debt. No building
raised under our immediate auspices has ever been opened without being
paid for. Is this to be an exception to an admirable rule? Shall we tarnish







350


our laurels? If those who have not given will now come up to the mark, the
thing will be done. It is due to our Lord, to whom we owe so much, that
this matter should not be left in doubt: our willing liberality must decide
that this house for the Lord and the Lord’s poor shall be put into trust free
of all liability — present or · future. May this be the case. on the. day. of
opening in February next! This ,mill greatly gladden the heart of your
friend and Pastor, now resting at Men-tone. It will make it a delight to
open the building in February.


C. H. SPURGEON.


December, 1883.
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NOTES


THE editor is at Mentone, but he has carefully prepared and arranged every
page of the present Magazine, and sends it forth with the best wishes for
the New Year to all friends and readers. The following letter was read at
the Tabernacle on Dec. 16 :—


“To my church, congregation, and readers.


“Your affectionate interest in me is not satisfied unless I send a short note
during my absence, and on my part it is a great pleasure to communicate
with you. When I left home I felt utterly spent, both in body and mind, and
this last form of exhaustion was conducting me down into those
depressions which render life a burden. But already the lead is gone. I am
rested and restored, and now the days are spent in reading and meditation,
and the gathering of stores for future use, — this performed in a way:.
which fills, but does not Strain the mind. I am deeply grateful for this quiet
resting-place, and ask your prayers that I may return, in due time, in good
order for another year’s service.


“Thirty years’ labor in a position which tests all my powers, and drives me
to draw from the divine strength, has not been with-out its wear and tear
with me. A while longer I hope I may be permitted to take my part


in the Lord’s service. If I may have his presence, and your patient love, I
shall count myself thrice happy. May the blessing of the Most High God
rest upon all my helpers in the Lord’s work.


“Yours to serve through life,


“C. H. SPURGEON.”


Weather in Mentone is not quite so warm as usual, but still splendid as
compared with England. Under the olives it is sweet, to sit in mingled
shade and sunshine, and meditate upon that providence which, it truthfully
represents. Many earnest Christians are here, and so there is no lack of
holy fellowship; but the most, precious things to a worn thinker and
speaker are the grand opportunities for quiet which the gardens, rocks,
roads, and mountain-sides afford. No lover of gaiety would care to be in
this town; there is nothing to his taste in that line; but the thoughtful
student and devout lover o! solitude can rest to the top of his bent from
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sunrise to sunset. Visitors have not yet arrived in any great number: in all
probability the singularly mild weather at home till December has allowed
invalids to linger longer in their own dear homes.


COLLEGE. — During the past month Mr. R. E. Glendening has become
pastor of the church at Elgin, N B.; Mr. J. W. Hartley has been accepted by
the Baptist Missionary Society for mission work on the River Congo; and
Mr. James Smith has settled at Reinsoy, Hants. Spheres are readily found
for promising men when they are ready, and in several cases of our
students they have been desired by two or more churches. Prayer is
entreated for every breather upon his settlement, as also for near men just
entering College.


Our generous friend, Mr. W. Gibson, writes that he hopes the new
Tabernacle at Launceston, Tasmania, will be finished by March 1st, and
that our son Thomas will be present at the opening. He adds, “I am
thankful to be able to tell you that the men we have from the College are
all doing well. Mr. McCullough has left Longford, and gone to Hobart,
where he is likely to do a good work. Harry Wood takes his place.” Mr.
Bird sails this month for Launceston, in the S.S, John Rider. How greatly
we long that Mr. Gibson’s splendid liberality to the work in Tasmania.
may. be rewarded by the prosperity of Mr. Bird and all the other brethren
now engaged in the Lord’s work on the island!


Mr. W. V. Young, who is going to Ipswich, Queensland, in the S.S.
Liguria, reports his safe arrival at Cape Town. Mr., B. W. Clinch, who
went to Australia for the benefit of his health, has formed a new church,
under the auspices of the Queensland Baptist Association, at
Maryborough, Queensland. With these brethren our best wishes and
prayers go forth to the southern regions, where new empires are springing
up, which in the future Will be populous, and exercise great influence.


On Wednesday evening, November 28, the annual meeting of the College
was held at the Tabernacle. A considerable number of friends met for tea,
and afterwards many more arrived, nearly filling the building by the time
the proceedings commenced. The President, C. H. Spurgeon, occupied the
chair, and spoke of the continued need of such an Institution for training
preachers of sound doctrine and the cross of Christ. The Vice-president, J.
A. Spurgeon, read the list of students who had entered the ministry, at
home or abroad, since the last Conference; Professor Fergusson, as the
representative of the tutors, and Messrs. H. Driver and W. C. Bryan, on
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behalf of the students, delivered addresses; anthems and hymns were sung
by the orphan children; and the remainder of the evening was devoted to a
lecture by C. H. Spurgeon, on “Martin Luther,” with dissolving views
illustrative of the principal persons and places connected with the great
Reformer. This gathering was particularly interesting from the fact that it
was the last week-evening on which the Pastor met his flock before leaving
England. We trust that our many friends will think of this Institution, now
more needed than ever, and take care that its work shall never be hindered
by lack of funds, as indeed it never has been.


EVANGELISTS. — Mr. Medhurst’s anticipations concerning Messrs.
-Fullerton and Smith’s services at Portsmouth appear to have been fully
realized. From the commencement to the close the mission has been very
successful, and large numbers have professed to find the Savior at the
meetings. Special gatherings for men were held on Sunday afternoons, for
women on Wednesdays, and for children on Saturdays; and song services
were given on Saturday evenings. On each occasion the spacious chapel
was crowded with those whose presence was desired, and eternity alone
can reveal the extent of the blessing received; but enough is already known
to make us rejoice that the arm of the Lord has once more been made bare
in the midst of his people, and that the Holy Spirit has again set his seal
upon the preaching and singing of the everlasting gospel. Mr. Medhurst has
already baptized nearly seventy converts as the result of the mission, and
many more are expected to follow them; while the noble sum of £90 has
been forwarded to us as a thankoffering for the Evangelists’ services. It is
by such spontaneous offerings as these that we are able to keep these two
successful soul-winners in the field.


Mr. Burnham, on his arrival at Peter-church, near Hereford, found most
cheering tokens of the blessing that had followed his former visit. Out of a
population of 600 no less than 44 have been baptized during the year, and
two prayer-meetings have been continued weekly all through the summer
and harvest-time. On this occasion the chapel was full night after night, and
many were led to the Savior. Our Bro. Vanstone, who has recently settled
at Hay, rendered very valuable help at these services. After leaving
Peterchurch, Mr. Burnham went for a second time to Ploughfield, and this
month he is engaged at East Finchley, Countesthorpe, and Barton’s End,
Gloucester. Mr. Burnham earnestly begs to have a brother to go with him,
for working alone has many and serious disadvantages; but where is the
pay of another man to come from? We quite see the advisability of sending







354


all Evangelists by two and two; but this evangelistic work is growing upon
us, and the income as yet barely meets the expenditure; indeed, our
brethren Parker and Mateer have to find support for themselves, and we
had rather it were not quite so much so. This service should largely pay for
itself, and does so as far as Messrs. Fullerton and Smith are concerned, but
others need aid. We will use all funds with mingled economy and liberality.


Mr. Russell’s visit to Attercliffe was greatly owned of God. Pastor Ensoll
and his people had prepared the way for the coming of the Evangelist by
faith and prayer, and from the first service to the last backsliders were
reclaimed, sinners converted, and saints strengthened and comforted. The
pastor’s Bible-class and children of the members of the church have been
specially blessed. Mr. Russell has also held evangelistic meetings at
Caversham Hill, and Newport, Isle of Wight; and in each place power has
rested upon the word preached.


Messrs. Mateer and Parker have bad a happy and successful season with
our Bro. Williams at Leamington, and they have been greatly encouraged
by the reports of the continued blessing that has rested upon the work at
Keighley since they left.


ORPHANAGE. — In last month’s magazine we acknowledged the receipt of
£92 Os. 6d., “the amount of a disputed account;” this month a still larger
sum, namely, a hundred guineas, has come to the Orphanage funds under
similar circumstances. We are sorry that disputes should arise; but when
fatherless children are so largely benefited by the contentions our grief is at
least somewhat mitigated. Do not get into disputes, dear friends, if you can
help it; but if you cannot see eye to eye, get the matter in question settled
as speedily and happily as possible by sending a peace-offering to the
Treasurer of the Stockwell Orphanage.


Mr. Edward Williams, of Knighton, who has long been a generous
contributor to the Orphanage, and an earnest collector for the Institution,
has recently arranged for an evening concert in aid of the funds of this
portion of our work. With the willing help of a considerable number of
friends, the musical gathering was made a great success, and the net
proceeds, amounting to £24 6s. 6d.. have been safely received by us. For
this spontaneous expression of sympathy, we heartily thank Mr. Williams,
and all who assisted by their talents or liberality to make up such a
substantial sum.
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These “Notes” have to be written on a foreign shore before the Orphanage
Christmas Festival is held:, so we cannot tell our readers about the joy
produced by their generous gifts; but we have no doubt that the happy
season will be as full as ever of delight to the merry Stockwell lads and
lassies, and that their thanks to the founders of the feast will be as hearty
and as noisy as in former years. God bless all who have remembered the
orphans, and give them —”A Happy New Year,” and many of them.


The first week in December was happily spent by Mr. Charlesworth and his
choir at Portsmouth, Gosport, Ryde, Cowes and Southampton.
Everywhere they were most kindly received, and the Orphanage funds will
be largely benefited by the meetings held. The members of our Brother
Medhurst’s Bible-class collect through the year for the Orphanage, and on
this occasion, through their efforts, and the amount contributed at the
meeting in Lake Road Chapel, the first student of the College had the joy
of sending us over £100 towards the support of the sister Institution. Our
good friend, Pastor H. O. Mackey, led the way at Southampton, and many
of the other ministers of the town rendered valuable help, and in
consequence the meeting was a great success.


COLPORTAGE. — We are doing our best to stimulate friends to employ
colporteurs in connection with the various churches and county
associations, but wonder much that the advantages and importance of the
agency are not more widely utilized, especially in the villages. Mr. John
Chappell, of Calne, Wilts, has recently applied for a colporteur to labor in
the neighborhood of that town. We heartily join with him when he writes
— “I hope, God helping us, that we shall continue this work, so as to form
an example to stir up little churches to look after the villages aroused
them, in what appears to me to be the most Christian and economical way.
The neglect of the villages is a sad fault now lying at the doors of our
country churches.” We are glad, however, that others too are beginning to
take this matter in hand. The Norfolk Association has tried one colporteur
for a year, and has now guaranteed £40 a year for a second man, who will
labor in the villages round Neatishead, assisting in the services on the
Lord’s-day.


There is a cry for help from our villages as real and as sad as “the Bitter
Cry of Outcast London.” The same evils are to be found in proportion to
the numbers congregated. Ignorance, poverty, neglect of religion, and vice,
abound in villages which externally look charming for their rustic beauty.
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Too often that which is offered to the villagers in the name of religion is
but a service of forms and ceremonies, and no real gospel teaching is given.
Our colporteurs visit such places, calling from door to door, and offering
for sale books and periodicals which interest and instruct the mind, and
many of them directly teaching the plan of salvation through faith in the
crucified Redeemer. Often the weary invalid, with no other Christian
visitor, is cheered by the visit of the colporteur, and many a sinner listens
to the gospel message in the cottage meeting or open-air service. Like the
apostles, the colporteurs have taught publicly and from house to house, but
with this advantage, that by means of the press they leave behind messages
that are read when the messenger is far away. The word spoken and the
word printed are both largely blessed by God through the agency of the
colporteurs. We pray that more laborers may be sent forth to the harvest,
and lay the matter of necessary pecuniary support before our readers.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle :-November 26, ten; November 29,
sixteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


FEBRUARY, 1884.


NOT A DOUBT OF IT! NOT A DOUBT OF IT!


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


OUR friend, Dr. William Graham, of Bonn, has lately departed this life,
and we are told that on his death-bed one said to him, “He hath said, ‘ I
will never leave thee, nor forsake thee.’” To which the good man replied,
with his dying breath, “Not a doubt of it! Not a doubt of it!”


It were a dreadful thing indeed if there were a doubt of it. If ,Jehovah could
leave or forsake his own it were an evil day for us. If God began a good
work, and did not carry it on; if his love accepted a soul, and then rejected
it; if Jesus paid the purchase-price, and did not completely effect the
redemption; if the Holy Spirit produced the new birth, and yet did not
continue to breathe eternal life into the soul, it were a horrible thing indeed.
Take away the doctrine of the final perseverance of divine love from the
Bible, and what have you left by way of comfort and sustenance for the
tried people of God? Because God perseveres in grace, therefore saints
persevere in faith. The future grows dark, the sun is withdrawn, the moon
refuses to shine, and every star dies out, if once eternal love is proved to be
evanescent, and grace is shown to be a temporary gift. If there be a doubt
of God’s faithfulness, our whole being is smothered in a gloom intolerable.
For my part, I should neither care to preach the gospel, nor to believe it, if
it were transient, unstable, uncertain. It were worth while to go to prison
and to death for the doctrine of everlasting life; but for a fitful gleam of
life, with intermingled intervals of death, making up an existence whose
end must ultimately be blackness of darkness for ever, it were not worth
while to exert one single atom of our strength. We have “Not a doubt of it!
Not a doubt of it,’” On that matter we are fully assured, as we confess and
pray in the same breath — “ The Lord will perfect that which concerneth
me: thy mercy; O Lord, endureth for ever: forsake not the works of thine
own hands.” “God, willing more abundantly to shew unto the heirs of
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promise the immutability of his counsel, confirmed it by an oath: that by
two immutable things, in which it was impossible for God to lie, we might
have a strong consolation, who have fled for refuge to lay hold upon the
hope set before us.”


“He will never fail us,
He will not forsake;
His eternal covenant
He will never break!


Resting on his promise,
Fear is far away;


God is ever with you,
Children of the Day!”


The consolations afforded by a doctrine must depend upon the measure of
faith with which it is received. “According to thy faith be it unto thee” is
the rule of the kingdom. No soul can know the exceeding greatness of
God’s power in any teaching of his word until it can say, “Not a doubt of
it!  Not a doubt of it!” Unbelief is a great disturber of quiet. He that would
feel the deep peace brought by the stoning sacrifice must have no doubt
about its acceptance before God. He that would know the joy of sonship
must repel with energy the Satanic suggestion — “if thou be the Son of
God.” He that would know the power of Christ’s resurrection, and thereby
triumph over death, must have no doubt about the well-attested fact that
“the Lord is risen indeed.” As a tiny stone in the shoe will make the
traveler limp painfully, so will the least suspicion mar the walk of faith. We
have seen an almost invisible grain of red coloring matter tinge a great
quantity of water, till it all seemed turned, as by the miracle of Moses, into
blood; and so the least particle of mistrust within the soul may transform a
sparkling, crystalline truth into a wearisome and nauseous disputation.
Faith finds truth to be meat indeed and drink indeed; but unbelief abhors all
manner of meat, unless it be some loathsome carrion, for its appetite is
depraved. “He feedeth on ashes: a deceived heart hath turned him aside.”
Truth lives in men as they believe it, but its power expires as they question
it. Such are the opposite influences of faith and doubt within the individual,
and they are the same on a wider scale among the many. Preach truth with
the accent of conviction, and it will produce conversion as its result; but
utter it with bated breath, or sputter it forth with skeptical lip, and it will
work no miracle in the hearts of the hearers. Oh, preacher, before thou
goest into the pulpit, say within thy soul, “Not a doubt of it! Not a doubt of
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it!” If the viper of skepticism be nestling within thy heart, keep thou silence
before the Lord; or pour forth thy soul’s secret groans and prayers to God
that he would cause thee to believe what thou hast to proclaim, that
afterwards thou mayest say, “I believed, therefore have I spoken.” It is our
solemn conviction, that open deniers of truth are not capable of doing a
hundredth part of the damage which is done by the secret doubters of it.
The infidel’s envenomed blasphemies and ferocious sarcasms are arrows
which fly by day, and the mass of our people shield themselves from them:
but the covert suggestion, the scarcely uttered insinuation, and the
apparently candid question, are as the pestilence which walketh in
darkness, from whisk few can escape. There are names of unbelievers
which we can scarcely pronounce without horror, and yet, perchance, there
is infinitely less to fear from them than from certain professedly Christian
ministers, who have entered by stealth into pulpits once occupied by good
men and true, and from that vantage-ground are promulgating errors which
their predecessors abhorred. We need act go far to find Universalism of the
most pernicious kind taught within the boundaries of evangelical dissent,
Socinianism defended by men who are included among the orthodox, and a
scoff made of the inspiration of Holy Scripture by those who are called
pastors of Protestant churches, it being meanwhile declared that “The
Bible, and the Bible alone, is the religion of Protestants.” This is wretched;
but even this, we take it, is less baneful than teaching Scriptural truth and
coupling it with a sort of undertone of questioning as to whether a word of
it is matter of fact. We have seen the upper current running in an orthodox
direction, but have soon perceived underneath a stronger flood rushing
towards infidelity. This is despicable.


Professional preaching, ex-officio creed-repeating,—this is the devil’s most
effectual method of propagating falsehood and defeating truth. Full
assurance of the certainty of what we preach in the name of the Most High
God is absolutely necessary to making fall proof of our ministry; in fact, it
is questionable whether it is ministry for God at all ‘if it is not the ministry
of faith. If whatsoever is not of faith is sin, and men are forbidden to do
that about which they have any scruple; much more, in sacred things, must
a preaching that is not of faith be sin; and how can sin promote the
righteousness of God? If Jesus the Son of God be not really and truly God
to any man; if that man shall dare to assert the doctrine of the Redeemer’s
Deity, he will but do the truth dishonor. We may not forbid his preaching,
but if the Master were here he would as surely silence him as he did the







360


devils when they loudly attested that he was the Son of God. If the Bible
be not believed to be a supernatural book, infallibly teaching the things
which make for our eternal salvation, he who, with deliberate falsehood of
unbelief, yet uses it as his text-book, and refers to it as his authority, is a
trifler with truth, and a mocker of sacred things. If a man believes that
there is no such thing as regeneration, or that men do not need it, his
attempt to preach concerning the new birth will only scatter among the
multitudes doubts as to its reality. Whatever is held forth in the palsied
hand of unbelief is itself made to quiver. Skepticism is a smoking lamp,
which, while it gives no light, loads the atmosphere with a thick darkness,
if not with a stench. If we are ever to see men brought down under the
power of the law to a condition of true repentance, if we are ever to see
them converted by the Holy Ghost through the gospel of Christ Jesus, if
we are ever to see the converted ones sanctified, and marching forth to the
Master’s battles as an army with banners, we must preach the truth boldly,
as we ought to preach it, and we must say of every jot and tittle of it, “Not
a doubt of it! Not a doubt of it:”


It seems to be assumed by many men that there is no sin in doubting God’s
word; indeed, they count it one of the highest attainments of their intellect
that they dare coolly give the lie to the glorious Jehovah. To us it seems
that there is no impiety greater than to quibble and question with our
Creator. To fancy the Holy Spirit to be ignorant, or mistaken, or a false
witness, must very nearly verge upon the sin which is unto death.
Everywhere throughout the Scriptures faith is magnified as the chief root
of virtue, and unbelief is stamped with infamy as a soul-destroying evil.
Error in doctrine is as truly a crime as adultery or theft. Who is he that has
set man’s intellect free from the dominion of the Most High? Men of old
said, “Our tongues are our own”; and now they say, “Our minds are our
own”: the spirit of rebellion dictates both defiant speeches. The first and
great commandment bids us love the Lord our God, not only with all our
heart. but also with all our mind. The intellect is a part of the creature, and
is therefore bound to be subservient to the Creator. In a redeemed man his
intellect is not his own, for it is bought with a price; he counts it an
essential of his discipleship that he should receive Christ’s word as a little
child. Pride reviews the acts of God, and censures his utterances, criticizes
infinite wisdom, picks and chooses, and commends or censures the
teachings of the Lord. This daring presumption makes human reason the
last Arbiter, and sets man upon the throne as though he were the god of
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God. To all this the apostle Paul deigns no reply but this — “ Nay but, O
man, who art thou that repliest against God?”


Quitting this chaos of doubt, flying from this Stygian bog of skepticism, we
pray’ the Lord to maintain our sure confidence in eternal verities, and to
enable the minds of his people to get so firm a grip of what he has revealed
that they may all cry, “Let God be true, and every man a liar.” Then shall
we feel in our own hearts the power of truth, then shall we see in the
consciences and minds of others the same power working supernaturally to
their conversion and sanctification: but not till then. As yet the Lord cannot
do many mighty works among us because of our unbelief. The multiplying
skepticism’s of the hour are hindering the operations of grace. If we will
not believe we shall not be established. We shall see no age of gold until it
is the custom of all Christians to say of every promise or threatening of the
Most High, “Not a doubt of it! Not a doubt of it!” Incredulity is absurdity
where God is concerned; nay, worse, it is constructive blasphemy. Doubt
of revealed truth is death to communion with him who has revealed it.
How can a man commune with another man till he has given him his fullest
confidence? We can have no fellowship with those whom we distrust; the
unbeliever can have no fellowship with God. “Without faith it is impossible
to please God ;” therefore the spirit of doubt which is now abroad must be
greatly displeasing to him; and if God be displeased how is the church to
prosper? Our work will be hindered, our joy will be damped, our strength
will be weakened, our triumph will be delayed till we can say —


“NOT A DOUBT OR IT! NOT A DOUBT OF IT!”


BOTH-HANDED MEN


BY THOMAS SPURGEON.


AMONGST the mighty men who gathered to David at Ziklag was a band of
archers who “could use both the right hand and the left in hurling stones
and shooting arrows out of a bow.” These men, the chronicle distinctly
states, “were of Saul’s brethren of Benjamin.” Let them be as famous for
their fidelity to the cause of right and truth as for their dexterity in the use
of sling and bowl Saul was one of themselves, and yet each Benjamite
scorned to be one of his when he departed from uprightness. When the son
of Kish was crowned king he was doubtless approved by Benjamin more
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than by any other tribe. None shouted more loudly than they, “God save
the King”; yet when by tyranny and malice he disgraced himself and the
noble house from which he sprang, they would not be tied to him by mere
kinship. So long as royalty was worthy of their loyalty their homage was
cheerfully accorded; but when the crown tarnished itself they no longer
recognized its claims. These Benjamites evidently were no believers in
“The right divine of kings to govern wrong.” These men were, doubtless,
amongst those “whose hearts God had touched,” who went with Saul to
Gibeah, and in proof that God had touched them, rather than mere fancy
and friendship, they are found on the side of right when might seems in the
ascendant. The pride and perfidy of the jealous king found no response in
their hearts. They threw in their lot with David, the persecuted fugitive,
though flesh and blood were thereby forsaken. These were mighty men
indeed! None were worthier amongst all of David’s worthies, and no act
Of theirs ranks higher than this deed of self-denial and moral courage.
Every one knows that it is easier to smite a foe than to run the risk of
angering a friend.


“The greatest vict’ry of which brave men boast,
Is to abstain from ill when pleasing most.”


Swift as the arrows sped in after days from their full-bent bows, and surely
as they hit the foe, these children of Benjamin never aimed at so good a
target, nor aimed so well, as when they determined without fear or favor to
uphold the cause of the oppressed and persecuted. Regardless of the pangs
which must have pierced their hearts, counting not the cost of incurring the
wrath of their royal kinsman, bursting ties of birth and blood, they grasp
the standard of righteousness, prepared, if need be, to whirl their stones
and point their arrows even at their brethren. Esteeming the reproach of
David greater riches than the treasures of Saul, they found a home amongst
the caves, and a service with the outlaw.


It would appear that they were the first openly and as a body to espouse
the cause of the fugitive. Boldly did they announce their fealty—” Thine
we are, David, and on thy side, thou son of Jesse: peace, peace be unto
thee, and peace be to thy helpers, for thy God helpeth thee.” Even when
the tide turned in David’s favor, and great hosts gathered to make him king
in Hebron, there were but 3,000 Benjamites among them, as compared, for
instance, with 40,000 of Asher, and 50,000 of Zebulun. True to the cry of
nature rather than to the call of grace, “the greatest part of them kept the
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ward of the house of Saul,” and when Saul himself was slain they played an
important part in crowning Ish-bosheth, his son, King of Israel. All this
goes to prove how great the demand must have been up. on the self-denial
and moral courage of the “faithful few” of Benjamin who were with David.
They could set a noble example, even if there was but little hope that, it
would be largely followed. They were as fearless of public opinion as they
were of Philistines and Amalekites. All honor to the Benjamites who,
although left-handed, were manifestly right-hearted! Imitation is the
sincerest flattery, so we will strive to do as they have done, according them
meanwhile the praise that they deserve for noblesse and rectitude, as rare in
those days, perhaps, as in our own. Every right-hearted man will say,” Well
done, noble three thousand!”


“Brave conquerors! for so you are,
That war against your own affections,


And the huge army of the world’s desires.”


Seeing that so good a lesson can be learned from these men in the grand
act which distinguished their military career, we may hope to gain some
other teachings from their character and conduct.


The first that suggests itself is as follows—It is manifestly unfair to judge
of a man at first sight and on short acquaintance. We do not know what
we ourselves can do till we try, and we cannot gauge what our fellows can
do till we try them. Had we seen one of these Benjamites using his left
hand, we should, most probably, have put him down as a left-handed man;
and soon after another observer would have catalogued him amongst the
right-handed because he happened just then to be using his right hand.
Both reporters would have told the truth, but neither of them the whole
truth. It might even happen that a quarrel would ensue, and like the dispute
concerning the color of the chameleon, it might remain unsettled till some
savant pointed out that just as that reptile could assume different colors at
pleasure, so the Benjamite warrior could use right or left hand as he
desired. You say he is left-handed, and I declare he is right-handed. Are
you, therefore, wrong? Not at all: for the judge that ends the strife affirms
that the man is ambidextrous, or both-handed. Now, besides the undoubted
evil of quarreling, the subject of dispute had an injustice done to him in that
he was not recognized till late to possess such powers as were really his.
Beings, like things, are not always all they seem, nor do they always seem,
at first sight, all they are. First impressions are not so valuable as some
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would have us believe. Men, not to say women, are such fickle, changing
creatures, that it is hardly to he expected that a brief interview can afford
even the shrewdest character-reader a fair criterion of the man himself. One
page of a book may serve as a specimen of the type, but the tenor of the
whole volume may be of quite a different type from that of the single leaf.
There will, of course, be some characteristics running throughout, but all
cannot be discovered except in the whole. A individual who is remarkable
for the even tenor of his life may be more correctly judged from a short
intercourse than one whose lifetime includes all the notes in the gamut; but
there is no man whose existence


is purely monotone. Our opinion of places and things is often wrongly built
on the slender foundation of a fortnight’s stay, marred, possibly, by an
unfortunate episode. The weather was unpropitious, friends were busy, or
some untoward event happened which altogether nullified charms of
scenery and society which Would otherwise have been enjoyed. On the
other hand, many a place unattractive in itself is little short of a paradise
because of its circumstances and surroundings, just as home is “sweet
home,” be it ever so humble.


One who lately traveled round the coast of New Zealand, tarrying at its
chief ports but a few days, or a week at most, met, of course, with a great
variety of scene and weather; but wherever he wandered he could not but
be struck with the fact that there was something about the weather in each
place, according to the residents, that was “quite exceptional.” If this was
really so, the traveler failed to get a correct, because not a complete, idea
of the climate of each stopping-place. Certainly it is so with people,
whether or no. You meet Mr. So-and-So at an evening gathering, and form
your conclusions of him. But he was not himself. His manner was “quite
exceptional.” One hears a preacher, and judges of him by his discourse. But
it. was not a fair specimen — no one sermon is—and this one was “quite
exceptional.” Another goes to a church and happens to get a bad seat, and
no hymn-book, and straightway stigmatizes that community as churlish and
inhospitable. But the conclusion is erroneous. You were unfortunate; such
treatment is “quite exceptional.” It is most unfair to judge by single sights
and cursory acquaintance. Neither persons nor parsons should be so
criticized.


True, the minister ‘ gave it them hot,” as the saying is, at night, far too hot
for the gentry whose standard is the banner of love; but you should have
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heard him in the morning, when the other side of that same gospel was
unfolded. They who saw Jesus weeping at the grave of Lazarus did not
know the Master till they also beheld him rejoicing in spirit. Jeremiah was
not all lamentations. Even he could stag in the midst of a wail, like a
rainbow shining through a shower, “The Lord is my portion, saith my soul,
therefore will I hope in him.” ‘The loving and loved disciple John could be
stern and even vengeful, as when he asked leave to call fire from heaven on
the Christ-rejecting Samaritans; and Peter, fiery and impetuous as a rule,
could write sweet tender words, such as, “Dearly beloved, I beseech you.”
What a difference between Peter, with pen in hand, writing this entreaty,
and Peter, sword in hand, smiting Malthus on the ear! We know neither a
man’s graces nor his disgraces till we have lived long with him. Let · us be
careful, then, in our conclusions. Painters, and builders, and ,others, put on
their sign-boards, “Estimates given gratis;” and if ‘those who are
determined to act similarly as to persons’ characters would only” signify
the same in the usual manner,” we would be glad; for we would be careful
to shun their company, and not give them half a chance to estimate us and
to tender for our improvement. The tender mercies of such are cruel.


Here follow the lamentations of the both-handed men. Set their words to
the music of your acts as you determine to judge not that ye be not judged


Each constitutes himself a judge, and that at single sight,
So one entirely leaves our left, and straightway writes us right.


Another sees the sinister, and thinks it only deft,
And fancies he has judged aright — the left is all we’ve left.


But look again, you critics sweet, and let your looks be candid,
Then will you both discover all — for we are all both-handed.


No one knew so well as the Benjamites themselves what an immense
advantage was theirs in being  able to use both hands. Perhaps the
Philistines knew second best, for I cannot but believe that the latter had
learned to their cost in combating these Benjamites wherein their great
strength lay. Two-handed men could do well nigh twice the execution of
ordinary mortals. If one hand grew weary it might rest a while, for its mate
was as able as itself. It was not with these men as it is with many, that the
right hand was serviceable only for certain purposes, and the left for others;
but each hand was as skillful as the other for every work and warfare.
David was fortunate indeed in having such a corps in his army. Each man
carried, as it were, a double-barreled revolver. These are the sort of men
great David’s greater Son requires: men whose hearts God has touched in
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such a fashion that their overflowing love takes two hands to express itself
in deeds of daring and acts of prowess. The hand is often an index of the
heart. The hearty grip is from a true friend; and you may with much
certainty conclude that, he whose hand in yours feels like a dead fish is a
cold-blooded creature. When Jehu met Jehonadab he said to him,” Is thine
heart right, as my heart is with thy heart? And Jehonadab answered, It is. If
it be, give me thine hand. And he gave him his hand: and he took him up to
him into the chariot.” Now, if one hand so plainly indicates the condition of
the heart, two hands must speak with double tongue. Often have we seen
friends at purling or meeting shake with both hands. Ay, and they would
have used three if they had possessed them! One is not strong enough to
express deep interest and intense affection. Our love to King Jesus should
be of this two-handed sort. Two hands are none too many to serve him
with.


The use of both hands is an evident sign of earnestness. He who rows with
one hand will soon rest entirely on his oars. Little Jack intends to make
short work of his hunk of bread and jam — he holds it with both hands,
and if he only had two mouths the meal would soon be over. His action,
though a breach of good manners, is, at least, a proof of energy and
earnestness. While so many continue to “do evil with both hands
earnestly,” be it ours to bring every finger of each hand into full work for
the cause of good, and God, and truth. Dear Master, take my hands, both
left and right, and use them in thy blessed service.


“Take my hands, and let them move
At the impulse of thy love.”


Again, it ,is possible lo be both-handed in another sense, not however so
advantageous. Indeed, I do not know that it is any benefit. I refer to those
who are compelled to use one hand for one thing and the other for another.
He who can cut the bread with his left hand only, but must use his right to
spread the butter, is not one whit advantaged. Another drives nails with his
left hand, and turns the gimlet with his right. Do such persons need to
pause while they remember which hand they must employ for the special
work before them? Perhaps not; but still it seems to me preferable to have
either the right hand or the left ready for every kind of work. Better still, if
each hand is equally handy. The disadvantage is when a change of members
is needed for a variety of occupations. I suppose it must needs be that
some of our talents develop more than others; but how glorious it would
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be if each and all were A 1, and working at full pressure. To be an expert
with one hand is no mean gift; to be deft with two is a consummation
devoutly to be wished. My readers have probably heard of the artist who
painted a picture of a youth sitting beside a basket of grapes. So true to
nature were the purple clusters, so real the bloom and fresh the vine-leaves,
that when the picture stood one day in the open-air a bird pecked at the
grapes, and, much to his disappointment, found no luscious juice. So
strange an occurrence was likely to make the artist’s fame and fortune, for
everybody trumpeted the praise of him who could with pencil and color
deceive ‘the very birds. But he was not elated. The incident brought him no
encouragement, “For,” said he, “if I had painted the boy half as well as I
did the fruit the birds would never have ventured near!” Success in one
department instead of satisfying should spur us on to attain the same in
every other.


If each hand may be a right hand, and every talent be employed, we shall
prove workmen and warriors that need not to be ashamed. Although it is
good to be distinguished for some special grace, it would be better to
possess all graces to a marked degree. A good “catch,” and an effective
bowler, and a sharp wicket-keeper, and a certain scorer, are indispensable
on the cricket-field; but the “all-round men” are most useful after all. In the
best Master’s service I would like to be good at everything, and have left
hand as well as right hand ready for anything he assigns. May every string
in the harp be tuned and ready for his hand who brings the music forth.


“Take myself, and I will be,
Ever, only, all for thee.”


The worst sort of” both-handed mere” are those who undo with their left
what they do with their right. I spoke, on one occasion, with a young man
who was engaged in building a wooden house. Noticing that he drove the
nails with a hammer in his left hand, I asked him if he ever used his right.
“Yes, for some things,” he answered. “Well, did you never find it awkward,
and wonder which hand to use?” said I. “Never! — never but once, for I
remember trying to play at whipping-top, and how I failed because while I
spun the top right-handed I held the whip in my left, and as a natural
consequence unwound it at every stroke.” Such was his reply, and it struck
me there and then that many folks do just the same in every-day life. One
hour’s inconsistency will undo a week’s holy conversation. How many spin
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the top right-handed on the Sunday, and whip it left-handed through the
week!
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Others there are whose words are the spinning, but their actions are the
whipping; one counteracts the other.


Serving God with one hand and the devil with the other is a style of both-
handedness from which we may well pray to be saved. To yoke our talk to
the Lord’s chariot and our conduct to Satan’s car will never do. When
Christ bade the healed demoniac go home to his friends, he told him to “tell
how great things the Lord had done for him “ — so Mark has it. But Luke
informs us that Jesus said,” Return to thine own house and show how great
things God hath done unto thee.” He was to express both by his lip and life
the Lord’s corn.. passion — to show and to tell. Each would be eloquent,
the two would prove irresistible. But if the one contradicted the other! If
he still raved in the tombs and ranged the mountains, all his telling would
go for naught. He was to be a both-handed man! Faith without works is
dead. See to it, dear reader, that both faith and works are yours.


As Hannah More puts it:—


“If faith produce no works, I see
That faith is not a living tree.


Thus faith and works together grow,
No separate life they e’er can know;


They’re soul and body, hand and heart:
What God hath joined let no man part.”


EVERY FOOL MUST FALL


I HAVE read a story of a devout man who, amongst other gifts, had the gift
of healing, and many persons resorted to him for cure. Among the rest one
Chromatius, who, being sick, sent for him, and told him of his sickness, and
desired that he might have the benefit of cure, as others had before him.
The devout man replied, “I cannot do it till thou hast beaten all the images
in thy house to pieces.” “Oh! that shall be done,” said Chromatius. “Here,
take my keys, and where you find any images break them in pieces;” which
accordingly was done. Upon this the devout man went to prayer, but no
cure was wrought; whereupon the sick man cried out, “Oh, I am as sick as
ever! Oh, I


am very weak and sick still! ‘ It cannot be otherwise,” replied the
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devout person, neither can I help it; for there is, doubtless, one idol yet in
your house undiscovered, and that must be defaced, too.” “True,” saith
Chromatius, “it is so, indeed; it is all of beaten gold; it cost £200. I would
fain have saved it; but here, take my keys again, —you shall find it fast
locked up in my chest — break it also in pieces;” which, being done, the
devout man prayed, and Chromatius was healed. The moral of it is good;
the sin-sick soul must break, not some, but all its idols in pieces, before a
cure will follow. — Thomas Brooks.


NIGHT-CAPS RECOMMENDED


A CERTAIN Dr. J. Mortimer Granville gives a word of advice about
dreams. He says: “Many persons who are not by habit ‘dreamers,’ are
dreaming a great deal just now, and wondering why they do so. The
answer is very simple. When cold weather sets in suddenly, and is much
felt; at night, the head, which is uncovered, has the blood supplied to it
driven from the surface to the deep parts, notably the brain, the organ of
the mind. The results are light sleep and dreams. The obvious remedy is to
wear a nightcap, or wrap the head warmly, at least while the cold weather
lasts. It is a ‘faculty’ idea that we of this generation suffer more from brain-
troubles than our predecessors because we leave the head exposed at night,
and the blood-vessels of our cerebral organs are seldom unloaded.”


This paragraph is affectionately commended to certain Expounders of
Prophecy, Fasbloners of New Theology, and Propounders of Theories
concerning Perfection in the Flesh. We are getting a little overdone with
their dreamings. Let the brethren try night-caps during the present wintry
weather. Dr. Granville is quite right about the fact that people are dreaming
a great deal just now; we can hardly take up a pamphlet or a religious
newspaper without saying to ourselves, “Here’s another dreamer!” This is
a great pity; for there are people about who accept these visions as gospel,
and we are in a fair way to be driven away from solid truth into a dream-
land of either fanaticism or unbelief. The remedy suggested by the worthy
physician might at least be tried. Our fathers were wont to encrown
themselves with a tasseled triangle, which was enough to frighten any
burglar out of his senses; but then they did not dream as our rising
generation is doing & red bandanna was a very picturesque head-protector.
Could such a thing be bought in these degenerate days? At any rate, let
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something be done to stop this dreaming. Our philosophical youths, who
wear the cap of Liberty by day, have only to keep it on by night, and their
cerebral organs, being delivered from the rush of blood, will be unloaded,
and enjoy a little rest. The worst of it is that, if some of our theologians
give up their dreams, they will have nothing else left.
—C. H. S.


A WISE ANSWER TO A DIFFICULT QUESTION


AUGUSTINE was once asked what he would say of a wicked man who had
lived loosely, but died penitently. He replied,” What would you have me to
say? That he is damned? I will not; for I have nothing to do to judge him.
Shall I say that he is saved? I dare act; for I would not deceive thee. What
then? Why, this. Repent, thou, out of hand, and thou art safe, whatever is
become of him.”


CONCERNING GOING TO HEAVEN


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


I HAVE heard persons express their unwillingness to go to heaven if it is to
be all psalm-singing and holy talking. Surely, there was no need for them to
decline to enter until they had been asked to do so. Holy Scripture invites
all men to holiness, but I know of no passage in ,which it presses any
ungodly man to enter heaven: there will be time enough to invite men to
glory when they have accepted grace. Yet the refusal of the heavenly
inheritance is sometimes heard, coupled with reasons for it. Thomas
Brooks mentions a woman who lived near Jews, in Sussex, who was ill,
and therefore was visited by one of her neighbors, who to cheer her told
her that if she died she would go to heaven, and be with God, and Jesus
Christ, and the saints and angels. To this the sick woman in all simplicity
replied, “Ah, mistress, I have no relations there I Nay, not so much as a
gossip or acquaintance; and as I know nobody,! had a great deal sooner
stop with you and the other neighbors than go and live among strangers.”
It is to be feared that if a good many were to speak their thoughts they
would say much the same. One said to me only the other day, “What a
dreadful thing it is to die and go ‘ you know not where’ I” To whom I
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answered, “Yes, indeed; but to a Christian it is not so; he knows well
enough where he is going.” “That may be,” said the person who addressed
me, “but still it is even to a Christian an unknown land.” Her surprise was
great when I demurred to this, and said that dying was going home to our
own Father, to our Elder Brother, to our Husband, to our friends, and to
the place where our life already is. This is the truth, and those who
commune with God understand that it is so; but to the uninstructed in
divine things the glory-land is a place as unknown as the dark continent of
Africa used to be.


There is a story floating about of a farmer in his last days being visited by
the ‘clergyman of the parish, who discoursed to him very sweetly
concerning the happy land, and the celestial city, with its gates of pearl and
its streets of gold. “Thank you, Sir,” said the farmer, “it is a fine country,
no doubt, but Old England for me! Old England for me!” He would
probably have been better pleased with some English edition of a
Mahometan Paradise, where roast beef and foaming tankards would
abound on every side. He was not, however, the only true Briton who
would make the same choice if he thought himself at all likely to get it.


We do not know that this true son of John Bull was much more out of the
running than a certain popular authoress, who dreamed some time ago
about “Gates Ajar.” Her maunderings are far more wild in her later book,
where she pictures a soul “Beyond the Gates.” Therein the glorified one is
represented as saying, “The grass was sorer than elder of the lower world;
and lighter than snow-flakes the leaves that fell from low-hanging boughs
about me. Distantly I heard moving water; and more near, sleepy birds I
felt infinite security. I had the blessedness of a weariness which knew it
could not miss of sleep. Dreams stole upon me with motion and touch so
exquisite that I thought, ‘ Sleep itself is a new joy; what we had below was
only a hint of the real thing,’ as I sank into deep and deeper rest.”


“When I waked, I was still alone. There seemed to have been showers, for
the leaves and grass about me were wet; yet I felt no chill or dampness, or
any kind of injury from this fact. Rather I had a certain refreshment, as if
my sleeping senses had drunk of the peace and power of the dew, which
flashed far and near about me. The intense excite-merit under which I had
labored since coming to this place was calmed. All the fevers of feeling
were laid. I could not have said whether there had been what below we
called night, or how the passage of time had marked itself; I only knew that
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I had experienced the recuperation of night, and that! sprang to the next
duty or delight of existence with the rigor of recurring day. As I rose from
the grass, I noticed a four-leafed clover, and remembering the pretty little
superstition we used to have about it, I plucked it, and held it to my face,
and so learned that: the raindrop in this new land had perfume, an
exquisite scent, as if into the essence of brown earth, and spicy roots, and
aromatic green things, such as summer rain distills with us from out a
fresh-washed world, there were mingled an inconceivable odor drawn out
of the heart of the sky. Metaphysicians used to tell us that no man ever
imagined a new perfume, even in his dreams. I could see that they were
right, for anything like the perfume of clover after a rain in heaven had
never entered into my sense or soul before. I saved the clover ‘ for good
luck,’ as I used to do.”


It is clear that multitudes have no preparation for abiding with God for
ever, for they are not yet capable of forming even a faint conception of it.
Because eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, the things which God hath
prepared for them that love him, therefore these people conclude that
nothing of heaven can be known, and truly by them it cannot be; but to the
spiritual, heaven is revealed by the Spirit of God, its life is already
commenced in them, its King already reigns over them, its Light has
already shone upon them: its worship they have commenced, its
communion, they are enjoying, its joy they have foretasted. Heaven is as
suitable for a saint as a lock is fitted to receive its key; and as the fashion of
a lock might be inferred from the key, so may the glorious state be guessed
at from the gracious man. He has, moreover, sips of sweetness, which give
him no merely fanciful notion of the hill-country, and he knows somewhat
of what the full-blown flower must be as he gazes at the beauty of the bud;
but he looks not that in the revelation of the glory the invisible should be
only a reproduction of the visible; for he knows that the spiritual exceeds
the natural even as the heaven is above the earth.


I sat once at the bedside of one who had caught the true idea that the
future will bear a distinct relation to the present, for she said to me, “Sir, I
think I shall be allowed to share in the holy worship of God, for it was ever
my delight. I do not think I shall be shut up with the wicked, for I was
always weary of ungodly society. I hope I shall be gathered with the people
of God, for these many years to be with them has been my chief delight.
Dear Sir, I feel sure that the Lord will let us go with our own company.” I
was quite of her mind. The fact is, men depart from God in this life, and
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their future is to continue moving in that direction, for the Judge will say:,
“Depart”; but as for those who have been coming to the Lord, their future
will be a continued advance in the same course, for their Lord will say,
“Come, ye blessed.”


THE PRODIGAL SON.


A SERMON BY CHRISTMAS EVANS.


This was one of Christmas Evans’s most noteworthy sermons. He
preached it on his last tour in South Wales, on which tour he died.
The only departure from the Welsh is the substitution of a few
verses of English poetry for Welsh. — E. M.


These notes are very welcome, but we judge them to be only notes.
We beg our ponders to peruse them carefully, and by the use of a
little imagination they can fill up the gaps, and form some idea of
how the glorious Welshman carried all before him. We have altered
a word or two to make the sense clear. The sermon contains some
of the finest touches which have ever come before us. It is grand
even in this fragmentary state. — C. H. S.


THE description of the prodigal shows how soon, how easily and
completely, man, when competent to act, departs from God. Impressed by
the portraiture, lo! I see him seeking a traveling-car to take away his goods
and chattels. He finds horses and chariots, men and maid-servants, for he is
about to leave his father’s hearth, and bid him farewell. The elder brother
was standing by, neatly dressed, with a staff in his hand; but the younger
was very showily arrayed, had on a pair of yellow-topped boots, looked a
grand gentleman, and held out one finger to bid his father Good-bye. This
is the description of one who has lost his reason, and follows his wicked
inclinations The “wicked through the pride of his countenance will not seek
after God,” will not pray to him, or depend on his wisdom and love, but in
his insanity will set up for himself. While thus he was, as regards his
father’s house, dead and lost, “He went into a far country.” Profligacy is
indeed a far country, far from God, without faith, or the fear of God, or
solemnity, or sacred song; a land where dead souls dwell, a land through
which runs the broad road which leads to destruction. The ungodly “go
astray from the womb,” even before reading the heavenly book that tells of
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the far country, that describes how it was once drowned with water, and at
another time how part of it was burned up with sulphureous fire from
heaven. Besides, its climate is so fiercely hot that it destroys and burns up
its produce; and sometimes so cold that it buries its population under
mountains of frost and eternal snow. Its language was the language of hell,
its customs were the lusts of Satan, who was its gigantic god. Its chief
merchandise was in the exchange of the bodies and souls of men; these
were the principal articles of commerce that passed through its ports, and it
received from hell foolish and hurtful desires in their place The system of
slave traffic flourished very richly there. The young man was insane to
waste his substance in a land so scarce of provision, and so utterly barren
of happiness. “His understanding was darkened.” His mouth was a
sepulcher, in which godliness and all holy things were buried. There was
joined to the root of his tongue a bag, containing the poison of asps, so
that he poisoned men by his tongue in his evil communications; and there
was a flame at the point of his tongue, that set “the course of nature on
fire,” even with the life of hell His hands wrought mischief, and his feet
were swift to shed blood. He was insane to direct his course to a land
called “the far country,” far from God, happiness, and heaven. It was so far
that no one of himself has ever found the way back to his Father’s house;
but it was not: so far but the Father could send famine and distress into it,
and even run there to embrace the prodigal. Has no one ever returned? Oh,
yes; millions, millions! but not without the Father drawing them. In order
to open a new way from this far country, God sent his Son to assure the
nature of its inhabitants, and by virtue of the sacrifice that he gave on the
tree in this very country he opened a way through the evil that shut men
out from their Father’s house. The young man “spent his substance in
riotous living.” He devoted the strength of his body, and all his mental
faculties, and possessions, to enliven Vanity Fair — that is, he gave himself
up to the vices of the age; drunkenness, uncleanness, fighting, and Sabbath
desecration.


Then the law, as a mighty famine, goes forth to lay hold of the sinner.
When God would subdue a proud city, he does it by sending the sword, the
famine, or the plague. The gospel has its sword, fire, and famine, which
even Saul of Tarsus cannot withstand. The law raises the famine, and
gradually increases it., until the sinner goes seeking through the far country
for the bread of hope. He is described as setting out like a gentleman, then
he becomes indigent, and. seeks bread; but he had to know that the region
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of the law was a poor place in which to beg, because “it hath dominion
over a man till he is dead.” He: could not sing for a living, like some poor
English in our towns; nor sell matches from door to door. The law was,
“He that will not work neither shall he eat.” Every door was shut against
him. He offered to work for a citizen of that country, that is, the preacher
of the law as a covenant of works; but the law followed him, and no bread
could be had for works of the law unless perfect; and the law would have
written out his notice of removal to the House of Correction, in the parish
of Sinai, where thousands of these wandering wretches have been sent,
since the days of Cain, who was the first to die there. Now every hope of
the bread of life was gone, he was almost distracted through his sin, seeing
nothing but perdition in his heart, life, and conduct, while without any
means of making an atonement for his sins. Lively conviction, produced by
the Spirit of God, brings a man into a state of utter despair. Beer and
spirits cannot drown such convictions. There was a famine of every article
necessary to support a godless life. Conviction of sin is likened to the
pangs of childbirths and why? Because the termination of it is a matter of
either death or life. But he would break his hunger by the deeds of the law;
he would, in other words, get a living by work. It was not to a citizen of
the towns where he had been spending his money, and his life, he repaired,
but to the cities of strict morality, where the Scribes and Pharisees, and
rulers of the parish church, lived in the days of Christ. Though the city he
visited feigned to be a godly place, yet it belonged to the “far country.’


The certain citizen to whom he applied was a figure of the legal preacher,
the swine are the figure of his disciples: they tread the pearl of great price
under their feet, and slight the doctrines of grace, and the atoning work of
Christ, and the strength and life contained in them. Methinks I see him
standing by the swine troughs! Others filled themselves, he could not. The
husks would not do for him. He was a perfect picture of misery. An old
shoe and stocking on his foot, an old cap on his head, like the turban of a
Turk, recently picked from the dunghill, and a ragged one-armed coat on
his back. While he stood there, death and starvation were depicted in his
countenance. Nothing was to be heard but the munching of the swine as
they ate their food, when lo! a letter from his father, borne as with the
wind, came into his bosom. His father told him he was still alive, and rich.
When this letter came it brought to mind many familiar circumstances; and
trembling, he feared to venture to open it, lest his father should be found to
swear in his wrath, that he should never come back. Some have feared to







377


read a chapter, or pray, lest some evidence should start up that they have
been rejected, or have committed the unpardonable sin.


With tears he ventured to open it in the dark pass of death, when the sun of
hope was setting, and there was no prospect of its ever rising again. At this
juncture the gospel gave forth its commanding voice in demonstration of
the Spirit and power, which brought to mind with irresistible force the
thought that his Father was alive, and that there was bread at home,
“enough and to spare.” Now the sun of hope rose upon his soul, for by
faith his Father’s house drew nearer to him, with its amplitude of stores
and open bounty. Faith in his Father wrought in his soul a feeble hope, and
the fountains of repentance welled up in his mind, and streamed forth in the
spirit of prayer. His faith in the bread and the sufficiency of it caused him to
resolve that he would arise, and begin his journey home. The entreaty to
his Father leaped to his lips at every step he took In his prayer he confessed
his sin and unworthiness, and petitioned for the humblest place among the
servants. He went from home a haughty, domineering.. gentleman; but he
came back truly humbled. The gospel, by killing and making alive, taught
him a valuable lesson. It is a poor sign when a man would come into the
church as rich and great, not as a poor sinner out of the dust.


Now we behold him on his journey home, through faith in his Father
clemency and bounty. “When he was yet a great way off,” he had no hope
in himself, and was very much ashamed of his riven and tattered garments,
and his unprotected feet. His feeling of his lost estate was very intense and
heavy. But, lo! all the riches of the grace, power, and mercy resident in the
Father come forth to meet his faith, hope, and flickering love. The eye of
mercy saw him through the thick mist, the heart of mercy pitied him, the
feet of power and might ran to meet him, the arms of mercy embraced him,
and the face of a reconciled God bestowed the kiss of peace. They brought
him in — not to the dining room, but to the robing-apartment.


Oh! what a touching sight to behold the God of all grace embracing the
unworthy sinner, and he in the dust; his Father extending to him the
blessing of forgiveness, without any upbraiding. Conviction having ended
in restoration, the sinner has the blessings of redemption applied, to his
understanding. and conscience. Lo! I see him in the chamber on his knees,
his face bent to the earth, hateful in his own sight on account of his filth
and his poverty; yet stung with pain by the fear of death. The Father named
the blessings — the robe, the ring, the shoes, and the fatted calf. They were
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provided by his royal bounty. The. rotten robe of the prodigal was not
worth turning, washing, or mending; his shoes were good for nothing but
to be east away. You cannot save a man by reforming him: that is not what
has to be done; he is too bad for reformation, he must be formed anew,
clad in an entire change of raiment. The Father gave order for the robe. It
corresponded to the requirements of the law, and was wrought out by the
Son of God during his abode on earth. His holiness was the frame where it
was worked. His love, obedience, and sufferings were the warp, woof, and
substance of which it was spun and woven. It was “through righteousness.”
This robe was the “one obedience of Christ.” In him were found beam,
frame, material, weaver, and shuttle; and he finished it upon the cross. The
order was not to put on the shoes first, but the robe. The gospel does not
bring a man first to walk with God, or possess a filial spirit, and then justify
him; but there is an appropriate order — first, the Father gives the robe;
then he will have the ring put upon the hand, as a sign of filial union; and
then will see the shoes placed on the feet of him who wears the robe. The
voice of the Father is heard in the servants, and they urge those who
believe, that they should be careful “to maintain good works,” and “follow
God as dear children.’ Here are the four commands of the Father to the
servants, that is, to ministers of the gospel, apostles, prophets, pastors, and
teachers, to the end of the world. “Bring forth the best robe, and put it on
him,” — that is, explain red preach the glorious, divine, justifying
righteousness of the Son of God, in comparison of which the righteousness
of angels, and of Adam before the fall, fit once lose all their beauty. As a
robe there is none like it in heaven or earth. “Put a ring on his hand” and
“shoes on his feet.” Set forth the nature of adoption and Christian
conversation, in demonstration of the Spirit, with an ardor that will impress
the mind. Now he comes forth from the dress-chamber to the royal dining-
room. Oh, what grace! This is grace after grace, gift after gift, treasure
after treasure, patrimony after patrimony. There was no need to hunt shops
or stalls, for a ring, or shoes, or the farted calf; they were all there, so
plentiful were the provisions of the Father’s house. Now the sinner is
brought to taste the love of God shed abroad in his heart, and feeds on the
flesh and blood of the Redeemer, and relishes joy in the Holy Ghost.
“Being justified by faith we have hope of the glory of God.” “He rejoiced,
believing in God with all his house.”


The fourth royal command to the servants is, “Bring forth the farted calf,
and kill it,” i e., sacrifice it. Preach Christ as a fiery sacrifice to justice in
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the room and stead of prodigals, and also as a meat and drink-offering to
starving souls. Only one calf, so there is but one sacrifice, once offered in
the end of the world. It will remain to form a feast to welcome all the
prodigals, and there is a fresh glory bestowed upon the sacrifice of the
cross whenever a famishing sinner comes into the church of God.


The Master of the feast was the Father: all was at his sole expense. He sent
the famine, and ran to meet the wanderer, and gave the robe, ring, and
shoes, and now sets the farted calf on the festal board.


The feast itself contains all the blessings of the gospel, the soul being
brought to the enjoyment of an interest in the death of the Son of God.
One no less dignified, no less rich and powerful, than the Lord of Hosts
made the


feast was made for “all people,” for the entire family, even for the angels.
This is one of the heirs of eternal life, who has now been born again. How
did the Father, the Lord of Hosts, sustain his position as head of the feast,
and while feasting with the prodigal?. He rejoiced over him with singing,
till the whole apartment exchanged glory and beauty for ashes, the oil of
joy for mourning, and the garment of praise for heaviness, and the Father
said, “Let us eat and be merry.” A bountiful supply had been set before the
prodigal, and the first morsels were swallowed with avidity and great
relish, for they were sweeter than the honeycomb. Then, looking in his
Father’s face, as tears streamed from both his eyes, he said, “Father.”
“What now, my son?” “I do not deserve this feast;.” “There is no necessity,
my son, all is of grace.” “I remember my disobedience in the far country,
Father.” “It is all forgiven; eat, my son.” “Oh, my Father, shall I remain
with you for ever? Who said otherwise to thee, child? Did I promise thee
less?”


“But, Father, will you keep me here by the power of thy covenant, and
maintain that covenant, and never let it be broken?” “Well, I will promise,
and never alter what has gone out of my mouth. The saints fear backsliding
very much, but the Lord has promised, “I will put my fear in their hearts,
and they shall not depart from me, saith the Lord.” Did all rejoice? Yes, all
but the elder brother; he would not come near. The Father, the servants the
whole catholic church, the angels in the room beyond the veil, all rejoiced,
their minds feasting on the dainties of heavenly grace, and lost in
admiration of the riches of divine mercy, and the memory of it was sweeter
than wine from Lebanon. How high did the joy run? how far extend? I
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assure you it was not weak, nor feeble, nor groveling, nor silent, for the
elder brother heard far away beyond the house “music and dancing,” two
words to set forth the strength and elevation of the joy. The joy in the Holy
Ghost, was so great that it drove the fear of want and the fear of death far
away. Then four harps were brought forth from the four corners of the
earth, to be played upon. The great harp of the north began, and the
musicians sang the joyful lay —


“Great God of wonders! all thy ways
Are matchless, God-like, and divine;


But the fair glories of thy grace
More God-like and unrivall’d shine:
Who is a pardoning God like thee?


Or who has grace so rich and free?”


Then the strings of the southern harp were touched —


“Oh, for this love let: rocks and hills,
Their lasting silence break,


And all harmonious human tongues
The Savior’s praises speak.


“Yes, we will praise thee, dearest Lord,
Our souls are all on flame;


Hosanna round the spacious earth
To thine adored name.”


Then the sweet harp of Judah, the harp of the rising sun, sounded forth
sweet and loud notes of joy because of pardon and peace to dying men—


“We were lost. but we are found,
Dead, but now alive are we;


We were sore in bondage bound,
But our Jesus sets us free.


Strangers, and he takes us in,
Naked, he becomes our dress,
Sick, and he h’om stain of sin


Cleanses with his righteousness.


Therefore will we sing his praise
Who his lost ones hath restored,


Hearts and voices both shall raise
Hallelujahs to the Lord.”
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At the sight of the two parties sweetly reconciled to each other at the festal
board, the minstrel of the western harp sounded forth his note—


“The wanderer no more will roam,
The lost one to the fold hath come,
The prodigal is welcomed home;


O Lamb of God, in thee!


Though clothed with shame, by sin defiled,
The Father hath embraced his child;


And I am pardon’d, reconciled,
O Lamb of God, in thee!


It is the Father’s joy to bless,
His love provides for me a dress—
A robe of spotless righteousness,


O Lamb of God, in thee!


Now shall my famish’d soul be fed,
A feast of love for me is spread,


I feed upon the children’s bread,
O Lamb of God, in thee.


Nothing is said of the end of this feast, more than of the end of the
wedding-banquet or of the return from the highway of the third servant
who went out to compel the lame, and the halt, and the blind to come in. It
is a feast that is spread over all the years of the Lord’s redeemed. It is
going on even now.


The elder son, the figure of the legalist, was ploughing rather sulphureous
land that day on the brow of the hill called Sinai. The Father sent the
servant to call him in, and to invite all such to leave their trust in works,
and believe in Christ. When he saw the servant, he was pausing for a
moment between the handles of the plough; for he was ploughing to earn
bread by his own works. So he said, “What is going on to-day, down
yonder? What is all that stir within the walls?” “Oh, you are right in calling
it a stir, for a stir it verily is, I assure you.” “Well, lad, what is it? The
sweet odors from the flues are spreading up here; the smell resembles food
being cooked for Antinomians; tell me what is going on?” “Your brother is
come home poor and wretched.” “My brother? You mean that fellow that
went away long since to the far country, and devoured his living with
harlots.” “Ay, the same, and your Father has commanded you to come in
and welcome him.” “Me I will never come. No, riot even if my Father were
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to come to ask me. To think of my sitting down at a banquet with
publicans and the scum of sinners! l shall mention it to him. I certainly
shall. He is a fine person to think of welcoming such a wretch, and to give
him a fatted calf, when he never slew so much as a kid for me in return for
my self. righteous works.”


By this time the Father had come up to the elder brother. He began to
abuse and blame him. The Father cut the matter short by calling him in,
saying, “If you wilt not come in I cannot do better than carry on the feast
without you.” Election makes rejoicing necessary, and love makes it
necessary, and the: divine righteousness of Christ makes it necessary. “This
thy brother was dead, and is alive again ;” was afar off, and is made nigh;
“and was lost and is found.” And “they began to be merry,” and of that joy
there was no end.


NOTES


THE Editor’s retirement has produced a little bijou book for the pocket,
which is now in the printers’ hands. It will be prettily bound, and be sold
for a shilling. The nature of it is somewhat out of our usual line. It is
intended to be a finger leading a trembling doubter to faith. In short, pithy
paragraphs the arguments for faith are condensed; and unbelief is
denounced in caustic sentences. Seldom does the writer venture into the
field of argument with skeptics; but so many are being led aside at this
time: that it came upon him like an inspiration that he must prepare stone
sort of hold-fast for candid but unsettled minds. When the little book is
ready, it will be our readers’ part of the work to disseminate it. Should it
meet their approbation we hope they will do so.


It has been a great relief to the Pastor’s mind to hear that in his absence all
has gone well at the Tabernacle. The supplies, both on. Lord’s-days and
week-nights, have preached with much acceptance and power. Without
reflecting on any of the other brethren who have so ably served us, we
must specially mention the help rendered to the Weekly Offering for the
College by the earnest appeals of Mr. Jackson Wray. He was preaching at
the Tabernacle on the last; Sabbath of 1883, and there was then needed
£166 to make up the amount to £1,883, so as not to go behind the
contributions of previous years; and in response to our friend’s request the
whole sum required was forthcoming, for which we are devoutly thankful
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to the preacher, the congregation, and most of all to the Lord, who moved
them thus to render valuable aid to a most important part of his work. Two
or three brethren were prepared to make up any deficiency that might have
remained, and we are just as thankful to them as though they had done so.


We never dreamed that we should feel grateful to Professor Huxley for an
opinion upon theology; but we must confess our obligations to him for a
sentence in the Agnostic Annual. “Oil the whole the ‘bosh’ of heterodoxy
is more offensive to me than that of orthodoxy; because heterodoxy
professes to be guided by reason and science, and orthodoxy does not.”
Let those who imagine that they are pleasing the great scientists, by
perpetually bowing and scraping to them, see how their lowly adorations
are received. Sensible men know how to value the compliments of those
who can cut and shape their creed according to the last new fad of
scientific theorists.


We do not wonder that the poor, unreasonable, orthodox believer should
be less offensive to any kind of honest man than the creature who knows
nothing whatever of “science,” and yet has the word for ever on his
tongue.


By the time that the present magazine is in the hands of most of our
readers the Editor hopes to be home again at his post of duty. His season
of rest was for a while interrupted by painful affliction, and he was
therefore reluctantly constrained to remain in the sunny South a fortnight
beyond the allotted time. Oh, that we might escape these fierce pains! But
if we may not, may God be glorified by them!


We cannot refrain from making honor-able mention of the splendid
liberality of the beloved brother who is Treasurer of the LONDON BAPTIST


ASSOCIATION CHAPEL DEBT RELIEF FUND. He is not only the Treasurer,
but he finds all the treasure himself. During the two years now completed,
he has personally given £3,741 12s., and thus drawn forth the debt-paying
power of the churches to the tune of £24,543 15s. 6d. Are there no other
stewards of our Lord who would count it their honor to aid struggling
churches by their personal liberality? Mr. Mead deserves the loving
gratitude of all who would see our London churches freed from all burdens
of their own, that they may the better meet the demands of London’s Bitter
Cry.
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It is with some relief that we notify the death of our friend, Mr. J. G.
ONCKEN. He was the Baptist pioneer in Germany, and in his younger day’s
Suffered for the truth’s sake, both fine and imprisonment. We remember
his pointing out to us the spot upon the Alster where he baptized his
converts at; dead of night, and we shall never forget; his story of. the
burgomaster of Hamburg, who held up his finger and said.,” You see that
finger! As long as that can more I will put you down.” ‘“Sir,” said Oncken,
“I see your finger, but I also see an arm, which you do not see, and so long
as that is stretched out, you cannot put me down.” It was our privilege to
preach at the opening of Mr. Oncken’s chapel in Hamburg, and to see
present Some of those very city officials who had aforetime deemed it their
duty to persecute him. It was a happy season: we stayed at Mr. Oncken’s
home, and commenced a friendship which was continued to the end. Our
venerable brother of late years suffered from the natural infirmities of
age,/red Was not to be trusted for a very connected address except upon
his one Subject of “the Baptist work in Germany? Upon that matter he was
all. alive, and altogether engrossed. He married a lady Of our church, who
has doubtless had much to do to cheer his declining years, when he has
needed all her tender care as a nurse, Germany has lost in Oncken a, much
greater mart than she will to-day believe. Few have been more faithful to
truth, or more practically wise in that faithfulness. Will not the Lord raise
up for skeptical Germany other firm believers? Surely he will not leave the
land of Luther to be devoured by infidelity.


NEW BOOK FUND REPORT. — The eighth Annual Report of Mrs.
Spurgeon’s Book Fund and its Works is now ready, and can be obtained
through any bookseller for sixpence, or from Messrs. Passmore and
Alabaster, 4, Paternoster-buildings, London, free by post for sevenpence.
In our opinion it is the best Report that has yet been written. We have read
it with wondering admiration. How our beloved can make such beautiful
pages out of the slender material of our quiet life is amazing! She is an
artiste in language, with a peculiar charm of manner which holds you
entranced.


Here is our good wife’s account of her new work : —


“Sermons FOR FOREIGN MISSIONARIES. — There has not been time
enough to receive acknowledgments from far-off lands to which the
sermons were sent, but letters from France, Italy, Brittany, and
Newfoundland bring assurances of extreme satisfaction and delight at the
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proposed monthly distribution. The first reply was eagerly looked for, and
read with great pleasure. The writer said, ‘ I believe that the suggestion of
your missionary correspondent is from the Lord, and your carrying it out
will be an immense blessing. I will pledge myself to read every sermon, and
put some of Mr. Spurgeon’s thoughts into my speeches, and into the
Evangelical newspaper which I am editing.’ A pastor in Brittany thinks that
Mr. Spurgeon’s Sermons are about the only ones that can be read with
thorough enjoyment, and without fatigue, ‘ at least,’ he says, ‘that is my
experience; ‘ and he goes on to explain that, though English sermons
generally turn out poor things when translated into French, he has found
that the contrary is the case with these discourses, for whenever he has
distributed translations, he has invariably found them understood and
enjoyed, and he promises, as soon as time permits, to translate portions of
those received through the Fund.


“The brethren in Newfoundland are greatly pleased at the prospect before
them. ‘ Ofttimes when sad at heart,’ writes one, ‘ I have been cheered by
reading your dear husband’s sermons, and stimulated to work with
increased zeal for the Master.’


“From a remote part of France there comes touching information that the
packet of the sermons reached the missionary at the time his eldest son lay
dying. ‘ They were read,’ he says, ‘ in the night-watches, near my son, and
were a solace to my bruised heart.’”


Friends have lovingly responded to ore’ appeal for help in this new effort,
and our best thanks are given for their kindness. They will see that already
a few drops of blessing have fallen on the enterprise, and they will, we
hope, be encouraged by this to unite with us in earnest prayer for the
“abundant rain” of God’s favor.


On Wednesday evening, January 2, the annual meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE YOUNG CHRISTIANS’ ASSOCIATION was held
in the College-buildings. Mr. Spurgeon’s Reformation Pictures were hung
round the room; Mr. Cheshire, the College Science Lecturer, exhibited a
number of interesting objects; and the proceedings were enlivened with
music and singing. The Association was formed for gathering together
those scholars in the Sunday-school who profess to have been converted,
and desire further instruction in divine things. Meetings are held every
Wednesday evening, when expository lectures and addresses on Christian
experience and practical piety are delivered by various friends.
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The same evening, a social and public meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE GOSPEL TEMPERANCE SOCIETY was held in the Lecture-hall.
Mr. J. T. Dunn presided; addresses were given by Messrs. W. Stubbs, and
G. Thornelee, and the Rev. W. Tickell; sacred solos and carols were sung
by Mrs. Alderton and the members of the York-road Gospel Temperance
Union; and a considerable number of persons signed the pledge, and
“donned the blue.” This society steadily pursues its useful work, and the
efforts of the members are, constantly re.-warded by reclamations from
drunkenness, and conversions to Christ.


On Monday evening, January 7, the first meeting of the Week of United
Prayer according to arrangements made by the South London Branch of
the Evangelical Alliance, was held at the Tabernacle. By invitation of
Pastor J. A. Spurteen, and the Deacons and Elders, false ministerial
brethren who took part in the public service met for tea at 5.30, and then
spent some time in prayer together. At the meeting in the Tabernacle
Pastor J. A. Spurgeon presided, and gave an address upon “The Kingdom
of Christ.” The Rev. Burman Cassin also spoke a few words of brotherly
congratulation. Prayer was offered by Brethren G:. M. Murphy, Locke,
Tubb, McCree, McKeuny, Senior, Telfer, and Arriehl, the secretary of the
society. The congregation was somewhat small, owing to the inclemency
of the weather, but manifestly the power of the Holy Spirit pervaded the,
assembly.


COLLEGE. — Mr. R. Pursey has become, pastor of the church at Beeston,
Notts. Mr. T. Harley, F R.A S., late of John-street Chapel, Bedford-row,
has gone to Park-road, Peektram; and Mr. W. F. Harris, of Chesterfield, is
removing to Trinity Church, Green-hill, Derby. Mr. Joseph Forth has
removed from East London, Ontario, to Thurso, Quebec.


Our students have been in such demand lately, both for home and foreign
service, that the number remaining in the College her. ore the Christmas
vacation was very small. We, therefore, accepted about a dozen applicants,
who came to us when the students reassembled last month; and we hope to
be able to receive several more in August. Earnest preachers of the gospel,
sound in the faith, filled with love to Christ, and to persisting sinners, but
needing further training for the work of the ministry, can apply at once; and
as soon as we can we will ,;elect those whom we believe the Lord has
called and qualified for this holy service. Men who hard any doubt upon
the grand truths of free grace, the atonement, and the deity of our lord,
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need not apply. If they fritter away the foundation of the full inspiration of
Holy Scripture, and prefer their own thoughts to the infallible revelation of
the Holy Ghost, they will never be received by us. It will, in fact, be little
better than a fraud for any man to attempt to enter the College who does
not before God resolve to live and die preaching the old-fashioned gospel,
because in his inmost soul he believes it to be the only way of salvation for
perishing men. Thanks be to God, there is no failure in the succession of
faithful preachers, nor will there be, for the Savior’s ascension gifts are not
exhausted, and the church will still have her true teachers even in days of
blasphemous error.


For a considerable time several of our friends in Pietermaritzburg, Natal,
have been desirous of forming a Baptist church. Arrangements have now
been made, through the Executive of the Baptist Union of South Africa,
for making this desire an accomplished fact; and Mr. H. T. Peach, who has
alone a good work at Rugby, during his four years’ pastorate in that town,
has been selected for the post of leader of the new enterprise. We have
paid the cost of his passage, and wish abundant success to the undertaking.
Pastor H. J. Batts, of Port Elizabeth, who has conducted the negotiations,
says that there are other towns in Natal where churches might be formed
with good hope of success if the expenses of brethren from England to the
colony could be paid. He sends a very cheering account of his own work,
which is in a most prosperous condition. He has already an assistant
minister, who conducts services and teaches a school at the mission-
station, and he hopes soon to have a second helper. South Africa needs
many more faithful preachers of the gospel; who will help to send them?


Mr. C,. B. BERRY, who returned from Jamaica on account of ill-health,
was requested by the church at Spanish Town to secure a successor in the
pastorate, lie has selected Mr. C. Chapman, who has been for five years
pastor at Malden, Essex, and who has already sailed for his new sphere of
labor. He goes with our heartiest commendation and good wishes. Friends
in Canada will please note that we have not sent fourteen evangelists to
their cities, as stated in a circular purporting to be signed by C. H. S. We
know nothing of the persons issuing the circular, but the fact of their using
our name without our knowledge should act as a warning to the churches.]


Annual Conference. — Although, in consequence of the President’s
absence, the London Committee has not yet met to make arrangements for
the next Conference, we think our brethren may take it for granted that this







388


year’s “Feast of Tabernacles” will be held in the week commencing April
21, that is the week preceding the Baptist Union meetings in London.


EVANGELISTS.—From December l to 13, Messrs. Fullerton and Smith
conducted services at Cambridge, the evening meetings being held at Zion
Chapel, and the afternoon Bible-readings at St. Andrew’s-street Chapel.
One friend writes, — “ If the object of the mission waste attract those who
are not regular: attendants at church or chapel, then it has been eminently
successful, for many such were frequently present. Especially was this the
case with the Sunday afternoon meeting, for men only, when between
twelve and thirteen hundred accepted the invitation to come to hear the
Evangelists. On the following Wednesday a meeting for women only was
held, when nearly a thousand listened with profit to the preaching and
singing of the gospel by our brethren.” Another correspondent says,- “We
have never had so much good done in any: meetings that I can remember.
We have had very much of the Lord’s presence, many Christians have been
quickened, and many souls saved; We have heard of nearly a hundred who
have been. in the inquiry-rooms, and we are every day hearing of others
Who did not wait to be spoken with.” From Cambridge the Evangelists
returned to London, in order that Mr. Fullerton might occupy the Pastor’s
place during two of the Sabbaths that he was away at Mentone, and that he
and Mr. Smith might conduct the Watch-night service, and one or two
other special meetings at the Tabernacle. They began the new year by
visiting Mr. Marsack Day’s new Tabernacle at; Camberwell for three days,
and on the 6th ult. commenced in Leicester the mission which is to be
continued for about two months. Mr. Burnham’s Second visit to
Ploughfield, near Hereford, was singularly owned of God to the conversion
of some who had gone far into sin. So much interest was awakened ‘by the
meetings during the week that on. Sunday the Primitive Methodist Chapel
had to be borrowed, and the assistance of a local friend obtained, in order
that services might be held simultaneously in both places. It is well when
fishers of men have so great a catch that they are obliged to beckon to their
partners in another ship to come to help them drag in the gospel net.
During January Mr. But’nham has been at East Finchley; Countesthorpe;
and Barton’s End, Gloucester; and this month he is; engaged for
Woodford’ Melbourne, Cambs.; and Long Buckby. Mr. Russell has led
successful services at Longton, Staffordshire. He has since visited Fenton
and Stoke.
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Messrs. Matter and Parker report that, during the first half-year of their
united labors as Evangelists, they have conducted 11 missions, and held
415 gospel meetings, at which, ht the aggregate, nearly 90,000 persons
have been present, of whom more than a thousand have testified to the
spiritual benefit they have derived from the services. The Evangelists
closed their work of 1883 with a successful mission at Rawtenstall, where
they found the converts from Mr. Parker’s previous visit standing well with
their fellow-members in the church. Having just completed seventeen
weeks of meetings every night, our brethren took a brief season for rest
and study, and recommenced work last month at Ross.


ORPHANAGE.—Notwithstanding the absence of the President, the
Christmas festival was heartily enjoyed by the happy inmates of our
Stockwell family, and everything was arranged on the same liberal scale as
in former years. In the morning of Christmas-day several of the trustees,
and about one hundred and fifty of the children, attended the service at
Christ Church, West-minster-bridge-road, where an appropriate sermon
was preached by the Rev. Newman Hall, LL B., and a collection
amounting to nearly £25, was made for the Orphanage. It is a tint worthy
of grateful mention that not one boy or girl out of the four hundred in the
Institution was absent from the Christmas dinner, the infirmary being
without a single patient. The Vice-president, Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, was
present, ant read the letter written by his brother at Mentone, who was
lovingly remembered by all. We heartily thank the donors of the new
shillings, figs, oranges, and all the other good things which were so
bountifully bestowed upon our orphan charge.


On January 2nd, being the first visiting day in the new year, the children’s
friends remained to tea with the boys and girls, and they spent a very
pleasant evening together. It was a refreshing sight to witness their
enjoyment. Before the company broke tip, Mr. Charlesworth gave an
address on the motto text for the year—”Seek the Lord and his strength;
seek his face evermore.”


Our Orphanage Choir.—The visits of the boys to the Provinces have made
the character and claims of the Orphanage widely known. To thousands
who were previously only aware of the fact of its existence, it is now
something more than a name, and they are amongst its most generous
supporters. As stewards of the Lord’s bounty, it was right that they should
be informed, in the best possible way, of the nature and scope of the work
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to which they were asked to contribute, and no better method could be
devised than that of inviting them to spend an evening with a few of the
boys, who, by their appearance, their conduct, and their attainments, were
able to illustrate the advantages they enjoy. Facts are more potent than
words, and the sight of a choir of neatly-dressed boys is more convincing
than a long argument.


The boys themselves profit by their excursions, for they are Brought into
the society of friends, with whom they are located, and they learn a good
deal concerning the local products and manufactures of various districts,
and extend their knowledge of the geography of the country. A boy, who
has had the advantage of moving from place to place for a year or two, is
of more ‘value to his employer than one who has been cooped up in an
Institution, without any experience of the outside world.


Besides, the principle is a sound one, that the talents of the recipients of
charity should be utilized in augmenting the funds of the Institution to
which they are so largely indebted. It is quite amusing to see how the boys
are welcomed home by their schoolfellows, and how they are envied by
those whose opportunity has not yet come to serve the Orphanage. The
meetings, as conducted, do not merely afford an evening’s diversion: they
aim at benefiting those present, and many testimonies have been received
by the President to prove that this result has been attained. Local objects
are not weakened by the amount obtained for the Orphanage, as no piteous
pleas for help are urged, the Institution being content with the amount
derived as for an ordinary concert, or lecture, and the spontaneous gifts of
those whose sympathies for the work are stirred.


The recent visits of the boys to Ashford, Folkestone, Portsmouth, Gosport,
Ryde, Cowes, Southampton, Godaiming, Holloway, and Greenwich, were
all largely attended — in some instances hundreds of people were unable to
gain admission, although the meetings were held in the largest buildings
available. All sections of the church were represented, and resolutions
pledging the meetings to assist the President in bearing the burden of his
orphan charge, were heartily carried. At Southampton, a clergyman, on
being’ asked to join the local committee for arranging the meeting, was
reminded that the Institution was un-sectarian, to which he replied that his
consent was not influenced by that fact, for he could conceive of no work
more Christlike than that of caring for orphans.
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Mr. Charlesworth hopes to pay a second visit to Cornwall in May next by
invitation of the Baptist churches, and he will be glad to arrange for
meetings at Bath, Bristol, Exeter, and Plymouth, on the way down.


To all the friends who have assisted in promoting the success of the;
meetings already held, the President Offers his most sincere and grateful
thanks, and he would be glad to enlist the hearty co-operation of friends in
the meetings contemplated. The sum of £10,000 per annum is required to
maintain the work efficiently:, and this sum must lie increased as the
remaining accommodation is filled up.


At the recent annual meeting of our Old Boys Association, a fund was
commenced to which all the Old Boys will be invited to contribute, and the
amount received will be handed to the President every year on his birthday
for the Orphanage. The arrangement was made quite spontaneously by the
“old Boys” themselves, one of whom, in sending his annual subscription,
writes as follows :—” My benefits received have been large, my
contributions small. However, the benefits are not to be measured by a
money value; they are priceless, and no sliding scale of charges could ever
be sufficient to efface the debt. It is like the National Debt, which is likely
to last as long as the country lasts. I can conceive in a few years’ time that
the Orphanage will derive large support from those who have been trained
within its precincts. Why should it not be? It ought to be.”


COLPORTAGE. — Since the last notice a new district has been opened at
Fairford, in Gloucestershire, where the colporteur will assist in conducting
religious services, and visit a large neighborhood hitherto untouched ‘by
Colportage work. Arrangements are also nearly completed for another
laborer to go forth in the district of Crosby Garrett, Westmoreland, under
the auspices of the Northern Association. Local guarantees for £40 a year
have been given in each case; but we need additional help to the General
Fund to meet the demands created by each additional district.


PERSONAL NOTES.— A lady in Scotland, writing upon another matter,
concludes her letter thus : — “She begs Mr. Spurgeon to accept her
warmest thanks for his earnest and true words preached from week to
week, words whose fruits he can never know in this world, How many
times they have cheered the faint, encouraged the desponding, shown the
true path to the inquirer, none can tell. She herself knows of many cases,
and would feel very much the want of her ‘ Spurgeon’ if it did not come.
She would like to tell of an old dying soldier, in a far-off land, who, not
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knowing how to show his gratitude to a lady who had befriended him,
drew from beneath his pillow two much-worn but treasured sermons for
her acceptance; and of a dying Christian, also in that land, who wearied till
the mail brought the sermons which cheered and soothed him so greatly.”


A lady, now in England, tells us that last year she and some friends went
out from Cette, in France, in a small boat on the Mediterranean. A gale
arose from the north, and the boatman found that, in spite of all his efforts
in rowing, the boat was getting further out to sea. They were all in great
danger, when a fisherman, an Italian, who was in a sailing-boat two miles
off, saw their signals of distress, and came to their rescue. He after-wards
paid a visit to the ladies at their hotel, and took with him his uncle, who
said that they were Roman Catholics, but that he had English, French, and
Italian Testaments, and that he had read Mr. Spurgeon’s


A lady from the country, who heard the sermon entitled, Take away the
Frogs, published in last month’s magazine, writes that she does not think
she will ever lose the impression it produced upon her, and a friend who
accompanied her, who through deafness had not heard a. sermon for three
years, also found it a word in season. The first-named friend has a large
Bible-class, and being too ill to prepare a lesson for the Sunday after she
was in London, she told the girls all she could remember of the sermon. Its
repetition was blessed not only to those who listened, but in at least two
instances to those to whom it was again rehearsed by members of the class.


A lady in a northern city, after walking in its public; park, sat down to rest
on a seat. She had not been there long when four men arrived, looking
disappointed at finding a stranger occupying the place of some one they
‘were expecting. After a while another man came, bringing one of our
sermons, which he read to them, as it turned out, according to his weekly
custom. When he had finished, the lady asked the listeners, who proved to
be mostly Irishmen, whether they enjoyed the reading of the sermons, and
they replied, “Oh, yes; we would not; miss. them on any account.” Who
can tell how much good may be effected by such quiet, unobtrusive service
for Christ.,


Mr. Matthews, of the British and Foreign Sailors’ Society, is very anxious
to get a fresh supply of “Sermons for Sailors.” To show how they are
appreciated, he sends us the following extract from the log of the
Ramsgate sailors’ missionary : —
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“October 20th. — This morning, when I visited the harbor, G. C—, matter
of the smack ‘ L. L.,’ came to me, and had a very interesting conversation
respecting Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons, stating that he had derived great
spiritual benefit from reading them. He told me that he was not so much
interested in reading anything sent on board his vessel as those sermons.
He said, ‘ I assure you, sir, all that you have put on board my ship have
been well read; the crew read them, and I make a practice of reading them
aloud to all the ship’s company every Sunday, wind and weather
permitting, and they will often listen attentively to me, when I should not
be able to gain their attention to any other book. I like the little blue book
very much (meaning Mr. Spurgeon’s special sermon to seamen — The sea!
the sea! the wide and open sea!), especially the closing part of it. I have
taken care of all you have given me, and had them bound into a little book,
as I value them so much. Will you be kind enough to tell me where I can
get them regularly, as I wish to take them in every week? ‘ I was very
pleased to give him the name of a, bookseller to whom he at once gave his
order. Here is another very striking instance of the usefulness of those
excellent, clear, gospel sermons of the great preacher. May God bless the
reading of them by the men of the sea to the conversion of large numbers
of their brethren.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


MARCH, 1884.


IN MY FIFTIETH YEAR, AND GETTING OLD


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


THIS fiftieth year of mine has not been without its peculiar heart-
searchings. When feeling weary with an unbroken stretch of work, I began
to fear that it, was the age of the man, as well as the work of the office,
which was causing sluggishness of mind. We all remember how Bunyan
says of his “Pilgrim’s Progress,” “as I pulled, it canto.” So ‘did my
sermons; but they wanted more pulling, and yet more. This is not a good
sign for the quality of the discourses. If I judge rightly, the best juice of the
mind’s vintage is that which leaps from the cluster at the first gentle
pressure of the feet; that which is squeezed out by heavy machinery is poor
stuff: and therefore I have feared that, with increasing labor, I might only
manage to force forth a viscid liquid acceptable to none. I hope it has not
been so; I cannot judge my own productions, but I think, if I had greatly
flagged, some of those delicious people, called “candid friends,” would
have been so kind as to drop the acid information into my wounds at a time
when they perceived that the vinegar would cause the most smart. Still, the
critics may have formed very humiliating judgments on the subject, and
may have been so fearful of the consequences to my feeble mind that they
have in great tenderness repressed their verdict. An American brother says
that “People’s tastes are such that preachers on the wrong side of fifty may
consider that they are about done with the gospel trumpet.” Judicious
friends may have reached that stage of feeling with regard to me, but may
not care to express it.


Such were my lucubrations: they were humbling, and so far healthy; but
one can drink so much of the waters of self-depreciation as to grow faint of
heart; and this is not healthy, but the reverse.


Over all this, in the worn-out hours, came the dark suspicion that. the
morning time was over, and the dew was gone, and that the beams of the
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sun were falling more aslant, and had less light and warmth in them; and
the dread that the gloom of eventide would soon darken thought and
expression, and show that the prime of the work-day was past. Faith saw
the God-ward side of the matter, and sang, “At evening time it shall be
light “; but prudence also whispered that the human side must be
considered too, and that dullness would injure force, and weaken interest,
and diminish usefulness.


In my rest-time I have been able to survey the situation with some fair
measure of deliberate impartiality, and also to call in the aid of a
considerable observation of the result of years upon other men. No one can
deny that there is such a thing as “the tameness at forty, and the going-to-
seed at fifty.” The lively evangelist of former years has sobered down into
the prosy sermon-reader, a man much respected by all who know him, but
rather endured than enjoyed by his regular congregation. The brother who
flashed and flamed has, by reason of age, become a strangely quiet fire: a
live coal, no doubt, but by no means dangerous to the driest fuel. A brother
of our own profession, by no means censorious, has said, “A very little
examination will convince the most skeptics! that an appalling percentage
of preachers are dull, dry, and tiresome.’ Surely these men did not begin at
this pitch, or why were they allowed to begin at all? They must have grown
into a routine of sermonizing, and have settled down into a flat,
unprofitable style through the lapse of time. They were green and juicy
once, but they have dried in the suns of many years, till the vulgar speak of
them as “sticks.” Shall we all go that way? Must my next volumes of
sermons, if the sermons ever see the light in that form, become mere
faggots, which none but the old man in the moon would care to be
burdened with? A heart-rending question to me. I fear my personal
observation of the bulk of preachers does not help me to a consolatory
answer. Perhaps the remark may offend my brethren. Courage, my heart, it,
will not offend those of whom it is not true; and those of whom it is true
will be sure not to take it to themselves, and so I may escape.


But this writer whom I have quoted, whose somewhat lengthy and
Latinized words persist in ringing in my ears, has done much to cheer me.
He says, “The dismal decadence of-a multitude of well-intentioned men is
quite preventable.” Brave news! I will bestir myself to prevent it in my own
case, if it be preventable. He adds, “No doubt any of us can number a score
of men, in the range of our personal knowledge, who at sixty are fresher in
thought, more attractive in manner, and in higher demand in the churches,
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than they were twenty years ago.” I am not sure about “a score” whom I
know at this present; but I certainly know:, or have known, more than that
number who answer to the description. There rises before me now a
brother, whose age I will not even guess at, but he is certainly over sixty,
who is as vigorous as he was twenty years ago, and more prominently
useful than ever before throughout ‘a singularly useful life, I knew another
who, towards his later days, largely increased the number of his always
numerous hard words, and did not therefore increase the pleasure of his
auditors; but. with this exception he hardly showed a sign of flagging, and
went off the field because his wisdom urged him to make room for a
younger man, and not because he could not still have held his post with
honor. A third conspicuous instance is before me of a preacher, who,
however he may have declined in faith, and erred in doctrine, to ‘the
inexpressible grief of thousands, is still mentally as vigorous and fresh as
aforetime. Our statesmen are many of them ancients; our greatest: political
leader is “the Grand Old Man.” Observation therefore gives a second
deliverance, which, if it does not reverse, at least qualifies the former
verdict.


Soon ripe soon rotten,” is a proverb which warns the precocious of what
they may expect. He who is a shepherd at sixteen may be a mere sheep at
sixty. One can hardly eat his cake and have it too. When a third of a
century of work has already been done, the laborer may hardly expect the
day to last much longer. In my own ease, the early strain has been followed
by a continuous draft upon the strength through the perpetual printing of
all that I have spoken. Twenty-nine years of sermons on those shelves; yet
one must, go plodding on, issuing more, and yet more, which must all be in
some measure bright and fresh, or the public will speedily intimate their
weariness. The out-look to those eyes which are only in the head is not
cheering. Happily there are other optics, and they shall be used.


It is the Rev. Martyn L. Williston that I have quoted, and I will borrow
from him again. “It is not the first intrusion of gray hairs in the pulpit which
is a signal of alarm to the pews. No man, in average health, should be less
of a man at fifty, or seem so, than at twenty-five; but many are so in
appearance and in fact; and to the,, not to the people, is chargeable the
slackening demand for their services. The most of our professional
feebleness is traceable to our own want of mental virility. If we will, we
can remove a great deal of uneasiness from our congregations. Preachers
who grow duller as they count their years, this side of sixty at least, do so
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from simple mental shiftlessness, very much as the Virginia planters have
let their lands run waste from mere depletion. We must perpetually
replenish heart and brain, or the fields of thought will turn meager and this
is sound sense, and stirs ;he aging man to an increase of diligence in
reading and study. But it should also he clear to him that he must have
more time than ever for these purposes, He must conscientiously use his
hours, and his people must as conscientiously yield them to him. The
Israelites made bricks without straw, but they could not; have made them
without time. Increased space will he needed for collecting useful
materials, and preparing them for the upbuilding of the church.


The peculiar danger of advancing years is length of discourse. Two
honored brethren, have lately fallen asleep, whose later years were an
infliction upon their friends. To describe one is to depict, the other. tie is so
good and great, and has done such service that you must ask him to speak,
tie expects you to do so. You make hold to propose that he will occupy
only a few minutes. He will occupy those fear minutes, and a great many
more minutes, and your meeting will die out under his protracted periods.
Your audience moves, all interest is gone, your meeting is a failure, and all
through a dear old man whose very name is an inspiration. The difficulty is
not to start these grand old men but to. stop them when started: they
appear to be wound up like clocks, and they must run down. This is a
seductive habit to be guarded against when years increase: it may be wise
to resolve upon being shorter as age inclines us to be longer. It would be a
pity to shorten our congregation by lengthening our discourse.


It is also frequently true that elderly speakers become somewhat negligent
in theft orator!/. It has been said that a young man is mainly taken up with
the question — “ How shall I say it?” and hence he attains a good and
pleasing style; while the older man thinks only of — “ What shall I say?”
and thus, while he improves as to the matter of his discourse, his manner is
all too apt to become slovenly and drowsy. If it. be so, it ought not to be
so. We ought to improve in all respects, so far as our powers have not
declined. We cannot be blamed if memory does not serve us quite so
nimbly as aforetime, or if imagination is not quite so luxuriant; but we
deserve to be censured if in any’ point within our power we decline even a
hair’s breadth. We must not make a mistake as to what really is
improvement. It is possible to preach better according to the canons of
taste, and to preach worse as to real usefulness: God grant that we may not
improve in this fatal way! It; is easy to become more weighty, and at the
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same time more dull, so that though more is taught less is learned; may we
haw: grace to avoid this form of unenviable progress! The art of growing
old wisely will need to be taught us from above. May we be willing
scholars of the Great Teacher!


When all is said and done, the jubilation of our Jubilee does not call for
any’ great blowing of trumpets, but rather for uplifting of hand and. heart
in prayer to God for further help. It may be that we are only in mid-voyage.
May that voyage end in landing our freight in port, and not as some life-
.passages have terminated, namely, in an utter wreck of every hope! Our
friends and fellow-helpers will, we trust, supplicate on our behalf that we
may receive a fresh anointing from on high, and we will begin life again
without fear. The Scripture remains as ore’ inexhaustible text-book, the
Lord Jesus as our boundless subject, and the Holy Ghost as our infinite
Helper — what therefore have we to fear? What is lost in sparkle may be
gained in value; the departure of vivacity may be made up by the incoming
of experience; and thus the old man may be as useful as the young. “Such
an one as Paul the aged” is an honor to the church: we are not such as yet,
but grace can cause the middle-aged to mellow into fathers of that order.


To this end I have printed this personal morsel, that I may sit by the way-
side, and beg the prayers of the faithful. It may be that it is folly to make
public such maunderings; be it so confessed; but hitherto I have lived these
many years in the hearts of ten thousand willing’ helpers, and their
affectionate sympathy has been my solace, and I cannot do without it now.
I would enlist their loving prayers upon my’ side, at this hour, with double
force. If there should seem to be no special need, yet renewed prayer will
not be wasted. There is ample room, and verge enough, for increased
usefulness in the multiform directions in which my strength is already
engaged. While I would stand in line with all my brethren, and swell the
common pleading, “BRETHREN, PRAY FOR US,” I also venture, in this my
fiftieth year, to take up my own personal place as a beggar, and cry,


“BRETHREN, PRAY FOR ME.”


NO LAW AGAINST BEGGING OF GOD


BOW-STREET. — A BLIND BEGGAR — Richard Robert Griffiths, 23. was
charged with begging.—The defendant is totally blind, and for some
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considerable time past has been in the habit of occupying a seat at the
corner of Milford-lane, near to the porter’s lodge in the Temple gate. He
was taken into custody on the present charge by Police-constable
M’Loghland, who alleged that under the pretense of selling matches he had
importuned passers-by for alms, and was heard to say, ‘ Help a poor blind
man! ‘ He was seen to receive money from four or five persons. It was
admitted by the constable that no complaints had been made about
defendant; and he denied that he had begged, though he was thankful if
people bought his goods, or gave him alms unasked. — A gentleman from
the Temple, who was in the habit of passing defendant two or three times a
day, stated that he had never known him to solicit alms. — A letter was
read from Mr. Firth, M P., stating that he was passing when defendant was
taken into custody, and he saw nothing to justify the interference of the
police. — Mr. Vaughan considered that he could not convict defendant.
He was discharged, and the learned magistrate expressed a hope that he
would go back, and remain quietly at his usual place unmolested by the
police.”


If we are poor’ seeking sinners, this paragraph will be interesting to us. In
many points this blind beggar’s case should excite our gratitude, for it is so
much the reverse of our own. It is true that spiritually we sit at the gate of
the Temple, asking alms; but this is not contrary to the law. We are
encouraged, yea, commanded to pray, and we have the promise that our
petitions shall be heard. The more often we cry for help the better. We
need not disguise our action, we do most distinctly beg and importune; but
there are no officers employed by the court of heaven to forbid our
appeals. We have it under the King’s hand and seal that we may beg as
much as we will.


It is pleasant to observe that the blind beggar of the Temple had friends at
court, and that those who were hard upon him came off second-best. Rest
assured that, if any take upon themselves to forbid s, sinner’s prayers, they
will make small headway before the Court above. If doubts and fears bid us
cease our petitioning, it will be a great comfort to hear the voice of Jesus
bidding us “Pray without ceasing.” Let us get back to the mercy-seat, and
able in the place of supplication, knowing that no one may lawfully offer us
any molestation while we lift up our petitions to the God of heaven.—C.
H. S.
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SELECTIONS FROM SPURGEON’S LITTLE BOOK
ENTITLED “THE CLUE OF THE MAZE


SCIENCE AND THE BOOK AT ONE.


BETWEEN the revelation of God in his Word, and that in his Works, there
can be no actual discrepancy. The one may go further than the other, but
the revelation must be harmonious. Between the interpretation of the
Works and the interpretation of the Word there may be very great
differences. It must be frankly admitted that the men of the Book have
sometimes missed its meaning: we have never held the doctrine of the
infallibility of Scripturists. Nay more, it is certain that, in their desire to
defend their Bible, devout persons have been unwise enough to twist its
words, or, at least, to set them in an unnatural light, in order to make the
Book agree with the teachings of scientific men. Herein has lain their
weakness. If they had always labored, to understand what God said in his
Book, and had steadfastly adhered to its meaning, whatever might be
advanced by the scientific, they would have been wise; and as professed
science advanced towards real science the fact that the old Book is right
would have become more and more apparent.


SCIENTIFIC STATEMENTS NOT INFALLIBLE.


Those who have addicted themselves to the study of Nature, and have
despised the Word, certainly cannot claim such immunity from mistake as
to demand a revision of Scripture interpretation every time they enthrone a
new hypothesis. The history philosophy from the beginning until now,
reads very like a Comedy of Error. Each generation of learned men
refuting predecessors, and there is every probability that much of what is
now endorsed as orthodox scientific: doctrine will be entirely upset in a
few years’ time. When we remember that one coterie of savan’s has
proved to a demonstration that there is no such thing as mind, and that
another has been equally successful in proving that there is no such thing as
matter, we are led to ask the question, “When doctors differ, who is to
decide?”
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LITTLE SETTLED IN SCIENCE.


There are many voices in the world, some powerful, and others weak; but
there is not yet a consensus of thoughtful observers sufficiently strong to
demonstrate any one system of science to be absolutely true. The inductive
process of Bacon, no doubt, yields the nearest approach to certainty; but
even this cannot raise a deduction beyond question, for no man of science
knows all the instances that can be adduced, and his deduction from what
he knows may be upset by equally sure inferences from what he does not
know. The time over which scientific observations can travel, even if it be
extended into ages, is but as a watch in the night compared with the
eternity of God; and the range of human observation is but as a drop of the
bucket compared with the Circle of the heavens; and, therefore, it may turn
out, in a thousand instances, that there are more things in heaven and earth
than were ever dreamed of in the most accurate philosophy of scientists.
These good people have done their best, from Aristotle downwards, but
they have hardly accomplished more than to prove us all dunces, and
themselves scarcely a fig better than the rest of us.


WHERE ALTERATION IS EASIEST.


Instead of altering the Bible, or allowing that it may be mistaken upon
mundane matters, it is a far safer course to continue the long-ago-begun
process of amending science, which is made of a substance so plastic that
no great effort is required to change its fashion to the reverse of its present;
shape. From the first doctor in the school of science down to the last, error
has not only been possible, but almost unavoidable, from the limitation of
human faculties and the mystery of phenomena. Even the interpreters of
Scripture have been less absurd than the interpreters of Nature: though
certain of these have gone to grievous lengths. Yet THE BOOK retains its
impregnable position. If it ever comes to a matter of decision whether we
shall believe God revelation or man’s science, we shall unhesitatingly cry,
“Let God be true, and every man a liar.”


NO REMARKABLE PRESENT DIFFICULTY.


At the present moment we do not see any considerable difficulty existing.
Scripture may not square with certain hypotheses, but it agrees ‘with facts.
The Scripture, interpreted in an intelligent manner, displays as great an
agreement with Nature and Providence as Words can show with Works.
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An article in the Illustrated London News may describe in words a scene
which, on the opposite page, is depicted by the pencil of an accurate artist:
the two forms of instruction may fully coincide, and yet the impression
upon the reader, who fails to see the engraving, may not be the same as
that produced upon an observer who only notices the sketch and neglects
the letter-press. The man who cared only for the typography might quarrel
with the votary of the wood-block, while the picture-observer might
equally well retort upon the reader: but if the two could be combined, the
intent of the author would more surely be understood. Let him that
teacheth the Word consider the Work, and let him that observeth Nature
attend to Revelation, and growing wisdom shall be the reward of both.


ANCHORAGE AND ROOT-HOLD OF FAITH.


When the Bible is fully accepted as God’s own revelation of himself, the
mind has come to a quiet anchorage; and this is no small gain. A safe
resting-place is an urgent need of the son. To find a sure foothold
somewhere, men have tried to rest in an infallible church, or in their own
supposed infallible reason. Of two earnest brothers one became a Papist,
and another an infidel. We do not feel attracted to either haven, if haven
either of these can be called; we prefer for our own part to cast anchor
once for all in an infallible revelation. Drifting about must be fatal to a
growing and advancing life: root-hold is essential; here, then, is ours.


When first the anchor goes down, or the root strikes, little can be known of
the anchorage or the soil compared with that which will be discovered by
the test of experience. Thousands are quietly moored in the fair havens of
Scripture; myriads are growing and bearing fruit in the garden of the Lord.
Their witness is assuring, but our own -experience will bring the most
satisfactory conviction.


Down goes the anchor: the rootlets embrace the soil.


THE SNAKE IN THE BOTTLE


A WORKING-MAN had settled in Australia upon a small allotment of land,
which he obtained from the Government. He married, and was soon
surrounded by a family. By hard work the trees were felled, and the timber
burnt off, and he had quite a considerable farm. His live stock increased,
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and he began to thrive; and everything might have gone well with him if he
had not been the victim of strong drink. From a frequent tippler he became
at length a confirmed drunkard. Of course, the farm was neglected, and
everything was impoverished. Soon he began to sell the live stock, and at
last all had gone except one pig, which was ready for the knife, but would
in all probability never be eaten but drank. He went to bed one night, after
having taken his usual “night-cap,” and fell asleep. He dreamed that he was
very thirsty, and had gone to the bottle for another drop. He was about to
lift the bottle, when a snake thrust its head out from the place where the
cork should have been, and with open jaws and protruded tongue began to
strike in all directions. He seemed fascinated by the deadly fire of its eye,
and just as in his dream he was about to be struck for death he awoke. His
first instinct was to thank God that it was only a dream; and the second
was to turn over in his mind what it could mean. “Ah!” said he to himself,
“there is a serpent in the bottle, and I will hate no more Is do with it.” He
trundled out all the paraphernalia of the old serpent, became an abstainer,
and what is better still, a Christian, and was soon the center of holy
influence in all the region roundabout. We can only hope that any of our
readers, who delight in their little drops, may behold just such a vision.


O SIN, WHO CAN LOOK ON THEE?


YOU shall as soon espouse light and darkness, and marry midnight to the
noonday, as you shall espouse or marry a holy God to an unhumbled
sinner. Oh, who can look upon sin as an offense against a holy God, as the
breach of a holy law, as the wounding and crucifying of a holy Savior, as
the grieving and saddening of a holy Sanctifier, and as an eternal loss and
undoing of his own soul, and not mourn over it? Oh, who can east a
serious eye upon the nature of sin, or upon the exceeding sinfulness of sin,
or upon the aggravations of sin, and not have his heart humbled, his soul
grieved, and his spirit melted for sin? Oh, who ,can look. upon sin as it
strikes at the honor of God, the name of God, the being; of God, the glory
of God, and the design of God,’ and · not have his mouth full of penitential
confessions, his eyes full of penitential tears, and his heart fall of penitential
sorrow?—Thomas Brooks.
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SAVED ON THE BRINK OF DESTRUCTION


DR. GUTHRIE, in his autobiography, writes as follows: — “A merciful
interposition of God’s hand occurred during my ministry at Arbirlot. I had
gone to the rocks on the east side of Arbroath that culminate in the noble
promontory of the ‘ Red Head,’ on a day when the waves were, so to
speak, ‘running mountains high.’ Though the tide was. making a
considerable breadth of the rocks that shelved at a sharp angle into the sea
lay bare, I leaped down on one, and had no sooner lighted on. the slippery
weeds that covered it, than my feet went out front below me, and, laid flat
on my back, with my face to the sky and my feet to the sea, I was off, like
a ship at her launch! Instantly taking in all the danger, I gave myself up for
lost. I could swim, but in such a sea I would have been dashed in pieces
against the rocks. By God’s providence the very extremity of the danger
had the effect, not of confusing, but of calming my mind. I remembered
that the rocks there, formed of what is called’ plum-pudding stone,’ had
often nodules that, consisting of harder matter, had resisted the action of
the waves, and rose above their polished surface. I remembered also how,
but the very day before, I had got the heels of my boots armed with iron,
and it came on me like a flash of lightning that, if I pressed firmly against
the rock in ray descent, I might peradventure catch a projecting nodule,
and be saved — brought to a standstill by that. This flashed on my mind
like an inspiration; and, through the divine blessing, by this device I was
plucked from the jaws of death — saved, when nothing else short of a
miracle could have saved me.”


Depend upon it, Guthrie never needed arguments to convince him of a
special providence. Here was no miracle; but was not the God of miracles
there, giving to the mind calmness, and remembrance, and resolve to test
the possibility of escape? It is in the little things that God is seen. Chance
did not place the projection where it was, nor put new iron heels on
Guthrie’s boots, nor nerve him to keep his feet well down upon: the rock.
No, the Lord himself was there, and his holy angels were keeping watch
over a precious life so full of after-usefulness. C. H. S.
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MRS. SPURGEON’S BOOK FUND


IT has been our custom to give just a taste of Mrs. Spurgeon’s Annual
Report of her Book Fund. From many who have read it we have heard the,
emphatic declaration that it is the best report which has yet appeared. The
writer of the record thinks very little of her own composition, but in this
we take leave to differ from her, and we think that those, friends who
spend sixpence with Messrs. Passmore an t Alabaster in purchasing “The
Book Fend and its Work, 1883” will be of our mind. It is a delicious
morsel.


Alas, since the issue of this little book certain of the most generous donors
to the work have been taken home. All ore’ enterprises have during the last
few weeks lost several of their bast supporters; but the Lord liveth, and as
he has provided hitherto, we are persuaded that he will not fail us, but will
send by other stewards as the former ones go home.


The extract given is from the notes of the month of July.


HOW THE GIFTS OF THE BOOK FUND ARE VALUED.


Looking through some of my letters to-day to see what I could gleam of
summer fruits for my dear reader’s enjoyment, I thought it might be
pleasant to make a “confection” of a few of the innumerable “good things”
which are constantly dropping from amongst the leaves of my very large
correspondence. There will be no novelty in this digest — can any new
thing come out of a Report? — but it will at least convince any one who
will take the trouble to read it, that, “partial” as I may be to my dear
“Master’s” books, I am by no means alone in my avowed enthusiasm.


Taking first the “Treasury of David” (it being seemly to give the place of
honor to the magnum opus), I note the experience of a Congregational
minister, who says concerning it: — “It has been most helpful to me in
quickening and strengthening my spiritual life; it has enlarged my
understanding, and added immeasurably to my store of knowledge. It has
provided me with such savory meat, and I have relished it; so much, that
now I seek diligently to obtain more. You could not have conceived of a
truer or better way of helping a poor minister than by adding to the little
stock of books which he fondly calls his library.”
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A pastor in the Midland Counties writes :—” The 119th Psalm has been a
favorite portion with me for years, but I have found it difficult to commit;
to memory. Was this because ‘ its expanse was unbroken by a bluff or
headland... a great sea of holy teaching... without an island of special and
remarkable statement to break it up’? (See preface to Vol., VI.) Be this as
it may, henceforth I launch upon it with such a copious and accurate chart
to guide me, that I long once more to explore the whole; and already it
seems to lie before me like a vast lake:, whose every creek, and bay, and
island, promises some new scene of delight. It has been my custom for
years to keep some work in reading as a sort of companion to the Bible;
and when, on Saturday night, I saw the pains Mr. Spurgeon had taken to
unfold the riches in this wonderful psalm, I resolved at once to put it side
by side with my Bible, and to study the whole comment which forms the
bulk of the goodly volume. Thank you so much for sending me this Royal
Banquet, and please thank Mr. Spurgeon for letting so many of us share; in
what he tells us has been a means of grace to his own heart.”


The “Treasury of David” is so serviceable a work to men with small
libraries that it is no wonder its appearance is hailed with joy and gladness
when sent as a gift by the Fund. “Many a hearty ‘ God bless him!” says a
,country pastor, “escapes from our lips when the goodly volumes are
unwrapped, and a glance into the pages reveals the treasures awaiting
appropriation.” The “Treasury “is a continuous stream of blessing, an
unfailing storehouse of provision, a rich mine of sacred wealth; and,
therefore, the poor pastors, hungry and thirsty and needy, covet it earnestly
as one of the “best gifts.” “There is no work,” writes a clergyman of the
Church of England, in acknowledging the volumes which I had sent, — “
there is no work the possession of which could have given me greater
pleasure than the ‘ Treasury of David.’ A brother-clergyman of extensive
reading said to me a short time ago, ‘ Whatever you do, get Mr.
Spurgeon’s “Treasury of David “; it is by far the most valuable contribution
to the literature of the Psalms.’ Indeed, a glance at the volumes has
convinced me that my friend was right, and that Mr. Spurgeon is a
Christian philosopher of the Eclectic School. I only wish it were possible
that he could do for the whole Bible what he is doing for this special
portion.”


As for the “Sermons,” no words of mine can tell the blessing the Lord
vouchsafes to them, not only in the conversion of sinners, but in
quickening, arousing, and refreshing the preachers of the Word; they are
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prized and used largely as patterns and helps to pulpit preparation, and as
constantly serve as aids to private devotion. A pastor in the far west of
America says : — “ I read a ‘ Sermon’ for my own spiritual advancement
every morning after the Bible, and this keeps me so full of good things that
I am always fresh for my work. I use them as I use the water from my well
— to refresh myself and regale my friends, serving them up in my own
measure and manner.” Again, a minister in England writes : — “ Last week
I was making a sermon on Colossians in. 2, 3; and, turning to Mr.
Spurgeon’s ‘ Sermons’ for 1880, I found on page 193 some thoughts
which put my mind just into the right course; and, aided by the Holy Spirit,
a difficult subject was made clear, and I was enabled to present it to my
people; and this morning I was meditating on the Beauty of Christ as set
forth in the words, ‘ Thou art fairer than the children of men.’ and again I
received much help from the same source. I just refer to these recent
instances to show how great a boon you have conferred on me in putting
these volumes on my shelves.”


“I never allow my sitting-room to be without a few of Mr. Spurgeon’s
sermons,” says another friend, “so that those who come in may read, or
take away a copy with them, and some very dear to me have thereby been
greatly blessed.”


May not this suggestion of quiet service for the Lord find a quick response
in some timid heart? Those who cannot “speak a word for Jesus” might
surely be able to place a few “Sermons” in the way of ,careless or seeking
souls, and let Mr. Spurgeon speak to them, while they pray for the Word
to be made fruitful.


“The amount of good I get from reading the ‘ Sermons’ no tongue can
tell,” writes a grateful recipient; “they are full of savor and blessing! It is a
marvel how Mr. Spurgeon can continue to pour forth such utterances as
these sermons contain, and even to excel all previous efforts, as the last
volumes abundantly testify. Of course, I say this, looking at the human side
of the matter; it is no marvel that the Lord, whom he serves, should thus
show his divine power and sustaining grace in his servant.”


The first series of “Lectures to my Students” was the “first-born” of the
Book Fund: the “beginning of its strength” —and it must not be passed
over without loving notice, coupling with it now the two later volumes, of
which some one has truly observed, “The very best of Mr. Spurgeon’s
work, and the very best things he says, are to be found in these Lectures.”
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The joy with which I send out these volumes knows no qualification; I am
as sure of my harvest with such precious seed as if the golden grain were
already gathered within the garner. To young and old alike they bring
wholesome instruction and weighty counsel — offered, too, with such
genial grace that none can turn away offended. “I am delighted,” writes a
minister of high standing, “with the sanctified common-sense which
characterizes the two volumes of ‘ Lectures to my Students’; and though I
have been some years in the ministry, I find valuable hints in them, and
many echoes in my own answering experience of the need of friendly
advice such as they offer.” “Thank you very much for the ‘ Lectures,’” says
a young beginner; “from them I have gleaned many a wise suggestion, and
in them I have met with many a hard but not unprofitable blow. God bless
Mr. Spurgeon for the loving, earnest, faithful words found in these
volumes.” In one case a very practical improvement in demeanor is induced
by the perusal of these fervent addresses, and amusingly confessed thus:- “I
have carefully read the ‘ Lectures,’ and I believe they have done me good.
My wife says I have not so many silly ways as it used to have: I don’t look
at my watch so much when speaking, or use my handkerchief so
vigorously!” Then, again, comes testimony to higher influence:- Mr.
Spurgeon lecture on Attention benefited my delivery; but when I read the
address on ‘ Earnestness,’ my soul was led into the very presence of God;
and, after a day spent in holy joy, I preached at night as I had never
preached before, and two souls were brought to Jesus!” A learned doctor,
who presides over a missionary college in Egypt, shall be the last witness
on behalf of these precious books. He says, in a letter to me :—” I used the
first volume of ‘ Lectures’ last year with my students, reading it off in
Arabic ;while they took notes. Mr. Spurgeon is easily translated even into
Arabic — clear, ,logical, simple, solid. ‘ May his shadow never grow
shorter!’” Surely all this is blessed encouragement to continue the
distribution of books which are so powerful for good!


‘“For every printed word becomes a seed
That, planted, must spring up —


A flower or weed;
And he who writes — may write


What millions read.”


I think, dear friends, you will know that my desire in transcribing these few
testimonies out of the thousands at my command, is not unduly to boast of
or triumph in my dear husband’s works — to God be all the glory for all
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that has been done through them! But I want you to catch the tone of the
bell which is always ringing at my door, and to see the quality of the
provision which is being constantly handed out to eager applicants. These
letters exhibit my work and its consequencers far better than any amount of
dry statistical information could do; and therefore I give them to you with a
happy and grateful


heart, and “TO THE PRAISE OF THE GLORY OF HIS GRACE.”


NOTES


Since our return to London we have been inundated, as usual, with
requests for sermons or speeches in various parts of the kingdom. How
much we wish we could satisfy them all! It may save some trouble to
intending applicants, as well as afford us a little relief, if we inform all our
friends that we have already made as many promises as we can hope to
fulfill between the present time and the close of the May meetings, and it
will be a great mercy if some who are expecting us do not again suffer a
disappointment through our oft-recurring sickness. No one knows except
those who are constantly with us how great is the ever-increasing strain of
the work that properly claims our first attention, and if we could only
perform that as it deserves, we might well be excused from outside
engagements. On coming home we plunged into a flood of extra work.,
and the result is inability to leave our be, d, through pain and weakness.


On Monday erecting, January 28, special prayer was presented that the
Pastor, who was expected to leave Mentone the following day, might be
brought back in safety and in health. Dr. Kevorkian, a native of Armenia,
who was present, told the story of his conversion through reading a Bible
lent to him by one of the Christian converts employed by his father. His
decision cost him the loss of parents, friends, and home, and his name was
even erased from the national register. Dr. Van Lennep, who labored at
Tocat, where Henry Martyn died, received him into his house, gave him
further instruction in divine things, and sent him to America to acquire
some medical knowledge, tie is now returning to Tocat to open a Medical
Mission.


On Monday evening, February 4, Mr. Wm. Olney, in the name of the
whole church, gave thanks for the safe return of the Pastor, and prayed for
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continued and increased blessing upon all the work of his hands. Mr.
Harrald was asked to give an account of the efforts made to carry the
gospel to the natives of Mentone, and Pastor C. H. Spurgeon spoke of the
many opportunities of usefulness of which he had been able to avail himself
during his period of rest. It was a happy season. It is one of the finest
sights under heaven to see some 1500 persons met together to pray. We
must have a blessing while prayer is thus highly esteemed among us.


On Monday evening, February 11, ‘the pastors, deacons, and elders of the
church met to celebrate the communion of the Lord’s Supper before the
usual prayer-meeting, and spent a very pleasant and profitable season
together. At the public gathering in the Tabernacle, among other matters of
special interest, Mr. Win. Olney gave an account of the service held on the
previous evening at the Bermondsey Town all, where the Lord Mayor of
London delivered an evangelistic address to a crowded congregation. The
Pastor also spoke of Mr. Moody’s visit to him on Saturday, and of the
beginning of the mission at New Cross on the following Tuesday. In the
prayers that followed, a blessing was asked on both these efforts, and on all
similar work.


On Wednesday evening, Feb. 13, the annual church-meeting was held in
the Tabernacle. after about twelve hundred of the members had taken tea
together in the school-room and lecture-hall. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon
presided, there was a large attendance, and the proceedings throughout
were marked by the hearty cheerfulness which seems ever to pervade our
large church-family whenever it meets. The treasurer was able to report a
balance in hand on every account except one, on which there was a small
deficiency, which was defrayed before the meeting. The statistics were as
follow: — Increase: by baptism, 310; letter, 108; profession, 30;
restoration, I. Decrease, by joining other churches, 302; emigration, 13;
non-attendance, 127; other causes, 8; death, 69; making a decrease for the
year of 70, the present number on the church-books being 5,341. The
names of 43 pastors of churches who were formerly students in the College
had been allowed in error to remain on the roll, and the removal of these,
together with a specially severe revision of the books, accounts for the
lessening of our numbers. One new deacon, Mr. Buswell, was chosen to fill
the place of our late Brother Mills; and the following resolution, proposed
by Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, and seconded by Mr. W. Olney, was
unanimously and enthusiastically carried :-”’That the church gratefully
recognizes the goodness of Almighty God in sparing t6 it, and to the
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Christian church at large, the invaluable life of ,our beloved Pastor, C. H.
Spurgeon; and that, in order to celebrate worthily this his Jubilee, we raise
a suitable memorial and present it to him; and. that it be an instruction to
the deacons to take this matter vigorously in hand, and carry it forward as
they’ may deem best.”


THE PASTOR’S JUBILEE. — If the Pastor is spared until the 19th of next
June he will be fifty years old, and the church at the Tabernacle desires to
commemorate the event in a suitable manner. At the Pastoral Silver
Wedding in May, 1879, the sum of £6,233 was presented ‘to the Pastor, as
a thankoffering to God for enabling him to complete the twenty-fifth year
of his pastorate. £5,000 of this amount was at once invested as an
endowment for the almshouses, and the remainder was devoted to various
portions of the Lord’s work at the Tabernacle which were in need of help.
The Pastor has no wish to be personally benefited by any testimonial that
may be presented at his Jubilee celebration, but he does desire that some
permanent monument of God’s goodness to him and to the church should
be erected as the outcome of the approaching commemoration. Plans are
not yet fully matured, but one of the objects to be secured is the erection of
a TABERNACLE JUBILEE HOUSE, in the place of the chapel-keeper’s cottage
which has now been pulled down in connection with the improvements that
are being made in the street at the back of the Tabernacle. With ever-
increasing works of charity, additional accommodation is needed, and it
has therefore been decided that a house shall be built suitable for the
present needs of the various agencies that will have their head-quarters
there. The cost of this, with the necessary fittings and furnishing, will not
be less than £1,000, in addition to the amount required to pay the ground-
rent, so that the church may not be burdened with the annual charge: and
this sum will be the first to be defrayed out of the Jubilee Fund.


The demolition and rebuilding have been proceeding so rapidly that the
new house is already in course of erection, and will be finished during the
coming summer. On Friday afternoon, February 8, the memorial stone
was laid by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, in the presence of the students of the
College, and a number of the London ministers who had met to make
arrangements for the Conference. After the ceremony had been duly
performed, prayer was offered by Mr. B. W. Carr, and short addresses
were delivered by Pastors C. H. and J. A. Spurgeon.
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We cannot tell how much our friends at home and abroad will be
constrained to consecrate in connection with our 50th birthday, but we
could mention several other desirable objects for the reception of their
bounty. Among other matters, we find that the ALMSHOUSES ENDOWMENT


is not sufficient to meet the increased allowance to the aged sisters who
there end their days, and, as a consequence, the Church Poor Fund has to
bear a strain from which we should be glad to have it relieved, as every
penny of its income is needed to meet the constantly-growing needs of the
large numbers of our poor members whom we must continue to assist. If
the Lord should move some one or more of his generous stewards to
devote £1,000 of his Master’s money to this useful purpose, it would
awaken in us intense gratitude, and, we believe, would be an offering of a
sweet smell unto our gracious God.


On the afternoon above mentioned (Feb. 8), a small meeting was held at
the Almshouses in celebration of the ninety-fourth birthday of MISS


FANNY GAY, the oldest member of the church at: thee Tabernacle.


Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, Deacon W. Olney, and Elder J. T, Dunn attended as
representatives of the officers, and there were also present eight of the
other inmates of the Almshouses, whose united ages, together with Miss
Gay’s, amounted to 701 years. Our aged sister Was born on the thirty-first
of January, 1790, and joined the church in February 1807, so that she has
just completed her seventy-seventh year of membership. As a Christian her
life has been most exemplary. In her early days she devoted herself heartily
to work-for the Lord, and specially aimed at bringing young women and
girls to a knowledge of the truth as it is in ;Jesus. Her memory for good
things is as fresh to-day as it ever was, and she can repeat with ease hymns
and portions of sermons that have been blessed to her soul. Prayer was
offered, Psalm 23, was read, Psalm 103 was sung, and each ox the m-
mates gave her personal testimony to the Lord’s faithfulness to her during
the long period! of her earthly pilgrimage.


COLLEGE—Mr. J. R. Watson, who, since he completed his course with us,
has been studying medicine at the Charing Cross Hospital, has been
accepted by the Baptist Missionary Society for Mission work in North
China. Mr. J J. Turner, who came home from China some months ago, has
gone back to the Celestial Empire as the representative of the Baptist
Missionary Society in Tai Yuen Fu.
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Mr. C. A. Fellowes has left Keynsham, in order to become co-pastor with
his father at Trinity Chapel, Edgware-road. Mr. A F. Brown has removed
from Brentford to Endeld Highway ;Mr. W. Goacher from Milton to
Kirton-in-Lindsey, Lincolnshire; Mr. W. W. Haines, from St. Leonard’s to
Wood Green; Mr. G. H. Kemp, from Langham to East Dereham; Mr. A.
H. Smith, from Coningsby to Chesterfield; and-Mr. T. N. Smith, from
Monks Kirby to Warwick.


Mr. W. C. Bunning, who has for many years done a noble Work in
Geelong, has taken charge of the church at West Melbourne, which Mr. A;
J. Clarke left that he might devote himself entirely to evangelistic labors.
Mr. McCullough writes very hopefully of his services in the Exhibition
Building at Hobart, and he hopes that before this year ends the erection of
another Tasmanian Tabernacle will be commenced.


On Friday evening, February 8, about seventy, of the London members of
the Pastors College Association met to make arrangements for the
Twentieth Annual Conference, which is to he held in the week
commencing April 2!. A happy evening was spent in prayer and
conversation upon the best method of making the Conference a season of
spiritual profit.


Up to the date of this meeting we had not heard of the loss of any of our
number during the year, but a few days afterwards we received tidings of
the sudden death of


Mr. John Wilson, of Mount Union, Iowa; and about the same time we
heard that one of the students, Mr. Alexander Stewart, had fallen asleep at
Ventnor, where he had been staying for the past five months, in the hope of
recovery. “Who’ll be the next?” is a question that we who are left behind
may well ask.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Fullerton and Smith’s two months’ mission at
Leicester will be brought to a close just as the present magazine gets to
most of our readers. The following letter from Pastor F. B. Meyer, B A.,
will convey a good idea of the blessing which has rested upon our
brethren’s labors : —


“Leicester, Feb. 14, ‘84. “My dear Mr. Spurgeon, — I know you will be
interested to hear of the progress of Messrs. Fullerton and Smith’s mission
in this town. It has been so far an unqualified success, and though they
have now been with us for six weeks, the interest shows no signs of
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decrease; on the contrary, the meetings are better attended than ever. They
have already visited Caricy-street Chapel; Archdeacon-lane, with its
spacious Chapel and Memorial-hall; and Emanuel Church; and are now in
the midst of a three weeks’ visit to Melbourne-hall. The pastors of the
chapels already mentioned are more than satisfied with the results; but I
will specially speak of our own experience.


We are accustomed to crowds at Melbourne Hall, but certainly never such
crowds as rove gathered to hear these two men. The place seats 1,300, but
on the last two Sunday nights 1,600 must have been crowded into it, and
hundreds were sent away unable to gain admission. The impression made is
very deep, not only upon our own people, but upon those who are not
accustomed to attend places of worship, and scores have been inquiring the
way to be saved. The Evangelists are so different that there can be no
comparison between them, and each draws his own constituency, whilst
they are so one in purpose, that each meeting works up to a common and
glorious result. I never remember to have listened to evangelistic addresses
more full of Scrip-rural teaching, grace of style, and spiritual power than
those given by Mr. Fullerton. They captivate the more cultured, whilst they
arrest the masses.


“The Evangelists evidently do not fear work. They add a daily prayer,
meeting and an afternoon Bible-reading to the Evening Addresses; on
Saturdays they hold immense gatherings for children, and crowded Song
Services in our large Temperance Hall; and on Sundays they are as fresh as
the morning air for the seven o’clock meeting. Every Sunday in February,
in addition to their other services, they have addressed large gatherings of
men only in the Skating Rink; and we propose that they should conclude
their Mission by a week’s services in the same place; and for this purpose
we have arranged to have it seated. is early yet to speak about results, but I
am sure that hundreds will have reason to thank God that ever you sent out
such men, and that their steps were directed to this town, ‘ ‘


On March 9th the Evangelists commence a series of services in the Free
Assembly Hall, Edinburgh, under arrangements made by the Committee of
the Young Men’s Christian Association in that city. In April they will be at
Dr. Barnardo’s New Hall, and Haddon Hall, Bermondsey, and will
afterwards visit Cardiff, Dundee, and Galashiels and neighborhood.


Mr. Burnham’s services at Countesthorpe, near Rugby., and Barton’s End,
Gloucester, were blessed to the conversion of many, and the awakening of
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others to concern about their souls. He has since visited George Lane,
Woodford, and this month is engaged at Melbourne, Cambs., and
Swanage, Derset; although at the date of making up these “Notes,” he is
obliged to send a substitute to take his place, as he is too ill to leave home.


Messrs Mateer and Parker’s meetings at Ross were instrumental in leading
many to decision, and a like result followed from their fortnight’s work at
Stratford-on-Avon. They have also conducted a Mission at Frome, which
has been equally blessed; and they have since visited Mr. Knight’s church
at Bradford. Our brethren will be glad of a few more engagements for the
summer months, in which they have some vacant dates.


Mr. Russell has been for the past two months holding evangelistic services
in various towns in the Potteries, according to arrangements matte by
Pastor C. T. Johnson, who speaks very heartily in commendation of the
evangelist’s work. The first fortnight was spent at Longton, then a week at
Fenton, another at Stoke, and afterwards Eastwood Vale, Bursleto, Late-
brook, and Butt Lane were to be visited in turn. Up to the date of making
up the “Notes” most cheering reports ha e come from each place. The way
had been well prepared by prayer-meetings an house-to-house visitation,
and large numbers have professed to find the Savior. Mr. Russell writes
that he is free after May, and will be glad to make arrangements with any
brethren who desire his help. In the summer he would prefer the sea-side,
or some other part where open-air work would be likely to be successful.


ORPHANAGE —The third annual report of the READING YOUNG LADIES’
WORKING PARTY has recently come to hand. Through the willing help of
the forty-two ladies who have met month by month at the house of our
esteemed friend, Mrs. James Withers, the honorary secretary, one of our
untiring collectors both for the College and Colportage, two parcels have
been dispatched, containing 217 garments for the children, beside 8 sheets,
3 pillowslips, 5 comb-bags, and a large scrap-book. We are very grateful to
all who have thus assisted, either by their work or by their contributions, to
minister to the wants of the orphans committed to our care.


On Tuesday evening, February 12, a large number of the collectors
brought their boxes and books with the amounts received, and after tea,
assembled in the dining-hall. The President occupied the chair, and heartily
thanked all present for their help in maintaining the institution. Two of the
girls recited, several of the children sang, the hand-bell ringers rang a merry
peal, and interesting addresses were delivered by three of our “old boys.”
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Pastor R. S. Latimer gave an interesting account of his work at
Willingham; Mr. Lake, a member of Pastor A.. G. Brown’s church, spoke
of his labors at Lea Bridge; and Mr. J. Maynard, who is now a student in
the College, related the story of his conversion while in the Orphanage, the
meetings which he and other Christian lads used to hold while in the
institution, and the work for the Lord in which he had since engaged, first
in London, and then in Africa. As these earnest young brethren related
what God had accomplished through them, we think all who listened to
them must have felt amply rewarded for everything they had done or given
towards the support of the home which had sheltered them in their time of
helpless orphanhood.


The total brought in by the collectors was a little over £120, in addition to
which we received more than £100 from friends who were unable to come
to the meeting, to all of whom we are deeply grateful for their continued
sympathy and practical help.


We find at these meetings that we greatly need a suitable hall in which to
hold our evening gatherings, for at present we have to turn our kind
helpers out of the dining-hall, where they have had their tea, and leave
them to shiver in the open-air while the room is re-arranged. We cannot tell
whether the forthcoming Jubilee celebration will help us out of the
difficulty, but it will be a great boon to us when the way is made clear for
the erection of a building which will be available for such meetings, and
also for the Sunday services of the children.


The builders are proceeding satisfactorily with the new house for the head-
master, and the offices and apartments for the teachers and the staff, and
we think all who come to the fete in June will be pleased with this portion
of the Stockwell property. At the present time we have in hand, on the
Girls’ Orphanage Building Fund account, about £70 less than the amount
that will be required to complete the contract, while we shall also need at
least £600 to pay. for the making of roads, walls, gates, drains, etc., in
addition to the cost of furniture and fittings for the buildings now in.
course of erection. We shall be glad, therefore, if our friends will still
continue to help this portion of the funds, while not forgetting the general
fund for the maintenance of both boys and girls; for we have yet to erect
the laundry before we can consider our plans complete, whatever may be
done in the matter of the hall above-mentioned. Since writing the above,
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one generous donor has sent us £500, of which one half is to be devoted to
the Building Fund.


On Thursday morning, February 14, Dr. Parker’s noon-day service at the
City Temple was made the occasion for directing special attention to the
character and claims of the Stockwell Orphanage. A number of the children
attended, and assisted in the musical portion of the service; the Vice-
President, Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, Mr. Charlesworth, and Mr. J. Manton
Smith took a public part in the proceedings; and at the close of the worthy
doctor’s eloquent sermon, twenty of our little girls made the collection,
which amounted to £58. We feel specially grateful to Dr. Parker and his
friends for this spontaneous act of liberality.


During: the end ,of February and the beginning of March, Mr.
Charlesworth has arranged to hold meetings in aid of the Orphanage at
Peterborough, Melton Mowbray, Boston, Louth, Grimsby, Gainsborough,
Rotford, Lincoln, Grantham, Wisbech, and Holbeach. We trust our friends
in each place will do all they can to ensure the success of the gatherings.


Our readers will remember that, in the January number of our magazine,
we in-sorted a notice “To Poets,” at the foot of which was placed an
engraving of a waste-paper basket. One of our friends has sent us the
following effusion, which, in spite of what he says, must be described as
poetical, and we need scarcely say that neither cheque nor verse found its
way to the basket:—


“My dear Mr. That I may not transgress, Not a verse shall I send (if I know
it); So please do not found, Spite of rhyme or of sound, Any charge on me
as a poet. Of verse, not a speck Will you find, but a cheque Enclosed for
Stockwell, since you ask it: But though prose the most terse, If you should
count it verse, Cheque and verse must go both to ‘the basket.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle :-January 31st, thirteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


APRIL, 1884.


CHILDREN OFFERED TO MOLOCH — A
MODERN PRACTICE


BY C.H. SPURGEON.


IT is difficult to gauge the depth of depravity which led men in old time to
pass their children through the fire to Moloch. We shudder as we think of
such cruel homage to a fiend blasphemously dignified with the name of
“god.” We can hardly imagine that there now lives upon the face of the
earth a human being who would attempt to justify so immeasurable a
crime. This seems to have been the culmination of Manasseh’s enormous
mass of sin: “and he caused his children to pass through the fire in the
valley of the son of Hinnom.” Nothing can be conceived of more atrocious,
and though the king himself repented, and obtained mercy of Jehovah, yet
in after ages this great sin of Judah’s ruler, connived at by his people, was
laid to the nation’s charge, and therefore were the people removed into all
kingdoms of the earth.


Now, a crime which can no longer be committed in one form may still be
perpetrated in another: the essence of the transgression may abound long
after one form of it has been utterly abolished. It is so with this immolation
of children to Moloch: it is practiced still; practiced by many who wear the
Christian name. We grieve as we write, but the rebuke must not be
withheld. Too many professors sacrifice their children’s souls to the
Moloch of the world. What means the placing of boys in godless families as
apprentices? Why are lads placed, for business advantages, where their
morals are tainted, and their souls defiled? In sadly too many cases the
great question as to religious example is not even asked, but the one and
only consideration is to g. et; the youth into a large firm, where, by push
and energy, he may rise into a position. True, he may be initiated into the
foulest vice: but what of that? The principal is irreligious, and cares nothing
about godliness, or even about morals; and the house might readily be
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known to be a hotbed of every form of evil: but what of that? The boy is
doomed to go through the Moloch-fire, and the father, though a member of
a Christian church, pushes his boy into the flames with a hypocritical prayer
that he may not be too badly burned. Perhaps his son does make a
business-man, and an infidel, or a debauched young, man: but what of that?
How can parents avoid such calamities? We hesitate not to say that the
damnation of many a son has been directly contracted for by his own father
when he signed the boy’s indentures. It would be idle if we threw our child
over a precipice, to kneel down, and devoutly pray that he. might arrive
safely at the. bottom;, his mangled carcase would grimly mock our
detestable supplications; but when parents place their offspring under the
influence of graceless employers, to live with youths of licentious
character, it is just as absurd for them to talk of their pleading for their dear
boys that they might be kept from the evil of the wicked city. Ghastly
falseness! They thrust them into the fire, and cover their infamous act with
the loathsome unction of a prayer that they may come out of the burning,
fiery furnace unharmed. Nebuchadnezzar never went the length of such
impiety


The girl, too, is not safe from the cruel kindness of her parents, and in her
case the mother is often much to blame. The Moloch of society shall have
her for its victim. Of course she must be dressed like a vain woman of the
world, and taught to dance, and set to sing songs which are not those of
Zion. Would you keep her out of society? She must be introduced to
frivolous acquaintances, and allowed to attend questionable amusements.
Why not? She will by-and-by be picked up by some graceless fellow, who
will make her a handsome husband, and most probably devour her
substance, laugh her out of every pretense of religion, and make her a
miserable woman: but again we ask, What of that? Society must have its
victims, and it seems that she must kidnap them from Christian families,
and Christian men and women must act as executioners of their own
children, aiding and abetting their giving up of their souls to the most
heartless and most foolish of all the world’s idols, called society. Alas! that
the society of saints should be so dull, the ways of God so desolate, that to
give the dear girls a little “life” they must be led over to the world’s
transparent lies, and taught to find happiness amid its base enchantments.


Upon both boys and girls this immolation is frequently practiced under the
pretense of giving them a first-rate education. At home, a school is
selected only because of its fashionable reputation; and at next vacation
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time the young people have already learned so much that they ask why they
may not go to the theater, for they have greatly enjoyed private theatricals;
and soon it oozes out that they are schooled in all kinds of evil through the
zealous tutorship of their schoolfellows, for which no antidote has been
found in the holy warnings of earnest teachers, for the teachers have also
helped them as far into worldliness and gaiety as they decorously could.
But the fashion is to send young people abroad to learn modern languages,
and with these they learn a great many vices and errors, both ancient and
modern. It is a Catholic school. What of that? What of anything, indeed? If
not a Popish school, the teaching is tainted with German unbelief: what of
that? These are only sparks of the Moloch fire. Can we have a burning
without smoke and black? These Puritan scruples are old-fashioned.


The young people must know French and German, even if they go to
Topher in the process. And this is the silent thought of church-members,
deacons, and, must we add, ministers? It is even so. Surely the prayers of
such saints for their children’s salvation must make even pandemonium
laugh. Such a fine farce, such a rare comedy, must be an entertainment
such as the prince of darkness could not readily get up for his royal
delectation in the Opera Comique of hell if he had not the help of Christian
professors. When worldlings do thus with their children none can blame
them; but this from men and women who talk of holiness and communion
with the Lord Jesus! This from those who aspire to be soul-winners! Why,
it must seem to Beelzebub to be too much of a good thing.


This mischief may be detected in another form, in the too common
drinking customs, which are still cherished in a few families. Children are
taught to drink, encouraged to drink, and praised for drinking; the glass is
even made a reward for good conduct. It will be little wonder if they grow
up to equal, and surpass their seniors, when precept and example are
pointed by contemptuous jests aimed at abstainers. We have heard
Christian people declare that if their children acquired a taste for strong
drink it should be in after life, but they would not bear the responsibility of
training them in it; and we have thought this to be true common sense. But
what is that spirit which leads a professed believer in Christ to put the
bottle to his neighbor’s mouth, nay, to his child’s mouth? What is that
spirit which has induced some to trample upon the scruples of the little
one, and exclaim in anger, “I will have none of such nonsense. Are you
going to teach your parents, and set up to be better than they?” Thousands
of boys are the victims of Bacchus, for their fathers train them to take their
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share of beer; this is mostly among the working-classes; but are there not
too many in all ranks of society who in other shapes offer their children
upon the altar of the fiery fiend? Let the careful parent think this matter
over before he further countenances wine at juvenile parties, or at holiday
festivals. It may seem a trifle, and in itself it may be so; but when the son
becomes a sot, it will afford his father no pleasure to remember that he told
him to “stick to his beer,” or taught him how to know a glass of fine old
port. If men will resolve to be the slaves of sin, it is not of necessity that
the sin should be intoxication, which exerts so baneful an influence upon
those around them, and so fearfully opens the door to other vices. Yet it is
to this most groveling of idols that multitudes of the young are offered up a
living sacrifice; and the question is — shall this be done by those who claim
to be members of the body of Christ? Oh, that the answer might be a
negative, — emphatic, unanimous, decisive! Murder is a deed most foul.
Soul-murder cannot be put into a secondary class of guilt. The soul-murder
of our own children must be a crime which reeks to heaven. Will not every
one, who fears that he may have been chargeable therewith, cry out before
the Lord, “Deliver me from blood-guiltiness, O God, thou God of my
salvation”? As it will be our crown to win souls, so will it be a dishonor
and a blot to cause a soul to perish. The Lord hold us back from so grave a
crime. Amen.


DOING AND PLANNING.


A USEFUL man to Stonewall Jackson was old Miles, the Virginia bridge-
builder. The bridges were swept away so often by floods, or burned by the
enemy, that Miles was as necessary to the Confederate army as Jackson
himself. One day the Union troops had retreated, and burned a bridge
across the Shenandoah. Jackson, determined to follow them, summoned
Miles. “You must put all your men on that bridge,” said he;” they must
work all night, and the bridge must be completed by daylight. My engineer
shall furnish you the plan, and you can go right ahead.” Early next morning
Jackson, in, a. very doubtful frame of mind, met the old bridge-builder.
“Well,’ said the general, “did the engineer give you the plan for the
bridge?” “General;,” returned Miles, slowly,” the bridge is done. I don t
know whether the picter is or not!”
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We want a few more men of the Miles order. In fact, we could do with
miles of them. They do not plan but work. While others debate they
perform. A committee has met six times, and has at last appointed a sub-
committee to consider the cheapest place to buy a box of matches; but our
practical brother has lit the fire, dried the poor creature’s clothes, given
him a basin of soup, and sent him on his way rejoicing, — yes, done it a
hundred times over before the great match, discussion has verged upon a
decision. In the name of all the humanities, let us have fewer plans and
more bridges, shorter red-tape and longer bits of flannel; and if possible,
less bitter cry and more wool on the poor people’s backs. Measureless
oceans of talk are not equal to a single cup of cold water really given in
Christ’s name.—
C. H. S.


THROUGH DEATH TO LIFE


HAVE you heard the tale of the Aloe-plant,
Away in the sunny clime?


By humble growth of a hundred years
It reaches its blooming time;


And then a wondrous bud at its crown
Breaks into a thousand flowers;


This floral queen, in its blooming seen,
Is the pride of the tropical bowers;


But the plant to the flower is a sacrifice,
For it blooms but once, and, in blooming, dies.


Have you further heard of this Aloe-plant,
That grows in the sunny clime,


how every one of its thousand flowers,
As they drop in the blooming time,


Is an infant-plant, that fastens its roots
In the place where it falls on the ground;


And, fast as they drop from the dying stem,
Grow lively and lovely around?


By dying it liveth a thousand-fold
In the young that spring from the death of the old.
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You ‘have heard these tales; shall I tell you one,
A greater and better than all?


Have you heard of him whom the heavens adore,
Before whom the hosts of them fall?


How he left the choirs and anthems above,
For earth in its wailings and woes,


To suffer the shame and pain of the cross,
And to die for the life of his foes?


O Prince of the noble! O Sufferer Divine!
What sorrow and sacrifice equal to thine!


Have you heard this tale — the best of them all —
The tale of the Holy and True?


He died, but his life, in untold souls,
Lives on in the world anew.


His seed prevails, and is filling the earth
As the stars fill the sky above;


He taught us to yield up the love of life
For the sake of the life of love.


His death is our life, his loss is our gain —
The joy for the tear, the peace for the pain.


Now hear these tales, ye weary and worn,
Who for others do give up your all;


Our Savior hath told you the seed that would grow
Into earth’s dark bosom must fall —


Must pass from the view, and die away,
And then will the fruit appear;


The grain that seems lost in the earth below
Will return many-fold in the ear.


By death comes life, by loss comes gain;
The joy for the tear, the peace for the pain.


Author unknown.


THE UNUSED UMBRELLA


A YOUTH was lately leaving his aunt’s house after a visit, when, finding it
was beginning to rain, he caught up an umbrella that was snugly placed in a
corner, and was proceeding to open it, when the old lady, who for the first
time observed his movements, sprang towards him, exclaiming, “No, no;
that you never shall I I’ve had that umbrella twenty-three years, and it has
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never been wet yet; and I’m sure it shan’t be wetted now.” Some folk’s
religion is of the same quality. It is none the worse for wear. It is a
respectable article to be looked at, but it must not be damped in the
showers of daily life. It stands in a corner, to be used m case of serious
illness or death, but it is not meant for common occasions. We are
suspicious that the twenty-three years’ old gingham was gone at the seams,
and if it had been unfurled it would have leaked like a sieve. At any rate,
we are sure that this is the case with the hoarded-up religion which has
answered no useful turn in a man’s life C.H.S.


HOW NOT TO TALK,


A CONTEMPORARY says: “A Frenchman is teaching a donkey to j. talk.
What we want in this country is a man who will teach donkeys not to talk.”
This is unvarnished truth. The need is conspicuously seen in the House of
Commons, but it is fell in a measure in all other houses, The art of holding
the tongue deserves to be placed at the head of all acquirements. Silence is
golden. The other day, when six women were driving along at full speed,
they suddenly paused, and we thought we heard music: we had to rub our
eyes to make sure that we were not among the angels: the quiet was more
sweet, than harpers with their harps.


At a public meeting, how deliciously the brethren speak when they’ are
short! Their tones grow more and more melodious as they near-the close,
and their last sentences are sweet beyond compare. Let them hurry on, and
let us have those last words, which are their best words. Blessed is he who
knows when to leave off! More blessed is he who never begins to talk till
he has something to say! Most blessed is he who does not speak at all,
because the time is far spent, and. the friends are quite as tired as they need
be.—C. H. S.


JOHN’S PRIVILEGES AND PECULIARITY


THE beloved Apostle John was in four remarkable ways honored above his
brethren; yea, even above the first three 1. He was nearest to the Lord at
the Table, leaning upon Jesus’ bosom. His communion was ‘very close and
tender, suited to his character as “that disciple whom Jesus loved.” 2. He
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was nearest to the Lord in his passion. He fled as all did, but soon returned,
and entered into the high priest’s house, and gained admission for Peter
also the stood at the foot, of the cross with the holy women, and faced the
cruel soldiery and the ribald herd of mockers. Fellowship with Christ in his
sufferings is a high attainment. 3. He accepted the guardianship of the
Virgin-mother, when her Son and Lord in his last moments said, “Son,
behold thy mother!” It is no small thing to be trustees for Jesus, of his
gospel, his honor, or his people. 4. He was favored with the brightest and
fullest visions of his Lord in the Isle which is called Patmos. He was a seer,
and the chief of all the seers. The vials of God was unveiled before his
eyes.


Whence these peculiar indulgences? Of course, they spring from grace, for
we are no longer under the rule of law and the principle of debt; but what
grace was there in John which wrought in him these glories? Was it not
that John was, of all the disciples, the most like his Lord? He was holy in
behavior, and over all his holiness there shone the mild radiance of love,
which is just the one peculiarity of Jesus which all men must perceive, if
they have eyes at all. John was the most striking picture of Christ that
could be found among the twelve.


Now see our question answered. Who should lean upon the bosom of the
Well-beloved but the loving follower? Who should be a close eye-witness
of his. Master’s deadly griefs but the tender one who could enter into
them? Who should be appointed to care for the widow and the bereaved
but he who was all affection? And who should behold the glory of God,
whose name is love, but the Apostle who, beyond all others, lived only to
love? Our communion, constancy, service, and illumination will all be
measured by our holy resemblance to Jesus in a truly loving carriage and
deportment. The name of John is common enough. Oh, that more of us
possessed his character! Truly, this is “the Gift of God.”— C. H. S.


Infidel Objections Considered and Refitted. By the Rev. F. E. WHITMORE.
J. Nisbet and Co.


Tins is a valuable compendium of evidences in favor of inspiration and
gospel truths, in opposition to the avowed sentiments of modern
skepticism. It proceeds upon the right principle of looking first at the
reasons for a proposition, and then at the objections against it. Apparently
unanswerable objections may be made against a truth for which
overwhelming proofs may be adduced. Nearly one half of this book is
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made up of extracts, because this was needful for the accomplishment of its
design. It would doubtless have been far easier for one so thoroughly
acquainted with his subject to have written an independent treatise upon it
than to have selected extracts from a variety of authors, and made suitable
comments upon them. By renouncing the literal for a geological inter
relation of the first chapter of the Bible, the author has, we think,
invalidated his own subject, and hindered his own purpose. If the Bible
begins with an allegory in the form of simple narrative, without any
intimation to that effect, who shall say what in the sequel is to be literally
or what is to be allegorically understood? With this exception we commend
the volume as a complete exposure of the fallacy and dishonesty of the
infidel pretensions by which many are led astray in the present day.


NOTES.


IT has often happened, when we have been laid aside by painful affliction,
that the Lord has moved his stewards to send in specially large sums of
money for the various institutions under our care; and during our recent
illness this happy experience has been repeated. To the honor of our
gracious Lord we desire to make a public record of his fatherly kindness.
Just about the time that our sufferings commenced, one dear friend, who
has long helped us most generously, forwarded £200; this was almost
immediately followed by £6250 from another liberal friend; the next day
£500 came from a Christian lady who has oft refreshed us; and within
about a week another honored sister in Christ gave us a similar amount.
Some of these sums were left at our disposal to appropriate where the need
was the greatest, and thus we were able to repair the walls where there was
any sign of weakness.


While we were still confined to the house we received the news, which in
various forms has been published in the newspapers, of a legacy left by a
Leicester gentleman. Under the provisions of his will the Orphanage will
receive £1000; but there is no truth in the statement that a large fortune has
been bequeathed to Mr. Spurgeon personally. The residue of the testator’s
personal estate goes to the Leicester Infirmary, while his real estate is
charged with the payment of debts, funeral and testamentary expenses, and
certain legacies. All that can be said at present is that there will, probably,
be a balance to come to Mr. Spurgeon. It was generous and thoughtful of
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the testator to make such a bequest, but he little dreamed how much would
be made of it by the tongue of rumor. We merely


mention this that our friends may not restrain their help to the various
societies, and to prevent disappointment to intending applicants, who are
anxious to relieve us of the large amount which they erroneously suppose
is coming into our hands. Had the rumor been correct we should have been
able to dispose of the largest amount with ease, since we have just now
several localities before us in which churches ought to be formed, and
places of worship erected; but we have not the means with which to aid in
the desirable works. God will send what he pleases, how he pleases, and
when he pleases; and his withholdings will be as much for his glory as his
givings.


On Monday erecting, Feb. 25, Mr. J. Hudson Taylor came to the prayer-
meeting at the Tabernacle to ask for special supplication on behalf of four
female and two male missionaries who were about to leave for China.
Pastor J. A. Spurgeon presided, in the enforced absence, through illness, of
his brother, and many fervent petitions were offered for the suffering
Pastor and the missionary band, several of whom briefly spoke of the
manner in which they had been led to offer themselves for the work of the
China Inland Mission. It was a holy convocation, the influence of which
will long be felt by those who were thus publicly commended to the care
and blessing of the Lord; and we believe that one effect of the words
spoken and the prayers offered will be that others who were present will in
due season respond to the divine call, “Who will go for us?” by crying with
the prophet of old, “Here am I, send me.” China needs and deserves the
choicest spirits from among


our churches. There are many such among our readers. Will there not be
volunteers?


On Monday evening, March 3, both the Pastors were too unwell to be
present at the prayer-meeting, but the Lord was there, and so were many of
his suppliant saints. The last half-hour of the meeting was profitably
occupied by members of the Students’ Missionary Association. Several
brethren prayed for the success of missionaries both abroad and at home,
and Mr. Warren delivered an address on “The crying need of Africa.” The
other prayer-meetings of the month have been well sustained, but there has
not been anything calling for special mention here. It is our joy and delight
that the people do pray. Here is the power of a church. The minister may
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be feeble in body, but he cannot be weak in testimony with a pleading
church behind him. What need be feared when saints abound in
supplication? What can be hoped when the meetings for prayer are thin and
cold?


One of the greatest disappointments during the. past month was the
unavoidable absence of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon from the opening
ceremonies of HADDON HALL and the substantial block of buildings erected
for the perpetuation of the work hitherto carried on by Mr. Wm. Olney,
jun., ‘and the workers of the Green Walk Mission, Bermondsey. With this
exception, the dedication of the new premises has been most satisfactory.
The first sermon was preached on Wednesday, March 5, by Pastor J. A.
Spurgeon; the Lord Mayor presided at the luncheon which followed; and
Mr. Samuel Barrow occupied the chair at the public meeting in the
evening. At the close of the day the Treasurer was able to report that the
whole amount, about £6000, needed for the erection and furnishing of the
buildings, had been raised. We are anxious still to secure the balance
required to meet the ground-rent of £45, so that all contributions received
in the Hall may be devoted to purely missionary purposes, A poor people
ought to have no burden beyond the needful expenses of aggressive effort.
Another thousand pounds would lift this stone out of the road.


Since the opening day, sermons have been preached; public meetings have
been held in connection with the Mothers’ Meeting, the Mission Workers,
and the Gospel Temperance Movement; and the Sunday-school, the Bible
Classes, and the various agencies have settled down in right good earnest
to their work in the new quarters. Every night that the Hall has been
opened it has been crowded, and many souls have found the Savior during
the first fortnight’s special services.


On Tuesday evening, March 18, the twentieth annual was held at the
Tabernacle. Between seventeen and eighteen hundred men enjoyed a hearty
meat-tea in the Lecture-hall tad ;School room, and two hundred of the
master-butchers and their wives were entertained in the College buildings.
A large number of other persons joined them for the evening meeting, at
which the Tabernacle was nearly filled. Mr. J. Herbert Tritton presided;
addresses were delivered by Messrs. Henry Varley and Richard Weaver,
and the singing was led by Mr. Frisby’s choir. This meeting affords a good
opportunity for the clear presentation of the gospel to a great company of
working-men, and also for the utterance of plain words of warning and
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expostulation concerning the vices in which certain of them have indulged.
Cases of conversion, as the result of these gatherings, have been met with,
and it is hoped that many have been permanently benefited by the good
advice to which they have listened.


On Wednesday evening, March 19, the second annual meeting of the
TABERNACLE TOTAL ABSTINENCE SOCIETY Wits held in the Lecture-hall,
after about two hundred of the members and friends had partaken of tea in
the School-room. In the unavoidable absence of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon,
who was obliged to content himself by sending a letter, the chair was taken
by the Rev. J P. Gledstone, of Streatham; prayer was offered by Mr. W.
Bowker; addresses were delivered by the chairman, Pastor C. Spurgeon,
Dr. Barnardo, and Mr. J. W. Harrald; and the singing was under the
direction of Mr. Chamberlain and the Blue Ribbon choir. Mr. Smithers, the
Secretary, read the report, which contained the pleasing information that
during the year no less than 1,200 persons have signed the pledge, while
many have been led. not only to give up the use of intoxicants, but also to
accept Christ as their Savior. ‘ The Elephant and Castle Theater Services
have also been blessed to many. Help has been rendered by speakers from
the Society at the meetings on Sunday evenings in the South London
Palace. The expenses of the work have amounted to about £150, and the
balance of £4 15s. 7d. in hand will need to be supplemented by special
subscriptions unless the work is to be crippled for want of funds.


Poor MINISTERS CLOTHING SOCIETY.— Mrs. Evans asks us to say that she
is very grateful for a valuable box of clothing from A D.


COLLEGE. — Mr. J. S. Hockey has become Pastor of the church at
Brentford. Mr. J. Bateman is removing from Hatston, Cambs., to Tue
Brook, Liverpool; and Mr. J. McNab, from Great Broughton, to Millore,
Cumberland.


Mr. M. Baskerville, who has done a good work at Caxton, Cambs., during
the past three years, is leaving for the United States, where we trust he will
soon find a suitable sphere.


The following extract from a letter, written by- the doctor who attended
our late student, Mr. A.. Stewart, at Ventnor, will be read with deep
interest by many friends :—


“One gets pleasure and profit in coming into contact; with a nature and
heart like your late student’s. I shall not forget the fine lesson, in
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submission he gave me four or five days before he died. Till then the
proverbial hopefulness of his malady had shown itself strongly, and I at last
met it definitely by saying that medical art would no longer avail, and that
time grew short. He looked at me to make sure of my earnestness, then
smiled, bowed his head very low (he was sitting up in bed), and said, ‘Well,
then, let the Lord do as seemeth to him good.’ Under the circumstances,
there was something inexpressibly fine in the words, and face, and manner
of the man.”


The half-yearly meetings of the Students’ Missionary Association have
been held recently. On February 15, Mr. W. Olney presided, and addresses
were delivered by the Rev. James Smith, of Delhi, on Mission Work in
India, and by Mr. T. L. Johnson, who pleaded the cause of Africa. On
March 7, the Rev. W. R. Skerry, of Wood-berry Down Baptist Chapel,
spoke with much power upon the words, “Tarry ye in the city of
Jerusalem, until ye be endued with power from on high.”


During the past; month a new church has been formed at Aldershot, where
Mr. J. R. Cooper, one of the students, has been preaching for about a year.
At the recent anniversary meeting it was reported that one gentleman had
given a valuable site for the erection of a chapel, another generous donor
had presented £100, a friend had promised 10,000 bricks, and about £90
had been received m: promised towards the Building Fund. Altogether, the
enterprise has been started most hopefully, and we trust many liberal
helpers will enable the project to be caused through speedily and
successfully. We ought to have a good Baptist church in Aldershot, both
for the civilians and soldiers, and we hope before long this desirable end
will be attained.


Evangelists — Messrs Fullerton and Smith’s services at Edinburgh are still
being continued while these “Notes” are being written, so we must
postpone a full report of them until next month. We have, however, already
heard sufficient of the beginning of the mission to make us very thankful
for the large numbers who have listened to the gospel from the lips of our
brethren, and for the blessing which has already rested on the message they
have delivered.


Mr. Burnham, with the help of Mr. Broad, as he was not well enough to
take all the services, had a most cheering work at Long Buckby. He has
since visited Melbourne, Cambs., and Swanage, Dorset; and this month he
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goes to Swansea, and next month to Carlisle. He wishes us to mention that
he is free for engagements after May 25th.


Messrs. Mateer and Parker report great blessing upon their labors at
Stockport, and also at Allorton, Bradford.


We have received from the pastors and delegates of the North
Staffordshire Baptist Association a letter conveying their hearty thanks for
Mr. F. Russell’s services in the Potteries during January and February. In it
they say, “Our brother has commended himself to the Christian love and
esteem of all the churches visited. There was the true ring about his
preaching, and it proved to be the power of God unto salvation.” During
the past month Mr. Russell has been at New Whittington, where many
have received the message of life as he has spoken it.


ORPHANAGE. — All the places mentioned in last month’s Magazine were
duly visited by Mr. Charlesworth and his choir. The whole of the meetings
were very largely attended, and in some instances hundreds were unable to
gain admission. In nearly every case earnest requests have been presented
that, as soon as possible, a second visit may be arranged. Financially the
tour was very successful; and we most heartily thank all the generous
donors, and the kind friends who undertook the work of organizing the
meetings. We pray that they may be abundantly rewarded by the Father of
the fatherless.


The following engagements have been booked : — May 3 to 7, Luton,
Cambridge, and Waterbeach; May 20 to June 9, Bath, Bristol, Exeter,
Torquay, Plymouth, Liskeard, Looe, St. Austell, Falmouth, Helsion,
Penzance, Hayle, Redruth, Truro, and Devonport. Our friends in the east
and the west will doubtless do all they can to make the meetings
successful.


On Friday evening, March 7. the Orphanage Sunday- school prizes were
distributed, Messrs. Nisbet and Co. and Messrs. Shaw and Co. having
supplied the books at half-price, the special discount being a donation to
the Institution. The children and their teachers spent a very pleasant
evening together, Mr. Lambert Gore contributing to their enjoyment by a
recital of “Lost Gip” and three scenes from “Uncle Tom’s Cabin.”


The Annual Fete of the Orphanage will be held on Wednesday, June 18th.
‘Country friends, please make a note of the date.
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Friends willing to collect contributions, to be brought in at the annual fete,
can have books or boxes by writing to the Secretary, Stockwell
Orphanage, Clapham Road.


Colportage. — A review of the working of the Colportage Association for
the past year shows that there is every reason for thankfulness and hope.
The colporteurs, as a whole, have worked well and made very fair sales.
Their visits have been welcomed, and in many instances useful;


and the literature sold has in some cases displaced that which was doing
harm to its readers. Thousands of gospel addresses have been given, and
the utility of colportage, as an efficient evangelistic agency, has been
acknowledged by all who have tried it. A gentleman, who has jointly
supported two colporteurs for several years, writes: — They are both
doing an increasingly useful work. The spiritual condition of our country
districts, and the lamentable absence of life in the pulpit both Of churches
and chapels, is so fearful that! am amazed that you are not asked for more
men than you can find, especially as the cost is so moderate, and the
workers so efficient, and evidently owned of God.” This is the testimony of
a member of the Established Church, and at once shows the unsectarian
character of our colporteurs’ work, and urges upon others its wider
adoption. Twenty more men could easily be added to the seventy-two new
at work, if as many new districts would furnish £40 a year each, which is
all the expense they would bear towards the colporteur’s support. The
Association will gladly supplement local subscriptions of £40, but cannot
undertake the entire support of a colporteur, which usually costs as much
more. A wealthy person, unable personally to work for the master, can thus
secure, at a small cost, the efficient visitation of a district by a Christian
man, who will scatter God’s seed of truth all around, and do a valuable
evangelizing work. Ministers and churches may employ a worker who will
supplement all their regular agencies, and go to “the regions beyond”; or
any energetic worker may collect the £40, and so get a man to work his
district.. Further information will be gladly furnished, and remittances
thankfully acknowledged, by W. Corden Jones, Colportage Association,
Temple Street, London, S.E.


PERSONAL NOTES.—The editor of the American edition of the Christian
Herald writes to us from -New York as follows : — “ I think it will cheer
you to learn that we have recently heard of some very remarkable cases, in
which very wicked and desperate characters have given up their revolvers
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and bowie knives mid have become like children in spirit, through the
blessing of God on your sermons published in our columns. ‘One aged
reprobate, sixty years old, died last week, whose last two years were in
startling contrast to all his past life. The transformation was the wonder of
the neighbor-hood for its completeness. From being a public terror he
became a public blessing, as gentle and as kind as a woman. Pie was
delivered from drunkenness, profanity, unchastity, and blood-shedding. On
his death-bed he desired that you should be told this, as he owed his
conversion, under , to a sermon of yours which he read in a stray copy of
the Christian Herald, which some one brought into the Ranch and left
behind. He quaintly said that ‘he should tell Jesus about you.’”


Another instance of blessing through the same agency, in the State of
Illinois, is thus described by the man benefited : — “Through the influence
of strong drink I had broken the law of our land, and was for nearly five
months confined in a county jail. I became convicted of sin, and for about
four months I was in darkness, and at last in despair, when there came to
me a Christian Herald, containing your sermon, “Knock, and it shall he
opened unto you.” (No. 1,723, “Knock.”) It gave me courage, and I
redoubled my efforts, and renewed my pleas; and, thanks to the grace of
God, I am to-day standing on the solid Rock, Christ Jesus. Do you
wonder, dear Sir, that I want to thank you? I cannot tell you half I would
like to, or express half that is in my heart; but as this letter goes out, over
the mountains and plains, and across the sea to you, I send a prayer up to
the Father that he will keep you and bless you...


“Thankfully yours,


A. friend in Scotland, in sending a donation for the Orphanage, wrote :—”
Perhaps it may cheer you to know that, in a letter I received recently from
an officer on board an Indian-trading merchant-steamer, he says, ‘ I have
been getting Spurgeon’s sermons sent out, and really they are sweet. Next
to God’s Word, there is nothing I like better to read.’” The writer adds—”
For myself I cannot tell you how much my soul has been profiled by the
ministry of your pen.”


A Queensland correspondent writes: — “Believing that ministers are
deserving of encouragement in their work, I give you a reminiscence or
two —
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“(1) I roam back in memory to 1858, when I was farming in Victoria. We
lived in ‘the Bush,’ and, as you may imagine, church-services were
somewhat scarce, and somewhat mediocre when we did get any. But it was
scarcely fit that we should be heathens ‘a’thegither,’ so my plan was to get
my men and household together on Sunday evenings for worship. Some of
our lads, bred in Scotland, could sing a little, so we raised a ‘lilt’ after the
true ‘auld’ Presbyterian fashion. By-and-by came the sermon, and what
came so handy as one of Spurgeon’s? I invested in a heap of ‘Spurgeon’s,’
pamphlet fashion, and read to the folk assembled. On the night now visible
to my memory the text was, ‘ Walk about Zion, etc.’ (Psalm 48:12, 13.) I
preached away with all my might, being deeply interested in the subject,
when, happening to lift my eyes off my paper, I caught ‘ Jock’ looking as
though he was staring at a Punch-and-Judy show. I put on more steam, and
as I reached the end of a stirring passage, ‘ Jock’ brought his fist down on
the table with a bang, and sang out, ‘ Weel, weel, did anybody ever hear
the like o’ that? ‘


“(2) A Presbyterian clergyman thought it wise to beat up our quarters, so
we met him half way at the school-house. He was a queer fellow, and has
since worked ‘muckle ill to the kirk.’ ‘ Our minister gave us a grand
sermon the day,’ said a newting hearer, well up in criticizing sermons; ‘ w
agn’t it grand?’ ‘ Yes,’ I replied, ‘ it wasna that ill, and if you’ll come over
to my house, I’ll show it t’ye in print, for I read it to my men last Sabbath
evening.’ It was Spurgeon on. ‘ The Three Raisings.’


“(3) Picture yourself now in Queensland. Imagine a sugar-planter’s house,
surrounded by a spacious verandah. At one end sit the men Of the
plantation, all sedate and orderly. A few Chinamen fringe the back seats,
possibly to see what is going on. In front stands the organ, with my
daughter ready for her part. Nearer sits the head of the, house, with her
brood around her, like a ‘ white tappet hen ‘; and further away is a reading-
desk, with cushion and cloth, all en regle. Standing there is the writer, with
his ‘ ‘specs’ on, for age is telling, and small print is trying to his eyes. A
psalm is sung, prayer offered, the Scriptures read, more staging, and then
one of Spurgeon’s sermons, another hymn, and then the benediction. Many
are ready to say in this land that the lamp has gone out, and, truth to tell, it
flickers very low; yet there are those who hive not bowed the knee to Baal.
Those who have known that the Lord is gracious, and that Jesus is their
Savior, help to keep the flame burning. Thank God, my dear Sir, that you
have, by your sermons, been in some measure the means of letting the
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glorious gospel light shine on the hills of Queensland; and though at times
you may be brought low, and be unable to see results from your labors, yet
ever remember that there may be some, in this dark land, who may have
reason to be thankful to you for sending’ The lamp that never fails To
these dark and sinful shores.’


It is Saturday afternoon, so I must go and hunt up a ‘Spurgeon’ that will
please reader and hearer to-morrow, so good-bye. Excuse the liberty I
have taken, and “Believe me,


“Yours ,truly,


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle :-February 28, nineteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


MAY, 1884.


ANYWHERE FOR JESUS


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


GIVE me a knife and fork, and a chance,” says the man of appetite. Grant;
his petition, he carries everything before him, and speedily creates a
plenitude within. A man with true appetite for Christian service is much in
the same condition. The true worker for God and for the good of men
simply says, “Give me an opportunity, and the means of availing myself of
it and I ask no more.” lie asks only what is absolutely necessary. Even
Archimedes must have a fulcrum for his lever, and of course he must have
a spot of ground on which the fulcrum can rest; but this given, his lever
proceeds to lift everything to which it is applied.


Some brethren are for a large portion of their lives looking for a sphere,
and during the rest of their existence they are mainly engaged in looking
out for a better sphere; and so their twelve hours run away in seeking a
part of the vineyard where they may use their tools. Had half the thought
thus vainly spent been put to the practical purpose of immediate service,
something could and would have come of it. If these gentlemen had begun
by qualifying themselves for a position, the position would have come to
them in due time; and if they had continued to improve themselves in the
place whereunto they had attained, and had they perseveringly made the
best of all opportunities, they would have accomplished something, and
would in all probability have risen to a higher plane of action. It seems to
us to be of the very smallest consequence where a man begins a useful life.
Give a Cod-sent preacher a pulpit and a covered building to protect the
people from wind and rain, and he will make his own way. Should he be
surrounded at the outset with all possible aids, he ought to succeed, and
therefore he ought not to be self-satisfied, but should aspire to something
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more arduous; for opportunities of self-development are evidently all the
fewer where encouragements are many and everything lies ready to hand.
Should a man commence life where everything is against him, ‘where
others before him have seriously failed, where there are all the
disheartening omens which predict, defeat to himself, it will be all the more
to his credit if he prospers, and in the process of prospering he will acquire
strength and wisdom, which will be even more valuable to him than the
success itself.


We have known ministers who have begun with the smallest and poorest of
village churches achieve a grand lifework; yes, and so have others who
have commenced with no church at all, and have had the honor of
upbuilding everything from a foundation of their own laying. Many men
owe the grandeur of their lives to their tremendous difficulties. The hard
rock which they have quarried has been engraven with their names, and has
rendered them immortal. Oberlin has left a famous name among pastors;
but it is possible that if he had been appointed to a city church, and had
addressed a congregation of wealthy burghers in Strasburg, he might never
have been heard of. But for the very reason that the Ban de la Roche was
so barren, so secluded, so untutored, he had opportunities of proving the
civilizing and elevating power of the gospel upon his flock among the
mountains. We question if there could have been an Oberlin, as he now
exists in public memory, if there had not been a wild Ban de la Roche, to
be the dwelling of a refined and spiritually-enlightened congregation. Let a
young minister believe that difficulties are the raw material of a glorious
life. With the Bible in his hand, love to God in his heart, and the Holy Spirit
as his power, let him regard nothing as impossible.


The very things which would keep off an idler are attractions to the active
and earnest servant of the Lord Jesus. It was a new thing in the world
when Fletcher went to Madcloy, refusing a far better living because he
wanted more work and less pay; yet had he not made that choice, Fletcher
might have always been a saint; but the peculiar saintliness embodied in
“Fletcher of Madeley” might never have perfumed biography He who
would bless the world most fully must cultivate its waste places, and cause
its deserts to blossom as the rose. This, if it be believed, will make the
competition less keen for the apparently advantageous positions, and cause
the thoroughly consecrated to make small account of where they shall
labor, in comparison with how they shall give out their strength to promote
the greater glory of God.
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A man takes the position of head-gardener where horticulture has been
carried to the utmost perfection. He reckons upon the honor of taking the
place of one who made the garden renowned by taking every prize at floral
exhibitions. He ought not to forget that he has that renown to keep up. It
will need daily diligence to maintain the garden in its present high-class
condition; he will be continually subject to comparison with his eminent
predecessor, not always to his own credit; and he must be an extraordinary
man if he really goes beyond the accomplishments of the man whose place
he has taken; yet this will assuredly be expected of him. He ought to make
sure of his ability before he enters upon ‘.such a post. Yet many young men
would like to take a pastorate where everything is specially prosperous,
where: the preaching has been of the rarest order, the church-work of a
model kind, and the spiritual tone of the highest pitch. Where better men
shrink from entering, the worse are eager to climb up. Competent brethren
cry, “nolo episcopari,” and must be thrust into the position by those who
are convinced of their qualifications; but there are others who bid for the
place itself, and fancy that the qualifications will come with it. They will
have their work cut out if they are able merely to maintain in going form
the admirable work of those whom they succeed, and they had need put
themselves through many heart-searching examinations before they venture
upon the serious task. We all know what became of Phaeton when his rash
hands ventured to grasp the reins of the chariot of the sun.


On the other hand, a working gardener takes a position at the head of
affairs where every part of the domain has been neglected: general
mismanagement and ignorance have ruined alike trees, and shrubs, and
flowers; walks and lawns are all in disorder. We judge his task to be
comparatively easy, and its immediate reward to be manifest. Everything
that he dots by way of improvement is seen at once; the hoe and pruning-
knife work wonders. The order which he introduces strikes the attention of
his master, who smiles as he sees every day a measure of delightful
progress. He has the benefit of contrast with his predecessor, and probably
wins more praise than he actually deserves. When rich crops reward his toil
they are enhanced by the remembrance of past years of failure ;; and he
himself finds no small pleasure in seeing how readily nature answers to his
touch, and rewards his careful attentions. His forlorn sphere contained
within it all the elements of hope, and he should count himself fortunate to
have chosen it.
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Of course, the result is not uniformly the same in either case. The successor
of the eminent horticulturist may strike out a new path, and by God’s
blessing achieve as much as had been done in former days, and even more;
and in the other case the garden so sadly neglected may go from bad to
worse, till the owner may even regret the slovens whom he has discharged.
We have seen both cases illustrated in churches and ministries. A young
brother, modestly daring, has proved to be in God’s hands the equal of him
who fell asleep amid universal regret; and great has been the joy of the
people and the glory of the Lord. Alas I we have also seen gross incapacity
followed by yet deeper uselessness, and the new-comer has gained nothing
by the failure of his predecessor except the power to do still greater
mischief. Such men are out of place altogether, and remind us of the witty
remark of one who was asked, “What do you think of our minister’s
preaching?” “Why, I think he did much better four years ago.” “How can
that be? He was not a preacher then, but a shoemaker.” “Just so. That is
what I meant. He did much better then.”


Our first business is to become vessels fit for the Master’s use. This being
done by the quickening and sanctifying power of the Holy Spirit, our next
endeavor should be to wait upon {he Lord, saying, “Show what thou
wouldst have me to do. Should no work be laid upon us immediately, it is
ours obediently to wait; not with our eyes shut, certainly, but without that
wearing anxiety which is pretty sure to blunder into a position which it will
ere long blunder out of. We are not called upon to break open doors; but
when the open door is set before us,. we should be prompt to enter. To run
before we are sent may involve our having to come back again at a slower
and more sorrowful pace; but to watch for the sound of the going in the
tops of the mulberry-trees, ready at once to bestir ourselves, is the posture
of wisdom and safety. Our waiting upon God must be true and real, and
not a mere pretense. We must not be looking out for that which is pleasing,
but for that which is fit. We are to go where God appoints, and not where
we desire. Picking and choosing with fastidious haste, according to
preconceived notions of what is due to our noble selves, will end in ignoble
loafing. We have all heard of the man in the wood who wanted a stick, and
saw many good ones, but concluded that if he walked on further he would
still see many equally suitable, and perhaps one better than all; and so he
hesitated until he came to the end of the wood, and then must needs limp
all the rest of the way home for want of a start. Vain men have thrown
away opportunities in the past for which they would give their eyes to-day.







440


As profligates have lived to hunger for their former leavings, so have
workers longed for the humble spheres which aforetime they despised.
Some of God’s Jonahs would be glad to go to Nineveh now if the Lord
would but send them. He who once dreamed that he was an Isaiah would
now be right glad to be an Amos, but his own pretentiousness has shut him
out. As —


“There is a tide in the affairs of men
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune,”


so in the sublime affairs of life eternal, in the service of the Ever-blessed,
there is a tide which bears a man to usefulness; and this once missed, the
man may lie at his moorings till he rots away in very wastefulness of
fruitless complaining and regret.


“Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with thy might.” O servant of the
Lord, work for thy Master in some form or fashion, as best comes to thee!
The first thing that comes to hand may not be the greatest, but it may be
the fittest to begin upon. Work with energy and full-hearted zeal, trusting
in the Lord for present help for the present burden Give thyself to this
which God gives thee, and thy Lord and his people will see what thou art
doing. If thou art wrongly in the lowest room, the Master of the feast will
soon bid thee come up higher. The church: this day needs thorough-going
men as much as ever. In spite of all that is said to the contrary, the
thorough-going, devoted worker will not long be left in a corner. The swan
does not remain for life in the duck’s nest. The man shall not wait long for
his hour, though many an hour is waiting for its man. Enter the ranks of the
Lord’s arm as a private; it is the only way to obtain promotion in the
heavenly service. Neither purchase nor patronage will be found available in
the real warfare of life. Outward ecclesiastical rank may seem to come of
such outward help, but advancement according to the commission of the
King of kings comes only of his grace as the reward of service done, or
hardness borne. The only way upward in the sight of the Lord is to go
downward. He who descends to complete self’ abnegation has ascended to
true honor. He who makes himself the least is already the greatest. The
lowliest service, the gentlest forbearance, the tenderest sympathy, the
fullest self-sacrifice, the deepest humility — these are those qualifications
for “the first three” which we ought all to cultivate, for without them a
place among the mightiest will prove a fatal honor.
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BROTHER PITY: BUY A BUN!


HE was prosperous in business, and held a good position in the church of
which he was a member, but, suffering a reverse of fortune, he suddenly
disappeared. His loss was a matter of regret to his brother officers, and a
good many conjectures were suggested as to his fate.


Having lost, his capital, and not wishing to be a burden to his friends, he
removed into very humble apartments in a poor neighborhood, and
established himself as a vendor of cheap pastry. If he could not regain his
fortune by his new enterprise, he could, at least, maintain himself by honest
industry, and thus preserve his independence. Willing to work, he preferred
the reward of his own industry to the gratuities of his friends — an
example to many able-bodied pensioners!


Passing along a by-street one evening, a friend, who had known him in his
prosperity, recognized him in spite of his altered costume, and ventured to
speak, but the interview was not agreeable to either party. The dignity of
the traveling pieman was touched by the patronizing tone of his friend, and
he could scarcely conceal his wounded pride; not that he was ashamed of
his new vocation — he was fully satisfied of its honesty, and the conviction
was his solace.


It was with some degree of impatience he listened to the affected
condolence of his friend (?), who addressed him thus — “My dear brother,
I am so sorry to see you in this position: from my heart I pity your” Seizing
the first article from his barrow which came to hand, he held it up, as a
salesman proud of his wares, and exclaimed, in tones which expressed the
grief of a wounded spirit,


“BOTHER PITY: BUY A BUN!”


Whether the challenge was accepted or not we do not know, but of this we
are certain — the expenditure of a penny would have been a more
welcome expression of a genuine sympathy than the indulgence of the mere
language of regret. Anyhow, the pieman has our profound respect for his
prompt and effective expedient to test the sincerity of his friend. The moral
of this story lies so near the surface that none should miss if., and it; is
capable of many applications. This only we are concerned to say to our
readers — Never consider a brother is degraded by any honest calling,
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however humble it may be; and do not let your sympathy spend itself’ in
mere words if you meet a brother in adversity. Remember, , A little help is
worth a great deal of pity.” “BUY A BUN!” V J.C.


ENCOURAGING SUPERSTITION


THE following story is related in a book entitled “Round my House: Notes
on Rural Life in France in Peace and War.” By Philip Gilbert Hamerton.
(Seeley, Jackson, and Halliday.) The author says that he tells the anecdote
because of its deep significance, and because of the light it throws upon the
relation of the Church of Rome to popular superstition.


“A peasant girl, called Annette, who lived on a farm quite close to our
house, was in the habit of drawing water at a well which happened to be
situated near a lane. ‘As this lane serves for a communication between
several farms, and also connects them with the high road, a good many
people use it. Well, this girl was drawing water at six o’clock on a very
misty October morning, when some one gave her a hearty slap on the back,
said ‘ Bon jour, Annette!’ in a cheery voice, and immediately disappeared
in the misty twilight. What inference would the reader draw from this
incident? He will conclude, at once, that some lad, belonging to a
neighboring farm, who knew Annette, had amused himself by giving her
this greeting, and by disappearing in the mist before she could discover
who he was. The vigorous slap on the back is evidence enough that the
greeting came from a living human being, and not from an impalpable
shade. This, however, was not Annette’s interpretation of the incident..
She told the story with evident accuracy as to the facts, but interpreted
them as follows: the person who had said ‘ Bon jour, Annette! was not a
living human being, but a ghost, the ghost of her own father, and the
reason why he came to say ‘Bonjour!’ in such an unexpected manner was
that he was very uncomfortable in purgatory. This made the girl quite
wretched. My wife tried to reason with her, adopting the obvious line of
argument that, in the first place, the greeting had nothing of sadness in it,
and, in the next place, that it had been accompanied by a good slap on the
back, which a living lad might easily give, but a ghost not so easily. These
arguments, however, proved utterly vain. The girl remained inconsolable
all day, and in the evening went to seek comfort from the parish priest.
Now the priest, ‘instead of taking the rational side, and correcting the
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absurd superstition of which the girl was a victim, instinctively preferred to
take the superstitious side. He accepted the incident as a real visitation
from the dead, confirmed the girl’s interpretation of it with the immense
weight of his ecclesiastical authority, and told her that as she had now plain
proof that her father’s soul was unhappy she ought to have masses said for
its repose.”


When religious guides encourage superstition it is a grave fault. There is
enough of the natural ore in most ignorant hearts, but it is a great pity that
either priest or minister should go mining for it. If teachers smile upon
miracles, they will soon have miracles to smile upon. We have heard of an
instance of an ecclesiastic in high places, who said to a friend, “We shall
have no miracles this year;” meaning that for certain reasons he intended to
set his face against them, and so put an end to them. No doubt the crop of
Papal wonders depends entirely upon the gentlemen with shaven crowns.


There is room even in England, and among Protestants, for a word or two
upon this subject. Our own observation makes us sadly aware that a
superstitious belief in dreams, and visions, and voices, is not yet extinct;
and we fear it will not be while some who should know better give a
measure of encouragement to it. Not so very long ago, we were asked, to
interpret a good lady’s dream, which struck her as very important. Its
principal feature was a man whose head she could not see, but she could
hear the dropping of blood. When we placed the ridiculous vision in its true
light, as the result of a nightmare, or of indigestion, we fell in her esteem
from the position of a prophet to that of an ignoramus. We heard
afterwards that her own minister had given her a highly spiritual
interpretation of the nonsense, and thereby raised himself in the lady’s
esteem. He was a, no, we will not mention the denomination to which he
belonged; but we are half afraid that in that body there are not a few
brethren who are prepared to endorse popular superstitions, or at least to
utilize them for good purposes, smiling while they do so. The less of this
the better. The error may seem trivial, but the outgrowth of it may be most
mischievous. The belief in witchcraft would not still linger in our villages if
all preachers of the gospel set their faces like a flint against it. We may
never feel safe with regard to the inflammable material of superstition
which, remains in the human breast even in times of skepticism; at any
horn: it may serve as tinder for a new Mormonism, or some other form of
wild fanaticism. There are not lacking portentous signs at this moment.
What some have hailed as hopeful we have had reason to dread. Once or
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twice within the last dozen years the church at large has escaped from a
fever of fanaticism by a hair’s breadth, and the peril


ought not to be perpetuated by unrebuked ignorance C.H.S.


AT THE PRAYER-MEETING; OR DEAD


A FEW WORDS SPOKEN AT A TABERNACLE PRAYER-
MEETING BY


PASTOR J. A. SPURGEON.


I HAVE just lost one of the members of my church at Croydon. When I first
went there she was an intemperate woman; and the sad part of her life’s
story would be very painful indeed. It must be now some ten years ago
that, completely poverty-stricken through her drinking habits, though she
had a little amount coming in regularly, she was almost starving She had
reduced herself to the utmost want, and then she resolved, very wisely, that
she would become a teetotaler. Signing the pledge, she became a new
woman; she came to the house of prayer, the grace of God reached her
heart, and from that time she was always at the chapel whenever the doors
were opened. I used to tell her that I thought she really lived on the
premises.


There never was a prayer-meeting held without Mrs. W___ being present.
Whether I was there or not, she was. Once, about six months ago, she was
absent; but when I asked her where she had been, she said, “I came there,
and put the books down, although I could not stop to the meeting.” She
had come to the chapel, and reported herself, and then gone off to see
some one who was ill. That was the only time I ewer knew her to be away
from a prayer-meeting until last Sunday evening, when I missed her again. I
asked my deacons if they had seen her, or heard anything of her, and they
said, “We do not know where she is, but she was not with us last Friday
night, at the prayer-meeting.” I said that I was sure she was dead, for if she
had been alive she would have been certain to have been at the
prayermeeting. Nobody questioned what I said. All felt with me that she
would not have missed two consecutive prayer-meetings unless she had
been dead, or too ill to leave her house. During the evening service one of
the deacons went off to where she lived all by herself, and, not being able
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to make anybody hear, he obtained assistance, and broke into the house.
There he found just what we expected; she was there, upon her knees,
dead, in her little parlor, and she must have died in great suffering, and in
the act of praying to God. She was a remarkable character. She visited and
gave away tracts in the worst street in Croydon, and she had a singularly
happy way of getting hold of very wicked people, to whom she would tell
the story of her own life, and say that she used to be just like them, but by
the grace of God she had been converted, and that grace which had don so
much for her could do the same for them. There is a story told as an
instance of the pranks that used to be played upon her. A young man
thought that he would frighten her; so he dressed himself up as nearly like
the devil as his imagination enabled him to do, and when She knocked at
his door, he opened it, and called out, “I am the devil,” and began to shout
at her. Without being at all alarmed, she quietly put on her glasses, and
looked him up and down, and said, “You ain’t the devil, you are only one
of his children.” I thought the old lady had the best of it that time. I asked
her if she ever saw him again, and she replied, “Oh dear, no! He just put his
head in, and went off.”


We shall sorely miss her; our prayer-meetings will have a blank through
Mrs. W — ‘s absence that we shall not easily make up. I hope some of you
will be such constant attendants at the prayer-meeting that if’ you are
absent twice we shall say of you, “I am sure our brother or sister must be
dead,” although we do not want to have you departing from us so suddenly
as did our good friend at Croydon.


QUESTIONABLE INGREDIENT OF POPULARITY


“ONE-THIRD voice and personal presence, one-third selection of
sensational topics, and one-third heresy,” according to the Boston Journal,
are the ingredients’ for making “a popular preacher.” We are very much
afraid that this is true in certain regions; and we are quite sure that some
young preachers think so. The last third is the ,easiest ingredient to obtain,
and so they make it secure. Any pretender can be heterodox: you need
neither study, nor think, nor pray in order to surpass all others in this line.
Notoriety can be gained at once by just being singular, and setting up to
know better than those around you. Everybody will talk about you at once,
and you can impress yourself upon their memories by saying something
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very cutting and impudent, and as nearly blasphemous as you dare to make
it. But is this a noble ambition? Can this be the course of a man of God?
We think not. Perish the popularity which comes by any doctrine but the
truth, or by any means but that of solemn, earnest well-doing! Empty
sensationalism perishes like the green herb, and heresy dies like a noxious
weed; but the faithful preacher of the word shall be had in everlasting
remembrance.—C. H. S.


IMPORTANT TRIFLING.


Dr. Shaw, the naturalist, was one day showing to a friend two volumes, in
the British Museum, written by a Dutchman, upon the wings of a butterfly.


“The dissertation is rather voluminous, Sir, perhaps you will think,” said
the Doctor gravely; “but it is immensely important.”


Immensely important to butterflies, and those of like character! So have we
seen elaborate essays upon insignificant topics, marvelous discourses upon
nothing.


“Narcissus is the glory of his race,
He talks of nothing with a flowing grace.”


Would preachers who waste Sabbath hours by ornate discussions of
trivialities give themselves time for reflection, they would be ashamed of
thus throwing away their hearers’ best wealth. We have something better
to do than to listen to prettinesses on the Lord’s-day. It is all very well for
crickets to chirp when earthquakes are destroying cities, but for ministers
to be polishing sentences when souls are being damned is horrible. We are
overdone with butterfly-writers and butterfly-preachers at this Lime, and
have need of more pens and voices consecrated in downright earnest; to
the awful needs of immortal souls. — C. H. S.


NOTES


MR. SPURGEON rejoices to have been in better health for the last month,
and to have been able to attend to his home work. More, however, he
cannot undertake, and he would be glad if so many would not besiege him
for services which he cannot render.
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THE PASTOR’S JUBILEE. — The erection of the Jubilee House, at the back
of the Tabernacle, has been rapidly proceeding. This is the first object; to
which contributions given to the Pastor on his fiftieth birthday will be
devoted. The inscription upon the memorial stone is as follows : — “
JUBILEE HOUSE. Erected by a loving people to commemorate the
attainment of his fiftieth year by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. Psalm 118.
15,16, 17, 18.’ It has been found to be impracticable to complete the
arrangements for the Jubilee celebration before the College Conference,
but early this mouth a meeting will be held, and our friends will doubtless
soon receive an intimation of what is decided. It is hoped that this house
will be paid for readily by the gifts of friends at the Tabernacle, so that it
may be free before June 19.


There will be a public meeting in the Tabernacle on Thursday, June 19,
when the Earl of Shaftesbury will be in the chair, if alive and able to move.
He writes that, even should he be weak and ill, he shall be there if powers
of locomotion remain.


As to the great preparations which are announced in the papers, they are
quite unknown to us. We have made no preparation whatever. All that is
done on the day must be spontaneous, for we are not going to use the
slightest pressure. If friends desire to make an offering on our birthday
there are four admirable objects: — The Jubilee House, the Almshouses
Fund, the Colportage, and our son Thomas Spurgeon’s Chapel in
Auckland.. Mr. Spurgeon expects to be at the Tabernacle all day to meet
with those who will call upon him. The usual Orphanage Fete will not be
held on the Wednesday, but at some future date.


MR. WILLIAM OLNEY. — We little thought that so soon after providing a
Mission-hall for Mr. W. Olney, jun., we should be called to part for a
season with his father. Our senior deacon is one whom we can ill spare.
Ever ready to speak for his Lord in a warm-hearted and stirring manner, he
has long been the Pastor’s constant helper in all sorts of ways, but specially
at prayer-meetings and church-meetings. He is going to New Zealand,
upon business, for six months. May God grant it may not be for a longer
time. The church sends him forth perfumed with her prayers. Our hope is
that he will be of good service to the churches which he will visit. We
advise them to make much use of him. His presence ought to be a great
help to them, for his absence involves a great loss to us.
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PASTOR A. A. REES, OF SUNDERLAND.-This devoted brother has suddenly
left us for the church triumphant above. It is but the other day that he was
in our house, and though verging upon seventy, he seemed to have years of
work in him. He was a good man, and true to the core. Among those who
have left the Church of England to unite with Nonconformists we know of
none more useful, more stable, more thorough. He was one who followed
the Lord fully according to his light, and that with most scrupulous care. In
his church work he was singular, because he aimed at exactness, and would
do nothing which did not strike him as scriptural. He baptized believers,
and broke bread every Lord’s-day. He kept himself somewhat aloof from
denominational meetings and movements; not out of a sectarian spirit, but
from the very reverse. We know other choice spirits who feel themselves
happiest in treading their own path, and never mixing up with that kind of
religious policy which grows out of committees and their deliberations,
denominational bodies and their aspirations. They certainly have the best of
it in the matter of


comfort:, and if they thereby become less responsible for the declensions of
the age they are to be commended. For our part, we have lived in close
fellowship with several of these free-lance and we have never felt it
incumbent upon us to draw them out of their isolation, for we have almost
felt that their position was best for themselves, and perhaps for others. All
Sunderland will miss our beloved brother. He was a power for good in
many ways. His church will suffer immeasurable loss, and we beseech our
Lord to consider her in her bereavement, and find her a good man and true
to carry on the work which has been so well conducted hitherto.


On Wednesday evening, February 27, the annual meeting of the workers in
connection with RICHMOND - STREET MISSION, WALWORTH, which is one
of the Tabernacle branches, was held under the presidency of Mr. J. T.
Dunn. There were one hundred and twenty workers present, to whom
reports of the following agencies were presented: —Ragged - school,
Sunday - school, Flint-street Sunday-school and Children’s Services,
Mothers’ meetings, Penny Bank, Mutual improvement Society, Pure
Literature Society, Band of Hope and Temperance Society, Evangelists’
Society, Tract Society, Christmas Dinner Fund (by which five hundred and
fourteen persons were provided with a substantial dinner at their own
homes), Excursion Fund (which enabled seven hundred and forty-four
teachers and scholars to spend a happy day in the country, and provided a
winter-evening’s treat for three hundred of the younger children), Young
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Christians’ Society, and Children’s Special Services. The total amount
contributed for these various objects, including £224 16s. 10d. paid into
the Penny Bank, and £28 2s. 0d., collected for the Stockwell Orphanage,
was £609 6s. 5d. The above statement conveys only a very imperfect idea
of the great work for the Lord that is accomplished by the dear brethren
and sisters in Christ who voluntarily labor in connection with this Mission
in a district where their services are much needed.


On Monday evening, March 24, Mr. J. Hudson Taylor again came to the
Tabernacle prayer-meeting to enlist the sympathy and prayers of the church
for two sisters who were about to sail for China. One of them was going
out for the first time, but the other had already been engaged in the work
for some years, and the congregation was greatly interested in the account
of the blessing that had accompanied the gospel message she had delivered.
ay the express benediction of Almighty God rest on our brother Hudson
Taylor, and upon the whole of the remarkable, work of which the Lord has
made him overseer.


On Tuesday evening, March, 25, the annual meeting of the TABERNACLE


SUN-DAY-SCHOOL was held in the Lecture-hall, which was quite crowded
with the teachers, parents, and friends of the scholars. Pastor Spurgeon
presided, and delivered an upon trusting in the Lord at all especially
applying the text to Sun-school work. Mr. W. Mountain, the secretary of
the school; Mr. S. R. Pearce, Superintendent; Mr. T. H. Olney, the ; and
Mr. J. F. Shearer, one of the students of the College, also spoke; and a
choir of about one hundred of the scholars, under the leadership of Mr. S.
Wigney, sang several anthems and sacred songs very creditably.


From the report presented at the meeting we learn that there are in the
school at the Tabernacle 109 teachers and officers, all of whom are church-
members, and 1,413 scholars, of whom 106 are church-members, 28
having joined during the year. There are children’s services on Sunday
mornings and evenings, weekly and monthly prayer-meetings for scholars
and teachers, and four Bible-classes, which have been greatly useful. The
library contains about 1,000 volumes, and is well used; and in the magazine
department 300 volumes have been gratuitously bound. The Home and
Foreign Missionary Society has raised during the year £157 7s. 11 1/2d., of
which £25 has been given for Zenana work, £25 for Mr. Guyton, of Delhi,
£25 for Mr. Easton, in China, in addition to £50 annually contributed by
Mr. Wigney’s Class, £40 for Colportage, and £20 for Mrs. Spurgeon’s
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Book Fund. The general expenses of the school have amounted to £61 ls.
0d., the cost of a new harmonium being de-frayed by the Pastor. The
report also gives particulars of the Young Christians’ Association, Band of
Hope, Dorcas Society, Bible-reading Union, Mutual Improvement Society,
and Sunday-school Stall at the Bazaar in aid of the Green Walk Mission.


The figures above given refer only to the home-school held in the rooms at
the Tabernacle and College. There are, in addition, nearly twenty branch or
mission-schools, which would bring up the total number of teachers to
between four and five hundred, and of scholars to between five and six
thousand.


On Monday evening, March 31, the annual meeting of the LADLES’
BENEVOLENT SOCIETY was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall, Pastor C.
H. Spurgeon being in the chair. Addresses were delivered by the Chairman,
and by Pastor J. A. Spurgeon, and Messrs. B. W. Carl J. T. Duma, and J.
W. Harrald; and a small company of the Orphanage girls sang very sweetly
some sacred songs, which they afterwards repeated in the Tabernacle. The
members of this Society make up clothing for the poor, and also relieve
them with pecuniary help, endeavoring at the same time to benefit them
spiritually by Christian sympathy and


instruction. About £100 is annually expended upon this most needful work,
and much more could be bestowed upon worthy applicants if the Society’s
funds could be increased. Any of our lady friends, who are able to help at
the working meetings, will be heartily welcomed at the Tabernacle on the
Thursday after the first Sunday in each month.


At the prayer-meeting in the Tabernacle, the same evening, the Pastor was
greatly rejoiced to be again present, after several weeks’ enforced absence
through illness. All the prayer-meetings during the month have been largely
attended, and the spirit of prayer has been graciously poured out upon
those ‘who have met together. The Thursday evening congregations have
been almost as numerous as ever, and on Sundays the Tabernacle has been
crowded. Best of all, the word preached has been blessed to the conversion
of souls, and many are coming forward to confess their faith in Christ.
Prayer is asked that the health of the Pastor may ‘be continued, for a
thousand things call for his personal and active presence.


MRS. SURGEON’S SERMON FUND FOR FOREIGN MISSIONARIES — In return
for the very kind interest which friends have taken in my new work of
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sermon distribution in distant lands, and the practical help they have given
to the furtherance of the scheme, I have begged a little sp. ace in this
month’s magazine that I may give them a glimpse of its success and
progress.


There are now 885 sermons sent out monthly; these numbers being always
on the increase, as fresh names are suggested, or new applications are
made to the fund. 215 copies go to China, and the managers of the China
Inland Mission have very graciously relieved me from the expense of
postage by enclosing the sermons in the monthly package despatched front
the Mission. This is a great boon, and enables me to send out larger
quantities, and, as they are securely wrapped in nice strong envelopes
(provided for the purpose by the same generous, friend who supplies all my
needs in this line), they can easily bear the somewhat rough usage which is
sure to befall them in their after transmission to the remote stations of the
Celestial Empire.


Very warm welcome the sermons have received from all quarters of the
globe; delightful responses have been given to my inquiry, “Shall I send the
sermons you?” No greater encouragement in a blessed work could be
desired than that which the pile of letters now lying before me contains. Let
me give a drop or two of honey from a perfect hive of sweetness. A
brother in China says, “: We always read one of the sermons on Sunday
evening after the day’s work is over; we would rather go without a meal
than miss this spiritual food.” From South India comes the message, “We
missionaries are constantly surrounded by the deadening influences of
heathenism, and we need something like “Spurgeon’s Sermons” to stir us
up, and keep us spiritually alive. I have richly enjoyed those you sent, and
shall be delighted to receive them constantly.” A Missionary to the
Maories, in New Zealand, scarcely knows how to express his gladness,
“They will be thrice useful,” he says, and I trust a hundred-fold blessed.
They will refresh my. own soul, they will serve me for translation for our
Maori paper, and then I shall leave them at isolated houses where the
inmates seldom see a friend, or hear a word of gospel truth.” A Pastor in
Ceylon, heartily appreciating the gift, remarks, “After reading them
ourselves, we find them most useful to lend to friends in the wild jungle
district. You will not wonder to hear that Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons have
already found their way into planters’ bungalows in the remote coffee
districts of the island, where they help to spread spiritual light and power
amongst our neglected countrymen. Mr. Spurgeon’s hearers are to be







452


found in every corner of the earth.” From Agra, North Forest Province of
India, I received the following testimony: “I think the new work, to which
you have just set your hand, is a most important one, and that it will, under
God’s blessing, bring forth much good fruit. The regular supply of your
honored husband’s sermons to missionaries will be of immense advantage
to them, for, in their constant contact with error, it will prove a great safe-
guard to have the grand old truths of the gospel presented to them in such
a clear and forcible way. I know I shall find them of great benefit in my
private study for the pulpit, and when I have done with them myself, they
will be most acceptable /’or distribution in the Military Hospital which I
visit weekly.”


A sweet little letter in English comes from Saragossa in Spain. “I send to
you most expressive thanks,” says the writer; “the sermons are highly
appreciated and useful. The ‘ Renewing Strength,’ which I read today,
especially has come like dew to my heart. Please God employ Mr.
Spurgeon s talent for his glory, in Spain as in England.” I fear I must not
take up any more space in these pages, though I have material enough to
encroach upon them seriously. Let my dear friends imagine the quotations I
have given to be indefinitely multiplied, diversified, and intensified; they
will then have some notion of the charming echoes which have been called
forth from all parts of the world, by the hand which first struck this loud
chord of loving sympathy and help.


One fact with which to conclude: it tells its own tale, and in so doing it lays
a petition at your feet. The sermons and their postage never cost less than
£3 12s. per month.


SUSIE SPURGEON.


COLLEGE. — Mr. H. J. Dyer has removed from Kilmarnock to
Rickmansworth, Herts.; and Mr. W. Sumner, from Hull, to Sion Church,
Armley, Leeds. Mr. W. Norris, who returned a year or so ago from
Calcutta, has become pastor of the church at John-street Chapel, Bedford-
row; and Mr. J. E. Oates, who has been tutor at Mr. Guinness’s College at
Hulme Cliff, has accepted a pastorate at Bury, Lancashire. Mr. W. Mann,
who was for atime co-pastor at CapeTown, has settled at Keynsham, near
Bristol.
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Our son Thomas having written to us to send a pastor for the church at
Cambridge, Walkate, New Zealand, we have selected Mr. J. G-. Wilson, of
Southend. He has arranged to leave London in the steamship Doric, on
April 24th. We trust that his labors at the Antipodes will be; greatly
blessed. By the Way, the Auckland Tabernacle Fund will soon be needed,
as the chapel is commenced, or commencing, and we should be glad to
make it more. These colonial churches will be great centers in the future,
and our son’s church will be one of the most important of them.


We have been very grieved to hear that Mr. J. W. Hartley, who only went
out recently to the River Congo, has died of fever before he was able to
commence his work in Africa. This is a heavy stroke.


While these “Notes” are in the hands of the printers, the twentieth Annual
Conference of the Pastors’ College Association is being held. The meetings
are just too late for us to give a report of them in this month’s magazine, or
to publish the amounts which will be presented at the annual supper for the
friends and subscribers of the College.


EVANGELISTS. — Dr. D. A. Moxey sends us the following cheering report
of Messrs. Fullerton and Smith’s Edinburgh mission :—


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon, — The visit of your two evangelists has been quite
an event in the inner Christian circle of our city. I say inner circle, because
the members of it are always on hand whenever soul-winning work is going
forward: the outer circle comes out strongly when a phenomenal
evangelist, such as Mr. Moody, appears on the Scene. To ‘ the true and the
tried ‘ of our workers the advent of these honored brethren has been a
memorable epoch; and, although we could have wished for more
countenance from our ministers, and although, like all good evangelists,
our brethren missed their co-operation, still the meetings got on without
them, and increased in power and fruitfulness The Young Men’s Christian
Association must have been greatly refreshed and encouraged in their
labors by the month’s campaign which closed on April 6; and it is to be
hoped that the many conversions of young men may result in a substantial
addition to their membership. The starting of a daily prayer-meeting at
eight A M., in the Young Men’s Christian Association Hall, by those who
could not, in consequence of business engagements, attend the noon
meeting, may, I hope, continue as a memorial of our dear friends’ visit to
the Scottish metropolis.
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“Rather unfortunately, as it seemed to us, though it may prove not to have.
been so, the large hall in which the meetings began and ended was engaged
for a week of the time, and the work was transferred to a smaller hall, on
the south side of the city. This place never having been associated with
soul-winning work, the attendance fell off, and the facilities of the well-
known Free Assembly Hall were conspicuous here by their absence. Still,
even in this untoward soil the Lord’s word did not return to him void.
Anxious souls were dealt with every evening, and on the last night the hall
was crowded to its utmost capacity.


“During their visit, the evangelists conducted the noon prayer-meeting,
which was a distinct gain both to themselves and to the meeting. We are
very apt to get stiff and formal in Edinburgh, and Mr. Fullerton has an
easy, unconventional way with him, that first seemed to make the dear
praying ones open their eyes, but which, I believe, ultimately won universal
approval. Many of our brother’s epigrammatic sayings, about what we
thought were well-worn texts, have found a grateful lodgment in many a
heart; and not a few lonely lives have been cheered and solaced by the
blessed truth so quaintly presented.


“Brother Smith is a good story-teller. Hence, as might be expected, he is
peculiarly acceptable to children. His management of a children’s meeting
is admirable, and his two addresses to the Band of Hope were voted by the
young folks ‘ first rate.’


“Mr. Fallerton’s addresses reminded us of the Pastor of the Metropolitan
Tabernacle; but when we came to examine the point of resemblance, we
found it was neither in the manner nor the intonation, but in the fact that
both preachers had evidently drunk at the same Puritanical fountain. Mr.
Fullerton is no imitator, but a preacher of exceptional originality and
power: and from the human standpoint may fairly be classed among such
men as Moody, Whittle, Pentecost, and Hammond.


“From beginning to end of their month’s campaign the work extended in
interest, and deepened in spiritual results, Night after night the large hall
was dotted all over with groups of workers and anxious inquirers, and on
the last two Sabbaths the crowds seeking admission could only be
accommodated by having two separate meetings, at 5 for women, and at 7
for men, and admitting them by ticket. The number who rose for prayer on
these occasions was exceptionally large, and all the workers had their
hands full. Christians have been much quickened by the faithful word of







455


our dear brethren at the early Sabbath meetings; the Saturday night Song
Services, with the precious sentences interjected by Mr. Fullerton between
the songs, must have reached many a heart that otherwise might have
remained untouched; and in the Evangelistic meetings there were often a
solemnity and power that compelled the procrastinators and hesitators to
decide for Christ, and sent many a careless one away with the arrow of
conviction in his heart:.


“Wherever they may go, we wish our dear brethren God speed, and we
thank you for your recommendation of them — a recommendation that has
been fully justified by the blessed results of their visit.”


Since their return to London, our brethren have held a short series of
services at Haddon Hall, Bermondsey; and afterwards attended the
meetings of the College Conference. This month they are to be at Cardiff,
and in June they go to Dundee.


Mr. Higgins writes hopefully of Mr. Burnham’s visit to Melbourn, Cambs.,
while the Evangelist, on his part, gratefully acknowledges the benefit he
derived from his intercourse with the Pastor. The friends connected with
the Swanage Congregational Church had prepared the way for Mr.
Burnham’s services by prayer and house-to-house visitation, and in
consequence the meetings were blessed to many right from the
commencement. Among the converts a large proportion consisted of
middle-aged and young men. Before the services closed arrangements were
made for another visit in October. After a successful mission at Swansea,
Mr. Burnham returned to London for the Conference, and he is now at
Carlisle, where he will be until the middle of May.


Mr. Russell has recently held Evangelistic Services at Woodchester,
Chalford, and Eastcombe, Gloucestershire, and in each place many have
gathered to hear the word, and not a few have been led to the Savior
Messrs. Matter and Parker have also had great blessing in their services at
Bury St. Edmund’s. After the Conference they will go to help our Brother
Genders, at Portsea, and afterwards will conduct a mission at Taunton.


ORPHANAGE. — On Easter Monday the relatives or friends of the
Orphanage children brought in the amounts collected by them towards the
support of the orphans. Including the contributions of those who were
unable to be present, it was anticipated that at least £100 would be in this
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way added to the funds of the Institution. Helpful as this sum is, the
gratitude of the collectors makes it worth far more.


On the 20th of this month Mr. Charles-worth and his choir start for their
West of England tour, which will keep them fully occupied until June 10th.
We need scarcely bespeak for them a hearty welcome in every town which
they will visit between Bath and the Land’s End, for we have already
proved on many occasions that the Orphanage has nowhere truer friends
and helpers than in that charming region. Children and young people in
various parts of the country find out different methods of helping the
Institution. We have just received £2 5s. 0d. as the proceeds of an amateur
entertainment by a few young friends in one provincial town, and 13s. from
two country children, six and eight Tears of a e. who obtained that amount
of the sale of texts which they had illuminated, and sold for the benefit of
the Orphanage.


SPECIAL NOTICE. — Will all our friends kindly note that The Orphanage
Fete will not be held, as announced, on June 18th, but some time in July,
of which due notice will be given. June 18 and 19 will be set apart for the
Jubilee celebration of the President’s birthday at the Tabernacle.


COLPORTAGE. — There is nothing new in connection with the Colportage
Association this month, but attention is called to the Annual Meeting,
which is to be held in the Tabernacle, on Monday, May 19, when the
president, C. It. Spurgeon, is expected to preside, and addresses will be
given by Dr. Green, one of the Secretaries of The Religious Tract Society,
and some of the colporteurs. This is usually a most interesting meeting, and
it is hoped that there will be a very large attendance.


PERSONAL NOTES. — The Statesman and Friend of India, for March 14,
contained a full reprint, paid for as an advertisement, of our sermon,
“Number 1500; or, lifting up the Brazen Serpent.” We suppose this has
been inserted by the generous friend who has done the same thing before.
Al-we are not personally acquainted we thank him heartily for thus the
usefulness of the sermons, with him in praying that the blessing of the Lord
may rest upon the effort to make the truth known to the English-reading
population of India.


The native Pastor of an Evangelical church in Egypt, writing to thank Mrs.
Spurgeon for a gift from her Book Fund, says: — “I feel indebted to Mr.
Spurgeon for several benefits I have got from his writings. These have been
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the means of grace and edification to me. I often pray for him that he may
continue to be a great instrument, as he has been, and as he is now, in the
hands of the Master for the good of the church and the world; and that he
may be preserved in health; and that a long and prosperous life may be
granted to him. I always like to read his writings; they are full of Christ and
his gospel. How I do wish to see him face to face, and to hear him! I
believe that, if I am privileged to go to London at any time, the first thing
with me will he to go and see Mr. Spurgeon, and spend a Sabbath at the
Tabernacle.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle:-March 27th, ten; April. 3rd, twenty-
three.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JUNE, 1884.


THE INFLUENCE OF COMPANY


BY C. H. SPURGEON


THE effect of company upon our souls is less considered at this time than it
ought to be. Probably the most of men are ten times more careful in
selecting a horse than in choosing a friend. They do not thoughtlessly
surround themselves with servants, and yet they leave the gathering of their
intimates to chance. Because we are compelled in some degree to mix with
the ungodly world in the course of daily business, therefore many imagine
that there can be no harm in making unconverted persons our intimate
associates. Such a mistaken idea must be mischievous, and the sooner we
are delivered from it the better.


We must be colored and tinctured by our friendships: it is unavoidable. The
wisest of men assures us that “He that walks with, wise men shall be wise”;
and it is equally true that he who walks with fools will soon be foolish.
Some men have great influence, and to be, near them is to be assuredly
affected by them. Even those who have least power over others have a
measure of it, and unconsciously to ourselves we may fall in some degree
under their spell. The Jews have a proverb that “two dry sticks put to a
green one will kindle it,” and it is doubtless true that, should one evil
associate be unable to deprave us, there is a cumulative force in the
example and persuasion of numbers. It is to be feared that where two or
three are met together under the power of sin, there the devil is in the midst
of them to aid their base endeavors. Now, it is a hard thing to go in and out
among the children of darkness without learning some of their ways, and
harder still to meet them in companies, which make up synagogues of
Satan, without feeling the baleful force of the god of this world. If the
company of the wicked does not leave a smear it will leave a smell; if it be
not deadly it will be dangerous. Some of us are more plastic or malleable
than others, and we are the first to be impressed by our surroundings; it is
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to us, therefore, of the first importance to place ourselves in holy society,
and shun all needless association with the godless as we would avoid the
plague. We are ourselves acquainted with many who have been ruined by
bad company, — such were C , who became a reprobate through spending
his Sabbaths in excursions and amusement; F — — , who was led into
peculation and ultimate embezzlement through his friends of the billiard-
table; He, who was never worth a penny-piece after he had found his
heaven in the banquets of the Freemasons; and J — — , who went from
bad to worse through the company of those who laugh at purity, and call
vice pleasure. Indeed, the list is endless; and we shall be conceited to no
ordinary degree if we imagine that we shall be safe where so many have
fallen, never to rise again.


When dubious associates cannot altogether prevail with us to do evil, they
are sure to hinder us as to our growth in holiness. The higher forms of
grace are extremely delicate, and the processes of their progress are
intensely’ sensitive, and hence it happens that even the presence of the
graceless may injure them. We do not wonder that the heathen, in their
more solemn worship, were accustomed to lift up the warning voice — “
Far hence, ye profane!” Instinctively one feels that in holy approaches to
God the absence of the wicked is greatly to be desired. A word, or even a
look, or a gesture from an influential worldling has soured the milk of
devotion in many a pious heart. A note or two from graceless lips has
reminded a holy man of a profane song which he would give his eyes to
forget, for its recurrence to his memory has chased communion from his
mind. These servants of iniquity are powerless to help us, but terribly
potent to hinder us in our advances to our God. Who can make headway in
faith while intimate with unbelievers? Who can dwell in hallowed peace
when rough and headstrong spirits have unrestrained access to him? Who
can be pure, and yet lay his head in the bosom of impurity? Who can keep
his garments unstained, and yet toy with the unclean? The ascent to the
heights of holiness is steep in itself, and we have enough burdens of our
own to carry; there can be no need to link ourselves with those whose
nature and disposition lead them to drag us down.


“‘ Not with the light and vain,
The man of idle feet and wanton eyes;


Not with the world’s gay, ever-smiling train;
My lot be with the grave and wise.
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“Not with the trifler gay,
To whom life seems but sunshine on the wave;


Not with the empty idler of the day;
My lot be with the wise and grave.


“Not with the jesting fool,
Who knows not what to sober truth is due,


Whose words fly out without or aim or rule;
My lot be with the wise and true.


“With them I’d walk each day,
From them time’s solemn lessons would I learn;
That false from true, and true from false, I may


Each hour more patiently discern.”


In these times we observe a craving in certain minds after what they call
“admission to society.” Persons usually numbered with Christian’, have
become rich, and this “society” fever has come upon them with their
increased substance. They are not themselves extremely talented or
accomplished people, and in years gone by they were highly gratified when
the leading friends in the church welcomed them to their houses; but now,
though they are assuredly no better cultured than they were:, they look
down upon their former friends, and say that they long to get into
“society.” If they would turn their talk into English it would run thus, —
“We are now rich, and are carried away with self-importance. We reckon
ourselves to be too respectable to associate with godly people in the
middle station of life, much less with poor saints. We want to have the
esteem of worldlings, and enter with them into gaieties and frivolities.”
When this desire is gratified, the consequences’, are that these foolish
people are patronized by people who find their interest in so doing. They
are allowed to provide expensive feasts, and are honored by the company
of certain nobodies, with big names, to whom a good dinner is an object.
Their sons become genteel scamps,. and their daughters are caught up in
marriage, or in a worse manner, by penniless captains or profligate
gentlemen, who devour their money, and treat them with heartless
indifference. The family which might. have been honored, had it been
gracious, goes over bodily to the, godless majority, and is no more to be
found beneath the banner of the Lord. Such is the influence of
companionship when it is adored under the mystic name of “society.”


But it is argued that we must have “society.” So indeed we must, and if we
find it among the godly it will be to our lasting and abounding benefit An
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old Puritan has well observed that “Nothing in all the world contributes so
much to the kindling, the firing, and the inflaming of men’s hearts after
holiness, as the society of those that are holy. Algerius, an Italian martyr,
had rather be in prison with Cato than live in the senate-house with Caesar.
It is ten thousand times better to live with those that are holy, though in a
dark prison, than to live amongst those that are unholy, though in a royal
palace. Urbanus Regius, having one day’s converse with Luther, tells us
that it was one of the sweetest days that ever he had in all his life.” There
must be disease in the mind of that Christian who would not and delight in
the company of many men and women of our acquaintance; for their
experience, their holiness, and their communion with God have made their
words as music to the ear. When a few true believers meet together, and
hold converse upon the grand themes of our divine faith, the pleasure is as
real as it; is pure, as intense as it is profitable. We shall never forget an
hour with George Muller, with Samuel Martin, with Baptist Noel. It has
been our privilege to converse familiarly with many renowned persons, but
we speak without any reservation when we say that with the most godly
we have had the best-remembered and the happiest forms of intercourse. It
will be among our sunniest memories throughout life that we have many
times had the good Earl of Shaftesbury all alone in dearest fellowship at
our own home; and, much as we have valued his public utterances, one of
our highest joys has been to hear him pour forth a full-volumed stream of
story and incident of a personal kind connected with his own walk with
God. We were never dazzled by his rank, but we have been profited by his
friendship in a way which may be more freely spoken of another day. Yet
have we found equal joy and good cheer in the company of godly men of
names unknown to fame. We could mention a score of intimates with
whom “a crack” is a grand treat. Don’t tell us that we must go among
worldlings for good company. Our private belief is that grace, in many an
instance, quickens the intellect; that peace of heart breeds bonhomie, and
that the loftiest pleasure comes of joys digged from the mines of godliness.
The society of the fashionable is frequently vapid; the card which is the one
thing needful of etiquette, is the token of the instability of worldly
friendships. Even for mere interest commend us to gracious conversation:
there is substance, freshness, life in it. The world stands c n stilts; paints
and powders its wrinkled face; ogles, and minces, and lies; one sees behind
the scenes of its “society,” and henceforth loathe.-’ it. But the society of
true believers, though it may lack polish, veneer, and plush, has truth for its
language, freedom for its atmosphere, sincerity for its spirit, and life for its
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characteristic. Nothing is more romantic than real life; and if we associate
with those whose hove to God impels them to labor for the benefit of man,
and especially if we join them in their endeavors, we shall not suffer from
weariness, or complain that we have fallen upon an age of prose.


As to the actually vicious, or profane, Christians can never be excused if
they associate with them. The question is still debated in some circles
whether alcohol is a poison or no, but we never heard any one advocate
moderate doses of prussic acid; and so it can never be doubted that the
company of a dissolute person of either sex is as much to be avoided as
that of a cobra, or a panther. No matter what their talents, bad men and
women cannot do good to us, or to our children. Out of evil comes evil.


“Why did you not take my brother’s arm last night?” said one young lady
to another.


“Because I know him to be a licentious young man,” answered the wiser
girl.


“Nonsense!” said the first; “if you decline the attentions of all licentious
young men, you will soon be left alone in your glory, I can assure you.”


“Very well,” was the reply; “then I will be left alone; for I am determined,
come what may, that I will have nothing to do with persons of loose
character.”


This little dialogue we have borrowed; but whoever wrote it sketched an
admirable scene, which we believe has been many times observed with
delight by holy angels. We commend it to all, and most of all to those
whom it more immediately concerns.


We are so much under the influence of our comrades in life’s battle that we
dare not enter a regiment whose traditions are ignoble; we need to unite
with the best, and rally to the most glorious banner. We are none too good
when aided by the most helpful associates; we can none of us afford to be
deteriorated and debased by ill connections. The mountain of life must be
scaled; crevasses, chasms, precipices, must be encountered. Almost
without exception we must be roped together in this mountaineering: let
the wise man accept only as his partners those who will pursue the ways of
faith and virtue, for with these only will he reach the summit.
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HINDRANCES TO WORSHIP


BY C. SPURGEON, GREENWICH.


THIS is a subject not much considered in its bearing upon the interior
conduct of our Public Worship. Our minds are so taken up with the
hindrances which come from the outside of the house of God, that we are
prone to overlook those arising from within. I am not so sure but that the
greatest evils and hindrances are to be found inside the sanctuary rather
than outside. Sometimes the greatest evils are the smallest, and the smallest
the greatest; it is a paradox, I know, but it its true. The least hindrance
inside the house of prayer becomes as great as the greatest outside.


The first of these that I must name is that of late coming. Service
commences at such-and-such an hour, but certain friends are always
punctually late, — somewhere about ten minutes after the opening prayer.
The evil reaches from the pulpit to the pew; for it annoys the regular Pastor
as well as the regular seat-holder. Some of the solemn sacredness of the
service is taken away by each late comer, for each disturbance detracts a
little from the attention of those already assembled. Some will say, “Yes,
but you must excuse this.” One says, “I have such a distance to come.””
Yes, friend, it takes you twenty minutes to come, then start twenty-two
minutes before service-time, and you will most likely be punctual. “Oh!”
says another, “I am kept up very late on Saturday night, and it is hard to
get up on Sunday morning.” Very true; but you must remember that, the
preacher is often” detained before the Lord” later than yourself, and yet he
must be up, and not a moment late in the pulpit next; morning. An old
adage tells us, “Where there is a will there is a way,” and I believe that if
some of our “irregulars” would only “will” in this matter, this evil would be
done away with.


The second matter is this, — hearers looking about during service. It is a
very little thing, but it does a great deal of harm. Many ministers become
inured to interruptions, but even the most hardened will readily own that an
inattentive, gazing listener is a great annoyance. I know some preachers fail
to interest their audiences, and never show them truth in such a fashion as
to engage their attention, but even this is no excuse for those who
incessantly look about them. When I see people wagging their heads about
like the Chinamen in the tea-shops, I wish to see it no more for ever. Let
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the eye be fixed, and the heart fixed too, and the person who sits next to
the formerly restless one will mark the improvement. “There are many
attractions which allure,” whispers a conscience-stricken one. I am well
aware of this, for Mrs. So-and-so has on a new bonnet this morning, and
Miss Featherflower is dressed up to the nines to-day. But really, dear
friend, the house of prayer is not St. Paul’s Churchyard, or Regent Street,
and if there are those who will make themselves milliners’ advertisements
inside the place of holy assembly., it may be partly your fault, because they
know you will look at them. Pray do not lend yourself to either of these
evils, but strenuously avoid both, and the service will no longer be
hindered.


In the third place, beware of the prevalent habit of coughing during
service. This is most indulged in during winter, though there are several
who can accommodate (?) us with it in the summer months as well. It is
not only the asthmatical and phthisieal who annoy the worshippers. with
their coughing, for many others have a kind of ecclesiastical cough. It is
very strange that you never hear them cough in parlor, the or the market;
but as soon as they settle in their seat at church or chapel, they suffer
terribly in this way. Draughts and heated air, of course, are the cause of it,
and the patient is to be pitied. I think the preacher has to be more patient
than the cougher, for he is compelled to endure the harrowing sound all the
time, whether it be in prayer or preaching. Some folks forget their manners
or leave them behind, for they do not put a handkerchief before their
mouths to check the sound. Out comes the cough with the fall force of
their lungs, to the disturbance of all.


There is nothing that Satan likes more than these littles to spoil our
devotion. How often has the falling of an umbrella or the dropping of a
hymn-book on the floor marred the earnest appeal or application of the
minister I Do let us be as careful as we can, not to help the devil by
distracting human minds from the gospel.


There is yet another hindrance. I know some good people who can sing,
but they won’t sing, and, I might say, ought to be made to sing. People get
the sulks because the tune is not pitched in the right key, or because there
is no organ going, or because it is congregational singing. There they stand
like mutes on the door-step, looking about as black as those silent men.
Why, friend, I would join in the singing, if I could only do it as well as the
kettle on the hob. Give over your crotchets, and do not be too sharp on
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others who do their best. If you will only add a note to our song, the
singing will not be so low, or so slow as it is at present. Join with hearty
accord, and pray do not be a bar to prevent the glorifying of God in general
praise. Never mind if you are not ,a, musician, for the Lord will be pleased
with “a joyful a shout” noise ;” and from the heart will be accepted of him.
If everybody did as you do, there would be no singing at all, and then one
of the best portions of our service would be lacking. Try your best to help
in praising God.


The last item of importance is inattention to the reading of the Scriptures.
Alas I many of our congregations take it for granted that the preacher
always reads correctly, and announces his text rightly, and so they never
turn to their Bibles to see for themselves. One who is used to giving
running comments upon the verses after they are read is glad to see the
upturned faces of the audience, for he knows that such have been following
him in the Scriptures, and are now eager for the ex. position. There is a
way of entrance into Mansoul via Eye-gate as well as Ear-gate, and, if we
look at the Word as well as hear it, it will be the more likely to abide in us.
Should not God’s truth receive our best attention at all times? Certainly it
should do so when we have come together for divine worship.


If older folks would give heed to this word of exhortation, their example
would go a long way towards making the children attentive worshippers.
Thus the rising generation will be trained in the right, and in after years
these hindrances will be unheard-of things. May grace be given us to
destroy these “little foxes,” and our vine of worship will produce clusters
like those of Eshcol.


ANARCHISTS IN THEOLOGY


THE story is told of a popular orator who, on one occasion, waxed so T
warm and eloquent over the iniquities of the Government, that, losing his
head, he declared at last he would abolish everything! This seems to be the
vein of our modern divine. Very few of them are overdone with theology,
and therefore they abuse it. The grapes are sour to these foxes. But what
little they have picked up at second- hand is mostly used by them as
something to find fault with. They don’t believe in this vulgar view, nor in
that antiquated opinion; and in general they don’t agree with anything
whatever that has either sense or Scripture in it. They remind us of the
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candidate who was asked by a Scotchman, “How about the Decalogue,
Jock?” and instantly replied that he should certainly vote for its total
abolition. Their cry is, “Down with all that’s up!” They are just Anarchists
and Nihilists who have got into a church, and who think they will play the
same pranks there as in a Red Republican Club. There’s no stopping these
foaming spouters — they must just run themselves dry; the mercy is that
very soon nobody will take the slightest notice of them. Meanwhile,
however, some of these destroyers, who have climbed into pulpits, are
scattering the little flocks ‘which have accepted them as shepherds; and this
makes the matter serious for the time. Perhaps when they have quite
finished their career of overturning, the poor people may return with
renewed zest to that old-fashioned gospel which their clever young parsons
could not endure C.H.S.


NOTES


THE Jubilee —The celebration of Mr. Spurgeon’s fiftieth birthday is close
at hand. Whatever is to be done to make the day memorable must be done
at once. It is proposed to hold a meeting on the 18th June of a home
character. The poor members will be invited to a free tea by the Pastor, and
after tea the various branches of the work at the Tabernacle will by their
representatives congratulate the Pastor. On Thursday, the 19th, the Earl of
Shaftesbury will take the chair at a more general meeting, for the public as
well as home friends.


With regard to the testimonial, Mr. Spurgeon cannot of course do anything
in it himself, and therefore it is not likely to be carried through with the
rigor which his leadership usually imparts. The Deacons are therefore the
more anxious that friends should take it up with spirit. This advantage will
be gained, that whatever is sent, will be absolutely spontaneous, and will
therefore be a surer proof of loving attachment. On a former occasion a
large sum was brought in by a bazaar, but this Mr. Spurgeon has all along
declined, not caring for anything but what may come in by the us-
stimulated generosity of friends.


The following is the circular issued by the Treasurers, to which we would
add that the thousand pounds already given will be nearly all absorbed by
the Jubilee House. The three other objects selected by Mr. Spurgeon are
the Colportage, the Almshouses Endowment Fund, and the chapel for his
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son Thomas in Auckland, friends can allot their gifts to either of these, or
leave the matter open as the Circular suggests.


“Metropolitan Tabernacle, “Newington Butts, London, S.E.
“14th May, 1844.


“REV. C. H. SPURGEON’S JUBILEE FUND.”


Dear Friend,


“It is widely known that Mr. SPURGEON will reach his fiftieth Birthday on
the 19th June next. Public appreciation of his life-work has already marked
that day as a Festival, and preparations are being made to celebrate it in a
suitable manner.


“The intention has been announced to hold a Meeting at the Metropolitan
Tabernacle on the evening of Thursday, the 19th of ,Tune, to be presided
over by the VENERABLE EARL OF SHAFTESBURY. This will be made the
occasion of presenting Mr. SPURGEON with an Address of Congratulation
and a Testimonial of love and esteem.


“At a representative social gathering, held on the 6th instant, it was
unanimously resolved, that in addition to ‘ The Jubilee House,’ in course of
erection at the rear of the Tabernacle, the presentation shall consist of a
Sum of Money, to be placed absolutely and unreservedly at his own
disposal, except in any case where the donor specifies a particular object.


“Over a thousand pounds were promised at once to open the Subscription
List, and Messrs. T. R. OLNEY and W. C. MURRELL were elected
Treasurers of the Fund.


“In addressing the intimate friends and ardent admirers of our Pastor, any
reference to the services he has rendered to the universal Church of our
Lord Jesus Christ would be superfluous. Of the Philanthropic Institutions
he has planted and fostered, or of his manifold labors of love, we likewise
forbear to speak. We simply invite you to join us in a tribute of personal
regard to himself.


“Many of us feel that his life touches our own at every vital point. The
hearts and homes of great multitudes have become happier and holier by
hits ministry. We are sure that he has made his mark on his own generation
with the truest instinct of which our manhood is capable. The echoes of his
influence have extended to remote regions, till his name has become a
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household word in every part of the civilized world. And he has multiplied
himself beyond our power of computation by means of the men whom he
has trained and sent forth in our own country, our Colonies, and our
Foreign Mission Stations; to say nothing of the many more men and
women of maturer years who have proved the quickening force of his
example and his leadership, and haw:; been constrained to devote
themselves with a noble enthusiasm to Christian work.


“The list; of love is now open to the spontaneous generosity of all who are
ready to greet the opportunity. No further appeal will be made. As it is
proposed to inscribe the names of contributors in the Testimonial, we shall
feel obliged by an early response directed to either of us at the above
address.


“On behalf of the Deacons and Elders, “We have the honor to subscribe
ourselves: “Yours faithfully,


“T. H. OLNEY.
“W. C. MURRELL


At one of the College meetings Mr. W. J. Mayors, of Bristol, gave the
following clever paragraph, into which the titles of Mr. Spurgeon’s works
are dexterously inlaid : — “Those who listened, to the President’s
inaugural address had evidence that The


Saint and his Savior were on familiar terms. It was full of Smooth Stones
from Ancient Brooks, and hearing it was like Gleanings among the
Sheaves. In some passages it reminded us of the dew which comes fresh
upon the earth Morning by Morning, while in others it was brilliant as the
sunsets, which make the sky glorious Evening by Evening. It contained
some of the brightest of Spurgeon’s Gems, not only from the Treasury of
David, but from that of Paul, Peter, and many others. It was full of Flashes
of Thought. Indeed, there was a right Royal Wedding of thought and
language. It was a true Interpreter of many of our feelings. It thrilled us
with its Trumpet calls to Christian Energy. It abounded in Types and
Emblems. The Present Truth, for the present age, was clearly expounded
and enforced. It carried us back to the days of the Lectures to my Students,
and was more helpful to us than many of the Commentings and
Commentaries over which we are wont to spend much time. So pathetic
were some portions of the address that the speaker seemed like a
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Mourner’s Comforter, and so full of genuine sarcasm and wholesome
humor were others that our hearty laughter and applause might have
caused some to look upon us as among the very Eccentric Preachers. The
address was fragrant with -Flowers from a -Puritan’s Garden and supplied
us with many -Feathers for Arrows. It was pithy as John -Ploughman’s
Talk, and homely as the famous -Farm Sermons. To some puzzled minds it
was a true Clue of the Maze. The Bible and the Newspaper were laid under
contribution in its illustrations. As it recorded Christ’s glorious
Achievements, it bid us all Be of Good Cheer, and when it is printed we
shall spend many a Spare Half-Hour over its more than Seven Wonders of
Grace. In short, it put into our hands both The Sword and the Trowel for
upbuilding and combat, and it seemed to contain the quintessence of the
twenty-nine volumes of The Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit.”


It has been the Editor’s great joy to take part on two occasions in Mr.
Moody’s work in Croydon. On Friday, May 16, all the students went over
to Croydon, and formed part of an enormous multitude who gathered to
hear a sermon from their President. We are more and more impressed with
a sense of the remarkable power which rests upon the beloved Moody. His
words are plain and fresh from his heart, and a special influence from on
high goes therewith both to saint and sinner. It is a happy thing for London
that such a shower of blessing is falling upon it.


In connection with our Sunday-school there is a Working Society for
helping to clothe the families of our colporteurs. Mrs. Evans attends to the
poor ministers, and this offshoot from her society is to look after the
colporteurs. Materials would be gratefully received, or second-hand
clothing, or cash. Parcels can be addressed to Superintendent of Sunday-
school, Metropolitan Tabernacle.


COLLEGE. — Mr. F. R. Bateman has settled at Clarence-road, Southend-
on-Sea; and Mr. F. Tuck at Windmill-street, Graves-end.


Mr. A. K. Davidson has removed from Chipping Sodbury to Earl Soham,
Suffolk; Mr. N. Heath, late of Gravesend, has gone to Salem Chapel,
Ramsey, Hunts; and Mr. J. Smith has removed from Chatham to
Cloughfold, Lancashire. Mr. W. E. Rice has resigned the pastorate of the
church at Earls Colne, and sailed for Auckland, New Zealand, where he is
to take charge of the church during the absence of Pastor Thomas
Spurgeon, who is on his way home for a season. He needs rest; but he is
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not in seriously ill-health as has been reported. Our hope is that he will be
so restored by the voyage as to reach England in a vigorous condition.


We have received good news from our brethren C. Testre, Sale, Victoria;
W. V. Young, Ipswich, Queensland; A. Bird, Launceston, Tasmania; and
H. T. Peach, Pietermaritzburg.


On Thursday, May 15th, the students of the College presented Professor
Gracey with the following address : —


“To Rev. DAVID GRACEY,
“Principal of Pastors’ College.


“Dear Sir, — We, the students, who are now enjoying your tuition, and we
who have only lately entered upon pastoral duties, deem the end of your
twenty-first year as tutor a fitting time for praying in a practical way our
deep gratitude to you. We are assured that our personal equipment for the
task entrusted to us by our divine Master, and that the ever-widening
usefulness of our College, are largely due to your influence. We cannot
over-rate the value of your lectures in Divinity, your training in the
classical tongues, your lucid and devout exposition of Scripture, and your
discipline in Homiletics; while the kindliness of your manner, and the
friendliness of your interest in each student, raise our admiration for your
abilities into affection for yourself. As a token of our thankfulness and
esteem, we, who have been enriched by the ripened fruit of your mind and
heart, ask your acceptance of the accompanying gift, not for its own worth,
but for the love it faintly indicates. With a view to the continued prosperity
of our College, we unitedly pray that you may long be spared to carry on
the work! you have hitherto conducted so ably, so devotedly, and so
successfully.


“Signed, on behalf of the brethren,


 HARRY H. DRIVER, Hon. Sec. “May, 1884.”


The address, which was most beautifully engrossed by Mr. Chambers, one
of the students, was accompanied by two engravings of Gustave Dore’s
pictures, an autotype portrait of Mr. Gracey, and a silver biscuit-box for
Mrs. Gracey.


The President had great pleasure in uniting with the students in this well-
deserved testimonial which is a token of the esteem in which all the tutors
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are held. No institution among mortal men is blessed with more devoted
workers than those who superintend the education of the young ministers
of the Pastors’ College. The Lord give great grace to those who learn that
they make the fullest use of their privileges, may and become eminently
useful servants of Christ.


CONFERENCE. — The twentieth annual conference of the Pastors’ College
Association was commenced on Monday afternoon, April 21, by a well-
attended prayer-meeting at the East London Tabernacle. This was followed
by tea, at which about two hundred of the ministers and students were
present, and by a public meeting, when our dear brother A. G. Brown’s
great building was crowded with an interested and enthusiastic audience.
The President, C. H. Spurgeon, occupied the chair, and after prayer by
Pastor W. Cuff, of Shoreditch Tabernacle, expounded that portion of the
parable of the Prodigal Son contained in the words, “But the father said to
his servants, Bring forth the best robe and put it on him; and put a ring on
his hand, and shoes on his feet: and bring hither the farted calf, and kill it;
and let us eat, and be merry: for this my son was dead, and is alive again;
he was lost, and is found. And they began to be merry.” Addresses were
delivered by Pastors N. Dobson (Deal) and H. E. Stone (Nottingham), and
Mr. S. F. Shearer, one of the students in the College, and our three singing
evangelists, Messrs. J. M. Smith, J. Burnham, and E. J. Parker, led the
congregation in sacred song. The offerings at the doors in aid of the
College funds amounted to £16 8s. 8d. It was a glorious beginning of the
week’s meetings, and augured well for the success of all the after
gatherings. At the same time the Vice-President, J. A. Spurgeon, was
presiding at the Tabernacle prayer-meeting, where many earnest petitions
were presented for a blessing upon all the assemblies of the brethren during
the Conference.


On Tuesday morning, April 22, special thanksgiving and prayer occupied
the first hour and a half, in the course of which the President reported the
death of Mr. Hartley, who had been stricken with fever before he had been
able to commence his missionary work on the Congo. Very touching
reference to the early termination of our young brother’s career was made
in the prayer of the Rev. R. Glover, president of the Baptist Union. The
season of supplication being ended, our President delivered his inaugural
address on Steadfastness.
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On re-assembling, after a brief recess, the Conference business was
transacted. The names of 17 students were added to the roll of
membership, four names were removed from the roll, the President, Vice-
President, and officers were unanimously re-elected, and Monday, June 16,
was fixed for the annual day of united prayer by all the. churches connected
with the Conference. The, report of the College Assurance community,
presented by Mr. Allison, showed that the payments during the year had
amounted to £81 9s. 6d., which had been exactly met by the balance from
last year, the subscriptions of members, and special donations. Hearty
thanks were accorded to Mr. Allison for his management of the fund, and
he was asked to continue his services for another year. It was decided that
an alteration should be made in the rules, so that while a subscriber of 5s.
per year should receive, as at present, £10 upon the death of his wife, or £5
at the death of his child, one who paid 7s. 6d. would in addition secure to
his widow or representative £10 in the event; of his own death during the
year.


In the evening, at the soiree at the Orphanage, short speeches were
delivered orphans contributed their share to the enjoyment of the brethren
by their singing, bell-ringing, and recitations, and the proceedings of the
day were brought to a profitable conclusion by Pastor F. H. White’s
interesting and instructive lecture, with dissolving views, on “The Trees,
Flowers, and Fruits of Canaan.” On returning home we felt that the high
tone of the Monday evening meeting had been fully maintained during the
whole day, and that we had great reason for gratitude to. our heavenly
Father for the blessing that had been poured down upon us.


On Wednesday, April 23, the first hour was again devoted mainly to prayer
and praise. Several brethren who were too ill to be present, or who were
obliged to be at home, with their loved ones who were sick, were specially
commended to the Lord. The President read the letter from the brethren in
India, which is printed in the College Report, and also the following
communication from the Canadian Branch of the Conference, which came
to hand just too late to be inserted : —


“Paris, Ontario, Canada.
“March 28, 1884.


“To the Pastors’ College Conference assembling in London, England.
“Beloved President, ‘Vice-President and Brethren, we congratulate you on
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the auspicious circumstances which permit you once more to assemble in
Annual Conference. The memories of by-gone times of refreshing, while
thus assembled, lead us to hang our harps on the willows, exclaiming, ‘
How can we sing the Lord’s song in a strange land? Pastors College. never
shall we be able to erase from our affections the endearments that twine
around thee, or from our minds the sense of indebtedness we owe to thee
through thy honored President. When shall the happy time arrive when we
shall grasp the hands of our brethren, and greet them face to face? Until
then, accept our sincerest and heartiest assurances of loyalty and love.


“Since last we were privileged to salute you, some changes have taken
place among us as to our fields of labor; but by the sustaining hand of our
God we have been preserved in life, and health, and character. Some of us
have enjoyed the highest honors our Associations could confer upon us,
and our voices have been heard and heeded in our general denominational
counsels, while with voice and pen we have done our best to disseminate
those glorious truths of divine revelation, so dear both to you and us. Nor
has our labor been in vain in the Lord, To some of us great success has
been given.


We very much regret that the great distances which separate us from each
other, in this wide Dominion, make it almost impossible for us all to meet
together, even annually. But while absent in body, we are often present in
spirit.


“It cheers us to think that we are not forgotten by you in your annual
assemblies; and by the knowledge that you pray for us, and sympathize
with us, we are stimulated to endure hardness as good soldiers of Jesus
Christ.


“May your meetings be fraught with heaven’s richest benedictions, and
may their influence reach even to us in this far-off land beyond the sea.


“We remain, beloved president and Brethren, — Yours in Christ Jesus, on
behalf of the Canadian Branch,


“ROBERT LENNIE.
JAMES GRANT.”


The rest of the morning was occupied with three admirable papers, by
Professor Marchant, on “The head-ship of Christ: its relation to some
present difficulties in our church-life and ministry;” by Pastor W.
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Townsend ( of Canterbury ), on “A ministry of power, a want of the
times;” and by Mr. W. Y. Fullerton, on “Some Spiritual Soudans,” the first
portion of which appears in the present magazine.


In the evening the annual meeting of subscribers and friends was held under
the able chairmanship of T. A. Denny, Esq. Prayer was offered by Mr. S.
Thompson; the President presented a report of the year’s work; addresses
were delivered by the Chairman, Sir W. McArthur, M P., R. Cory, Esq. (of
Cardiff), the Rev. H. Sinclair Paterson, M D., Mr. Robert Spurgeon, one of
our missionaries from India, Pastor T. J. Longhurst (of Cheltenham), and
Mr. W. Y. Fullerton; and a number of our musical brethren helped us to
praise the Lord by their sacred solos and choruses. At nine o’clock, a large
company sat down to the supper given by the President and two or three
friends, and prepared by Mr. Murrell and his helpers, and after the
collectors had passed round the tables it was reported that £2,018 9s. 0d.
had been contributed or promised towards the support of the College.
Friends unable to be present sent further sums, so that altogether
considerably more than two thousand guineas came in to the funds; a result
for which we first devoutly thank the Giver of all good, and next express
our hearty gratitude to all the Lord’s stewards who have thus generously
helped us for another year to carry on the important work of training
preachers of the gospel.


On Thursday morning, April 24, after a season of prayer and praise, the
Vice-President delivered an address from the words, “The Lord hear thee
in the day of trouble; the name of the God of Jacob defend thee; send thee
help from the sanctuary, and strengthen thee out of Zion” (Psalm 20l, 2).
Addresses were also given by Pastors A. G. Brown and J. Cruick-shank on
the “Urgent needs of the church, metropolitan and rural,” and upon
“Missionary work,” by Mr. Robt. Spurgeon, missionary from Barisaul; and
the meeting was closed with prayer by several of the brethren on behalf of
these various works. In the evening the annual public meeting was held in
the Tabernacle, which was all but crowded. The President was in the chair,
and gave a report of the College work. Addresses were delivered by
Pastors G. Duncan (Huddersfield), C. E. Stone (Chatham.. road,
Wandsworth Common), W. J. Mayers (Bristol), Mr. Robt. Spurgeon
(Barisaul), and Mr. J. T, Mateer (Evangelist!. At the suggestion of Pastor
Duncan the offering at the door was presented to Mrs. Spurgeon for her
“Book Fund” At the close of the public meeting the ministers and students
were entertained at supper in the Lecture-hall, when a hearty vote of
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thanks was accorded to Hr. Murrell for his care of the brethren during the
whole week.


On Friday morning, April 25, the brethren had the joy of welcoming Mrs.
Spurgeon, as well as their President, at the closing meeting of the
Conference. Our venerable friend Professor Rogers was amongst those
who led the supplications of the assembly. The following resolution was
proposed by Pastor W. J. Mayers, seconded by Pastor W. Williams (Upton
Chapel), and unanimously carried : —


“That, as members of this Conference, we recognize the good hand of the
Lord in prompting and aiding the esteemed wife of our beloved President
to minister in so gentle and generous a way to our mental and spiritual
good, by the gift of the volumes now received. We thank Mrs. Spurgeon
specially on behalf of some of the brethren among us for her welcome,
heart-gladdening, home-brightening, and sermon-enriching parcels of
books. We often think of her, but never without emotion. We often pray
for her, but never without gratitude; and now that we are privileged to see
her, we beg her to accept assurances of our Christian esteem and affection,
and ever-deepening appreciation of all her labors of love. We join heartily
in congratulating Mrs. Spurgeon on the renewed health in which we find
our revered President, and our fervent supplications go out that their two
valued and useful lives may long be spared to each other, to the church, to
the world, and to the College. In token of the sincerity of the foregoing
words, and as the only way in which we can show our gratitude, we hereby
pledge ourselves, God helping us, to a fuller loyalty to our divine Lord, a
deeper devotion to his work, and a clearer insistence on the only gospel
which is worth the preaching, and which alone can bless the world.”


Mr. Mayers also presented a beautiful basket of flowers to Mrs. Spurgeon,
and the address and the present were suitably acknowledged on her behalf
by the President. Then came the sermon by the President from Mark 4:38,
39, followed by the Communion, and the closing Psalm (Psalm 122.) sung
as usual by the whole assembly standing with hands linked. At the dinner in
the Lecture-hall, the President presented to Mr. Murrell a token of their
love in the form of books which had been subscribed for by the brethren to
whom he renders such noble service; and Pastor F. H. White reported that
one hundred and eighty-seven pastors had collected or contributed £500
11s. 7d. for the College during the year. Hearty thanks were given to the
President, Vice-President, and the Tutors, on whose behalf Professor
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Gracey briefly responded. After a few remarks by Professor Blaikie, of
Edinburgh, the twentieth Conference was closed by the doxology and
benediction.


EVANGELISTS.— Messrs. -Fullerton and Smith have been conducting
services at Tredegarville Baptist Church, Cardiff, during the past mouth.
The pastor, Alfred Tilley, writes :—”The meetings have been attended with
much present blessing, and we are hopeful of gracious results in additions
to our own and other churches.


It may be well if I mention the impression left upon my own mind by these
meetings. Of the addresses of our-dear friend, Mr. Fullerton, it would be
difficult in many respects to speak too highly. There has been throughout
an entire absence of anything approaching sensationalism, and certainly
there has been no such thing as an attempt to get up an excitement or to
force persons into the inquiry rooms. The way of salvation has been set
forth as clearly, and illustrated by incidents as interesting, apt, and striking,
as I ever remember to have heard. For ability, Mr. Fullerton’s addresses
will compare with those of the foremost evangelists of the day. The singing
and playing of Mr. Smith, which have been greatly admired by thoroughly
accomplished judges, have added greatly to the pleasure and success of the
mission; as also his reading and running comments on the Scripture lesson
and his short addresses between the hymns.”


This month the Evangelists are to visit Dundee.


Mr. Burnham has held very successful services at Carlisle, and is now at
Crosby-Garrett.


Since the Conference Mr. Russell has visited Tetbury, and West Drayton.;
this month he again conducts services in the Pottery district. He will be
glad to hear from brethren wanting his services in August or September.


Messrs Mateer and Parker have conducted a fortnight’s mission at Kent-
street Chapel, Portsea. Pastor J. W. Genders writes, “The speaking of Mr.
Mateer is simple, scriptural, and earnest, He gives the impression of a man
of God thoroughly devoted to the work of telling the glad tidings. His
addresses seem to me most admirably adapted to an evangelistic mission.
The visit of our brethren has produced quite a revival amongst us, which I
feel persuaded will not pass away.”
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ORPHANAGE. — The Annual Fete will be held on Wednesday, July 16th;
the usual day (June 19th) being appropriated to the Jubilee celebration at
the Tabernacle. Mr. Charlesworth and his choir of boys have visited,
during the past month, Cambridge, Waterbeach, and Luton; and they are
now holding meetings in the West of England.


During the past year 970 articles have been made and presented to the
Orphanage by the Working Meeting which is held fortnightly at the
Tabernacle. Thanks, kind ladies, 970 times repeated.


Friends will kindly notice that the income of the Orphanage from the living
is far below its needs, and it is drawing from its legacies. We mention this
because some may think us rich and increased in goods. We do not
advertise our needs in the newspapers, but we think it only right to let our
helpers know how matters stand. The Lord will provide. It is ours to stir
up the pure minds of his stewards by way of remembrance.


COLPORTAGE. — The annual meeting was held in the Tabernacle on
Monday, May 19th, the President, C. H. Spurgeon, in the chair. Dr. Green,
secretary o! the Religious Tract Society, and several colporteurs, gave
lively, natural, and striking addresses. The annual report was read by the
general secretary, W. Corden Jones, and it is of such a kind that every
Christian must feel an admiration for the work done, for it is surprising in
its extent and in the blessing resting upon it. Some thirty’ of the
colporteurs came up to London, and. were entertained by the committee
and friends. These met for prayer and conference on Sunday and Men..
day, and were addressed by Mr. Spurgeon and other brethren. They are a
fine band of men, seventy-two of them. How earnestly we wish it could be
made into one hundred at the least! No agents are at once so cheap and so
efficient. Any district which can raise £40 a-year can have a man appointed.
Our business is to find the money for the working expenses, and to make
up the rest of the men’s weekly salaries. To the few who aid us we feel
very grateful. Oh, for more helpers!


The following is an epitome of the Report and of the work done by 76
colporteurs during the past year :-


Total Value of Sales. — £8,156 18s. 7d., in-eluding £235 9s. 4d. by book-
agents.


Analysis of Sales &e. — Bibles, 7,768; bound books, over 6d., 53,9,09;
bound books, under 6d., 75,579; Testaments, 5,052; packets of texts, etc.,
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35,969; magazines, 290,017; Total, 467,594. Besides this, 592,745 families
were visited, and 7,514 Religious Services conducted.


Total Value of Sales since the Association was formed sixteen years ago,
£75,830 ls. 9d.


The complete Report may be obtained on application, from the Secretary,
W. Corden Jones, Temple-street, London, S.S.


Mrs. C. H. Spurgeon very gratefully acknowledges a beautiful present of
13 knitted frocks and skirts for the children of poor Pastors, from
“Surbiton.”


PERSONAL, NOTES.—An earnest brother, who recently joined the church at
the Tabernacle, in relating his experience at the church-meeting, stated that
while he was at work one day his eye rested upon a single leaf of our
sermon on “Faith: what is it? How can it be obtained?” (No. 1,609). He
picked it up, read it, and it was blessed to his soul’s salvation.


We have lately received many testimonies to the usefulness of the sermons
to aged Christians at home and abroad. The following instances will serve
as specimens of many similar cases. One of our former students writes : —
“ I was speaking in a village under the shadow of H.. Castle the other
evening. After the meeting I was told that an old lady was searching for
me. I was brought to her, and she began to weep with joy, saying, ‘You are
from Mr. Spurgeon! My husband and I are over eighty; yet, bless the Lord,
I can read Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons! I get them every week, I do not know
what I should do without them. Do tell him from me what a comfort they
are to my soul.’” A friend, who sends a card announcing his father’s death,
says :—” I desire to tell you how much he and my mother have profited
from your sermons. He has been a Christian for sixty-six years, but for four
or five years has not been able to attend the means of grace; but the sermon
has been rich food for his soul, and every week, when read, it has been
passed on to other families.”


Baptisms at the Metropolitan Tabernacle. — April 28, ten; May 1, twelve.
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ANNUAL REPORT OF THE PASTORS’ COLLEGE


BY REV. GEORGE ROGERS.


THE connection of a College with a Pastorate, though rarely exemplified, is
in perfect accordance with the method by which the gospel was
commanded to be preached to all nations, and to the end of the world. In
the time of Samuel there was a school of the prophets to assist him in the
religious instruction of the people, although ‘he required none to be
associated with him in civil government. Elijah and Elisha presided over a
school of the prophets in their day. We have the names of twenty-five
students who were associated with Ezra when he read and expounded the
law to the people. Twelve of these were kept in reserve, six on his right
hand and six on his left hand, upon an elevated platform, and the other
thirteen were dispersed among the thousands of Israel to give the sense and
cause them to understand the reading.


John the Baptist had no official helpers either in preaching or baptizing, His
office was unique, without precedent or succession. It was the preaching of
John, and the baptism of John. John baptized, but not his disciples; Christ
baptized not, but his disciples. The ministry of the one was temporary and
provisional only, the ministry of the other was final and universal. Hence
provision was made for its continuance to the end of the world. Jesus made
no new discoveries in science or art; he formed no society for the removal
of civil or social evils; he organized no system of opposition to the
particular errors of the times; he originated no church convention or
ecclesiastical synod; he established no school for general education or
special literary honors; but he founded a Pastors’ College. “He called unto
him whom he would, and they came unto him; and he ordained twelve, that
they should be with him, and that he might send them forth to preach.” We
have the names of those twelve students, and of several others that were
subsequently added to them.


No sooner had the Apostles begun to succeed in their ministry than they
summoned others to their aid. Stephen, Philip, and Barnabas are prominent
among these, and are scarcely inferior to the Apostles themselves. Paul has
his Silas and Timothy and Titus in close fellowship with him in his work;
and Apollos, too, though encouraged by his eloquence to be somewhat
more independent of him. He exhorts Timothy to select, in like manner,







480


suitable companions in his labors. “The things which thou hast heard of
me,” he says, “the same commit thou to faithful men who shall be able to
teach others also.” To Titus he says, “For this cause left I thee in Crete,
that thou shouldest set in order the things that are wanting; and ordain
elders in every city, as I had appointed thee.” “Elders,” here is an official
designation irrespective of age. Titus, who was a young man, was not
likely to select those who were far beyond him in years to be his helpers
and successors in the government and extension of the churches that had
been committed to his care. One of the things yet: wanting in Crete, and
which Titus is instructed by Paul to set in order, was to ordain, or set apart
upon his own nomination, elders in every city, not so much for service in
the church as for evangelistic ‘work in the city. Such ‘was the order of the
primitive churches according to the Apostolic rule, which Continued for a
time beyond the Apostolic age, but which, with other gospel ordinances,
was soon perverted from its original design, and became the’ plea for all
the gradations and pretensions of the Roman priesthood.


With the dawn of the Reformation, symptoms of the original institution
reappeared. Wycliff in England, Savonarola in Italy, Zwingle in
Switzerland, and Luther in Germany, had their young coadjutors, trained to
diffuse and perpetuate the principles they professed. Of pastoral tutors
Wycliff and Luther are the most prominent examples.


While Wycliff was at the head of one of the Colleges at Oxford, and one of
its most popular lecturers, he had a band of men whose hearts God had
touched to follow him in his theological sentiments, and boldly proclaim
them to others. He knew nothing of Greek, but was not censured on that
account by other Professors, by Bishops, or Archbishops, just because they
knew nothing of it themselves. He was, however, well able to preach in
Latin, and was foremost in all the literary and dialectic and scientific
acquirements of his day; and yet he did not insist upon these as necessary
qualifications for preaching the gospel. It was sufficient for him to know
that the men whom he selected and ;appointed for that office were well
indoctrinated in his views, and were able with clearness and ordinary
propriety of speech, and with fervent zeal, to make them known to others.
Wycliff’s students became known throughout the whole country. Though
plain and undignified teachers, they could not be hid. They who in high
office in Church and State said, What: will these babblers say? afterwards
exclaimed, What do we? if we let these men alone, all men will believe in
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them! The alarm increased until a Papal bull roared and rushed out against
them; but not before many were made glad by them, and glad for ever.


Luther also encouraged young men who had embraced his doctrines and
were fired with his zeal to go and teach them to others, whenever and
wherever they could; and the Reformation he introduced was greatly
promoted by their instrumentality. They often returned to him find
gladdened his heart by relating what great things God had clone by them.
He assisted them greatly in their work by the instructions he gave them,
and the books with which he supplied them. “He was enabled,” says one of
his biographers, “to supply impoverished and deserving students with
books that they could never have procured for themselves, and which
materially aided their industry.” Like causes in the present age still produce
like effects.


In connection with every revival of genuine Christianity, originating in
some one prominent leader, the hearts of some men have been touched by
God to follow him. Whitefield and Wesley infused their revolutionary spirit
into others, the effects of which remain to this day. In both these instances
the fact, that gospel preachers make gospel preachers, was remarkably
exemplified. The College formed and sustained by Lady Huntingdon, which
remains in the College at Cheshunt, was the result of the preaching zeal
with which Whitefield inspired others; and the whole of Wesleyan
Methodism attests the preaching influence of one man upon his followers.
The like tendency may be observed in nearly all Christian ministers who
have attained to a holy notoriety, and have been favored with a
considerable measure of success. An Academy for training young men for
the Christian Ministry was founded in connection with the pastorate of Dr.
Doddridge, which after being removed to Dayentry, Wymondley, and
London, became absorbed with two other Colleges in the College of St.
John’s Wood. It was prematurely urged upon the attention of Mr.
Doddridge by neighboring ministers, and was undertaken with more
hesitation and formality than if it had spontaneously been suggested by the
subsequent course of his ministry. Too many rules were formed for the
subjects and course of study, instead of leaving them to be suggested by
the requirements of the men for their work. The Academy sought to make
ministers rather than to aid them. It was not so successful, therefore, as it
might otherwise have been.
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Colleges for the Christian Ministry are Scriptural in proportion as they are
prompted and controlled by that ministry as its natural results. As spheres
of extended usefulness arise the men will be forthcoming that are adapted
to them; and the more experienced will give assistance to the less
experienced in entering upon them. According to the Apostolic rule,. “the
things which they have received they will commit to faithful men that they
may be able. to teach-others also.” Training for the work of the ministry in
this way becomes part of the regular means of grace, and the direct
fulfillment of the commission, “Go ye into all the world and preach the
gospel to every creature.” There is a natural tendency in the Christian
ministry to extend and perpetuate itself according to this rule. Every
faithful pastor, according to his ability, seeks the help of others in making
known the gospel that has Been committed to his trust. He gladly avails
himself of the most efficient of his church members for this purpose. As
pastorates enlarge, this assumes a more marked appearance in what are’.
styled lay-preachers. With pastors of a still higher grade, it was not unusual
in former times to see one or two youths placed under their care in
preparation for the full work of the ministry; and these, subsequent
observation has proved to bear a favorable comparison with those who
have been trained in a more ostentatious manner. The extension of the
same principle even to greater numbers may be equally desirable, provided
one and the same object be kept in view, and the same means for its
attainment be employed. The tendency of Nonconformity, in the present
century, has been to the centralization of its colleges in conformity with
that church from which it professes to differ both in its character and
design. The Colleges of Oxford and Cambridge, with others on the
Continent, had their origin in the Papal hierarchy, together with the
honorary degrees for proficiency, first in the knowledge and practice of the
laws of Justinian, and then in other studies. They are seats of learning
rather than of religion; of literature, science, and abstract reasoning rather
than of Biblical studies and theology. Although nearly all the clergy of the
Church of England have emanated from them, a real evangelical ministry is
the exception rather than the rule. Nor do we marvel that it is so. Such
being the necessary consequence of the course of study and admixture of
motive and character in their students, no good can rationally be expected
to come from the imitation of them by those who profess to have a higher
aim. The aberrations of modern thought from the simplicity of the gospel in
the leading representatives of Dissent, are to be attributed in no small
degree to this source. The pride of intellect has been both its cause and
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effect. The spiritual condition of the churches is a painful symptom of the
change. Look where the pure gospel has free course, runs, and is glorified,
and you will find its guiding spirits are not those who have been trained
without the church, but within its own limits.


The Pastors’ College is the genuine result of a successful ministry. It has
grown with its growth, and strengthened with its strength. It was neither
planned nor designed, but presented itself to notice, and asserted its claim
for encouragement and support upon the ground of its own merits. If other
pastorates had had their colleges in equal proportion, the results might
have been still more hopeful. Failing this, the next best thing, if not the very
best, was to have a share by sympathy and support in that which fully
represented their own principles and design. Its particular training has not
run upon the ready-made lines of other and more pretentious institutions,
but has been suggested by abilities already possessed, and the further
mental and spiritual qualifications required for their most profitable use. Its
connection, too, with a pastorate of great order, extent, and vitality
necessitates a familiarity with church government, both in its internal and
external advantages, which might require years of after-experience to
obtain. It need only be added that the results have exceeded the most
sanguine expectations. One thing is certain — that even in the present day
of great profession, of unparalleled advances in science and literature, and
almost universal outcry for a more educated ministry, the professedly
cultured are not achieving any remarkable success; the real work is being
done more prosperously, more thoroughly, and more permanently by those
who depend less upon the wisdom of man and more upon the power of
God. Wisdom is justified of her children. Divine ends are accomplished by
human means in proportion as the means themselves are ordained by God.
His work must be done in his own way, not in curs. The continual prayer
of the Christian minister, both in reference to himself and the
encouragement he gives to the ministry of others, Should be, “Lord, what
wilt thou have me to do?” It is no part of our duty to invent methods; it is
ours in the power of the Holy Ghost to follow where God, by His word
and providence, leads the way.
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VICE-PRESIDENT’S REPORT


TO have served for another year in any department of the Master’s service,
is most certainly matter for much praise and thankfulness; but in no section
of the kingdom is this more the case than in the department for equipping
fresh young soldiers for the active campaign of ministerial life. No very
remarkable events have transpired, but a steady course of study in this
College, and a continued demand for the public services of the Students,
give cause for much satisfaction, and urge continued exertions upon all
connected with this highly essential work, We have to deplore the loss of
one of our most promising young men — Mr. Stewart — who, there is
reason to fear, over-taxed an apparently very robust frame, and fell a victim
to that scourge of our race—a rapid consumption; and though we bore the
expense of a change to Ventnor for the winter, he died there, after some
few months’ sojourn, most calmly and triumphantly. We had cherished
more than ordinary expectations concerning his talents, devoutness, and
zeal, but we can only say, “It is the Lord; let him do what seemeth him
good.”


The moral and religious tone of the College we think to be as high as ever,
and we hope that the literary and preaching standards are by no means
lower. There is as much need as ever for our Pastors’ College, and the
constant choice of our men as pastors by the churches is a practical proof
that we are meeting the need. Brethren, pray for us, that the word of the
Lord may abide, and the power of it increase in our midst more and more
each succeeding year.


JAMES A. SPURGEON.


MR. GRACEY’S REPORT


I HAVE every reason to be well satisfied both with the quality and the
amount of work done in my various Classes during the year. At no
previous period of my twenty-one years’ experience of the College has the
general standard of attainment been higher, neither has there been any
decay in the spirit. On the contrary, an unusual ardor has ‘prevailed,
showing itself in eagerness to engage in Foreign Missions and in
Evangelistic efforts at home Since to preach the Lord Jesus Christ as a
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SAVIOR is the all-absorbing aim of every study, it is no more than just to
say that the brethren steadfastly hope to attain it by their preparatory work
only in reliance on the Holy Spirit and in the exercise of faith and prayer.


I have continued to deliver my lectures in Theology and to use Dr.
Hodge’s Handbook; and have kept up the study of Homiletics and Church
History, reading also, as a sample of Patristic Theology and of Church
Latin, Augustine’s “De Doctrina Christiana.” We have read in the Greek
Testament the Epistle of James, the 1st and 2nd Epistles of Peter, the
Epistle to the Ephesians, and the Gospels of Mark and John.,
accompanying these subjects with Trench’s Synonyms of the New
Testament As Classics we have had Plato’s “Phaedo,” Demosthenes’s “De
Coronal Virgil’s “AEneid,” and Cicero’s “Orations against Catiline.” The
Junior and Senior Hebrew Classes have been occupied with the Grammar,
and in reading Genesis, the Psalms, and the 1st Book of Kings.


MR. FERGUSSON’S REPORT


THIS year we have been able, from the health and industry of the men, to
go through a good deal of genuine work, and if the same blessings are
continued to the end of the summer session I would have no hesitation in
pronouncing it one of the very best we have had for years, both as regards
the quantity and the quality of the work done. The conduct and character
of the Students leave nothing to be desired.


Allow me, for the sake of strangers who may wish to know the nature of
the work done in our department, to add a list of the text books used.
Blackie’s “Bible Geography,” Angus’s “Bible Handbook,” Wayland’s
“Ethics,” Butler’s “Analogy,” Taylor’s “Elements of Thought,” Sir William
Hamilton’s “Metaphysics,” Fowler’s “Inductive and Deductive Logic,”
Fleming’s “Analysis of the English Language,” and Bain’s “English
Composition.”


MR. MARCHANT’S REPORT


GOOD work has been done by the brethren placed under my care. Owing to
the somewhat smaller Classes, the thoroughness of preparation has been
more closely tested than on some former occasions; and, perhaps, this
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closer scrutiny has revealed, on the part of a few students, a tendency to
sacrifice the knowledge of grammatical forms and rules to the more
superficial business of mere translation. Still, on the whole, the year has
been characterized by general diligence and thoroughness in work.


The Juniors have been engaged, as usual, with the Grammar and Delectus
of each language. In more advanced Classes in Latin, two Books of
Eutropius, some of Virgil’s “Bucolics,” and a good portion of the’ fourth
Georgic have been read and parsed, while other brethren, who have but
recently commenced it, have gone through the first nine or ten chapters of
Caesar’s ‘ ‘De Bello Gallico.” In Greek, a few chapters of the “Anabasis”
of Xenophon, and several of the “Dialogues of Lucian” have been
translated. Arnold’s “Exercises,” in both languages, have also engaged our
attention. In Euclid, in addition to “Exercises,” some of the Classes have
gone nearly through the Third, some through the Second, and others who
have recently entered have begun the First Book.


MR. CHESHIRE’S REPORT


MY department deals with natural science. We do not pursue science so
much for its own sake. as that it may be an aid to devout feeling and a
stimulant to our faith. Science is not commonly regarded,! know, as having
this tendency, and all will admit that, unhappily, scientific men as a body
have been more remarkable for their antagonism to Christianity than for
any other strong indication of character. If the unrenewed heart and
stubborn will combine and strive by intellectual analyses of nature’s laws to
find out God, failure and the outcry, “Verily, thou art a God that hidest
thyself,” can alone be the result, if indeed, they do not end in blank
atheism. But if the touched heart and reverent soul desire humbly to
recognize the footprints of the Infinite Creator, then “the invisible things of
him are clearly seen by the things that are made.” God is found to be
everywhere, and we exclaim, “It is in him we live and move and have our
being.” It is thus that we desire to gather around our subjects of study, and
thus that we: crave to be affected by them, and I am glad to be able to
report that in this we have not been disappointed.


But this is not all: God, the Creator alike of matter and spirit, ha’.’,
worked, if we may so say, in a somewhat analogous manner in both; so
that a wide comprehension of material laws must afford a world of







487


illustration for spiritual truth. Is not this the reason that the Prince of
teachers so continually uses parables, so frequently gives a representation
of spiritual relations by material combinations? We have been, during three
months of the past year, studying the laws of sound; and these have
constantly suggested images and illustrations of moral and spiritual things.
We have also been going over the laws of gases, the nature of the
atmosphere, gravitation, etc.; and now and again the utility of the work
beyond the mere acquisition of knowledge has been made most pleasingly
apparent by the students themselves suggesting in private conversation
telling images which had quite escaped me.


During the past year a very efficient Student’s Microscope has been added
to our Apparatus, objects for exhibition in which I supply from my own
collection. We have found this of great service, and around the Microscope
table a little knot will always be found gathered during: tea on Friday, at
which I am always present. We exhibit such objects; of interest as may be
calculated to enlarge our knowledge of the wonders. of nature: (which
ought to mean the wonders of divine working), such as; ciliary motion, the
eyes of insects, the circulation of sap in living plants, the adaptation of legs
and other parts of small creatures to the several purposes the instinct and
habits of the owners require; the minute blood vessels of animals in their
unimaginable multitude — man, for instance, possessing so many that their
united length would possibly extend 12,000 miles.


The attendance at the Class has been very good. Settled pastors, formerly
College Students, are often amongst us, and the interest taken in our work
by nearly all is of the keenest kind.


May we all be so helped in the future that our studies may be of increasing
service, and all that ‘is within us may be more truly consecrated to the
Lord Christ.
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NOTES OF WORK


DONE BY CERTAIN COLLEGE MEN.


COMPILED BY C. H. SPURGEON.


OUR friends who are of a practical turn of mind will like to see what is
being done by men who were once in our College. The proof of every
institution lies in its fruits. In the matter of good accomplished by the
instrumentality of our men the difficulty is to select specimens; to give the
bulk would be out of the question. A very large number of our brethren
could tell of the Lord’s blessing their ministry to the conversion of sinners,
and the increase of his church; and if we: say nothing about the most of
them it is only because we have no room for all in our Report, though they
all live in our heart, and for all of them we magnify the Lord.


In our first selection we shall mention brethren who have been occupied
with building New Meeting-houses since our last Report. In these cases
this material work is only the outward sign of spiritual work performed,.
This toil among stones and mortar is by no means delightful, and. with a
poor people at your back it is often a new version of Israel in Egypt
making bricks without straw; but yet where God has sent large increase, or
opened new fields, it is a labor which must be attended to. Oh, that we had
more means with which to help worthy workers, driven to their wits’ end
for money wherewith to pay for a roof above their heads! If our climate
would only let us meet in the open-air all the year round! But then it will
not; and what is the good of wishing? God’s providential arrangements
necessitate buildings to worship in throughout these British Isles; these will
not spring up of themselves like Jonah’s gourd, and therefore they must be
built; and ministers must collect, and Christians must give according to
their means. The weary laborers to whom this task is allotted deserve our
sympathy, and we would show it by mentioning their names in these pages,
as we have in most cases shown it by placing our name in their little
collecting books, of which some people are so afraid.


Here is a letter from a region in which the population has increased beyond
all expectation, and the religious accommodation is scant.







489


BATTERSEA.


Mr. Lardner says : —


“Dear Mr. Spurgeon,—I write to cheer your heart, for I know it cheers
you to hear good news from your sons. The Lord never blessed us so much
as during the past year, both in temporal and in spiritual things. He has so
helped us in our new building, having moved others to help us to nearly
£2,400, that we are making the attempt to open Battersea Tabernacle free
of debt. The foundation-stone and the top-stone brought in over £800.
During the last few weeks the Lord has crowded our back rooms with
converts. On one occasion the vestry could not contain all who came out:
29 that night confessed the Lord Jesus. A few Sundays since we baptized
25; and still the gracious work goes on. We sadly need our larger house,
but he who knows all will give it us soon, and we shall receive it from his
own hand. We have several Missions, all lovingly worked, and his smile
upon them all We wish to do more, for He is worthy for whom we do it
all.”


The next instance of work done may be seen at


ORPINGTON KENT.


In this growing village a very small congregation met in an exceedingly
primitive building. Mr. White became their pastor. This good, earnest
brother, having been a workman in a mill, had enjoyed no educational
advantages. Several friends in the neighborhood recommended this brother
to the College, where he has studied for about three years. The same
friends also set to work to erect a suitable house of prayer, and they have
succeeded in building it. The congregation has very greatly’ increased, and
Mr. White’s ministry has been made useful to his hearers. In this place
there will before long be a solid, self-supporting community ready to
evangelize the neighborhood, which will soon become a populous suburb.


Our brethren have long worked at


TUNBRIDGE WELLS


under great difficulties. Others attempted the task, but it returned to our
hands, and under the leadership of Mr. James Smith a turn for the better
has been taken, a church has been gathered, and a handsome chapel has
been erected. The debt needs reduction, and, towards this, Christian
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people, would do well to contribute; but we have every reason to believe
that the church will stand under its burden, and do true service for the Lord
in this place of fashionable resort.


TALBOT TABERNACLE, NOTTING HILL.


Our esteemed brother, Mr. Frank White, has gathered around himself an
earnest, gracious church in the far west of London. The iron chapel in
which the people were first gathered by our friend, Mr. Gordon Furlong,.
has become worn out, and a permanent building is an unquestioned
necessity. As an installment of the work, a lecture-hall with certain school-
rooms has been opened.


The Christian says :—” We were much pleased by its simple yet
commodious and comfortable style, which indeed promises well for the
future building which it is hoped will ere long be erected in lieu of the iron
Tabernacle, which has well served its time, and sorely needs replacing by a
more enduring structure. Underneath the new hall are seven compact and
cozy class-rooms, much wanted for the accommodation of Bible-classes
and other meetings.


“Mr. Frank!-. White read an address to the Earl of Shaftesbury, who
presided on this occasion, as he did at the laying of the foundation stone, in
July last, and then made a brief financial statement, from which it appeared
that 1,076 donations have been received, making a total of £2,755 14s. 9d.
The total cost of the present erection, including furniture, fittings, etc., has
been £2,988 7s. 6d., of which £321 is debited to the proposed new chapel,
as cost of erection of party-wall, etc., belonging to the intended structure,
leaving the cost of new hall £2,668. Thus the Lord has provided the money
absolutely wanted, whilst £87 remains towards the £321 expended. It was
‘hoped that the £234 would be raised that day (which hope was, we
,understand, realized), together with promises towards the £4,000 required
for the new Tabernacle. No debt has been incurred, as Mr. White and his
friends are firmly resolved not to proceed until funds are provided or
promised.”


PUTNEY.


This is a suburb which has rapidly grown. Here our work began in a room,
was enlarged till it filled a school-chapel, and next ,developed into a
healthy and growing congregation in a hired hall. ‘This is an expensive and
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inconvenient arrangement, and so our friends have commenced a chapel,
and hope speedily to have a public gathering to witness the laying of a
memorial-stone. The church numbers 140 members, but it would have been
far larger had it not been for the many removals by which the cause has
suffered. Great outside help is wanted to enable, this young church to
provide a proper meeting-place. The people are doing their best, but funds
do not flow in very rapidly. May the great Head of the Church move the
hearts of his stewards to help this well-deserving interest, and so cheer Mr.
Thomas, the worthy pastor. No one can estimate fully the necessity for the
present, and for all time, of putting up suitable places of worship for the
daily increasing multitude of our enormous metropolis. We are ,told that
London contains more than five millions.’ what is to become of these if the
ground is all covered, and places of worship are not provided?


WORTHING.


In this well-known watering-place a most hopeful enterprise is being
carried out. It will, with God’s blessing, lead in the near future to
something worthy of a longer record.


Our good friend, Mr. W. F. Stead, worked at Worthing with all his heart,
and as the result of his labors a small school-chapel was erected. He has
retired from the scene, and we trust will soon be found working elsewhere.
Mr. Crouch, of the neighboring town of Shoreham, has left his comfortable
sphere to attempt the gathering of a solid Baptist church in Worthing. We
know his perseverance, and firm confidence in God, and therefore we
believe he will pull through, though it must be uphill work. We ought to
have a strong and useful Baptist church in Worthing, and by God’s grace
we shall have it before long. It is needful to build, and to do this will
require large help from outside. An friends who know Worthing as a sea-
side resort should send prompt aid. The new chapel is to cost £2,000. The
friends hope soon to have the first £1,000 in hand, and to commence
building. Having pledged themselves to carry out this work on the “owe-
no-man-any-thing” principle, we trust that the Lord’s stewards will supply
them with the necessary funds for its completion at once. Contributions
will be thankfully received by the Pastor, C. Douglas Crouch, Oxford-road,
Worthing.
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RUGBY, WARWICKSHIRE.


The Secretary of the church at Rugby writes, under date of January 28th,
1884:—


“It is just four and a-half years ago since Mr. Henry T. Peach, of the
Pastors’ College, came to preach at Rugby. He found us in a very low and
cold state, with a membership of 39, several of whom were non-resident, a
chapel that sadly needed attention, and a schoolroom which was a disgrace
to the denomination. Mr. Peach created such a favorable impression that he
was offered and accepted the pastorate on November 9th, 1879: he soon
had many tokens that the divine blessing was resting upon his labors by the
addition of many to the church. During the intervening years Mr. Peach has
labored with much zeal, acceptance, and success. The chapel and
schoolrooms have been rebuilt, on the old site, at a cost of over £1,200;
and there now only remains £108 to be cleared off. Forty-two persons have
been baptized during Mr. Peach’s pastorate; and he leaves us, much to our
regret, to-day, for work at Pietermaritzburg, South Africa, with a
flourishing Sunday School of 120 scholars, and a membership of 87. As a
token of our affection and esteem, Mr. Councilor Wood (President of the
Leicestershire Association of Baptist Churches), on behalf of the church,
to-day presented Mr. Peach with a handsome illuminated address and a
purse of money, as a parting gift; wishing him a safe voyage, and assuring
him that the church would lovingly cherish his memory; and praying that
God’s blessing might accompany him to Africa, and make him eminently
useful there.”


SOUTH STOCKTON.


This rapidly-increasing town has, at the present, a population of 12,000. It
is only separated from Stockton by the river Tees. A few years ago the
provision for the religious wants of the inhabitants was sadly deficient.
Observing this, some earnest members of the Baptist Church in Stockton,
led by Pastor G. Wainwright, commenced preaching-services in the open-
air. The next step was to take a small room over a stable in a back street,
which, however, was soon abandoned for the more commodious Gaiety
Music Hall. Here the services were conducted with considerable success
for the space of fifteen months.


While in this place it was felt that if the good done was to be of an
enduring character, a Baptist church must be formed. The Committee of
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the Northern Baptist Association was favorable to the plan, and promised
help. Application was then made to Mr. Spurgeon to send a minister.
Several, accordingly, visited the town, but not to remain. At last Mr.
Spurgeon recommended Mr. Winsor, of Leeds, and he felt constrained to
undertake the charge. Arrangements were then made for removal to the
Co-operative Hall, and here the new church was formed in October 1881,
when 37 members were dismissed from the Stockton church, Mr. H.
Winsor at the same time receiving a unanimous invitation to the pastorate.


Under his ministry the work has been consolidated and established, and by
his; unceasing efforts a new and comfortable chapel, affording
accommodation for 400 worshippers, has been built. The cost has been
about £1,500, towards which Mr. Spurgeon has contributed £50, and
several of the Tabernacle friends have given liberal aid. Although several of
those who began the work have returned to their old home, the
membership at present is 57, and the congregations in the new building ;are
good and steadily increasing. A debt of about £700 remains on the chapel.
This work was set about by Mr. Wainwright and his friends in a self-
denying spirit. Mr. Winsor is a very suitable person to carry on the work,
and the case deserves well of all Christian people who have substance
entrusted to them. Contributions towards the reduction of the debt will be
thankfully received and acknowledged by the Pastor, H. Winsor South
Stockton.


COLNE, LANCASHIRE.


Under the pastorate of our friend, Mr. A. Parker, a noble place of worship
has been built in this busy town. He writes concerning it : —


“The buildings Which formerly served us for chapel and school were too
small, inconvenient, and much out of repair, and to put them in anything
like condition would have required an expenditure of about £2,000. We,
therefore, thought it would be better to build entirely new premises.
Accordingly, we secured a plot of ground adjoining that on which the
former buildings stood, and first built a new school, which we used for
Sunday services during the pulling down of the old chapel and the
construction of the new one. The opening services of the school were held
in April, i882, those of the chapel in October of last year. The time
occupied in building was about two and half years, and the cost —
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exclusive of site — £9,000, towards which the sum of £6, 000 has been
raised.


“The sitting accommodation is for 760, the average attendance about 500.
The school is at the rear of the chapel, and so arranged that ingress and
egress can be made from one to another without going into the street. The
assembly-room of the school will accommodate 600 scholars; underneath
and in connection with it are sixteen class-rooms. There are as far as one
can judge not only a fair field for labor, but also signs of encouragement in
that labor.”


HAWICK, ROXBURGHSHIRE.


In this Scotch town the little church under Mr. Seaman has enjoyed a
pleasing measure of spiritual prosperity. It seemed doomed to extinction,
but the Lord has smiled upon it in mercy, and we now hope that it will
flourish. The pastor says : —


“During the past year we have had the joy of seeing the result of our labors
in the opening of our new chapel. For the first time in the history of the
church, and of the denomination which we represent, we are thankful to
record the fact that we have a neat and comfortable chapel, built on our
own freehold site, with only the small debt of £350. As Baptists, who have
to contend with the deeply-rooted prejudices of persons opposed to
believers’ baptism, we feel thankful and are encouraged to believe that now
we have ‘ a local habitation and a name,’ many may be led to attend our
meetings, and receive a blessing, ‘even life for evermore.’ When I think of
our improved condition, I can thank God without boasting that he has
enabled one of the least of the men from the Pastors’ College to help
forward an old but struggling cause from the place of obscurity if a back
street, without any building to meet in save a hired room, to the present
position of greater usefulness which we now occupy.”


LERWICK, SHETLAND.


From this remote region we have pleasing tidings of the growth of the little
church which is under the care of our brother Richards. If ever a people
deserved help these certainly do. We are not mentioning just now the
spiritual results, but only the outward and visible signs thereof, and we
think the change made in Lerwick indicates the hearty earnestness of the
people. Mr. Richards says :-
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“We commenced the year in a small meeting-house. At that time it had
become evident that., if we were to exist, — not to say progress, we
should have to move into a larger and more airy building. We could not see
our way to build, as we were but a very small and poor people, and had not
a farthing in hand towards the project. In the town there was no building
that we could hire. In this state of embarrassment we met to consult as to
what could be done, after which we resolved to make an effort to build;
and there and then, from about 30 people, most of them females, and all of
whom have to work for their living, there were promises made amounting
to over £60. Encouraged by this, we took further steps in the matter, but
our intention was soon altered. A hall, with a house attached to it, was
offered to us for the sum of £550; this we felt we would not let pass
though we could only see our way to so small a part of the needed outlay,
and therefore we dosed in with it. We had to add another £100 for
cleaning, putting in a baptistery, and so forth. This done, about two months
ago, we were able to move out of the old place, holding 100, into a very
comfortable one, that will hold about 350. This has placed us on a much
better footing than before, and raised our hopes that this year may see a
large increase in both church and congregation. But, alas! we have still a
heavy burden for so small a people; for, as yet, we have only raised about
£250, leaving us £400 in debt, which we hope our Lord may incline the
hearts of his people in various parts of the world to help us to remove
during the year.”


While we have’ thus selected places in which new buildings have been
erected for the home churches, we are equally pleased to mention others
where Parent Churches have built Mission Halls or Village Chapels at a
distance from themselves to supply destitute localities with the gospel of
our Lord Jesus.


THE CATFORD HILL CHURCH


has put up a hall at Bell Green, Lower Sydenham, and a right noble work is
being done therein. The original church is itself young and not without its
burdens, but it has proved its vitality and generosity by this gallant effort.
Mr. Greenwood, the pastor, has great reason for rejoicing that an
enterprise which has been enthusiastically carried out


by his friends has, also, in a marked manner, received the blessing of God.
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One of the saddest features of the present period is the continued
agricultural depression. This is no invention of a grumbling spirit, but a
stern reality. Our country churches are made to feel this very grievously:
their pastors can scarcely be supported, and all their operations are
cramped, Yet we have instances of these churches, — despite their
difficulties, providing Gospel light for hamlets more destitute than
themselves; thus proving their right to live, and suggesting to the godly in
the towns the need of keeping the rural churches in going order.


STOW-ON-THE-WOLD.


Our admirable brother, F. E Blackaby, labors in this little town with much
blessing. The hamlet of Donnington had no place of worship except a room
in a cottage, and this became so dilapidated that in wet weather rain
descended from the roof, and in dry seasons parts of the roof and ceiling
supplied more dangerous showers. All this is altered; for a generous friend
has given a piece of ground, and the Stow folks have built a neat little
chapel upon it. As a cheering specimen of how a village church may
prosper even when the times are hard with the people, we give Mr.
Blackaby’s account of the work which God has done by him at Stow. He
needs help for repairing and enlarging his own chapel and schools, and yet
he has first cared for his poorer neighbors. Here is his report : —


“At your request I send a short description of the work since I settled here
three years ago.. Then the weekly offerings amounted to £60 per annum.
Last year the sum of £90 was raised. Then £13 was the annual amount
raised for Foreign Missions. Last year £26 was raised. Then no tract
districts were in existence; now we have about 16, embracing the whole of
this little town, and four villages adjoining. Then we had a dilapidated old
house at our village station, in which we were in jeopardy of life and limb
when we assembled to worship, which was only once on the Sunday. Now
we have a snug little chapel, provided with all necessary comforts — stove,
lamps, harmonium, etc., all paid for before the opening day in June last.
Services are held twice on the Sunday, and once in the week, and the
building has been consecrated by the Bishop of our souls in saving two
dear friends within its walls; one a young person of 18, the other an old
sinner of 65. Then our Sunday services were thinly attended. Last Sunday
evening we could not see an empty seat. Then no young men’s Bible Class
existed; now we have one, from which nearly a dozen have found Christ.
Then there was no Week-evening meeting at all; now we meet for prayer
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on Monday evening, and for prayer and an address on Wednesday. This,
dear Mr. President, is the bare outline of ‘ what was,’ and ‘ what is.’ If I
were to fill in the details, I should have to tell of much exercise of faith and
patience, of sighs and groans, of wrestlings and prayers, of heights and
depths, of intense joys and black sorrows, but, interwoven through all,
innumerable threads of ‘ silvern mercies,’ without which no such change
could have taken place; therefore we cry, ‘Not unto us, not unto us, but
unto thy name, O Lord, be all the glory!’ While we look for greater things
than these, to be accomplished in the name of Jesus the Redeemer.”


FARINGDON.


Our excellent brother, Mr. E. George, feels the down-dragging influence of
the agricultural depression, but both he and his church prove the cheering
and uplifting power of grace, by undertaking one enterprise after another,
and finding success in all by the divine favor. We think the following
paragraphs reflect honor upon pastor and people : —


“Our work at Buscot (a village four miles from Faringdon) was
commenced in the early part of 1881, by the Pastor holding Cottage
Services. After some time’ the Primitive Methodists offered their chapel for
sale and we eventually purchased the old building, which was very much
dilapidated, for £30, and conducted services in it until the Spring of 1883,
when the floor fell in, and the place was deemed altogether unfit for use.
We were then obliged to build. Our good friend C. F. Allison, Esq., laid the
foundation-stone on the 17th of May, when very interesting services were
held. The opening services took place on July 25th, when the Rev. E G.
Gange, of Bristol, preached in the afternoon, and gave an address in the
evening. The total cost of the chapel was £260, all of which has been
collected, with the exception of £20, which we hope to clear off this
month. A Sunday School has been started., and a Band of Hope, about 40
children in each; both societies are doing good work. The services are well
attended, and we believe the seed sown will soon spring up and bring forth
fruit. In addition to this:, we have commenced working the little cause at
Kingston-Lisle, a village seven miles from here; and in April next the
church at Lechlade, six miles in another direction, will be under our
pastoral care, and the services supplied by the Pastor and our Lay
Preachers’ Association.”
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WINSLOW, BUCKS.


In the above town Mr. Feltham fulfilled a remarkably useful period of
pastoral labor. For the sake of the health of his family, he has now removed
to Sandown, in the Isle of Wight; but before going there he had done
splendid work, of which we give the record as far as it: concerns the village
of MURSLEY, to which he has been a true helper.


“Between three and four years since, the Baptist Church in the village. of
Mursley (near here) was by mutual and unanimous approval united with
this church, then under the pastoral oversight of Mr. F. J. Feltham. With
God’s blessing a true revival was soon apparent, the congregations rapidly
increased, and a gracious work in the conversion of souls took place.
Presently the chapel, an ancient little structure, became too small for the
numbers which flocked to it every Lord’s Day, and it soon became evident
that further provision would have to be made, and that immediately, too..
Very heartily the pastor and people set to work with a view to the erection
of a new chapel, and after much prayer and consideration it was resolved
to utilize the old site. It was also decided not to begin building until we
could see our way clear to half the amount which would be required.
Through the kindness of our President and other friends, we were enabled
to make a commencement. An architect


prepared the plans gratuitously, and in the beginning of 1883 the
contractor proceeded to remove the old building and erect a commodious
meeting-house, at a cost of £450. This beautiful village chapel was opened
for public worship August 29th, 1883, by Pastor W. Cuff, of Shoreditch,
whose associations with Mursley have always been of the most loving
character, for it was here that he preached his first sermon after entering
college. With the exception of a loan of £100, free of interest, from the
Baptist Building Fund, the whole of the money’ has been raised. To God
be all the praise!”


BRIXHAM.


We vary our run of country by mentioning a fishing-town where a Mission
Hall has been opened by the parent church. This is an outgrowth of the
prosperity of the church, and of the coming forth of several brethren to
preach the Gospel in the streets and highways. The Secretary writes : —
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“Our Pastor, the Rev. J. T. Almy, entered on this pastorate in March,
1883. The congregation is greatly increasing; twelve members have since
been added to the church, many others are soon expected to come forward.
The school and all other organizations connected with the church are in
good working order. Since his coming amongst us our Pastor has
established a Mission Hall, capable of seating 100 persons, in the rural part
of the town, called Higher Brixham. This hall is supplied morning,
afternoon, and evening on Sundays, and twice in the week, by a band of
twelve Evangelists, nearly all fishermen who, being simple-hearted, but full
of zeal and love, draw attentive congregations. Sometimes, when the
weather is fine, they preach in the open air before repairing to the Hall.
One pleasing incident is that the esteemed vicar of the Parish, a thorough
evangelical, attended at the opening of the Hall and has since given it his
sanction and support.”


Those who know the labor and trial of erecting places of worship, even
with large congregations to back up the effort, will know how to estimate
the operations of such churches as these we have mentioned. Persons who
are affectedly spiritual may speak slightingly of such work, but this is for
want of knowing: better. True spirituality will not only sit still and
contemplate, but it will gird itself to do service for Christ and humanity in
ways which are by no means conducive to its personal comfort. Here are
people perishing for lack of knowledge; they need to hear the Gospel; they
must have a place to meet in, for they cannot stand out in the open roads in
the wet and the winter: the falsely spiritual wish the poor people well, and
groan over the worldliness of those who vex their celestial spirits by
asking them to contribute to a building made with hands. But the truly
spiritual cry to the Lord for his help, give all they can spare themselves,
and toil on at collecting, till a room is built, the Gospel is preached in it,
and souls are saved. Our brethren are not ashamed of the Gospel of Christ,
neither are they ashamed of working hard to provide a place in which to
preach that Gospel; and we rejoice that the Lord has given them the grace
and the self-denial to labor to such purpose.


It was announced in the public prints the other day that money has become
a complete drug in the market. Profitable investments appear to be few and
far between. We suppose it is our duty to pity the poor rich man whose
capital will not produce ten per cent., or even five. We do more than pity
his deplorable sufferings, we propose to help him. In addition to several
first-class investments which we have already mentioned, we will bring
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under his notice a number of others equally eligible. Should he fear that any
of them may prove a failure, he can distribute the risk by taking a £10 share
in each one,—a method which has been so highly thought of in the City
that it is the basis of several monetary associations. The President of the
College, who often finds himself severely pinched in trying to aid these
numerous works, will at any time invest amounts without charging
commission.


CARSHALTON, SURREY.


In this delightful village, watered by such abundant streams, we set up the
standard of the Gospel in the Hall. Our students gathered hopeful
congregations; and now Mr. Jasper is the pastor of a church of 100
members.. He has been in his position for three and a-halt years;, all along
worshipping in a hired hall: this is evermore a drawback and a difficulty;
for those who can best help the work will not come to a hail, and the place
is not the people’s own, and therefore is not available for many most
necessary purposes. Yet the congregation has increased in a marked
manner, and the open-air services, which are very frequently held, have not
been without result. The good people have taken a piece of land costing
£520, and have raised the amount within £100. Land costs money in and
around London; and this is a serious matter. At this present, no more can
be done awhile, till Carshalton friends have rested a little, and then we
hope they will make another effort, and get something towards a building.
It would be a grand thing if some wealthy brother came forward and
cheered them on by placing a solid corner-stone in the edifice. In the
church at the Tabernacle there was a friend who built a chapel in memory
of his father, and now that, to our unutterable loss, he is gone, his family
are erecting a chapel in memory of him. This is better than wasting money
on marble monuments. Anyhow, Carshalton deserves generous assistance.


SPRING HILL, BIRMINGHAM.


Mr. W. J. Harris is in the following position :—


“Fifty-four have, been added to the church this year. We have had great
prosperity in every department of our work, but we are sadly in want of a
new chapel. We are hindered on all sides by want of room. Our chapel is a
small one, and not having any school-room, we have to use it both for
public worship and Sunday-school work. The congregations fill the place
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to suffocation, and the school is in such a prosperous condition that
children have had to be turned away because there is no room for them. It
is very discouraging to have such opportunities for work and yet to be
cramped for lack of accommodation. We are working under most serious
disadvantages. Our chapel is badly ventilated; and in consequence of the
crowded state of the school is exceedingly unhealthy; it has no baptistery,
so that we are compelled to go elsewhere to baptize; we have no separate
classrooms, and consequently the senior classes have to pursue their work
amid the general buzz of the whole school. It is a marvel to me that in spite
of so many hindrances we should have succeeded so well as we ‘have; but
I cannot help thinking that if things were otherwise we should, humanly
speaking, have got on far better.”


Surely the servants of God in the Midland metropolis will see that this
brother has a fit place to work in. Already a move has been made. The
Cannon Street Trust has made a generous grant, and friends have promised
sufficient help to make a good beginning.


NEW BROMPTON, CHATHAM.


Here by’ the divine blessing, the church formed under Mr. Blocksidge has
34 names on its roll. The congregation over-fills the school-chapel, and
there is urgent need of a proper meeting-house. The Pastor says : —


“Our great want is a chapel. On Sunday morning we are perplexed how
and where to put the Sunday-school children, as they crowd out the
congregation, and in the evening we cannot find room enough for the
people. The schoolroom is built to accommodate 250 persons, and very
often more than 300 people crowd into the building, occupying (‘.very foot
of space. This cannot last; people will get discouraged by the
inconveniences, and refuse to attend. We are doing our best to raise money
for the Building Fund. The church is thoroughly united, prayerful, and
hopeful.”


BATLEY, YORKS.


Mr. Cooper, who left us last April, is supported by the Yorkshire Baptist
Association. He says : —


“We have had a clear increase of eighteen members for the year ending
1883. This I consider to be a blessed and most encouraging result, when. it
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is remembered that I settled here in April last only, and also that when I
came the cause at Batley was as low as it possibly could be without being
extinct. We are most sanguine of raising a flourishing cause here, as we are
the only representatives of our denomination in a town of 29,000
inhabitants. Our services are held in a room, for which we pay £32 a year
rent. This charge cripples us financially. WE MUCH NEED a chapel to
worship in.”


HOUNSLOW.


Mr. PEARSONS has been much cheered by being enabled to gather a church
in a town which has hitherto offered little to encourage the laborer. He says
:—


“This church has been raised during the past eighteen months, and now
numbers 68 members, being 27 more than at this time last year. We are in
the center of a populous district, and if we had the accommodation, there is
the opening for a thoroughly substantial church.


We are struggling against fearful odds. Our chapel is filled with an
appreciative audience. The. various branches of church work are
increasing. We very sorely need a much larger building. Cannot some of
the Lord’s people come to our help?”


This is the continual cry. It is a sign of progress; but how are we to answer
it? We are glad to do our utmost; but our funds are getting exhausted, and
these works cannot be aided from head-quarters unless the Lord moves
wealthy friends to supply the needful moneys. The President can have no
personal end to serve in pleading for these churches, as he has no further
connection with them than that which belongs to any one of the readers of
this Report. Our thoughts about funds are simply and only because we long
to see the gospel preached and Jesus glorified. Daily we feel the lack of
means wherewith to aid our zealous brethren and their growing churches.
After all, this is the best sort of want; and it is one which in due time the
Lord will supply. If we were without the Holy Spirit’s presence it would be
a lack for which nothing could compensate.


TRING.


This town has other and stronger churches, but it contains no more earnest
people than those under the care of our brother Charles Pearce. He came







503


to us as a pastor, and continued his ministry all the while he was in College.
He wrote to us out of a full heart, and we hope we do not violate
confidence in quoting the following :—


“The past year is another year of my Lord’s faithfulness and love: a year of
steady growth in my own soul and in the Church. Never did I feel nearer
to, and yet of myself further from, my Master. My desire to faithfully serve
my God and my brethren increases with my years. It is utterly impossible
for me to describe the intense yearning I have for souls. I must cease to live
before I can be silent while charged with such a message. What a remedy
for human ill is the grace of our divine Lord! ‘ He gave Himself for us.’
Believing as I do in the hopeless, endless woe, of all who neglect the great
salvation, I should be unworthy the name of man if I did not call, persuade,
entreat. I am ready day or night, by any means, in any way, as the Holy
Spirit directs, to bring men to a knowledge of the truth; it is my meat and
drink, my joy, my life. We have commenced some fresh work : — A Band
of Hope for our young folks; a class for women, conducted by my dear
wife; a class for men, conducted by myself. These two classes are held in
my own home, which is more attractive and comfortable than a cold
chapel. I often have 15 or 16 men packed in my little room, some of them
have been amongst the roughest and lowest in our town. We are much
crippled for want of room, for our chapel is a very small one, and we have
neither class-room nor school-room. Our place is like a hive, packed
closely, and when I tell you that we always have seven, and often nine
meetings in the week, not including Sunday, you will see that we are busy
workers. Oh, that we had a building large enough, and suited to our work,
so much more could be done! The Lord answer our earnest case in this
matter!”


Although: we thus mention chapels, we place far in front of all the spiritual
prosperity which creates the need of such buildings. The main point is for
the truth to be preached and lived; and this is the sure cause of activity in
holy work. One great part of such work is the. training of the young, and
hence the frequent need for enlarged Sabbath-school accommodation. This
is the case at


CROSS STREET, ISLINGTON,


where Mr. Frederick Jones is laboring. The church is making a great effort
to provide class-rooms for senior scholars and infants. At
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ATHERTON, MANCHESTER,


The church feels so thankful for the blessing of revival, that it has resolved
to build a new school and a minister’s house, at an expense of £1,200. The
minister, Mr. Edward Dyer, enters upon the enterprise, supported by an
ardent people; but the work will require help from outside.


BUGBROOKE:, NORTHAMPTON,


is a village of about 900 inhabitants, in whose midst there is an earnest
Baptist church, venerable in years, and fruitful in good men. Mr. Flatt is
doing well here, and therefore needs schools. There is no minister’s vestry,
and no place in which the baptized can change their garments. Moreover,
there is no suitable habitation for the school, nor room for week-night
meetings for prayer, and the advocacy of temperance and other good
causes. Our worthy brother says :—” Our estimated outlay is £500.
Among our poor selves we have promised £200, and are about to make an
appeal to outside friends for the other £300.” It is singular to find 117
persons on the church-roll in so small a town. This earnest community
should be helped. Evidently the friends help themselves.


We are gladdest when reports from our brethren refer wholly to spiritual
results, as in the case of


BIDEFORD.


“The Spirit from on high has been poured out copiously upon us — our
own souls have been quickened in the divine life, and more than one
hundred persons have professed to have found peace in Jesus Christ. A
goodly number of those brought to the Lord have been baptized and
received into our fellowship. After making every deduction there was a
clear increase of sixty-seven to our fellowship at the close of the year; for
this we thank. God and take courage. W. GILLARD.”


COMBE MARTIN.


This romantic village, where Mr. Glover has so long labored, must have
been visited, by God in a very unusual manner to have seen so many
conversions in its midst.


“During the year, in answer to prayer and as the result of effort, we have
had a gracious revival; 84 believers have been added to our fellowship by
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baptism, while many have been united to other churches at a distance from
us. At the commencement of the year we had special services for about
two months, conducted by ourselves, with a little foreign help for a few
nights, with the above glorious results. The work has proved to be the
work of God by the steady and consistent lives of the converts, and by
their consecration to the Lord’s service. We give the praise and glory to
God who has wrought all our works in us and by us through his blessed
Spirit, and who has saved these precious and immortal souls by his Son
Jesus Christ. For the past blessing we heartily thank God, and for the
future we take courage.”


HAY HILL, BATH.


Concerning the ministry of our heartily-beloved brother, Mr. E. H.
Hamilton, the Secretary of the church writes a letter which we must give
entire. Blessed be God for such a workman: he needs not to be ashamed.
Our only concern is that he has so little physical strength and is apt to labor
beyond what his feeble health allows.


“We have to thank God for the spirit of power and love and wholehearted
consecration given to our dear Pastor throughout this year. His zeal
provokes very many, and, undoubtedly, his ministry during the past year
has had a marked power in this city. You will see by the statistical returns
that our Pastor has baptized 91 persons during the year; many of these,
however, did not join our church, but are in fellowship elsewhere. We may
say of the church that it is all alive, very few drones being in the hive.
During the past month of December, and now again in January, our dear
Pastor holds an Evangelistic Service every Sunday evening in the Assembly
Rooms, at 8 o’clock, for one hour. The attendance has surprised everyone,
so many thronging to it; and, better still, great power has accompanied the
word preached, so that many have professed conversion. All that we wish
for our Pastor is as to his body: that he may be in health, and prosper, even
as his soul prospers; but even this can be given to him of the Lord.”


WELLINGTON ROAD, STOKE NEWINGTON.


Mr. Ellis has seen the good hand of the Lord working with him, and
therefore he is enabled to send in a delightful record, of which the
following is the essence :—
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“Looking back to the time (three years ago) when I left college, and came
here, finding only 40 members in fellowship, and remembering that since
then over 320 have been added to our fellowship, most of them
conversions from the world, besides many others who have professed
conversion and joined other churches, we are filled with deep gratitude to
God for his mercy, and say, what has God wrought! To him be all the
praise! Our net gain last year was 68.”


WINDSOR.


With great joy we saw our friend, Mr. Charles Cole, settled over this old
church, which had greatly declined; and with still greater joy we receive his
account of the gracious dealings of God with him. He has proved his call to
the ministry by doing a gracious work in Holland,


and we feel sure that the royal borough will find in him a very useful
preacher of the word. Thus he writes :—.


“If no seraphic vision has been ours, we have often had to exclaim, ‘Truly
the Lord was in this place and we knew it.’ The attendance has very
considerably increased, and the increase has been a steady growth from the
beginning up till now: both Sundays and week evenings. There are only a
few more sittings to be let. What is far better, the Lord is bringing souls to
himself. Thirty have been welcomed since my settlement:. The people have
a mind to work. There has been twenty years’ talk about an enlargement of
the Sunday School premises. The School cannot possibly increase with its
present accommodation. It is literally ‘pot-bound,’ and must have more
room. We hope to report next year that this has been done, though we are
not going to begin till we can see our way to all the money. Our motto is
to be, ‘Owe no man anything.’ If we succeed in erecting the room, it is not
unlikely we shall call it ‘Rehoboth;’ and say:


‘For now the Lord hath made room for us, and we shall be fruitful
in the land.’—Genesis 26:22.”


SOUTH SHIELDS.


Here is a cheering letter from Mr. West. It may seem egotistical to print it,
but we have not the heart to touch a line of it; the love of the student to his
President must furnish an excuse for ardent expressions.
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“My beloved President,—I enclose a brief account of the work of the Lord
here, as a testimony of the power of the truth, and a means of
encouragement to you. Since my settlement in South Shields, in 1880, it
has been my privilege and joy to give the hand of fellowship to more than
220 persons, and of these close upon 200 have been received by baptism,
44 during 1883. This has not been the result of special revival services,
justifiable as these may be, but a steady increase resulting from the weekly
proclamation of the truth. Congregations have filled our house of prayer,
and scarcely a month has passed without some one giving evidence of a
change of heart. Several hundreds have been paid off a debt which
burdened the people four years ago, thus rendering the burden at the
present time comparatively light. Our thankful hearts sing, ‘The Lord is
good.’ My apology for sending this is my desire for the ‘beloved
President’s’ joy and encouragement, as to him I owe my conversion,
college training, and those undefinable blessings which come from knowing
him, and being brought under the: spell of his influence. May the gracious
Master preserve his life, promote his health, and increase his happiness, is
the prayer of one of his spiritual children, G. WEST.”


There is no end to this. We could keep on making extracts for many an
hour. Purposely have we avoided mentioning the great and prosperous
congregations in London, Reading, Bristol, Cheltenham, Cambridge,
Nottingham, Leeds, Portsmouth, Bradford, and other large towns in which
our brethren are well known. ‘These cause us to praise God at every
remembrance of them, and we trust that our faithful subscribers will be
partakers in our joy. The other day we were saluted by a Custom House
Officer who paid us special attention, and then added: “I have lived at
GRIMSBY, and seen the blessing of God which rests on Mr. Lauderdale,
who was one of your students.” We were cheered thus incidentally to find
College work come home to us.


Space compels us to close an account which might have been continued
indefinitely; for our brethren in America, Africa, Asia, and Australia, have
all sent in interesting memoranda. These all tell of labor perseveringly
endured, and of preaching honored of God to conversions. Our heart is
cheered because we can say without the slightest reserve or hesitation, that
solid, abiding work is being done in the name of the Lord. The brethren are
also faithful to the truth of God, and are not carried away by the heresies of
the age. Here and there a young man with more ambition than grace
becomes ashamed of old-fashioned doctrine; but he is an exception, and
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will become a still greater exception if he does not soon return to his first
love.


In the southern world, owing to the influence of Mr. Thomas Spurgeon
and Mr. J. A. Clarke, and the princely liberality of Mr. Gibson, of
Tasmania, we are largely represented. Where there are now a few
thousands there will in a short time be millions of English-speaking people,
and those who can now impress the young empires will be doing a work
for all time; hence we feel rejoiced to send out our men to those new fields.
Our son Thomas has one brother laboring among the Maoris, and another
brother is now on his way to take charge of the church in Cambridge, New
Zealand. The more men we can send the sooner will churches be formed,
and the cause of Christ extended over rising townships.


Finally, the Lord has hitherto sent us all needful funds for the College
through the careful liberality of his stewards, and he will continue to do so.
For this work we have never suffered lack: it is only by matters growing
out of that we are at any time pinched. Will our kind helpers make sure to
enrich us with their prayers? This wealth is better than thousands of gold
and silver. A little with the blessing of God is better than great revenues
without it. All our help is laid upon the Lord Jesus. We are not straitened
in him, nor would we be straitened in ourselves. May be if we had
exercised more faith we might have had ten times the blessing. Meanwhile
we must and will rejoice in what the Lord has already given.


During the twenty-eight years of our existence as a school of the prophets,
six hundred and seventy-five men, exclusive of those at present studying
with us, have been received into the College, “of whom the greater part
remain unto this day; but some (forty-six) have fallen asleep.” Making all
deductions, there are now in the work of the Lord, in some department or
other of useful service, about five hundred and sixty brethren. Of these,
five hundred and five are in our own denomination as Pastors,
Missionaries, and Evangelists.


PASTORS’ COLLEGE SOCIETY OF
EVANGELISTS.


More than ten years ago, Mr. W. HIGGINS, who is now Pastor of the
Church at Melbourn, Cambs., was set apart for the work of an Evangelist
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in connection with the College. His labors were greatly useful in reviving
existing churches, and starting new ones, which have continued, with
varying success, to the present time. In 1877 Messrs. A. J. CLARKE and J.
MANTON SMITH received the consent of the President to go forth from the
College, for the purpose of holding evangelistic services in connection with
the churches which might desire their assistance; and, as long as Mr.
Clarke’s health permitted, they continued preaching and singing the gospel
in various parts of the country. Wherever they went many where
converted, backsliders reclaimed, pastors cheered, and churches
strengthened. When, in 1879, Mr. Clarke had to retire from his post and go
to Australia, Mr. W. Y. FULLERTON became: Mr. Smith’s co-worker, and
from the first day until now they have proved their adaptation to each other
and to the special work to which they were called. Testimonies are
continually reaching us of the way in which the two men, who are totally
unlike one another in many respects, yet exactly fit in to their respective
places. Our brethren are always in great request, and their engagements are
usually fixed many months in advance. Wherever they have gone the whole
district has. been moved, the largest buildings available have not been
spacious enough to contain the crowds that have flocked to the services,
and almost every church that has sought the Evangelists’ aid has been
largely benefited by their mission. During the year that has elapsed since
the last Conference, Messrs. Fullerton and Smith have visited Chesterfield,
Maidenhead, Barrowford, Haggate, Nelson, Brierfield, Colne, Lumb,
Waterfoot, Bury, Blackburn, Burnley, Preston, Portsmouth, Cambridge,
Leicester, and Edinburgh. Details of the services have been published
month by month in The Sword and the Trowel, and it is therefore
unnecessary here to refer to them at greater length. No one more heartily
welcomes the Evangelists, as a rule, than the ministers in the towns where
the missions are hem; for, instead of being in any sense the rivals or
antagonists of the Pastors, our brethren are their earnest allies, and the
converts whom they succeed in winning are counseled to join the churches
already existing. In many places every Nonconformist minister has been a
member of the Committee which has arranged for the meetings.


We were glad when Mr. J. BURNHAM offered himself for this form of
Christian service; for he preaches and sings the gospel with much
acceptance, and he is able to visit many of the smaller towns and villages
which could not meet the necessary expenses of a visit from those brethren
who can. be employed to greater advantage where thousands instead of
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hundreds can be gathered together. Mr. Burnham has been, during the past
year, to Poole, Worthing, the hop-gardens in Kent, Walton-on-the-Naze,
Holbeach, Peterchurch, Ploughfield, East Finchley, Countesthorpe,
Barton’s End, Woodford, Melbourn, Long Buckby, Swanage, and
Swansea. In several instances the same places have been visited year after
year, thus giving the most conclusive evidence of the appreciation of the
Evangelist’s efforts;. Often have we had the cheering tidings of conversions
in the houses where our brother has been entertained, and his public
services have been the means of reviving many churches, and attracting to
the chapels many who have received the message of everlasting life from
his lips. Mr. Burnham has long pleaded very earnestly for a colleague, and
we fully see the advantages to be derived froth following our Lord’s
example of sending out his disciples in couples, but at present we do not
feel justified in venturing upon the extra outlay that: would be: involved in
such an arrangement. The contributions from the churches visited by all the
Evangelists, together with the donations given specially for this object, and
the amounts which we are able to allot from time to time, only just enable
us to meet the regular expenditure, and keep a small balance in hand. If
some of the Lord’s stewards would entrust us with rather more of their
Master’s money for this desirable purpose, we might still further increase
the number of those who are ready to respond to the oft-repeated appeal,
“Come over and help us.”


In the beginning of 1883 we undertook the support of Mr. F. Russell, who
hail, while in the College, manifested considerable ability as an Evangelist,
and the reports of his services during the past year have confirmed the
wisdom of the arrangement. He has conducted meetings at Southport,
Reading, Eastcombe, Minchinhampton, Great Grimsby, Nottingham,
Leeds, Attercliffe, Caversham Hill, Newport (Isle of Wight), Longton,
Fenton, Stoke, Eastwood Vale, Burslem, Latebrook, Butt Lane, New
Whittington, Woodchester, and Chalford.


Messrs. J. T. MATEER and E. J. PALMER, although not actually dependent
upon our funds, have needed occasional assistance, which we have been
pleased to render; it is in our heart to do much for them if we can, for they
are worthy men. Their first year of united labor has produced the most
gratifying results, and large numbers have, through their instrumentality,
been turned from the error of their ways, and have sought and found the
Savior. They have visited Gosport, Merthyr Tydvil, Troedyrhiw,
Caerphilly, Newcastle-under-Lyme, Rushden, Sutton-in-Craven,
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Scarborough, Keighley, Leamington, Rawtenstall, Ross, Stratford-on-
Avon, Frome, Girlington, Stockport, Allerton, and Bury St. Edmund’s.


Two more of our former students, Mr. W. J. TAYLOR and Mr. J. G.
WILLIAMS, are employed as agents of the Evangelization Society. This
admirable Society, together with our Tabernacle Evangelists’ Association
and Country Mission, affords frequent opportunities for the students, while
in the College, to preach the word in various parts of London and the
Provinces, and thus it helps to keep before them the great, end of the
Christian ministry — viz., the glorifying of God in the winning of souls by
the proclamation of the gospel. It is also a great joy to us to know that, in
addition to the brethren who are wholly set apart for evangelistic service,
we have in our ranks quite a. considerable number of preachers who are
both Pastors and Evangelists. Some of them are in constant demand, and
would be still more fully devoted to this glorious enterprise, did not their
duties to the churches under their charge tie them to the home-field. The
Baptist Union Evangelization Committee has often had the help of our
brethren, and in most districts one or another of the members of our holy
brotherhood is known as a man whom the Lord has specially qualified in
this direction, and his neighbors and acquaintances are not slow to seek his
welcome assistance.


In the rapidly-increasing roll of Pastors’ College men abroad there are
many evangelists. For the past eleven years Messrs. WIGSTONE and
Blamire have been messengers of good tidings to many in priest-ridden
Slain, and as the result of their labors several small churches have been
formed, where those who have been taught in divine things have sought to
instruct their countrymen, while the Evangelists have moved on to other
towns where few, if any, have been acquainted with the gospel Mr. B.
Smith has recently gone to Vigo to strengthen the little missionary band,
who need our continued prayers, and deserve all the support that the
Lord’s servants can send them. They have no stated salary, but their wants
have hitherto been supplied by the God, ‘whose they are, and whom they
serve, and in whom they will trust for the future as they have done in the
past. In India, our friend, Mr. H. RYLANDS BROWN, of Darjeeling, spends
a large portion of his time in evangelistic efforts among the tea-planters and
other English-speaking residents. We have been glad to aid him from our
Indian Evangelists’ Fund, and we believe the money could not be more
wisely expended, for Mr. Brown never asks aid from us as long as he can
obtain it elsewhere. We have been grieved to hear of his illness lately, but
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trust he will soon be restored, that he may preach Christ to those whom he
can reach in that portion of our Queen’s dominions.


In the United States, our brother, Mr. G. BOULSHER, has been engaged for
the last six or seven years by the Missouri Baptist Association as one of
their State Missionaries. Last year he gave up all pastoral work in order to
become Evangelist to the Missouri Valley Association in Carroll County,
where his labors have been greatly blessed.


Australia is favored with no less than three of our Evangelists. Mr. A. J.
CLARKE, whose praise is in all the churches, has resigned his pastorate at
West Melbourne in order to devote himself wholly to the work of which he
feels himself called by God. Mr. J. S. HARRISON and Mr. E. ISAAC are
continually engaged in holding special services in the various colonies at
the Antipodes, and their word has been blessed to the conversion of many.


Many of our missionary brethren are Evangelists more than Pastors, and as
we look over every quarter of the globe, we gratefully exclaim with the
Psalmist, “The Lord gave the word: great was the company of those that
published it.”


LETTER FROM BRETHREN IN INDIA.


“INDIA, 1884.
“To the President and Brethren of the “Pastors’ College Conference.


“Beloved Brethren, — Unable to look you in the face, and clasp you by the
hand, by reason of distance, we, the Pastors’ College men in India, herein
unite to send you our hearty greetings at this, the time of your annual
gathering.


“One and all, we should rejoice to be with you, and to share in the spiritual
feast which Conference provides. To one of our number that joy is granted,
and heartily do we rejoice that, after nearly ten years of faithful service in
connection with the work of the Baptist Missionary Society, our brother,
Robert Spurgeon, is permitted to be present with you.


“His experience of the work in India will enable him to set before you the
special and urgent claims of this great empire; and we trust that one result
of his visit to England will be that, after a season of rest and change, he will
be permitted to return to labor with us for the enlightenment and
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evangelization of the millions of this land, accompanied by others from
among you whom the Lord shall call


“Our number is few, and we are separated from each other by hundreds of
miles; still we continue a united brotherhood. We have no special news to
communicate as to any great religious awakening which has taken place
through our instrumentality; still we trust that the work, both amongst
Europeans and Natives, is prospering in our hands. Spared by the
providence of God, if we may not be eminently useful, we trust at least to
continue constantly faithful in the work to which the Master has called us.


“The atmosphere in which we move has a tendency to depress and
discourage; and whilst this is true of the physical, it is still more true of the
moral atmosphere. For the quickening and reviving of our spiritual life, and
for blessing upon the work in which we are engaged, we earnestly crave a
continued and increasing interest in your prayers. Brethren, pray for us,
that the word of the Lord may have free course and be glorified with us,
even as it is with you.


“In conclusion, we would unite in inviting the attention of our beloved
President, and of brethren whom the Lord has greatly used in the
conversion of souls, to India, as a field for evangelistic work. Four months
would suffice for visiting most of the principal European stations of India,
including the journeys to and from this country. Very welcome would such
visits be, and nothing should be lacking on our part to make them truly
useful. We have often been asked when our beloved President will pay a
visit to India, and have been earnestly desired to invite him. We are
confident that a winter spent in this way would be eminently beneficial to
him, as well as being a great means of blessing here, and we would lovingly
urge him to take the matter into his serious consideration.


“We are, “Beloved Brethren, “Yours in the bonds of the Gospel,
“R. MAPLESDEN Guntoor, Madras.
“G. H. HOOK, Calcutta.
“H. RYLANDS BROWN, Darjeeling.
“JAMES G. POTTERS Agra.
“WM. S. MITCHELL Dinapore.
ARTHUR W. WOOD Agra”
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THE MAORI MISSION


This Mission was; started by our son, Thomas Spurgeon, of Auckland, at
the request of a friend who was suddenly called to his reward; it is
supported by Auckland friends, and is carried on by our former student,
Mr. Fairbrother. It is a very important work, and deserves help from all
who wish to see the native races converted and preserved from destruction.


FIRST ANNUAL REPORT.


THE first milestone of an eventful journey is attained, and we would pause
a while to look back upon the way by which our God has led us. We would
do so with hearts full of thankfulness for something attempted and
something done. We realize how small that “something” is; yet would we
shout “Ebenezer,” for the Lord hath helped us hitherto. The journey has
not been all brightness. This could not be in a land of shadows. Nor ha.,; it
been all darkness, for the Lord has proved our sun and Shield —


“And it cannot be
Dreary dark, or desolate,


In his company.”


We have experienced great alternations of sunshine and shadow. At times a
glorious dawn seemed breaking upon us, and success was smiling, when
suddenly the bitterness of disappointment fell upon us with its chilling
shade. He who “reaps the ;bearded grain at a breath and the flowers that
grow between” has come amongst us with his sharpened sickle. One of the
brightest spirits with us at the beginning of the journey has been called up
higher. We deplore her loss as a teacher in the Sunday School and a friend
of the Mission. This bereavement, coming so soon after the decease of our
friend who founded the Mission, but was not spared to see its progress, has
been a sore trial to us. Day and night have indeed alternated, yet our trust
is in the Lord, and we joy in the God of our salvation.


THE LORD’S-DAY SERVICES, though by no means all that we desire, have
been far more encouraging than we could have expected. Many adverse
circumstances, unfortunately, must be taken into account.


Through the curse of strong drink, and the demands of tourists to travel on
the Sabbath, as on any other day, the day ,of rest often becomes with many
of the people a time of work or sinful pleasure, rather than of holy rest and
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joyful worship. Meetings have regularly been held at Waitangi, Te Wairoa,
and Ohinemutu. At the first and last named places the services took place
in the Whares, named respectively Whakairo and Tarnatekapua, while at
Te Wairoa the schoolhouse kindly lent by Mr. Haszard has served us for a
place of prayer. Though we are unable to report great things as the
immediate result of these gatherings, we can assert that the work has not
been in vain. The dying testimony of Raugimawhiti (Lizzie), one of our
Sunday School scholars, and the profession and conduct of another still in
the school, speak plainly of the cleansing power of the blood of our Lord
Jesus Christ.


Since we have attempted to speak without interpretation, many more have
come to Karakia (prayers), and are remarkably attentive. At our first
meetings we were inclined to believe that the Maoris had discovered the
secret of perpetual motion, so restive and fidgety were they; but now we
rejoice in the attention and interest they manifest. This is in itself a token
for good, and will, we trust, prove but the stepping stone to greater things
than these. Oh, that those who seem so glad to hear may hear and live! It
has been our privilege to serve in the capacities of bell-ringer, pew-opener,
and preacher at the same service, and right gladly would we “become all
things to all men if by any means we might save some.”


THE SUNDAY SCHOOL, which was originally started by Miss Haszard, is
progressing favorably. The infant class has been divided between three
native teachers. Then there is a senior boys’ class, and one for senior girls,
and one for men and women, ranging in age from fourteen to forty. We
open by singing one hymn in English and one in Maori. We then engage in
prayer. Half an hour is allotted to lessons, and we conclude with praise and
prayer. The largest muster has been 75, the average attendance being 45.
Remember us, good reader, at 9.30 a m. and 2.30 p m. as we gather these
together to hear of Jesus.


Gifts of clothes to these poor children have proved a great blessing. Often
through the bitterly cold winter they would come to school without
breaking their fast, and go the whole day with nothing but a little pia (‘gum
of tree). Those only who live amongst them can imagine the sufferings of
these poor little ones. Ill-clothed and half-starved, they may well be objects
of pity. Our hope for the future is in the children; ‘but if disease, the result
of intemperance and improvidence, does its deadly work amongst old and
young as rapidly as during this past year, our Sunday School will ere long
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be a thing of the past, and the racer in some respects quite noble, will have
ceased to be.


THE BLUE-RIBBON ARMY has waged successful warfare against the
greatest enemy of the Maori. The drink they obtain is specially prepared for
them, and is indeed a vile decoction. What terrible scenes of sin and shame
may be witnessed here as a result of imbibing what the Maoris aptly call
“waihanrangi” (drunken water), “waiporangi” (maddening water), and
“waipiro” (stinking water). An old chief, named Pehi, has said that the
causes; of the decay of the Maori race are “the smoke, the drink, and the
diseases of the Pakehas.” It is sad to know that so-called Christians are
found supplying the natives with the body-and-soul-destroying liquor.
Surely they must forget the curse pronounced against such—”Woe unto
him that giveth his neighbor drink, that puttest thy bottle to him, and
makest him drunken also.”


Quite a number of the Maoris have joined the Blue-Ribbon Army; and
while some, alas, have fallen, others have, under the greatest temptation,
shown determination and courage which deserve the highest praise. The
cause, too, is spreading. In September last, a settlement thirty miles hence
asked for the establishment of the “Army” amongst them, and during our
visit more than fifty donned the Blue, and are keeping their pledge. Just
lately another “call” has come from sixteen miles hence for Karakia, or
prayers, as well as for a Blue-Ribbon Army.


Some one said a while ago, “I thought all the work was done amongst the
Maoris.” Would God it were all begun. Much more must be accomplished
in this district, but the interior remains untouched. A recent traveler in the
“King Country “ gives us a hereafter, said, ‘ At one time I thought there
were two saints in the island, Tawhio and Te Whitii and I waited long to
see if they would be taken up to heaven in a chariot of fire; but: I have
waited so long, I am tired, and now I think there are no saints in heaven or
in earth.’ Another said, ‘We believe in nothing here, and get fat on pork
and potatoes.’ It was, in fact, very clear that these natives were as deeply
wrapped in the darkness of heathenism as were their forefathers centuries
ago, and beyond a superstitious species of Hauhauism, no germ of religious
teaching appeared to have found its way into their breasts.” Such is the sad
condition of hundreds of aborigines who know’ not God. May we not hope
to reach them yet with gospel truth and saving grace?
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Oh; friends of Christ and of our Mission, much has been done by faithful
servants of God in this land and amongst this people, but “there remaineth
yet very much land to be possessed.” Help us still to carry the battle to the
gates of the enemy. Financial aid and constant prayer are always needed.
Are there any willing to join the fray? Looking round on this vast field with
its comparatively few laborers, and. looking forward to the great reward of
faithful service, we exclaim expectantly—


“Where are the reapers? Oh, who will come And share in the glory of the ‘
harvest home ‘? Oh, who will help us to garner in


The sheaves of good from the fields of sin?”


Yours faithfully,
ALFRED FAIRBROTHER.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


JULY, 1884.


CREAM OF TARTAR


BY C. H, SPURGEON.


DO you know Mrs. Acetate and her friend Miss Tartar? If so, you know
that we live in a terrible world, as full of horrible vices and detestable
hypocrisies as an egg is full of meat; and you have also been informed that
the church is quite as bad as the world, and perhaps a little worse. You did
not think so once. In your simplicity you thought that there were good
people about you; and, ‘indeed, that here and there the beauty of holiness
and the sweetness of benevolence were very manifest. These ladies have
opened your eyes; not as Jonathan’s were enlightened with honey, but with
the very strongest gall The precious tongues of these dear ladies have been
your instructors, and now you feel that everybody is a deceiver, and
deserves to be suspected. It certainly is not bliss to have obtained this
knowledge; sometimes you wish you could again be ignorant of it. And
you might be so with advantage, for the sour females are by no means the
daughters of truth, and their tongues are not the oracles of the gods. We
have seen on the play-bills the words, “The Lady of the Camelias;” but,
these sharp sisters might be called “The Ladies of the Gooseberries.’ Bless
you, if one of them should dip her little finger into a honey-posset, it would
turn to wormwood. There is a something in the flash of her eye which
makes Miss Tartar to be dreaded by her servants as much as if she shot
Redditch needles with every glance. She may not be so very narrow about
the waist, but she is remarkably contracted in the region of the heart. Her
movements are pointed and angular, betokening a lack of joint oil, as of
every other sort of oil except the oil of vitriol No one has married the lady,
and it is quite as well, for he who courted her would soon find that he had,
indeed, caught a Tartar. Her voice is the gem of her corporeal perfections;
it cracks like a whip and snaps like a rat-trap, and it has a continuity of
sound in it, like the barking of a dog at night. Of course, like every lady’s
voice, it is apparently musical, and soft, and low, and sweet; but actually,
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to those who hear it often, it is shrill, piercing, rasping, and tearing, and the
less of it the better. She is the dragon, guarding the tree of honor, lest any
one who does not deserve it should obtain a golden apple: right faithfully
does she fulfill her dragon-ship. This might be a serviceable vocation if she
did not overstep it, as she too often does; for her resolve seems to be that
no one shall be well spoken of, even if they do deserve it. She will have a
blow at all who are held in repute, be they who they may. The archangel,
who brought no railing accusation against the evil one, would hardly
content himself with “The Lord rebuke thee,” if he had to stand face to
face with this feminine accuser of the brethren and condemner of the
sisters.


The sulphurons acid of detraction, which is found concentrated in various
individuals, is quite sufficiently perceivable in many quarters. Moreover,
caustic is an article of large consumption in certain companies. It is often
found in combination with a nauseous drug known as self-esteem, but quite
as often in connection with another substance known as disappointed
vanity. Wherever it is found, the corrosive power of ill-humor is to be
dreaded, and it is well to remember that it is very apt to change into its
own nature those upon whom it acts. Many have been rendered bitter by
the ungenerous treatment of which they have been the victims.


There are persons in the world who seem to have hawks’ eyes where
anything evil is concerned, and especially if there be faults among good
people. These are comparable to the eagle mentioned in Job. ‘; From
thence she seeketh the prey, and her eyes behold afar off. Her young ones
also suck up blood: and where the slain are, there is she.” I do not mean to
insinuate that these keen-eyed folks are all of them feminine; on the
contrary, some of them are exceedingly masculine. They are equal to any
emergency in the matter of defamation. Do you talk to them of a minister
who is distinguished for his gifts and usefulness? They at once inform you
of an extraordinary action on his part, which has done much to damage his
work; or, failing to fabricate a slanderous story, they hint that the good
man is vain, or eccentric, or too impulsive, or something or other. Speak of
a holy woman, who has been moved to a special enterprise, and has been
eminently successful in it. In a moment you are informed of her crotchets,
her masterfulness, her egotism, her want of tact, or her lack of gentility.
Praise the members of a family distinguished for their benevolence and
amiability, and you will speedily learn that they are the meanest and most
irritable persons in the parish. Dear, kindly-disposed creature that you are,
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you are quite in the dark, but you will soon be enlightened, and will then
discover that what you thought benevolence is mere ostentation, and what
you judged to be true amiability is the cunning instrument of selfish
ambition. You will be shown into many a Bluebeard’s cupboard, and find
out many hidden “chambers of horrors,” before you have done with your
new acquaintances. It is a calamity to be forced to spend a day in the
society of these destructive beings. As children break toys, and jackdaws
tear up all things within their reach, so do these people rend up reputations
and crush up characters. These are your iconoclasts — see how your idols
are broken! They are your disenchanters-how many charming visions melt
into thin air! Had one of these been in Eden, it would have withered in an
hour. Stop! There was one of them there, and through his slanderous voice
that Paradise was blasted.


We occasionally meet with persons of such a supremely bitter disposition
that they find fault with everything except that which is of their own home-
growth. Other people’s opinions are denounced: it would seem to be
impudence on the part of people to have opinions at all without first asking
permission to copy the one which all should follow. Other people’s modes
of action are condemned; for none can work so well as the self-appointed
model. Even other forms of phraseology are held up to execration, for
veneration should perfect its imitation to the letter. These dear creatures
will say nothing good of any but their own clique; nay, they will not hear
anything good, but they will either flatly refuse to listen to anything to the
credit of an outsider, or else they will neutralize the word of praise with
some ill-flavored story.


It is our conviction that if all the rest of mankind would believe with them,
and increase their party, they would instantaneously secede; and if they
found too many secede with them, they would split up again. They believe
in the nonconformity of Nonconformists, and in the dissidence of Dissent.
They feel all the more right because their rightness puts so many in the
wrong. It is so pleasant to possess virtues which others may admire, but
never hope to attain. A keen sense of their own infallibility, and an absolute
certainty that nobody else can be compared with them, are their ruling
attainments, and these are to be seen cropping up in every conceivable
way. When they quote Scripture it would seem as if they knew no edition
of the holy book except the Vinegar Bible. In the Prayer-book they are
most at home when enjoying the Combination Service, or those delicious







521


damnatory clauses of the Athanasian Creed. Among all forms of doctrine,
they take most comfort; in that which proves the fewness of the saved.


There must be a use even for these human mosquitoes, and we have tried
to discover it. May they not serve, first, to keep our godly exemplars from
rising in our esteem beyond the range of imitation? If our good men were
too good they might not have so much influence over us. Dr. Johnson once
said, “If nothing but the bright side of characters were shown, we should
sit down in despondency, and think it utterly impossible to imitate them in
anything.” George Herbert said, “If the wise erred not, it would go hard
with fools.” Possibly, by making much of human foibles, our acid friends
have lessened the number of demi-gods, and kept our heroes within the
circle of fallible brotherhood. These worthies take care that our Cromwells
are painted “warts and all,” and so far they are our friends.


May they not also be serviceable in affording opportunities for the exercise
of patience? Good men might never be so proficient in the point of
gentleness and forbearance if they were not provoked by gossips, stung by
scandal-mongers, and spurred on by detractors. The creatures themselves
are base enough; but they may worry us out of our own baseness; at any
rate, they help to unearth our bad temper, which else might lie hid like a
fox in his hole. We feel ready at times to smite these bitter ones on the
mouth for their want of charity; and this Feeling proves to us our own
deficiency in that virtue, and so humbles and benefits us. Fox used to say
that every Irishman has a bit of potato in his head; and no doubt we have
all a measure of intolerance in our nature. May not this be discovered to us
by our snarling friends; and may not this be a help towards its removal?


At any rate, here they are, and we had better make the best we can of
them. Our wisest course will be to keep out of their way. The next best
thing ‘will be to regard them as beacons, and avoid all malicious talk
ourselves. It will be prudent to let them raft away at their leisure, without
attaching any importance to what they say. We may also look at our own
conduct in the peculiar light which they shed upon it. It will both amuse
and edify us, if we remark how actions look under the fault-finding glass:
we have no idea how easily a thing can be made to appear quite other than
it is, and how readily, by a little distortion, the whole face of a transaction
may be changed. This may teach us to be scrupulously truthful ourselves,
and help us to be less grieved when our own behavior is misrepresented.
We live in a world where many are color-blind, and more are willfully
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accustomed to squinting; we should therefore be the less careful as to how
a thing will look, and more intensely anxious as to how a matter really is.


NOTES OF DISPERSION.


WHEN Handel once undertook, in a crowded church, to play the dismissal
on a very fine organ there, the whole congregation became so entranced
with delight that not an individual could stir till the usual organist came
impatiently forward and took his seat, saying, in a tone of acknowledged
superiority, “You cannot dismiss a congregation. See how soon I can
disperse them. We have known excellent men who could use that last
sentence without being guilty of the slightest egotism. Whether they
conduct a public service, or teach a Bible-class, or lead a prayer-meeting,
the result is sure and rapid. Instead of saying with the Babylonian king, “Is
not this great Babylon that I have built, they can cry, “See how soon I
disperse them!” After one or two such feats, would it not be well for
brethren to rest upon their laurels? We have none too many strong
institutions at present, and we do not wish that their number should be
diminished. f, however, the brother must be seen and heard, let him now
try the rake for gathering instead of the fork for scattering. It is the time of
hay-harvest; he can learn what we mean by going into the meadows.—
C. H. S.


FAITH’S PILOTAGE PREFERRED
TO THAT OF DOUBT


TWO pilots are alongside our vessel; each one is eager to seize the helm.
Let us take stock of the rivals and their several works. Faith in God has
evidently steered many into a haven of personal rest, and their voyages
have been grandly serviceable to that Humanity which we are nowadays so
blandly invited to adore. As for Doubt, that popular guide of man’s youth,
it has assuredly left the barques which it has boarded to drift to and fro like
derelicts, without owner or harbor. When it has come on board our own
vessel we have been all in a flutter till it has swaggered off again.
Usefulness to humanity has come scantily enough from the skeptical
principle. It has attempted nothing, and accomplished less. “Weak to
perform, though mighty to pretend.” Assuredly there will not be much lost
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if this popular gentleman called Doubt, who finds it needful ostentatiously
to dab himself Honest, should be dropped overboard. He will not drown,
and the yielding element will suit him. Investigation, judgment,
conscientious care, must ever be exercised; but the harpy of unbelief,
perpetually defiling the sacred and tearing to pieces the useful, we cannot
and will not endure. To live to jangle is no ambition of ours. Plain common
sense leads us to prefer virtue to vice, and, as a way to virtue, that same
sense selects faith in God rather than incredulity. Surely it needs no surplus
of wit to make this election. How can a man who has a right to be outside
of Bedlam long debate which of the two to choose — the faith which sees
the invisible God, or the blind unbelief whose highest glory is to know
nothing —C.H.S.


THE RAT-CATCHER’S IDEA


A CERTAIN country clergyman used to tell a good story of his going to a
new parish, and asking a parishioner what his occupation was. “I am the
village rat-catcher,” the man replied; “and what are you?” The clergyman
answered that he was the village parson, whereupon the rat-catcher was
good enough to observe that he supposed “we must all get a living
somehow.” If a man’s one object is to get a living, let him by all means
take to rat-catching rather than to preaching. It is probably legitimate to
kill vermin to earn your bread; but it would be a prostitution of the sacred
ministry to pursue it with that design. It is to be feared that not a few look
upon the work in that light; and in their cases it is to the loss of the church
that they did not buy a ferret and a couple of dogs, and seek small game
under the floors of barns and stables. They would then have cleared men’s
houses of pests; but as it is, they are themselves the pests of the house of
the Lord. Preach with a single eye to the glory of God, or else hold your
tongue C.H.S.
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WHERE NOT TO SEND POEMS
OR BLANK VERSE


BY THE LONG-SUFFERING EDITOR OF
“THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL.”


“BLANK verse was first written in the modern languages in 1508, by
Trissine.’ We do not know the gentleman, and do not wish to make his
acquaintance. He lived a very long time ago, and it might have been as well
had he never lived at all. We have seen a vast. deal of very blank verse in
our time, and feel no kind of gratitude to its inventor for having brought
upon us this infliction. Oh, poetic: brother, do try your hand at prose! You
will be prosy enough then; but now you string together your long lines of
nonsense, with such an absence of all thought, that you are altogether
unbearable. We once saw an advertisement of a sermon in blank verse: we
did not go to hear it, and the good man is since dead. We believe his
discourse was dead long before. He has not sold the good-will of the
poetical discourse business, and so there is no successor in the blank-verse-
sermon line. Quite as well! Pulpits are dull enough without this last ounce
of aggravation.


Milton and Thomson, Young and Cowper, we can all rejoice in; but your’
ordinary imitator of these sweet singers is blank as blankness itself. When
the dear man feels that he must cover reams of paper with his
effervescences, we have not the remotest objection to his doing so: it may
be good for the paper-trade and good for himself; BUT, with the utmost
vehemence of our outraged nature, we entreat him not to send his
manuscripts to us, that we may pass our opinion upon them, and introduce
them to a publisher. This is one of our afflictions, and by no means a light
one. The quantity of time it takes to answer poets we dare not attempt to
calculate. Moreover, there is the solemn responsibility of having such
jewels to take care of. We do not feet worthy to have the charge of such
priceless treasures. Burglars might run off with them, rats might eat them,
our Mary might either sell them to the waste-paper man, or they might
even drop into.
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MR. SPURGEON JUBILEE MEETINGS


OUR readers will expect us to give them some report of the proceedings at
the Jubilee gatherings held at the Tabernacle on June 18th and 19th, but it
is difficult to know where to begin, and then where to end. Doubtless most
of our friends have seen the full accounts of the meetings which have
appeared in the daily and weekly secular and religious papers, and they are
therefore already aware of the great success of the whole celebration. It is
impossible for any one to chronicle the best part of the festival—viz., the
love, esteem, and gratitude that were expressed in the hundreds of letters
received from. all parts of the world, or that found utterance during the.
two. days in w Inch the Pastor received the congratulations of his friends,
first in his vestry, and afterwards in the great public meetings in the
Tabernacle. If the building had been twice as large, there would have been
no difficulty in filling it on both evenings; and we were very sorry that we
had to refuse so many applications for tickets, and still more grieved that
some friends who had tickets available for either the 18th or 19th did not
use them the first night, and then on the second occasion could not find
room in the already over- crowded house. They will, we are sure,
understand that when a certain space is quite full you cannot put more into
it. Our indefatigable deacon, Mr. Murrell, outdid the labors of Hercules in
carrying out his arrangements, and if any one was disappointed it was not.
his fault. The first note that rings out from the Tabernacle Jubilee trumpets
must be one of heartfelt praise to our gracious God for his tender mercy in
permitting the Pastor to reach his 50th birthday, and, together with his
beloved wife, to pass through the arduous and exciting gatherings of the
week in the enjoyment of such a full measure of health and strength, Both
have known for many years the trial of pain and sickness, and they,
therefore, all the more appreciated the blessings vouchsafed to them.. It
was also no small mercy that the Pastor’s father, brother, four sisters, and
son Charles, were able to be present at the gathering of the tribes. The only
regret was that the beloved mother did not feel able to appear. Who can
sufficiently bless the name of the Lord for all the years of family mercy
already granted; and if this could be done, what tongue or pen could
adequately express thanks for the blessings which have rested upon the
Church ever since “the boy preacher” has been its Pastor? Beyond all this,
the Lord’s constant care for all the institutions which have sprung up one
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after another, like olive plants round about the central tree, demands a song
of jubilant thanksgiving, for which our most joyful praises seen all too
poor. Truly “the Lord hath done great things for us; whereof we are glad.”
When we think of the discord which often divides both families and
churches, we cannot but leap for joy as we see the dew of brotherly love
sparkling all around, and are led by the Good Shepherd beside the still
waters of peace.


Having sung our” Te Deum laudamus” with all our hearts, we must thank:
the thousands of friends who united to congratulate the Pastor, and to
show in a very practical manner their love of him. First and foremost, of
course, came our own church-officers and members, seat-holders, and
representatives of all our “home” institutions, missions, schools, societies,
etc.; but they were closely followed by the wider circle of readers of the
sermons and The Sword and the Trowel, and other published works, which
have either been the means of leading them to the Savior, or have been
their principal and often their only spiritual food, in addition to the Word of
God. “You are my minister,” is the, message that. constantly comes from
all quarters, and it was, therefore, not at all surprising that the church and
congregation outside the, Tabernacle should join in the celebration of the
Jubilee. The “list of love, containing the names of the subscribers to the
Testimonial Fund is so long that we cannot see how we are ever to publish
it, unless we issue a special number of the magazine entirely devoted to the
Jubilee; but we can assure all the donors that their names will be lovingly
preserved, as their gifts, whether large or small, have been gratefully
received, and we pray that all may receive a rich reward for all their
generosity and kindness. May that reward be theirs, not only in the present
life, but more abundantly in that which is to come. We intend ‘.o keep all
the addresses, letters, telegrams, etc., that literally poured in upon us, so
that we may have continually before us a record of the many brethren and
sisters in Christ who helped to cheer and gladden our hearts on this
memorable occasion.


We can only give here a mere outline of the proceedings: for lack of time
space, and ability prevents us from doing more than that. We hope to
publish a Memorial Volume, containing the special sermons preached from
the texts inscribed upon the marble tablet affixed to the Jubilee House; but
other work presses heavily, and it may be delayed. If it is done, we hope all
who can will help us to circulate it, that it may be everywhere seen what
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cause we have for praising the name of the Lord, and thanking his children
of almost every rank and name.


On Wednesday, June 18, on arriving at his vestry at noon, the Pastor found
that the ladies of the Tabernacle Flower Mission had turned the place into a
charming conservatory filled with choice flowers and plants. Through this
room for about five hours there flowed a steady stream of happy friends,
most of whom brought contributions as well as congratulations.
Altogether, during the afternoon, the Pastor received on behalf of the
treasurers of the Jubilee Fund more than £600, to be included in the
amount to be publicly presented on the following evening. At five o’clock
several hundreds of the church members were entertained at tea in the
rooms under the Tabernacle, and intensely enthusiastic was the welcome
when the Pastor and co-pastor, with the Spurgeon family, came into the
midst of their guests. The evening meeting in the Tabernacle was specially
intended for our own church and congregation, and representatives of our
various institutions and branch schools, societies, missions, etc. When the
hour arrived for commencing, there were few vacant seats in the building,
and the greatest enthusiasm was manifested as the speakers came upon the
platform. Pastor C. H. Spurgeon presided, and the proceedings
commenced with the singing of his of the hymn beginning, “All hail the
power of Jesus’ name,” the Clapham male choir, and a detachment from
the Stockwell Orphanage leading the well-known tune, Miles Lane.
Another hymn was sung, and then prayer was offered by one of the
deacons, Mr. C. F. Allison, and one of the elders, Mr. W. Bowker. The
Pastor next bore his testimony to the grace of God, the work of the Holy
Spirit, and the gospel which had been preached by him, to which he traced
all the success which had been granted to him; and then Mr. J. W. Harrald
read the following list of the institutions, etc., connected with the
Tabernacle :-


The Almshouses; the Pastors’ College; the Pastors’ College Society of
Evangelists; the Stockwell Orphanage.; the Colportage Association; Mrs.
Spurgeon’s Book Fund, and Pastor’s Aid Fund; the Pastors’ College
Evening Classes; the Evangelists’ Association; the Country Mission; the
Ladies’ Benevolent Society; the Ladies’ Maternal Society; the Poor
Ministers’ Clothing Society. :’ the Loan Tract Society; Spurgeon’s
Sermons’. Tract. Society; the Evangelists Training Class; the Orphanage
Working Meeting; the Colportage Working Meeting; the Flower Mission;
the Gospel Temperance. Society; the Band of Hope; the United Christian
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Brothers’ Benefit Society; the Christian Sisters’ Benefit Society; the
Young Christians’ Association; the Mission to Foreign Seamen; the
Mission to Policemen; the Coffee-House Mission; The Metropolitan
Tabernacle Sunday School; Mr. Wigney’s Bible Class; Mr. Hoyland’s Bible
Class; Miss Swain’s Bible Class; Miss Hobbs’s Bible Class; Miss Hooper’s
Bible Class; Mr. Bowker’s Bible Class for Adults of both Sexes; Mr.
Dunn’s Bible Class for Men; Mrs. Allison’s Bible Class for Young Women;
Mr. Bartlett’s Bible Class for Young Women; Golden Lane and Hoxton
Mission (Mr. Orsman’s); Ebury Mission and Schools, Pimlieo; Green Walk
Mission and Schools, Haddon Hall; Richmond Street Mission and Schools;
Flint Street Mission and Schools; North Street, Kennington, Mission and
Schools; Little George Street Mission, Bermondsey; Snow’s Fields
Mission, Bermondsey; the Aimhouses Missions; the Almshouses Sunday
Schools; the Almshouses Day Schools; the Townsend Street Mission; the
Townley Street Mission; the Deacon Street Mission; the Blenheim Grove
Mission, Peckham; the Surrey Gardens Mission; the Vinegar Yard Mission,
Old Street;; the Horse Shoe Wharf Mission and Schools; the Upper
Ground Street Mission; Thomas Street Mission, Horselydown; the
Boundary Row Sunday School, Camberwell; the Great Hunter Street
Sunday School, Dover Road ;the Carter ‘,Street Sunday School,
Walworth; the Pleasant Row Sunday ‘,Schools, Kennington; the
Westmoreland Road Sunday Schools, Walworth; Lansdowne Place Sunday
School; Miss Emery’s Banner Class, Brandon Street; Miss Miller’s
Mothers’ Meeting; Miss Ivimey’s Mothers’ Meeting; Miss Francies’
Mothers’ Meeting.


After another hymn, the Pastor assured Mr. D. L. Moody of the intense
affection felt for him by the whole assembly, and the beloved Evangelist,
whom the Lord has so greatly honored, told of his indebtedness to the
printed sermons and other works of the Pastor. Mr. Moody’s reception
was a burst of vehement love, and intense admiration. Mr. Chamberlain
sang, “Abundantly able to save,” and Mr. Harrald read a long list of
addresses, telegrams, and resolutions of congratulation which had been
received previous to the meeting. We cannot spare the space necessary for
the names of all of these, but amongst those which had then or have since
arrived we may mention the following :- The Canada Baptist Union, the
Philadelphia Conference of Baptist Ministers, the Baptist Union of Great
Britain and Ireland, the Western Association of Baptist Churches, the
Denbigh, Flint, and Merioneth Baptist Association, the Carmarthen and







529


Cardigan Baptist Association, the Devon Baptist Association, the
Gloucestershire and Herefordshire Baptist Association, the Midland
Baptist Association, the monthly Fraternal Meeting of General Baptist
Ministers in London and its vicinity, a large number of Baptist Ministers
and Churches, the Tutors of the Pastors’ College, the Canadian Branch of
the Pastors’ College Association, the First Baptist Church Sunday School,
Middletown, Ohio, U.S.A., the Professors in the Southern Baptist
Theological Seminary, Louisville, Kentucky, U.S.A., several French
Pastors and Missionaries, in addition to those afterwards mentioned, the
Committee and Officers of the Paris City Mission, and the Methodist
Conference of Ireland, meeting in Belfast.


Mr. B. W. Carr, one of the deacons, then read the following address to Mr.
Spurgeon : —


“TO THE REV. C. H. SPURGEON, PASTOR OF THE
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE.


“With a united voice of thanksgiving to our ever blessed God on your
behalf; with a cordial acknowledgment of the good services you have
rendered to the universal Church of our Lord Jesus Christ; and with a
profound sense of the high. character, and wide reputation you have
established, among your fellow Christians, we beg to offer you our sincere
congratulations on this the fiftieth anniversary of your birthday.


“Accept our assurance that no language but the language of personal
affection could fitly express the esteem in which you are held ourselves and
by the numerous constituency we represent. Were it possible for the lips of
all those who love you as a brother, and those who revere you as a father
in Christ, to sound in your ears the sentiments of their hearts, the music of
their chorus at this glad hour would be like the noise of many waters.


“Gathered together as we now are in this sacred edifice, — sacred not by
reason, of any superstitious ceremony- at the opening, but by. the soul-
saving miracles of grace subsequently wrought beneath its roof, — it
becomes us to greet you first as Pastor of this Ancient Church. More than
thirty of those fifty years you chronicle to-day have been spent in our
midst. As our Minister, you are known to the utmost ends of the earth.
Richly endowed by the Spirit of God with wisdom and discretion, your
conduct as our Ruling Elder has silenced contention and promoted
harmony. The three hundred souls you found in fellowship at New Park
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Street Chapel have multiplied to a fellowship of nearly six thousand in this
Tabernacle. And under your watchful oversight the family group has
increased without any breach of order.


“You came to us in the freshness of your youth. At that flowering age
when boys of good promise are wont to change their curriculum from
school to college, you had already developed into manliness, and there was
ripe fruit as well as pleasant foliage on your branches. The groundwork of
your education appeared to be so solid, and the maturity of your character
so thoroughly reliable, that you were unanimously elected by venerable
members of the Church of Christ to preside over their councils. The fair
prospect of your spring-time has not suffered from any blight. Your natural
abilities never betrayed you into indolent habits. The talents you possessed
gave stimulus to your diligence. A little prosperity did not elate you, or a
measure of success prompt the desire to settle down in some quiet resting-
place. You spread your sails to catch the breeze. The ascendancy you
began to acquire over the popular mind, instead of making you
vainglorious, filled you with awe, and increased the rigor of that discipline
you have always exercised over yourself. These were happy auguries of
your good speed. Not that the utmost vigilance on yore’ part could have
sufficed to uphold you amidst the vast and accumulating responsibilities
that have devolved on you as the sphere of your ministry widened, He who
ruleth in the heavens has screened you in times of peril, and piloted you
through shoals and quicksands, through straits and rapids. His grace and
his goodness, his promises and his providence have never failed you. From
the hour when you first committed your soul, your circumstances, and your
destinies to the keeping of our Lord Jesus Christ, you have never feared
such a disaster. To your unwavering faith in his guardian care we venture
to attribute the coolness of your head and the courage of your heart in all
the great adventures of your life. Some of us have been with you from the
beginning of your charge. Since then a generation has almost passed away.
According to a law as legibly written as any law of nature, the Scripture
has said, ‘ Instead of the fathers, shall be the children.’ Hence, in n-of a few
instances, you must miss the sires while you meet the sons. The retrospect
of your career, to those who have followed it throughout, appears like one
unbroken series of successes; but as our memory retraces the steps you
have taken, we can testify to the exhaustive labors in which you have
blithely engaged, the constant self-denial you have cheerfully exercised,
and the restless anxieties that have kept you and your comrades incessantly
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calling on the name of the Lord. By such an experience you have enlarged
the field of evangelical enterprise in the various institutions of the church.
And’ it has been your happiness, not only to see the growth of those
institutions beyond the most sanguine hopes you cherished when-planting
them, but to have received the grateful thanks of those who unspeakable
benefit in partaking of their fruits. Such gratitude demands our notice,
though only in the lowest degree. Your skillful generalship has laid ten
thousand happy donors to your charities under lasting obligations to you
for providing outlets for their benevolence. It has pleased the Lord to make
whatever you do to prosper. You have been the faithful steward and the
kindly executor of hundreds and thousands of pious individuals, whose
fond design has been to lay up treasure for themselves in heaven by paying
into the exchequer on earth of their substance, for the widow and the
fatherless in their distress, for the poor and those who have no helper. Let
the acknowledgments of subscribers to the various purses you hold in your
hands, as well as those of recipients, cheer you as you enter on a fresh
decade of the days of the years of your earthly pilgrimage.


“An occasion like this is so solemn, and an address like the present is so
serious, that we may well search the sacred volume for suitable words. We
feel sure. that brethren in all parts of the. earth pray for you. And we are
equally.. certain that the churches which are ,n Christ throughout the world
glorify God in you. The Lord preserve and keep you to the end. To this
hour you have maintained ‘m unsullied reputation among men. Erring as
we all are before God, it is our sincere conviction that if such a thing were
possible, a second edition of your life, revised by yourself, could hardly be
an amendment.


“You braved much calumny on the outset of your career, and you have
outlived it. The secularists who once denounced, now salute you. Where
your theology has failed to convert them, your philanthropy has sufficed to
enchant them. You are lifted in public, esteem above suspicion, as a true
man — no traitor or time-server. Your kindness to everybody has made
everybody kind to you. You have illustrated the force and the fullness of a
divine proverb which has puzzled many a philosopher: ‘ When a man’s
ways please the Lord he maketh-even his enemies to be at peace with him.’


“If, dear sir, you give us full credit for the intense sympathy we have felt
when sickness and sorrow have weakened your strength in the way, you
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will not deny us the gratification of alluding to the private and domestic
joys that pour down like sunbeams on your face and gladden your Jubilee.


· “Your beloved and estimable wife, whose life long trembled in the
balance, has been restored to health. Had she been less heroic and more
exacting in her protracted illness, you must have been more reserved and
less generous in the consecration of your time and thought to the good
works you were doing. In the stillness of enforced retirement her inventive
genius discovered new channels of usefulness. Her “Book Fund” is beyond
all praise. And her delicate mission has been so appreciated, that
throughout the British Isles, and in foreign lands, her name has become
linked with your own at every station where an ambassador of Christ
publishes the glad tidings of the gospel.


“Your father and mother, walking before God in quiet unpretentious piety,
have both been spared to see their first-born son in the meridian of a career
that has made their once obscure patronymic famous throughout the world.


“Your worthy brother, and trusty yoke-fallow in the pastorate, is still by
your side rendering good service, for which his fine business tact, and his
manly but modest desire to second all your motions to go forward,
eminently qualify him.


“Your two sons have both devoted themselves to the ministry; and each of
them in his own sphere of labor has found proof that he was divinely
anointed to his pastorate.


“To yourself, however, we turn as a central figure, recognized from afar by
tens of thousands o( people, to whom your name is an emblem of purity
and power, and by whom you are accounted second to none among living
Preachers; and your sermons are appreciated as a faithful exposition of the
Gospel of God, instinct with the witness of the Holy Spirit, and therefore
quickening in their influence on the consciences and the hearts of men.


“On your head we now devoutly invoke those blessings which we believe
the Almighty is abundantly willing to bestow.


“May your steps in the future be ordered of the Lord, as they have been in
the past.’ May a generation yet unborn witness that your old age is
luxuriant and fruitful as your youth. May your life on earth wind up like the
holy Psalter that you so much love. Be it yours to anchor at last in David’s
Psalm of Praise, prolific as it was of other Psalms, into which no groan or
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sigh could intrude. So may you rest in the Lord with a vision of the
everlasting Kingdom dawning on your eyes, and Hallelujah after Hallelujah
resounding in your ears.”


After the Pastor had briefly but heartily responded, addresses were
delivered by his father, and brother, and son : for these we have not room,
but they were speeches which will never be forgotten. Another hymn was
sung; Pastor A. G.. Brown gave a soul-stirring speech as the representative
of the College; then the students now in the institution, through Mr. H. H.
Driver, presented an address, very beautifully illuminated by one of their
number, Mr. A C. Chambers. Mr. S. R. Pearce next spoke on behalf of the
Tabernacle Sunday School, and, in the name of the officers, teachers, and
scholars, handed to the Pastor an address, and a cheque for 60 guineas for
the Jubilee Fund. Mr. W. J. Orsman related the story of his conversion
through the Pastor’s preaching, and his consequent work among the
costermongers and others in Golden Lane and Hexton; Mr. W. L. Lung
read the translation of an address from a considerable number of French
Pastors, Evangelists, and Missionaries; Mr. W. Olney, Jun., in the name of
his absent father, and of the workers at Haddon Hall, congratulated the
Pastor, who then concluded the meeting with prayer and the benediction. It
was a night long to be remembered. The weight of love and mercy seemed
almost more than we could bear. What could we do as we retired to rest
but sing of the goodness and loving-kindness of the Lord?


Thursday, June 19th, the actual birthday, brought its usual quantity of
letters, cards, contributions.. , and good wishes, and a large number of
special Jubilee communications and gifts. Many friends came to the
Tabernacle during the afternoon to wish the Pastor “many happy returns of
the day,” and long before the time announced for the evening meeting our
great meeting-house was crowded to its utmost capacity. The venerable
Earl of Shaftesbury presided, and spoke of his deep love for the Pastor,
and of the beneficial effects of his preaching and work, bearing a peculiarly
high testimony to the usefulness at the college. Mr. Harrald again read the
lists of the institutions, addresses, etc., and also gave the names of a few of
the notable persons who had written letters of congratulation. We may here
mention such representative men as the Rt. lion. W. E. Gladstone, M P.;
Sir S. Morton Pets, Bart.; Admiral Sir W. King-Hall; the Rev. Sir Emilius
Bayley; the Ven. Archdeacon Law, Dean of Gloucester; W. Fowler, Esq.,
M P. ;and the Revs. Canon Fleming; Dr. Allen; W H.M H. Aitken; Dr. J.
Hiles Hitchens; Dr. Cunningham Geikie; Burman Cassin, M A.; R. Glover
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M A. (President of the Baptist Union); J. C. Harrison; E. Paxton Hood; T.
McCullough, (President of the British Wesleyan Conference); J. Guinness
Rogers, B A.; Hugh Price Hughes, M A ,and Edward White.


The speakers selected for the evening were Sir W. McArthur, M P., and
the Revs. C, anon Basil Wilberforce, Joseph Parker, D.D., Newman Hall,
LL B., J P. Chown, and W. Williams; and right nobly did every one of
them acquit himself. We had also a deputation from the committee of the
London Baptist Association, consisting of the Revs. Dr. Todd, J. R. Wood,
J P. Chown, J. T. Wigher, and F. A. Jones, Dr. Underhill, and T.
Greenwood, Esq., in whose name a very generous address was read by Mr.
Chown; Pastor, W. J. Mayers, of Bristol, sang “When the mists have rolled
away’ ; and the Rev. O. P. Gifford, Warren Avenue Baptist Church,
Boston, U.S.A., presented an address from the Baptist Ministers of Boston
and its vicinity. Mr. Cart again read the address to Mr. Spurgeon; part of
the hymn composed for the Jubilee by Mr. Charlesworth was sung, and
then the Pastor heartily thanked all who had helped in any way to make the
celebration so successful, especially mentioning the treasurers of the
Testimonial Fund, Messrsi T. H. Olney and W. C. Murrell, who came
forward, and after brief speeches presented to the Pastor a cheque for
£4500. Both the speakers stated that it was the wish of nearly all the
donors that their contributions should not be given, as on the last occasion,
to the various works connected with the Tabernacle, but to the Pastor
himself. Mr. Murrell also said that they hoped to. make up the amount to
£5000, and that the Fund would be kept open as long as any one wished to
contribute to it. In acknowledging the amount, the Pastor expressed his
gratitude, first to God, and then to all the he did not want them to give him
anything, but he should like them to build the house, and also help the
Almshouses, the Colportage, and his son Thomas’s Auckland Tabernacle
Building Fund. This suggestion, however, evidently did not please the
friends, but they preferred to give it to himself, for including £74 for the
Orphanage, less than £250 out of the £4,500 received had been allotted to
the various objects specified. Some friends had refused to give if the
,Jubilee was made a pretext for helping the institutions, but they would
cheerfully give to the man himself. This being so, the receiver could not
give the money in bulk to the various institutions, but he was compelled to
accept it, and did so with great gratitude. Still, if the money did ultimately
find its way to the institutions, he was sure that no one would get
excessively angry. Now that it was all his own, he should like to please
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himself by appropriating to the Almshouses, £200; to Colportage, £200; to
Aucktand Tabernacle, £250. He should also give £100 to the deacons, to
be lent to poor members, £50 to the Baptist Fund in his sons name, £100
to the Baptist Union Augmentation Fund, £100 to Mrs. Spurgeon’s Book
Fund, and a sufficient amount to St. Thomas’s Hospital to make him a
Governor of that Institution, which was so beneficial to the sick poor of
the church. It would be convenient to be able to, aid all the work in various
private ways which every director of institutions knows are ever present
and pressing, but cannot be saddled upon the ordinary expenditure. Matters
arise which demand an expenditure which could not be explained to the
public, but can be met by personal gifts. These have often drained the
Pastor, and he is most grateful to those who have supplied him. with ready
money for present and future needs has appeared in the numerous articles
which have appeared in the public press, but an amount of kindly feeling
has been evoked which must astonish our friends, while it humbles us.


On Friday afternoons, June 20, the series of celebrations was happily
finished with a meeting at the Stockwell Orphanage, when an address
from-the children and workers connected with the institution was read by
Mr. Charlesworth and the little ones seemed overjoyed to give their
president a rug for his carriage.


NOTES


On Monday evening, June 9, the annual meeting of the Poor MINISTERS


CLOTHING SOCIETY was held in the Tabernacle Lecture-hall. After tea, brief
addresses were delivered by Pastors C. H. and J. A. Spurgeon, and
Messrq. J. T. Dunn, J. W. Harrald, Duncan S. Miller, and James Stiff. The
need of this useful society is as great as ever, for many country pastors
receive so little from their impoverished churches that they can scarcely
support their families, and were it not for Mrs. Evans and her kind helpers
they would often lack proper garments in which to minister before the
Lord. During the past year 57 parcels were sent out, containing 2594
articles of clothing for the pastors and their wives and children, besides 429
yards of dress material and flannel, and 150 sheets, blankets, and quilts.
The estimated value of the society’s gifts was £373 16s. 10d. The report
contained extracts from several letters written by ministers who had been
helped by our good sisters, who must have felt well rewarded by the
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grateful appreciation of their kind services. The Treasurer was able to
announce that there was a balance of £7 6s. 10½d. in hand, and the Pastor
and Mr. Stiff each promised to give the same amount, so that the society
should have a good start for the new year. If any of our lady friends can
help at the working meetings, they will be heartily welcomed; possibly
others can assist with their needles at home. Contributions and materials,
or parcels of clothing, should be addressed to Mrs. Evans, Metropolitan
Tabernacle, Newington, London.


COLLEGE. — Mr. F,. T.. Carter has accepted the pastorate of the church at
Barking, Essex; and Mr. G. W. Davidson has settled at Milton, Oxon. Mr.
W. F. Edgerton has removed from. Gamlingay to King-street, Oldham,
Lancashire; and Mr. R. Marshall from Birmingham to Hayle, Cornwall.


Mr. A. R: Morgan, of Fairford, Gloucesotershire, hopes shortly to sail for
the United States. We cordially commend him to our American brethren,
and trust he will soon find a church of which he can become the pastor.


We have so large a number of applicants for admission to ‘the College, that
it will be useless for any more candidates to write this year. As soon as
possible we shall select those whom we can receive after the summer
vacation, which will commence in the middle of this month, and terminate
on Sept. 1st. We have not yet heard whether any church intends to follow
the good example set by Pastor G. W. White and his friends, at Enfield,
last year, by inviting the students to spend the first day of the autumn
session with them. Pastor W. H. Vivian of Loughton, and his friends, have
invited all the London ministers educated in the College to pay them a visit
on July 1st.


Monday, June 16, was the day set apart for united prayer by the churches
in the College Association. The President issued a brief note to the pastors
in the United Kingdom reminding them of the arrangement made at the
Conference. Many pastors haw; written cheering reports of the meetings at
which, they were present, and we trust that all the churches will receive an
outpouring of the Holy’ Spirit in answer to the earnest, believing
supplications which were offered. At the Tabernacle we had an unusually
large attendance, and the prayers of the brethren had special reference to
the approaching Jubilee celebration.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. -Fullerton and Smith have been holding services
at Dundee during the greater part of the past month. Large numbers have
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been attracted to hear the word, and many souls have been saved. On June
19th they held a Jubilee Meeting, from which a message of congratulation
was telegraphed to the assembly at the Tabernacle. Our brethren are now
taking their summer holiday. Towards the end of next month they go to
Galashiels and Hawicks and possibly other places in the neighborhood; and
in October they are to visit Belfast.


Pastor A. A. Saville reports that many were blessed during Mr. Burnham’s
visits to Carlisle and Houghton, and, as usual, the household in which the
Evangelist stayed was gladdened with the joy of conversion. This we take
as one of the best tokens of the Lord’s approval of our brother’s ministry.


Mr. Russells services at West Drayton were well attended, and several
received the truth that was preached. Pastor A. Smith believes that the
church will be substantially benefited by the recent mission, and the
sermons by Pastor D. Honour, of Deptford, who followed up the
Evangelist’s efforts with much success. During the past month Mr. Russell
has been again in the Potteries district, where he has done good work,
notwithstanding the difficulties caused by the miners’ strike, and the
consequent poverty and depression.


Messrs. Mateer and Parker, who have just completed their first year of
united service, report that at Taunton many young people were led to the
Savior. At Dalton-in-Furness the congregations were largely composed of
men, several of whom were converted. This month our brethren are to visit
Hersforth, near Leeds, after which they will rest awhile. They have a few
vacant dates between this time and Christmas for which application may be
made through Pastor T. Perry, 4, Palmerston Terrace, Lordship Lane, S.E.


ORPHANAGE—The Annual Fete will be held on Wednesday, July 16th.
Although this year the Jubilee Celebrations have made our meeting a
month later than usual, we hope it will be quite as successful as in the past.
Will all our collectors oblige us by bringing or sending their boxes or
books, with the amounts collected, so that they may have them exchanged
for new ones if they are, as we trust, willing to continue their kind services
to the orphans? The new buildings, of which the memorial stones were laid
at the last fete, will be opened, and among the speakers we expect our son
Thomas, from Auckland. He Was unable to reach home by his father’s
birthday, as he had promised to preach at the opening of the new
Tabernacle, erected by our good friend, Mr. Gibson, at Launceston,
Tasmania, for the ministry of Pastor A. Bird. It is appropriate that, as our
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son bade his friends “good-bye” at the Orphanage, nearly five years ago, he
should greet many of them again at the same place. The program for the
day is not yet fully arranged, but we shall endeavor to make it as interesting
as on former occasions. Among the speakers we expect W. S. Caine, Esq.
M P., and the Revs. Canon Fleming, Owen Davies, and Colmet B. Symes.


Mr. Charlesworth and his choir have been very successful in their West of
England tour. Meetings were held at Bath, Bristol, Exeter, Totnee,
Plymouth, Liskeard, Looe, St. Austell, Falmouth, Redruth, Penzance,
Hayle, Helston, Truro, and Torquay. The funds of the Orphanage will be
augmented by some hundreds of pounds by the tour, and much information
concerning the Institution has been given, from which a golden harvest may
be anticipated in the future. In many of the cities and towns the chief
magistrates presided at the meetings, and everywhere the boys won the
highest praise for their singing,’ bell-ringing, recitations, and conduct: both
in public and in the homes where they were located. Ministers of various
denominations have worked and spoken heartily’ on behalf of the
Orphanage, and other kind friends have collected subscriptions, or
interested ladies and gentlemen in the Institution, and so contributed to the
grand result indicated in the large amounts acknowledged in the present
magazine. What can we say to all our generous helpers to express the
gratitude we feel for all that they have done for our fatherless family? We
pray that the Lord will abundantly reward them, in his own gracious way,
for all their low, to us and the orphans under our care


The month of August is the time when we give the children a holiday. As
some of them have no relatives who can entertain them, we are always glad
to hear from friends in the country, or at the sea-side, who will welcome
any of the friendless lads or lassies for the whole or a part of the vacation.
All particulars can be obtained of Mr. Charlesworth, Stockwell Orphanage,
Clapham Road, London, S W.


COLPORTAGE. — The Secretary writes:—”Dear Mr. Spurgeon, the work
of the Colportage Association is going on well, but we want more of it
done. Seventy Colporteurs are a fair staff to keep working regularly, but
the organization is ready for as many more, only needing an extra hand or
two to collect the books, etc., for the increased number of men employed.


“Friends who have not seen the Annual Report should send for one, and
see for themselves the grand work which is being done by our band of
earnest workers.
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“Yours very sincerely,
“W. CORDEN JONES.”’


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle : — May 22, twenty-one ;- May 26,
ten; May 29, twenty -six.
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METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE


COLPORTAGE ASSOCIATION.


SEVENTEENTH ANNUAL REPORT,


1883.


THE Committee commend the following Report of the work of the
Association to the prayerful consideration of the Christian reader,
gratefully acknowledging the goodness of God which has enabled them to
complete another of the many years since the Association was founded.
They also take this opportunity of thanking the generous donors who have
contributed the necessary funds, and trust: that many more may feel led to
aid in spreading the Gospel, and pure literature.


The need was never greater than at present for such work. Education is
enlarging the number of readers by thousands every year, and the enemies
of purity and truth are increasingly active in using the printing press for
their own purposes, to the temporal and eternal ruin of many. Let the
church not neglect such a tremendous engine for good as a Christianized
press, “whose leaves shall be as a tree of life for the healing of the nations.”


Colportage was once a foreign and ancient mode of evangelizing,.
practiced by a few obscure mountaineers of the Italian Alps in the Middle
Ages; ‘but: it is no longer a foreign agency or a modern experiment.
Experience proves that “it is second to none” in dealing with the question
of the hour, which is, How to press home the Gospel individually upon the
multitudes who neglect God and never enter a place of worship.


The fact that 392,745 regular visits to families have been made by our
Colporteurs during the year testifies to the practical character of the work..
But this does not include the thousands of cases where the Colporteurs,
while engaged in their regular work of selling good and attractive
literature, have come into casual contact with people and directed attention
to their spiritual interests.
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By the roadside, in the kitchen, and in the workshop or factory, these-
Christian workers are constantly meeting with persons to whom they
endeavor to sell a Magazine, Book, or Bible, speak a word for Christ,. and
lead men to him. Much success has attended these efforts, and many during
the year have attributed their conversion directly to the agency of the
Colporteurs in the varied branches of their work. The reading of a book or
tract, a word spoken by the wayside or in the sick room, the simple
preaching of Jesus Christ in the cottage or open air, fill have in turn
contributed to the well-being of souls. It is impossible fairly to estimate the
results for good of the circulation of so large a quantity of Christian and
other reliable publications sold during the year, as tabulated in the
following figures: — Books and Bibles, 228,573; Magazines, 290,017;
total value. £8,156 18s. 7 d., including £235 9s. 4d. by book agents, etc.,
and many thousands of Tracts gratis. But while the extent: of the blessing
cannot be fully realized, many illustrative cases will be found in the extracts
from agents’ journals which follow. Bad books have been given up for
good ones, drunkards have been made sober, and sinners led to the Cross
of Christ. Working with all Evangelical denominations, but restricted to
none, the Association has labored amid manifest tokens of the Divine
blessing for which the Committee cannot feel too grateful. Liberal help has
also again been continued by the Religious Tract Society and the British
and Foreign Bible Society by substantial grants of Books at reduced prices,
for which the Committee gladly acknowledge their indebtedness.


In conclusion, they would earnestly appeal to all who value Evangelical
truth and the blessings of a pure and elevating literature to aid them to
stem the torrent of infidelity and injurious reading, now so widespread and
baneful in their effects.


The number of Colporteurs employed is 72; but the Committee are
prepared to start others where £40 a year can be obtained in subscriptions,
and it is hoped that applications will be numerous during the coming year.


THE object of this Association is the increased circulation of religious and
healthy literature among all classes, in order to counteract the evil of the
vicious publications which abound, and lead to much immorality, crime,
and neglect of religion. This object is carried, out in a twofold manner —
1st.—By means, of Christian Colporteurs, who are paid a fixed salary, and
devote all their time to the work, visiting every accessible house with
Bibles and good. books and. periodicals for sale, and, performing other
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missionary services, such as visitation of the sick and dying, and
conducting meetings and open-air services as opportunities occur. This. is
the most important method, enabling the Colporteur to visit every part of
the district regularly.


The average total cost of a Colporteur is from £75 to £80; but the
Committee will appoint a man to any district for which £40 a year is
subscribed, if the funds of the Association will permit.


2nd.—By means of Book Agents who canvass for orders for periodicals,
and supply them month by month; these receive a liberal percentage on the
sales to remunerate them for their trouble.


This second method is admirably adapted to the requirements of districts
where the guaranteed subscription for a Colporteur cannot be obtained.
Shopkeepers or other persons willing to become oak Agents may
communicate with the Secretary. The Association is unsectarian in its
operations, “doing work for the friends of a full and free gospel anywhere
and everywhere.”


SELECTIONS FROM THE
COLPORTEURS’ REPORT.


In printing the selections below from Colporteur’s letters, etc., a few under
each heading will be found as illustrations of hundreds more of similar
character.


CONTINUED INTEREST IN COLPORTAGE.


“I have muck pleasure in being able to say, that throughout my district
there are here and there signal tokens of the Lord’s blessing resting on my
labors. I have labored here for upwards of nine years, and I find that. my
visits are welcomed more than they were, and many are anxiously waiting
for me to pay them a visit, and bring their books.”


HOUSE TO HOUSE VISITATION.


I DON’T WANT ANYTHING TO-DAY, SIR.—In the course of my visitation, I
am constantly hearing the foregoing remark from people on whom I call.
On one occasion, I hail scarcely reached the door of the cottage, and
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before I had seen or spoken to anyone, the good woman from within called
out to me, saying, ‘ I don’t want anything to-day, Sir.’ Thanking her I
turned away, but while retracing my steps the words struck me so forcibly
that I again approached the cottage. On entering I said, I had come back to
ascertain if the words I had heard a moment before were strictly true or
not. You said you did not want anything; of course that would lead anyone
to suppose that you had got all your heart could wish, that you were quite
satisfied with yourself and all your surroundings, and looking into the
future, you can say, ‘ I know that my Redeemer liveth’; also that because
he liveth I shall live also, consequently you are looking forward with much
joy to that time when your Lord shall call you away from earth to heaven.
May I ask if such is the case with you? She answered, ‘ I wish it was, Sir,’
and further told me of her great suffering in her body, especially the pain
she had to bear arising from a diseased leg of long standing. After listening
to this tale of sorrow, I very kindly told her that she did want something,
she wanted at least freedom from bodily pain, and also freedom from sin,
and then she would be free from eternal pain; and all this could be obtained
by looking away from self and sin to the once-crucified but now exalted
Savior whose words just suited her.. ‘ Come unto me.””


CONVERSION AT HOME.— In looking back over the quarter, one cannot
but feel grateful as; I think and see that our feeble efforts to do good have
been blessed. True, I sometime,; feel discouraged and cast down, yet, on
the whole, the encouragements we get will far outweigh the
discouragements, and there is much to cheer us. Every time we enter a
village we are more warmly received, and there are very few doors that are
not opened to us, and in every house I have an opportunity of speaking a
word for the Master, and many a heart is gladdened, and sad countenances
brightened as we talk with the people about the love of Christ; the one
great difficulty is to get away from them, as they say, ‘ When are you
coming again?’ ‘ Be sure you don’t pass without calling.’ Various cases
come up before us where our visits or preaching have been made a
blessing. One is that of a woman; as I entered the house, she exclaimed, ‘
Oh, Sir, I am so glad you are come; I have been anxiously waiting for you
to come. I wanted to speak to you the last time you were here, but my
husband and family were in and I did not like to open my mind, but oh, Sir,
I am so miserable, and I am afraid I shall be lost; ‘ and she burst into tears.
I read several portions of Scripture, and talked to her; I then prayed with
her, and as I rose from my knees she exclaimed, ‘I see it now; I believe
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Jesus died for me, and that he has pardoned my sins.’ I gave her a tract that
I thought would help her. I have seen her once since and found her
rejoicing in Christ.”


YOUNG AND AGED NOT FORGOTTEN. — “During my visits I have had
many interesting conversations with the people in their homes, and have
been enabled to speak: of a free and full salvation to the aged and the
young. One such conversation was with a young woman, who told me she
had been at home ill several months, and was then endeavoring to get
admittance; into the hospital at Salisbury. I asked her what hope she had
got for her soul if the sickness of her body should prove fatal ;, she replied,
she had no hope, if she had she would be quite content to die. I told her of
Christ, who came not to condemn, but to save and to set His children free
from the fear of death. She seemed to drink in every word about the great
salvation, and. I have every reason to believe that my visit, through God’s
mercy, was greatly blessed, to her soul. I was tom of much blessing upon a
visit paid to an old man who lived by himself. He was ill when I called
upon him; I spoke to him of Christ, and prayed with him. When I called the
next month I found he had passed away, but was cheered by the neighbors
telling me that he had testified that God blessed his soul through the ‘man
who comes round selling books.’ I am thankful, dear sir, for these small
tokens of the Master’s presence and blessing with me, and earnestly pray
richer blessing may yet be given.”


RELIGIOUS CONVERSATION USEFUL.—’On the 21st of February I went into
a country village five miles from home with my pack of books, and sold a
fair amount. I called at one house in which there were four women. I said
to one of them: tare you saved?’ The reply was ‘No,’ and the tears began
to run down her face, and she said she had not been able to rest because of
her sin; so I told. her she was just the one Jesus came to save, and then I
told her I would call and see her at her own home in a short time, so after
making a few more calls I fulfilled my promise, and after a little religious
conversation we both went down on our knees and prayed and believed,
and before we got up God spoke pardon to her, and she was able to rejoice
in God as her Savior. I may say she is still going on her way rejoicing.”


THE COLPORTEUR AND HOME INFLUENCE.—”A tract entitled ‘A Mother’s
Love’ was liked so by a man that he ,ordered a hundred to give away.
Called at a house where there are two families living and sold them some
books. When I first called there a few months ago, neither of them would
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buy such books as I sold, and they use very be language and their
neighbors gave them very bad characters. I kept calling, and I am glad to
say there is a marked change in their behavior before me, and I have sold
them several books. One day I took out ‘John Ploughman’s Talk,’ and read
part of the chapter, ‘A Good Word for Wives.’ They were so pleased with
it that they bought it at once. At another place where there are two families
living in one house, one woman I believe is trying to do right, but the other
is a bad woman, and, as her neighbor says, she is an awful swearer. She is
always asking for books that we do not supply, but every month I have
managed to sell her some-thing out of my pack. She is now taking in a 6d.
magazine.


“I thank God as I look back upon the three’ years I have been in the
district, I feel quite convinced my labors have not been in vain. There are
three persons living who say that I have been the means in God’s hand of
leading them to the Savior; and several others who have told me that what
I have said to them has led them to think, and by other means, in some
cases God’s providence, in others, the preaching of God’s word following,
they have been led to Christ.”


THE PIG PAID FOR— “Among others, in December last, I called at a house,
and the mistress salt, ‘: Will you have a piece of pork pie? ‘ I thanked her
and said, ‘I will.’ While eating it she said, ‘ This is the first pig we have
killed since we have been married that has been paid for; my husband used
to spend his money in drink, and we had to feed the pigs on trust and pay
for them after, but this one was 20 score (lbs.), and paid for when killed,
and in addition to that — am thankful to say — my husband has given his
heart to God, and it was all brought about by what you said to my’
husband about a year-and-a-half ago, and the death of our little one in
about three months after.’”


A YEAR’S WORK. — In addition to. the more regular work, the Colporteur
has held 280 Evangelistic Services, unconnected with any particular
denomination, where opportunity offered, in the open air, cottages, and
other buildings. He has paid 600 visits to families, with the object of
offering spiritual advice and consolation; and has distributed gratuitously
7,000 tracts. ‘he following extracts from the Colporteur’s Report will
illustrate the usefulness of this part of the work:— “Among the visits made
in the earlier part of my work, one has been attended with much permanent
blessing. The case was that of a woman, mother of a large family, who had
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long been seeking the Savior; my visit and words of encouragement were
made a blessing to her, and in a short time she was enabled to rejoice in
Him whom she had long sought. She first purchased a Bible front me, and
afterwards good books as means would allow...... Such is the desire to
obtain books, that where ordinary means fail, the rags and bones of the
house have been sold, and the money thus obtained applied in purchasing
them.... In visiting homes, in cases of affliction, where there is no chance of
selling books, my work has met with blessing.


As I was about to retire to rest one night, there came two women to my
house, requesting me to visit their father, who was very ill; I went that
night and about five or six times after, and, before the man passed away, he
left the testimony of his acceptance with God.” Other cases might be
quoted of working people, in the midst ,of overwhelming cares and
troubles, being blessed (through this instrumentality) to a knowledge of
that Savior who “was in all points tempted like as we are.”


THE AFFLICTED LOOKED AFTER. —After working here for a year and nine
months, my faith in the value of Colportage as a Christian agency was
never greater. I have frequent opportunity for speaking to the families
visited about spiritual things. As a result, some have been led to their
serious consideration. One woman told me a ‘.short time ago, that the
words I had spoken to her had been the means by God’s blessing of leading
her into peace.


“The sick are always glad to see me. One who is an invalid told me when
last at her house I should never know fully the amount of good done by
thus seeking out the sick and aged, and reading to them God’s Word, and
commending them to Him in prayer. I often visit those in this way who live
in out-of-the-way places, who are especially appreciative. An elderly
Christian woman asked my advice the other day with reference to her
husband, who is opposed to religion, and would not allow her to read the
Bible to him at night before retiring. His highest conception of life was to
pay everybody their due, and look after himself; he ignored the idea that
God had arty claim upon him. To meet the first difficulty I took her a copy
of Mr. Spurgeon’s ‘Evening by Evening,’ a portion of which he listens to
with pleasure every night, This book, together with a word spoken
judiciously by his wife, seems to be: dissipating his prejudice against
Christianity, and inducing in him a humbler spirit. This is only one instance;
if necessary, I could give many such.
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“The preaching of the Gospel occasionally is also with much acceptance;
whilst I cannot report any direct conversions, there is much to encourage.
After an address a young man came and thanked me for it, as it had been
blessed to him. I have given some attention to GOSPEL temperance work,
and I think I am within the truth when I say that 50 persons are total
abstainers to-day directly through my influence. Drink is the greatest
barrier to the moral and material advancement of the working people.


“The sales of books this month are below the average, being only about
£11 11s. in value. This is owing to the great depression in trade just now;
consequently the people cannot afford much beyond the usual magazines. I
see that during this first quarter of “84’ I have sold 52 Bibles and
Testaments, and 1750 books and magazines, amounting in value to £39
18s. 10d. These have in some instances taken the places of questionable
ones, and in others found their way to homes in out-of-the-way places
where books are not often thought of. This work is quiet but effective; the
wonder is that it is not more extensively taken up by the churches.”


VISITING AND RESULTS.— “I have made 6,x88 visits in my work during the
past year, many of which have been to persons in sickness, trouble,
bereavement and death, and I have, by the blessing of God, been able to
comfort many by prayer and reading God’s; Word. One afflicted woman
told me she had been confined to the house six years, and expressed the
greatest delight at my reading the Scriptures and praying with her, saying
what a blessing it was that someone like me should go about finding out
these cases. The mother at the wash-tub, as well as the children, will often
with pleasure gather around to listen to the old, old story of Jesus and his
love All glory be to Him whose name is ‘ Manna to the hungry soul And to
the weary rest.’”


MARKETS AND FAIRS.


It is found desirable, in several instances, to allow the Colporteur to have a
stall in the country market or fair. In this way thousands of persons are
spoken to and carry to their homes the good seed.


IRONBRIDGE MARKET.— “I have enjoyed much of God’s presence and
blessing in my work, both in selling of books and speaking a word for the
Master in public and private. Just a word this time as to my sales and work
in the Ironbridge Market every’ week. The sales have been very good;
whilst in other ways I think the work has been very satisfactory.
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“First — In reaching a lot of people who come from a long distance in the
country.


“Second.. — By way of advertisement, the seeing of a book on my stall
and its recommendation by the party seeing it to others, thus helping me in
my regular round.


“Third. — A person buying a book, ‘ Child of Jesus,’ one week, came the
next week and ordered twelve more, saying that she had been blessed so
much by it that she wanted the twelve ordered to give away.


“Fourth. — Have taken an order entirely through exhibition of my books
here for Fleetwood’s Life of Christ,’ to be taken in thirty shilling parts.
“My monthly magazine parcel, of ‘which the value was only £12s. 2d.
when I commenced the work now amounts to £2 15s. 0d.


“I have been successful in securing the orders and making sales in several
respectable families. In one, the lady of the house having been induced to
read ‘ Brother John Pearce, Colporteur,’ has become very much interested
in Colportage work. I am always to call when passing; she has been a good
customer ever since.


“Meetings held.—A woman attending one of my regular Cottage
Meetings, said, ‘ Mr. G., I shall never forget the blessed season I have here
enjoyed, and I know not only me, but many others as well.’ The hearty
grasp of the hand, and the eager but happy look from many, speak volumes
as to the good of our work here.”


MAKING THE BEST OF IT. — “ First I will give a description of market
work. Shortly after being appointed Colporteur, it being the annual fair in
the district, I determined t3 have a stall of some kind, and see if I could not
do some work for the Master, and spread some good literature at the same
time. This was in the middle of September, 1883. I brought out my kitchen
table (I had nothing else), and set up a short distance away from the thick
of the fair, and displayed the books to the best: of my ability. No sooner
was I straight than I had a crowd. I had to endure a considerable amount of
‘chaff,’ and some direct insults, but I went on with my work, and although
I did not sell as much as I would have liked, yet I consider ten shillings or
thereabouts fairly good.


“Some time after this I went down to Cradley Heath market with my box
of books, hired a stall and lamp, and set to work. I got a friend to help me,
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and together we gave away 300 tracts and sold over £1 worth of goods.
We had a congregation at one time of over 300 people.”


CONVERSION OF A DISCHARGED SOLDIER.—”In Newport, in one week in
March, I met a young man who had just left the army, and he asked me
should he carry my pack. I said, ‘No, thank you,’ but, going into
conversation, I found he had been kicked in the leg by his officer’s horse,
in India. He had been in hospital about three months, and about a week or
so from this time he had been looking for employment, but could not
succeed, and had the night before been out all night, and he had only had
one penny basin of soup for two days. I gave him a few pence, believing
him to be a deserving young man. I spoke to him about his soul. He said he
had a praying mother, but never thought much of her. I asked him to pray
to God with myself that night at ten o’clock, and he promised. A fortnight
from this date he came to me in the market, where I had told him to come,
and he had a handkerchief full of groceries for the week; he said he had
given his heart to God that night, am! he shall never forget it. He is now
still serving God, doing well, keeping himself clean and tidy, and visits me
in the market every Saturday.”


SCRIPTURES SOLD. — “Visited Overend, near Cradley and Shortcross.
Visited 41 families; sold a Testament to a family that possessed not a single
copy or portion of the Scriptures.”


TRACTS AND THEIR USEFULNESS.


Two CASES OF BLESSING.— “Calling at a house on my way home, one
woman told me, with tears in her eyes, that through reading a tract called ‘
Widow Bright,’ I left some time before, she had given God her heart.
During the month of January, the 9th, a man told me the same tale of joy,
through reading a small tract I had left at h. is house.”


HISTORY OF A TRACT. — “I have much pleasure in giving you the history
of a tract that I gave away three months ago. The person to whom I gave it
met me, and asked if I remembered giving him a tract, and I told him I did.
He said, ‘ That tact was such a blessing to my soul that I put it away very
carefully for a few days, when I thought of my Son in the Mediterranean;
so I wrote a letter to him and sent the tract in it, hoping that the Lord
would bless it to him as He did to me. I thank God that I had the happy lot
to receive: it.’”
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A SERVANT SAVED.—”I thank God I have been the means of saving a
young woman, a servant at a gentleman’s house, in this manner — I
knocked at the door and offered introduction card, when she gave
utterance to this sentence, ‘ What do you ,call this old thing? ‘ I said, ‘
Give it to the master.’ ‘ He’s not in,’ she said. I then asked her if she would
like a book for herself, but she did not want one, and I gave her a tract,
entitled, ‘Guilty.’ Calling on her the following week, she invited me in; I
went, and she told me that the tract I gave her had been the means of
saving her soul.”


COLPORTEUR ON BOARD SHIP.


“I have lately devoted a part of the Sabbath to visiting ships and
distributing tracts to the sailors. When I go on board they always welcome
me, and then we have religious conversation. I sometimes find Christians
on board. Sunday mornings ,is the best time, as most of the crew have
nothing to do before dinner. Sometimes I ,find them mending their boots;
some reading newspapers, and some writing, and some walking about with
nothing to do. As soon as I begin to distribute the tracts they leave their
work and put their newspapers away. I then speak to them about their
souls, and. give them a hearty welcome to join us in our evening service. If
they can get on shore, sometimes they come. Sometimes there are foreign
ships in harbor. I go on board of these.”


PREACHING AND COTTAGE MEETINGS.


Though an addition to Colportage proper, many of the agents engage in
preaching the gospel in a simple way, and several have been very useful.


UNDENOMINATIONAL WORK.—Sunday and Week Evening Services.— “On
Sundays I am generally engaged in preaching the good old gospel of good
will to man,’ and some most blessed and refreshing seasons we have had
amongst our Independent, Baptist, Wesleyan, and Primitive Methodist
friends, in their various places of worship in this district. Old Christians
have been helped on in the old good narrow way, and others have
professed to find peace, through faith, in the all-atoning blood and finished
work ¢,f Jesus Christ our Lord. I am very pleased to make mention of our
week-night: services which have been held during the past three or four
months, they have for the most part been well attended, especially at some
of the chapels, where, heretofore, few week-night services have been held
for the past few years. At such meetings we have endeavored to bring the
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gospel before the people in the most attractive form, and the meetings have
been made lively with song, and I am believing that good must and will
follow, for ‘Our labor is not in vain in the Lord.’ During the past winter
months we have delivered fourteen lectures in the different places of
worship around us, illustrated with views. With pleasure we report: that
the meetings have been crowded each evening and much enjoyment
experienced while going through the life, of our Lord with about 50
striking views to illustrate his life on earth, and best of all it has come to
our knowledge that not a few received much good through our efforts on
these occasions.”


AN AGED MAN LED TO JESUS.’ Another case is that of an old man, 70
years of age. He said to me one day, ‘ I thank God that ever you came here
to preach, I used to think I was all right until one day I heard you preach. I
was then led to see that I was wrong, and that I had been living in the dark
all my life, and a few Sundays after, when you were preaching again, I was
enabled to rejoice in Christ as my Savior; and now, though I am an old
man, my work goes lighter, and I am very happy, and oh, it does me good
when I see you, because I know you were the means of bringing me to
Christ.’ I said to him,’ My friend, give God the glory’; he said, ‘I do, but
oh, Sir, go on to preach Christ, for I fear there are many like myself.’ Thus
one is cheered in the thought that our feeble efforts are blessed to the good
of souls. It is a source of very great joy to me to be able to point a poor
perishing sinner to Christ. During the three last months I have conducted
or taken part in about 17 services each month. May the Lord make us more
abundantly useful, for his Name’s sake.”


CONVERSION IN COTTAGE MEETING. In the evening I held a Cottage
Meeting in one of the rows, and there a young fisherman gave his heart to
the Lord. Since then I have helped at many meetings, both in speaking and
pointing souls to Jesus.”


COLPORTEURS PREACHING USED. — “After preaching one Sunday in our
own little chapel at Cookhill I noticed a strange gentleman; the following
week he wrote to me telling me the worn was blessed to him.


A YEAR OF SERVICES. — “I have delivered 152 sermons and addresses on
gospel and temperance subjects, besides the prayer meetings and Sunday
School work, as for three months I conducted a Sunday School five miles
from my house, which was without a Superintendent. I am thankful to say
the work has not been without God’s blessing. At an open-air meeting last
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summer a man received impressions which afterwards resulted in his
conversion. One Sunday evening, two girls from the Sunday’ School
professed to have found Jesus, they still give every token that the change
was a real one.


“I have distributed 2,862 tracts in homes, by the wayside, and to men at
their work, and they have invariably been received kindly. The results I
must leave with Him who has said ‘ My word shall not return unto me
void,’ etc.”


FRUIT OF OPEN-AIR WORK.— Some time ago I told you of a place where I
used to go during; the summer months to hold open-air meetings. When I
was there the other day I heard of the conversion of three young men that
first got their convictions, if not converted, at those meetings. To use the
words of a man who told me about them, ‘We beat the bush but someone
else caught the birds.’ Thank God they are caught. Another is the case of a
woman in this village who heard me give an address one Sunday afternoon,
and the word was blessed to the conversion of her soul. She came to me
one morning before I went out and told me how she had wanted to tell me
before but could, not, and she said I shall always feel thankful to you; and
now her husband is trusting in Christ and their home is happy. Another is
that of a young woman of praying parents who for years has been leading a
gay life, but now she has given up her former habits and is an earnest and
sincere Christian, and she told rue that God made me the means of her
conversion. One day I quoted a text and it made an impression upon her,
and I spoke to her, and she told me she thought she was too bad for God
to forgive her. I pointed her to the promises, and one evening I read a tract
to her, and she told me that it was through that she was led into peace
through believing. Thus is the work going on here. I am persuaded that not
till the last great day will be known the good that has been done by the
Colportage Association.”


RESULTS FROM PREACHING SERVICES. A young man, having given his
heart to Christ at a week evening service, informed me that I invited him to
the service that very morning, when I was giving tracts among a lot of
working-men about two miles away. A month afterward-the same young
man purchased a nice pocket Bible to carry with him, also ordered the
‘Sunday at Home’ monthly, and changed his lodgings because unfavorable
to his new and better life.
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‘Also,. a woman remarked, ‘ I do like your Butter-cross services. I have
been thinking it over; I want you know I want you know :,’ I said, ‘ You
want Salvation.’ ‘ Yes,’ she replied. May the Lord Himself give her peace.”


RESULTS OF BOOKS, ETC. SOLD.


SUPPLANTING INJURIOUS LITERATURE. — ‘‘ I should be very much better
satisfied if I could sell more good books and could see souls saved, but the
latter is the Lord’s work and not mine; but I see very much success
accomplished in my work apart from immediate conversions to God. There
is what I in my ignorance call ‘ stemming or counteracting’ work. What
would be the influence of bad literature and fortune telling, &e., at great
houses where many giddy young females live, if the pure literature was not
carried and circulated by us, and a word of warning spoken for the Lord in
such places? And yet some ladies and gentlemen would not allow us to call
if they knew, but I thank God all are not of that mind. I believe I have been
blessed to counteract a good deal of the evil in that way. I succeeded in
placing John Ploughman’s Almanac in a place where rubbish had been
posted previously.


“People speak sometimes of much enjoyment in reading the gospel tracts
we distribute. One woman said she had derived very great benefit from
reading a book I sold her— ‘Prince of the House of David.’”


COLPORTEUR THE ONLY VISITOR. — “ I am well received all through the
district, and am often told that if I did not call to see the people nobody
would. The reason is there are no ministers in the villages except the
church minister, and in several villages there is no one at all; only in two is
there a nonconformist minister, out of the twenty-seven which I visit. At
Lockerby there are some coming forward to join the church. I go there
once a month, mostly the first Sunday.


“The little: work ‘ God’s Light on Dark Clouds,’ is very much liked; I
think it will do good; and ‘ Garfield’s Life’ is very much liked, and they sell
well. I find I have rather more subscribers for monthly periodicals than I
ever had, and they increase. This. is cheering. I never see one of those vile
publications now ; there were plenty “ when I came here. This is a good
sign, and we know good books have taken their place.


INFLUENCE OF GOOD BOOKS. — “I find that for the year ending December
31st, 1883, I have taken for books and magazines £140 2s. 11d.
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“Although I often meet with those who do not want any such books as I
carry (they say my books are all so religious), still, many do buy, and I
believe that good is being done. A lady bought ‘ The Life of President
Garfield,’ and gave it to a young man, and she tom me afterwards that she
believed it had done him much good. Another person read a part of it, and
she wanted one for herself, and she hoped everybody would read it. Have
sold a lot of ‘ Peep behind the Scenes,’ ‘ Christie’s Old Organ,’ ‘Jessieo’s
First Prayer,’ ‘ Black Speck,’ etc. I believe these little books have done and
are still doing a good work in this district.


“First let me notice bookselling and its results. Although I cannot speak
with certainty of conversions, I am very hopeful of several, especially one
young woman who took: the ‘ Sunday at Home,’ and who professed to
have derived great good from it during art illness, and from inquiries I have
made I have every hope that she has found Jesus. I haw; several
testimonies to great moral good resulting to young men and others. I find
people will read or get others to read to them, and by a little tact I am
often able to get them to take good literature instead of the trashy,
sensational stuff they have had before. I have during the last thirteen
months added 272 new subscribers to my list, and scarcely lost any except
by removal from the neighborhood.


“A woman attending our Cottage and Open-Air Services has given up
reading her penny weekly novel, and taken to reading the ‘ Christian
Herald’ instead. Another woman, who keeps a respectable lodging-house,
testifies as follows :—’ Yours are good books,. Mr. C—, our young men
have spent many a happy evening with them indoors.’”


BOOKS SOLD LEADING TO CONVERSION, OR OTHER
BENEFICIAL EFFECTS.


GOOD FROM A PRAYER BOOK. “To day a poor woman at whose house I
called, said to me, ‘ I have been looking forward to your coming round this
time, as I wanted to see you. Have you a little book called “Prayers for
Private Use” with you.’ I said, ‘;No, I have not.’ She said, ‘ Will you get
me two next time, and do you remember selling one to my neighbor a short
time ago?’ I said, ‘ Yes, I remember bringing her one.’ ‘ Well,’ she said, ‘ I
am so glad to tell you that it has been lent to my husband, and the Lord has
blessed it to his soul’s salvation. He was very ill when she lent it to him
an,/we all thought he was dying, but the Lord has spared him. But if he..
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had died he felt that he was safe. He said it was the reading of the book
which brought peace: to his mind, and now he is raised a new man and is
going down to the chapel as soon as he is able to tell what the Lord has
done for him.’ The woman said she used to have preaching in her cottage
for eighteen months to which he would never stay at home; and at last
forbad the preachers to come any more. But now he wants the two books
to give away, one for the village, and one to send to his son, who is a long
way off, hoping that they may receive the like blessing through them.”


GRACE AND TRUTH.—” All that I could say at this time seemed but of little
use, and I recommended a little book entitled ‘ Grace and Truth’ which
could be read and studied after I had gone. The same was purchased and
read, for on my next monthly visit I was greeted with much joy and very
much thanked for having said anything about the one thing needful, even
faith in Christ, but more particular, for selling the book which had indeed
been the means in God’s hands of opening her heart to his knowledge and
love; her words being, ‘I do love that book, I have had it on the table
before me all Clay ever since, and I tell everybody about it.’ I encouraged
her to hold fast and came away rejoicing, giving praise to our God.”


MR. SPURGEON’S WORKS VALUED.—” A woman said she thought Mr.
Spurgeon’s ‘ Morning by Morning’ and ‘ Evening by Evening’ were dear
at the time she bought them:, but she had derived great blessing from them
that money could not buy, and would not now be without them. She
belongs to the Church of England. Another said, ‘That last book you sold
me is the nicest book I ever bought; I get great help from it.’ This was Mr.
Spurgeon’s ‘ Morning by Morning.


“I find the ‘Prince of the House of David’ spoken of very highly very often,
also Mr. Spurgeon’s Sermons.


“A woman at a lone house said the other day, ‘We are so glad to see you,
to bring us books and speak to us, for no one else comes to us.’


“Another said, ‘I wish you would bring me, when you come again, one of
your monthly books, as my daughter is so fond of reading ‘ Bow Bells,’
and I want to break her of it.’


“Mrs. A. of M. says that she has received much blessing through
‘Waymarks to Wanderers.’ Mrs. T. at T., who said she was so full of doubt
and fears, has been enabled to place her whole trust in God through
reading some poetry in ‘ The British ‘Workwoman.’ Mr. D. of F. speaks to
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me of Mr. Spurgeon’s ‘ Present Truth’ as being the means, in God’s hands,
of doing him a lot of good. Mr. B. of F. tells me that the book that he
bought of me has been made a great blessing among his family. I could
mention other similar cases through either the book sold, the word spoken,
or the prayer offered.


“Offered on sale to a lady ‘ Present Truth’ big C. H. Spurgeon. “Yes,’ she
says, ‘I must have that for I am very anxious 1:0 be right, and all Mr.
Spurgeon’s works help me very much. Bring me another of his Farm
Sermons to lend out.’ I believe she has been saved by Christ through
reading Mr. Spurgeon’s works.”


A FAMILY CONVERTED. — “ I called upon a woman whose son had a
broken leg, caused by his uncle throwing him over a hedge. I sat Clown
and read part of a book, entitled, ‘Her Benny.’ The woman began to cry,
and after reading a bit farther, she told me to sell her the book, and I did
so. I called on her again; she expressed great joy at seeing me, and said that
her husband had signed the pledge, given his heart to God, with herself and
her daughter, aged 19 years; saying, ‘God bless those two little children
whose lives they had read in that nice book called ‘Her Benny.’”


READING LEADS TO INQUIRY.— I am glad to tell you that ‘ A Peep behind
the Scenes’ and 6 A Child of Jesus’ have been blessed by God, and the
means of causing three people, all living in one of the rounds I travel, to
inquire about their souls’ salvation. One woman, with her husband, had
been accustomed to spend her Sundays in reading ‘The Family Herald,’
etc., but who, being persuaded to purchase ‘A Peep-behind the Scenes,’
and reading it, was aroused, and led to the house of God; the preaching of
His Word was blessed to her soul, and glad at heart am I to tell you both
she and her husband have been brought out of darkness into God’s
marvelous light, and although they have left the neighborhood, yet I keep
hearing from them. The last letter was as follows, which was written to a
Christian friend : — ‘ Tell Mr. W. my husband and I now spend our
Sundays in reading God’s Holy Word, ‘A Peep behind the Scenes,’ and
attending God’s house. Tell him how thankful we are he ever called at our
house and persuaded us to purchase that book.’”


THE PRINTED AND SPOKEN WORD. — “ A woman who had been reading ‘
A Peep behind the Scenes,’ never before felt that she indeed was a lost
sheep, until she read therein about the Good Shepherd. Came to hear me
preach, and the Lord sent the word home to her heart. The next Thursday,
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being that way with my books, calling upon her, she said, ‘; Praise the
Lord, Hallelujah, all is well! How glad I am that ever the Lord sent you
here. When will you come and preach to us again? for I am glad to tell you
that I am now happy in Jesus. Oh! what blessed books are those two. you
sold me!”


TASTE FOR READING CREATED BY THE COLPORTEUR.—”There is an
increased desire for reading good books all over my district, and very
frequently am I told of the benefit derived from reading them. It is now
nearly twelve months since I gave one of Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons to a
person which led to her decision for God, and who has, since that time,
witnessed a good confession before her family. Her husband also has been
‘brought into the liberty of God’s own children.”


SALES.— I am glad to report increase of sales during the past year. I find I
‘have realized £214 2s. 8d., increase about £30 on last year. Bibles, 127;
Testaments, 117; books over 6d., 1,153; books under 6d., 2,080;
magazines, 7,639; tracts given away, 5,000. Although I cannot give any
instance of conversion direct from books, yet much seed has been sown,
and I pray that it may bear fruit to God’s. glory. The Lord has been pleased
to bless my feeble efforts in preaching to the conversion of souls during the
past year, and I am working two Bands of Hope during the week, besides
other meetings that I am called upon to attend. I hope that you will
remember me in your prayers.”
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


AUGUST, 1884.


COMMON, BUT SADDENING.


BY C. H. SPURGEON.


He have seen it mentioned as a wonder, by old Puritan writers, that certain
fish live in the salt sea, and yet their flesh is not salt. We have met with far
greater singularities in the spiritual world, namely, men who live in a sea of
grace, · and yet are not gracious. It is very saddening to see professing
Christians who are not even restrained from irreligious actions by the fact
that they have made a profession of godliness. They have a name to live
and are dead. The Ethiopian is called a white man, but he remains as black
as ever. The hovel is labeled a palace, yet no attempt is made even to keep
it decently clean. We know persons who hold orthodox Opinions, and hold
them firmly too, and grow warm in their defense; and yet they are not in
the least degree affected by those glorious truths, but might for all practical
purposes be upon the other side. We cannot make out how they can carry
the heavenly fire in their bosoms, and not be burned; how they can swim in
the boiling fountain of truth, and not be warmed by it. When they are in
suitable company such persons will converse upon spiritual truths, and they
will do so with an apparent acquaintance with them, and yet in, their
ordinary lives they are as dead to spiritual realities as if there were no such
things. They believe that the ungodly are perishing, but they do not warn
them, and they do not appear to have any concern that they should be
spoken to by others about their souls. They believe in the power of prayer,
and seem pleased that others should pray, but they themselves do not draw
nigh unto God, neither can they bear any kind of personal testimony to the
efficiency of supplication. To all intents and purposes they are unaffected
by influences which are powerful beyond all others. On a burning day we
laid our hand upon a marble slab, which was exposed to the sun, and we
were startled by its coldness: such are these persons. They live under a
shower of grace, and’ are not wet; they grow by the rivers of water, and no
dew moistens their branch. They have a form of godliness, but feel nothing
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of its power; they are like the statues in Westminster Abbey, which stand in
their places, and bear all the outward similitude of human beings, but yet
they never unite in the worship, for there is no life in them.


The picture which we have drawn will be recognized by many; in fact, by
everybody except the persons who are portrayed thereby. These form a
stumbling-block in the way of seeking souls, for such persons are apt to
thinly: that there is no power in religion, and that it is all a form. 3f I see a
martyr at the stake, surrounded by a huge fire, and if on looking again and
again I perceive that he is no more consumed than he was at the first, I am
sure that it is all a matter of canvas and paint, and not a real flame at all. If
a man drinks, and is not refreshed; or cats, and is not filled; we soon
conclude that he has partaken of unsubstantial Fare, and has been sitting at
a phantom festival. It is grievous indeed when, by the inconsistency of the
outwardly religious, inquirers are led to suspect that there is no reality in
the gospel of our Lord Jesus. These unworthy persons also furnish very
convenient excuses for those who have no wish to believe in the truth of
our holy religion. In fact, they are infidel-makers on a large scale. They act
as an encouragement to unbelievers, who can quote their example for
ungodly conduct; thus they come under the censure of the prophet Who
charged Israel with being a comfort to Sodom.


This form of insensible religiousness is occasionally seen in persons who do
not profess to be saved, and we cannot help thinking that they have
borrowed it from the dead Christians among whom they dwell. They
observe that these professors talk without feeling, and set forth an
experience which does not at all square with their conduct, and therefore
these persons count it no evil to imitate {hem, and feign a repentance and a
sorrow for sin which they do not feel. The following story is but a
specimen of a vast number which come under the notice of watchers for
men’s souls :—” Pastor R, of Elberfeld, was once sent for to see a dying
man. Fe found the patient really very ill, and entered at once into an earnest
conversation about the state of his soul. The patient began, in the strongest
terms, to describe himself as the very chief of sinners, and declared that his
past life filled him with abhorrence. He continued so long in this strain that
the pastor could scarcely find an opportunity to speak. At last, taking
advantage of a pause, he remarked gently, ‘ It was then really true what I
heard of you?’ The patient raised himself in the bed, stared in astonishment
at the pastor, and demanded,’ What, then, have you heard? No one, in
truth, can say anything against me’; and con-tinned, in a, strain of
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unbounded self-satisfaction, to tell of his virtues, and recount all his good
deeds, pouring out, at the same time, a torrent of execrations against the
slanderers who had tried to injure his character. ‘ It was not from foes or
slanderers,’ said the pastor, ‘ that I heard it, but from yourself; and now it
grieves me to hear that you do not believe what you said.’”


We were lately asked what, in our judgment, will become of these godless
godly folk, these unchristian Christian people. Our reply was that we were
none of us allowed to judge our fellow-men, but if it really were he case
that there were persons possessing knowledge of the truth, and full
acquaintance with its requirements, who nevertheless did not yield the
slightest obedience to it, they must of course perish. Salt can preserve, but
when salt itself has been tried in vain what remains to be done? If men
cannot see in the sunlight, what more can be done for them? It is a dreadful
thing to perish with the added terror of having held the truth in
unrighteousness, restraining its natural force from operating upon the
conscience and heart. If men dash themselves down to hell from the very
rock of salvation they must be ground to powder. As to their present
,condition, these persons seem to be in greater danger than any others. It is
not likely that they will ever be converted: the truth which is adapted to
work that desirable end has already been brought under their notice, and it
has exerted no power ewer them. In all likelihood they conclude
themselves to be perfectly safe, and so they are clothed with the
impenetrable armor of carnal security. Expositions and exhortations
addressed to ungodly men are warded off from them by their own
impression that it is well with their souls. The probability is that they will
continue as they are, and sleep themselves into perdition; and perhaps, like
Ignorance, in the “Pilgrim’s Progress,” they will be ferried across the
stream of death by one Vail Hope, and never discover their mistake until it
is too late to amend it.


The unhappy story of the bushrangers, in Australia, will be fresh in the:
memory of most of our readers. These men were in a small inn, surrounded
by a body of police, and for a while they defended themselves against all
comers. At last, when their number had been thinned out, their leader was
seen to come forth from the house, and to advance against his adversaries
with a dauntless mien. Several shots were aimed at/him,. ‘but they did not
tell. He seemed to wear a charmed life; the fact being that he was encased
in a kind of armor made of plough.. shares, and thus he remained secure
until a ball found out a joint in his harness. How many wear a secret and
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invisible armor of in.. difference and self-flattery, which protects them from
the salutary woundings of the Spirit! But to what a pitch of hardness must
that heart be brought which is not affected by the power of the grace of
God? That which lies in the fire and is not burnt must be harder than iron:,
or an adamant stone. The blacksmith’s dog sleeps just under the anvil,.
where the sparks fall around him; and the sea-boy, on the dizzy mast, falls
asleep amid the loud roaring of the billows: even these are: beaten in their
drowsiness by professors who sleep on while all around them agencies are
at work which might awaken the dead.


What responsibilities belong to those who have the gospel, and yet do not
allow it to operate upon them! They lie by the river, and do not drink; they
sit at the table, and do not eat. If they starve they are suicides.. What is
worse, they pretend both to eat and drink, and they cry up the provision to
their neighbors, though they have not tasted it themselves. Whither must
they go who act thus? Is hell itself punishment sufficient for men who make
a mock both of law and gospel, and invite their own destruction?


Among all animals, there is not one which is more disgusting to a man than
a monkey, simply because it is the image of an intelligent being without the
intelligence; and among all characters there is scarcely one so objectionable
as that of the external Christian, who is devoid of inward Christianity.
These are as scarecrows in a field, who deceive none but the silliest birds;
or as dummies in the shop, whom every one understands to be mere
pretences. Truthful men need much patience to endure them, and the time
will come when no such tolerance will be expected of them. Shams will be
swept out of the kingdom of truth; death will be banished from the realm of
life; and those who have made no living, obedient response to the hallowed
influences with which they have been favored, must be driven where none
of these will be wasted upon them. A man will not long lay a stone a soak
in milk, nor boil a mass of iron in water, nor dip a lump of lead in a dye-
vat, nor try to wash a blackamoor white: he cares not to have his best
things thrown away. It is even so with the Lord our God, for it is written,
“The earth, which drinketh in the rain that cometh oft upon it, and bringeth
forth herbs meet for them by whom it is dressed, receiveth blessing from
God: but that which beareth thorns and briers is rejected, and is nigh unto
cursing: whose end is to be burned.”
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A LONG (?) DRIVE ON A IRISH CAR


TWO Scotch gentlemen were lately on a visit to the Emerald Isle, and
visiting Dublin in their tour, they one evening left the hotel on an exploring
expedition to see the beauties, as far as gaslight would let them, of the
“sweet city.” Never having been in that condition before, and being
unacquainted with the latitude and longitude of the place, our friends soon
got benighted, and lost their way. After wandering about for a considerable
time, they at last resolved, as the surest and most expeditious way of
solving their difficulty, to hire a car. Accordingly, forward they went to the
driver of one, and asked, “Well, Paddy, what will you take to drive us to.
Hotel?” “Five shillings, yer honor,” answered Paddy. “Ah, that’s too much;
you must do it less.” After hard battling, it was ultimately agreed that half-
a-crown should be the fare. So Paddy, making sure of the cash, told them
to “get in,” and then coolly walked them across to the opposite side of the
street, where the hotel was, to the no small mortification, and amusement
also of our tourists, who were scarcely prepared to find themselves in such
close proximity to the place of their abode. This reminds us of many who
think they are a long way off from salvation when it is nigh to them, not
even so far off as across the road. There is but a step between them and life
eternal, that step a simple childlike reliance upon the Lord Jesus. They
imagine that many leagues of doing, feeling, praying, and striving lie
between them and the Savior, when he is standing right in front of them,
and saying,


“Look unto me, and be ye saved.” C. H. S.


VERY ATTENTIVE TOWARDS THE CLOSE


A VERY good little anecdote is related by Spohr in his lately-published “‘
Autobiography.” At the rehearsals of a certain oratorio of his he noticed
that his little girl, eight years old, usually remained very grave and quiet
until the final number, which was a fugue; then the little maiden’s eyes
grew bright, and she listened with the most animated and sustained
attention. Spohr fondly concluded that his daughter had a penchant for
music of a severe character, and asked her about it. “Oh, no, papa,” she
replied; “but I know when that piece is finished we go directly to the house
for dinner”! Just so. How many hearers are watching for “lastly” as a cat
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waits for a mouse! That good dinner is already delighting their sense of
smell, by the help of a powerful imagination. As yet, their nose is more:
powerful than their heart, and the charms of a pudding are greater with
them than the glories of the gospel. Well, weary ones, we must take care
that we do not impose upon your patience by undue prolixity; but. you
must also remember that we cannot shorten our discourses to please your
fancies. Those who grudgingly yield scanty attention to our sacred message
must not complain if in return we give scanty attention to their desire for
short sermons C.H.S.


WARNINGS


BY keeping our eyes open, and judging things upon Scriptural principles,
we may often be forewarned in our dealings with certain characters., One
man cannot see further into a millstone than another, and yet shrewdness
sees where the ordinary observer is in the dark. A prudent man, with the
fear of God before his eyes, is almost a prophet. Two or three instances are
before our mind at this moment.


A gentleman went carefully into the stable where his horse was placed to
bait, and he saw for himself that the proper feed of corn was in the
manger.. In a few minutes’ time he was in the stable again, and the oats
were gone. He taxed the hostler with taking them out, and remained while
he saw his nag eat up his fair portion. How did he know that the hostler
would steal the corn? He had heard him cursing, and therefore he; knew
that he would steal.


A friend met the deacon of a church in the street — a man whom he much
esteemed. The aforesaid deacon begged the loan of £100, and the friend
would have lent it to him with pleasure; but in the course of conversation
the deacon observed, “Other people might rob you; but you know me as an
old pilgrim. I am, I trust, quite past temptation.” The money was refused,
for the friend said to himself, “Past temptation? Past temptation? Why, he
must be quite ignorant of his own heart. He must surely be a hypocrite.”
And so he was. He knew that he was hopelessly involved even when he
was seeking a loan from one who could not afford to lose the money:
before that day was over he had failed. “Pride goeth before destruction.”
“A prating fool shall fall.” His Bible had made our friend wise, and he was
saved from loss.
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A man ‘who stood high in the city observed, with great satisfaction, that he
had in a single morning cleared £30,000 by a speculation. A brother
merchant remarked that he ought to be very grateful to Providence for
such good fortune; whereupon the successful merchant snapped his fingers,
and said, “Providence! pooh! that for Providence! I can do a deal better for
myself than Providence can ever do for me.” He who heard the observation
walked away, and resolved never to deal with such a man again except
upon cash principles, for he felt sure that a crash would come sooner or
later. Great was the indignation of the man who stood high in the city when
he was told, “If you and I are to have dealings it must be on strictly ready-
money terms.” He was insulted; he would not endure it; he would go to
another house. That other house welcomed his custom, and in due time it
was repaid by losing many thousands.


A tradesman chose a shopman from seeing him pick up a pin; Rowland hill
would button up his coat when he heard a man swear, for he did not want
to have his pocket picked: thus for good or for evil little things may be
tests of character. To deal with persons who have no respect for the
Sabbath is always risky; to marry a man who can repeat a lewd story is
eminently perilous; to buy goods of tradesmen who are “really giving them
away” is to invite deception; and to trust those who flatter you is to court
delusion. Do you meet with one who tells you many of the secret faults of
others? Mind that you show him none of your own which you would not
wish to publish. Does he tell you what ,others have said of you? Then say
nothing of others which you would not wish him to report; for as sure as
you live he will repeat all that you say, with additions. All dogs that fetch
will carry.


By observing such things as these, men may be saved from deceptions. The
difference between one man and another, in point of prudence, mainly
arises from the fact that one man learns from his blunders and another does
not. When we are once taken in by a person, we ought to take his measure
so exactly that he will not be able to do it again. No mouse can be excused
if it is caught twice by the same eat. Yet as long as the world stands, there
will remain some in it who can never see further than the end of their own
noses C.H.S.
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FOLLY OF DELAY ILLUSTRATED


A CERTAIN man had a long journey before him, which must needs be made
in one day; for it would be impossible for him to journey mile in that
country after nightfall, neither was there any place wherein he could lodge
on the road. He knew right well that this journey was appointed him, and
that it was his duty to perform it; and, moreover, he told his best friends
that he was fully determined to set out thereon; but he thought the matter
was easier than they seemed to imagine. In his stable there was a fine stud
of strong and swift horses suitable for the road, and a carriage stood ready
for his riding. The traveler did not set out in the early morning, for he said
that there was time enough. Meanwhile, by a certain custom of the
country, two of his best horses were taken for the king’s service, and this
caused the traveler to look about him; but he soon quieted down, sat down
to his dishes and his cups, and cried, “What’s the good of haste?” While
thus engaged, more of his horses were lost, or stolen, or else they strayed,
and had he then set out and kept well to his journey, he had scarce the
means left to accomplish it. Still he waited with his boon companions till
one way or another his horses were gone, and he had nothing left to ride
upon but a single wretched jade. Then he made much ado about setting
out, and meant to fly along the road at a great rate; only it so happened
that while he was resolving the sun went down, and he never reached the
place where he would have been rewarded with honor and profit.


The explanation of the riddle is easy. A man in his early days, with his best
years before him, is so foolish as to put off the concerns of his soul till he is
older. Years follow years, and yet he delays — delays even when his last,
worn, and feeble age is all that remains to him, and death comes before it is
welcome. Alas, that men should think to perform the most important
business of all at a time when all their powers and faculties are failing!
God’s service requires all our abilities in the prime of their strength, and it
is wicked as well as foolish to put him off with our leavings, and endeavor
to reach heaven on a worn-out steed at the fag-end of the day. C.H.S.


NOTES


All our readers know our son Thomas by his many articles in this
magazine, and therefore they will excuse a father’s endeavoring to promote
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the interest of the work o God under his hand in New Zealand. He has.
returned to us in better health than we expected.. He will probably remain
in England till the beginning of November, when the fogs will give him
notice to quit. Many friends have already aided him to erect his new
Tabernacle in the center of the important city of Auckland; but he needs
some £3000 more to enable him to open the place without debt. Like his
father, he pledged himself to have no debt; and with all before him that
New Zealand needs, he is wise to keep himself unhampered for doing good
work in the future. Its people have none splendidly, and will continue to do
so; but outside help would be very opportune. Will friends do us the great
favor of helping our son’s work? They can., of course, give to the
building-fund; but those who cannot do this may possibly be willing and
able to give him an opportunity of preaching the gospel and taking a
collection, or of lecturing in the week-days upon some interesting topic.
This is not desired where such a thing would deprive any home-work of
needed funds; but where a congregation would not feel it to be a tax it
would be most gratefully accepted. The time is short; arrangements will
have to be made somewhat hurriedly, and carried out by friends on the
spot. We put out this request, not knowing who may be mowed to reply,
but believing that there are persons who judge it to be wise, to secure those
new countries in the, southern hemisphere for King Jesus, and that one of
the best ways of doing so is to build a substantial sanctuary for a successful
preacher of the word of God.


In Memoriam. — ROBERT CURME. — Our dear brother, Rev. Robert
Curme, vicar of Sandford, Oxon, has passed to his reward. He was a sweet
Christian, of calm and serene spirit, full of love, and humility, yet firm as a
rock in the doctrine of grace. When the denouncer of Baptismal
Regeneration was shunned by many of the clergy, one of his brethren asked
Mr. Curme, “How can you spend so ranch time in company with
Spurgeon?” His gentle answer was— “It-is more wonderful that he should
associate with me ‘than that I should meet with him.” His love to us was
wonderful, and constituted one of the joys of our life. He was beloved of
all who knew him, and we were one with him in the faith which is in Christ
Jesus. He passed away full of years, ripe for his rest.


GEORGE THORNILOE. — In the Temperance world the death of Mr.
George Thorniloe will cause a great gap. He was a true-hearted brother,
ever zealous to rescue his fellow-men from the horrible habit of
drunkenness. Will not some other champion step forward to fill his place?
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On Friday evening, June 27. the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE COUNTRY MISSION was held in the lecture-hall, under the
presidency of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. Mr. Gr. Goldston, one of the
Secretaries, gave a summary of the annual report, Mr. R. Hayward, the
Treasurer, read the balance.-sheet, and addresses were delivered by the
Chairman, by Mr. Bowker, the venerable President of the Mission, and by
Messrs. J. Clark, F. Durban, J. Scoones, and J C. Travers, members of the
Mission, who gave an account of the stations under their charge. The
report contains particulars of the work at North Cheam, Teddington,
Southgate, Bedfont, Shoreham Kent), Cranford, Feltham, Stanwell, Bell
Green, Brentwood, and Kennington-road. In all these places the gospel has
been regularly preached, and many souls have been won for Christ. The
workers are all voluntary, and the expenditure of the Mission, which last
year amounted to £169 15s. 5d., is for rent, lighting, cleaning, print-rag,
traveling, etc. The offerings at the stations realized £76 3s. 10d.,
subscriptions from members and friends, £19 2s. 5d., we were happy to
contribute £40 to the funds, and the balance, with the exception of £6 8s.
4d. due to the Treasurer, was made up by collections, pew rents, etc. The
work of this Mission is needed as much as ever it was. All around London
there are villages and hamlets where gospel preaching is sadly lacking. We
are doing all we can to supply the want, but we could do much more if we
had the men and the means. Earnest Christian young men, who love the
truth, and desire to serve the Lord by publishing the glad tidings of
salvation, will do well to apply to Mr. G. Goldston, 2, Stockwell-road,
Clapham, S W., to whom contributions for the work may also be sent, or
information with regard to openings for evangelistic effort in any district
within a few miles of the metropolis.


This is perhaps the best place to mention that the sister Mission, the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION, is also greatly
in want of qualified preachers and singers. The indefatigable Secretary, Mr.
G. E. Elvin, reminds us that on the departure of Messrs. Moody & Sankey
from England in 1876, the Association offered to send Evangelists to
conduct missions and special services among all the churches in London
where their help was desired. From that time till now the work has been
continued with marked signs of the Lord’s approval. Testimonies to the
value of the Evangelists’ labors have been received from ministers of
various denominationst and some churches so highly appreciate the efforts
of our friends that they arrange for their services at regular intervals. Mr.
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Elvin is anxious that the recent visit of Messrs. Moody and Sankey should
give a new start to the work of the Association, and he will not be content
until every church in London has a series of special services, at least once a
year, and as far as he can he will supply Evangelists whom the pastors will
gratefully welcome.


If the work increases at the rate which is desired, many more workers will
be required. Many of Mr. Elvin’s men have proved themselves such
acceptable preachers that we have taken them into the College, and some
of them are now amongst the most useful of our ministers; others have
removed to different fields of labor, so that recruits are wanted; and it is
hoped that among Mr. Moody’s workers and converts many will be found
available for this department of Christian service. For preachers, we want
men filled, with the Holy Ghost, able to tell out simply and clearly “the
glorious gospel of the blessed God,” willing to give short but earnest
addresses, possibly to small audiences, in various parts of London. For
singers, both brethren and sisters are needed, Goal-fearing, soul-loving,
with good voices, a knowledge of music, and able to sing the gospel so
that all who listen to them shall understand, even if they do not accept, the
message of salvation. Additional work will, of course, involve extra
expense, so that help for the funds will also be needed. We hope that
amongst our readers there are many who can give themselves or their
substance to this divinely-blessed agency. If so, communications to that
effect, as well as applications from churches desiring the services of the
Evangelists, will be thankfully received by Mr. Elvin, 30, Surrey Square,
Walworth, S.E.


On Sunday, June 29, special services were held by the YOUTHS’ BIBLE-
CLASS, to commemorate the twenty-fifth anniversary of Mr. S. Wigney’s
connection with the class, On the following evening, at the Tabernacle
prayer-meeting, Mr. Spurgeon presented some volumes of “The Treasury
of David.” to Mr. Wigney, and assured him of the love felt for him by his
Pastor and the officers and teachers of the school, and of their deep
sympathy with him in his enforced retirement for a time, through ill-health,
from the work in which he has been so greatly blessed. At the same
meeting the prizes won by the scholars at the last examination of the
Lambeth Auxiliary of the Sunday-school Union were presented by the
Pastor, and it was especially interesting that a daughter and son of Mr.
Wighey were amongst the successful candidates.
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COLLEGE. — Mr. T. B. Curry has become pastor of the church at the
Tabernacle, Great Yarmouth; and Mr. B. Preston has settled at St. Peter’s,
Kent. Mr. C. S. Stedhurst has been accepted by the committee of the
Baptist Missionary Society for mission work in China, for which he will
have a further period of special study before he sails.


Mr. 17. J. Benskin has removed from Wycliffe Chapel, Reading, to New
North Road, Huddersfield; Mr. T. H. Smith, from Haddenhaza, to
Chatteris, Cambs.; and Mr. G. West, from South Shields, to Heneage
Street, Birmingham.


On Tuesday, July 1, Pastor W. H. Vivian and his friends at Loughton
entertained between sixty and seventy of the London ministers connected
with the Pastors’ College Association. Nothing was wanting on were
happily closed by a sermon in the chapel by the President.


Among the numerous addresses of congratulation received since the
Jubilee meet-rags, none have been more welcome than a splendidly
illuminated and beautifully bound message from the former students of the
College now settled in Victoria, Australia, and a loving letter from the
Baptist Union of Tasmania, which was formed principally by our brethren
in that island after the opening of the Launceston Tabernacle, as described
on another page.


EVANGELISTS. — Together with a thank-offering of £20 we have received
a cheering report of Messrs. Fullerton and Smith’s services at Dundee.
The season of the year was somewhat unfavorable for large week-night
gatherings, but great crowds assembled each Sabbath, and many received
the word preached and sung. This month the Evangelists recommence
work at Galashiels.


Mr. Burnham has had a season of unusual blessing at Carlton Green and
Saxmundham. At the former place a good farmer invited our brother, and
though scarcely a dozen houses could be seen from the field in which the
services were held, as many as five hundred people gathered on the Sunday
afternoon, and seven hundred in the evening, to listen to the Evangelist’s
message. After the open-air services every evening, prayer-meetings were
held in the barn, and there many who had been impressed were brought
into the liberty of the gospel. At Saxmundham the services were held in the
Congregational Chapel, and there also the visit of our brother was greatly
helpful to both saints and sinners
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MR. RUSSELL reports successful services at Congleton and Eastwood Vale.
Being unable to arrange for evangelistic missions just recently, he has
rendered occasional help at the Sutton Mission-hall, and also at North
Cheam and West Drayton.


MESSRS. MATEER AND PARKER have visited Douglas, Isle of Man;
Skipton; and Horsforth. In each place many have heard the word, and not a
few have believed.


ORPHANAGE. — We have never had a more successful annual festival than
that which was held at the Orphanage on July 16. Heavy showers in the
morning threatened to mar the success of the day’s proceedings; but before
the afternoon the clouds cleared away, and the sun shone out right
gloriously. Altogether, nearly eight thousand persons were in the grounds
during the day, and the total financial proceeds, including £200 from the
President from his Jubilee Testimonial, and a promise of £100 from R.
Cory, Esq., of Cardiff, amounted to at least £1,200. For this noble help we
are very thankful to the hundreds of donors and collectors who helped to
make up such a goodly sum, and we are devoutly thankful to the Lord who
included his stewards to contribute thus generously for the support of the
orphan children who are under his special protection. May the Father of the
fatherless richly reward all who have had any share in supporting the happy
family at Stockwell..


The program, was an unusually full one, an every item was carried out with
good spirit. The President’s collection of Pictures of the Reformation was
on exhibition, and was visited by several hundreds of persons. The children
marched in procession on two occasions, headed by the band from Dr.
Barnardo’s home. The new residence for the head-master, and the offices
for the trustees, teachers, and staff, were formally declared opened by the
President:, who called special attention to the beautiful stained-glass
window erected in the board-room, in memory of the late Treasurer of the
institution, W. Higgs, Esq., by the members of his family. In the afternoon
large open-air meeting was held for the purpose of welcoming home Pastor
Thomas Spurgeon. The President occupied the chair. Hearty words of
welcome were spoken by Mr. B. W. Cart, and Pastors W. Stott, sad C.
Spurgeon, to which our New Zealand guest happily replied, and the
proceedings closed with ‘the singing of the hymn commencing “My Jesus, I
love thee,” to the tune of “Home, sweet home,” Mr. Smith leading the
song with his silver cornet. The Orphanage choir entertained a large
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number of friends with their sweet singing in the dining-hall. In the boys’
play-hall the Orphanage handbell ringers had a large and appreciative
audience. Several thousands of friends gathered for the evening meeting in
the grounds, at; which the Right Hon. Earl Cairns presided, and spoke
most cordially of his esteem for the President, and his interest in the
institution. Addresses were delivered by the Revs. Canon Fleming, B D., B.
Colmer Symes, B A., and Owen Davies, and the President and his two
sons. At the close of the meeting, the Clapham Male Voice Choir gave an
excellent sacred concert in the dining-hall; a number of our “old boys”
made capital speeches in the play-hall; and after witnessing the very
charming illumination of the grounds by Mr. Pain, the. vast crowd slowly
dispersed. We must not omit to thank Mr. Murrell and his regiment of
willing helpers, who were busy for hours feeding the multitude; nor Mr.
and Mrs. Allison, whose bee-tent was a great center of attraction; indeed
we assure all who assisted in any degree that we are deeply grateful to
them, and pray that they may all be abundantly blessed in return for all their
love to u:, and their help to the Lord’s work under our care.


COLPORTAGE.. — he following circular is about to be sent to the
secretaries of Baptist and Congregational Associations. We shall be glad if
its issue will result in the increase of this useful but hitherto little
appreciated form of Christian labor: —


“Allow me to ask your serious consideration of the claim: of Colportage as
a valuable and tested home mission agency, specially adapted for county
associations, town and country home missionary societies, and generally
wherever individuals, committees, or churches can be found to support it.


“The colporteur is one of the most efficient house- to-house evangelists
known, and penetrates into houses and haunts not reached by any other
Christian agency. The twofold appeal, through the powerful printed page,
and by his pointed personal address, constitutes an agency for good of
immense value. Visiting the same persons regularly every month, with a
new and attractive selection of illustrated periodicals, books, and Bibles,
his moral and spiritual influence is very great. Pie. becomes the welcome
friend of the people, and his visits are eagerly looked for both by young
and old, while the literature sold displaces or neutralizes that of an
injurious nature, besides much spiritual good being accomplished.


“The work, too, is so elastic that its details can be adapted to the special
requirements of any locality. The sale of books, etc., occupies a
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fundamental place with the colporteur, but while thus engaged innumerable
opportunities arise for pressing home the gospel message, while special
classes of persons can easily be visited, e g., fishermen, navvies, colliers,
and workmen of various kinds. As a helper in lay preaching, Sunday-
schools, etc., the colporteur co-operates successfully with other forms of
church work, and is the rival of none.


“Finally, on the score of economy, Colportage is by far the cheapest agency
extant, as the entire services of a Christian man can be secured by a
payment to the Association of £40 a-year. When this comparatively small
subscription is paid by friends in the district, the Association assists them
liberally by supplying any deficiency in the expense of maintaining the
colporteur; for while the profit on the sales lessens the cost, a considerable
balance usually remains to be provided from the General Fund beyond the
£40 received in subscriptions from the district.


“A number of county associations, and of local committees, employ one or
more colporteurs, some having increased the number sevenfold. It is
trusting that you will kindly consider this matter, and lay it before your
friends, that I venture to launch this circular, hoping that it will not find its
way into the waste-paper basket until it has accomplished its purpose in
leading to the employment of more colporteurs. I shall be glad to give any
further information upon application.


“Believe me,


“Yours faithfully,
“CORDEN JONES,


“General Secretary.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle,-June 26, sixteen; June 30, thirteen;
July 3, twelve.


Applications for the admission of destitute Fatherless Children, between
the ages of six and ten, should be addressed in writing to the Secretary, and
full particulars given. As the number of candidates is largely in excess of
the accommodation, the Trustees may decline to issue a form; for it would
be useless to cause trouble when there is no prospect of success. If a form
be granted, it must not be regarded as a guarantee that the application will
succeed.
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The questions must be fully and frankly answered by the applicant, and the
form returned as soon as possible. The slightest untruthfulness will
necessitate the immediate rejection of the case. Unhealthy, deformed, and
imbecile children are not eligible. Only children born in wedlock can be
received. Under no possible circumstances can exceptions be made to this
rule, as the trust is definite and unalterable.


If the case is entered on the list of approved candidates, the Trustees
appoint. a, visitor to make personal inquiries. Should these be satisfactory,
the child will appear before the Committee in due course, and if it is then
among the most needy and deserving, it may be recommended for
admission to the Institution, as soon as there is room.


Friends who are only acquainted with the case in which they are specially
interested must not be surprised at its rejection by the Trustees at any stage
if it is proved by them to be less necessitous than others; nor must they
wonder if the child is declined because of unsuitability, for the Institution is
not a Hospital, nor a Reformatory, nor an Idiot Asylum. The election of
children not being determined by subscribers’ votes, the Trustees maintain
the strictest impartiality while considering the claims of the various
applicants, and the greatest need always has the loudest ‘voice with them.


Applicants are requested not to call upon the Trustees privately, as they are
bound not to attend to them otherwise than officially. Cases will be
considered on their own merits, and they will derive no advantage from
personal solicitation. Mr. Spurgeon cannot personally see any applicants,
and should not be written to. All letters on this business mast be addressed
to the Secretary.


The Institution is mainly supported by spontaneous gifts, a number of
donors sending as regularly, year by year, as if they were pledged to do so.
An increase to the number of subscribers would greatly cheer the
President’s heart. Now that girls as well as boys have to be fed, clothed,
and educated, the income needs to be doubled. Will not the reader of this
Report become a helper? Subscriptions, large or small, will be gratefully
received by C. H. SPURGEON, Westwood, Beulah Hill, Upper Norwood,
S.E. Collecting Boxes or Books may be obtained of the Secretary,
Stockwell Orphanage. Gifts of Food, Stores, Clothes, Books, Toys:, and
useful articles are always welcome, and should be directed to
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VERNON J. CHARLESWORTH, Head Master,
The Orphanage, Stockwell, London, S W.


REPORT, 1883-4.


WHEN a year has been crowned with mercy it should be closed with praise,
and we invite all who have had fellowship with us in the work of the
Orphanage to join in blessing our Covenant God. Without the Lord
nothing prospers, but with him nothing fails. The Stockwell Orphanage has
always been covered with the wings of the Eternal, and so its little ones
have nestled down in safety. Neither anxiety nor toil have been permitted
to press so heavily as to become a burden, for our anxiety has yielded to a
peaceful trust that; “the Lord will provide,” and toil has been rendered light
by the assurance, “My grace is sufficient for thee.” Our language is, “Oh,
magnify the Lord with me, and let us exalt his name together.” It is good
work, for a good Master, who has set before us a good object, promises us
good wages, and provides us with good supplies. We ought to be merry in
the midst of such mercy.


The Trustees have all been spared and enabled to perform their arduous
duties through another year; friends have been raised up for the Institution;
funds have been forthcoming, and every way we are called upon to praise
the Lord upon the high-sounding cymbals. Our tongue shall not be silent
nor our heart forgetful; the whole Institution shall be perfumed with the
praises of Jehovah, the Father of the fatherless, and the Judge of the
widow.


To those who like to trace the progress of the Institution, the following
table will be of considerable interest, from which it will be seen that we
have received


NINE HUNDRED AND TWENTY-FOUR
FATHERLESS CHILDREN!


This is a large family, but not too large for the bounty of the Father’s
House. “He openeth his hand, and satisfieth the desire of every living
thing.” See how easily the work is done. He does but open his hand and!
every need is satisfied. Another year’s experience has proved that
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“He who feeds the ravens
Will give his children bread.’


With gratitude be it said the orphans have never lacked a meal, and the
managers have been spared the calamity of debt, and even the trial of
overdrawing their banker’s account. If at any time our faith has been put to
the test, it. has only led us to more fervent prayer, and the supplies have
come when they have been most needed.


NUMBER OF INMATES.


Total Number received — 924.


Left — 521.


In residence — 403.


Note — Of the 49 children whose removal we record, 35 were placed in
situations, 9 were remitted to their friends, 4 were dismissed on the
remarriage of their mothers, and one died in the Hospital.


Mr. John Maynard, one of the old boys, on returning from Africa, where he
had charge of a church, entered the Pastors’ College as a student for the
ministry.


As many of our supporters are removed year by year, and new friends must
be added to the list, we deem it advisable to recapitulate the guiding
principles of the Institution.


1. It is based on THE COTTAGE HOME SYSTEM which, in our judgment, has
superior advantages over every other. The loss of home and parental
influence is a calamity to a child, and the wisest and best methods are
necessary to compensate the loss as far as possible. Covering an area of
nearly four acres in one of the healthiest suburbs of London, the
Orphanage is admirably adapted for its purpose. Each home is complete in
itself, and each family has its own “mother.” The boys dine in one common
hall according to families; the girls’ meals are all prepared in their
respective houses, and it is a rule that both boys and girls assist in all the
domestic duties of the establishment Family worship is conducted in each
department morning and evening, and the children learn the text for the day
from Mr. Spurgeon’s “Almanac.” The terrace on the left-hand side of the
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quadrangle, with the schools over the center block, are designed for 250
boys, and the terrace on the right for an equal number of girls. The building
in the center is the infirmary, with separate wings for boys trod girls. The
adjacent building is for the swimming bath and girls’ play hall.. For the
boys a commodious play hall is provided at the end of the terrace.


Under the Cottage Home System the most careful supervision of each child
is possible, and the best sanitary conditions are secured. Apart from the
ordinary ailments incidental to childhood, and one or two solitary cases of
a serious nature, there has been no illness to cause alarm or anxiety. By the
good providence of God the children have been spared the ravages of an
epidemic, and though many of them came of a consumptive stock, a short
residence in the Institution has been found to improve their condition to a
remarkable degree. We append the medical report, and a list shewing the
cause of death in the case of fathers whose children were received during
the year.


MEDICAL REPORT


1883-4


MR. PRESIDENT AND GENTLEMEN,


I have now the pleasure to hand you my annual report, ending 31st March,
1880.


We have again been blessed with a comparatively clean bill of health, and
our average sickness has been very small. We are fortunate in having all
excellent staff of officers, and to this I attribute the early attention that all
sick eases have received, and the general harmony that tends so much to
the efficient working — medically and otherwise — of a large institution.


At the commencement of the year we had several eases of febriculae, of the
class now generally recognized as German measles. Some had grave
symptoms; but, in the end, all terminated without trouble or complication. I
find it a good plan to isolate for fourteen days, during the prevalence of
eruptive diseases, all eases in which there is sore throat with febrile
symptoms. Scarlet fever frequently follows.
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Outside the walls of the Orphanage, cases of measles have been very
numerous, but, I am thankful to report, our children have hitherto escaped.
Two well-marked eases of hooping-cough occurred: these were at once
isolated, and the spread of the disease was arrested.


Cases of ringworm — from the frequent importation of fresh children —
have been numerous, and there is no disease attended by so many
troublesome complications, especially when it affects the head.


One case of enteric fever occurred, which, we regret to add, terminated
gradually.


One my contracted scarlet fever, and on his return to his friends developed
within three clays a mild attack of small-pox.


Both these children were sent without delay to the Stockwell Hospital.


Several children have suffered from strumous diseases affecting the glands
and eyes.


It is a matter of considerable importance as to how the bread is made. Pure
water and cleanliness are essential to the production of a wholesome loaf.
Under the management of the Committee, nutritious bread might be made
on the premises of flour containing the bone-forming and nitrogenous
portions of the wheat. A loaf made of seconds flour, good quality, and 20
per cent. of granulated wheat (through steel mills) will be ,sweet and
pleasant to the palate after being kept three or four days.


Possibly the day will come when the Orphanage will have its convalescent
home at the sea-side, to which we can send children without delay who
require the change.


I subjoin a Table assigning the cause of death in the eases of the fathers of
those children who were admitted during the year.


Thanking you for your confidence,
I beg to remain,
Mr. President and Gentlemen,
Your obedient servant,
WILLIAM SOPER, M.R.C.S.E., L.S.A.


Our best thanks are due to our Medical Officer, Dr. Soper, and also to
those honorable gentlemen who have for so many years voluntarily
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discharged, without fee or reward, the offices of Hon. Consulting
Physician, Hon. Consulting Surgeon, Hon. Consulting Ophthalmic Surgeon
and Hon. Dentist. The last gentleman has a curious record of an immense
number of teeth stopped or extracted, which shows that his office is no
sinecure. As the work is all for love, and nothing for reward, we trust that
these gentlemen will receive a special blessing from the great Father of the
fatherless.


In order to the more efficient management of the Girls’ Department, the
Trustees have thought it wise to call in the assistance of a Ladies’
Committee, by whose kindly observation and advice they hope to be better
able to arrange for the comfort of that side of the establishment. A number
of ladies, mostly the wives of the Trustees, very cheerfully accepted the
duty, and we look for happy results therefrom.


2. The institution is open to fatherless children from ALL PARTS OF UNITED


KINGDOM. Being situated in London, where the greatest need Js
concentrated, by far the larger number of children admitted have come
from the Metropolitan area, and it will be seen that the poorest districts
have benefited to the largest extent. This is as it should be, for we aim to
assist the most helpless and deserving.


Our subscribers will be glad to note that as the knowledge of the institution
extends, so its advantages are sought by applicants from all parts of the
kingdom.


3. The Institution is UNSECTARIAN — the question of the denominational
connection of the parents having no influence with the Committee in
considering an application. Orphanhood and need are the conditions
required, and no child is prejudiced as a candidate on account of the creed
of his father. In a matter of pure philanthropy sectarian preferences should
have no weight, although the character of the parents and their usefulness
in the Church of God constitute in some cases a plea. for a more speedy
reception of their little ones.


The supreme desire of the Committee of Management is that the children
shall be instructed in the truths of our common Christianity, renewed in
spirit by the Holy Ghost, and trained in the nurture and admonition of the
Lord. We are more concerned that the children should become disciples of
Christ than devotees of a sect, and for this we will both pray and labor. It
would be a calamity to be deplored were theological differences allowed to
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mar so beneficent a work as that of assisting the widow and the fatherless,
and in this we rejoice to know that we have the hearty confidence and
generous co-operation of friends in communion with every section of the
Christian Church.


4. The Institution is open to ALL CLASSES OF THE COMMUNITY. No one
section of society has the preference. In considering the claims of an
orphan, the station in life occupied by the parents has small influence in the
counsels of the Committee. It will be seen in the table subjoined that, while
almost, every grade of society has been represented, by far the greater
proportion of children belonged to the industrial and most necessitous
classes. When a family has been dependent upon the weekly wage of the
father, which in so many instances leaves but a slender margin for saving,
with his death the whole of their support is gone at a stroke! If a lingering
illness has preceded his death, their little hoard has been exhausted; if not,
what remains will scarcely suffice to meet the funeral expenses. But for the
ministry of an orphanage, a widow, left with several helpless little ones
whose cry for bread pierces her heart: must have a feeling akin to despair.
The relief afforded by our taking over the burden of no less than 924
fatherless children to the resent date task which still remained. Often have
our hearts been filled to overflowing with mingled emotions of sympathetic
sorrow and sincere joy; sorrow for the trouble which still remained, and joy
that we had been able to lighten the load, at least by an ounce or two.
Frequently have we had to see the hand of the Lord helping choice saints
by means of our Institution. Arc there not thousands who will share our
burden and our blessing? Will not our reader continue to do so? Our
subscribers will rejoice with us that the Institution has taken over the
burden of no less than 924 fatherless children to the present date.


5. To secure the admission of a destitute fatherless child between the age
of six and ten, NO PATRONAGE IS REQUIRED, provided there is room in the
Institution. The most helpless and deserving are elected by a Committee, to
whom the greatest need must always have the loudest voice; they are not
elected by the votes of subscribers. In this way help is rendered to those
who are least able to help themselves, or to secure the assistance of others.
Applicants are put to no expense, beyond providing the necessary
certificates to prove that the candidates are eligible under the rules of the
Institution. It is better that the admission of a child should be in response to
the bitter cry of helpless orphanhood than as a reward for the diligence or
expense incurred in dunning the subscribers for their votes. The amount
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expended, directly and indirectly, in qualifying for admission to some
institutions, is in many cases almost equal to the value of the benefit
secured. As it is impossible for us to receive all who apply, there is this
satisfaction: the candidates are only declined for want of room, and not
because, after expending their all, they have failed to procure the necessary
vote,; to command success. The Committee appointed to consider the
claims of the applicants devote considerable time and anxious thought to
this department, and no case is rejected by them, unless it is proved to be
less necessitous than others under consideration. Will our friends kindly
bear this fact in mind, should an application in which they are specially
interested not prove successful? In their judgment, and probably as a
matter of fact, the children in whom they are interested are real!’ destitute,
and the mothers are highly deserving; but when we have only one vacancy
for three or four or even more candidates, some; must be excluded; and it
may so happen that there is a still more destitute child and a still more
needy widow than the one which our friends would select, and that case
will have the preference. We are therefore compelled to set aside scores, or
even hundreds, whom we should have been right glad to admit, because
they have not attained. to that pre-eminence in misery which wins our
suffrages. Till someone will. invent expanding houses, and show us how to
make a pound grow into forty’ shillings when there is need for it, we fear it
will always be our sorrow to have to turn many deserving applicants from
our door.


We would here express our sincere thanks to our brethren of the
Committee, whose valuable co-operation we greatly prize.


6. The children are NOT DRESSED IN A UNIFORM to mark them as the
recipients of charity. To our way of thinking, there is something very
depressing, if not degrading, to dress a number of children exactly alike,
and we thus endeavor, as far as possible, to avoid the monotony which
waits’, uniformity; at the same time, we seek to realize the harmony which
grows out of variety. And we are more than satisfied with the result, even
from an economical point of view. Our subscribers will be glad to know
that this feature has received the special commendation of the Inspectors of
the Local Government Board, who were concerned in an inquiry into the
advantages of the Cottage Home System, with a view to its application to
the Pauper Schools of the country. In the suit of “broad cloth versus
fustian or corduroy,” an impartial jury would have no difficulty in declaring
a verdict.
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In the arrangements of the Schools, our object is to impart a plain but
sound ENGLISH EDUCATION, in order to fit the boys fox’ commercial
pursuits, and as we have never experienced any difficulty in finding
employers willing to take them when their time has expired, our methods
must be considered to be successful.


The children who are instructed in the Tonic Sol-fa system of singing took
part in the Concerts of the Temperance Fete, and the Tonic Sol-fa Festivals
at the Crystal Palace.


For the girls we provide a plain education, and we hope to fit them for
house, duties, so that they may be prepared for their future lives. Their
special vocation must in a large measure be left to their mothers, but; our
view is to fit them for domestic service in good families.


A service is conducted for the elder children every Wednesday evening, by
Mr. W. J. Evans, when addresses are given by ministers and other friends.


On the Lord’s-day morning the elder children attend public service, arm a
suitable service is conducted for the rest at the Orphanage by Messrs.
Bartlett and Daniels. A Sunday-school is held in the afternoon,
superintended by Mr. W’. J. Evans, when a staff of volunteer teachers
instruct the children in the Scriptures. The Evening Service is conducted by
friends who have shown great willingness to engage in this special work.
The influence of earnest helpers from without is of the most salutary kind,
and their co-operation is greatly appreciated by those who have charge of
the children throughout the week. Children who give evidence of a change
of heart are formed into a “Young Christians’ Band.”


7. For the support of the Orphanage more than nine-tenths of the amount
required must come in the form of VOLUNTARY CONTRIBUTIONS. Without
locking up its surplus funds or legacies as an endowment which cannot be
alienated, the Trustees have sought to secure an income by judicious
investments in such securities as can be realized, should the necessity arise.
When generous contributors have bequeathed a sum of money to the
Orphanage, it is clear it was not their intention for the money to be
expended within the year it became due. The wise economy of means
comports with the principle of faith, and does not argue mis-trust in the
providence of God. In managing the Lord’s money there should be as
much prudence as if there were no faith. Our list of annual subscribers is a
very slender one, but then we have many friends who send as regularly as
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though they were pledged to do so. To them the cause of the orphan is felt
to be a very sacred obligation, and to send of their substance from time to
time yields a pleasure all its own.


During the year our friends who take collecting boxes and books brought
in the sum of £637 18s. 8d. Meetings are arranged for the collector, from
time to time, when the President is pleased to see them, and personally to
thank them for their efforts in a cause which is so dear to his own heart.


The children in the Orphanage were supplied with cards, and their friends
collected £179 14s. 0d. This was regarded as a very precious offering, for
it was for the most part collected in pennies, and was felt to be an
expression of gratitude on the part of those who have enjoyed the benefits
of the Institution.


Many friends residing at a distance, who are not able to attend the
meetings, correspond with the President personally, and send in substantial
assistance. There are always vacancies in this royal regiment, and early
applications will be heartily welcomed.


Altogether the amount received during the year from books and boxes
reached the noble sum of £979 14s. 4d., for which we are truly grateful.


Our friend and neighbor, Mr. Newman Hall, devotes the Christmas
morning collection at Christ Church to the Orphanage, and this year our
friend and brother, Dr. Parker, gave us a collection at the City Temple. A
choir of the orphan children sang at each service, to the great delight of the
friends present. We shall be glad to find this example copied, and beg to
commend it as worthy of imitation, as the gain to the Institution goes
beyond the amount of the collection.


Several young ladies’ working associations have rendered considerable
help by their loving labors, and their services are greatly appreciated.
Service in so good a cause has its present joy, and will not miss the fall
reward by-and-by. May the Lord accept the freewill offerings of these dear
friends, and bless every worker!


Many friends who cannot combine with others in such a work can render
us good service by making any articles of clothing suitable for either boys
or girls, between the ages of 6 and 15.
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During the year, Mr. Charlesworth has gone to many places with his Choir
and Hand Bell Ringers. The addition of £517 0s. 3d., after deducting all
expenses, to the funds of the Institution from this source moves us to thank
all our friends who have helped to bring about such a result.. As stewards
of the Lord’s bounty, it was right that our friends should be informed of
the nature and scope of the work in the best possible way and as facts are
more potent than words, the sight of a choir of neatly-dressed boys is more
convincing than a long argument.


List of’ places visited and from which help has been received :-


LONDON.


Metropolitan Tabernacle (Temperance Society); Mr. Ross’s Mission, Old
Kent Road; Windsworth, East Hill; Ditto, Chatham Road; Holloway,
Baptist Chapel; Walworth Rod Baptist Chapel; Greenwich, South Street
Chapel; Lambeth, York Road Chapel; Hackney; Hampden Chapel.


COUNTRY.


Ashford, Kent; Allold:. Surrey; Aylesbury; Bacup; Boston; Cowes, East
and West; Folkestone; Gosport; Gainsborough; Grimshy; Grantham; High
Wycombe; Holbeach; Lumb; Lincoln; Louth; Melton Mowbray; Nelson;
Oxford; Portsmouth; Peterborough; Ryde; Retford; Southampton; Tring;
Wisbeach.


The meetings, as conducted, do not merely afford an evening’s diversion;
they aim at benefiting those present; and many testimonies have been
received to prove that this object has been attained. Mr. Charlesworth will
be glad to correspond with any who can arrange for meetings in and of the
Orphanage.


From the Orphanage Acre at Waterbeach, under the skillful farming of!
Mr. Tolter, we continue to receive a welcome supply of flour and potatoes.
Other friends have sent us a portion of their potato crops, and several
millers have occasionally forwarded sacks of flour. Puddings and potatoes
form important articles of diet, and we shall be glad if farmers will
remember our orphans in “seed-time and harvest.” Such an offering of
first-fruits will sanctify the whole crop. A good friend at Reading has
dedicated a pear-tree to the Orphanage, and sends either the fruit or the
money realized by its sale.
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It would be impossible to enumerate all the presents sent by generous
friends, but they are acknowledged every month in The Sword and the
Trowel. We repeat our thanks to one and all. We are sorry when friends do
not receive a prompt acknowledgment of their gifts; but in almost all
instances where this has occurred, the donor has failed to send name and
address with the parcel. Please therefore do us the following kindness : —
Write in your plainest hand and put your name in the parcel, and then send
a post-card or note to say that such a parcel is on the road and contains
such and such articles.


The Festival took place in June, as usual, in celebration of the President’s
birthday. One feature of interest was the Stone-laying of the New Houses
for the, Officers by Mr. Samuel Morley and Mr. James Duncan. The
quadrangle is now nearly complete, but we require to build a laundry, a
bakehouse, and a hall for Sunday-school Services and Meetings of
Collectors. At present we are obliged to use the Boys’ Dining Hall for such
purposes, and it is attended with great inconvenience and labor.


Following his own example of the previous year, Mr. W. Ross gave the
children a strawberry tea in the Orphanage grounds. Several friends
contributed to the success of the feast, and to one and all we tender our
sincere thanks.


Before the children were dismissed for their Summer Holiday, they were
taken to Brighton, and by the kindness of Mr. Murrell and the friends at the
West Brighton Congregational Chapel, where tea was served, the day was
one of great delight.


Many generous helpers have died of ate, and unbelief has asked how their
places will be supplied; but faith is sure that the Lord who sent us old
friends can send us new ones. We have never made flesh our arm, nor will
we; our eyes are towards the hills whence cometh our help, and our motto
is, “ WILL TRUST AND NOT BE AFRAID.”


‘We pray that our loving helpers may long be spared to share in our service
of love; but as our heartiest wishes cannot keep them on earth for ever,
even were we cruel enough to desire it, we trust they will not forget the
orphans when they are distributing their estates. Do not put them in a
corner of the will which may be torn off, but in the center, where the
Lord’s work ought to be. As it is most important to comply with legal
conditions, in order to secure the validity of a legacy, we append the
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necessary form. Persons deviating from such form are likely to frustrate
their own intentions, and no sane person would wish to do that. It cannot
be too clearly understood that bequests of land or houses for charitable
purposes are null and void. By forgetting this fact: friends have put the
President to serious trouble, involving him it, actions at law, and all sorts
of unpleasantnesses, He has too much to do already, and does not want to
have his back broken with the proverbial last ounce. Those are wisest who
are their own executors, and distribute their money in their own lifetime;
but if this cannot be accomplished, friends should at least make their wills,
and see that they are plainly drawn up and properly executed.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


SEPTEMBER, 1884.


REV. JOHN SPURGEON


GRACE does not run in the blood, but it often runs side by side with it. It is
a high honor and a great responsibility to be descended from those who
fear the Lord. Our father came of a Nonconformist stock, and his father
was a faithful minister of the New Covenant, whose memory is still fresh
and fragrant in many parts of Essex. The old gentleman, Rev. James
Spurgeon of Stambourne, survived till a ripe old age, and now his son John
is marching through the seventies, enjoying life and praising God. He has
served his generation well should he even now fall asleep, which may God
forbid; but those who hear him now remark upon his singular vigor, his
ripeness of experience, and his fidelity to the old gospel. There is a strong
fixedness of belief in our father’s mind, and it would take an eternity of
modern arguing to reason him out of his confidence. He knows what he
knows, and determines to know nothing else. Amid trials not a few the
Lord has been with him, and has honored and sustained him, and the last
idea in his mind would be to truckle to the inventions of the hour. May his
eventide be long and light! We object to the “Reverend” for personal use,
but we give it to the patriarchs as their right (thou shalt reverence the
hoary head), and to our father as being heartily revered by his descendants.


The portrait is from America, sent by our brother, Mr. Needham. It is not
all we should like it to be, but yet it is singularly happy in expression, and,
as portraits go, it is far above the average. We hope our readers will agree
that the volumes of our record would not be complete, without our father’s
portrait. C.H.S.
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“WRITE THE NAME OF JESUS
ON ALL YOUR CROSSES”


A. PRAYER-MEETING ADDRESS BY C. H. SPURGEON.


SWEET is this hour of prayer, All the sweeter because outside in the world
we meet with so much of trouble and disquietude. We have each a cross to
carry, a burden which we may not and cannot refuse. What; shall we do
with our crosses? For once we will go down to the Philistines and learn
from them.


“And Pilate wrote a little, and put it on the cross. And the writing was,
Jesus of Nazareth the King of the Jews.”


I know of nothing in which I could hold up Pilate as an example to you,
save in this one thing: he placed the name of Jesus on the cross. Writing;
these words with his own hand, he refused to alter them: “Jesus, the King
of the Jews” must stand over the cross whether the high priests rage or
submit. The vacillating governor for once stock to the truth, and would not
be driven from it.


Now, whenever you have a cross, write the name of Jesus, the King, above
it, and stand to what you have written.


Let us consider Pilate’s inscription word by word. Over your cross take
care that you set the name of Jesus. Bear your cross for Jesus, will, Jesus,
and after Jesus: this is a grand recipe for making it as light as it can be.
Remember it is only a wooden cross that we have to carry, though our
fears often paint it with iron colors. Neither do we hear upon our shoulder
a cross which will destroy us, but one upon which we shall triumph, after
the manner of our Lord. We have not to bear it first in the procession of
sorrow which is wending its ‘way through this ribald world; but “to bear it
after Jesus,” along a pathway which he has beaten for us. He has himself
carried a cross far heavier than ours, and his hearty sympathy is with us. He
is so united to us that all our crosses are his own. Bear your cross for the
sake of Jesus. What could you not suffer for him? Bear it with Jesus. What
can you not bear in his company? In this way you may joyfully carry your
appointed load: the strengthening touch of Jesus will make the yoke easy
and the burden light. Oh, that name of Jesus! I could talk till midnight of its
depth of meaning, its sweetness, its power, and when the twelfth hour
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struck you would say to one another “Why, it is midnight, and the Pastor is
only as yet upon the threshold of his theme.” There is so much to be said
about the name of Jesus that all the tongues of men and of angels would
fail to tell the half thereof. It is the joy of heaven above, and meanwhile it is
the solace of sorrow below. Not only is it the most majestic name, the most
instructive name, the most truthful name, the most powerful name, the
most sanctifying name, but it is also the most comfortable name that was
ever sounded in this valley of weeping. If you will keel? your mouth
flavored and your heart perfumed with the dear name of Jesus, you will
find that every bitter thing becomes sweet, and the most unpleasant
becomes fragrant. Jesus, Immanuel, God-with-us — why, this is as the
opened windows of heaven, and as the inner melodies of the King’s
chamber. Our Savior is the cross-bearer, Jesus is the crucified, and
therefore we gladly take up our cross and follow him, finding to our
astonishment that our cross has grown light the presence of ibis cross.


The Roman Governor did not fail to write “Jesus of Nazareth.” Those last
words meant scorn of the bitterest, as if he had said, “The wise man of
Gotham,” or Tom of Bedlam. To him it meant that an ignorant country
fellow had set up to be a king. Marvel not if upon your crosses there
should fall a bitter rain of contempt. Accept shame and ridicule as a part of
your life’s burden. Be thou also called “a Nazarene”; be not ashamed to
own that thou also wast with Jesus of Nazareth. Who are we, that we
should receive praise where Jesus received spittle? Let us settle it in our
hearts that if there be an epithet of derision it may as well honor us as any
one else. The world will not know us any more than it knew Jesus. If they
have called the Master of the house Beelzebub, the servants must not
expect fair littles. Write Jesus of Nazareth on your crosses, and henceforth
contumely and sarcasm will lose their edge.


Very significantly for us, the name of Jesus in Pilate’s superscription is
followed by the ‘words the King; Jesus, the King. These also are highly
consolatory words, because our hearts prompt us to say — “ Did the King
bear a cross infinitely heavier than mine? Then I, a servant, may well take
up my load, which is comparatively so light. Jesus, the King, does he
condescend? Then to follow him is the utmost height of honor. Jesus, the
King, does he ordain a cross for me? Then why should I question his love
or doubt his wisdom? If he bids me take the cross, what remain, to a loyal
subject but to obey? If he be my King, I should be a rebel if I kicked
against the burden which he lays upon me.
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Jesus, the King; is it not sweet to think that on the cross Jesus is the King?
When he dies, for the first time in his mortal career his sovereignty is
acknowledged by official authority among his countrymen, and the
representative of Caesar sits down in Jerusalem and writes, “This is Jesus,
the King of the Jews.” Hebrew and Greek and Roman had it, under Pilate’s
hand and seal, that the Crucified One was indeed a King. Then, my soul, if
Jesus triumphed on the cross, canst thou not triumph under the cross if his
grace be in thee? Art thou not still a priest and king unto the living God,
despite thy griefs, and reproaches, and crosses? He that hath made us kings
and priests unto God has not; given us an empty title, neither does the fact
of our cross-bearing in the slightest degree cast a doubt upon our royal
dignity. We wear cur coronets by patent of the King of kings, and our
royalty none may question. Even when the cross weighs heaviest upon us,
let us still rejoice that we are honored to suffer with Christ, and are thus
crowned as well as crossed. See the royal name set on our cross, and it will
become at once lovely in your sight.


But Pilate wrote, “This is Jesus, the King of the Jews. “Well,” says one,
“what has that to do with us?” I answer, write this also on that great cross
which the whole church has to carry after Christ. He is a King whom his
subjects refuse. The heaviest cross the church has to bear is that the world
will not bow to Christ. Perhaps in our younger days we said, We have only
to tell men the gospel, and they will obey it; but we soon found out our
mistake. We thought that there was very little for us to do except to push
the world before us, and drag, the church behind us; but to-day we have a
different opinion We see the legions of darkness still in their
entrenchments, and though we have won many a victory, yet how small
our success compared with what still remains to be done! Africa, China,
India, why, these are all parts of the great cross for the church to carry.
Jesus is King of all these countries, for he is “head over all things;” but as
yet we see not all things put under him, and this is our cross.


WRITE, on the burden of your service these words, “JESUS, THE KING OF


THE JEWS”: and be encouraged. Jesus possesses a throne which rules over
Israel, even though Israel be not gathered. “Oh,” says somebody, “the Jews
are the last people that will be converted.” Perhaps so, for judicial
blindness has fallen upon them; but yet Jesus is their King, and he will yet
bring them to bow at his feet. He despairs not of them, he doubts not that
Israel shall yet adore him; wherefore be of good courage. Do you wish it
had been written, Jesus, the King of the Gentiles? Ah! but this is better still;
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for when the Jews bow the knee to Jesus, then the fullness of the Gentiles
shall be gathered in. Their conversion will be the capture of the innermost
citadel of unbelief, I remember how Luther used to talk of the Jews in his
wild, cruel way; he did not believe in their salvation at all; but we have
made a great advance upon so unchristian a feeling. We hail with
acclamation the title, “KING OF THE JEWS.”


My point, however, here is this. The Jews rejected Jesus, and yet he
reigned over them upon the tree; and we, too, shall triumph in that very
point in which we are most tried, and perhaps most overcome. Tribulations
crush us, but we glory in tribulations also. The cross was Christ’s throne
over Israel, and our affliction is our conquest over sin through the work of
the Holy Spirit, sanctifying it to our purification. Let us not hesitate,
therefore, to bear the cross which bore our Lord, and to write over our
cross the same claim of kingship which was written over him.


Very plainly let us label our crosses with the regal title in full. Hebrew, and
Greek, and Latin were the three common languages of Jerusalem: all men
in the Passover crowd would know one or other of these tongues; hence
the superscription was repeated in three varying characters.. Let it be plain
to ourselves, and then to all others, that we have fellowship with Christ in
his sufferings, and that our griefs are akin to his and shared by him. Then
our sorrows will build us pulpits from which to preach Jesus; or at least
they will be pillars upon which we can uplift the adorable name of our
Lord. Our afflictions will teach us many languages: we shall speak to the
many sons and daughters of woe, and each one shall hear, in his own
tongue wherein he was born, a brother voice proclaiming comfort to the
mourners in Zion. It is well to carve the name of the Well-beloved
everywhere; but the cross is a peculiarly suitable pillar for uplifting the dear
memorial. This title will be read by many if we affix it to the cross. Some
will scoff, but others will turn aside to indulge in thought awakened by our
thoughtfulness, and to assuage their SORROWS by learning how to make
them golden links with The Man of Sorrows. Sure I am you will find it
wisdom to


WRITE THE NAME OF JESUS ON ALL YOUR CROSSES.
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NEVER TO SOON.


Why do young people so frequently put off thoughts of religion till H a
future day? Do they imagine that they are too young: too young to be
delivered from the guilt of sin, too young to be made happy in the love of
God? Do they consider that the present time in too soon? Too soon to be
doing right, and serving one’s Creator and Benefactor! Whence can such
an idea have arisen? Would any young man exclaim, “It is too soon for me
to be honest and truthful; too soon to be loving to my parents, and kind to
my friends”? How, then, can it be too soon to be true to God, and grateful
to our Maker? Few ever think it too soon to gain the favor of men, much
less of men who ,cart do them great service; how is it that they talk of its
being too soon to be in favor with God? ‘The hand of the enemy of young
men’s sons is in all this.


If a fortune were to come in a young man’s way to-morrow, we do not
believe that he would refuse it on the plea that it was too early for him to
be rich. If he could be promoted to an honorable situation in Her Majesty’s
service, we do not believe that our young friend would decline it because it
came to him too early in life. We have heard complaints of the slowness of
promotion in the civil service, hilt we never yet heard any man say that he
had risen too rapidly. Truly good flings can hardly be obtained too soon;
for the earlier they come the longer time remains in which to enjoy them. In
spiritual things we may fitly use the world’s old proverb, “A bird in the
hand is worth two in the bush.’” ‘True godliness is best with the dew upon
it. Those who begin with God betimes shall see cause for gratitude in this
matter as long as they exist.


We advise those who have long been hoping, to decide at once for Christ
and holiness. You have halted too long between two opinions. Decide!
Decide! It is ill to stand by the hour together looking at a feast: why not sit
down and enjoy it? Who wishes to postpone happiness, and put off peace?
They do this who delay the seeking of pardon, and tarry long ‘before
accepting the blessings of free grace. “It is better late than never,” says
one: say rather tat” Ii is better in such matters never to be late.” C. H. S.
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MIND YOUR OWN BUSINESS


“HOW came you to have such a short nose?” asked a city dandy in of a
country boy. ‘So that I should not be poking it into other people’s
business,” was the reply. There are several people who ought to join the ‘
Anti-poke-your-nose-into-other-peoples-business Society.” The nasal
organs which adorn (?) the faces of some folk remind us of the
manufacturer who met with an accident in which his nose received an ugly
scratch. Having no court plaster at hand, he stuck on the injured organ one
of his gummed labels, bearing the usual inscription, “Guaranteed length,
three hundred and fifty yards.” This was surely a mistake; but there are
noses about which would seem to be of any length when the question is as
to their power to poke into the, longest rat-hole. Paul Pry is a leading
member of this family, and we fear that he wears a charmed life, after the
manner of the Wandering Jew. It has been well said that there are two
reasons why some people don’t; mind their own business : — one is that
they haven’t any business and the other is that they haven’t any mind.


At the least sign of prying, cautious people draw back, unless the’ want.
their private matters to be advertised. When people begin to tell you all
about your neighbors, it will be wise to keep your mouth shut, for these
same folk will soon be telling the neighbors all about you. Dogs that fetch
will carry. Never pour precious liquors into leaking vessels, nor tell your
private tales to common informers. Bad name that! We beg the tattlers’
pardon, — we meant, common chatter-boxes.


These meddlesome people are a curse to society; for they invent, and
misrepresent, and exaggerate, and insinuate, till they separate true friends,
and cause heartburns and jealousies. Oh, for a race of people with salted
tongues, who would be silent sooner than speak evil of their’ fellows!
C. H. S.


WATER LILIES


HOW lovely are the lilies which grow in the water! They never pine ‘with
thirst; for their root is in the stream, their leaves float upon it, and their
flowers peep forth from it, They are fit emblems of those believers who
dwell in God, who are not occasional seekers of divine fellowship, but
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abide in Christ Jesus. Their roots are by the rivers of waters, and therefore
their: leaf shall not wither. A Christian minister once said to an aged
Christian, “I pray the Lord often to visit you in his love.” “Visit to!” cried,
the beloved saint. “Why say visit me? He lives here. Jesus dwells in me.”
To that abiding fellowship we ought each one of us to attain. “Blessed are
they that dwell in thy house, they will be still praising thee.” This is going
to heaven by Pullman car, riding luxuriously as well as traveling swiftly. In
this style of religion there are no doubts and fears; abundant grace drowns
all mistrust. A little grace will save, but it will not make us sure of our
safety. The fullness of the blessing can alone secure us the joy of it.


The longer I live, the more sure do I become that our happiness in life, our
comfort in trouble, and our strength for service — all depend upon our
living near to God, nay, dwelling in God, as the lilies in the water. To grow
on the banks of the river of the water of life is good, ‘but to grow in the
stream is far better. God’s lilies need to be in him who is their life. Witch
all the earnestness of my soul I would entreat all whom love to cultivate
continual communion with the Lord. It may require great watchfulness, but
it will well repay the believer for all his care. This river hath golden sands.
Fellowship with God is a land which floweth with milk and honey. I would
rather spend an hour in the presence of the Lord than a century in
prosperity without him. There are secrets of unknown delight which can
never be known to us till we rise above the outward and worldly, and come
into the life of God, which is the life of heaven. By faith this is to be
enjoyed even now. The faith which brought us life at the first, is the same
by which we attain to life more abundantly. C.H.S.


THE TABERNACLE, AUKLAND NEW ZEALAND


NOW IN ,COURSE OF ERECTION FOR THE CHURCH UNDER
THE PASTORAL CARE OF MR. THOMAS SPURGEON.


INCLUDING the land, the cost will be £13,000, towards which the sum of
£2,500 is still lacking in order that the building may be opened free of debt.
The cost of the land was £3,000, and the price of labor is much greater in
New Zealand than in England, hence the large expense. By the assistance
of many generous Christian brethren this enterprise might speedily be
carried to a successful issue.







594


NOTES


WHEN reading James 1:1, “to the twelve tribes which are scattered abroad,
greeting,” we dared to observe that the Jews were not two tribes but
twelve, and that there are no ten lost tribes. This has brought upon our
devoted head vials of wrath from some of the Anglo-Israelites, and a great
deal of profound instruction from others of them. The whole theory of
Anglo-Israelism is so whimsical and unreasonable that we can hardly
mention it without a smile; but as it has evidently become a belief with
certain Christian people, we will try to treat it as a rational opinion. To
identification between our nation and Israel which has ever yet been set
forth is Worth thought; with such arguments we could prove cats to be
angels. We are, however, told by several correspondents to be more
accurate, and to remember that Israelites are not Jews, though Jews are
Israelites. We do remember it, and pray our instructors to observe that the
Israelites were the people to whom our Lord preached, “I am not sent but
unto the lost sheep of the house of Israel,” Matthew 15:24; and these were
the people who persecuted Paul, and of whom he said, “my prayer for
Israel is that they might be saved,” Romans 10:1. To these the apostle
belonged, for he maid, “ARE, they Israelites? So am I.” The Jews of that
day were Israelites, and the Israelites of that day were Jews: the Jews of
this day are the same. Inquire of any Jew, and he will tell you that he is an
Israelite. Ask him to which tribe he belongs, and he may mention Naphtali
or Asher quite as likely as Judah.


This foolish dream has engendered a number of other silly dotings, and has
supplied fuel for the Jingo flame, or else we should have made no mention
of it, but have left it for the innocent amusement of the credulous. In any
case, fleshly descent is not a thing to be gloried in, or depended upon. The
blessings of the covenant are not to the seed according to the flesh, but to
the children by promise, born of the Spirit by faith. We deprecate with deep
earnestness all reliance upon blood and birth, for that which is born of the
flesh is flesh, and nothing more. Even if we were really the natural seed of
Abraham, it would avail us nothing: we must be born again from above.
Now in Christ Jesus there is neither Jew nor Gentile: and the attempt to
restore the distinction is either ridiculous or pernicious, or a good deal of
both. We know that these remarks will bring a homer’s nest about our ears;
but as we are already overdone with wasps it will be a change. We shall at
least enable many journals to prepare fresh articles for the defense of their
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crotchet, and we trust they will be duly grateful to us for our help, and be
as good-tempered over it as the Lion and the Unicorn will let them he.


With the best intentions, periodicals in dealing with our Jubilee diverge
very widely from the truth. We do not think that they mean to be otherwise
than accurate, but they make assertions as to our private affairs which are
mere fables. One of them even repeats an old worn-out story about our
quoting a profane expression as to the heat of the weather. The tale was in
circulation long before our birth, and so far as we are concerned there is
not an atom of truth in it. No one can be more surprised at the statements
made about us than ‘we are: they are often so remote from the fact that
they have much of the charm of roman. It does not matter much, but still a
prejudice once excited may prevent persons from hearing a discourse by
which they might be blest.


The sea-side months are very unproductive of subscriptions for our
College, Orphanage, etc.; but, happily, we are not now distressed by that
fact, for we have grown familiar with it by the experience of former years.
When our friends return home they will think of the Lord’s work, and send
ill their thank-offerings. The Lord is very tender in his dealings with our
faith, and does not allow our brook Cherith to run dry; at the same time, he
lets us see the pebbles at the bottom of the stream, and thus gently tries our
faith. The Colportage Society, and the Evangelists are scraping the bottom
of the barrel very hard just now. The Evangelists especially have cause to
look up for speedy aid; yet the Society of Evangelists is one o our most
useful enterprises.


Our Prayer-meetings have of late been specially good. At one of them, our
dear friend, the manager of Mr. Miller’s Orphanage, strengthened our faith
by the story of the Lord’s present dealings with that Institution; at others,
Mr. Thomas Spurgeon has spoken with tender power; and at all there has
been a deeper feeling and a more intense agony than ever. All this foretells
the coming of a large blessing. Please pray for it. A great awakening at
Tabernacle may lead the way to a wide-spread work of grace the wide
world over.


Mr. Spurgeon’s Visit to Southampton, — Wednesday, August 6, will not
soon be forgotten by those who sat in that great storehouse which is called
the Rink, Southampton. In the afternoon, Nebuchadnezzar’s furnace was
mentioned by many as being, no doubt, a few degrees hotter; but the
temperature in the Rink made many fall down as though lifeless, and those
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who were able to endure the heat pouring through the glass roof must have
been drained of their last drop of energy. Yet the attention was deep. In the
evening things were cool and the service was therefore more likely to
produce good results, for people could give their minds to that which was
spoken. Many testified that the word was with power. We hope that the
Portland Chapel church obtained substantial help towards their
praiseworthy enlargement, which has given them school accommodation of
the best kind. Our friend, Mr. Mackey, has a fine warm-hearted people
around him, and he is worthy of them.


Thursday, August 7, was the opening day of a Conference, held in the
Deanery grounds. Lord Radstock, Lord Mount-Temple, and Lord Lichfield
were all fellow-guests with Mr. Spurgeon at the hospitable abode of Canon
Wilberforce, and all took part in the gatherings, which were full of spiritual
power, and free from the slightest taint of sectarianism. Men of many
minds met around the cross, and testified to Christ’s work for us, and the
Spirit’s work in us. Mr. Spurgeon addressed the assembly at 8, 11, 3, and
6, and then went back to London, happy in having had strength enough,
and none to spare. If attendance at any of these Conferences implied
agreement with the peculiar views of those who attend them, we should be
absent; but as vital truths are not questioned, but enforced, and minor
points are not made into themes of discussion, the result is the
advancement of brotherly love, and the advocacy of spiritual truth. This is
in pleasing contrast with assemblies wherein the eternal verities are treated
as moot matters, and agreement in some minor point is the supposed bond
of union. Dear to each Christian man should be his own denomination, but
dearer still the Word of God, and the doctrines of grace.


The Clue Of The Maze. — Our tiny booklet, last of our works up to this
date, has brought us numerous congratulations from thoughtful people, on
whose behalf it was written. Certain skeptical folk, who do not care for its
teachings, have yet favored us with a kindly word, and we cannot but hope
that some of our remarks have touched them more than they care to own.
God grant it may have been so! This is a period of unsettlement: the whole
year seems dominated by a November more dense and foggy than any
which occurs in the natural season. We are therefore bound to speak on the
behalf of faith, and we have done so in this pretty bijou. One lady bought
five hundred copies, so high was her estimate of our effort. We printed
10,000, and hope they will soon be every one of them set agoing. Such
notes as She following have come in pretty numerously ‘.
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A country friend writes : — “ Your ‘ Clue of the Maze’ has been a great
help to a cousin of mine, who was getting rather infected with infidel
notions.”


An American minister says : — “ I thank you from my heart for the good ‘
The Clue of the maze done me. I have enjoyed the reading of the book
beyond anything that in; has been my good fortune to read for months.. It
has deepened my devotion, and charmed my fancy, and caused me to pray
earnestly that many years of active, service may yet be granted to its
author.


COLLEGE. — The following students have accepted pastorates Mr. W. G.
Clow, at Sherborne, Dorset’; and Mr. H. H. Pullen, at Harrow-on-the-Hill.
T. A. Judd is also leaving us to take charge of the churches at Shrewton,
Chitterns, and Tilshead, Wilts. Mr. E. White, who was ‘pastor of the
church at Orpington before he came to the College, has completed his term
with us, and settled at Clare, Suffolk..


Mr., E. H. Ellis has become pastor of the church at Devonshire Square
Chapel, which has united with the church formerly under our brother’s care
at Wellington Road, Stoke Newington. Mr. G. H. Carp, who left
Southport some months ago, has accepted an invitation from the church at
High street, Bow, E.


Mr. T. Hancocks has removed from Ton-bridge. to Clover Street,
Chatham; and Mr. G. Wainwright from Stockton to Grosvenor Street,
Manchester. Mr. M. Baskerville who went recently to the United States,
has settled at Lanark, Illinois. Mr. S. A. Dyke, who has been manager of
the printing and publishing of The Canadian Baptist, has returned to the
pastoral oversight of the College Street Church, Toronto.


Mr. H. T. Peach reports encouraging progress at Pietermaritzburg, but
says that there is urgent need of a chapel, as the Government will only let
the building in which the services are held from week to week, and at any
time the church may be homeless.


EVANGELISTS. — Our brethren have been resting during the past month,
but they will all be at work again soon. The expenses have been going on
although the receipts have been very small. As the winter campaign begins
we shall be glad to have” the sinews of war” in good condition. It is
impossible to make evangelistic efforts entirely self-supporting; indeed, it







598


often happens that where special services are most needed there is the least
ability to meet the cost of holding them.


Messrs. Fullerton and Smith are to visit Galashiels, Selkirk, and Hawick
this month; and in October they go to Belfast.


Mr. Burnham is to be part of the month with our brother Cuff, at
Shoreditch, and the remainder with the hop-pickers, in Kent, concerning
which he writes as follows : —


“The nature and work of this mission are so well known by this time that I
need do no more than just hint at its various operations, and trust to your
readers for the generous response of former years.


“We visit the gardens daily, distributing tracts and talking or reading to the
pickers over the bins; give shoes and clothing to such as need them, and
supply medicine to the sick; hold open-air services in the villages whither
the hop-pickers resort each evening; on Sunday mornings visit the camps
of the ‘ strangers ‘ (as the denizens of our London courts and alleys are
called in the hop country), singing and talking to them of ‘the old, old
story’; provide free teas on Sunday afternoons, for the purpose of
gathering the ‘strangers’ in the meadow to hold a gospel service with them.


“All this work necessarily involves us in heavy expense; but the blessing of
God has so manifestly rested on it in the past that we feel it would be a sin
and a shame to withdraw, or even to slacken our efforts in any direction. re
commence our work in Kent, this September, with an empty exchequer,
and therefore would ask kind donors to be prompt in their gifts, as the
extent of our ‘operations must, in a great measure, be determined by the
income. We promise very careful and economical use of funds entrusted to
us for this mission, and a balance-sheet of income and expenditure to every
donor. Parcels of tracts or left-off clothing may be sent, carriage paid, to
the president of the mission, Rev. J. J. Kendon, Marden Station, S. E. R.;
donations to C. H. Spurgeon, Upper Norwood, London: J. J. Kendon,
Goudhurst, Staplehurst, Kent; or to “Yours in the service,
“JOHN BURNHAM.
“24, Keston Road, S.E
Peckham Rye, London,


ORPHANAGE. — In Charlesworth asks us to say that he hopes soon to
arrange for a tour in Yorkshire with his singers and bell-ringers. He will be
glad to hear from any friends who can invite the orphans for a meeting or
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service in aid of the funds of the Institution. It greatly lightens the expenses
to have several places to go to during one visit. The Orphanage can be
aided most efficiently by our friends without in the least degree entrenching
upon local funds. Our Cornish friends have, aided us gloriously, and we,
have hope that Yorkshire will be equally heavy.


By the kindness of Mr. Ross and his friends the children have enjoyed a
strawberry tea again this year. They are not likely to forget their generous
hosts, to whom we are also very grateful. God bless the friends at
Horseshoe Wharf!


Several friends send us contributions for the one to your general account,
unless the donors express the wish that their kind gifts should be applied to
the Girls’ Orphanage Building Fund, which will remain open until we have
completed the buildings on the girls’ side of the Stockwell home.


A young man in the country, in forwarding the amount collected for the
Orphanage, sends the following note, which he asks us to insert in the
magazine:


“Respected Friends, — Having had a little book sent to me describing the
working of the Stockwell Orphanage, and having been one of the worst of
raged boys myself, but now having a good suit of clothes to put on, a home
to live in, and the King of heaven for my Savior, I thought I might try what
I could do for this glorious Institution. Many people tell me that they
receive good from Mr. Spurgeon’s sermons, so I thought they ought to
give a little to God’s cause to prove their gratitude. I therefore put a slip of
paper into every sermon that I delivered, asking the readers to give a small
donation to the Orphanage. Many were too poor to give me anything, but I
collected 15s, 3d., and if all the distributors of the sermons throughout the
world would do the same, a little here, and a little there, and a little
everywhere would make a good lump. A good time for this is just coming
on. Harvest-time is better than Christmas or New Year, as all other
beggars are on the look-out then..... “


We shall be very pleased if our friend’s suggestion bears fruit. Collecting
boxes and books can always be obtained from the Secretary, Stockwell
Orphanage, Clapham Road, London, S.’.


COLPORTAGE. — The following is extracted from the Tenth Annual Report
of the Worcestershire Colportage Association, which employs four of our
agents : — “ Your agents have’ spent nearly 100,000 hours in our villages;
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they have made 379,002 visits, nearly- 10,000 of which have been to the
bedside of the sick and dying; the Book of God has been read 11,004
times; and 8,608 copies or portions of that sacred Book have been sold.
They have held 2,373 meetings, and preached the good tidings of salvation
to from 100,000 to 150,000 persons. As to a distribution of a purer
literature among the people, the result is eminently satisfactory. Over
160,000 tracts have been scattered broadcast in village homes and by the
wayside; and nearly a quarter of a million of periodicals have been
circulated, besides a large number of good and useful books. The
appreciation of the public can be best attested by the fact that they have
paid upwards of £4,300 for these books and periodicals. As was well said
in the report of the Baptist Foreign Missions’ Staud still you cannot, go
back you dare not,’ the only possible course open to you is ‘forward.’


The members of our churches to the full prosecution of their duty in this
matter; this is for the outflow and increase of our spiritual life, and the very
life of many of our churches, if not all, depends upon the manner in which
we throw all our energy into the aggressive work which God has opened
up to us, and given us the privilege of being his co-workers in
accomplishing.”


PERSONAL NOTES. — A recent number of the New York Episcopal
Recorder contained the following interesting paragraph concerning the
usefulness of our sermons in Labrador.’ — “All last winter, in the little
mission on the Labrador coast, Mr. Surgeon’s sermons were read in the
Mission Church Sunday by Sunday by the lady teachers, who were left by
themselves for eight months, through the failing health of the devoted
missionary who labored there for many years. These simple services on the
Sunday and week-day evenings, when these sermons were the staple of the
teaching given, were greatly blessed by God. Many sailors came from the
ships anchored off the coast, and, with the resident fishermen, eagerly
listened to the Word of Life, and not only were their hearts cheered and
comforted, but some were brought to a knowledge of the truth as it is in
Christ Jesus.”


A sermon-reader writes :” A dear friend of mine, who had so desponded
that he contemplated suicide, was led to the Tabernacle one Sunday
morning, many years ago, when you preached from the words ‘ Bring him
hither to Me.’ (‘ Hope in Hopeless Cases,’ No. 821.) He has been a happy,
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unclouded believer from that day, and an earnest worker in the Master’s
vineyard.”


Another friend says : — The other Sabbath I was preaching in the village
of — , when I was pleased to learn that a flint-breaker on the turnpike-road
had been brought to Christ through reading one of your sermons. His name
is J—. He had a companion at work on the road with him, who was also
much blessed by hearing your sermons read. He said — hard-worker as he
was — that he would as soon have gone without his dinner as not hear
your sermons read for it was J____’s custom to read them on a flint-heap
in their dinner-hour. Hearing of these things, I could not refrain from
giving them to you for your encouragement.”


One who lends our sermons to his neighbors writes: dearly three years ago
had come of your sermons lent to me. I had heard of this Mr. Spurgeon,
but never before had read hi. sermons. Every one seemed preached upon
me, for the words were suited to my case. I was leading a dreadful life of
sin, and had been for years. I attended church regularly, like other so-called
Christians, but not a word did the clergyman say to hurt my feelings. When
you old me the truth I felt compelled to believe it. How I wished that I had
heard the truth preached so plainly before! Under God, I owe my
conversion entirely to you. I have never forgotten to pray for you daily.”


An aged saint, who has been bedridden for fifty years, recently informed
one of our evangelists that he had read our sermons every week for many
years, and he greatly loved the minister whom he had never seen. He added
that friends were keeping his jubilee of suffering at the time that our Jubilee
was being celebrated, and he praised the Lord for this link between us.


 — “Dickinson’s Theological Quarterly” for 1878. Our set of this work
needs this volume to complete it. We cannot get it for money; perhaps love
may discover it. Please do of send it on, but write a note if willing to
supply the lack. — C. H. S.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle : July 21, ten; July 31, twenty.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


OCTOBER, 1884.


A THUMP FROM A “DOWN CASTER,”


BEING AN ADDRESS BY MR. SPURGEON, AT THE COLLEGE,
ON A FRIDAY AFTERNOON.


I HAVE met with a queer sentence from an American source, which may
show you what is meant by a mixed metaphor, warn you against vulgarity
of speech, and at the same time read you a good practical lesson. This is
the sentence : —


“The following recipe for eloquence is given by a ‘Down-East orator Get
yourself choke-full of your subject, knock out the bung, and let nature
caper.’”


This is a genuine bit from a “Down-East” stump; and the conglomerate of
figures is exceedingly grotesque and lively. I fancy I see the cotton
umbrella waving with great energy during the delivery of this choice
morsel. The sentence is not very seriously worded, but you may get solid
benefit from it if you are inclined. A man need not be dull to be instructive.
There is an air of wit about the utterance which renders it the more suitable
for a Friday-afternoon address, when you are all tired with a week’s hard
work.


I call your attention to the first division of the subject, viz.,” Get yourself
choke full of your subject.” That is golden advice. Nothing can come out
of a man if nothing is in him. The first work is to fill yourself, and then it
will be easy to overflow to others. To the extempore preacher it is of the
utmost importance that his theme should enter him, and take possession of
his entire capacity; for then it will in due time find for itself all utterance;
but if the truth is not first within his mind, his heart, and this soul, his talk
will be poor, empty stuff. “Choke-full,” or “chock-fall” is the choice
expression of our orator; as full as possible, fill up to the throat, full to
choking. The more nearly you realize the utmost fullness the better for you
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and your discourse. I would have you full as the sea at flood-tide, full as
the Nile when it overflows, fall as the earth in the time of harvest. If you
prefer Scriptural metaphors, be full as the Israelite’s omer with manna, as
Gideon’s fleece with dew, and as Cana’s waterpots with water. If we are
not. full ourselves, how can we make full proof of our ministry? If the
clouds be full of rain, they empty themselves upon the earth; but of what
service are clouds without water? An empty hand cannot sow, n empty c,
rib cannot feed, an empty grate cannot warm.


How are you to get choke-full of your subject? I answer, first, by
thoroughly understanding it; knowing precisely what the text means,
reading everything there is upon it, turning it over in your thoughts,
considering it, meditating upon it and praying over it, until you have
compassed the whole land. Above all men, you must read, mark, learn, and
inwardly digest the truth. It is wonderful how a subject will open up if you
keep on thinking about it continually. Our themes ought to be long enough
with us to become our intimate friends. The ultimate thoughts of any man
who has long ruminated upon a subject must be better worth hearing than
the impromptu lucubrations of a great genius. A tenth-rate man will usually
do better on a well-thought-of theme than a first-class man upon a new
topic. I had rather hear the most commonplace man tell all he knows about
a subject with which he is perfectly familiar, than I would hear the most
talented man in the world upon a topic with which he has no acquaintance.
I suppose if I were to go into the street, a d bring in the first butcher that I
met with, he would be able to tell us more about the anatomy of a bullock
than the most earned professor of languages. On his own subject the
butcher would beat us all. Familiarity with his theme is a great aid to a true
preacher. In the case of the mere talker, ignorance may help loquacity,
even as a horse without a load can travel farther and faster than one who
has a burden to carry; but such speed is a vain thing. Better pant under a
weight of heavenly food than run with an empty basket to mock famishing
men. The pastor who aims at giving instruction must himself be well
instructed in his theme, that he may have somewhat to impart t his flock.
We cannot afford to exercise the ministry of the hollow drum, which
consists in much sound and little sense. We are to be real teachers of the
ignorant, and builders-up of the saints; and to that end there must be
thorough knowledge in our mind as well as utterance in our mouth.


But this kind of fullness will not be sufficient for usefulness. We must be
choke-full of the subject in another sense, namely, by feeling its weight,
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estimating its importance, and suffering it to operate upon our hearts until
we are mastered by it. It is good speaking when silence becomes
impossible. You must feel, “I have something to say, and I must say it: my
subject for next Sunday morning barns within me; I must speak upon it, I
cannot hold my peace. Time and eternity both can me to deliver my soul
upon this particular theme, and I hope the highest results depend upon it.”
If you can be silent it will be a pity to break the sacredness of quiet; but if
you must speak, then in the name of the Highest say on. Thus prophets
spake of old, and their speech has lived. It was born of the travail of their
souls, and it became all the more honorable because thus brought forth in
sorrow. When the gospel swells the heart, it will soon move the. tongue.
When every inward faculty is mastered by the truth, the man will grow
eloquent despite himself. Diffidence of manner, or slowness of utterance,
will be carried away as with a flood when a full hearts bursts forth impelled
by hidden forces.


When your theme possesses you mentally and emotionally, you will be able
to speak about it; for every man speaks well when it is rather his topic than
himself that speaks. When self-consciousness nears the vanishing point, and
the truth fills the whole horizon, utterance is at, hand. I scarcely give a
moment’s thought as to my words when the holy sense has saturated me,
and set my heart on fire.


Our second head is specially plain: it consists of the words, “knock out the
bung” — a thing more easily said than done; and yet in some cases quite
unnecessary. Usually, if the former direction be attended to, and the man is
choke-full, the bung is driven out by a force from within; but, alas, that is
not invariably the case. In some instances the bung’ is so fast that it is hard
to remove it. The question should then arise, — had it not better be let
alone? If a man cannot speak, why should he dream that he is called to be a
minister? Yet we know men who preach to edification, and are used by the
Holy Spirit for conversions, to whom it is hard work to express
themselves; there is much in them, and that of the best kind, but it does not
readily flow forth. Now, this may arise from fear of man, and this is a snare
in which we must not be taken, like birds by the fowler. A true man will
scorn to be conquered by his own cowardice. Or it may come of an ex-
travagantly high opinion of the educational attainments of the people, and
this should be corrected by more accurate observation; they are not all
Masters of Arts, or Doctors of Divinity. As a rule, they are good average
folk, who will be pleased with us if we preach the gospel plainly. Or it may
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be caused by want of practice in public speaking, and that goes to be
remedied by industry. Yet if there be a natural inability )f speech, let a man
be quiet. I wish brethren who aspire to the pulpit, but are prosy and
unattractive, would revise their own ideas of their calling and destiny. It
seems to me that a creature is not called to fly if it has no wings; and a man
is not called to preach if he has no utterance. The difficulty of keeping out
of the ministry men who ought to be kept out of it is most severe in the
cases of men who can talk but have nothing to say: they feel the fierce
passion of talk, a fever of the jaw, but nobody wants to listen to them, and
few will even abide within range of their elocution: why will they climb a
pulpit? why not seek some boundless contiguity of shade, and there, like
Orpheus, compel trees and rocks to own their mighty power? Oh, that they
would try! Alas, they will not; but they seem doomed to speed along a
barren track, for ever ploughing without a share, sowing without seed, and
running without tidings. -We have no power to silence them: only
Omnipotence could do it, and that power does not interfere, but leaves a
sufficient number of Canaanites to be thorns in our side. These are the
plague of the pulpit, and the horror of the pew.


Our friends who think but cannot speak are rather more a plague to
themselves, and. therefore are the more likely to accept the warning which
cries to the man without speech that he will be wise to hold his tongue.
Brother, ‘write if you have not the gift of free speech, and yet are fitted to
instruct. Do not inflict your heaviness upon hearers, but impress your
weight upon readers. If the bung will not come out, let the good liquor
flow forth at a slower rate, and let the press be the cup in. which you
present it to the thoughtful.


“Knock out the bung.” I suppose that means, let the subject which has
filled you come running forth in language in the most natural way. to not
be so very particular about the mode of utterance, but let the truth flow
forth in its own sweet way, with a natural abandon, which will in itself be
graceful. Too much care in this matter spoils everything. Some men ‘m
speaking take a dozen words out of their mouths, look at them, put them
back again, and then try another set. This operation can be distinctly seen
by their hearers, and it is not pleasant. If it is unwise to change horses in
the middle of a stream, it is worse to be picking and choosing words when
in the midst of a discourse. It is a sin to indulge in a tawdry finery of
language, as some do. Go-ahead, and give out your meaning in language
which boils up from your soul. never mind ornament and polish. Those first
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dozen words would have, expressed your meaning, but they seemed too
plain and commonplace, and therefore you called them in, that better-
dressed phrases might fill their place. What a pity I What a loss of power!
every-body thinks of the speaker, and so attention is taken from his subject,
ad his hope of doing good is done for. Do not try to let your discourse
flash forth in pretty little fountains, but knock the bung out, and let the
heavenly truth make its own channel.


But that is not the whole of the advice of our “Down-East” orator. closes
with the injunction, “let nature caper.” Give nature hr head, and let her
dash forward at her own pace. Do not even mind if she is a bit frisky; it
only shows her energy. Every man ought to be natural, but pre-eminently
so when he has received a new nature; every man ought to be himself, but
then he ought to be a good creature when he is himself. Let a man in
preaching be himself, but let him not be himself till he has himself been
made such as God would approve. Naturalness seems to be a simple
matter, but to some men it would seem to be a great puzzle: it is unnatural
to them to be natural; they were born up six pairs of stairs, and can never
get down more than three of them. Yet natural you must be, or I shall have
no joy of you. I would recommend to you the example of Philip Henry
upon another matter.. Everybody in his time had taken to wearing a
periwig, and as for. Henry was as bald as Elisha, he was advised to do the
same; but no, the good man was wont to say, “As long as I have three hairs
of ray’ own I will never’ wear other people’s.” Now you, John Smith, keep
to the gifts f John Smith, and do not be Dr. Parker; and you, Thomas
Brown,. be Thomas Brown, and don’t make people say, “See how he
imitates Spurgeon”; for they are apt to add, sotto voce, “and what a fool he
makes of himself!”


There must be no trying after the mode and method of a man of culture, or
even of a man of homely robustness. Whatever is good in another you may
imitate; but there are personal peculiarities of your own which it would be
wrong to suppress, or even to overlay with borrowings from, others. I do
not say that you are the handsomest of men, but I do say that you will be
much uglier than you need be if you become the apes of others.


Our orator says, “let nature caper.” I quote him, but advise you to accept
his dictum with several grains of salt. You need not cut capers at all. But if
he means, — let nature exercise freedom, and exhibit agility, life, delight,
then I am with him to the letter. The less of bonds and restraints the better.
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A truly sanctified man is all the better if the smell of a field is upon him,
and not the smell of a stable. Take all liberties which are holy. Be at home
in the pulpit. Let your heart dance, and your style too. Freshness is
precious as a jewel, and. there is very little of it about. Disdain bit and
bridle, such as conventionality would force upon you. Be free, and use
your liberty for the glory of God and the good of men. Caper, if by
capering be meant — enjoy the utmost liberty. Preach as boys play, and as
men leap when some great joy has come to them. Let it be a recreation to
proclaim the gospel, a delight, an honor, a privilege, to preach Christ.


One word of advice I would add, and that is, place your tap as near as
ever you can to the bottom of your barrel. I know some learned men who
do not teach at all in proportion to their knowledge, because they are huge
tuns of learning, but they never allow more than a little of it. to flow forth.
So little food do they hand out from their huge granaries that the people go
away hungry. As for myself, I am a very small vessel, but then I empty out
my stores. All that I know I tell. I preach all that I have on hand upon my
subject, therefore the people get more from me than they do from far
superior men. As the most of us are of average or inferior ability, let us
always do our very best. Preach all you know every time. Do not imagine
that you ought to reserve a little for the next occasion. You may be dead
before the next. sermon is due.. Do not keep any of the manna until the
morning, or you will see what will happen. “But what am I to do on
Sabbath week?” The first question is, what are you to do next Sabbath? I
should advise you to take the Lord’s days as they come.’ Say all that you
know the next time you preach. Say all that you know every time, and then
in the course of the week work hard for more. Trim your lamps with fresh
oil. Go to them that sell, and buy for yourselves. There is one store which
is always full, and always accessible. Pray every morning, “Give us this day
our daily bread,” and when you receive it, give it to the people, and bless
the Lord, for to him are the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for
ever and ever. Amen.


LESS GILDING AND MORE CARVING


LORD ALVANLEY had been dining on one occasion with Mr. Greville,
whose dining-room had been newly and splendidly decorated. The meal
was, however, a very meager and indifferent one. Some of the guests were
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flattering their host upon his magnificence, taste, and hospitality. “For my
own part,” interposed Alvanley, “I would rather have seen less gilding and
more carving.” The like preference has arisen in our mind when hearing or
reading rhetorical discourses with little or no gospel in them. Fine bones,
but where shall we look for the marrow and fatness? Grand expressions,
but what do they express? A sermon should be like a meal; it should in
every instance feed the soul with heavenly meat. Mere words, however
well arranged, can never do this; there must be sound exposition, and solid
doctrine, or the hungry will look up despairingly, and depart sorrowing.
The gilder may be very well dismissed. His art destroys its own ends when
the gilt is overdone; what we want. is the carver, and a noble joint before
him into which he may cut without fear. Flowers if you please, but. fruit
also. Gilding in its place; but ten times as much carving, or we pray thee
have us excuse. C.H.S.


THE MISERY OF A WOUNDED CONSCIENCE


WHEN, once the conscience is wounded, no outward circumstances can
produce peace. As royal robes would be no comfort to a man whose bones
were broken, so the greatest worldly wealth could not cheer a heart broken
by a sense of sin. Luther says wisely, “One drop of a bad conscience
swallows up a whole sea of worldly joy.” It is infinitely better to lie in
peace of mind on a bed of straw, in a dungeon, than with a guilty
conscience to stretch one’s dainty limbs upon abed of down, with curtains
embroidered in gold, and fringes bespangled with pearls. Sin says our joys
as Jehu slew all the house of Ahab; neither can anything restore so much as
one of them to life till sin is gone.


How strangely must Adam have felt in the garden after he had broken his
Maker’s law! The sun shone as brightly as ever, and the earth was as
gloriously bedecked with flowers; the rivers still glided over their sands of
gold, and the trees spread their umbrageous foliage along their banks; the
birds sang as sweetly as ever, and the beasts sported on the lawns as
peacefully as before; color, and fragrance, and music, and balmy airs were
all there as at the first: but Eden was now no paradise to man. Sin had not
put out the sun, and yet the sinner had no light; it had not blasted the
bowers, but yet the sinner found no pleasant shade. He had no taste for the
most luscious fruits, but ran to hide himself among the thickest boughs.
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Surely it may have been in mercy as well as in judgment that the Lord
drove out the man, for his guilty conscience must have been lashed as with
whips of wire when he saw the goodness against which he had sinned, and
the happiness from which he had fallen. Heaven itself would be no heaven
to a guilty conscience. Outward blessings seem like mockery to a soul
which inwardly writhes under the curse. A change of scene will not distract
these thoughts, neither will fascinating amusements divert this melancholy.
Human plasters are too narrow for this sore. So long as the cause remains
the effect will continue; while the arrows of God are sticking in the
conscience., no medicine on earth can give the soul relief.


Oh, man, give over ministering your quackeries to wounded spirits! No
longer argue or upbraid, flatter or delude, charm or chide; you are all at sea
upon thins business. If the patient be laid at Jesus’ feet he will heal at once.
Heart disease is his. One word from his lip will remove the sin, and the
believing soul will leap into immediate peace and joy: but other physician
for this malady there is none. C.H.S.


MEMORIAL UPON THE JUBILEE HOUSE


WE thought our friends who cannot visit London might like to see the
inscription upon the marble slab which is affixed to the Jubilee House, and
therefore we insert a copy of it. The somewhat lengthy quotation from the
Psalm is an accurate photograph of the Pastor’s personal experience, and
of the triumphs of the Lord in the adjoining Tabernacle. Power has been
seen in weakness, healing by sickness, and joy through he sorrow. Mr.
Spurgeon- has preached sermons upon the various verses here engraved,
and he will probably make a book of these, and of personal memories of
the Lord’s goodness. Indeed, the walk would have been done by this time
had not sickness prevented. The experience of so many years of mercy
ought to be recorded for the comfort and establishment of others who are
living by faith upon the Lord God of Israel. We cannot err’ in abundantly
uttering the memory of the Lord’s great goodness. “O magnify the Lord
with me, and let us exalt his name together.”
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JUNE 19TH, 1884.


WITH GRATITUDE AND GLADNESS THIS HOUSE WAS
ERECTED TO COMMEMORATE


THE FIFTIETH BIRTHDAY OF
C. H. SPURGEON,


PASTOR OF THE CHURCH AT THE
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE.


TO THE LORD BE GLORY FOR ALL THE WORK WHICH HE
HAS WROUGHT AMONG HIS PEOPLE.


“THOU HAST THRUST SORE AT ME THAT I MIGHT FALL:
BUT THE LORD HELPED ME.
THE LORD IS MY STRENGTH AND SONG.
AND IS BECOME MY SALVATION.
THE VOICE OF REJOICING AND SALVATION IS IN THE
TABERNACLES OF THE RIGHTEOUS.
THE RIGHT HAND OF THE LORD DOETH VALIANTLY:
THE RIGHT HAND OF THE LORD IS EXALTED:
THE RIGHT HAND OF THE LORD DOETH VALIANTLY.
I SHALL NOT DIE, BUT LIVE, AND DECLARE THE WORKS
OF THE LORD.
THE LORD HATH CHASTENED ME SORE, BUT HE HATH
NOT GIVEN ME OVER UNTO DEATH.”


PSALM 118:13-18.
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NOTICES OF BOOKS


Fronded Palms: a Collection of Pointed Papers on a Wide Range of
Subjects. By W. Y. FULLERTON. Passmore and Alabaster, Paternoster
Buildings.


WE are pleased to see our evangelist, Mr. Fullerton, appearing again as a
writer, and producing another volume. He writes well, as the readers of
The Postman know. His chapters are embellished with over one hundred
illustrations, and altogether he has made up a capital half-crown’s worth.
We do not understand his title, even with his own explanation; we,
therefore, recommend readers to buy the book, and invent their own
interpretations. Vivacious, witty, sensible, gracious talk here abounds. May
God bless the book and the writer!


Scripture Verities. By Rev. D. PLEDGE. Elliot Stock.


THIS book, which we noticed last month, can now be obtained for 1s. 6d.,
or six copies for 7s. 6d.


The Calling of a Christian Woman, and her Training to Fulfill it. By
MORGAN DIX, S.T.D., New York. Dickinson, 89, Farringdon Street.


WE should be slow to introduce this book to Christian women. It has a
Popish taint about it. We do not know the writer, but he seems to be a
deeply religious man of exceedingly High Church proclivities. We fully
agree with his horror of American divorce, but we do not consider
marriage to be a sacrament, nor do we believe that it is desirable that godly
women should enter sisterhoods, either Romish or Anglican. We are afraid
of books of this kind: they are insinuating by their good points, and
therefore the more mischievous in their bad points. The work is prettily got
up, but we are not pleased with its contents.


The Great Commandment. By CAROLINE FRY. Whiting and Co., Sardinia
Street, Lincoln’s Inn Fields.


THIS is a reprint, from the edition of 1847, of a charming book which has
become very rare. What “the great commandment” is we need not tell any
of our readers. But there is a practical question that we hope many of them
will be prompt to ask — “Can I keep that commandment which is so
great?” Now, if they will attentively peruse all this Christian lady had to tell
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of the love which is of God, they will learn many pleasant and profitable
lessons. Such a blend of sound doctrine, of deep feeling and of a devout
sense of duty, invests Mrs. Fry’s meditations with more than ordinary
attractiveness.


The Lord’s Supper, historically considered. By Rev. G. A. JACOB, D.D.
London: Seeley and Co.


THIS little book is worth buying, worth reading, and worth keeping for
reference. The author is quite at his ease in explaining the pedigree of his
work. Four or five years ago the Rev. Charles Hebert, D.D., issued a
learned and exhaustive work in two thick octavo volumes on the same
subject with much the same title. In it he traced the history of the Lord’s
Supper through all the Christian centuries — from 75 A.D. to 1875 A.D.,
and furnished copious extracts from the principal ecclesiastical writers of
the generations that intervened. A brief digest of that remarkable
production is here presented to us in a neatly-bound pamphlet of eighty-
two pages. Messrs. Seeley & Co. are the publishers of both. Every
Protestant should know how corruptions in doctrine were gradually
introduced and generally adopted. Lovers of liturgies and observers of
rubrics may find as much to interest them as we find to amuse us in the
frequent alterations of the formularies relating to the Lord’s Supper
enjoined by the “Book of Common Prayer.” There were two prayer-books
in Edward the Sixth’s reign; a revised one in the time of Queen Elizabeth; a
fresh compromise under James the First; and, as might be expected, in the
days of Charles the Second, there was a restoration. Religion asserted itself
under those pious monarchs in the Red and Black Rubrics which pertained
to the Sacraments.


The Twofold Life. By A. J. GORDON, D.D. Hodder and Stoughton.


THIS is a powerful and timely defense of Christian doctrine, experience,
and practice; of experience resulting from sound doctrine, and of practice
resulting from heart-felt experience. It is not controversial, but a living
testimony to the renovating power of the faith once delivered to the saints.
It brings the effects of modern thought to the test of comparison with the
effects of the old gospel in the hands of John Howe, Jonathan Edwards,
Whitefield, Wesley, Rutherford, Payson, McCheyne and others. In former
days men saw what the gospel does for men; now they talk about what
man does for the gospel. It is not merely in reference to the ordinary
standard of evangelical influence that a contrast is here maintained between
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the present and the past, but with respect to the higher life of entire
consecration to the service of God and his Christ. Ordinary faith is
admitted to be within the limits of safety, but the higher life is set forth as
necessary to present comfort and to the greatest happiness and glory
hereafter. This is a handsome volume in clear type, and it will amply repay
the reader who wishes to become a full-grown Christian.


Addresses to Young Men. By Rev. DANIEL BAKER. With preface by D. L.
MOODY. Morgan and Scott.


THESE are really forcible addresses. We quite agree with Mr. Moody’s high
opinion of them. Daniel Baker was “the young men’s preacher,” and his
testimonies to the truth were the means of bringing many to Jesus, out of
whom some fifty or more became preachers of the gospel. There is a
downright earnestness about these discourses which gives them great
power; they are neither remarkable for thought nor language, but yet they
are very telling.


A Lamp and a Light: being short and simple Chapters on Texts of
Scripture; for reading in families and at small gatherings. By Rev. FRANCIS


BOUR-DILLON, M.A. Hatchards.


SWEETLY persuasive, and tenderly comforting. Although there is nothing
startling in Mr. Bourdillon’s writings, they always secure perusal by their
fresh thought and happy language. We hope that no reader of The Sword
and the Trowel could read this little work without being pleased and
profited. Twenty-five brief discourses enrich this elegant little volume.


Loving Messages. Addresses for Mothers’ Meetings. Sequel to Heart-
lessons. Religious Book Society. 28, Paternoster-row.


WE do not care much for the prayers, but the addresses strike us as being
far more fit for Mothers’ Meetings than most that we have had to review.
In fact, these messages are exactly what poor ignorant women would
understand, for the words are simple, and the matter is homely. Some
ladies may be well qualified to conduct Mothers’ Meetings, with the one
serious exception that they cannot make a speech for the life of them. To
such good, quiet workers, these addresses will be quite a God-send, and
they cannot do better than buy both the books by Miss Clayton. Still, it will
be better for each sister to try hard, and make addresses of her own.
Surely, few women have any deficiency in the faculty of speech. If they will







614


but begin, they need not fear that they will break down till linnets fail to
sing.


Victories and Safeguards; or, the Divine Balance of Truth Practically
Considered. By Rev. CHARLES A. FOX, B.A. Partridge.


HERE we lie down in green pastures, beside the still waters. Like the
previous book, this is marrow and fatness. A student Of the Word will find
himself perfectly at home with Mr. Fox, and will magnify the grace of God
in him. We count ourselves happy to have come across such a delightful
little book. It is a happy protest against half-truths, and an admirable
setting forth of the full-orbed revelation upon the points in hand. Write
again, Mr. Fox, and when you next do so may we be there to read!


The Bible True to Itself. By A. MOODY STUART, D.D. Nisbet & Co.


As an alternative title to this volume we might suggest — “Scientific
Criticism Proved to be False to the Core.” In all the evidence produced
against the inspiration of the Scripture it is patent that the witnesses agree
not among themselves. Infidelity is constantly engaged in blowing bubbles.
The story of two Isaiahs, or of one Isaiah sawn asunder, is the veriest
fiction that was ever fabricated by the human brain. A prejudice against
prophecy or miracle is the transparent motive for inventing a libelous story
of literary forgery. At the first hearing it collapses. There are determined
rationalists who have resolved to deny any interference of God with the
affairs of men; and they die off like dogs that deserve no epitaph. There are
also dilettante students who would be sorry to think that anything is
serious. If the Bible has an absolute truth in its revelation, they would
rather not know what it is; for, like the lady with a new novel, it spoils the
pleasure if you acquaint her with the plot. To their butterfly notion “life is a
play, and all things show it,” and death is a farce, they seem to know it.
Men who study, like Moody Stuart, to drive brigands out of the King’s
highway merit our hearty thanks; but, alas, their work will have to be done
over again from age to age, for skepticism shifts its ground, and the heavy
guns of apology have to be dragged elsewhere in pursuit of the enemy.


The Mystery of the Kingdom traced through the Four Books of Kings. By
ANDREW JUKES. Part I. Longmans and Co.


WE always differ from Mr. Jukes with deep regret; and when we agree
with him it is With unfeigned heartiness. He is by nature a mystic, and we
delight in a taste of that spiritual flavor. It will never do to lift mystical
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interpretations into arguments, but as illustrations they are splendid. It is a
great treat to read a work like the one before us. To a large extent it must
be bread eaten in secret, for those who enjoy such literature are not many;
but the stolen morsels are exceedingly sweet. In his “Offerings” and
“Gospels” Mr. Jukes set us upon lines of thought which were invaluable to
us; and now, in these parables of the Kings, he does the same thing — not,
perhaps, so successfully, but still to good purpose. The introductory
chapter upon the existence and principle of a mystic sense is a valuable
lesson for thoughtful believers.


Handbooks for Bible Classes. The Life of St. Paul. By Rev. JAMES


STALKER, M.A. Edinburgh: T. and T. Clark.


TEACHERS have already discovered the great value of this condensed Life
of Paul, and we trust many of our readers have formed their own estimate
of it. Yet some may not have seen it, and we therefore call their attention
to as fine a book for 1s. 6d. as they are likely to meet with after a month’s
search. Mr. Stalker has the gift of vivid writing; he sketches and colors
with words; he does more, he vivifies persons and scenes by his inspiring
sentences. Those who wish to pursue the subjects of study suggested by
the noble career of Paul will here find ample guidance for their more
thorough research. We have not often seen a handbook more completely to
our mind.


Handbooks for Bible Classes. Commentary on the Shorter Catechism. By
Rev. ALEXANDER WHYTE, D.D. Edinburgh: T. and T. Clark.


REALLY good. In every Scotch family this ought to be found. Our English
folk are not so well acquainted with “The Shorter Catechism”; but those
who are will be glad to have a handbook upon it, so clear, so true, and so
lively. We have somehow allowed Dr. Whyte’s book to escape our notice,
and we wish we could make up for the neglect by a specially warm
commendation. Theology of this stamp will do us all good. Scatter it; its
leaves are for the healing of the nations. Half-a-crown laid out in this book
will purchase no regrets.


Touchstones; or, Christian Graces and Characters Tested. By the Right
Rev. Bishop OXENDEN. Hatchards.


VERY correct and poverty-stricken. Like French soup, it is most excellent,
only there is nothing in it. We do like a fresh thought here and there. The
evangelical party to a great extent lost its position by imagining that godly
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platitudes would content this generation, and the estimable late Bishop of
Montreal is an eminent example of this error. Our intense love of
orthodoxy makes us lament to see it divorced from intellect and originality.
A book which nobody will read until he is good, is not adapted to do good.
Of course, sound churchmen will expect us to praise a book so pious; but
we shall not do so. We object to see gospel-and-water doled out in this
fashion: give us something more robust, and therefore more like the
teaching of Scripture. We question whether another bishop could beat this
good brother for weakness, and that is saying a good deal. If his writings
were tea, they would be too weak to run out of the pot.


The Tabernacle, the Priesthood, and the Offerings. By HENERY W.
SOLTAU. Morgan and Scott.


THIS is an old friend with new adornments. It is sad to see a little memoir
at the commencement, and to be reminded that the beloved writer has now
been absent from us for some nine years. The work is full of teaching,
spiritual, and far-reaching, and we have much enjoyed reading it. The
colored plates strike us as being borrowed from the admirable work of our
friend, Mr. Frank White; or, if not, we have here a singular instance of how
great minds may run in the same groove. With this Mr. Soltau has nothing
to do, for he had gone above long before this edition was issued. The work
is a good five-shillings worth.


Salvation: the Way Made Plain. By the Rev. J. H. BROOKES, D.D. Hodder
and Stoughton.


THE gospel fully and plainly set forth. This is a book after our own heart.
The teaching is clear and deep; the type is large and readable; and the book
itself is cheap and handsome. If you will accept our advice, it will only cost
you 1s. 6d. to give an unconverted friend this book, which he is pretty sure
to read, and reading to remember.


The Lesser Parables of our Lord, and Lessons of Grace in the Language
of Nature. By Rev. W. ARNOT. Nelson and Sons.


BEAUTIFUL! Very beautiful! Just like the beloved author, whom we so well
remember, who is now where the Master speaks no more to him in
parables. Every line by Arnot should be preserved and published, and then
purchased by all who love gracious thoughts expressed in nature’s own
poesy.
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Sovereign Grace: its Source, its Nature, and its Effects. “To the Work! To
the Work!” Prevailing Prayer: what Hinders it? Bible Characters. By D.
L. Moody. Morgan and Scott.


THESE are popular works by our great evangelist, and they deserve a large
sale. There can be no need for us to commend the living, blazing speech of
our brother Moody. Where you get a genuine oat of the man’s talk it is
really grand. Who can equal him in natural simplicity all aglow with holy
passion ?


Some few of these addresses read as if they were made up of quotations
from other people, and then dipped in a little diluted Moody, and so
baptized into his name, but not into his nature. They read as if they were
never delivered, and we should think they never were: they are good, and
likely to do good, but they are not like Moody’s own self. In other
instances, the reporting is admirable; we think we hear the living voice, and
see the living man. We ne’er shall look upon his like again. He is a king of
men; commanding, and finding everybody eager to obey; and all the while
utterly lost in his work, and as devoid of self-importance as a new-born
babe. God bless him wherever he may be, and send him back again to us in
due time !


The Inquiry-room: Hints for Dealing with the Anxious. By GEORGE


SOLTAU. Morgan and Scott.


USEFUL hints as to conversation with seekers. Young workers should
purchase this little book, and profit by its wise suggestions. As to the
Inquiry-room itself, we have little confidence in it as a standing institution,
or in its results where much is made of it. We might grieve many if we
were to say what we know of the dreadful disappointment experienced by
those who look up Inquiry-room converts. An immediate interview seems
to be an admirable plan for reaching the heart, and so it may be if used
occasionally; but the tendency is to force on an imaginary decision, or
produce a hasty faith in the room instead of a quiet faith in Jesus.


The Ten Commandments. By R. W. DALE, LL.D. Fourth edition. Hodder
and Stoughton.


EVERYTHING by Mr. Dale has the touch of a master’s hand upon it. He has
an honest outspokenness in his style which we cannot fail to admire, and
there is about his teaching a direct practicalness which is equally to our
mind. We do not agree with all that Mr. Dale has to say upon the Sabbath,
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and certain other matters, and we should not be honest if we did not say
that we fear that he will lead men further in a loose direction than he would
think of going himself; still, he suits a large class of minds, and influences
them for good, and so far we rejoice. In this volume there are some telling
strokes at sin in many shapes; strokes from a bold hand, and a true heart;
strokes which will be all the more felt because he who deals them cannot
be suspected of narrowness or asceticism. May these home-thrusts pierce
to the heart the licentious, the dishonest, and the proud; and may the law of
ten commands be used of God as a park of heavenly artillery wherewith to
blow down deceit, indifference, and self-righteousness. This neat volume is
published at five shillings.


The Foundation of Death. A Study of the Drink. Question. BY AXEL


GUSTAFSON. Kegan Paul, Trench, & Co.


THIS is a thoroughly noteworthy book, the result of great labor and
research. Teetotal advocates will find it a wonderful armory of argument, a
boundless mine of facts. All readers are sure to be interested, for the cream
of the literature of this great subject is here presented. The syllabus alone
will suffice to show the exhaustiveness of the work : —


I. Drinking among the Ancients.


II. The History of the Discovery of Distillation.


III. Preliminaries to the Study of Modern Drinking.


IV. Adulteration.


V. Physiological Results; or, the Effects of Alcohol on the Physical
Organs and Functions.


VI. Pathological Results; or, Diseases caused by Alcohol.


VII. Moral Results.


VIII. Heredity: or, the Curse entailed on Descendants by Alcohol.


IX. Therapeutics; or, Alcohol as a Medicine.


X. Social Results.


XI. The Origin and Causes of Alcoholism.


XII. Specious Reasoning concerning the Use of Alcohol.
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XIII. What can be done? Appendices: Bibliography, and Index.


All this for five shillings. It would be cheap at twice that amount.


Here is an interesting specimen of the reasoning: — “Another argument
very frequently advanced is that drinkers, and not only moderate ones, live
longer than other people, unless accident or high living carry them off.
Such an argument regarding alcohol is neither better founded nor more
logical than it would be if applied to exceptional longevity in cases of
persons living in malarial localities, or surviving the ordeal of the Sierra
Leone, or employed as needle-grinders in Sheffield. According to statistics,
the age of the latter seldom exceeds forty years In the face of this fact,
occasional instances of a longer term of existence among them would
hardly lead to an advocacy of the employment of needle-grinding as
conducive to long life.


Neither would the fact that a man and his family have lived in fair health all
their lives to a good old age over a foetid cess-pool — as seems to have at
times happened — be likely to be advanced as an argument in favor of
generally establishing such reservoirs of pestilence under the family
hearthstone ! I once heard of an extraordinary accident happening to a man
at work where blasting was being done. During a premature explosion a
long piece of the drilling bar shot up from the pit which was being
excavated, and, entering the man’s head under the chin, passed vertically
entirely through his head, and, still ascending, fell at last at some distance.
He staggered and fell, and his instant death was naturally expected. Not so.
To the amazement of all, and the downright incredulity of physicians, he
recovered, and, whereas he had been before the accident morose and
unreliable, he was now genial and to be depended upon. But from this it
would hardly be argued that men should subject themselves to this sort of
experiment as probably conducive to improvement in temper and
character.”


Lays of Ancient Rome, with Ivry and the Armada. By Lord MACAULAY.
Longmans and Co.


AN excellent edition of lays which stir the blood of free men, and rouse the
brave to noble deeds. It is something to see the grand old house of Long-
mans stooping to popular editions; but the world moves, and men long or
short must move with it.
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Great Thoughts from Master Minds. A Penny Weekly Paper. Lile and
Fawcett, Ludgate Circus.


THIS weekly paper stands but little chance of a wide circulation as against
“Tit-bits” and “Rare-bits.’ Nevertheless, it is a good sign of the spread of
education that it lives at all. Twenty years ago it would have ended its
existence at the ninth number. The volume is better in intention than in
execution, but good even then.


Every-day Life : Homely Talks on Homely Subjects. F. E. LONGLEY.


NEITHER better nor worse than the general run of scrappy, made-up books.
We should label it, “Magazine Stew to be taken very occasionally.”


City Echoes; or, Bitter Cries from Glasgow. By the author of “Spero and
Celestus,” “Visions of the Night,” etc. Paisley and London: Alexander
Gardner.


THE “Bitter Cry” pamphlet has evoked many echoes: here is one from
Glasgow, and a somewhat remarkable book it is. We assume from the
preface that the story — for as such it may be classed — is founded on
fact. The writer, with great literary ability, portrays phases of low life and
criminal life, of the most hideous character; the chief interest of the work
being made to center in the doings of a band of four young thieves, mere
lads, but adepts in villainy, two of whom become after a time changed
characters. The one feature of the book which especially arrests our
attention is the author’s apparent animosity to many points of the orthodox
faith; for though here and there witness is borne to the power of the gospel
as seen in the fruits of the labors of orthodox workers among the “lapsed
classes”; the writer evidently believes in what we will call purgatory.
Doubtless he would repudiate the term; but we will let him speak for
himself, and our readers shall be the judges.


If there were any truth in what he believes as to the after-state of those
who pass out of time into eternity blood-guilty, debauched and drunken,
might not the vilest of the vile laugh to scorn the efforts of the Christian
reformer, with, “What’s the odds! Let us eat and drink, and fight and
swear, for tomorrow we die; and some time or other, — it’s only a
question of time — we shall be as well off as the best of you, and with the
best of you, happy ever after.” Here are the extracts: “The total depravity
of human nature,” our author designates as “the most degraded and
abhorrent of all religious dogmas.” Further on he describes the terrible
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death of a woman who spent all she earned in whisky, and at last, dead
drunk, “stumbled headlong into her wash-tub there and then her second
career of being was projected silently into the Eternities. When this woman
was born, God and angels were made glad, when she was born a second
time [the author means, we suppose, at her death] God and angels were
made sad. Notwithstanding, there will be evolved in her, even where she is,
a higher being and purpose; an attainment from which she will start to
arrive at higher and higher attainments still.” Moralizing on just such
another case, he says : — “We can believe that in their new state,
unburdened of all physical infirmity, with their full and fervent faculties
regained and now in solemn earnest use, disembodied, they will have
opportunity of amendment — suffering more, seeing more, feeling more,
trying more; and will gradually and eventually by the all-assimilating power
of the Omnipresent Goodness, rise at length into their true and rightful
life.”


Denuded of all euphemisms, what are these restoration theories but
purgatory put prettily? So much for this mischievous book.


Our Golden Key. A Narrative of Facts from “Outcast London.” By Lady
HOPE. With eight illustrations. Seeley, Jackson, and Halliday.


THE “facts” recorded by Lady Hope are mostly well-authenticated cases of
conversion among the poorest of the poor and the lowest of the low, and
the marvelous changes effected in the hearts and homes of the dwellers in
his “district” by the instrumentality of a simple-hearted, earnest servant of
Christ. Heart-sickening are many of the scenes herein depicted so very
graphically, but very sweet and gracious sentences are scattered
throughout the book, which is brimful of interest, and will greatly
encourage the faith of Christian workers in the power of the “Golden Key.”
We will let Lady Hope speak for herself and her book in the Preface. “The
narrative is taken from the identical district of which many of our readers
have read in the pamphlet entitled ‘A Bitter Cry from Outcast London.’
May we not thank God that while the cloud of ignorance, poverty, and sin
is dark indeed, there are ‘silver linings’ to it; and that, while the barriers are
great, and even impassable, to the efforts of a human hand, they are ready
to yield to the magic, nay, the miraculous influence of ‘OUR GOLDEN KEY,’
even the gospel of Jesus Christ, and the power of his Holy Spirit.”


Plain Teachings; or, Homely Lessons form God’s word. By Mrs. G.E.
MORTON. Hamilton, Adams, and Co.
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WE do not think much of this. There would seem to be no reason why a
person should not write a thousand volumes of such stuff. It keeps on, and
on, and on, in little jerky chapters; not long enough to be instructive, but
quite long enough to be tedious.


Street Arabs and Gutter Snipes. By GEO. C. NEEDHAM. Boston, U.S.A.:
D. L. Guernsey.


To use one of the illustrations of the author, this work is just like the sugar
that crystallizes around the white thread in rock-candy — grand collection
of facts put together in a most interesting fashion. Our good friend
certainly has a wonderful gift of arranging details of work done amongst
the low little ones, and he has furnished us with an array of incidents full of
pathos and power. In the “Arabic” language we can truly say of this book,
“It’s a good ‘un,” and the illustrations are “stunning.”


The Homiletic Magazine. Vol. 10 Nisbet and Co.


Some of the ablest of modern preachers and writers have contributed to
this volume, which is exceedingly rich in scholarship and thought. We see a
few tokens of the general loosening, but almost none as compared with the
general run of current theology; on the contrary, we note some excellent
defenses of orthodox truth. We cannot withhold a hearty word of praise
from this important volume. A preacher, isolated in a rural wilderness, will
not be without a friend if he receives a monthly visit from The Homiletic
Magazine.


NOTES


SOLICITED on all sides to preach abroad, and abundantly willing to do so,
we made another trial of laboring in the provinces with the same result as
on former occasions, an after break-down, a sharp agony, and a long
weakness. What can we do but keep to our own home-duties? Yet even
this day, when we are still feeble as a child, we are implored to take, a
public engagement. Oh, that we could! We must again cancel all promises,
and for awhile do home-work and nothing more. Crowded chapels,
windows necessarily opened, and consequent cold draughts, far air from
below, and cold air from above, make up an arrangement which must
arouse rheumatism when it slumbers ill the constitution. It may be that as
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the attacks are becoming briefer the evil will die out; but that
consummation is not yet reached.


It was our great happiness to have our Australian son as our much-
appreciated substitute during this last illness. He has just prepared for the
press the sermons preached in the Tabernacle. They will be published in a
few days at Isaiah. He has been busy in Perth, Dundee, and Edinburgh, and
we thank the friends in those regions who have so freely helped the funds
of his Auckland Tabernacle.


In answer to correspondents who inquire what treatment we follow for
rheumatic gout, we can only say that nothing has ever been of so much
service to us as the simple remedies prescribed by Dr. Barrett, Ramsden
Road, Balham. In simple gratitude to him for his care, we feel bound to
mention him as being the means of greatly abbreviating the period of pain.


Despite such frequent illnesses, every Thursday has seen the weekly
sermon issued from the press, and having now reached the number of
1,800 in unbroken order, we cannot refrain from uttering a note of praise
to the great Preserver of men who has favored us to bear so continuous a
testimony to the gospel of his Son.


REV. JOHN SPURGEON wishes us to announce that he has removed from
Upper Holloway to No. 3, Clifton Villas, Thornton Road, Croydon.


Mr. CONGREVE asks us to inform our readers that The Young Women’s
Christian Institute, West Brighton, will be opened early in October. It
contains a library furnished with 600 volumes; a large reading and music-
room, kitchen, dining-room, matron’s-room, etc.; also a lecture and class-
room, capable of seating from 200 to 250 persons. There are also nine
good bedrooms, intended chiefly for Christian workers requiring a week or
two’s rest and change. The work of the Institute was commenced nearly
two years since by. G. T. Congreve, in a temporary iron building. One
hundred and sixty members have been enrolled. The classes on Sunday
afternoon have frequently exceeded 100 in attendance. Some eight hundred
rounds will be needed before the Institute can be placed in trust.
Subscriptions in aid will be received by Lady Cardross, of 9, Denmark
Terrace, Brighton; and by the Secretary, Mrs. Congreve, Stretton, Third
Avenue, Brighton.


On Monday evening, Sept. 15, Mr. J. Hudson Taylor, and other friends
connected with the China Inland Mission, with a large company of male
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and female missionaries who were about to sail for China, attended the
Tabernacle prayer-meeting. Pastor J. A. Spurgeon presided, and Mr.
Taylor and several of the missionaries gave brief and interesting addresses.
We commend to the prayers and liberality of all our brethren this
wonderful work of faith. China’s Unions is a monthly periodical full of
interest and from it our readers can obtain full particulars of this Mission,
which is one of the most remarkable in modern times. Hr. Hudson Taylor is
a very apostle to China, and the Lord is with him. We have frequently
given accounts from his missionaries, and there is in this Sword and the
Trowel a specially striking article, singularly truthful and impressive, to
which we would call the attention of all our readers. When they are able to
aid this mission they can write to 6, Pyrland Road, Mildmay Park, London.


Sept. 22. The prayer-meeting ;was very largely attended. It was a
refreshing sight to see such a congregation gathered to “only a prayer-
meeting.” C. H. Spurgeon presided. Mr. Wm. Olney, jun., gave an account
of the success of the gospel in Haddon Hall. Mr. Young told how the Lord
had gathered into the fellowship of his Son more than two hundred persons
in Coilingwood Street, New Cut, while great numbers came to hear the
word, and their hall could not contain them. Special prayer was offered for
one restored to faith through “The Clue of the Maze,” and for all skeptics.
Two new elders prayed, and one of the patriarchs. Messrs. Fullerton and
Smith and other evangelists were remembered, together with many sick
and tried fiends, and sinners who asked to be prayed for. It was a time of
love. All hearts glowed with pleading desire; and as hymns of the cross
were sung, our grief for sin and joy in the Lord mingled their blessed
floods.


Friends in the country will be glad to know that; never since the opening of
the Tabernacle have the congregations been more closely packed, nor has
the spirit of hearing been more intense. We look for a large increase during
the coming months if strength be given to the Pastor to see the many who
are ready to confess the Lord Jesus. This is laborious and anxious work,
and demands great care.


COLLEGE:. — Through the kind hospitality of Pastor G. Wright, and the
church t Kingston, the new session of the College was inaugurated on
Sept. 2 by a delightful excursion up the River Thames. The tutors, the
former students, and twenty-two freshmen went from Waterloo to
Hampton Court, where a pleasure-barge and steam-launch awaited them.
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In these they proceeded on their way, fresh scenes of beauty unfolding
themselves at every bend of the grand old river till they reached Chertsey
Lock. Dinner, served on hoard, was relished by appetites made keener than
usual by the bracing air. On the homeward journey a meeting was held, and
several decorations were given. Deep regret was expressed at the absence
through illness of the beloved President, and the sympathy and love of all
on board were telegraphed to him. Professors Gracey and Fergusson
moved that the heartiest thanks of the brethren be accorded to Mr. Wright
and his worthy deacons for their kindness This was carried with applause.
Mr. Wright, in reply, said it was peculiarly appropriate that the Kingston
church should thus enter-rain the College, since the first student (R. T. W.
Medhurst, of Portsmouth) had settled there twenty-five years ago. Other
speeches followed, and at 6.30 Kingston was reached, where, after tea, the
Vice-President, J. A. Spurgeon, preached an excellent sermon from
Hebrews 11:8-10. Thus closed a day full of varied interest, only marred by
the enforced absence of the President. These notes are from one of the
brethren who will soon be leaving us for southern lands.


We are sorry to say that within a week of this happy outing one of the
“twenty-two freshmen” alluded to in the above paragraph, Mr. Frank Snell,
of Bury St. round’s, was suddenly stricken with a serious illness, which
proved fatal, so that he passed away on the morning of Sunday, Sept. 21.
We deeply sympathize with the sorrowing parents, who see their son cut
down just when, after three years of constant and earnest preaching, he had
gained a long-cherished wish and had entered the College. It is a loud call
to the students to be ready whenever the call shall come, and it is our
believing prayer that a session thus solemnly inaugurated may be fraught
with the utmost blessing. Had our young brother survived the broken
blood-vessel he would, we fear, have been a constant invalid. His course,
however, was run, and his sun did not go down out of due course.


Even a semi-invalid may, however, do good service for the Master if his
heart is in his work. We see this exemplified in the case of our brother D.
Laing, who was obliged to give up his pastorate in England through ill-
health, but who for two years has ministered to a small church in his native
place, Alva, N B., and has not labored in vain.


Mr. R. W. Ayres has removed from Matching Tye, to Fairford, Glos.; and
Mr. A. Smith, from West Drayton, to Shefford, Beds. Mr. Lyne, of
Chenies, is removing to Newton Abbot.







626


Mr. John Glover, who has labored most earnestly and successfully at
Combe Martin, N. Devon, for more than thirteen years, has arranged lo sail
shortly for Queensland. The Church of which he has been pastor will be
very grieved to part with him, and his brethren in the county will miss him;
but we judge that he is doing right ill going to a land where there are more
openings for Christian workers than there are in England, and where a man
who has a large family is not hindered by that fact, as he often is in this
country. We commend our brother most highly to all churches in
Queensland, and trust that he will not have to wait long before he finds a
suitable sphere, where the Lord will bless him, even as he has done in
Devonshire.


Mr. A. J. Clarke, who was formerly the companion of Mr. J. M. Smith,
sends us a most cheering report of his work in connection with the
Evangelization Society of Victoria, an. undenominational society which
sends its agents free to all parts of that colony. During the year, which
ended on June 30th, Mr. Clarke conducted 373 meetings, at which it ‘was
estimated that between eighty and ninety thousand persons were present,
of whom over 900 have united with the churches as the result of the
services. Mr. J. S. Harrison and Mr. E. Isaac have also conducted several
missions under the auspices of the same society.


Mr. Clarke informs us that Mr. J. A. Soper has removed from Yarraville,
Victoria, to Petersham, New South Wales; Mr. E. Isaac has settled at
Brunswick, Victoria; and Mr. R. Williamson, of Perth, Tasmania, is also
going to Victoria. Mr. Clarke says that there is great need at this time in
that colony of earnest, spiritually-minded me: who would go in for soul-
winning with all their hearts. Men of this stamp are wanted for all the
colonies, and at home, too. Mr. Padley has come home for a short time,
but has again sailed for Queensland.


EVANGELISTS. — They have recommenced work, and during the past
month have held very successful services at Galashiels, Falkirk, Selkirk,
and Hawick. A local paper, speaking of the Sunday-evening service for
men only at Galashiels, says : — “The room was again filled to its utmost
capacity. Mr. Fullerton delivered an earnest and telling address on ‘ Sin
bringing forth death.’ It was listened to with rapt attention. It may be said
that every address since the services commenced has been received in the
same manner. The meetings were looked forward to with much
expectancy, and they have come up in result in every respect to the
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expectations cherished. A great and undiminished interest has been
manifested in them. All classes have attended them. There have been found
in the meetings the hoary-haired grandsire and the child at school. Her
Majesty’s uniform has been seen in the hall, and. many hare come from
Selkirk and other towns to her. The prayer and inquiry-meetings, after the
ordinary services, have been well attended, and a large number of people
have remained to be spoken to as to the way of salvation. The evangelists
have been assisted in this work by many Christians in the town, and the
number of those taking an interest ill the meetings has been great.” One of
the most notable of the meetings in Galashiels was a service for mill-girls,
conducted by Mrs. Fullerton. The hall was densely crowded, and the word
was blessed to the immediate decision of several who heard it. Our
brethren were glad to meet with many believers who were converted at
their mission four years ago. The meetings at Selkirk were so well attended
that on the third night they had to be transferred to a larger hall.


This month our brethren go to Belfast, and they will be fully engaged until
the end of the year at Londonderry, Portadown, and other places in
Ireland.


Mr. Burnham wishes his correspondents to note that he has removed to
Blenheim Villa, Windmill Road, Brentford, Middlesex; and that he has no
vacant dates before next year’s College Conference. He has spent
September partly with Brother Cuff, at the Shoreditch Tabernacle, and
partly among the hop-pickers in Kent. From Oct. 7 to 20 he goes, for the
third time, to Swanage Congregational Chapel, and from Oct. 28 to Nov. 7
to Wareham.


Mr. Frank Russell has been preaching at South Shields, where he was
invited to the pastorate. We could not, under all the circumstances, advise
him to accept the invitation, and therefore he will continue the work of an
evangelist for the present. He has lately conducted services at Attercliffe
and Leeds; and has promised also to visit New Whittington and Taunton
before the end of the year.


Messrs. Mateer and Parker have been holding meetings in connection with
our brother Duncan’s church at Huddersfield. Large numbers attended,
many inquired the way of salvation, and not a few rejoiced in finding
Christ. This month the evangelists go to Glasgow and Mirfield.







628


In connection with the work of Mr. H. Rylands Brown among the tea-
planters of Assam, it is most proper to mention that he is, during that part
of the year which he spends in that region, supported by the Anglo-Indian
Evangelization Society. We should be sorry to deprive that excellent
society of any of the honor of such good work. On the contrary, we wish it
growing success, and greatly appreciate its objects and methods.


ORPHANAGE. — We have very gratefully received, from “Yorkshire,” two
artist-stamped, first-proof engravings of Sir Noel Paton’s pictures Thy will
be done,” and , The Man of Sorrows.” The generous donor says that he
subscribed twelve guineas each for them, and in gratitude for the blessing
which he and his mother haw received through reading our sermons for
many years, he sends them to be disposed of for the benefit of the
Orphanage. Perhaps some of our friends, who are lovers of art, and who
would also like to help the institutions will make us an offer for one or both
of the engravings.


We have a gold watch, by Frodsham, which cost the generous donor £25.
A watchmaker tells us that any one who buys it for £l5 will have a bargain.
We have considerable difficulty in selling such gifts at anything like the
price which they originally cost, at, should be glad if any person would by
this watch to aid the Orphanage funds.


One of our kind friends, who has for many years made a “Sunday dinner-
table collection” for the Orphanage, in forwarding this year’s amount, says,
“Could you not urge others to do the same? We limit the contributions to
one penny each.” Having mentioned the matter, we thank our brother and
all the Sunday diners at his table, and hope that his suggestion will be
carried out by many other families without any urging on our part.


During the past month, we have received four sacks of flour from half “the
Orphanage acre,” which our friend, Mr. James Toller, of Waterbeach,
generously set apart, many years ago, for the benefit of our orphan
children. The yield this year is larger than ever before, and, if it be possible,
our gratitude also is proportionately increased. This acre was given to us
when we had only boys to keep; we suppose times have been too bad with
the farmers since we have built the girls’ side of the institution, or some
one would have consecrated an acre for them. Such a plot of ground would
be peculiarly entitled to the name of “God’s acre.”
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We have been specially thankful for tidings of a legacy of £100, less duty,
which will shortly be paid, and which we are informed is the direct result of
one of the provincial tours of Mr. Charlesworth and is choir. We hope that
other visits will be similarly productive of benefit to the funds of the
Orphanage, and that the singers and ringers will remember that, while they
gather n an immediate harvest from their seed-sowing, there may be, in
some instances, a still richer crop left “for the reaping by-and-by.”


Our good brother, Pastor George Hill, M A., of Leeds, the President of the
Yorkshire Baptist Association, is making the arrangements for the
Yorkshire tour in November; and we are quite sure that in his hands
everything that is possible will be done to ensure the success of the
meetings. In December the choir will pay their annual visit to Portsmouth
and the South of England, where they are always heartily welcomed, and
generously treated. Could not other towns invite them?


Collectors Meeting. — Will all our collectors kindly’ note that the next
meeting for the reception of boxes and books, with the amounts collected,
will be held at the Orphanage on Wednesday evening, October 29 e shall
have an interesting program, and shall be glad to see as many of our busy
bees as can bring to the hive the honey they have gathered.


COLPORTAGE. — The necessity for colportage as a counteracting agency
to the trashy and demoralizing productions of unprincipled publishers is
still very evident. Indecent and infidel publications of the most unblushing
and pronounced character are boldly and constantly thrust upon the public
notice. In our large towns they are offered for sale at many a street-corner,
and displayed in small sweetstuff or tobacco shops, while the quiet Sabbath
hour is rudely disturbed by the bawling vendors of sporting or betting
papers. The country districts are also largely supplied with the same class
of printed rubbish.


The object of the colporteur is to visit the homes of the people, and
persuade them to purchase and read books and periodicals of a character
which shall interest them and yet at the same time cultivate a purer and
better taste, and, above all, lead sinners to the Savior. The Association
constantly employs seventy Christian men, who are scattered all over
England and in some parts of Wales; but the committee are desirous to
extend the work to many more districts, and will send, equip, and support a
man in any approved district for which £40 a year is subscribed. Two new
districts will he opened in October — one at Stratford-on-Avon,
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Warwickshire, and another at Melksham, Wiltshire. In each district there is
a wide field for useful service. Applications for other districts will be gladly
considered, and should he sent to the depot, Colportage Association,
Temple Street, Southwark, S.E. Subscriptions to the general fund are
earnestly solicited.


PERSONAL NOTES One of our evangelists recently told us the following
remarkable story A woman in Scotland who was determined, as far as
possible, not to have anything to do with religion, threw her Bible, and all
the tracts she could find in her house, into the fire. One of the tracts fell
down out of the flames, so she picked it up and thrust it in again. A second
time it slipped down, and once more she put it back. Again her evil
intention was frustrated, but the next time she was more successful, though
even then only half of it was consumed. Taking up the portion that fell out
of the fire, she exclaimed, “Surely! the devil is in that tract, for it won’t
burn.” Her curiosity was excited; she began to read it, and it was the means
of her con/ version. The “tract” was one of the sermons published in “The
Metropolitan” that sermon Tabernacle Pulpit Very and the woman, too,
were “saved, yet so as by fire.” What wondrous ways the Lord has of
brining home the truth to the hearts and consciences of sinners!


One of our country sermon-readers, who has himself derived great blessing
from the sermons: write to tell us of many others in the town where tie
lives., whose souls have been fed upon the spiritual food which we have
provided for them. He mentions especially an aged believer, two railway-
guards, a stone-mason, two members of the local branch of the Y. M. C.
A., and others, who have toed him of the joy with which they welcome the
weekly messenger. Our correspondent finds much comfort in the doctrines
of grace, and is exceedingly thankful that; soon after he was converted a
Christian friend spoke of the benefit he had received from the sermons, and
advised him to take them hi.. for himself. He says, “I thank God a thousand
times for your sermons. As to read them, have continued and others of
your works, I have learned to love you with a love that will last to all
eternity.”


A friend writes to tell us of a case in which one of our sermons has led to
the conversion of a man who had failed, and only paid ls. 6d. in the £1.
Some time afterwards he took another installment to one of his creditors,
explained the circumstances that had wrought the change in him, and said
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that he would pay all that he owed if he could, but if not he would pray
every day that the Lord would bless and prosper the man he had wronged.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. August 28, eight.
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THE SWORD AND THE TROWEL


NOVEMBER, 1884.


CONCERNING THE DROPPING OF
HONEYCOMBS


BY C. H. SPURGEON,


TURN to the nineteenth Psalm, and tenth verse, and there read in our
version,” sweeter also than honey and the honeycomb.” This is applied to
“the judgments of the Lord,” which are “true and righteous altogether.”
The expression sets forth David’s esteem of the law of God, and we may
fitly apply it to Holy Scripture. The Hebrew hath it, “sweeter than the
dropping of honeycombs.” Whereupon good Mr. Brooks observes “It is
sweeter, than those drops which drop immediately and naturally, without
any force or art, which is counted the purest and the sweetest honey.”
There are texts of Scripture which are exceedingly sweet, and marvelously
free in the giving forth of their sweetness, needing little study or
meditation. Children have their drops and their little candies which melt
away in their mouths, and even so certain Scriptures are prepared for the
Lord’s little children: they have only to receive them by the mouth of faith
and their enjoyment is great. Some words of the Lord are as nuts that need
cracking, or grapes that need treading in the winepress, for their meaning
lieth not upon the surface; but those to which I refer are ready for use: they
are simple sweetnesses, prepared pleasures — in fact, drops of delight. To
enjoy these one does not need to be a theologian or a grammarian, much
less a philosopher or a mystic. The honey of the meaning flows out of the
comb of the words as fluid consolation, liquid love, pure joy, and perfect
truth. The student does not need to pore over his book, or the preacher to
consult his library, or the hearer to collect his knowledge, the dainty
comfort offers itself to the palate, and goeth down sweetly, spreading its
savor over the whole inner man without effort.


I should like, as the Holy Spirit opens up the word to me, to give my
friends every now and then a drop of honey out of the rock, by dwelling
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upon certain easy texts as they yield themselves to my heart. I would not so
much think as enjoy, and then give to you that which has been precious to
my own heart. There are some preachers whose main business seems to be
to lead people among the thorns, where they are torn with perplexities; it is
mine on this occasion to run by way of the plain, along the level road of
evident teaching. On the Sabbath it is well to rest the mind as well as the
body. We do not so much want deep problems to make our heads ache as
holy consolations to quiet our hearts. Those who use such long words that
they cannot be understood without a dictionary go very near’ to breaking
the Sabbath themselves, and compelling their hearers to do the same. At
any rate, on these occasions I shall neither perplex my readers nor cause
them any mental labor, honey-drops are for pleasure, not for labor; and
they are for children rather than for students. Many a sweet truth in God’s
word is so very simple that it does not need excogitating so much as
enjoying. When you get a honey-drop you just put it in your mouth. and let
it lie there, or turn it round with your tongue till it dissolves. Let us do this
as occasion offers with several simple passages, and just now with these
words from the Book of Genesis, fifteenth chapter and first verse. Bees,
and their hives and combs, are very plentiful in Palestine, and here we have
good store of sweetness. The one sentence which I have pitched upon is
full, and rich, and simple, and we will try to enjoy it. It is God’s word to his
servant Abraham.


“Fear not, Abram: I am thy shield, and thy exceeding great reward.”


“Fear not, Abram.” Alas, fear is an ague which haunts these marsh.-lands.
When shall we get to higher ground, and dwell above? Fear is a complaint
common among the Lord’s people; we might be sure that it, was so when
we learned that Abram suffered from it for he was ‘the most vigorous of
believers. Does Abram need a “fear not”? Then we may be pretty sure that
we require it too. I am afraid that wherever there is faith there will also be
a measure of fear; though the less of it the better. How tenderly the Lord
quiets the fears of his children. “Fear not, Abram.” As much as if he had
said — You are all. alone; but fear not, for I am with you. You are in much
labor; but fear not, I will help you. You have no portion in this strange
land; but fear not, for I am your God. Do not fear in the present; do not
fear in the future. Fear neither the failure of friends nor the fury of foes. Be
brave, calm, hopeful, trustful, joyful. “Fear not, Abram.” You have just
been fighting the kings: you felt yourself to be a man of peace, and not
accustomed to the deadly strife, but I have given the plunderers like driven
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stubble to your bow, and you have thought back Lot and all his train of
servants that were taken prisoners. You need not even fear for your
relatives; I will bless them for your sake. Beside that, you have not touched
a thread or a shoe-latchet of the King of Sodom’s goods, but you have
borne yourself in a right royal manner, therefore fear not to enjoy your
success, you shall be safe from all attacks, and you shall live in the respect
of the great ones around you. This blessed “Fear not” was a quietus to
every form of alarm which might come near the man of God.


But the Lord seemed to think that after his conflict, and his victory Abram
might begin to sink; such is often the case with bold men: it was so even
with Elias, the prophet of fire. Men are not afraid when the battle rages,
their spirit is equal to the danger and the struggle; bull when all is over then
a reaction comes, and they greatly need the Lord’s” Fear not.” Have you
never felt yourself strangely supported under the direst afflictions, so that
they seemed not to be afflictions at; all? When pressure has been removed
you have been ready to faint, like Samson after he had slain the Philistines.
Fear is apt to be, greatest when the reason for it is smallest. We are often
quiet in a storm, and distracted in a calm. We are singular beings, mysteries
to ourselves, and riddles to our neighbors. Our constitution and disposition
are made up of odds and ends, and gatherings from all manner of beasts,
and birds, and fishes, and no one can understand us except the Lord; but,
blessed be his name, he knows us altogether, and therefore he brings forth
the right consolation at the right moment, saying; “Fear not,” in the instant
wherein we are most likely to fear.


“Fear not, Abram.” Were there not two things about which the patriarch
might have feared? First, about his own safety. This was met by the
assurance, “Fear not, Abram, I am thy shield.” When he had no other
guard, Abraham was shielded by his God. He was like a sheep in the midst
of wolves, a one stranger surrounded by hostile nations; but a spell was
upon the Canaanites, for the Lord had said, “Touch not mine anointed, and
do my prophets no harm.” The protected of the Lord needed not to wear
armor, nor bear a sword, for Jehovah had said, “I am thy shield.” Abraham
possessed no fortress, he commanded no army; he did not even dwell in a
house, and yet he was safe enough. His tents were no defense, and yet no
one ever broke into them, or dared to threaten those who dwelt within: no
assassin waylaid him. no marauder attacked him; he dwelt at ease behind
the broad shield of the Almighty. He was as safe as if he had been enclosed
within walls that reached to heaven. The armor of God covered him from
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head to foot. So, dear friends, when we seem to have nothing visible to
protect us, what a blessing it is to know that; we are guarded by the
Invisible and Omnipotent God! The visible must always of necessity be
finite, but the invisible God is infinite, there is no searching of his
understanding. You are infinitely safe if you are a believer in the living
God, — your beginnings and your endings, your wakings and your
sleepings, your journeyings and your restings, your sufferings and your
doings, your slander or your honor, your pore. try or your wealth, your all
for ever and ever is most secure when the Lord is your keeper, and your
shield upon your right hand. Be it ours to leave our cares, and give our
hearts up to the repose of faith Come, sing with me that verse of the
beloved Toplady : —


“Inspirer and Hearer of prayer,
Thou Shepherd and Guardian of thine,


My all to thy covenant care
I sleeping and waking resign.


If thou art my shield and my sun,
The night is no darkness to me;
And fast as my moments roll on,


They bring me but nearer to thee.”


‘We are safe if God be with us.. We may be in the midst of cruel
adversaries, but no weapon that is formed against us can prosper if God be
our shield. Please to notice that the Lord does not say, “I will shield you,”
but I, that am the Almighty, I am your shield; it is not alone my power, my
wisdom, my love, which will protect you, but I myself will be your shield.


Then Abram may have thought, “I shall be protected, but after all shall I
not spend my life in vain?” He might have feared for his success, lie led the
life of a gipsy, roaming through a land in which he owned no foot of
ground; therefore the Lord added, “I am thy reward.” Do see, he does not
say, “I will reward you,” but he says, “I am thy reward.” Dear brother
ministers, if souls are saved, they are a form of reward to you; but,
nevertheless, rejoice not in them, but rather rejoice that your names are
written in heaven. I have quoted an old text, first spoken to chosen men
who had healed the sick and cast out devils in Christ’s name. Yes, dear
brethren, if many receive our word it is our joy that they have received it;
but still we may be disappointed in our estimate of conversions, and at the
best our success will not, equal our desires. The only reward that a
Christian carefully that, was reward enough, was it not? It is wealth
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enough to a believer to possess his God, honor enough to please his God,
happiness enough to enjoy his God. My heart’s best treasure lies here:
“This God is our God for ever and ever; he will be our guide even unto
death.” “Oh, but people have been so ungrateful to me.” True, but your
God does not forget your work of faith and labor of love. “Ah, sir, I am
dreadfully poor.” Yet you have God All-sufficient; and all things are yours.
“has! I am so ill.” But Jehovah Rophi is the Lord that healeth thee. “Alas! I
have no friends left to me.” Yet the best of friends changes not, and dies nt.
Is he not better to you than a host of other friends. How great is your God?
He filleth all things. Then, what more can you seek? Would you have two
persons occupying the same place? If God fills all, where is there room for
another? Is not God’s grace sufficient for you? Do you bemoan a cup of
water which has been spilled at your feet? A well is near. Did I hear you
cry, I have not a drop in my bucket”? A river flows hard by the river of
God, which is full of water. O mournful soul, why art thou disquieted?
What aileth thee, that thou shouldst fret thy life into rags?


Very fitly does the Lord say to Abram, “I am thy exceeding great reward.”
He is infinitely more as a reward than we could ever have deserved,
desired, or expected. There is no measuring such a reward as God himself.
If we were to pine away in poverty it would be joy enough to know that
God gives himself over to us to be our portion. The tried people of God
will tell you that in their sharpest sorrows their joys have reached flood-
tide when they have known and felt that the Lord is their Covenant God,
their Father, their all. Our cup runs over when faith receives Jehovah
himself as the crown of the race, the wages of the service. What more can
even God bestow than himself?


Now you see what I meant at the beginning, by honey-drops. I have not
strained after novel thoughts or choice words; but have persuaded you to
taste the natural sweetness of the Scripture. Receive it as God gives it, and
go your way, and let the flavor of it fill your mouths all through the week.
Fear not, Mary; fear not, William; fear not, Sarah; fear not, John. The Lord
saith to thee, even as to Abraham; — “ I am thy shield and thy exceeding
great reward.” No Scripture is of private interpretation; you may take out
the name of Abram, and put your own name into the promise if you are of
Abraham’s spiritual seed, and do not stagger at the promise through
unbelief. “If children, then heirs,” applies to all the spiritual family. The
ground whereon thou liest the Lord thy God has given thee; if thou canst
rest on this word, it is thine to rest upon. The Lord is thy Defender and
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Rewarder, and by the double title he shuts out all fear, making thy rest to
be doubly sure. Wherefore, cease thou from all anxiety. Rest in the Lord,
and wait patiently for him. This day he bids thee dwell at ease, and delight
thyself in HIM.


RELIGION NOT MELANCHOLY.


Look at old Mr. Blank! Why, he is the picture of melancholy! I tell you
that religion is a damper to a man’s spirit, and makes life dull and dreary.
Holy men are always moping.” So said a youth who wanted to excuse
himself for attending to the concerns of his soul. I called him to me, and
bade him stand still a while, and hear how well I could practice the art of
reasoning after his own manner. Then I said to him, “I know a florist, who
just now wears deep mourning for his deceased wife; therefore flowers are
wretched objects, and all florists are widowers. I know a draper who for a
time carries his arm in a sling; therefore silks and cottons have a withering
effect upon the limbs, and all mercers are men of one arm.” The ingenuous
youth could bear it no longer. He cried, “Nonsense!” Yet I had only
ploughed with his heifer, and used his own logic. I could have proved a
great number of absurdities in the same way, but he had not the patience to
endure more of it. The fact is, that some few believers are of a gloomy
constitution, or are in peculiar trial, or have declined in grace, and these are
sorely sad; but the rule remains that the way of godliness is the way of
peace, and he that labors to be holy is in the road to being happy. The
excuse made by ungodly men, that religion would make them miserable, is
so bad an excuse that it is worse than none. To excuse our rebellion against
God by slandering his people, and libeling his service, is to add sin to sin.


C. H. S.


FAITH’S ARC DE TRIOMPHE


IN the eleventh chapter of the Epistle to the Hebrews, the Apostle Paul
erects a triumphal arch to the honor of Faith. It did not require much labor
to make a selection of brave deeds to be engraven upon the monument; for
faith’s prowess has been shown in so many fields, and it has wrought such
varied marvels, that when long lists of its deeds are mentioned far more are
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left. Time would fail to tell of the achievements of faith, but its record will
never come to an end for lack of matter. It is somewhat striking that no
such trophy has ever bee raised to himself. None such could be raised, for
it has done nothing worthy of remembrance. Subduing kingdoms, working
righteousness by stopping the mouths of lions, and so forth, are quite out
of its line, and it knows nothing of “a better resurrection.” But it might
have tried its hand at founding hospitals, erecting orphanages, and other
ordinary fruits of a belief in Christianity. Why has it not done so? It is
altogether negative, destructive, sterile; and is therefore by no means the
principle upon which to build a life if a man designs to make it useful and
honorable. Show us the value of your skepticism by its purifying influence
upon the characters of skeptics, and the fruitfulness of atheism by the
beneficence which has proceeded from its constraint, and we will consider
the matter. But as yet we question whether any one of the human race was
ever raised to anything noble, spiritual, or unselfish by the force of unbelief.
The doubt which is nowadays cried up with as much noise as that of the
craftsmen of Demetrius when they shouted for the space of two hours
“Great is Diana of the Ephesians,” is a dead idol as far as any working out
of good is concerned. Be it our, to be actuated by a principle tried and
proved in all ages by the saintly and the heroic. Let those who prefer it
choose to doubt; be it ours to believe. No man has ever had the hardihood
to preach “Doubt and live;” but “Believe and live” is the essence of the
message from heaven. — C. H. S.


NOTES


ON Tuesday evening, September 30, the annual meeting of MR. DUNN’S


BIBLE CLASS was held in the lecture-hall, under the presidency of Pastor C.
H. Spurgeon. Addresses were delivered by the Chairman, and Messrs.
Dunn (President of the class), Boulter (Treasurer), Adams, Bullivant, and
Creasey; while the rest of the evening was pleasantly filled up with singing
and recitations by friends of the members. The report presented by the
Secretary, Mr. Hudson, was an exceedingly interesting one. Our
Tabernacle friends have discovered the art of making reports which are
anything but sleep-producers, and it has been quite a treat to listen to
several of them recently. There are 145 members on the roll of the class,
and the average number in attendance has been 103. The study of the
Scriptures in the class has strengthened those who were believers, and has
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been the means of the conversion of others. The brethren who are thus
associated seek to do good as well as to get good. During the year they
have subscribed £15 for the College, and £33 for missionary purposes.
These amounts were presented to the Pastor at the meeting, and very
gratefully acknowledged by him. The members also undertake a
considerable amount of evangelistic work, and have preaching stations of
their own, where their efforts have brought salvation to many during the
past twelve months. All particulars concerning the meetings can be
obtained of Mr. Dunn, or at No. 12 class-room on Sunday afternoons, at 3
o’clock. Classes which meet only for secular improvement usually
degenerate into Amusement Clubs, and even religious classes soon lose
their interest unless they have holy work to do outside of themselves.
Selfish religion dies of heart-disease, but love to souls brings life and health
with it. All Bible-classes should practice what they read.


On Monday evening, October 6, additional interest was given to the
prayer-meeting at the Tabernacle by the presence of several young men
who were about to engage in the work of the CHINA INLAND MISSION. Mr.
Hudson Taylor has yet another regiment of Missionaries to go to China,
thus making a grand addition to the workers in that country. Will not our
readers remember this increasing work in their prayers? Will they not also
help it when they are dividing out the Lord’s money? Pastor Thomas
Spurgeon also gave a cheering report of his visits to Scotland, the Eastern
Counties, and other parts of England, where he had preached and lectured
on behalf of the Auckland Tabernacle Building Fund, with most
encouraging results.


On Friday evening, October 10, the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE EVANGELISTS’ ASSOCIATION was held in the lecture-hall.
Pastor C.H. Spurgeon occupied the chair. Notwithstanding unfavorable
weather, there was a large attendance, and the whole of the proceedings
were hearty and enthusiastic. Mr. Elvin, the untiring Secretary of the
Association, presented his report for the year in a manner which many
times compelled us to laugh, but which also constrained us to thank God
for the great amount of earnest work which had been accomplished, in
spite of serious difficulties and discouragements. The Chairman spoke of
the characteristics of men whom the Lord usually blesses in his service.
Pastor Thomas Spurgeon delivered an address on “Fireworks and Fruit,”
which is published in the present magazine. Messrs. Britton, Pavey, Cox,
A. Curtis, and C. Stanley, and Dr. Thain Davidson gave accounts of the
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work of the Association, and the choirs or members from the various
mission-stations sang sacred songs, anthems, etc.


There are seven mission-stations entirely under the care of the Association,
and another is about to be added to them. At these stations 477 Sunday
services have been held during the year, in addition to 383 open-air
gatherings on Sundays, and 170 on week-nights. There are also 51 other
mission-stations where 523 services have been held; the members of the
Association have gone as pulpit supplies 378 times; they have held 128
special evangelistic meetings on Sunday evenings, and 263 on week-nights;
and have conducted 771 other services, making a total for the twelve
months of 3,093. The year’s expenditure for rent, gas, traveling, printing,
advertising, postage, etc., has been about £220, towards which Pastor C.
H. Spurgeon has given £85, collections have realized £53 15s. 7d., and
donations £73 10s. 9d. We do not know where the Lord’s stewards can
find a better investment for their Master’s money than in such work as this,
which aims directly at the evangelization of this vast city of London. The
workers receive no remuneration, and do not work against the churches,
but for them, and in the midst of them. Any churches desiring special
services can apply to Mr. Elvin at 30, Surrey Square, Walworth, S.E.


On Monday evening, October 13, the annual meeting of the
METROPOLITAN TABERNACLE MATERNAL SOCIETY was held in the lecture-
hall. Short speeches concerning the work of the Society were delivered by
Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, and Messrs. B. W. Carr and J. W. Harrald, and a
number of the Stock-well Orphanage girls sang very sweetly some sacred
songs. Daring the year 243 poor women have been relieved by this useful
agency, and it is hoped that some of them, at least, have been benefited
spiritually as well as temporally. The expenditure has been about £84, and
a balance of £6 6s. 10½d. was due to the Treasurer, but this was more than
defrayed by the Pastor’s donation of £10. The working meetings are held
in the Ladies’ Room at the Tabernacle on the Tuesday after the second
Sunday in each month, and additional workers and subscribers are always
welcome. The poverty of London is appalling, and to help poor women at
the time of their confinement is a charitable work in which imposition is
scarcely possible.


At the prayer-meeting, in the Tabernacle, the same evening, there was
again a large attendance, and the spirit of supplication and thanksgiving
was richly manifested. The orphan girls helped in the service of song; Mr.
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Chamberlain once more thrilled us with holy emotions as he sang, “When
the mists are rolled away,” and “Show me thy face”; Mr. Thomas
Spurgeon deepened the impressions already made by expounding the
words, “Now are we the sons of God”; and Mr. Harrald narrated an
instance in which prayer offered in the Tabernacle at the request of a
Christian woman in Suffolk, had been answered by the conversion of the
son for whom the petition had been presented. Altogether, it was a night
long to be remembered. Indeed, this might be said of every Monday
evening. No two meetings are ever alike, nothing is stereotyped, but under
the guidance of the Holy Spirit our weekly gatherings for prayer are times
of great refreshing from the presence of the Lord.


On Tuesday evening, Oct. 14, Pastor Thomas Spurgeon delivered his
LECTURE ON “BRIGHTER BRITAIN,” in the Tabernacle, in aid of the building
fund of his new Tabernacle in Auckland. The chair was taken by his father,
who had occupied a similar position on the previous Wednesday, when the
lecture was given in the West Croydon Baptist Chapel. On that occasion,
through the loving exertions of Pastor J. A. and Mrs. Spurgeon, and the
liberality of several of their generous helpers, the Auckland Tabernacle
Fund was increased by the noble sum of one hundred guineas. At the
Tabernacle there was a good audience, so that a considerable amount will
be realized towards the house of prayer which is rapidly approaching
completion. We had on view the large and handsome clock which has been
presented by Pastor C. Spurgeon and the church at South Street,
Greenwich, for use in the new Tabernacle, in addition to £76 contributed
when Mr. T. Spurgeon preached and lectured in his brother’s chapel.
Several friends at the Tabernacle have subscribed a portion of the cost of a
communion service, and we expect the whole amount will be given before
our son sails for his distant field of labor.


As to the lecture itself, it must be heard to be appreciated, for no
description could convey a fair idea of the information, instruction, and
humor which the lecturer manages to impart to his audience in the space of
an hour and a-half.


October 19 and 20, being the days set apart for universal PRAYER FOR


SUNDAY-SCHOOLS, were observed by our schools at the Tabernacle as a
season of special supplication. On the Sunday morning the Pastor preached
from 1 Kings 18:12, a sermon which is published under the title of
“Obadiah; or Early Piety Eminent Piety.” At the prayer-meeting, on the
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Monday evening, there was an unusually large attendance, and the petitions
were mainly on behalf of the young. Some pleasing testimonies were given
by the parents of children who have been converted, and have joined the
church at the Tabernacle; and the Pastor delivered an address to teachers
upon some of the qualifications for successful service.


Another party of missionaries, on this occasion all ladies, who were about
to leave England in connection with the CHINA INLAND MISSION, were
commended to the Lord in prayer. Altogether, the meeting must have been
exceedingly helpful and encouraging to all who are engaged in Sunday-
school and mission work.


Mrs. Evans asks us to mention that she has very gratefully received from
our Brother Potter, at Agra, a large and useful parcel of clothing for the
Poor Ministers’ Clothing Society. Other contributions, either of money or
materials, will be heartily welcomed, as many applicants are seeking the
help of the Society. The Colporteurs’ Clothing Society also needs
assistance. Donations and applications should be addressed to Miss
Hooper, Metropolitan Tabernacle, Newington, S.E. The working meetings
are held in the Ladies’ Room, on Monday afternoons, alternately with the
Orphanage working meetings. Both poor ministers and colporteurs are
aided by these two societies, and money is made to go a long way by the
skill of the lady-workers. The time draws near when it is peculiarly
seasonable to gladden these poor servants of the Lord with boxes of useful
things. We do not ask for mere rubbish; but good second-hand clothes are
acceptable, and better still, new articles of apparel which have become a
little out of fashion. Our draper friends do great good when they send on
what they have not been able to sell during the season. Our clients are not
very careful about the novelty of the cut.


COLLEGE. — Mr. H. H. Driver, who came to us from the church at
Auckland, New Zealand, has completed his term with us, and has arranged
to return with our son Thomas at the end of this month, or early in
December. He leaves us with the heartiest good wishes of the President,
tutors, and students, who all unite in commending him to the brethren at
the other side of the globe.


Mr. G. J. Dann, of James’ Grove, Peck-ham, has been selected by the
committee of the Baptist Missionary Society for the post of pastor of the
church at Allahabad, India. By the time these “Notes” are in the hands of
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our readers he will be on his way to his new sphere of labor, where we
trust he will be greatly useful.


Mr. John Stubbs, who was obliged through failing health to come home
from Allahabad, has now so fully recovered his strength that he has
prevailed with the committee to send him out again for mission work in
India, where his heart has been ever since he was compelled to return.


Mr. A. McCaig, of Streatham, is going to Brannoxtown, Ireland, to occupy
the place vacated by Mr. Stubbs; and Mr. T. L. Edwards, of Luton,
succeeds Mr. Wainwright as pastor of the church at Stockton-on-Tees.


Our friend, Rev. J. M. Hewson, has sent the following lines In Memoriam
of our student, Mr. Frank Snell : —


Taken by a Father’s hand,
Taken to the better land;


Taken to the home of love,
Taken to the rest above.


Taken in the bloom of life,
Taken from a world of strife;
Taken up from faith to sight,
Taken into God’s own light.


Gone from all his friends so dear,
Gone from those he loved to cheer;
Gone from earth — beyond the sky,


Gone to join the saints on high.
Gone from fellowship below,


Gone the utmost bliss to know;
Gone from serving Jesus here,


Gone beyond all doubt and fear.


Away from sorrow, sin, and pain,
Away the heaven of love to gain;
Away to join the pure and blest,
Away with Jesus Christ to rest.


Away from College, class, and friend,
Away where pleasures never end;
Away while work was but begun,


Away to hear his Lord’s “well done !”


EVANGELISTS. — During the past month Messrs. Fullerton and Smith have
been in Belfast, where large numbers have attended the services, and many
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have received the truth as it is in Jesus. The evangelists will continue in
Belfast for part of November, and they will afterwards visit several other
towns in the North of Ireland. They are fully engaged for many months to
come.


Mr. Burnham has been at Swanage and Wareham lately, and this month he
is to be at Wood Green and Melton Mowbray.


Mr. Russell’s visits to Attercliffe (Sheffield) and York Road, Leeds, were
productive of much good. At both places the evangelist found several of
his heartiest helpers in those who were converted at his services last year.
Pastor R. Ensoll reports that at Attercliffe a week of special prayer and
house-to-house visitation prepared the way for the meetings, which were
large and enthusiastic from the very first; and night after night anxious
inquirers were pointed to the Savior. Among the many who have professed
to be converted during the mission there are nearly all the members of one
of the young men’s classes. Mr. Russell has since conducted a series of
special services at New Whittington.


The secretary of the Evangelists’ Association, in connection with the North
Frederick Street Baptist Church, Glasgow, writes that the fortnight’s
mission held by Messrs. Mateer and Parker resulted in the quickening of
Christians, the reclaiming of backsliders, and the bringing in of many who
had been without Christ. On the second Sunday evening the National Hall
was crowded with an attentive and interested congregation. This month
our brethren are to visit Trowbridge, Hanwell, and Margate.


ORPHANAGE. — We are happy to announce that the gold watch mentioned
in last month’s “Notes” has been sold for £15, the price we wished to get
for it. The friend who purchased it, who is one of the collectors for the
Orphanage, says that he would like a good gold Albert chain to match the
watch, and if anyone will make the institution such a present he will be
pleased to buy it. We cannot do less than make his wish known, and it is
possible that some generous giver will enable us to gratify it. We have not
yet received an offer for the engravings of Sir Noel Paton’s pictures, “Thy
will be done,” and “The Man of Sorrows.”


The Collectors’ Meeting is held too late in the month to be reported in the
present magazine, but the lists of the amounts brought in will be published
in our December number.
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Mr. Charlesworth, and his choir of singers and bell-ringers, start on
November 6th for their northern tour. They are to visit Lincoln, Barnsley,
Sheffield, Scarborough, Huddersfield, Bradford, Halifax, Leeds, York, and
Hull. After a few days at home, they start again for Bournemouth,
Salisbury, Lymington, Newport, Cowes, Gosport, Portsmouth, Worthing,
Brighton, Hastings, Ashford, Folkestone, Dover, Deal, Margate,
Sittingbourne, and Chatham. Will all our friends do what they can to make
the meetings successful ?


COLPORTAGE. — Attention has recently been called in “The Church
Congress” to the importance of providing good literature, and seeking to
adopt some method of dealing with the unhealthy publications now so
prevalent. No mention appears to have been made of the necessity for
some agency for promoting the circulation of the large quantity of
wholesome and interesting reading now provided. To some extent it finds
an outlet in the ordinary trade channels. This usually means that books are
sold to those who ask for them; but by means of the colporteurs a whole
neighborhood is systematically and regularly visited, with the express
object of calling attention to the evils of reading bad books, and by the
display of an attractive and well-selected stock of moral and religious
books, and suitably illustrated periodicals, the people are persuaded to
purchase that which shall be of lasting benefit to their minds and hearts.
Slowly the Christian public are beginning to realize the value of this
agency, which combines the bookseller with the evangelist, and works on
unsectarian lines.


We are pleased to announce that, in addition to the two new districts
reported last month, others will shortly be opened at Epping and
Launceston, for each of which £40 a year has been guaranteed, while the
matter is under consideration in other districts. Will any friends who did
not see the Secretary’s letter in the August number of The Sword and the
Trowel kindly read it there? It will be sent by post on application, also
Reports and Collecting Books, or any information. Subscriptions are much
needed to maintain the General Fund from which assistance to the various
districts is constantly drawn.


PERSONAL NOTES. — We cannot spare space enough for notices of many
interesting cases of the usefulness of our printed sermons which have
recently come before us, but we must find room for the following
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instances, of which we received information by the same post, although the
writers are far removed from one another : —


One of our Colporteurs, laboring in an English country town, says that he
has been specially requested by a confirmed invalid, who is suffering
greatly from paralysis of the spine, to express her sincere thanks for the
spiritual food that she finds in the sermons, by which she was first brought
to the Lord.


“A Presbyterian, County Donegal, Ireland,” writes : — “ I have received
peace through reading a sermon of yours, entitled ‘Sight for those who see
not.’ (No. 1798.) Although you do not know me, nor I you, personally, I
thought it might help to cheer you in your work for the Master, and
encourage you in preaching plain, simple, gospel sermons — few, too few,
of which we hear. I have to thank you, dear sir, for that sermon; it was
printed for me.”


The following comes from Afghanistan : — “I write this letter just to
inform you what an immense deal of good your valuable sermons have
done to my soul; and, I am certain, to the souls of thousands, of which on
are not aware, and cannot be aware. I knew a man who, for a long time,
never went to any place of worship, but he took a great delight in reading
aloud your sermons, all by himself, at his own home, just as if he were
preaching them. He told me that he liked them better than any others he
had ever heard or read. You may judge, therefore, that the Holy Spirit was
working in his heart.”


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — September 25, fifteen; October 2,
fourteen.
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THE SWORD AND THE
TROWEL.


DECEMBER, 1884.


ANOTHER SPIRITUAL HONEY DROP


A PRAYER-MEETING ADDRESS, BY C. H. SPURGEON.


ANOTHER one of our choicest honey-drops (See The Sword and the Trowel
for November, “Concerning the Dropping of Honeycombs.”) will be found
in the thirty-third chapter of Exodus, at the fourteenth verse. I shall speak
upon it now without premeditation, simply allowing the sweetness to flow
forth of itself. It is God’s word to his servant Moses.


“And he said, My presence shall go with thee, and I will give thee rest.”


It was not a pleasure-trip that Moses was taking, it was a journey through
the wilderness, on most important business, with a great pressure on his
own heart. He took his case before his God, and he said unto Jehovah,
“See, thou sayest unto me, Bring up this people: and thou hast not let me
know whom thou wilt send with me. Yet thou hast said, I know thee by
name, and thou hast also found grace in my sight. Now therefore, I pray
thee, if I have found grace in thy sight, shew me now thy way, that I may
know thee, that I may find grace in thy sight: and consider that this nation
is thy people.” It is very beautiful to notice the argument that Moses uses.
He says, “Lord, thou hast set me to take care of this people. How can I do
it? But they are thy people.” Therefore he gives an eye to Jehovah himself
for assistance. “Thou hast not let me know whom thou wilt send with me,”
is his complaint; but he seems to have an eye to the fact that HE, whose
people they were, who had put him into commission to guide them, and to
bear all their provocations, must intend to give him some very superior
help. The answer to that is, “My presence shall go with thee, and I will give
thee rest.” What more could Moses want than that, and what more can we
want? We are so foolish that we look about for strength away from God,
but there is none except in him. Dear Brother Varley, you are going to
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preach the gospel in the lands beyond the sea; this is the assurance that you
want in going forth; “My presence shall go with thee, and I will give thee
rest.” You will want much help in journeying from place to place; and that
help lies in the constant fellowship of your heart with the Lord, the
continual presence of God consciously enjoyed. You have a great burden
of souls lying upon you, dear friend; your strength to bear that burden lies
in the realization of God’s presence with yourself. It may not appear to
some that the quarter of an hour in the morning spent in looking into the
face of God, with ecstatic joy, can fill us with strength; but we know from
blessed experience that there is no strength like it. We are only strong as
we are overshadowed by the Eternal. Then Omnipotence comes streaming
into us; Jehovah, in infinite, condescending liberality, gives forth his might
to us.


Now, notice, that Moses was not informed that God would send Hobab,
his father-in-law, to go with him; he was not told that Joshua, his
successor, should accompany him; nothing was said to him about the
seventy elders who were to share the burden of responsibility with him.
Moses was to have their presence and help, but his true power was to lie in
this, “My presence shall go with thee.” He is about to start on a journey of
great importance, a journey of great trial, a journey of great provocation, a
journey that was to last for forty years; Out this is all the provender that he
needs, and God himself could not give him more.


And then he adds, “And I will give thee rest.” The most important thing to
a Christian worker, as it was to Moses, is to have rest. “I do not expect any
rest,” says one, “while I am here.” Do you not? Then you will not do much
work for the Lord. They who work most must rest most; and if they work
with their mind they cannot do it well, indeed they cannot do it at all,
unless they have plenty of rest. You will notice how people that get greatly
excited often talk nonsense, and people who are very fretful and fearful do
not speak or act as they should. The man who is to move others must have
both his own feet fixed firmly; there is nothing like having a good grip of
the ground, then you can fling the fellow with whom you are wrestling, but
he cannot fling you.


“Do you think Hoses had this rest ?” some one asks. I am sure he had,
because of the meekness of his spirit. You remember how the Lord Jesus
said, “Take my yoke upon you, and learn of me; for I am meek and lowly
in heart; and ye shall find rest unto your souls.” It is true that meekness of
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heart produces rest; but still, at the bottom, rest of heart produces
meekness. You can very well afford to be quiet with your fellow-men when
you yourself are perfectly restful in the living God. I remember a man being
run over in the street one day. Somebody rushed off, post haste, for the
nearest doctor; and when the medical man heard of the accident, he went
quietly into his surgery, turned over his case of instruments, selected those
that he thought he might want, and then leisurely walked to the spot where
the poor man lay. The messenger tried to hurry him, but it was no use. “Be
quick, doctor,” he cried, “the man’s leg is broken, every moment is
precious.” Now, the surgeon knew that he was doing the very best thing
that he could do, and he was far wiser than he would have been if he had
rushed off in wild haste, perhaps forgetting the very instrument he most
needed, and arriving out of breath, and quite unfit for the delicate duty
required of him. The doctor’s composure was not the result of coldness of
heart, but the result of the resolution to do the best possible thing in the
best possible way. If you are conscious of the Lord’s presence, you will do
the best thing possible by being very calm, deliberate, and quiet in his
service. “He that believeth,” in that sense, “shall not make haste;” but he
shall go about the business in a restful spirit.


Mark the kind of rest that is here mentioned. “I will give thee rest.” All the
rest that God gives us we may safely take. No man ever rested too long
upon the bosom of Jesus. I believe that many Christian workers would be
better if they enjoyed more rest. I was speaking to the ministers at the
Conference upon this matter, my subject being the Savior asleep during the
storm on the Sea of Galilee. He knew there was a storm coming on, but he
felt so happy and restful in his Father’s love and care that he went into the
hinder part of the ship, the best place for sleeping, deliberately took a
pillow, lay down, and went to sleep. It was the very best thing he could do.
He had been busy all day, teaching and feeding the multitudes, and he felt
that it was his duty to go to sleep that he might be ready for the next day’s
toil. When you get very weary, and perhaps worried as well, the best thing
you can do is to go to sleep. Go to bed, brother; and go to sleep. It is
astonishing what a difference a night’s rest makes with our troubles. I
would say this literally to fidgety, worrying people, like myself, “Go to bed,
brother, go to bed.” But I would also say it spiritually to all sorts of
people; when you are feeling weak, and disturbed, and you do not know
what to do for the best — “Go into the presence of God, and there get
rest.” “My presence shall go with thee, and I will give thee rest.” I will give
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you a little bit of worldly wisdom; it is this, — whenever you do not know
what to do, do not do it. But some people, when they do not know what to
do, go and do it directly, and get themselves into all sorts of trouble. Many
of us, like Moses, need rest. Moses has to bear two millions of people on
his heart; he needs rest. He has to put up with them for forty years; he
needs rest. Never had another man such a family as that, never was another
man so likely to be fluttered and worried; and he was a meek-spirited man,
too, who could not make a dash, as others might have done. This is his
strength, that he dwells in the divine presence, and therefore is restful,
calm, and strong. It is only now and then that he lets the human meekness
be for a moment clouded. Thus he was enabled to march along, like a king
in Jeshurun, as he was; and his soul dwelt in the eternity of God, singing
ever amidst ten thousand graves, for he had forty of his people dying every
day, “Lord, thou hast been our dwelling-place in all generations.”


NOTES


THOSE of our readers who have heard our son Thomas, or who have read
his articles in the Magazine, will thank us for letting them know that on
Tuesday, Dec. 9, a meeting will be held in the Tabernacle for the purpose
of saying farewell to him, and Messrs. Cooper and Driver, who are to sail
with him in the ss. Liguria which leaves London on the 10th inst. At the
same time, we shall hold the annual meeting of the College, at which we
usually have a large gathering of friends; so that, on this occasion, the
doubly special character of the proceedings ought to ensure a crowded
house. While these “Notes” are in the hands of the printer, the Editor is
laid aside, and suffering much pain of body, and depression of spirit, but he
trusts that, in answer to many prayers, he will be speedily restored to health
and strength, and enabled to preside at this meeting.


Messrs. Hollings and Brock, our esteemed advertising agents, ask us to call
attention to the fact that the present issue of the Magazine is, amongst
other reasons, exceptionally interesting, because it contains a much larger
number of advertisements from the London publishers than has ever before
appeared in any copy of The Sword and the Trowel. There are about
eighteen pages full of descriptions of new books, magazines, Christmas and
New Year’s cards, etc., in sufficient variety to suit the tastes and purses of
all our readers at this book-buying and present-giving season.
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On Friday evening, Oct. 24, the annual meeting of the METROPOLITAN


TABERNACLE LOAN TRACT SOCIETY was held in the Lecture-hall, under
the presidency of Pastor C. H. Spurgeon. Mr. Capel, the Secretary, stated
that the distributors of this Society visit 104 districts, and thus leave the
Pastor’s sermons with nearly 4,000 families every week. They have met
with many cases of conversion through the reading of the printed message.
A Mother’s Meeting, a Maternal Society, and a Sick Fund, have all been
developed as necessary adjuncts to the work, and in each department of
labor the blessing of the Lord has been experienced. Mr. Harrald, the
Treasurer, reported that the expenditure for sermons, covers, printing, etc.,
had been about £32, and there was a balance of £2 in hand. Addresses
were delivered by the chairman, Pastors T. Spurgeon and W. Williams,
Miss Thomas, and Messrs. W. J. Smith, Stone, and Moore. This is an
exceedingly useful and economical agency for spreading gospel truth, and
deserves more help than it at present receives. In order to work the
districts efficiently, twelve additional distributors are needed. Mr. Capel
will be happy to give full particulars to all who apply to him in the Tract-
room after any of the services.


On Monday evening, Oct. 27, Mr. and Mrs. Henry Varley came to the
Tabernacle prayer-meeting, to seek the supplications of the church there
for a blessing upon them while they were absent from England. Mr. Varley
spoke briefly, and the Pastor delivered the address which appears as the
first article in the present number of the Magazine.


During the past few weeks we have been called to part with quite a number
of our brethren and sisters from the church at the Tabernacle. When,
therefore, our beloved friend, MR. JOHN TURNER, who has for so many
years led the singing of the great congregation, fell asleep, it was resolved
that a funeral service should be held in the Tabernacle on Friday afternoon,
October 31st, at which all who had been recently bereaved might be
specially commended to the Lord in prayer, and the whole church might be
reminded of the lessons to be learned from these divine visitations. As Mr.
Turner lived so close to the building, where his voice will no more be
heard, the coffin containing his body was brought into the Tabernacle, and
a large company of members of the church and congregation assembled to
testify their esteem for their departed brother. The service was conducted
by Pastor C. H. Spurgeon, who was assisted by his brother; and at the
close the funeral company went to Norwood Cemetery, where Mr. J. T.
Dunn officiated at the grave. We shall not readily fill our friend’s place as
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leader of the singing. Others may have better voices than he had, and from
a musical standpoint may be his superiors, but he has so well helped us in
the service of praise, that we shall be quite content if other stagers assist us
in our worship as much as he did, who now sings the new song among the
multitudes redeemed from among men.


For several weeks we could not tell which of our brethren would be home
first, MR. TURNER, or MR. ALFRED SEARLE, but “the post” brought the
summons to Brother Searle about a fortnight before the message reached
Brother Turner. The next missive came soon after, addressed to our
venerable friend, MR. W. BOWKER, the senior elder of the church, and the
President of the Metropolitan Tabernacle Country Mission. We shall long
miss each of these worthy men, as well as many more who have recently
gone to join the church triumphant. They rest from their labors, and their
works do follow them.


Monday evening, November 3, was a great MISSIONARY PRAYER-
MEETING at the Tabernacle. First, Mr. and Mrs. Stubbs, who were
returning to India, were affectionately commended to the Lord in prayer.
Our brother touched all our hearts by his heroic declaration that he would
rather die amongst the heathen than live away from them. Then we had an
American missionary, who was going out to assist Dr. Clough in the
instruction of the 14,000 Telugu Christians, who are in fellowship as
baptized believers at Ongole, India. The Pastor next read a list of the
missionaries and brethren who had gone out to the foreign field from the
College, and prayer for all of them was offered by one of the students. The
meeting was closed with a most interesting address by Pastor E. F.
Baldwin, a Baptist minister from North Carolina, who was on his way to
Tangier, Morocco, to work in connection with the Kabyle Mission. Taking
it as a whole, the meeting would compare well, for numbers, enthusiasm,
interest, and information, with many of the annual gatherings of some of
our large societies. It was what Mr. Baldwin said they called in America,
“an inspiration meeting.”


On Friday afternoon, November 7, in the presence of Mrs. Higgs and her
family, the Pastor laid the MEMORIAL STONE of the large and beautiful
chapel which has been erected in memory of the late Mr. W. Higgs by the
members of his bereaved family. It is situated in Solon Road, Bedford
Road, Clapham, and is quite an ornament to the region, which in the course
of a few years has been covered with houses. We trust many of the
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inhabitants of the district will have cause eternally to praise the Lord for
the noble generosity which has taken such a practical and useful form The
building is to be called KENYON CHAPEL, in remembrance of Kenyon
House, where our beloved deacon and friend so long resided. It is to be the
London Baptist Association Chapel for the past year A most worth
minister has already been selected in the person of Pastor J. Douglas,
M.A., late of Ilfracombe. We hope Baptist friends in the neighborhood will
rally round him from the first service, and that the usefulness of the Chapel
will be all that the generous donors’ hearts could desire. It will be a
grievous disappointment to us not to be able to take part in the opening
services, as we had hoped to do.


On Monday evening, November 10, the annual united meeting for PRAYER


AND COMMUNION, in connection with the LONDON BAPTIST ASSOCIATION,
was held at the Tabernacle. The Pastors of the neighboring churches met
for tea and fellowship before the public gathering, which was much more
largely attended than for several years past. Most of the ministers took part
in the proceedings, and short addresses were delivered by Pastors C. H.
and J. A. Spurgeon and W. Williams. It was again a night to be
remembered.


On Monday evening, November 17, the Tabernacle Prayer-meeting
partook of the character of a PUBLIC WELCOME TO MR. WILLIAM OLNEY,
the senior deacon of the church, who has been absent some months on a
voyage to New Zealand. In the much-regretted, but unavoidable absence,
through illness, of the Pastor, his brother presided: and there was a large
gathering of members of the church and congregation. Special thanks for
our beloved friend’s safe return were presented in prayer by representatives
of the Pastors, deacons, elders, church, and college; and Mr. Olney gave an
exceedingly interesting report of his various experiences since he sailed
from England, in April. Everywhere he met with friends who were eager to
hear all he could tell  them concerning the Lord’s work at the Tabernacle,
and this fact he turned to good account on several occasions, by giving a
lecture, and making collections towards the removal of chapel-debts, etc.
Nowhere did he have a more hearty reception than that which was given to
him by the officers and members of our son’s church at Auckland. We
were all pleased to hear of the success of the work there under the care of
Mr. Rice, whom we sent out to supply the Pastor’s place while he was
away.
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COLLEGE. — During the past month the following brethren have sailed
front England: Mr. G. J. Dann, for Allahabad; Mr. J. Stubbs, for Patna; and
Mr. J. Glover, for Queensland.


In accordance with a request from our good friend, Mr. Gibson, who
wished us to select a Pastor for the church in Perth, Tasmania, we are
sending out Mr. J. R. Cooper, who, with his wife, will sail in the same ship
as our son Thomas and Mr. Driver.


Mr. H. T. Peach reports the formation of a church, of twenty-nine
members, at Pietermaritzburg; a continued increase in the congregation and
school; and many tokens of spiritual prosperity. Mr. W. Hamilton is still
“holding the fort” at Cape Town, but he would be very thankful if some
brother could be sent to relieve him. He cannot leave the church without a
suitable man to carry on the work which he has done so well in the past,
but how the matter is to be arranged we cannot tell at present.


Mr. W. Stokes, who has for some time been living at Pinner, Middlesex,
has undertaken the pastoral charge of the church in that place. Mr. J. C.
Foster is removing, from Braintree, to Sydenham Chapel, Forest Hill.


EVANGELISTS. — Messrs. Fullerton and Smith have finished their Belfast
mission, and moved on to Londonderry. The Lord has very graciously
owned their message in Belfast, and many souls have been won for Christ,
while backsliders have been reclaimed, and Christians stimulated and
strengthened.


Our brethren will come to London for the close of the year, and will
conduct special services in Kenyon Chapel, Solon Road, Clapham, on
Tuesday and Wednesday, December 30th and 31st. They will also take
charge of the watch-night service at the Tabernacle on New Year’s Eve.
January and February are to be spent in Bristol, and March in Folkestone.


Mr. Burnham’s three weeks’ services in Dorsetshire were among the
happiest seasons he has ever spent. The Congregational ministers at
Swanage and Wareham write in the highest terms of our brother’s visits to
their churches. One of them says: —


“We have reason to be devoutly thankful for the ten days’ mission held by
Mr. Burnham among us. The clear statement of the gospel, the happy
removal of difficulties that perplex the inquirer, the apt illustrations,
together with his tender appeals, produced a deep impression on many.
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Our friend manifestly has the gift of winning souls; with but little
excitement, and no extravagance, his words have a quiet power; they
quicken the conscience, and touch the heart. Some who had sunk into
indifference, and neglect of public worship, have been restored to
earnestness; and numbers from our Sunday-school, and Christian homes,
have been brought to decision for Christ. There had been much previous
planting, these services did the watering, and God has given the increase.
Our prayers have been answered, and our expectations exceeded. We have
a firm conviction that such an agency is most helpful to the ordinary
ministry. We earnestly wish Mr. Burnham and his fellow-laborers in this
glorious work the divine blessing, and large success. We enclose a small
thankoffering for the Evangelistic Fund.”


Mr. Burnham has since visited Wood Green, and this month he goes, for
the third time, to Watton, Norfolk; and finishes this year and begins 1885
at Humberstone-road Union Chapel, Leicester.


Friends at York Road, Leeds, and New Whittington, report successful
services held by Mr. Russell, who has also visited Reading and Sunderland.


Messrs. Mateer and Parker have had large congregations and much
blessing at Mirfield, Trowbridge, and Hanwell. This month they are to hold
services at Margate and Ramsgate.


ORPHANAGE. — On Wednesday evening, Oct. 29, the collectors’ meeting
was held at the Orphanage under the presidency of the President. The
program comprised singing, bell-ringing, and recitations by the children: an
original speech by an orphan boy; brief addresses by Pastors C. H. and T.
Spurgeon, J. Douglas, M.A., and J. Benson, and Messrs. B. W. Carr, V. J.
Charlesworth, and J. Maynard; and musical performances by other friends.
Altogether, although the attendance was somewhat smaller than usual, the
meeting was a thorough success. The amount brought in was £14 less than
at the November gathering last year; and on that fact being mentioned,
several friends at once subscribed sufficient to make up the deficiency. We
thank all our kind collectors and donors very heartily, and trust that they
will not get weary in this good work; for the boys and girls will keep on
eating and drinking, and wearing out their clothes, and we cannot supply
their wants without money.


Mr. Charlesworth and his choir have had a very successful tour in
Yorkshire. The accounts will not all be made up in time for the present
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Magazine, but we have already learned that the institution will be
considerably benefited by the generous help of our friends in the various
towns visited by our happy band of singers and ringers. This month they
will journey southwards, and their reception will, we feel sure, be equally
hearty. We have no need to “say to the north, ‘give up,’ and to the south,
‘keep not back’“; for north and south vie with one another, and with the
east and the west, in contributing to the support of the fatherless children
who come to us for shelter from all parts of the kingdom.


Special Note for Christmas. — We generally like to stir up the pure minds
of our friends by way of remembrance when the season for the roast beef
and plum-pudding is approaching. Christmas comes but once a year, but
now, dear friends, ‘twill soon be here; and the boys and girls at the Stock-
well Orphanage will enjoy the festivities all the better if those who have
thought of them in previous years will think of them again in the same
practical manner, and if others who have not formerly helped will make a
beginning now. Provisions of all sorts will be welcome, and contributions
of cash will be readily exchanged for anything that may be needed. The
President hopes this year to have the privilege of meeting the children; but
whether he is permitted to do so or not, they must have their full share of
enjoyment, and every one who sends a donation, however small, will help
them to spend “a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year.” All parcels
should be addressed to Mr. Charlesworth, Stockwell Orphanage, Clapham
Road, S.W. notes, money-orders, etc., will be received by C. H. Spurgeon,
Upper Norwood, S.E.


COLPORTAGE. — The Baptist Union of Tasmania, which was formed on
the occasion of the opening of the Launceston Tabernacle, has sent to us
the money to pay for the passage of a Colporteur for the outlying districts
of that charming island. After much prayerful and careful consideration, we
have selected a man whom we believe to be eminently adapted for the
work which will be required of him, and he has already sailed for his new
sphere of labor, with a well-assorted stock of books from our depot. We
trust that Mr. Gibson and all our Tasmanian brethren will see a great
blessing resulting from this new effort to extend the Redeemer’s kingdom.


The efforts of the Colportage Association, for further extension of the
work in England, are gradually being seconded by friends in districts
needing the agency. Six new districts have been started since Midsummer,
so that, notwithstanding losses through the discontinuance of others, a
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band of seventy-three Colporteurs is now engaged in the sale of the Word
of God, and Christian and other literature of a good moral tone. The sales
for the first nine months of this year show an increase of £669 9s. 4d. over
the same period in the previous year, which, considering the depression in
trade, is cause for much thankfulness.


Another important feature has been a large sale of penny New Testaments,
27,450 having been sold since July, besides several hundred gross of
Scripture Text Cards of various designs. The Word has also been spoken
to individuals from house to house, to the afflicted, and to small
congregations. This makes the agency doubly powerful for good, and
having been accompanied by manor prayers, both by the Committee and
the Colporteurs themselves, who can calculate the lasting results of so
widespread a sowing of the good seed?


But why should not the seventy-three agents be increased until at least one
hundred are employed? Some have assumed that, because the head-
quarters are at the Tabernacle, the association is denominational, but this is
an error, as the Colporteurs work in connection, not only with Baptist
friends, but those belonging to the Congregationalists, Church of England,
Wesleyans, and in some cases under independent local committees. No
distinctly denominational literature is carried for sale by the Colporteurs,
but that of any Evangelical church can be ordered through the men.


The Committee cannot do the work without the district in which it is
carried on bearing a share of the cost, amounting to £40 a year, but will
appoint an agent to any approved district where this sum can be
guaranteed. They are largely dependent upon voluntary subscriptions to the
General Fund to make up the deficiency, and while thanking all who have
so kindly contributed in the past, they earnestly solicit continued and
increased support to this fund.


Baptisms at Metropolitan Tabernacle. — October 23, sixteen; October 30,
fifteen.
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